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The following etory is as yet incomnlete. /

THE WAY OUT
by Larry Niven
"Sprechenzie Deutch," asked one of the heads. "?Hablae usted
Espanol?®
"English," I said.

"I was correct. You speak American English, 1940 A. D. BExactly
waat yeer do you come from?"

"December, 1966," I told him, pleased that he should show such
interest in me.

"Do not be surprised at your euphoric feeling. It will pess. I
have injected you with artificial boosbterspice."

"I see." I looked around. "iwhere's Carol?"

"Tour companion is climbinz the side of the traasfer point. I
presume he intends--" '

"She ., "

"I nresume she invends to resch her ovn time. She cannot do this
unbil tne subtopilot turns the transfer noint on,"

I looked up. Carol was a third of the way up the guard rail,
climbing too fast for safety. "Wll have to stop her," I said.

"light she not try to hurt me? A frightened sentient often
atbtacks vhat it fears."

"Are you afraid of Carol?"

0f course."

1 thought about it., !'nd suddenly the eun.orie was gone, utterly
gone, I was trenmped by an elien, ané the slien was trying %o ge?b
Garol too., T strained against the Lﬂlna thet was holding me., Iv
gave like herdened var, too slowly.

"Plezge do not move," said the alien.

"You killer}" I moved wy honds about an inch towerd its throats.

"This was not my feult. I am Uryin: to correct it, but I need
your help."

I moved my ihands apnother inch.
The alien turned away. e were in some kind of veiaicle,like a

toboggan with sides. The alien bent one head to touch a pasnel in
front, and »e rose straight up alon: the side of the phentom turnoff,
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& . e hovered beside Carol. She zlared at us .nd continued to climh
"I'm trapred," I celled. "I can't oneln.”

The alien said, "You w%/ill only herm Fourself D doinz this. I
am not your enemy. Our 2ims ore identicel. I wich to end the link
between your time and mine. will you not enter wy--" It naused for
thought, taen fished "flying mechine?"

Carol paused on one runy while she carefully excmined the-
tobozzau, Then she Jjumped.

she hit the 2lien in a full body block which ¢lmost carried then
both over the side. The alien screamed in two notez, then bit down
on ner wrists. Carol Kneed 1t in its broad chest. The animal went
slack.

Carol turned to the nanel. "It's blank,” she szid ionderinzly,
. ’ R W
"It responds to my voice,” said vhe alien. It did not move to
get up. : : -
"Then turn Ed Yoose.'

The alien sbezgered to its 'Teet end sooke to the coatrol bLoerd in
a lenguage of waistles and untronounceble syllatles,

"I've been stu=id,” Carol seid venemously. "Ed, I can't move,"
"You had no choice. 411 ri<ht{, killer, you win. hat now?"

"I told the truth,"” said %he zlien. It spoke .ith no obvious
accent, bul vith very livtle 1nfleciion. "Perheps I should tell you
all of the truth. Taen we may consider what to do.”

* * *

The toboggan rested &t tne <Gze of viae -irior trep. The sun was
@ little higher, & blazing red that blurred iato the darker red of
sky. &y Buick still lay on its becl in the middle of the mirror trap,
with the robot's tool arm recchinz out from underneath. The alien had
Eurned o;f The binding field long enough for Carol to sit down and me
0 51t up.

"It wasn't intended to be a time machine," vhe zlien was saying.
"we have never tried bto build a time wmechine. wsuch things are voo
dengerous."

"vhat was it then?" asked Carol.

"A transfer point. Rather, we sent & robot here to built two
trensfer points. The robots alwers worked serfectly before.”

"This is kind of confusing," I said. "Eada't you betbter start
at the beginning?l"

"wWhich beginninzg? Shell I stert with your ovn time snd .ork up?"
n Okay o n

"Well." The alien paused, sterted agein. "You humans had soread
ovexr some volume of gpace beiore our suecies met. At that time we had
& considerably larger commercial ewdire. e made human gpace & nart
of iY¥, ond we got alonz (uive well, There sre things nuwens cen do
which we cannot...®uch as deliberately risking one's life, or subsisbt-
inz on insufiicient o3 gen for several minutes. -
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"Eheg we found out that the galaxy had exploded. Your snecies
had been in spece for some five hundred yvears, and--" )

Carol gigzled., I said, "Hold it. How can salaxies explode?"

N The sta¥s in & galactic core are very closely packed, an average
of nalf a light year apart. .If several go nove in the some neighbo?«
hood, chgy cen set off all tae stars in thet neighborhood, just
because they are so close, Then the nelghborhood expands. Surely
your astronomers have seen exploding galaxies?"

"I wouldn't know,"

We found that the zelaxy had exploded some ten thousand vears
carlier. That left twenty thousend years for the light to reach known
space, with a wave of rediation close behind it. The radiation would
destroy all life as it marched through the galaxy.,"- -

”A ﬂd? ]

. "we left, of course. Humans did not. They seewcd to think thah
tienty thousand jears was a long t¢ime, Foolish. -They waited until
the light of the Core vias actuwally shining thrcowsh the intervenins
aust céouds before they began to -roxry. Only two or three billicu
escaped.

"By then we had been established in the Clouds of hagellan for
some considerable time. e found planets for tue refusees. human and
other. You must undersvend that I took 211 of this dsta frcm the
autopilot. It hapnened fiore than three million years ago."

"Three million--! Are you going to--"

"No, T will not bore you with three million years of history .
But we recently decided to recolonise the zelexy. It was the devoi-
opitent of transfer points which mede this Hossiblel.”

"You must have had ships.”

"Natura¥ly, but what use are shins to a colonisation project:r
liy species is naturally cautiogs. In the days when we fled the radia-
tion we fled in shiws., Otherwise, no sene member of my species wonld
so risk his life and well-being,"

Carol said, "I think you said ;ou had a commercicl empire.”

"Iaintained by neuroticsiy of course. Until the treasfer noints
were invented, no human ever saw an envirely scne menber of my s»neciew
Unfortunately, there are no more neurotics., Belective breeding
relieved us of those,"

"what's a Transfer point?"

"They use, mmm, teletrensvosition. They wove objects from cae
locus ©o znotihner in normel snace., Je had visnsfer booths long ago.
cut they .ould only funcvion fo. polnts on the surface of the same
worlé¢. Qhe tramsfer noints will function for woinvs on discontinuous
equinovential surfaces."

.

Carol turned to me with a lost look., She was genuinely vrying oo
follow uhat the alien vics telling us. ©So was I, for that matter,
Liar or not. our two headed captor had all the informetion., And was

doing & lousy Jjob of passing it along.

it wes a point in his favor. Had he been lying. I thought ac
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would have been more plausible; he'd have invented a story we could
understand.

Carol looked bruised and very tired. Perhaps she was gt Ghe
1imit of vhatever was driving ner. 1 wondered why I fels so good.
Was 1t the stuff in the &slien's pointy instrument? But I didn't want
Carol injected with anything until I knet: 'hich side we were on.

"we know what they do," I said. "Transfer points move you
around. But I don't see why ryou iant one here. From here the
pDlanet looks nretty well used up."

"Jje needed supnlementary vrensfer voints for adjustment of eoui-
notentials, to drop an object in trenszit from one femily of gravity
equipotentialwsuxfaces -to another. Nobody and i..thing was ever
intended to go to Barth. we chose to begin our colony here beceuse we
had records dealing with this re:;ion of space and =vith this "vorld.

The records were dated, to be sure, but ere better than Jjumping
blind. In addition, %his s.orld had a brecthable atmosphere, and
there might be accidents.

"Therefore, we aimed en all-purnose coloanisation shis at Liarth.
we instructed the autopilot %o build %o sten~-doun vrensfer points.
It was ell that we chose a world —ith such an atmosphere, because as
you can see, there weas en accident. Prudence always nays."

"There's another tranzfer noint sonevhere?”

"It hasnot been built yet. That is our problem, or at least the
begianing of it." The 2lien neered at us from vwo directions, first
&t me and then at Carol., Then ii sooke softly to the featurless con-
trol boerd, in a voice of w._istles and un:ronouncable s llables. I
felt the concrete eva,orate arounc me. Carol tensed, zlanced at ile.

I shook my head. The alien had spoken riddles so far. We knew
only half of what we needed to know. Aand he was keeping one eve on
us, a green humen-looking eie set deeo in the bone socket above one
vrigngular mouth. The other head "iza very close to tvhe control voard,
ready to freecze us if we tried ©o jump him,

"So far, so good," said Carol. "Where do you come in%?"

"I was to be the first one throuzh to--" snd he sHroke a ouick
flurry of rhythmless music. "Our ancient home. fhe third trensfer
point should nave been there vo receive e, snd probably is for that
matter. But the first two points, the stew-dovin secuence, were vo
nave been builtv here. Only the first vas finished, as you can see,”

"y 7"

"The robot was instvructed o mine mevel from tais orld to build
the first one., I nave found sla; hAcene in tast direction, very larze
slag heaps. This orlé aust heve been mined outv lons ago. The robot
must nove decided that Barth's iescurces are incu.iicient for its
needs. It must have deduced tuav it could —rocduce the second transfer
woint fester by convertving the 115t wreasfexr pouint into a tine

g Jn

machine and Zetving the metal from your time.

"And that was our fault. wve should not have put so auch stress
on naste. Haste encourages mistakes. We should have given the robot
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orders ajzailnst harming a sentient being, as is standerd »ractice with
nscnlnery, But who oould surmise thet the robot would find sentient
beings to harm?. This galaxy is void of life,"

"And yoy?"

