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THE

STILL SMALL VOICE

BY BRAD RAYBURY
(Clive Jackson)

‘Well, it looks kike we made it, Young Jim.'

‘Yes, Dad. it looks like we did it.'

‘My. will you look at thet! All that water. and why d'you soppese
it’s 50 greea?’

‘Yes, | wonder why? So they were cagals, after all. Straight as a
die as far as yeu can see. Ny!’

‘Well, Young Jim. get basy en Ihat air analysis, and then we can
strelch our legs awhile '

Father and san stead in the airdlock side by side, an the thresheld of
a sirange new world, atd il was such an aweseme feeling that ncilber of
them said anything at all, 2rd then together they stepped forward out of
the ship onto the strange new sod.

When they were ontside the tension broke and 1hey both langhed a
little withonl knewiag why, and the boy kaelt suddenly and said, ‘Laek,
Dad. see what makes cverything 5o red? Soch a tiny, beautifol little plant,
and hardly any reats at all." Aad the father s3id ‘Say, just lock at these
leaves; they must bave a million points, and each one perfect as a snowfake.'

Then they remembered that they had a ceremeny to parform. so they
got cut the big grees UNO fag on its aluminiom pole, and the small shiny
camera on it¢ tripod, and the boy toak a pictare of his father, and the father
took one of bis 10n, and then they both stood by the 8ag while the aate-
matic shatter whiried and clicked. Thay beth looked sheepish, and the father
said, ‘By gosh. | aever felt so many kinds of a darn’ foolin all my fife!"

After that, they went for a Litle walk, but sot far becanse the sun
was already almost on the borizon, and while it was setting (hey came back
and had their first meal on the new world. They opened some cans of beer
they had hiought especially for 1he ocension, and the 1ather made a bitile
speech ‘o their imaginary bosts, and they laughed a great deal. They evea
sang a litde, and the bey played on an old ort-ot-tune harmonica, hut the
more noise they made the quieter it seemed to be. The sennd rolled
away 3nd was lost ¢t occe in the 10lemn sidence of the ageless plains, and
seon they fell quiet and sat still smokiag their pipes while the ware night fell
around them and the stars came out one by one kike fireflies settling on 3
velvel cloak.

The days that fellowed were-long acd very full. They tock szropies
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uf the soil und rocks, aed presesvcd seme of the liny red Bowers snd
traniplanted 1ome into hoxes, and analysed the canal water, and made
tlides of Ihe strange algac that made it 50 grecn, and tock a great many
photographs.  They made weather observaficas. but thiir baremeters
never altered by a millibar, and their rain gauge was always empty, and
they iramped many miles with pack and compass, but they never fcurd
anything at all except the little red plaats and the green algne.

One evenirg, when they were siltieg smoking their ripes and looking
at the fami'iar stars, the son said, suldenly, ‘'We wi'l leave tomerrow
morning', in such o matter-of-fect tone that be might Lave 1aid, ‘We will
bave beans for breakfast temoriow mornicg.'

His father looked at him,. with his pipe ba!f way up ta his meuth, and
said, ‘Ob, ] know it's been a mile disappcinting 10 far, Young Jim, but
there's lats of directions we baven't hiicd yet, at d maybe this is just a calm
teason, and anyway if we go back o :contle /15 hly will 1ay we havea't
doge our job properly.’ And the sen kno:ked out bis fipe azd atoed up and
123id, ‘We will leave in (te morzicg." Then be went to

The father was 1o Lurt that ke conld Lardly believe bis ears, because
bis 100 bad pever even spaken lo him that way before, and be sat very
still for a long lime until bis pipe grew cold in bis Lard, acd then he went
slowlv intide the ship ta Lis z0n because he could bear him weeping.

He came te the boy's busk withoul switching ¢n any lights, and he
laid his band on Ihe tremtling thoulder and said, very gestly, ‘Forget it,
Young Jim. This goddem’ 1ed world is encagh to make anyone edgy. and
sure we'll leave in tke morming if you want.'

‘Ob, Dad, it . . . wosn't me!

‘Hob? How's that again, son?'

‘It wasn't me that raid that about leaving, it was . . . . somesne
else, and be's gol inside s:cmebew, inside my bead, and I'm scared.’ The
bey snapped on the lights, and then the father saw the naked tarrer that
stared from his 1on's yenng eyes, and the force of it hit him like a jet of
ica-cold water, and be kaew thare was nothing be could say became they
were pot alone any more.

ln the merniog sfter they had begus o pack their gear, the bey
tnddenly 10id, ‘We can’t go, Dad, nat back there. Sometimes he asks
me questions, aboot what it's like there, and how do the peaple behave,
and what is love, ard what is death, and | just know somathing tesrible
will come if we go back . . . . if we take him back.’

The father siood np and squared his shoulders and said, ‘Yes, Young
Jan, we mut stay sgd Fght it here, and maybe if . . . . when he comes
back again . . . . you lell me, then maybe | can put my mind alongside of
yours and belp you to resiit him." He giipped Lis 10n's shonlders tightly,
‘We've GOT to figkt bim, son, we've just GOT to.'

So they started to uopack the equipmenl again, unlil uddenly the bay

| ecatirnrd on page 16
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CURN  EXCHANGE(N] A Cercol Stery

THE SOLUTION

I luck seems to dog the London Underground. Every extansian of the
Tube bas brought trouble iu its train, frem the disastrens fiust junction with
the French Metro ( then celled the ‘Mequis' | beliave) back in 1960, te their
ill-fated experimental cannection with New York, the tervible Test Tube
expletion. Their last project was ne exception.

The Australians bad staried their end of the tunael with greal emargy
(ne woeder they are called 'diggers') and already they were 200 miles
searer te us than we were te them. Thesitnation was impotsible. Natismal
pride was al stake, and the Gevernmeni appeinted me te take over the
preject. Unforionately the Underground people went up in the air abeut
this, and | got the impression that their engizecring expert, old Prafessar
MacHiaery, particalarly resented my intrusion.

