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INTRODUCTION

&

In 1950 a new science-fiction magazine hit the stands.

This was an uncommon event in those days. New science-fiction
magazines were rarer than quintuplets—there had been only one
significant other in the better part of a decade—so the first appear-
ance of Galaxy prompted both hope and doubt. Would the maga-
zine find enough new talent to fill its virgin pages creditably? Or
would it rip off the readers with sloppy pulp hype and regurgitated
space opera?

Aficionados like me hoped history—however short, in the case
of science fiction—would repeat itself. Amazing, after a slow start
in 1926, had found new—and big—writers like Doc Smith and
John Campbell. Wonder Stories had repeated the feat in the early
1930s. Even with the severe handicap of low and slow pay, the
magazine had turned up the likes of Stanley G. Weinbaum. And
when Campbell turned from writing to editing later in the decade,
he had exploded a host of new writers on the field—A. E. Van Vogt
and Robert A. Heinlein, L. Sprague de Camp and Lester del Rey,
Theodore Sturgeon, and a dozen more.

But there were plenty of failures, too. The boomlet around 1940
had flooded the market with shoddy material; so history gave no
guarantees. The new magazine could go either way. It all depended,
of course, on the editor.

Well, what did we know about this new kid on the block named
H. L. Gold? Did he know anything about science fiction, to begin
with? He had written some for John Campbell, had even been an
editor in the Thrilling Wonder magazine mill. But that turned out
to be only a minor part of his writing and publishing background.
Comics. Radio scripts. Fact detective stories. As editor, which way
would he lean? It was worrisome . . .

... but not for long. Before Galaxy was a year old it was clearly
the place where the action was.

[t didn’t rule undisputed. The Boucher-McComas Magazine of
Fantasy and Science Fiction had an edge, perhaps, in terms of grace-
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ful prose. Campbell’s Astounding/Analog probably had a larger
overall audience, plus a reader loyalty going back to 1930. But it was
in Galaxy that the stunning new kinds of science fiction—like Bes-
ter’'s The Demolished Man and Leiber's The Big Time and
Sheckley’s and Tenn’s and Kornbluth’s and Knight’s mordant
wit—flowered, and changed everything in science fiction.

It may not seem like a change now, because we have got used
to it. Let me try to offer an explanation, and an example.

Before Galaxy, most magazine science fiction was brash and naive.
Problems were meant to be solved. There were always solutions,
once you found the right scientist to look for them, and when a
problem was solved it stayed solved. Its solution did not generate
new problems. When Richard Ballinger Seaton liberated atomic
energy in The Skylark of Space, he didn’t have to worry about
nuclear fallout or radiation damage. Atomic energy did what he
wanted it to do, and nothing else.

Of course, the world was like that then—brash and confident.
We had not quite perceived that the price you pay for technology
isn’t just measured in the monthly car installments or the air-con-
ditioner repair man’s bill, but is also exacted in unforeseen and
more damaging ways, as California smog and power blackouts. By
1950 we were beginning to realize that things were more compli-
cated. Came Galaxy, and its writers began translating some of
those new realizations into science fiction. If Horace Gold had a
single imperative for his writers, it was to encourage them to look
at what came after the event, the invention, the surprise. What
Galaxy brought to magazine science fiction was a kind of sophisti-
cated intellectual subtlety, previously quite rare and found mostly
in books like Brave New World and 1984. After Galaxy it was
impossible to go on being naive.

I speak from personal experience, since C. M. Kornbluth and
I wrote Gravy Planet, one of the early Galaxy serials. After it had
run its three installments Cyril and I offered it to every trade book
publisher in the United States who published science fiction.
Unanimously they rejected it.

By and by a new publisher came along, Ian Ballantine, who re-
titled our story The Space Merchants and published it as a book.
I think it’s fair to say that Space Merchants has done rather better
than most books do over the years, with sales of some millions of
copies worldwide, in forty-odd languages. So why did eight or
ten competent publishers, all of them hungry to fill their insatiable
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new science-fiction lists, turn it down so peremptorily? I think
I know. They hadn’t caught up yet with the changes Galaxy was
making in the field of science fiction. The Space Merchants did
not contain any titanic space battles or dazzling inventions; it didn’t
even have a single eight-armed or green-skinned monster in it. They
didn’t think 1t was science fiction.

I should concede, if 1t isn’t apparent already, that anything
I say in praise of Galaxy 1s self-serving. Doesn’t mean it’s untrue; it
just means that you should bear in mind that I am not unbiased.

Galaxy has been a part of my life for all its three decades. While
Horace Gold edited the magazine, I was his most prolific con-
tributor. When he had to step down as editor, I replaced him for
nearly ten years. When I left as editor, I went back to writing for
it again; so, man and boy, I have felt and still feel a deep personal
attachment to Galaxy—as have thousands of readers over the years.

A magazine 1s not just a grab bag of stories. A magazine 1s a
living thing that grows and changes and has a personality of its
own. If it 1s to be successful, its personality must be so engaging
that 1t becomes your friend.

You welcome your true friends into your home because you ex-
pect their company to be rewarding to you—as it’s been in the past.
You don’t demand a guarantee that they will amuse and delight
you on every specific occasion. Instead, you are interested in them,
not just in the performance they give at any particular moment,
and you invite them back primarily just because you want to
know what they've been up to.

A magazine is a more commercial proposition than a neighbor,
to be sure. A certain amount of calculated cunning goes into build-
ing that kind of friendship called “reader loyalty.” But that doesn’t
make the relationship any less real or powerful. The stories are
most certainly the major element in the mix, but reader loyalty 1s
concocted from a dozen other ingredients as well. Columns. Fea-
tures. A certain style of blurb writing. A certain style of artwork.
These are the hidden persuaders, the recognition signals that add up
to the personality of the magazine. Galaxy had some very special
ones.

Willy Ley’s name leads all the rest. His column, “For Your In-
formation,” began almost as soon as Galaxy did and lasted until
Willy’s death.
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I first met Willy Ley around 1940, a decade before Galaxy
was born. He was not long from Germany where, with Wernher von
Braun and a handful of other spacestruck German kids, he had
helped form the German Rocket Society. Willy knew something
about everything. In his column, he touched all the bases. This
month the Tunguska meteorite; next month, the story of statistical
sampling techniques; the month after, the curious biological traits
of small mammals. As a Galaxy reader, I always turned first to
Willy’s column, as did thousands of others. When I became
Galaxy’s editor, I found that column to be a major treasure—not
just because it helped keep readers happy but also because it
kept me informed. If I came across something in science that I
didn’t understand, or wanted to hear more about, all I did was
drop Willy a note and he wrote a column about it. Noble Roman
families used to buy Greek household slaves for that. I had Willy.

Nearly every science-fiction magazine has a book-review column
now—it’s a way to get book publishers to buy advertising space—
but such columns were a great deal rarer in 1950. (So were the ad-
vertisements.) Galaxy devoted a column to books from the very
beginning. Groft Conklin, pioneer editor of science-fiction an-
thologies, took a turn as a reviewer, then Floyd C. Gold—brother
to Horace, and therefore pseudonymously “Floyd C. Gale.” While
I was editor, the principal reviewer was Algis Budrys. The readers
of Galaxy were well served, in three quite different ways, by these
quite different critics.

In addition to the outside columnists, Horace Gold’s airy edi-
torials tickled readers, as did the “nonfact” articles expounding
deadpan the anthropology of nonexistent extraterrestrial races
and the geology of future Earth. And everything was embellished
and brightened by what is now called “graphics.” (In the 1950s and
1960s we just called it “art.””) During the first dozen years of its
existence, Galaxy was expensively printed by offset on high-quality
paper. The combination made much possible: Soft shades of gray.
Halftones. Type laid over the art, art integrated with the text.
Galaxy’s two principal art directors, W. I. Van der Poel and Sam
Ruvidich, understood the possibilities and exploited them well—
beautifully, in fact. I still treasure Sam Ruvidich’s meticulous trans-
lations of Jack Vance’s characters from The Dragon Masters into
Jack Gaughan’s lovely drawings. Indeed, the art for that single
story was nominated for a Hugo, perhaps the only time that a
single story’s art drew that honor. Financial considerations later
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led to a switch to letterpress. The artists did their professional best,
and the profit-and-loss statement began to look a good deal better.
But the look of Galaxy, I'm afraid, was not the same any more.

Editors, assistants, artists, columnists, writers, publishers, art
directors, production people, distribution people—several hundred
persons,, at least—were involved in the creation of Galaxy from
first to last. They are what gave the magazine its personality and
1ts success.

But when all i1s said and done, it 1s the science-fiction stories
themselves that finally determine the merit of a science-fiction mag-
azine. And that’s what this book 1s—the stories. Here they are—a
couple dozen of them, selected from nearly thirty years of Galaxy,
from 1950 to 1979.

On behalf of my colleagues, Joe Olander and Martin Harry
Greenberg; on behalf of my predecessor, Horace Gold, and those
who came after us; and especially on behalf of myself, to whom
almost every one of these stories has a personal significance, I hope
you’ll enjoy them.

FrepERIK POHL

Red Bank, N.J.
June 1979












HORACE L. GOLD

&%

When Horace Gold wrote about himself in Gold on Gold (in-
cluded in the volume Gold on Science Fiction, published by
IDHHB Inc.), he said:

I was born the year World War I started, graduated the year
Roosevelt and Hitler came to power, got married the day
World War II began, had a son 20 days after Pearl Harbor,
founded Galaxy magazine just minutes ahead of the Korean
war, got divorced the year of Sputnik, remarried the year of
the Gulf of Tonkin Resolution. In other words, I'm a histori-
cal Typhoid Mary.

Nobody else would call Horace Gold that. Not any more, al-
though when he was editing Galaxy a lot of his hard-driven con-
tributors called him a lot worse.

I was one of those contributors—in fact, for the first ten years of
Galaxy’s life, 1ts most prolific contributor—and as an agent (until
1953) I represented a lot of others. Horace Gold was not your
pussycat editor. He was acerbic, demanding, exasperating, and
relentless . . . and charming, loyal, msightful, and just plain damn
brilliant as well. There’s a character in The Space Merchants
modeled after Horace. For Cyril and me 1t was a way of working
off the maddening frustrations of completing the novel, at Horace’s
high-speed tempo, to Horace’s ever-changing and always unreason-
able satistaction. I'm not sure we ever did satisfy him, but he did
publish 1t at last, and then other people began to. A substantial
reason for the book’s success was the nagging, nagging, nagging
presence of Horace Gold over our shoulders the whole time we were
writing 1it. We might even owe him the book’s very existence. If he
hadn’t demanded it for publication at once when I tentatively
showed him the first few chapters, we surely would not have written
it at that time, and maybe not ever.

Horace lives now in Los Angeles with his marvelous wife,
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Nicky, and is preparing his great fantasy novel, None But Lucifer,
for book publication. I visited him there not long ago and I asked

him to talk about editing Galaxy. Here’s what the tape recorded.
FP

Gold on Galaxy

The first issue of Galaxy came out in 1950, but it really got started
along about 1944. When I went into the army I was a partner in
a publishing company with Ken Crossen, and one of our employees
was a girl named Vera Cerutti. Time passed. The publishing
partnership blew up. I served my World War II hitch in the Pa-
cific; and then, late in 1949, Vera called me on the phone. She
told me that she had a new job.

Vera had become editor in chief of the New York branch of
a French-Italian publishing company called Edizioni Mondiale,
which translates into World Editions. They had prospered im-
mensely with a magazine called the Italian equivalent of Fascina-
tion, half beautifully drawn and reproduced illustrations, the other
half the sappiest kind of immature love stories. Since they were
selling three million copies a week of it in Europe, they figured it
would be easy to come to America with it and murder the American
market. Vera, who was trilingual, had been hired to translate the
French and Italian into English.

What she wanted from me was a course in the mechanics of
putting out a magazine. She had some idea of what went on from
her job with Crossen and me—comics and a detective-fiction reprint
magazine—but World Editions was something different. Besides
Fascination, they were planning a knitting magazine and had a
fashion magazine on the drawing boards.

The fashion magazine never came to pass. The knitting maga-
zine did—worse luck. Proofreading things like KiP2 and so on
was a horror, and I had to show them how to do it, line by line,
letter by letter, and number by number.

Fascination was launched with an initial press run of something
like a million copies and a huge advertising and promotion cam-
paign, with car cards in the subways and all over the place. They
put out something like five issues, and the fifth issue sold something
like five percent. They were badly wounded. They didn’t want to
leave the American market with their tails between their legs, so
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they asked Vera to submit a publishing program on a more modest
scale. And in turn Vera asked me what they should publish.

I surveyed the market very thoroughly. Everybody was putting
out fashion magazines and Western magazines and detective maga-
zines, but there were only two science-fiction magazines of quality:
Astounding and The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction.
Both of them seemed flawed to me. Astounding was deeply involved
with things like dianetics. F&SF was more fantasy than science
fiction. Except for them, there was nothing in the science-fiction
field but Amazing, the Lowndes magazines, Thrilling Wonder, and
the rest of the Standard group, all trailing way behind.

On the basis of my own experience, I should have recommended
anything but science fiction. I had written it, sure—for Desmond
Hall when he edited Astounding for F. Orlin Tremaine, for John
Campbell (A Matter of Form), and a couple for other magazines.
But my science-fiction writing career had just about ended in
1939, and here it was 1950. When Campbell started Unknown he
didn’t want science fiction from me any more, he wanted fantasy—
Trouble with Water, Warm, Dark Places, and None But Luci-
fer-—and after the war, when I returned to writing, I was producing
very copiously and successfully in true detectives, comics, and radio.
And I was becoming housebound.

Nevertheless, I recommended a science-fiction magazine. Then,
because I had the background with Unknown and knew those
readers and saw that there was nothing being published for them,
I recommended what turned out to be Beyond. 1 also figured that
a paperback science-fiction novel program was a good idea, because
at that time publishers were just beginning to do science-fiction
novels: a little later, that became the Galaxy Novels series.

Vera turned my prospectus over to a man named Lombi, who
was the representative of the [talian office of World Editions.
Lombi was a great guy. He had been in the Italian Army in World
War II, was captured by the British, and spent the war in a
POW camp. When he was let out he became housebound. He
was very sympathetic and understanding. At the same time, he
respected my judgment. I asked for (and he agreed to) really good-
quality paper and printing, CromeKote covers, a minimum of three
cents a word for the writers, and world first serial rights only, be-
cause we had the intention ot having foreign editions. As we
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ultimately did, and I got copies of Galaxy in French and Finnish
and heaven knows what all. World Editions was in a beautiful po-
sition to capitalize on foreign editions because they dealt in soft
currencies to begin with. They didn’t have to be paid in dollars.

Lombi wired his boss in Europe, a strange figure who lived on
the Riviera and had shot up out of nowhere with millions of dollars.
They accepted the proposal. They hired a former music publisher
as corporation president, got a circulation director, and made
Vera editor-in-chief and me editor. We signed a contract with
American News Company for distribution and hired Washington
Irving van der Poel, Jr., as art director. Van der Poel had been
doing the art for industry trade papers like Iron Age and had just
the right touch; he came to us through Groft Conklin, our book
reviewer. I needed help to deal with manuscripts, proofreading, and
so on, and had a series of assistant editors: Jerome Bixby (later he
wrote stories like “The Good Life” and the script for Fantastic
Voyage under a pen name), A. J. Budrys (very inexperienced, but
very good; reliable; as talented as he could be—and now famous
for novels like Michaelmas and Rogue Moon), and Sam Merwin,
once of the Thrilling Group and a highly skilled editor. I couldn’t
pay any of them what they deserved, which was a lot.

We were all set to go. But we didn’t have a title for the maga-
zine.

