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IF YOU ARE into economic Armageddon, you may want to tuck this issue of
Amazing/Fantastic away with your krugerands and other buried treasure.
Besides being packed with truly artful fiction, there is a golden nugget . . . “Run,
Spot, Run”, sequel to the famous story “A Boy and His Dog” by the eloquent
Harlan Ellison. He promised us his next story . . . and story came thereone. ..
one to knock your socks off. The message in his newest tale about Vic and
Blood is powerful, brutal and poignant, and the author’s afterword reveals why
the sequel. This is one that moves and shakes us — there was much more tobe
said. Watch for the full length novel, “BLOOD’S A ROVER?”, being published
by Ace Books this fall, in which both “Run, Spot, Run” and “A Boy and His
Dog” appear.

Beginning with this issue is our newest feature, “The Amazing Hall of Fame,”
which will serve to honor the great writers of Amazing/Fantastic past and to
offer you another look at some of science fiction’s most memorable stories
from earlier days. Each piece will be accompanied by some new thoughts from
its author, lending an intriguing perspective. And it seems most fitting to open
by presenting our first “Hall of Famer,” Robert Silverberg, with the Silver Anni-
versary appearance of “Hole in the Air”, which first was published in the Janu-
ary, 1956 Amazing.

Four stories in this issue deal with death: Wayne Wightman’s “[.ove Among
the Flowers” is a colorfully gloomy yarn, laced with gentle humor and a terrify-
ing admonition. (How like him to beat us violently over the head . . . with a
flower!); Alan Ryan delivers a touching view of one man’s reaffirmation in “Give
Us This Day Our Daily Death”; Lawrence Connolly introduces the chill of hor-
ror in “Buckeye and Spitball”; and Elison’s “Run, Spot, Run” poses wrenching
choices in a quest for survival.

Five other beautifully crafted stories offer a molluskian adventure, a time
warp war, a toy for the man who has everything else, a light-hearted spoof and a
tasty dash of symbolism. Who can resist?

Columns include J. Ray Dettling’s second in the series, “FUTURES FAN-
TASTIC?”, enticing us with the possibilities of travel to the stars; L. W. Michael-
son’s interview with famous, reclusive Polish SF writer Stanislaw Lem; Tom
Staicar’s excellent rundown on the best in SF reading; and Steve Fahnestalk’s
scoop on the latest doings in the Land of the Fan.

We think the artistry displayed by the following talented illustrators in this
issue will rank it among the best of any science fiction magazine: Richard Cor-
ben; Gary Freeman; Steve Fabian; Canadians Gene Day and Dan Day; and
English artist Melvyn Grant. Grant’s cover painting, “Space Vikings”, is from
the magnificent collection of SF and fantasy illustrations in The Flights of Icarus
by Donald Lehmkuhl, edited by Roger Dean and originally published by Drag-
on’s World Ltd./Paper Tiger. It is available in the U.S. from A & W Publishing,
Inc. in New York.
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PERHAPS THE most significant discov-
ery in history would be that of an extra-
terrestrial intelligent civilization. For
millennia, man’s ethnocentricity helped
establish his place of residence as the
center of the Universe; however since
Copernicus, this self-esteem has
constantly been shattered. The first blow
came with the realization that the Earth
revolved about the Sun, but man recov-
ered and walked proud again when he
established the Sun, our star, as the center
of the Universe. The second major blow
came when it was discovered that the Sun
was nothing more than aninsignificant
element in some remote corner of a galaxy
of 100 billion suns, which itself represented
only a mere speck in the Universe.

Although it was rather ego-shattering to
admit that the Earth was located “out in
the sticks” relative to everything else,
most “Earthians” still considered their
home as the most interesting exception in
the universe, because it alone flourished
with intelligent life. The discovery of
extraterrestrial intelligences will
undoubtedly be followed by a new
dimension of humility.

Recent studies have indicated that
extraterrestrial life is not only possible but
highly probableinliterally trillions of
places. Given that a planet possesses
conditions favorable for life, then time
itself will be the major condition for
evolution of intelligent life. Since the Earth
is a relatively young planet, it seems
reasonable, then, that on the cosmic
intelligence scale the Earth would
probably be rated somewhat less than
class average. In other words, among the
billions of cultures scattered throughout
the Universe, it is expected that over half
of them have reached the technological
level of color TV — and air pollution.

The most interesting extraterrestrial
cultures would probably be those
technologically and sociologically superior
to the Earth. It is these cultures that have
the greatest potential benefit for mankind,
since they possess the political and social
structures that allowed them to survive
thus far. They also possess the solutions to
countless problems in the medical, social,
and physical sciences that would
otherwise require a multi-billion dollar
effort lasting for centuries. If we believe in
the existence of these cultures, then a first-
order priorityshould be givento
contacting them.

WE MAY define two general types of
extraterrestrial contact: direct and
indirect. Direct contact shall refer to an
actual physical meeting with a member of
an extraterrestrial society. Indirect
contact shall refer to a remote meeting in
which some form of communication
occurs such as with radio telescopes. This
article discusses the possibilties of
attaining direct contact. In particular, it will
deal with transport or propulsion schemes
which may ultimately bridge the gap
between the Earth and the stars. For this
reason, conventional or state-of-the-art
chemical propulsion systems will be briefly
mentioned only for their academic value
and will not be seriously considered as an
interstellar transport mechanism. There
simply is not enough energy available in
conventional chemical propellants.

PROPULSION IN the broad sense is
the act of changing the motion of a body.
There are essentially two mechanismsin
any propulsion scheme: an energy source
and anenergy conversiondevice to
transform the energy into some form of
suitable propulsion. The energy source
may be part of the system undergoing
propulsion or it may be outside the system
as in the case of solar-powered spacecraft.
The following propulsion systems will be
divided into three categories: (1) those that
contain their own supply of energy and
propellant, (2) those that receive their
energy or propellant or both from the
environment, and (3) those that operate
on the fringes or outside the realm of
contemnporary physics.

l. Propulsion systems that contain both
their propellant and energy.

If one is considering interstellar flight
within reasonable (less than one century)
time spans, then after a quick analysis he
can readily reject any form of chemical
propulsion. There simply is not enough
energy per pound of propellant available in
any conceivable combination of chemical
elements to supply a spaceship with the
necessary velocity increment. Even for
interplanetary flights within the solar
system, the self-contained chemical
energy approach requires large and
expensive spacecraft with more than 99
percent of the spacecraft mass being
chemical fuel. If we decided to launch an
Apollo type payload to the nearest star
using the Saturn V rocket, it would take



well over 100,000 years.

The next step beyond chemical energy
in rocket propulsion is generally
considered to be nuclear energy. There is
approximately 100,000 to 1,000,000 times
more energy per pound available from
conventional nuclear fuels than that
available from the best chemical fuels;
consequently, nuclear powered space-
craft are of great interest today, and
indeed many proposals have been
submitted. It will be instructive to examine
the best possible nuclear rocket system
based on present-day technology to see
howclose it comes to meeting the
interstellar transport requirements.

In terms of energy output per pound,
the best nuclear reaction known to man is
that involving conversion of hydrogen to
helium. In this reaction approximately
0.8% of the reacting mass is converted to
energy. If all this energy is reabsorbed by
the products of fusion in a combustion
chamber, which in turn will impart thrust
to the spacecraft, we can easily determine
the velocity acquired after expending a
given amount of fuel (the combustion
chamber would be bounded by intense
magnetic fields whichin turn would
contain the fusion products).

Under the best of conditions, where all
the hydrogen is converted to helium, we
have the relation that

E = mc? = .008 mHc? = % mHeVe?
where mH = mass of hydrogen
mHe = mass of helium
¢ = velocity of light (3.0 x 101 cm/sec)
and Ve = rocket exhaust velocity

which yields an exhaust velocity of
Ve =19 x 10° cm/sec
If the mass (Me) of the spacecraft and
payload without fuel is equal to the mass of

the fuel (Mf) we have the following relation:

AV=V,1n Me* Mt -y, 1n2
Mi

AV =132 x 10° cm/sec)

or

AV = 8202 miles/sec == .04c

where V represents the change
in velocity given to the spacecraft.

While the above velocity is impressive, it
would still take a little more than a century
to reach Proxima Centauri, the nearest
star. Note that this assumes only a one
way flyby mission since additional
propellant would be required for a return
trip, and if alanding or an orbital mission
about one of the planets in the Centauri
system was also contemnplated, still more
propellant would be necessary. Higher
velocities are attainable by using more fuel
thus increasing the mass ratio, however
relativistic effects quickly come into play
which make it increasingly more difficult to
accelerate the spacecraft. Harvard
physicist Dr. Edward Purcell showed that
in order to propel afusion powered
spacecraft to 99 percent of light speed and
make a round trip to Proxima Centauri,
the propellant mass would have to bel
billion times the payload mass. The fusion
rocket, therefore, is a candidate, but not a
very exciting one for a starship.

Suppose future technologists develop a
scheme to convert not just a measly 0.8%
but 100% of their fuel to energyasina
matter/antimatter annihilation process. In
this case the exhaust velocity (Ve) would
be the velocity of light. Even for this ideal
condition, a round trip to Proxima
Centauri at .99¢ would still require a mass
ratio of about 40,000. For slower speeds
the mass ratio can be reduced substanti-
ally. Unfortunately, production and
storage of antimatter in sufficient
quantities is beyond the capabilities of
present day technology, nevertheless,
there is no theoretical argument that
prevents such a spaceship from being
operational in the future.

Other forms of propulsion which utilize
nuclear energy, such as electric or
electromagnetic propulsion, will have
performance characteristics below those
of the nuclear propulsion systems
described above.!

2.Propulsion systems that utilize free
energy or propellant from its environment.

In the above discussion, the perform-
ance of spacecraft was based on the best



possible utilization of the available energy,
however in each case the spacecraft
contained the source of energy, which
therefore limited its performance. Is there
any other way? Yes. Thereis free energy
and matter existing in space and it is
virtually unlimited. The difficulty lies in

developing the mechanisms for extracting
this energy. Any vehicle that can interact
with its environment in such a way that
both propulsion and energy are freely
provided, must be-the ultimate system.
The following represents a partial listing of
the more interesting approaches that have
been studied.

LASERPROPULSION — In this
system, the spacecraft only contains the
working fluid. The energy is supplied to the
working fluid through a laser beam
originating from a source located on the
Earth or a space station. The laser beam
can heat the working fluid directly in the
nozzle, orit can heat anarray of conduc-
tive heat pipes which, in turn, could
transfer this energy to the working fluid.
Calculations show that with today’s state-
of-the-art in lasers, this propulsion scheme
would yield performance approximately
three times better than conventional
chemical rockets.2 Still this value falls far
short for starflight.