Hewever they wera able to take the knife away from him, and | pat
these worries aside. My job was simply 10 dig a hole. and | threw myself
isto it wilh enthosiagm. By sheer arganising abilily, and payment of deable
wages te the men who did the sctual drilling, I s0an had the work pregress-
ing at almest tuice the speed. Ronnd and renad weal the enermons great
wheel, aad the tunnel grow steadily in depib. | was so buried in my werk
that | bad lost all count of time, but one day | cansulted the Prefesser, whe
bad faally been prevailed on mot te sever his canacction with es.

‘Accerding to my calculations,” be said insolently, ‘we pamed the
Austialians 6ve days age.’

‘Why did yan oot lell me this before?’ | exclaimed.

He sneered sudibly.

Fired with indignatien, | went off al ence and made a 1harp reperi to
the Governmeat. They ware seriomsly perturbed. Tha engincers had hoped
that mest of the jourmey in either direction might be made witheut fuel, and
the frictional lotses involved in megetiating a carve wenld be disastrems.
Finally it was decided 10 abasdon the Sydaay and of the tannel and preceed
with eurs alome, in the confident expectation that it would emerge sema.
where in New South Wales.

Curicusly emsugh, we bad little diffealty in farther increasing the
speed of drilling, and bordes of men ware ecnatinuonily employed in adding
mew sections to 1he great shaft. All the Gevernmest shadew facteries were
switched aver to the productien of a¢w sections. The pablic were greatly
interested in the preject, and bare the shortage of shadaws with equanimity.
Buot weeks weat by withont any werd from the Austealian Gevernment of
the avpearance nf the drill in their lersitery.

One morving the Professer came usexpeciedly te my afice. He had an
evil gleam in his eye (the left one, | think) aed | could tell by the way he
spat in my facc that be still barboured seme resentment against me.




]

‘] thuuybt you might like to koaw,' be lecred, ‘that we bave just peme-
traled the Heaviside layer.'

Whoa | hed ascertained where this was | was borrorstruck. [ at amce
wired the Ausiralian Goveroment and Prime Minister Molesworth ardered
aul the enlire Australiar Air Ferca on recomoaissance, bol wilhaut snecess.

There was ooly one thing ta do. The drill must be taken up. The great

machine was pu: into reverse, acd arcanatants checked the number of sect-
ions os they were unserewed. A terrible shock awaited ns. The shaft was
anly 4,000 miles long, and the drill bead, with the athar 4,000 mi'es of shaft,
bad coniplelely disappeared. Yet there was ne sign of a break; the end was
quite smioth. As clean a3 a whistle is the popular phrese, though [ have
beard some very usclean whistles fram time ta tima.
4  The Prefessor and | went immcdiately te 10 Downing St. with our
grievou) news. On the way the Professor scemed abstracted, and something
in bis demeanour gave me the impreuion that bo was perplexed. It may
bave been tha wey he kept muitering to bimself and learing eut bandfuls
of bis bair. O arriving ot anr des'ination we found (he Prime Minister
tittiog with bis Cabinet. He put down tie lid at onca, and came forward
enquiringly. The Professor gave a bald summary of the facts, a feat for
which he was now peculiarly fited.

The Prime Ministcr was Aabbergasted, bat I had bardly started 1e give
bim my abservalions on the problem whan be abruptly exclaiaed ‘Sirl You
are ap egregious morun!' | howrd modestly; | am immune 1o flattery. He
turned 1o the Professor. 'Professor!' he hissed, ‘Perhaps you can preseat
some rationa] explanilicn for (his seemingly inexplicable phencmenan?’

The Professor mepped bis face with bis hndhrdu'cr. ‘Only, ‘he said,
maving out of range, ‘a theory 1o bald, so hizarre, as to defy disbelief.’
He passed his hand wearily aver bis brow. ‘Il grew on me slowly. It had
been an cy mird for some time, but oaly this .afterncon I grasped the
roots of the matter fimly at lant....'

‘Yes, yes,’ cried the {rine Minister impatiently, ‘bat the theary?’

‘l asted myself.' continued the Professor, ‘what myslery lies at the
cenire ai the Earth? The answer came to me in a flask. What cauld ba there
bat sam«tling that ccold exist cowhera elsa? The Bask contained samples
of the metal at the end of the drill shaft. . .’

‘You mean the solution was in the dnfl?'

‘No,' tte Professor exclaimed, ‘the drill is in the solution! Far centuries
alchemists bave been seerching in the face of ridicule for this elusive sub-
stance, only te have it speed fram their (iumpbaat retert straight fo the cen -
tre of the Earth. In the courte of ages there has thus accumulated inside our
placel an ecormous glabule of that leg:ndary fluid, ihe Universal Selvent!’

[to be continucd. . . perheaps]
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WEIRD SECTION A very shart stery
THE

OTHERS

The fire bad been dying for seme time, but no one had cared to collect
more brushwaod. It had been a long day’s walk, and the night was warm,
even close. How dark aad quiel it was beneath the great trees, he thought:
ol a breath of wind stirred in the whole forest. One wenld think the
branches would mave even a little. The rilence was wnosual, sorely, and
suddenly oppressive. It was as if the whale world were dead. What an ua-
pleasant idea, be thoughi, startled. Fer a moment his clothes were cold and
damj. He felt the need for some sort of actien to break the pattera inle
which his theughts bed straycd, but the silence bad lasted 3o long it seemed
somehow wrong to disturh il. Finally he spcke nerveudy,

‘Quiet, itn't it?' He cleared bis threat.

No answer. Were the athers atleep, be weadered.

No. be could dimly discern their ayes in the infinitaly faint glow from
the embers. Peshaps they thaught bis remark net werth amswering. It
wan't, of course. He tried again.