I came up with two that had never been used—Galaxy and If. I
liked either one. But which?

So Van designed cover layouts. My present wife Nicky's first
husband, Frank Conley, lettered logos. We borrowed Harry and
Evelyn Harrison’s apartment, spread all these layouts over the walls,
invited a bunch of editors, artists, writers, and fans, and-had a
secret ballot of which title, layout, and lettering they liked best.
We must have invited a couple of hundred people who trudged
through the apartment before they voted. They all agreed that
Galaxy and the inverted-L layout were their own personal favorites,
but they didn’t think anyone else would like them.

So we dropped If and went ahead with Galaxy, Van’s layout,
and Frank Conley’s lettering. (A little later, after we had vacated
the title If, James Quinn came out with it. It appeared for a
number of years under Quinn, and then he sold it to us.)

Writers began flocking in. The whole field came to life. The
very first contents page had Clifford D. Simak, Fritz Leiber,
Katherine Maclean, Theodore Sturgeon, Richard Matheson, Fred-
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ric Brown, Isaac Asimov, and, of course, Willy Ley. Willy had not
yet begun his regular column for Galaxy that was one of our most
popular features right up to the time of his death. In that first issue,
he was fielding a contest that had been imposed on me—something
like “Are Flying Saucers Real?” He wrote a noncommittal article.
[ cut it down drastically before I printed it. He couldn’t under-
stand why I had done that after paying him for all of it, but I
wanted as little as possible to do with flying saucers.

In that first issue I invited the readers to tell me what they
wanted, saying, “What you want goes.” The results were a sur-
prise, and made me change direction in several instances. Among
other things, I had thought I wanted a letter column. The readers
didn’t. We drew six thousand letters, and something like eighty-
five percent of them said no letter column. A lot of people simply
wouldn’t believe that this was so; I was accused of doctoring the fig-
ures. Actually, I missed the column. I like letters from readers. They
are the first thing [ read in other magazines. What the readers wanted
was editorials. I didn’t want to write them, but the readers in-
sisted, so I did. And they wanted a science department, and that
was how Willy’s “For Your Information” came to be. It turned
out the readers also wanted book reviews, but not the incisive,
in-depth sort of essays that critics like to write. What they wanted
was a shopping list: what’s worth buying and what isn’t. Groft
Conklin found that a strain, but he went along with it.

We were in business. In five issues we were in the black. That
was 1ncredible. All around us were the corpses of other magazines,
and there we were, blooming.

I worked hard with writers, and they didn’t always enjoy it. One
thing I never had trouble with was appraising a story at any point
in its creation, no matter at what point I intervened—idea, outline,
rough draft, whatever. In some specialized areas I was less sure of
myself. I turned down Walter Miller's A Canticle for Leibowitz
because I didn’t know whether it was blasphemous or not. Tony
Boucher, being a good Catholic, did know. When my tenure was
near an end Cliff Simak told me that he had learned more about
writing from working with me than from any other editor—and he
wasn’t a damn bit grateful for it.

I had known Alfie Bester for some time, through his wife, Rollie,
a radio actress who had appeared in several of my scripts. Alfie
didn’t consider himself a science-fiction writer, although he had sold
some stuff to the magazines years before. I kept after him; he gave
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me the outlines of two short stories, and I suggested combining
them into a novel. He called it Demolition. I published it as The
Demolished Man. And for a year and a half Alfie and I spent four
hours a week on the telephone, talking about The Demolished
Man. Then he finally sat down and wrote it in less than three
months. I worked in the same way with other writers—Pohl,
Sturgeon, Kornbluth, Knight.

One manuscript that came my way was Prelude to Space, by
Arthur C. Clarke. I read it and wanted to use it, but I could see
that it wouldn’t break up into a serial. So I asked Clarke’s agent,
Scott Meredith, if we could run it as a Galaxy Novel, warning that
all we could pay was five hundred bucks. He said sure. I said, “Why
do you say sure so quickly? It’s a good story and you should think
it over.” He said, “It's been kicking around for three years. A
publisher’s a publisher.” So I got it for five hundred, and as soon as
it came out everybody realized they’d passed up a hell of a bet.

I had some basic editorial requirements for material. One was,

if you've got a premise, start with it. Don’t end with it. Don’t end
with, “My God, it's a time machine!” Or, “My God, it's Adam
and Eve”—or whatever. If you've got a time machine, well, fine.
Now what?

The second thing was, if it's an old, trite idea, then take it
literally. Turn it inside out. Carry it as far as it will go, even
beyond the snapping point. If you're writing about overpopulation,
then why isn’t overpopulation not only good but neecssary to main-
tain your society? If there’s a depression, perhaps it is caused by
underconsumption—that one turned out to be Pohl's The Midas
Plague. Third, seek paradoxes. In Alfie Bester's The Stars My
Destination, 1 suggested that since everybody could go anywhere
instantaneously, by teleportation, the very rich would be carried
in sedan chairs.

I found I was being handicapped very badly by having too high
a standard. Every mail brought something good; but either you
made Galaxy or you didn’t. I didn’t have a way to bring new
writers along. A few years later Jim Quinn sold If to us, and I
used it for that. I kept it at the one-cent rate Quinn had been pay-
ing, and that gave me a place to put writers who couldn’t quite
make Galaxy and develop them at a penny a word, until they could
hit Galaxy at three or four times as much.

It was much easier for me to deal with writers through an agent
than personally, unless there was something specific I wanted to
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work out with the writer. I didn’t have to compose pained and
apologetic reasons for turning down a story. All I had to do was
send it back.

On a personal level, I spent a lot of time with writers and
others in informal ways—especially the regular Friday night poker
game.

I don’t know how it got started. All of a sudden it was an in-
stitution. A. J. Budrys was a regular. So was Jerry Bixby, and Jerry
brought along a bunch of composers—Morton Feldman, john
Cage, Louis and Bebe Barron (who later composed the electronic
music for Forbidden Planet). We also had editors like Bob Stein
of Argosy, later of Redbook and still later the publisher of McCall’s,
and Bob brought some of his writer friends. Plus Sturgeon, Pohl,
William Tenn (a.k.a. Phil Klass), Lester del Rey, and a bunch
of other science-fiction writers. It became a problem, because only
seven people can really play, and even with allowance for kibitzers
we were running out of space. It got to be a lot for me to handle.
I could function on a kind of psychic level as a poker player, because
I was wide open to every thought and feeling that everyone else had,
being so high on anxiety and Seconal—and having agonizing back
pains that weren’t diagnosed until twenty-one years after the in-
cident as a broken spine. My mind was in a constant fog. I was
asked at a lecture the other day whether Galaxy would have been
better or worse if my mind had been clearer. I don’t know which,
but it would have been difterent.

In every issue I always had at least one “bridge” story to appeal
to newcomers, and I always made sure that I had at least one
story that appealed to women, and one that was a real break-
through. In every issue there were always at least one or two
stories that I wished I had written. (Some of them I did!)

Galaxy was me. I was it, and it was me. Anything that threatened
it threatened me. Anything that threatened me threatened the
magazine. Complete identification. Total.

If T were to edit a magazine now (which I wouldn’t!), I don’t
think I would have that sort of damn near fatal identification. It
almost killed me. If T hadn’t been forcibly hospitalized a year after
my accident, when I weighed not much more than a hundred
pounds, I wouldn’t have survived.
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The son of the noted American actor of the same name, Fritz Leiber is
one of the most versatile writers in the sf field. He has written “hard”
science fiction (“A Pail of Air,” Galaxy, December 1951), developed some
of the most famous series characters in sf and fantasy (the Gray Mouser),
written one of the all-time great novels on witchcraft (Conjure Wife,
1953), won several Hugo and Nebula awards (for books like The
Wanderer, 1964, and The Big Time, 1958 serialized in Galaxy) as well
as the World Fantasy Award.

Leiber has published dozens of stories in Galaxy over the years, in-
cluding “Nice Girl with Five Husbands” (April 1951), “A Bad Day for
Sales” (July 1953), and “Time in the Round” (May 1957).

The following story, “Coming Attraction,” is aptly titled, for it is a
watershed story in the development of modern science fiction. It heralded
an era of sf with social—and often satirical—themes, later to be en-
throned in the pages of Galaxy.

COMING ATTRACTION

The coupe with the fishhooks welded to the fender shouldered up
over the curb like the nose of a nightmare. The girl in its path stood
frozen, her face probably stiff with fright under her mask. For
once my reflexes weren't shy. I took a fast step toward her, grabbed
her elbow, yanked her back. Her black skirt swirled out.

The big coupe shot by, its turbine humming. I glimpsed three
faces. Something ripped. I felt the hot exhaust on my ankles as
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the big coupe swerved back into the street. A thick cloud like a
black flower blossomed from its jouncing rear end, while from
the fishhooks flew a black shimmering rag.

“Did they get you?” I asked the girl.

She had twisted around‘to look where the side of her skirt was
torn away, She was wearing nylon tights.

“The hooks didn’t touch me,” she said shakily. “I guess I'm
lucky.”

I heard voices around us:

“Those kids! What'll they think up next?”

“They’re a menace. They ought to be arrested.”

Sirens screamed at a rising pitch as two motor-police, their rocket-
assist jets full on, came whizzing toward us after the coupe. But
the black flower had become an inky fog obscuring the whole street.
The motor-police switched from rocket assists to rocket brakes and
swerved to a stop near the smoke cloud.

“Are you English?” the girl asked me. “You have an English
accent.”

Her voice came shudderingly from behind the sleek black satin
mask. I fancied her teeth must be chattering. Eyes that were perhaps
blue searched my face from behind the black gauze covering the
eyeholes of the mask. I told her she’d guessed right. She stood
close to me. “Will you come to my place tonight?” she asked
rapidly. “I can’t thank you now. And there’s something else you
can help me about.”

My arm, still lightly circling her waist, felt her body trembling.
I was answering the plea in that as much as in her voice when I
said, “Certainly.” She gave me an address south of Inferno, an
apartment number, and a time. She asked me my name and I
told her.

“Hey, you!”

I turned obediently to the policeman’s shout. He shooed away
the small clucking crowd of masked women and barefaced men.
Coughing from the smoke that the black coupe had thrown out, he
asked for my papers. I handed him the essential ones.

He looked at them and then at me. “British Barter? How long
will you be in New York?”

Suppressing the urge to say, “For as short a time as possible,” 1
told him I'd be here for a week or so.



12 FriTz LEIBER

“May need you as a witness,” he explained. “Those kids can’t
use smoke on us. When they do that, we pull them in.”

He seemed to think the smoke was the bad thing. “They tried
to kill the lady,” T pointed out.

He shook his head wisely. “T'hey always pretend they’re going to,
but actually they just want to snag skirts. I've picked up rippers
with as many as fifty skirt-snags tacked up in their rooms. Of
course, sometimes they come a little too close.”

I explained that if I hadn’t yanked her out of the way, she’d
have been hit by more than hooks. But he interrupted, “If she’d
thought it was a real murder attempt, she’d have stayed here.”

I looked around. It was true. She was gone.

“She was fearfully frightened,” I told him.

“Who wouldn’t be? Those kids would have scared old Stalin
himself.”

“I mean frightened of more than ‘kids.” They didn’t look like
‘kids.”

“What did they look like?”

I tried without much success to describe the three faces. A vague
impression of viciousness and effeminacy doesn’t mean much.

“Well, I could be wrong,” he said finally. “Do you know the girl?
Where she lives?”

“No,” I half lied.

The other policeman hung up his radiophone and ambled toward
us, kicking at the tendrils of dissipating smoke. The black cloud
no longer hid the dingy facades with their five-year-old radiation
flash burns, and I could begin to make out the distant stump of the
Empire State Building, thrusting up out of Inferno like a mangled
finger.

“They haven’t been picked up so far,” the approaching police-
man grumbled. “Left smoke for five blocks, from what Ryan says.”

The first policeman shook his head. ““That’s bad,” he observed
solemnly.

I was feeling a bit uneasy and ashamed. An Englishman shouldn’t
lie, at least not on impulse.

“They sound like nasty customers,” the first policeman continued
in the same grim tone. “We'll need witnesses. Looks as if you may
have to stay in New York longer than you expect.”

I got the point. I said, “I forgot to show you all my papers,” and
handed him a few others, making sure there was a five-dollar bill in
among them.
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When he handed them back a bit later, his voice was no longer
ominous. My feelings of guilt vanished. To cement our relationship,
I chatted with the two of them about their job.

“I suppose the masks give you some trouble,” I observed. “Over
in England we've been reading about your new crop of masked
female bandits.”

“Those things get exaggerated,” the first policeman assured me.
“It’s the men masking as women that really mix us up. But, brother,
when we nab them, we jump on them with both feet.”

“And you get so you can spot women almost as well as if they
had naked faces,” the second policeman volunteered. “You know,
hands and all that.”

“Especially all that,” the first agreed with a chuckle. “Say, is it
true that some girls don’t mask over in England?”

“A number of them have picked up the fashion,” T told him.
“Only a few, though—the ones who always adopt the latest style,
however extreme.”

“They’re usually masked in the British newscasts.”

“I imagine it’s arranged that way out of deference to American
taste,” I confessed. “Actually, not very many do mask.”

The second policeman considered that. “Girls going down the
street bare from the neck up.” It was not clear whether he viewed
the prospect with relish or moral distaste. Likely both.

“A few members keep trying to persuade Parliament to enact a
law forbidding all masking,” I continued, talking perhaps a bit too
much.

The second policeman shook his head. “What an idea. You
know, masks are a pretty good thing, brother. Couple of years
more and I'm going to make my wife wear hers around the house.”

The first policeman shrugged. “If women were to stop wearing
masks, in six weeks you wouldn’t know the difference. You get used
to anything, if enough people do or don’t do it.”

I agreed, rather regretfully, and left them. I turned north on
Broadway (old Tenth Avenue, I believe) and walked rapidly until
I was beyond Inferno. Passing such an area of undercontaminated
radioactivity always makes a person queasy. I thanked God there
weren’t any such in England, as yet.

The street was almost empty, though I was accosted by a couple
of beggars with faces tunneled by H-bomb scars, whether real or
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of makeup putty, I couldn’t tell. A fat woman held out a baby
with webbed fingers and toes. I told myself it would have been de-
formed anyway and that she was only capitalizing on our fear of
bomb-induced mutations. Still, I gave her a seven-and-a-half-cent
piece. Her mask made me feel I was paying tribute to an African
fetish.

“May all your children be blessed with one head and two eyes,
sir.”
“Thanks,” I said, shuddering, and hurried past her.
“... There’s only trash behind the mask, so turn your head, stick

to your task: Stay away, stay away—from—the—girls!”

This last was the end of an antisex song being sung by some re-
ligionists half a block from the circle-and-cross insignia of a femalist
temple. They reminded me only faintly of our small tribe of
British monastics. Above their heads was a jumble of billboards ad-
vertising predigested foods, wrestling instruction, radio handies,
and the like. \,

I stared at the hysterical slogans with disagreeable fascination.
Since the female face and form have been banned on American
signs, the very letters of the advertiser’s alphabet have begun to
crawl with sex—the fat-bellied, big-breasted capital B, the lascivi-
ous double O. However, I reminded myself, it is chiefly the mask
that so strangely accents sex in America,

A British anthropologist has pointed out that, while it took more
than 5,000 years to shift the chief point of sexual interest from the
hips to the breasts, the next transition to the face has taken less
than 5o years. Comparing the American style with Moslem tradi-
tion is not valid; Moslem women are compelled to wear veils, the
purpose of which is to make a husband’s property private, while
American women have only the compulsion of fashion and use
masks to create mystery.