ELECTRIC PROPULSION — Electric
propulsion in the broad sense will include
schemes in which electric, magnetic, or
electromagnetic fields are utilized to
accelerate charged particles through a
nozzle, thereby imparting thrust to the
spacecraft. In these systems, the
spacecraft usually carries the particles in
an uncharged form. An external source of
energy, such as solar energqy, is collected
by the ship and used to ionize and
acclerate these particles. The major
shortcoming of electric propulsion lies in
inherent low thrust level. Thrust to weight
ratios are much less than one*, conse-
quently the spaceship could never lift itself
off the ground. For interstellar missions,
they may be launched from an Earth orbit,
but the trip would take sevral centuries.

*thrust to weight ratio is the thrust or
propulsive force of a spacecraft engine
divided by the total spacecraft weight.

SOLAR SAIL — This concept uses pho-

ton pressure or radiation pressure exerted
by sunlight to propel a spacecraft. Its
major attribute is that the ship requires no
fuel and no energy since they are both
supplied by the Sun. The major disadvan-
tage of this approach lies in its inherent low
thrust level which is limited by the available
solar radiation. If most of the spacecraft
mass is in the solar sail, a thrust to weight
ratio of approximately 10-3 is possible in
near Earth space. After oneyear of
continuous acceleration under these
conditions, the spacecraft will have
attained a velocity of 200 miles per second,
however the solar radiation intensity, and
consequently the thrust level, decreases
rapidly as the ship leaves the solar system
and only a fraction of the 200 miles/second
would be reached. It has been suggested
that a large aperture sun pumped laser be
set up in orbit around the Sun with its
beam directed at the spacecraft solar sail
to avoid the reduced intensity problem.
Nevertheless, 200 miles/second is still far
too slow for a starship. We must look
further.

SPACE SCOOP - This concept utilizes
free energy from the Sun as well as free
interstellar matter. The system would
consist of an extensive electrostatic or
magnetostatic field acting as a “large
funnel” to capture interstellar matter,
which in turn is ionized then accelerated
electromagnetically to induce thrust. The
faster the spacecraft moves, the more
matter it intercepts and the greater its
ability to provide thrust. Analysis has
revealed that thrust levels of several
pounds are possible at a spacecraft velo-
city of 10 kam/sec.

INTERSTELLAR RAMJET - Also
known as the Bussard Ramjet after its
originator Dr. Robert Bussard. This
concept also uses a space scoop to collect
interstellar matter; however, since
interstellar matter is composed primarily
of hydrogen, it can be utilized to sustain a
nuclear fusion reaction. The output of the
fusion reaction provides thrust as well as
theenergyneededtocollectand
compress additional interstellar matter.

Some scientists have argued that the
Bussard Ramjet’s velocity would be limited
to a few percent of the velocity of light,
because only a small fraction (less than 1%)
of the interstellar hydrogen is of the right



type to be in the fusion reaction. The rest
would only contribute to drag. On the
other hand, the more common type of
hydrogen can still be used in higher energy
fusion reactions. It is just more difficult to
initiate. In this case, barring countless
other technical difficulties, not the least of
which is the ability of the machinery to
cope with the large influx of matter, the
starship could arroach the velocity of light.
Poul Anderson speculates, rather lightly,
on the technical aspects of such a mission
in his novel, “Tau Zero.”

3. Propulsion systems beyond the realm of
contemporary physicis.

All of the above propulsion systems,
with the exception of the matter/anitmat-
ter annihilation rocket, an advanced
Bussard Ramjet, and possibly a high mass
ratio nuclear fusion rocket, represent
round trip interstellar mission times in
excess of one century. Is there any hope
for interstellar visits requiring short time
spans measured in years or perhaps even
months? The answer is yes. It is the height
of naivete to assume that comtemporary
physics is aware of all fundamental laws of
nature that govern and limit all possible
propulsion schemes. It may also be naive
to assume that all motion in the universeis
governed exclusively by one or more of
the four basic forces uncovered by
physicists; namely, gravity, electromag-
netism, nuclear and weak interactions.
Are there yet still other forces in nature?
Might the speed of light be just another
“impassable” sound barrier?

The following represents areas which
propulsion technologists might examine
before ruling out the possibility of practical
interstellar transport.

GRAVITY CONTROL — Although
gravity is the oldest recognizable physical
force, any attempt to control gravity inany
shape or form has been totally unsuccess-
ful. Thus we have found no way to shield
against gravity, turn it off or reverse its
direction. If any method of gravity control
can be implemented in a spacecraft, the
ship would be capable of velocities
approaching the velocity of light with very
little expenditure of energy (depending on
the nature of the gravity drive). At these
high velocities, relativistic time dilation
effects would be experienced, thus
reducing the effective flight time to the

stars. It must be pointed out that many
roads are open, within the framework of
modern theoretical physics, which lead to
anti-gravity. Dr. Robert Forward gave an
excellent speech to the Science Fiction
Writers of America in 1974 which was later
published in Analog?, inwhich he
discussed 6 different methods of achieving
anti-gravity. Unfortunately, his methods
involve utilization of existing black holes,
binary stars or the compression of
enormous amounts of matter to super
high densities and the acceleration of this
mass to velocities near that of light — a
problem as difficult as star travel itself.
Nevertheless, a glimmer of hope exists,
and a better understanding of gravity may
drastically change this picture for the
better.

TACHYON PHYSICS — Particle
physicists are currently looking for
hypothetical particles called tachyons that
travel faster than light without violating the
theory of relativity. Remember, relativity
theory says nothing about traveling faster
than light, it simply states that we cannot
travel at the speed of light..Therefore, it is
conceivable that particles (tachyons) may
exist that normally move above the
velocity of light. In fact, if these tachyons
really do exist, their minimum energy state
would be at infinite velocity (that's right!
Across the galaxy in less than a microsec-
ond). The more energy one supplies, the
slower the tachyons would move, and it
would require an infinite supply of energy
to slow them down to the velocity of light4.
The discovery of these particles may
therefore “open the door” to faster than
light travel and/or instantaneous
interstellar communication. For example,
as we approach the speed of light, it may
be possible (and this is pure speculation)
to tunnel quantum mechanically across
the light barrier into a tachyon universe,
zip across the galaxy, then tunnel back
across the light barrier to normal space.
So here is a way to go faster than light
without ever moving at the speed of light.
The concept is not far fetched when we
consider that similar types of transitions
occur every day at the quantum physics
level.

PSYCHOKINESIS — In the realms of
psychic phenomena and metaphysics,
there are shreds of evidence that indicate
the existence of forces beyond those



explained by modern physics. For
example, several experiments have been
conducted, allegedly under very strict
laboratory conditions, in which a subject
was able to move inanimate objects by
thoughts. How is this done? To date there
has been no satisfactory explanation,
however, several research facilities, such
as SRI in Menlo Park, California, have
investigated this phenomena. In 1928 the
Russians had conducted a five-year study

to investigate the physical factors’

associated with this so-called “psychic
energy.” They concluded that psychoki-
nesis is not based on electromagnetic
forces. This conclusion is generally
accepted today by parapsychologists
throughout the worlds. If these forces
really do exist and they are not electro-
magnetic, what are they? There are only
three candidates left: nuclear, weak
interactions, and gravitational. It seems
unlikely that weak interactions or nuclear
forces are involved simply because large
amounts of energy are required to release
them. Could they be gravitational?
Perhaps. Gravitational forces are difficult
to measure on a small scale, nevertheless a
system of tests could be devised with
sensitive instruments,to determine if
psychic forces are gravitational in nature.
More than likely the answer lies in some
yet undiscovered force in nature. If so, its
discovery may have applications beyond
our wildest dreams — including star flight.
Understanding its mechanisms will yield a
quantum jump in man’s knowledge of the
Universe.

HYPERSPACE — If space is made up of
more than three mutually orthogonal
directions, commonly known as length,
width and height, then under certain
conditions one may “tunnel through” via a
four, five or an n-dimensional geodesic to
the stars. A geodesic in an n-dimensional
space is the shortest distance between two
points. A good example would be a two-
dimensional shadow attempting to reach
the other side of a wall. If he is limited to
travel in two dimensions, the shortest
distance would be around the wall. Itis
obvious to us, however, that the shortest
distance would be through the wall (a
three dimensional geodesic). Since our
shadow is only a two-dimensional creature
it would be difficult for him to imagine the
three-dimensional shortcut. With this little

bit of insight we three-dimensional
creatures should have less difficultyin
imagining a four-dimensional shortcut in a
four-dimensional space.

Interstellar transport based on this
concept requires first of all that the
universe is in fact made up of more than
three dimensions and secondly that there
exists a mechanism by which one can
make use of these hyperspace geodesics.

Albert Einstein has shown that space
and time are intimately related and
together form a complex four-dimensional
space-time geometry. From this cosmo-
logy, shortcuts to the stars are already
available through time dilation effects.
Perhaps tomorrow’s cosmologist will
show that space itself consists of an infinite
number of dimensions. If this proves to be
true, no less than a billion suns will be right
in our own backyard.

WARPED SPACETIME — General
Relativity predicts that both space and
time become distorted in the vicinity of a
large high density mass such as a neutron
star or a black hole. Moreover, the
equations of General Relativity allow for
one way time travel or quantum leaps
across the cosmosifoneentersthe
warped space in the proper manner. This
is the so-called Collapsar Jump used in
science fiction. The “Catch-22” is that we
first have to get to the dense object.

UFO'S — The phenomena of unidenti-
fied objects have baffled creatures of Earth
for centuries and their explanationis still
inconclusive. The possibility that UFO’s
represent extraterrestrial spacecratft is still
open. One approach tointerstellar
transport then would be to study case
histories of UFQO’s with the hope of gaining
insight to their propulsion mechanism.
This may be a long shot, but if there is any
chance at all that UFO’s are products of an
extraterrestrial civilization, it would
warrant some study.

AN ANALYSIS of the potential energy
available in chemical propellants indicates
that chemical propulsion systems are
hopelessly inadequate for interstellar flight
times of less than one century. Advanced
nuclear and matter/antimatter annihila-
tion rockets have some promise, however
they involve advancing the state-of-the-art
in many areas before such spacecraft can
be constructed.



All propulsion schemes envisioned thus
far, with the exception of an advanced
Bussard Ramjet, that tap their environ-
ment for free energy and propellant, have
extremely low thrust levels, therefore
mission times in excess of one century.

Beyond nuclear rockets there appears
to be some hope in technical areas that
transcend or put us on the fringe of
contemporary physics. These areas
should receive some attention.

The problem of interstellar transporta-
tion and possible extraterrestrial contact
may indeed be the most challenging
problem in history, but if we accept the
challenge and win, we will have won the
most valuable prize in history — the Uni-
verse and all its accumulated knowledge.

