





Fcllow-Fcn ,
Chicon TI, Morrison: Hotel |
Chicaco, U«Sehs

This is a double Larrcled issuc; it's o rush
rrevuc rushed thrcuch to ripke the Chicen, ond (Qon’t tecll cnyone)
1t‘s Leits Mo hope this *rcvuc crews cnouch fire and story con-
trubutions to make-the first officicl issuc of CONFUSION o rcal
frnzincs arncd Forces Scionce Fiction, the orgenization sponsoring
this zinc, is lookin;/ for now meriers.  The only rcquirercnt is”
~thet you heve sore  intercst in science fiction. If cny frns on
other laeecs orc 'Pplenning e club, how cbout reking it & chanter of
4FSF? VW stond reedy 1o give norcl suprort ond »nges in CONFUSION.

In cesc you're wonlering ehout the strings cttoched
to AFSF cheoters, you con ston-—thcre'nrc nence The cole concrcte
tic botween ehiorters da-n corron errcereont to henor occh other's
reriorshir carls. COWFUSION is.tno Yo the binding faree currlying
. cotron octing sroudd for the. difforent chapters.  We're cven
rlenning: o odesiosnory rrosrcr--nresent renicrs shirping te other
bascs cnil or~rnizing ehe~ters clons tlic woye. We herc teo meinteoin
our boogt thet AFSF is the fastcst grow1ng frn clul in existeneo.

Contrivutions t»o CONFUSTQN will be culy ccknowledred
5T 1f cefented, rublished in tle corlicet »nossible iesue. Poyrent
consists of renbershin, two oxtre conics »f CONFUSION, cnd « dozen
pronfs of v-ur story »r crticle cs it arperred in CONFUSION. Letters
~—thc rore the rarrior!

Confusc?? Yo cre.  CONFUSION will hecore whotever
you rcke it. AFSF is rrinerily & sorvice orgonizrtion, for rmem and
woren in the crrel Torecs. Nevoerthicless, we reclize that we nced
the confusel co-onerction of civilicn frmse But should you frons in
the scrvice sit beack rnd teke o "let's writ cnd sec® cttitude the
zine will desencroate ints e reor stép-brother of the roguler rro-
zines. Nco cuthors! Here's you chenee to he m~ublished (7))

Yours f-r grectcr CONFUSION,

/é’ ) oy dhaetT Vo

GuR WILLLAMSON, BEH

ol s
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NRNTRORUEIHNG some ot
THE MOST LY DEE) PENLE
IN THE UNITED SINTES TobAY /S
AJE.VAN VOGT, noted stf auther, is not
related in any way (other then through
stf) to our ster contributor, RON J.
VOGT, born 20 yeers ago in Cincinnati,O.
We cen't see cny significence in this,
but some people like to lkmow wherc stf
cuthors crec borne. When six wecks old,

Ron uttcrecd his first complcte sentences
"I wenneo be o !"  Then he went back

b~

writers
to contempleting hiis ncvel, which hcs
frecincted hin cver sincc. Ninctecen
yeers lcter, cftor having discovered stf,
he joincd the Air Force cnd is now ste-
tioncd ct Keesler AFB, hip dcep in Mis-
sissippi nosquitoca. P.S.--Vc think he
con writc. Our proof: THE GulE.

G4RFIELD WILLIAMSON, crstwhile president
(colloquinlly--BEX) of LFSF. Born? Yes.
Wherc? Terrc. (Roscorch rcverls thet it
wes Jerscy City, where he wes adopted by
e. fenily of p00plc.) Gor hes conscien-,
tiously dediccted hie lifc to avolding
work{ &4 cherist of sorts, Gor hes clso
been ¢ merchent seamen, but he's pres-.
ently cn cirmen, deeply (?7) engrossed in
Uncle's clcctronicse One of those rare
octifens who ncke little cttempt ot
writing tho stuff, hc hcs o morked rref-
orence for good scotch cnd cccurnte
scicnce in his fiction.

JiCK JLRDINE, the Michigender who drecred
up CONFUSION at the NOLLCON lost ycor,
tocehes clectrenics for Uncle ot Keesler.
He snlits his tine botween reading ond,
writing sf£f, cnd boring people with cord
tricks. dJcck did the cover nlcotes for
CONFUSION~-r. strikins 3-color combinetion
you should wetch fore

Well e (1oody JAYERS, the only confesscd
gerentisist-nexiclist in the crowd, under
whose imspircd lecdership LFSF fell eport
end put itself bock together ognin es o
nore cfficicnt, close-knit group, will be
at the Chicon II trying to sceur ¢ o=
bers ond putlicity for LFSF. ™