‘If you people weren'l with me I'm sare 1'd feel rather nervous bere.
Den't you think it's quite cerie?’

He could foretell exactly the teating replies his friends wonld make.

But (here was still ao answer. Parbaps they were asleep after all?
Ne, be could otill see their eyes. But it wasn't like theen to keep sa guiet.

The silence dragged on and on, reverberating in his eardrums. Had
Me been asleep, was be 1lill dreaming? Did be enly imagine he was in this
terrible place? Absurd. But why did they net amswer him?

They?

‘You....Yeu are my frieads, aren't you?'

CAT SONG by Cadric Walkes

Red limmed 'gainst leaping flames are teen
Roucd, fashiag poels of eryitel green,

Aod silent shadews stir frem sleep,

And creep upon the farry heap,

Te 100 each flicker ere it dies

Dance fitfully ia lambent eyes.

Bebind it, vague npon the wall,

A monslrous crouch-ed thiag

Each action macks, each movemeat blocks
Of the creature 'neath its wiag.




‘our

civiliation in fewrzded oo

these

machines...'

OUTCAST

by
WALTER A. WILLIS

The ity suoncd i'self ¢a a green
billside. It was mo upstart grawth
of ateel acd conmerete, but a thing
of grace snd beanty, of perfeclion
attained in cenluries of tranquillity,
representing a wey eof living worth
almest aay price. On this peacefol
summer afierscon as initalment was
being paid.

The stodents 1hufled another few yards.  Reluctantly they
restored their Bagging attention ta the lecturer.  The natare of medical
students does not change perceptibly in five thonsand years.

“This palient,” said the Profassor, “‘is about to be awakened
from sepra-bypacsis. | wast you all to concentrate at the moment of
awakening. The time between the 1elease from hypoosis aed the
resumption of taatral by the cartical censor is very sbert, and you
will bave lo wute all ycur attenfion to make a full examination ef
the patient's thoughts. There is mo need ta be afraid. You will
experience only of course the sense of unaccustomed well-being and
relesse from inner canBict which are the natural contequences of the
Treatmenl. Alsa, prebably, somo evamescent semsativas of less and
fargetfulness.”

He threw a switch, and the mesmenisor began its cxercite
in applied semartics. The Bgure enile bed siirred, cad the students
epensd their minds in anlicipati:n a1 Lis awakening. = The rays of the
setting sun threw long thadaws dawn the ward.



The patient at up acd sreamed.

Even the mont el cienl of aiganisations caomol cope with the
impossible. Uther dactors were, of course. availabl:, hut they were
foalish enoagh to atlempt re-h-noosis.  After come time the necassity
for injections forced itself upen them, and peace was restored. Or
at least silence. ln a few haurs some of the students were able
to speak coherently. and the Professor to put throwgh an emergency
call to the Directar.

*“l don't went to he discourterus, Citizen Frene,' said the Director
intincerely, “‘but you must realise thal your busband’s ease is nct unique.
Every day thousands of peaple receive the Ireatment. and the greater
their need the less they realite it. But efterwards they are invariably
|n|dul."

““And their relatives?"

The Direclor was incensed. ““I am sorry te  see that yoa
share that vulgar supcrsition.  The Treatment does rot change the
pafieat’s character; any ilight adjustment that is made is for the better."

“You say that 1o glibly." said Ercne, “'bat can't you realise
that any change in my bushand, bawever desirabls fram your point
of view, would make him rease 1o be the perion | love? Ona doesn’t
love a persan for bis virfue, but for bis failings. the little short-camings
oed eccentricitics thet mrke ome person differest from amather. One
only admircs virtue o1 d sanity."

“l wonder if yeu would have thought so lightly of those
qualities if you h-d sen this hillside fve thousand years ago?' He
beckonst! ber ta the wirdew, aed they looked down on the sna-sieeped
city. “After the sccond alomic war this was s beap of stinking rubble,
the product of Ibat desdly streal of madoess in us which comes ta the
surface when it can be mest dangerous. The truth is, we were not
Gtled by nature for civilisation. The more complicated our social structure
the greater 1b: likeliloed of mental breakdawn, and the mare dangerous
its cansequences. Confusion, fear, and crualty make up our bistory since
we begau lo build iities, and every step we mike tawaids «ivi.isalion is
at the cost of our peace of mind. When atoini: wir came civilisation
could wo loager guerratea ¢ven securily, its main itducein nt, ood neurosis
was pandemic. 1t is not hiaid te see why this warso.”

He begsn the fawrliar explinatiaa with patience.

*“The ecreliral cortex is the scat of all the higher activities of
the mind, end as arinnls evelve tho «ertex takes over te an increasing
oxtent thu fuactiors of alder conticl ceutres lite the thalamus. With us,
in turn, the cortex is tupeie- ded by the sepercertex.  But the primitive
cootrol cectre: uliti-evist, and in memeuts of ‘toe:s ey cun tile over,

q

the thalemur trem the erriex, cr
fhe cortex from the super or ex.
When thi- condi'icm is chronic, wlen
the rebel cantrol centre struggles
conlinneusly for pewer, we bave
schizaphrenia. All that the Trealment
machines do i1 to drive ont the
rebellions secondery persenality, but
it is ot foo much te 1ay that without
that inveation, and the Diagnastzt,
the eatire world would bave suok
iate barbarism ; our «ivilisalien s
feunded cn these machines.™

*'] am nat quentionirg the worth
of the Treatment,* seid Erene digg-
edly, “'all [ say is that my bushaed
doesn’t meed .”

**Yea thiok 50 because yen love
bim, and (hat fs a form of insanity,”’
replied the Directer, “‘and ke thirks
86 becanse it is part «f bis disease
that be should. | sce to point in
continning this discussicn.”

