red bﬂheﬁmn Menace
turned Mary into TH[
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Dont Renew Your TV Service Contract! ...Don'f Buy A TV Set!

“NOw!

Fix Any Sei-Any Make

'I.'hu Biggest, Most Complete v ﬂwn:r’: Hnndhn-uk Ever Fuhli:hnl
All The Monrey Suving Infnrmnﬂnn You wunt—hsr To Follow—
No Experience Needed—Easy .as A-B-C Picture Instructions

‘Show You-How To Imprové Reception, Make 90% Of Your TV
Ihpulrs In 1 to 5 Minutes—Only Tool Needed Is Screwdriver!

II LAST, Jamu Contos, Chief Engineer nf alead-
ing electronics corporation, for years in charge of

servicing N. Y. department_store TV sets, has
just published his BRAND NEW TV OWNER'S

GUIDE —the book that* sawe.t you money every A

- nma you openat!

YES! We Will Send You Thll Amanng New
" Money-Saving Book For A Full Year! We Guar-
antee Whether You Now Own A TV Set, Or Plan
 To Buy One, You Will Save 365 to 3200 This
Year/—or it wcrnr cost you & penny!

IF YOU NOW OWN.A TV SEY P
This Book Shows You How To:
oo« Fix Your Own Television Set—In 1 te 5 Minwtes!

«»s Build Yoor Own Coler Converter—Iin 1 Woskend]!
‘e o« Imstall Your Own Speciol Antennos—Filters—Boostors]

«+ . Dovble ‘end Tripls Reception In Bad Or Fringe Arses!

‘IF YOU PLAN TO EUT A TV SET
_This Book Shows You How To: -
" ws-Save Up To Half The Price When Yeu Buyl
s+ . Got The Best Pessible Set For Your. Aresl
«s« What To Watch For. When Buying!—Den't Be 'L'hll'lﬂ
=+ Got The Top Trode-In Velus ﬂl Yoor Old Set1

Tells You Everything You Have To Know *

Are you one of the thousands needlessly -

plagued by troubles and distortions on your set?
Are you still throwing out $5—$10-$20 every
time a service man twists 2 knob on your set, or
‘turns the same screw you can turn with your

thumbnail? Isn't it foolish to spend $65 or $100 .

for a service contract, and then wait 3 or 4 days
for. repairs? ... when it's so easy to fix your set
yourself, AND SAVE! Save up to $75 on special
antennas, color converters, filters—SAVE $65 to
$200 IN 1 YEARI! -

Clear—$ You l.."n‘l' Go 1
No I'-dmhﬂimpl;l-u grams—Rasy :“m
with Hundreds of "Show-How" Pictures

This new-TELEVISION OWNER'S GUIDE -

is s0 complete, so easy to follow, so FOOL-
PROOF, it's like having a_top-notch television
engineer right at your elbow! Regardless of the
make or year of .your set, HUNDREDS OF

BEDFORD COMPANY, Dept. ZF6

400 Madison Ave. New York 17, N.Y.

Z5 UNTIL YOU READ THIS! e

'SAVE up to*100 aYear |
on Your TV REPAIRS!

“SAVE UP T0 *150 ON A NEW TV SET'

Ynu Can Fix Your Own TV Set
+ « Easily + Safely * Quickly wll'h
Sensational NEW w owumfs

lane
5 to $200 This Year A
m.'l:: 1I"if.'ffrl'..l R MONEY IFCKI

TN PR LTI IS W TR NASTET W S

3 ".| = I'H:'ﬁ r}

; aunnAH‘lEE

Send No Money- 4

*HOW.TO" PICTURE
INSTRUCTIONS track any :
trouble right to its source, show you exactly what
to do, and then lead you step-by-step through the
entire repair! It's so easy, and there's.absolurely
no danger when you do it our way. In less than 5
minutes you'll be fixing those jumpy or distorted

"

" pictures, cutting out static. ghosts, snow, herring-
. bone effects, lines.—making major repairs such as

burnt gut tubes, blurred pictures, shorted picture

tubes, even if you've never seen the inside of a -

set before! ...and withouf apendmg om: cent for
special eqrmpmnt'
1000 Hﬂlt'f Stoving Tnch
Learn the 1001 money-saving shortcuts and

- professional tricks that take all the expensive
- “hocus-pocus” out of television. Learn how to

save up to 50% when buying your set, installing

.+ your set, adding accessories. Know when you

need a serviceman, and when you den't: what has
to be done, how-much it should cost, how to ad-
just-rear set controls for best reception. Even in-
cludes a chapter on Radio Repairs! It's the most
complete, authoritative, up-to-the-minute volume
on television ever published, and it's yours to use
for an entire year at our risk if you send today!

- .L' J.'-il' = -_' w -_I' e U E R
(SRR ARGREREAREN )

Amazing Foll Yeer's ACT NOW'!

: : S [ pecel Otter Sives Tou'
GUARANTEE =t B mgic Trouble
Read this daring in- e Spetter FREE!

troductory guaran-
tea! TV OWNER'S
GUIDE must save
you 565 to $200 this
yetar alone, whether

Send TODAY snd-
get Magic Trouble
Spotter FREE, with -
your TVOWNER'S -
+ GUIDE.-Examins
up to a full yesr, 11
not convinced book'
will pay for itsell in
1 day=il it dotan't |
save you 365 to
$200 in 1 yesf, Te-
burn for money back, - .
keep Magic Trouble
Spofter aa FrEE
Girrl

T AT

you now own a TV
set or plan to buy one
in the future, or you
may return the book
even a year from to-
day for full money
- back. ;

Signed .
Beororp COMPANY

ot LR R AR R AT R AL AR B A
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. Gentlemen: Wﬂ‘-’mut obligation, please rush me the new’

whether or not | keep the TV OWNER'S GUIDE

a
2 L
L]
& "

FREE!

Mewrs iy h., svan ". You

retwrs boek!)

MAGIC “TROUBLE SPOTTER"

Now! Spnl Your TV
Trouble at '@ Glanee . i

1:m:f see how to fix it, fost.
Il
LR L4150 o

es! You inst
Lﬁ:’;ﬂl:jr Problem, and see cx::ttIT:
, odoto fix it!
or et it! Here are Justa .

R At Pt g e — e

of the man A
Y réepairs 43
you'll be mnkm: yourself, in | to .J rf

U 5’“ hﬂlﬂr ‘m Black

Neo waiting 3 or 4 days
or I-El."lul'll‘.'l' or E"'H'“'-It
Bt ft by independ.
Trouble Spotter IHT:U man. Magic
and lhﬁ“’l *h.“ to 'ﬁﬁl

i hﬂqu Tube Sherts gy

wn}' 1hrﬂ'ﬁl||| ﬂw—nr #25

t.‘;; :'Epnlr? Magie Troy.

ﬂl'pmr in 4 "'H'Inutﬂn‘

(3 "'“'-'l Ms sl‘l.lﬂ.
Na Need | {=] Tun I.u “"Eh-

d
. ‘ r. bﬂr‘ huu“ '

or favorite .
pm;rnm'Mum Tmub:: i

-in.: again b!f-ﬂﬂ“t mm::sm:jt i:p;:::l
-PMieture Blorred? Sig

Iﬂ 4
Hu:t Tr-uuhl't i
i3 gives ¥ou mowi -
=)~ picture=-in-3p fmnd..HT"r i
- eAsy a3 ..-hE-C]

SAVES You MONEY 24 Ways! f,
Yhis Book Shows You: - 'ér:_

How To save up to $150 How To repair your own 09
when buying your el set, on the apot, with na oA,
How.Ta ger the beat et special squipment, ho &
for your viewing Tee. EXDErience, . ""t
How To buy a“tep brand™ How To n-uid repair; K.
set for up to 50%% lesn - . Fackeis, s
Haw Ta avaid hidden in- How To know what the re- o
atallment payments. pair should coet,” and <
How To get the top trade svoid overcharges .El;
in on your old ser. - © How To aveoid long waits
How To aveid being when you give your sst |
o pped. - io & repairman. ]
What to watch for when How To light your room
Buying your new st z eotrectly to avoid tele- I
What you must know vision eyeutrain. P
* aboutl your warraniy, How To correct minor de= &
and service coniraci, fects and avoid major 5
How Ta double and tripla ~ braskdowns, .. . g
frings or bad srea re- How To buy at suction &3
ceplion without = spe= ;. salea—=dicount housey= i.

second hand
How To know your legal
rights with your land. §
lord, repair man, serv- j
8 Conirect. |
How telavision ¢an bane- S
At your child. !
To get more snjoy- ¥
mient {rom your TV L LU
How Your l.'l'r-lvl-unn. sat [P
‘tenlly worke i /

+ » « and 50 much maorel

SEND NO MONEY! Mail Free Gifl Coupon NOW!

‘Bedford Co., Dept, ZF&~ . .* 7
400 Madison Ave., New Yerk 17, N.¥Y. °

How To bring in weak
channels clearly with
only § minutes work,

How To inatall your set

How Te install your awn
antenna — boilt in, ine
-door, or outdoor. .

How To be sufe you sfe
geiting an honest re-
pAirman.

TV OWNER'S GUIDE [or no risk examination and
trial. | agree to pay postman on arrival $1.98 plus post-
age. If I am not aa 1 may return at any time
ﬂn'l.'mn a year for [ull money back. -

“Also send me ABSDLUTEL"I' FREE, the Magic
Trouble Spotter chart, mine to keep as a FREE GIFT

Mot

Abﬂﬂm il i i i 5 B S P S
CIT"‘J" ......... e I{.'I'HE ....... STATE.............

) SAVE MORE! If you tend $1.98 with coupon, we pay
all postage charges. Same money back guarantee.



Th@ Beast that Rovaged

@ mzzMwm Womem

AND MADE A BEDROOM AS WELL AS A BATTLEEIELD
OUT OF A WHOLE CONTINENT

The most. sensational disclosures
ever made about a human being!

LISTEN TO THIS !

By 2 At the crux of his career, Hitler sickened wth a mysterious malady.
s “The Reich's best doctors -sgreed thn only psychoanalyst Kurnt
g det ey ,:;_‘" Krueger could help him.
L s e e The sick man -did -not_believe in. psychoanalysis, and let Dr,
3 * Krueger come to him only when told ‘that it was his sole chance for
FECOVETY. . i = o
Afttr » cursory examination, Krueger gave his decision. "I'II iry to
cure you,” -he said, "if you'll answer truthfully all questions I ask you.
= They'll involve your most private acts and thoughu.” ' ;
Hitler resisted, but the doctor was quite firm lnd hld his woay, The lle

T e WG = “I WAS NHITLER'S DOCTOR'’ _
. S LT e Sl el [ in the 320-page .story -of what followed, -the .record of the most d-rmg .
- stion ever made into the sexual-aspects of the paranoid human ego.

Word by word, chapter after chapter, the reader takes part in. chis journey
of the world’s supreme madman—a journey with only one counterpert in Life
SECRETS - and Literature—the descent of Dante into Hell,

Wreiting with the passion for truth and fact-finding of -the scientist, Dr. Krutl'r
THAT ONLY Xy S takes his patient back to his childhood love of his young mother and hate of ‘his
A DOCTOR CAN TTANNSE=" aging father, his early. degradations, his relations with the town idiot, and his attitude
BE TRUSTED : ) W towards his lutlrl—-upﬂ:laﬂf the wayward one he never mentioned 10 an s eh.
WITH! He brings out Hitler's young girl fixation. his case of chorus girl fantasy, and
| . ) showe why he mesried only when it conld nos be "J"‘-rud of him fo consummate his

marriage. _

Shocking, incredible
intimacies vre-
-vealed, for the
vhole vorld
to see end
shudder
ot!

Such records are uml.'lil;u sealed 0 secrer files for professional reference
only. But. as he continued to treat his monstrous patient, three things dawned
on Dr. Krueger: —

.. 1. His life was in danger. 2. The world's life was in danger. 3 .The public .
lIfﬂ? comes before medical-ethics. i
Dr. Krueger's escape to America and the puhhc:tmn -of his book followed

as matters of course, ; . .
NO FICTION. THRILLER =

has ever 5o taken hold of the mind of the average reader before whose eyes—
as he makes his way through those Ertl—hiﬂnrr n’:ddtnlr comes to life!

Imagine how much more exciting and revealing past histiories would be
if they provided us with such first-hand substantiation from the doctors who
attended Attila, Caesar or Napoleon, Or if we could gain the confidence of the
doctors today attending on Russia’s Stalin!’

But we have here something much more exciting ‘and important,

In | Was Hitler's Doclor we have the confessional record of the man
who combines in himself the most obvious mral and intellectual weaknesses
of our time—the man who more than even Genghis Khan, was personally
responsible for the desiruction of a whole world. a

! Was Hitler's Doctor i1s a terrifying mirror "which Nature uummglr
holds up before us, challenging us 1o look ar n—IF WE DARE’

“"Hitler flows into the madness of this age and

THE MADNESS OF THIS AGE

flows into Hitler,”" writes Dr. Arvin Enlind of the U. 5. Army Mtl‘!ltll Reserve
in one of the book™s three revealing introductions,
The other two introductions.are by Otto Strasser who knew both Hntl'rl qnd =
his doctor, and wurlé‘*f:muul novelist and critic Upron Sinclair,
UPTON SINCLAIR:: I take the =
liberty of welling book critics nntl readers -.

that this volume'is one of grest impor-
1ance 1o sur time: o deierves 10 be read

snd studied by every adult man and wo- d - : : ) ~
€nan in ll:u- Western hemisphere,” ]3 C “ ==
M. Y. POST: “Ar & 1hocking decu- .- . :

‘ment i1 certainly can claim parny with
The Conjersions of St. Anthany.”

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER!
Thousands who have read Dr.

Krueger's book agree that it bares
the most astounding facts abowut
Hitler's .personal life. .And now,
you can read it on our Trial Offer
=i not convinced that you wamt.
t[u u;‘n it andhih:wkit to ﬁnui
Iriends, return the book in 10 days P .

-and your money will’ be prﬁmpilr ; - ADORESS... ,
‘refunded.. ; cITY : STATE

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER

Besocon ‘Degks Dept. Z.7
110 Latoyette St
Mew Yorkt 13, M. Y.

Rush my copy of 1 Was Huler & Doctor When the pustman

atfines with my hood | will pay bim $1 98 plus amall age andd
Cu 1‘-! charue | undermand that § may I'a--:t«;‘l the book ﬁlf: days
nd of T am rin completely. satisficd | may rerurn it for full credis,

Bl Il'll.llﬁ, ‘I Hﬂ—ﬂllt post paid. ur Ivw £on MLt Ay

HAME. . .. - = -
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‘THE WQHA‘N {N SKIN 13{I~fnvel+25.ﬂﬂﬂ] SR ... by Paul W. Fairman........ 8

2 Wlusiraied by David Stone

-

If Mary Winston had anything, it was the kind of skin you love
to touch. But maybe ‘that was the one good reason for changing it -

-

THE LION'S MOUTH (Short—6,000) ............. ‘vi..... by Stephen Marlowe ......... 44
fHustrated by Paul Lundy - |

'The space invaders used a weapon ﬂu:_mare horrible than the hydro-

h ~gen bomb. They ‘used our most treasured possession to annihilate us
7 : _ .
THE MAN NOBODY KNEW (Novelette—10,000) ........... by Da:'m= Wilcox. ... ... W 56
ilustrated by David Stone | | ‘ ‘
r Everybody *knows enough to beware of a man with a violent temper. But the Zatizones
of Venus were much more explosive when they quietly. smothered their smoldering anger
MORTALITY UNLIMITED(Short-short—7500) .............. by Russell Branch............. 76

Illustrated by L. Sterne Stevens

When a healthy young guy goes into the teleport machine and comes out looking like raw ham-
burger, something is either machanically wrong,- or the man at the receiving end is hungry

ASK A FOOLISH QUESTION (Novelette—I5,000) .. N B}' Milton Lesser............ 92

- Hlustrated by Tom Beecham Y B %

There u;as only one .way Gra;garf Jones could beat the death rap: by .I;iﬂing
himself first. But-the trouble with such .a move was that it wasn't always fatal

~ S e

; Front cover by.Wal’rer Ii'npp: illustrating a
scene from "The: Woman -in Skin 13"

o L 3
. : S ’
CONTRIBUTIONS: Contributors are advised to retain a copy of their manuseripts and illustrations.
Contributions should be mailed o the New York Editorial Office -and must be accompanied by return
postage. Contributions will be handled with reasonable care, but this magazine assumes no.responsi-
bility for’ their safety. ‘Any copy accepted is subject. to whatever adaptations and revisions are ne-::-f
essary to meet the requirements of this publication, Payment covers all author's, contributor’'s and
contestant’'s rights, title, and interest in and to the material accepted .and -will'be made at our current
rates upon acceptance. All photos and drawings will be considered as part of the material purchased.
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A CONF/DBVTIAL CHAT WITH THE EDITOR

OPULAR interest in science fiction has
been steadily 1ncLeasmg for - the last

five vears, hitting a soanng high during,
the last yeat—and still rising.

HY THIS rapid up-hill awareness of
science« fiction as- a field of litera-

ture? From what does the rise spring?

E BELIEVE that science fiction is a
..natural result of the type .of .world

ours is turning into. Up to 1900, .approx-
imately, we didn’t have one wm]d—m even —
one nation. What we had wds a. vast net-
‘work of -.small- unrelated groups—each
workine independently, and blindly, to-
ward ‘a central unit.- For example, it took
months before the citizens of " California
knew the results of a national election—
results in which, it is unnecessary. to add,~”
they . were ‘.-ltﬂll}’ concerned. Tndax,
through. the medium of radio and televi-
sion. they can hear the counts as.they are
hung called off. Oscaloosa -and Oslow are
now as far ‘apart as your ‘nearest ‘radio

verse with l}thEI penp‘ie The telephone has
changed our entire way of life. The air-
plane,” the telephone, the radio and tele-
vision—even now these fabulous. develop-
ments are beginning to be outmoded.

S AN EXAMPLE, the idea-men -are
alreqxdy ~speaking . of floating radio

stations which will be able to throw sound
for 1,000 miles. With such'a unit, it will

be virtually impossible.for any one group
tc ‘remain in a state of .complete isolation.
The “Iron Curtain” will be..an ImpﬂaSIbll*
1ty. :

L WILL have to learn an entire new

way of life—or else. Is it any won-
der, then, that with the rapid pace of
change all around us—changes which will
result in a difference in our physical en-
vironment and:- in our entire concept of
thinking—we turn to science fiction—
the fictional.projection of what our future
living may- congeivably be like? After all,
jet propulsion, ‘television, and the -arfificial
heart were_common-talk—in-science fiction:

dial, or telephone cable.. £ iy E) RS

HE -iNCRI:TASED'épeéd of transporta-
tion has increased our ability. to con- -

"Of course the formula is in a
safe place; It's in my wife's purse.”

as far back as 1930, and even before.that.

AM MERWIN wualked into our offices
the other day with the July copy for

the AMAZING STORIES Book Review
feature. At the same time, he threw a short
story on our desk. -

'q4 HAT DO you think of this one,

Les?” he asked us. “It’s the first
science-fiction-fantasy piece- I've dona in
some time.,”

“WELL M we started.

44 O, TAKE--"ymﬁ' time. I'm not one to
insist on a fast: decision. I’ll just sit
here- and- wait.”...

ELL, SAM’S. one -of the: nicest- guys-
~we - know,« but we -sure didn't want
him  sitting.-there.in -front .of. us. for two:
weeks *while-we -waded. through.the ‘pile -of
manuscripts: alreadyr sprinkling our - desk:

So we' read- hiswfirst.

ND.OF course we -didn’t have to go.

far into -it" before we -saw-we: had a
real winner. “One. Guitar” is a-.thrilling.
stf short—the. story of a girl who had a
Martian. mother-and. an Earthman:father.
—and we're delighted to be- able to. present
it to vou in the July FANTASTIC AD-
WENEURES,. swonenansrivacnmssmmmms LES
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CCASIONALLY a writer aims his
sights at the stars, a superb science-
W fiction. novel emerges, and the world of
s-f is pleased. Everyone who's read science }
B fiction any length of time cannot have §
B helped but' notice this peculiar phenome-
B non. Sometimes it’s’ not transitory and a
B stellar s-f writer .continues to produce
_ Wt cpic novels. But this does not purport to
' 2 be. a classification and resume of the world &8
of stellar science-fiction, nor is it a review N
e of outstanding stories and authors, Rather
e it is an appreciation for a little-known
! but enduring writer whose ‘fame will last |
a lot longer than most.:
51 Arithur C, Clarke is president of the
: ¥4 British Interplanetary Society. He is an
! amateur rocket engineer. a space enthu-
I siast, and a firm believer that men -will
g transcend the atmosphere-—soon., Last ~but
not least, he is a science-fiction writer, not
#1 too wellx knewn, but one who is gradually
pel acquiring more than a modicum of fame.
| The fame is not for his brilliance as a AN,
writer—far from it. It comes instead from | T
his tendency to keep his nose.to the pro- HEEEEEECENNES

verbial grindstone. Mr. Clarke is not in-
terested in epic science fiction or in su-
per-atomics, or in stellar- flights to An-
dromeda. All he wants is for men to get
to the Moon and to Mars and Venus, and
his stories and writings reflect this pas-
sionate desire with tremendous force.

Three of his writings are without ques- .
tion the best he’s done. Interplanetary
Flight, Pirelude To Space, The Sands of
Mars, are -the commonplace, innocuous ti-
tles of three thin books which summarize
something that hasn’t yet happened, but
will, oneday. - ' 7 = |

The first is a semi-popular, semi-math-
ematical ‘treatise on the rudiments of
rocket flight.. Here, compressed and con-
densed,- are the answers to all the im-
portant technical questions about inter-
planetary flight down to the last rivet in -
the rocket. When the book appeared it,
" made no great splash, yet -already it has
found its way onto the shelves of .every
~ amateur and-prufgssinn;tl rocket enthusiast

“people - of

The second, the simple story of a trip
to the Moon, similarly is the last word in
what must be paradoxically called authen-
ticity.. i

The third is an equally simple- and well-
%ct—fmmded story of the colonizing of
viars. .

‘Clarke’s technigue has been’.this: how
will men go about these first journeys?
What will they.eat, wear, do, think, plan,
construct, ete.? Then, by a< pure process

.of logic, he reducas thece cold facls—or

facts-to-be—to ideas presented through
very ordinary human beings who act and
react to these hypothetical situations. The
result is that when you 7read Clarke,
you're. aboard the ship, you’re navigating
it, you’re breathing the canned air. The
the future who stumble on
Clarke’s stuff won’t react as we do . to,
say, that of Verne or Wells, - with a.sort
of .tolerant, half-smiling “...it’s just a

' little dated, now:...” Instead they’ll say,
e i

boy

inew what he was talking
about...!” ‘ '

#

alive;, . ~
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two zants stifisned—their bodies like- rock—as the charges- from- Mara's gun hit them
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To do ﬁ&aﬁl.s* job im the best Maga '_E-Eag'ﬁ sradition,
was o imcur a "‘fate worse than death”’. Buz Mazry
: Winstom was a girl whe had a lof of faith im fate

- E " -
-

17 HE SHIP came ‘down into Lake . large a ship, and the people riding it
Michigan around four.o’clock in ‘were amazingly swift and dreadfully
=% the morning early in the month  efficient. Like a.déadly plague they
6f June: It came very quietly-for so "~ moved in on Chicago, and before any-
| = | one got around to doing anything
about the invasion, it -was too late,
They had a vast assortment~of weap-
ons. On “the basis of results achieved,
the Army certified to: (1) a. hand
~ weapon, utilizing heat as ammunition,
which left little of its target in recog-
nizable condition; (2) a portable ray
.~ mechanism which functioned as a hyp-
" notic linducer, turning- crowds of
angry, béwildered, or. hostile_ people
into little .better than docile cattle

Falr
Fiam
||||||||||

...........
...............

"""""""
||||||
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herds;
over .a ‘given area under- a thickness
of _vibration—probably ultrasonic—

capable of prematurely exploding any -

missile known to the Army.. ThIS cur- -

tam was also lethal. .
The invaders obviously ‘moved by

a carefully preconceived plan. Their

first objective was the complete ejec-
tion of native population from a pre- .
fixed area—this area being the City
of Chicago and suburbs, to a perim-
eter of farm Jand,
country. They were markedly humane
during this operation, killing as few

of the residents as possible, and show- -

ing every consideration so far as was

practicable to the aged, babies, moth-

ers, small -children, and crlpples

Theéy were chillingly: inhuman in
their insistence on complete evacua-
tion, even-to the sick from the hos-
pltals and the insane from asylums
both -public anc_i private. They were
masters in the art of swift, competent
administration, achieving the complete
evacuation in less than two- davs; pro-
tecting themselves.the while from out-
side attack, and carrying out every
detail of the invasion .and " ejection
with an efficiency beyond belief. -

The nation seemed- to rally to its -

own defense with a surprising. lack of
panic and disruption. This, however,
was probahly the fault of the invad-
ers themselves, the swift completion
of. their self-appointed and seemingly

impossible task having had a shatter-
ing effect. upon. the mind and morale -

of the people; thus causing a state -of

stunned bewilderment that could “eas- . * stawiiiy howe within peach-of the: tale-
ily be m;smterpreted as - qulet cour- ... _j

age. -

The rallymg and the cuunterattacl{-.

had little constructive effect, how-
ever. It resulted in nothing more than

the -drawing of a tight military- ring..

around the invaded area.
One got -the uneasy. -impression;

(3) some device for .dnmipg‘

~area.

forest, and open -

however, that the tight circle was al-
lowed to exist only by courtesy of
the invaders; that it was tolerated
because they did not desire—at .least
at the time—to expand their holdings.

Their defense perimeter was so
solid and impenetrable as to consti-
tute complete isolation of the invaded
No branch of the American
E;iwernwm even pretended to know:
what was gmn':r on msm‘e the perim-
eter.

The period of invasion, evacuation,
attempts and complete failures -at.
counterinvasion, lasted somewhat over
two -weeks.. During . the ' attempted
counterassault;, the intruders made

" no hostile gestures other than those

of defending themselves. And finally
the Army was (forced to pause and
reconsider—much as a stunned and
bloodied man must pause and recon-
sider after butting his head against
a stone wall. .

_The invaders, according tﬂ the’ 1efu-
gees and the cnunterattac:kera, were
_of two colors. The males were of a
violet hue; the females, all the same
shade. of green. Physmally, both sexes
were,- according to Earth standards,
maﬂmflcent specxmens They wore
~ little clothing, but ‘seemed entirely
.comfortable even in the c:}mparatlve
chill of night-and early morning.

That, was about all anyone knew
of them—or so the general pubhc

athought

T

ARY WI‘\ISTON had been on ca!l

for over a week when her phone
rang. To a C4 agent, “on call” meant-

" phone, until- summoned to headquar-

tersQ’Mary had- spent periods as-long
as -thirty days -in this boring state.

. But under present circumstances, the

inactive . week - had. seemed 111-.& six
months. |
Her-call came at one:.p. m. on the

-eighth day. She snatched up-the phone
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and tried to sound impersonal; tried,
to keep the elation out of . her .voice.

“This is Mark Clayton,” the voice
said. “We’re ready for.you.”
“I’ll be right down.” . =
“Twenty minutes?” |
S | |
The answer might have been a

chuckle. “Fine.” Come straight to ‘my

office.”

Mary overestimated her own speed

by- two. and -a half minutes, but there
was no censure from the chief as she
entered his office. '
. Mark Clayton looked young fnr hls
job. Head of C4, ;he_tup echelon - of
Government Intelligence, the depart-
ment always depended on him when
the going was_toughest.

-He put his pipe into an ashtray
-and said, “Sit down, Mary.. I don’t
think they're quite ready for us yet.
- We’ll use the time for a short pre-
liminary briefing.”

Mary Winston had m}t spoken as

yet. She took™ the chair indicated,
crossed hér ankles, and waited. Mark

Clayton let his eyes travel slowly
downward, from her blonde head to.

the brown-and-white pumps she wore
so effectively. |
An-observer would never have sus-
pected these two
danced together not two weeks be-
fore; that Mark had kissed ‘s{ary
gomd night and had been kissed in re-
turn. The look in his eves as he
surveyed her now was 1mpersnnal cal-

| culating, analytical.
He said, “We have a job lhat fits
you to a I‘ This is a clause-five prop-

osition, though. I wish you’d turn it
down.” B d

A clause-five - job was -one which
came under certain of the small type
in an agent’s commission; a job -en-
tailing hazards whicli an agent was not

required to undergo.
“I’ve never invaked the clause yet,

lty " .

‘had dined. and -

Mr. Clayton,” Mary said, “and I
never intend to.” Mr. Claytos! That
wasn’t the name she’d used the night
she’d “ kissed " him back. But they’d
been two other people at the time.
Now they were.chief and subordinate,
and one-of the basic requirements of

an .agent was a sense of>proportion.

Mark sighed. “No, you haven’t, Nor
did I expect you to -this time.- My

“statement was just a required formal-

A

ARY DID.not reply. But in her
mind there was a.certain satis-
faction; a knowledge that'she affected
him more than his casual front indi-.
cated. |
She remained sﬂent and Mark-said,
“We’ve gotten a break in Chicago.”
“Tm glad”
~ “Maybe. I'm optmnstlc in calhng it
a break. Let’s say we’ve been given
a slight advantage that we may 'be
able to turn mtn a, break 1t depends
on you.” .
- “I’ll do my ‘best.” y
Mark’s smile was fleeting, barely
perceptible.” He said, “It will entail

. your removing your clothing and going

around practically naked.” -
| “If it’s necessary, I can do that
too,” Mary replied evenly.
‘U_Fark sat down behind. his desL
tipped. his eyes to the ceiling, Fand
began talking. “About a week ago,
one of the females of the Chicago in-
vaders strayed outside their ray-cur-
tain. Our men captured her. She was
brought here. She’s’ in the building
now, 0

“We drugged her and put her under
the monitor. In two days we had ev-
erything .we could get from -her: a
broad though -somewhat sketchy back-
ground cuncermng her race and where
she came from.” . '

“Nothing ‘of their plans and Ub-
jectives?” '

Mark frowned. She didn’t Lnnw a
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great deal about. that; only
they plan. to stay.”

“Did you learn anythmg of their
weapons?”’

Mark shook his. head. “NG. She
appears to be one of the foot soldiers
straight out of the ranks. She knows
how to use both their hypno-ray and
their heat weapon, but she hasn’t got
the foggiest notion of what makes
-either of them tick:” -

“I take it then that both ma]es
and females are active fighters. Are
..they rated equally?”

.Mark smiled. The twinkle in his

eyes was almost personal. “It would

appear that the female is rated the

higher; that is, if we haven’t under-
estimated the girl’s ego.”

Possibly this was supposed to draw
a spark, but it-didn’t. After a moment,
Mark went on: “You probably have

a pretty good idea already of what.

your assignment entails.” ‘
“The one I’d naturally assume pre-

sents obstacles. You said these people

had a_ definite and unmlstakable col-

oring.”
Mark arose from his chair.

" briefing.” -

He led Mary through an inner door-
way and down a long corridor. He
stopped finally: and .opened another
doorway. They entered -a small room
in which two other peaple awaited
them. .
- “You've met Prof Halley;” Mark
sald ‘

“Of | cnurse Hnw do you du Pro-
fessor.” - -

Halley’s brwht eyes took Mary in
with appreciation ‘and cnmpfete lack
of impersonality. “Hello, darhng Long
time no see. Have they picked you
- for this suicide run?”’

- Mary smiled. Halley was a fu:sy
little  chemist—privileged as all
geniuses ~ are privileged—and - the

that_

" said. .
HER EYL‘S moved naturally to the

“Let’s
go on with the second phase of the

people who knew him lost the
ability to be offended at his frank
eyes and franker ‘speech. -

“That’s what they tell me,” Mary

fourth occupant of the room. A
girl lying wide-eyed upon a table,
covered from the neck down by a
white sheet. The sheet outlined a long,
symmetrical body with which any

‘Earth girl would have been delighted.

Also, the contours ‘of the finely mold-
ed face met all Earth standards of
feminine beauty.

Only the complexion set this female
apart. It was of a soft apple-green.
Strangely, it was not repulsive. Rath-

~ er, the effect was that of an exquisite
and beautiful mask over a lovely face.
. The only unpleasant touch—the only

flaw—was in the open,-staring eyes—
unnatural, vacant. But this did not de-
tract too much from the perfection of
the over-all picture, " because ~ one
sensed that the resul‘hnn’ expression
was unnatural.

Without preamble' or ceremony,
Professor Halley jerked the sheet from

the girl’s body, revealing uncovered

symmetry and the soft, apple-green
coloring broken only by two - white
bandages around the thigh of the left
leg. N )
Professor Halley chuckled in de-
light. “This one was a lulu. Really
a-lulu, but I licked it."By heaven I
licked it! In less than.a week I ana-
lyzed the pigmentation, got a formula
in only thirteen attempts, and made

“up a dye that’s identical in every re=

spect. The dye stands up even under
ultraviolet.” ]

.. Halley’s boastmg was excusable- in
that it was mbre an expression of de-

- light than of ego. He turned to Marv,
. suqv&ying her critically.
~darling—if. you’ll just shuck off your

“And now,

duds; we’ll get to work.”
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A little of the sudden fright within -

her mirrored thruugh Marys . eyes.
“You mean—""

Mark stepped {:]c}se and laid a hand
gently upon her shoulder. “There’s
still clause five,” he said. '

Mary stxffened “I wish you?d stop -

implying that I’'m afraid of this assign-
ment. I'm just asking that it be put
into plain wnrds I take it I’m to be
dyed green.”

“Not nﬂw—not this minute,” HHHEY |

-said cheerfully. “There’s some prelim-
inary work. Measurements, so we’ll
be absolutely sure you fit the physical
requiremeénts; skin tests, so we won't
be floundering around in the dark

when we do the -actual dying job. But -

there isn’t too much time, t:i.'a:ulmr'-'r Get
your clothes off.” |

Mary glanced at Mark, her look
eloquent. She had no great objection
to .stripping before Halley, not if it

came in the line of duty. There was

something entirely sexless about the

little chemist -that -made for a lack

of embarrassment. But Mark. ..

' ‘The: C4 -Chief -understood. “T’ll run
along and leave vou in the Professor’s.

hands. Come back to the.office when
you’re through.”

-He left.the room without looking
back. Halley bent over and picked: up

the fallen sheet, tossing it to Mary. -
“You can strip behind that screen,”

‘he said unconcernedly. “Then

take
the other table.” P

| :B{ia,—r;{r' ‘went’ behind the screen, and -

as she undressed she saw Halley lean-
ing over the green girl, minutely
studying a section of her breast under
a large reading glass. '

+#

EN MINUTES later, . after ex-
haustive measurements had been
taken, Mary also.lay upon-a’ table
with Halley’s high-powered glass
trained  upon her skin. Halley seemed
delighted with what he discovered:

- his .Instruments.

Halley- said, ‘“The dying. job will
be a cinch. The least of your werries.
The important thing is whether or not
you’ll have “the mental strength to
retain your own -personality under

 the conditioning.”

“Then they plan to go—-—-all the
way-?”’ g
“Of course., Anything short of that

‘would be more dangemus than the

calculated mental risk. You see, we're
in the dark concerning these peoPIB
They may have ways of learning true
identities that we know nothing abc}ut
The only answer is to be the party
under whose colors you’re masquerad-
n]n' - .

" Mary smiled in spite of herself as
Halley stepped back and laid down
“That’s all for now.
I’ll make some lab. checks, but thmgs
will work out fine.”

He was now bending over the green
girl; and called after Mary who was
dressing behind the screen. “Oh, dar-
ling, I forgot to tell you. You’ll be
in bed, blindfolded, for two days.
That’s when we’ll inject the deeper

-shade of green onto your irises.”

Suddenly Mary wanted to get out
of the room. Ready to leave, she
brushed' past Halley and deliberately
avoided looking at the green girl.

Once in the. Iong corridor, she

leopped to compose herself. She stood

for a moment- biting her lip; sternly
teiling herself she wasn’t. afraid—that
it was just the strangeness, the new-
ness- of the assignment. Possibly she.
did not convince herself, but there
was no ‘sign’ of faltering as she
marched into Mark Clayton’s office. .

HERE WAS a delay, however, be-
fore she completed the act of

' entering. A voice over Mark, Clay-

ton’s interoffice . visiphone - brought

Mary to an unconscious halt with the
well-oiled door open only slightly,
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Mary was not given to eavesdrop-
ping, but the incident was precipitated
so suddenly that she found herself

doing it without thinking.. Then, a few

monients having. passed, she hesnated
to either back away and let the door
close, or to enter Mark’s office. Now
she became lost in the cdnversatidn
beyond. the door.

T he President of the United States-

was saying, “The news.from the Army

is pretty bad, Mark. I get the feeling
we’re ‘absolutély at the mercy of these

creatures.”

“They seem
they have, sir.”

The Premdents voice was a trifle
sharp. “That sounds to me like the
‘wrong attitude, Mark. Chicago is an
American  city—remember?  They
thlew American citizens out. bod-

; “I didn’t mean it that way, sir. I
“consider

atinn is of course out of the guestion.”

- The President seemed mollified.
“Oh,"1 see: We]], you’ve got a point
there '

“I’ve. got more than that, sir. I've
got the girl we need. Halley just

phoned me that the tests are favor-
~able. We'll have her in thew camp'

within-a week.” ]
- There was a pause. Then, “I don’t
know, Mark. I'd say it’s a long shot;
a tremendously long shot.”

“Of course it is, -sir—but—"

“Does she know about—the other
half of the plan?”

“No. I haven’t told her.
‘way—what’s the latest on the South
American bloc? Any. word?”

“None at all. It looks to me as

a break.in their favor—as though they
are still playing Earth politics. We

can’t, of course, bid for a healing of |

the tupture; With Asia tottering -in

" satisfied” with what ..

it an advantage in that it
“gives uS time. ‘Acceptance of the situ-

.brams on the subject.
¢an.,” g

By the

- S

‘the ‘balance, that would be suicidal.”

M ARY COULD visualize Mark bit-

ing snlemnly upon the battered
stem of his pipe. “I’d say our only
hﬂpe is to solve this Chicago problem
and regain our territory. For some un-

accountable reason, the whole world
~ seems to view it as our personal mis-

fortune. They don’t view it as a
world threat at all.”

“I think ‘I know .the reason for
that.” '

“I’d appreciate hearmg it, sir.”

“They think we can contain and
lick. it. Regardless of present align-
ments, we’re still looked upon as the
first world power. They’re all afraid
of us. Even Smgc} wouldn’t dare at-
tack openly.”

“But the- longer these attackers

. from outer space hold Chicago, the -

lower -our stock’ falls on the_world
market.. We've: got to get in and find

—-out” something” abﬂut them.”

“You’re abscr}ute]}r sure c:f your

-operator?”’

“I'd back her to the hllt ” Mark
said.

“And you’re sure complete con-
ditioning is a good idea? What if our

scanners arén’t able to penetrate that

ray curtain of theirs?”.
“It’s a calculated risk, sir. But I've
checked exhaustively with our - top

They say it

“Very well, Mark. Il leave it 'up

~ to you. Keep me posted.”

Mary pushed open the doeor in exact
coincidence with the fading of the
president’s - image on Mark’s' vidéo-
screen. Mark looked up and gave her
a brief, impersonal smile. “All finished

- with Halley?”
- though the fools consider this action -

“For the time being.”

“Fine. Sit dnwn | hope he wasn’t
too rough on you.”

- Mary - dropped into a chair. “No
one minds Professor Halley. He’s a—
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“Che'li do tine," the professor mused as he peered excitedly at the girl on the {able.
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I guess you’d call him a character.”

“That” about sums him up. Have
you decided you want to take this
assignment?” ' -

 “T was never in doubt.”

“Then I’ll really get down to brass
‘tacks. As you’ve of course figured out,
we plan to dress you in an attractive
shade of green and send you behind
the enemyv lines. We’ve got to {find
out the nature of the weapons holding
us’ helpless We've "got . to get some

—

data on the plans of those beautiful-

green.and purple people. We've. got to
go.on the supposition. that they have
a weakness. And we've got to find
that weakness.” 7

“T’l do my best.”” .

Mark {rowned, hesnated “I want
you to undergo complete condition-
ing, Mary. There’s so much at stake.

= L

‘I’'m not saying you couldn’t .achiéve

your objective without it, but—but. we
don’t know these people.
dare .underestimaté their cleverness.”
“I'm  perfectly willinﬂ' to
out.” |

FANTASTIC

We don’t

ADYENTURES -

* men -who " had impersonal efficiency

Ar

written all over them.

One of the young men sat before a
board covered with dials, a headset

over his ears. He touched the dials

“at various times -and with various
‘pressures.

!

_The ﬂther vmmg man held a_po-

“sition at the upper ends of the cots,

giving -concentrated attention to the

"tl.jrﬂﬁllbje::its. ‘He wore a stethescope

which- he applied to each chest period-

~ically, checking against a -lafge sec-

go all

Mark got up suddeniy, rounded his -
desk and took Mary’s hands into his

own. “Sometimes I get sick- of this
thing called pat110t15:11-—th15 ‘doing the
job in spite of heart, hell,

or high

- water.” He dropped her hands and -

took a quick turn around the room.

- “] wish vou weren’t an absolute nat-

- ural for the job. The only agent we've

got with -both the looks and the
brains.” - i R
. Mary smiled at him, and a trace

of tenderness slipped into the smile.
“Let’s get on with it, Mr. Clayton.”

CO\’IPLE T CDﬂdltlDI‘lln‘T Mary lay

cot under a  white

sheet. Beside her lay the ‘beautiful
_green girl. Between the two™ cots was
. a compact,- though complicated, unit
which had been rolled-in-on four rub-
ber-tired wheels. It was in the _com-
plete charge of two white- coated young

ond-dial on. the wall.. At intervals he
took from his vest pocket a. pencil-
light that flashed a rhythmic beat
when pointed at the flesh under the
subject’s eyelids. n

Nearby stood Mark Clayton, tak-
ing. in the scene in brooding silence.

Complete conditioning. The . trans-
fer. of an entire consciousness-image
from one mind to another. The crea-

tion of a complete new personality in
oné brain pattern, superimposed over

the memory, the subconscious, and the.
conscienceness in the brain tissues ‘of-
the receiving subject. The taking of a

brain-picture from one skull and its

secure anchoring into another.

The creation of mental tw1m wnlh
the aid of new. scéience.

Mary closed her eyes and dehber-_

ately composed’ henj {eatures in order
that the panic in her-heart be hidden.
She was familiar with the implications
of comnlete, conditioning, but this was
her first actual experience as a receiv-
m" bllbjLLf

Shﬂ comfiorted heraeﬁ with thuurrhh
of the scanner. It was a sure antidote:
The scanner would always reflect her
true personality. And when it was all
L.ver ‘the scanner would.

OR THOUSANDS of sectms thn
Narkus—great seli-sulficient steel
world that it was—had swung in a
wide orbit through space. Unnumbered

,sectors, during which time-the old Ar-
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gans had died; new ones had been

born;
.ee.tabh%hed

A religion had sprung - from the
‘fiber of these people and a history

supported their dignity.- And the his- .

tory and the religion were curiously
intermingled. It ewas written 1n the

book th:i.t In the beginning there was
Argan, and much strife, because cer-
tain of the tribes became stiff-necked
and contemptuons of their brothers.

And the time -when bitterness and .

hatred causcd the tribes to split asun-

der and death and destruction lay over -

the face of the land. S

And a - time when evil triumphed
over good and the good were driven

1o fudmff wfzzie thewr gods forsook

them. . . |

And a time . when - the vevered
fathers of ‘the beaten tribes put dirt
upon their own- heads and went in to
the caves to {ray to. the gods.

And a time when.the gods heard the
pmjrer'ef the fathers and took them
by the hand and Eed .tfzem to a great
cave. *

- And a tauze when the gods said,
“We will not forsake a just people.

Call into this cave your eeh‘g}ziened |

sons. Bid them build a world of steel
four hundred times larger than the
tittle worlds ir whick you ride above
the land of Argan. Bid them labor
long and hard, and during the time
of the building your gods will protect
you from the hatred of your enemies.

And a time when the fathers re-
joiced in this favor from the gods and
. called in all the. good and just techni-
cians—all the -good and just. scicn-
tists—all the good and just laborers
who came and rejoiced -also- at tfzzs
favor from tke gods. ..

ARY WRITHED under the disci-
plinary pain of the conditioning.

Her eyes opened and she saw Mark

honored ﬂenedlegms had been

| qtandmg by Mark? Who was Marh?

lan, that’s it—not Mark. *Then the
51ckenmg horror of realization.

Glan was dead. ¢ ® Ee

She closed her eyes. The. white-
céated young man lifted her left eye-
lid, and for a moment she saw the
room blurred -and out of focus.

She heard quiet voices—voices filled
with concern—but none of them was.
the voice of Glan. |

Somebody said, “Anything wrong?”’

“An overcharge.” -_. - -
“What does that mean?” - .
“It could mean any of a dozen
things, but it’s probably the result of-
too strong an ultrasenic feed. This
is a delicate process, Mr. Clayton. It
doesn’t go by b]uepnnt We have to
feel our way at times.”

“Be careful. Please be extremely
careful.” | .

There was no answet,. only the sub-

. dued hum of the conditioner and the

breathing of the white-coated man
leaning over Mary. Mary’s legs, the
muscles across her - abdomen, the

.cords. of hér neck, had stiffened. Now

they relaxed. The sense of peace re-
turned. . .. -

ND A time when life in the
great cave spanned several “gen-

erations. But the good and “the just
- people never lost faith in their gods
and the gods kept faith with the good

and the just And tkzs was the Secend '

| Epecfz

And_a ﬁi‘h‘iﬁ when the new world was
[inished in all its mighty, steel-ribbed
glory, and there was great rejoicing,
although the revered fathers who had
talked with the gods were long dead,
and the ﬁrst technicians and scientists
were dust in the lower caves. But still
the good and just people rejoiced be-

_cause the mstructions of the gods were

clear. The revered fathers had written
them down carefully in the book.
"And a time when the book was read
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to the gaﬂd and " just people tn- the
great - cave. ®“Call your- finest techni-
‘cians into the new world which shall
be  called Narkus, and bid _them

plot a great orbit af four hundred

1housand and ten segments. T his orbit

shall be plotied from the cosmic posi-
tion of the day the revcred fathers
first put soil upon theiwr heads aﬂd
prayed-for guidance.” ,
. And. a time when this was done
and all the -other things. were done
that” the gods . had .directed and-all
the good and the just people entered
into the Narkus and started off on
the great orbit as directed by the gods.
Aﬂd this was the Third Epﬂch "

MAR& SHUDDERED as a wave
* of nausea brought her own per-
sonality back into her conscious mind.
She, heard a quiet voice: “Careful—
an overcharge.” - |
The humming of the machinery
Jessened. Mary opened her eyes and
found them focused on the profile of
the green girl lying on the cot next to
her. The girl’s eyes were closed - and
her breast rose and fell evenly under

the white sheet “Ts she—suffermg'r"
Mary asked.