CALLING ALL FEN

--Ger Willierson, Pres.(BEM)AFSF...1

INTIRODUCTIONS sevveeeeeee2

7U/RMO (/- (EDITORL.L)
--Ron J. Vegt, CONFUSION cditor.eeed

THLE  SERMON (PICTION)

—-Li‘.rry }’:&ddock.-,-'-_o-o-c..--.-.n--h‘

A./V\E/V (FISTION)

-"'ROMIR.hOdCS-..oo--...o---0901-00--6

THE GAMIE (FIcTion)

-=Ron Je Vog‘t.....................10

DIFADLY FFIKIEENDS (4RTIcLE)

l..'nool.n.n.lz

W/LL DIANETICS SURUIWET

"'Tex Runncls..--..................15

PREVUE TO CONFUSION , PYBBED™
'BY ARMIED FORCES SCIENCE FICTI0N }
EDITED BY KN 3-YOGT, D1STEIBUT

NCAT cuicon T CHIGAGO 114, SEPT. 1952/
LARRY M&DDOCK, civilien and honorary ren-
ber, wandered into a club meeting with =
renuscrint in his npocket once, and has
been cor:ing beck ever since. For this
Chicon CONFUSION prevue, we're including
e Mpddock creetion called THE SERMON.
Lerry, by the way, is 23, has been dood-
lins with o typewriter for 8 or 9 years,
wos discovercd by Forrie Lckcrnons, who is
currently trying to collect his commission
on scveral dMeddock yernse.
BOB (R}« )JRHODES, who cleirs entirc re-
sponsibility for AMEN (pege 6), was one of
the first founding fethers of this fon-
wise frece-for-cll, hoaving hcld officc es
BEM in cherge of fundse. Bob is o reletive
neweorer to the field, but keep your cycs
peeled for two of his crecticns, BIRTHRIGHT
and KEEP OUR SECRET WELL, which should
appecr on the newsstends in thc not-teo-
fer-distent futurc.
TEX RUNNELS, best described es e lanky,
intcllcetusl drcwl fronm Texas, in addition
te being o cybernetics fiend end a radar
tcchnicicn, likes to nik preisc with his
criticien, &s in DILNETICS? (pege 13)
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‘“Before w8 progress any further
into this editorial we would like

to explein the purpose of this

issue of Confusione

This is & revue issue design-
ed to acquaint you with the actusal

first issue, which will appear
leter, and to give rcadcrs an iden
of the structurc of the orgon-
izction benind the ‘'zine.

Confusion is o fiction-fact
meg conteining storics »f SIF and
fontesy from the higher lovels of
amcteurs writing, Along with  the
storices cre fret crticles in%ended

to kcep uou recders informed of
whet goes on in 1he weorld of
scicneco.

Tho officicrl issuc ~f Conmfusion
will be digest sizc ond the crver
which is reopreduced on thz zover
of this rrevuc ish will be o three
color affrirl The stuff holding
thc ccvers cpord will be mimiocd
but, letcr, we hope t2 hove cn oll
printcd mege

.or A. Fe 5.F. for short.

rchel

3

Well, thet tckes cerc of the
dzpe on C-nfusion, s n~w we will

hend out some info ebout wus bems
backing it.
Out hepny horde <f hopeful

helfwits is unique, we belicve, in
thet it coneists splely of
scrviceren, The club, fan type by
ncturc, ceorrics the officicl title
of Armecd Forcce Scicnee Fiction
41though
the club is opcn to £ll brenches
of +the scrvice the Air Ferce
scems to be running things -t
rrescnte -

The LeFeSeFe hecodquorters cre

located here ot Keesler Air PFeorce
Bcse, the clectronics center of
the Air Ferce cevertiscmente )

Geogrephical loccntion 1s Biloxi,
Mississippi, £ very nice 1little

town on the Gulf. DNice thet is if
you don't mind the hect of Vulcon
and hummingbird-sizc mosquitosd

Well, we heve uscd up
time giving you somc
informotion 'besides, thesc dorn
ros:uitos htve  claost
pcnctreted our sprec arror) so we
will bring to & terrmincition this
sed cxcusc for on cditoriel.

crough
N Lree
prcksronng

Oh, yece, if cftcr vou recd this
issue and hove cny ncsty remarks,
thrects, of peisoned-pen letters,
our cddrcse is 4/%2c Roncld Je. Vogt
LF154 74420, 3405 Stu. 8g., Box 312
Keeceler LFB, Biloxi, Mississippi

u..l'.o.".lllimm
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A r@ after the first ripple of recog-
 nition whispered across the great
auditoriunm,

His voice was rich, nellow,
intinately friendly as it filled
every cubic inch of the Cathedral,
its smooth, confindent tones
picked up by ultra-sensitive mi-
crophones.