In the few boors since the
Cea-erdinator's ship hid flasthed aul
of the datkecirg tky all memory
of the unpleasant intesview bad
faded frem the Dircctor's cemicicus-
nest.  The System Ce-ardinalor is
an imporiast prriomrge. Bul not
becanse he is particularly learaed
or inlelligent ; as civiliiation pra-
gresses other less obvious preperties
of the mird gain in signifcance.
Progress is impessible without spee-
ialisaticn, and efficiert specinlination
requires specialists in co-erdinction.
The System Co-ordina‘or awid lis
pesilion ta the gower of Lis arsacat-
ion centres. Fis wark was 1o jewiny
ceaselessly fram ame scica'ific staliou

acut of the dirkee'ng shy
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to apother, acd tu liveu..... und ecearivnaily ‘o be reminded of some-
thing be bal beard ten million miles sway. An im>gination untroubled
by probability wes essanlial; no eonnection lao sbiurd to be suggested,
even ome as fantastic as that between. say, frogs' legs nod lightning.....
The Dircctor conjured up ercth-r sct of vatigtics on 1be
scraen. “These are the most recent fgurcs in the Libraey," he apolegised,
“l baven't hecn 1ble to get through to the Hospitel."
e “They'll do....1hc tumber of Trca'ments pir year secms vary
igh?

“We bave to ticot evecy casc delec’ed in the exrminations,”
said the Director defersively.

“0f course, but the incidcrre of ireanity should bave fallen
initead of remaining mere or lems eorstont ar it bhas done.  After all,
gocial tension wos tuppcsed to be i's mein eruse, 2od in a comparatively
stable saciety like ouss..... It's very divtuthing. From what | hear
of the breokdown at Power Centia yestesd-y we cenoet even rely on
people certifed sare by the...."

The door begzn to rpon aird the Dicector swore softly. The
staff should bave gore hcrme by naw, ard surely no ore else...

Amid all the rdvances of tectnology the piimitive Grearm
has retained its pepulrrity. M is simple, chezp, red as deedly as a
weapen needs tobe; tod it it 1aid that the rubeon:cicus fear of ils maige
ls almest as eBective t3 the conscions fear of its bullot.  However that
may be, it was quite cnorgh to frccze the Dircetor and the Ca-ordinater
in their places. Ercra's voice was as tteady as her gun.

“] om 1cr1y to bave to take (his way of canvineing you that
my bosband is not iorare...”

“It will only convince us that you are,’ the Director relarled
with asperity.

“We thsll see,’” said Erewe. *Yeu will come wilh me te
the Diagoostal rocm."

Astonisl.ment struggled with fear ond gained a meomentary
viclory. Ercoe anmswcred bis unspoken question.

“It's quite s‘mp'e really. Yeoun won't Lelieve in my bushand's
sanily becaute you fen'l knew bim. lo the whole universe there is
osly one person whese senity you would believe in even if that
damaed macbioo dericd it. Yourself. You will subtmit yearself 1o
examination by the machine which incorrecily diagnosed my husband,
you will be adjudged schizanbrenic, and he forced to 2dmit that the
machine can make a mistake.”

The Diagaciiat is a3 estentially simple machine, consisting
mainly of an clectro-cacerhalegraph. It asplics oll the slimali required
for psycho-patbelogical examinntizn. correlates the  results, aod shows
any departure from the peim in the simple oud convenient form of
a filiog card.

As the last recdings were being taken the Direcivz's principal
worry wat the reaclios of this vobaliuced female to her inavilable
disvsppointmenl. On cemsideration te decidrd egeinat tzkiog the risk of
telling her that the Treatment ad alread; been administered. The Co-
-ordinater’s a‘titude remnined one of de'uched isterest. Ereme preserved
ber air of confideace, bat as the ma hire approacled the last of its
tests she edged closer. The machine clicked once with an air of finality,
and Erene pulled the reloase lever. A card c'attered into the tray.
Erene saatched it up, and far the first tims the gun pointed at the

Her exprassios teuched the
ety Co-ordiartor's heart. ‘''Poor thing,'
be thought, ““she’s taking it badly.”
The Director wasted me flime on
ecmmiscra'ion.  He pounced on the
gua. lostine'ively Ereae clung 1o it
end there was a brief struggle. The
goa went of, asd a jagged hole
appeared in tha immeculate pamel of
the Diagasstal. The moise was deaf-
eping in the confined space. ft
brought Erene te bar senses, and she
meekly surrendered the gun.  With
the sitnation now well in hrnd, acd
ks attitude apparently viadicaled, the
Directar was dispased te be lenient,
though such wabalanced behavieur
seamed to [ndicate that Ereme's ewnm
examisation was leag everdue. He
war about te mahe this suggertion
when his attention was attracted by
the peculiar behavicur of the Co-ordina-
ter. That distinguithed persenage bad
crossed the room ot a most uncharact-
eristic speed, and was aew picking
another card out of the tray. Erene
awakeaed momentarily from ber
stopar and natched at it. She retarned it with apathy. *‘Just the same,”
;'h m:lmnd. She had not reelly heped that the machine would change
1 mind.

The gun went off...

“Bat it isn't,” 1aid the Co-ordinater. He was ezamiming the
translocent cards.  ‘'These are diagnoses of twa diffarent patients.  The
serial oumbers...." He shat a o'ern loak at the Director. ‘It lacks to me
a1 if at some time a card bas jemmed io this infernal 1lot machine of
yours, and the cperator his Leen foclish eroagh 1o press the relanse lever
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again. The second ened erpilled the hrst sod 20 ou. Sioie then, your
machine bas been ene diarnvis bebind. A geguine schizaid bhas gase
vodetected and...... You bad better call the Hosnital ot osuce.”

The Directar wos alrendy ‘making for the screen. Az be
threw the switch the emergency tace flled the raom, ard the agitated
face of the Profcasor appeared. The Director turned pale.

It scems we are loo late," snid the Co-ordinator.

“That's the last of your studen's fi? le be inlcrviewed,’ said the
Co-ordinator. He ctared specalatively at the Profcssor. ‘Are you . al
all a religicus person?’ .

