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an editorial
oY y@'@dﬁor

"Well ndw; here we aré again, slightly more experienced, knowing

e

among other things; how to work a mimeo, what a shading plate is,
and why..to use a stylus in place of a ball poiht pen. Thanks to
Norwood who, as I was running off the last few stencils, showed me

what that.Little gadget on the“@1de was for (it was the ink regu}ator)

someone asked me irf f.were me. Yes, I'm me. He was John Harrison,
ex-MIT man, or, as he s0 poetically puts 1t, a busted beaver. Handing
me misc.-stories and some copies of The Royal Letter, a sort of
Tangent, Voo Doo, TEN-211 lumped together in one mimeozine, he tolad
me ne was an &x- membpr of tablecom who had heard of Tz and.who
wanted to contribute to the Calse. Later as I was looking through

a copy of The Royal Letter, I came upon some interesting columns,
BBC and -Beaver- Droppings. The" Busted Beavér club (about 30% of

the College of -Advanced Science) sounds like the Outlng Club, the
3FS, and the  Tangent bundhes put together. There is a rumor (only

a rumor) that- CAS gets flrst crack ﬂt all the MITmen who don't make
it. Hmnnm,

Speaking” of the Institute ( wlaam) one day I picked up. the paper
and- on the front page was, ‘in lakrge- letters;”btratton Enters Race
for Goveranor". (bid this in Cacsar seem ambitious?) Later I found
out 1t was not our Jay. 3igh. "~ T~

During vacation I managed to get a copy.of_Tae_dorm Quroboros.

(I knew that it was in the reserve book room, but I could never

find it. Seems that Norwood had it out for about threce months.)

It was great, (almost) as good as lord.of the Rings. A main-dif-......—
“ficulty I had was the lack of a map. Almost all the other saga type
novels come with a map. The one in Lord of the Rings was a.great
help -in understanding the traveéls ol Frodo & Co. Anyway, perfec-

-~ tionest (ha) thatl am, I decvided to make my own map. By kceping note
of all geographical descriptions, I managed to make one, of sorts.
If anyone has, or knows of, another map of this "land", I would ap-
Preciate it if he could send me a copy, or at least notify me of

any glaring mistakes-in - this onc.

Also mentioned in pa831ng is our un-Asimov meeting of a while
back. The not-so-good doctor should realize that a body (even his)
cannot occupy ‘two places at one tlme (sic.'Balfimore and Cambridge)

Free plug. - - : :

One day I saw a magazine'called the Realist. Its sub heading was
PRAY POR WAR. Intrigued, I sent for a copy. The "official" purpose
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of the Realist is "freethought criticism and satire". The unof-
ficial purpose was once (jokingly) stated by its editor;"The purpose
of the Realist is to offend the reader! And it does a damn good job
of it, too. Typlcal articles are; ”How I Pértified My PFamily Fall-
out Shbltcr , 'How.to Walk on Water", and "Impolite- Inte&rviews" with
such men as Lenny Bruce, fAlbert Ellls Allan Watts, and Jules
Feiffer. A sample of their humor has been ALOLEA borrowed and is
" (unless somponb goofs) bclow. I guess it is for sale at.newsstands
~ though I've nevbr sgen one anywhere. By mail they are ten for three
dollars, twenty for five.: Also offered are ten back issues for two.
That's The Reallst 225 flafayette Street, New York 12 N.Y.(sane.
as .Mad ). If you' TC. baslly oflended skip 1t 2 Lty
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ACCOMIPLISHED

- . ~-WHosmer

"Subleutenant knangscorth to see you, sir."

"Send him in, send him in. Heil kerth!"

"Heil Karth!"

"Hi, Kng. I hear that you really got a beauty! Proto-atomic
culture, with considerable resoruces of radioactives, wasn't it?
and in record time too--I'll see that you get a commendation for
this."

"Yes, sir. OSystem 351.02-274.81-2007.95-I1I, local solar
name sol, planc’ earth. Controlled fission, unceontrolled fusion,
close to controlled fusion and space flight. High-density planet,
considerable stocks of refined radiocactives and syntnetic radio-

. actives~-enough to fuel all our operations against the Re'em for
several deci-solards."

"Bxcellent, excellent. But how did you manage to get the
psyco-drug despersors in gpperation so quickly? Besides the several
days to set up the equipment (since we stopped supplying you scouts
with fuel for the dispersors because of our shortages) it has
normally taken several weeks to extract the neeessary radiocactives
from the local ores."

"I used some of the radiocactives that they has so nicely
extracted, sir. And a very nice job of isotope separation they
do, too..."

"All the better, now that they will be working for us. But
I still don't understand how you did it. Your scout ship is too
small to move the assembled equipment, and doesn't carry enough
shielding for you to be abl¢ to carry concentrated radicactives any
distance. Those rroto-atomic cultures are all alike--before we
control their minds with our pshco-drugs, they are much too
suspicious and nosey for you to.be able to set up the equipment any-
where near one of their radioactives stockpiles. Your side-arm
wouldn't deaden the area more than a few hours--long enough to
transfer thc radioactives, perhaps, but certainly not long cnough
for you to set up your equipment..."

"That was just it sir. On the smaller continent of the planet's
northern hemisphere-—that map there, sir--in that large city near
the base of that hook-like peninsilar, I found some sort of
insitute of learning, which had 5 primitive fission reactor on its
grounds. I disquised my ship to look like the tail section of one
of their primitive rockets. I then put the ship on the roof of one
of the institute main buildings--—one which had a domed roof--so
that it looked like it was sticking in, and painted lines to look
like crackes around it!"

"You What .1!!22"



6

"...the loca 1 authorities thought the ship was just some prank
perpetrated by the students. They removed it and placed it in a
dump beneath one of the buildings. There, concealed by rubbish
and discarded equipment, I was able to set up the psyco-drug
dispersor witnout interruption. As soon as it was finished, I
deadened the area with my psyco-pistol, removed a couple of fuel
elements from the reactor, fuecled the disperser, and moved it into
the open. Thats all there was to it..."

FROGHOOT LXIX

In the 30th century criminals were no longer scnt to the
salt mines, but to the spice mines. Yes, unbelicvably, on the
planet of New Indie there weic located deposits of nutmeg, cinnamon,
and 211 thc comzon spices, which were suppliczd to the rest of the
galaxy by the labors of the prisoners therc.,

These prisoners were trecated cruelly and their lives were
madc¢ miscrablce by the guards. Une day one of the inmates organized
a revolt against these, conditions.. His stratagem was to, on a
signal, throw large quantities of spice at the guards, until they
were buricd. after the riot, the puisoners werc in control of tne
planet. Their leader got up and spoke.

"Hone of you know this," he said, "bat I am one of the mcst
important and famous men in the universe. Tales of my doings have
been appearing regularly in a magazinc, for thc last thousand ycars.
Therefore, 1 think you should remember exactly what it is that you
have done herce today."

"What'd we do?" growled a prisoncr in front.

"What did you do gentlemen?' he replied. "Threw thyme and
spic. with Ferdinand Froghoot.™

——Doug Hoylman

"Always a godfather,
never a God"

Beware of Albanians
who eat with chopsticks

Little Tin Gods
onr wheels
(Judcom?)