"Je shall sing of the Glory of
Man," he said simply. On the tiny

AR screens in front of cach listener
THE CATHEDRAL was a marmmoth flashed the words and nusic »>f a

.,
oL thacs
et o,

place, arching upwgrds towards in- tine-honosred hyrin.
finity. Entering it, a man felt The electronic organ led into

dwarfed and insignificant compared the introduction, and at a signal
to the glory and wonder and perfec- fronm their pastor, the congregation

tion that was Mankind. rose, wnd rusic poured forth from
A feeling of awesome spacious~  their throants. Soul-stirring
ness and naked power pervaded the riusic, glorifying Man as the High-
place., Inside, curving blue wglls cst.
nelted into a dome whose inner sur- And when the song was over,
face seemed to be miles away. A®b the congregation reclined in their
the epitome of that receding mon- chairs, rcady now for the Sernon.
ument to architectural perfection It was a short sernon, and as
hung o radiant nucleus, around sernons go, fairly inpressive. In

which orbited slowly noving repli- it, the pastor brought out the
cas of tiny electrons, glowing soft- following points:

ly with & quiet inner fire. The l. ilan is the highest form of
nolecular motif was repeated inside life ever to have developed, and
the transparent rostrum on the should be duly honored and revered
white marbelized speakers platforme. as suche.

The slowly noving molecule was & 2. No man should kill a fellow
tribute to Technology (the Father); huwian being, as that is depriving
the carved figures at the back of the race of the benefits thatcould
the platform symbolized Sociology have coric from the nurdered one.
(the Son); znd the physical beauty 3., No other creations, crea=-
of the place combined with the tures, objects or doctrines should
nuted bits of musical tribute to be sct up beforc Man, as Man is
give proper honor to Thought, the all-powerful, perfect, and the only
third facet of the Human Trinity. true being that exists.

The electronic organ filled the 4, The world should be clean-
Cathedral with the nagnificent sed of the heathen concepts of
chords of Shostakovich, the moods Gods, Devils, Spirits and a2ll other
of Gershwin, and the najesty of crudc superstitions.
other grent composers' tributes to 5. Only true believers in the
the Onmninotence of Man. Perfection, Wisdoni, and Omnipoten-

The cuditoriin slowly filled ¢y of llan werc eligible for the
with people, their voices hushed free spiritual happiness and peace,
by the najesty of this shrine to that comes with understanding.
the Mind of Man. This was, in effect, the sun

A nan, cttirced in the flowing total of the Hununist doctrine.
robes of the Hununist Ministry, Man is Everything. Mon crented
ascended the podium. The nusic Everything. Man is perfect.
feded slowly into nothingness. The "Before we offer the hand of

congregation sat in gquiet attention Fellowship," the pastor was saying,

4 -



(THE SERION,con't)

"I want to tell this v for the
benefit of those in ny congregation
who have not yet accepted lan as the
Ultinate.

"Several years ago I believed in
superstition. I was born into a
fanily that hed grect faith in what
they called God. It was a crude,
contradictory concept of a suprene
being--horribly jealous, infinitely
kiné&, loving, terrifying and Jjust~-~
but it was all ny people had to fall
back one They had not yet come to
accept the Truth--and ny nother neve
er did--that Man is Everything.

They prayed to this ideal they had
conjured up in their ninds, and re-
ccived a certain zanount of satisfac-
tion. And I was taught since child=-
hood that this God had the power to
forgive ny sins--thc injustices I
committed--and that I should look
foreward to everlasting lifc after
death (If you can conccive of such

a prinitive ideal!). This concept
ny childish mind c¢lung to for long
tine, even after I was narricd.

"But then one day a c¢risis ~rose
and I was shown just how shallow ny
childhood beliefs actually were! My
wife was stricken with - horrible
illness. One doy she was strong,
robust, healthy; the ncxt she was
in bed, fighting with a fever that
left her nale and weak. I was
afraid that shc was going to die,

o I prayecd t2 ny God, and asked
Hin to save her, and nake her well.
And the God Aidn't answer. Iify
wife's condition was beconiing worse
by the noment. I cven called in
soiic local witchedoctors to perforn
incantutions and appease the God I
was sure was bteking her wantonly
from ne, but it was all to no aynil.

"Finelly, in desperation, 1
turned to Man, and llun's scicncce
iTedical science, the product of the
Mind of lTan, thec rescarch of hun-
dreds of yc .rs, wns a»plicd to the
sickness that threcitcned to kill ny
wife--and she was cured! It is 2n
experiencc I shall never forgesb.

"I threw ~ut the falsc super-
stitions of Gods, and rcezgnized
Man os the Suprcrie Power, o Power
far superior to 21l the Gods and
Devils and Dencns and Spirits that
superstitious ninds czn conccivel™

—
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Tears streaned from the pas-
tor's eyes now. His voice rang
with fervent conviction, quavered
with thc cenornity of the Truth.