“No. She 15 .{_‘_[}mplﬂtﬂly Unconscious. |

The receiver is the only one who ex-

'peri{:nces any discomfort in a condi-

tioning.” e

- “Wﬂl she suffer any il effects”’
“I{o more so than a person sitting

for a .photograph. We're merely taL'

ing a picture of her mmd_—or rather,
transplantmg it "

. Mary closed her. eyes. “] must be
a poor receiver. I'm causmrr you a lot
of-.trouble.”

“No; the contrary It’s going - very
well” - ¢ 93
- Mary wondered if Glan was still in
the room. Glan? No; a different: name.

-But who -eould- it ..be .except- Glan?
Again the hum-of the machine.. s = -

‘Jeaders

- FA;NTASTIC"ADVENTU?:‘.ES
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I\J THE history and heritage of the
; Arﬂans—nay, even in their re-
ligion—was a time in the future when
the sealed pages of the book would
be opened. This was known when the
Narkus_ first settled into the great
orbit—was known by people who

‘would never live to discover -what the

sealed pages contained. :
The ones who '.muld witness that

pivotal event were calléd the chosen |

ones, and  were deeply ﬂrateful for

_theu' good fortune.

~The news -was givén out by the
and all the citizens of" the
Narkus—some thirty-odd thousand
souls—gathered : outside the -central

temple to hear the words-of wisdom.

One of the leaders. opened the book
and read: _

“Within forty segments uf the grﬁ-at,
orbit, you will" come to a family of
planets moving around a yellow sun.
The---great—orbit—will interlock with
the orbit of one of these planets. It
was so ordained when one of the

- revered fathers had a deep. dream in

which the gods spoke to him. He took
the dream to the good and just scien-
tists and it was interpreted by them
and the great orbit was plotted from
their interpretation of the words of
the gods.

-“This planet will be. your future
home. Thus will. the Third _.Epoch
begin. 7 :

“For full three -thousand sectors

~you have. been trained ‘in what' you

are to do. You are-in the hands. of

_yuur leaders. Our b]essmﬂs go. with-

you.” .
And there was: great rE]mcmff among
the people. i

And more. Wild- rumors ilew thlck
and fast through the Narkus. Word

-was that- the: leaders had decided to
~ ignore. the -instructions

. in-the book
and find a different. world. No .one
knew why.
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- And word bhad it that Lhe leaders -
had 1iade contact with intelligent be--

ings on the planet and- wcre mwted
to miake a home there.
The first rumor was proven ground-

less when the Narkus did set down on
the huge water body on the new

planet. And the second rumor was
disproven when the natives gave no
welcome, Surely they had not been
invited. |

ARY OPLNLED - her eyes.
hum of the machine had ceased.

“The green girl.- lay sleeping on the
other cot. " Mary said, “I—I feel quite

normal. fail-
ure?”’ |
Only one of the white-coated spe-

cialists remained. “On the contrary. A

Was the: conditioning a

complete success.” Do you feel strong

enough for .a short briefing?”

“Of course.”

“You are now under the scanner
As long as it is set to your ‘brain vi-
bration, the new personality and back-
ground will remain entirely subcon-
scious. In short you will feel entirely
normal. The scanner is effective from
a distance of two hundred miles. It
will remain much closer to you than
that at all times. .

- “Certain  instincts—certain.
mands—have been hypnoted into your
subconscious which will
when you are. under the mf!uence of
your new personality: When you  are
under the influence of that personal-
lty, you will have no- merhory of your
true entity.” It will be -while you are
under the influence of the new per-
sonality that you will acquire—or at-
tempt to acquire—the information
‘your superiors must have. .

“At certain - sét times each day,
your subconscious will be scanned
from beyond the perimeter of the area
under siege and the information re-
corded. During the periods of scan-

'il"he :

com-

dominate

‘ning,. you will return to your true

entitv wherever you are.”

The specialist paused- as though
makmg sure he "had missed nDthmﬂ.
“Is that quite clear?” |
e l'.'{'i es. 2y
- “You seem doubtful.” .

“Over another point. I’m not con-
vinced all this was necessary..I could
have been given the. scannings from
this girl’s mind thruuﬂh_hypnntlcs |

- see no reason why 1 shouldn’t have

entered the area equipped with my.
own entity.” |
“The reason for that, I beheve was
your own' personal safety The mvad—
ing race -must be of a high. order.
They will have methods of checking a
suspectﬁd Spy. Infallible methods. To.
the best of our -knowledge, complete
cundltmmng defies all detectmn S
“T see.
i | beheve Mr. Claymn is waltmu

'!i

| 'fﬂr you.”

ROFESSOR HALLEY was in an
excellent mood. “You will step

“into this tub, my dear.”

Mary dropped the sheet she’d held
around her and slipped down into the

‘tub of dark green liquid. Halléy stood

back and looked on with the air of ‘a

celebrated chef who had just finished

concocting a new and savory soup.
“Twelve formulae,” he chuckled.

“Then .the thirteenth and success. Are

you superstitious, my dear?”

“No, but this stuff is pretty hot. T
may be parboiled.”

“No danger of that. And when ynu‘

- come out, you’ll be the gaudiest- thing :

outside - the - city limits. of Chicago.

“The woman "in skin thirteen.” Halley

took time out to chuckle. He repeated

‘the phrase. “Quite - good, don’t you .
“think? I'm sharp today.”.

“Youre always shaer Professor.

- How long will this take?”

“About an. hour.”

=
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Halley inserted the plugs deep in

Mary’s ears. Then he saw to thé tubes -

thrc}ugh which-she would breathe dur-
ing- complete submersion. The  cap
came next. “We’ll do your -scalp- sep-
arately,” he said. “A very delicate op-
" eration.” | -

Then he sealed Mary’s eyelids with

a narrow strip of gum. This done, he -

pushed hér completely under.
“* -She lay there in pleasant isolation.
The liquid cooled and. she grew
drowsy. She tried to isolate and iden-
tify the presence of the-scanner ray
“and could not.

" Then her mind went beek to the.

conversation she’d heard outside
Mark Clayton’s doorway. One par-
ticular part-of it flared bnghtly in
her memory:

“Does she  know ebeextﬁhtke e.tfzer
parts of the plan?” ~

“No, I haven’t told Jer”

“cryptic words. They could mean only
one thing, There was something in

this situation the hieh brass knew but.

refused to state even in private con-
~-versations. Mary’s experience told her
the reason for this seemingly unnec-
essary-sectecy. In this day -of brilliant
scientific research, men never knew

whether or not they were really alone.

There were ingenious instruments,
- There were highly trained and. eondi-
tioned 'spies who knew how to use the
instruments. :

The only p[eee top secrets. were dis-
cussed were in -the soundproof, lead-
lined beeths‘m which not more than
three ‘men ‘could sit at a time. |

_ Yes,-there was semething.'thehigh "

brass knew that they weren’t telling.

ARY WALKED up to the full-

length mirror and stood gasping.

She 'was naked except for the brief
feather costume-that had- been worn

-success in every detail. No

‘Mary’s hand.” |
“You know what you’ve got to do. As

Dngma]ly by the green glrI :

But now Mary herself was the
green girl. The cosmetic specialists
stood by. helding photos. taken at
various angles, Professor Halley wore
.a_self-satisfied smirk. “A "' complete
one could
_possibly tell them apart. We’ve a right
to be preud .of ourselves.” ~ 3

Mark Clayton was standmg by. He
removed his pipe from his mouth to
say, “We. haven’t got. too much time.
- We'll give you a few hours to get
used “to yourself. Then we head for
Chicago.”

“I'm ready,” Mary -said. She
glanced again”at the mirror. “It is a-
rather nice color—and a nice nhame,
too. Mara—Mara Zo.”

Mark Clayton grmned ever : So
slightly. “Are you-single, Mara? Or
~.do you have a husband back in Chl-

. cago?”
This was the first time Mery had a2
had-an opportunity to ponder on the.

Mary. turned startled-eyes"‘“I I’m
szngle of course.”

" “T agree with_you,” Mark said, “i
*a very nice name. Let’s-go.”

TWEN'I_‘Y—FOUR hours later, under

cover of darkness,~a small group
crossed an open pasture in the heart
of the farmland southwest of Chicago.
The group consisted of Mark Clayten
two military aides, -and a beautiful
woman—a woman almost "naked,
‘whose ‘green eelmmg was not v151ble
in the darkness.

. “Right - about here;’ one of- the
‘military . men said. “Their screen is
about a -hundred feet ahead: They've
got one of those -bat camps over.on
‘the cther side of the pasture. They’ll
see ‘her lying here come dawn.”

There was no time for much in"the"
way of goodbyes. Mark squeezed
“This is it he said.

soon as they come for you, we’ll turn
off the scanner. Then we'll’ pick ‘you
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up for an hour every mght at ten.”
Mary returned the pressure. “Good-
bye, Mark.”

“So long—Mara Zo.”
II' WAS Ivery' peculiar.

were holding Mara’s arms. She
was standing in open country near a
zor roost and the zants had her, but
she could not remember where she’cl

~been. or how she’d gotten to the open
L{:unuy | .

‘ Both zants were grinning, st1ll un-
‘able to believe their good f{fortune.
“Tt’s her .all right” one of the zanis
said. “This is a fine day for us, Bon.
The reward will be great fur this

one.’

" “It will take a great load D[f the

minds of the Ieaders——ﬂettmg her:
back. They will probably execute her
1mmedlatel}r |

“And reward us great]},ﬂ*. Carelul—
shf-'a full of tricks.”

- The first thing Mara asked herself,
of course, was: “Is it safé to tk-ﬂk?
Could 'she bring her mind out from
behind the protection of that silly
“historical backeround - for a little
while and use it for that for which it
was intended? -~

She looked oif tmward the zor roost

and- saw only '*{Ints—out in the early

morning, for sport on the zors. No-

gorts were In evidence to pry into her
brain with their powerful telepathic
tentacles.

Feeling tzmporarily safe from them, .

she uncovered her mind. What cnuid
have happened? The last- thing she re-

membered was breaking away from a

squad of zants taking her out for ex-

ecution. Iscape inside the ray-cap was.

impossible, so she’d used - the mental
" key: and had gone outside. -

. The zants were now hauling her

across - the pasture toward the big
round roost. Others of their kind had
stopped _activities to watch. LEven

Two zanis

though she -herself was a zanf, Mara’s
lip twisted in contempt. The fools!
The weak, spineless, mindless fools!

But Mara had no time to indulge
in the luxury of a sneer. Furiously,
her mind went back to her.personal
problems. Desperately, she probed her
memory, seeking to fill the gap. But
there was nothing there; nothing but
the certainty that there should be
something. '

She had u:ed the mental key—no:
possibly -she should go back further
than that and try to establish a run-
ning continuity that would carry
through. . . , |

After the- white visitor—the native
of this planet—boarded the Narkus,-
information had leaked out concerning
his talk with-the leaders, and the R--

sistance had flared into the open. It

had been put down brutally, of course,
and the leaders had had their way—
the ‘way of involving the Argans in

the coming war on this planet,

HE LANDING had been made b

fore the Resistance tried again to
gain control; the results were bloody.

~ Mara remembered hiding in' the huge

descited buildings. in the city—hiding
until one of the small party had
dropped his mental block and the
mind tracers had found them;
Running—ducking here and there
like hunted aninials. Glan shot down—
running--running; then, out through

the ray-cap. ’

It was no use. Mara hit the mem-

ory block again. Something had hap-

pened. She was sure of that. Some-

. thing had to have happened. Possibly

she’d been captured and her- memory
pattern . blocked out back to “that
point.

No—these strange pa]'e people did

not have the science to acc{:’-mph%h

such thmgs
-Mara- and her captors had arnved

-
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‘at the :zor roost now. Many of. the
zants had given over their sport and
were packed close dround in stupid
wonder. -~ = e
. Mara’s captors - were being very
self-important. “Stand back -~ there,
please. Stand back now.” :

“We have captured a VEry unpnr-
tant prisoner.”

“The leaders will want us to brmg

her to them immediately.”

“Stand back.” - -

And from the gathering, Mara could
hear the low comments:

“They will be rewarded.”
praxsed by the leaders.”
.given specml dreams.”’
‘ And Mara’s heart bled fur her peu-
ple. . - - - .

But -she had httle time to ponder,
on the broad, ancient tragedy of the
zants..- Her' own worries were more
pressing. While crossing the pasture,
she had become aware -of
urges,  new desires,
p]exed her.

44

and they per-

Why, for instance—with death fac-.

ing her in the very near future—

should she-“feel the urge to know what -

'made the ray-cap work—the scientific

facts behind the hypnotic blaﬂter and

the various ray-guns?

" Far more important-to try and es-
‘cape from the two zents who ~were
leading her to her doom. One of them
~ pushed -her roughly into.an air sled.

‘They got in on each side of her while
the groups around them dispersed and -
went back to their sport. Already sev--

eral zors, with zants tight in the- sag-
dle behmd the -huge, leathery. wings,

"were looping and dﬂl’llﬂﬂ' above " the

pasture.

One zor bulleted Stralghf upward
until its contact=sense told it the ray-
cap ‘was close. The zor reversed and

went into a perpendicular dive, pullmg
out a scant fifteen feet from the
ground, to angle horizontal with a

. the 'north:

strange

. Argans. That was the trouble

gods,”

fearful neck-snapping jerk.

JOW THE air sled lifted and start-

ed. toward .the cluster of tall

buildings to the.east. Mara~turned her
eyes on the zant at the controls. “You
expect them to give you good dreams
in return for my.capture?” -

He nodded. “Good dreams.”

“But not. the best.” T

The other zant leaned forward to
get into the discussion. “Why not the
best? You are a very important
traitor.” :

“Because they no longer have the
best dreams—or any others, The Re-

- sistance raided. the boxes one night
.during the last uprising. We hid the

dream pellets in a-place - of trees to
No one will ever be able
to find them. And it ‘will take months
to. make more.” -

The zant at the control= fruwned
He was of a delicate violet hue and

was- handsome, as were all the male
seme-
times you couldn’t tell-a gort from’a
zant, because the former often adopt-
ed the child-like, stupid attitude and

- bearing -of the zasits. These two were
not gorts however; of that Mara. was

sure. A gort would never indulge in

childish p_leasuz:es, such as riding
CZors. o | '
«f am one of your Kkind,” Mara

said. “Why do you take me in to be
killed?” -

The zant at the contml: thﬂught it

~over, his lower lips protruding,as from

intense .concentration. “You ‘caused

.trouble, » he sdid’ finally. .

“Yes—but"for the beneht of all of

s. "The gorts—since the two tribes
]Dil‘lEd forces long ago—have used the
zants as slaves—have exploited us.”

“The "*gorts are -favored- by the
the left zant cut in. “They
built the steel world in which we

crossed space. They allowed us to
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come with them, lest the other tribes
of Argan kill us all.”

“They want us in order to dom-

inate! They really hold us in the con-
tempt we deserve.”” Mara’s voice
deepened in-bitterness as she allowed
her mind to flare full force—entirely
forgetful that it might be picked up
by a mind tracer. “You’ve seen them
cut us down in cold blood—you’ve
seen how they crushed the last Re-
-sistance uprising.” e 2

“That’s because the zanis taking
part were bad,” the air sled driver
said in the chiding. tones of -a child.

.“The” gort leaders know what is best..

They allow us our zors—they give us
dreams.” ¥ 2

ARA GROUND her teeth in an

agony of frustration. Was it
worth while trying to save a people
-too stupid to. know they were being
used? Was it merely a losing game,
fighting eternally against a force too
broad.and too intelligent to be beaten?
- “They give you bats and dream pel-
lets,” Mara said, her voice husky
with contempt. “The playthings of
children.” ' |
“But we like zors and dreams.
When one likes a thing—" |
“Why do you like them? Because
the gorts put mind-stunting chemicals
in the dream pellets: ‘You think they
give them to you because you ask for
them? That’s not true. The gorts
know you will ask, but if you didn’t
they’d. insist you take the pellets.
Without them youf minds would de-
velop. That’s how the Resistance was
born. A group of us got together and

swore to stop taking the dreams. Our

minds grew strong and we could think
for ourselves and see thé gorts as they
are, before they knew we weren’t tak-
ing dreams. They tried to force us,
but it was too late. We had built
mental strength and could overcome

T

the drugs.”

The two zants listened stolidly.
One of them said, “The gorts read to
us out of the book. They tell us of
our great heritage:‘ of our—"

“The book!” Mara spat. “A pack

- of lies concocted' by the goris. You

know what we of the Resistance think
of the book? We use it for a mind
shield!” *

“Then we didn’t come from Argan
—in the beginning?” |

Mara. turned wearily to.the zant
seated on her left. As she did so, she
noted he was paying little attention
to the controls; that, or else he was

slowing the sled down deliberately. A

spark of hope glittered in her mind.

“Certainly we came from Argan,”
she said. “But most of the rest is
lies. The text is colored-so that even
the truthful parts are twisted around.”
- The other zant hadn’t seemed to
be listening. Now. he said, “Are you
sure you stole all the dream pellets?”

“Why do you ask?” |

He looked at the driver of the

sled. “It just came to me. We haven’t

been given our ration of pellets. We
should ‘have gotten ‘them yesterday,
The gorts were never behind in the

- distribution before.”

“Listen,” Mara said, in sudden
desperation. “Will you join the Re-
sistance? Will you stop taking the pel-

lets and become-strong of mind? Thep

you'll see what the gorts do to your.
people.. The knowledge comes with the
new-strength. Youw’ll realize they take
your women and use them like ani-
mals—for their own unspeakable
pleasures—that. your. men are killed

- and- tortured- daily in horrible .Jabora-

tories where they carry on their brajn
experiments.” H .
There was no response..“Don’t you
want to grow up? Do you want to
remain - children until you die?” |
“Are- you  telling the truth? Did
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you really steal all the dream pellets?”

Mara saw it was_no.use. There was -
a moment of silence broken only by -~ had met with the leaders here. - She

.the purr of the drive unit in the -sled.

Then she ‘turned to smile at the

driver. “Yes. Even the ones they give
out for -special merit;
dreams t’hcy would give you for cap:
t‘l.ll'lIl'-'-“ me.’

THIS WAS something beyond -the

ordinary—beyond .the routine..
Both ‘the zants puckered theu' ‘brows .
as they pondered it. -

Mara said, “So I am in a. hetter
position to reward you for-letting me
go than they are for taking me in. ¢ ki
give -you -all the ecstasy pellets-—all
of ‘them.” .

It was a terrible temptatmn for the
type of minds which rode with Mara.
The zants’ eyes glwfred There - was-
eagerness -in ‘the handsame purple
faces. .
—«§f “would be ‘wrohg,”. said Jone.’

“Very wrong,” the other .stated.

“Ecstasy pellets. All we want.”"

“All we could ever -use.’ '

- “You could hide them,” Mara sug—
gested, “and have dreams_ for ‘the rest
of your lives.”

“That would be  wonderful.”
O give them ta your fr1end5 and .
ﬂet much praise.” -

“Where are the pellets?” |

« “In:the wooded .land to the 110rth
Pomt the sled forty-five degrees to
your - left. I will tell you when to
change it.” -

“We are not aureemg, of course
the driver said flrmly

“I understand.””

“No, not agreeing,” the other as-

- sured her-v-and himself.
“We will just look .at: the pellets 2
-“Make sure they. are there.”
Mara promoted no more conversa-
tion. The wurge to do inexpiicable
things was again strong within her,

the .ecstasy .

" FANTASTIC ADVENTURES .

filling her mind. One of the strongest
urges was to locate the native who

was suddenly- thirsty for knowledge
concerning him; somethmcr more solid
than the rumors she had heard.

" Hearsay in the Resistance had 1t
-that -this planet, called Earth, was not
the charted-destination of the Narkus
at all; that the leaders_had -hove to

~ from curmmty before going: on. While-

inside  the "atmosphere, they’d made
_contact—or thad been cnntacted—by

-th15fmystermus native—who ~sought

the aid of the Arﬂans in_ a stnct]y
planetary war.

"It was through this native’ s instruc-
tions that the landing had been made

" on the water near the city. 1 Now the

As a matter of fact,
- had seen a pale stranger hurrying into

gort leaders were waiting, ready to
trade the lives "of many zants for’
whatever advantages they could get.
~Rumor had it also .that the natives
slipped in and ‘otit of the city.at will.
-Mara "herself

the  gort headquarters housed ™ in " a

huae building called the Palmer
House. ™ ° N -

- Too, Mara jwﬁpted to know about
the "weapons of- the Argans; wanted
to know technical details she had
never cared about -before. fi deep-
seated uneasiness laid <ts grip on her
mind. “There was something wrong—
something different—some change had

come over.her— | =

“Two .degrees to the Ieft ” Maraj
said. Then, .a few -moments Ilater,
“Wing over to that clump. of - trees.

I i

Yc:u’ll find ‘a small open—space. Lower

into. it.”

The zant set the sled .down -care-

fully. Then both of them jumped to
the ground. They made no ‘effort to

hide their eagerness. “We’ll just .in-

‘spect them—make sure,” one told the

other.
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*“That’s right. It wouldn’t be hon-
est to take any of them.”” -

HALF-SMILE of pity pulled at

Mara’s lips as she walked swift-
ly toward a thicket-to the south of
the platfori¥, :The szants
trustingly. |

Mara dropped to-ber knees beside
a thick bush and thrust her hand in
toward its roots.

“Ecstasy = tablets—imagine
one of the zants~said. “T’ve only seen
one in my whole lifetime.”

From the corner of her eyes, Mara
caught the other zant looking specu-
latively around. -She  knew that. al-
ready he was searching for a secluded
thicket in which to hide himself for
the dream.

Mara turned suddenly, coming to
her feet in the same motion. In her
-hand was a small gun. |
.The eyes of t;hé zants widened. “A
para-tube.” 7 -

“We—I don’t understand.” .

Mara pressed the switch. There was
only a slight buzzing sound; no fire,
no -visible rays. But the two zants
stiffened, then tipped over like -a pair
of beautlful purple statues. Swiftly,
Mara bent down to -examine -them.
~Their flesh was hard as rock. The gun

had thrown an excellent charﬂ*e She’d

-gotten it from a cache placed there

against such an emergency as this, and’

the Resistance ‘had “been careful to
steal only the best weapons. |

Mara regarded the zants with a
gueer mixture of affection and pity.
“Sleep well, my babies,” she whis-

_pered, and thrust the small ray-tube
into. her bra—into the slight valley

between her breasts.
' Scarcely had she drawn her hand
away when a voice said, “That’s hne
Leave it thereuand dant move.’

TWO MEN ‘sat-in a small lead-
* lined booth in the White Huuse*

followed.

that,”.

‘One was the President himself, his

face worn and "haggard, his kindly
éyes crow’s-footed deeply. The other
man was Mark Clayton.

Mark said, “We've kept a close
check on him. There’s no doubt in

my mind that we have the right man.”

“I wasn’t thinking .about that,” the
President said. “It’s—well, the whole.
plan that worries me. I have a feeling
it should have been handled different-
ly. For instance, sz-ndintr the girl in.
I'm ‘still not- sure—

Mark took the stem of his battered.

pipe from bétween his teeth. The pipe

was cold out of consideration for the
narrow quarters. “As I saw it he
said, “she was absolutely necessary—
as a decoy. Something to occupy his
mind and to make him show his hand.
He’ll have to .get in touch—warn them.
That alone will verify what are now

- really nothing more than suspicmns on

our part.”

“And if we're wmnﬂ-—what about-
the girl? Then shé’s been sacrificed.”
“I can’t agree. If that comes about,
it’s still an honor so far as she’s con-
cerned. A job for her country. And if
this angle hadn’t entered into it, the
basic job is still there to be done. We
need information—technical data. We
need ‘it .badly.” ,
The President sighed. “Yuu re rlght
of course. Guess I’'m just a small-town
politician.- Can’t get out of the habit
of thinking 1n terms of the individual.”
- “I. understand. But I keep remem-
bering this is war. One of our cities is
in the hands of alien invaders. Such a
situation cannot be tolerated.” *'

“You still have the male in a safe
hiding place?”
 “Yes—another case in point. It cost
us eight American lives to get him.”

“Who will handle—"

A Very cmﬂp&tﬂﬂ't‘mﬂn:’ NI&Ek_ cut

- in. “We have a lot of competent men,

There won’t be-any leaks and it won’t
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be a complete conditioning job.”
“Then you’ll be gone for a while.”
- Mark smiled “As short a while as
possible.”
“Goodbye. I’aLe care of yc::urself &

. “Thank you, sir. I will, GOD[_ibyE.”»

ARA’S first’ thought was that she

had nothing to lose. Therefore

she rmght as well take a chance- and

ignore . the command. But ‘then she

turned her head and saw the gorts—

two men and a girl—with their heat
iguns trained  dead center.

Mara revised her thinking. She did
have sumethmg to lose. The time be-
tween this moment and the hour she
would be ewcecute:d if she allowed her-
self to be taken.

" By facing three heat guns with a.
para-tube, she ~would most certainly
commit swift suicide. She turned slow-
-ly and the girl stepped . forward. She

-jerked the tube roughly from Mara’ S...

bra, bruising the green skin. Mara
1 steeled herself and_did not wince.
There - was 1o 'physical ‘difference
between the twn gort males and the
paralyzed zants. The difference 'was
spiritual—the radiation from' within.
The gorts were sharp of eye—quick
of movement. And.there was a grim-
ness in‘their makeup which was the
"complete opposite of the open, child-
like attitude of the zanis. +
Nor were they interested in dreams,
although their first question concerned
the pellets. One of the men came for-
ward and took. Mara roughly by the
wrist. “lt might go a little easier with
-you if you tell' us where the pellets”

are.- Where did your mob of-traitors

hide them?”
- .Mara smiled coldly. “So.you’re real-
ly worried. It was your total supply.

And a pretty smart an on our part,

wasn’t 1t?”

“Smart? Stupid "audacity, Id say.
"And we’ll find the pellets too.. It’s just

a matter uf time. I was just ‘trying to

"show you an opening fﬂr pusmble

leniency.” = - |

- “Don’t exert yourself.” )

The gort girl was' regarding the
stiffened zants with a look, of dlsgust
. She transferred the look ‘to Mara.
“Brutahzmg your own kind, eh? It’s
about what we’d expect fmm a traitor
This proves the. ideals you spout about
are pure hypocrisy. You’re interested

in.ydur own hides flI'St last and al-

ways.” -
“Are we - gamg to -stand. here all

d&.y?” ' :
One of the men motioned to the

uther “Get the sled. We'll wait.”

" “Let’s use this one,” the girl said.

“We can send somebody back for

these two. They’ll*be stiff for hours.”

-

THEY HERDED Mara into the air-
sled, one of the men- taking the

controls whﬂe the other- man and the

girl kept their heat guns’ trained ex-
pertly. And :al_gam -came Mara’s thirst
for technical knowledge. She stared at
the heat gun in the purple man’s hand.
What made it work? From whence’

- came the crackling power that burned

through steel? Somewhere in -the
building of the leaders the information.
could be found..-They’d certainly. pos-
sess records. Mara wondered about
the pu551b111ty of gettmg her hands on

-them.

Then she laughed mwardly Hnw
foolish! She wasn’t going to get her

_hands on anything. Before too long

she would be a pinch of blackened
dust from facing those same guns.

. Ahead, the tall buildings of -dhe
central area by the lake sprang closer
as the air-sled shot forward like a
small rocket. As they rode, Mara felt
the-almﬂs% imperceptible tickling. with-
in her head, which indicated the cross-
ing of "a brain tracer path. Instantly,

' she cleared her mind and .threw up a



THE WOMAN [N

screen—just in time.

A minute passed, then the tracer
came ‘nosing back—seeking her out—
seeking to check the suspicions
aroused during the brief contact. It
tingled for a full minute against her
_barrier, then went on its.way.

Now the area of closely packed
buildings was below. The air-sled set-
tled onto” a broad roof. Guards were
there to anchor it, and Mara was led
down a stairway and into an elevator.

One of the male goris had remained

above, leaving her in charge of the
girl and. the other man. Five minutes -
later, they faced.a handsome, purple

man over a huge desk. Mara cringed
inwardly in spite of herself, for this

was Morn—one of the most dreaded

of. the leaders—Morn, in charge of
military operations and the putting
down of rebellions.
- Tales were told of him—his sav-
agery with both men and women; sav-
ageries in both business and pleasure.
Mara could well cringe. .

Morn looked her over with an al-
most impersonal contempt. He allowed

his eyes to rest.upon her Ioins and
then her breasts with what was obvi-.

‘ously studied insult. He was silent for

some time, dominating the room with -

his silence. If the captors of Mara
expected - praise, they were doomed to
disappointment.

ITHOUT glancing . their way,

- Morn {inally snapped, “Throw

her into - the jail downstairs with the

rest of her kind. When we get a little

time we’ll have a grand killing. I'd

like a few more gathered. in’ first,
though.”

Mara. had been waiting for queries

relative to the location of the dream
pellets.” - Either
found them—through mental weakness
on the part of a captured Resistance

member—or .else .his silence regarding:..

Mara.

Morn bhad already -
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them was a tribuite. to 1\*Iara Possibly

- he knew it was a waste of time trying

to break this girl down.

Mara was taken from the office and
back to .the elevator. Her captors
opened: the door just in time to block
the entrance of a native—a sniall, wor-
ried-looking little man with pouting
lips and an almost feminine cast to
his eyes. :

Entirely preoccupied with his own

\thoughts, the native brushed past the

trio. But a peculiar thrill ran tarough
Her interest in the native
flared even above thoughts of her
coming death, -

Then he was gone," the door was
closed, and Mara was being led to-
ward the elevator.”

Her second "thrill came in a long,

low passaﬂeway-——underground—whmh
seemed to lead into another of the

-tightly -packed buildings.. There, the

trio ‘camé upon four zants—two males
and two" females——busy scrubbing the
stone flnor

But only apparently busy Mara
knew immediately the business of
cleaning was only an act. She knew
also that Glan had not been killed—
or even captured. Because Glan was
one of the four—the one kneeling near
a .pail ‘over which was laid a scrub-

. bing cloth.

‘The rescue was achieved with cold,

. mathematical precision, At just the

right instant, Glan reached under the
cloth, into the bucket, and came forth

.. with a heat gun. As though. having

been carefully rehearsed, the ‘remain-
ing three-lunged fnrward hitting the
two' guards low and. knockmg them to
the floor.

Mara, her help not needed plunged.
on past Glan, out of the heat gun’s
range. The-three rescuers, after knock-
ing down the guards, reversed- direc-

. tions with agile speed; to roll, sprint,
. and crawl out of range alse.
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Then they turned-to watch Glan
do his-deadly work. While the guards
clawed desperately for their weapons,
Glan’s gun spurted_a thin stream of
white-hot ~ flame. The - bodies of the

heat. = -~ e
But they made no Uutcry_because

Glan’s heat gun stream cut first at

their throats, severing their heads—
sending their heads mllmcr on' the hard
- floor.

ar il

-SWIFTLY,; silently, Glan, continued
“ his terrible work, spraying the
-heat stream,

charred bone.
Now Glan ‘snapped off-the gun, and

the bone residue was quickly swept.

up by the other three Resistance mem-
bers .and deposited in pails. And so
carefully had Glan ‘used the heat gun
—that not a mark-showed-on the stone _
floor. : '

“The gnm savage anmhxlatmn now
- finished, the party took up their buck-
ets and moved off down the corridor,
“their skill and forethought demon-
strated in the fact ‘that "a chket‘ had
been provided also for Mara. '

They did-not move swiftly; rather,

their progress was remarkably - slow;
“their. eyes dull and lifeless; their man-
ner almost that of children. :
- Down, down they.went, ever dEEpEl‘
‘into the basements and subbasements
of the hu"re ‘building. Nothing was
said—no wm‘ds passed—as each mem-
ber. of the group played a part.

In a lower passage they encountered
~ three gort guards all male, each car-
rying a brace: of heat guns and- each
weanng a-deep scowl. "

The zants shuffled to a halt stepped -

aside, and stared dully at the gorts.
Mara.s acting was as clever and con-

vincing as. that of the others. But in’

. her heart was

reducing the captors’
‘bodies. to.-smaller and smaller piles of
residue -until n-f:-thmﬂr was left but SOme’

.

a greater tension—a
tenswn coming from long hours of fear
and a sense nf anticlimax. She hoped
the gorts would continue on their way.

 She was disappointed.
captors -shriveled under the lntense'

The lead guard hesitated, then came

to a halt. “Where are you going?” ~

A long moment of silence; after
which Glan mumbled, “To-empty the

" pails. The watér gets dlrt}; We must

have {resh water.”

“The ‘gort grunted cuntemptuuusly,
then shrugged. As the .trio mﬂved on,
Glan broke the silence. again.

“Good dreams.” ~

The gorts did not deign to acknowl-
edge the greeting, nor even to look
back. When they were -out of sight,

'~ Glan indulged in the luxury of a grin.

“It's not far now,” he whispered, and

_the shuffling forward ‘was continued.

They came to what appeared to be
a grating. over a sewer drain. “Here,”
Glan said, with urgency.. -

"The twn ‘males lifted the grate Then_
the members of the rescue party low-
ered themselves swiftly down through
" the small opening, Mara . followed
_Glan, to find utter -darkness, terrible-

ﬂdurs and a dlS‘tElStf’fllI SOftIlESS under
foot.

“It will smell better before Iﬂnfr ”_‘
"Glan said. He tuok Mara’s hand and

* led her thmuﬂrh the darkness to a

place where lines of light showed in

the wall. Glan tappéd on wood and a
crude panel opened into a large
cement room. :

Glan turned and smiled at Mara.

. “Welcome,” "he said. “Our new head-

quarters. ‘The natives ‘had ‘a railroad
under jtheir city once. It went into
disuse and was apparently forgotten.
The gorts .don’t. know it’s here.”

- Glan’s manner changed now. Gone.
was the.impersonal ruthlessness. While
thé other Resistance . members went
swiftly away .to find business else-
where, Glan put his arms around Mara
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and laid. his head on her -shoulder.
" Then he raised his head and Mara did

the same thing, laying her head eager- .

ly against Glan’s neck.
“I missed you,” she murmured. “I

thought you were dead.”

Before Glan could reply, Mara did

. a~ strange, unexplainable thing. She
drew Glan’s head down and placed
her lips against his. She saw his eyes
widen in blank surprise while—far
above, and unheard by either of them
—the clock in the Wrigley Tower
boomed ten times.

ARY STIFFENED as she real-
ized she was in the arms of a
strange, purple man; that her lips were
against his lips. She was disturbed by
the feeling that she was in those arms
from choice. She was on the verge of
jerking away when memory came to
her. rescue. | -
Somewhere out beyond the deadly
perimeter .of the space-invader’s in-
visible shield, a mind ‘scanner had
been turned on—a scanner tuned to
her individual brain wave. .
Smothering her surprise by gargan-

‘tuan effort, she smiled -at the violet

man and began drawing back very
slowly.- He made no effort to hold

her. His face reflected - surprise, be-

wilderment. |

© “Why did you do that?”’
“Do -what?”’ S

- “Place your lips against my lips.

What does it mean?” “ :

- An- unconscious blush warmed

Mary’s face, hidden fortunately by the

apple-green complexion. Swiftly she.

realized there must have been a mo-
ment of merging between the two per-
sonalities as the scanner brought her
own to the fore. A merging in which
the- inclination of one governed the

instinctive-physical actions of the oth-

€r. e |
I Kissed you,” she told him, sniil

- was away.”

ing archly.
“Kiss? What is kiss? What does it
signify?”’ e
“I—I saw the natives do it'while I

f-

ONLY HALF of Mary’s mind was
centered on the conversation. The
other half was busy realizing the scan-
ner had begun its work. She wondered
if it was getting any information of
value. Where had she been? What had~
she done? Who was this purple man
whom she had just kissed? .
Of course the scanner was tal::ing
all this information out of her subcon-
scious, but that did her little good pef-
sonally. She sensed, however, that this
must be a first meeting between Mara
and someone she loved. It had all the

‘urgency of a first meeting. Had aiy

confidences been exchanged? Had any

. information been given back .and

forth?

She hoped not, and ‘she knew def-
initely that none must be exchanged
until the -scanning hour had passed.

‘ The face of the violet man-had cleared

somewhat of surprise. Rather, the sur-
prise had been pushed into the back-
ground b}r more . pressing emotions.
“Tell me,” he said eagerly. “Where
did you go? What happened?” |

In Mary’s mind was the desperation

- of not having the least idea. She con-

trived a smile and passed a hand light-
ly over his face. The face was feather-
smooth. “No—you tell me first.”
“Very well. When we got trapped
out there in the woods—" '
The trap Mary was thinking of was
the one she’d fallen into herself—right

‘here in this strange room. Any infor-

mation he gave her would be lost
from the standpoint of personal value.
He must be side-tracked for an hour.

Mary knew of but one possible way -
to do this. She would .steel herself to
it, she thought—wondering vaguely at
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the same time just-how much steeling
would be necessary; and how much

skill would be needed to ward off the
ultimate. She took a deep breath and

smiled, cutting the purple man off by"

laying. a finger over-his lips.
. “Can’t it .wait, ‘darling?
such a long ume?”

He f{rowned. ”Darﬁrﬂg? That’"
new term. It wasn’t in -the hvpnn -1n-
diction they.gave us on the: lanﬂuage

“I heard that from the natives, too. -
It's a - love term: It is used by thuse
dear to each nther Du:l you like the
kiss?” .

“The kiss?”

“The meeting of - the lips. When i |
‘saw it, it looked. . .interesting.”

She -drew his head close and repeat*
ed the kiss, hoping it would serve to
‘kéep® this peculiar man’s: ‘mind di-

It’s b’eeu‘

~verted. If she had any doubts, they -

must have come from 11ndere-t1matmg
“her own ab:hty in that dlrectmn The

- man caught on quickly.

Mary felt a moment of panic.” She
could divert this fervent character
with ‘a.new trick—maybe a couple of
tricks, characteristic of the races on
an individual planet. But the ultimate

- end was no doubt the same on all

planets. And nmybe he Lnew a few
tricks -of his own. :

Mary smiled and put her arms
around the violet man’s neck and
kissed him again. He - was ﬂett:ncr the
knack of it; getting the knack too
quickly to suit Mary.

I wonder who he is? 511&1 thought.

ARK CLA‘YI‘ ON stood ungi_er the
dim light of a sickle-moon -and
inspected his squad. There were four
of them. They were—as was Mark
himself—almost without ‘clothing and

expertly stained in a beautiful shade
of violet. ‘

, And there was some of the.griping

a.
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‘to which all men of military bent are

entitled. “If- we had to be invaded,

why didn’t the Eskimos. do it. I feel
like a jay bird.”

“Quit moaning. You'll. Pl’ﬂbﬂbly be
dead in a week.” |

“Maybe SO—but I 1 bet I'm warm

; lhﬁﬂ 3

“Quiet,” T\Iark sald “Final brief-
1nﬂ. 32 -

The men came c]r:;ser Mark Sﬂld

“The. initial scanning of the agent al--

ready. .inside reveals.she saw our boy

_ entering an . office in the* Palmer

" House.' It didn’t reveal much- else ex-

- studyin

cept that she’s located in the basement
of that building—the" agent, thaf -is.

“As you know,. our technicians have
found some tunnels in their lethal-cur-
tain. The openings. arén’t large enough.
for invasion purposes and seem to be
caused by certain rock formations..In
spots where: the surface ‘is-rocky, the

‘curtain doesn’t ‘quite touch the ground.

Our experts -are studying this further,
but thatis not our affair. While they’re
g, we wriggle in under the cur-
tain and try for several objectives.
One—we’d like to kidnap our boy and
get him out of there so we could score

‘a big win in the way of world_opinion.

Second—I’ve got a relay on the scan-
ner. It will be lifted on signal so we:

~can find our agent and be on tap to

~brains—not weapons.

take advantage of any information she
uncovers with the aid ﬂf the undmly-

- ing perqnnahly

- Mark stopped speakmg There was
a pause before one of the men growled.-

-, “Mother naked, and not- even a table

fork to- Il“ht w:th &

- “We have to go- unarmed. {‘heres
no ‘place on your. person to hide a
weapon. This is a battle of skill and
We wouldn’t
~ have a chance with ours against theirs,
anyhow.” '

Mark paused, “Any queslmns?”
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HERE were none. The men moved

in single file toward a rocky knoll

out across the flat land. They reached

the knoll and found a single techni-

cian squatting there awaiting them.

In the dim light a chalk-marked path

could be seen winding over the rock

pile, following the line of a depression
caused by some underground fault.

“That’s it,” the technician said.
“You crawl along that line and you’d
better scratch the  hell out.®f your
bellies rather than raise your fannies
an inch more than necessary.”

“Ouch,”. one of lhe men muttered

in anticipation.
- The technician seemed {fascinated.
“Lord—but you’re a gaudy lot. Hope
‘the rains don’t come and wash your
purple lipstick off.”

“It’s on for good,” one of the men
countered. “We _caurr*ht one of them
- walking rainbows and copied thc color
of his underwear: It won’t come off.”

“You guys are .going
your—"’ S

‘Mark had beén studying the con-
tour of the hill “All right men,” he
cut in. “Let’s hit it. I'll go first.”

- “Happy landings,” the techinician
said lightly. But there was a tightness

to his lips—a tension in his muscles

giving the lie to his outward casual-
ness.

Mark went.down on the cold rock
and started wriggling: forward.. The
rock scratched cruelly, but . this an-
noyance was shouldered- out by the
knowledge that death lay a scant inch
above the highest point of his anatomy.

He did not look back,. but he:knew
the men had fallen in . behind- him—
four segments. of a. human . snake.
Slowly he. wriggled forward. The: air
was cool,
on his forehead. . ¥y

It seemed hours later *thgat he cleared -
the rock knoll but -he kept-on going, .-

belly down, across the open:pasture-

"That or crawl

“remark:

to freeze °

but ‘sweat *beads .appeared -

1is . to:

land beyond. One hundred yards in,
he decided he must take a chance.
on his belly clear
through the suburbs and into . the.
Loop. Slowly he came to his feet.

Turning, he looked back to see the

three prone figures close behind him.
“It seems to-be all right,” he said.

But his mind and eyes were . upon
a single still form lying in the path-
way on the knoll, rearward. The other
three men came to their feet and
looked backward also. There was a
period of dead silence; silence one of
the men finally broke with the grim
“]ne must have 'stuck his
fanny up

- By common consent, they turned
away. Nothing could be done for Joe.

It would be suicide to approach and

touch the still form.

“What’s on the agenda now, Chief?”
one of the men asked, turning away.

“We look around for a bat roost.
There’s one about a mile Sﬂuth c:of
here.”

“What for?” Fhere was bewﬂder-
‘ment in the voice.

“To get a ride to the Loop: On the
basis of the memory pattern we picked
up on the scanner, we four are going
to be zants.’ ‘I‘hats new information.
It seems the subject we captured had
a pretty Stmng mental block. All we
got back in' Washington was a history
of their trip across space that we knuw-,

" now was mﬂstlv fiction.”

“Zants. That’s a hell of .2 name,
It rhymes -with- ants in pants.”

“There seem-to be two cliques. in
this setup.- The ups and the downs:
The zants are the downs and the gorts
are in the-saddle.” .

“‘Speaking of sadd-les*—-ther got any
on- those damn ~bats?”

“You- shouldn’t have too’ much
trouble. The main -thing. to remember -
look: stupid—feel - stupid—ba -



32 . FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

stupid. That makes-you.a zant. If we -

run into trouble, just let your mouth

gD;”

“Just the nppbsite of the razor ad,”
somebody said, and the ‘party stmted
off acmss the rﬂlhnn land;

E TIMING had been arranged

so that-the sportsmen might pos-
sibly have not yet arrived. There had
been nothing in the scannings to ‘in-
dicate this-one way or -the ﬂthEI‘ but
_1t seemed logical.

They arrwed at the huﬂ'e round
roest, and Mark -allewed ‘himself :a mo-
ment to wonder at the ingenuity -nec-

essary in the swift .assembly "of ithe .

-globes. Then he ;gave off wondering
as a zant lying alseep by .the -entrance
to the roost came erect, rubbing his
eyes. . = " -

Ma.rh was t,enfsely alert. There could
be trouble heré—and .danger; . possible
detection . even before the foray had

gotten a good start. Nothing in the -

scanning$ had .indicated. whether or
‘not the zors were individually pos-
sessed  or
" whether permits were needed, or
whether there were set hours fnr the
‘sport. e

Observation had 111El1cated some rid-
ing was -done at mﬂrht Mark nmved
on that .assumption.

The sleepy sané -said, “Y eu’ve come
 for a ride?” . '

- “We got ‘restless==Couldn’t ‘sleep.
We made up :a ‘party.” Mark stood
poised on his tees .awaiting negative

reaction. “There was none. The zant
yawnéd:again. “I’ll wait for the yellow

sun to come up,” ‘he said. Then he
lay back down .and went to.sleep.

Mark motioned and

bulbs on the walls gave .sufficient .il-
lumination to show rows of great ugly

hang ﬂpen while I do the taIng Let’s

‘ones.’

were . common property:’

horse.

birds, remmdful of vultures: gone wild
‘in growth, sleeping on bars bisecting

the globe.

“No saddies ”” one of.the men whas-

-pered, “but there are a lot of bridles
on these pegs.” -

“lI wonder how you get them to

. come?”

“Maybe you pull the rope on their
leg. See? They’ve all got-a° rope hang-
ing down We can reach thﬁ: bﬂttnm-

- One nf the party was doubtful—
hkghly s0.-“Why wouldn’t it be smart—

-er to’ just walk into town?”