EARTHMAN| DIEI



THE CORMEUT
TIME

~-Doug Hoylman (who has done it again)

A crowd wus gathering, as it does so often in the big city.
Wilbur loved crowds, and made 1t his business to be in the mid-
dle of them. He didn't really have to know why a crowd formed,
but he usually tried to find out. He had just a little too much
curiosity for one in his profession. Wilbur's profession was,
currently, picking nockets,

He hurried over and joined the crowd. It was evident that
someone had fallen, or jumped, from the tall building there, even
though Wilbur could not see the body. Policemen were pushing
people .back, as usual, and a girl was screaming. With all the
excitement, Wilbur lifted a fat wallet with ease. (Summer was
his favorite season, since so few people wore coats. Helsting
a wallet is so much safer when you don't have to 1ift up tne
coattail. Try it sometime.,) He was rzsady for another try when
he saw the watch on. the sidewalk.

It was an elegant watch, and Wilbur picked it up eagerly.

He had lost his own watch some wes=ks ago, and he was a habltual
clock-vatcher from his days as an ostensibly honest clerk, It
seemed to be in fine condition, except tnat the strap was broken,
and it was running. Forgetting the accident and the next wallet,
he walked to the nearest jewelry store to purchase a new strap.
H%,selected a leather band exactly like the one on the watch,
which appealed to him somehow, and paid for it out of the wallet
he had just acquired. The wallet's thickness had been nostly
credit cards, and Wilbur had just a nickel left after buying the
watchband. He dropped the nickel intoc his pocket and the wallet
into a trash can,

The crowd had dissipated with the removal of the body, and
Wilbur, having nothing better to do, sat down on a park bench to
study the watch. The brand name *s one he had never heard of,
""Chron~Time," and an inscription on the back read, "This watch
unconditionally gueranteed by the Chron-Time corporation to keep
perfect time," followed by something in an unfamiliar script.
Wilbur whistled with surprise. He'd never seen such a guarantee
on a watch before, Perfect timei Why, if it lost one second a
year--what? There was no "money back" clause, Jjust-that guaran-
tee. Wilbur looked up at the clock on a nearby tower and chuck--
led. The watch was an hour behind., 1In fact, the watch reed 2:37
and the tower read 3:37. Could be, Wilbur thought, it belonged
to one of those cranks who refuse to recognize daylight saving
time, He pulled out the knob and movod the hands ahead an hour,
then looked back up at the ciock. It said 4:371 Wilbur cursed
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himself for recding it wrong, and adjusted the watch again. He
noted idly that the cir had cools’ off-  somewhat., Just then a
podicemnan approached him and soid, "You going to sit there =211

afterncon, buady? liove -e .long before you =et run in ifor vhgrancy.”

Wilbur 1e1t, not desiring to go to the station and heve his un-
. blaecsant past dreadgad up, but he wonderasd howthe cop could kick

chout tune two or thres minutes n2'd been sitting there, He checke

the clock on the tower azain,
t now read 5:38,

So.ie iciot nlaying with the controls, he muttered,or some-
body working on it. He welisd on and forgot about the watch.
He liftad another willat to huy sudnor Wltu7 tasn restired to
0is ”penthOLqe apartanent," above = saloon.

J
()

Thenest mopPning, ‘at ter 8ating & rars breL fast-~-last
night's wallet had beea "e17~gaddcd and lesz aacsentive--Wilbur
stopyed by

a newvs-stand to sae il thers wos ¢nj naws on tha nre-
vious day's suicide, Therse was, and ne bouiht a paper, another
unusual exirevegeince, hecause e felt a strange interest in this
case, Also, he wondered 1If anyone wes missing the watch,

The crticle was on ths Tront page.

UNIDZEUTIFIED MAN
LZAPS TFROU BUILDING

At 3:30 n.in, yesterday afternocn, & man juaned or fell,
from ona of the upper stories of the Dossman Buildin_.
Poiice nave, &8s yet, n2en uhable to lcentify the body
extensively autilated by tne head-on 1mpcct

A gre:t degl of aystery surrounds the cese. Not only
is the iceatity of tuc wictinm unkiown, but police have
as yet been unehle to discover even whichh floor of tue
35-story huilding the man lecwed from. Appe rv“uTy no one
noticed hi.a until e screamed apar the bhottom of nis Inll,
and none oi th2 workars in the bu . lding recall=sd seelnp
him just befOLbnaqc. Police zre now guestioning all
occupants oif the upper stories,

Miss Carole Delanlace, 28, of 1322 State Ave., hac
told rewnorters that she.conversed’ ”luh the victim just
before the accidsnt, "He nad tne same iind of clothes,
the same build, evarything," sie told reporters. "I vas
taliiing ©o hia over. herey then all off e 'sudder e left,
and then that scream, and splat." Miss Delaplace 1is
being held for further guestioning

It bothersa Wilbur that they couldn't identify the fellow.
Then, he realized that nobody would recognize nim, in all pro-
bability, if he chose "to jump off the Dossnan building. Ilaybe
the guy was someonc like him, Except that Wilbur wasn't the
type who jumped off buildings for tus hell of it.

There itac more of the grticls oh a later paze., but he didn't

bother to read it. Therc was alsc a wnicture of the body, Tace
down, and onc of Carole Delaplace. The latter was rezsonably
attractive, Well, at least 1f tne watch nad belonzed to the
dead man, nopody was looking icr 1it.

This reminded Wilbur that he hodn't set thz watceh yet, A
necrby clock on a jevelry svore read 9:0%, abds o s wotch ‘was
still one hour behind, *Wilbur corrected 1t, and then casped,

a



THE JEWELER'S CLOCK NOW READ 10:04i

Wilbur, sweating, adjusted his watch to 8:30, The jeweler's
clock read 9:30. To 12 o'clock., Somewhere in the distance a
clock struck one, Regardless of where he set the watch, the je-
weleris clock was an hour ahead.,

! If Wilbur hed had any imagination at all--well, he wouldn't
be picking pockets. But if he'd had some more imagination right
then, he would have found the answer much sooner. Perhaps he
wouldn't even have fallen off the bench when he -reached it.

His conclusion was: When they said that this watch keeps
perfect time, brother, they meant iti

This cleared up a lot of things, but it still left some loose
ends dangling. Why not daylight time? What is "correct time,"
ahyway? And, mainly, where did it come from and HOW THE HELL
DOES IT WORK? '

But Wilbu' was no philosopher. It worket, and that was
enough for him, It could do all sorts of delightful things.

For example:

Wilbur walked into a jewelry .sstore wearing a hewly-pur-
chased jacket, with curiously bulging pockets, which made him
look almost presentable. '"Can I help you, sir?" droned a clerk.

"No, thank you," replied Wilbur in his most cultured voice.
"I just came in to set ~y watch by your clock." He noted the
exact reading of his watch, then turned the knob., When he stopped,
the salesman was gone, the store was closed, and it was dark out-
side, Wilbur ovened a few display cases, removed the newspapers
from his pockets, replaced them with jewelry, and returned the
watch to its original setting. The clerk reappeared, and Wilbur
smiled at nim and walksé out.