®
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Rook Reviews

Songs From the Stars By Norman Spin-
rad. Simon and Schuster, $11.95.

There is a large contingent of the SF
reading audience which is not at all familiar
with the work of Norman Spinrad. The
fact that this is true says much about the
lack of acumen on the part of our SF
audience and says nothing about
Spinrad’s considerable amount of talent. It
is my hope that his new novel Songs From
the Stars will receive just acclaim as one of
the finest books to be published in the field
in quite some time, and this will help focus
attention on the body of work produced by
this writer.

Before being elected President of the
Science Fiction Writers of America,
Norman Spinrad wrote a Hugo-winning
episode of Star Trek (“The Doomsday
Machine,” which also happens to be my
personal favorite), and received a Nebula
nomination for his novelette “The Big
Flash.” Until his 1980 nomination for the
American Book Award for his story
collection The Star-Spangled Future (Ace
Books, $2.25 — buy it!), he actually was
better known in France, where his books
have soldlike wine. There, he was

awarded the Prix Apollo for Bug Jack

Barron, an unjustly overlooked novel he
wrote in 1969,

If Songs From the Stars doesn’t make
the final ballot of the Hugo and Nebula
awards, then perhaps we don’t deserve
talents like Norman Spinrad in our midst.
Like Alfred Bester, Barry N. Malzbergand
others, he might decide to wander off
somewhere else to a literary milieu where
one is appreciated for distinctive efforts.

What precisely makes this novel so
special? If the average SF books jamming
the shelves were Pintos, Songs From the
Stars would be a Lincoln Continental.
From the first paragraphs we are drawn




into the story, which takes place in post-
smash Aquaria (the name for the isolated
regions of California whichare still
inhabited after a horrible nuclear war).
Science and technology are now called
black sorcery. The better a person’s
karmaisthewhiteritis. Themorea
person uses some form of technology or
petroleum or nuclear energy device, the
blacker they are. Everythingand everyone
between those extremes is a shade of gray.
Spinrad, as usual, manipulates the
reader into rooting for a certain side of an
issue, and then startles the same reader
with an abrupt change of mind as new facts
show the opposite side to be apparently
better. We see the world of pyramid
power, hot tubs, natural foods, hallucino-
genic drugs (called rex and mind food) and
astrology, and we feel smug about how
funny and quaint it all sounds, especially
loaded down as it all is with hip jargon.
A short time later we see a view of the
war-scorched, wounded planet Earth,
which politicians and the military have
turned into a nightmarish place where
billions have died at the end of a nuclear
war. The pollution which poisoned the air,
the deadly chemicals which turned the
waters into sewers, and the ideological
climate which allowed vicious hatred to
result in a war which no one really won are
all evidence that the scientists and
government leaders are prettylowin
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comparison with the Aquarians who live
the natural way. A few chapters later, we
are rooting for the Aquarians to use
technology again, so the two characters
Sunshine Sue and Clear Blue Lou can gain
support for arenewed effort to reach
space in league with the scientists. As the
book ends, no side is flawlessly perfect or
exactly rightinits assessment of the true
situation. This is a mature attitude for a
writer to take, so refreshingin place of
soapbox sermons and political tracts we
find elsewhere.

The best part of the book, in my opinion,
isthefirstconfrontation between
Sunshine Sue and Clear Blue Lou, each of
whom has reason to believe the other is
going to seduce them. Each tries to avoid
looking like the loser in the verbal battle of
wits and mind-games going on, and even
the reader is not certain about which has
come out better in the encounter.

[ hope to see this book become abig
seller and an award finalist.

Star God By Allen L. Wold. St Martin’s
Press, $9.95.

The book jacket blurb praises this novel
for displaying a “penchant for philosophy
on the levels of Heinlein and Bradbury”
combined with ““good old-fashioned
fantasy in the tradition of Asimov and
Clarke.”” Wold didn’t ask for that
hyperbole and it won’t do him or St.
Martin’s any good, of course. His novel is
competent, he has unmistakable writing
talent, and he is aliterate man who has
some knowledge of science. However,
Star God is a disappointment in most
respects, and a rather shallow book.

Satinas, a special agent for the Seven
Worlds, is surgically altered by space
aliens in order to become ademigod. He
tries to make contact with the mysterious
Visitor who has been tearing the societies
of the Seven Worlds apart by psychic
presence in the minds of their people. The
nature of the Visitor is the key to the book,
and we are supposed to feel a sense of
grandeur at the idea that this visitor might
be God, or an alien force, or a mass-mind.
The problem is, we have all done some
imagining from childhood on about the
nature of God and what space aliens might
be like. In addition, the great classics of A.
E. van Vogt have provided detailed
excursions into the worlds of human
supermen who have gone on to meet



super-intelligent beings. There are dozens
of DAW paperbacks which provide as
much entertainment as this $9.95
hardcover.I feel certain that someday
when Allen L. Wold has established his
name as an important SF writer with a
distinguished list of novels to his credit, he
will agree that Star God was an early effort
which could have been handled in a better
manner.

e IO g A

Fantasy Literature. A Core Collection
and Reference Guide. By Marshall B.
Tymn, Kenneth J. Zahorskiand Robert H.
Bover. R.R. Bowker Company $14.95
Fantasy Literature deserves a place of
honor next to Neil Barron’s Anatomy of a
Wonder (Bowker, $17.50; $9.50 paper-
back) as an indispensible reference work.
This serious, scholarly book will appeal to
a wide range of people. The average
fantasy reader will find it enormously
interesting for browsing, looking up
authors and seeking out new books of the
same type as favorite works they have
read. The fantasy book collector will use it
to look up publishers’ addresses, fantasy
society addresses, and publication data on
books in the field. Librarians and book
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selectors for libraries will appreciate the
carefully chosen core collection of 240
fantasy books which provide a well-
balanced selection of titles from all sub-
categories of fantasy.

There are brief synopses of the novels
and descriptions of the collections and a
secfion of reference and research tools.
Fantasy Literature includes works by C.J.
Cherryh, Ursula K. LeGuin, Tanith Lee
and Katherine Kurtz, along with earlier
classics by Lord Dunsany, E.R. Eddison,
William Morris and H. Rider Haggard. The
35 page essay '‘On Fantasy’ is an
objectively written overview of fantasy,
explaining the nuances involved in
categories such as heroic fantasy,
supernatural horror, Gothic fantasy and
science fantasy, among others, as well as
providing a history of the field in brief form.

This is well worth buying in hardcover
and will be an invaluable part of anyone's
collection of fantasy books.

Galaxy: Thirty Years of Innovative
Science Fiction. Edited By Frederik
Pohl, Martin H. Greenberg, and Joseph
D. Olander. Playboy Press, $10.95. Also
Science Fiction Book Club Edition.

You can’t gowronginbuying this
collection of good stories from Galaxy,
with names like Fritz Leiber, Cordwainer
Smith, Algis Budrys. William Tenn,
Damon Knight, and Philip K. Dick on the
contents page. Several of the writers have
contributed memoirs of a page or so,
recalling H.L. Gold and the early years of
the pioneering magazine.

Poor Horace L. Gold comes in fora
verbal drubbing in most of the memoirs,
and he deserved every word of it. Any
editor who would delete scenes, add
scenes, add characters and change happy
to sad endings and the reverse is playing
with fire as far as popularity with writers is
concerned. On the other hand, Mr. Gold
{who is still alive, by the way, although no
longer associated with SF editing) suffered
from a case of agoraphobia which made it
necessary for him to live and work in his
apartment, never leaving for long periods
of weeks or months. He notes in his own
introduction: . . . “l was wide open to every
thought and feeling that everyone else
had, being so high on anxiety and Seconal



— and having agonizing back pains that
weren't diagnosed until twenty-one years
after the incident as a broken spine. My
mind was in a constant fog.” Any man with
problems like those deserves a dose of
sympathy especially when the same man

‘Galaxy

THIRTY YEARS OF INNOVATIVE SCIENCE FICTION

Eddea by Fraderx Fohl, Martin K. Grennbarg, snd Jossph D, Oiandor

Fealuring sto-
ries, memoirs,
and a jook be-

hind-the-scenas
by some of the
most famous
names in sci-
ance ficlion his-
tory with a
special index to
every slory, arti-
cle and review
ever published.

brings out the first magazine to truly
challenge Campbell’s Astounding and give
F & SF some competition. Galaxy gave
contributors a chance to market stories
and novels which were not acceptable to
Campbell but which were to become
classics like The Space Merchants, The
Demolished Man, and the stories of Niven,
Pohl, Sheckley, Silverberg, and many
others.

The choice of stories for this book was
not based on a “best of” philosophy at all.
The selection was made from hundreds of
tales which do not get anthologized often
and some not at all.

For some reason, James Baen is not
nentioned and his strong contribution to
Salaxy for more than four years is not
1oted.

Salaxy: The Best of My Years. Edited
wy James Baen. Ace Books $2.25.
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This one is a bargain no matter what
competition it is pitted against. Baen was
editor in the late 1970’s, nurturing the
careers of Spider Robinson, John Varley,
Arsen Darnay, Charles Sheffield, and
others at the early stages of their writing
careers. He chose covers by Steve Fabian
and wrote editorials which exuded an
unblushing optimism about the future — if
we could only get the U.S. space program
back on track to the stars.

Optimism, based on realism and

scientific extrapolation, was the
underlying feeling of James Baen'’s
Galaxy. His selection of stories was always
rooted in optimism as opposed to the
plethora of dystopian visions he sawin
books and magazines around him. As he
mentions in the introduction of his book:
“Even the many new readers (long may
they prosper!) are mostly interested in
what science fiction has been, not what it is
becoming. And who can blame them?
What little there is in the way of originality
in modern science fiction consists in the
main of variations on the theme of human
misery ... Is it any wonder, then, that the
latest re-issue of The City and the Stars is
selling like hotcakes? Or that the
Foundation Trilogy is in its umpteenth
printing? Hardly. People — even intelligent
people — can be told only so many times
that life by definition is a bucket of sewage
with the handle inside, firmly affixed to the
bottom of the bucket, before they wander
off to look for the latest Asimov or Heinlein
reissue . ..”
Galaxy: The Best of My Years is Baen's
attempt tocreate the perfectissue of
Galaxy. He has blended a Jerry Pournelle
science column, an article by Isaac
Asimov, and two of his own editonals, with
a potpourri of science fiction by LeGuin,
Niven, Zelazny, Varley, Anderson and
more, displaying some of the best wares to
be showcased in his magazine during his
tenure as editor. l wish he had reprinted
one of the fine book review columns by the
inimitable Spider Robinson, who was
always my favorite element of Galaxy's
feature mix.