Mark replied. “Because--we might
run into. trouble. We don’t know the
setup, well enough. But we do know
they ride these things "all over -and
don’t seem to be challenged.”

Mark went forward, -grasped -:jn:e of
the .hanging ropes -and tugged :at it.

~The bird took. an ugly head from be-

neath its wing, looked down, croaked
an obscemty “Come on, buy———comf,
”\*Iark crooned. - * -, -

.-—-"-

IT ALMOST appeared as. though the
bird shrugged in resignation. It
di.dn’t of course. It merely hopped

from its perch .and stood waiting with

complete dﬂcﬂlty while it croaked
swear-words in zor Jlanguage. - ‘-
“Hand me a-bridle;” Mark said.
' The bridle was pushed forth and
Mark held it up. The bird opened its
beak: but whether to .yawn or receive

" the bit” wasn’t entirely clear. Mark

slipped .in the'bit and the zor lowered
its . head exactly lik€ a well trained

“I ‘should have knnwn they’d be
well-trained,” Mark muttered. “These
zants wnuldnt be able to handle them

: othermse 2

“the party -
pushed on inte the roost. Dim light

.Having set the pattern, ‘Mark sur-
veyed—fwe minutes later—his squad
lined up in: the pasture, each some-

what fearfully astride a -bird, hard
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behind its wing roots. He climbed onto
his own "bird and raised his "hand.
“Follow me,”
heels. ~ - *

The zor gave forth an indignant

cuss-word and f{lailed the air with

wings that lifted it into a smooth up-

-ward glide. One aiter another, the rest
followed. |

Over the tree tﬂps Marh experi-
mented with ‘the bridle, hauling back

on the bit. Immediately, the zor ley-.

elled- off and .skimmed swiftly east-
ward. Mark . risked turning to look
‘backward. Everything seemed to be
going smoothly. Swinging his eyes for-
ward, he picked out familiar land-

‘marks in the- semidarkness below and-
strove to pierce the gloom for a first .

sight of the .tall Loop buildings.

, Then an odd interior tickling 'pene'-‘
a tickling

trated his .consciousness:
scemingly inside his skull. ‘It resem-
bled nothing he had - ‘ever before ex-

‘perienced, but his instincts sounded a

~warning; his.intincts didn’t like it.

~That in itself was enough to gener-
ate an additional alertness. Therefore
he was waiting, tense and expectant,
when the hum of an approaching drive
unit cut through the sky. There was
:a hostile tinge to the sound.’

Then, the clumsy-looking flying
platform. was upon them. A harsh
voice - barked:
platform. You have ten seconds. Do
~as -we.say or we’ll-burn the lot of
you.” 4

ARA LOOKED into- Glan’s eyes
- .and experienced a feeling of hav-
ing. had a niental -lapse. It was peculi-
ar. Had some unknown experierice out-
side the ray-cap affected: her mind? -

Glan leaned forward.and placed. his
lips .on hers. Mara jerked back,
startled. “What—what are you do-
cing?? "

He gazed at her, slaclc-Jawed ‘What

he called, and dug in his

“Set your birds- on ‘the -

do you mean—what am I dmng? You

-showed me how.” _ -

Something told Mara not to press
the point. Deeply troubled, she said,
“We’ve been wasting time. Tell me:
what has been happening since I saw
you last.” - -

Glan released her-and backed away,
shrugging. “Very well. As T was say-
ing, when we were trapped in the
woods and you broke through the
wave-cap, I fell over a rock and was

.sprawled out helpless.”

“I thought they’d killed ynu 7 :

“Falling probably saved my life.
They captured me and began asking.
questions about ‘the dream pe]lels
About fifteen minutes later, -one of
our roving squads came to my rescue.
We gave you up for lost until today
when the word came down ‘you’d been
seen °going into the military leader’s
office. Then we laid our plans quick-
ly.” | ,

Glan qtnpped Speakmg and stared at
Mara curiously. " “You've -changed
somehow. I can’t quite put my finger
on it, but you are...different. What

~ happened during the segment you were

away?” = . ’
It was Mara’s turn to be startled.

. “The segment?”

." “More than that—closer to one and
a micro. What happened?”

“I—I can’t remember. There is a
complete gap between the moment I
looked back and saw you lying on the

- ground, and 'the time I ‘'was seized by.
the zor roost. I don’t know what hap-

pened:”’

Glan scowled. “I'd say they’d done
*-_.Dﬂ"tElhll‘l‘?' to yml—mmethlng to your
mind. But you’re no different, really.
And besides, -they haven’t the skill.”

“Tell me what happened here?”

“They’ve been trying desperately to
get the -dream pellets” back. They’re

~_alfraid of trouble before néw dnes can
“be brewed. Already we've lost seven
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members to the heat guns.”
Mara leaned forward and laid a-
hand on Glan’s arm. “That native— .

have you fﬂund out anything abuut
him?”.

Nﬂthmg more than we knew;.

to have talks with the leaders. We
think he’s trying to get technicians
‘to go to some far section of this world
and train the -natives in making our

weapons. Our leaders are holding back -

for severall reasons: They don’t think
it wise to give out the secrets

50 .stupid—why they can’t’ take .over
the world themselves.”

“The fools, there aren’t enuunh

“Argans to do that regardless of. our

weapons. We’ve hardly enough to hold
‘this miserable little bit of land.” -

“The native has them about con- -

vinced of that. He tells them, accord-

ing to our secret scanners, that there .
are over a hillion pect]:rle on tl'us plan- '

et )

AR%S INTENSITY iricreased.
| “Glan—isn’t it_time to strike—=—
make a stand? Let’s. gather all our
forces and try to take the Palmer

- House.. We'd . catch them. by surprise’
made a' real

because :we’ve never
attack. Thy e:».pect us' to keep ‘on
sniping.’

Glan smiled again. “We've needed -
your enthusiasm, Mara.  We've nussed
~it a great deal.” ﬁ ' o

. Mara paused. Again those unreason-
ing urges. Was it sharpenéd instinct
speaking deep within her? Or Some-
‘thing else: She said, “Glan, -we must
gather up all our hidden weapons and

put them in one place. We must do

it immediately. They’re of no value
spread all over the country.” |
“Where will we put them?”

“With the dream pellets. The: gorts:
haven’t found the pellets, so that must |

that -
he comes in-and goes out under guari:l'

, and
they are wondering—if- the natwes are .

'FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

be a pretty good place.”.

The violet-colored man got up and -
began pacing the floor. Suddenly he
stopped and faced her. “Oh, what’s .
- the use, Mara. You're- the only really
strong one in the Resjstance. The rest
of us -are permanently stunted by the
dream’ pellets; secretly we. long for
them, and I know niany would go
back with the shghtest excuse. Let’s .

cgive it up. We weren't meant to over-

come the gorts.”
Mara -sprang to her feet, eyes blaz- -

-:ing. “We won’t give up: In fact, we're

closer than ever. I -have a feeling
something will - happen, Glan. We
mustn’t quit now. We can beat them:
and take the Narkus, Find an unin-
habited" world _ as.. we were .meant tn
dﬂ 1-".' *

| “We couldnt run the Narkus if we
had it.”

“\To——-—but we can make the . gnrzs
run it for ‘us.” p

‘Glan threw up his hands in deSpaJr -
“Why, even .now I think there is-
treachery in our own ranks. I wouldn’ t

be surprised lf our own side turned us
b
in.

" There was irnny in the fact that

the secret knock sounded that very
moment- on the panel. The door
opened automatically from release by
an'_attacked mechanism. Four mem-
bers .of ‘the Resistance entered the
room, “followed swiftly .by three gort
guards. “There they are,”” one of the
zants said. “And remembm-——the four

Uf us get cnmplete pardﬂnﬁ for turnﬂ

" ing. them-in.’

HE GORTS on the flying platforn:
“would have been amazed to know
in advance how small a chance they

‘had. Their’ disadvantage. came from

over-confidence; from dishelieving the
scanner.

They watched the four riders swing
their zors in toward the platform. The
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clumsiness of the riders should have
hbeen a warning, but the gorts saw
only what were obviously four zgnis
out for a.night ride. Their plan was

to frighten them, as. befit men of au-

thority, and let thern go..

Mark and his men. dismounted; act-
ing.out the role of stupidity to.per-
fection, This until they were within

arm’s reach of the gorts. And it was

then that the intruders learned what
a small chance they had. .
The struggle was short and furious,
but the fury was mainly on the side
of Mark and his men. In a matter of

seconds, one of the gorts had a broken

leg and a ruptured -pelvis. Another
was unconscious from a split skull. A
third screamed at the pain.of an .arm

broken at the socket and the fourth -

stood uninjured; in Stunned sutprise
staring at his own gun in the hands
of Mark. .

“Don’t hurt this one,” Mark sald
“I want to ask him some questions.”

“What if he doesn’t speak English,”
one of the men wanted to know.

The gort was no coward, basically.
Mark saw the purple eyes. light up
in the rays from the pilnt ‘board on

—

the platform. : -

“] want to know where your -arse- -

nal is,” Mark said.
" The gort stared in simulated won-

der; then pmnted to his own hps

“Don’t give us that,” Mark said.
“You were all hyno- candﬂmned to our
language. Talk.”

One of _Mark’s men stepped for-.

ward. “I’ll make him talk.”

Mark stepped back. The man
muved in swiftly, His hands made
swift mations, almost too fast to fol-
low. The gort doubled over, emitting
a choked scream. “He asked you a
question,” the man sald
" “We have no central arsenal except
on the Narkus. And that’s really not
an arsenal.- It’s

‘on your own.’

a manufacturing . to speak. Mark gestured.

N il

plant & -

“Does the ray-cap emanate from a
central point?”’

“No,” the gort moaned, holding
hiz stomach. “It comes from twenty-
five hidden ‘outlets -around the circle.
You’d never find them. Besides—who

~are you? From the Resistance?” -

e e

HE MAN who had opened “the

- *gqrﬁ’s mouth - grinned wickedly.
“You've no idea how big a resistance,
bub.” He turned to Mark “What
now, Chief?” .

Mark didn’t answer f{}r a full twen-
ty seconds.. He 'stood staring at the
sky-line over the Loop. Then he
snapped his fingers: I think I've got
it. The big answer!” '

“Shall we dump these rats over-
board?”’

“No. We need this platform and

- one zor—no, wait a minute.” Mark

stepped to the control panel and
studied it swiftly. “We won’t need a
zor. This thing has radar. Hook the
four ‘birds together by their reins
and put a gort on each one—" :
“A gort? You mean that’s the name
of these purple -characters?”
. “Yes.” You—" Mark pointed to the
able-bodied leader: “Get on the front

- bird. We’ll strap the others into place

with the hand straps and then you re

Several minutes ~ later, the zors
spread their wings and slipped off
into-space like -an aerial pack train,
As soon as they had cleared the plat-
form, Mark returned to the _control
board. “This doesn’t look too com-
plicated,” he said.:

He moved one of the control rods.
The platform swung too far -around.

He made an ad;ustment and the plat-

form purred toward the Loop sky-
line—dark against the false dawn.

One of the men opened his mouth
“Quiet—
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there’s something cemlng in.’

They knew Mark was now llstenmg
to the tiny receiver built into a silver-
lined- pocket near the basé of his
skull. They were silent for several
minutes while Mark listened and the
platform slid toward the Loop. -

' “The scanning has been completely

analyzed ” Mark said finally. “Things
begin to look up—maybe. We've got
to locate some people, but first -we
follow through .on . the bramsterm I
just got.” ;

Mark feuncl the platferrn controls
relatwely simple. He angled up and

went over the Loop at a high altitude.

while he and his men shivered in the

cold night air. Then he angled down -

sharply. |

He had been surpnsed at the. lacL
of alertness from below; surprised
that hé was allowed to cexﬁe down to
- the surface of the lake without being
—challenged. The platform touched the
surface and Mark ‘- braked the unit
almost to a halt, allowing it to inch
slowly forward toward open water,
When the radar clicked, he allowed it
to move another ten feet, then stepped
it completely. N

" “Hold on the alert ’til I get bacl-. "
~ he said. “I want to check SDII]Ethmﬂ'

I won’t be gone more than five min- .

utes.” With that _he dived overboard.

He swam some few feet further to-
ward open water, then went_under in
a flurry of purple legs.

S THE WATERS of Lake Michi-
gan closed over- his head, he felt
the peace -of utter isolation. But he

had not come here for peace. He swam .

lakeward with long, even, underwater
strokes until he judged he could safely
go no further. Then he reversed and
went back as he had come.

The going got tough toward. the
end. His heart pounding. in his ears
sounded like a series of explosions.
Finally he could stand it no longer

e¢lse,

pulled close.

,and shot to the surface. The fact that
“he was still alive to take in-a gulp of

blessed air told him he had come up
inside the ray-cap. And he’d learned

~what he’d wanted to learn.

Also, he .now learned something

Theexplesinns in his ears had
not ‘been his pounding heart. A spot-

~light- from above was centéred on' the
~ platform—=rather,
platform had been.

on the place the
Now there was
nothing there but a spot of boiling,"
steamhing water. Angl the heat . was

” f_ast spreading in all directions; so
swiftly that Mark, well outside- the

circle of the spotlight, found -himself
taking a warm bath. * 7.

“He turned north add started mov-
ing away with long, powerful strokes:
He had- gone perhaps fifty feet when
a voice, close by on his left, called

out, “That you, Chief?”

‘\f.[ark recugmzed the man as he.
“Where are the others?”
“Gone. Crisped down to nothing.
They didn’t give any warning. They

- just -blasted away. I took a long jump

and ‘was lucky. They got it right-
there on the platform.” -
- Mark said nothing.
nothing

“There was
to be said. He continued

swimming northward and the last man

in his Squad fell in beside him.
“Where we going, Chief?” |
“To a place up by the river

mouth—a location given me in the

‘scanning report.- I- want to -look 1t
.over.” '

- They swam for an hour and were,
not challenged, and came finally to a
place where the still, dark hulks of
several old-model submarmes reared
into view. The early false dawn" was
fast becoming reality now, and Mark

- increased- the beat of the stroke to a
‘point where his companion was. labor-

ing.

. Then the submarines were above
them. Mark rounded the first one
and went in beside it to the hidden



N © THE WOMAN IN SKIN THIRTEEN. 37

r‘ ®

tamp, waited fﬂr the ‘other to come

up beside him.
“Let s rest a whlle Chlef I’m about

beat.”
“Sure » Mark said. “We want ‘to be
" ready. Dﬂnt Lnaw what we’ll find
‘inside.”

Their heavy breathmn‘ had subszded
somewhat when Mark said, “You stay
here. Cover-my rear.
side.” .. -

E-WENT up the ramp.on tiptoe.
> Dim light came from the hatch
in the conning tower. Mark ' peered
inside. All.was quiet. After a minute
he went quietly down the ladder. Half-

way down he stopped abruptly as he

“came within sight of two purple males
and a green female asleep’ on cots.
This was a breach of conduct; he was
sure. At least one of them should have
been awake. -

But he was glad of that breach It
gave him the opportunity of making

a quiet exit..He went out as he had

"come—tiptoed out- of ear shot and

took "a tiny transmitter from under .

his loin cloth.

There was no necessity of setting it
or establishing contact. He knew the
people -waiting for him to come in
wouldn’t bé sleeping. He spoke in_a
whisper, “How lnng smce you scanned
me?”

The rep]y came instantly into the
receiver in his skull.
a half, sir.” _

““Then the hunch I had was ‘right.
I’ve proven it out since: Pass the

word along to the proper authorities.
But tell them to hold up until T give -

the word. I haven’t been able to go
ahead on Prnject Friendship yet. I’ll
report.’” '

“Yes. sit?”
~ “And throw the scanner on 497X
immediately.” -

“Yes, sit.”

I’m going 1n- -

-understand. What

“An"hour and

< “Tha’s all.”

“Good luck, sir.”
' Mark put his transiitter back into
its hiding place where it had already

. chafed off a sizeable piece of skin.

MAR?'-AWOKEJ with a start. But

there was a .hand over her-
mouth, 'so her cry was smothered in
her throat. She opened her eyes to see

~a handsome purple face close to her
~own. She tensed her muscles for ~a
.. struggle.

But then the.purple man spoke,
whispered into her ear: “It’s Mark. .

.Quiet! - I’'ve come to help you. Let’s

get outside quietly.”

They went to the ramp -where
Mark’s companion sat hunched over.
He looked up startled. “It’s all right.”
Mark said. The man’sank back.

“Mark!” Mary whispered. “I. don’t
are you doing
here?” : T =

“I came in to follow anywhere you
led thrﬂugh this damn maze, and to
cash in. on any information you got.
That was part of the original plan,
you know. But I couldn’t .tell you -
earlier. Didn’t want it in your mind
in case -they scanned. But now we
have to work together.” -~ = !

“Did I get anything 1mp0rtant?”
“Plenty. There’s a Resistance here. -
The top men sitting on ~the major-
ity—holding them down through a

. mind stunting process. Some of this

Jower mob—zants they’re called—

~have kicked over the traces. I've got

a plan, but you’ve_got to stay -under
the scanner for a while.” ,

“It will be-a pleasure,” Mary said._
“And you- know something?” She
swayed close to him. “I’m damn glad

- to see you. If" that’s unladylike—
“make the most of it.” |

" He grinned and kissed" Her smft]y
Then,  “What’s' your- layout?”  :he .
asked. s - b
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‘There’s a purple-male I seem. to

hang- close to. I think he’s" -Mara’s .

sweetheart. He’s in the Resistance.”

“I want to talk with him. Lét’s .go
inside. Do you.get my pitch, or do
you need brleflng?” | :

“I get it. Let’s go.”

Mark

nate. “Cover our rear.’
Mary went down the conning ladder

and Mark followed her.

NCE INSIDE, Mark awoke the
“imen, then stepped back, watch-
ing them narrowly. One evinced great
guilt almost instantly. Mark quickly
centered his attention upon the other.

Mary said, “Wake up, I have news. -

This is one of the natives. He came

through the- ray‘cap to help us. heat-

the goris.”
-The. purple man stared in blank
surprise. Mark said, “Hello, !Glan ”

He checked the man’s face for reac-

tion and the reaction was satisfactory.
“Mara has been telling me”about you
and the Resistance. We kept it secret
until now, so you wouldn’t have it on
your mmd if you were scannéd:. We
- will help you defeat yﬂur enemies and
thus defeat our‘own.”

~ Glan had nothing to -say. He was

still ‘bewildered. He looked to Mara
for guidance. “We got the guns here-

‘in time_then,” he said. “Is that what

you had in mind, Mara, when you

said ‘we should- brmﬂ' them here?”
. “Of course,” Mary smiled.
there are other things to be done. We
must cut off the ray-cap.”
Glan frowned. “But,
know that’s " impossible.
killed before we could—"

Mark knew, -of “course, that Mary
was - grnpmg She’d gruped in the
wrong direction: “Mara s 3ust over-
enthusmstm,” Mark said. “It isn’t nec-
essary to cut off the ray-cap. But one
other thing would ‘help. Is-there' any
guard -against the hypno-ray?” .

Mara—you

glanced - dﬂwn at his subordi-

“But

We'd be:

Glan was getting more bewildered
with each passing minute. “Of
cnurse ” He looked at Mara. “‘Haven’t
you told him?”

“We were discussing other things,”

Mark said, thinking how similar this
was to walkmg,on eggs. “Besides, I'd
rather get that-sort of information

from a man. It’s probably too techni-
.cal for a woman to- understand.”

Mark wished fervently that Mara’s

- ego didn’t submerge -completely when
. the scanner was turned on Mary, It

was the big flaw in the complete con-
ditioning theory. No information

-could be scanned from the conscious

mind if it was information gleaned

by another ego.

Glan. was still frowning. “There’s

_nothing very technical about it. -Inan

area -of this size, two high-frequency
cross-beams WIH nulhi’y the hypnn-

ray J.l‘ .

Mark rushed on, trymﬂ to keep the
purple . man off . balance. “Another
thing. . A rumor  must get to the
gorts that we've solved the ray-

- cap and intend to attack from the

air. Is there a solution to the ray?”
Glan shrugged, his troubled eyes
still on Mary. “I don’t know. They
say there’s a solution to everything.”
“Here’s what must be done,” Mark
said. “I think you’d better alert the
Resistance and have them come here
in .ones- and twos to get arms. Then
you go to the . gart headquarters and
confess tn being a  Resistance man.
But you've repented and are bringing

" them the information about the ray-
~cap-and the coming attack. In.order

to. clinch it, you can tell them where.
the dream pell&ts are—that is, after
we've gotten thé guns out of here.”

ARY LOOKED at Mark, then.

.© swiftly hid the surprise in her
face. What. on earth were dream pel-
lets? she wnndered It was: Mark who
sensed the true situation. This zant
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did not reflect the personality pattern
found in the scannings. Therefore, he

must have succumbed to temptation

and was even now groggy from the
dream-drug. That would account. for
his heavy-mindedness. =

“They probably won’t. even scan
you,”” Mary said. “If they do, can
you throw up a barrier?”

“I—I-don’t know. I could t::y—. 5

Mark could see that his purple
"man’s acquiescence came from his love
{for Mara, his. fear of displeasing her. -
He strove to rush the thing. “Then -
it’s settled. Why don’t you get going
right away Just leave everythmg else

to us

A few minutes ]ater they stood-on -

the ramp. Glan had been dispatched
to' the Palmer House with instructions
to present his revelations in. exactly .
"three revolutions of the Wrigley clock.
The other zant was sent out to call

‘the Resistance in-to-pick up weapons.-

Alone  with Mark and his subor-

dinate, Mary surveyed them thought-

fully. Then she said, “T’Il handle the
wéapon dispersals. You two get some
sleep. If you don’t, you'll keel over
from exhaustion.”

“There are things to be done, We've

got to arrange to get our hands on
a friend of ours—the man who walks
in and -out of Chicago as thﬂugh it
was his own personal” bathroom.”
"~ Mary glanced up quickly, - ‘but
asked no_questions. “Nothing can be
done about that now. You've gut to .
lhave some rest.” '

"Mark yawned. “’R‘Iaybe it’s a. good

of seconds. The last tl‘ljﬂughi in

Mark’s brain was:

I wonder if any of us will be alive
three hours from now?

Not that it mattered much He
was too tlred to care. '

MARK' AWOKE with 2 sense of

lateness. He awakened his
subordinate and climbed out of the
submarine. Ice-water coursed through
his veins as he glanced at the Wrigley
clock and saw the. hands standing at
eleven o’clock. Eleven o’clock.. Four
“hours had elapsed since they’d de-
scended that ladder. |

Mark swung his eyes in a c1rcle
‘There was no. living thing in. sight.
The city, from where he .stood, was
. utterly deserted. No OHE——-WhltE
green, or purple, walked the streets.
It looked like a ghost town. '

Mark leaped from the conning tow-
er and ran down the ramp to the pier. .
His sense of alarm.increased, even as
he came to “the ramp. of the other
submarine, and he was not as cautious

" as-he should have been. So he found

himself standing there looking into
the barrel of a gieer-looking gun.

There.was only one person in sight.
.Mary was gone. None of the " space
intruders could be seen.. The man in
sight -was a native.

The man said, “Good day, Mr.
Cla.yton I've been waiting for you.”

Mark said, “And greetings -to you
Professor Halley I surmised -
much.” -

Professor Halley had changed a

'1dea We’ll crawl into one of thé. other hgreat deal. Gone was the half-feminine

subs so ‘we’re out of the way. Call us

if we're neededu—and in two hours

in any case.’ -

Mark and his one-man squad found _
cots in the third submarine to the
‘west. If they were worried- about in-
ability to rest, they had little, time’
for it. They were asleep in a matter

lightness of manner for which he had
been- famous. :Gone was the soft, hu-
‘morous light in his eyes; replaced
now by a fhntmess whlch bESpﬂk&_
" the ‘egomaniac.

- “You don’t seem surprised,” Halley
said. ,
No We've knt}wn about you—tn



40 | FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

some extent—for some time. And how
is your friend Sargo? Planning to
" conquer any other worlds?”

Halley snarled, the snarl showmﬂ'

_that he could. carry light repartee '

just so far; that his deadly earnest
fanaticism, when outside the bonds of

necessary cautic}n, had to come upper-

most. . : -

“You fools,” he grated “You utter
fools! How lnng did you think your
inane and childish policy of individual
. freedonr could last? Don’t you ‘realize
that therein you sowed the seeds of
your own destruction?” "
“Tell me more,”” Mark said. His
eyes were ~on Halley’s gun; his
‘thoughts on the p0351b1htles of over-
coming him.

“Certainly. But first, tell your man
to. continue his descent. Otherwise

I’ll be forced to hlﬂw his lega to-

' dust e

JARK
~ the subordinate came sullenly
- down the ladder. He had been stand-

.ing-on a center rung awaiting develop-

ments. - .

“That’s better.” -. .

“Yes—we’ve known for some time
that we had-a rotten spot in our apple
barrel.” = . -~

Halley’s eyes glowed. “““Then why
did you let it remain?” he asked; too
interested in -that point to take issue
~ with the insult.

' “Because the damage you could

do could .be estlmated We had you
pretty well contained and" we_knew

~ where you were; That was the main .

point. Anything you’ve done in this

project could have been done by.

someone- else.. If we’d picked you up,
- Sargo would have gotten another boy.
And we wnuldnt have knﬂwn what
~ boy.”

Halley sneered. “You are making
an excellent job ol saving face.-An
_amazingly nonchalant piece of second

GLANCED upward and

she is in. custody.

g | .
guessing. Tell me—what did you real~
ly know of Project Undermine?”
“That I suppose is Sargo’s code-
phrase for world-treachery?”
I asked you a question.”i
“We knew very little for sure, but
we surmised a great deal. That either
you or Sargo contacted the space

invaders -and invited them to roost
“on a piece of our territory. That he

plans to use their invasion as a means
of making us lose world-wide face.
‘That he hopes, in the .near future, to
thrﬂw a world alliance against us.
The United States of America against
the east, the west, the morth, the
south.” ) ,
~“You hit it exactly.- Of course, it
was no great feat of projection. You

.merely -took our aims and conceded

that we could accomplish all of them.
Your nation is doomed, Clayton "

“Then you don’t cons1der it yuur
nation-also?” . .~

“Of course not—in_ the sense you
refer to. It shall be my -nation, of
course, but as a squirming little coms

-munity to hold under my thumb.”

“Would' you mind telling - me what
happened té the people I left here?”

“The people?”” The narrowing of
Halley’s . eyes, and the slight start,
told Clayton what he wanted to know.
By a stroke of great good fortune, the
weapons had been distributed before
Halley nosed out the  hiding. place.
Otheryvise, he would certainly have
apprehended a few of the zants.

~ “What did you do with’ them?”
“If you refer to the green - lady,

| As a matter of
fact, youll see her soon.” Halley got

to his feet. “Enough of this. Weé are

going to take a little walk.” He mo-
tioned toward the ladder. “You gentle-

- men first. And if you have any idea

of running, get it out of your mind.
You wouldn’t travel fifty feet before

I blasted you down.”
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MARK AND Mary sat in a small,

cement-walled room in the. base—
ment of the Palmer House, A .steel
door had been: put in. They were
alone.
“Why are they waiting?” Mary
asked. ~ - -
~“T- don’t .know. Maybe ‘they get
‘a sadistic pleasure out of leaving us
here together for a little whﬂe It’s
hard to figure them.” w
“We tried, didn’t we?” ‘ .
“That we d;'d. Are you scared?” -
“No. Not as long as you’re here.
Does that sound corny?”
- “It sounds wonderful.”
They sat in silence for "a .long
minute. Then' Mark -said, “It isn’t

i

over, of course. We’ll get them in the

end. But I guess. you and I won’t be
around to see it.” -

“Tt doesn’t matter too much. Others
will take our places.”

“It was a good fight though. That’s
‘the main thing. It was a good fight.”

Mark leaned.over and kissed Mary.
Without passion—gently. But -thére
was much in -the kiss that was un-
spoken and understood.

Mark settled back into his place
against ‘the wall beside Mary. He
took her hand. “No,” he said. “It

isn’t over yet.”
- As a matter of fact, it seemed just
to have started At that moment the

door flew open. Glan stood there with
several ﬂ:ﬂii-—-—aﬂ armed—all alert—

-all very grim, . ;

T “Come on,” Glan fairly shouted.
“Things have been happening! We did
the impossible! We smashed the ray-
cap machines—four of them. It cost
us twenty fighters, but then the na-
tives came 'in.”

Glan and the zants were rushing

‘Mark and Mary up to street level.

“And more than that % he said. A
whole army of natives came in under
the water—under the ray-cap. Be-

=ton;’

- was over—ifinished. And

tween us, we took the citj!”
Mark’s lips went tight. “Halley—
the little native who used to come

~in and out—the one who brought me

here-~where is he?” .

- Above—in . the hallway—a ‘gun
flared at that precise moment. Two
of the zants went down, their bodies
* half burned away. “Here I am, Clay-
* Halley-blazed. There was a gun~
in his hand, and madness in his
eyes. ‘“We haven’t failed! You’ll never
beat- us! We haven’t failed!”

. The last words came as an echo

from -charred and blackened lips in
a . face that was - falling, mtu dust.
Halley was dead.

“Let’s go,” Mark shouted. “Let’s
get going! Give me one of those guns.”
.But there was nothing to do. It
everyone
knew Sargo and his proposed alliance
was over, also. Within twenty-four

“hours, he was dead at the hands of

his own people,.and the ‘eastern tiger

- crawled, snarling, back into its ‘lair.

‘NOW EVENTS moved swiftly. The |

zants,.now in command of their
own destiny, yearned for the void.
In a few hours, with no announce-
ment whatever, they began boarding
their ferries to reach the great ship.
- Mark and Mary stood by ‘the
water’s eﬂge having come there quick--
ly as the news of the exodus, spread.

‘Mark turned to speak to Mary just

as the latter jerked her hand from-
his. “The girl in Washington—"" Mark
began with concern. “There hasn’t
been time to—"

“«Iary was starmg at hlm in blank

_surprise. .

-

M&R*& SI'&RED at the strange,
pale native who had been hold-"

“ing her hand. He seemed deeply sur-

prised about something. ““Mary|”
the native said. “What’s wrong?”
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Mara continued to stare. Horror
suddenly dawned -in the native’s face.
“The -scanner!” he mouthed. “The
scanner!.It’s gone off!”

Mara wondered what he was talk-
ing abqut. She dréw away from him

and saw Glan running toward her. .

She smiled, and -when Glan got: there
she ran into his arms. '

-“Mary! Mary!” the native cried,
and Mara drew away from him. |

Glan 'was smiling. “We’re going
back into the void,” he said. “We're
going to find. a world that isn’t in-
habited. Isn’t it wnnderful?”

“Wonderful,” Mara returned, laying
her head on his shoulder.

The native seemed to be going mad. '

He took her by the arm and _tried
to drarr her away from Glan She

&

laughed, so hlgh were her splrlts,
and Jerked free. She ran to the ferry,
calling Glan - after her, and. they
stepped into the ferry.*

The gate. closed and the .ferry shot
across the water. toward the Narkus.
- The native on the shore had com-
pletely lost his mind now: He stood
_there screammg after her at the top
“of his voice.

Mara watched him for a few mu--

‘ments, puzzled. Then she turned to
~listen to what Glan was saying, to

listen to Glan tell her about the future.
She forgot the native until they
were far up in void. Then she glanced
down through a port.
All she saw, was a small green ball

—far away. . :
N 'IHT T\D

THE ROBOT THAT
HAD NO BRAIN

.i. ge; 'Mw Crain

N THE. anht Aemnautmal ﬁesemch -

Center 'they have developed the- perfect

simulaerum * of a .man! Constructed of
plastic, metal, nylon, glass, rubber and a

dozen- other materlals, this “robot” looks

exactly like a man, but has only one of a
human’s faculties...he breaks!

Scientists. deslgned this dummy. (he- is
more than a robot) for the-express -purpose

of studying the new-technique-of..“human:

engineering’””. Men were never designed for
operating the monstrous machines they do.
Flesh is- no match for metal;. bones can’t
compare. with steel;
frailer than sheet metal, Yet men are al-
ways . tangling -with obstructions’- because

their machines aren’t perfect. The object of -

the aerial scientists’ studies is to determine
how to build safer machinés, machines like

strength and

the brain case is.a’ lot.

automobiles—
“their mea.tors “when

jet lanes, rockets—even
whlch won't -destroy
" accidents happen. .

To do- this it isn’t enough to pruvide a
generous . amount. of rubber’ padding and
hope for the best. Inertla effects: which
can: snap off a person’s lhead, bone-crush-
ing shocks despite cushions and a _hundred
other possibilities require that scientists
know.exactly what happens to the human
body when it meets the ““irresistible force”.

- The brainless robot, the dummy, the syn-

thetic man, serves to.demonstrate this, for
he’s been built' - with the same inherent
resistance to shock as his
human counterpart. His ‘eollarbone - breaks
just as easily; his plastic skull deforms
and breaks exactly like a human’s; his legs
fracture in the same way. In GthEI‘ words,
an accident to the dummy perfectly du-
plicates an accident to a person. From an
examination of the battered “corpse”.after
a -planned accident, scientists can deduce
perfectly how to buﬂd their equipment so
that a human stand% a chance of su:v:val
under similar circumstances.

This isn’t important from only the aero-
nautical standpoint. Examine ‘the roster of
auto accidents for -the country as a whole,
and see the need for this sort. of foolproof
engineering. When helicopters and mckets
become as common as cars the need will
be even more-crying. At long last science
is’ deciding that machines .must be built:
around humans, not the other way around.
In the light of this attitude, a complete re-
vision in the appearance and the means of
control of machines of every kind is slowly
taking place. Even the familiar push- buttﬂn
is going to be modified!



THE UNENDING

By-l. A. Burt

HE SECRET of producing: goods’ and’
material for an insatiable world’ is

really very simple. It is simply, that the
process ‘must never cease—it must be a
process of  continuity, of endlessness, of
flow, of transition without interruption.-It

is the outstanding

which has cast America  in the role of the
greatest producer in the world, and it s
an attitude which the rest of the world
is desperately striving for now. »

Its origins are humble, going back in
the world of manufacture to Henry Ford’s
basic idea of the assembly line, and ex-
tending unbroken “through the decades to
the modern miracles of production design
which are present-day manufacturing
. plants. The fundamental idea in making
anything in quantity is to keep that thing
moving while it’s being worked on, wheth-
er it's an automobile, a television set, an
airplane, a quantity of ore, a chemical
solution, a mountain of cardboard boxes
- or anything you care to name. American
"engineers have this concept more firmly
rooted than any others. :

Conveyor belts, assembly lines, pipelines,
. moving chains, rubber belts—even zipper

tubes—are a basic feature of this method..

The idea is never to do anything in fits
or starts or in jerks, but. ta keep things

moving. and flowing: smoothly “from one-

stage: to the next. The perfect. model for
this is any type of chemical plant where
liquids and solids flow in and the finished
. product is- pumped out. We -ship oil pre-
ferably by pipeline instead of tank car
because the flow never ceases, - )
Off-hand’ you might .think .this is- a
clear and obvious principle, but it has
taken decades for its full value to be ap-
preciated.. and the future will=see it ex-
tended on a. greater scale. In faet, the ma-
"jor difference between factories now _and
factories twenty years from now will be
in the automatism of their flow processes,
“where - interruptions will be fewer and

“goods will spew forth from ‘the plants in.

even greater quantities. Look at the Brit-
ish radio factory which puts raw materials

in one end of a block-long machine ‘and
takes radios out the other! Look' at the

" principle of sub-assembly in our own fac-

tories. Literally there is no limit to the

wealth we can. create by exploiting this

idea of continual flow! i R

| FLOW |

characteristic- of the
modern machine age. It is the technique-

-

-

E

OLD APE-MEN
NEVER DIE! -

; S MOST devoteesr of science-fiction:

know, Burroughs was- one- of the:ear-
liest ‘science-fiction- writers- with his “Tar-
zan” and “Martian” stories: They were
_short” on science and long:.on fiction but
they -also were some- of. the most absorb-
ing. stories ever written, and those -who
have read .them invariably look back on
them nostalgically. By many of our present
standards, the famous Burroughs. stories:
are laden with flaws; they can be- eriti-
cized on the grounds of poor writing, il-
logical science, etec. But they possessed
such magic charm that most of the criti-
cisms .fall rather flat.

. As an example of that, S. J. Perelman,
who is one of the foremost humorously
satirical writers of ‘our time, in a recent .
issue of a national’ magazine .devoted to
satire, reviewed *“Tarzan of the Apes” .
with his tongue in ‘cheek. The article, like
all of Perelman’s works, was brilliant, but

- somehow or.other it didn’t quite come off.

Try as he would, he failed to make: the
famous story of the lost jungle boy ridic-
ulous. 'True, from a logical standpoint,
the idea of. a- boy being raised by apes
and undergoing the adventures- he did in
the jungle, is fantastic. It "is not. good
science-fiction. But the world doesn’t "re-
volve necessarily around logic. You must
have kK some  of the wonder of the child

.when .you read fantasy, and Burroughs’

fantasies- have all of the charm- and real-
ism of Grimm’s fairy. tales: In no way .is
that meant to be satirical. On the con-
trary, nothing but the: strongest affection
for Burroughs exists: in' this~writer’s mind.
In spite’ of his admiration for Perelman,
the' writer can’t go along with ~his opin-

“ion. Other friends- feel the same way.

Burroughs created a world which has -
no,counterpart in reality or in fiction. .It
1s' separate and unique, a rich rewarding
experience for anyone who ~will take the
trouble to savor it. This eulogy to Bur-
roughs is simply the product of sincere -
admiration for a craftsman whose stories
will be told and retold. long after many
presumably superior writers are dead and
forgotten, : <

.-'1
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~ What was so awful about it was that they ware so young and so filled with murderous lust,
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T A When the invaders from space took

over Earth, they instilled sheir vi-
2w clous ideals in our childrem. But
they overicoked one’ fhing . - . o

2 A =
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T WAS my brother’s son Tommy

who came around with the ques-

tions. My skinny, tousle-haired

“nephew, with his scrubbed, serious

*~ face—all of twelve vyears old. He'd

-+ have looked bright and eager playing
" Spacers and Pirates. . =

" But the kids don’t play those games

_.any more. They’re too busy being

- Monitors, with their shiny 6range

 armbands and their meticulous little.

notebooks. -. - 5 |

- When the bgll rang, Amy went to

the door with her dishtowel, then"

came ‘back and threw it across the

rack. “Befter put yours down, too,”
she ‘told. me. “Tommy is here.”

I smiled: “So ‘what? Don’t tell me

..~ he won’t wait until we're finished with

the dishes, honey. Hell, call' that kid

down the hall and -let them play,

.....

E

''''''
___________

45
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What’s that kid’s name aga.ln?” |

Amy- looked scared. “You don’t un-
derstand. They made Tommy a Mon-
"itor last week. He’s been all over the
neighborhood w1th his book of ‘ques-
tions.” N

“Made him a Monitor?” I guess, 1
got excited pretty quick myself. ”What
did George say?” George is my “broth-
er, ten years older than I am. Amy
and I—we're still- the
family: we've only been' married six
months. =~ . |

Aniy was angry. Not at me, not at

Tommy, but at everything. “You tell |

- me what he said. He didn’t say a

thing, and Tommy’s a Monitor....”

I' started to say something, I dcm
remember what,

- came into the room, plunking himself

, down on our one big overstuffed chair

which, of course, is a family heirloom.

With -a grubby {ist he opened the-

" catch on his briefcase; explored-around

inside for a moment, and .came up

with his notébook.

= ’Lﬂ, Uncle Harry,” he said. “Aunt
Amy.”

‘““‘Hello, ynurself ” Amy said, biting
her lip. “You still want to be a Cap-
- tain of the- Spacers?”

‘ &

TouMY smiled brightly. “Gosh,

Aunt Amy, where have you.been
‘all these years? No one cares about
that any more—that’s kid stuff. Yl
be a Monitor till I'm sixteen, then
I'll join the Police €orps. Theres an
awful lot of crime around—”

- Amy changed the subject quv::.kly
‘Hnws your father?”

That made Tu_mmy pout. “Oh, I-
dunno. Okay, I guess. But .he has
some awful silly ideas. He took my
" questions as a big joke, that’s what.
You shoulda heard some of his an-
swers, miles off- the beam., Wait till
the Police Corps gets hold of them.”

My grin- must” have looked stupid,

kids of the

and then Tommy-

FANTASTIC ADVENTU RES

L

- because- I sure dldn’t feel like grin-

ning.  “Don’t tell me yau’ll show

them?”

“What? Of- course Tl show them.
That’s - why I’m a Monitor. That’s
why I'm here, too. I'd like for you to
answer some questions.”

“Go ahead,” I told him.
My mouth was dry. ‘
-~ “Names?” -

“You know them,” Amy sa1d

“Aw, come onl Answer ‘No - par-

“Shoot.”

‘tiality to relatives or friends’, “they

tell us. Just questions “and answers.”

I told him our -names, our ages,
occupations, and so forth. He jotted
everything down with one of those
new, really lifetime pens, looking up
every now and then to ask his next
question from the question sheet.

“Do you buy from- the black mar-
ket?” ~

Amy snorted. “I'd;:-n-’t like—"

“Certainly,” I said hastily. “That
is, when we have the money.”

“Do you buy frnm the gray mar-
ket??” - |

“When we have—" Amy began, but
I almost shouted: “No!”

The ~distinction was- a wvalid one.
They ran the black market for their
own profit, and some of our own peo-
ple ran the gray market, dealing in
an illegal traffic of necessities. To get

by, you had to use both—pmvlded
you had the money.

“Do you own a Bible?” -
As a matter of fact, Amy had both

. the Old ITe’stament and the New, and

sometimes, when we were h:crh and

-feeling partmularly 1conoclast1c, she’d

take them out of their hiding place
and read to me. But that was rare,
and mostly I was trying to get Am}r
to destroy the books, despite the fact
that I liked them.

“No,” I told Tommy.

“Any affiliated llterature?"
Hq
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“«well, do you believe in a Mes. ..
uh...Messiah?” | o

~ «T don’t know,” Amy said brazenly.
And scowling, Tnm-my started to write
that down. |

“Wait -a minute,- kld 7T smiled.
“‘\Iaturally we. believe in a Messmh &
HE*

~4  with the pen. “Hold on. You
do or you don’t. One answer for each
husband and wife team. Which is it,
Uncle ‘Harry?” |

Amy glared at me, but I said: “We
believe.”

“Who is the Messiah?”

“The Leader of the Karadi, whose
star and planet we do’ not know,” I
recited, sing-song fashion.

“Harry!” Amy cried.

“¢“And who. are’ His disciples, who
can show us the pathto beauty and
truth and wisdom?” The words- al-
. most .sounded * silly, coming from
Tommy’s mouth. |

“The Karadi here ‘on Earth,”

SCRATCHED behind his _ear.

I-

—_—
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© “Do you ever look back~on these
days?”’ |

“You™ can’t just blot ‘them out ,ﬁf
_your mmd ” Amy told him, angrily,

~almost as if she were talkmg to one

of the Karadi and not to our nephew.
“Well, which do you like better?”
It was phrased ‘just the way a kid
would talk, that question, but- it
packed dynamite. There were shades
of meaning in your answer, subtle
-differences which the Karadl sought
with’ their probing, logical minds. And
who was to say that' the Karadi logic
was at all like our own? I have known
men who answered that question, and
thought they answered it well—but
who were assigned, for their answer,
to the .labor -camp which i3 taking
down the Temple at Karnak stone by
ponderous stone and shipping it home
‘to the Karadi planet, wherever it is,
~as a trophy. ~
“Today is better,” I said.
itely better.”

“Infine
Tommy wanted to know

.how to spell infinitely.

told him quietly. “We must obey them

because they _are disciples of ‘their
Leader, the Messiah, ‘We don'’t read
~ the forbidden literature because it was
written before this glorious wisdom
‘was given to us. The only religion is
the new religion, and its. Prophet is
the Karadi- sub-Leader, here on
"Earth.” |

- Tommy- smiled. “You're_doing fine,

Uncle Harry. “You almost sound like
'you went to a Karadi School your-
self.” I had missed it,.in fact, by half
a dozen years. I had been -a kid when
".the-.vanguard of. the Karadi hordes
came info_the Solar System, soon af-
ter. ouf first rocket had reached the
asteroid belt.” '

“Now,”. Tommy continued, ”dn you
remember the old days, before the
Karadi hosts came dnwnf”

“Naturally we remember,” Amy ad-.

could we forget?”

=

After that, Amy gave him a piece
of hard bread and some honey which
she had purchased on the gray mar-
ket, but- her hands trembled as she
served. it. Tommy wolfed it down and
skipped across the room to the door,
making one final notation in his book
~before he dropped it back into the
briefcase. “Gota run!” he called back
over his shoulder. “S’lung!”

GG OUR NEPHEW,” Amy told me.
HTDmmy 2

Yes, Tommy. In that at least, the
Karadi followed a pattern not new to
our planet. Both the Nazis and the
Communists used it- in recent times,
and you could probably find it all th&-
way back through the dusty corridors
of our dead history, if you took the
trouble to look for it. In conquest,

“you don’t pay too much- attention to
mitted. “We “were young, but how. the old generation: let it hate ynu“

But concentrate on the new, t.h1s is
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the flesh and the fiber of control. In-
doctrinate the children, and you own
the land. Theéir children will- regard
the grandparents as .foolish, .can-

takerous old men and wnmen harm-

less, cranky folk, lunrrmg f:}r what

was not because it cradled the with-

ered flower of their own youth,

1 picked a cigarette stub out of a
big tin box, straightened it and ht it.
Amy was crying softly.-She had liked

Tommy oncé, I think, as much. as-she-

hated the Karadi school.
“Promlse nie one thmg,
“What’s that?” :
“That we won’t have -children:
LEver. I couldn’t bear to see them that
way, Harry, honest. Torn away from
us, slowly, painlessly, not knowing -it
at all. Promise- mé¢, Harry?”

she said.

I said, “Do you think he can cret'

George into trouble?’? :
“Of course "he can. And he wﬂl

still -being bright-eyed™ about - the

whole thing: That’s the worst part of

“it:  Damn ' them, Harry!

them., . . & | |

I guess we all curse the Karadi-
But not in the presence‘ of

quietly.
children, because théy are ‘the virgin
soil for the New Earthmen, who won’t
curse the Karadi at all.”