He continued tne sams sort of thing all day, keeping mostly
to jewelry stores since he had zrown ratner fond of them recently.
By nine that evening Wilbur had acquired a new apartment, a car,
some decent clothes, and hs had lived thirty-eight hours since
that morning. He was justifiably tired, so he fell asleep almost
at oncc, :

When he awoke it was still dark outside, and strangely quiet.
He switched on a light and loocked at his watch. It read 10:41~-
and it had stopped. He looked outside. No wonder it nad been
so quieti Everything was stopped, like a stereo photograph..
People walking were stopped in positions that could not possibly
be held without falling; cars stood witn frozen smoke emerging
from their exhausts; a woman had dropped a package and it was
hanging in mid-air without support. Wilbur shuddered convulsively.
He feared briefly that something was srong with the watch, but
he wounca it several times asnd the people outside started moving
again. He laughed. ©Sometow he hadn't expected the watch to need
winding.

He wound the watch all the way, set 1t ahead about twelve
aours, and stepped out to greet the new day. Then he kicked him-
self mentally; first, because he'd forgotten to put any.pants
on, and second, because he'd just realized all the possibilities
of time standing still as it had. No need to judge times so
carefully, no chance of getting caught. Just go help yourself,
come back nome, and wind the watch. You were here all tne time,
Officeri Oh, well, it'd run down again sometime. When? No
matter. Wilbur had all the time he needed.

All the time in the world,

That dey Wilbur started branching out. He made bets on
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horse races, 2lect iong, ailything--knowing the. result in advsance,
ol course, naving visited tue foliowing day, He even nlayed the
stock market: Why be dishonest when you can amake just as much
non=snLy and not worry wbout getiing cought?

He invazsted money in banL~, collected 1T ysars later with
.all its compound intsrest. ("Ola bills, if you plzess, miss.

Oh, I have ay reasons,") He boupgnt books when they werse com-

mon and solid then when tuey were wara. He was rich beyond nis

UildCSu drzame. {(But then, o small-time dip soes not have very
11d dres Tlg.) 1

Now, having all tho weelta he could sver use, Wilbur decided
to explore history, anc the first tiistory he vanted to study was
that of his mira cuWOuc watetl,

fle headed For the Dossmen bullding  a¥ 2:30, by the watch,
or tue vay it all happened, He noted imnediastely, with o start,
that there was ne wateh on taz sldewallz, nor wng there a sulcidal
maniac on a Yedge. Could he nave tite dote wrong? No, the news-
paper clipping was in his pocket, =zna it was dated one day later
than the papers on thz stand, He scratciied his qeead,

-TLittde - things” alfzetimen s T ivesget  sFhatfs o cliche, but,
liks all stotements hardy enough to become cliches, it's vary
often apsliceble, The littie thing in this case was a faminine
"voice in Wilbur'!s car OV1nr "I beg your pardon, but do you have

= 4.

the time, pleasz?t  He was us id s Goethis; " for after 211, Thv watch
vas ratl:er consplcuoug. Ho rs coﬁaLdau tiie girl as Carole Whatsher-~
name in the news story, although her speech was civiainly more

i

noting the couble mezaning of Lis thought, He twisted the Uﬂbch
Yo show tie girl toe time,

sophisticated now., Putting up 2 false front, thought Wilbur, not

Another: ckiche, 1f you dop!t mind., '"We are all 'sloves to
nebit.t 1 Thonkiyous "Wilbub!'s oabit wes twisting ais woteh every
time he used it. This in itself was harmless, cucept Irom tiae

“viewpoint of the lsather band, Waen Wilbur twist31 the watch
fain, the utrvo gave ub and bioke, . The watch fell on the side-

walk ifist; o all odd clicking noise as it hit,
ihen al wes silent axecent for Wilbur's breathing,
He picked up the watch, It nad stopped, obviously. He tried

. L3S
i sheking it, then winding 1t some more. It wouldn't

l
e
winding it, L-o :
n't setthehands, either, Something vital was out of

go, He "ould

place.,
This was thechance he had bsen waiting forl That time he'd
resolved ©0 let it .pun downiand thewr be Lorgott He could go

help himself to allths money--
You call tuis living? No pesowplel
Wilbur had always been & loasr and a pragmatist, He'd never
hed love or companionship, never felt tue need for it. Wilbur
aad never been a rosantic,
Now e wos getting so roaontic ne was making hid seli gicii,
For the first time irn his solitary iife e wanhted o wornian
to love. He impulsively lkissed the statue of Carole Ulat Srname,

then shuddered. That wasn't ispulsive, it was repulsive. Necrophiliai‘

He was stucli, stuck forever at 2:30 on this hot swaier after-
noon, surronded by corpses qnd frozen SmOkc7 unlessg——

Unless he could get tone wateh fixad,

He found a jewelery store. Jewelcry stores had been good to
him 211 througlt this crazy buisness. He almost handed the watch
to the man behind the counter, then checked himself, That man was

frozen, as frozen as that glr1 oUESLEISTre ) nilvays, Tovliing ot hils



watch which wasn't there to see at the time which it always
will be--

If Wilbur, back in his pre-watch days, had caught himself
thinking in such poetic terms, he would have had a few stiff
drinks and gone to bed. But now, it scemed to bes the only way to
think in this madman's dream.

Wilbur found the watch repair manual which clementry enough,
and opened the back ofthe waten clumsily. Then'he gasped. The
pictures in the manual looked nothilig 1ike the parts of the watch.
The watch had no gears andno springs except the mainspring, which
didn't rescmble the mainspring in the book. It had parts which
Wilbur had no names for and could not guess tiue function of. He
threw the book down in disgust and reassembled the watch for no
apparent reascn, He knew it would do no good to look for another
manual.,

He ran out into the street, first shouting all the swear
words he knew, then sobbing hysterically. If nobody else in this
accursed (not the word he used) world was going to live, then,
by God, neither was nei He'd jump off the Dossiman building, just
like that other fellow he came to--what othar fellow? That was
himi The thought sent him into hysterical laughter, which became
gruwibling as ne realized that the clevator operators were frozen,
too, Still clutching his watch, Wilbur climbed the stalrs while
insanely cursing the conditions tnat made it so inconvcnhient for
him to kill himself,

By the twentieth story ne decided that if he climbed another
flight, he'd die of exhoustion. This set him off laughing again,
and ne kept loughing as ne walked into an office, pushed over a
motionless secretary, and climbed out onto the window ledge. He
threw the watch down toward the street in disgust and jumped after
15

The watch hit the ground witn a click, knocking back into
place wioatever nysterious part had besn knocked loose, The
sudien resurgence of city noises into Wilbur's ears was soon
drowned out for him by the sound of his screams,

A crowd was gathering, as it does sp often in the big city.
Wilbur loved crowds, and made it his business to be in the middle
of them,...

Conversation inspired by our recent movie:
VIII Man: You know, I thinx I will be a guantuir mechanic.
XVIII Man: That's not bad. I'm planning to be a del operator,
lots of money in operating dels.
misc. people

"P equals ma, pV equals nRT,"-that is all

Ye know on ecarth, and all ye need to know.

Keats?
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= WAR

~-floyd sStecker

Ron Cooper was quite upset lately. Life was just a grind.
But then again, this was not unusual. uaybe that's the way it is
with you. It was then, at this time in his 1ife, that the unusual
thing happened to Ron. He had a strange caller waiting for him
when he returned to his flat.

"1 believe you are Cooper," muttered the shadowy figure in
a tone of voice that made it difficult to distinguish his words.
Ron didn't have to hear him. Somehow he knew that the iwan had come
for him. The room had become blanketed in utter silence. The
nearby furniture, cluttered and disordered with random pieces of
scrap, seened to grow dim in his sight. The whole rocom darkened.
It was like plunging down into a huge abyss of nothingness. As
black as things were, they seemed to grow blacker. The stranger
had faded #nto the background. Only his voice could be heard.