"I was %o go throuzh to--" that sound acaln, "have a look arsund
and report back. My flylnu macnine would have been adecuate protec-
tion. But I came out here becazuse the step-down was not working. I
cannot zo b ck, The robot waes about to convert its transfer poins
into @ time mechine. while I was flying ooout, urylnﬂ to deduce
what hed zone wiong, the rovot weat chead and aid it. He arched his
neck to point upward. "That flat surfsce is merely a sunecrstructure
decsigned tvo--"

"Imitate a freeway turnoff," I finished for him.

"Thank Jou. The o0ddly colored hemisniere on the other side ig

Jury riggzing to make the tlmﬂ fer noint a time machine. I do not kwos
how 1t is done. I would not even kaow no %o ask the —obob, T would

"It sounds fishy," said Carol.
"Iou do not believe what I say?"

"We do ot &isbelieve Jou, " I ssid. which w.s Srue. Guhe
we'd h-ve been fightinz instead of telkinz. "How Gid you learn
&inglish?  And whv7"

"I recognized the bodies. One of the first card to fell was coon
at the ton, and the operctor fell out., It was obviously humen.
went to the robot for iaformation on humens.”

"The robot answvers cuestions?"

B 5 .

"It does more. IU will thnowlmplant information. Iy carries
the sum total of recorded lLnowledge in its mewory. This iz a very
comnlex machine,”

nSounds like iv., Is 1t bll one mechine? An eutopillotv for the
colony ship, & monitor for mininz mecinlnery and factories,cso.”

"A1l of that and more. 4 nexus for a colony city. The civy
library for a uorld." '

"And this is what we've fizhting?"

"Yes . It

"Go on,"

"I found that the car operavor's .ristuwetech was of & sonic #H3vne
which was nob useld ovey nore toan siy decedes. The autowoinile was
even essier to cdate, I wviatched sever-l more cuvorobliles fall, and

thgy were all, mmm, American. None .ies latver than ninetgpen sixty-six
Larth central time,"

"Mext cuestion., neav have zou done %o sto> tiae 1oboLi"
"Hothings"

"Mothing?"

"Mhe robot is not orogrammed assinst anerming a sceneizat belins.

()

ouch an instruction is nideously complicated., involving methods of
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determing what is and is not a seuntient being. You will realise how
difficult this is, since you are Jjust Giscovering that some ceBéceans
are sentiéent. There was uo room for =uch instruction.,"

"But after your colony was set up?"

"sort of The menory would nave blanked sutomatically. There
would have been no neec for the robot vo remeaber how o build a
transfer point." :

“Yeaho "

"Therefore 1 have not attacked the robot. It mi ht have harmed
me,"

Carol's eyes bathed the alien in hate. "So you just eaited while
cars fell off the tower and got swept up. what were you waiting for?
Another tower, so you could get away? You didn't care how many people
were dying, did your All you wanted was that second t-transfer pointl"

"I was waiting for you."

I was afraid Carol was about to jump him, EHe'd just have frozen
us again, and we'd have been worse off than before. But those last
words stopped her., "Us? why us?"

"You survived the transfer. You destroyed the maintainance
extension. FPerhaps you can destroy the robot itself.”
"How? "

2I do not know,"

There were two cigerettes left. I 1lit them and handed one to
Carol. I whispered, "Do you believe him?"

She nodded, "But he's not going to be any help., He's a covard."

"Tes," said the alien. uvhispering wouldn't keep our little
secrets. His ears were too good. "Humans have always called us
coucrds." '

"Let's go see that robot," I said,

vWe rose until the tower was a tiny upright needle with a bent
point. Then west, toward the low hills. Stacked in the back of the
toboggan were the laundry package, the half-empty gas cen, and half
a pint of beer. '

Carol had 1lit the gas we'd poured our earlier., Most of it had
evaporated. What was left puffed into flame, burned for a few seconds
and then went out, leaving smoke marks. The alien had vatched our
experiment without comment.

There was no way to talk to Cerol without the alien listening,
so I spoke in a normal voice. "Do we trust him?"

"I think so," seid Carol. '"He didn't have to tell us anything
at all. He had us."

"Okay. He used some stuff that made me feel like an army. You
look as though you could use some of the same."

"Boosterspice,” said the alien. "Humans developed it throuzh
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biological engineering. It forwmed . staple of their commerce until we
learned to procuce it without groging it. It reinforges the pattern
of your genes, forcing the body to cure amy mon~lethsl damaze, such
a?fscirsﬂ calluses, diseases, muscle damsge, fatigue, and aging
effects.

"Dr. Soandso's onake Tonic Cure-sll." Dut she decided to try it.

The pointed ¥thing seemed to be a pressure hypo. A moment after
the i1njection, Carol gave me a vaccuous saile and spread out on the
floor of the tobozgan. "I love you," she said.,

"I love you teo,” I told her.

"Oh wonderful!? She smiled at me in dreamy joy. Her bruises had
covered half her f.ce, but they were visibly shrinking. She reached
up and ran her fingers throu h the maetted hair bLetween the slien's
necks., "I love you too," she s<id, scratching gently. "This is your
rec)l nhead, isn.t i7"

"“Yes," msaid the alien. It folded its three legs to lie down.
«fter a moment it droppmed its heads on Carol's shoulders. Carol
continued to scratch,

"Carol, you're brilliant," I seid, "How did you know theat?"
"I can feel his skull under the heir. You don't have ears,

thouzh, do you baby? Poor beby. o eare to scratch.”
"I have tympani behind my eyes.,'"’
"Oh, that's nice. .het's d& tympani? 4nd ‘hat's your name?"

The alien saié one of his weird words. "YIou cannot proncunce
that. You will have to invent a neme for me."

"Then you shall henceforth answer to the name of Boxer. I had a
cat nemed Boxer once. One day he...what am I doing?" She got hastily
to her feet, caught a ffaceful of wind and sat down fast, "Dammit, Ed,
you should have warned me." g

"Jorry. But it was fun, vasn't it¢ .nd your bruises are gone? ¥

She touched her face, waich ithout the bruises and scrapes was
even more beautiful than I had expected. "No pain. Ed, that stuff
is wonderful! Um, boxer, is that the robot down therei™

T looked dowm.

The land was all hills. Hundreds of regular, low hills, and
hundréds of pits to match. Countoured »its, like the pit copper mines
of fontans. & hill near the cenver v:as flat on top, and on that hill
sat a wide, shallow cone 7hich gFleamed like aluminum. Smaller ma-
chineg clustered around it, machines wihich looked like bugs at this
distance. Metal paragites around & metal host.

"Yes," said the alien. "shall we go down?"

Carol nodded. In some way she seemed to have taken charge, 1
didn't mind, at least unvil I came up -ith some ideas of my owni Or
until Carol fainted and made us even. I was veiy glad she hadn't
mentioned that.
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It was like stendéng at the Lotvom of a nill. 4 hill of metal,
smooth and shiny and eegular,

The alien +trotted up to the hull, placed his clawed forefecet on
thé sloping side, and spoke., He sounded like a recorded symphony
being played too fest in the midcle of a New York traffic jeam. 1T
wondered at his ease in spevking English. It was for supe I'G never
learn nis language.

4 circulat area of the hull turned dull, like tarnished silver.
There was no other change. "I have activated the library," sald the
alien., "It will not heax you. It will speak only to me. The library
is designed to deal only with brains of my svecies. It cannot
ackinowledge your existence,"

"It tooka picture of me,"
"Flease Explain.'
I told him.

"It was indeed taking a picture of you for its records. But it
was not acting in its capacity as a library. It was recording aspects
of the environment. The library knows nothing of you.,"

"You've got to be kidding," said Carol,

I said, "Our enemy seems to irear 2 lot of hats. Does it ever
zet them mixed up?"

"It cannot,” said the alien.
" 111 that metal burn:”

"fo. It cannot be harmed at all, It is a Gencral Yroducts hull,
invented by my own species, 2 single molecule with reinforced
molccular bonds.,"

"Congratulations. Are there sensors we can cover with shirts
and things?"

"The robot can sense lizht throuzh any part of the hull. As for
sound, if we muffled the hull in enough material, the mining exten-
gions would only dig it away. Frobably the robot has finished
investigating the chemical makeup of the atmosphere and surrounding
dirt. Have 1 left anything out?"

“"Carol?"
"Can't think of a thing."
"Are you wearing a diamond ring?"

"Yah., It's not Harv's. I bought it for protective coloration.
Shall we try it?"

"Might as well,"

The alien was right. The hull not only didn't ecratch; it was
too smooth to leave scratzhes on Carol's tiny dismond. I thought of
smearing it with lipsvick and eyebrow vencil, but Carol's purse must
have been in the Cadillac.

"We could pour beer on it," said Carol. 4nd then we were fresh
out of suggestionse.

Three figures stood at the base of a huge, polished metal cone
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under a cloudless sky of blue shauing to nurple. One man, one woman,
and--well, that which hunz in froat of Boxer's hind leg mizht or might
not have been related to reproduction, bLut it was like nothlng I'd
ever seen before, It looked not only obscene but terribly exposed.
was that why Boxer's species were such covards?

The heat was intense. I opened the lcst beer cen, caught most of
the foem in my mouth while it stooped s urting. Carol and I paased
it between us. The alien said, "I can ask it cuestions for vou. Is
there anything you need vo know "

"ask it how to make a time machine," I said.