We went to bed early, and Amy
was_. stiff and still fl’l”ht"nﬁd when. I
took her mtﬂ my arms,

In the morning I met my brother
Georgé at his desk in the Spaceport
office. It’s funny in a way, just when
man was reaching up for the stars,
the Karadi came down from- thenn.
And now it looked like we’d be plan-
etbound grubs forever, plying our tiny
corner of the star tr ade for-the Karadi

-overlords: We worked in.the Space-’

port office, George and I, statisticians,
and through the ‘big.'.dnme we ‘could
watch the Karadi ships go thundering
out into the.void. We.earnéd- a -thou-
sand dollars a week, each of us, but

‘tail . out of

~ Damn- -

of the girls.

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

it took fifty to buy a loaf of black
bread and a hundred for a half-gallon.
jug of adulterated n’111k~—1f you could .
get it.
" “That crazy kid with his quest:ons i
George said.
- “T know. He was. aruund to our
place, t0o.” ~
“Pll bet they can’t make. head or
my answers,” George
laughed. In a lot of ways, he was
worse off than I..He was older, had.
lived more in the old days, and hence
would forget- less. At times it was a
little hazy to me, like a dream—a
pleasant one, if I let-myself dwell'on
it. But-George almost took the Karadi.

~as'a joke, mostly because they hardly

Our
eighteen .years old,

bothered to- govern personally.
mayor 1s a girl,

a Karadi-ite through and through, and
. her cousin, a year her junior, is. chnef

of pnhce

-

-

’I"H]ZY CAHE for- Gearﬂe just -be--

fore noon, the trim, arrogant girls

in their green- outfits, the strapping
}fﬂuthfs in orange.

; ‘Gemrﬂe Chambersj > "This was one

“Yeah. Yeah; I'm Chambers.”

" One of the bﬂys said: - ”1 ouwll come
with us, pléase.”

*“What the .hell fﬂl“’

“Faulty questionaire, Chambers. Al]
fouled up. Come on.”

‘The kid began to paw him, and

.George pulled his hand away. “Hey,

cut that out! If you kids—”
-1 got up and crossed the room to

:them “Better 8O; GEDI‘"E You'd bet-

ter go.”

 “Don’t be stupid, Harry. ]ust be-

.cause I have fun answering a.couple

of ‘questions’ for ‘my son—my own
son. They ain’t serious. It’s some game

_they get-taught at school.”

One of the boys said drily: (5 been
out of school three years, Chambers.



If you -think this is a game, better
_-pl&y it our.way.”

George began- to Iauﬁh and that
got them sore. They were the New
‘Earthmen, and they  very deflnltely

did not.want to be treated. like kids..
‘One of the boys stepped®forward-and -
~used his hand like a- whip, slapping
across’
George’s face. He bellowed once and

_it smartly, .back and forth,

grabbed the hand. He’must have

squeezed 1t because the buy began t{J‘

yelp.

féeling - the nalls bite into my palms.
I couldn’t do a thing. There was no
. sense being theatrical about it, just

as there had been no sense telling the

truth in ahswer to Tommy’s ques-
tions. If they wanted - George they’d
‘take him; whether I tried to stop them
or not. . .

The second boy clipped George be-

hind the ear with one of those ]1ttle_

metal-filled leather clubs they carry,

and George staggered. I felt sweat-

‘trickling down the bridgé of my nose.
“George...” I said, but I just stood
there

_The club .caught hlm behind the
ear again, expertly, and as he started
* to fall, the first boy—the oldest, per-
haps” he was nineteen—kicked him.

He lay on his stomach, panting, and

one of, the girls prodded his side with
her foot, but he didn’t try to get- up.

I TURNED aﬁray-, feeling‘ a lit_t}re

- sick. Evidently the ‘other girl had
been watching me. She was smiling
tapping hm own club against.
the palm of her hand. “For a minute.

now,

I thought you’d do something f{}Oll_Sh

Your friend here is lucky one of us

isn’t a year older, he -could cdrry a

gun, My brother killed three men ke

ready, -he says.”
A ‘generation nf sadists, that’s what
the Karadi . were, producing. This

- THE LION'S MOUTH =~ .+ - - 49

‘George to- his feet.

‘I stood there, clencfnng my flstS,'”su-ppofting-; him - on either side,

greeﬁ-garbéd- girl. was pretty, if ‘y‘bu

 could somehow. divoice. the hardness

from her ‘eyes. She- should have been
getting redady - for. her first’ formal
dance, trying to decide if she should
let- her best date do a little more than
kiss her. But she waited impatiently
for the-time, soon, ‘when they would

‘let her carry a gun, and-I think, had

that time been now, she would have
used it on George quite cheerfully.

. 1 watched dumbly as théy‘ pulled
Then, one girl
one
boy in .front and one behind, “wary,
they = escorted him from. the office.

Our secretary, a maiden woman in her

thirties, went back to her typewrlter
with a lot of loud and unnecessary

© noise. -

All the: rest of that day I felt weak.
I couldn’t do much work. I'd try, bes
cause work would be a gnod oplate,
but I’d see- Tommy sitting in the big.
over-stuffed chair, as]qng his inane,
childish questions, ‘which were nr}t

. childish at all as far as the Karadi

were concerned. They weren’t ‘much
intérested in our answers, when you
got right down- to it. 'I‘he queéstions
weren’t even very good ones.” The
children’s reactions' were: what mat- .
tered. Oh; they’re shrewd, these Ka-
radi. . _ , -
Or I'd see- George - theré on the
floor, big, clumsy George; hardly un-

. derstanding it all, thinking until today
.that the.boys in their orange shorts

and blouses and the - girls in their”
green shorts and halters were quite a
joke. The: br.}ys who had been taught
to break a man’s bones efficiently,
when they had to, and. the ‘girls who
had been taught to watch and to help.

I EKCUSED my.self early, and Miss -
Petérson sniffed -hér' good after-

noon to me. I didn’t -want to-take the

bus: today. Somehow, ‘the packed
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crowd of people, the nms& the talk
of commonplace things—all this
would irritate. I walked home the long
way, out across the Spaceport itself,
over the catwalks that skirt the blast-
ing pits, through the east gate and

along the, silent higliway -which once

‘had been a great commercial artery.
Here and there the concrete was.crum-

bling to slow ruin, and scattered

clumps of weeds had poked their way
up through the larger. cracks.

What would Amy have done in ﬁly'

place?. What would she say when I

told her how George had been taken,

- fighting for the freedom he never
really- thought he had lost until to-
day? And what would my sister-in-
law Alice do now, pruv:ded theyr dldn’t
take her, too?

- I passed the Karadi school, thé
sprawling new structure of metal and
glass, shining and polished, the only
new bulldmg in a.dying city that had
meniories for tombstones. A.couple of
kids were" fighting, rolling over and
over-on thé dusty ground, and a crowd
of them had gathered to watch. They

.- were -eager, like kids always had been -

~at a fight, but they were more eager
still when it was. over, when the fat
boy. of ten. lay on his back, .bawling,

and they all closed in . to call h1m |

names,

In. our apartment Amy had le:ft a
note for me, hurriedly scrawled on a
scrap of paper atop the. kitchen table.
Harry: I've gone to Alice’s. Don’t
worry. Amy.

Mechanically, I straightened out
one of the cigarette stubs; we wouldn’t
~ be getting our new pack till next week

When the stubs got real short we’ d

remove’- the tobacco from the paper

torn from- the free- Karadl magazines.

- It was a good grade of paper, but it
burned too fast. -

Amy was like George, in a way.

~had known it at all,

‘info stride with me.

She knew we were a conquered peo-
ple, and until today I don’t think he
because hard
times had. been on hand just before
our own space travel came with prom-
ises of getting rid of them in short
order. So the hard times:-had grown
worse, and now the Karadi were here
too. - '

But Amy was like George anyway..
He’d talk against the Karadi because

- he hardly believed in" their éfficacy.

She’d. talk against them out of hatred,

plain and simple. If she had gone to

comfort Alice, “and if the teen-aged,
Karadi- inspired police weré there, or
even Tommy and his gang of - arm-
band-wearing Monitors. | '

HAD NO idea othm_' than to get

Amy away from there as fast as
I could, so when I met one of the

_green=clothed girls outside--our apart-

ment building, I was in o mood to
stop.

“You're Harry Chambers
you?”” -

“That’s. rlght v s, walkmg fast~
er. Amy and I had done nothing; and

aren’t

_this could only be, some routine ques-
tioning, relating to George, perhaps.

“One of the Monitors registered a.

complaint . about you this mnrmng,
Chambers.”

“Who?” A pointless que_stinn,*_ be-
cause there could be only one answer.
“B’Tﬂﬂlt(ﬂ.‘ T: - Chambers,”- she told

e. “Oh, a relation? Gnc}d for Tom-

| my, he’ 1] do all right.”

I kept on walking; but the girl fe]l
“Can it wait?”

1 asked ‘her. “There’s something im-

‘portant. I'd like to do, and I’ll report
-any place you say, afterwards.”
and start all over -again with sheets -:

“Listen, Chambers. When we. want
you, we want you. We’re - not playing
games.” “Through' it all, I guess they
were still ‘conscious of the fact that
they were kids, whether they were



THE LION'S MOUTH . 51

Karad:—sanctmned or.not.

The girl reached. behind her took

her club, just half a foot long, off her
belt. “Come on now, Chambers.”

‘You- could obey the Karadi rule
because you hardly .ever saw the
rulers.. The kids let you alone pro-
vided you did what you were sup-
posed to do. But right then, at that
moment, Amy mlght be talkmg too
much. I thought of her being tagged,
classified, shipped off to a labor camp.
I did not want to stick my neck out
—it was a- silent trap, almost an in-
visible one, but the jaws were ready
to close on you any time, Still. .

I started to run and, at once *I felt
foolish. Running away from a teen-
age girl, -me. People stopped to look,
~and once someone reached out’ hali-
heartedly to stop me. I sidéstepped
and kept on running,  and when I
turned around to look, I saw the girl

was gaining, fairly flying on her long .

slim- legs, brandishing. her’ club and
yelling for me to stop.

When she got within five feet uf
me, she leaped. For a moment I felt
hands clutching at my waist, then
slipping down my legs. I lunged, twist-
ed—and the hands were gone. Still
running, I looked back. The girl lay
. sprawled on
cursing and shaking her fist at me,
~Karadi tool, who would have killed
me on the sput “had she beén a year

older and carried a gun instead- of hex
ctub.

. I ducked around a corner and into

a doorway, watching the girl fly past
a moment later, her uniform’ all dirty
and a little torn from her fall. Then
the door openéd bebind me.

"“Hey! What arc you doing here
like this?” I guess I presented quite
“a sight, cowering in that doorway.

-1t was one of the orange-garbed
boys, and his voice had been loud.
The girl must have heard him, be-

the broken - sidewalk -

~ George. .

cause she turned and ran toward us,

‘yelling shrilly. I felt more like a cor-

nered - animal,” which I bhad seen
ennugh times in - the Karadl—mspued
films on hunting that were supposed

to instill a lust for blood in the young-

er generation. I sobbed once and then
I lashed out with my right fist, hard-
ly thinking any longer of the conse-

-quences, catching the startled boy on
* ‘the point of his jaw.

His head crashed: against the door-
frame and he slid to the ground. The
girl, unable to check herself; tripped
and sprawled over his outstretched

legs. She looked very feminine, then,

and very young,” because she started
to cry. I pushed clear of the few on-
lookers, rounded the corner again, ran
down an alley, climbed a fence, and
came out on the “other side c-f the
block. I was trembling all over. '

MY " SAT" on an old battered
couch, holding Alice’s hands.
Tommy stund there "insolently. “He
shunta done it. He shunta. I told him
his answers were all wrong, so what
does he do? HE laughs. Laughs! My
own father..
“Be qmet Tammy, Amy . said.
“Your mother. isn’t feeling well.”
“George,” Alice mumbled And
again, over and over, “George, George,

. Amy stnod up. ‘“Hello, Harry. I
guess you know ‘'what happened. I
guess—"’ - ,

“Say, have the Police been here
yet?” Tommy wanted to know.

“What do you mean?” Amy looked
like she knew, but she asked:. hm‘l
anyway. |

“Well "Mom was in on it,

too.

_ 'I‘hey’ll have to question her. Look,

Mom, if ‘you .say ‘it was all - Pnps
idea, they’ll prob’ly let you go. May-
be I can stick up for you, if you
won’t tell.” ’
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Amy slapped “his face, then; hard. °
.“L1tt]e monster! Why don’t you go

"away some place- and play with your -

toy club? They’ll.be.giving you a real

one soon,”

“Tommy. just didn’t - understand.

“Shucks, Aunt Amy, I’'m only doing.

what: I' gotta..-An’- ‘my teacher, boy,

was he happy! Say, thanks for that

honey " last night, it ‘was swell.

Amy was bawsldered “Whatever

for?”

_ Have
the “Police been: to "your place yet?”

“Gee, ou oughta knaw vou can’t’
y

get haney any-place except on the gray
market. You can tell-them it was giv-
en to you, on’y don’t’ let it happen
again. I won’t tell.” '

; ”Thanks T sail

i tha Puhca want us,” Amy said,

“I guess"you’ll insist we go bacL
Harry “Well—"

“One. of . the~ greemes was. at our

place already,” I told her. .-
“Oh?2 - |

“Yeah. Her uniform is all‘ﬁirty ancl'
because she fell' twice. And DHE‘

torn,

2

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

&

understand wonlen. S o

I told Amy to find some gﬂﬂd atrﬂr.
rope, but: we had'to settle for strips
of curtain, twisted.. I tied. Tommy
down on one of the chairs, almost-
feeling foolish while his httle twelve-

'_year_-nld muscles . squirmed and strug-
“gled. I rammed one of his.own- socks:
‘into ‘his mouth for' a gag, tying a.

‘piece 6f- zurtain around that, too.

“Then' I stood clear. “What’l_l we-
do? We'll try to get: the-hell .out of
this city. You hear stories' about peo-
ple who live in the hills, who haven't’

- accepted the Karadi rule. " Just ru-

mors, because no ane ever saw them.
The Karach of caursa are content' to
stay within the cities, supervising our-
trade for export. Well, we’d see if we-
could turn™ those runmrs into fac:t
“But’ f1rst e sald “we’ll try to get

: Georﬂe e : "

I don’t want tq g0,” Alice said: .
“There’s” Tommy. They’ll poison _ his

- mind without me; Thay’ll—”

of her bayfrlends has a.nasty jaw- °

ache, T’ll bet.” I-told her what hap-
pened

Amy was smiling -a httle
~ I'm glad. It had to come sooner or
later, Harry. But. what will we do?”

“Gee,” Tommy whistled. “They c’n
kill. you for .that. Wait right here.
Don’t go away. 1 gatta get the po-
" lice.” '

—

“Well, -

OW VICIOUSLY: naif. could -he.

be? Well,
out. T m only twentv-fwa but I must

I didn’t wait to find

“have felt like-‘the ﬂ'randfather of all

graybeards then, because there was
an untthabIa abyss between Tommy
and me. I pulled him down on the
sofa and I spanked him.

. Alice even ftried to stop. me, holler-
ing and pulling at.my hand. I'll never

We had no time,.and I couldn’t be
anything but harsh. “What do you
think they’ve done up te now? Don’t
you see, Alice, they don’t care if we
hate tham Thay can still train the
children. You couldn’t fix Tommy

here even if they.let you start all over

again from scratch. Which they
wouldn’t do. .You stay, and theylll

take you, like-they took Gearge This
way, well—” -

She didn’t say anythmg, but she
got up and followed us out the- door,
slowly. She was.trying not to- cry.
And she didn’t.look back at Temmy.

T WAS cold that might, and rain-
ing. Not_a storm, but a _slow,
steady dawnpaur frnm sullan ‘skies.

. The streets were nearly empty. Amy

I spanked-
- him until he was bawling: ]ustlly, and.

wanted to return home first and get

.our Blb]E but it was likely that our
apartment would be -watched, and I
‘didn’t let her.
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The worst part of all abortive rev-.

-olutions, a teacher once told me, long
“ago, before the Karadi came, was the
fact that they were. chaotic. No plan
—just a brief explosion of fire and
fury before they- subsided into less
than embers. And that was us, I guess.
We wanted to get George and flee
the. city. But how? .

It’s hard, when you don’t even
know what you’re fighting against. I
had seen one of .the Karadi, years
ago, and Amy had never seen one of
our masters at-all. Just the kids, the
greenies and - the oranges, and the

‘Monitors like Tommy. You couldn’t™

fight your own children, and maybe

that’s why the ‘Karadi, whn saw them .

every day -and warped their minds
until hate was where Jlove should have
béen, maybe that’s why ‘the Karadi

had it so easy. I don’t I{_nﬂw, it’s a .
thought. And suddenly, my years of -~
compliance, .

mdlfference of dull
seemed like so’ much scraping and
"bowing. 1 wanted no part of it.

/ - :
.Our small-scale “revolution took a
direct course of actinn' because we
didn’t know of any “other. I have

heard tales of the old days—-—before -

the Communists were swept first and
most thoroughly -under the wave  of

Karadi conquest—how people fought
totalitarian masters with esoteric un-.
derground organizations, That’s- what"

we should have had now, meetings in
cellars, storehouses of guns and am-
munition here in the city. =
But we didn’t, You try- it: “Yes,
‘T was spying on my son last night,
and here’s what I ‘learned.” Or, “Ah-
“hah, that’s what I said. My neighbor’s
daughter, -you know, the cute little
trick with the blonde curls? She’s

. going-to a ral]y tonight. Sure, we can.

- smash’ it and splll the kids’ blﬂod all
" over the place. What? The Karadi—
well, one or two of-them might pos-
sibly be there.”

. I didn’t

Amy had run over to Alice’s place

-without any over-clothing, and now
-my coat was draped across her shoul-
- ders. My suit was a sodden mess, and

I was drenched all the way through
when we reached the police station.

feel so good, because some-
how I felt it was a futile gesture. We

- couldn’t- just fake George from them;

there’d _be- some of "the older pnhce
here the New Earthmen, half a dozen

" years younger than I, who carried

guns and ‘knew how to use them.

A quick, futile stab for freedom.
A volley of shots in the rain, or may-
be the clubs if we were lucky, and
then a dozen years'at. one of the
labor camps. I have. seen men return

~from those .camps, broken and dod-

dering, good only to crawl quietly
into corners for a few years, and then
to die. Amy—hke that. .

WE WENT up the steps slowly,
. saw the timeless globular lights
outside, but heard the voices of chil-
dren wuhm The New Earthmen,
proud of their orange and green, pmud
of ‘their niche in- the Karadi secret
sun, taught -to play ‘at cops and rob-
bers for real, and taught to love it.
. Alice smiled. She had been. pretty
once. I remember I had been a kid

'when George took.her home and in-
- troduced his bride to the family. But

years of watching them take Tommy’s
mind and twist 1t, watching them draw
him away from her until he had be-
come the monster that Amy had
called hmn had etched lines on her

face, had made her eyes tired and

old. Now she said,-“I hope you un-

derstand, Harry. I hﬂpe you can make
him understand Amy.” She took our

-hands br:efly, then placed Amy’s in

mine; She blew a kiss to us, and ran
Wwithin the police station.

I started. after her, -'muttering, an
oath, but “Amy held me back. “Wait,
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-p}ease please wmt » she said.

We stood there in the- rain, hsten-
ing. “Good evening,” Alice sa.u:_l “I'm
Alice Chambers. You have my hus-
- band, Genrge
mﬁj?‘.’ r
| And one of the Dra.nges arrogant-
voiced: “Hell, yes! We were "about
to send out fnr you. Say, are you re-
lated to a Harry. Chambers, and his
w,lfe—-&my”’ ' - f

*Yes, we're m-]:aws They’ re home .

nﬂw ‘at my-place..
”Hey? Max! TaLe Al a.nd Flora

‘and get those two, willya?” :
My son’s there too. He’s a good

boy, really. My Tﬂmmy—

- “Damn right he’s a good bay, lady.

Well, one. of you gals take her inside

to detentmn huh?” There va . fro And
‘thanks, lady.” -~ =
‘M{ax Al - -and Flora came tnward

the open doﬂrway, three of the New

Earthmen with their guns. I guess we

rated them, after. what I h&d dﬂne in

hihe afternr.mn .

Amy pulled me ba°L down the
stairs. “Hey,” 1 said, ‘“cut it .out!
Alice ‘is-trying to ‘give ‘herself up and
send them off in the wrong dlI‘ECtIGH
so we can get away—-. i

"‘Shut up,’,’ my wife told me. She.

tugged at my hand, pulled me down,
crouching, behind - some shrubbery.
Max, Al, and Flora came right past
us. Flora was the girl who had fallen
twice, this afternoon. She didnit have
a gun, but. the-other two' did.

““Say,” she said, “will you two guys
do me a favor? When we get them,

“will "you ‘hold - that Harry -Chambﬁri

and let mé hit him? “Will you -hold
- him so I can hit him and kick him
till he screams?” :

They walked away into the rain,
the ‘transparent slickers over theu'
bright .orange and green. “Nice little

_thing,” Amy said ‘as.I started back
toward the steps. “Hold it, Harry,

I belif:ve_ you want

FANTASTIC . ADVENTURES

Ple’age. - Look—" SE& walked beside
me, up the  steps. “It was stupid,

Harry.- We couldn’t pull it off. What

would happen? They’d take us, too.
‘What for, Harry?” What for? Some-

‘one’s got to get away. Harry, Harry

—please. Alice wants it this way, or-

"she wauldn’t have given herself up.

And I want it this way, Harry.”

.+ I turned around slowly a..:d ]GBkEd.-

-at her -the hghts gleaming on’ the
rain in her hair. Promise me one
thing. That we won’t have children.
Ever. I couldn’t ‘bear to see them that
‘way, Harry, honest. Torn away from
us, slowly, painlessly, not” knowing it
at all. Promise me, Harry?

* Well, I hadn’ t--prﬂmised her. . Id'
never promise -that. And out in the
hills, far away from -the city, in the
range of weathered .old . mountains-to
the south and east, who. knows? But
__my_brother and h15 Wle,—GEDI'gE and-
Alice... Yet it was as hopeless as
Amy had told me—uf\my, who could
live with me out in- the far . “hills,
where”“everything is not ugly....

T WAS NOT difficult getting out
of -the city. You need travel per-
mits, but the kids at the south gate

were busy playing games, and we
‘slipped under the wire fence. I didn’t

-mind the mud against my face at.all.

"It almost felt clean. -

The first range of tired -old- hills
is behmd us now, and in another

- month or twu the brnwn earth of the

" highlands - will ‘nurture a - spreading
carpet of ° green It has beén two.
- weeks, ‘and the. city .is. fading like a
hazy, ha]f-remembered nightmare. -

Yesterday we thought we saw trails
that did not look like animal trails,

~and we set out upon one -of them.

.Earlier today we passed an old man,

but he. just looked at us curiously. .
‘All at once, the people cameé out

of the woods, gathering around us,
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talking excitedly, smiling, laughing.
It was -a little too much for Amy:
she started-to cry. But ‘I think the
cry will do her good. o
- They- took us into their village, a
big sprawling place in the woods.
You’d never spot it from the air, not

even if you were looking .for it, be-

cause it’s all spread out.
In this, -at least, I think the Kara-

'di have made .a mistake. They can

train. the children, yes—but they
can’t ignore the original - generation:

completely. The village is large. I

- don’t know, perhaps_it

sand people. .

‘An old man took  me into a store-
house under the .side of a hill. They
have guns, plenty of them. “But we

“won’t use ’em,” he told me. “Unless

‘they attack us. That’s not what we’re
here for.2\

I found out just why they were
here later. I came out into the sun-
light,. where the old man’s wife had
taken Amy in tow. Now, a group of

Children had clustered, about them,

i..-'
L

THE END = -

o -

i
L] N F ; 2
- & .
" » -
" b
£

[YHAT THE helicopter will be the major
method of transportation of the future

goes almost without saying. It's only a mat-
ter of time. The truck and automobile of
course won’t -be completely displaced and
until the helicopter comes into wide use
they’ll be steadily improved. It's

for the automobile and they depend mainly
on the ubiquitous electric motor.. Governed
by this new development, the automobile
is going to have a considerably changed
power plant in the near future, though its
external appearance and lines may still
take any form that strikes the designer’s

eye.

The trend of motor vehicle powering can
be seen in two: recent developments.- Sev-
eral huge Earth-moving machineg are pow-
ered bﬁ electric motors individually attached
to each wheel and fed juice from a genera-

has five thou-.
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squealing and ‘yelling and playing like
children should. No greenies, no
oranges, no Monitors. Just kids. .

Amy. was crying and laughing, both
at the same ‘time.- She got down on

her knees and was playing with the

children,
them. o ~
“The old woman smiled. “These are
the real New Earthmen, for' tomor-
row.” Then, she jabbed a finger
against Amy’s chest. “And you, my
dear—I hope you are a breeder.
That’s what we want, dozens of kids.”
She laughed. “If you’re not good for
that, better scurry off into the up-
lands and become a hermit.”
- Amy stood up and brushed a stray

looking at them, touching.

lock .of hair back from her forehead.

She came to me and took my hands
in hers, then she ‘said, “Hafry, you
can forget all' about that promise I
wanted you to make.” Shamelessly, .
she turned to the old couple and told
them: “We’ll be two of the best
damned breeders you ever.saw.”
And we will, too.

A

LECTROBILE

8y Salem Lane

possible -
already to see the gradual changes destined:

tor driven by a diesel or gasoline engine.
The flexibility, 'economy and accuracy of
control, plus the elimination of all sorts of
complicated mechanical gadgets like clutch-

es, drive shafts, ete., make this gas-electric
form of drive very intriguing, Several for-

‘eign automobiles have been built with this

form of drive. -~ . - . _
* So far it's only a straw in the wind, but
ideas like this have a way of catching on
fast, and it’s almost a certainty.that very

.8oon large numbers of “electrobiles” and

“electrotrucks” will make their appearance.

In itself an announcement of this sort
doesn’t appear to be earth-shaking or revo-
lutionary because it creeps up' on us so
gradually. Actually it is all of those things
and ‘it's a perfect example of how we can
sea the future unfolding before our eyes.
The future comes to us by small incre-
ments, not be overwhelming jumps—and we
certainly adjust.to it better that way tool
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e .+ . ‘had beem forced fo do just fhat!



audible, Ronnie Conwell was

slogging along In a river of,

loose, slimy purple mud. It had grown
steadily deeper, but he was still wad-
ing, with ‘the gentle flow of mud up
to his armpits. He  held his pistol up
in the air. He was keeping a sharp

lookout for attacks by the big mon-’

ster water slitters that were known to

-

57

HEN THE gunshots became:

infest Venus swamps.
He had lost his way in his search
for a certain Venus city. Clayton, his

-partner, had turned back—and met a

tragic end. But Ronnie Conwell had
plodded on, naked, through the sea of

. warm mud because he had faith. Faith

in his boss back on Earth. Ballinger
the Magnificent. 4
If Ballinger had said- “Send Ronnie

b
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Cenwell up in a reeket sh1p, tell him

to cruise mte ‘the: suni’s corona and.

bring me some photegraphs from the

inside;” Ronnie would probably Lave'

done ‘his best to accommodate. You
don’t mind walking+into the world’s
most dangerous jobs if you-believe in
the man you work for. Ronnie. be-

lieved in- Ballinger and would _have

goné to hell for him. And now it
seemed he had done-just that. .
Clayton got his share of the hellish
ordeal all in oné dose. He went blun-
-dering back- toward the -east bank

where they had left ~their clothes. -

Ronnie had-tried to talk him out of
it. Now that it was Eleylight the Venus
Oojaggs” would be .eunning for them.
“Those" savage boys will perforate
"you,  you know: that,” Ronnie had
_ warned. '
“I'll steal a mud beat ” Clavten
“boasted,” “right under their noses.’

“Youwll mever get’ away with- it In
-the. light. They’re the fiercest Earth-
man haters in all Venus. Whet do you
want, suicide?”

”I’ll take my chances and III see

you later.”

*“Where?” -

“Back -in the USA in some niee
quiet eeeLteﬂ lounge.” - -

Clayton said it w;th a harshness
that made Ronnie Lnew his partner
was all fed- up. -

“You.-don’t mean yeu re qulttmn'l” i
; nessed Clayton was not the _only fig-

“How’d _you guess it?”

“You can’t do.that, Clayton. We've
got to find that el_ty,”’

-“Listen
tract doés it say we’re supposed fo
turn ‘into mud turtles -and flap
through, this slime?” h T

“We have a job to do. We're being
paid well. And. Ballinger will re-
member.” .
 “Ballinger!” Clayton spat the word.
“They call him ‘the Magnificent’! He

‘wouldn’t be so daimned magnificent if

, Ronnie. Where in 6ur con-

he. had. to: wade through- this mud
puddlé. Why "didn’t he ‘mark it on our:
maps?”’

“I don’t know:”

“Why didn’t he- call us ini.andr talk-
with us before he started.us off* on”

-

‘this wild goose’ chase?” .~

“I don’t know:’

“Well, I know;” Clayton said. ”It’
" because- he s too hlghfhel: to talk with

the men that work for him. We’re
just so much dirt to him. Can you
see’ him %loggin’ through this mud the
way he expects us to do? Hell, no
he’s back on Earth nice and safe, up
in his skyscraper penthouse, sipping

cocktails with the ladies: All right,

I'm- through. You- can stick if you
want to. I'm ﬂmntr- back.”
. “I’Il carry on,” Ronnie said coldly.

“All I can say 15, I pity you. fer quit-
ting.”

~ “Theé pity is 111!._1"tual 4 Cleyten Sdld
“Geedbye sap!”

ONNIE had watehed ‘hi'm pled
back across-toward <the morning:

“sun. Through the occasional bunches

ot shrubbery that poked up through
the current of mud, Ronnie kept sight

_ef him all ‘the.- way back, and. soon
.could see him clambering up the east

bank to the knoll where they had hid-
den their clothing. 2

Ronnie’s breathing: almost. stepped
then from the sight his eyes  wit-

ure silhouetted against the pink balll
of the rising sun. A knot of QOojagg
swarmed "up.-from the other- side ef

‘the knoll. Clayton was running.. ‘The
-Oojaggs headed him off.

The - chase
came back over the ‘top of the knoll.
A _dozen of them: pounded him
down with clubs.- Through the morn-
ing stillness Ronnie could  hear the
faint echoes of ‘Clayton’s last cries.
So that was the Oojaggs’ first mur-
der of the morning. A swift one, un-
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ceremonious, and final.

Ronnie was deeply. angry with
himself.. Why had he let the poor guy
turn back? If he had tried. harder—

e

if he had talked more stubbornly——if -

he had threatened—

““My fault! My fault!”

For minutes that was all Ronnie
"could say to himself: Then, clinging
to a bit of island that protruded above
the flow of the mud stream, he turned
over in his mind the foggy mixture of

causes that lay back of this tragedy,"

and he found himself saying, “If Bal-
linger could. just have called us in
‘and talked with- us, and told us about
these dangers. If!”;

There! He was doing it, too. He

-was hurling the, blame back at Bal- .

linger, the same as Clayton had done
a few minutes before. The poison of
Claytons remarks had taken root
that fast. And because Clayton .had
met death, one’s natural sympathies
tended to upset the logic of one’s
thinking. No, Ronnie wouldn’t let his
thoughts go off on. such spiteful
.tangents. | |

. “Who do I think I am to think
such - thoughts about ‘Ballinger, the
Magmﬁcent when. I've never even

met” the guy?” Ronnie’s J&WS tlght-,

ened. “I'm ene little cog in a big

wheel. I’'ve got my orders. My job"is

to find a city, and see what the hell’s
- gone wrong with the doctor that Bal-
linger planted in-that -city, The doc-
tor may be dead, or he may have de-
serted, the same as_Clayton. My. job
is to fmd out. The map said the city

was this way. My job is to keep-:

going.”
That was Ronnié’s speech to him-

self. His nerves stiffened and he can-

celled Clayton out of his mind and
went on his way. |

- That was when the gunfire sounded
from across the muddy way. Ronnie

against his naked body,

It was a Venus. water slitter!

1. - THE MAN NOBODY K'NEW F T &g

ducked for l:ﬂver' They were after

h1m
\

THROUGH a spng Gf vegetation
he looked back andr:saw five or

- six Oojaggs rewing into the muddy

stream in a flat-bottom “boat. They
must have spotted him. They had

found the hidden clothing on the bank,

no doubt. This and the tracks dowa
to the stream had assured them that
another Earth victim was somewhere
around and they meant to find him. -

He moved swiftly through the
stream toward a little ten-foot island’
of sorts. It was only a nob of bushes
that had withstood the flow of the
stream, but it-would offer momentary
concealment. -If he could make it.

A spray of vegetation was sliced
away by a bullet, and the gunfire

roared across the stream. They had .

spotted him all right. He -tried ‘to
hurry., His footing was strangely
smooth, as'if he were walking over a
floor of stone—a gently arched floor
under five-and-a-half feet- of mud.
The warm flowing substance surged
skimmed
over his shoulders and kisséd his chin,.
He held his plstol Just above the sur-

ﬁface

‘Then he saw somethmg that froze
his blood.

Snmethmg moved into view along
the surface of the stream, directly be-
tween him and the approaching boat.

!
The six Onjaggs had alread:,r seen

it, that was why they had stopped fir-
ing It was swimming upstream, a

_ splendid specimen of a swamp mon-

ster, at least fifty feet long.

The - Oojaggs crouched down " in
their boat and allowed it to drift

slowly with- the stream. They had no

wish to tangle with the monster.
Fiity yards separated them, and some-
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~thing. Iess than that- dlstance lay be- ONNIE S ray plstul alrned fur the-
tween Ronnie and the huge serpent- lower jaw. The lavender blaze .
like creature. - : *- cut a sure hard line through jaw and

Its heacl ‘held Wlth a prﬂud arched brain. The _J&W dropped and a. beastly
neck several feet above the level of groan welled up. from the deep throat.
the mud flow, was bright yellow with- The ‘wounded head slipped forward—
blue and green markings. It wote an but, wounded or dead, the: mnnster
armor - of arrowhead-shaped "~ spines struck for. Ronnie w1th all the force
down the length- of its ‘back. Nature-. of its. steel-tight body.
had Equlp_pﬂd it for fighting. Ronnie-.. Ronnie dived.- +
had seen .water- slitters before only - " ‘He pliinged down' into -the creamy
in pictures. He knew of-their prowess ‘mud, kicking hard, grabbing for any-
in” Venus swamps. They moved like-- thing that would help him to stay
"water snakes; they could, flght w;th down under as long as the thrashing
the fﬁTUCli}? {]f 1 t;ger i 1 (}f mud went on &bﬂ\fﬁ him.- W’ﬂunded

Ronnie clung. t6 the edge of the' or dead, the water slitter was . pound-
little clunip of ’UE“Etatil‘JH his fEEt Inﬂ' the surface of the Stl‘EﬂH‘l with the-
kicking about for a more secure an- ‘ury. of a ‘hurricane.
chor. He had been seen by the. men, Ronnie fought to stay -under. His
-and he strongly suspected he had alsn lungs -were growing tight. His hands
been spotted by -the beast. The glis- scratched at the bed of the stream for
tening of its opalescent eye betrayed -anything that would help him stay
‘a -nervousness ‘of manner. i . down. He caught onto a projecting

It looked toward the buat It gave rock, it pulled loose, he ‘snatched at
other rocks. Everythmﬂ was breaking

out' of his grasp, and. suddenly—
He was going down!
The_swirl of mud into a suckhole |

a quick darting movement in that- di-
_rection. Then it .flashed its eyes ‘to-
ward the- clump of vegetation’ where .
.Ronnie waited, and came: ghdmg
across the -surface toward him. o drawmg him - down! -
The pink of its nostrils and mouth Lungs burstmg for breath, he was
showed bright. Sunlight flashed from: Unable: to fight back to the surface.
the deadly ivory knives.that were its Forces were sweeping him the other

fangs. Ronnie hadn’t meant to move way. Something had' broken through

a muscle, but ihia steliics of arass’ be- _under the river of mud, and the swirl-

side his. upraised pistol trembled frum g VOrex Was: drawmg _h‘m down

‘the current. The creature came 'on, and‘duwn '

now only a few yards away. Twnches < % CHAPTER II #

of nervousness ran the length of its S - PO
green -and golden spine. The kick-like "J"HE MLKGNIFICEE\.‘ l Ballinger ,
action brought it, into a half-coiled - moved .-with an air of Ileisure

position. Its head lifted higher, and thmuc’h the solarium of his  sky-
theb “drift of the current. helped to scraper penthﬂuse looking out at the
swing its. tensed long .body toward lights.of the great .city that stretched -
Ronnie’s  hiding place. It drew into- -away to the mountains and the stars.
position for the strike. The smell ‘of The last of his eveningls guests
its. breath was in the air. Its.hideous had departed. Only his trusted secre--
* pink- lips stretched back anﬂrlly and tary, Montgomery, remained.

it sprang. . “Mr. Ballinger,” Montgomery said



in his always - gracious manner, “if
you're serious about getting away for
-a short vacation, perhaps. we should
make some plans yet tonight. Assum-
ing that you would wish to return in
time for the March meeting of the
board-of directors—"

“Montgomery, do you see that fine
night sky? ‘Beautiful, isn’t it? You'd
never guess there was any trouble on

other worlds when the stars shine like

‘that.”

"~ “You’re quite worried about Venus,

Mr. Ballinger, as I understand 4
“Yes. News -has reached me which

complicates our Venus' problem. I be- :

lieve you know of it.”

“The continent which contains your .

city of guinea pigs has undergone a
geological - change, I understand. A
sort of face-lifting?”

“At one side of the continent, yes.
A sinking at the other. Our own coast-
lines have experienced simpler, slower
movements. But the -swiftness
severity of this - Venus action has
probably been attended by some
pretty- drastic . upheavals. In short,
I'm very much afraid that the tiny
stream which trickled past- my city. of
.Lattzones may have gone mtu re-
verse.’

“With a damagmg effect"’
" T don’t know, but I'm- worried. To

the north were endless acres of pur-

ple mud flats in what the geologists
- describe as an age-old land. My na-
tive Zattzones may have had to move
out of a stream of muddy water. At
best, they may have had .to channel
it past the city. Anyway I'm con-

cerned. 1 feel sure that the long si- .
~ the board of directors?”

lence from that quarter must be re-
lated to - this geological--change. I
—don’t know why those"Venus. author-

ities can’t come through with- faster .

reports on their own planetary: condi-
tions, but you know Venus.”

“What of the two men you've sent.

to investigate the long silence of our

.own Dr. Douglas?”

“I expect to send another man to

reinforce them.”

Montgomery was réady at once to

..act upon this decision. “Shall I equip

another. man, then, as I did Conwyell
and - Claytun?”

“The supply shop will be open at
the spaceport. You should be able to.
get all the necessary equipment to-

_ gether yet tonight, in fact, within -the

next two hours.”

. S*Tonight?” Mnntﬁomery cnpﬁid-

-ered himself a man "of action, and

was often surprised to discover how

. far ahead-Ballinger has already car-

ried his own plans.. : ‘
“A ship leaves. for Venus at dawn "
Ballinger said.
“Then you've alreddy chosen a man
for - the job? Can you tell me what
size clothes he wears?” |

.. .“The same size as I wear.”

-~

and ..

“He should be here tﬁ try on the
shoes.” - .
. “My size will be right.”

MGNTGOMERY turned to study

Ballinger’s expression but it re-
vealed nothing. A rather tall man in
his' middle forties, dark-complexioned,

with a dark-thick mustache and heavy
eyebrows, he had the look of strength
blended with a well-controlled intel-
lectual and emotional reserve. Mont-
gomery held him in high admiration
-and a little awe. -

“This man you’re sending,” Mont-
gomery said cautiously, ‘“—er—is
there any chance that he should be
present for your March meeting of

Ballinger’s eyes showed a faint
smile. “My instructions for the March -
meetmg will be found in the usual+
place.”

T see. And should I draw funds for
this man? For the records, it would

-
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seem the thing. Unless I have a rec-
ord of his name-and address in order
to record ‘everything, including his
pay, 1t wuuld appear highly 1rreg-
ular.”

- “Very well, make a complete rec- -

ord -as you d1d for the other .two.”

“What name shall I use, Mr.
linger?”

‘Ballinger " picked up a scratch pad
-and a pencil. “What name would you
- suggest?” -

“John Doe? John Ballinger Doe??”
. “Hardly.. Here. See what you can
get by scrambhng the Ietters in the
name -Ballinger.” :

Montgomery took the pencﬂ, jot-
"ted -down the. ]etters on the scratch

Bal-

pad and came. up w1th 2 new com-

bination.

“Hnws thﬁ? A d15t111ct1ve namE'

“would you- say?’ i .
.On the pad were_ the Iletters
G-E-L-L B-R-A-I-N. Ballinger smiled.
“Do- you pronounce the G like a J?

‘Come, now, _Mﬂntgoméry. Yout sub- -

conscious is showing.”
“You don’t like it?”
“It appedrs. to reflect a 511bter—
ranean doubt on my whole plan.”
" o sorry, What would you
suggest?” . :
- Ballinger touk thewpencﬂ Tescram-
bled the letters, and scribbled off a
51gnature
of the man who is catching the dawn
ship to Vénus, written in his own
- handwriting.” |
The phone rang. It was a message
that had been" radioed in from Venus.

The {}Ifu:m,ls there had re;::orted a

chance discovery of d mu-der out in
Ooiagg Land~The victim was a_man
named -Clayton, whose

Ballinger. . .- No, the report made no
mention of any-other name.

“Well,” Ballinger wsaid, discussing
the message with Montgomery, ‘“‘ob-
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“There-—theres the name

- come the whole mpourmg river;

credentials
‘sl.owed that he was an employee of -

viously 'we"ve_planned’ this deal none
too soon. Action, Montgomery!”
“Action, Mr. Ballinger!” .-

 CHAPTER III

HEN ' Ronnie Couwell spilled
! downward -. through the = sud-
denly formed vortex of creamy mud,
‘all he Lnew was ‘that he was burstmg
for a breath .of air. His seconds of
life were, numbered. Trying to climb -
. back to the surface was a futile fight.

~ The unseen force swept him down re-

“lentlessly: The whole weight of the

~ mud-filled rivér pounded down on him..

Then . all at once he knew that-a
blast of air was around him. He
heard the splash and thud of the
avalanché of mud echnmfr in a strange
.emptiness. Tearing at “his mud-covered
face with muddy _hands,  tumbling
fast,” he burst-out. of the cloud of
thick. _slime. _Hislips -parted -and he
drank in air. -

He spat mud, blew mud  from hlSj.
nnstnls beat mud off his face, clawed .
~mud out of. his hair. He had tumbled -
onto a warm floor of some sort—

evc*ythmg was ‘blackness.. The heaps
of inpouring river rolled him' along

like an ocean wave beating a swim-
mer onto the- be&ch He cnu]d see.
- nothing.

He had smeared his eyesy forced’
them _open, stared into tne pitch
blackness. Sight had no meaning. The
tunnel if such-it was, see med to wel-
yet,
strangely, the break in the ceﬂmg of

* -the tunnelseemed to be clogging shut,

ciosing oif. The thudding diminished.
The splashing simmered down to seep- -
ing and ‘gurgling- of thinner streams.
Rbnnie, on hands. and knees, crawled
along ‘the warm stone floor knowing
that, miraculously, he had escaped

" death.

Groping :alnng,‘ he encountered a
barrier, a- low stoné wall. A pool of
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water :accumulated against the .ob-.
stacle."He washed the dripping. mud

from his body. However,inky the wa-

ter must have been, he was thankful

for this much of a bath.

Beyond this bit of wall' he cnuld
feel nothing. I‘he_re was only SpHCE
and blackness. How far might this
tunnel extend? |

"Cautiously he moved back to ex-.

plore with his hands theé “heaps of
stiffening’ mud that had come down
with- him. What a piece of luck it
would have been if he could have re-
covered his pistol, lost in the fall.

~ But that was too much to hope for.
After a few moments of groping, he
gave it up as a lost- cause.

He listened, wishing he might -catch
some ‘clue to what had happened over-
head. Had the water slitter, in dy-
ing, thrashed about and struck the
mud boat—or had the canny Oojaggs
safely turned back? All of that was
in .another world from this, he sud-
denly. realized. The Qojaggs, by this
time, had marked him off as a sure
casualty and that was that.

TOW, BREATHING nore freely, J

- Ronnie tried lowering himself
over the bit of wall.
other ﬂnnr on the other side, about

four feet down. He moved along for
several feet. He stopped, aware that

sounds were coming from a new di-
rection.

Light seeped in from somewhere.
Outlines of the walls emerged from
the darkness. Voices were coming with
the light.
darker corner and waited.

Whatever this place was; it was ob-
viously inhabited. The inhabitants
had evidently heard the break-through
of the river overhead and were on
| t_heir.wa:y to inspect the damages__

And then Ronnie knew.
This was the city he was. looking

"He. found an-

Ronnie edged toward a

fnr that he had set out to find.
| H;s immediate enclosure might be

one room of one building. It might be
an arched covering ,over a roof. It

‘might be a passage from the roof of

one house to the attic of another—
that really made no difference. The
important thmg was, this was it—=the
city of the Zattzgnes '

In time he would learn the cir-
cumstances of the coming of - the
muddy: river, brought by the geolo~i-
cal changes somewhere far below the’
surface.. The continent had settled

‘down to a more comfortable position.

The north-flowing rivulet had become
a south-flowing channel of mud—and

. the inhabitants of this deep-rooted lit-

tle city had stood their ground. They
had built conduits, small ones at first,
then larger. Then, as the tide of mud-
dy waters kept rising, they had
shelved over their lines of buildings,
until at last they were lost in a little
world of their own underneath!

" Ronnie crowded back ‘into a dark
corner. ~ f

Eight Zattzones ascended to his
level and trudged along, some. of them
carrying lanterns. |

“Never an end!” they. were mut-
tering in their Zattzone tongue.. “Al-
ways another: patr:h ]ubf”
Such patient-looking souls! Rnnme
watched wide-eyed. They were just
like their pictures. They talked just

. like the recorded voices he had studied |
~on: his space trip to Venus. He felt

that he knew them already. Those
smooth voices, those guileless faces.
- They possessed catlike features,

with wide gray ‘eyes beneath thick
.capsule-shaped black . brows.