‘'l wasn'l.,’ s2id ‘he Frofesser.

The Dircclor was cactemptuins. ‘Simply a noweiful bellue-
ination.  You Hypoe-semsntic peapls sre far tco impressionchle.’

‘Everc oce of his siudcn's srems to have been ecnverted
te a fervent belief in Ilell. They Cdaa't seem very impremsionable
youths?' .
‘They aren't,' said the Professor, ‘as be would know if be
bad to teach them. Aid seitker am L' He glared at the Directsr.
‘No coe but a foal wiu'd di‘miss that experience a3 a figment cf the
imaginafien. Ba:id:s, | 1hink ] koow eaough of my patients’ subeonscious
to be quite sare i1lcy sre not capable of dreaming up any:hing like
THAT. No, we muit face the fact that Hell does exist; not as
conventionally depicicd, of comrse, but a place of torment where our
sonls, er perl of them, go whea the body dies. Perbaps there is also
s more pleasant plica for tha ‘gacd’ part of our personalily, and death
it marely the final stage in sehizophrenia.’

‘Rublich,’ exclaimed the Director, 'That chimera again!
Why, the whcle ecneept of personal immortality is ebviously too fantastic
to he believed...'

‘Do caterpillars believe in butterflies?’ snapped the Profestar.
‘The complicoted erscogiment of aloms that we call life bes propesties
which far tracscend those ef the inanimate matter fram which it aprings.

And conscicumess is to life as life is o matter. Each
step, from dead mallcr te arimscy, from f'reflex movement to
free-will, is oane (owards independence from material limitations.

What cen be the step Leyosd conseionsoess but camplate independence
from malieri’

‘That deesn’t meon...'

‘I thiok', said th: Co-ardina‘ar hastily, ‘we .thould start
with the faits. Acd 10 far we just baveo't gil encugh of
them. | soggest we take sow'her laok al ihe paticot.  Thee is
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80 seme ia lyiug te mahe up our wiods o sicocd-bacd reports.’”
He lid the way to the Cdoer.

The patient stiried a'mast impereeptibly.  Samewhare in the
chaes that hed bees Lis mind a remnant of (o.sciousness ecotinued to
function, like a waich in an earthquake. There ware even lingening
memories, of anmother werld, of the amaccountable interruption of a
peaceful existenca.  There had becn n siraggle, he vaguely recalled,
theugh the tessen for it had loog since olipped his enfechled grasp.
Bat be remembered a terrible miswnderstandiag and an everwhalmisg
injustice, and the ‘Treaiment.' It wis (he machine that bhad branght
him to this. lis vislation of tte mind's integrity, the readicg of his
very seul, the banishment te the outer darkaess, the wild terror cf the
usknown, azd now this.

Suddealy Le bad fouod himself me looger alome. His
iadividuality drowsed in the 1ea of alien thaughts. Waves of savage
emation breke over him, 1nd the ageny ef coustless sonls became hin
ewn.  He shared their suffering, and the axaltation of their hate,
The realisation for.ed itself upon him that in this world issanity was
the nerm. He weodered vagaely, what lies beyond insani'y? Insanity
it reasea’s refuge from intolerable strain: is there ne ascape tor madaness?

Ia tme be begun to thiak cohereatly oucs more, and slowly
he became aware that a change was taking place.  Oa the fringe of
kis consciewsmess hovered the realisstion that this nightmare in a
sightmare bad an appearance of actuality beyond ths mermal horrors
of a diseased mind. The fact that the metien of reality or uareality
ceuld present itself te him at all meant, ha realised, that there was
indeed a change. The familiar frames of refereace, time and space,
cause aad efect, wera balng restered te him. Or he to them. He
grasped ths thought like a drewning mas, and the mad werld began
to fade. The sterm of emetion subsided. An interval of izfinite
darkeess, and be became aware of the reassuring backgroand of
bedily sensations.  As the precess of integration accelerated, cenfidence
utuhr‘ud in bia ability te contral bis body. He experimented with his
eyalids.

‘l thiok," said tbe Co-ordinmlor, ‘we cam assume i1hat the
patient's experience was of a real world, and (hat we have
encounierad a unique telepathic phenomencn. Telepathy. Parbaps
the Director can tell us the current thearies?’
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The Directar looked somewhat wncemfurtable. ‘I'm afraid,'
he said, ‘we bavea't yet been able te arrive al any really satisfactory
explanation. All aur altempts to link up the phenomena with knowa
radiation effects bave failid becanra of twe well-esteblithed facts.
Firast, 1bat there is na altennstion with cistcace, end secondly, that
pre-cogoition, thongh miually ealy by a fow s:conds, does nadoabtedly
ocear. Indeed, ke iubject cften secms unshle to ditirguish beiween
the present and the near fulare. Of course, the whele fie'd is bard to
explere becamse of subeanscions resistarce by the sobjects. Chviomsly it is
secensary for survival (hat an snimel sheold b+ alle te cenceal its 1hanghts,
and ia the bigher amimals au efficient censor bas aceardingly beca evelved.
s eperation is almost cemplitdly anlematic, so thot t.lepattic phenemena
are erratic and mareliable.  Ceor tkeories are thos mainly 1pcenlation se
far, but the mest attractive is 1uggestcd by the fact thal tke perception of
duratien is increasingly develesed in the Ligher amima's; it is well known,
for imstance, that primitive peoples have only the concep:s of ‘before’ and
‘after’. It is pestulated that bigher forms of intelligen:e develep axtensisa
in lima, l.e. their ‘sow’ has duration.  Their ‘present’ is mct a mere peint
moving aleng the time line, but actoally eccupies length on that line. They
are ke an educated peisan wha cza recd a sentence of a book at a glance
whare a child reads letter by letter. |} is argued that twe 1u°h minds can
ceatact ene anather incepecd:ntly to same extent of lime and space, in moch
(the same way thai twe tsll men converse across the hiads of a crowd.'