The alien spoke to it. It ¢idn't snswer him in sounds, but
presently he said, "The library does not have that information. I
cannot get informetion from anything but the library.,"

"And I gather you can't give it orders.'

"No, I 'cannot ut information into it. Orders are information,"

Carol said, "You could call for heln. Call your pconle. Can't
you?" .

"I have done so, of course. ''hey will not include another
.species in the colony préject. I1If they come themselves, they will
not use hyperdrive. They vill wmove at less than 1lightspeed.”

"How fmr are the Clouds of lMagellan from here?"
"Two hundred thousend light years awvay."

The beer :as gone. ve trooned dejectedly back to the toboggen
and sat down inside. :0boOdY suzgzested taking it anyvhere.

rresently I seid, "how about tuat invulnerable hull: Does it go
under Gthe ship too: Could we tunnel--?2"

"It does go under the ship.”

"Okay, how about this tobozgan: How high will it go:"

“1t will reach any orld of this system. There is a - there is
no word for it, but it Lkeeps air in."

"ijell, great! we can take tThe ship up and drop things."

"Phe robot will shoot them wiith its meteor cannon. Jhen it
realizes /hat we are dolng, it will shoot us."”

"I give up." I thought a moment more and reclized I meant it.
"Sorry, Boxer. I do. when the transfer point goes on agein, you
can fly us up through that rainbow. If you want sanctuary, I'm sure
any part of the v.orld would be glad to have you as a guest."

"Perhaps you think you can warn your neownle away from the
trensfer point. But if you do that, the robot will send mining
extensions throuzh to get medal,"

"I can't help that, boxer.,"

"My name is =" a full symphony delivered in a moment, "and I
was hot told that humans would surrender so c¢asily."



g when the alien knew he would get no ansver to that, he took the
tobogzan up and flew east.,

3K * *

The tower was in sight before Carol spoke. "Did I mention that
ny family used to keep cats?"

"You menticned Boxer," I said.

"Boxer was one of a multitude. DNow, there's one thing about
training cats. 7You can't exactly train 'em., They don't understand
reward and punishment. But if you inconvenience them, they learn
pretty cuick."

"How do you mean?"

"well, for instance, to housetrain & kiitten. If 2 ki.ten does
sometilng on the rug, you turn 1iv uoalae down and use it as a mop .
Then you throw 1t outside and aon't leu 1t back until it's clean.
You know how a kitten cleans itself

"Yech! 3ounds very inconvenient, all right."”

"They usuvally learn the first time. .Or to stop it stratching,youy

you turn the paw over gnd nress 1ts - 1rist, I guess.- to zet the
claws out. Then you snin it herd -" she sne-sed aer forefinzer away
from her thumb to demonstrate - "on the nad of the foot. That's very

unconfortable. »nd you say & key word like 'Velvet Paws.' It'll
remenber,” :

The alien was ignoring us completely.

"What I had in mind wes this," said Csrol. "You don't “iant to
hurt a2 kitten when you trein 1t. And we can't hurt the robot. It!
the same problem." o

"If we inconvience it _enough, it'll stop using the tower?™"
"Right. It must know we came through there. Right, Boxer?"

"Yes. That part of its mind which deals with construction must
know." : :

She was making sense. I said, "The inconvience would have to
outi’eigh the metal it's galned. boxer, how much metal has it
collected so far:" '

"I would estimate about theee per cent of “hat it needs to com-
plete the second tower. It cannot use all of the metal in an auto-
mwobile. It has a drastic need for cnrom1um, for instance, and
proportionately little need for aluminum.,”

"urecking mining extensions won't help." Carol had the unseeing
look of one who thinks out Joud¢. ”"It's throuzh with those. If we
wrecked the tower, would it bulld another?"

"It would have to build another transfer noint," szid Boxer.
"It would use the wreckage for raw material,”

"But if we wrecked it every time the robot turned it into a time
machine, it would give up after a while.,"
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S | . . \ . ) . i
"But," the alien pointed out, "first it would destroy us.”
"Didn't you say Carol an 4 I don't exist for it:"

11 4 o2 =y O ol L 0
) You do not exist for the librery. The builder lnows all about
you. ¥ :

It seemed a silly way to build & robot, but I saw \vhat he meant.
livery bit of informetion in the robot's memory must be tazzec¢ for one
or another of 1its functions, so thct it could be edited when that
function was no longer needed. Some mizht be tagsed for more than
one.

.je would teach it," I said. "It has sen ors and iaformavion
inbuts. e can teach it that. 1t's doing the .ronz thing., But sup-
pose it isntt? If it's already doinz hat it's been ordered to, i
we'll never convince it it's urongGoing."

The alien wes having lunch. Iunch was a nest of thick, fleshy
grey-zreen leaves stored behind a hatch in the front panel. The
¢lien cheved slowly and delicately, uvsing only one mouth and throat
¢t & time, breathing throuzh the other.

1

"Then vie lose," said Carol.

The tower was below us. Dbover swnolke to the tobozzgan controls,
and e dronped.

I said, "Pull us up clongside that copoer. hemisphere.”

"On the tower itself?"

llYah . "t

"You merely ‘ient to inspect it?"

nyhat I vant to do," I said, "is peck shirts around it and pour
the rest of the zes over tham and set them afire. ot thet I think
it'11 do anything, you understeind. Dut .e mizht as ell try every-

thing Je can think of."

"You must have been the terror of your fraternitvy,” Carol tokd
ne.

"T cannot do i%," said the alien.

. He faced & ringing silence. snd in that silence the toboggan
cene doin, a sefe distence irom the tover.

"You cannot aslk me to risk my life," said the aslien. He was
neither nleading nor demanding. In his iunflectionless voice, he
seemed to be stating a simple fact.

"pold you so,”" said Carol. she had the laundry packege open and
as knotting shirts vogether, arm vo arm. "vhat shall we try next?"

"Phis." I turned to the alien. "Boxer, listen.

"We have to attack the tower. The robot is invulernable, and
it's through with the mining e tensions, so hurtinz them voulan'y



help sny. That leaves the tower.

"We can't attsck anything but Uthe bese of the tower without the
toboszan. Dut you're the only one :/ho cecn fly the tovogzan. e
can't do -nyYthing without you."

"True,'" seid the alien. "But I still cannot risk my life to
heln you., 1 cannobv.”

"Okay. Come on, Carol, let's see what we can do to the mirror
trap,” :

she nodded, and we got out, 1 took her snike-heeled choe. She
carried the rope of shirts over her arm,

* % * » i - * *.

at this point the story stops. Undernzath are the following
handwritten notes:

Further exnloration of their »ersonalities.

There isn't much they can do to wvhe btrap. .hy beat on it with
a spile heel, after the way the car swasheddown? And the shirts are
for climbing,

Let the two fizure out to-, ether that the »Huppeteer is neurotic.
Then brace him with it¢.

BUT JHAT'5 THE aliSuER? (if any of our readers know,
wlease write,)
* * * % * % *
] .

Lzvesdrosnings

The follewing are remarks talken out of context from gseveral Third
Foundation meetings - y : f
collected by Lee Klingstein and sandy Cohen

"I've met some brilliant feeble-ninded peonle.”

"Play Beethoven .-5." "what's wrong with the original Beethoven? He

was good enough.,"

5

"It has G0 be a way of life. Hobby stores don't carry mimeo stencilsg'

"I can just sit here and be dumb." - "You don't have much choice in
the matter.”

* * * * * % 3 s
ANNOUNC - NT

Lee Klingstein and Barry Gold ere enzeged. The wedding is
set for august 18, 1968.

r, ‘?,_ n. ?.~



Also oprach Jha?
by mel Gilden

The space ship landed in the monkey cage in the Clary Park Zoo,
with "Alsc Sprach Zarathustra' blaring d0”n from loud sneakers built
into its hull,

In the cool evening darkness, the monkeys huddled in their
cement caves. They had never heard such a noise before.

A panel in the side of the s».ce ship shushed onen, and a long
metallic plank ras extended. Two aliens in hite overealls came out
carrying a large black thing. 7TYhey set the thing doun in the center
of the cage and then revurned to the snip.

) It sccelerated silently into the night sky to the strains of
wbtraussian horneg,

Slowly at first and then with great excitement, the monkeys
gamboled and danced around the black domino-sihaped thing.

But on the zground arouné the thing there already was a small
black puddle.

i * * *

The next morning, the ebony puddle that =ies all that wes left of
the block was evaporating into non-existence. The moakey cage vas
guiet again.

Charlie Donaldson had been a keevner at the Clary Park woo for
two years now. It was a nice life, It wasn't very exciting, but then
neither was Charlie. He wes the type thet vias czlled competent, butb
no more than that. It's not thet he was dumb., ¥ e just had no
imagination.

Defore the zoo opened in “the :orning was Chcrlie Donaldson's
favorite time of day. There was a certaln fresaness about 1t vhat
Charlie liked.

On this morning he went into the monkey cage to see the newly
born bables. He nad never nad a real ie¢mily of his own, am hese
little animals had a humsnness about them that pleased him. -

A chimpanzee was gitting in the dcorwasy to one of the caves.
Charlie scratched the chimp's head and bezan to steo around him, when
the animal said, "And where do you think you're going?"

Charlée was about to answer him when the absurdity struck him.
He was nearly tongue-tied. "4h, eh...what,...7hat did you say?”

The chimp gave him a piercing took. "I said, you can't go in.
A man's got a rlrht bo some vwrivary, you know. Desides, wy wife's in
there with no clothes on."