Their
bodies, smooth and salmon red, were
much like the human body in general
contour, tapering at the extremities of
arms and legs into fragile six-fingered
hands and six-toed {feet.

Naked except for loin cloths, they _

—
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, carried their 'Jilght tools or' weapons in -

bright red shoulder-hung belts. They
- went to work the ‘instant their _lights
showed -the break -
ceiling. With practiced motions’ they
went after the pyramids of stlffemng

-mud. They built coverings of ‘masonry

~ that wedged up’ llke a valve into the
ceﬂlng g
Ronnie hoped to remain hldden un-
It11 they - moved off; then he would
follow their light. I—Ie was fascmated
meanjwhﬂe These were Ballmgers
handpicked Venusians—his. guinea

- pigs—from whom the world’s most .

sensational adjustment hormones could
be extracted.

~_ These were the source of Ballinger’s--

precious serums—and ‘in what peril
they lived! Ronnie winced at ' the
. thought.

in the . arched

i

—_— e

Balhnger ”.

- “We ' cannot be bnught We have

our own- goverror and our own Iaws
No Earth man owns us.”

“Unfnrtunately, QuUr own gnvernnr

has been sleerg for a very long
time.™ ° -

“He was - forced to sleepl” ir_;ne of

- the Zattzones said bitterly,. slicing .the

air with 2 sharp pointed bar. “He.was
struck by a needle. Ponjon wanted him
to sleep S0 we wnuld not have a gov-
ernor,’ . &

”And we Gbey Ponjon hLe bhnd
fish* because we_are afraid he will put

ussto sleep.” .

“And so he would, -let none of us

doubt it. Th:s very hour Ponjon is

~administering some executions.”

3

Ponjon! Ronnie knew that name.
It was among the list of names _of
"Earth men whom he would encounter

E REPAIR Jﬂb was near -Com-. —alunu'“hls—‘way Punjnn? ‘Why, " that

pletmn when four more Zattzones

arrived and . then the ta]k broke out -
-afresh. & i

”Why do we go on living down

hEre? ‘It’'s more . dangerous every
hour!”. E
So they were uneasy? Yes, they

were existing. in the shadow ‘of peril,-
~and ‘were aware of it—and .angry;
under the surface.

“Why?” they kept askmg in their
own tongue. “Why" Why??”

They looked back, as if to make

certain some higher authurlty were not

11sten1ng in. Ronnie hugged -the shad- .
ows, straining to mterpret what he

‘'Was ﬂverhearmg
_ “Why do we, remain heré?”
" enough: of us to defy him. We could
march out onto the land above and
- be ‘free.” - |
“He says he could brmg a whnle
~army from the e€arth. He says we
must - stay. He says we have been
_bought by his master, the’ Magnificent

“I say~we are cowards: There are .

was~ the hunchbacked assistant ‘who
was. supposed to be working- in this
Zattzone city, an -assistant to Dr.
Douglas .who had charge of- the ex-
. perimental base here. -. .. ]
~ “Someone- is listening,” one of the
Zattzones suddenly” spoke out: He
turned the lantern and the ]1ght caught
Ronnie squarely.

“Yeee-eeek!”

THE WILD momént of *shtrtuting
made Ronnie feel foolish and un-
necessary. Quickly the leaders of the
group recovéred ~ themselves. They
came at him, jabbering, brandishing
weapons. Who was he? Where had he
come-from? What did he want? ~
- “You are a spy for Ponjon!” .
“No, no!” Ronnie protested. _”I
come in peace. I come as your friend.
Take.me to see Dr. Douglas and your
kindness will bé rewarded.” . .-

“We shall take you to Pﬂn]ﬂn ”,
“Not Ponjon. Dr. Dnug]as Isn’t he

‘here?”



THE MAN NOBODY KNEW g 63

“He is here, indeed. You niay see
him also. We shall take you to. see.

Ponjon.”

Like stuck recurds they held to

that theme, and Ronnie decided there
-was nothing to do but submit.
- They were gentle, he thought, but
quite cautious. There- were twelve of
them; and they tookK the. gentle pre-
caution to bind him- hand :and foot.
They lifted him down to another

level, and carried him through what
was obviously a street.-

Once it had been a sunlit street,
Ronnie thought. In spite of his dis-
comfort he  kept his eyes ‘wide open
to make the most of the, tour. The
darkness, broken by slices of light
from the passing shops and houses,
~made the place seem a tragedy of
eternal night.
street town. Spectators were awe
struck along the way. Red bodies of

naked children'and half naked women.

appeared in doorways, “staring at him
as he was carr{fed along.

~ They did -not shout or laugh or
mock. They were, he thought; a sur-

prisingly quiet and .orderly people—
or were they so oppressed by a.hunch-

~ back named Ponjon that. they were

" afraid to behave naturally?

Ponjon! The pictures of that char-
.acter which Ronnie had once scen
now came back from some dusty. cor-

ner- of his mind—a man stunted of

stature, whose huge head was thrust
forward on his massive round shoul-
ders, whose arms hung close to. his
body as if withered. A wide dark mus-
tache above an evil-looking - mouth.

Ponjon! With what mingled respect |

and hatred ‘these natives spoke his

- name! Had he been promoted to lead-
ership at this Zattzone medical. cen-
ter? Surely not. Ballinger would have
mentioned. it: Yet—

They entered a wide double- wmged

Only a village, a one-

~of this .medical department,

door, and" Ronnie was borne into” an
inner room where lavender lights along
the walls made everything look weird-
ly white. " b |

They laid him down on a stone
bench and told -him he could wait
there (until Ponjon returned. Ponjon
would not be long, they said. He had
gone to attend a routine execution of

- -Zattzone criminals, and -such affairs

usually weént through like clockwork.
They were gone. They had' closed
the door after them. Ronnie began to
struggle at his ropes.
‘Then the door opened, just a crack.

Eyes. were looking in. It was a long

moment before the door opened wider
and a man entered. To Ronnie’s deep
relief it was the one person he.wanted
to see-more than anyone else in -the
wurId—Dr Douglas

CHAPTER 1V

R. DOUGLAS was a cautious man,

to say the least. Ronnie talked

like a whirlwind, and the doctor

blinked at him. Untle his ropes? The:

doctor wasn’t sure whether he should.

“I.am no longer in charge here, you
see,” Dr. Douglas said lamely.

“I was instructed by Balhnger to

~ see you, not Pun_]nri

*Yes. Yes, I’m sorrv. You see Mr,
Ballinger is too far away to know.”
“I don’t get it: What’s happened?
Have you quit? You were high mogul .
with a
chance to become famous—”
“Please.” The- doctor raised his
hand in a gesture of helplessness.
Ronnie snapped impatiently, “You
can at least cut these ropes and get
me some clothing. I’ll take. the re-
sponsibility, if your action has to be
squared with Ponjon." But I’'m darned
if I can understand why you’d turn
your position over to an assistant. In
the first place he’s not half quali-
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fied— : .
“Please,” " Dr. Douglas said again,
and it was plain that he was deeply

wounded by something that. Ronnie

couldn’t hope to fathom instantly. He
untied Ronnie’s ropes, talking gently.
Ronnie washed -and dressed: while he

listened  to the doctor’s strange stnry;
“I have been the victim of a mysteri-
ous illness. For many. days I slept.”

“You were. doped?” Ronnie asked.
“T- must have been. Ponjon wuuldn’t

admit it, but -that must have been it.
When- I began to recover I saw that -

_Ponjon had taken-full tharge. He had
"these natives marching to his orders.

He was a clever one. A disciplinarian. *

A hard master. They ‘danced to his

music.” The doctor sighed. “It would

‘have.been dangerous to change lead-
ers again. He held the power. I stood
b}'_ 2 : =

“So you became /is’ aasmtant? Is_ -
that it?” Ronnie drew a deep mdlrr-._

nant breath. This was getting at it.
The whole setup that Ballinger had so
carefully organized had broken down
with Douglas’ illness.,
usurped the power for his own seli-
gratification.
serums? Why didn’t Ponjon keep.on
sending out the regular supply, if he
meant to take chargé properly?” -
“You haven't received any _ for
- months, have you?”?

. “No. That’s why I’'m here Ballinger
sent ‘me- to fmd out who was asleep
at the switch.

] knew that wauld come

“So I’'m here to put a. stick of dyna—,
mite under someone. Either you take.

- back ynur res;}(}nmb]hty or I'll see that
Ponjon— _

“Careful!” Dr. . Dnuglas used a
fearful tone. “We don’t give orders to
Ponjon.. We -take them. You'd better
" be cautious.” o E
“In my vocabulary it’s Ballinger

Ponjon had .

“But what - about the.

who gwes the orders,”. Ronnie sald
glarmg He hated to bﬂ ruuﬂ*h with the
doctor but it seemed to be -necessary.
“I mean to see that the serums start
moving afr:;i_in Well, - what are you
shaking your head abﬂut?” i
“There’s sumethmg else I haven’t
told you,” the tall,-languid doctor said

sadly. “The serums have gone bad.”

~ “Bad? How? What do you mean?”
0§ discovered it several months . ago.

That’s’ ‘why we’ ve qu1t shipping _them

out.” = . .
 “But - your methods  were -working.

jme—

“It’s strange but I found that ev-
erything began .to change. The blood -

~ characteristics of these people aren’t

what they were. They don’t’ test out.

QOur guinea pigs here have made it

plain that the serums ]ust dnn’t test

. out.”

“Good Lord! After all thnse won--
derful effects—"

“They re goné. Ballinger’s boon to

‘mankind has melted away.”

‘“And your chance to share his
fame—"’ :

“Gone! Now you understand ‘my
discouragement.” The doctor appeared
to be on the verge .of tears. “Some-

times I wish I had never come out nf
that long sleep.” '

Ronnie couldn’t heIp being sympa-

“thetic, yet there was little time to
| indulge the doctor’s serrows. If Ponjon .

was -due to return at any minute, the

most. must be made of this chance to
‘talk with Douglas alone.

Ronnie went back to ask. of the
coming of the mud. - )
'HE TIPPING of the continent, he
learned, had caused the .Qojaggs

to move down into this territory. Their
fertile lands up the valley were being
washed .away. Erosion on a spectacular
scale turned these one-time upland val-
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leys into channels of creamy purple
‘mud. .

“The very physmlogxcal virtue of
these ~ Zattzones—th eir = adjustable
quality—was in a way their downfall.”
The doctor’s affection. for the Zatt-
‘zones was unmistakable. “If they had
been less -adaptable, . they wouldn’t
have stayed in the path of rising geo-
logical dangers. They’d have got out.

Instead, they stuck tight. They threw

all their energies into building a patch-
work river bed .over the top of their
cityv. So here we are, existing under it
Al '

“There’s certainly no reason for
staying,” Ronnie.muttered. “It’s dan-
~gerous. And they’re ‘unhappy about it,
I overheard enough to know that.”

“Ponjon won’t let them leave.”

“Why not?” A
“Here he can control them. He
_loves his power. He -had them regi-
mented- -like clockwork. They might
as well be slaves in a concentration
camp.” -

“You can’t stand for that &
“His excuse is that moving out

would be an admission of defeat—a -

proof that they’re no 1DH°'E1‘ able to
adjust—" -~ :
“To hell with their adjusting!”

"Ronnié snorted. “If “he can’t get good-

serums anyway, ,their lives at least
ought to be- cnﬁsidered They’re. in- &
death trap hefe. I think I see an an-
.gle.”

“Yesp” | |

“Why not demand that Ponjon set
up a control group on the outside—
say fifty or a hundred Zattzones to
start with. Get them ofit of this under-
world. 'See if the desired hormones
don’t come back into the blood. What
do you think?”

“You believe the mud has influ-
enced them, don’t “you? Well, your
theor}r has a,lready been tried. It didn’t

-voice .was _coming in.
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work He flxed it up for thirty-seven
of them up there on the uplands to
the west. His.loyal military force kept
bringing them back for tests——- '

“SD?” .. ‘ ;

“A very evil strain showed up right
away. Far from getting any desired
serums. he got the seeds of a revolt

~on his hands. Now he’s bringing them’
- back three or four at a

time—"

“For further testing??”’

“For execution.”

E{Nut.?? :

The doctor spoke in a hushed voice,
“That’s where he’s spending his. time
these days. At the execution chamber.”

‘Ronnie’s voice grew harsh with-out-
rage. *“My heavens, man! You mean
these Zattzones are letling him get
away with that? You can’t adjust peo-
ple by. murdering them!” -

“What did you say?”

HE VOICE came from the ci&rl-.-
ness  beyond the door, a sharp-

‘edged voice like a -freshly sharpened

steel blade.

“Ponjon!” Dr Douglas whmpered
His face was ashen

“You can’t adjust people by U -

. dering them, vou say? Very interesi-

ing, Who are you?” The owner of the.

- e

Ronnie hurled back his answer mth-
out . waiting to take hlS .measure Df

\ the man.

* “I’m an agent from Ballinger. Who
are you? Come in and show vour

face.”

Ponjon stalked in out of the shad-
ows. Ronnie tried to take in the sight
of h1m all at once, a curious blend of

sinister keenness and animal stealth,

Large and hunched, he held his arms

“close to his body as if .they were with-
ered and -helpléss; Nevertheless,

the
right arm came upward slowly as Pone
jon approached. He was offering a
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handshake.

“An agent from Ballmﬂerf” The
manner and voice were at once ex-.

tremely- cordial. Ponjon was_smiling
through narrowed eyes.
be more welcome!”
Hatred , had stiffened
Ronnie’s spine at the sight of the man.
But the handshake was his for the
taking and he résponded, clasping Pon-
jon’s hand. At the same instant 'Pon-

jon’s left hand came up with a quick

strike like a rattlesnake and plunged
a needle into R{JHHIES nut%tretched
arm.: - ’ |

" “No—no—please!”

feebly. “Not yet!” |

- But Ponjon had done it, and the
sudden jab of the needle gave Ronnie

an . immediate - feeling of paralysis.

Sleep came in upon him. The world
around him spun for a moment and
then Ew.»e-tythmg was gone.

K

' CHAPTER V|

-
=

HOW MUCH ‘time . had [;assed?'

Hours and hours, perhaps weeks
or even months. Ronnie had no way

to guess. He had lost all touch with
‘the familiar world. The fact that he.

was here on an ur-:rent errand bore

down upon him in his hazy wakeful .
hours. He knew he was being drugged .

‘again-and again. His stupor was too
deep for clear thought. |

- Sometimes, awakemn he would
feel that he was slowly starving. Then
‘again-he would awaken’ to find that

- Douglas ‘was beside him in his cell,

-feeding him. ‘Douglas would leave,
locking thie barred door, and again he
would sleep.

"LEven-in sleep, impressions filtered -

through to register in his mind.

He knew that the feverish life of
the Zattzones was .going on around
-him. Bursting ceilings. Bursting side-
- walls. Swift working brigades patch-

“Who could -

through

Douglas cried

cell. . .

'ing the breaks. An unending effort
of frantic patchwork to keep the-city

intact. Equally ‘frantic efforts to
recp‘ver the lost qualities of the
serums. .. Fanatical efforts to keep

military order...- Marching brigades
of militarized Zattzones, moving in
step obediently. |

. Unhappy peopie!
: dhe

T0re - Ronnie .came back to
wakefulness, the more he bmaded over

Ponjon’s crueltles

“He’s haunting my dreams A Rnnme
confessed to the <doctor. '

“You’re coming out of it,” Douglag

said: “If he thinks you're getting well

enough to make trouble, he’ll drug you
down again. That s how he tamed
me.”’ - -

Okay, Ronnie would take fair warn-
ing. His best chance was to feign ill-
ness whenever .Ponjon came near. But

‘one day he confided to the doctor,
“All I want isone good clean chance

to call his bluff—with strength enouch

to- follow ‘through. The way I feel to-

day, I could break out of this cell and

rip his fake power to shreds.” |
Dr. Douglas hushed him.

“You "have a neighbor. ..
Sleeping.” |

Next

- A slight groan sounded from the
adjoining cell. Ronnie saw that the
form lying there on 'an improvised bed

“of swamp reeds was an Earth man.

Like Ronnie, he .was clad in fliinsy

- prisoner garments, I-I:s left arm was in

a cast. _ |

“The Oojaggs tried to kill him as
he crossed the swamps.” The doctor
.added with an_air of pride, “I take

credit for saving his life. He would
have bled to death.”

“Well!” Ronnie saw a ﬂ'loﬁ of
-achievement in- the doctor’s eye that
looked hopeful for-one so badly beat-
en. Was there. a chance the doctor
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might outgrow his defeated epmt in
time?

“So far,” the doctor said, “the
needle has not been given .to this one.
The wound, -Ponjon believes, will keep
him incapacitated.” -

“Is he in serious 'eendi-tie-n?”

“No longer. But, confidentially, I
have been ‘advising him all along -to

take his time.” _ ;
“Who is he?” : E ‘ -

~ “He has given his rame-«as Glen
Blair.” '

“Do you know hnn well enough to
trust him?” "

“Not exactly.. He talked in-such a
confused manner. His. hike lhreu'ﬂrh
‘the swamps fairly unnerved- him, He
- barely escaped the Oojaggs.” '

Glen Blair. Ronnie couldn’t remem-

ber having heard of him.

_“He'was sent, as you were, by- Bal-
linger,” the doctor said. “He asked
the same questions. you asked alb._at
the serums. If you. talk with him, I
suggest you’ be careful how you be-
stow ‘your -confidence.
closer to Ponjon than we think.”

. “I'll be careful,” Ronnie promised.
‘And Doc—"
' HYES':}H "

“You get yourself over being scared-
m .going -to .see that you win

and I'm
-baek your rightful authority.”

Dr. Douglas gave Ronnie a mysteri-
ous look. He said timidly,”in a low

whisper, “I left something for you.” -

FEW MINUTES after Dr. Doug-

~ las -went out, Ronnie rose and

moved ‘about, feeling the old strength
‘surge through his body.

Later, - he stood facing the “#all

stranger who eceupled the cell” next

to his.
The stranver was: elean shaven He

possessed a strong face, a high fore-

head, clear dark" eyes. Light streaks
| berdered his thin- black eyebrows. He

He may. be

- for him.” -

‘said.
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- sat in a relaxed manner on thé stone

bench in his cell, brushmg bits ef lint
from the bandaged. arm. .
“You’re Glen Blair?” Ronnie said.
“The doctor told me about you. He
said that Ballinger sent you, and you
had a difficult time getting threugh

My name is Ronnie Conwell.”

The tall man seeared glad to rise
and shake hands through the bars:.
Then he returned to his seat glumly.
“Tell me, Conwell, did—did our em-
ployer—Mr. Ballinger—give you any
warning a,beut this rwer of mud?”

“No.” -

“Bad -deal.” -

“I figure he dldn’f know abeut it
himself.” - '

“H-m-m.” The tall' man murmured
to himself uneasily. Then, “Is he pay-
ing you enough to offset all this hell?”

“I'm not eemplainin'g}” Ronnie said.
“A bargain is a bargain.”

The tall man muttered, .“I suppose
so... He never told me I'd get my-
self shot up by unfriendly natwe'-'
Still—"" |

“On a job like this a guy takes his
own chances,” Ronnie said casually.

After & silence Glen Blair said, “I

guess you and Mr. Ballinger must be

good buddies, the way yeu stick up

Ronnie mused, e | JUSt werk for
him. Hope' to meet him some - day.
Have you ever met him?”

“I've seen him,” Glen Blair said.
“Can’t -say that I was ever fermally
introduced.” . .

“I remember hise picture,” Ronnie
“He wears a thick dark mus-
taehe Thick dark: eyebrews Impres-
sive face.” }

The tall man passed a finger- over
his pencil-thin brow. Ronnie flashed
a glance at him, wondering if he had.
been here long enough to recognize the
approaching footsteps. Ponjon’s!
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Ponjon moved in, swinging his llmp

arms more briskly than usual.
Something flashed in Ponjon’s right

hand. Obviously ~he intended them to

see it—the needle-pointed instrument.”
It was a part of his threatening: en- .

trance,
“My prize prisoners,’ ’ he said. .
IFor "an impressive -minute- or two

he glared from one to the other, his

narrowed eyes casting a weird yellow
light. His thin lips were spread to
1eveal the hard set of his teeth; per-

haps he intended a friendly grin; . it »

could only come out as a look of evil.
Sadistic satisfactions were in thp mak-
ing within that brutal head that thrust

forward from his great hunched shoul- |

ders.

" His 1‘111-11'11'1&'1 showed he knew that
talk had been going on between his
two “prize prisoners”. He disdained
to pry. He was all set to reveal.a plan
of his-own . that would put them both
on the defensive.

“I have a question for the twa of
-you. Think well before -you answer.
A false answer would give- me the
pleasure of killing you. Pleasure!”
~ “Go ahead,” Ronnie said, “the cards
are all in your hands.”

BU’I‘ ‘RONNIE, sitting carelessly on

the stone floor~ with. one hand
slightly back of him, was highly aware
of a joker in his own hand. The

“snmﬁthmg” Dr. Douglas had left him:

" was a ray pistol. "

I plan to develop my own serums.’
Ponjon paced back and forth in front
of the two cells. “‘My authority here
is -well established. I have no further
need for the name of Ballinger.”

The tall man, Ronnie noticed,
staring with frank curiosity.

“From this moment,”- Ponjon said,
“the industry belongs to me. I claim
it by right of having earned it, keeping
order. Otherwise the Zattzones would

was

‘the tall
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have left for -hiéhef rgreﬁnd_.' Here

'~ they’re forced to adjust—more and

more they’re compelled to adjust.

“Their adjustment is the key to my

fortune. “And now, my proposition.”

- He drew_himself up, and the yellow
of his eyes was like fire as he luﬂkcd
from Glen to Ronnie.

. “Which of you will come into my
industry as my_assistants? The nfff.r
is open to one or both.”

Neithtr Ronnie " nor
sane - 7
“What's the matter? Scared? You
needn’t be. Your esteemed e%-boss is a

_Gléﬁ Blair

“whole planet away. You.are free. I can

assure you a-.good deal.” Ponjon
opened the doors of each cell and
stood waiting for his prisoners to ad-
vance. “What do you say?”

“What’s the point of giving us a
choice?” Ronnie. said skeptically.
“We're your prisoners. You can tell

-us to submit or die”

“Very true,” Ponjon said with a
twisted smile. “But I would prefer

-that my new 5taff come to,me will-
‘ingly.”

“Willingly, hell!” Ronnie 5napped.
“This medical laboratory is the prop-

erty nf Ballinger. You can’t just take

: DVEF—

“You’re tl.u'mm:Ir down nmy plUpDSl-
tion?” - ’ '

-

“You’re - damned right.” Ronnie’s

~ concealed hand tightened upon the ray
~ pistol. e came to his feet, returning

Ponjon’s glare df:l’iant]y thruur*rh the
open cell door.

Ponjon, white with-anger, looked: to-
stranger. He weighed the
bright needlé-pointed instrument in his
hand. “And what about you, Blair?””

“Interested,” Blair said, seeming to
look at the floor of the cell; his eyes
half closed. “If you think you can

use me—"" .

. i . ‘- ) l .
- “I’ll know in about thirty seconds,”
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" Ponjon said, beckoning him out -of his
cell. “Take this neédle and administer
sleep to the sucker who JHSt refused
me.” -

G]en Blair hemtated il | ha\;e a bad

arm—"’

“You're 'yellnwl”!

“I’'m not yellow!”

“If you’re working for me, the first
lesson is to obey .orders—and no ex-
cuses. Zattzones!” The bark of Pon-
jon’s voice brought four of his trusted
armed natives in through the
They stood two at either side of Pon-

jon, ready for any emergency. Ponjon

nodded, “Now! Take the needle,
Blair, and. put that prisoner to sleep.”

He started to hand the instrument
to Blair when Ronnie’s hard voice
commanded, “Drop it!” -
- Ronnie’s —concealed hand came up
fast with the flash of a weapon,

-.CHAPTER VI

(44 | ATER slitters! - : Watcr slitters! |

W{ucr slitters!”

~ The cry rang through the cavernous
city. Racing natives pounded through
‘the half lighted streéts and dashed in
at the entrance of the prison.

“Water -slitters! The weést entrance!
The Oojaggs have let them m' They’re
coming . this .way!”’

The wild chase was joined from all
directions. Ponjon’s armed men, ignor-
ing - Ronnie’s threatening ray pistol,
suddenly broke and ran.

“Everybody north!”’ In the Zattzone
tongue, the equivalent of a northward
direction was indicated. Exits to dry

land ‘lay in that course, and women

and “children  were bounding at full

speed as fast as tle warning cries

reached their ears.

Ronnie’s threat had dissolved. Some-
thing in the strange look Glen Blair
had given him" had cost him a split
second that might have brought Pon-

door.

e

jon to his knees. Ponjon ‘was off. The
doctor rushed in, shouting .2 warning

- to ‘anyone .within earshot and darted

out again.

Ronnie started to- .follow Ponjon,
then paused in the doorway long
enough to hurl a savage remark at

- Glen Blair. “You better get back on

my side while there’s time. I ‘mean to
get these browbeaten natives out of
Ponjon’s clutches. If it takes water
slitters to chase them out of these
damn caverns, then I say bring -on the
water slitterst” - .

Blair snapped back wnh a quick
tongue. “Whose side are you on, Bal-
linger’s or the Zattzones’?”

“Both. Ballinger -can’t do fbusmess
with these people imprisoned under a
river. There’s no .good left in them
for him down here. They’re dry.”

Ronnie started to run -on. .

“Blair came after him. “What do you
mean?”’
“Tust that Their blood’s no gand
any more.’
. “And what could you dﬂ abuut | o
“Experiment. T’ve got a hunch—a
theory—and it ought to be tried:”
“What’s your-theory? Hold up a
minute. Tell me—"

“Do you think I'd tell you?’ I don’t
give my theories> away to traitors!”
Ronnie ran.“Come on, get yﬂur damn
fool self out of herel”

]

KNEW that his blast had hit
Glen Blair like a blow between
the eyes,” but the fellow took it, mut-
tering an unintelligible answer, and
came along as fast as he could, hug-
ging his bad armr to his side.
“Where’s the . doctor? Douglas,
where are you?” Ronnie shouted as
he ran. Not knowing his directions,
the only thing to do was to run with
the crowd. Why didn’t PUH]GI‘! or the
doctor or some of the Zattzone officers
direct the mob? Everything was helter-
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skelter Ronnie’s cuurée led duwn
what must have been a side street.
Brighter lights were ahead.

“How do you get out of here?”
came Glen Blair’s voice from back of
Ronnie. | |

“You don’t come in .in the -first

place,” Ronnie shot back. “Ballinger
should have thought twice before he
sent you:”’

-

“Take it easy,.Conwell,” Bla1r said-

“We’re all in- this tﬂﬂether
-“Together, he .says! A couple min-
utes ago you were ready to ‘stab me
with a needle. And the next thing one
-of those water slittérs would have
made salad out of me.”

The way was blocked.” A group of

terrorized, howling Zattzones backed
up on Ronnie. A water slitter’s head
showed up over the crowd. It was
crawling through the lighted street be=
~yond. Ronnie heard the curious whis-
“tling swish of its fifty-foot body as it

slitheréd along the lighted -street. Its

-eyes glistened wildly as it turned to- .

ward the entrance of -the darker -
passage.- Gunfire from the crowd
“turned it -away. It p]unﬂ'ed ahedd, -
_tail slapping the walls’as it passed.
Ronnie had tried to shoot at it, too,

and the gun he held gave out with a

dead click. A dud! Ponjon had known
all the.time, of course. He must have
planted the trick’ gun with the -doctor
to try him out, and the doctor, lack-
ing the -nerve to use it, had s]ipped it
| hopefully to Ronnie. Ronnie threw it
to the floor. ' -

Now the crowd. surged fnrward
again, streaming toward the northern
exits that would bring them Up on dry
land. Ronnie would have followed if
he hadn’t been halted. 5 F

Four of Ponjon’s officers backed
him -up against a pillar.
© “Tie him up,” Ponjon commanded,
coming out of the shadows. He had

set the trap and waited, and now he
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ordered the Zattzone stooges into ac-
- tion. His -glittering eye was lighted
with sadistic pleasure. He called to
Glen Blair and ordered him to stand
by. Then he turned his full attention
to Ronnie, whose arms- were bound
tight to a_pillar of stone. “The water
slitter will find its way back through
this alley in a few minutes. We’ll just
have time to'finish a bit of unﬁmshed
business.” =

“ “What do you gam by torturing
‘me?” Ronnie demanded. |
. “I want your secret!” | .
“What do you 'mean? I’ve got no
secret. ” |
“Don’t weasel,” Ponjon snarled.
“I’ve got ears all over this city. You’ve

called it-a hunch—a theory. You-said.

it might bring back the lost properties
in the Zattzone blood. All right, talk.”

“You forget I'm working for Bal-
linger.”

“In -another minute you’re working
for nobody. In another minute—”

A cry {rom down the dark way an-
nounced that one of the water slitters
was coming back.

“Stop it!” Ponjon ordered

“Get a
‘net over it.” |

HE MAD scirambie- came closer.
- Ronnie strained' at his. ropes. He

- wished for the strength .of ‘a Samson,

to bring the ceiling and walls down
on all of them—yes, and the river
of mud above. Out of the corner of
his eyes he saw Dr. Douglas and sev-
eral of the Zattzone police struggling
“with ropes that held back a.huge net.

Inside the net,. flghtmg and thrashing

about like a trapped tiger, was the big
water slitter! The beast was held pris-

‘oner. But it kepf working its way up

through the narrow street, gaining a
few feet each time it lunged at the
web of ropes. It struck one of the
Zattzones. He-fell with'a cry. Tangled
in the web, he was dragged along. The



THE MAN NGBGDY kNEw 1 73

thick serpent-like body of the monster
rolled across him and crushed the cries
out of him. o -
+“Hold back, damn it!”
shouted: “One more minute. All right,
smart boy. Give us~your theory.”

Ronnie - kicked out and knocked

Ponjon’s legs out from under him. Pon-
jon sprawled. The needle-pointed in-
~strument rolled to. the .floor. * Glen
- Blair. rushed forward, reaching for it.
- Ponjon- was quicker. He snatched it,
_then rolled to .his feet and sprang back

defenswely
Glen Blair went after him, one-
. armed. Blair’s right fist swung. Pon-

jon.tried to lash down with the needle,
but Blair’s blow caught him on the
jaw. He - staggered. Blair- must have
put dynamite in that 3ingle punch.
Ponjon’s eyes rolled. The needle-point-
ed instrument slipped from hLis hand
‘and Blair caught it in mid-air and in-
stantly plunged it into Ponjon’s side.

“You damn traitor!” Ponjon gasped
as he sank to the floor. His eyelids

drooped. Blair left him and turned to -~

Ronnie.

"“Give. me_a hand, here, Doc!” Blair -

shouted. “A knifé—anything. Get this
" man untied, quick. My bad arm—"

..~ Bad arm or not, Blair was using
- the fingers of both hands at the knots:.

The dnctor was presently busy, shout-

" ing orders at the Zattzones who were
. helping hold the beast back.

"The Zattzones tied the rope ends to
- anything ‘that would hold. For a mo-

~ ment the-water slitter was held, but

“only for a moment. The blazing-eyed
creature began to lunge like a fast-ac-
" tion battering ram. The ropes strained.
Walls eracked. Céilings ‘broke. Water

and mud gushed down and chunks of

masonry ripped loose.

Then evéryone was running again.
The bonds slipped " from Ronnie’s
body. Glen Blair pulled h1m free, “Get

on! ‘Get on!”

Ponjon
~at Ponjon, who had relaxed into a

“Come on, yourselfl” Dr. Douglas
shouted, joining Blair and Ronnie in
the hard chase toward .the northern
exits. No one bothered to look back

deep sleep on the. floor. It was all hi§
city now—his and the water slitters’.

UP IN-THE sunshine, safe on high
land, Ronnie watched the Zatt-

zones gather into a quiet assembly to

talk- over* plans for a new city. Their
gift of readjusting themselves . was re-
markable, no doubt about it. The bold
ones among them would go-back: and
salva.ge some of their undamaged prop-
erties from the ruins—as soon as the
path was clear. Meanwhile, the air

- of freedom was good to breathe, and’

no one mourned the loss of PGH]DI'I
not even his most trusted ex-officers.
“I’ve changed my- opinion of you,

- Glen Blair,” Ronnie said as he Blair

and Dr. Douglas talked thmgs over.’
“If I haven’t thanked you for saving
my life—thank you.”

Glen Blair smiled. “It’s a valuable
life. After all, you st1ll have that secret
theory.”

“If it’s "any good,”. Ronnie said,
“Ballinger may hear of it in_ time.
On the othier hand, everything may go

-l'

_— - — e

50" well from now on that he ]l never

hear of it.”» |
- ‘Would you care to tell us?” Blair

~asked.

“I shuuldn’t be popping off without
consulting Ballinger.”"

“TI have a little secret of my own,”
Blair said. “I think we all might con-
fide in each other.”

“Whatever the doc says. ‘Dotglas,
now that you’re again, In command,
what do you say?”

“I say we trust each’ other. I'm

sure Balhnger would approve, -after
what we’ve gone through together.”

“‘Okay,” Ronnie said. “My guess is
that these natives lnst the blood char-—'
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- start life over, without” Ponjon,

the hormones we

acteristics we wanted when they lost
' Their power. to .adapt
was linked up with. their right to talk
and laugh and take their troubles In

their freedom.

thelr 5tr1de When Ponjon bore down
on them and put their lives in strait-

jackets, the smoldering resentment fed .

poisons into’ their. blood stream. It’s
well -known that anger and hatred can
do just that. So—" a

“So the poisons may have destroyed
‘were after!” Dr.
Douglas, said.” “I- see it. Their blood
values were linkéd to-their frecdom!”
" “That was my theory,” Ronnie said.
“The way they’re getting organized to

" to the good. In a short time they may

g

restore themselves to normal, and our

contract with them can be resumed—"

“On a. friendly basis’ as Ballinger.

originally conceived it,” the doctor in-

terpolated. .
“Exactly.” Ronnie turned to. Glen
Blair. “And now—your secret?”

The tall man smiled, a trlfle shy

over what he -had decided to reveal.
“My “real -name isn’t Glen Blair. If
you’ll scramble the letters in Glen
Blait yowll know what my last name
is~T came because I like to know ex-

actly what loyal workers go through

1s all”

- you say ’your
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—and I wouldn’t have missed thls for
the world.”

-“Do you mean to tell us—” Ronnie

gulped. I'or a moment the world spun,-

both backward and forward; and he
came out of 1t a bit dizzy. “You mean
that you're—-"’

- “T’ll have to let my mustache and
evebrows grow back before I know,

“for sure.” .The tall man was smiling

broadly, his cheeks tinged with em-
barrassment over the irony of his situ-
ation. “But .this I can tell you for
certain. There are going to be high
honors and generous bonuses for both

of you when vyou make a personal
~visit, soon, to-the offices of Ballinger.”

“Honors for three, vou mean!” Dr.
Dougias was suddenly a very positive
man. “If there are any honors to be
passed amund you’ve got to be 'in-
cluded. Man,_,‘you were magnificent!”

“Magnificent!” Ronnie -echoed,

- clasping Glen Blair’s hand with the
" deepest feeling of respect he had ever

known. | | S
bﬂllglaﬁ. frowned, plainly still puz-
zled over something. “Just what did
| name was? - Scramble
Glen Blair? I don’t get it.” |

“You .will,” Glen Blair

smiled.
“Think— it over.” ~

*"1THE L\.D
HE “FLYING SAUCER” excitement
has long since died down and. been

'. "WERE"?HE *
| SAUCERS REAL?

By Merriit Linn

all but forgotien. Mention that to those

who ridicule the possible existence of
such thnngu and the_,’]l say, “See, I -told
you so-”’

" But there may be more ' to ‘the fhrmrr—
saucer matter than we think. A- short pa-
per, read by an astronomer, before the
National Capitol Astronomers in Wash-

- ington recently, points this .out. Reuning,

a professional asdtronomer and an amateur
aerodynamicist, interested in eventual space
flight, read an interesting paper discuss-
ing: the theoretical aspects of space-ship
design. In the course of this paper he
madza it clear that the “zaucer” s are for
vehicles which have to plow through heavy
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air has :some nice advantages. | 2
- He suggested that when, as is likely, a

ramjet dezsign is used for the space ship.

in order that it be able to penetrate the
atmosphere without -using its precious

rocket fuel, the ship be built in the form’

of a shallow saucer-like shape. This would
serve two purposes: it would act, by vir-
tue of -1ts shape, as a sort of flying wing,
obtaining lift from itself; and its exhaust
ports ‘would. be designed, by their very na-
‘ture, ;
per volume of gas, These. are sound tech-
nical reasons; not to be classed
or ideas, - . L

The- major connection; however, . that
Reuning’s ideas have with flying saucers

WERE THE SAUCERS REAL?

- machines,

" of this typ

for . the maximum heating -surface.

as .guesses

S

is this: perhaps the idea has occurred to
others and 'perhaps, in secret, .American
crr foreign organizations have built such
and the - so-called “flying
saucers’”’ were actually experimental craft
e. The -idea -was suggested at
the time that flying saucers were possibly
experimental aircraft, rockets or potential
space ships. In the light-of this new pub-
lic  knowledge, it is perfectly conceivable
that that is just what they were. - --
Only time, of course, will tell awhether
or not-this hypothesis is tenable. Never-
theless, it is reasonable and not beyond
the Tealm of present technology. Ilying
'sancers may be gone for the present, but

- they're not forgotten! -

e

MAN OR APE2
8 ek Wt

*

- -

-

LY

TYYHE BOOKS -say:” “Man is an an-
imal.” ~

And of course that’s true. Skeletal strue--

ture, braincase, organic structure—all these
things Man -has in common with the lower
animals to a greater or lesser ‘degree.
But Man is more than an animal. That
too is agreed upon by :all biologists. But
what is the fine distinction? Why are :apes
apes? And why don’t :apes become men?
In an effort to probe these .questions
two biologists, husband and wife, decided
to take into their home a specimen of the
highest known form wof :ape, the chimpan-
zee, rear it as they would rear a human
child—with absolutely mo -differentiation—
and then ‘'see what the results would be.
They pexrformed this incredible €xperiment,

treating the baby chimpanzee precisély as -

a human child would be  treated, from dia-
pering and housebreaking.to feeding with
the bottle and fond caresses. ==
‘'The results were these: Up until the age
of three years, psychologically and men-
tally absolutely no difference at all could
be detected between the behavior of the
chimp and that of a normal human baby.
Skill, learning ability, response to affec-
tion,” mannerisms—all. were those of a hu-
man baby. In some respects, perhaps, the
chimp had a shade the better of the bar-
gain. If you were to ignore the physical
dissimiJarities between the baby and the
,chimp you’d be unable to tell the difference
between them. To that point, men -are
apes. R - _ -
What then is the difference which occurs
between the age of two and three years?
Of course the "answer is obvious: the.
baby learns the power of speech. The ape
never does! '

" lation wof its mouth. Oh, 2

The chimp becomes incieasingly intelli-
gent with time, but mno matter what tech-
niques were nsed -in  the experiment the
chimp could not be taught to speak, either
maturally or artificially, through manipu-
: Judimentary
sound parodyving @ word could be foreced
from the baby chimp, but never a real
“papa’” or.mama”, - ' :

Speech isolates Man fFfiom the anima
and, no matter what the proponents of ani-
mal communication tell you, animals -do not
Ppossess an organized formal means of -com-
municating with weach other save by the
most elementary of sipnals and :symbols. -

.Speech, the intelligent communication of

facts and ideas from one animal o an-

all :others. Only ¥an speaks!

The biologists concluded that if*a human
child -could be brought up without contact "
with other intelligent- human beings, it is
very likely that child would remain on the

other, sets the human animal apart from

‘ape-like level. This belief is borne out by

the occasional discovery of an abandoned
child 'who has grown to adulthoed in the
jungle. It is rare occurrence but it has
happened and, invariably, that child-adult
has remained very close to an idiot.

This . knowledge that speech is the. dif-
ferentiating characteristic -may be a pain-
ful blow to some. In fact; those of us fond
of the Burroughs’ “Tarzan” tales will al-
ways cherish the “language of the Great
Apes.” Tt’s too bad that 'in reality there’s
no such thing-—but there isn’t. Yet -con-
sider what a marvelously facile instrument

of communication speech is—whatever the

language. It is a proud distinction that
humans_have at that.... 5 *

el "
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A long purple jet. job cruised up to the curb. Before | realized it, this guy had grabbed .Lila.
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‘mail, if you’re interested: a

- Em Eﬁaee old days, o pﬂ:ﬁwmﬂe dick ok Mi &5t ihe head md was
: pmmme& by beautiful girls. But the dangers that fhe ma-
chine age brought made these seem a pleamlpasthe

i Tl HAD ‘been a close call th:s
time, and ‘I still couldn’t believe
I’d made it. A little case of black:
nasty bit
of “official” graft with a State monitor
bleeding.a citizen who’d shot off his
private opinions in a. suppﬂéedly pri-
vate videophone conversation.

I’d got the tape; all right, but the
" State ear had called in some pals from
Secunty And they’d been wwaiting for

me, two of the boys in white, when I

went to collect from my grateful cli- °
ent. . | 5
- Now I:dropped into my own chair

&
- " &

before I

and walted in the dark. They. pmbably
“wouldn’t start a door-to-door search.

°* Not at thls hour, with tkeir pﬁpulanty

But the flick o-f a new light would
bring ‘them straight to my -door. So . I

waited, and- tried to catch. up W1th my

breathmg ;

Three minutes must have gone b},r
realized *I wasn’t waiting
alone. But there ‘it 'was, alternating
with my own loud gulps of air. The
faint - suggestion of . someone trying
_to swallow his own breaths, the tiny
- creak’ of the. floor, the mflmte rustle
of fabric. ... 1
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I hesitated just '_]nﬁg enough to

focus the darker -mass against the
‘wall, and then left my chair in one
long spring. Eor my reward I got a
frightened gasp, an armful of some-
thing soft and fragrant—and then a
faceful of flngernaﬂs I 'held it off

with one hand and turned my desk °
The - Security boys
might still be waiting out™ there. on -
but I had to-see if it

light on “dim”.

the street,
looked as good as it felt and smelled.
It did, and I could only stare.
She pulled -her arm ‘loose, rubbed
it ruefully, and asked shakily: “Are
you Mr. Nox? Mr. Ty Nox?”
I- must have nodded, because she
-seated herself calmly in the chair I

had just vacated, arranged her kirtle
over a pair of legs the likes of ,which ~
hadn’t been seen on Earth since gene- -,

tics control—and_ said: “I'm sorry I
startled you. I~ turhéd off “the light
when "I heard - the Security. whistles
out on the street, because. ..well, be-

cause I couldn’t have explamed what'

I was doing up here.” .
I muttered something about some

of my best.friends having the same -

trouble, and got -around. the desk and
~ into my own chair. °

- “T need your he]p; MTr. hNﬂ‘E It S.

about my brother....”

My knee was already agamst the'

- psychograph button under my desL
but that was pure, habit. Even w1th
the screen as close as the half-open
drawer by my side, I still cauldn’t
tear my eyes away o -

S HE HAD a ful]

~ with shape to match Soft blacL
hair with the luminous shine of deep
space. Amber star-flecks in eyes that
* were close to brimming. You can have
your psychographs.  ~

Her brother, she told me, was one
second .

. Dan Hardigan. Technician
class, employed by the Teleporto sub-

passionate face,

mine. They kept Dan’s

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

sidiary of State Transit. Or rather, he
had been employed there. Early this
afternoon, they had called her in to
see what was left of him, He had

fallen into one of the transmitters.

They said. Only she didn’t believe
it

“Lven if he is dead, it didn’t hap-
pen the way they said! Please, Mr.
Nox, please! You've got to help me.”

“Why -me? Why not the CSS?”

“Civil Security Service!” She gave

-the words the full treatment. “They
‘told me. my brother knew’ the - risks

when he accepted the assignment.”

“They were right, baby, for once.
Teleportation’s still new—and dan-
gerous. Your brother couldn’t have
been too much of a technician, to put
1t bluntly.”

The star-flecks caucrht fire. “Dan
knew everything there is -to- know.
Too much, maybe, and that’s why he
dlaappeared " ‘

“You just said they showed you his -
body.”

“T -saw a...bndy}..yes.” What she
had -really seen sickened briefly in

her eyes again.- “I’'m still not con-
vinced it was Dan.”
“But you identified hlm'-‘*”

“They showed me these asked if .

~ they were my brother’s.” She . was

rooting in the soft gray off-shoulder
purch-skin. “I had to say yes, and
that’s all they’d listen to. Lase closed,
record filed.” '

She laid a couple of thmgs on my
desk, but I was still looking at the

- open purse in her lap. “Let’s see that
ID tag, Miss Hardigan.” '

The purse snapped- shut. “That’s
at the CSS.”
“l still want to see.it,” I said, and

‘grabbed.

She snatched it away, but by that
tlme I was around the edge of the
desk. and had one wrist. The purse
smacked me in the face, and then I
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had both wrists. Ior a moment - we

were back ‘where we had started—-—
about two inches  apart.” Her scent,
heavy, musky, had me spinning again*
like a meteor. ‘Then she collapsed, -
sobbing gently.

The tag was {forged, which is a

neat' trick if you can do it without
changing theé molecular structure of
clear glastic: I can—but not -that -well.

I turned down thé light again and |
grinned at her. “T’ll take back what I
said about Dan berng a leusy mechan—
iC. 2

ol den"t Lnew what 3eu mean.”

“Yeur hame isn’t Hardigan, and thrs
Dan .isn’t your brother.”

She -stared -at me, ehekmg back a
sob.

“Lets start elean Lila—or 1s that
pheny,tee?” |

JOR A MOMENT her face showed

fight again. Then'it went empty.
She had taken on all the trouble she
could, without spilling ovér. “That

much of it’s right. Lila Munro. Dan

Hardigan isn’t my brother.”

. “Which 15 Wh}r you don’t dare Ll{:k
up more tail dust at CSS?” .

She nodded, and raised her eyes
_defiantly. _ “I’m “not pure-line. My
grandfather went out _on Mars Num-
ber Three. He married out there.”