Don’t miss this chance to capture some
of the flavor of the Galaxy of the late 70’s.

[
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HARLAN ELLISON

Run,Spoi,Run

Sequel to**A Boy and HisDog”’

World War Ill lasted from 25 June 1950
when the Republic of Korea was invaded
by 60,000 screaming North Korean troops
spearheaded by something in excess of
one hundred Russian-built tanks . .. to
January 1993 when the Vatican Entente
Cordiale was signed between the Eastern
and Western blocs. World War Illl — hot
and cold — lasted forty-three years,
though nobody seemed smart enough to
realize it was all one continuing conflict.
But as the New Year dawned in 1993 it
was all over; peace and tranquility reign-
ed, la-de-da.

For two years and six months and three
days.

World War IV broke out on Americen In-
dependence Day, 4 July 1995, World War
IV lasted five days; until the few remaining
missiles that had jammed in their release
phase cleared the various silos beneath
the Painted Desert and the Urals and the
GobiAltay; but by then there wasn’t much
of anything left to fight over. Five days.

Then what was left belonged to anybody

who wanted it; anybody with a taste for
radiation and rubble. But it was a very dif-
ferent world the survivors claimed. The
“good folks"” sank their caisson cities, their
sterile downunders, deep in the earth.
And the snaggle-toothed remnants of the
abouveground were abandoned to the new
masters of desolation: vicious roverpaks
of parentless young boys . . . and their tele-
pathic dogs.
— From the History of
the World, as Blood
tells it.

This section of the novel BLOOD'S A
ROVER follows immediately in time and
location the ending of the previously-
published novella “A Boy and His Dog.” In
the preceding section Vic and Blood, after
escaping the city where Fellini’s roverpak
holds sway, have been separated when Vic
follows Quilla June into the downunder
city of Topeka. Finally escaping with her,
Vic returns to find Blood — his chief link
with survival — starving and wounded.
Making the only decision he can, Vic kills
the girl and uses the meat to save Blood's
life.

Copyright © 1980 by The Kilimanjaro Corporation.
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E KEPT going west and I’d have tried to use Freud to cheer him up, but it
doesn’t pay to be too cerebral with a fifteen-year-old boy who has done
something he can’t live with.

“It's mostly my fault,” | said one day, about a week later. He looked miser-
able. He wasn’t sleeping much, and when he did sleep he hummed and moaned.
I didn’t mind the moaning as much as the humming: an eerie, continuous tone
without apparent break for breathing. How he did it I don’t k. _ow. It worried me.
He was losing his edge.

He didn’t stop walking, and he didn’t even look at me.

“It is not unappreciated,” | said.

Answer came there none.

I hustled to keep up with him, even though he wasn’t going at that trail pace
he can adopt for an hour or two at a time when we’re trying to get past some
long danger zone. He was doing a zombie walk, actually; without any spring,
without any bounce. But it was exhausting, just one foot in front of the other:
through mud, through ash, sometimes through rubble. Just one foot in front of
the other, hour after hour.

[ was afraid to say anything about food.

He was still remembering that special meal I'd had. And the leftovers.

I never said | was hungry. ] wasn’t worried that he'd get rankled . . | was
worried he wouldn't answer.

Maybe more than an edge had been dulled by my special meal.

I caught a purple and pink lizard and ate it. My head ached and my stomach
bubbled all the next day, but it kept me going. Whatever it had been before the
Third War, whatever normal species it had taken three hundred million years
from the Pennsylvanian Period to become, that vile purple and pink thing had
gone through an inordinate amount of mutation in just thirty-nine years. It gave
me hallucinations.

Like the night of the day after | ate it, when we were still on a stretch of what a
rusty sign said had been the Ohio Turnpike, when I started seeing ghosts . . .
and they were all wearing frilly pink dresses.

It had been incredibly hot all day, humid under a low, thick, mean-looking
cover of thunderhead clouds that packed in the air and sent up waves of shim-
mer from the unruptured slabs of roadway. Just before sunset the storm broke
and it didn’t bring any relief from the clutching heat. It was a boiling rain that hit
the Turnpike and just sizzled. The pads of my paws were raw, but | didn’t ask
Vic to slow down or stop.

He just kept pacing off the miles, heading west.

The storm stopped after darkness fell, but the clouds outdistanced us and
kept building up behind. If there was a moon riding above them, [ couldn’t see it.

There were sounds from the woods that flanked the Turmnpike. Some of the
sounds were words, but they weren’t from throats | recognized.

Vic didn't seem to hear. He stared straight ahead, seeing nothing; and we
kept moving. 1 didn’t like traveling at night in this kind of country. My head
ached, my stomach bubbled.

And then I saw the ghost.

It oozed up through a fissure in the roadway, the first one in a pink dress. It
came up like a fog, like the smoke of a genie from a bottle. Vaporous, transpar-
ent, it skimmed out of the fractured Turnpike and hung there before me,
swaying.

Vic walked right through it.

I could see him going away beyond the swaying shape. I drew back and the
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fur bristled all along my back. My lips skinned back over my muzzle and | heard
myself beginning that growl deep in my throat that was a combination of terror
and murder. My hindquarters trembled with contained energy, the preparation
to spring or bolt.

Because it was making the most terrible sound I'd ever heard. A pitiful,
pleading sound that held in its undertones the vision of painful death and lone-
liness. The sound cut straight through my brain.

It was a girl in a pink dress, a frilly pink dress; a dress that had been ripped and
torn, as if to make bandages. There were pieces missing from the dress. There
were pieces missing from her face.

And it swayed there like some hideous underwater growth, anchored deepin
the broken roadway, its stalk a softly hissing vapor, its stem a moist pink fall of
torn cloth, its flower only part of a face, one cheek torn away as if by fangs, as if
by a wild beast. And the eyes . . .

It swayed toward me, and away, toward me, and away . . .

I howled. ’

I was getting the vision from Vic’s subconscious!

Then I ran. | dodged sidewise and around it as it swayed toward me, the eyes,
those awful eyes filled with anguish and death, rollingin the sockets to track me
as | dodged past.

Then [ ran. Scampering sloppily as I turned my head to look behind me. It had
revolved; it was facing toward me, still anchored in the macadam, still floating
like a plume of seaweed. My claws made little ratcheting sounds on the pike as
my feet went out from under me and ! slid on my belly.

Then I ran. Up again and howlinglike my ancestors, chasing Vic and trying to
get his mind out of that pit!

As bad as it had ever been for us, this could be the worst; because there
wasn't any way to fight it. Something had happened to him with that girl, that
Quilla June Holmes, that frilly pink dress. Something different from what he
knew of women out here in the deadlands where it was make it or die, that sim-
ply, survival first and last and all the crannies in-between. No time for soft and
sweet and Tom Sawyer walking Becky Thatcher’s picket fence. He’d hada
demonstration of what wetbrain could do: she’d coshed him over the head and
lured him downunder. But something had been born in him, some human emo-
tion like love. And I couldn't resist it or pillory him for it because I'd been trying
to instill something like that in him since we’d come together.

But not like this. Not in a way that would collapse his grip on reality. That [
couldn’t permit. He was my boy and each of us was the only thing that stood
between the other and getting wasted.

But now he hated me. Inside him, way down in his little kid’s brain — because
that’s all he was, afifteen year old kid — he had done something he thought was
awful, and he’d got his quilt all twisted up in there and he blamed me. What the
hell, why not? Wasn't it good old Blood who’d eaten his fill?

Another ghost came out of the roadway.

Right in front of me.

[ could barely stop.

I put my ass down an skidded, trying to scrabble my claws into the blacktop,
but that was a waste of time. I slid along tearing up good meat and tried to get
my feet under me, and went around and around like a crab onice . . .

. . . and [ went right through it!

Another little girl in a pink dress. With more rips and more parts missing and
a bloody stub hanging off the left shoulder where an arm should have been. And



this time it reached for me. And this time [ felt it. Anicicle right through my hind-
quarters. The chill steel of it reaching into my skin and trying to pull me out of
myself. | screamed with pain and howled with fear and kept right on going.

And Vic was still walking. Still heading west and hating me deep inside him-
self for killing his love and then eating it. And I couldn’t even catch up with him.

“Vic! Vic, for the love of God, Vic, stop!”

Nothing. Didn’t even turn around to see what was making me deranged.
He’d settled into some awful fugue state, self-hypnotized, just walking because
it was automatic action, one foot in front of the other. How long he’'d been like
that, and me not doing anything about it because [ wanted to let him work it out
himself, not realizing he was paralyzing himself, I don’t know. Maybe it had
been aday, or two days. And [ was half-insane myself from eating that lizard and
there must have been something in its bloodstream, maybe some crazy psyche-
delic or psilocybin fraction that reacted with the chains of amino acids forming
the peptide molecules in my brain that stimulated the telepathic ability in me —
stimulated what the Third War neurophysiologists who mutated my ancestors
called “psychoendorphins” — so I was picking up not just Vic’s thoughts, but
his buried fears and fantasies, his unconscious guilt and hatred. And that lizard
meat had fucked up my psychoendorphins so [ was seeing and feeling and
maybe dying from fright of nothing but phantoms from Vic’s mind swamp.

Three chewed ghosts, ectoplasmic blood cozing from rips and tears in their
flesh, slithered out of the Turnpike around me. They had me surrounded. I felt
my eyeballs popping out of my head and my skin crawling and [ went straight
through the one directly in front of me.

My heart stopped.

The stuff in my veins and arteries just quit flowing to my heart, it froze solid,
turned to rime, and everything went dead white and I crashed onto my face and
died. I lay there. Ghosts came for me.

IT WAS raining again. It was still dark. | was dead and it was raining on me.
Pretty ratty, | thought. Least he could've done was get my carcass out of the
wet. After all, it’s been over three years, and it’s not as if we were strangers.
When I wanted to be left alone, to relieve myself against some salubrious stand-
pipe or nifty bush, there he always was, just staring at me. “Do I gawk at you
when you’re squatting and grunting?” I used to say. So what happens when [
need him to schlep me info the dry? He’s gone and left me.

[ called him an ingrate a few times, and then | opened my eyes.

Well, imagine my surprise to find [ wasn’t dead!

[ had rolled over, apparently, and [ was still alive. The ghosts of shredded little
girls were gone.

It was, no doubt, somethingI ate . . . Ithought. Like a purple and pink
yecchhh that I'll never again so help me never masticate. Plays unquestioned
hell with my psychoendorphins.

[ tumed my head and there was Vic, sitting all crouched up at the side of the
pike, hunkered down on his haunches with his arms wrapped around his knees,
just staring off across nothing with unblinking eyes. [ had a cataleptic boy on my
paws. The warrior solo who would defend my sensitive self had gone all the way
around the bend and down the road. Eyes wide open, he was stunned and
silent, soaking wet and shivering even in the warm, sticky rain.