Charlie had by now recovered his pover of speech. "s5ay, what is
this? “Jhat's going on here!" :

"je got emart, bud, that's what. Mow if vou're smart, you'll
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leave us alone or we'll rough ypu up."
()

On impulse Charlie turned around to see if there was anybody
there to see him being threatened by a monkey. The zoo was still
clear, but crouching in a half circle around him was & substontial
portion of the population of the monkey cage. All male, Charlie
noticed.

"I'm shart,”" Charlie said cuickly and left the cage as fast as
he gracefully could,

. * .

Dr. Ferguson was not receptive to the idea of intelligent
monkeys, but under pressure from Charlie he went o see for himself,

He stood outside of the cage vatching the scene inside. All of

the males in the cage were sitvin;, on the zZround in a circle. In the
center, a2 monkey was ex.orving nis fellows to action.

".veand so I say, fellow simiens, that e have been oppressed by
humans long enough. Now, now is the time for us to break away from
our former lords and take our place as mastérs of this .iorld...."

He continued in the same vein until he noticed Charle and Dr.
Ferguson listening outseide of the cage. ”You,” he seid, pointing to
Charlie, "you go get us something to eat. we're hungry. 7You," he
continued, p01ntlng to Dr. Fcr”uson, "you cone on in here. e want
to talk to YOous'

11 a

Dr. Fferguson seid, "let's find something to drink."

%k * *

"Come on,

The zoo did not open that day. Charlie had been throwing the
monkeys their usual fruit diet throuch the bsrs of the cage. It was
somewhat smashed :hen the soft stuff uit the ground, and at first the
monkeys refused to eat it. Dut as they zot hungrier, more and nore
of them came out of thelr caves to eat.

By this time the monkeys had been supnlied with clothing, so
that the inside of the monkey cage looked wore like a circus than a
Z00.,

Dr. Ferguson came around to see how his subjects were doing,
"That cage sort of puts a damper on your revolution, doesn't it?" he
said..

The leading monkey grioped the bars of his »rison 2nd sneered,
"Don't Jou Worry, Doc. «e're gonna fizure out a way to get out of
here, and when we do, your whole rotten kind'll be S50TTy."

"T have the greatest confidence in the skill of the builders of
your cages You'll never get out."

A crowd of anzry monkeys had now zathcred around their leader.
tie had to keep up his front of confidence, or tiheir revolt would
surely never succeed. He shouted, "Damned Smoothyl" It was an
epithet. Now the rest of the cage took up the cry. "Smoothy. sSmoothy
Smoothy "

a

Dr. ¥erguson walked away in sad coatemplation.
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Night had come again. The monkeys! first day with intelligengi
was over. Once again the zoo was culet, but the monkeys sat in
their caves discussing plans for a glorious future. No insults were
shouted because there was nobody te shout them at. Iveryone had
gone home.

Ogt of the star-spatvtere gky, the space ship came. Sidently
now, with no fanfare or ceremony. 4 door shushed open and a:long
metallic plank was extended. The monkeys watched all of this with
anxious eyesS.

Two aliens in white overalls came out ccrrying & white domino-
like thing. They set it down and stood looking around. The first
said, "It is a good thing that we are able to remedy our error, &
mistake like this.could have been disastrous.. This planet already
has a semi~-gentient race."

The other agreed.

They stood for a while in silent. It wasn't often that they
stood on solid ground. Soon a small bell chimed from inside the
space shin and they went back., Silently the ship rose into the air.

% * *
The next morning all that remained of the monkey's intelligence
was, a small white puddle. B y the vime Charlie zrrive to look in

on the monkeys, all that was left were o few shreds of discarded
clothing lying on the ground.

* * * * * * * * *
LU1%

Identify the source of the folloving animals in less than fifteen
minutes and rank as an honorary member of the Third Foundation.

1. Semper Tyrannis--eagle. 6, willis--bouncer -~
2. Imrgatroyd--tormal 7. lura--cat :

3. TT--crest cat 8. Ramoth-dragon

4, Chomir--dog 91 PFuzzy Britches~-flat cat
5. baldur--dog 10. Johnny--beaxr

answers to last issue's cuizgzes

1., The Caves of Lteel, Asimov

2. Time is the Simplest Thing, Simak

3, The Man in the High Castle, Dick

4, Planet of the Damned, Harrison i

5. The Vortex Blaster (or Masters of the Vortex), E., E, Smith
6. Berserker, Saberhagen

7. Code Three,

8. The Demolished Man, Bester

9. The High Cruséde, snderson ,

10, . The Incomplete Enchamter, DeCamp, Pratt.

DOUBLE*CLOSTIC Frank Herbert, DUNE I must not fear. Fear is the
mind-killer. Fear is the little-desch that brings total obliteration.
I +ill face nmy fear. -
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’65 REVITG/POINT

Once again the 3rd Foundation's staff of critical amateurs become
amateur critics and comment upon the new books appearing on the s.f.
scene. 4As in the previous Reviewpolnt columns, the opinions
expressed are tnose of the individual critics and ¢ 0 not mecessarily
represent the feelings of the 3rd Foundation.

Smith of Wootton Major & Farmer Giles of Ham, J. R. R. Tolkien,
Balantine, March, I s 95¢ .

Wwith this book, all the published fiction of Tolkien is now in
paperback., ©Smith of Wootton Major is at the same time the slightest
and the most delicately written of Tolkien's works. It is, like
Farmer Giles, a fantasy for children more than for adults. Put,
unlike Farmex Giles, the tone is serious, not humorous. Tolkien
enthusiasts should find it well worth buying.

1K

The liezentian Gate, ¥. R. Eddison, Baluntine, 4 ril, 1969, 95¢.

This is the fourth ~nd last of the Eddison boo's{ It is, in
internal chronology, the first of the simiamvian trilogy. Though
Tddison's death left it unfinished, it did not leave the book
incomplete. Instead the first and the last sections of the novel
are fully fleshed out--and in the middle are some thirty summarized
chapters, "The Argument with Dates" ~- so that the entire plot of
the book is known, would that most writers of long books would have
this much courtesy.

The book itself is more complex in plot and characterization
than Ouroboros but far more philosophically simple than Miswess of
Mistresses (whose initials ironically (?) are MoM) or A Fish Dinner
in memison. Anyone who enjoyed Ouroboros but can't get started on
the other books might well try starting this one. 1K

The Anything Box, Zenna Henderson, avon, Feb, 1969, 75¢.

This 1s an anthology of -lenna Henderson's non-People stories,
My own favorites are "Subcommittee" and "Things" but there's a wide
selection here, even a couple of horror stories. Lveryone &hould
find something to his taste.
LK

The lLottery, Shirley Jackson, Avon, March, 1969, 75¢.

This is 219 pages of Shirley J ckson stories. Finding myself
at a loss for words, I will say no.more.
LK

The Tllustrated Man (film)
reviewed by M. B. Tepper

Rod Steiger, greyed and muscular, storms through the grass, and
plants in the wilderness. Eventually, he takes off one glove, and
WE SECoes e

We gee THE ILLUSTRATED MAN, which opened its run in Los Angeles
just yesterday as I write this,
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The advertizements rercrrsd te tlhis ag "Ray Bradbury's classic
of the supernatural." I don't know whether %o reprimand the film
company for this remark or whether to compiiment them on the film.
It still seems that "science fiction” is a term not to be applied to
"serious" films, to be saved, nursed and used for mind-splitting
flicks such as 2001: A Space Oddyszey and for such questionable
gaterial as 1s all too often shown on the television screen these

aysS.

CHARLY was not labeled science fiction, though it actually was.
And THE ILLUSTRATED MAN was also built from stories of science
fiction--stories by Ray Bradbury, whose poetic imagery has already
prompted magazines to special issues dealing with his works., Yet
why is THE ILLUSTRATED MAN referrcd to as a movie of the supernatural?

Rod Steiger plays all four of his widely-varying parts with
ecual Facility. His main part is that of Carl, the Illustrated Man,
a man decorated from neck to foot with ghastly supernatural markings.
A man made a freak. No carnival will touch him-~becsuse his illus-
trations crawl about on his skin and predict the future. No one
wants to see his future if it shows how he’ll die-.

The Illustrated Man is not only an outfast; he has left the
world that scorns him. He wanders across the country, searching for
the woman wino put the Illustrations on him. w»nd when he finds her--
he'll kill her,

Kobert Drives plays a drifter namecd Will - a drifter who happens
to encounter Carl on the road. The drifter site quietly {most of the
time) while Carl tells his story. Then will looXs into the Illustra-~
tions and sees the first of three stories.... ;

The first story was adapted from "The Veldt." The future shown
igs one of sterile nothingness: a house ithere th2 only room not dene
in flat offwhite is the Parents® bedroom., The rebellious children
¢reate the veldt in their playroom and eventually sentence their
parents to bloody death.

Claire Bloom - late of CHARLY - plays the woman Felicia Rose.
She is either cold and knowing - or fragile and terrified.

The second story is adapted from "The Long Rain." Rod Steiger
appears at the man who pushes the group on, in their quest to find
a Sun Dome on the eternally wet surface of Venus., One by one, his
fellows are killed, go insane, commit suicide. Carl reaches the Sun
Dome and finds within...

Felicia. Returning to haunt him.

The thirty story, "The last Wight of the world," is given an
extra punch by the drastic chance of the story's climax. Rod Steiger
igs the man who kills his own children so that they will not suffer
when the world ends. Rod Steiger as the man who weeps when the world
does not end.