If she expected me to look sheeked
'she, was. disappointed. “Nobody eeuld
ever mistake you for Miss Eugenics of
2050. But that’ s still okay in my book,
Lila.”
A Jittle warmth came back into her
face. “I-guess you'can guess the rest.”
“Sure. They turned you, down on
the marriage permit. This sister-broth-
er act was. the only way .you .could -
_get around thé housing deal.... And
don’t look -like that. Lots of kids do-
.ing it, and I can’t say I blame them,
Let’s get back to the point.”

~and seventy-six.”

- “Mine and Dan’s,

The stars began to shine again:

“Then you will help me?” -

- “I haven’t said, yet. Where'd you
find out about me, how’d yeu Know:
where to find me?’” : w
* She mientioned a name. A very im-
portant Name—which is just the rea-
son- I won’t repeat it here. Then I
asked her if she had any money. That

‘got the usual reaction, 'so I gave her

my. usual speech ¥ ~

“Lila; you’re looking at an anomaly,
an anaehremem Something from the
gaeehne buggy days. What they used
to call a.‘private detective’. But there
just ain’t anythmg prwate these days,
not even crime. iy

“Any crime today is a crime against
the State. And since the State hap-
pily disregards its own crimes against
the individual, they can also disregard
me. The need for me does not exist.
Therefore, I don’t exist. Therefore, I
don’t "need food or clothing or any of
the other things which the State so
generously provides. its. useful citizens.
Therefore. :.” and I paused for the
punch-line, “...T will have to ask you
for at least a thousand credits.”

Her eyes widened mereduleuely I
”Net in work credits, -either. It’s
got 'to be in those nice pink fun- -slips, -

~In case you don’t-know- it, there is

a black market in those. 2

She glanced involuntarily at the‘
purek-skm purse. She said slowly, re-
luctantly, “I’ve got just eight hundred

-

“All right. It’s moggle as they say
on Mars.” {

She was still leekmg at the purse.
and -three years
without a vacation or a concert at the
Rainbow or “even a Saturday night -
bottle of jola. . Three years, Mr,
Nox! You knuw_ ‘why?”?

I shrugged. |

o “S,;.O‘ tha,t;eeméday we éﬂuld waik |
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»
aboard a Mars freighter: So that some
day we could hold our heads up again,
and live hke man and wife, and raise
a fannly Some day...and -~ some-
where.”

now, the rest when I finish the job.
They won’t do you any-good anyway
without Dan, and maybe he did walk
mtn that transmutnr

HE DIDN’T much hke me. any -

. more, but at least I had snapped
her out of it. She tossed the pink rec-
reation slips on my. desk almost con-
'temptuously, then shoved across the
"two objects she’d taken out before.

One was a heavy man’s ring with
a puhshed bit of herculium set in it.
- Homemade. Lots of the kids had

brought them back. I looked at her
questioningly. “What about” it?”
~+ “It was too small,”’ she said.
wore it on his little finger and it was
still too small. He couldn’t get it off.

But it was on the third {inger of that
;. .what they showed me.” She paused.

Third finger, and it came off easily.”
I thought it over. I thought of tele-
portation, the new wonder science. I
thought of what it had done to the
first experimental animals—before.the
SPCA jumped in and the public
raised a how! that limited further ex-
perimentation to inahimate objects.
But I didn’t say what I was think-
ing. I reached instead for the other
_1tem This was a cheap standard-pulse

chronometer, the kind you. can buy in

any exchange for five credits. The
dial was smashed and the works had
‘stopped at 10:24° Earth time,
morning. .

“You know they. can telepﬂrt any-

thmﬂ' now,”’ the girl said. “Even the.

finest filigree crystalﬁ' just as long as
it’s something inorganic.” So that
~wasn’t what smashed Dan’s watch.”

I shook my head. “It could.have

I held out my hand “Half of it.

“Dan-

this

happened when he fell.- Or when he
...well, at the receiving end.” .

She shook her lovely head back at
me and gave- me her reasons.. The
Teleport transmitter had recorded the
accident at 10:10. Synchronization - of
the two timepieces could be-taken for

granted, since both worked on stan-

dard-pulse waves. That left fourteen .
minutes' undccounted for. Fourteen
minutes, as she put.it, after Dan had .’
supposediy been killed. And since tele-

-, portation takes place at the speed of

light . : - 4
“What did- they say at €557~
“The same thing ‘you did.. That it

‘must have happened at one end or

the " other. ‘But they couldn’t explain
the -time lag. So, they told me to go
home and forget it.”

‘Beauty and brains in one gorgeous.
package. What I’d been looking for all
- my life. And now I was hcked either.
“way. . If she wasn't a widow, she’ d
have her Dan. And if she_were, she’d °

. ‘never forgive me.
“I watched them take it off, Mr. Nox. .

PUT THE ring and the watch in

~my pocket and got up. “I’ll do
what I can, but T won’t promise a
thing. L.et me contact you after this;
don’t come here ‘again under any cir-
cumstance.”

‘She turned toward the door with-
out another word. |
~ “One thing more, Lila. My busi-
ness: may be illegal—but so is hnard-
ing these. The serial numbers can still
be traced to you, so they represent
protgction to me as well as pay. So
don’t take it so hard—and don’t for-
get it, either.”

- She nodded, but her upmmn was
“’still in her eyes. Nothing I could say
would ever change it, so I went right

on stuffing her precious pink stuff

into my ‘wallet. When the door finally
closed, I went to my .visor screen and
flicked on the night light. ‘At least I



'MORTALITY: UNLIMITED gl

‘could have the sheer pleasure of The punching I ‘wasn’t so sure . of;
‘watching -her walk. - - since thadt.had "been strictly impro-.
She reached the street, - paused ap- vised. It probably said that I had
_parently. to look - for a ‘cruising .moto- completed the ‘Advanced Motherhood
_cab.. But instead; a. long purple jet :course and was qualified as a wet-
job mushed in suddﬂmly A tall, lean nurse. But-then %e wouldn®t know that
“guy -got out ‘tqg help ‘her in, and my either until it had- gﬂne ﬂhrmugh the

first thought ‘was- that Lila had -al- ~filing machine.

“ready. found another shoulder- to sub- - -“You've had TElepﬂrt Expenence“”
_stitute for her husband’s. - he asked {inally. = R
But then, .as it blasted away again, I leaned over and snaked the card

- T got' a second impression. There ‘was". -from his’ skinny hands. “Look, Mk,
a second_man inside the cab, with a - Hepler. I’'m ‘wasting goed work cred-
HEHTD]}"ZEF across his lap ﬂfh]ch 1ts Stﬂndlﬂg "hE’I’E Wﬂltlng fE}I' yE}‘lI tﬂ
could medn almoest anything..... ~ .make up yeur mind." If vou don’t

By the time I reached the street of think Job-Con knows what it’s doing,

- course, it was out of sight“There was I’ll be glad to: go “back and tell ’em
only a white-uniforined” Security pa- $0.”

“trolman, staring -indignantly -at the That did it. He tﬂ@l‘- back the card,
blast mmLs on the panel-light pave- shoved it into one of the drops b}’
ment, He lm@ked even more shocked- h15 desk; and barked semething
as he saw.the gun in my hand, and into  his. miercom It sounded. like
started -toward me. = . © “Mumps.”

I didn’t give him a chance to ask . Mumps was a genuine thrnwhack'
h15 mtermmabie questions; I secured He undid all of Lila’s evidence in fa-
Securlty with a good old-fashioned vor of frée marriage. His- head was
“right -to the jaw. Like most thmﬂ's long and bald and - pointed. His body
these. days, it must - have been made was squat. His hands were as big as
of glastic. - , o & - my feet, and his feet were something
- i . _straight out of a Venusian swamp. To

YOU H&VE to begin somewhere: I . make the picture complete, he ngWIEd
began the -next ‘morning with the ”Yeah Boss?? . ~- :
-only- thing- I-knew -for ‘sure:- Someone~ ‘*“Thxs* - “he~poirited” 4t me, ““—is
naned Benjie Hepler was head of Ex- our replacement for Hardigan, We'll
,perlmentai. at Teleporto, Subs., and break him in on the warehouse’ ]{}b

had been Dan Hardigan’s boss. . and you stick with him until we're
‘Benjie turned- out to a 'bead},r-eyed sure he won’t cause any trouble.”
little number with -a suspicious na- Mumps nodded and . motioned  to
ture. He was. suspicious of. the ]obcon me. At the door I- turned and glanced
card and he was suspicious’ of me. back at Hepler. He was still looking
“Firct time I’ve ever seen Job Con- . at me, which made it even. .
.trol moeve that fast. I only filed yes- “Hardlga'n ” he said, “made a mis-
_ terday -afternoon— late” <. - take. It took us the rest of the day

I shrugged. “They said you needed to clean up ‘the receiver again; so I

a technmician and sent me over. That’s hope yox won’t ‘make any nnstakes o
-'311 I know.” - a .. Nice guy,. Ben_ue I wasn’t so sure

He . studied the--card" some_ more. Id been so smart after all, but there
“The_ card itself was all. nght—-—I”d wWas\y nethmg to do. now but follow
made it myself: from a, genuine blank. Mumps, * .
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THE JOB was simple: a test under

actual operating conditions. Two

Teleports had been set up in one of

the government warehouses. A trans-
. mutor _and a reintegrater, just like

the ones you saw at the-Science Ex-

hibition last year. Except these were
big jobs, a good twelve feet across! -*

A mobile- conveyor fed a steady
" stream ‘of boxes into the big maw of
the transmutor.
itself to the long crates pouring out
~of the receiver. These crates were
made of .a strange woven metal and
" covered with foreign script. A couple
of Custom officers were on hand, and
* what Mumps didn’t’ tell me I cuuld

guess., .

We were carrying on a dnuble end-
ed operation:

somewhere. Since the range was set at

twelve miles, I guessed it as out at the .
- free-trade port. The Iabels on the in-

coming crates looked like Jupe, too,
but I couldn’t get close- enough to
make sure. Mumps had
* siraight to-the transmutor.
All 1. had to do was watch the dials

—and pray that there wouldn’t be a

breakdown. Mumps
‘watched me closely.

stood by and

to keep my mind on my work or I'd
-find myself in the same fix.
IFinally o, the “noon signal = came,
courtesy of standard-pulse time, and
we.sat down to- our crunchy Energo
rations. -After we had eaten, a good
pinch of Copenhagen. loosened my
friend up a bit. He told me first
that “his name wasn’t Mumps, but
M-u-m-z-p-f.*And that Hardigan had

lost his life, not here at my machine,

but out at the Iree Port.

“We just got. the end product,”

~Mumps said ghoulishly, and proceed-
ed to give me all the details except
the ones I wanted.

- FANTASTIC ADYENTURES

Aquther_ one helped -

~ simultaneously unload-
ing and reloading a b1g space frﬂghter |

led ‘me

- When I men- |
tioned Hardigan, he told me gruffly.

F

Fxxm" a mac:hme"”

Mumps shook his ugly head, chomp-
.Ing his underslung jaw. “Them ]upes

don’t want none of us, no ‘more’n we

trust them, When a machme. goes hay-
wire, they just teleport it back here
for us .to fix. I wouldn’t-put it past

them Dog-ears that they shnved the
kid in i’lemselvea -

“But if they did, Se‘curity-—-i’ .
“Security can go blow its tubes, “as

-far as they’re concerned. That there’s

o

”What ‘was he._ dmng out there?-

free territory, and don’t you forget -

it.. Diplomatic im-mutiny, they call it,
and particularly with things-the way
they are between us and- Jupiter, no-
body’s gonna "go messin’ around just

* because a nosey kid ‘got hurt.>

He spat out a black stream and
shook his head again and looked at
me with an unmistakable- warning in
his yellow eyes. “Hardigan” was a
nosey kid and a damn. fool, mister,
and don’t you forget that neither.”

ND THAT was that. We  went
back to work, courtesy of .stand-
ard -pulse time, and it was worse than

monotonous now. I knew now that I°
“wouldn’t find the answer at this end
—and yet I couldn’t leave without at-

tracting a lot of unwelcome attention.
Mumps was still watching every move.

Just before - quitting " time twn
things happened to break the “mo-

notony. Mumps was called to the

videophone at. the other end of thé
shed. I watched him talking into it,

Wwondéring whether I should make a -

break for it. And right then was when

my neglected compensator dial edged

up into the red and blew its top.

-~ The boxes jammed up on the track

and one of them fell off. It split

‘wide open and T found myself star-
Why

ing stupidly at the " contents.
were fve shipping Jllpe fireware back
to ]upﬂeﬁ
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1 had my first_ hunch then, but I-

didn’t. have time to think on it.
Mumps came running with blcod in
his eye.- The safety on the. conveyor
had finally shut it ﬂff but my Tele-
port - was - still
whirled a-dial on the control panel,
and the.machine calmed down.

“Sorry,” 1 said. “But 1t’s nearly
quitting time, anyway /

“Quittin’  time nothing! You’re
workin’ overtime tonight, Mac. You're
gonna get this machine back in run-
ning . order, or I know the reason
why.” 5
T ]nnLed at the big Teleport In sur-
prise. It was still humming away
cheerfully, normally, even
nothing: was going into it now. Then
- I got it. Mumps was still facing me
~ belligerently, but he had one eye on
the clock. Stalling...

“I quit,” I said, and stalted past.

1 didn’t -get very far. He grabbed

me, just as the quitting signal sound- -

ed off. I broke loose, but he got in

front of me again.
“Maybe thIS’H convince ynu”’ 1

said, and swung one up from the

“floor. It connected,. and Mumps

hhnked——but that was all. He backed.

away, his- big shoulders in.an ape-
like crouch; and waited for me: to
close in ,agam so he could grapple. -

I stalled, hoping one of the other
men would come over to break it up.

But by this time -they were all head- -

ing for the door. Nothing, not even a
good fight, was going to hold them
one minute after closing time. They
probably didn’t think it was going to

be a good fight—and thev were pmb~_ '

ably right.

I did: my best thaugh We worked.

at it for nearly ten minutes, all alone
in. the big empty shed. Left, right,
‘left, right—and still Mumps circled
around in his crouch, not even bother-

-ing.to guard but just waiting patient- -

screaming. Mumps -

though-

ly- for his opening. It was like hitting
a sack of cement, but even so I think
I_might have worn him down if I
hadn’t tripped: over the 5p1lled bnx on
the floor. ‘

He,_m{as on me like a flash. I knew
now it was for keeps, and I tried to

gét my gun out, but he. already had

me in his bone-crusher grip. My ribs
creaked and my wind- left in one
grunt. Then he lifted me, hurled me
-AWay . '

Dazed as I was, I still heard the
hungry purr -of " the Teleport as I
slammed'. into .its .empty, waiting
mouth. |

FELT like an egg after it has gﬂn;

through an ‘electric fan. I knew I
had died—so I couldn’t- see what all
the argument was about.

“L’me finish him, Boss.”

“Not now. We've got tD get cfeared |

out of here.”

“Aw—I got it coming to me, BDSS ”
" “No! Get busy on those bnxes hke
I told you.”

I opened my eyes- cautiously and.
saw the gleaming base of the Teleport
machine. And scrawny little Benjie
Hepler, -a short distance away, direct-
ing two men who were working on
the crates. One of them was tall and
lean; the other one had had a neu-
rolyzer in his lap the last time 1 saw
him.

I turned over a little more then -
and_ saw another old: friend. He was
looking down on me sourly. I closed
my eyes hastily again—but not hastily

. ernuwh

~ “He’s comin’ out of it, Boss. He’s
gonna be in the way.”

“All right! Toss }um in with the '
others.”

Mumps grabbed my collar with a
choke-hold and pulled me blinking to
my feet. There were the-two big Tele-
ports, all right, and a lot of boxes and”
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crates. But we were po longer in the

warehouse. - _
This 'seemed ‘to be 'some ‘sort of an
underground «dungeon, dim .and .damp
and musty.” There was .a—peculiar,
alien rankness in ‘the- chill air—and T
saw ‘the reason as Mumps shoved mf:
“toward the -exit. A huddled bunch of
Dog-ears; twenty .or more little ]upes
gathered in the far corner, - blinking:
their -malevolent, prutrudmg “eyes!

It was enough to give Immlgmtmn

the permanent flitters, but' I had .a .

few of my- own to worry about.

Mumps was ‘dragging me along a nar-
row corridor; and being awfully care-
less about I:Jumpn::wr my head against
the baffles which extended out fmm
the concrete walls. Finally he paused”
before a heavy “metal door and held
‘me up . clﬂse to. ‘his ugly, ~blurred
face.

“I warned ya, dldnt I? But It

ya ‘hadda- get -tough:

“He raised his free- hand. I tried to
pull away, but' it was just :too .much-.
_effort. The hand swung dewn—and
then I was~all mixed up 'with .those
fan blades again, |

HIS TIME 1 %wnew I had made
~ :Heaven. My ‘head was resting -on
a warm, -soft cleud. The air was
heavy with perfume, and :an angel was
strﬂkmg my aching skull.
. was in her lap. I sat up and tried to

The angel was Lila, and my ‘head
put it back where it be]enfred—@n my
own shoulders. :

We were not .alone. The 1th1rd mem-
ber of our party was Ssurveying me’
without -enthusiasm or even sympathy. -

“A lot of help wou are, Nox.-At least

Lila might ‘have stayed out of 1t, 1i”

_she hadn’t gone to you.”

“Dan,. that’s not fair!” She turned -
back to me. “They must -have been’
following .me. It happened last night,
right after I left your apartment.”

I noddéd-—and ‘winced. The kid -was
slumped on ‘the floor beyond Lila. A
good-leoking boy about twenty-two;
tall, :-blond, thh that lean, mteliectual
.face that ‘meant pure-line.

1 would. ‘have.ipicked him for Lila's
Dan :if-she haclnt already tagged him.
- He was morusely nursing :his left
‘hand: ‘the little finger ‘was a blﬂﬂdy'
pulp They must ‘have wsed a thammer
~ to .gethis ring ;past the knuckle-joint.
Amputation would have been- kinder.
| I.-_'rsaqid,: “Let’s --'hﬂvg,'it, Dan. Right

- from ‘the -beginning.”

“What difference does .it = make
now?” . L
“Snap out of it chum! At least

~we can know_what we’re up against. I

‘can guess most. of it: What I can’t
guess imaybe you can tell me.’ .

-He shrugged and told me, while Lila
caressed, him with tender eyes. He'd
worked - for - Teleporto for - three
" months;” Iong -enough to become sus-
picious of Benjie Hepler .and - the
whole set-up. - 5

“You . mean this busmess—-—smug-
gling in Jupes?” 5 .

He shook -his ‘head. “\Tﬂt at first.
But I did know we were secretly
working on human teleportation. ﬂy
own assignments,- the experiments 1
helped Hepler with; could only add

up to that..Then I began to wonder
why Hepler was so interested in~ a

routine .opration like this one. Yester-
day .morning .I went out to the Free
Port, started nesing around -the Jupe
freighter we. were supposed to be-un-.

loading.”

HI‘ P!\USED"and shrugged again.
“A couple of Dog-ears sneaked

up behind me while I was looking “at

the transmitter aboard their ship, and

you know the rest. I ended wp here,

just like the Jupes they’re bringing in.

=

It’s.a neat system..Those long, basket-
_like crates leave the freighter with 2
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Dog-ear inside. But they’re intercept-.
straight

" ed- here .instead of going
through to the watehouse.” . .

I nodded. “The boxes going out of
the warehouse also end up-here. The’

stuff inside them is re-lnaded into the-
empty Jupe crates. Then the crates-

are sent on to the warehouse and no
one’s the wiser. Only two catches. One
-is the time lag, which ordinarily would
never be noticed. The other is that

Jthe export boxes have to be loaded:

with amport stuff., That’s when I
first began to smell a Jupe in the

stockpﬂe—when I dropped one . acm-'.

dentally.”

Dan and I nodded at each other,

pleased with our own cleverness. Lila
said fervently, “You see, Mr. Nox?
I just knew that body cmﬂdn"’t have
been Dan’s!”

‘“Yeah. What about that?”
. Dan looked at his mangled {inger.
“I knew I was in trouble even before
the field hit me. When [ came out at
-this end, there was only one.of the
gang near me, and he was even more
surprised than I was. I jumped him
and tried to get away, but the others
finally trapped - me in one of- these
blind corridors.

“They. were all for killing me and
. sending me on through to the factory,

-since they knew I had- checked in

through the gate at Free Port, and
my disappearance would have to be
explained some way. But Benjie Hep-
ler gave orders otherwise, apparent]y,
when they called him, b%
“You see, I'd knocked out the first
guy, and in the eXcitement they’d let
him lay right where he. landed. Right
under the receiver. And those heavy

boxes had- piled up on top of him..

‘Hepler must have ordered them to
plant. my identification and send Aini
through, instead.” -

“Yes, - but...that...that body I
saw.:.” Lila shuddered and bit her

lip. | ' 5

-Dan grinned at her hﬁnmr]_essly.

“That’s easy, honey. All you have to
do is set -the transmitter a bit off-
range. A llttle out of focus, you might
say 1) o

I GOI‘ UP and started pacmg It was

_better than just sitting and holding
my head. The walls were solid, an-
cient concrete. The door was solid,

stainless steel. 'Ihe only opemng in
the entire room was an  air vent—
about twelve feet up and twelve inches

, aCross.

" Dan said, “It’s no use; Nox. This.
must be one of those u]d bomb-shel-
ters. We’re probably fifty feet under-

_ Urmmd »

I sat down again, ¢ What’ the gag?

- What’re they saving us for? It means

a one-way ticket out to the Big Rock,
anyway, if they get caught, Sﬂ what
have they got to lose?”

Dan shook his head. “I can’t figure
it either. What’s Benjie Hep]er mess-
ing around with Jupes for in the first
place?”’ -

“Money?”
“He's got a Class A Executive rat-
ing, no family, and everything he

needs.. All he really cares about is
teleportation; in fact, he’s practically
psycho—"’ ‘ T s

Dan stopped .suddenly, gulping that
last down, and  glanced at Lila. I
could guess what happy thought had
just occurred to him, but there wasn’t
time to pursue it now. My ears had
caught a grating sound. Someone on
the other side of the door was work-
ing open the bolt! = ‘

I quickly sprawled out flat on my
face again. Just inside the door, and

just as Mumps must have left me.

There was only time for a glance at

Dan to see that he understood, and

then I closed my eyes. '
The -door was alréady creaking
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open on corroded hinges as it slowly
swung .inward beyond my feet. .

T WOULDN'T have_worked with

. anyone but Mumps. I was hoping

it would be Mumps, and I knew it

'was when I felt the size of the fnot.

that thudded into my ribs. )
“Come on, chump. On. your feet.”
" The boot Janded - again, but I re-

mairi:ecj_ limp and - apparently uncon-

scious. He cursed and leaned over to

grab my arm—and Dan must. have

" hit him i the same instant. Hit him

hard, too, becayse I heard the pain- -

. ful thud as they bnth craﬂhed into
the wall.

By the time I cuuh:l get to my ieet
Mumps was already scrambling
 The kid was. still slumped against the
“wall, _groggy; and I couldn’t expect

any more ‘help from-him. Lila made -

a ~desperate’ grab for Mumps’ gun,
but he sent her sprawhng with one
savage Swing of his ‘arm.-

Nevertheless,

fists flying, and then -brought my
kinee up where it would do the most
good.” Mumps was  rugged, but no
superman. He doubled . over. 1
straightened- him up again with a

- solid right and then went after that |

gunarm. -, -
The wrist gave with a nasty crunch
The gun went clattering to- the floor,

and Mumps was finished. In fact, as.

I backed away something else hit him.
Something that straightened him up

again in" a last convulsive reflex. He -

- “was dead before he hit the floor.

I turned. Lila had the gun—my
gun—clutched in both hands.
stared at .her crumpled
shocked horror, almost surprise. Then
the gun slid-limply frem her fingers.

I was a sucLer I grahbed for herl

instead of-the fallen gun.
I saw Benjie ‘Hepler then.'I‘sa,w
the bell-mouthed - neurolyzer in -his

)

1 it had given me the -
- second I needed. I sailed in-with both

She .

victim in

hand. -But it was too ldtﬂ The para—-

lyzing rays seared over us, froze .us
wher,e we stund.

-T WAS. only a light charge, or it.

" would have blacked us out com-
pletely., Only our lower motor endings
had been blocked. But that was scant
comfort. No comfort at all, when I
could oply stand, rigid and: helpless,
with my gun lymg at-my- feet. 0ut of
the corner of my- eye I could: see that .
Dan had been hit teo, even ashe was
pulling himself back to his feet, He
was crouched now like a jet-jockey
- hero, but he was just as helpless as
we were.

The look on Ben jie. Hepler’s thin
face could enly be described as sad.
He stammered almost -tearfully, “I'm.
sorry, 1 really am. But I’ve had my
orders now, and I can’t de .anything .
else. This is too big, toa’ 1mpor:tdnt

" ———t0 take—any—-chances e = e

Fifteen minutes, I was thmkmg
Twenty at the most. A weak dose-

Jike this would begin to wear n{i‘ by

then: If we can only stall him.
“Vou're sorry!’ I said, and was
surpnsecl to hear it come out in words.

It was like finding you can still move

your jaw after a bad case uf space-

freeze.

Dan croaked from my left:
Benjie? Why?”

Lila ~ said , bitterly, - ”Why bﬂther

HW‘&}}’.

"Dan? He’s a complete: psychopath :

can’t you see that?” .
A flush came into Hepler’s ‘pale,.
nervous face. “You don’t understand,
my dear. None of you do. Do you
think 1 went to lose: the most promis-
ing assistant I’ve had in years? Even
Mr. Nox here—I’ve. secretly admired
his courage even when I’ve deplored
his antisocial exploits.”

He smiled at me mstfully and then
went on: “I guess I do owe you an
explanation, at that. You sheuld at
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least have the satisfaction of knowing .

why this is necessary, and 7 wouldn’t
want you to go on thinking I was no
better than that.” )

He dismissed Mumps’ remains with
a nod, and continued: “You know

now, {}f course, that we have perfected

- organic - teleportation,

at least' for

‘short distances. What you don’t know

&~

is that this whole work has heén a
top-secret government project. In fact,
only two government officials, besides
me, have known about-it. The secrecy
was necessary because of strong opin-
ion, both public and official; against
further - experimentation. :

“My research men have worked on
only small, separate
whole; and Dan has been the only
one bmart enuuﬂh to suspect the
truth.” :

“So you're going to kill hun for

it!”” interrupted Lila. ;

Hepler shook his head sadly. “I’'ve .

‘tried, I've done all I can. I thought

L=

there might be a chance by pleading
that he was:indispensable. But when

you started raising a fuss and went

to Mr. Nox here... Well, there were
just too many mvulved and the nrder

came from the very top.”
He paused and quoted the old gag,

“ “Better- one should die unjustly, than

the State should die for one.” "~
“The State!” I snorted. “You're

“trying to tell us the State is paying
running Jupe inside~

off these  thugs,
its own borders!”

“The thugs, as you call them, are
necessary. They actually believe they
are engaged in a smuggling enter-

prise, so that insures their secrecy. -

As for the Jupes...well, we had to
have -some form of anthropmd life
for our experiments. The Jupes were
only too willing to make a ‘smuggling’
deal. They think they’re landing a
sizable fifth column....”

He paused again. and shrugged

units of the

may be quite an - experience.

87

“We " managed to lose qmte a few
of them at first. The ones that did
come through have been promptly
picked up by Intelligence. We see
that they are, and Intelligence
has gotten hold of- some key agents
that way. Also, we're letting the Jupes
sneak back a Teleport machine now
and then, by ‘forgetting’ the ones
aboard their ships. When war' comes,
7f it comes, the ‘Jupes.are going to
wake up and find that #key’re the
ones with the f{ifth column inside
their borders.” |

E LOOKED at us anxiously as
if expecting applause. But I

~couldn’t see it that way, even if I

had beén able to raise my hands.
“The hell with the Jupes!” T° sald
“What about us?” .

Benjie said apulugeucally} “It’ll be,
quite painless, maybe even pleasant.”
Then he turned his head and called
down the corridor. “Turk—Slim!
Give me a hand here!” |

I tried to move just the smallest
muscle in my -arm. I willed, and
strained, until I thought I would bust
wide open. But I might as well have
been amputated from the neck down.

Benjie smiled at Dan fondly as he.
waited for his strong-arm boys. “In
a way I almost envy you, my boy. It .
' I've
turned the range mark all the way
up to infinity.”

I caught Dan’s gasp,~ even 1if I

-couldn’t turn enough to see his face.

“What does that mean? We all get

blown to atoms?”

Dan answered slowly, “\Iat exact-.
ly ” He didn’t sound very cheerful
about 1it.

Hepler said helpfully, “Thmk of it
more in terms of light projection, Mr.

"Nox.- You’ll still be you, but you’ll

lose definition, so to speak.” 1
If there was anythlng I didn’t want
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to lose, it was my “defmltmn” I told
Hepler so in. a few choice phrases, but
‘he -was - still lnukmg at the cheerful
side of it. ”
“Really, it wom’t be' so bad My
orders weré simply to dispose of you,
but I’m giving you this great’ chance.
Teleportation is. improving
Mr.
some day, somewhere, somebody .will
develop a receiver with an infinite

range and happen to tune in on you.”

- He turned impatiently; "wondering
what was holding ‘up his helpers. I
saw the sudden look of fright in his

rapidly, _

Nox; and who knows? Maybe  me.  We

-

while 1 suweyed the corridor.

- On my left the passageway wnund |
up in a dead end. There was only one
way out—through the scene of battle
itself: I glanced' back -at Dan and Lila.
‘“Better thdt we. jump them from be-

hind than W&lt here in this trap?” -

- Their faces told me they were with -
stole down the corridor, and
again” I motioned them back whi!e 1

cautiously stuck my' head around the

corner.

It ‘was.a scene that was gmng to -
give me nightmares for' many a night.
The room was swarming with JUpes

face, I saw him. desperately try to - and from the big Teleport receiver in-

bring the neurolyzer around to bear.
The next instant he was pulled out
- of sight in the corridor, going down
under - g whmle swarm.of Jupes! .
And we still stood there helpless.
Listening to the excited,.shrill yapping
, of the Dog-ears, unable to .move. For .
' a moment there was bedlam, and then
apparently Hepler got away. The Jupe
" pack faded away down the corridor—
and I took a deep. breath and found
i could move. But my first move
~ was. to fall flat on my face as the
nuscles released their tension. A sec-

ond later Llla. also collapsed, and then
Dan ' |

ENDLESS minutes passed . as  we

lay. there,” coaxing the strength--
back into our throbbing limbs. ‘The

+fh111'l crles from thé main chamber -amcrb

tnld us that Hepler and his men
were ‘making , a fight of it—even
though Hepler’s neurolyzer .still lay
‘where it had been" torn from h15 grasp
. in the doorwa.y - y

I ‘managed finally to crawl over
‘to ‘my own gun. A moment later I
could weave to my feet.
right behind, helping Lila up first and
then gathering up the neurolyzer. Still
shaky I held them back then, letting

them -get their sea-legs once. more"

Dan - was.

the far corner more of them poured

Torth” endlessly, row. on row in. their

dun-colored umforms like a - weird

mlhtarv nmneuverl N

-Hepler and his- two {rlendq were
barricaded, or rather.trapped, behind
a pile of hoxes on the other side.

.They _had__one neuralyzer-%hetween ;

‘them, ‘but the charge was wearing
low. It only staggered -the_ oncoming -
D{JmPara, instead’ of dropping them
in their tracks. Even as I. watched,;
the first wave scrambled up over the
barricade. The next instant Hepler’s
two remammg cohorts were dragged
forth and literally torn to pieces. Ben-
Jie himself managed once more to
scoot free like a scared rabbit—and .
I didn’t hesitate any longer. .

I rushed headlong into the mad
with Dan right on my heels.
’\.’.[y blaster kicked again and again.
“in my hand; the neumlyzer swept

them ‘back and dumped them in theu
‘tracks.

Bust' it ‘was -as‘hopeless- as f.ightinkg
the. ocean. Down they went but still
they camie, with their savage snarls
~and their pmson-tlpped oolongs. And
more and more still poured forth from
that humming, mfernal Tﬂleport re-
ceiver. _ - -
. I had hoped at: least fo reach it
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and turn it off. But that was hopeless
now. We had cut a pa‘rh and Lila was

stlll with us, but we had gone- as far |

as we could. There was only one way
out, and that was the Teleport trans-
mitter beside us.

- Dan read my th‘nught even as I
glanced at it. He hurled his worn-out
weapon away and fiddled frantically
with the dials while I held off the
Jupes. On the far side of the chamber,
Benjie Hepler made a last desperate

effort to join us. But they cut him
off, drove him backward. He stumbled .

back against the opposite Teleport
transmitter,
hurled hlmself into it.

Lila had already gone and Dan was -

pulling my arm. I fired one"last blast
into the faces of the pressing Jupes
and stepped backward. The last thing
I saw was the dial on the transmitter
which had swallowed up Benjie Hep-

ler. 1t was the one he had set at infin-

1ty.'..

THF SUDDEN, empty silence was

like a blow. We were,in the ware-
house, dim and deserted now in the
dusk” of day. Blinking at each eother
incredulously, all uf us’ whole and un-
harmed.

“Right on the nose,” churtled Dan, -
and- reached up to. spin a cuntro].
they won’t get

“There. At
through hére.”
I looked down at the gun,

least

still

warm in my hand. I walked over to-

the transmitter where I had worked
“all day, only it seemed "years ago
now. The big Teleport was still purr-
ing, just as Mumps had left it when
he tossed
through
Carefully I brokﬂ my - blaster open,
removed ‘the tiny, lead-jacketed
charge. "A nail file. from my pocket
quickly made a mess of the delicate
priming. circuit inside the breach. Then

looked around, and then |

me in and followed me -

e

I eased back the pellet and hurled
the gun, still open, into the trans-
mitter before me.

It was a trick the Jupes themselves
had taught us when they messed with

~ some blasters they’d captured at Todu.

It had worked fine. out there-—
and it worked now. Even before my
arm could drop, there was a muffled,
distant concussion, as if someone had
dropped an X-bomb about twelve

miles away. .
I grinned at Dan-and Lila. “Some-
one in Defense is going to_have a hell

- of a job explaining ¢kaf one.”

Lila shuddered and .clutched her
man’s arm. We ‘walked outside into
the cool night air, past a watchman
who looked at ‘us curmusly It: was
enough ]ust to be still alive, to breathe
clean air again. But after we had
gone a block in silence, I stopped

- and broke into their rosy cloud.

“Where now, kids? The shooting’s
over, but the. troubIe just begms for -
yﬂu H ;

They stared-at each nther and back
at me.

“Dan hasn’t even got an ID any
more. He won’t dare show his face
at any Job Con window—and neither
will you, Lila. You’ll starve—or else
you’ll end up one one of those In-

'telllgence ‘tables under- a bram ma-
~ chine.” : -

I let that sink in, and then I said
casually: “Lila tﬂld me you wanted -
to go . to Mars.  There’s a tramp
freighter in port right. now, pushing,
off tomorrow morning. The captain’s
a friend of mine, name of Marco
Koth.  You tell him I sent you—
and pray he likes your looks.”

DA\I DID\I’T need any more. He

wrung my hand Speechlessly, and
ran- across the street to hail” a cab
just swinging-around the corner. Lila
hung behind, She moved. up close to
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me, .the light from the pa.ven“neht
'_ shmlng up in her face.

- “Why, Mr. Nox? Why did you du
2N &

, 1 shrugged.

“But. . :

1 drupped my eyes.
that .gray purch-skin dangling from
her shoulder. ‘After all that, she must
have cluhg to it as -a mother wﬂl to
a child. . *

“Money,” I added. “Ynu still ﬂw

‘me the rest of that €ight hundred and
seventy-six.”

Sﬂmethlng died 'in 'her eyes.
upenecl her purse, thrust the wad of
bills at me, and turned away without

THE END

'”A; my great-grand-
pappy used to say, just for the kicks.” -

-

She still had-

She .

qusﬂc ADVENTURES’

.another wurd g
I ‘watched the .cab pull away with

. their .heads close together in thé rear

window. They didn't ’know- what thes
were getting into, but they’d probably
make it.-And thmr kids wouldn’t have

teleportation or pre—balanced rations

~ or radiant heating—but at least-they’d .

have the freedﬂm to make their-own
mistakes.

T was ,rgciing to have a tough time,
too. I was going to have one hell of
a job persuading. Mdrco Koth -to
take them for -anything like. eight
hundred and seventy-six, .or even a
thousand straight. "% |
- Mars winked ‘its red -eye at me as
I ‘headed for :a phone,
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FTER strmghtemng his tie and ner-
vously clearing his throat, Johnny

Faulkner rapped twice on the shining
aluminum door. Hé waited a moment and
studied the inseription, “C I. C.—Missile
Command”—and wondéred. To be dragged
from a honeymaoon by this urgent, top-
plmuty courier message was bad enough,

but why the Missile Command? He’d heen'

among the ‘first few pilots to handle the
" rocket interceptors, but he knew mnothing

about guided missiles. What the devil could

. the urgency be?

“Come in,” a deep voice heyand the door

‘said, and Johnny stepped into the office.
It was a plain, simple room, .at one “end «of
which was 'gathered a cluster of officers.
Johnny spotted General Wilson. He stepped
up and saluted smartly- “'Ma;;m "aulkner
reporting as -ordered, ‘sir.’

Wilson returned the salute perfunctorily.
His face was lined 'and drawn, and it was
apparent his mind Wwasn’t on military pro-
. tocol. The .knot of officers had: withdrawn

a respectful distance.
Johnny flushed undm the
of the General.
“Personnel says yau re the best rnc}.et
- interceptor pilot we've-;got,” Wilson began
abruptly. He waited .a moment.®‘Are }fﬂu'?"
he shot ‘suddenly. :

ikeen sa:":.lz‘-n,lt:nq»,r

"

Johnny hesltated
HAre F‘Qu 92
“Yes,” Johhny said qumk‘l}, “1 am:?

“That’s hetter,” General Wilson said. He

”W:‘hat ah,

gently,

sat down. ‘Johnny mnoticed how tired and
worried he seemed. He reached into a box

" on his ‘desk--and. handed Jt::hnmr :a photo-

graph. ”Lﬁuk at ‘that, son,” -Wilson said
‘and._ tell me what you -see.” *

Johnny picked. up the photograph and

- studied it. It was nothing more, apparently,

than an -ordinary .astronomical photograph

.zled.

. pilot?” he coninued boldly.

the grim-faced officers standing sﬂent!y

showing .myriads of stars, glittering little

. pinpoints of light. But he moticed, about .

the center of the photograph, one dot cir-
cled with red ink.

“I don’t get it, ‘Sir,” Johnny said, puz-
“This is. strs.:ght astronomy. What's
it got to do with a rocket interceptor -
Wilson studied hima keenly. “What is
going to be said.in- this' room wan’i: 20" be~ .
}rund it. Do you understand that?”

" Johnny said slowly, “Yes, sir”"

““That circled .dot,” Wilson “went :on, “is
a Soviet .satellite running in an .elliptical
orbit at fifteen thousand miles above the
surface .of this planet!. Actually .it's:still in
the .process of :construction .and,  when it’s

.. completed, ‘this entire planet is going to be
) Cc-mmumst State!

Only a Jucky fluke
brought it to our attention. Thank God for
Palomar- Observatory!” he added feelingly.-
\ Johnny’s face was white .as he -surveyed

.

‘around him. He said nothing.

“Amd that’s where:you «<ome in.-I'm sor-
ry that there’s mo time, but from this min-
ute on' the wraps -are on. Tt’s 'strict secrecy
and I ican’t :allow :',rﬂu 1o =talk to -anyone.
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I'm sorry about your wife but we'll give:

her some cock-and-bull story—for the mo-
ment.” He stopped suddenly., “Wait a-min-
ute. Major Faulkner, I can order you into

this, but that’s 'senseless. We’ve got to have.

a man who wants to do what we're going
1o ask him. And TI’ll tell you there’s a “ter-
rible risk involved for the man who takes
it. I'm asking you, Major Iaulkner, will
you  destroy the artificial satellife?”

- “I’l1 try, Sir, but how?” Johnny felt a

cold numbness in his mind. What was *he

saying? What would he tell Lorraine? °*
General Wilson reached across the desk
and shook Johnny’s hand. “I knew that

Johnny sat in- the bucket seat and sur-
veyed the pin-studded- blackness before him,

- one eye through the port, the other on

the ’scope. Radar would locate the satellite
and servos would guide him to it,, but the
planting of the bombs into it would be
strictly a human and personal matter.

At plus-seven hours he got the first pulse.
He was on strict radio silence, so as not to
give the. Soviets warning, and he was pray-
ing that they’d have no radar detectors,
reasonable prayer, since the Soviets relied
on surprise and secrecy for that daring
plan. e -

He took over control. His plan was sim-

A FAP
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you would,” he said, a strained smile
- lighting his face briefly, “but if you hadn’t,
I'm afraid we'd have put the secrews to
you. You see, IFaulkner, this thing has to
be destroved—if - we want to live.” He
turned to .an aide. “You know the proce-
dure. Ship Major Faulkner to White Sands
right away and tell them to get ready. I'm
flying *out later....” - .
The next two days were a living night-
mare. He finally persuaded Wilson to let
- him assure Lorraine*that he was all right.

But that was the only conceéssion. From

the moment they took him into the huge
hanar ‘and displayed the rocket, he went
through things in a kind of shock. Fast and
furiously he was coursed through on con-
trol. The rocket was a miracle of Iimpro-
visation. IEventually it- would have come,
but time had forced its construction in a
hurry. It was as different from a rocket
interceptor plane as night from dey, but
there- were no pure rocket pilots and John-
ny would be the first one. Therefore it
was up to him to learn. He learned. ;

Every’ minute that delayed the departure
of the Hope was a minute lost. The Sovi-
ets, it was known, were completing the sat-
ellite at a furious rate and their two shut-

- tle rockets were in constant use. There was.

-an ominous calm in .diplomatic matters—
calm until the Soviets should release their
ace card, With an artificial satellite and
a few atomic bombs the world was theirs!

This. thought drove the technicians—and
Johnny, superbly trained, but with no time
- for trial flight—at a furious pace. L-hour
came-and went. To Johnny it was an in-
stant, and it wasn’t until he realized that
the surging acceleration had decreased to
one G that he was space-borne. The enor-
mity- of the thought that he was the first
man—American—in space didn’t even oc-
cur to him. He had omne thing to do and
. one thing only. The beauty and awesome-
ness of the flight were like thoughts in

somebody else’s mind. Only- one. clear, crys--

talline idea obsessed him. He had to dz-
stroy the gatellite—even return secemed

ple and he put it into' execution. The ’scope
showed only two thousand miles to .go.
Keeping the pip centered, he played with
finger studs, the Hope moving to -rendez-
vous with the satellite.

The technicians had built well, if sim-
ply, and the nose of the Hope was studded
with twelve vicious gleaming cylinders,
rockets laden with two hundred pounds of
RDX, one of which was enough to shatter
the flimsy structure 6f a satellite or space
ship to nothingness if its proximity fuse
were triggered within fifty feet. .

- At last the satellite came into. visual
observation, a mere thirty. miles. With nose
Jets, Johnny had killed his velocity until
he was approaching the satellite at a mere
five. miles a minute, slowly enough for him
to make sure of the kill. He could observe

" ‘the satellite clearly now, and with each

minute it grew. From one side of the wa-
fer-like cylinder protruded a eylindrical
shape and Johnny knew this was a supply
rocket. ;

At five miles Johnny knew he’d been
detected. The powerful optical ’scopes
showed that, but-there was 'simply nothing

“"the Soviets could do now. - Softly saying

“Lorraine, Lorraine”, over and over again,

- senselessly, Johnny started his firing run.

The rockets went, one, two, thre¢...a doz-
en. ' ¥

Nothing happened for a while. Then sud-
denly, for no apparent reason, there was 2
flare, and the satellite seemed to explode,
pieces' flying in all directions. The Soviet
rocket disintegrated as it took three pro-
jectiles amidships, It was over that simply

and quickly,

_ Johnny didn’t think about the men....
it’s not good to. He broke radio silence.
The danger was over. “Nailed satellite and
rocket...scratched them both...shall I .
§twalg ”secnnd supply rocket and destroy-
[ | R Y = >

“...Return at once. ..congratulations. ..
second rocket ecrashed on take-off with
bombs. ..peace assured. .. wife informed...
Wilson, C.I.C. Roclets, signing off. Good
luck, Johnny....” | |
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[ JE WAS going to die.
The fear had washed over him

The Leader knew whal w:as

s

hours before. He.wondered if it al- -

ways worked that way, in stages. At
first he thought he’d- know nothing
but fear—wild, unreasoning fear, until

the end came. It had ebbed, though. .

And now, surprisingly, he could smile
at the insipid faces of passersby in
the best Government-prescribed fash-
‘ion, = -

I

03

-

best for his poople

But he missed out on what was best for himself

-

“Greetings, Citizen!”

“Fine weather, Citizen!”
- Why don’t you drop dead, Citi--
Zen. .. - -

The second stage was curiosity. He
was going-to die. Obviously. The Gov-
ernment said so. And what they said
was always so. It was certainly nice
of them to warn him; they didn’t warn
everyone. | )

Vou are going to die (the Govern-
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ment -man “had tnld him, cheerfully,
-almost). .  E r
We all die. | |

But you are going to die nexit week
Monday, fifteen hours.

- Youw're from the Department?
Yes, the Depar tmeﬂt

How?

You'll find out. 4 gmﬂst the Cﬂde to

tell ~you in advance.
I don’t want to die. R
You'll die. - ' iy
Must 1? * " e
Not in our hands. Wa merely pre-
dict, but we dow't wake mistakes.
Monday, fifteen hours. Yor'll die..
Now, he wondered what death was
like. Not the act of death, but after.

Sleep? Hell?” Heaven? None of them?

Begin again, maybe. Some- place .else,
someone else, a bawling infant once
" niore, with”a whole life of sameness
 ahead of him. It is, he thought: five
days to.Monday. Shine- those gates,
" St. Peter. Rah. Here comes Tunes If
there were a heaven—whmh he doubt-

.ed, as- much because ‘the Government

never mertioned it as for any other
reason—then it would be all or noth-
“ing. It had to be all or nothing. Either
everyone would go there or no one

would, for everyone had been moulded

in sameness.
Almost everyone.” = -

IS NAME was Gregorv Jones.
Gregory for his grandfather who
had-passed the tests and gone to space
the year he was born. His mother had
given him the name for luck. But he’d
failed the tests so far, which wasn’t
unusual: He had an oval face with
close-set eyes and sparse, mousev hair.
He was medium height, a<little on the
stocky side, with Sensuous lips. That’s
why he’d failed for space. _
- Over-all ~ emotional attitude: too
sensual. Tough luck, Jones. Try again
- next year. (Shicker—it’s hopeless, old

GLJAVE ONE

-
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man Can’t you see that it is?)