"So now, fricnds, I extend the
Hand of Fellowship with a glorious
Joy in ny heart that I have known
Man, and Mzn has proved hinself to
pe for all tine!l I extend the in-
vitation to you who have not yet
secn <nd known the glory of the
acconplishnaents of lan, that you
can coie closer to Perfection. I
invite you to publicly accept llan
as the only power that can save
you froa ignorcnce, and to dedicate
at least a part of your livese--
herc, today--to the inprovenent of
Inkind?! And I hope that you will
never havc €o be shown, the way I
was, the folly of belief in Gods.™
He pnused dronatically. "We will
gtand and sing."

The electronic orgnn softly led
into the invitetinnal hynn, and the
pastor lonked out over his congre-
gation. The shining light of
*Hunnnist Fellowship flowed out over
the peoplec ns he snid, "Those of
you who feecl the cull, at any tinme
dubing this invitationzl, pleise
cone foreword, I will be waiting
at the foot of the altar to greet
you and wclecone you to the fold."

The orgon nusic swelled with
the strains on an ancient nelody,
and the congregation sang the
words:

"Believe in the Truth and the
Glory of ilan,

Ant be saved
afalo e
T THuvc foith in the Power and
linjesty there,

a0 Live by the Huaanigt rulest®

ron the folly

L

-the enc-

“-’Qr‘op dead’?



WITH APOLOGIES TO JRAD EROWY WE BRING YoU

A CLASSIC IN sTFEF S4A400Y-006D0M - - -

growna, His head struck a rock as the
eacck wave deposited him against the side
of the hill, A trickle of warm blood
oozed from the wound and ran down his left
cheek. He raised himself off the ground,
leaning on his arms, and found himself
staring into the mouth of the cave. Des-
perately he crawled towards the opening,
Another flash and he was hurled inside,
His arm snapped as he crumpled against the
granite floor, but he didn't feel it. The
blood on his face slowly thickened and at
last stopped running.

The pain in his arm woke him. The sun
was high and the cave was deep in shadow.
He groanced softly and stirred on the hard
bed of rock. His head was throbbing in
rythm with his pain-wracked arm. Slowly
full conclousness rcturned. He tried to
push himself upright, but failed. His
broken arm buckled beneath his weight, A
sudden piercing pain shot along his rag-
.ged nerves.

At last he managed to sit up. His
blood was pounding in his brain. A horrible
pain coursed through his am and he clutched
it to him with his good hand. His eyes
= He stared down in disbelief at the jagged

et R : white bone that protruded from his skin.
He was running blindly into the The realization of his plight dawmed on
night. The muffled sounds of explo- hinm the instant his mind began functioning
sions spurred him onward to the limit  correctly. With a muffled seream he pul-
of endurance. The cave. He must reach Jled the broken limb and fainted with pain
the cave., There he'd be safe. Safe as the bone slid back into place.
from the booming destruction that was When he awoke for the second time night
exploding around the world. had come., The cavern was still and silent,

He tried to remember the location like a tomb. His arm felt like a burning
of the cave as he searched frantically torch. He was careful this time and man-
in the boulders on the hillside., He aged to keep the bone in place. He rose
looked desperately for landmarks, rum= djzzily to his feet and leaned ageinst the
maging into his childhood memories for cool rock wall. By touch he found a hardy
the clue that would save him. He lnew bush growing at the mouth of the cave and
the cave was nearby. snapped a stiff 1limb from it. His shirt

The explosions and the man-made tore easily between his teeth and one hand
flashes of lightning were coming closer and he bound up the swollen arm as best he
and closer. His childhood retreat was could, using pieces of the branch as splints,
the only sanctuary he could think of. The rock was hard but he was exhausted, The
Wild eyed and crazed with fear he stum~ darkness spun wildly before his eyes, and
bled over the rough hillside. His breath imaginary colors danced in his head, He
came in gasps and his head jerked this lay down again.
way and that, searching, seeking. He awoke with a start. There was a soft

A blinding flash 1it up the city noise coming from the back of the cave.His
behind him. Before he realized what had whole being slerted itself. He lay quite
happened a booming sound pounded at his stjll, fearful of taking a breath, waiting
eardrums and he felt his body leave the and listening for the noise to come again.
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It did.

He could even hear a faint echo as
the sound died away. It sounded like
something that was breathing hard. In

"It's all right," he said. She sank to

the tloor in a faint.

A week later they walked hand in hand

an other minute or so he heard a scratch- through the rubble in the streets of the

ing sound from the same direction. The
h airs on the nape of his neck bristled
with fear,

What sort of animal lurked in the
blackness? He kmew the hills were full
of mountain lions. The scratching
s ounded like claws being sharpened on
a rock., He thought he heard a low growl.
& soft stirring, like that of padded
feet, reached his ears.