In all three stories, futility. Futility in the mechanized
future in "The Veldt." Sterile white furnite. Futility keeping the
men circling about their crashed vehicle on Veaus, when a Sun Dome is
in their grasp. Fubtility in that Carl cannot prevent the end of the
world nor can he bring back his children when the end does not come.
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Sterile, white drapes throughout the house,

Rod Steiger as Carl, searching for the woman who put the Illus-
trations on his skin. The futility of the three stories suggests
that his guest will be futile.

And somehow when the drifter attempts to escape his death by
strangling when he sees it on Carl's back--somehow we know that that
is futile too,.

The woman comes from the future, we are told. Is this to say
that our future can be nothing but futide? Is this to say that our
attempts to gain a mechanized society, ‘our voyages to other planets,
and the survivsl of the race are all futile? '

Or is 1ife 1like Carl's quest? Will we search for the woman who
left us with our Illustrations only to wander aimlessly and eternally?

I had originally thought that this .icture would be terribly
disunified as a result of the three widely @iffering stories that made
it, -

But somehow the futility holds them together.

-The God Machine, Martin Caidin, Bantam, 75¢.:

Martin Caidin zave this novel of cybernetic horror a title that
sends a chill trickling down your back like ice water. You should not
read 1t before bedtime if you want to .sleep free of niglitmares.

Caidin has, with his usual meticulous detail,.written a tale of a
superintelligent computer that mutinies against its creators. The
brain, Project 79, starts to program humens by hypnosis with the
intent of eventually ruling Earth. The computer is actuslly a form of
articificial life, since its twin breeder redctors can keep it going
indefinitely. with his heartstopping and suspenseful style of writing
Caidin tells how 79's chief programmer fights' to regain control of the
electronic monster.

The moral of the story is that ‘msn should alvays retain the
power to pull any computer's plug, no matter how sophisticated it is.

BB

Star Trek 3, adapted by James Blish, Bantam, 50¢.

I snapped up this anthology the minute I saw it, and I am glad
I did. It has David Gerrold's "The Trouble with Tribbles"” and
Norman Spinrad's "The Doomsday machine" as well as five other good
episodes. It pleased me no end to have in my collection at last the
two best Star Trek episodes I have sein. N

The cover blurbs unfortunately vere much too schmaltzy and at
tines downright inaccurate. But they did do justice to the beauty
of Lt. Uhura. BE '

Barometer - an ingenious instrument which indicates wihat kind of wea-

. ther we are having. ., ,,..¢e Bierce, The Devil's Dictionary
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THE MBETAPHYSICAL HYENA appears here tviarou_;h the courtesy of David
“Gerrold. It is the sole prozerty of ir. Gerrold and all risghts are
reserved., No portion of this jork mey be repriated vithout vermis-
sion of the author. ;

THE METAPHEYSICAL HYENA
Part Four

a novel reading eixwerience be
Theobold Artaur
(who, disguised as & mild-mcnnered reporter for a zreat metropolitan
nevspaper, is in reality David Gerrold.) '
when we ended last issue
"Now remember, Sylvia," cautioned Ssziu, "they won't be spesking

English. 'It may teke a while to ecstabdlish comnunication with them.
Rome wesn t built in a day, Tou inow.'"

The man cleared his throat and seid, "Hello Sylvia, Sam,
Reverend B esutiful. How are you?"

"I wonder who the coLtractor was,” Sam muvtered as he snepned
his pencil in two.

eooTO BRING YOU THIS HMESSAGE

"Allow me to introduce myself," the man continued.

"He'll probsbly have sowme —eird name like lxtyplk," Sam muttered

"My name is Fred," szid the men.

"Fred?" Sam raised an e;ebrov. "Fred: un extraterrestrial
named Fred?...de can't be seriousl...Fred?!"

M"Frederick Jey Cerberus," added the man.

Sam raised his other eyebrow. '"Frederick Jay Cerberus??”

"The third," said Fred.

"Phe third," said Sam. "ump. They nrobably had to throw away
the first two." < : :

"I suppose,” Fred continued, "that you heve no idea of the
effect that your messege has had on us. Tou cennot begin to imagine
‘tHe stir that you heve createc here on -mrozamat," «

"Barth II," Sem muttered, but the man iznored him--probably
because of the seventeen second time lag bevieen them,

"You cannot imesine vane far-reachinz consecuences of your Lroad-
cast," Fred said biocdly.

Sam beamed with Pride.

"You have completely loused uw tle regular orogramning of one of
our zreat Vvelevision networks, interru,ting all of our regularly
scieduled prozrams, creating all kinds of static and ghost images,
wpseitinz our engineers, gad Grivin, our roiram manc¢ger craxy for
the past three weeks!" Tred avrear.d to be a litvle bit distraugint.
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“To continue,"” he continued, "our sponsors have been terribly
upset and have refused--and justifiably so--to pay for air time. Thk
network is slowly being driven to the edge of bankruptcy by your
inconsideration--and product salves have fallen off a good two per
cent,"

"well, what's a couple of per cent among friends?" Sam quipped
but not toco loudly.

"Your message has not only disrupted our economy--it's inter-
fering without summer rerun schedule! You will kindly cease and
desist immediately broadcasting on this wavelength!"

He started to turn away from the screen, then caught himself and

turned back, "If you must broadcast, use channel 8!" Then the screen
went dark.

"ell," said Sam. .
"Well, well,"”" said Simp.

"Wlell, if theye was any doubt left in your mind--it should be
gone now. They are definitely human," said Sylvia.

THEE NAMING OF HNALIES

Sylvia begen adjusting the transmitter to broadcast on channel 8.
It didn't take long, and in a few moments the three voyagers were
once more in front of their TV camera.

Sam as unofficial spokesman for the group began, "Hello, can you
hear me? Hello, Fred” Come in, Fred!..,OH, Fred! Come in, Fred!
Hello, Frgd:...Do you read me, Fred? Hello, Fred....sw, come on,
Fred...?! : :

The screen reamined blank.

"This is the...," he turned to Sylvia. She was looking at some-

thing in one of the food lockers. "We never did name the ship."
"Silverfish," prompted Sylvia.
"Silverfish," Sam queried.

"Yeah, we've got them in the pantry."

Sam shrugged and turned back to the camera. "This is the Silver-
fish calling...Do you read me? Come in, please. Halloo, Fred!...
Fred? Oh, Fred....You're playing games, Freddy...Fred?...inybody?...
Hallo there?....Halloooo?!i...."

THE MINUTES CF THE METTING

After several minutes of this nonsence, the screen finally
glowed to life. There was a stranger with a Prince Valiant haircut
on the screen. "Come in, Silverfish. Come in...3ilverfish?"

“Yeah, we've got them in the pantry," confirmed Sam. HWho're
you? where's Fred?! what've you done with Fred," Sam demanded
suspiciously.
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"Fred?" asked the man with the Prince Valiant haircut, after a
seventeen second time lag.

"You know. Frederick Jay Cerberus.”

Seventeen seconds later.... Oh, that Fred!" the man. smiled.
"You're on the wrong channel. Fred is on channel ©6." ~

The image faded.
"Waiti" shouted 3Sam.

After another seventeen seconds the screen glowed back to life.
"Now what?" asked the man., "I told you Fred is on channel. 6.

"But he told us to broadcast on channel 8."

. Seventeen seconds later...."He did, did he? Well, that's
Cerberus all right, The old S.0.B." “he man turned to someone off-
screen and said something that soundea suspiciously like, "I think
it's those damned refugees that've been lousing up channel 6." He
turned back to face them, "Well, who do you want %o talk to?"

Sylvia took the microphone, "We wamt to talk to lr. Cerberus,
the representative of your government." '

Seventeen seconds later...."Freddy Jay with the government?!
Not likely! He's just a dumb news reporter. He was just telling you
to stop lousing up his airwaves," .

"Uh,..well, then we would like to talk to someone who does
represent your government."

Seventeen seconds later...."Wwhy?"
Sylvia took a deep breath, "We are in a spaceship approaching

your planet. In two weeks we w111 be close enough to attempt a
landing. we would like the aid of your 6overnment."

Seventeen seconds later...."'It figures. You're from Earth."
The man paused, "Listen, you don't want the government. The govern-
ment isn't in that business. Hold on for B bit. I'l1l see what I
can do for you. Don't go away now.! The man disappeared offscreen.

"Oh, ve wouldn't dream of moving from here," muttered Sam.
"Where can you go in a space capsule?"
P P

The man returned almost  immediately and said, "Hang on, I'll
be in touch with you in a little while." The screen went dark.

"Wait!" shouted Sam. But the screen remained dark. 'Oh hell.
I wanted to find out what was happenihg upstairs.”

- Sylvia wandered to the telescope and -tared through it at the
strange blue planet. Three tiny moons circled it. "I wonder," she
wondered, "What kind of a world is that?" '

"A planet full of nuts!" muttered .am, who was certainly doing
'a lot more muttering than usual these deys.

"jell, at least they're not little green men," commented Sylvia.
"Hmph!" sniffed Simp. "I suspect they're all heathens.”

"They speak English..." offered Sam.

Simp looked at him, "well, that just proves it."

= = Y =i = k= - T =



INTERLOGUE

"Hey, writer} Are you still there?" Sam Hollered.
"YES, I'M STILL HLnE " I answered.

" "0h. %Good. | '
"WHY DO YOU aSK?"