He was thirty-one years- old and
foreman of an assembly gang in one of
the factories. After five years, he still

| did not know. what they - assembled—

merely a squat black box with a lot
of intricate. stuff inside. You used .it

" -on spaceships, or-maybe on’ the Uto-

pia-colonies, wherever they were. Some

* said Mars, others- argued for Venus.

Once, a -woman had gone. around vell-
ing Alpha. Centauri and the- Govern- .
ment agent had asked her if she’d ever
seen Alpha Centauri: Why, no, I read
vou.can only see it far-south of here.
Then shut your mouth; stupid. If you

-can’t see it, hnw do yﬂu know it ex-

lsts?

Which, Grerrory Jnnes thought was -
kind of foolish, espemal]y since the
Governnient asked you to accept a lot
of things you couldn’t see. Funniest
part of it was, the woman passed her
tests that year. and. spaced out to the
Utopia colonjes. Alpha Centauri? Now
she knew; at any rate.

One, two, three Tour, five. Five
days to Munday Quite logically, the
third stage was anger. It boiled over,
overflowing his curiosity at -'i}hce,
drowning everything else. An unfamil-
iar redness flooded his face, all the:
way to the roots of his sparse hair.

Something constricted his throat and .
he almost choked. He reached a
pudgy, thick-fingered. hand into his
pocket, found the crumpled pack of
cigs, cursed ‘when he realized it was
empty. He balled it up and. threw it
toward the curb, savagely. The: Gov-"

-ernment could predict such things as

death when it -wanted to, but it

couldn’t keep you supplied Wlth cigs.
Excreta on the Gﬂvernment |

ﬂf “mine, Citizen
Gregory.” |
“Eh? Thank you.” He took the cig,

e —
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lighted it, realized as he always-did
that it was at once sour and flat,
harsh and bitter. It was nice, however,
to roll the smoke in your mouth, pro-
vided you could forget the taste.

“I was on. my way to wvisit you,
Citizen Diane,” he lied.
| “Reallv?’”

“Of course.” It-was an Dppﬂrtumt}r
tD forget his troubles, at least for tlie
evening. Only, she’d hke it better if
the meeting had been more than an
accident.

They stood on a stréet corner, the
fong rows of barracks effectively
blocking" the wind which moaned in
from the sea this time of year. Twi-
~light had come and gone, and now

lights began to wink on-in the little
‘U‘ al barracks windows. Gregory re-
alized,; vmh something of a start, that
he had indeed come to within a street
of where Diane lived.
~ - “Oh, I'm glad you came, Gregory!

Yes, oh yes. I'm ready for the tests
this year, I'm more ready than I've
ever been before.” '

Always it was the same. She'd said
that every year that he could remem-

ber, and probably she’d go right on

saying it until she became sixty, and
hence ineligible for the tests. He gen-

erally’ thought it was -funny, but. he

" never laughed. Now he saw nothing
funny in it; nothing could hold any
emotional tone except his own predica-
ment, and that wasn’t funny. And so

" he chucls.led softly there in the crather--

ing darkness.
“What’s the matter? THznu re laugh-
ing at me! I mean it, Gregory. This
time I mean it. I can pass the tests
and go out to the-Utopia colonies. 1f
vou think that’s funny, after all the
years we've planned together...”

Instantly, he regretted it. Yes, they

had planned for Utopia together al-

though, actually, Diane had done all

ik at all.

the planning. He’d merely nodded at
the proper times, let her cry on his
shoulder, also at.the proper times,
buoyed her up when she needed it,
comforted her, studied with her,

~ cheered her, made love to her.

- She was good for that, and so he’d
grabbed the opportunity at once. The
Government frowned on it, for it was
joy but not Government joy. Still, the

- Government had not yet become ubi-

guitous, and there were places out in
the country where, if you knew the
right people— ,
“I laughed because it’s too late for
me,” Gregory. said. |
“What do you mean, too late?”

HE TOLD her about Monday, fif-

teen hours. He related it drily,
as if it weren’t happening to him at
all. That was what she’d expect. Her
hero. Stalwart, Rock-of-Gibralter
Gregory. And because he told it that
way, her synipathy would-be all.the
greater and. he’d profit at least by
last-minute physical gratlfmatmn since
he could not profit in any other way,
- “It isn’t fair.” Diane sniffed. Good.
- “Dcmt say that. It’s not a question
of fairness. Even the Government ., it
isn’t” the Government’s fault. They

~merely predict, with a hundred per

cent.accuracy when_they decide to do-
I 1

. “How do they predict?”
“I don’t know. Only it never_misses.

. Ordinarily, it would be a question of

what you don’t know not hurting you.
For some reason, Government’s seen
fit to inform me in advance, Five
days.”

“Gregory.” |

“Please. No tears. No pity. I don’t
need that.” For -ever and ever, it
seemed, he’d played this role wﬁtht
Diane. In his ears, the words he spoke
sounded  almost - ludicrous. Melo-
dramatic, certainly. Well, he’d carry
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it all the way. Let her search her own -
soul "and find somethmg lacking. “No
recriminations, either.”

“But —but- - there were so many
‘times, so many times, when we let the
opportunity slip through our ‘fingers.
Now you have five days. 1'll be going
to space, Gregﬂr},f I know I will. But
"T’ll be going without you,  all alone

and space won’t .be what it cﬂuld
have—" L

“Enough. I have five days I want™
_them to be.five days of life.” How .
ridiculous could he get, and still have
her believe? -Anyway, it did not mat- -

ter, not'really. He’d played the role’

for so long that now he was not alto-
_gether sure that he wanted what she
‘could give him. Perhaps the words
formed 1n his larynx from force of
.habit. Definitely, they didn’t.stir. him.
Had he not met Diane here on the
street, it never would have .occurred
to him to seek her out in ‘the. brief _
time.that rémained.- Habit. He could
call it nnthmg else. And—

HE LOGICAL cunclusmn staggered

him.
How' long had this been. going on?
Was he the only one? No, not even
in his own experience, for Diane was
a creature of habit,  too. And Dane
‘Kibberish, sweating;

a - living, breathing pro-Government
" habit. Did the Government, then, en-
courage habit? Suddenly,. it seemed

so. More than thaf. Government en-

couraged habit of any kind! Pro-Gov-

ernment, like Kibberish, that was
fine,- but Gregory had the feeling
they’d accept it either way. Why,

they’d politely turn. thmr backs on
clandestine meetings, as' they’d dﬂne
. for years in his own' particular. case

- He found himse}f wondering if a scan--
" ner had followed him’ that day near -
Three Forks, where he’d met Diane’

“ standard of living. Naturally..

hard-working, -
moon-faced Dane Kibberish—he was.

behind the weathered old red barn.
She’d brought the books and they be-.
gan to study, but ‘that was her idea,
not his, and it didn’t last long. :

Had someone watched, and laughed
—and approved? It was.a hell of a-
time for his mind to insist. on loe gic,
yet that ‘was the way it had. lea}rs
warked First, the Government kept
everyone busy but maintained a - -low
The "
fruits of ninety per cent of all labor
went for two things: either Govern-
ment itself, .or the - Utopia colonies.
You UbjECtEd to-the formier, bt it was
a necessary evil, like death. '?ﬂu en-
couraged the -latter; for you hoped

that yourself, or your children -. .

-Second, it seemed that Government

. could .predict death at any time, but

didn’t want to. Result: an occasjional

_prediction, as in' his own case, suffi-

cient to-keep the people aware of some
mighty .potent_power but-not enough
to~ create a "neurotic, - scared- to-look-
in-the-mailbox frenzy. o

And - thll’d Government fostered
hablt Habit mclmed the Citizenry to-

_ ward ‘laziness, bad think- -habits, indif-

ference to hardﬁhip (unless the hard-
ship broke the habit-pattern  which,

_probably, it rarely did), lack of self-

discipline and, finally, ‘a dependence
on Government, since most of the hab-"
its were in the nature of Government

orders, althdugh the Citizenry failed
to see that.

T “Well,” said Gregory.. “Well, w'en,'

well.” = His abrupt - realization, of

“course, had come.too.late to do him

any . good. It did, however,
certain amount of satlsfactmn

“We can go to the country,” Diane
iold him. “For. the whole five days,
if you like.” Then she bnghtened
“Say. could that. make any differ-
ence? I mean; maybe it would alter
the pattern or something—"" - g

bring -a
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*No. The pattern’s’ already set.
Since it never misses, I'm a dead
man.” ‘
© “Don’t say. that!”

“I’m a corpse. lﬂu re ta]Lmnf ta a
corpse.” ©

“Don t 22

“All right, for you Tl stop. But 1t S
the way 1 thmk &

“Don’t. We have so little, time. I’l]

take my books out into the country,
of course, but I'll. only read them in.

the mornings. Almost, it will be like
we’re married.”

It wasn’t the marrying year. Also,
Gregory wasn’t the marrying kind, but
he failed to say that. She’d have
Jearned in time, had life run its nor-
mal course. Nﬂw she’d never know.

“T1 calk you in the morning,” Greg-
ory said.

- “The murmng" Not now?”

-All at once, desire had left him.
Habit? - He’d broken that habit at
least, .although the way he’d always
felt, it should have been the last one
to go. “In the morning,” he said. “Rest
period.” ~

IFive davs. He had an awlul lot to

miss out on the opportunity.
Later, he ate his stew at thé bar-
racks canteen; mouthing quickly the

thick soup: w1th its unly splotches™ of

pink meat. Dane Kibberish sat down
near him,
how his two children “would be right
for the Utopia colonies. He had an
uoly little son, as Gregory remembered,
- aged three, and a buck-toothed,
moronic daughter twice that age.

Gregory did not think of death at

all. Five days? I'ive days could be a
~ lifetime, especially when there was so
much to learn. - R

A NEW THOUGHT, an unbidden
thuurrht entered hls mind when
he 'aWOLe. Why hadn’t he bothered

~ berish’s

" down the moon-face and dripping oif
learn in” five days, and he wouldi’t -

speaking endlessly about’

‘wondering k#ow he would die? There -

was death and death. There was the

kind that hurt, the kind that lingered,

the kind that struck swiftly and with-
out warmng Like Government agents
were rumored to strike at night with
the quick dark hand of death at sub-
versives! Now, there was an odd com-
parison,- Gregory thought as he got
into his jumper, ran a comb through
his sparse hair, stepped out into the
hall, padded across it with-his tooth-
brush to the community washroom.

Sﬂftly but volubly, Gregory cursed
himself for a fool. Here he was,
gargling with "the salty, antiseptic
mouthwash, preparing to go to-work—_
with but four days of life ' remaining.
Did his work matter? Did he actually
care about it? Certainly not. Habit

again. Ironically, he wondered if some .

hardly guessed-at ,habit would cause
his demise.

“Morning, Citizen!” Dane Kibber-
ish called cheerfully, spitting mouth-

- wash into_the trough. It wasn’t par-

ticularly warm, but sweat beaded Kib-
iorehead and cheeks, running

the tip of the incongruously long nose.
He managed to work up a sweat and
bring color to his cheeks, to pant .from
exertion and mop his brow in earnest,
with™ every " little action.” At the fac-
tory, he merely fastened a clamp to -
each of the black boxes that rolled
down the conveyor, but when the clos-

ing whistle blew his jumper wauld be

1'1nw1n'c-r wet,

“You should see them,” Kibberish
said, and smiled inanely. “They’ll be
right for the Utopia colonies. Oh yes,
I can:see it. The girl is only six, but
smart! And the boy—" -

- “I'm sure,” Gregory said. Kibberish
made him - sick. Klbbensh, was so
typical. It was the Kibberish-type that
formed solid" bedrock . for the Govern-
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ment. Kibberish was a' statistic.
~ “Walk with me to’ the. canteen
Citizen Gregory?” '

Gregory sneered. “Dﬂn’t_: you ‘read

.Govnews? A "good Citizen like vou?”

“Well, as a matter of fact,-I didn’t
‘have a chance last night. Visiting night
at the Under-ten barracks, you know.

But,/I have a copy in my back pocket

—ahh! Here we are. What’s that got

to do with walking .down to the can- .

teen?” Kibberish took the folded sheét

from his pocket, spread ‘it out mfer -

an unused wash basm

1

OMEHOW.,

~ himself. “Page three,” he said.
Kibberish read "aloud,
voice. “It is.the duty of the Depart-
ment of Prognostication to announce
that Citizen Jones-2013-G38 will per-
ish on Monday, the sixth of the month,
at fifteen hours precisely. A Secfion
Foreman for séveral years, Jones has

been- a gnud loyal Citizen. He is un-

suryvived by relatives.”

For ' a _time, 'Kibberish
speak. He stood there,
clucking foolishly. Then
Gregory. Oh, oh, oh! :
healthy. Oh, ‘yes, you do. But the De-
partment of -Prognostication = never
makes. ‘mistakes—", - - s &

_ “It could be viplence, 5 Gregory sug-
.gested fighting back a wild urge to
laugh. “T could be as healthy as they
- come, right up to the last” minute.”

couldn’t
his tongue

Kibberish bathed his face with a
damp handkerchief which failed to°

sop up the sweat. “I’m sorry, .Gregory.

Truly sorry. On the other hand, it is

nice of the Department to inform | Vou
and allow you to put your affairs in
order. ...” His voice trailed off lame-
ly: ‘ 5 - g
And that, Gregory knew, was what
bothered him more

‘Gregory ‘was enjoving
in a shocked didn’t matter,
came either way, at precisely the same

t ment frowns on.
" “My word, " ‘on: and on. Kibberish had come down

You seem so -

. out-leave.

than anything.
People died every- day, suddenly, un-
expectedly. Thenretlcally, the Depart-

- ment :D‘f Prognostication .could have

warned them all, but didn’t. Why?
Why did it single -out a: certain few.

~individuals for no-apparent reason?

If you were going to die—well, you

~ were going to die,’no two ways about

that. But if ‘the Department could
somehow foresee it, then a logical as-

‘sumption was--no, he’d gone over that .
ground before. Too' many. frightened

people would result, for every visitor,
every letter, every._call might bring
the announcement of doom. Then what
remained? The Department liked to
strut its stuff, that and nothing more.
It was-a question of tag, you're it,
and Gregory™ had been tagged. It
not really, for death

time. - Gregt}ry knew in advance, that

was the only significant dlfferem,e

- “Well,” said Gregory, - “I guess

you’ll go on to the cantéen yourself.”

 “WHhy? Aren’t you coming?” -« .
“No. I've demdﬂd to skip- wark to-

. day 12

“Yﬂu re not 11, are yuu? Govern-
.”” the voice droned-

to familiar’ ground, and it seemed he’d
forgoften the Govnews article. We've

got to work, work, work. Doesn’t Gov-

ernment’ say this world is a sort of
teleology, anyway? Don’t they - tell you.
how each year the men and women
fortunate enough to merit Uf.ﬂ[)iﬂ. are
drawn from it? What’s the matter with
employment, there’s no absent-with-
.. There can’t be. You
shouldn’t complain, though, . Citizen
Gregory. Sure,” you work sixty-five
hours a week, but doesn’t that leave
you plenty of time to read Govnews
and Govbooks and hear - Govsic? Al
right, if -you’re slothful, Government
will push from below to keep you in
line. But remember this: Utopia will
always be pulling from above, skim-

- ming off the intellectual and emotion-
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al -aristocracy for a new and better "

world. Earth’s functien is merély to

keep that world .supplied with every--

thing a Utopia should have, so we’ve

got to work and work and work! And

blah, blah, blah. The fat lips blub-

bered Government dogma effortlessly.

“I’'m not going,” said Gregory, and
went back to his cubicle. He remained
in bed a full extra hour. He’d never
recalled anyone doing that before, un-
less he were ill. Certainly, if thev had,
"‘no one had ever ‘told him.

EN, WHEN it would _be rest
period at' the. factory, “he. ‘went

down the hall to one of the public
vid-phones, inserted the correct coin.

(after waiting on line. fifteen : min:
" utes) and dialed Diane’s section of
the factory. It always irked him to
wait on line like that: it seemed that,
all his lifé, he’d always been waiting
on line for something. Well, .Govern-
ment Stat .estimated there was. one
vid-phone for every five-hundred -Citi-
zens and, obviously, things had never
"been that good in pre-Government
days. The standard of living was low,
he supposed—but vaguely, for- the
words hardly had any meaning. Hadn’t
standards of living always been. low?

Government said so. All such things.
~ some,

- were" relative; it~ said, “buf _compared
. with life in the Utopia colonies, the
standard was low. Not as low -as it

had been before Government, but low.-

- ‘Besides, the standard was low to

insure the highest possiblé standard in- .

the Utopia colonies. And you cmuldn’t
argue with that.
_ Diane’s pretty face frowned at him
“from the screen. It was a pretty face,
“he thought, although lines of age had
already etched themselves there. Well,
Diane was twenty-six and no young-
ster. Often, he wished he’d known her
ten years before. . .. )

“Hello, Citizen Gregory.”-

. time .each year for ‘the tests. .

“I said I'd call you this morning.”
“T know what you said, but some-
thing’s come up, and I'll be leaving
work early today. Have the balance
of the week off, too. Why don’t you
call me Sunday night. Then,-well,” we
can get together once Iur Gld time’s
sake befnre -

~Sounds. The words ran ~tngeﬂler
meaninglessly, .a - jumble of sounds.
Could Diane have changed so over-

 night? No, completely- unlikely. Un-.

less—

“Tell me, Dmne has a test schedule
been annuunced?” Government did
things. like that, allntnng no special -
. They,
came up suddenly, w;thuut Warﬁiﬂg;
with no time for crammmg, and those’
who passed . spaced’ out to the Utopia
colonies’ soon after that.

T HN’G 3

“Nor Then what—"" _
“I. didn’t say .one wouldn’t be an-

' nounced.”

“Eh? How.can anyoné iel]‘*“

“Oh, Gregory, I've met  the most
wonderful ~man! . It happened last
night, after you left. I thought it was
you all over again in the darkness, be:
cause he’s built just like you, almﬂst
But the face is. different. He’s hand-
“Gregory. Oh!—-and © all- the
things he knows: Can-you imagine it,
Gregory, years ago:he passed the
tests; he could be in the Utopia col-

onies nnw but he“decided to remain
behind, and——u” :

CA  likely  story.” ‘Gregﬂr}«; was

rshockgd_ to find he- could feel jealousy

four days before death.

Diane stuck her tongue out and
made a loud noise with her mouth.
“Don’t believe me, see if I care. He’s
going to teach me, Gregory, so I can
pass the tests. They’re -coming. soon,

- he says, and this time I’ll be ready.”

He didn’t remind her that she’d
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always been ready, three hundred and
sixty-five days each- year. He said,
“Would it be possible for me to meet
your friend?” The _words: surprised
him. Why on Earth did he: want to
“meet the man?- Probably Diane was’
lying anyway. On the other hand,
-could he afford to take the chante?
If the man were all that Diane said,
if he could indeed forsee -the coming
of the tests, what other strange knowl-
edge might he possess? Was- it entire-
ly within the realm of possibility
that he’d also know something of the
Department of Prognostication?
‘“Yes,” Gregory said, breathing harder
now. “I’d like to meet your friend.”
" Diane was frowning again,
told him, “Very well. My barracks, in
one hour. We won’t- v.«ait ” Her image
- faded from the screen.” |

Gregory dressed silently, changing -

to his finest jumper, -the one- which
he’d received two years ago and which
had not faded much because he hard-
ly ever used it. For the first time, it
occurred to him that death might not
be inevitable after all. And that made
him sweat, like Dane Kibberish, al-
‘'most. Strange. Fear -had come once,
only at the -beginning and only for a
brief moment, and then it had van-
ished. He'd managed to get by with-
out fear after that, he supposed, be-
cause fear indicated anxiety—and if
death- were the only possibility, thereé
was nothing to be anxious abnut' But
now, now he felt a wild tightness in his
‘chest and an inability to-swallow al-.
though he wanted very much to swal-

low. He knew he’d be-quite desperate-

ly afraid until the end came.

CCITIZEN GREGORY JONES;

Citizen Alec Sampter.”  Di-
ane’s two hands clutched Citizen Samp-
- ter’s elbow as she made the introduc-
tions. “Would you believe it?’’ Diane

bubbled. “We met -quite by -accident.

but she
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Oh, quite. I feel as if I’ve known Citi-
zen Alec all my life.” | ;

There was an unfamiliar sheen to
Citizen Alec’s jumper, a gloss to the
~leather of his shoes. There was also
'something patrnm?lng about his smile.

" “To be sure,” he said. He was built

like Gregory, ‘medium height, slightly:
stocky. But ‘his_face was gaunt, with
the flatfsst, most expressionless eyes
Grenfory h&d ever seen. He had a little
mole high up on his: left cheek, out of -
‘which a tuft of hairs gréew. Hls_hps

formed the merest slit across the bot- .

tom -of his face, and when he spoke
they ‘hardly seemed to move.

Gregory wanted to say, “I thought
you told me he was_ handsome.” But
the fear was still with him, hngermﬂ'
at the ‘fringes of consciousness and if
Citizen A]éc could somehow-—

“Diane tells meé you can .predict
__the testaj” _Gregory said.

“I never said that! Oh,.I never said
that. He’s lying, Citizen Alec. I only

Said—"’

- “T don’t predict them,” Citl?E‘l‘l AIec
declared. “I simply Lnuw when they
are coming. Tomorrow and Saturday.”

i thnunht unly the Leader Lnew
that.”

“Consider.” Alec

Citizen smiled

“condescendingly. “How could the tests

be distributed- if only the Leader
knew? There must be those who pre-
pare the tests, those who print them,
those who dlstnbute If a man flts
any one of those -categories, he
knows.” ‘ -

~“Could you tell me—" Gregory be-
gan. -

But Diane mterrupted him. “Ynu-

| said we could study together; Citizen

Alec. And there is so little time.”

“Yes,” Gregory mused. “So little
time. If you could answer some ques-
tions, Citizen Alec?” He had come
here doubting. Still, it had been a
straw to grasp. And now that he’d
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met Citizen Alec, he wasn’t so sure.
‘There seemed something about the
man, something which made you
think, without knowing why you
thought it, that if anyone could help
you, it was he |

“SUPPOSE 1 try to satisfy you
both,” said Citizen Alec. “You
gather your books, Diane, and the
three of us will drwe out into the
country.” ?
"~ “Drive?” said - Gregory.
“Of. course. In my car.”
“You. have a car?”

Citizen Alec showed them his thin-

lipped smile. “If one knows of the
tests, does it not follow that one has
a carg”
- Gregory -had been in a car once,
years ago. A mistake had been made,
and Guvernmcpt agents took him in
the car to the extermatorium until
the error had-been rectified. He had
very nearly lost his life, and since
that time he’d feared the big, noisy
vehicles. Most of the Citizenry feared
them for no reason at all unless, per-
haps, Government made that same,
mistake with_most of them. It crossed
Gregory’s mind, all ‘at once, that this
could be, for he knew many people
who came that clﬂse to extermination
themselves. Did Govéinment, then, at-

témpt. to instill fear?
" Diane returned to them with an
“.armful of books and the three of them
-went . out to the street. The car was
. parked around the corner.

Big, -sleek, shiny, 1l of glass and
gleaming metal, it awaited them.

Gregory _had to step down to get in--

side, but he forgot his fright when he
" found the seats were far softer than
his bed at the barracks.-

stood outside gawking at them, and
he wondered ldly if they thnught he
helonged

“gie

He- stared
right back at all- the Citizens who -

" -
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The:f Citizen Aléc .Started, the

© purring motor and they whisked away
from the curb. Gregory’s heart jumped:

up and began to Jiggle his Adam’s
Apple. .

_ _-HEY.LEFT‘DiIane ‘pouting .in a
little wooded clearing with her

- books, promised to return within a

few hours. Then, driving down  the

- dusty road .once more, Citizen Alec

grinned. ‘I really must admit I don’t -

“know what sort of questions you have,

or that I can answer them.” The grin
faded. Citizen Alec didn’t grin much.

“You know of the tests,” said Greg-
- ory. “I was wonderlng what else ynu'
might Lnﬂw

“About- what, Citizen?”

‘About—-about the Department of
PIDUH{JSHC&HDH 17 i

“First let me -ask you a questmn
Citizen. Have they notified you?”

“Yes. .
had meant nothing when Gregory told
Diane. It was an opportunity to get
something from her, and so he’d told
her, And Kibberish? He’d - informed
Kibberish to see the man squirm in an
awkward position. But with Citizen
Alec, somehow, it was different: with

_Cltizen Alec the full. horror ﬂf the

situation enve]ﬂped him, “I’m going to
he said, gagging on the words.
_“Ir’m going to die. To die!”

“Of that you can be certain;” said
Citizen Alec, coldly. “Did you drive
out here to cry like that, or did you
want to ask me questmns’*”

“Yes, of course. I want to ask you

.quEStiﬂﬂn Do I have to die? Do yous

know if I have to die?”

“If the Department says S0, you 11
gie. .- ° .

“And there’s nothing: I can do?
\'Dthm“:’” : ‘

For some reason, Cltlzen Alec be-

gan to chuckle, It was laughter; at

Monday, fifteen hours.” It.

i
i
J
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was entirely without mirth. .
“What is .funny, Citizén Alec?”

.. nv?”
‘What 1S funny? I am going to die.

least it sounded- like laughter. But it:-

“I laugh. Must something be fun-

FANTASTIC ADYENTURES

the Department of Pm-:rnustlcatmn
had 'so informed hlm——and then
“decided to die in advance?”
“An interesting question.” .
“Tell me. Would.the man die any-

way, assuming he.had decided to die

Do you think that ‘funny?” Gregoty- in advance, but real]y wasn’t dead at

threatened -him with a balled fist.

“No; that.is not funny to you. it -

might be funny to other people.”
“To no one. No one should laugh
because I am going to die.” ;
“There. I have stopped . laughmg
Does that make you feel better?”
» “Why did you laugh?” -
 “I have’ stopped.”
“But why did you laugh?” -

“I think we had better return to

Dl&ﬂﬂ’ .
“There was a reascm—" I -want to

know the reasnn s
*Oh, really, Citizen Gregory! Had
I known vou were like this, I w::}uld

not have suggeated you join us.’

“I have asked a simple questmn'

Why did youl ]auﬂh?”

“It 15 & foc:hsh questmn I laughed
because I wanted t
against laughing? Has the Leader sand

2 cannot laugh?”
| ‘I wouldn’t know.”

“IHe hasn’t. And there that’s better )

C:tuen Compose yourgelf If you

must know why I was laughing, it is

because the ILeader has such power.

If he:decides. a man is to die—"

* “Decides! 1 thought Prognostica-

fion merely finds out. Decides!”
“It is the same thing.”

HEY

the forest.'On their left ‘only a flimsy
fence of wood lay between them’and
a. “steep. precipice - which- fell - off
abruptly to the valley far below. -

~ “It is not the same thing. Tell me,
Citizen -Alec: .what would Lhappen if a
man knew he was going to die because

to. Is there a law

'WERE ° driving. .down a
slight incline. ‘On their right was -

ge’ . - ¢
“T do not understand.”.
“lI am not altogether” sure I do.”

"The fear was beating at Gregory’s
. temples, closing a dull curtain of red

in front of his eyes. “Stop the car.”
- They lurched to a stop. Gregory

~ made a mental note of which dial

“held the car that way on the mchne
“unmoving.

GI‘E“GI’}’ swung his right fist up
and felt it smash painfully against
Citi:-:.enr Alec’s jaw., Why am I doing

" this, he wondered. Why? It all seemed
“quite

impossible. Two of - Citizen
-Alecls—teeth -tumbled ogt w;th a lot
of blood and fell in Grerfrnry s lap. He.
whimpered and brushed them away
~with his left hand, hitting Alec again
with his rlght flst bECHUSe the mau'
began to yell. After that, he did not-
yell. He just sat there, his head
slumped down, his eyes shut. Blood
trickled from the .corners of his thin
lips. :
_~Gregory opened ‘the door, stepped
uuts:de He found Citizen Alec S regis-
tration’ card in back, with a pmture
A good likeness. This Ke folded ‘into
his pocket, then stood there scﬂwlmn-
What now?
- If a man died ahega,"d of schedule,
wouldn’t that be the same thing? Cer-.
@aiiﬂy not. Prognostication only pre-
dicted, they didn’t determine. But why
had Citizen Alec been so obscure, so
enigmatic? Had he known something
ihat made him laugh like that? It was
a foolish question, he’d said, Well
then, what kmd Uf an answer muld,
he expect? / '
Still—
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Citizen Alec decided for him. Citi-

-zen -Alec stirred groggily, whimpered,-

but not like Gregory had whimpered
‘when the broken teeth fell in his lap.
Citizen Alec rubbed his. jaw and then
_slumped duwn _again. But:
moaning |
’ Gregory reached in through -the
window, twisted the dial which held
the vehicle unmoving on the hill, It
began to roll forward, slowly. Sweat-
ing, Gregory. trotted alongside - it,
cramping the wheel to the right.
He jumped back, watched the car

gain momentum. It hit the flimsy -

.wooden barrier about thirty yards
front him and crashed over the edge
of the cliff, making a loud noise. Sev-
eral seconds .later, there was another
noise, louder this time, and fearfully,
Gregory, ran to the edge of the preci-
pice and peered over it. Far below,
the vehicle had struck 'some rocks.
It was shattered
flame began to Iick greedily from
some place underneath it.

Gregory chuckled drily, practlsmg
It sounded almost like Citizen Alec.

HE ‘SIGN said:
FLESHART!
TLESH ARTY!
- .Features remodeled.. arﬁfuﬂyf
- No charge 1if you aren’t satzsfwd!
Then, in smaller printing: :
Government sanction essential. .

 FLESH-ART!

A bell tinkled as Gregory entered -

the shop. He wondered if Diane were
still -sitting in her ridiculous meadow.

Perhaps she’d heard the crash. But-

no, they’d been too far away. After-
wards, Gregory had slunk to a town
two miles down the road, had waited
for the puffing, ancient steam-train,
had boarded it, giving up a month’s
supply of travel-coupons. He’d sat in
a corner of one of the coaches with
his collar turned up ‘and his head
hunkered down, and no one had

he was -

and broken and.
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looked at him. He -hoped ‘.the flames

would obscure Citizen
entirely. |

The proprietor of the Fleshart
store had a halo of frizzly white hair,
a short, blunt nose, a round black hole
of a mouth through which he seemed
te breathe instead of his nose, for it
hung. open, revealing half a dozen
jagged, yellowed teeth, and the tongue
trembled up and down with each rasp-

Alec’s face

_ing breath. He had but one eye, ]arge

and watery. The other eye- sock et was
'stuffed with dirty cotton.
“Yes?” Fhe word rasped out’ 511::1-
lant]y “with one of his Iabared exhala-
tions. |
“My face must be remade entirely,”
said Gregory. “And you must change
my hair. All by nightfall.”
“The hair 1s part of the face, Citi-

- zen. By nightfall, eh? Very expensive.

Does it matter how I change it?”
- “Yes. I want to assume a particular

‘appearance, and it’s got to be exact.”

- “Bad, More expense. You

look like a Department man.”
“I’'m.not” ' -
“Then you’ll ‘not have the . mnney

don’t

" Good day, young man.’

“Wait.”. Gregory moved into - the

- _interior of the shop without an invita-
tion. “You don’t make much money
- here, do you?” /

“Ennugh to live. Just €nough to
live.” The old man twisted idly at
some loose cotton in his empty eye-

‘socket. It almost made Gregory sick,

bit he pretended not to notice.

“A bargain. I’ll admit it; I haven’t .
the money now. But—"

“But ‘me no buts. Qut!” _‘

“But if you do it and if the job is
good Tl look like a Department
man—and then Il have money,
more money than you ever saw. It’s.
up to you, don’t you see? A good job
gets me what I want, and it gets you
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your money.” “ 4

-

“Five thousand dollars.”

“Five thousand dullars I don’t care.
It’s entirely up to you.” ‘ :
~ “I change noses, or cheek - struc-
ture, or an occas mnal harelip,” the
old man mused. “Fifty dollars, a hun-
dred. It’s slow. A chance like this—-
h’mmm. All right, young man—ior
five thousand-dollars.”

“If your job lets me pass

“It will. T assure yﬂu it wﬂl LA

L

5

reached
into his pocket for the registra-
tion card. ‘“Here’s- the face ” he said,
handing the card to the old man. |
“Citizen _Alec Sampter—”

the
proprietor began to' cackle: |

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES -

-

~ “Forgét itt” Gregory cried. “Forget.

that name.’ .
“Yes, yes, of course. You are to be

.. Alec Sampter.” The old man .studied

- - “Please,” Gregory croaked hoarse-

ly. He hardly recognized the ancient
word for cigs, but the smell of -the
man and the look of him and what he
said had already brought a tight ball .
of nausea 'to Gregory’s stomach.
“Please, no. Can’t you start at once?”

Shruugmm the, omne-eyed man
palmed thé picture with a greasy
hand an2 motioned for Gregory to
follow him past a heavy, fllthy cur-
tain. _

As he followed his guide w1thm the
unknown interior of the shop, reac-
tion hit Gregory with palpable force.
I have killed a man, he thought, .
Killed him. Is there a law against it?
I do not know, but' never in my
experience do I remember one Citizen
killing another. He is dead, Citizen
Alec Sampter is dead, and that at
least 1s irrevocable. When, in a matter
of hours, I shall take Citizen Alec’s

the picture carefully. “It would have
been far better.in color,” he mumbled,

peering intently at the glossy print.

- He grunted something unintelligible,

placed  the picture on a counter,
limped toward Gregory and' pinched
his thick cheeks.
move a lot.of this. H’'mmm. And the
eyes wun’t be hard. The hair, éﬂ——
and. .

The fingers which probed his face
had a vaguely unwholesome . ogior

They were dirty,- €very skin-crack

‘was lined with ancient black dirt. The

“We’ll have to re-.

_nails were bitten off close, but the

torn cuticles were swollen and dirty
Gregory flinched, fuught down an 1m-
‘pulse to gag. . -
“Yes, I think we can let you out
of here tumght You’ll have to be care-
ful, naturally. Youwll be dizzy and
vour face will be tender. Vertigo is
quite common so soon after. Very

_likely you'll vomit, and keep on vomit- .
mg until it feels your insides are com-
- ing out. Clgarette?”

“place, I willannounce to the world

that it was Citizen Gregory Jones who
perished. Sad, for I liked my name.

Greunry Yes, Grerrorv it has a cer-
tain rmn* to it. |

So what? Unguessable 50 whats :

Does it mean, then, that because I

have . terrni.nated Iﬁyself ahead of

- schedule (provided it works) I will

not meet the end preordained . for

'me? But how canthat be? Prognosti-

cation merely predicts.- Death itself

brings the terms. of demise, after-

wards. No, that is wrong. All wrong.

‘Death would bring the terms. of de-
mise whether or not, Prognostication

predicted. But why did they predmt

‘for me? Ah, why?

“Come, come, Cltl?en! This way.

Yes, stretch ynursélf, out- there, and
- we will begin at once....

-, Gregory felt the needle gfating

1

against bone before he tumbled head-
long into a pit of blackness. His last
thought was: Are those .dirty hands
going to touch my face?
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ACKLI\TG Gbscenely, the one-eyed
man’ held up a mirror. “It is
done; it is truly a work of art.”
- Gregory blinked, stared at the mir-
rot. After a time, he smiled foolishly.

. Citizen Alec Sampter leered back

at -him.

Gregory twitched his nose. Cltlzen |
'_cheeL. and- exquisite- pain lanced deep

Alec’s nose twitched back at him.
Gregory ‘fingered the hair-tufted mole
on his left cheek, ran his hands down
the gaunt face, stared unblinking at
the flat, - expressionless eyes which

-looked back at him. When hé spoke

he observed that the lips which moved

hardly moved at all; the small slit of

a mouth simply pursed itself, and
sounds issued forth. N

- “It is quite satisfactory,” Gregory-

Alec said. ‘

“ know. I know! Ten thOpSand-

dollars is' indeed a small price.”

““Ten? We agreed upon five,”
“Did we?” The horrible old man

snickered. ‘I fail to remember.”
“Yes, five.””

“Well, it is now ten. After you-

assume your new identity, of course.”

“Where is my registration card?”
Gregory demanded dully. He needed
Citizen Alec’s - address. Smiling, he
took the card, for he realized he'd
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“F:fty per cent?” |
“Fifty, yes. For a start :

Suddenly, it was clear.*The old man

_could bleed all the red from his veins.
Once the thing started, there would be

no -Stopping it. Lll-..E a severed jugular
vein—
-The one-eyed man patted Gregory s

within him through ‘the nerve- endmgs

' FHE screamed.

“It is not yet dry, Citizen Gregory.®

" See?. See? ‘Somewhat pliable. Careful:

for.the next several hours, pressure

-or a sudden blow could distort your

new face. Now, fifty per cent will be
the uutrlght payment for my art, and
afterwards “we could arrange a small -

weekly—
Red blobs of agony filled his head

Words. The Fleshart Proprietor was

speaking. The same thing, it was the

same as he had said before. A leeck,

a leech, Cztzzeﬂ Gregory—I will be
a Zeeck '
| sa.y, fifty dollars additional per .

week if your own mcome Is in excess

of one hundred. .
More red blr.}bs ) ~ g
“...or one hundred if it is in ex-

" cess of two hundred...”

Icy needles jabbing into ins burn-

never looked at the address before . _ing brain. Why had the man- tnuched-'

this.
- The "address read: 7 ransient, City
“Hostel. -

T will have ways of keeping track
the old man predicted. “Remember

ten thouqand dollars, at your first.

opportunity.”
“We don’t even knﬂw 1f CltlZEn

Alec had that much money!” Gregory
cried, appalled by the thought of giv-
ing up. all that money, if mdeed it
turned out he possessed it.

- “H’mmm.
‘We will agree upon a percentage- in

advance. Fifty per cent of your total

wealth in your new identity.”

-

You. are right, Citizen.

his painful cheek? |
“:5 .01 all excess if it is more than
three hundred. . >
Gregory’s strong hands
around the old man’s neck. -
-After he let the lifeless bﬂdy' fall
from his grasp he ran, whimpering,
into the night, . P 8

coiled

;e "

¢CQPIRITS,” said' Gregory. -
The Cltlzen Bartender shrugged.
“If you wish them, I will give
you spirits. - But you have hiid more
than enough.” -
Gregory took the glass The Citi-.
zen Bartender took his monthly spirits
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card punched another hcﬂe in it It
was cmered with holes.. .

Gregory lifted the glass to his thin
slit of-.a mouth, drank. In the mirror
behind the _bar, Citizen Alec drank.
Citizen Alec looked-drunk, in his flat,

- expressionless eyes mostly. The Citi--

-zen Bartender wagged his head from
side to-side; sadly.

“I know,” he said. “You
heard about the tests and you are
. despandent because you have not pre-

pated.? .

" “The tests?‘ The “tests?” |
' “Tomorrow and Sunday. Yes, the
" tests.” | .

“More spirits.” The small . glass
would not stand still’ on«the surface
- of the bar.

“All the holes - have
punched in your spirits card.”

though I have but one card, I am
reaﬂy two Citizens. You may punch -
all the holes again.””

“Go home to your barracks.”
. I am a transient.” | )
..-“To the hostel, then.”

“Citizen Fool.” '

“Stop-banging on the bar.” -

“Citizen Fool!”

“You disturb-my patrons.”

Gregory slammed both hands down
~on the surface of the bar..
- Fool!” - N

Something hit him. It made a dull -

have -

NOw be'en‘.

“Citizen

‘FANTAS_T:C ADVENTURES

ory did not -ask why he laughed, but

. allowed him, instead, to lead the ‘way

- to Citizen Alecs room.

~He. threw himself across the bed
w1tthut removing his ShDE:, scream-
ing and sobbing unt:l he slept, for the
}'urt had become a, terrible throbbing.

Someone banged on the thin wall and
told him to shut up.

THLRt WAS no pain when e
awoke, not .even a hangover. It
was as if, during the night while he

~ slept.- his restless sleep, his mind had

cornered his body and said, “We will
have a lot of work to do together, now
-that the act is acccrmphshed We can
-neither-of us falter and, therefore, you
Go not hurt.”

He dressed methﬂdmally, first ex-

| - ploring Citizen Alec’s closet and find-
“Don’t you see, Citizen I'ool? -Al-

Ing “several outfits of lustrous, ex-
pensive raiment. Citizen -Alec,  then,
‘had-been a. Department. man and
briefly, it crossed Gregory’s mind that
he might. not be able to {ill the dead
Citizen’s position. Well, time enough
to see about that later. Now it did

‘not matter, not when Gregory himself
" might

be dead on Monday. The
thougbt of that, he realized, increased
the flow from his adrenal glands and
forced his heart to work faster, but

aside from that it falled to dlsturb
hml

Gregory rubbed his cheek, felt the

sound, like splat. He-knew it was the -thick stubble; chuckled when he found

Citizen Bartender Fool
struck him,

balled fist, but it was a while before

who bhad

~the pain came. When-it did, it was

like nothing he had ever felt before.
Thé pain started at his jaw and en-
" gulfed his face. He screamed and
screamed and, clutching his hurt jaw,
staggered outside and somehow
managed to find the hostel down the
street. The Citizen. Room Clerk
looked at him and laughed and Greg—

full in the jaw 6 with a

ters,
..about this liquid which negated the
-.need for razor-blades and scraped

. that Citizen Alec had a thick beard.

Well, he’d shave it. He walked into
the bathroom, found neither razor nor
brush nor cream. But there was a

- bottle ol some almost colorless liquic
- which  bore

the label: DON’T
SHAVE! and under it, in smaller let-
“depilatory. Gregory had heard

- faces, and he knew it had been re-
served strictly for Department men.
y ; .



‘It went with Citizen- Alec’s good cloth-
ing -and his car, too, and .Gregory had
a slight 'spasm of fear. Could he hope
.. to fill the dead Citizen’s position? -
He unscrewed the bottle’s cover, -ad-
justed the swivel niirror and screamed.
He clutched the sink for support, felt

the small cubicle of a bathroom spin-

- ning wildly. He shut his eyes tight,
then opened them again, staring.at
his new features in the mirror,

He had a lopsided-face, *

Did that explain the Citizen Room
Clerk’s laughter? It wasn’t. terribly
lopsided, but the left side of the jaw
was decidedly “askew, slanting that
side of the slit-mouth down perhaps
ten or fifteen degrees, drawing the

Jower lip down and baring the teeth.-
Citizen Gregory-Alec had-a perpetual
leer. He composed himself, considered

- the defect with an objectivity that al-
most startled him. The Citizen~Bar-
tender was responsible, of course; his
flailing - fist had twisted the face be-

- fore 1t had set properly. =

INE. OH, that was wonderful. He
"couldn’t go back to the store for
repairs: the Fleshart proprietor was
dead. There, at least, he felt no re-

morse,- for he knew it had been the

only alternative. So_hé had a lopsided

-faee.- It- was his;-his face, and of ne- :
cessity he’d live with it. Well hadn’t he

"been in-an accident? One man_per-
~ ished’ when the car leaped the road-
barrier and tumbled over the Ccliff,
and certainly another man would he
lucky to escape-with a dislocated jaw.
Still, careful Government investigation

might terminate his masquerade al- -

most before it started. No, that "didn’t

'seem inevitable. He recalled that the
~ Fleshart sign proclaimed the neces-
sity for Government sanction, yet the
ugly one-eyed man had never
broached -the question. Government
was not and could nnt hﬂpe to be -
ubiquiteus.
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The lopsided face, Gregory decided,
might ‘be .the least of his worries.

He used the depilatory, then went
downstairs to a public vidphone. He
got information, called the Depmt-—
ment of Fataht:es

“I-wish to report-an accident,” he
said, as the face of a young woman

.appeared.

“Sub-division ?” _

“Eh? Oh, highway.? w 8
- “One moment.” The woman’s voice
faded and another one, perhaps ten
“years older. and demdedly unpretty,
took its place.

‘:-.,'5: Es'.}.'ll - : -
5 1. wish~to repﬂrt a hlghway ac-
cident.”
~ “Sixty miles north of the city? We
already know.”

HOh.H =

“A sad thing. Citizen Alec Sampter
was killed instantly, charred. bE}fﬂHd
recognition.”

“NO!I” Gregory hadn’t meant to
yell, but it came out that way. “That’s .
all wrong, all° wrong. Citizen Alec
Sampter still lives. T am Citizen Sam-
pter. Look at me. See?”

“The car was registered under the
name of a Citizen Alec Sampter.”
There was a stubborn edge to the
woman’s voice,_as if she:couldn’t de-
file her records with an erasure. -

“You’d better check with Identifi-
cation,” Gregory suggested. -

The te was a pause, then something
flared brightly in the vidiscreen. “I’ve
takén your picture,” the woman said.

“We will call you in a moment.”

Gregory watched the screen ]gﬂ
dark, waited. Would someone ‘notice ~
the IOps:ded face? .

ang

The screen flared up agam

the woman’ was scowling. “You're
Citizen Sampter, all right. But" who
died in-the wreck?” |

(Jregmys tongue flicked out, lick~
ing his thin lips. “Citizen Gregory
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Jones,” he said. “Jones-2013-G38.” .

“H’'mm.” The woman was busy
-checkmﬂ' a lnng list of name-a, Greg-
oty could see her- running a' blunt-
‘nailed index finger over it.  “No -one
has reported Jones-2013-G38 missing.”

ALMOST Gregory  said

was natural, because
lived alone, and no one wuuld miss
" him, at least not for some time. But

that

he. caught himself in time, told: the

woman: “I know nothing a.buut that.
All I know is this: JGHES dled in that
“wreck.”

“How do you knﬂw?” ,

“Well, we were out in the country.
Jones didn’t'knmw how to drive, want-
ed to borrow my car and try. 1 told
him.not to, we struggled, I fell—hurt
. my jaw pretty bad,
looked up,-Jones was in the car, the

cat was out of control—and ]ﬂnes s

went over the cliff with it. Nasty bu51-
ness.”