He realized that the wind was blow-
ing through the mouth of the cave,
straight back into the darkness, He
could feel the odor of his body drifting
away from him and floating along with
the breeze, His heart beat furiously.

His flesh felt alive with crawling things,
H is eyes were glazed as they tried to
penetrate the solid blackness, Slowly,
silently, he began to inch toward the
sound. There was no use running anymore.

He remembered that the cave widened
into a sort of a room. Whatever it was
making those sounds was back there. Per-
haps it was more frightened than he was,

His hand brushed a small stone. It
clattered noieily down a2 hollow in the
rock floor, The thing back there in the
dark heard it too. The noises stopped.
A1l was silent for a moment and then the
something moved. It slid across the
cave....away from him. It was frightened.

Suddenly he thought of the cigarette
lighter in his pocket. He drew up into
a crouch, feeling through his trousers.
Wild beasts fear fire, "I'll make a
torch," he said to himself,

The lighter was there and so was his
wallet. He laid the wallet on the ground
and leaned on it with his knee, managing
to extract a piece of paper, He slipped
the paper between the first and second
fingers of his useless hand, leaving the
end protruding.

The lighter sparked vainly and a
scuttling sound came from the darkness
b ehind him. A second tuen of the spark
wheel and it 1it. He never burned the
paper.

She was cringing against the back
wall of the cave, Her eyes were wide
with terror. He stared in amazement at
the beauty before him. He saw where her
blouse had been torn apart in the front
and clicked his lighter shut.

rard

City. Not even an animal stirred to wel-
come them. Death was all around. The
beginnings of a new life had not yet
pushed thrcugh the remnants of man.

Dave took careful note of the twisted
sign that said, '"Walnut St."

"We're almost there," he whispered in
the stillness. "The place is only about
a block away."

Tears welled up in Edna's eyes. She
felt sentimental and yet foolish at the
same time., With a tender gesture Dave
brushed at the tears with the finger tips
of his good arm.

"Don't feel that way," he whispered.
"If we're going to live together for the
rest of our lives we should do it up
right, even though there's no reason to
do so,"

"I know," her voice was tender and
wistful, "It just seems so strange, so
odd, not like I dreamed it would be,
There'!ll be no one crying and no one
laughing. The whole thing will be still
and solemn as it should be, No parties,
no hedklers, no....nothing."

They turned from the street and walked
in silence up some crumbled stairs and
stood in the ruins of the church. They
turned to the spot where the altar had
been and stood there for a while, deep in
thought, viewed only by the smiling sun
and the blue eye of the sky. Not a
breeze rustled at their clothes. Not a
sound disturbed their reverie. Dave
turned, clasped her left hand tightly in
his. He released her and fished in his
pocket and brought out a tiny golden ring
that was blackened on one side by the fire.

T take thee Edna,.." he said and
slipped it on the proper finger. She
smiled up at him and leaned foreward,
They embraced.

Silently, again, they walked slowly
back through the fallen doorway and down
the ruined steps. The wind rose like a
gentle hand and caressed them 21l the way
back to the cave,

The cave had changed since the day
they had found each other. Kerosine lamps
hung from spikes on the walls, illumin-
ating everything but the deepest recesses.
On & level spot on the floor a2 double bed
and matress stood. Dave had built a chest

-—
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and closet out of old packing crates, and
they had managed to scrape up enough
clothes to fill them. A crude iron ecook
stove stood in one corner, and beside it
lay a pile of knotiy wood from the hills.
L bockcase~like affair was next to the
wook, filled to overflowing with cans of
fond. A rifle was propned against the
wall. Way in the back, almost out of
reach of the light, were the rest of their
stores. Gallon drums of kerosine, 2 pile
of ragged and soiled books, along with
odds and ends that might someday be useful.

"I'm going to town to see if I can
root out some more things we can use."
Dave looked at her lovingly. "Want to
come along?"

"Tt...it's a pretty tough climb,"said
Edna, shyly. "I don't know,"

"You don't know? You've done it many
times and it hasn't bothered you a bit.

We might even be able to dig up a pair of
booties."

Edna blushed. She smiled with satis-~
faction and looked down at the roundness
that showed under her dress,

"The frontier women used to have 'em
one day and go chop down trees the next
morning. Where'!s your pioneer spirit?n

"I doubt if your new son will complain
about the long walk," she laughed back =t
him, He took her hand and they went out.

The ecity was slowly vanishing under
masses of growing things. They hunted
around for several hours and found a small
electric generator, some more rifle shells,
a store of canned goods that looked usable,
and & slightly singed layette.