"T was Just wondering. After re-reading these last couple of
PAZESeess

I rumbled warningly. The sky rumbled warningly.

"--1 just wanted %o tell you how good I thouzht they were," Sanm
finished quickly.

"OH. WELL, THANK YOU," I answered.

"Uh, by the way..." Simp asked,. peering over my shoulder at my
last sentence, !"Al} capitals???"

"WHY NOT?" I shrugged, "IT'S MY BOOK."

"It strikes me as being a little .self-indulgent, but I guess .
that's your privilege."

- "YES IT IS. &FTER ALL, I Al THE WRITER."

THE MEETING OF THE MINUTES

Three days later, the screen hummed to llfe again. There was
the men with the Prince Valiant haircut. “Hello? 4inybody home?"

Sam grabbed the microphone, '"Yes! Hedlo, hellol™"

Fourteen seconds later, the man smiled, "I think we've solved
your problem."

- "You'?e got someone from the government," Sam asked.
Fourteen seconds later...."No. I said we've solved your problem'
"Huh? what do you mean?"
Fourteen seconds later...."I'll try to explain.”
"By the way," interrupted sSylvia, "how do you speak English?"

The man continued, "You see, our government doesn't have a space
program. - Such things are all handled by private industry. DNow if
you wanted to, you could negotiate with one of the larger corpora-
tions to rendezvous in space with your capsule...such a thing is
possible, but the cost--" 4 sudden look of annoyance crossed his
face. '"The same way you speak English," he snapped "I just open nmy
mouth and the words fall out." :

"Oh," said Sylvia, althouch the man wouldn't hear her for seven
seconds.

"Now, if I can continue without any further interruptions, one
of our major companles would be willing to arrange such a rendezvous
with your ship, but the cost would probably exceed the intrinsic
value of your vehicle." _

Sam nmouthed the words, "Intrinsic value...."
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"If I understand this correctly, your ship is not really a self-
propelled vehicle at all. It's just a capsule, isn't it? No, I'm
afraid there really isn't too much demand for space capsules...
except of course as curiosities.,...

"On the other hand, if you wish to land directly on Pragmat, I
think that might be arranged.”

"Wow we're getting somewhere," said Sam., "Let me talk to some-
one from the government so we can arrange things with the Navy."

Fourteen seconds later...., You certainly are a strange one,
Why do you insist on only doing business with the government? I
told you, the government isn't in this business."

"But what about the Navy:"

Fourteen seconds later...."Jhich one? National Defense Corpor-
ation? Public Shipping, Inc.? Ocean Transport Corporation? War
Unlimited?" Sam gaped, openmouthed. "The government doesn't run
the Navy. I 'It's all free enterprise. Houewer, &f you want dle
official government Navy, then you want NDC. National Defense
Corporation, that is. They've just renewed their contract."

"Look," said Sam, "we just want to land our ship. It wasn't
designed for landinz on the ground, so we have to make an ocean
splashdown. we could come down close to land and be picked up by
one of your ships."”

Fourteen seconds later, the man held up his hand. "I know all
about the mechanics of your ship's operation. Vice-Admiral Bailey
Schwuntz of NDC is here.”

Vice-sdmiral Bailey Schwuntz was a florid rugged-looking sort
of man-~the kind who is always hated by his subordinates because he
is always so damned right. (If they made a movie about him, John
Wayne would play the lead.) He stepped into the field of vision
and spat a string of gibberish at them.

"Come again?" said Sam. "I'm not sure I understood that."

Fourteen seconds later....The man with the Prince Valiant hair-
cut returned to the screen and explained, "I'm sorry. The Vice-
Admiral doesn't speak your language. But he said that he can arrange
for a tugboat to meet your ship if you can bring it down within the
twelve mile limit. You'll be towed to port then, but you'll have to
bring it down within the twelve mile limit. Farther out than that
and it won't be worth the salwage costs."” :

"Salvage costs...?" mouthed Sam.

The man forged ahead., "Personally, I think that thatés your
best bet. Bring it down very close to shore or on an inland lake.
Frankly, nobody really wants to foot the bill for your rescue.
There's no profit in it."

-"Wwhat about the govérnment?" protested Sam.

Fourteen seconds later...."Forget it. They like to show a
profit too. Of course, there are other countries that might Dbe
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interested, but they couldn't afford it."

"You know," muttered Sam, "I'm beginning to doubt that we're
speaking the same language...."

"Irankly, I think your best bet is to take Vice-admiral
schwuntz's ofifer and try. to land v/ithin the twelve mile limit."

"And he collects the ship for salvage. Right?"

Fourteen seconds later:..."Right. Unless you have some other
method of reimbursing his company.

"Tell him that I'll see him in Hell first!" growled Sam.

Fourteen seconds later...."'That's a possibility too." The man
smiled and his imaged faded. :

"That was brilliant,” commented Sylvia., Sam resisted the temp-
cation to say anything. "I hope you at least learned something from
that experience," Sylvia added.

Sam gave in to temptation. “Only.éne thing."
"jhat's that?" ’

"That it's absolutely impossible to carry on an argumént when
sou have to wait fourteen seconds beteen insults.”

LUBSTION .

"Well, who needs them anyway?! bince when is it impossible for
a typical average ordinary everyday run-of-the-mill citizen to land
his space capsule without the government's help?! Who needs them?!"

ANS/IR

"You do, dummy!"
L )

A CHAETER JUST CHOCK FULL OF oiaLD DETeIL3 imCEs .Y TO THE PLOT

Sylvia was studying her best photopraphs of the planet. It was
roughly the same size as the Larth, but it had no comparsble land
masses. The largest continent was no larger than sustralia. The
planet actually had more land area than.the Barth, but it was more
liberally distributed in the form of smal 1 islands. There were a few
large areas of ocean but they were scattered. f

"Hmomm, " said Sylvia. "It doesn't look'as if we'll have too much
trouble coming down close to tand. It looks like the big problem
will be avoiding it." 3

T he computer burped loudly but excused itself by issuing a more
legitimate statement in the form of their landing calculations.

= = = = = — = = =

INSTRUCTIONS FOR LANDING ON PLANET
(A) FIRST, FIND ONE PLANET...

"Oh, fine! That's all we need! A smart-ass computer!"”
o ~--9anm Hero
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Eventually they decided to try to land as close to a coast as
possible and try to get to shore on their own with the rubber landing
raft. They poured over their nhotos for a long time, and finally
came to the conclusion that their best bet would be to aim for an
area of water twenty miles to a side. This was a target blg énough
to hit, yet small enough so that they would not be marooned too far
from any coast. The area appeared to be bordered by at least three
medium-sized cities and a number of smaller burgs.

ANOTHER CHAPTER

About three days before their landing, their TV set hummed %o
life again. They did not recognize the man on the screen. He wore
his hair fairly short, and he was tall, thin, and sort{ of limp-"
looking.

"Hallo," he began, "I'm Charon from froduct Development Inc.”
"From where?" Sam asked.

Three seconds later.,..."Froduct Development, Inc. You know,
Marketing, motivational research, thlnvs like that. I used to be in
‘the Earth Studies branch. Of course, there is no Larth any more,
but they haven't reazssigned ne as yet. You 'know, that bomb of yours
put quite a few of us out of work."

"Sorry about that," said Sam, "I'1ll watch it next time...."

Three seconds later the man waveld it off. "Never mind. what's
done is done., we can't ¢ry over spilt milk."

"Okay," said Sam. .
"How then, I'd like to introduce Professor Pilton Packard--"
"Of the Green Bay Packards?" asked ‘Sam.

"-—0f the Phorque University. iie is with the Anthropology
Department and--"

"Oh no," said the Professor, ouadenly responding to Sam's
question three seconds late, "Wy family's in a dlffcrent game alto-
gether., We're with the local Meet Packards."

"Oh," said Sam.

Charon continued, "The professor is with the Current Civilizas
tions Department and--" » ‘

"Dead Civilizations Department,” corrected the Professor. He
was a white-haired old man who 1ooked startlingly like Sam Jaffe in
Lost Horizon.

"Uh-~yes...and he is an expert on Terran societies.,”
"I'm pleased: to meet you," said am.

"We're talking to you from the bezutiful basement of the rroduct
Development Foundation Building, high atop the lovely Maheelanunga
Wountains," said Charon. "This channel is owned and operated by the
company and is used for various industrial and public service broad-
casts. The company has agreed to temporarily defer all bills for fthe
air time that you have used--in view of your ignorance of the

customs of Pragmat." '

"How generous of thenm," muttered Sam, but his sarcasm was lost
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on the man.

"It could have you quite a pretty penny," said Charon. "Put
the company is well aware of your problems--that is, being displaced
persons and all. That's why we have asked the Professor to--mh,
well, be your guide until you can aggust to Pragmatic Society."

"I see," said Sam who was beginning %o see, "what's the catch?"

Three seconds later...."Uh--the catch, yes..." Charon was
momentarily taken aback. "Yes, you are beginning to see, aren't
you. Yes, uh...well, naturally the company does have the right to
expect a return on its investment, but--uh, we can work something
out later. 7You see, Product Development Inc. has had its eye on
you for some time, Sam Hero. (Ever since page one, in fact.) We
feel that with your unusual capabilities there just might be a place
Hor you with us...." _

"Ch, well, that's very flattering...." Sam said.