Theory aside, the actual origins of the trend are to be found in
the antiradiation clothing of World War I1I, which led to masked
wrestling, now a fantastically popular sport, and that in turn led
to the current female fashion. Only a wild style at first, masks
quickly became as necessary as brassieres and lipsticks had been
earlier in the century.

I finally realized that I was not speculating about masks in
general, but about what lay behind one in particular. That’s the
devil of the things; you're never sure whether a girl is heightening
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loveliness or hiding ugliness. I pictured a cool, pretty face in which
fear showed only in widened eyes. Then I remembered her blonde
hair, rich against the blackness of the satin mask. She’d told me to
come at the twenty-second hour—i0:00 p.M.

I cimbed to my apartment near the British consulate; the ele-
vator shaft had been shoved out of plumb by an old blast, a
nuisance in these tall New York buildings. Before it occurred to
me that [ would be going out again, I automatically tore a tab from
the film strip under my shirt. I developed it just to be sure. It
showed that the total radiation I'd taken that day was still within
the safety limit. I'm not phobic about it, as so many people are these
days, but there’s no point in taking chances.

I flopped down on the daybed and stared at the silent speaker
and the dark screen of the video set. As always, they made me think,
somewhat bitterly, of the two great nations of the world. Mutilated
by each other, yet still strong, they were crippled giants poisoning
the planet with their respective dreams of an impossible equality
and as impossible success.

I fretfully switched on the speaker. By luck, the newscaster was
talking excitedly of the prospects of a bumper wheat crop, sown
by planes across a dust bowl moistened by seeded rains. I listened
carefully to the rest of the program (it was remarkably clear of
Russian telejamming) but there was no further news of interest to
me. And, of course, no mention of the moon, though everyone
knows that America and Russia are racing to develop their primary
bases into fortresses capable of mutual assault and the launching of
alphabet-bombs toward Earth. I myself knew perfectly well that
the British electronic equipment I was helping trade for American
wheat was destined for use in spaceships.

I switched oft the newscast. It was growing dark and once again
[ pictured a tender, frightened face behind a mask. I hadn’t had
a date since England. It’s exceedingly difficult to become acquainted
with a girl in America, where as little as a smile, often, can set one
of them yelping for the police—to say nothing of the increasingly
puritanical morality and the roving gangs that keep most women
indoors after dark. And naturally, the masks, which are definitely
not, as the Soviets claim, a last invention of capitalist degeneracy,
but a sign of great psychological mnsecurity. The Russians have no
masks, but they have their own signs of stress.

I went to the window and impatiently watched the darkness
gather. I was getting very restless. After a while a ghostly violet
cloud appeared to the south. My hair rose. Then I laughed. I had
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momentarily fancied it a radiation from the crater of the Hell-
bomb, though I instantly should have known it was only the radio-
induced glow in the sky over the amusement and residential area
south of Inferno.

Promptly at twenty-two hours I stood before the door of my
unknown girl friend’s apartment. The electronic say-who-please said
just that. I answered clearly, “Wysten Turner,” wondering if she’d
given my name to the mechanism. She evidently had, for the door
opened. I walked into a small empty living room, my heart pound-
ing a bit.

The room was expensively furnished with the latest pneumatic
hassocks and sprawlers. There were some midgie books on the
table. The one I picked up was the standard hard-boiled detective
story in which two female murderers go gunning for each other.

The television was on. A masked girl in green was crooning a
love song. Her right hand held something that blurred off into the
foreground. I saw the set had a handie, which we haven’t in En-
gland as yet, and curiously thrust my hand into the handie orifice
beside the screen. Contrary to my expectations, it was not like
slipping into a pulsing rubber glove, but rather as if the girl on
the screen actually held my hand.

A door opened behind me. I jerked out my hand with as guilty
a reaction as if I'd been caught peering through a keyhole.

She stood in the bedroom doorway. I think she was trembling.
She was wearing a gray fur coat, white-speckled, and a gray velvet
evening mask with shirred gray lace around the eyes and mouth.
Her fingernails twinkled like silver.

It hadn’t occurred to me that she’d expect us to go out.

“I should have told you,” she said softly. Her mask veered ner-
vously toward the books and the screen and the room’s dark corners.
“But I can’t possibly talk to you here.”

[ said doubtfully, “There’s a place near the consulate . .

“I know where we can be together and talk,” she said rapidly.
“If you don’t mind.”

As we entered the elevator I said, “I'm afraid I dismissed
the cab.”

b4

But the cab driver hadn’t gone for some reason of his own. He
jumped out and smirkingly held the front door open for us. I told
him we preferred to sit in back. He sulkily opened the rear door,
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slammed i1t after us, jumped in front, and slammed the door behind
him.

My companion leaned forward. “Heaven,” she said.

The driver switched on the turbine and televisor.

“Why did you ask if I were a British subject?” I said, to start
the conversation.

She leaned away from me, tilting her mask close to the window.
“See the moon,” she said in a quick, dreamy voice,

“But why, really?” I pressed, conscious of an irritation that had
nothing to do with her.

“It’s edging up into the purple of the sky.”

“And what’s your name?”

“T'he purple makes it look yellower.”

Just then I became aware of the source of my irritation. It lay
on the square of writhing light in the front of the cab beside the
driver.

I don’t object to ordinary wrestling machines, though they bore
me, but I simply detest watching a man wrestle a woman. The fact
that the bouts are generally “on the level,” with the man greatly
outclassed in weight and reach and the masked females young and
personable, only makes them seem worse to me.

“Please turn oft the screen,” I requested the driver.

He shook his head without looking around. “Uh-uh, man,” he
said. “They’'ve been grooming this babe for weeks for this bout
with Little Zirk.”

Infuriated, I reached forward, but my companion caught my arm.
“Please,” she whispered frightenedly, shaking her head.

I settled back, frustrated. She was closer to me now, but silent
and for a few moments I watched the heaves and contortions of
the powerful masked girl and her wiry masked opponent on the
screen. His frantic scrambling at her reminded me of a male spider.

I jerked arcund, facing my companion. “Why did those three
men want to kill you?”” I asked sharply.

The eyeholes of her mask faced the screen. “Because they're
jealous of me,” she whispered.

“Why are they jealous?”

She still didn’t look at me. “Because of him.”

“Who?”

She didn’t answer.
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I put my arm around her shoulders. “Are you afraid to tell me?”
I asked. “What is the matter?”

She still didn’t look my way. She smelled nice.

“See here,” 1 said laughingly, changing my tactics, “you really
should tell me something about yourself. I don’t even know what
you look like.”

I half playfully lifted my hand to the band of her neck. She gave
it an astonishingly swift slap. I pulled it away in sudden pain. There
were four tiny indentations on the back. From one of them a tiny
bead of blood welled out as I watched. 1 looked at her silver finger-
nails and saw they were actually delicate and pointed metal caps.

“I'm dreadfully sorry,” I heard her say, “but you frightened me.
I thought for a moment you were going to . . .”

At last she turned to me. Her coat had fallen open. Her evening
dress was Cretan Revival, a bodice of lace beneath and supporting
the breasts without covering them.

“Don’t be angry,” she said, putting her arms around my neck.
“You were wonderful this afternoon.”

The soft gray velvet of her mask, molding itself to her cheek,
pressed mine. Through the mask’s lace the wet warm tip of her
tongue touched my chin.

“I’'m not angry,” I said. “Just puzzled and anxious to help.”

The cab stopped. To either side were black windows bordered
by spears of broken glass. The sickly purple light showed a few
ragged figures slowly moving toward us.

The driver muttered, “It’s the turbine, man. We're grounded.”
He sat there hunched and motionless. “Wish it had happened
somewhere else.”

My companion whispered, “Five dollars is the usual amount.”

She looked out so shudderingly at the congregating figures that
I suppressed my indignation and did as she suggested. The driver
took the bill without a word. As he started up, he put his hand
out the window and I heard a few coins clink on the pavement.

My companion came back into my arms, but her mask faced the
television screen, where the tall girl had just pinned the convulsively
kicking Little Zirk.

“I'm so frightened,” she breathed.

Heaven turned out to be an equally ruinous neighborhood, but
it had a club with an awning and a huge doorman uniformed like a
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spaceman, but in gaudy colors. In my sensuous daze 1 rather liked
it. We stepped out of the cab just as a drunken old woman came
down the sidewalk, her mask awry. A couple ahead of us turned
their heads from the half-revealed face, as if from an ugly body at
the beach. As we followed them in I heard the doorman say, “Get
along, grandma, and cover yourself.”

Inside, everything was dimness and blue glows. She had said
we could talk here, but I didn’t see how. Besides the inevitable
chorus of sneezes and coughs (they say America is fifty percent
allergic these days), there was a band going full blast in the
latest robop style, in which an electronic composing machine selects
an arbitrary sequence of tones into which the musicians weave their
raucous little individualities.

Most of the people were in booths. The band was behind the bar.
On a small platform beside them a girl was dancing, stripped to
her mask. The little cluster of men at the shadowy far end of the
bar weren’t looking at her.

We inspected the menu in gold script on the wall and pushed
the buttons for breast of chicken, fried shrimps, and two scotches.
Moments later, the serving bell tinkled. I opened the gleaming
panel and took out our drinks.

The cluster of men at the bar filed off toward the door, but first
they stared around the room. My companion had just thrown back
her coat. Their look lingered on our booth. I noticed that there
were three of them.

The band chased oft the dancing girl with growls. I handed my
companion a straw and we sipped our drinks.

“You wanted me to help you about something,” 1 said. “In-
cidentally, I think you're lovely.”

She nodded quick thanks, looked around, leaned forward.
“Would it be hard for me to get to England?”

“No,” I replied, a bit taken aback. “Provided you have an Ameri-
can passport.”

“Are they difficult to get?”

“Rather,” 1 said, surprised at her lack of information. “Your
country doesn’t like its nationals to travel, though it isn't quite
as stringent as Russia.”

“Could the British consulate help me get a passport?”
“It’s hardly their . . .”
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“Could you?”

I realized we were being inspected. A man and two girls had
paused opposite our table. The girls were tall and wolfish looking,
with spangled masks. The man stood jauntily between them like
a fox on its hind legs.

My companion didn’t glance at them, but she sat back. I no-
ticed that one of the girls had a big yellow bruise on her forearm.
After a moment they walked to a booth in the deep shadows.

“Know them?” I asked. She didn’t reply. I finished my drink.
“I'm not sure you'd like England,” 1 said. “The austerity’s alto-
gether different from your American brand of misery.”

She leaned forward again. “But I must get away,” she whispered.

“Why?” I was getting impatient.

“Because I'm so frightened.”

There were chimes. I opened the panel and handed her the
fried shrimps. The sauce on my breast of chicken was a delicious
steaming compound of almonds, soy, and ginger. But something
must have been wrong with the radionic oven that had thawed
and heated it, for at the first bite I crunched a kernel of ice in
the meat. These delicate mechanisms need constant repair and
there aren’t enough mechanics.

I put down my fork. “What are you really scared of?” I asked
her.

For once her mask didn’t waver away from my face. As I waited
I could feel the fears gathering without her naming them, tiny
dark shapes swarming through the curved night outside, converging
on the radioactive pest spot of New York, dipping into the margins
of the purple. I felt a sudden rush of sympathy, a desire to protect
the girl opposite me. The warm feeling added itself to the infatua-
tion engendered in the cab.

“Everything,” she said finally.

I nodded and touched her hand.

“I’'m afraid of the moon,” she began, her voice going dreamy and
brittle as it had in the cab. “You can’t look at it and not think
of guided bombs.”

“It’s the same moon over England,” I reminded her.

“But it’s not England’s moon any more. It’s ours and Russia’s.
You're not responsible.

“Oh, and then,” she said with a tilt of her mask, “I'm afraid of
the cars and the gangs and the loneliness and Inferno. I'm afraid
of the lust that undresses your face. And—" her voice hushed—
“I’'m afraid of the wrestlers.”
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“Yes?” | prompted softly after a moment.

Her mask came forward. “Do you know something about the
wrestlers?” she asked rapidly. ““The ones that wrestle women, I
mean. They often lose, you know. And then they have to have a
girl to take their frustration out on. A girl who's soft and weak and
terribly frightened. They need that, to keep them men. Other men
don’t want them to have a girl. Other men want them just to fight
women and be heroes. But they must have a girl. It’s horrible for
her.”

I squeezed her fingers tighter, as if courage could be transmitted—
granting [ had any. “I think I can get you to England,” I said.

Shadows crawled onto the table and stayed there. I looked up at
the three men who had been at the end of the bar. They were
the men [ had seen in the big coupe. They wore black sweaters and
close-fitting black trousers. Their faces were as expressionless as
dopers. Two of them stood about me. The other loomed over
the girl.

“Drift off, man,” I was told. I heard the other inform the girl:
“We'll wrestle a fall, sister. What shall it be? Judo, slapsie, or kill-
who-can?”

I stood up. There are times when an Englishman simply must be
maltreated. But just then the foxlike man came gliding in like the
star of a ballet. The reaction of the other three startled me. They
were acutely embarrassed.

He smiled at them thinly. “You won’t win my favor by tricks like
this,” he said.

“Don’t get the wrong idea, Zirk,” one of them pleaded.

“I will if it’s right,” he said. “She told me what you tried to do
this afternoon. That won’t endear you to me, either. Drift.”

They backed off awkwardly. “Let’s get out of here,” one of them
said loudly, as they turned. “I know a place where they fight naked
with knives.”

Little Zirk laughed musically and slipped into the seat beside
my companion. She shrank from him, just a little. I pushed my feet
back, leaned forward.

“Who’s your friend, baby?” he asked, not looking at her.

She passed the question to me with a little gesture. I told him.

“British,” he observed. “She’s been asking you about getting
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out of the country? About passports?” He smiled pleasantly. “She
likes to start running away. Don’t you, baby?” His small hand
began to stroke her waist, the fingers bent a little, the tendons
ridged, as if he were about to grab and twist.

“Look here,” T said sharply. “I have to be grateful to you for
ordering off those bullies, but—"

“Think nothing of it,” he told me. “Theyre no harm except
when they're behind steering wheels. A well-trained fourteen-year-
old girl could cripple any one of them. Why, even Theda here, if
she went in for that sort of thing . . .” He turned to her, shifting
his hand from her waist to her hair. He stroked it, letting the
strands slip slowly through his fingers. “You know I lost tonight,
baby, don’t you?” he said softly.

I stood up. “Come along,” I said to her. “Let’s leave.”

She just sat there, I couldn’t even tell if she was trembling. I
tried to read a message in her eyes through the mask.

“T'll take you away,” I said to her. “I can do it. I really will.”

He smiled at me. “She’d like to go with you,” he said. “Wouldn't
you, baby?”

“Will you or won’t you?” I said to her. She still just sat there.

He slowly knotted his fingers in her hair.

“Listen, you little vermin,” I snapped at him. “Take your hands
off her.”

He came up from the seat like a snake. I'm no fighter. T just
know that the more scared I am, the harder and straighter I hit.
This time I was lucky. But as he crumpled back, I felt a slap and
four stabs of pain in my cheek. I clapped my hand to it. I could
feel the four gashes made by her dagger finger caps, and the warm
blood 00zing out from them.

She didn’t look at me. She was bending over Little Zirk and
cuddling her mask to his cheek and crooning: “There, there, don’t
feel bad, you'll be able to hurt me afterward.”

There were sounds around us, but they didn’t come close. I
leaned forward and ripped the mask from her face.

I really don’t know why I should have expected her face to be
anything else. It was very pale, of course, and there weren’t any
cosmetics. I suppose there’s no point in wearing any under a mask.
But as for the general expression, as for the feelings crawling and
wriggling across it—
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Have you ever lifted a rock from damp soil? Have you ever
watched the slimy white grubs?