Towards evening they were struggling
back up the hillside with their load. Dave
was straining under the weight of the gen-
erator and carned goods, and Edna was man—
aging as best she could with the rest of
the stuff, They were nearing the cave
when the earth shook,

David screamed as the ground rocked
beneath him and the pathway dropped from
under him,

Edna turned at his frantic scream and
saw his body rolling over and over as it
tunbled down the rough side of the hill,
She dropped the things in her arms and ran
as fast as she could after him. The bushes
and stunted trees tore at her flesh and the
vibrating earlh threw her roughly to the
ground, but she kept going until she reached
the spot where Dave lay still.

YDave! Dave! Dave!" She knelt beside
him and tried to rouse him. His stoney
eyes stared up at her and his lips made



no attenpt to answer.
Cuddled closcdly ecgrinst the inert
fornm, Ednn cricd.

The night was long end still. The
world scormed deed., The only indicntion
of lifc wes Ednc'e sobbing cnd the
occesional stirring of new lifc within
her body. Even the nmoon stoyed cways
Towerds morning & weary crecturc fell

into o fitful slumber ond groles of wind ro

rosc, corrying storm clouds over the
country. The sun tried to push its woy
into the dcy, but failed, leaving the
howling wind ond the pulscting rcin to
heve full reign in the shedowy dorkness.
Occasionclly the carth w-uld shudder
violently ond then lic still. Thc shelf
of food toppled over in the cove oand the
kerosine lcmps jumped from the wells to
tinkle on thc flcor. Edne sct up in bed
with o stert. 4 trickle of loosc sand
pourcd into her leps She jumped quickly
..from the bed ond rcn out into the dey-

nighte. The ground rumbled cnd quivered
rnd shooks & booring crrsh cchocd fron
the cove. Her home wos gonce

"The city!" her fear ridden rind
thought. "If only I could rench the
city. Surely therc is r shelter of sorwe
sort therc.”

She scurried cver the quivering
pothway thot led out »f the hillse She
carcfully sidetrrcked the goping hole
thet had dropped fron the gr-und when
Dave was killeds The rein tit ficreely
at her ond the dbrush tore the clothes
from her boldy. Geasping,end terrificd
she recched the -~utekirts of tewn cnd
ren into the city. he c2uld still fecl
the vibrotions in the ground cnd the
rain stung as it peclted her rew, bruised
skine

& suldden viclent uphecvel of  the
ccrth hurled her Qown, but she rosc
quickly cnd ren on, propelled by feer,
driven by will cmoticnss She stumbled
scveral tines but wencged to right her-
sclf. Whot wes left of the crumbling
ruins Jrneed arcund her in o nad frenzye.
The sky vomiteld firc end hoored thundere

& nass of growing vine twisted
itscelf eround her leg ond she fought
frentierlly to free hersclf. Tecring
and biting she brcke loose cnd continucd
her wild flight. The rurbtle in the
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ground followed her as she rone.
Occosionzally & bit of stonc whipped
fror the broken masonry cnd bit inte
hcr row flesh. Her body wes nurmb 4o
pcin. 4 tongled wire blew into her poth
cnd she trippeds She sprowled to the
ground tnd ley there exhousteds Her

brc*th ccne in rosping goaspse Her arms
clowed at the surging earth. Hor logs

twitched uncontrollchbly.
The turbulcnee of nature swept on.

The sun rosc over the bleck landscope
cnd smiled ot no one in particular. &
fow flccey clouds drifted theough the
cire The niorning wes worn ond bright and
peaceful.

i body ley in the strects of the city.
The bulge »f presnoncy stirred occosion-
elly, »ut the woren 1ild not nove.

The last men on Earth lay clonceesss
in o worb.

-thc cnd-
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They were not solid; not
something physical that you
could touch, or even see,
‘unless they willed it so.

. They were not matter,nor
could 1hey be cons1dermienr

A
g ‘: ,.Xf

#
3

;3» The only applicablé
‘term is..s.seentity, i

"Ho Garth, how is yours
prongSSLng°"

YPoaRly,  very peorly.,
= fregp. LG geecns 1 have pro-
duded an exceptionally faul-

YBe of higher spirits,
Gartn. All is not yet lost."




"Ng, but 4t may well de, Mins advances
in repid surges, true, but to wiat avail?
A peak is reached; from that point there
4e an almost sudden degeneration and it
is again at the beginning."

"But it cannot continue like that
forever. It may fall backward at times,
but soon it will sock onto one of those
surges and continue upward. And where
would that then place me? For as you can
see, mine advances but slowly."

"It will never produce a continued
ascension, for the degeneration has been
too cyclic, Agreed, Tregg, your set pro=-
gresses slowly, but it moves steadily.
That is what matters,"

"Let it continue awhile longer, Garth,
none of your sets have been that bad. I
am certain it will correct itself."