"You know yocu must 2id the cause," said the dark voice in a
commandaing tone. Faint though they were, his words seemed so loud
as to pierce his skull and destroy any other thought. The voice
sezmed so familiar and at the same tinme, so foreign. In one way
it seemed so comforting, and yet in another, so strange and terrifying.

"The cause is all important. The cause is in danger. You
must fight for the cause. Nothing else matters."”

After a while, things seemed to grow lighter again. Ron found
himself on a street corner. The new brightness that Ron experienced
was more of a dull gray, the kind one sees painted on an old
abandoned freightcar. sverything was covered with a thick mist.

It was impossible to see very far,

Ron looked around. At tne streetcorner, there were signs
on each concrete road. Une roadsign said,"This way home." It
was dusty and weatherbeaten and the words were guite hard to read.
On this rocad, weeds were sonringing up between the cracks in the
concrete. It secemed as if fragaents of pavement were ready to
crumble away beneath the pressure of the slightest footstep. It
was obvious that nobody had used the road for some time.

The other road was quite diiferent. It was a smooth, eight-
lane highway. The sign above it read, "The cause." It was in
glowing neon. A little way down the road was a hugh billboard.

It keot lighting up at different intervals in large block letters,
CAUSE, CAUBLWAY, Calbl, CaUbwuwaY, CaAUbL,...

Billvoards never impressed Ron. lie decided to take the
road marked "This way home.” Then Ron's stomach turned and he
broke out in a cold sweat. e was walking very quickly with
determination down that other road. There seemed nothing he could
do t¢ stop himself.
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"Halt. Cooper, take thece."

There, in front of him was an obese and fatuous looking slob
dressed in old World Wwar II fatigues. He looked like he was just
missing an apple in his mouth. The whole situation seemed an utter
farce. bBut for some reason or other, Ron couldn't bring himself
entirely to that conclusion. There was something ominous and
frightening about this beast who had just shoved him a similar
pair of fatigues. Ron still felt that he must bring hinself to
grin, If he just grinned a little, maybe the pig would go away.
With 211 his courage, he squeezed out a grin. A large fat fist
smashed into his jaw.

"Cooper get up. I1t's your turn to go in. Remember the cause.
This battle is the big one." {

There, in front of him was what looked like the entrance to
a huge palace., The pillars must have been a hundred feet high. The
building could have been a palace, but then again, it might have
been a courthouse, or a barbaric sacrificial temple. Ron didn't
know why he had thought of a sacrificial temple. FPerhaps he would
be lyirg on the alter at any minute. Ron slowly walked up the
sterile, marble stairs leading to the doorway. When he approached
the door, it opened without his touching it and he walked right
through. Inside was a long narrow hallway which began with a high
dome-type structure, Above the inner hall was a hugh gold clock
with the la rge letters printed on it, "TInk IS RURNING OUT.®

The hugh lobby was dead of sound. Ron felt that his presence
was known, even to the extent tha t thousands of eyes were watching
him., He wanted to run but he knew he had to fight. After all, it
- was for the cause...He had to somehow fight his way through that
seemingly endless corridor which waited for him under the clock.
Ron huddled to the'walls and crawled on the floor to the hallway,
dragging his M-1 with him. Still, not a shot was fired. The wait-
ing was driving him out of his mind. Why doesn't somebody shoot.
somebody shoot. What kind of a war is this.

The corridor was covered with drying blood and pieces of
human flesh. The stench was alwmost unbearable. They must be
playing with him. They're just waiting out there, playing with
him.

There was only one thing to do. =ie had to kill them, kill
them all before they got him. That was his only chance. He made a
mad plunge down the corridor. oweat was dripping down his face
and had saturaied his fatiques. They had to be waiting for hig
in the alcoves that lined the carridor. OUne by one, he would have
to get past them. <rhe line of alcoves seemed endless. Suddenly,

a figure leaped out from the shadows. e was tall and well built,
dressed in the olive green of a WwW II German officer. Iverything
about his uniform was as one would picture it except for two large,
black lightening shaped letters S5 on the front of his shirt. He
had a hideous grin which seemed to distory his whole face as the
two men rushed at each other, the sound of their steps echoing in
the halls.

S0 they came, one by one. =Ron wondered why they only came
singly to meet him and why they always fell instead of him. When
would they stop coming? Where were the others on his side? What
ever happened to the cause? What was the cause? With each of the
enemy he killed, Ron began morc and more to hope that his chest
would be ripped open by a spray of bullets. Anything to end this.
Wap this life or hell? There was no cause, just one lone soldier
fighting an endless vatuile, ruaning through an endless corridor,
killing and killing the hateful things that ca me at him one by
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one. What was he doing here?

Just then Hon saw a man dressed in a uniform ‘similar to his.
He was wearing eyeglasses and they were drenched with. tears. Quickly
he brushed by, running in the opposite direction screaming, "There
is no cause, save yourself! Just then, a gush of bullets spurted
out and splattered this poor creature all over the walls. From
they way he was hit, it was obvious that the bullets had come from
behind. He was destroyed by his own army, probably to help the
causc.

- Now it was clear. He couldn't go back. He didn't have to

go on, wha t-if he just stopped and waited for them to destroy him.
Surely they would keep coming. Ron tessed his li-1 down the corridor
and watched it slide over the slippery marble floors. Low he would

just wait.

After all, waiting didn't bother him anymore. He had heard
the bullets. He had seem the bodies. He had fought long encugh so
that the horrors of battle had become commonplace to him. 411l he
wanted was to rest. He gureacned out and the corners of his mcuth
curled up siightly. His eyelids closed. after all, therc was no
cause. He knew that the man who had come for him was now dead. He
knew that thosc who made him fight would never return. He would
wait until he was destroyed. he would wait.

The Germans stopped coming. When it didn't seewm to matter
if they came or not, they didn't come. They were gone. They were
even hard to remember. Things grew dark, The blackness was
returning.

Finally light came. It was also a different kind of light.
It was the peaceful golden glow of sunset. All around were the
ruins of what looked like an ancient sacrificial temple. Fragments
of pillars stuck out between the busned and weeds. Ron was lying
by a dusty beaten road. There was a sign above him which was
barely rcadable. It saida, "This way home."

/// fip YOU THINK YOU ARE RUNNING ME BUT I AM RUNNING YOU
g 9w ¢ 0 ousg o0 6 teco 0
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-Norwood (Shudder)

The utter strangeness of the place struck Phill before the
danger. He stood trying to shake off the off the vision as the
tall thin plaster walls fell around him, slab by slab, one after
the other. It took pain to convince him that this was reality; the
pain of flying shards and the vision of a tilting universe of
solid matter looming over him. He ran, almost flew the last few
‘inches on the blast of air from the falling wall. He crashed
into the deep pile of rubble as the wall thuded down behind him.
Slowly he scrambled to his feet, coughing and shaking his arms
which were caked with dust and blood. OSuddenly his stomach and
shaking his arms which were caked with dust and blood. Suddenly
his stomach knoted 2at the thought of what might happen at any moment.
e ran blindly forward then looked back. The shattered mass that
nad almost mashed him lay still under athin cloud of pale yellow
dust. There he would be safe. He rushed back, still coughing
and stumbling--almost blinded. Where one wall had falled no more
would fall, He smiled because he had not paniced. Zven in this
impossible situation he had thought his way out. Tuen he looked
around him. N

The walls were scattered randomly in a sort of a maze, but
each more distant wall was taller than the one in front. HlS eyes
followed the walls into the distance until he was twisting his neck
to stare almost straight up at the most distant wall. Then the
noon sun caught his eyes and he crumpled to the ground and huddled
there , able to see only a painful purple.