Charon didn't even wait the three seconds. He raised his hand.
"Oh, don't thank me now. Wait until after you've landed. Now we've
orked out some landing calculations for you, and if you can bring
your ship down at this spot, we can »ick you up easily...." He
indicated a map. X . :

"Well," said Sam, "we were sort of planning to land here.” Sam

indicated his oun map made from one of their photos.

Three seconds later...."No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, notl"
said Charon firmly., "That's too close to the waters of Industrial
Research Coproration. Here, let me show you...." . :

OF COURSE

.. When Sam mentioned to Sylvia that he wished the change their
landing plans, she exploded, "Don't you think I havebetter things to
do than plot new coursés for you every time you want?! All day long
I work and slave over a hot computer and wvhat thanks do I get?!
None! That's what! It's always, 'Sylvia, do this!' and 'Sylvia,
do that!' and 'Sylvia, plot me a new landing coursel!' what's the
matter? Wwasn't the old ome good enough?!™

"well, now that you mention it...." began Sam.,

"If you don't like the way I plot courses," she cried, "why
don't you try plotting a few yourself! Just see how easy it is, Mr.
Herd-Bo-~Please!" She would have stomped angrily from the cabin, had

there been anyplace to stomp to, or some gravity to stomp against.

it

"I think she's a bit upset," Sam remarked to Simp.
"A very astute ebservation...." said Simp.
Sylvia looked at them both. "If you two think I'm going to do

another thing for you, then you have another think coming. 1I'll
plot that new course when Hell freezes overi"
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The temperature in Hellwas thirty below and dropping steadily
when the radcr started making funny noises.

sure enough, when Sylvia checked, she found that another ship
was approaching them,

San turned on the radio and said, "Identify yourself, please.,"
After a moment, the reply came back, "We're from the Red Cross,"”

"We mlready gave," said Sam, and turned the radio off.

ON THE WaGON

(18]

Socn they heard the clank of magnetic grapples as the other
craft connected with them, "Visitors--at this hour?" asked Simp.
They clambered into their spacesuits (which actually-deserves a
chapter in itself to describe, but ve want to advance the plot as
guickly as possible.,) S0, when everything was up tight and out of
sight, they d cpressurized the csbin and Sem opened the hatch,

Two spacesuited figures entered. Sam closed the hatch and
filied the capsule with air agsin. The three Earth oeople opened
their faceplates. The strangers did not. (iWhich is lucky for them.
You don't know how bad a three month space cepsule can smell.)

"What can we do for you," Sam asked, trying to make conversation
"We've come to give you your shots."

"Our shots?" asked Sylvia.

"I've already had the measles," said Sam.

The strengers ignored this., "Bare your arms, please."*

Sam and Sylvia shrugged and e:changed a glonce. _They shrugged
again. [Finally, they shrug:ed ocut of their spacesuits and rolled up
their sleeves. This wasn't too hard for Sam because he was still in
his underwear.** .

"Just what are-these shots for," asked Sam. "are you afraid we
might pick up some rare disease? That we might be affected by some
strange virulent rragmatic germs? That we might--

"That you might contaminate the planet with germs from earth,"
said the man, and jammed the needle extra hard into Sam's arm.

"I don't know which hurt more," Sam muttered, "the needle or the
fact that he didn't capitalize Earth."

Meanwhile the other man vas busy spraying the ship with disin-
fectant. The disinfectant smelled vaguely like steer manure, except
that it wasn't that pleasant.

¥T will resist the temptation to make a pun about the right to bare

arms. -=-The, Arthur,

** hat else are you gZoilng to wear in a spacesulit--a tuxedo?
--The, Arthur
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Then they suited up again, depressurized the cabin, opened the
hatch, let the strangers out, closed the hatch, revressurized the
cabin and climbed out of their suits agecin. Had there been any
aravity, Sam would have sagged into his acceleration couch.

Sylvia's only comment was, "well, it sure wasn't 'Give me your
tired, your poor, your huddled masses...." =

ELLIS ISLaND IN THE SKY

(Actually, there is no Ellis Island in the sky*, but it makes
for a nice chapter title.)

It would be nice to report that the ship came screaming out of
space, jets blazing, her hull cherry-red &s she cut through the
atmosphere. It would be nice to describe the dramatic moment of
splashdown, and the triumphant moment when the capsule was hoisted
aboard an aircraft carrier, while a hundred-piece bond played The
Star-Spangled Banner and thousands of sailors stood in formation
spelling out "God Fless America."” It would be nice to tc¢ll of their
ticker tape parade throu:h the streets of Pragmat's most important
city, and of their tumultous reception by throngs of adul&ting fans.

It would be nice to tell of all this, but it wouldn't be true.

shat actually happened was cbout as exciting as counting stars
‘or listening to grasses grow.

On a planet where space travel 1s an everyday occurience, there
is little reason to get very excited over one lousy little space
capsule.**

So it was without fanfare that the capsule dropped out of the
sky one bright noon. At a certain altitude something. clicked and a
bright orange parachute opened up. The capsule drifted slowly down
to splash gently in the azure sea.

* Fxcept. for the Ellis Island in the sky where all good immigration
clerks go when they die.
--The. srthur
**  Yes--lousy. The place was filthy witk lice. I don't know how
they got aboard, but they did.
- --Ibid.

to be probably continued in our next 1lssue
. * * * * X ) * %

Title Typos

Raingod The Spade Merchants

I Have No Couth and I must Scream

A. Sale of Two Clocks Donovan's Drain

The Stars Like Rust Foundation and Umpire
4 Plague of Lemons They Shall Have Scars
Fellowship of the Rink The Two Bowers

Rogue Queer The Star Lox .

The Cosmic Cape The Comic Engineers

Voyage of the Space Bagle The lan who Sold the Goon

i}



The Mother Things
(with apologies to Robert Heinlein)

by Mel Gilden

Time and again, our favorite sf heroes have met up with
strangely silent planets, worlds with zreat sweepin: streets and
nagnificient flying buttresses in the cities, and large expenses of
rolling park-1liké greenery bet een the cities.

It is inevitable that the rcason our hero found for this would
be that the sun had suddenly begun proaucing a strange radiation
which reduced =211 life forms to dust, or that the inhabitants were
trying to escape a plajue or invasion, now millennia old, by going
through time or dimension. Sometimes they even left through space.

I find the counclusions that our werces have co e to, nothing
sinort of incredible. How coula they be s0 'ircng? After long years
of strugzling wilh this problem, 1 nou have the one  true answer:

The universe is full of mothers.
* *

Mothers. Mothers like yours and mine. On the outside they
micht be six~legged slimy hoirors, but on the inseide, they are all
little old grey-haired ladies.

It

"smazing,'" says you.

"Very much so," says I.
But I continue:

In almost every one of these stories, the same situation is
confronted. Here is a great civilization, a parently left in the
middle of the day s work for some unknovn and definitely alien
reason.

That last is “here all of the ieroes make thoir big mistake,
The reason for the exodus was anything but alien,

Consider your own mother. She would do anything for you: take
food out of her mouth for you (disgusting but aamirable), elimb the
hi:hest mountains for you, or .ull ;ou out of any li.tle scrapec
you ot yourself intangled in. ohe simply clucks her toague and
proceeds to bail you out.

That's it! Now imgogine a million, a . billion, a whole species
of these Mother Things on @ plamet rcvolving around a star we haven't
vet named. Imagine them going one at a time, then by teams, then
bt brigades, to save one little expcdition that might have gotten
it=elf in trouble, and in the process deserting the world.

"Ridiculous,"” says you.

"Of course," says I.

But think, is there anything more ridiculous that a mother
wanting to protect a muscle-bound truck driver three times her size?
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Mother love is the silliest thing there is,

Yet there they are, the Mother Things, leaninsg from planet to
planet=«~congquering the Universe with Mother love.

Makes you kind of humble, doesn't it.

Now, about that hero and his lost civili-ation? His problem is
that he's read too muqh space opera. It's ”arped his tihninking

But then, his mother probably wanted him to be a dentist anyway.

* *® : % - - . ' &
untitled poem

by Tom Digby

The monster a2t the foot of my bed
Said
"You're taking up way too much room,"

The glow1ng glob up over my head
L)ald,
- "You're trespassing into our tomb."

They both agreed, "Thls thing cannot be,
See,
It just doesn't make any sense,"

Fach thought the other crazy to see
Me. 0
Their argument fot quite intense,

The monster said, "The bed seems to feel
Real,"
I told him that I thought so too.

The blob appeared to atart to congeal,
Squeal,
And turn into purpllsh EOO0 »

The monster said, "It's time to awake,
Jake,
And find it was only a dream.”

So they awoke like socap bubbles break,
Mak-
Ing me just a dreamarless dream.

* * * * > * - .

Human kind cannot bear very much reality.
T. S. BEliot
"iurder in the Cathedral' part two, line 252
The Four (uartets, "Burnt Norton" section I,



LETTERCOL: . 4

{Our lettercol is cuite short this issue = because we're coming out
within approximately a month of last iscue, A4All letters conmenting

the Year-Ish which do not apwear here willbe printed in issue .89,
our Westercon issue,)

Robert Eloch Thanks for the Third Fecundation which
211l Sunset Crest Drlve arrived during nmy absence in Rio de
Los sngeles, Ca., 90046 Janeiro at Internstional Fiction Ifestival

eand its ocience Fiction Symposium. Just
returned yesterday, but I did want to tell you I've enjoyed the issue
while convalescing from the Triv.