T remain inclined to disagree with
you, Tregg. I just have a defective set,
probably made so because I wasn't con-
centrating as I should have been when 1
produced it. I should dissolve it."

"Stay your hasty action, Garth, Ve
shall observe it awhile longer and then
decide who is correct. I am certain it
will change."

They closed around the whirling
spheres, watching.

"We shall see," intoned Garth, "We
shall see."

He sat behind a curved metal desk.
Through the wall-sized window at his
back could be seen the white dome of an
important looking building.

The man himself wore a light grey
suit, almost matching the iron-grey hair
at his temples. The deep rug was grey;
even his desk was grey.

Conformity.

To anyone entering this room it sug-
gested power. And power he had, but men
in certain other parts of the world had
the same type of power.

He wondered, however, did their power
equal his? Or, more seriously, did his
equal theirs?

Gently, neatly, he laid the papers he
had been studying on the desk. The re-
ports were not good: hints, rumors, act-
ual happenings; they led to but one
conclusion.

Someone had to move first, suddenly.

He reached out, paused with his fin-
ger on the intercom switch.....

"There you witness the same repitition,
Tregg. It is no use continuing, I shall
concede to you,"

"I ask you to hold but a moment longer,
Garth, tor did you not notice him pause
at the switch?"

"All right, but for this last time
only. If the pattern does not change,
then I shall dissolve my set."

"Come, let us watch."

The finger was still poised on the
switch. Then it began to depress the lever
slowly, slowly. Then as if by sudden de-
cision the finger jerked quickly and the
lever changed position.

The finger's owner, the man in grey,
spoke several words into the plastic box
before him. Once again the finger moved,
this time flicking the lever in the op-
posite direction.

As though very weary the man in grey
sank back in his chair, then swiveled
slowly wntil he was looking directly out
of the huge window,

Suddenly the scene was split at various
angles by yellow-orange streamers of flame,
streaking majestically upward,

The brilliant streamers died.....dis-
appeared, but the man did not move. He
sat facing the window.....waiting,
watching.

Soon he needed to wait no longer.
Fiery specks were climbing from the
horizon.

He leaned forward in the chair. This
is it, he thought, the hour...no, almost
the minute,..that spelled finis to Man's
work.

Odd, he reflected, it almost seems to
follow a pattern. This sort of thing had
happened before, several times. It had
probably occurred many times even before
written history.

But time to dwell upon these ideas
was growing shorter; the specks were
rapidly increasing in size.

“"Enough, Garth, you are right. The old
pattern returns again."

"Yes, Tregg, the old fault continues.
It doesn't come by the same means as the
others, but the end result will be the
same.

"The first time it was brought about
with bare hands. Next came rocks and then

‘f/‘cutting instruments. It has progressed up



to & crude form of fission as the agency  pushing onverd ccross lond cnd rivers.

for the latest drop. It is sed. Everything it touched it cnpgulfec.
"Thercfore I shzll concede to you and It overtock the deedly floming messing-

cissolve ny sct, as I certeinly should ers in the and cven sceried t2 gein

heve done long ago." spcel os it devourcd thezie

The men in ~mrey felt o celn wash over
The speccks were ruch nonrer now, ond  him. Was this soric fantestic new wecpon? Or,

the nmon in grey wes now stending at the he weos stortlcet ot the thought, wes it sin-
grect window, his cycs foetencd upon the  plys....thc cné of the world?

flonming strecks in the sky. He remeined The consuning blackness swept over the
there, riotinnlcss. slcenciNe..

Whot usc to attemnt intcrecption, he
“thought; €1l of ther couldn't be stopped.

"It is ‘done, Tregce Corpletely dis~

o6

Let then do o good job of it. solved.”

Then hc noticed sorcthinr clsc rising "and I heve finclly won e mcre fror you, -
from the horizon. &t first sight it an- Gorth. That feet cleates ny ogn.”
perrcd to Le o nist of sone sort, but the "...ond defletes nrine," edded Gorth.
obscrver ot the window quickly decicded it However, join rne cgoin in the near futurc,
wes 6 bleckness, or morc cccurctely, he Tregg, end I will try to produce o better
Cecided, an emptincss, sct. Then we shecll scc who pleys the

The stronge derkness moved repidly, bettler grine,”
rushing ccress the rounteins in the for
distence, sccrming to swollow ther up, -the cnd-

R ETA D S ERIEIN DY R Brens

4lthough o tarnntula cen cosily kill stops, but he is still eclive. The nother
o wespy, thore is onc relationship betwoen wesp then drogs her vietir to the bottorm of

crachnid end inscet which shows roversc the greve, loys her single cgg »n the spi-
rcsultse. The nermbers of this rcleotionshin dcr'a chdorien cnd crewles mut of the h)lc.
ere & specics of tarentuls (Cyrtorhnlis She then oes rbout £illing up the hole bit
ﬁ"rtOTiCﬂc) anc¢ & snecics of digzer wosp by bit with ¢irt corricd in her jaws ond
(Pc“51s rergincte.) then pocks it Cown so thot nothing roy dis~