Could this be a drecam? It was very like a dream, but he had
never felt pain in a dream before. Besides, he could remember his
normal life up to the exact moment it had happened...whatever "it"
was. He had been standing on his front lawn, yelling at the neigh-
bors' children toe keep out of his hedge. Then, as though his eyes
had suddenly played him false, he was here. He shook himself as
if to be rid of this vision, but even before he opened his eyes, he
knew that his memory of home had not brought him to wh2at he had
always considered the only possible reality. Always he could
hear the dissonent, irregular crashes as the universe fell down. At
least he could see, though everything blured and he had to force
his eyes to remain open. He longed for water but as far as he could
tell there was nothing but dust and sun and walls.

- For a moment a huge, steady wind rushed past him; clearing
his vision a btit. He looked around for the cause. Again fear
paralyzed him as he saw that a wall had fallen nearer than the one
before. Those huge distant walls were large enough to reach him
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as they fell. He wasn't safc¢ here. 1In fict, nowhere was safe.
The two walls were huge enough to fall across the world, and they
were in all directions. They were too tall to even think of climbing
--tco far to run past. They would stop. They had to stop falling.
But no, the shock of each wall that fell was enough to topple another,
The wave of distruction spread out further and faster. The crashing
rumole was almaost continuous. He was at thic center of an embankment
of fallen walls, and more and more raonidly chunks of plaster and
clouds of dust flowed over the rim towards him. Now the walls
fell so that their edge just touched the peak of the pile, mashing it
flat.

He could only search the beginning, the very moment it had
started, for a way out. ie somehow felt that in that instant there
lay an answer, ie traced back, back. The walls could not have
always been faliing. They must have started as he arrived. The
nearer walls were smaller, the smaller walls were nearcr. Then
he had w vivid picture of his fuot, wedged between two minute
and delicate membranes. He had twistcd his foot and stepped upon
them and the weird tracery of razor thin slivers had started to
crumble outwards. Then ne had looked up at the walls and forgotten.
He had started it all, then. But all these memories seemed so useless.

DO'NT  The thought came suddenly and he was on his knees
pawing at the plaster. He came to his senses and stepped back,
saw where a slab had complcetely cracked away and inserted his
fingers in the crack. He heaved and it lifted, cracked wasy and
inserted his fingers in the crack. He heaved and it lifted,

. revealing fine powder berneath. This he pawed at until. it hurt his
nands like salt and slowly a hole began to form. He could no longer
stand so much pain. He closed his eyes and crouched in his
¢itifully inadequate shelter. He then {e¢lt the difference in the
bottom. e stood up und looked. He had dug through the sand and
below was a smooth, almost crystalline layer. He grabbed a wedge
of plaster and smashed at it. It cracked and broke through and
he stood back in horror. Below the ground there was nothing, nothing
but air. as far as be could see the space dropped 2 ray as the small
inverted .cone of dusc¢ flowed out. lio. Better to stay here and
be mashed than to fall. He feared falling. But he had no longer
a cncice. The shakiig ground widened the crack he had made and
as ntore and more dust flowed down he f'cll and was cast into space
just as the last wall began to crick. He got out the briefest of
glimpses of what luy behind that last wall and he was falling free.
He scrcamecd.

Falling free. The a2ir clicred his eycs and his hezad. There
was nothing to fear but the bottom, znd there was no bottoum. He
fell in the ray of sunlight which shown through the hole he had
broken, fell surrounded by larger and larger pieces of wall,
rell free from being crusncd. 'hy, he could fall forever without
ever worrying. ;

It was several years before he began to really realize what
"forever® was. :

e — —— ——

President Kennedy says: Drink milk., Its enriched with
strontium~90 for that radiant look. You'll glow with health.
ARL

——



THE GEESSNEN OF
SATURN '

-GNGabbard

The three-man exploratory spacesiip "DILWIT! careened w1ldly through
space. Warning gongs went unheeded and meteors clanged on its impervisteel
hull as the sleek vehicle yawed, veered anrd looped-the-ioop. Was this cne of
those dreaded death-derclicits that prowl the gpaceways -~ their crews dead, no
handat their helns to guide them in thelr mad careers through the ether? Noj
this ship was the latest commend of that dashing and intrepid astronaut, Crash
Gordon. At the moment, however, he attended td concerns more impertent vhan
the piloting of his craft -~ ccncerns so0 important, in fact, tha™ he lhed, fov
the nonce, -utterly deserted the controi room, allowing the ship to take the
bit in its chromium teeth. :

"Crash Gordon was eating breaifast.

ro Ganaliel Ya*kov, the distinguished Soviet astrophysicist. watched
with undisguised disgust as Crash poured a liter of milk cver hir bhowl of
Crunchy Munchinaz, 3he deliclcuc hi priiien algac derivative guaranteec to |
make children grow at a rate exceeding 4V/dt.

Miss Dale Axdert, Une urdiatinguvished paramour ¢f Crash Gordon, watched
with mabernal induigence as he proceeded to consuns, with ostentaticus enjoy-
nent, the sodden mess that resulited. -

"Crash,” said D;e Xarkov, vaiilantiy guelling the revol+dt of his stomach, .
"do you really like that stulf?"

Crash turned his diminutive blond head from side to side as 1f oearcn*rg
for hidden microphones, then answered, "Nc., but I gottz eat it 'cause Ifnm the
company's coutact man in the Space Corps. You see, my father owns 51 percent
of Consolidated Seaweed, the company that vroduces Crunchy Wunchies.®

Suddeniy the ship yowed heavily, upsetting the breakfast table, Di»

Xarkov picked himself wp from ths floor, removed Crash's still-domp cereal
bowl from his head and said, with great resgtraimt, "Crash, I think you ghor7
naybe ought to go to the coatrol rcom and see whoa’ happened.”

Crash sped o the mavigation cockpis, followed by his two fellow crew-
members, He buS"lod esout; punchi-g keys on the computer and toking sextant
readings, - .

Dale and the Poctor waited in suspens> as he scriltbled rapidiy on o sheet
of paper end fumbled with a lurge slide rule. "The way I figuve it," he said
at lengta, "wefre ncw within the gravitational field of Saturn, and are being
pulled toward the planet at great speed. Unless someone pilots us .in, wetll
crash-%* Dale and Xarlov stood Lhurlevstrack, Crash lookad at them expﬁr:antlyn
"Well," he said, “isn't somcone gonna take the wheel?™ -

"Bu‘L Crash, dear; you're the pilct." lisped Dale sexily.

"Cartwheeling comets!™ exclaimed Crash as he cdived for the controls.
Hurriedly, he czamined the guages. “Couldn't be betteri he saids ."The
terrain ig favorable, and atnos pheﬂlo turoulence ig negligible. Conéitions
are just right for a perfect londing.'
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The "DILJIT" came down in & screaming dive and piled up on & grassy plaine

After the dust had settled, Xarlkov and Dale crawled from the wrcckage,
dragging with them the muscle-bound form of Crash Gordon. "Now," growled the
Doctor, "I know why you're still a thirdeclass pilot."