Every inch of my body hurt. Whatever energy pool had been tapped by
radioactive or psychedelically altered psychoendorphins, it had unleashed
enough power not only to conjure up those demons from Vic’s unconscious,
but had freighted them with actual killing ability. [ was hurt. Every nerve in my
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body had been shorted and fused. And | hadn’t recovered from the wounds I'd
sustained in the YMCA fight or the deprivation I'd suffered waiting for lovesick
Vic to come back from the downunder. Sometimes I marvel at my stamina in
the face of adversity. A noble nature is the answer, of course.

Thinking just that . . . and also wondering how the hell | was going to jolt my
nearly catatonic buddy Vic out of his potentially suicidal fugue state . . . I tried to
get up. It was beyond my not inconsiderable abilities. I lay there whimpering.

The Noble Canine’s Burden — A KA. Vic A K.A. Albert — paid no atten-
tion. Hey, dipstick! I yelled, mind-to-mind.

Which brought his unconscious back to an awareness that | was still in the
world. And the programmer of hate in there got right back on the job. Another
ghost started to ooze out of the crumbled Tumpike about six feet in front of me.
It had one eye and its lower jaw was ripped away; blood was pumping out of the
neck, all over the sweet little pink dress.

I knew it was curtains this time. | couldn’t move.

And then, when everything was as black as it could get, when troubles were
greater than any one poor dog ought to have to contend with; when the
darkness before the dawn was so utterly ebony that one could vomit at the
thought of how shitty it all was . . . things got much worse.

That ratbastard killer Fellini and his slave-wagon came thundering down the
Ohio Turnpike straight for us.

I started picking up random bits of thought formations long before [ saw that
batch of cuties in the flesh. Flesh is the operative term when speaking about
Fellini. Loves his widdle boys, him does! Catamite is the exact word. Finds the
poor little beggars starving in the ruins, coddles and squeezes them, pinches
their cheeks and feeds them canned peaches to fill out their little butts and then
turns them hind-end-to.

It is with difficulty that I think about Fellini and his gigantic roverpak of dis-
gustds. My lunch repeats on me when I can’t sweep the image out of my head.

And as for love of Vic and me, Fellini has about as much as [ have for scream-
ers. We’d managed to steal enough food from him that he had us on his list as
A-#1 removables.

Vic out of it. Miserable rain. Mean things in the woods. Darkness. Out in the
open. No protection. A ghost coming for me. And Fellini’s bunch hurtling down
on us.

Death where is thy sting?

I'm coming, Blood, just be patient.

Then it dawned on me: what the hell was Fellini doing way out here? He prac-
tically owned the city. He’d whipped every other roverpak into subjugation; he
wouldn’t have left the city unless something catastrophic had happened back
there.

It was logical they’d be on this route: it was the only main trail west we’d been
able todiscover, the lane of least resistance. So l understood that. But what
was behind Fellini, what was back in the city that drove himaway . . . that had to
be something neither Vic nor I could cope with.

[ had to get Vic out of the way. Off the road. Into the woods. If Fellini saw him
or me it would be a long and less-than-classy death he'd program for us.

[ willed myself to move. Not much, and not very well, but [ moved. A littie bit
to the side . . . and the ghost swayed in my direction. A little bit to the other side
. . . and the ghost followed my lead.

Come on, lady, | thought, I'm sorry about dining alfresco but, like right now, |
was dying. So give me a break here.
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But break came there none.

So okay, so no more Mr. Compromise, no more Mr. Rational, no more Mr.
Sweet Personality. Now we do what we do best — which is purely, simply stay-
ing alive!

And I founditinme somewhere, don’t ask where, and I was up like the
sprinter of old, and I ran! Hyaah! Eat confusion, noncorporeal wraith! Left,
right, left again, and I was past her, empty eyesocket, shredded jaw, pumping
carotid and all . . . past her like a shot, skidding forward and hitting Vic so
damned hard he went over on his back.

Then I jumped on his goddam chest and I bit him in the ear!

And let me tell you, that woke him up.

“Fellini!” I said, mind-to-mind.

He did a terrific huh-what? And [ said again, very slowly (noticing the ghost

- had vanished when the psychotic glaze left his eyes), “We are about to be run
down by Fellini’s slave-wagon, massuh. We are about to be found by the warm
and wonderful Fellini who will cut your balls off and stuff themin your teen-aged
mouth. What say we get in the wind, Albert?”

“You bit my ear off.”

“Not off. Just nibbled it a little.”

“Why’'d you do that, you little asshole?”

“Fit of pique. lmmment death does that to me.’

“Jesus Christ, dog, I'm bleeding all over the place.”

“Couldn’t happen to a nicer place.”

He kept putting his filthy hand up to his chewed ear and then taking it away to
see the blood. Wasn’t that much blood. Couldn’t see it without moonlight,
anyhow. Just making a big thing of nothing. [ didn’t even clamp my jaws. Just
gummed him a trifle.

“T'll probably get tetanus and die.”

“Not before Fellini throws some meat to your ass, I'll betcha.”

That caught his attention. That, and the sound of the drivers cracking their
whips over the slaves harnessed into Fellini’s cart. You could hear it now. |
could hear it now.

Vic could hear it now. “Jesus,” he whispered.

“The same,” | said. “Shall we go?”

And he was up off his butt, and we were running.

Naturally, that was a stretch of Turnpike where the fence flanking the road
hadn’t gone down. So we had to run straight ahead down the blacktop. And
then there he was, coming down the straightaway behind us . . .

Fellini, that king sleazo, and about a hundred rovers, all slavering and
screaming and spotting us in the dark.

How?

Well, I'm not the only pooch who can read minds, if the truth be known. Call
it bad luck. Call it caprice. Stick it in your hat and call it macaroni, for all I care;
the point was that we were seen. And one of those little punk-stickers yelled,
“It’s that solo and the dog!”’ and [ heard the whiskey voice of Fellini bellow,
“Git’'m! Git me thet boy!”

And a wave of skirmishers detached itself from the pak and came after us full-
buck and slavering.

“You just seem to make friends wherever you go,” I said to Vic, running, run-
ning, running.

Somebody got off a shot that may have outraged a tree back in the woods,
but didn’t even come close to the blurs we had become vamoosing outta there.
Trouble was, it gave the other rovers an idea and, unaccustomed as they were
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to actually thinking, they began plinking at us. Now if one crosseyed sonofa-
bitch is shooting at you, only random chance can cause you angst, but when it’s
about fifty loonies all firing at once, the air gets filled with bad luck.

“Over here!” Vic yelled out loud.

He cut right toward the fence, but | didn’t know how he was going to go over
it, with or without me. As it turned out he didn’t. We went under. Storms had
washed away a gully under a stretch of the chain-link and we slid under in the
mud and came up on the other side and broke for the woods as fast as we could,
our feet sucking up slop at every step. Ten seconds more and we’d madeiit.
Right into the trees and thick underbrush, my coat full of nasty little foxtails that
worked their way in and would have to be removed one by one later by Vic. If
we lived that long.

The rain was getting heavier, and that was good. It would slow our pursuers.
Nothing could slow us . . . not even the thick spiderwebs that hunglike festoons
from every tree. They clung and tore as we smashed through them. A sudden
break in the swollen storm clouds overhead revealed the waning moon skid-
ding along high above the overcast; and in that fleeting moment of aluminum
light the forest was lit like a carnival midway.

Spiderwebs, as big as the topsails of frigates hung necklaced with raindrops,
silver and exquisite, everywhere. Incredibly complex territorial imperatives of
master spinners, bough to bough, bole to bole, vanishing into the topmost
branches; orb-webs and safety lines hung everywhere, thick as snowflakes and
intricate beyond belief. We ran deeper into the forest, smashing through the
veils of silk, destroying the ornate fretwork like barbarians in a cathedral.

Behind us we could hear the fifty rovers of Fellini’s pak slamming through;
the sound of their boots slapping against the carpet of slippery leaves and mud,
spread out behind us, made it seem we were being chased by a legion of angry
ducks.

We ran up a mudbank and Vic slipped, sliding back down on his stomach. As
he floundered to his feet he caught his right foot in the protruding root of a
rotted-out stump. | saw him catch it, started to teep a caution, but he moved
before I could get the thought off. | heard the pop of ligaments and he screamed.

The ducks stopped slapping and listened.

“This way!” one of them yelled, and then they altered course and were right
on our trail again.

Vic had sat down again. His face was a withered potato of pain. “Oh, Jesus
Jesus Jesus, oh, Christ that hurts!”

There are no atheists in foxholes.

“How bad is it?” | said.

“Can’t tell. Heard something rip. Oh shit it hurts!”

He was nursing the foot, holding the muddy boot with both hands. [ started
thinking very fast. Doing what I do best.

“Can you pull yourself up a little bit?"

He nodded, knowing I had something in mind.

“The stump. It’s hollow. Crawl up in there, in the side. There’s a big hole.”

“They'll see it, too. They'll find us.”

“Do it.”

He did it. He sculled backward on hands and buttocks and managed to slip
inside the short pillar of the tree stump. I Turned my ass to him and began
scrabbling, throwing mud in a thick spatter. [ dug in and worked fast, not even
stopping when the pain in my hind legs made me feel as if everything inside, so
recently frozen, was on fire. I covered him with mud and leaves and bits of
mulch until the hole was packed and he was safe inside. Then | limped off to a
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low depression between two thick bushes, burrowed under the foliage and into
a cover of leaves packed solid with rain.

It was dark, it was wet, it was tough going through this stretch of the forest
with the spiderwebs and the branches sweeping the ground. With a little luck
they’d get up that mudbank and keep going. With a dash of decency on the part
of the uncaring universe, we'd make it.

THREE HOURS later they'd gone, and we were safe.

For a long time I didn’t think they’d give up. Fellini was obviously completely
crazy with hatred for me and Vic by this time. But finally, long before sunrise,
they gave up, the last straggling skirmisher beat his way back to the pak, and
though I couldn’t hear the slave-wagon rolling west on the Turnpike, [ knew
they were gone. The air was clear of thoughts.

But I stayed put for another hour, just to be sure.

Lying in the cold like that, with the rain that had turmed very cold at last when
it would do the most harm, after having been speared by ghosts, after having
opened wounds only minimally healed, weary and frightened, with foxtails that
had worked their way through my matted fur into my skin . . . I was barely able
to drag myself out of the covering protection of the moldy leaves.

I slipped in the downspill runoff of mud from the high bank, and in the emerg-
ing light of day I could just barely make out the stump where Vic had been im-
mured with mud.

There was movement around the stump.

The light wasn’t good enough to see what it was . . .