I looked down at her, she up at me. “Yes, you're so frightened,
aren’t you?” I said sarcastically. “You dread this little nightly
drama, don’t you? You're scared to death.”

And I walked right out into the purple night, still holding my
hand to my bleeding cheek. No one stopped me, not even the girl
wrestlers. I wished I could tear a tab from under my shirt, and test
it then and there, and find I'd taken too much radiation, and so
be able to ask to cross the Hudson and go down New Jersey, past
the lingering radiance of the Narrows Bomb, and so on to Sandy

Hook to wait for the rusty ship that would take me back over the
seas to England.
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Memoir by Damon Knight

[t 1s unnervingly easy to recapture the summer afternoon in Green-
wich Village in 1950 when I wrote this story. I was twenty-eight;
I was living in a studio apartment with a piano I couldn’t play,
a blond wife I wasn’t getting along with, and a small black dog that
crapped on the stairs. In some ways life was simpler then; there
were two rooms in that place, and when my wife was out with the
dog, as she was that afternoon, I had it all to myself. (Now I live
in a house with five bedrooms and two offices, and it is not big
enough. )

My agent, Fred Pohl, handed the story over to Horace Gold,
and Horace bought it. I don’t think any of us believed it was any-
thing special, but it made me famous in Milford, Pennsylvania,
where I was living a few years later, when it was dramatized on
“The Twilight Zone” and it has since been reprinted in all kinds
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of unlikely places. I got the name of the French criminologist from
a high-school classmate of mine, Philip Leveque, who, by a neat
coincidence, is now a forensic pathologist in Oregon, but his folks
had dropped the diacritical marks, and it took me years to get them
right: Léveque.

TO SERVE MAN

The Kanamit were not very pretty, it’s true. They looked something
like pigs and something like people, and that i1s not an attractive
combination. Seeing them for the first time shocked you; that was
their handicap. When a thing with the countenance of a fiend
comes from the stars and offers a gift, you are disinclined to accept.

I don’t know what we expected interstellar visitors to look like—
those who thought about it at all, that 1s. Angels, perhaps, or
something too alien to be really awful. Maybe that’s why we were
all so horrified and repelled when they landed in their great ships
and we saw what they really were like.

The Kanamit were short and very hairy—thick, bristly, brown-
gray hair all over their abominably plump bodies. Their noses
were snoutlike and their eyes small, and they had thick hands of
three fingers each. They wore green leather harness and green
shorts, but I think the shorts were a concession to our notions of
public decency. The garments were quite modishly cut, with slash
pockets and half-belts in the back. The Kanamit had a sense of
humor, anyhow.

There were three of them at this session of the U.N., and, lord,
I can’t tell you how queer it looked to see them there in the middle
of a solemn plenary session—three fat piglike creatures in green
harness and shorts, sitting at the long table below the podium, sur-
rounded by the packed arcs of delegates from every nation. They
sat correctly upright, politely watching each speaker. Their flat ears
drooped over the earphones. Later on, I believe, they learned every
human language, but at this time they knew only French and
English.

They seemed perfectly at ease—and that, along with their humor,
was a thing that tended to make me like them. I was in the
minority; I didn’t think they were trying to put anything over.

The delegate from Argentina got up and said that his government
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was interested in the demonstration of a new cheap power source,
which the Kanamit had made at the previous session, but that the
Argentine government could not commit itself as to its future
policy without a much more thorough examination.

It was what all the delegates were saying, but I had to pay par-
ticular attention to Sefior Valdes, because he tended to sputter and
his diction was bad. I got through the translation all right, with
only one or two momentary hesitations, and then switched to the
Polish-English line to hear how Grigori was doing with Janciewicz.
Janciewicz was the cross Grigori had to bear, just as Valdes was
mine.

Janciewicz repeated the previous remarks with a few ideological
variations, and then the secretary-general recognized the delegate
from France, who introduced Dr. Denis Lévéque, the criminologist,
and a great deal of complicated equipment was wheeled 1in.

Dr. Lévéque remarked that the question in many people’s minds
had been aptly expressed by the delegate from the U.S.S.R. at the
preceding session, when he demanded, “What is the motive of the
Kanamit? What is their purpose in offering us these unprecedented
gifts, while asking nothing in return?”

The doctor then said, “At the request of several delegates and
with the full consent of our guests, the Kanamit, my associates and
I have made a series of tests upon the Kanamit with the equip-
ment which you see before you. These tests will now be repeated.”

A murmur ran through the chamber. There was a fusillade of
flashbulbs, and one of the TV cameras moved up to focus on the
instrument board of the doctor’s equipment. At the same time, the
huge television screen behind the podium lighted up, and we saw
the blank faces of two dials, each with its pointer resting at zero,
and a strip of paper tape with a stylus point resting against it.

The doctor’s assistants were fastening wires to the temples of
one of the Kanamit, wrapping a canvas-covered rubber tube around
his forearm, and taping something to the palm of his right hand.

In the screen, we saw the paper tape begin to move while the
stylus traced a slow zigzag pattern along it. One of the needles began
to jump rhythmically; the other flipped halfway over and stayed
there, wavering slightly.

“These are the standard instruments for testing the truth of a
statement,” said Dr. Lévéque. “Our first object, since the physiology
of the Kanamit is unknown to us, was to determine whether or not
they react to these tests as human beings do. We will now repeat
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one of the many experiments which were made in the endeavor to
discover this.”

He pointed to the first dial. ““This instrument registers the sub-
ject’s heartbeat. This shows the electrical conductivity of the skin
in the palm of his hand, a measure of perspiration, which increases
under stress. And this”—pointing to the tape-and-stylus device—
“shows the pattern and intensity of the electrical waves emanating
from his brain. It has been shown, with human subjects, that all
these readings vary markedly depending upon whether the subject
is speaking the truth.”

He picked up two large pieces of cardboard, one red and one
black. The red one was a square about three feet on a side; the
black was a rectangle three and a half feet long. He addressed him-
self to the Kanama.

“Which of these is longer than the other?”

“The red,” said the Kanama.

Both needles leaped wildly, and so did the line of the unrolling
tape.

“I shall repeat the question,” said the doctor. “Which of these
1s longer than the other?”

“The black,” said the creature.

This time the instruments continued in their normal rhythm.

“How did you come to this planet?” asked the doctor.

“Walked,” replied the Kanama.

Again the instruments responded, and there was a subdued ripple
of laughter in the chamber.

“Once more,” said the doctor. “How did you come to this
planet?”

“In a spaceship,” said the Kanama, and the instruments did not
jump.

The doctor again faced the delegates. “Many such experiments
were made,” he said, “and my colleagues and myself are satisfied
that the mechanisms are effective. Now”—he turned to the
Kanama—"I shall ask our distinguished guest to reply to the ques-
tion put at the last session by the delegate of the U.S.S.R.—namely,
what is the motive of the Kanamit people in offering these great
gifts to the people of Earth?”

The Kanama rose. Speaking this time in English, he said, “On
my planet there is a saying, “There are more riddles in a stone than
in a philosopher’s head.” The motives of intelligent beings, though
they may at times appear obscure, are simple things compared to
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the complex workings of the natural universe. Therefore I hope that
the people of Earth will understand, and believe, when I tell you
that our mission upon your planet is simply this—to bring to you
the peace and plenty which we ourselves enjoy, and which we have
in the past brought to other races throughout the galaxy. When
your world has no more hunger, no more war, no more needless
suffering, that will be our reward.”

And the needles had not jumped once.

The delegate from the Ukraine jumped to his feet, asking to be
recognized, but the time was up and the secretary-general closed
the session.

I met Grigori as we were leaving the chamber. His face was red
with excitement. “Who promoted that circus?” he demanded.

“The tests looked genuine to me,” I told him.

“A circus!” he said vehemently. “A second-rate farce! If they
were genuine, Peter, why was debate stifled?”

“There’ll be time for debate tomorrow, surely.”

“Tomorrow the doctor and his instruments will be back in Paris.
Plenty of things can happen before tomorrow. In the name of
sanity, man, how can anybody trust a thing that looks as if it ate
the baby?”

I was a little annoyed. I said, “Are you sure you're not more
worried about their politics than their appearance?”

He said, “Bah,” and went away.

The next day reports began to come in from government labora-
tories all over the world where the Kanamit's power source was
being tested. They were wildly enthusiastic. I don’t understand such
things myself, but it seemed that those little metal boxes would
give more electrical power than an atomic pile, for next to nothing
and nearly forever. And it was said that they were so cheap to
manufacture that everybody in the world could have one of his
own. In the early afternoon there were reports that seventeen coun-
tries had already begun to set up factories to turn them out.

The next day the Kanamit turned up with plans and specimens
of a gadget that would increase the fertility of any arable land by
6o to 100 percent. It speeded the formation of nitrates in the soil,
or something. There was nothing in the newscasts any more but
stories about the Kanamit. The day after that, they dropped their
bombshell.

“You now have potentially unlimited power and increased food
supply,” said one of them. He pointed with his threefingered hand
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to an instrument that stood on the table before him. It was a box
on a tripod, with a parabolic reflector on the front of it. “We offer
you today a third gift which is at least as important as the first two.”

He beckoned to the TV men to roll their cameras into closeup
position. Then he picked up a large sheet of cardboard covered with
drawings and English lettering. We saw it on the large screen
above the podium; it was all clearly legible.

“We are informed that this broadcast is being relayed through-
out your world,” said the Kanama. “I wish that everyone who has
equipment for taking photographs from television screens would
use it now.”

The secretary-general leaned forward and asked a question
sharply, but the Kanama ignored him.

“This device,” he said, “generates a field in which no explosive,
of whatever nature, can detonate.”

There was an uncomprehending silence.

The Kanama said, “It cannot now be suppressed. If one nation
has 1t, all must have it.” When nobody seemed to understand, he
explained bluntly, “There will be no more war.”

‘That was the biggest news of the millennium, and it was perfectly
true. It turned out that the explosions the Kanama was talking
about included gasoline and diesel explosions. They had simply
made it impossible for anybody to mount or equip a modern army.

We could have gone back to bows and arrows, of course, but
that wouldn’t have satisfied the military. Besides, there wouldn’t
be any reason to make war. Every nation would soon have every-
thing.

Nobody ever gave another thought to those lie-detector experi-
ments, or asked the Kanamit what their politics were. Grigori was
put out; he had nothing to prove his suspicions.

I quit my job with the U.N. a few months later, because I foresaw
that it was going to die under me anyhow. U.N. business was boom-
ing at the time, but after a year or so there was going to be nothing
for it to do. Every nation on Earth was well on the way to being
completely self-supporting; they weren’t going to need much arbi-
tration.

I accepted a position as translator with the Kanamit Embassy,
and it was there that I ran into Grigori again. I was glad to see him,
but I couldn’t imagine what he was doing there.

“I thought you were on the opposition,” I said. “Don’t tell me
you're convinced the Kanamit are all right.”
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He looked rather shamefaced. “They’re not what they look, any-
how,” he said.

It was as much of a concession as he could decently make, and
I invited him down to the embassy lounge for a drink. It was an
intimate kind of place, and he grew confidential over the second
daiquiri.

“They fascinate me,” he said. “I hate them instinctively still—
that hasn’t changed—but I can evaluate it. You were right, ob-
viously; they mean us nothing but good. But do you know”’—he
leaned across the table—“the question of the Soviet delegate was
never answered.”

I am afraid I snorted.

“No, really,” he said. “They told us what they wanted to do—‘to
bring to you peace and plenty which we ourselves enjoy.” But they
didn’t say why.”

“Why do missionaries—"

“Missionaries be damned!” he said angrily. “Missionaries have
a religious motive. If these creatures have a religion, they haven'’t
once mentioned it. What’s more, they didn't send a missionary
group; they sent a diplomatic delegation—a group representing the
will and policy of their whole people. Now just what have the
Kanamit, as a people or a nation, got to gain from our welfare?”

I said, “Cultural—"

“Cultural cabbage soup! No, it's something less obvious than
that, something obscure that belongs to their psychology and not
to ours. But trust me, Peter, there is no such thing as a completely
disinterested altruism. In one way or another, they have something
to gain.”

“And that’s why you're here,” I said. “To try to find out what it
1s.”

“Correct. I wanted to get on one of the ten-year exchange groups
to their home planet, but I couldn’t; the quota was filled a week
after they made the announcement. This is the next best thing. I'm
studying their language, and you know that language reflects the
basic assumptions of the people who use it. I've got a fair command
of the spoken lingo already. It’s not hard, really, and there are
hints in it. Some of the idioms are quite similar to English. I'm
sure I'll get the answer eventually.”

“More power,” I said, and we went back to work.

I saw Grigon frequently from then on, and he kept me posted
about his progress. He was highly excited about a month after that
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first meeting; said he’d got hold of a book of the Kanamits’ and
was trying to puzzle it out. They wrote in 1deographs, worse than
Chinese, but he was determined to fathom it if it took him years.
He wanted my help.

Well, I was interested in spite of myself, for I knew it would be
a long job. We spent some evenings together, working with material
from Kanamit bulletin boards and so forth, and with the extremely
limited English-Kanamit dictionary they issued to the staff. My
conscience bothered me about the stolen book, but gradually I
became absorbed by the problem. Languages are my field, after all.
I couldn’t help being fascinated.

We got the title worked out in a few weeks. It was How to Serve
Man, evidently a handbook they were giving out to new Kanamit
members of the embassy staff. They had new ones in, all the time
now, a shipload about once a month; they were opening all kinds
of research laboratories, clinics, and so on. If there was anybody
on Earth besides Grigori who still distrusted those people, he must
have been somewhere in the middle of Tibet.

It was astonishing to see the changes that had been wrought in
less than a year. There were no more standing armies, no more
shortages, no unemployment. When you picked up a newspaper
you didn’t see H-BOMB Or SATELLITE leaping out at you; the news
was always good. It was a hard thing to get used to. The Kanamit
were working on human biochemistry, and it was known around
the embassy that they were nearly ready to announce methods of
making our race taller and stronger and healthier—practically a race
of supermen—and they had a potential cure for heart disease and
cancer.

I didn’t see Grigori for a fortnight after we finished working out
the title of the book; I was on a long-overdue vacation in Canada.
When I got back, I was shocked by the change in his appearance.

“What on earth is wrong, Grigori?” I asked. “You look like
the very devil.”

“Come on down to the lounge.”

I went with him, and he gulped a stiff scotch as if he needed it.

“Come on, man, what’s the matter?” I urged.

“T'he Kanamit have put me on the passenger list for the next ex-
change ship,” he said. “You, too, otherwise I wouldn’t be talking
to you.”

“Well,” I said, “but—"

“They’re not altruists.”



32 DamMmonNn KNi1GgHT

I tried to reason with him. I pointed out they’d made Earth a
paradise compared to what it was before. He only shook his head.

Then I said, “Well what about those lie-detector tests?”

“A farce,” he replied, without heat. “I said so at the time, you
fool. They told the truth, though, as far as it went.”

“And the book?” I demanded, annoyed. “What about that—
How to Serve Man? That wasn’t put there for you to read. They
mean 1t. How do you explain that?”

“T've read the first paragraph of that book,” he said. “Why do
you suppose I haven'’t slept for a week?”

I said, “Well?”” and he smiled a curious, twisted smile.

“It’s a cookbook,” he said.
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From a Cave Deep in Stuyvesant Town—
A Memoir of Galaxy's Most Creative Years
by Philip Klass

The complex of buildings had been put up just north of Man-
hattan’s Fourteenth Street by a big insurance company after World
War II. You went into the street entrance that looked like all the
other street entrances in the huge complex, you rode up in a
bright, plastic-looking elevator, you walked out into a bright, plastic-
looking corridor, and you came to a bright, plastic-looking door.
All around you were apartment doors behind which people lived
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and cooked and slept, behind which they yelled at each other and
murmured at television, but this one door was different. Behind
this door was a cave, and in the cave Horace L. Gold lay hidden
from the day while he went about his business of sending writers
to the outermost edges of time and the universe.