‘Plamible esough,’ said tha Ce-ordinator,'Bat... Let's shift the problem
down eme dimemsien end cenuider those twe-dimensional creatures of our
text-bosks, whe Eve on the urfaceef a hollaw sphere. To them,
as te m, the wniveins is finfte bot unbeunded: if they travel far enengh ia
a straight Line they retura te where thay start, as we would. Your theery,
I take it, in that if twe of these ereatures ware able, as it were, to put their
heads threagh the skin of their sphere, i.c. ecquire extension in the third
dimensien, they could contact ene another outside their continuum?’

‘la a way, yor.'

‘H'm,' said the Co-ordinater. He turned te the Professor.  ‘What
is tha actual phyrical action of the Treatment?'

‘i sets wp a feld of stress whirh has the efoct of cantracting
the mawanted cells, severing their lnks with the maishrain.'

:s“’“di" them in afl three dimensicns?’

o',

‘But surely there mmt be a corresponding expansien in another
dimansion? May net the effect of the Treatment on the cnwanted cells be
te incraase their extension in the forsth dimemsionl'

He continued slewly. ‘Te get back to car two-dimensional ere-
atare. If he were able ta acquire emough cxleasienin the third dimenmsion
could be et |-ave the sorfaco of bis sphere altoge her?*

‘You den't mean,’ 1aid the Profersar finally, ‘thar 1he warld we
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saw was a feur-dimecsicwal cae’’ \

‘Not nacassarily. Sappese that jaside the sphere iohabited by eur two.
dimensional craatures there were amother sphera, similarly inhabited.’

There was a long silenca. 'Well," said the Director, ‘it is cortalaly
pleasant te think that those mansters do mot exist in ear centinuum.'

‘I''m afraid yon cannet disiss that world se easily. What made .th
that? Remember we koew of its existance enly becanse that particalay
patient was mel genminely schisophrenic, and the unmtreated part of his
mind relained telenathic contact with the euteast. What has beea h”-'-
ing te all the gemnine schizoids that have wndergene the Truhlnl?

‘You mean,’ axclaimed the Professer, ‘that we have just beea exper
ouy imsanity? That we ere respensible for all that cruelty and sufleringi
We must atop the Treatmest at enmce!’ :

‘I'm afrald you haven't seen all the implications yet. Atemic war and
faming, fear and ignerence....Dida't yon aelice 8 certaln resemblance ba-
tween that world and ocun of the Age of Unrest! Why is the incidence lg
insanity still se’great emeng us? Why shenld there be ealy twe sybareal

The sua was risiag abeve the city.

*It b1 carioms all the same,’ said the Prefesser, ‘haw like the csaveal.
ieaal religious set-up it sll i1. | meas, the usht for Heaven are cast dewn
fo ws, and our sinmers are threwn inte Hel.'

‘With this differerce.’ 1aid the Ca-ordinator tiredly, ‘that ssw we knew
of thair existence we shall de anything In ear pawer te balp these ashapyy

creatures.... What did they call themsalves...'baman’?
—_————
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THE STILL SMALL VOKE | contivued boowm puge 2)
18id. withont emetion. ‘You will pregere the slip for Bight,' and the gun
in bit hand was trained steady a1 o reck upon his father’s beart, and
there could be no doubt at sll that he would ute it.

The father looked at bis son acd soid, ‘Yes', almest in a whisper,
and he could not 1ay anything else beeause of the gun and because of the
grief \bat tore at bis heart as be realised thnt he bad lost bis son.

He moved bravily tawards the air lcek, end then be leaped bke en
uncoiled spring and bore the boy to the ground, and the 8ai report of the
gun echoed away aver the endless red plins.

After 2 moment he climbed shakily to his feet and stecd looking duwa
ot bis son with the tears ralling dov.m Lis cheeks, and then bo stooped end
genily withdrew 2 harmonice frora the vest pocket. It was dented with
the force of the explotion, end rivea by the bul'et, and it was the one he
bad given Yeuog Jim five . . nmo, six . . . years aga when be was at
Cal. Tech., and the one oo whith Lit sea hed prnyed ‘Sweet Adeline' the
first evening after they L=d larded.

And then bhe forgot abomt the harmonica, becaute, alihough ne
sennd broke the terriblo silence, samebody said, quite distinetly, ‘New
prepare you: machine for depariure.’

e - e

EDITORIAL

lo our last issue, which was our first, (a lot of peaple thaught the firat
issue would be our last) we promised that Ne.2 wenlIn't be any l:i!gerllm-gl
we hoped it would be better. Well, bera it i1, twice the size nad containing
abeut thrice as many werds. Whether it's any batter wa leave you fo judge.

This fime we are ot geing ta make any prophecios about the next {save,
ezeept that there will be ape.-1acidentally, eur thanks to all the ether famine
editars who have beea 10 sympathetic about the ardueus teil involved in pro-
docing a printed mag. . bat it's really met as bad as all that. Personally, | find
it quite a congenial hobby; of eourte, pristisg ruas in our family, and | bave
merely reverted to type. Buttaking ear time and with the assistance of eur
cal Bem, the nearest ihing we have to a copy-bey, the three of us (eur co-
-faunder Dick Merritt bas gene to England and ean give only mall assistance,
bat my wife is a fan 100) don't And it tos much treuble.