"Gotta live up to my name, Doc," Crash muttered groggily. He looked
arourd . "“Hey, this den't look at all like Saturn. Yhat happened to all the
Ice IV and frozen methane I read about in National Astrographic?"

“"Oh look at the dorling lititle towm," trilled Dale suddenly.

"And all the darling little giant onts," added Xarkov morosely.

The gleaning towers of an archaic-looking walled city rose from a nearby
hills; and advancing toward it with patently hostile intent was a horde of
enormous insects.

"Jumping jets!" Crash exclaimed. "Iknow the ads claim Crunchy "hunchies
aid growth, but this is ridiculous!”

Xarkov looked dubiocuse MHow could Saturnian ants get hold of an American
breakfast cereal?"

"The company drops parachute loads of the stuff onto backward plonets and
deducts it from the incore tax as chority. Actually, they hope to open new
markets that way."

"lore likely start an interplonetary war," growled Xarkov, and continued
1o mutter something about "warmongering capibolists."

"Speaking of war," mused Crash as the giant ants swarmed up the city's
silver walls 1o attack the sentries, "I think it would he 2 nice gesture for
us to help these people here...especially since we seem t0 be stranded hewve:
without friends or food."

"All right," said Xarkov without enthusiasm, "let's help them."

"Fortunately, I came prepared," said Crash. He took from his pocket a
six-foot broadsword. "You can get one of these for just ten cents and 50
Crunchy Wunchies boxtops. Forward!" He chorged torvard the fray, followed by
Dale. Dr. Xarkov folded his arms and remarked to no one in particular, "As I
was abont to say, I will renain behind and deflend the home frontt

It was well he did soy for, just-as he was lighting up a cigar, Crash and
Dale returned, traveling rather faster than before. Three or four giant ants
pursued then.

"These ants..." puffed the red-faced space hero, '"these ants have no
respect for the Space Corps and Consolidated Seaweed!"™ Regretfully, Dr.
Xarkov discarded his cigar.

"Consider the home fromt,"” said he, "abandoned."

At that moment, however, the monstrous crustacezns stopped and eppenred
to confer for o moment. Then they, follovew by all those who had attacked the
city, rapidly retreated toward a nearby desert whose flat, sandy surface was
adorned with several curious-lookingmounds of o large size. "Roaring rockets!"
cried Crash. "I cored ‘en off!*

Dre Xerkov retrieved h is cigar and brushed it off carefully. "No doubt
they were discouraged by your phenomenal speed.”

The grateful city guards opproached just then and arrested the astronauts
as undesirable aliens. The three were marched through the jeweled streets of
the city and throwm-into a cell beneath th ¢ stands of a huge arena.

"lMaybe", soliloquized Crash wistfully, "maybe if we got rid of those
glant ants, these people would be grateful enough to let us go. If we could
whip up a few tons of DDT.,.."

"Or if we could find some giant uncles to step on the ants," sneered
Xarkovs. "Say, don't I recognize that fellow?"

That fellow was o spaceman named Page, who h 24 been imprisoned for four
months. . "Youw three are in for it," he confided to Xarkov. “You and Crash
will have to fight the champion gladiator of the city out in that arena--"

"Hey, Doc!" called Crash, who was peering through the bars of the door
leading out. "This arena looks familiar somehow." Xarkov joined him, and saw
th floor of the gigantic stadium was patterned in huge black and red squares
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like a chessboard. "Of course,” said Xarkov. "It's the one they used in that
new movie, Chessman of Jupiter. They must have shot it on location here and
then left the arena for the city to use.”

"But this is Saturn," protested Crash.

Karkov shrugged. ‘liaybe the producer thought it looked more like Jupiter
than Jupiter does." He returned to Page.

“"You've got to fight," continued the spaceman. "If you win -- hal! -- you
go free. If you don't, your girl friend is sacrificed by beinz throvm to an
octopoidal beast." Page explained to his horrified compatriots that the beast,
imported from Earth, had, quite literally, eight arms. It consisted of four
slaveringly lecherous MHIT juniors who, when the girl was thrown to thenm, would
tear her limb from limb in their med desire each to get hold of her first.

Crash shuddered. "Listen, Page," he said. "You've got to help us in this fight."

"Not me!" said Page. “Just look for me in the phone book."

"] guess he means that he's o yellow Page," deduced Xarkov,

At last the great day came, Frenzied thousands cheered as Crash, brandish-
ing his Crunchy Wunchies broadsword, stalked slowly out onto the “Board."
Frenzied thousands booed as Crash, catching signt fcr the first time of his
eigh*-foot ta 11 opponent, turned on his heel and stnlked rapiily back toward
the dungeon gate. Unfortunately, the guards had already closed it after ejecting
the reluctant Xarkov. The good Doctor was leaning cgrinst the arena wall, puff-
ing on a ciger ond regarding the champion giediator with o baleful but resigned
glore that reflected the somi-Oriental fotolism of & true Russion nihiliste

Finding his only retreat irrevocably cut off, Crash moved foward warily
to meet the attack of the gladiator, whose name, as it happened, was Gladiolous.
The two heroes engag- their blades; immediately, Crosh®s snapped off at the
hilt. "Shoddy mail-order goods," growled Xarkov, just as choos broke loose in
the arena. Giant ants swarmed over the walls and onto the board. Before they
could realize what had transpired, Crash and Xarkov found themselves being
carried out of the city by the great insects. TLooking back, they sav that one
of their zrotesqgue benefactors had broken into the dungeons to rescue Dale also.

The threec were taken to the largest of the gigentic anthills, where a
benevol ~nt--looking old guecn greeted them cordially. Speaking with an ingrati-
ating lisp, she explained that she had heard Crash moke o remork indicating
tha he was associated with the Grunchy Wunchies people, which #as the reason
that they had ceased to pursue hin initislly and had rescued him and his com—
panions subsequently. She hardly dared hope, she said, that what thoy had
heard was true.

"Indubitably," snid Crash., It was the only long impressive word he knew,
and he & lways used upon such solemn occasions, whether it was nppropricte or
not. He produced his credentials

The old ant became quite excited ot that., She wanted to know whether the
nice yomng man cculd get some nore of those delicious Crunchy Wunchies for her
and her giant brood.

"I would be happy to, as o special fovor to you," replied Crosh, diplo-
matic ally not mentioning his five percent cormissiong “If, that is, I could
get back to Eorth." )

It so happened that the ants had o smalli speceship which they had obtained
in return for 25 cents and 5000 Crunchy Wunchies boxtops...

Dr. Xarkov set the auntopilot for Earth and then manipulnted the keys of
the astrocomputer for o moment. Slowly, ‘he turned toword Crash.

“"Hetve made the scientific discovery of the century,” that worthy was
boasting to Dale. "Saturn was heretofors considered uninhabitable --"

"Oh, no we haven't," s~id Xarkov grimly. "But not, at least, I know for
gure why you're still a Pil# 3/c after fifteen years in the Space Corps."

"Why, Doc?' askel the bewildered youth.

"That planet wasn't Saturn; it was Venus.!