Not ants . . .

No, it was something bigger. Black. Big and black and moving. I moved for-
ward slowly . . .

My teeth clacked together as my lips skinned back over my muzzle. | heard
the growl of fear and loathing.

The spiders had him.

Not many people ever knew this, in the time before the Third War, when the
dogs were altered for telepathy, but we hate spiders worse than humans. No
matter how much Aunt Tillie shrieked and hid in the toilet from the baby spider
on the draperies, it didn’t approach by one one-millionth the natural disgust and
fear dogs felt for the stinking slimy things. All hairy little legs and nasty pincers
and staring eyes.

And those fuckers weren’t three feet wide around the body, with unshaved
legs as tough as hawser ropes, with jaws that could snap a pup’s back. And they
didn’t spin cocoons as strong and white and fast-setting as concrete.

But that was before the Third War, when nature went insane and lizards
grew in pink and purple and their blood carried madness and water rats
pullulated like maggots and came in green and ochre with eyes that glowed in
the dark and they traveled in killer packs that could bringdowna horse ora
man, not to mention a low-slung dog, without even pausing to find out what
they were ripping apart. Big, everything got big these days. Like spiders that
lived in forests and waited for food to come to them.

I leaped. I scrabbled up the mudbank and barked as mean asI could, and
some of them scattered, swinging away on their escape lines. But the biggest of
them was still squatting on the open top of the stump, spitting out its cocoon,
swaddling the helpless meat inside, trapped by hardened mud.

One spider leg was dangling off the side, and I bt it with all my strength, feel-
ing the nausea rising up in me merely at the touch of the foul thing. I clamped my
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jaws and locked them and then ripped up. Something snapped and the scream
of the spider went through me like needles through an eyeball. The thing swung
around and with silk still dripping, it thrust down, snapping.

I went for the eyes.

My claws sank in, slime spattered all over me, and the thing shrieked again
like fingernails down a blackboard. Then it broke off and crutched away into the
forest.

I sat on top of the stump and looked down inside.

All that showed of Vic was part of his head and face.

His eyes were open, but he was off in that hellish place where the ghosts of
dinners in pink dresses hobbled across the landscape.

“Vic!” 1 yelled, pouring all my power into the thought. “Vic, wake up, man!
Come on! Get out of there!”

[ tried to lower my forequarters into the rotted opening, but he was too far be-
neath me; and I knew if [ fell in there | wouldn'’t be able to get out. The mud, the
narrowness of the hollow, the stickiness of the cocoon silk . . .

And then a spider dropped on my back. I howled with horror and arched up
and snapped at it. It drew back up on its line, a line as thick as bridge cable, and
it shot out a stream of slimy white fluid that slopped into my eyes and stung,
very nearly blinding me. Then more, and it drew out fine and tight and the thing
was dragging me into its jaws.

1 snapped the line with my fangs and skipped off the stump. I drew back
waiting for it to attack, but it settled like a disgusting carrion bird over the
mouth of the stump and took up where its brother or sister had left off, winding
Vic up in a shroud that would never be parted till what lay wrapped within had
died and rotted and could be taken out bit by bit for a later meal.

Everything was dining! Everything in the world!

And | stood there thinking at Vic as hard as I could, “Vic, please please
buddy, hear me! Come back from in there, come out and fight it. You can get
loose. Please, please, Vic! I'm all alone out here! Come on partner, come on
out!!”

And I kept screaming until the thing had finished and it looked around, and it
saw me; and its work done, it looked for new pleasures.

So I ran.

I ran as hard and as fast as pain would let me. [ ran away and left him there
with whatever air was still in his lungs. | left him off somewhere in a land where
his first love held him prisoner.

And I ran and ran. Until I was gone from the forest, and I continued west,
foraging as best I could.

And I was never again troubled by the ghosts of little girls in shredded frilly
pink dresses.

No ghosts of little girls: just one ghost . . . a fifteen-year-old ghost that stared
up at me from a hollow stump with eyes that no longer cared what happened to
Man’s Best Friend. @

length novel. Every idea dictates its own

length. | consider the common practice in

WHY I WROTE THIS STORY: the sfgenre of pumping airiptoﬂa shor't,
story or novelette, to make of it a “novel

as ungainly and wallowing as a super-

When “A Boy and His Dog” won the | tanker, one of the most meretricious acts

Nebula for best novellain 1969, Ihadnoin- { of exploitation of which awriter is capable.

tention of expanding the work into a full “A Boy and His Dog” had its length, and
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that length was 18,000 words.

And while | have seen other writers over
the years turning diamond-perfect short
stories into acromegalic books, I resisted
the blandishments of publishers whose
conception of bold innovation was a
stretched-out novel based on “I Have No
Mouth, and | Must Scream” or “ ‘Repent,
Harlequin!’ Said the Ticktockman.” True,
there were stories like “The Region Be-
tween” and teleplays such as my Outer
Limits segment, “Demon With a Glass
Hand,” that had always been intended as
merely sections of alonger work, but
those were special cases and were ongin-
ally plotted at the longer length; and | had
put the writing of those full-length efforts in
abeyance.

The sequel, the easy reworking of
already tilled fields, was something |
avoided with punctiliousness.

Yet there was an aspect of “A Boy and
His Dog"” that I had not explored, that
grew more troublesome for me over the
years since 1969, that | knew inevitably !
would have to deal with.

And it was this:

As time and social conscience alter the
audience’s perceptions about themselves
and interpersonal relationships, some-
times a writer finds an unexpected freight-
ing of bogus values dumped on a work that
previously bore no such interpretation.
That happened with “A Boyand His Dog.”

With the rise of feminism in America —
in the top ten of significant social awaken-
ings of the past quarter-century — a super-
imposed perception that the story was
misogynistic began to be laid on the ex-
ploits of Vic and Blood. (In all fairness to
the story’s critics, as well as its advocates,

this wholly irrational interpretation

emerged from the minds and mouths of
nouveau-liberated trend-groupies appar-
ently trying to assuage their quilt at having
spent years as pom-pon girls or vacuous
Tri-Delts by invidious attacks on every-
thing interpretable as anti-female, whether
justifiably so or not.)

When, at college lectures, | would re-
spond to this sort of accusation with the
information that the story had never been
intended as a comment on male-female re-
lations, but was in fact a paradigm of the
generation gap in this country during the
political upheavals of the sixties and
seventies, [ was greeted with stares of in-
comprehension.
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Nonetheless, that is the truth.

The fact that Quilla June Holmes be-
comes a victim of cannibalism in the origi-
nal novella has nothing to do with her
being female. Cannibalism is referred to
elsewhere in that story as a fairly common
practice. It is, after all, a purely survival
society; and Vic does what he has to do to
save Blood’s life. Because Blood means
survival, and Quilla June doesn't.

But the movie version of “A Boy and His
Dog"” only made matters worse. | didn’t
write the movie. L.Q. Jones did. And even
though he followed the story with a devo-
tion that has never ceased to please me,
notwithstanding the alterations in plot de-
manded by a production budget, a some-
what sexist tone crept into the cinematic
adaptation. And so, confusing the written
version with the filmed version, the snipers
continued to take potshots at the work
and its author.

Over the years [ came to realize that the
novella had only been part of the story;
that to tell the adventures of Vic and Blood
properly, a larger body of writing would
have to continue the narrative.

And so the character of Spike devel-
oped. She is a female solo, meaner than
Vic, and her relationship with Blood is at
once similar to, and quite different from,
the one between Blood and Vic.

When, in 1977, NBC proposed doing a
series for television based on the charac-
ters, | took it as an opportunity to plot out
the balance of what I then realized was a
full-length novel, being paid handsomely
by the network for the opportunity.

Thus did [ write “Blood’s A Rover,” the
continuation of the story of Vic and Blood
and Spike.

NBC passed on the project, of course.
Always expected them to. But at least |
now had my novel ready to be written.

Over the next few years | wrote the
“prequel” to the original novella — “Egg-
sucker” — and considered what was re-
quired as a linking section between “A Boy
and His Dog” and “Blood’s A Rover.” But
nothing seemed right.

Finally, it occurred to me that the at-
tacks on the original story were not wholly
unjustified. Because of the callousness of
the last line of the movie version (cold,
cheap and sexist) as opposed to the last
line as proffered in the story, women who
were being angered by the work had just
cause.



Quilla June was Vic's first contact with
love, however ill-conceived it might have
been. He could not have sacrificed her
without being torn up by it. The story, for
all its fantastic aspects, is not an amoral tv
segment in which someone is murdered
and then other players stand around pay-
ing no attention to the body, carryingon a
conversation. The death of someone who
matters leaves indelible marks on all those
who knew him or her. And so it was impor-
tant to show the effect on both Vic and
Blood of Quilla June’s terrible death.

For that reason, and to make a gesture
of recognition to all the women who were
smart enough to know there was an aspect
of human conflict | had not addressed, |
have written this linking section — com-
plete in itself — to bridge the two major
sections of the novel BLOOD’S A
ROVER, which Ace Books will publish in
October, 1980.

[ still abhor sequels; but [ detest even
more violently leaving a story unfinished.
With this piece, and the novel, I go content
to my twilight that the story of Vic and
Blood and Spike (whom you will meet in
the novel) is complete.

Harlan Ellison

Harlan Ellison

A Phenomenon. What else can you call
a man who commands so broad a spec-
trum of literary accomplishment in such
high style and with such elan — and who
still has energy to spare for championing
causes, fighting industry giants, marrying
lots of women, appearing on television talk
shows, traveling all over the globe, collect-
ing fine art, helping hosts of friends, deal-
ing with the not-so-friendly in his own
direct, Ellisonian manner — and probably
a number of other things as well. One gets
the impression early on that here is a for-
midable personality to tangle with and that
you'd better notidly or otherwise attack or
misuse him or his friends. This is clearly a
man who grabs life by the neck and takes
control where possible since he is su-
premely aware of the dystopian ways of
the world, as reflected in his literature. His
work is highly thought-provoking, heavily
symbolic and more easily fits into what is
known as speculative fiction than sf. For
short story collections look for “Ellison
Wonderland”, “Deathbird Stories”, “'I
Have No Mouth And | Must Scream’,
“Alone Against Tomorrow” and “The
Beast That Shouted Love at the Heart of
the World”. If you want Ellison editing,
delve into the “Dangerous Visions” vol-
umes ( five of them ) or Pyramid Books,
Harla:: Ellison Discovery Series. Journa-
lism? Read his collected columns on tele-
vision (from the Los Angeles Free Press)in
“The Glass Teat” and “The Other Glass
Teat". Ellison has also written novels and
screenplays for television and motion pic-
tures.—Editor
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Hole in the Air

Amazing Stories has been around since
1926. That's alot of years . . . years during
which hundreds of stories penned by writ-
ers unknown then and hailed today ex-
panded the imaginative horizons of that
special breed of bookworm, the science
fiction fan. Issues from the first several
decades represent a treasure trove of
early Silverberg, Ellison, Benford, Sheck-
ley, Heinlein, Bradbury, Malzberg, Simak,
Williamson, Bloch, Gunn . . . to name just
a few. To leave such a wealth of material
buried in the background seems uncon-
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scionable, so we have been contacting
these authors and asking them to reintro-
duce their stories from the pages of Amaz-
ing/Fantastic past for thereaders of
Amazing/Fantastic today. Also, for writ-
ers of Amazing/Fantastic today, who now
have the same opportunity as Hall of
Famers, herewith a hoard of nostalgic in-
spiration. Launching our trip back in time
is the prolific Robert Silverberg with “Hole
in the Air”, a piece that appeared in Amaz-
ing exactly a quarter of a century ago.
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Foreword

I was twenty years old — this was the
spring of 1955 — and trying to get myself
launched as a professional science fiction
writer. My first sales had comeinthe
autumn of 1953, and over the next
eighteen months | had managed to place a
story every now and then. My total
earnings had been $382.60 during that
time, which even in nice fat 1955 dollars
didn’t go a very long way. But | had reason
to hope that better days were coming, and
in whatever time I could steal from my
studies (I was a junior in college) [ turned
out short stories.