I mean it. Horace suffered from agoraphobia, the fear of open
spaces, and there were many weeks when he couldn’t leave his
apartment or even his bedroom. And from that apartment—or even
bedroom—Horace edited Galaxy, a magazine he founded on the
premise that space was there to be explored, all space, physical
space, mental space, social space, space inchoate, space unending.

You discussed a new idea with Horace in a corner of his entrance
hallway or you argued a revision with him in the tiny kitchen area—
because Horace couldn’t take you out to lunch as other editors did.
You debated Vaihinger’s philosophy or Sapir’s linguistics around
Horace’s dining-room table where you were playing fifteen-cent-
limit poker with the likes of John Cage and Daniel Stern and
Robert Sheckley and Fred Pohl—because, after all, Horace couldn’t
go out to other people’s poker games, nor could he go to clubs
and conventions where writers and artists met. You worked out
deadlines and word rates and similar business problems near the
coffee table in his living room during an evening party for the
Cynl Kornbluths or the Fritz Leibers just in from Chicago—be-
cause Evelyn, Horace’s wife, was determined that Horace would
have a full social as well as a full professional life, agoraphobia or
no agoraphobia.

At one of these parties, Horace paused on his way to refill drinks
and began rolling his pants legs up to his knees (which he always
did as the evening got late: he claimed his knees felt stufty and
needed more air). He noticed he was standing near Asimov. “Oh,
Ike,” he said. “I have to tell you. I'm bouncing your latest story.”

“Why?” Asimov yelped in utter outrage. “What’s wrong with
1t?” The rest of the room fell silent. All the writers present—Stur-
geon, Budrys, Simak, Merril—waited for the oral rejection slip.

“Only one thing,” Horace said. “It’s meretricious.” Then he
continued on his way to the kitchen with the empty glasses.

Ike stared after him. “And a happy New Year,” he said bitterly to
the backs of Horace’s knees.

Horace rejected what I still believe to be three of my best stories:
“T'he Tenants” (“Maybe it’s supposed to be funny? Is that it, Phil,
a humorous story?”), “The Custodian” (“You simply cannot make
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me believe that there’s anyone to whom art is that much more
important than life”), and “The Liberation of Earth,” a story
attacking both American and Russian involvement in the Korean
war and which many people believe to have been written much
later, about the war in Viet Nam. Horace said that, considering his
youthful radical background (and mine, and mine!), the very idea
of publishing “The Liberation of Earth” spang in the middle of
the McCarthy period made him sweat green.

Like Campbell, he was always pushing ideas at me—and watch-
ing them curl back at him. He is directly responsible for only two
of my stories: “Down Among the Dead Men” and “The Flat-
Eyed Monster.” Relative to the first, he challenged me to write
a space opera that really said something—“but it has to be honest,
slam-bang, parsec-ricocheting stuff.” When I gave him the story,
he paid me one of his strongest compliments: “Phil, a tour de force.
Real space opera, real bangety-bang, but all the action takes place
offstage. It’s a pleasure to read such deviousness.” I wrote “The
Flat-Eyed Monster” flat on my back in a hospital bed: I was broke
and needed a sum of money to pay for a good surgeon. Horace of-
fered to advance the price of a novella if I would write it then and
there and guarantee that it would be very funny. Very funny? I
munched on sedatives and tried to imagine what would make him
laugh. A S L

He ruined many more storfgs o@r#e%h%n e made. From his cave
in Stuyvesant Town, he called me two or three times a week, each
and every week (I knew that I was on some sort of roster, that I
had my appointed place on his wheel). He would ask me what I
was writing and how I was handling the idea; then he'd tell me
where I'd gone wrong and the only way to save the story. “But
that’s your story, Horace,” I'd say despairingly, watching what had
been an exciting idea fall apart into separate bits and pieces all
over my typewriter table. He'd apologize and I'd have my phone
pulled out for a while and later—a week, a month—it would start
all over again.

I knew that for a man limited most of the time to his apartment,
the telephone was a vital connection to the outside world. But at
my end it was much less than vital; at my end it felt like a noose.

The moment I picked up the phone and heard his voice I would
begin babbling about all kinds of troubles-—anything but writing
troubles. I would tell him about the orgasm problems of the girl I
was currently seeing, about my landlord’s attempt to raise the rent,
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about the possible identity of the person who was sending me
strange, unsigned postcards. And Horace would listen warmly and
help warmly—he’d really help. He'd give me some therapy over
the phone and he’d hang up. I'd flex my mental sickness and be
able to go on writing,

Later, when Bob Sheckley and I met and became good friends, I
discovered that Bob had worked out exactly the same relationship
with Horace, out of exactly the same kind of desperate self-protec-
tion. Later still, when I got married, Fruma would always answer
the telephone. Horace would call and ask to speak to me, and
Fruma would say, “No, you can’t.” And Horace would ask her what
I was writing, and Fruma would say, “I won't tell you.” Horace got
to hate her. But then he’d swallow his rage and call up and ask
her what she was cooking for supper that night.

Ultimately, the thing wrong with Horace was what he had
found most unbearable in John Campbell back in the Astounding/
Unknown 1930s and 1940s. It was also what made both men cause,
at different times and in totally different ways, a science-fiction ef-
florescence, conceptually and stylistically. Both men were intricate
thinkers about a thousand things, and both men were great editors
with a single, magnificent flaw: They had so completely become
editors that they saw their writers as mere pencils or typewriters
(I can hear the anxious rustle of Horace’s breath: “Oh, Phil, you
were never mere.” ), mere instruments to record their thousands of
intricate thoughts.

It was awful to be treated like an instrument when you were a
distinctive person and a writer of some stature; it was so awful to
find a paragraph of Horace’s private musing in the middle of one
of my stories that I swore (falsely) never to send him a manuscript
again; it was so awful for Ted Sturgeon to find his sentences in
“Baby Is Three” changed about and their rhythm destroyed that
he began writing “ste1” in the margin of every single page in in-
delible pencil; it was awful, humiliating, aesthetically painful be-
yond belief, but:

Horace created a unique milieu in that cave in Stuyvesant Town
over on Fourteenth Street, just as Campbell had earlier created one
in his Street & Smith office. If you lived in that milieu, if you
moved i it at all, if you did nothing more than correspond with it
from time to time, you were enlarged in special ways and began to
move in directions that were novel to you and remarkably exciting.
These special ways, these novel directions, had substantially more
to do with the personalities of the individual writers.
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In Galaxy, as well as in Astounding, a literature of ideas, science
fiction, was brought into focus by a powerful editorial mind.
Whether writers like it or not (I don’t), providing focus has been
the great duty of editors in this field since the time of Hugo
Gernsback.

The difference between John W. Campbell and Horace L. Gold?
You might say that after Campbell had taken a telescope to con-
cept, Gold took a microscope to social insight. Both instruments
were necessary in their time.

I doubt that The Demolished Man or The Space Merchants or
More Than Human would quite have come to pass without Galaxy.
I know that I might never have written “Betelgeuse Bridge” if it
had not been for the magazine and the milieu that Horace Gold
created. It's my kind of story and my kind of idea—it was the first
conscious effort in what I call my “Here Comes Civilization”
series—but it needed a context where it could fit comfortably.
Horace gave me that. How, I still don’t quite know, with all of his
damaging phone calls, compulsive overediting, quixotic rejections,
and prying and puttering into my work.

Before Galaxy 1 wrote science fiction. After Galaxy I wrote only
my kind of science fiction. And for that, I must admit, the responsi-
bility lies with one of the most irritating and aggravating men I've
ever known. From deep within his editorial cave, Horace Gold
somehow changed me. I believe he changed us all.

BETELGEUSE BRIDGE

You tell them, Alvarez, old boy; you know how to talk to them.
This isn’t my kind of public relations. All T care about is that they
get the pitch exactly right, with all the implications and complica-
tions and everything just the way they really were.

If it hurts, well, let them yell. Just use your words and get it right.
Get it all.

You can start with the day the alien spaceship landed outside
Baltimore. Makes you sick to think how we never tumbled, doesn’t
it, Alvarez? No more than a hop, skip, and a jet from the Capitol
dome, and we thought it was just a lucky accident.

Explain why we thought it was so lucky. Explain about the
secrecy it made possible, the farmer who telephoned the news was
placed in special and luxurious custody, how a handpicked cordon
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of M.P.s paced five square miles off into an emergency military
reservation a few hours later, how Congress was called into secret
session, and the way it was all kept out of the newspapers.

How and why Trowson, my old sociology prof, was consulted
once the problem became clear. How he blinked at the brass hats
and striped pants and came up with the answer.

Me. I was the answer.

How my entire staff and I were plucked out of our New York
ofhices, where we were quietly earning a million bucks, by a flying
squad of the F.B.1. and air mailed to Baltimore. Honestly, Alvarez,
even after Trowson explained the situation to me, I was still ir-
ritated. Government hush-hush always makes me uncomfortable.
Though I don’t have to tell you how grateful I was for it later.

The spaceship itself was such a big surprise that I didn’t even wet
my lips when the first of the aliens slooshed out. After all those years
of streamlined cigar shapes the Sunday-supplement artists had
dreamed up, that colorful and rococo spheroid rearing out of a
barley field in Maryland looked less like an interplanetary vessel
than an oversized ornament for a whatnot table. Nothing that
seemed like a rocket jet anywhere. \

“And there’s your job.” The prof pointed. “Those two visitors.”

They were standing on a flat metal plate surrounded by the
highest the republic had elected or appointed. Nine feet of slimy
green trunk tapering up from a rather wide base to a pointed top,
and dressed in a tiny pink-and-white shell. Two stalks with eyes
on them that swung this way and that, and seemed muscular
cnough to throttle a man. And a huge wet slash of a mouth that
showed whenever an edge of the squirming base lifted from the
metal plate.

“Snails,” T said. “Snails!”

“Or slugs,” Trowson amended. “Gastropodal mollusks in any
case.” He gestured at the roiling white bush of hair that sprouted
from his head. “But, Dick, that vestigial bit of coiled shell is even
less an evolutionary memento than this. They're an older—and
smarter—race.”

“Smarter?”

He nodded. “When our engineers got curious, they were very
courteously mvited inside to inspect the ship. They came out with
their mouths hanging.”

I began to get uncomfortable. 1 ripped a small piece off my
manicure. “Well, naturally, prof, if theyre so alien, so different—"
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“Not only that. Superior. Get that, Dick, because 1t'll be very
important in what you have to do. The best engineering minds that
this country can assemble in a hurry are like a crowd of South Sea
Islanders trying to analyze the rifle and compass from what they
know of spears and windstorms. These creatures belong to a galaxy-
wide civilization composed of races at least as advanced as they;
we're a bunch of backward hicks in an unfrequented hinterland of
space that’s about to be opened to exploration. Exploitation, per-
haps, if we can’t measure up. We have to give a very good 1mpres-
sion and we have to learn fast.”

A dignified official with a briefcase detached himself from the
nodding, smiling group around the aliens and started for us.

“Whew!” 1 commented brilliantly. “Fourteen ninety-two, repeat
performance.” I thought for a moment, not too clearly. “But why
send the army and navy after me? I'm not going to be able to read
blueprints from—from—"

“Betelgeuse. Ninth planet of the star Betelgeuse. No, Dick, we've
already had Dr. Warbury out here. They learned English from him
in two hours, although he hasn’t identified a word of theirs in three
days! And people like Lopez, like Mainzer, are going quietly
psychotic trying to locate their power source. We have the best
minds we can get to do the learning. Your job is different. We
want you as a topnotch advertising man, a publicrelations execu-
tive. You're the good-impression part of the program.”

The official plucked at my sleeve and I shrugged him away. “Isn’t
that the function of government glad-handers?” T asked Trowson.

“No. Don’t you remember what you said when you first saw
them? Snails! How do you think this country is going to take
to the idea of snails—giant snails—who sneer condescendingly
at our skyscraper cities, our atomic bombs, our most advanced
mathematics? We're a conceited kind of monkey. Also, we're
afraid of the dark.”

There was a gentle official tap on my shoulder. I said “Please!”
impatiently. T watched the warm little breeze ruffle Protessor Trow-
son’s slept-in clothes and noticed the tiny red streaks in his weary
eyes.

“ O IIGHTY MONSTERS FROM OUTER SPACE. Headlines like that,
Prof?”

“Slugs with superiority complexes. Dirty slugs, more likely. We're
lucky they landed in this country, and so close to the Capitol too.
In a few days we'll have to call in the heads of other nations. 'Then,
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sometime soon after, the news will be out. We don’t want our visi-
tors attacked by mobs drunk on superstition, planetary isolation, or
any other form of tabloid hysteria. We don’t want them carrying
stories back to their civilization of being shot at by a suspendered
fanatic who screamed, ‘Go back where you come from, you furrin
seafood!” We want to give them the impression that we are a
fairly intelligent race, that we can be dealt with reasonably well.”

I nodded. “Yeah. So they’ll set up trading posts on this planet
instead of garrisons. But what do I do in all this?”

He punched my chest gently. “You, Dick—you do a job of public
relations. You sell these aliens to the American people!”

The ofhicial had maneuvered around in front of me. I recognized
him. He was the undersecretary of state.

“Would you step this way, please?” he said. “I'd like to introduce
you to our distinguished guests.”

So he stepped, and I stepped, and we scrunched across the field
and clanked across the steel plate and stood next to our gastropodic
guests. -

“Ahem,” said the undersecretary politely.

The nearer snail bent an eye toward us. The other eye drew a
bead on the companion snail, and then the great slimy head arched
and came down to our level. The creature raised, as it were, one
cheek of its foot and said, with all the mellowness of air being
pumped through a torn inner tube, “Can it be that you wish to
communicate with my unworthy self, respected sir?”

I was introduced. The thing brought two eyes to bear on me.
The place where its chin should have been dropped to my feet and
snaked around there for a second. Then it said, “You, honored sir,
are our touchstone, the link with all that is great in your noble race.
Your condescension is truly a tribute.”

All this tumbled out while I was muttering “How,” and extend-
ing a difhdent hand. The snail put one eyeball in my palm and the
other on the back of my wrist. It didn’t shake; it just put the things
there and took them away again. I had the wit not to wipe my
hands on my pants, which was my immediate impulse. The eyeball
wasn't exactly dry, either.

I said, “I'll do my best. Tell me, are you—uh—ambassadors, sort
of? Or maybe just explorers?”

“Our small worth justifies no titles,” said the creature, “yet we
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are both; for all communication is ambassadorship of a kind, and
any seeker after knowledge is an explorer.”

I was suddenly reminded of an old story with the punchline,
“Ask a foolish question and you get a foolish answer.” I also won-
dered suddenly what snails eat.

The second alien glided over and eyed me. “You may depend
upon our’utmost obedience,” it said humbly. “We understand your
awesome function and we wish to be liked to whatever extent it 1s
possible for your admirable race to like such miserable creatures as
ourselves.”

“Stick to that attitude and we’ll get along,” I said.

By and large, they were a pleasure to work with. I mean there
was no temperament, no upstaging, no insistence on this camera
angle or that mention of a previously published book or the other
wishful biographical apocrypha about being raised in a convent, as
with most of my other clients.

On the other hand, they weren’t easy to talk to. They'd take
orders, sure. But ask them a question. Any question:

“How long did the trip take you?”