"Golloping gelaxiesi! said Crash Gordon.
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" LLas '
SRS nore

'~ John Harrison

Y...As I hope that I have shown to all to be obvious, humanity
has achievsd the ability of seli desstruction. In the words of a
popular sorg who!s popularity perhaps reflecis our diseased state
of mind,"We will =11 go together when we go'., To recapitulate, we
Have reacaed the point where the slightest mistake could be fatal.
Processes have been so improved thot any well equiped machine shop
could manufacture, at the cost of less than a thousand dollars, an
effective ceatfifugal isotope seperator for uranium isotopes. and
the world market 'is now técoming overstocked with uranium, due t8
the externsive urarium prospecting programs subsidized by the major
powers. Even the lesser powers nave developed nuclear weapons. With:
an excess Of members in the "nuclear club', one mémber or another
is sure to either mistzkedly or purposely use her power.. With the
present, uneasy system of alliences, tiils can only result in every-
on: weing dragged into a general holocast, An atomic war between two
powers would by survivable, an atomic world war would not be. Even
if any manage to find shelter, some of the participants are sure
to deliberately use weapons that produce long lived ilsotopes, such
as Cobolt-60, with a half life of sixty ycars, a time which none
could escape, no matter how well equiped their shelter was.

The coneclusion 1is obvious. There can, there must be no atomic
war. How this 1is to be accomplished, I cannot say for sure. I have
mentioned the various inspection systems and the arguments against
them. As can be seen, none is foolproof, or maniac proof. Prchaps
the result can ounly be achicved by a descision of the peoples of the
world. But a descision must be soon, or theproblem will be out of
our hands. :

Editors Note: This manuscript is the p20d i3 our series of
translations of ‘works from the antiguity of various cultures, put
out by the @alactic History program. Tnls book is unusual in that
it is from a culture that no longer exists in ony Torm. It is from
the extinct race of planet 21003.55-1122.09-1II1, known to its
(past) irhabitants as Terra. This book was written approxomately
2500 solards ago, about three solards before the racc was des-
troyed, in the exact manner predicted by the author.

—— e —

Pardon me Chancellor, are therc any zazis left in Germany?

No, und I tell you vhy. Ve haf orgsnized specizl groups who vatch
all der people to make surc dat dey is not ®ezis. If dey tink dot
someone 1is @ nazi dey break into his haus und drag him off to.special
camps dot ve haf built. Den ve confiaseate all his books und burn
dem so is no pdéssibility to spread deér propaganda. No, der is no
chance of nazism in Vest Chermany.

: ARy
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\ - John Harrison

It was in tne full of 708 I thirnk, yes, it wus 2408, when I met
Jonathin Green. I wes guns on the old Sirrus then; and he wos assigned
to my deportment as jumior torps officer. He was just v kid; tell, blond,
geagling, and possibly slightly spuce-sick... :

. o-AnFWOy, etrly in the suamer of 109, we were sert ta the Deneb
region on & scouting mission. This was quite close to the wein concen—
tration of Tark strongholds, and o rother unusvcel mission for & stor-class
cruiser, but the High Brass wanted the imnformation in & hurry. Rother than
sciding in something that would have to hide from every piecce of space-
Jjuni, they thought it best tc use a unit that could get ir fast, get the
info, and if necessury fight its way out., there were runors that the
Torks were gothering wtiost of De XKulb's squadron of Novasg, and that they
had even brought up ar old Super-nova, ocnd might risk it in o reid,
although o Super-nove, for aoll its gsize and firepower, is strietly o line-
ai-battle ship. I ithey were collecting this wmuch force, it could be
dangerous, and §0 we had to find out if the rumors were accurcte or not,

As it heoppened, there was no suspicious acetivity in the crec, so we
sterted hoae. Then it hoppened! 4s we coiuie around the scraable—field of
some fifth-rote sun, we aluog® ron into a heavy Tork destroyer! It was
one of their flotiilc-leaders, practically o light cruiser, cond capckle
of ¢ goad fight, but no match for a star-closs cruiser like the Sirrus.

The eneny commcnder reclized the futility of trying to werp (clthough
trovel in worp is instantoneous, it tekes o certtin caount of tine,
depending on several factors, to get in and cut of warp, and the star
class was os nimble ot warping as anything ever built--we could look on
hin when he worped, and be right on top of nim wher he came out).

Instead he took off on whot offered ki his best chance for scofety
—=lie 1it out for hone ot sub-light velocity, and tried to shcke us. He
couldn't signal effectively, os radio wouldn't get bock .to his base nuch
faster thon he could, and he would hove had to stop and go portly into
worp ta use the hyperphones of the timne. e, on the other hand, did not
vont to use an u-torp of o high-energy radiction beain; ¢s these weapons
set up detectoble sub-spoce vibrations, which noturally eny worpship or
advenced position would be listening for. Therefore, we did rot wont to
user the usual counter-uove or worping after hir: ond shooting ot his
retrecting bockside. :

On board, we had o new ond experienced weapon, & Conion ion-field.

4 comgiderably improved riodel of this with considerably more range is,

in fact, now standard equipnient. Our rodel, however, was so short-ronged
thot you practically hod to cliub up the enety's tubes to use it. Although
ve hod never tried it in coobut, we knew how it worked-- it overlocded the
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eneny's force fielad and theoreticolly blew cut all of his electricel
equipnent, e cdecided to use it now, &g it produced uo detectable sub-
space vibruations. We tried to put o tractor beti: on the destroyer to pull
it back toward us so that we could use thie ion-field, but then the
destraoyer's coumcnder showed o touch of gerius. He gave his ship every—
thing it tind —— he st heve ruined ony of the crew who couldn't ke
it to the ccceleration couches, as he would have overlonded the ship's
gravity, not to aention rigking blowing his engines under the ecergency
power——but his veloecity incrensed repidly. We were so close to tne speed
of iight that his 13058 went up enoriiousiy—- of courge, e couln't reach
the speed of light, but Lis velocity tended toward ¢ as o linit, and of
courgse his .vss tended toward the infinite. Now o tructor becw has o
certain pull-amehor rotio, thot ig, it will iiove « riass o certain per-
centage grecter than the mugs it is attoached to, os the bea:: unit itself
is broced ogoeinst the fields of sub-space. Howevery, if this ration is
exceeded, the projector rather thon tlie ttirtected (138s ioves. When the
deatroyer's e85 approoched infinity, it exceeded the p-o ratio of our
trocter beuiny; ond we were yanked along after hin at o rote which
rapidly approcciied his! Before we could let go the troctor beain, he
clopped one on us! Theni he reclly had us by tiae short hairs. Ve couln't
decalerate ond get cway, we couln't worp, es the warp drive wouldn't
work in the presence of o gtrong grovitotional field, we were to close
to the speed of light for any of our wecpons to work effectively, and
be only a10d to tow us for o {ev hours in the direction hie was going to
bEring us within renge of several Tork fortified plenetory systens, wuich
could destroy us ensily with their hetvy guns.