Kenneth Scher I jus® zot i-'s 86«7 of 3rd F and in the
3119 kott Avenue words of one of the less articulate Rothschilds
Far Rockaway, ly "you make becutviful nusic." I think that you

11691 have, except for your repro, one of the best

gines I've seen since I started getting then,
and I said so in my fanzine review c¢ol., in SP4CE & TIL.EZS. Unfortun-
ately that mekes you the 1llth zine I've done so far in less than a
;eex...and since S&T conmes out a2cin in tvo months you way be
trimmed out by the time I get finished. I nope not, but since I'm
not the gzuy who decies .I'm writinz to let you know in person.

viill the Blurbitles be explaine« nextish:

Re: the Celendar avnril 14th, Daniel B. Davis is. not in 2001;
he's in The Door into Summer.

I bave a suggestion for 3tf U., Kenneth Robeson (creator of
Doc Bave) as your rhys ed prof.

Considering the hish cuclity of your material, your repro is
surprisingly bad, and the liuvtle art ork thet you have is rather
D OOT...novever that is the only taing wvhat I OLSllhed. vhy don't

‘sou have & fanzine review?

Once azain, congratulations on a great zine!

t 3 * *

The poor repro lastish was because ve were printed on the
filthy Lasfs Rex. Thisish we will be printed on the just-cleaned
Lzsfs Rex., ‘e hope it makes a difference, :

»11 gui.es are answered in the next issue,

The Daniel B . Davis entry is april 21lst and the comment that
le ~oke up in 2001 refers to the year, not to the fllm. Leread tae
Door into Summer and see.

The Fhys Ed Dept of Stef U consists of Pob Kene (batman creator)
as guest Department head. It has two prof essors, both in extension;
Edgar Rice Burrouzhs and E. E. Smith, I 2gree that Robeson should
2lso go on the staff, If you want the rest of the Stef U listings,
send for the Third Foundation sntiology - "The sverage of the Third
Foundation,"
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4-24-59 On second chourht, we mey have a fairly respectable lenith
lettercol after all. Thank you, Harry warner, Jr,

Harry varner, Jr. I am heppy to know that the Third Foundation
423 Summit Avenue has survived its first Seldon crisis. Has it
Hagerstown, Md. occurred to anyone that all these alarming
21740 reports about the population expleosion could

_ actually be a Seldon crisis, too? It would be
ironic if science fiction writers created fiction which described
so convinecingly the awful things that overpopulation will cause that
a wave of revulsion sent the birth rate down to next to nothing and
Hari didn't even éome close to zetting born. “,

The iay Out zives prouise of a superb totality. I am uncomfor-
table on interstate highiays, throuzlwrays, sutobahnen, whatever you
want to call them, and maybe I'll never drive on another one after
reading the start of this Niven story. Fandom seems to he entering
a staze of better relations 7ith the pros, ''ho ~ive some cf their
incompleted stories. and preliminary sketches for artuork to fan-
zines; could the time be coming when even the most important pro-
fesional work will get a sort of tryout in fanzines before its final
version for its professional awpearance, like a Broadway play that
opens in New Haven or Philadelphia %o geouge audience reaction?

I also enjoyed The Man +ho Shot Santa Claus. I'm not sure that
the final paragraphs were really necessary. It ‘rould have been a
neat little commentary on today's :orld if it had stopped ith the
jury's verdict. But I suppose that those last fouxr parazraphs give
a fillip of added orizinality an¢ they certainly don't harm the
total effect. . _

Your adventure with the cloth salesmen was something like the
strange moment that occurred a few years back while I was at work.
During a slov: time in the office, L was leafing through the new
issue of Cry, which at that time was about as faanish a fanzine as
existed, aside .from Busby's »rozine commentary. 4 fellow worker was
looking at what I was reading over my shoulder, before I realized
what was hanpening. ie couldn't have seen more than half a dozen
pages in the course of maybe to minutes. T folded up the fanzine,
explained to him that it would teke entirely too long to explain
what it was all about, and he said: "Oh, I underitand. It's an
amateur publication put out by peonle to discuss science fictlion and
various other things tnat they want to talk about.” I wish now 1'd
asked him what made Steve Pickerinz tick, if he was that discerning.

The Third Foundation's clanedar caused me to Jorry suddenly
about something. The first landing on the moon is planned for July,
as I understand it. I wonder if a otar Trek-type letter campaizn To
%ASA would succeed-in changiny the schedule? Obviously the people
in the space prozram have considered every conceivable factor invol-~
ved in the flight that relates to the safety of the men and the
fullest documentation of their experiences and the advance of sci-
ence. Bubt I'll bet they've forgotiten something important to the rest
of the nation. It's conceivable that the first lanaing on the moon
could become a fairly important new holiday like the landing of
Columbus on a North .merican island and the founding of an inde-
pendent nation over here. So it really shouldn't occur in July,
right efter Independence Day and not too far before labor Day. It
vould be a perfect excuse for creating a nev general holiday in a
part of the celendar where a break is more badly needed: there are



nearly three months between Labor Day and Thenksgiving, for instancgi
and more than three months, wost of the vime, bet een ilew Year's Day
and Baster. 1I'd hate to walit longer for that first manned landing,
but the future might be more grateful to those astronauts if they
did it <hen a holiday is most needed.

I hadn't realized the common factor that Stephen Goldin cites in
Simak's novels. But it's there, even in older stories which he
¢oesn't mention. It ‘iould be interesting to dig through a few hun-
dred novels and collections of short stories in asn effort to deter-
mine how much relationshin» there is bet .ecen heroes who are acted on
rether than acting on things anc the genercl wersonality and habits
of the men who wrote those stories. I don't know enough about Simak
to zuess vhether he's the passive type in real life,

You gave me, in the discussion of the ghost in Hemlet, a sudden
vision of Will Shakespeare listening to a long complaint by a member
of his Threatrical company on this very polnt, and. then retorting
patiently thet it really doesn't metter because the effect of the
moment 1s the important thing in a dromatic ' ork before an audience,
rather than any overcll unity. "The medium be the messaze,”" he might
add. hen you come to think of 1t, you realize how kind fate has
been to most of the world's supreme literary zZeniuses, in giving
them 1litvle or no kanowledze of how tvhey would be 'orghinped and
studied by posterity. If chaxespeare cou.d have known during his
lifetime that he'd be renked as the zreatest drametist in the English
language, Jjust tnink vwhat agonies he vwould have endured as he tinkered
and edited and rewrote, trying to zet every line into the best poss+
ible condition for the posterity that would give it such microscopic
attention., 7You failed t©o point out one of the oddest things about
the ghost's role in the play, incidentall, The most famous thing in
hamlet is his "To be or not to be" soliloguy, and that speech's whole
message makes no sense at all since he ‘has just seen and heard proof
that there is a life after death.

The cover is splendid. It must be ¢uite difficult to obtain
such a delicate effect as the right side of this drawing, with this
type of reproduction, and I susnect that The success achieved here
mizht encourage other fan artists vo cixneriment with similar con-
trasts in oifset-destined art.

* * *

Judging by the timing of the last moon shot, Nisk is trying to
have its mein events accompany major holidays (like Christmas and
July 4th) rather than supplement them. .hy I'm not sure.

At the time of the "to be or ot to be" speech, Hamlet is
uncertain as to ihether the "guost” was actually his father or
merely a demon from hell, He has just called himself "prompted to
my Tevenge by heaven and hell" (II,ii, line 513) and also analyzed
the situation in more detall:

The spirit that I have seen

liay be the devil; and the devil hath power
T'assume a pleasing shape; yea and nerhaps
Out of my weakness and my melancholy

As he 1s very »notent with such spirits
Abuses me to damn me. (II,ii, 327-32)
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. Disgusted _ If you are goinz to iiave Ttine nerve to write incom-
Alamazordo prehensible nasty zerbece like "The Levaphysical Hyeng'
New lexico I should ®hink you would at least ecuit 1t,. instecd of

using a sillys made-u» name like "David Gerzolc,"i!l

P.5. I am sorry I don't have a subscription, because I would
like to do the decent, normal, adult amcricen thinz, and cancel it!

* * B b b =x B

Cur next issue will be appesring in time for the westercon, so try
to get your letters in by the third wveek of June.

» » - ] . = -
And if you're coming to the 1969 Jestercon....

The Los sngcles Pidding Committee for .estercon XXIIT (1970)
would appreciate your vote., (The commiittee is Ted Johnstone, Lee
Klingstein, Dave Hulan and Don Simpson,) Come to our party in Room
770 at this year's uestercon in Santa lonica and re'll tell you
about pur plans for 1970.

Or, if you want one of our Speculative iembersaips, send a
dollsr to ocur Treasurer:

Dave .iulan, vestercon LilIl
1005 mount 0Olive Drive, <10
Duarte, California, 91010

Fans who buy Speculetive smemberships will not only get a gpecial
eve-cTro_zling name teg (on eitcher Rollux or gold Day-Glow) but will
also get a significant discount on con wmembership. DBuy now. Don't
wait 'till after the bidding.

* * * % * *

Possible Fesanish Declensions

nominative singular fan fanzine

dative singular snogger ) newyszine
genitive singular liother Goddess Victorian Digest
accusative singular fuguhead crudzine

plural, all cases convention apa

ifter love, book collecting is the most exhilerstinz sport of all.
--4, 8. W. Rosenbach

* ¥ b % 3 x

smbrose bBierce's Devil's Dictionary

heaven - a place where the wicked cease from troubling you with talk
of their personal affairs, and the good listen with attention while
you expound your OWn.
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