“‘How long’ in your eloquent tongue indicates a frame of refer-
ence dealing with duration. I hesitate to discuss so complex a prob-
lem with one as learned as yourself. The velocities involved make
it necessary to answer in relative terms. Our lowly and undesirable
planet recedes from this beauteous system during part of its orbital
period, advances toward it during part. Also, we must take into con-
sideration the direction and velocity of our star in reference to the
cosmic expansion of this portion of the continuum. Had we come
from Cygnus, say, or Bootes, the question could be answered some-
what more directly; for those bodies travel in a contiguous arc
skewed from the ecliptic plane in such a way that—"

Or a question like, “Is your government a democracy?”

“A democracy is a rule of the people, according to your rich
etymology. We could not, 1n our lowly tongue, have expressed it
so succinctly and movingly. One must govern oneself, of course.
The degree of governmental control on the individual must vary
from individual to individual and in the individual from time to
time. This is so evident to as comprehensive a mind as yours that
[ trust you forgive me my inanities. The same control applies, natu-
rally, to individuals considered in the mass. When faced with a uni-
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versal necessity, the tendency exists among civilized species to unite
to fill the need. Therefore, when no such necessity exists, there is
less reason for concerted effort. Since this applies to all species, it
applies even to such as us. On the other hand—"

See what I mean? A little of that got old quickly with me. I was
happy to keep my nose to my own grindstone.

The government gave me a month for the preparatory propa-
ganda. Originally, the story was to break in two weeks, but I got
down on my hands and knees and bawled that a publicity deadline
required at least five times that. So they gave me a month.

Explain that carefully, Alvarez. I want them to understand ex-
actly what a job I faced. All those years of lurid magazine covers
showing extremely nubile females being menaced in three distinct
colors by assorted monstrosities; those horror movies, those in-
vasion-from-outer-space novels, those Sunday-supplement fright
splashes—all those sturdy psychological ruts I had to retrack. Not
to mention the shudders elicited by mention of “worms,” the
regulation distrust of even human “furriners,” the superstitious
dread of creatures who had no visible place to park a soul.

Trowson helped me round up the men to write the scientific
articles, and I dug up the boys who could pseudo them satisfactorily.
Magazine mats were ripped apart to make way for yarns speculating
gently on how far extraterrestrial races might have evolved beyond
us, how much more ethical they might have become, how imaginary
seven-headed creatures could still apply the Sermon on the Mount.
Syndicated features popped up describing “Humble Creatures Who
Create Our Gardens,” ““Snail Racing, the Spectacular New Spec-
tator Sport,” and so much stuff on “The Basic Unity of All Living
Things” that I began to get uncomfortable at even a vegetarian din-
ner. I remember hearing there was a perceptible boom in mineral
waters and vitamin pills. . . .

And all this, mind you, without a word of the real story breaking.
A columnist did run a cute and cryptic item about someone having
finally found meat on the flying saucers, but half an hour of earnest
discussion in an abandoned fingerprintfile room prejudiced him
against further comment along this line.

The video show was the biggest problem. I don’t think I could
have done it on time with anything less than the resources and
influence on the United States government behind me. But a week
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before the official announcement, I had both the video show and
the comic strip in production.

I think fourteen—though maybe it was more—of the country’s
best comedy writers collaborated on the project, not to mention the
horde of illustrators and university psychologists who combined to
sweat out the delightful little drawings. We used the drawings as
the basis for the puppets on the TV show and I don’t think any-
thing was ever so gimmicked up with Popular Appeal—and I do
mean Popular—as “Andy and Dandy.”

Those two fictional snails crept into the heart of America like
a virus infection: overnight, everybody was talking about their
anthropomorphic antics, repeating their quotable running gags, and
adjuring each other not to miss the next show. (“You can’t miss it,
Steve; it’s on every channel anyway. Right after supper.”) I had
the tie-ins, too: Andy and Dandy dolls for the girls, snail scooters
for the boys, everything from pictures on cocktail glasses to kitchen
decalcomanias. Of course, a lot of the tie-ins didn’t come off the
production line till after the Big Announcement.

When we gave the handouts to the newspapers, we “suggested”
what headlines to use. They had a choice of ten. Even the New
York Times was forced to shriek “REAL ANDY AND DANDY BLOW IN
FrROM BETELGEUsE,” and under that a four-column cut of blond
Baby Ann Joyce with the snails.

Baby Ann had been flown out from Hollywood for the photo-
graph. The cut showed her standing between the two aliens and
clutching an eye stalk of each in her trusting, chubby hands.

The nicknames stuck. Those two slimy intellectuals from an-
other star became even more important than the youthful evangelist
who was currently being sued for bigamy.

Andy and Dandy had a ticker-tape reception in New York. They
obligingly laid a cornerstone for the University of Chicago’s new
library. They posed for the newsreels everywhere, surrounded by
Florida oranges, Idaho potatoes, Milwaukee beer. They were mag-
nificently cooperative.

From time to time I wondered what they thought of us. They
had no facial expressions, which was scarcely odd, since they had
no faces. Their long eye stalks swung this way and that as they rode
down shrieking Broadway in the back seat of the mayor’s car; their
gelatinous body-foot would heave periodically and the mouth under
it make a smacking noise, but when the photographers suggested
that they curl around the barely clad beauties, the time video rigged
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up a Malibu Beach show, Andy and Dandy wriggled over and com-
plied without a word. Which is more than I can say for the barely
clad beauties.

And when the winning pitcher presented them with an auto-
graphed baseball at that year’'s World Series, they bowed gravely,
their pink shell tops glistening in the sunlight, and said throatily
into the battery of microphones: “We're the happiest fans in the
universe!”

The country went wild over them.

“But we can’t keep them here,” Trowson predicted. “Did you
read about the debate in the U.N. General Assembly yesterday? We
are accused of making secret alliances with nonhuman aggressors
against the best interests of our own species.”

I shrugged. “Well, let them go overseas. I don’t think anyone
else will be more successful extracting information from them than
we were.”

Professor Trowson wriggled his short body up on a corner of
his desk. He lifted a folderful of typewritten notes and grimaced as
if his tongue were wrapped in wool. :

“Four months of careful questioning,” he grumbled. “Four
months of painstaking interrogation by trained sociologists using
every free moment the aliens had, which admittedly wasn’t much.
Four months of organized investigation, of careful data sifting.” He
dropped the folder disgustedly to the desk and some of the pages
splashed out. “And we know more about the social structure of
Atlantis than Betelgeuse I1X.”

We were in the wing of the Pentagon assigned to what the brass
hats, in their own cute way, had christened Project Encyclopedia.
I'strolled across the large, sunny office and glanced at the very latest
organizational wall chart. I pointed to a small rectangle labeled
“Power Source Subsection” depending via a straight line from
a larger rectangle marked “Alien Physical Science Inquiry Section.”
In the small rectangle, very finely printed, were the names of an
army major, a WAC corporal, and Doctors Lopez, Vinthe, and
Mainzer.

“How’re they doing?” I asked.

“Not much better, I'm afraid.” Trowson turned away with a
sigh from peering over my shoulder. “At least I deduce that from
the unhappy way Mainzer bubbles into his soup spoon at lunch.
Conversation between subsections originating in different offices
on the departmental level is officially discouraged, you know. But
I remember Mainzer from the university cafeteria. He bubbled into
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his soup the very same way when he was stuck on his solar refrac-
tion engine.”

“Think Andy and Dandy are afraid we're too young to play with
matches? Or maybe apelike creatures are too unpleasant looking to
be allowed to circulate in their refined and esthetic civilization?”

“I don’t_know, Dick.” The prof ambled back to his desk and
leafed irritably through his sociological notes. “If anything like
that is true, why should they give us free run of their ship? Why
would they reply so gravely and courteously to every question? If
only their answers weren’t so vague in our terms! But they are such
complex and artistically minded creatures, so chockful of poetic
sentiment and good manners, that it’s impossible to make mathe-
matical or even verbal sense out of their vast and circumlocutory
explanations. Sometimes, when I think of their highly polished
manners and their seeming lack of interest in the structure of their
society, when I put that together with their spaceship, which looks
like one of those tiny jade carvings that took a lifetime to accom-
plish—"

He trailed off and began riffling the pages like a Mississippi steam-
boat gambler going over somebody else’s deck of cards.

“Isn’t it possible we just don’t have enough stuff as yet to under-
stand them?”

“Yes. In fact, that's what we always come back to. Warbury
points to the tremendous development in our language since the
advent of technical vocabularies. He says that this process, just be-
ginning with us, already affects our conceptual approach as well as
our words. And, naturally, in a race so much further along— But
if we could only find a science of theirs which bears a faint resem-
blance to one of ours!”

I felt sorry for him, standing there blinking futilely out of gentle,
academic eyes.

“Cheer up, Prof. Maybe by the time old Suckfoot and his pal
come back from the Grand Tour, you'll have unsnarled a sophistry
and we'll be off this ‘Me, friend; you come from across sea in
great bird with many wings’ basis that we seem to have wandered
into.”

And there you are, Alvarez: a cheap advertising small-brain
like me, and I was that close. T should have said something then.
Bet you wouldn’t have nodded at me heavily and said, “I hope so,
Dick. I desperately hope so.” But, come to think of it, not only
Trowson was trotting up that path. So was Warbury. So were
Lopez, Vinthe, and Mainzer. So was I, among others.
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I had a chance to relax when Andy and Dandy went abroad. My
job wasn’t exactly over, but the public-relations end was meshing
right along, with me needed only once in a while to give a super-
visory spin. Chiefly, I maintained close contact with my opposite
number 1n various other sovereign states, giving out with experi-
enced advice on how to sell the Boys from Betelgeuse. They had to
adjust it to their own mass phobias and popular myths; but they
were a little happier about it than I had been without any clear
idea of what public behavior to expect of our visitors.

Remember, when I'd started, I hadn’t even been sure those snails
were housebroken.

I followed them in the newspapers. I pasted the pictures of the
mikado receiving them next to their nice comments on the Taj
Mahal. They weren’t nearly so nice to the akhund of Swat, but
then when you think of what the akhund said about them . . .

They tended to do that everywhere, giving just a little better
than they got. For example, when they were presented with those
newly created decorations in Red Square (Dandy got the Order of
Extraterrestrial Friends of Soviet Labor while, for some abstruse
reason, the Order of Heroic Interstellar Champion of the Soviet
People was conferred upon Andy), they came out with a long, ring-
ing speech about the scientific validity of communist government.
It made for cheering, flower-tossing crowds in the Ukraine and
Poland but a certain amount of restiveness in these United States.

But before I had to run my staff into overtime hours, whipping
up press releases which recapitulated the aliens’ statement before
the joint houses of Congress and their lovely, sentimental com-
ments at Valley Forge, the aliens were in Berne, telling the Swiss
that only free enterprise could have produced the yodel, the In-
cabloc escapement in watches, and such a superb example of liberty;
hadn’t they had democracy long enough to have had it first, and
wasn’t it wonderful?

By the time they reached Paris I had the national affection pretty
much under control again, although here and there a tabloid still
muttered peevishly in its late city final. But, as always, Andy and
Dandy put the clincher on. Even then I wondered whether they
really liked DeRoges’s latest abstraction for itself alone.

But they bought the twister sculpture, paying for it, since they
had no cash of their own, with a thumb-sized gadget which actually
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melted marble to any degree of pattern delicacy the artist desired,
merely by being touched to the appropriate surface. DeRoges threw
away his chisels blissfully, but six of the finest minds in France re-
tired to intensive nervous breakdowns after a week of trying to
solve the tool’s working principles.

It went over big here:

ANDY AND DANDY
PASS AS THEY GO

Betelgeuse Businessmen
Show Appreciation
for Value Received

This newspaper notes with pleasure the sound shopper’s ethics
behind the latest transaction of our distinguished guests from the
elemental void. Understanding the inexorable law of supply and
demand, these representatives of an advanced economic system
refuse to succumb to the “gimmies.” If certain other members of
the human race were to examine carefully the true implications
of ...

So when they returned to the United States after being presented
at the British court, they got juicy spreads in all the newspapers, a
tug-whistle reception in New York harbor and the mayor’s very
chiefest deputy there on City Hall steps to receive them.

And even though people were more or less accustomed to them
right now, they were somehow never shoved off page one. There
was the time a certain furniture polish got a testimonial out of
them in which the aliens announced that they’d had particularly
happy and glossy results on their tiny shell toppers with the goo;
and they used the large financial rewards of the testimonial to buy
ten extremely rare orchids and have them sunk in plastic. And
there was the time . . .

I missed the television on which it broke. I had gone to a side-
street movie theater that night to see a revival of one of my
favorite Chaplin pictures; and I'd never enjoyed the ostentatious
greet-the-great hysterics of “Celebrity Salon” anyway. 1 hadn’t had
any idea of how long the M.C., Bill Bancroft, had waited to get
Andy and Dandy on his program, and how much he was determined
to make it count when the big night arrived.

Reconstructed and stripped of meaningless effusion, 1t went
something like this:
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Bancroft asked them if they weren’t anxious to get home to the
wife and kiddies. Andy explained patiently, for perhaps the thirty-
fourth time, that, since they were hermaphrodites, they had no
family in any humanly acceptable sense. Bancroft cut into the ex-
planation to ask them what ties they did have. Chiefly the revital-
izer, says Andy politely.

Revitalized? What’s a revitalizer? Oh, a machine they have to
expose themselves to every decade or so, says Dandy. There’s at
least one revitalizer in every large city on their home planet.

Bancroft makes a bad pun, waits for the uproarious audience to
regain control, then asks: And this revitalizer—just what does it do?
Andy goes into a long-winded explanation, the gist of which is that
the revitalizers stir up cytoplasm in animal cells and refresh them.

I see, cracks Bancroft; the pause every decade that refreshes.
And then, after being refreshed, you have what as a result? “Oh,”
muses Dandy, “you might say we have no fear of cancer or any
degenerative disease. Besides that, by exposing ourselves to re-
vitalizers at regular intervals throughout our lifetime and refreshing
our body cells, we quintuple our life expectancy. We live five times
longer than we should. That’s about what the revitalizer does, you
might say,” says Dandy. Andy, after thinking a bit, agrees. ““That’s
about 1t.”

Pandemonium, and not mild. Newspaper extras in all languages,
including the Scandinavian. Lights burning late at night in the
U.N. Headquarters with guards twenty deep around the site.

When President of the Assembly Sadhu asked them why they’d
never mentioned revitalizers before, they did the snail equivalent of
shrugging and said the Betelgeuse IX equivalent of nobody ever
asked them.

President Sadhu cleared his throat, waved all complications aside
with his long brown fingers, and announced, “That is not im-
portant. Not now. We must have revitalizers.”

It seemed to take the aliens awhile to understand that. When
they finally became convinced that we, as a species, were utterly
entranced with the prospect of two to four centuries of life instead
of fifty or sixty years, they went into a huddle.

But their race didn’t make these machines for export, they ex-
plained regretfully. Just enough to service their population. And
while they could see as how we might like and must obviously de-
serve to have these gadgets, there was none to ferry back from
Betelgeuse.

Sadhu didn’t even look around for advice. “What would your
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people want?” he asked. “What would they like in exchange for
manufacturing these machines for us? We will pay almost any
price within the power of this entire planet.”” A rumbling, eager
“yes” in several languages rolled across the floor of the assembly.

Andy and Dandy couldn’t think of a thing. Sadhu begged them
to try. He personally escorted them to their spaceship, which was
now parked in a restricted area in Central Park. “Good night,
gentlemen,” said President of the Assembly Sadhu. “Try—please
try hard to think of an exchange.”

They stayed inside their ship for almost six days while the world
almost went insane with impatience. When I think of all the iinger-
nails bitten that week by two billion people . . .