Joratnin spoke up. "iay not shoot an i-turp ahkecd £ hin? It would
be difficult to destroy hiii, Gs the torp would have to be right on top
of kiu, but it Light detinge uiiny; ond it would certoinly deflect his
course and .iake hinl decelerate, and then we finish hin off or get away
eagily." '

I replied, stightly disgustedly, for 1 thought he hed lecrned hiow to
handle the weipons well, "Unfortunutely, thiet is inpossible. If you want
to put o torp into werp you aave to do it ws it leaves the ship, ond we
cen't do that im this troctor beain, 8 for shooting it ahecd, nothing
con go ituch faster in noriel spoce thon we cre going nowy so it would
tuke & hell of a long tire tu even ceteh up with hii; never ..ind possing
hin, oend we sure can't woit thot long. Ir the tine you've spent in ny
departiient, heven't you nepoge to leoorn o few siople things like thoton

"I dida't tean it to sound like thot. ‘le could load « torp i one
of the lifebouts, 'shoot the buut cluse, and then souteone could warp it
anead, =nd push the torp cut with = delayed proxinity fuee on it. I
voiunteer to nilot the boat."

"I thougit thot this sounded like 0 good idea, so I took it up with
the old won. He OX'd it, as we were in such & gpot thiat we hind to try
goitething, crytiing. de cdded "you better get theat lifeboat in pretty
doan fest afterwords, ©s we tre going to run like nll the devils of
Hell are after us."

We hod o worhead disiounted in cbout 18 uinutes; but then we found
thet we had a bit of o probler——it wes o very tight fit in the lifeboat's
entry part! e had tu get it oll the way in for the boat tc be oble to
worpy, oend we coulda't cut o lorger hule because anything that we had that
would go through Inpervite allcy in o recsonuble aitount of time would
vreck tlhe lifebcat in the process. 4t tais point we had about three
Lhours left until we would be within naxiow: ronge of the big guns on
Dorrell IV, and it took us un hour and o holf of cur precious tine tco
get the warhead .iuneuvered into the lifebont! We uad plenty of ten,
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equipnent, ond roon to work ing cne nong working in the craijped gquoarters
of the bcat, could never get it out inm tie. I told Jemothin thet he
could never do it by hiuself; and that I was coning with hin, but ke
ansvered "Sorry, sir, bui this is iy boky. Two iien in the boot would
just get in each other's way, and slow down the job. Besides, I'm o lot
younger and aore linber than you ore--no insult peant sir-—ond after thisg
goes off they're going to meed you to handle the guns." Well, he was
right, sc I didn't say cnything ocre. hs he got in and ciosed tye locks
We lounched the bout and listered ir on the radic. His voice cut cff
as he worped. it least forty ninutes elapsed before it cuiie on agoin.

"I warped ohead w«ll right, and tired te push this dan worheod out, but
it seer's to be jommed, and while I was wurking, the destrcyer possed t.e. -
I1'11 warp ahead and try agoin. I alwoys wonted tu see how onme f these
things worked."

We stored ot the vision screen. Suddenly, tmch too quickly for hin
to have had time to unload the warhead, o light blogsomed in fromt of
thie 'destroyer. 4s rudioticn static roored in the phines, the destroyer,
buffeted by tlie fringes of the blogt,; and da aged by rodiaticn shock,
slieered off ond decelerated, dragged back by the dead weight of the
Sirrus on the cther end of the tractcr bear, ;

The rest of the trip wos aliost riutire.-UWe clesed in on the
destroyer before it cculd recover, und finished it off with en A-torp.
Then we worped for hore.

Asfter we gut buck, we were cuiiended for this and thot, end
Jonathin was awarded o .edal nmicely inscribed "for congpicucus brovery
abcve ond beyond the coll of duty." The pupers 1inde his death sort of
o sy .bal of the brovery of cur fighting isen, and there were statues
dedicoted to hin, and a few parks and loter cme of the Yonritck Lyscld
clags were nacied after hir. I don't Eknow what his feeling would licve
beenn about all the to-do, but we all new tihiat we would lhove rotlier had®
Irirt baek with us on the old Sirrus.

AFTER THE FINAL
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Well, we're back again. ‘One of these days you people out there.
will get awfully sick of this crud, and I can then stop this ran-
bling because Twilight Zine will bw no more. And then Morris will no
more be able to stick me with this job. Sigh.|Sigh-star. ‘

I keep telling Sernic-that we shouldn't run a lettcr column any
morc because We no longer get backpatting letters. But he wcnts =
letter column, Sut T tcll hin that the lettors we get aren't that
interesting, and too few. But he seys all fanzines have letter col-
unns. And then I tell him....but this is a fanily magazinc. And then
he says that we showld have, or rather,he will,inject some contro-
versial nmaterial into the Journal, scs we can attract some indig-
neny or thoughtful or stupld letters. Hence, some controversial
statements (courtesy ARLewis, who wishes to remain anonymous):

1) The only solution to the population problem is all out nu-
clear wariarc.

2) Hitler was right.

3) The saxophone was gsent by God to punish man for his sins.

4) Cigarettes cause canccr, but cancer is good for you,

5) Controversial statenents are stupid.

6) It is better for Western civilisation that Germany renain
divided.

Mot that I wish to criticize those (fwwr) who do scnd us lctters.

All Tour of you., Stounch souls all, Thoank you Ann Chamberlain. And
Lenny ¥ayc. And you, too, Harry R. Hclson; yes, Isaoc Asimov DID
mcntion the Dcan Drivc in a2 specch. Hc uscd it rniorc or lcss as 2

xample of an invention that organized scicnce sinply docs not have
thc time to investigate, sinply buC"UuC there arc not gnough sci-
entists arpund to investigate all "those wild ideas" and stlll heve
tine to pursue orthodox, and I nmight add, highly wvalueblc rcscarch.
Asihmov did NOT stete that he tbouﬂht that the Dc 1 Depive was a hoax;
rather, he said that he'd belicve it when he sccs 1t but that hc was
inclined to think that it 'taint so., At least that's the way I rec-
menber it.
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And now we will quotc a postcard from Don Wollheim:

Dce, 12, 1961
Dear Jon navin:

So the MIT hed MITtens again... This is a mirascle
of scicnce—--thot a collcze stf club should survive-onc sumnier, The
mag hos improved, I'd say, and wos quite delightful in"fact. Uncle
Hugo is obviously in his sccond childhood. Twilight Reigon (!) was
very ancatly dong—-I 1like, I like. Xccp it up and soon you will
suceessfully drag MIT deyinsto dthe lcvel of us, nwon-, sliderulc
typcs

Thaonks
Yrs,
Don Wollhecinm

Now that's bettor!

Actually, Hoylman, who wrote Twilight Region (to spell it right),
is perhaps thc only pcrson in the Socicty who cen  write.

But you is wrang with thet crack about "...lasting onc sumncr."
The Hoble Socicty is elcven or so years old. ilyah! Of coursc, we've
never published bcfore, so you've ncver heard of us. Also, what
nakes you thing Enginccrs arc above ANYBODY? You've been listening to
government propaganda. -

Anyvays, I think thot's enough garbage for now. I'm surc you
are all quitc sick by now, Ian.,.

MARS
-ARLewls

Pfourthmost planet from the sun,

Most talked about of anyone,

In color, red- a2 certain sign

0f the presence of rust (an' oxide of iron)

Its markings observed by Schiaparclli
Who designated them 'Canali',

O0ft miscoustrued by optimists

Who think they prove Mard! life exists,

To date remain mysterious.

But noy so Phobos and Deimos

Made of rocks much like granite,
These small moons attend the planet.

We will use the planet Mars
AS a sitcppingstone to the stars.

A Russian pacifist: "I'd rather be blue than through”
ARL

—— o ——
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