Oae goed reaton we don't 1ay what will ba in the next jssse in that we
don't knew yel. That largely depands on yau, the raaders. Plaase write and
tell us what yau liked in this issue, if anything: and sead a centribation if you
can. We are looking for gecd material of any kind, but there are fanzines
purveying sews and articles much better than we could, and we bava neither
the ability nar the desire to compete with them. So, and bare is SLANT's
slant, we intend this {o be mainly a ficlicn magarine, But we do wanterigin-
ality. We waot te be neither a half-baked imitation of a second-rate presine,
nor & mere expression of cditorial egaboe. like (ccotinued at faot of cover 1V)
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ALL DOGS ARE
EQUAL

CEDRIC WALKER

What tbe devil conld they be wantiog bim for, Geller wondered. A
sammons fe (he lastitale usoally meant something vapleasant. It was the
sort of thing that cansed your frieads te shake their heads and look at yeu
pityingly. Dama them! The: wera only a pack of scientists after all. Surpr-
islag haw their power had grown threugh the years, though. And disturhing.

it was o depressing building, cold and bare in ou'line, cutstendiogly
38, aves amongst the sprawl of u'ilitarias architecture areund it. It floated
up te receive and envelap them. Geller paid the pilot, whe promptly retera-
od hi1 taxi o the muliituds which darfed and straamed abeva the metropebs.

When be presonted hi. card to the girl at the reception desk she look-
ed at him Bectingly aad then directed bim down the vast hallway. A lift
swithed bhim up te a breathtaking height above the airlanes. At leagth be
found himself befere a plsin unagearded door beariag in small simple
lettering the name 'A. Carve’, and, beneatb, avan smaller,'Chief Educater.’

Ramarkable lack of precamtion, coasidering that the lnsiiiute was
scarcely universally pepolar. Ciller smiled ot his little joke.

What should ba bis attitude? Co-operativel! A citizen slanding en kis
righti? Friendly but detached?  He decided not to decide.  The Chief
Edecaler wenld sczdochtedly call the tune, anyway.

Almeost before be knocked a vaice bade bim eater.

There was only one man preseat.  He cat at a desk facing the deer,
his back to the windew, which overlooked a drop of more hondreds of
feet than Geller cared to think abent. He was imall, fat, and middle-
aged, with heavy jowls. He smiled benignantly ad Geller.

'Please 5il down.'

Despite himself, Geller conld not help reacting sormally (o the ather's
friendliness. Jutl for a moment. Then his mood regaised contrel and be
bardened his face and gazed coldly at the Chief Fducater.

The mext werds came like a blow to Geller.

‘Your wife bas jost givea birth to a hey.'

It was a statemesl, nol a questien.

Geller recavered hiinsclf, bul 15id nothing.

‘Why do you Le'p sileal?" .

‘Why speuk? You boaw perfectly well that my wife has just had
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a baby. You piobably kaew befu.e | did.

Carse chuckled. ‘Cowne, we aren’t cxactly emnipalent, you ksow.'

Damn the pompous blighter! ‘I'd be cbliged if you'd come to
the point,’ Geller snapped.

The jowls settled back into quiescenco. The Chief Educater leamed
forward. ‘'Very well. [ asked you here to get your comsent.'

‘Consent le what?'

‘Please de oot imterrupt. Biiefly, we prepose ta take your child
info our care, and we require your permissien.’

Galler leapt to his feet, bis face gone suddenly white. Breathing
heavily, he placed both bands carefully palm downwards en the
Edocator's desk and sared into the other's face.

‘I'll be damaed if yon will!'

The Chief Educator was nnmaved. ‘Ematianal euthursts are smnecess-
ary and will ot be toleratad. You will regain yaur seat at ence, please.’

The words were quiet, as before, bat thare was menace bebind them.

Geller satl down. The mask of banevolence returned ta Carsa's face.

‘I'm well aware that you're not ene of our most ardest disciples. How-
ever, you will realite that my molive in briaging yea bere is purely one of
courtesy. We shall procaed wilb our plan with or witheut your comsent.’

He paased. Geller 3ot silently. No paiat in protesting. Might as
well hear bim out. Iodeed, he had no choice.

The Chiet Educatcr setiled himsolf comfortably in his chair.

‘To bagin with, | mast go back quite a sumber of yoars; twanty-five,
to ba exact. !l was on the occasion of the 951'st Conclave of Educaters,
when, as you koow, one of the chief items an the agenda is the consultation
with the Ferecaster. [ don’t think ] need describa that remarkable, almost
living, machine evan to you. Osut of the 422 questions put {s it all were as-
swared salisfaclarily (further proof of the excellence of our administratien)
save ena. Aad 1hat one was indeed so reflaction upen ns. Frankly, it pux-
red us for a time. It was in fact,” he spake the words distastsfully, ‘the
buman factor. The Forecaster told us that at a certaia date in the {uture,
the exact date necd net concern yau, if matters were allowed te go ahsad
unchecked, we should reach a stage when there would not be sufficient
spaca pilets ta permit our civilisation te continme. For certain reasoms
fower and fewer boys would desire lo take up the vocation of pilet.
This prepbecy b already making itself apparent. You realise, | trmt,
the orgeacy of (he ailuation?'

‘Of coorse. But what..?'

Carse raised his band. His face was grim. He pulled at the lobe of his
left ear with thumbh and forefngar. [t was a characteristic gesture.

‘We renlised bow useless it wan'd be to compel boys to become pilots
against their will. They bad 10 wiint to become pilats. They had to take up
the vocation nalurally, becanse it was nol in them not to do sa. Our plan
was (o craate such an environment from the birih of the pilat-ta-be that it
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weuld be inevilable (hat he becume a pilat: iodeed he would want te be ane.

‘We went first te the famous Whitlow family, about which | need ot
tell you. Whitlow, the first man to enc'rcle the moan and relorn safely.
Their deeds are legion. Threcgh the ages it bas been a matter of family
pride (bat the sons should fellow the tradition.

‘Right, thea. We went ta the then Whi'low and put the sitaalian te him.'

‘} don't sea what gossible cocnection this can bave with my sen.’

Carse smiled. 'l will try to simplify tkings so (hat you may wsder-
stand. One of the mainstays of the lostitule is that anylliog can be accomp-
lished by education. We could by educalion tarn a child inte an Einsteia or
a Beatboven, it this were desirable. The etsential differences belween ind-
ividuals originate in the opinions they form, and (hese in turn are can'rolled
by their environment. For environment substitute educalion, acd thal is
where we come in. Apart frem physicr] difercoces identics] environments
produce idenfical beings.' Carse spread bis hands and sighed.