“Imagine!” Trowson whispered to me. He was pacing the floor
as if he fully intended to walk all the way to Betelgeuse. “We'd just
be children on a quintupled life scale, Dick. All my achievement
and education, all yours, would be just the beginning! A man could
learn five professions in such a life—and think what he could ac-
complish in one!”

I nodded, a little numb. I was thinking of the books I could read,
the books I might write, if the bulk of my life stretched ahead of me
and the advertising profession was just a passing phase at the begin-
ning of it. Then again, somehow I'd never married, never had had a
family. Not enough free time, I had felt. And now, at forty, I was
too set in my ways. But a man can unset a lot in a century . . .

In six days the aliens came out. With a statement of price.

They believed they could persuade their people to manufacture
a supply of revitalizers for us if— An IF writ very large indeed.

Their planet was woefully short of radioactive minerals, they ex-
plained apologetically. Barren worlds containing radium, uranium,
and thorium had been discovered and claimed by other races, but
the folk of Betelgeuse 1X were forbidden by the ethics to wage ag-
gressive war for territorial purposes. We had plenty of radioactive
ore, which we used chiefly for war and biological research. The
former was patently undesirable and the latter would be rendered
largely unnecessary by the revitalizers.

So, in exchange, they wanted our radioactive elements. All of
them, they stated humbly.

All right, we were a little surprised, even stunned. But the protests
never started to materialize. There was an overwhelming chorus of
“Sold!” from every quadrant of the globe. A couple of generals here,
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a few militaristic statesmen there managed to raise direly pointing
forefingers before they were whisked out of position. A nuclear
physicist or two howled about the future of subatomic research, but
the peoples of the earth howled louder.

“Research? How much research can you do in a lifetime of three
hundred years?”

Overnight, the United Nations became the central office of a
planet-wide mining concession. National boundaries were super-
seded by pitchblende deposits and swords were beaten into pick-
axes. Practically anyone with a good, usable arm enlisted in the
shovel brigades for two or more months out of the year. Camara-
derie flew on the winds of the world.

Andy and Dandy politely offered to help. They marked out on
detailed contour maps the spots to be mined, and that included
areas never suspected of radioactivity. They supplied us with fan-
tastic but clear line drawings of devices for extracting the stuff
from the ores in which it assayed poorly, and taught us the exact
use of these devices, if not their basic principle.

They hadn’t been joking. They wanted it all.

Then, when everything was running smoothly, they buzzed off
for Betelgeuse to handle their part of the bargain.

Those two years were the most exhilarating of my life. And I'd
say everyone feels the same, don’t they, Alvarez? The knowledge
that the world was working together, cheerfully, happily, for life
itself. I put my year in at the Great Slave Lake, and I don’t think
anyone of my age and weight lifted more pitchblende.

Andy and Dandy came back in two huge ships, manned by
weird snaillike robots. The robots did everything, while Andy and
Dandy went on being lionized. From the two ships, almost cover-
ing the sky, the robots ferried back and forth in strange, spiral air-
craft, bringing revitalizers down, carrying refined radioactive ele-
ments aloft. No one paid the slightest attention to their methods
of instantaneous extraction from large quantities of ore: We were
interested in just one throbbing thought—the revitalizers.

They worked. And that, so far as most of us were concerned, was
that.

The revitalizers worked. Cancer disappeared; heart disease and
kidney disease became immediately arrested. Insects which were
introduced into the square one-story lab structures lived for a year
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instead of a few months. And humans—doctors shook their heads
in wonder over people who had gone through.

All over the planet, near every major city, the long, patient,
slowly moving lines stood outside the revitalizers, which were
rapidly becoming something else.

“Temples!” shouted Mainzer. “They look on them as temples.
A scientist investigating their operation is treated by the atten-
dants like a dangerous lunatic in a nursery. Not that a man can find
a clue in those ridiculously small motors. I no longer ask what their
power source can be. Instead, I ask if they have a power at all!”

“The revitalizers are very precious now, in the beginning,” Trow-
son soothed him. “After a while the novelty will wear off and you'll
be able to investigate at your leisure. Could it be solar power?”

“No!” Mainzer shook his huge head positively. “Not solar
power. Solar power I am sure I could recognize. As I am sure that
the power supply of their ships and whatever runs these—these
revitalizers are two entirely separate things. On the ships I have
given up. But the revitalizers I believe I could solve. If only they
would let me examine them. Fools! So terribly afraid I might dam-
age one, and they would have to travel to another city for their
elixir!”

We patted his shoulder, but we weren’t really interested. Andy
and Dandy left that week, after wishing us well in their own
courteous and complex fashion. Whole population groups blew
kisses at their mineral-laden ships.

Six months after they left, the revitalizers stopped.

“Am I certain?” Trowson snorted at my dismayed face. “One
set of statistics proves it: Look at your death rate. It’s back to pre-
Betelgeuse normal. Or ask any doctor. Any doctor who can forget
his U.N. security oath, that is. There’ll be really wild riots when the
news breaks, Dick.”

“But why?” I asked him. “Did we do something wrong?”

He started a laugh that ended with his teeth clicking frightenedly
together. He rose and walked to the window, staring out into the
star-diseased sky. “We did something wrong, all right. We trusted.
We made the same mistake all natives have made when they met a
superior civilization. Mainzer and Lopez have taken one of the re-
vitalizer engine units apart. There was just a trace of it left, but this
time they found the power source. Dick, my boy, the revitalizers
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were run on the fuel of completely pure radioactive elements!”

I needed a few moments to file that properly. Then I sat down
in the easy chair very, very carefully. I made some hoarse, improb-
able sounds before croaking: “Prof, do you mean they wanted that
stuff for themselves, for their own revitalizers? That everything they
did on this planet was carefully planned so that they could con us
with a maximum of friendliness all around? It doesn’t seem—it just
can’t— Why, with their superior science, they could have conquered
us if they’'d cared to. They could have—"

“No, they couldn’t have,” Trowson whipped out. He turned to
face me and flung his arms across each other. “They’re a decadent,
dying race; they wouldn’t have attempted to conquer us. Not be-
cause of their ethics—this huge, horrible swindle serves to illustrate
that aspect of them—but because they haven’t the energy, the
concentration, the interest. Andy and Dandy are probably repre-
sentative of the few remaining who have barely enough git-up-
and-go to trick backward peoples out of the all-important,
life-sustaining revitalizer fuel.”

The implications were just beginning to soak into my cortex.
Me, the guy who did the most complete and colossal public-rela-
tions job of all time—I could just see what my relations with the
public would be like if T was ever connected with this shambles.

“And without atomic power, Prof, we won’t have space travel!”

He gestured bitterly. “Oh, we've been taken, Dick; the whole
human race has been had. I know what you're going through, but
think of me! I'm the failure, the man responsible. I'm supposed
to be a sociologist! How could I have missed? How? It was all
there: the lack of interest in their own culture, the overintellectuali-
zation of aesthetics, the involved methods of thought and expression,
the exaggerated etiquette, even the very first thing of theirs we
saw—their ship—was too heavily stylized and intricately designed
for a young, trusting civilization.

“They had to be decadent; every sign pointed to that conclusion.
And of course the fact that they resort to the methods of fueling
their revitalizers that we've experienced—when if we had their
science, what might we not do, what substitutes might we not
develop! No wonder they couldn’t explain their science to us; I
doubt if they understand it fully themselves. They are the profligate,
inadequate, and sneak-thief heirs of what was once a soaring race!”

[ was following my own unhappy images. “And we're still hicks.
Hicks who've been sold the equivalent of the Brooklyn Bridge
by some dressed-up sharpies from Betelgeuse.”
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Trowson nodded. “Or a bunch of poor natives who have sold
their island home to a group of European explorers for a handful
of brightly colored glass beads.”

But of course we were both wrong, Alvarez. Neither Trowson nor
I had figured on Mainzer or Lopez or the others. Like Mainzer said,
a few years carlier and we would have been licked. But man had
entered the atomic age some time before 1945 and people like
Mainzer and Vinthe had done nuclear research back in the days
when radioactive elements abounded on Earth. We had that and
we had such tools as the cyclotron, the betatron. And, if our present
company will pardon the expression, Alvarez, we are a young and
vIgorous race.

All we had to do was the necessary research.

The research was done. With a truly effective world government,
with a population not only interested in the problem but recently
experienced in working together—and with the grim incentive we
had, Alvarez, the problem, as you know, was solved.

We developed artificial radioactives and refueled the revitalizers.
We developed atomic fuels out of the artificial radioactives and we
got space travel. We did it comparatively fast, and we weren't in-
terested in a ship that just went to the moon or Mars. We wanted a
star ship. And we wanted it so bad, so fast, that we have 1t now too.

Here we are. Explain the situation to them, Alvarez, just the way
I told it to you, but with all the knee-bending and gobbledegook
that a transplanted Brazilian with twelve years oriental trading ex-
perience can put into it. You're the man to do it—I can'’t talk like
that. It’s the only language those decadent slugs understand, so it’s
the only way we can talk to them. So talk to them, these slimy
snails, these oysters on the quarter shell, these smart-alecky slugs.
Don’t forget to mention to them that the supply of radioactives
they got from us won't last forever. Get that down in fine detail.

Then stress the fact that we've got artificial radioactives, and that
they've got some things we know we want and lots of other things
we mean to find out about.

Tell them, Alvarez, that we've come to collect tolls on that
Brooklyn Bridge they sold us.
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A native of New York City, Robert Sheckley was in many respects the
“typical” Galaxy writer, at least during the 1950s. He suffered, however,
from the diseases of prolificity. His cleverly crafted, witty stories appeared
so frequently (and not just in Galaxy and not just under the Sheckley
by-line) that critics did not take him as seriously as they should have and
now do. Although his career entered a major second phase in the late
1960s, longtime Galaxy readers remember those wonderful '5os stories:
“Warm” (June 1953), “Hunting Problem” (September 1955), “Seventh
Victim” (April 1953), “Something for Nothing” (June 1954), “Specialist”
(May 1953), “A Ticket to Tranai” (October 1955), and the very popular
AAA Ace Series that began with “Milk Run” (September 1954). There
were two dozen more almost as good, and it was only fitting that when
his career rose again in the next decade, it would be in the pages of
Galaxy.

“Cost of Living” is both representative of fifties Sheckley and one of
his best stories, dealing with a subject that has always fascinated him—
the real, the unreal, and the maybe-real.

Memoir of Galaxy Magazine
by Robert Sheckley

My relationship with Galaxy began in the early 1g50s, shortly after
I began my career as a science-fiction writer. Horace Gold welcomed
me into his circle, or “stable,” as unfriendly critics sometimes called
it. Horace held a weekly poker game on Friday nights, and I was
usually in attendance, along with such regulars as William Tenn/

Phil Klass, Jerry Bixby, Fred Pohl, A. J. Budrys, and, from time
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to time, John Cage. Cage smiled a lot, never said a word, and was
a steady winner, then as now. Historians interested in the relation-
ship of poker to Galaxy science fiction of the 1950s should know
that our favorite game was seven card high-low, although we also
played six card high-low and even five card high-low with a tiddle.

Galaxy was a pioneer in exploring the dramatic and comedic pos-
sibilities of the “soft” sciences—psychology, sociology, anthro-
pology, and guesswork—and was a godsend for those of us who
couldn’t understand physics, mathematics, or numerology. Also,
Galaxy was my main short-story market in those days. Horace’s 1n-
satiable need for short fiction was in great measure responsible for
my large output in those years. It was exciting to have Horace call
me up on a Monday and ask for a four-thousand-word story by
Thursday “to fill a hole in the issue.” This was probably a ploy,
but it never failed to get me out of the coffee shops and behind a
typewriter.

After a few years of high output, I caught the dreaded disease of
Writer’s Block. Horace knew all about that. He had it himself. All
of the Galaxy writers were blocked. Our theme song should have
been “I Can’t Get Started.” Horace cajoled and coaxed us, gave us
ideas, situations, plots, invented imaginary deadlines, harangued
us for hours on the telephone. It helped, but it didn’t cure the
disease. It seems to be the natural perversity of the short-story
writer that the more acceptable his or her work is, the more difficult
he or she finds it to do. Of course, it’s also difficult to work if your
work is not acceptable. Present-day technology has solved this
problem by wiring a Ouija board into a computer. But 1t was no
joke in the old days when we had to use basket-shift typewriters.

My most exciting time with Galaxy was writing and publishing
the four-part serial “Time Killer,” brought out later in book form
as Immortdlity, Inc. One of my life goals had been to do a four-part
serial. (Other cherished goals proved impossible: Weird Tales
stopped publication before I could sell them a story of eldritch
horror, and Famous Fantastic Mysteries vanished before 1 could do
my imitation A. Merritt.)

The writing of “Time Killer” didn’t come easily. I started work-
ing on it in Acapulco, typing on tortillas since I was too poor to
afford paper. Perhaps that’s why it was proclaimed The Most Edible
Science Fiction Novel of the Year, although some reviewers thought
my guacamole was in poor taste. Horace and I shared the Nobel
Prize that year, and our subsequent history as members of the
Ferrari racing team is too well known to repeat here.
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At Horace Gold’s request I also wrote under various pseudonyms
in those early golden years. In fact, you may find several of my
pseudonyms in this book writing about their experiences as Galaxy
writers. Gold always encouraged my natural schizophrenia in his
unending search for stories to fit in between the truss ads.

Those early years at Galaxy were an exciting time to be alive.
Everybody I knew felt that way; nobody wanted to be dead.

In the dusty halls of my memory I see it all once again—the poker
table with its green baize cloth, Horace Gold raising, Fred Pohl
checking, John Cage smiling, Phil Klass fumpfing, and yours truly
folding.

COST OF LIVING

Carrin decided that he could trace his present mood to Miller’s
suicide last week. But the knowledge didn’t help him get rid of
the vague, formless fears in the back of his mind. It was foolish.
Miller’s suicide didn’t concern him.

But why had that fat, jovial man killed himself? Miller had had
everything to live for—wife, kids, good job, and all the marvelous
luxuries of the age. Why had he done it?

“Good morning, dear,” Carrin’s wife said as he sat down at the
breakfast table.

“Morning, honey. Morning, Billy.”

His son grunted something.

You just couldn’t tell about people, Carrin decided, and dialed
his breakfast. The meal was gracefully prepared and served by the
new Avignon Electric Auto-cook.

His mood persisted, annoyingly enough since Carrin wanted to
be in top form this morning. It was his day off, and the Avignon
Electric finance man was coming. This was an important day.

He walked to the door with his son.

“Have a good day, Billy.”

His son nodded, shifted his books, and started to school without
answering. Carrin wondered if something was bothering him, too.
He hoped not. One worrier in the family was plenty.

“See you later, honey.” He kissed his wife as she left to go
shopping.

At any rate, he thought, watching her go down the walk, she’s
happy. He wondered how much she’d spend at the A. E. store.
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Checking his watch, he found that he had half an hour before
the A. E. finance man was due. The best way to get rid of a bad
mood was to drown it, he told himself, and headed for the shower.

The shower room was a glittering plastic wonder, and the sheer
luxury of it eased Carrin’s mind. He threw his clothes into the A. E.
automatic Kleen-presser, and adjusted the shower spray to a notch
above “brisk.” The five-degrees-above-skin-temperature water beat
against his thin white body. Delightful! And then a relaxing rub-
dry in the A. E. Auto-towel.

Wonderful, he thought, as the towel stretched and kneaded his
stringy muscles. And it should be wonderful, he reminded himself.
The A. E. Auto-towel with shaving attachments had cost three
hundred and thirteen dollars, plus tax.