Fromalinein ane.e. cummings poem —
“there’s a hell of a good universe next door
— let’s go” — | took a story idea that
seemed to work, and at the end of the
semester I sent my agent (yes, [ had
acquired an agent already) a 4000-worder
called Next Door. He sentitback a few
days later, calling it too thin and elemen-
tary to be salable. Stubbornly, I rewrote it;
and stubbornly he returned to me again,
recommending on July 18, 1955, that I “put
this idea aside, since it hasn’t jelled too
well, nordoes it have strongstory
possibilities.”

One difference between young writers
who are destined to have successful
careers and those who are going to fall by
the wayside is that the ones who are going

to make it won’t take no for an answer.
Dismayed and discouraged by my agent’s
reaction to the story, I nevertheless went
back and hammered at it some more. But
this time, instead of letting the agent see it
a third time, I simply took it to the office of
an editor — Howard Browne of Amazing
Stories — who had shown some interest in
this fledgling pro. And behold: Howard
accerpted the story, paid me a lovely $40
for it on September 6, and published it
under the prosaic title of “Hole in the Air”
in the January, 1956 issue of Amazing. It
was the first of | know not how many
stories | would sell to Howard Browne —
for a time, | was having three or four
published every issue, under all varieties of
pseudonyms.

And now to my amazement, twenty-five
years have gone by since the day that
Howard bought my little story. A
masterpiece of Hugo-winning quality it is
not; but it does at least show the traces
and foreshadowings of the writer lwould
become, and apart from whatever
historical interest it may have it still strikes
me as a competent bit of minor entertain-
ment. I'm pleased to be celebratingmy
twenty-fifth anniversary as an Amazing
Stories author by bringing it back into

print again. .
—Robert Silverberg

orandum, implying in veiled terms that Berish was doing a pretty feeble

I T HAD been a bad day for Derke Berish. First had come Kanner’s mem-

job these days, and immediately after that Production Chief Sunetaro

had rejected Berish’s sphincter fountain-pen design on the grounds that it was
cumbersome and had little sales appeal.

Berish slouched glumly behind his black, shabby designing desk and idly
toyed with two slips of paper: Kanner’s harsh white one, Sunetaro’s gentler
green. Kanner's with its sedate message typed in dark brown, neat inch-wide
margins all around, and Sunetaro’s scribbled in the Production Chief’s near-
cunieform. They both added up to the same thing: Berish was in a slump, and
unless he could regain the touch that had brought forth gadget after gadget for
years, Amalgamated Technologicals would have a new design chief and Berish
would be scouting the employment shysters again.

His gaze wandered over the busy little office. His three assitants were all bent
over their designing-boards, munching on their stylos and concentrating
fiercely. Berish wondered which of them would eventually replace him — little
rumpled Rodriguez, or Condon, or Hellman? They were all clever, eager,
bright-eyed, just as Berish had been when he first came to work for
Amalgamated Technologicals.
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As he sickly surveyed the office, he saw Condon leave his desk and move
toward him. “Thought you might be interested in this,” said Condon, putting a
large marble down before him. Even in his gloom, Berish admired the marble’s
beauty. It gleamed with a soft soothing light, and right in its heart burnt a hard,
bright little flame. It seemed almost like a precious gem.

“My boy found it yesterday,” Condon said, with that too-eager smile of the
underling who wants to move up. “Really interesting gimmick, sir.”

Berish fondled the marble for amoment and looked up slowly at Condon. He
felt terribly tired; all the weight of the world seemed to have been lowered onto
his thin shoulders this bleak morning.

“It’s very pretty, Mr. Condon,” Berish said. “l admire your taste in marbles.”
He yawned. “But just why should I —”

Bag-eyed has been!

Abruptly Berish awoke. “What was that, Mr Condon?”

“What, sir?” said Condon, turning fish-white.

“Repeat what you just said to me, Condon.”

“But I didn't say anything sir. This marble —”

Berish slumped back in the chair. Now I'm starting to come apart at the
seams, he thought. Hearing things is just about the end. I'll cashier out at 1700.

“Go ahead,” Berish snapped. “Tell me about the marble.”

I would if you'd let me.

“Didn't you just say, ‘I would if you'd let me’?” Berish asked.

“No, sir, but it was in my mind,” Condon said. “That’s the thing about this
marble. It transmits thought.”

Berish let the marble drop as if it were a glowing coal, and it rolled along the
desk. It came to rest next to Sunetaro’s note. He looked at it, entranced by its
glowing radiance.

“Just where did you get this thing, Mr. Condon?” Berish asked after he had

calmed down. )
“You may not believe this, Mr. Berish,” Condon began, “but my son claims

he found it in another dimension.”

It had been a bad day for Berish, all right. First Kanner, then Sunetaro, now a
telepathic marble from another dimension. He stared blankly at the balding
head of Hellman, still bent over his designing-board, and then turned his gaze
up coldly at Condon. The young design assistant looked back at him calmly.

“You say your boy got it from another dimension, Condon? He didn’t merely
fly to Mars for it?”

“Please, Mr. Berish,” Condon said, a trifle wearily. “I know it sounds
fantastic. But where he got it doesn’t matter does it? The fact remains that we
have it, and it has definite commercial possibilities.”

Berish’s eye flickered toward Kanner's polite note still before him, and at that
marble. Yes, yes, of course, Berish thought, picking up the marble again and
watching the hypnotic dancing of the dot of fire in its heart. Definite commercial
possibilities. He felt the bleakness starting to lift.

“Think something at me, Mr. Condon.”

The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog.

“The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog?”

Condon nodded.

Berish weighed the marble in the palm of his hand. “This could be something
exciting,” he said, thinking of Kanner and Sunetaro and the whole faceless
management of Amalgamated Technologicals to whom he was nothing more
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than a machine for designing gadgets, to be cast off and replaced when worn
out. This is quite a gadget, all right. And perhaps there would be more where
this one came from. With a little shrewdness —

“I didn’t know what to say at first ,” Condon said. “Nine-year-old boys have a
way of vanishing at mealtimes, and when [ went out to get him I couldn't find
him. Yesterday, around 1800. My wife doesn’t like dinner time to be too late.
But I looked all over for Ronnie, and there was no sign of him. He always tells us
if he’s leaving the block. I started over next door to see if he was playing indoors,
when suddenly he tumbled out of what I can only describe, sir, as a hole in the
air —"

“— and he was holding this marble clutched in his grimy little paw. | see the
picture, Mr. Condon.” Berish looked down at the marble, then querulously up
at Condon. “Think something at me, Mr. Condon.” He grasped the marble.

This is the whole truth and nothing but the truth.

“Is it, Condon?”

“All I can tell you is what Ronnie said,” replied Condon. “He said he had
walked into a hole in the air and came across some alien monsters playing
marbles. He sat right down and won this marble.”

Berish smiled. “And you believe this? That a small boy would play marbles so
fearlessly with alien monsters? If I'd been there —or you, or anyone — I'd have
run away.”

“But not Ronnie,” Condon said. “He’s been raised on TV: | can’t keep him
away from the set. He’s more at home in outer space and alien dimensions than
he is in his own house.”

“Ah then. What we have here is nothing but the workings of a young man'’s
fertile imagination.”

“Quite possibly,” said Condon. “But that still doesn’t account for this,” he
said, reaching out and tapping the marble.

“No,” said Berish. “It doesn’t,” he added reflectively. “I think I'll come home
with you tonight, if you don’t mind. I'd like to have a chat with your son. This
may prove to be very, very profitable for us all, Condon.”

Four hours later Berish was comfortably enfolded by an immense armchair
in Condon’s neat little suburban home, facing a wiry, brownhaired, freckle-
faced little boy.

“Let’s go over this slowly, Ronnie,” Berish said, struggling to calm his frayed
nerves. “You say you saw a hole in the air.”

“That’s right,” Ronnie said. I twisted myself around and scrunched and |
went through.”

“I see,” said Berish. “You scrunched. I've got the idea of it. Have a popstick?”

“Not before supper,” broke in Condon, as Ronnie reached eagerly for the
proffered sweet. Berish shook his head and put the popstick back inits
wrapper.

“Tell me what you saw there, Ronnie.”

The boy’s eyes widened. “When I got there | was by a big tree and there were
five aliens around a ring and they were about so high, with lots of arms and
purple and green scales, and they live in a big world with nothing but trees and
white concrete and no houses or cars or grownups or anything, and | got there
through this hole in the air next door. They were playing marbles, just like we do
here, except there wasn't anyone to play with the other moming or [ wouldn’t
have gone through the hole in the air.” Ronnie caught in his breath sharply.

Berish closed his eyes for a moment and gathered in his thoughts. No matter
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how much fibbing Ronnie was doing, the marble did come from someplace.
And if Ronnie’s story were true, if there were a universe next door overflowing
with wonders, he, Derke Berish held the key.

The key was a small boy’s curiosity. A nine-year-old is curious about all
things: about frogs and eels and stunball averages and rocket ships and
certainly doubly curious about a strange world on the other side of a hole in the
air. If Ronnie could be persuaded to back through, again and again —

“You got the marble over there?” Berish asked.

“Yessir. | made contact with them the way Captain Space does, and they let
me join their game when they saw I was a peaceful —uh — entity, and I won a
marble and brought it back and gave it to Dad and I was late for supper.”