‘This is what we of tbe lostitote learo in our firs? year. However. ..

‘Imagine a person subjected from hirlh te all the rrguments and all
the excilements thal were ever directed upon, 2ay, s famoas space pilal.
1 cannot do better than quete frem the works of our famous founder: ‘It is
impatsihle to believe that the same moral trainiog would not make nearly
the same man. The ssme stimuli, with all their strength and all their weak-
me1s, unaccompanied by tke smallast addition or varialion, and retailed in
exaclly the same proportions from month to monih end year to year, must
surely produce the s me condilicacd reflezes. The same excitements, withaut
reservation, whether direct ar accideotal, must bx the same prepensities.’ '

Carse pamsed roverently. ‘So you see, Gellar, the child to whom we
give this ideality of impressions must of necassity follow the same pursnits
as the man after whose life his owa is patterned. Do | make myself clear?’

*Quite clear.’ Geller said caldly. ‘' You bave studied the life of Whitlew..'

‘0f bis child, the pilot-to-be. Now, by the way, as famous as his father.
Complete observalion acd recordings from birth. Wae can repreduce
his entire life up ta the age of 25.'

‘| see. And you intend to subject my child to this... this pseude-life and
make bim into anciber Whitlaw so you cas turn bim out inte the black
borrar of space!l Well, yoo wen't do it! 1 refuse absolately!’

Carte pulled at his ear. ‘Listen, Geller, ‘be said gently,'l understand bow

you fael: natorally you wish yvour son's life to be patterned after your owa..."

‘It isn't oaly that.’

‘...but yoo mast uaderstend. the lastitute...'

‘Damn the Institute! All this hesh about environment! Doa't yeu think
a father gives anything ta bis 1an? Doesn't heredity mean anything to you?’

The Chief Edacater tcrebbled bis chair back. There was a look almast
of borror on hin face. The jcwls quivered. He stared at bhis visiter
as if the latler bad ulicred a blespbemy.

“Thal ward means noth:ng to us,’ be snid caldly. 'l adv.se you te take care.'
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Receat research shows the placels to be remaaets of a superneva, former
deable-star with Sel. In our galaxy should he abeat ene million planetary
tyslem: which can and probably de support life like eurs - Dr. Hayle, 3rd Prg

ADVERTISEMENTS
The Editors of SLANT effer the following:
ASF(USA) 1937 Jan. Feb. Mar..Aug. 1938 May 19342 Aag. 1943 Jaa.
1945 May,Oct. . Rav., 1946 Jan. . Mar., June, and Aug. te Dec.
1947 March, July Frem Unknows Werlds No. 1
Amaring ‘32 Aug.: ‘34 Mar.July: *35 July : 47 June: ‘48 Mar.: "¢9 Jan te May
Startlimg 1946 Surmer ‘48 Kay, July '49 Merch, July
Th:illing Weader 1946 Summer,Fall "47 Feb. Dec. 48 June ‘49 April,June
Weird Tales 1938 Jaly, Sept. ‘39 July, Aug. ‘4SMay
FFM 1949 June (The Porple Claud) FA ‘42Feb. ‘49 June
Pantastic Novels 1948 May, Jul;,, Nev. Aven F:ntasy Reader No.1
New Werlds Nes. 1 ta 4 Fantasy (Newnes) No.2 Aeromod. llers "45-7
Liners of Time, The lntelbgence Gigantic -Feara Call of Peter Gaskle- Walks
Creep Shadow Creep, Seven Feotprints To Satan, Merritt RUR, Capek
Mes Like Gods, Star Begetten, Inthe Days of the Come!, Sleeper Awakes,
Food af the Gods-Wells. Brave New Werld-Hazley Can such things Be,Bieree
Werld of aull-A, Vaa Vegt The Mammoth Book of Thrillers Ghasts aad
Mysteries. A Centerycf Herrer. A Ceatury of Creepy Series
for emsh, bat preferibly in axchange agaisst any of the following:
ASF(USA) 1934 April '35 Jan Feb.Apr.Jaly Se~t.Oct.Nsv. 40 Jas. Apni
May, June, July, Aug., Sept..Ocl. . Nav..Dec.  '4] March, April May, July,
Avgast. ‘2 Jas., Feb . Mareh, April. May, June.Sept. Nevember Decamber
'IMarch. April, Au=ust, September, Nevember ‘Forty-four July
WALTER A.WILLIS, 170 UPPER NEWTOWNARDS ROAD, BELFAST

Te other fon editers : | send you SLANT,you send me your xine!

LUTIUNIAL [continmed) seme Americas prodauctiams, bul a
lezling-grouad fer new ideas, a sort of s.f. avasl-garde. A lefty ambitien,
bet | have just emough (aith in the resources of Eurepean fandom te think
we might succeed. Even if you have anly an idea for a stery, pass il aleag
agd I'll send it te scme auther whe's stuck for a plot. Ceatribeten will, if
they hike, be sopphed with 12 separately printed copies of their stery. (A
very sare limited ediicn!)  Our prescat circulatian is abeut 250.

Yea may have noticed a reference te subscriptions en the confeals page.
This is mainly joit ie case we get a large namber of enquiries frem mew
readers (this issue, uclike the brt, is bing sent for review le the presine.)
We don't publish SLANT fer profit, bet we den't want te waste ear time
lurning ent copies far peaple whe aren’t realiy interested. Subscribers need
anly seribble their name and addre:s on any prexine and postit. Hewever,
f you get Na.2 frce yeonm will prabably get the fuiure issucs toa. Theugh of
course veluntary eoatril u'sons te eur expenser won'd he most wekome. and
we nre very grateful indecd for thase already re:cived. SLAINTE!