When it cores tire 4o loy on oy the turb her hendiwork. She then flics cway
ferell Pepsis rust find o tersntula t2 be lecvin~ her descendent sterted in 1ifce
uset for « host, clive Lbut porclyzed. She Scicntists connost explein the streonge
flics low over the proun! cnd, wicn she behrvior ~f the srider, who cllows o _

ol

erots o likely rrosncet, she lands anl normelly irriteting inspection and pute up
tegins 1o oxerine the spider by crewling nn resistonce until it is too lntc.

o1l over it and feceling with her cntennoce

The riaczing ond unexpleainckle nort is

thot friend spider remcing calrly sto- »
tionery snd cllows the oxerinctical Sct- : : @§ﬁ¢§>
isficl thet the tercntula is the ceorrect g
onc, the wesp proceeds to diz o crove 8
te 10 inches deor in front of the victin,
who just stonds there wotchin~. With th
cxcovati~n corplotel the wier crowle
cround on the unilcr side ~f the spider
sctxchins for the soft tissuc wherc the
ler joins the 2acdy.

Finding this s»not thc wrsp locks its
jows on the snider's leg en?, finelly,
the spider shows sorc fight, but tos
latc. The cnerics roll cround on the
grounc until the wosp inscris her sting
into the srider's b~dy ond purrs in her
roison. Tho spider is “ﬂrulVZCL, his hogrt/,/)Z
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After little more than two yeggg
the grestest invention since the wheel ’
and the arch has dropped into oblivion.

When the first book on Dienctics
was published in 1950 it enjoyed an
immense end immcdiate popularity.

There werc several reasons for thise.

It promised the ebilities of genius
after a few short hours of "zuditing".
Morc impertent hawever, it was opti-
mistic. In the preveiling ettitude

of the day thc mind end the mentel
proccsses involved in sanity and insan-
ity were mysterious and unapproacheble.
Only psychictriste and spccialists
could consider the problems involved,

In the midst of this Hubbeord dored
to bc optimistic, he dered to say that
the problems of mind werc solvable cnd
could be solved by the ordinary in-
dividucl. In fcet he claimed to have
ot lenst part of the answer, cnd in
his book procccded to cnumcratic theme
His cloims werc to most thinking in-
dividuzls fantoetics Nevertheless,
the ncurotic and meladjusted indi-
cijuals jumpecd &t the casy soluthion
to their pooblcmse.

Thesc Who took the trouble to
investigetc the cleime for the di-
anctie techinicues wore soon désapoint-
cd when Hubbcrds rcsults werc discover—
ed to be unobteincbles They quickly
dropped it enyg condemmed digncties as o
hoaxs Others, partieudarly thosc with
o littlc more knowledge of vhet was
possible in tae @élder types of therapy
werc not so quick to discard the new
teehniques. Granted thecy did not ob—
tain Hubbard's clear , but they did get
results conparcble to mony rrevious—
ly obtaineds . Thosc tcehniques will be
used, improves upon cnd cventuelly
supcrecededs Whot then will heve been.

—

disnctics cleim to fome?

This: A% o time when intercst inthe
mind was receiving little stimulation
it threw the public eye upon man's
greatestt problem and mystery, His
mind and how to control it. It
gained the interest of many cepable
people and thus brought. to bear on
the problem more effort than had
hitherto been expendeds. It developed
the idea thét the problem was solwable

with scientific method and would
yicld to such on epprocch. This re-
noval of the problen of mind from the
ranks of unsolvable mysterics cen

end will be the most important contird—
bution vhich dianecties will make.

This optimistic end hopeful ctéi-
tude in o socicty filled with feors of
destruction end general cttitudes of
pessimism end indifference, will do
morc towards crcating conditions in

which the problem ezm be approached
and solved thon will anything elsce

In addition to this it placcd the
problem fully upon the shoulders of
the indibiducl, pointing out that no
sneeic) training of cbilitics were
ncededs, in fect nothingg morc then
cbility to think ond apply the scien=-
tific methody This in itself though
conpletely unorthodox is cn impor=-
tent advaned, for who can solve the
problem better than the prople who
fecel it's pressurc the greatest?

Thus plcced within the publie domain
ts o problem of merc sclf-benefit,
more results ore surc to be hcde

These results of dicnetices,
though idnircst will have nore effect
wpon the fubure of man than any of
it's populorly cleimed benefits eon
cver havc.

As o technique it mey discppeaer,

As zn iden nevers.
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