Berish glanced at Condon, who sat to one side, impassively. “How would you
like to take me outside and show me where the hole in the air is, Ronnie?”
Berish asked.

“Why don’t you wait until after supper? Condon said. “My wife will have
things ready in a minute.”

“Tell her to wait a moment, will you, Condon? This is pretty important. Come
on, Ronnie.” Here I come, Berish thought.

Berish muffled Condon’s protest with a gesture of a hand. Ronnie led Berish
outside into the alleyway that separated the Condon house from the one next
to it. Berish watched anxiously as Ronnie wandered up and down the alleyway,
searching in the gatheringdusk. Abruptly he brightened. “Hereitis, Mr.
Berish!” he called. He pointed up. “There.”

Berish squinted. “I don’t see anything,” he said, and got the sickly suspicion
that he was a victim of a wild purposeless hoax. “Show me.”

Ronnie outlined a space about three feet high. “It shimmers, like. It’s hard to
tell in the dark, but this is the place.”

Berish contemplated it for a moment. “Ronnie?”

“Yessir?”

“Your father’s not looking. Here’s the popstick.”

“But he said —”

“Never mind. Would you show me how you go through the hole in the air?”

“You mean you want me to go through? Right now?”

“Yes,” Berish said, trying to look like a kindly uncle. “And when you go
through — I'd like you to try to find the aliens again, and make them give you
some other toy of theirs.”

“You mean you want another marble, Mr. Berish?”

“Yes — no,” he said patiently. “Not just another marble, just yet. Any other
kind of toy. All right? He gave Ronnie what he hoped was a jolly nudge. The boy
peered into the dimness for amoment, then bent down — scrunched — and
slowly straightening from his contorted position, stepped through. Berish
thought he caught a glimpse of a wide, spreading ocean of white sand, broken
here and there by a few tall, grotesque trees outlined against a lemon-yellow
sky, and then Ronnie vanished and the gateway closed over.

“Where's Ronnie?” Condon demanded, bursting out of the house.

“It was true,” Berish said, ignoring him.

“What was true? Do you mean you sent him back again? Why, we don'’t
know what might be back there. Ferocious alien monsters, anything at all —

and you let him go through!”
Berish ignored Condon’s anxious exclamations. He was dreamily
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contemplating the hole in the air, wondering what marvels would come forth to
be placed before the astonished eyes of Kanner and Sunetaro and the high
forces of Amalgamated Technologicals.

“Berish!” Condon finally shouted. The shout reminded Berish both that
Condon was present and that he was an underlingwho had no business
shouting, and he turned to face him.

“Please, Condon. Your boy won’t be in any danger, and he’ll be right back.
This may mean great things for us, Condon.”

“Great things! What about my son?”

“Here he is,” Berish said. Ronnie stepped back through the hole and tumbled
down at Berish’s feet. Berish lifted him up.

He had brought back a top — a child’s spinning top, off-green with dark blue
dots. Berish wondered wildly if the aliens had used polkadot paint to paint it,
and then he seized the toy from Ronnie and examined it with a frantic
cuniousity.

He put it on the ground and spuniit, gently. It wobbled around and keeled
over.

“No, Mr. Berish. You’ve got to give it a good twist,” Ronnie said, bending
down in the growing dusk. He took the top, his small dirty fingers barely able to
grip it, and started it of with a flick of his wrist.

It rose about five feet off the ground and hovered there, floating lightly and
easily.

It was inevitable, Berish thought, that Condon would try to monkey-wrench
the whole thing. Miracles never happened smoothly.

“Look here,” Berish said. “We have a whole alien universe opening up before
us — a complete immense new technology. The first two things we’ve brought
back from there have given us telepathic contact and now antigravity. There’s
no telling what further treasures can come through the gateway.”

“Exactly,” said Condon. “And that’s why we should turm the whole business
over to the government and let them explore this other universe.”

“Why can’t you understand?” said Berish, mustering his patience. “You and |
are employees of Amalgamated Technologicals. And there is money in these
two gadgets for Amalgamated Technologicals, and that means there’s money
for us. If we turn this over to the government, they'll grab the antigrav top and
the marble and turn them into federal monopolies. Just watch. You want to
earn seventy credits a week for the rest of your life?”

“Mr. Berish is right, Ralph,” said Condon’s wife. Startled at aid coming from
an unexpected quarter, Berish whirled to look at her, seeing her almost for the
first time. “We could let Ronnie go through a couple of more times, and that’ll
be enough. We'll all be rich.”

“And suppose something happens to him?” Condon said.

“Don’t worry, Dad,” said Ronnie. “They’re very nice, even if they’re so funny-
looking with all those arms and that one big eye. And they use those marbles to
speak. The onel spoke to gave me the top and said somethingabout
exchanging.”

“Exchange?”

“Uh-huh,” Ronnie said. “I forget what he told me — something about being
very anxious to exchange.”

“There you are,” exclaimed Berish triumphantly. “We've opened
negotiations already!” He cleared his throat nervously, and plunged on. “I don't
think there’s need for any further discussion. It’s established that Ronnie’s the
only one who can fit through that hole — or even find it, for that matter — and it
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is established that the aliens are friendly and anxious to exchange important
things with us, through the medium of Ronnie. It would be an act of criminal
neglig,x,ence to fail to take advantage of this opportunity for contact with another
race.

“And why let the federal government take all the profit when we can use the
money?” demanded Mrs. Condon happily.

“But suppose — what if —”

“Those people are nice, Dad.”

“Might | add, Mr. Condon, that should you insist on tuming this discovery
over to the government, Amalgamated Technologicals might not apprecnate
such an action?”

Condon nodded weakly, and Berish smiled. It was a smile of victory. He
could almost hear the trumpets in the background.

“Are you ready for your trip — ah, next door, Ronnie?”

Ronnie had a small portable generator firmly in both hands. Berish had been
quite pleased with himself for making the suggestion that perhaps the aliens
might never have discovered electricity. Perhaps, Berish hazarded, they have
made use of some other power source from the start — mental power, perhaps
— and had never been provoked into controlling electricity. The generator
might open up new worlds of technological advance for the aliens, and who
knew what they might give in their gratitude?

Berish had gone over Ronnie’s instructions patiently. “You want me to find
an alien and explain that this is an exchange sent by Earth and get something
from him in retum.”

“Exactly!” Berish said. “You have a very intelligent son, do you know?” he
said, turning to Condon, who stood by nervously.

“Come back quickly,” Condon said. “I wish you wouldn’t make him do this.”

“We’ve been through this before,” Berish said coldly.

“Suppose something happens to him? You're letting a youngster go
exploring an unknown universe —"

“Will you be quiet?” Berish snapped. “I’'ve had enough of your worries,
Condon. Go inside. I'll call you when Ronnie comes back.”

Berish waited anxiously for fifteen minutes, and found himself getting a little
worried too. Ronnie was certainly a bright, attractive, little boy, and he couldn’t
blame Condon for worrying about him. He paced up and down the alleyway.

At last Ronnie returned. Berish stared, wondering what he had brought
back.

Ronnie had a small globe in which a bizarre black fishlike animal paddled
sedately back and forth in a green, brackish-looking liquid.

“How nice,” Berish said, concealing his sharp disappointment. “A pet.”
Inwardly he raged; an animal was of no use to him.

Condon appeared, and looked at the animal. “Doesn’t seem we've profited>
much this #me,” he said. “I guess you'll send him back for something else.”

Berish stood quietly in thought. “Ronnie,” he said, “go back. Tell your friend
to widen the gateway, if he can. Big enough for a grown-up.”

Ronnie turned scrunched, went through. A moment later he stepped out.

“It's all right, Mr. Berish.” he said. “Lennid widened it. And they're looking
forward to an exchange.”

Berish’s eyes brightened. Here, he thought, here’s the chance to go through
and handle things myself. No more clumsy dealing through a little boy; I'll go
straight to the source and pick out the best they’ve got.
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He let his mind dwell on the possible treasures of the world next door. Time
travel? Transmutation? Teleportation? Whatever they had, he'd figure out
some sort of exchange and get it from them, without manipulatingat long range
through Ronnie. That was too inefficient, he thought, looking at the fish bowl.

If they have anti-gravity and telepathy, Berish reflected, they can have
anything else. And I'll get it from them. I'll exchange. For the mutual benefit of
the world next door and Earth. For the mutual benefit of Amalgamated
Technologicals and Derke Berish.

“I'm going through,” he said, and did.

Ronnie and Condon waited patiently in the alleyway for Berish’s return, as an
hour passed, then two. They kept a constant vigil for the rest of the day and
finally, late in the evening, a figure stepped through the gateway.

“Here he is!” cried Ronnie. But it was not Berish. It was purple-green in color,
had a dozen undulating arms, a single big eye at the top of its body, and a tight
slit of a mouth under the eye. In one arm it held outstretched one of the
otherworld marbles.

Greetings, came its thought.

Condon stared at the alien in horror.

I am your exchange, the alien projected. We have received your specimen
and we joy in his complexity. He has been an object of much interest. I have
been selected in reciprocation.

“Welcome,” Condon said, backing up a bit, wondering what had happened
to Berish. “You’re in exchange? For Berish?”

Yes. And I am, like him, an exceptionally curious person. For this reason, |

ask that you grant me the same favor which my people granted him.

“What’s that?” Condon said.

The single big eye of the alien gleamed. That, before youdissect me, you
allow me to see some of your world, the thought came. o
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Lesson for a space-time rider

Excerpt from “Anomolies of War,” an article by Kate ingersol:

... The first case of Lang Concuirenze was diaanosed ten months into the
war. A young ensign, Peter Lang, was kilied when a sublicht torpedo hit his
gunnery turret. He had died of shock and exposure. Since his suit suffered only
minor damage, revival procedures were instituted upon the recovery of his
body, five hours later.

Ten minutes after the bio-pac was strapped to his chest and the tubes
implanted under his skin, he was up and staring blankly at his rescuers. During
this time, he described a post World War I period in Switzerland and claimed
to have been there for a time period of four days. He constantly begged to be
returned to Switzerland during his disjointed interrogation. The use of
psychomatician/analyzers proved ineffectual.

Thirty days after the incident, Peter .ang was officially declared insane. One
week later, when confronted with the reality outside his quiet room, he
became catatonic. His condition is not expected to improve, though he is -
hooked into the Standard Life Support and Exerciser Systems.

Over the following year, six additional cases were reported. All had died
under similar circumstances with no damage to body tissue. After revival, two
men suicided when they found they could not return to the hallucinary state
they regarded as redlity. In all reported cases, the time displacements were a
minirmum of a century, the furthest one being 24 centuries, always to a peaceful
period following a war.

Three of the six followed Lang’s pattern and have been transferred to the
security area with Langin hopes of recovery. The last, a female, developed
selective