”I’ll say. You dldnt report it soon-
; Er'}”

“No. No, I was m_mred and I must

-admlt I—I ‘had a .few drinks too

many. Had- to be assisted to my room
by the Citizen Clerk. -1 guess
I should have remained there at the
scene of the accident, but {rankly,
young -lady—"" satisfied, he watched
.a smile light up the homely, middle-
aged face—“frankly, I was unnerved.
‘I returned to the clty by tram and
. took those drinks....” =

“I understand, sir. Yes, sir; I under-

“derstand. I-—what?” Evidently, some--

- one behind her had spoken to.the
woman, for she turned around,.and
Gregory had time to ‘See a startled
lookecrawl over her face. Presently she
cturned to the screen again, more than
a little agltated |
“Sir, we're making an appointment
for you with the*Department of Prng-
"nostication.” |
“Prognosticationt” Gregory 3 pulses

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

Jones

too. ‘When I -

_that account,

—

‘raced furinusly"_' “Why is thatpn 3

-“The, dead Citizen, Jones-2013-G38

—his name was underlined in red.

That means Prognostication’s random
sampling found him, discovered he

-would die at such and such a time,

and reported it. The difficulty is, sir,

~he was supposed to die on Monday.

Monday, sir. That’s considerably in
the futvre. Oh, yes, Prognostication
will want to see you.”

- “When?” demanded Gregory. As
long as he kept his head, he still had

‘nothing to worry about.

“The- . appointment is coming

. through—ahh, here we are! - You are

to see a .Citizen Tollotson, Department
of Prognostication Building, at four-

‘teen hours, Monday. Merely a routine

check, sir,
Monday.” : ~
The screen went dark. He could
rest easy,- she’d sald—except ' that
—Monday;~ flfteen hours,~he was sched-

You can. rest easily till

- uled to die. His masquerade suddenly
seemed quite ridiculous. How could

the fact that he’d altered his iden-
tity help- him? If certain unknown
factors in his life mdlcated death on
Monday, and if Prognostication de-
clared it was inevitable—then didn’t.
it follow that all the skullduggery in
the ‘world wouldn’t help him? Any-
way, he.could not continue the ruse’

_indefinitely. The woman had called
chim “sir” _
“hadn’t. done that until he’d made al-
. “lusions to  her wvouth, but still,
clothing -was clearly that of a man of

and not Citizen. True, she
nis

some Departmental importance. On
it, if for no other reason,
Gregory “would soon trip -himself up.

Except that it didn’t matter. He’d
‘be dead f{irst. He lauqhed harshly. He
‘might even drop dead on Monday in
Citizen Tollotson’s office, provided.

- the interview lasted long enough.

‘N HOUR later, he knéw the tests
had come. Not knowing what
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" Citizen Alec would do with his time
and not knowing how to find out, he
‘walked the streets with a casual idle-
ness which he found exhilarating. Not
" in all his life had he been able to do
this. Always there was work, always

something to do. lTUt now. Naw there -

. was nothing: ’
The streets were crowded, and the

_crisp affernoon sunshine made every- -
~enter 1t, seek out Citizen Tolotson.

thing pleasant As a miatter of fact,

Gregory thought wryly, the only thmg,
that spoiled the situation was the Citi-
zens. They 'looked hungry, unhappy,
lonely even in crowds, mean, coarse,
completely unappealing. Unsavory, al-.
most.

Today, however, Gregory sensed -a
difference, an urgency. The Citizenry,
collectively, was in a hurry. Each in-
dividual seemed to walk with his head
‘down, _his body tilted forward from
the hase of .the spine, as i1f fighting
a strong wind.

Gregory stopped one of the'm, a
small, thin man with a bald head and-
“shifty eyes. “What’s the hurry, Citi-
zen?”

“Here let me‘go. The tests. The
° tests. I’ve got to enroll.”

'“What? And have they started al-
ready?” i
" "The man freed his arm, scowled.
‘“Naturally, naturally. Provided you
enrolled at six hours this morning,
when the announcement. came. Here,
Citizen, let me go.”. And the man
“fought his way -down the street an'amst'
a wind which did not-exist. '

Gregory smiled. Well, why not? At
least it would give him something to
do. He’d come close last time, that

" had been the verdict- of the Depart- -

ment of Tests. He could just picture
Diane’s face if he made it
time.”.. . What’s the matter with me?
he thought. He could picture Diane’s
face, indeed. If he made it, he would

-shining walls,

colonies.

this |
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still be Alec Sampter, not Gregory
Jones. Diane might learn that he, Alec,
made it—but of Gregory' she must
learn nothing. And Diane, Diane her-
self would stand a good chance this
year, |
- Following the earnest cmwd Greg-~
ory passed the shining white facade of

the Department of Prognostication
Building. Day after tomorrow, he’d

He’d glide. silently ‘along. the moving
corridors, -like any one of a thousand
Citizens on routine business, but he'd

-be an hour. away from death. Maybe.

And -quite at once; it struck hini as

odd that the Department Buildings

did have moving corridors,” clean,
air-conditioning—while
the barracks were bare beyond aus-
terity. Careful, Gregory, you must
never doubt. As an inconsequential
Citizen- you could do it and get away
with it, too, for no one cared. But as
Citizen Alec Sampter—who worked in
one Department or anf:ather nbvmusly,
have care. Besides, the Departments
functioned for the good of the Citi-
zens. More important than that, what
did austerity matter as ‘long as a
chosen few each year could embark
for " the Utopia colonies? Each man

_..was an -equal.. Anyone might -go, -as

long as he passed the tests. Often,
Gregory wondered, about the Utopia
His. most sécret heart-of-
hearts located them on the planet
Mars, but he never told anyone. There

a man could get all the food he want-

ed, good food, with plenty of palate-
tingling “variety, and all the drink,
and he was comfortably warm by win-
ter, cool by summer. He worked a
little and played mostly, and. all me-
nial tasks were done for him.

Yes, "thought Gregory, he wnu]d
pass ‘the tests. Then, if he lived be-

-yond Monday, he'd ;pa'ce out to the
Utopia colonies, where a man could
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'. looked hewﬂdered,

{10 - .,

start Jife anew, where the masquerade

wouldn’t matter. And, if Diane Iﬁade
it too, he might hame Diane as well
for, as was the girl’s wayJ she had
a qmck new passmn forCitizen Alec
Sampter. ¥ 5

GT)IANE!”
~«Cit-citizen. Alec!” The giITS'
face turned white. = = |

- Crowds buffeted them here on the

fifteenth floor in the Department of.
. Tests Building. People hopped off the

moving corridor, timidly. entered -the
cubbies provided for them. Gregory
had just now reached floor fifteen,
where -those whose names began with

~ the letter S registered. Diane? Natur-
ally he’d meet Diane here. Her last -

name was Sanders.
- “What happened to your far:ﬂ:Ih sl

Gregory. fmge‘:r_ed,hxs lopsided jaw.
“Nothing much, really. An ac,-
cident—"

“And your voice. Yaur voice sounds
—ipeculiar. I‘amihar almost—Dbut dif-
ferent. Are you all I'l“'ht Citizen? .I'm’
angry, you know. You dldn’t help.me -
with my- studies, and—"

“I’'m sorry,” said Gregnry, trying
to imitate Citizen Alec’s voice.

“Well,” Diane pouted, “you didn’t
have to go off like that yesterday.
Did that nasty Citizen Gregory. turn

~ your head or sumethmg"”

.So now he was nasty.
found someone she thought'could help
her with the tests, had found Alec
who now was dead, and thus snubbed
Gregory, who now was Alec. “Don’t
speak that way of the dead & Gregory
told: her severely.

“The what? The. dead?’”

“The "dead. Your friend Citizen
Gregory drove my car off a cliff and
killed- himself. Horrible accident.”

‘- “What? When, where. .« 27 Diane
commenced 1o
sﬁiff!e. - |

FANTASTIC ‘ADVENTURES |

- registering " too,

Diane had '

-

Ln;ﬂymg himself—he never thﬂught
he’d enjoy talking about his own de-
mx:.e—(,:iemt y thlamed When he
finished, Diane looked almost su:L

“Greﬂnry and I, we—Gregory and
I were, well, we*uaed to—oh, Alec!?”
And she nestled against his shoulder,
wailing. Citizens ‘turned to watch, and
some' of them snickered, figuring
no doubt, that for some reason she’d
been denied registration.

Gregory patted her hair. “The tests,
my dear,” he said_softly. “You must
compose yourself for the tests. They
won’t wait for you, ‘and if you're not

~ at-your best—"’

HAT WORKED wonders. Diane
knuckled her eyes, small-girl fash- -
ion, -and smiled, “You're. right, Citi-
zen Alec. And now, now I need. you.
Oh .yes, Citizen, I do. I know I'm
shameless to say it like this, but I
need_you.” . _
i | understand . G;'*egﬂry said.
“Don’t you worry, my dear.” (Would
Citizen Alec talk like that, he wons-
dered?) “Dﬂnt you.worry at all. I'm
and if we’re ‘both
lucky, we’ll space out for Utopia to-
gether, We'll enter the colonies to-+
gether. We'll enjoy them together, if
you'd like.” _
Diane stopped her sniffling. “You’re

so_confident, Alec. I wish I could be

like that, I wish I could feel so sure
of myself. But I, well, I leaned on
poor Gregory. Yes, I did. Oh, I did!
I realize it now. And-would you still
say all” this if you thought, well, if
you thought I'd lean on you, too?”
Gregory winked at her,” realized
Alec wouldn’t have done that at all,

‘then shrugged it off. He was learning

his role all the time, -and right now
Diane was too upset to realize any-
thing. “You try it sometime,”.he told

‘her. ¥I’'m strong. You will probably

find that I am a lot stronger than your.
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Citizen Gregory, my dear.” “
© “Oh, Alec!” She kissed him - briefly,
” hardly more than pecking at his lips,

-and then she turned to enter one -of

the cubbies. “I’ll see you after regis-
tration,” she said. '

As Gregory, he reahzed she had
used him, but as. Alec it would be
different. Her entered one of the cub-
bies himself, chuckling. But the smile
left his iace when he thought of Mon-
day.

THE ‘MOST astounding thmﬁg about

the tests, Gregory decided when

he awoke on Monday morning and

found the day cool and clear, was that
Dane Kibberish had.-passed them.

Diane had won her birthright to

-Utopia, and so had Gregory, as Citi- -

zen Alec Sampter. He’d have _been
“shocked had it gone otherwise. The

tests had seemed ‘easy. Each year, as .-

far back as he could remember, they’d

become simpler. The segment of so- -

ciety which won its way to Utopia,
however, remained one five-thou-
sandth, which was as he had always
remembered it. That might indicate,
then, that the Citizenry lost some of
its intelligence with each passing year.

But Kibberish! Kibberish had
- passed. Gregory had seen him, Sun-
‘day evening, when the list was read in
public. At first, the moon-faced- man

had stood there, too stunned to react.

And when he did, when he finally did,
Gregory remembered, he had cried.
The tedrs bad streamed down his fat
cheeks ‘uncontrollably, and he had
cried: “It ain’t right for me to go—
no, not me. My kids, I'll have to
leave “them and it’ll be years before
- they can space out too. Well, I’ll be
in the Utopia colonies to receive them
one fine day, just you wait and see.”
He’d spoken to no one, to everyone.
- Kibberish. Had 'Gregory been asked
t» name one man who would not stand

‘when the testing returned.

« ki

» chance in the.complex niental-emo-

_tional-physical exams, that man would
*have been Kibberish.

It .simply did
not make sense. . -

-And then, from all dlrectmns had
come the joyous Citizens whose names
had been read, laughing, screaming,
crying, thumping one another on the
back. There’d been speech-making,
drinking, singing, dancing in the

streets, ‘And through it' all, Gregory

could not help watching the discon-
solate majority fru_dging' off sadly, re-
turning- to their barracks, their beds
and their books—ready to try again

Diane had been r&dlant if some-
what hysterical. She’d jumped ‘at him,
shouted his name, laughed, cried,
clawed him almost. “We’re going. You
and I, Alec, we’re spacing out to Uto-
pia. Oh; Alec, P knew something like
this' would happen. I knew we'd go,
but if I somehow hadn’t met -you,
well, I’d have gone alone and it
wouldn’t have been the same. Now I
won’t be able to work, I just won’t be
able, that’s all. I’ll be on edge until
they let us know when we're going
and I only hope it’s soon.- Alec- will

‘they tell us what clothing we’ll need?

I mean, if it’s Venus it will be warm,

“I"think, ‘but if7it’s Mars, well—”

“Don’t wotry,” Gregory had said. .
“Everything will be waiting for us at
the Utopia colonies, so we take noth-
Ing b ;

“But when, Alec? %en?”

— “Hard to say. Last year.it was a

full week after.the tests, the year be-

fore, only a day or two. They’ll an-
nounce it, my dear, and ‘you can relax
untll they do.”

THAT -WAS yesterday, that was Ia.st
night. But today, today was Mon-
day. Death-day for Citizen Gregory

Jones, although Citizen Gregory Jones

already was listed as dead. Still, Greg-
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ory thought, with fear ci'éeping back

into his brain from - where it had Walt“

ed at the fringes of consciousness, you
couldn’t fool an inexorable pattern.
‘And that pattern had said Gregory
Jones must perish, at fifteen hc::urs
on Monday.

Am I going to die, he wundered
over and over. It is now nine hours,
and- will something happen at fifteen
hours which will still my heart for-
ever? But what can happen? ‘I .{eel

fine, I’ve never felt better. I have a

lopsided face, but outside of that, I'm
healthy. Yes, healthy. And I will be
careful, although I don’t have to wor-
Ty abnut it, not until fifteen hours.
But when the time comes, will what
I do matter? What can have any con-
sequence, aside from the grim fact
itself: I'm going’ to die.

If he died in.the Bifice of . Citizen -
Tollotson of the Department of Prog-
nostication, would the Citizen suspect

his masquerade? Gregory chuckled

~ softly. What was the difference? After .

he perished, #f "he perished, let them
think what they wanted. On the other
hand, why did Citizen Tollotson ‘want
to see him? Would there be. some
- penalty for bringing death to a Citizen
earlier than the Department had pre-
dicted? But that was ridiculous, for
Gregory-Alec hadn’t been responsible
for Alec-Gregory’s death, not accord-
ing to his story, and he saw no reason
for anyone to doubt his story.

< Then ‘why did Citizen T{}HI}ESGHI

want to see him?

T FOURTEEN hours, Gregory

entered the De;}artment of Prog-
-nnsncatlnn Building. It was not one
- of the . larger Guvefnmen—i; buildings;
but-it- had a certain ‘charm.
curving, graceful lines had -been sub-
stituted for the harsh, rectangular
lines of the other Government .struc-

‘tures, and even the inscription above

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

‘wonder,

Here

-

the entrance was in a sort of curving,
delicate lettering: |
GOVERNMENT IS OMNIPO-
- TENT! PROGOSTICATION
‘SEES THE FUTURE! . .
Claims “to nmnipﬁtence could not

be made, Gregory supposed, unless

_the future was included. The Depart-

ment of Prognostication filled the
breach. for Government, viewing the
future and prt}'dictirig it “upon. occa-
sion. ‘And now, for the first time in

- his life, Gregory wondered. How could

they do this? How, indeed? He smiled
at his reflection in a highly " polished-
wall. He doubted “only because he
wanted to doubt, only because doubt-
ing gave strength to his limbs when,
if Prognostication were right, he
stood one hour from death. |

‘Pale and weak, Gregory reached
the information df:sk His mouth was
dry, his palms clammy.. ‘His voice .
barely rose above a croakifig whisper.
“I have an appointment.”

“With whom?” the woman demand-

ed, doodling on a scratch-pad with
her ‘pencil.

“Citizen Tnllntsun 2
“\ ame?”’

”Gre—-ﬁlec Sampter‘ " Carefu J
fool.

“Oh, yes, Citizen Sampter.” The
woman had checked her list. “Fourth
floor, room eight.” '

And moments later Gregory told
himself, ‘“So here I am. If Citizen:
Tollotson’s business is involved, 1'[
Citizen Tollotson is long-winded,
probably will die in his office. Death'
—to be not. Or, to not be. Now, 1
is there a difference? Is it
one of those or both or neither....”

Someone bumped hnn coming out
of the office. Gregory had expected a
building filled with statisticians, small,
bent men, myopic, very bookish. The
man who came out wore Department
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of ;Pregnostication purple, but he was _

huge, a  head taller than Gregory,
quite - broad across ‘the .shoulders,
thick-thewed. He had—- a face carved

from. old granite, and he wore some °

- unknown” weapon at his waist. Prog-
nostication? Gregory didn’t get it.
He entered-the- waiting room, sat
down, There were three plush chairs,
a window with a good \view of the
central plaza of the city, a desk, a re-
ceptionist talking into an autotype
machine. The receptionist ~did not
bother to look up. On the wall over
her desk -a clock-faced Gregory, the

red hand. sweeping- across the seconds’

inexorably.
I“ m:rteen hours, fi fteen minutes.

HERE WAS a dnﬂr at "the far

end of the room bearing the sim-
ple legend: Manager. Citizen Tollot-

. son, then, was in charge of Prognos- .

tication. For ~ the hundredth time,
Gregory thought: why does he iwant
to see me?  The- question had a dou-
ble urgency now. First, Gregory could
expect forty-five minutes more of life.
He'd come to accept -that. Almost,
there was a° masochistic drive within
- him -to "see those -forty-five minutes
hurry by. What would a man do with
the last fﬂrty—fwe minutes “of his life,
“anyway? More than anything, Grem
ory had to know. The forty- fne min-
utes were meaningless: he did
want them. Let them pass; ~let them
take his life with them if they must,
but let them pass.

And second, Citizen Tollotson ‘was
the manager. Not a minor official;
pompous with imagined importance,
but the manager. The living Gregory
-had seen the ‘dead Gregory die, and
that the living Gregory wis Alec
Sampter to Prognostication and to.
everyone else did not matter. Some-

one had seen Gregory die and he had ,

died ahead of schedule. That called

not -,
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for a meeting with the manager of
Progriostication. But: why? . - -

At fourteen hours, twenty-two min-
utes, Gregory began-to ‘sweat.

The Toom “was cool, pleasantly air-
conditioned . he "supposed. ..Still; he
sweated. The slick material - of his
jumper did not readily absorb water,

-and he could feel the sticky dampness
all over his body. Streams of perspira=

tion from his armpits tickled his sides
and he wanted to scratch . them, to

_disperse them by rubbing the ma-

terial of his jumper: against them. He
didn’t. Any movement brought a
rapid {fluttering to his heart and a
crazy thought twisted through his
mind: . You're 5o frzg{.ctened, you're li-

" able to die of. fright. Relax, .

“Citizen Sampter!” |
“Oh! Eh?’ What?” A terrible Stlck-

dmg pain clutched -at. the left: SIdE of

his chest. -
“I'm sorry if I startled you, Citizen
Sampter. Manager -‘Tollotson will see

. you now.”.

““Thank you,” said Gregory, and
stood up. If he leaned forward slight-
ly, that eased the pain some. As he
walked into the manager’s office he

-took one look more at the wall clock.
Fourteen: thu'ty

CCCIT DOW’\T & Manager TﬂlthSﬂn

. told him. “You look sick.”
YTl be all right,”. Gregory mum-
bled. The  worst of the pain had .
passed, and as had happénéd so many

times before, fright left him quickly.

By- the time he settled himself and
faced the rgmna_ger, he felt almost
normal

“Cig?” Tollotson offered a box, and
Gregory selected one. It had an un-
familiar, delicious {fragrance,” and
when he’d .lighted it and inhaled, he
realized it was the best he’d ever
smoked. So Department men and or-

.dinary Citizens smoked different cigs.
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“Frankly, Citizen Sampter, -you
have us puzzled,” began Tollotson. He
was a small man, )
well-preserved, with small, slitted
eyes, slicked-back bhair, a thin nose,
a nervous tongue which darted out
and licked his

_“We’ve made a -preliminary- investiga-

"tion of you, and can- find nothing.

You're a Citizen, but with, Depart-
ment status. You seem to be unem-
ployed You have a strange habit of
popping up évery now and then, stay-
ing with us in ‘our city for a whlle
then disappearing. You have no con-
tractual arrangement  with any wom-
an, as far as we can tell you 've never
had. In .brief,
thing of a puzzle ;

. Gregory nodded, hardly paying ‘at-
. tention. He could .sée the back of a
clock: on Tollotson’s desk; vaguely,

"in his thirties but

lips as . he spoke.-

Citizen, .you’re some: -

" EANTASTIC ADVENTURES

much as anything else, it is based on
faith. That faith must be blind and"
unreasoning, thalamic, not cerebral.
~And it’s something of a circle, Citizen
‘Sampter, for it is faith in power I am
talking abuut ™

GREGORY gat up, paced nervous-

ly. He -caught a qulck glimpse
of the clock, sat down again. TFour-
teen:’ fﬂrty~f1vef “Wh-why -are you
telling me this?”’ 2 .

“I’'m coming to that, Citizen. Gov-
ernment does not make -mistakes. If
it does, its’ subjects wonder, and
where - there 1s wonder there alsn is
dlscmtent susplcmn “doubt, and so
forth. an one of the ways Govern--
ment. maintains blind faith is through
ngnnstlcatmn We can predict.
‘When_we. predict, things happen Not.
sametlmes CltlEEn but always. Re-

he could-hear the méchanism purring. -
How much time did~he have-left?

“But we'll get back to {hat later,”

said Tollotson.” “A man has been

k11]ed I\mw men are Kkilled all the ~

time, Citizen, except -that -these were
very special ¢ircumstances. You know
to whom I'm referring?”

“Gregory Jones.” What time was it?

“Yes, Jones. Jones was- to. die to-
day, at fifteen hours. Instead, he dled
last wevk I think you know that this
. Department doesn’t make mistakes:
We can’t afford to, because prognos-
tications are useless_ if they don’t

come true. On the other. hand, a rec-

- ord of verified predictions is essential
‘to us, essential to Government
you follow?”

In spite of the. situation, Gregarys
interest began to rise, “I’'m not sure-
1 do,” he admitted. |
| Gmrernment is based on pnwer
Power is based on-a lot of things™ On
‘the cold facts of phvs:cal might, on
dependence, even on tradition. But as

Do We . cannot let that

around. At all costs,; we must stop. 74.”’

sult: blmd faith. We ‘predicted the
-‘death of Cltlzen Gregory " Jones for
tﬂday, in...uh7. . thirteen minutes.
anﬂrtunately, he died before then.”

Manager Tollotson"leaned forward,

r]abbed a’ well- mamcured finger at’the

air © between himself and .Gregqry
“Just how do you think we predict,
Citizéen?”-

“I don’t know.” Tweive minules.

“We'll get back to that presently.,
More important for present considera-
tion is this fact: three people knew
that 'Citizen Jones died ahead of
schedule. Citizen. Dane Kibberish
knew, . Citizen - Diarie Sanders knew.
And you also knew, Citizen Sampter.
knowledge get

Gregory ‘warted to - scream. Wﬂrds
all those words were so much drivel.

Citizen Gregory Jones did not die

ahead of schedule. Ten minutes from

now he would -die—on timie to the

minute.- Right here, in Manager Tol-

. lotson’s of fice;. Wouldn’t Tollotson be
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surprised! I can just see his face,

thought Gregory. Only T won’t. I’ll be
dead. . |

“Very well. You now are aware
that the knowledge- must

question;” Citizen, How .do you sup-
pose we predict- things?”

“Why, I don’t know. Probably you
have some gadget. A thinking machine
or something, which can take data
and—"’ -

““That’s the theory. Oh, yes, that’s
the theory, Citizen. Pretty good, don’t

be sup-
pressed. Let’s return to my earlier

115

you think? You have Departmental
status, and vou believe it fully. Can
you imagine how ‘the average Citizen
swallows it? When _the spirit moves
us, we -predict death. We can predict
it for everyone, if we want to. But
ffc-r some unknown reason, we don't.
We merely predict occasionally, but
. often enough to keep our power in
mind. Often enough to show the Cit-
izens the extent of our domain—why,
it almost encroaches upon the old- re-
ligious institution which; incidentally,
15 a corollary of what actually hap-
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pened. ~ Government’s’ - power ~would 'pareﬁtly unemployed. We can find
have been restricted-by anything like out nothing more.. As for passing these
a religious institution. Result: no re- tests, come” now, Citizen. You came

ligion. Do I make myself clear?” | close—but emotionally you aré too
“What time s e . ’ unstable. You can. thank us for that.”
“Seven minutes to the ﬁfteenth' : T_Dlh}tsnn drummed his fi“§61's-nn
hour. Do I make myself cleaf?” " -the desk, groping for words. “We
“Yes, yes‘ Go mn'” He: dldnt not . have an opening here in this Depart-
at all. “ 5 . ment, --Citizen Sampter. Thus, your
“Do you_know Citizen Dane Kijb- Cchoice boils down to this: you can
bensh?” in, B F space out to “Utopia, or you can stay

. e & here and work with us. Your qual-

HAT WAS an odd question. “Yes ifications seem adequate, we"can fer-

—no! No, I don’t know -him. ret out the cause for your emotional

Whﬂ is-he?”’ Gregﬂry knew Kibberish, instability and E}ESFTUY it.” You should
but: Citizen . Alec Sampter did not. be a good man.”? |

", “One-of the three people who knew . @ 2 -

that. Gregory Jones perished ahead of GREGOR.& nodded numbly,stood
schedule. We’re - thorough, - Citizen. up and reached for another cig.
We've checked on.all the man’s ac- He did not really want it, -but in- that
 quaintances and find that only three Position he could see the clock. Two
knew of his untimely demise. Now, l}unutes to the {ifteenth hour!

take Kibberish.as a ‘case in point. - “I know,” Tollotson was saying.
He’s stupid, quite stupid. Yet he has “Probably you prefer the Utﬂpm
passed his tests and will be . spaced colonies right now. .But let me ex-
out to the- Utupla colonies later to- Plain. It:is a sort of game -we play.

" day.” : - herein Prognostication, Citizen, and
“Today? Are they léaving for the I think you will enjoy it. I have asked
colonies, tuday?’ » % A - you how we make predictions; you

“Yes. ‘The announcement will. be ‘could not ?“5:"’31‘ the question. As
made public in half an houdr. At any yet, you haven’t been told. Very well,
rate, can’t you understand what that this is your answer: we "don’t make
means? Kibberish did.rot merit life 27eédictions at all.

on the colonies. We gave it to him. = “What? How can ‘that be? I have

Becausé Kibberish - bas ‘passed his ~knmown...."I have seen.... Why, in
,tests, he won’t remain here on ]“arth my own persanal EWPELIEHCE I hHVE-—
to tell what he knows. The same is~ I don’t understand....” The clock

“true_-of the woman, Diane Sanders. . hummed and purred, hummed .and
~ Actually, she’s not a bad specimen; purred They’d better oil it’ one day
she almost did pass her tests. Sh¢’ll ~soon, Gregory- thought mEHHII‘!ﬂ'IEEﬂV

space out with Kibberish and with the “Let me finish. We don’t make pre-

~ ‘others  who passed legitimately.” “dICtIDHS We merely decidé upon ‘them
“What about me?” Greugry wanted in advance and then make them hap-

to -know. “I passed the tests t00. SG ?5” i - | =
why did you bring me here?” 3. A musical chmunﬂ' sound fﬂ]ed the
“You’ re ‘an unusual case, Citizen.- room. Fiftéen hours, I
First, as I have .said, you have De- . Gregory stood _ up, whimpered,

partmental. status, but you are ap- hurled the clock at a wall, laughed
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foolishly when it shattered. “WHAT?”
he screamed.' “WHAT?” . |
Tollotson - smiled. “You see? See
how emotionally unstable you are?
You receive a mild intellectual .sur-
prise, and you start throwing things.
Obviously, under ordinary . circum-
stances you’d be unfit for the Utopia

colonies, as would "be Sanders and
Kibberish. |

~ “At- any rate, we cannot predict.
anything, no more than an ancient

fortune-teller. ever -could. It is merely
a demonstration of power. We decide
it is time for a prediction; we predict.
If it is a prediction of ‘death, we se-
lect someone who is healthy, hence
not likely to die ahead of schedule.
Then, when the time comes, ‘we see to
it "that he is destroyed. Physical vi-
olence, an accident, a. virulent disease, |
the methods vary. Unfortunately, Citi-
zen Gregory ]one:, crossed us up by
dying too soon.’ :

Tollotson” leaned back laced ‘his
fingers behind his® head. ”Y-:::uu can be
a part of this—or you can space out
for Utopia. The choice is yours.”

Gregory felt giddy, light-headed.
He’d ‘never experienced anything like |
this before in his life. It was as if he
weighed nothing; if he didn’t plant
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his feet firmly, hed hke]y float- out
.through the wmduw from sheer jov. .
He ‘wasn’t. going to die: Prognostica-
tmn was a ruse, a phony, a paper-

dragon which snﬂrted cellophane® fire™

at the Citizenry and kept them fear~
ful. |

“‘&*Iy choice?” he . said, his voice
‘breaking. “My" choice. Why—why, I
shall space out to the Utopia colonies

with the others, thank yéu, sir. If it

is all the same to you, I. Shall space -
out for Utopia.”

£Suit- yourself,” Said TnIEmtsnn i |
suppose, then, that our little interview
is .concluded. You are sure you won’t
_reconsider?”
. “Yes. Yes, T sure. Tell me, con-
~fidentially, are the colonies on Venus
“or Mars? Some,say that "Venus has a

© poisoneus atmosphere, while others
“insist Mars is_too cold. 2%

g wauld_nt know,”. smd
Tollotson, dismissing Gregory with a
_curt nﬂd of hls head

-

WO‘IDERFUL 1eel1ng of peace
and well-being stole over Greg-

ory as he walked tnward the bus de-- .-
pot. It was a new feeling ‘and he let
" it;bathe him, body and smll Often, he

thought that the  Leader must feél
like that. But now he knew he had

been a victim of indoctrination. The..

Leader, the mysterious Leader who
ruled the world and’ whom “no -one
knew, wasn’t all sweetness and- light.
" Far from it. - The ~Leader
- viclous, - heartless egoist, preying on
the Crtmenry in-the guise of a benev-
‘olent. ruler. Except, of course, for
those few fortunates -who _merited
Utopia. ‘ - _
Gregory walhed along, whistling.
The warm glow spread out-from him

—he could feel it spreading out to

take in all the world, all the down-

" trodden masses. who did. not know

~Manager— -,

was 4a -
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‘what he did. ‘Well, -perhaps one day
in the future he would return from
Utopia, a» wiser and better man, to
~teach thenr. Perhaps .one day in the
future he would. expase Government -
for what it was. That, he told himself,

. was the least he cuuld'_do._ He'd -es--

caped, as it were, from the jaws of

~death, and he’d escaped with knowl-

edge. The Citizens lived in filth, pov-
erty,- ignorance, fear—Ilivéd that way

- so~that Government mlght be power-

ful.

It wasn’t rlght Well, - tinie would -
unfold his course of action for Greg- .
ory. Meanwhile, a glorious new life
awaited him on the Utopia colonies.

He was running by the time. he
neared the bus depot, -and he heard
~an amplified voice blaring ferth  in-
structions: “Colonists for Utopia, as-
semble on ramp seven! Colonists for
Utopia, on ramp.seven! Bus departure

in fifteen minutes!” . - .
“Rarhp séven?” Gregory asked an

. attendant. “Where is ramp  seéven?”’

The man looked at him with envy.

“You’re one of the culﬂmsts?”
HYES 12 :

“That way, sir.” The man pmnted
then trudged away wearily. |

The bus was large, quite large, and
shining. new. Long and sleek, painted.
‘a bright blue, it awaited h1rn He
could see the slots. from whlch -the
gyro-blades would emerge after they
left city traffic behind them.

"And the colonists milled :about hap-
pily, laughing, ju'king,"hugging and
kissing - one anethér. He -saw Dane
leberlsh alm@st said hello before
he realized. Kibberish did not know
him. Kibberish was talking about his -
two children who would ]l}lﬂ him one

day in the colenies.
‘“Alec!”

She was running- to him. Diane.
She flung her arms around his neck,



“her body jarring him pleasantly. He
‘held her that-way,; against him, while
her lips brushed his neck, while she
whispered, “We’re colonists, colonists,
colonists!” S

AND THEN they filed into the bus

and a smartly-uniformed driver
climbed into his pilot chair. With a
~ soft grinding sound, the bus swung
away from its ramp. Gregory heard
music, soft, .wonderful music coming
from some hidden microphone in the
ceiling. He sat in one of. the double

seats near a window, and. Diane set | i

next to him, twining her fingers-with
his. They talked for a while, for -a
long while, and- then it grew dark.
Soft lights, blue and soothing, Ilit
up the interior of the bus. Soon after
darkness was complete, Gregory be-
came aware of a scraping sound, and
through the window he could see the
gyro-blades flashing in the bright
moon light as they.emerged. Moments
Jater, the.bus 'took to the sky, soaring
over plain and hilF and river, heading
out westward to the launching site.
Lethargy crept over Gregory, pleas-
antly. He  kissed Diane,
breathing regularly beside him, and
then ‘he siept. ‘

‘around with food, and they all ate.
“I’'m so excited,” said Diane.

“It -ain’t that I don’t want to 2o,”

Dane Kibberish called. from - some-
where. “I want. to go, and I will. I
only \wish it was my kids. Those
kids' e - ‘
 The bus had landed.

They filed out, slowly, happily.
They were on the desert, on” a wide,
barren expanse of gleaming white
sand. Gregory hardly saw it.

He was. aware only of the space-
ship.- ' o

-1t stood there, a
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It was morning. Someone came |
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column, tapering toward the top. Tm- reverently, and entered. The port was
mense, more - beautiful than anything small, smaller than Gregory had re-
he’d ever. seen-before, with the sun- alized, and he’d pushed her ahead of
light catching ;and highlighting a - him, preparing to follow.

.thousand points ‘along its great sur- A hand fell heavily on his shaulder,'
face. . | Another one .grabbed his arm. Hor-
“The ship!” cried DI&HE running . rified, he gazed upon the stolid faces .
forward: | | - . ol the Leader’s deputies. Virtually no
And others, “The. ship, the ship! - one ever ﬁaw those green uniforms,
Here it is!” _ | ] but everyﬂne_‘ knew and feared th&l]‘.’

“I wish they coulda.seen 1t » mum-  color. Then, -somehow, his ruse ‘had
bled Dane Kibberish, stumbhng along" been diScovered. Perhaps it was the
in the second wave {}f pcﬂple Whlch one-eyed man, he “thought grimly,

surged forward. o5 perhaps they’d learned that. Gregory
Once Gren'ﬂry lﬂ{}LEd back. . Trail- Alec had murdered the one:eyed man.
ing dust behmd 1t the bus had de- ~ “Please!” hie Tried. “I must enter
: parted o i . the ship.” o
And that was as’it should be, he ré-- - “Well said,” one -of the deputies

alized. Blast-off area was rigidly pa- - grunted,. and then they pulled him
.trolled many miles away from the - away from the-portal. He struggled,
" spaceship itself. There must “be o turned once and ‘saw Diane standing
stowaways, no one who did not be- - there in indecision. But those behind

]ﬂnb, no -one unflt for 'Utc:pza | - pushed iorward, and soon she disap-
Other - busses came disgorged their = Deared Within ‘the ship: o
Citizens, left. A thuuSand _people | They bore Gregory, 5*»“'%811“ to

laughed and cried and jumped up and the concrete blockhouse. -They thrust .
down on the desert sand.”Hand in hand, him inside and returned to watch the
- Grewnry and Diane walked tr:}ward Citizens file into fhe ship. Twice
the gaping portal at the ship’s .base. Gregory ran for the door, and twice
. Beside it was a small concrete struc- they.. ShP‘*Ed him back, and whimper-
ture, a sortr of block house, and as ing hopelessly,” Gregory fled into the
Gregﬂr}r came closer, he saw three little concrete room and waited.
men standing there. Bng._,ht green uni- All his plans and dreams, for noth-
, forms, yellow insignia. Deputies to . ing. He’d discovered evil and achieved
the leader, those three silent men! Of his own personal triumph simultane-
course, they would be the ones to ously, and now neither mattered. Once
send the ship hurtling on its -auto- again; death loomed before him. Well,
‘matic course to the stars. | they - couldn’t do that, not- without a
~ - fight.” Maybe he .would not achieve
VERYTHII\G had a dreamlike the happiness of the colonies, but with
quality. The eager lines of Citi- his dving breath he would fight -the
zens shuffling forward; the tuﬂ-bncrht evil which ‘had done this, -the evil
sun, the endless flat -carpet of the which ‘was responsible, smmehﬂw for
desert, the huge ship. Mostly the all his troubles.

ship, symbol for everything which was Presently the 'stolid Tigures en-
beautiful and-good and fine and won- tered- the block house, -shut the door
derful. * " .. behind them. Hopelessly, Gregory.

“The ship,” Diane bleathed “almost ghzed out through the one thick win-
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dow at the spaceship. Thetrn, one of

the men crossed the room, fingered Stﬂ r" NYI.ON C|Ub
a lever protruding from  the wall, .

pulled it down, . " - ”1 YOUI' Ne.rghborhood
UTSIDE, there was a flash, a

blinding, searing stab of l:ght

Gregory gaped. The huge Spacesh1p MAKE BIG MONEY |
was 3{]3_1]][{1 FULL or SPARE TIME!

{t burned brightly and quickly, the ”ylaﬁf G”ﬂﬁﬂ”?ff@
secthing, rolling flames engulfing its | 9 ”ﬂ”rﬂs

entire length "in micro-seconds. “An

i d
T

accident!” Gregory screamied. “They’ll | [t ssas e HEVR m 2 r
a]l dle L : g ‘I..- .. Sy ..,. -". - "F::m"_} ﬂ ~.-r :1 ’ =
Quickly,* the’ ship burned " and | oy ¥l . RA B“ “ “ 53
burned. Soon it was nmthmg more lhﬂﬂ : HOSE EGR M%N] ﬁ.ﬂld :VI?%ILE&'{} g{tnﬁt
. a 1 ni u
a charred, blackened ruin.. - : WN USE § Frlends and neighbors give
. «“Th s o ; : d dead” d | O R ﬁlﬂ‘“ you nrdﬂrsﬁff:'}!ﬂagﬁziul _
| ey're already dead, said one Sﬂ“ﬂﬂh NYLONS ~ THEN &
of the deputies. ‘“T’he new cremation |. - depending on quantity, they
. - get new Nylons absolutely FRELE if their
setup is even better than last year’s.” | hosyesroutraner gren smae, from anycause
ThE words tﬂﬂk t”-ne to enetrat tmnnrﬂmmgs of $50.00 to 360.00 the first week—and morel
p glrate. -1 can also arrange to have a new Chevrolet delivered to you
3 by your local dealer as a bonus—so yon can drive around to
CI = ﬂ]ﬂtlﬂﬂ eall on your Club Members, Just send me your name on a

ostal card so | can send vou all this money-making in-

Cremation! Gregory’s heart felt i A it Wittda.
Ilke it W{}ll}d exgilcrd'e. Fﬂﬂl, fual, Eia'n’t WIL-KNIT HOSIERY CO., Inc., A232% Midway, Greenfisld, Dhio

vou see? There were no Utopia col-
‘onies, ever. The standard of living was
low, and yet the Citizens had to
produce, produce, -produce. They

couldn’t remain idle. They produced RS2 Tricks for Parlor or Stage. :
~meaningless gadgets for a colony E;azg*,,:mf;:‘sﬁ. ﬂn¥ELTT A el &
which did not exist, thought Gregory. | —————— —
They .dreamed of going there, too, to
that place which did not exist, and it
-wes that dream, above everything || Fmr__”“ SOy S e R T

else, which kept them satisfied with | [ 58,50 shtfsiaction Cuaranted o, Money S .49

With this device you can make a cigaretle,
pencil, or dollar bill vanish instantly,
hands shown empty, both sides. No skill
required! Send 50c coin and receive Magic
Vanisher, plus Big ¢1-page Catalog of

ra

their mean existence. They dreamed || "™"“caiTErion co., Dept. D pors
and hoped and yearned and- studied e i s

themselves_ straight,to a crematorium! _ = |L1_ustnﬁr[|] cgﬂh{; 3
. It was unspeakable evil. The world | LA S "BOOKLETS
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had "'never known anything like it.:
~And. he was as good as dead, Gregory
knew. But 'if he could take something
of that evil to the grave with him, if
he could fight it, if he could even kllI

ﬂnenfthesedeputles.... BE A DETECTIVE-

“You had us worried,” one ﬁf thern WORK HOME or TRAVEL. Experience unnecessary -

" said. DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write
“Indeed you did. We lDﬂkEd every- 3 GEO. Z. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St'_* N.Y.
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where. Some day that propensity- of
yours ‘for going- down among the
Citizens and looking for trouble spots
will get you into trouble.”

No Utopia colonies, thought Greg-
ofy. No- space travel. A terrible lie,

"like 'so much else,-and—What! Evil

S = n = " -
was a relative thing, and-Gregory be-

gan .to Jaugh. The warm feeling 7of

well-being crept over him once more.
This time, he knew it- would stay.

=

-
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Alec Sampter, who had- Departmental
_status but” who seemed unemployed;
who came to the city briefly and lived .

in a hostel..... -

. .. One of: _the.." deputiés demanded,

“What happened to your face, Mighti-
‘ness??’ '

“Eh?” said Gregory. “Nothing. Just |
an accident. But perhaps you’ré right.
Perhaps I'd. better be more careful
in the future,”.the Leader finished.

, THE END -
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O THE person unacquainted with, or
uninterested in, mathematics, no- two
fields could seem farther apart than math-
ematies. and esthetics. Such a person might
well ask what’s beautiful -about a ‘symbol
or a number, And any professional mathe-
matician would immediately unlimber his
slide rule and come at the questioner with
both barrels Jplazing, for <he, has long
known that, just. as there is to-any human
undertaking, there is -an esthetic side fo
But, specifically, it is possible to tag.
esthetiecs and beauty with a number, a
certain definite number, in use (uncon-
sciously perhaps) -since the ancient Greeks
first turned out their masterpieces. The
Greeks called the arrangement of lines,
actually a smumerical ratio, the “Golden
Mean”, and this, when tagged with an

actual numerical valué, is the beauty-num--

ber we're speaking about. _ .
The number-is expressed by a decimat
as .618, a little larger than six-tenths. It

appears all over Nature, and human beings .

use it constantly, usually unaware that it

exists. It is’ the Golden Mean expressed by .

a number. If you, divide a stra.igl}t line
of length ‘A into two smaller parts’ of

length B and length C so that the ratios

of B to C is the same as the ratio of C to
A, youll find that C is .618 of A. That's
all there is to it—that is‘the Golden Mean.

The Greeks didn’t use the number as
such, but they did use the.rafio, and its
effectiveness and beauty .are visible in
everything they created, from their literal-

By Willons Aueny MacDonald

o
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_ ly colossal architecture -to th'?si_?‘peérléss'

sculpture. Today designers-employ .618 as
the ratio of any pleasing rectangular con-

_struction, be it a billboard .or a new wash-
Cing machine. It just seems to look nice.
‘The' observer. gets a pleasant feeling and

he says, “It looks. like the wight propor-
tion”—and that’s the Golden Mean.-.

Nature employs it in so many ways. -

The shapes of natural shells, such as those

of sea animals like the chambered nautilus,
take the form of a logarithmie spiral which -
derives directly from the .618 ratio. Sun-
flower _seeds arrangé themselves in log-
arithmic -spirals in the same way. Even
waves rolling against a beach use this
logarithmic spiral form. :

Recently the idea of mathematical pro-
portion in beauty was carried to the ex-
treme when a mathematician wrote a lav-
ishly detailed book endeavoring to show
that great art could 'stem directly from
calculation. This moot point, which caused
considerable excitement in the worlds of
mathematics and art, .is at variance with

" the more popular belief that it is impos-

sible to harness esthetic ideas® within a’
rigid - mathematical framework.

As far as the ‘Golden Mean 'goes, though,
because somehow Nature has built within
itself, and. within humans, an appreciation
of this subtle ratio, men of the future wilil
find figures composed of, .and based- on,
it-as pleasing as we do now, and as pleas-
ing as our ancestors did ten t!musand years
ago! - -
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NYONi who has studied high-school
chemistry and physics ean remember
~the neat picture of the atomic nucleus
that wos presentéd to him by all the text-
books. Within the nucleus was a complex
consisting 'of protons - and neutrons, and

surrounding them was a-shell of electrons..

The electrons accounted for chemical
properties, the nucleus ‘for phvsmal ones.
And that was that.

.But the. atomic age has changed that.
While the image still serves as an easy
introduction to atomic physies and nu-
clear ‘work, it is far from being compre-
hensive, and is essentially little more than
an oversimplification.

The truth of the matter is that physies
no longer “knows” exactly what the nu-
cleus of an atom is like. Certainly there
are protons, positively charged masses;
and there are neutrons, which earry no
charge but have equivalent masses. Both
.of 'these particles are about eighteen hun-
dred times as massive as the fundamental
electron.

But, by bombarding the nucleus with
terrific jets of neutwns, atomic scientists
have succeeded in penetrating and shatter-
ing the atom beyond repair—witness the
Bomb! And from this disintegration things
totally unexpected. Positive electrons are
one thing! In addition, the peculiar mesons,
which seem to have a variable charge and
a variable mass, seem to be a cross be-
tween matter and- -energy. Wave mechan-
.ies and energy levels have pretty well
cleared the picture of the surrounding
electrons. They are fairly well understood
in their. relation to matter and energy and
chemical and physical reactions. But the
mystery of the atomic core remains almost
as great as before.

The heart of the atom is a- great deal-
more complicated than our high-school days
suggested but, as often oceunrs in science,
a unified thcmy could unite all these ideas
‘into that paradoxical entity, a simple com-
plex. And that is what will probably hap-
pen. Right now there is such confusion re-
garding the interior of the atom that it
is hardly possible to give a coherent ac-
count of what an atomic heart is. Never-
theless, the time is ripe for a unifying
them};, and it is hkely that we shall see
it soon.

But, whatever theory comes out of these
new discoveries about the heart 'of the
atom, you may be sure that they will vio-
late common sense and will require an
orientation in thinking just as did the
quantum theory and the theory of rela-
tivity! By A. T. Kedzie
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