But worth every penny of it, he decided, as the A. E. shaver came
out of a corner and whisked off his rudimentary stubble. After all,
what good was life if you couldn’t enjoy the luxuries?

His skin tingled when he switched off the Auto-towel. He should
have been feeling wonderful, but he wasn’t. Miller’s suicide kept
nagging at his mind, destroying the peace of his day off.

Was there anything else bothering him? Certainly there was
nothing wrong with the house. His papers were in order for the
finance man.

“Have I forgotten something?”” he asked out loud.

“The Avignon Electric finance man will be here in fifteen min-
utes,” his A. E. bathroom Wall-reminder whispered.

“I know that. Is there anything else?”

The Wall-reminder reeled off its memorized data—a vast amount
of minutiae about watering the lawn, having the Jet-lash checked,
buying lamb chops for Monday, and the like. Things he still hadn’t
found time for.

“All right, that’s enough.” He allowed the A. E. Autodresser to
dress him, skillfully draping a new selection of fabrics over his
bony frame. A whiff of fashionable masculine perfume finished him
and he went into the living room, threading his way between the
appliances that lined the walls.

A quick inspection of the dials on the wall assured him that the
house was in order. The breakfast dishes had been sanitized and
stacked, the house had been cleaned, dusted, polished, his wife’s
garments had been hung up, his son’s model rocket ships had been
put back in the closet.
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Stop worrying, you hypochondriac, he told himself angrily.

The door announced, “Mr. Pathis from Avignon Finance is
here.”

Carrin started to tell the door to open, when he noticed the
Automatic Bartender.

Good God, why hadn’t he thought of it!

The Automatic Bartender was manufactured by Castile Motors.
He had bought it in a weak moment. A. E. wouldn’t think very
highly of that, since they sold their own brand.

He wheeled the bartender into the kitchen, and told the door
to open.

“A very good day to you, sir,” Mr. Pathis said.

Pathis was a tall, imposing man, dressed in a conservative tweed
drape. His eyes had the crinkled corners of a man who laughs fre-
quently. He beamed broadly and shook Carrin’s hand, looking
around the crowded living room.

“A beautiful place you have here, sir. Beautiful! As a matter of
fact, I don’t think I'll be overstepping the company’s code to in-
form you that yours is the nicest interior in this section.”

Carrin felt a sudden glow of pride at that, thinking of the rows
of identical houses, on his block and the next, and the one after
that.

“Now, then, is everything functioning properly?” Mr. Pathis
asked, setting his briefcase on a chair. “Everything in order?”

“Oh, yes,” Carrin said enthusiastically. “Avignon Electric never
goes out of whack.”

“The phono all right? Changes records for the full seventeen
hours?”

“It certainly does,” Carrin said. He hadn’t had a chance to try
out the phono, but it was a beautiful piece of furniture.

“The Solido-projector all right? Enjoying the programs?”

“Absolutely perfect reception.” He had watched a program just
last month, and it had been startlingly lifelike.

“How about the kitchen? Auto-cook in order? Recipemaster
still knocking em out?”

“Marvelous stuff. Simply marvelous.”

Mr. Pathis went on to inquire about his refrigerator, his vacuum
cleaner, his car, his helicopter, his subterranean swimming pool,
and the hundreds of other items Carrin had bought from Avignon
Electric.
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“Everything is swell,” Carrin said, a trifle untruthfully since he
hadn’t unpacked every item yet. “Just wonderful.”

“I'm so glad,” Mr. Pathis said, leaning back with a sigh of relief.
“You have no idea how hard we try to satisfy our customers. If a
product isn’t right, back it comes, no questions asked. We believe
in pleasing our customers.”

“I certainly appreciate it, Mr. Pathis.”

Carrin hoped the A. E. man wouldn’t ask to see the kitchen. He
visualized the Castile Motors Bartender in there, like a porcupine
in a dog show.

“I'm proud to say that most of the people in this neighborhood
buy from us,” Mr. Pathis was saying. “We're a solid firm.”

“Was Mr. Miller a customer of yours?” Carrin asked.

“That fellow who killed himself?” Pathis frowned briefly. “He
was, as a matter of fact. That amazed me, sir, absolutely amazed
me. Why, just last month the fellow bought a brand-new Jet-lash
from me, capable of doing three hundred and fifty miles an hour
on a straight-away. He was as happy as a kid over it, and then to go
and do a thing like that! Of course, the Jet-lash brought up his
debt a little.”

“Of course.”

“But what did that matter? He had every luxury in the world.
And then he went and hung himself.”

“Hung himself?”

“Yes,” Pathis said, the frown coming back. “Every modern con-
venience in his house, and he hung himself with a piece of rope.
Probably unbalanced for a long time.”

The frown slid off his face, and the customary smile replaced it.
“But enough of that! Let’s talk about you.”

The smile widened as Pathis opened his briefcase. “Now, then,
your account. You owe us two hundred and three thousand dol-
lars and twenty-nine cents, Mr. Carrin, as of your last purchase.
Right?”

“Right,” Carrin said, remembering the amount from his own
papers. “Here’s my installment.”

He handed Pathis an envelope, which the man checked and put
in his pocket.

“Fine. Now you know, Mr. Carrin, that you won't live long
enough to pay us the full two hundred thousand, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t suppose I will,” Carrin said soberly.

He was only thirty-nine, with a full hundred years of life before
him, thanks to the marvels of medical science. But at a salary of
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three thousand a year, he still couldn’t pay it all oftf and have
enough to support a family on at the same time.

“Of course, we would not want to deprive you of necessities. To
say nothing of the terrific items that are coming out next year.
Things you wouldn’t want to miss, sir!”

Mr. Carrin nodded. Certainly he wanted new items.

“Well, suppose we make the customary arrangement. If you will
just sign over your son’s earnings for the first thirty years of his
adult life, we can easily arrange credit for you.”

Mr. Pathis whipped the papers out of his briefcase and spread
them in front of Carrin.

“If you’ll just sign here, sir.”

“Well,” Carrin said, “I'm not sure. I'd like to give the boy a
start in life, not saddle him with—"

“But my dear sir,” Pathis interposed, “this is for your son as well.
He lives here, doesn’t he? He has a right to enjoy the luxuries, the
marvels of science.”

“Sure,” Carrin said. “Only—"

“Why, sir, today the average man is living like a king. A hundred
years ago the richest man in the world couldn’t buy what any ordi-
nary citizen possesses at present. You mustn’t look upon it as a
debt. It’s an investment.”

“That’s true,” Carrin said dubiously.

He thought about his son and his rocket-ship models, his star
charts, his maps. Would it be right? he asked himself.

“What’s wrong?” Pathis asked cheerfully.

“Well, T was just wondering,” Carrin said. “Signing over my
son’s earnings—you don’t think I'm getting in a little too deep,
do you?”

“Too deep? My dear sir!” Pathis exploded into laughter. “Do
you know Mellon down the block? Well, don’t say I said it, but
he’s already mortgaged his grandchildren’s salary for their full life-
expectancy! And he doesn’t have half the goods he’s made up his
mind to own! We'll work out something for him. Service to the
customer is our job and we know it well.”

Carrin wavered visibly.

“And after you're gone, sir, they’ll all belong to your son.”

That was true, Carrin thought. His son would have all the
marvelous things that filled the house. And after all, it was only
thirty years out of a life of expectancy of a hundred and ffty.

He signed with a flourish.
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“Excellent!” Pathis said. “And by the way, has your home got
an A. E. Master-operator?”

It hadn’t. Pathis explained that a Master-operator was new this
year, a stupendous advance in scientific engineering. It was designed
to take over all the functions of housecleaning and cooking, with-
out its owner having to lift a finger.

“Instead of running around all day, pushing half a dozen dif-
ferent buttons, with the Master-operator all you have to do is push
one! A remarkable achievement!”

Since it was only five hundred and thirty-five dollars, Carrin
signed for one, having it added to his son’s debt.

Right’s right, he thought, walking Pathis to the door. This house
will be Billy’s some day. His and his wife’s. They certainly will want
everything up-to-date.

Just one button, he thought. That would be a time-saver!

After Pathis left, Carrin sat back in an adjustable chair and
turned on the solido. After twisting the Ezi-dial, he discovered that
there was nothing he wanted to see. He tilted back the chair and
took a nap.

The something on his mind was still bothering him.

“Hello, darling!” He awoke to find his wife was home. She kissed
him on the ear. “Look.”

She had bought an”A. E. Sexitizer-negligee. He was pleasantly
surprised that that was all she had bought. Usually, Leela returned
from shopping laden down.

“It’s lovely,” he said.

She bent over for a kiss, then giggled—a habit he knew she had
picked up from the latest popular solido star. He wished she hadn'’t.

“Going to dial supper,” she said, and went to the kitchen. Car-
rin smiled, thinking that soon she would be able to dial the meals
without moving out of the living room. He settled back in his chair,
and his son walked in.

“How’s it going, son?” he asked heartily.

“All right,” Billy answered listlessly.

“What’sa matter, son?” The boy stared at his feet, not answer-
ing. “Come on, tell dad what’s the trouble.”

Billy sat down on a packing case and put his chin in his hands.
He looked thoughtfully at his father.

“Dad, could I be a master repairman if I wanted to be?”
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Mr. Carrin smiled at the question. Billy alternated between want-
ing to be a master repairman and a rocket pilot. The repairmen
were the elite. It was their job to fix the automatic repair machines.
The repair machines could fix just about anything, but you couldn’t
have a machine fix the machine that fixed the machine. That was
where the master repairmen came in.

But it was a highly competitive field and only a very few of the
best brains were able to get their degrees. And, although the boy
was bright, he didn’t seem to have an engineering bent.

“It’s possible, son. Anything is possible.”

“But is it possible for me?”

“I don’t know,” Carrin answered, as honestly as he could.

“Well, I don’t want to be a master repairman anyway,” the boy
said, seeing that the answer was no. “I want to be a space pilot.”

“A space pilot, Billy?”” Leela asked, coming into the room. “But
there aren’t any.”

“Yes, there are,” Billy argued. “We were told in school that the
government is going to send some men to Mars.”

“They’ve been saying that for a hundred years,” Carrin said, “and
they still haven’t gotten around to doing it.”’

“They will this time.”

“Why would you want to go to Mars?” Leela asked, winking at
Carrin. “There are no pretty girls on Mars.”

“I'm not interested in girls. I just want to go to Mars.”

“You wouldn’t like it, honey,” Leela said. “It’s a nasty old place
with no air.”

“It’s got some air. I'd like to go there,” the boy insisted sullenly.
“I don’t like it here.”

“What’s that?” Carrin asked, sitting up straight. “Is there any-
thing you haven’t got? Anything you want?”

“No, sir. I've got everything I want.” Whenever his son called
him “sir,” Carrin knew that something was wrong.

“Look, son, when I was your age I wanted to go to Mars, too. 1
wanted to do romantic things. [ even wanted to be a master
repairman.”

“Then why didn’t you?”

“Well, I grew up. I realized that there were more important
things. First I had to pay oft the debt my father had left me, and
then I met your mother—"

Leela giggled.

“—and I wanted a home of my own. It'll be the same with you.
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You'll pay off your debt and get married, the same as the rest of us.”
Billy was silent for a while. Then he brushed his dark hair—
straight, like his father's—back from his forehead and wet his lips.

“How come I have debts, sir?”

Carrin explained carefully. About the things a family needed
for civilized living, and the cost of those items. How they had to
be paid” How it was customary for a son to take on a part of his
parents’ debt, when he came of age.

Billy’s silence annoyed him. It was almost as if the boy were re-
proaching him. After he had slaved for years to give the ungrateful
whelp every luxury!

“Son,” he said harshly, “have you studied history in school?
Good. Then you know how it was in the past. Wars. How would
you like to get blown up in a war?”

The boy didn’t answer.

“Or how would you like to break your back for eight hours a day,
doing work a machine should handle? Or be hungry all the time?
Or cold, with the rain beating down on you, and no place to sleep?”

He paused for a response, got none, and went on. “You live 1n
the most fortunate age mankind has ever known. You are sur-
rounded by every wonder of art and science. The finest music, the
greatest books and art, all at your fingertips. All you have to do
is push a button.” He shifted to a kindlier tone. “Well, what are
you thinking?”

“T was just wondering how I could go to Mars,” the boy said.
“With the debt, I mean. I don’t suppose I could get away from
that.”

“Of course not.”

“Unless I stowed away on a rocket.”

“But you wouldn’t do that.”

“No, of course not,” the boy said, but his tone lacked conviction.

“You'll stay here and marry a very nice girl,” Leela told him.

“Sure T will,” Billy said. “Sure.” He grinned suddenly. “I didn’t
mean any of that stuff about going to Mars. I really didn’t.”

“I'm glad of that,” Leela answered.

“Just forget I mentioned it,” Billy said, smiling stiffly. He stood
up and raced upstairs.

“Probably gone to play with his rockets,” Leela said. “He’s such
a little devil.”

The Carrins ate a quiet supper, and then it was time for Mr.
Carrin to go to work. He was on night shift this month. He kissed
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his wife good-bye, climbed into Jet-lash, and roared to the factory.
The automatic gates recognized him and opened. He parked and
walked 1n.

Automatic lathes, automatic presses—everything was automatic.
The factory was huge and bright, and the machines hummed softly
to themselves, doing their job and doing it well.

Carrin walked to the end of the automatic washing-machine as-
sembly line, to relieve the man there.

“Everything all right?” he asked.

“Sure,” the man said. “Haven’t had a bad one all year. These
new models here have built-in voices. They don’t light up like the
old ones.”

Carrin sat down where the man had sat and waited for the first
washing machine to come through. His job was the soul of sim-
plicity. He just sat there and the machines went by him. He pressed
a button on them and found out if they were all right. They always
were. After passing him, the washing machines went to the packag-
Ing section.

The first one slid by on the long slide of rollers He pressed the
starting button on the side.

“Ready for the wash,” the washing machine said.

Carrin pressed the release and let it go by.

That boy of his, Carrin thought. Would he grow up and face
his responsibilities? Would he mature and take his place in society?
Carrin doubted it. The boy was a born rebel. If anyone got to Mars,
it would be his kid.

But the thought didn’t especially disturb him.

“Ready for the wash.” Another machine went by.

Carrin remembered something about Miller. The jovial man had
always been talking about the planets, always kidding about going
off somewhere and roughing it. He hadn’t, though. He had com-
mitted suicide.

“Ready for the wash.”

Carrin had eight hours in front of him, and he loosened his belt
to prepare for it. Eight hours of pushing buttons and listening to
a machine announce its readiness.

“Ready for the wash.”

He pressed the release.

“Ready for the wash.”

Carrin’s mind strayed from the job, which didn’t need much at-
tention in any case. He realized now what had been bothering him.

He didn’t enjoy pushing buttons.
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William Morrison (the pseudonym of Joseph Samachson) is, along with
Mark Clifton, F. L. Wallace, Robert Abernathy, and others, one of the
most shamefully neglected writers in the history of science fiction. Al-
though his two novels (one a juvenile) are minor, his more than fifty
stories in the sf field were frequently brilliant and always interesting.

Three of his best Galaxy efforts were “A Feast of Demons” (March
1058), “Bedside Manner” (May 1954), and “Dead Man’s Planet” (Febru-
ary 1955). We're not sure whether the cake in the following story was
ever entered in the Pillsbury Bake-Off.

Memoir by William Morrison

When Horace L. Gold became editor of Galaxy more than a
quarter of a century ago, he gave new vigor to a growing trend in
science fiction—the creation of characters, human and alien, with
4 fair share of human nature. Monsters were supposed to have
plausible characters, too.

But Horace, the writers, who were finding that sf was an honor-
able form of literature, and the readers, whose tastes were becoming
increasingly sophisticated, were not satisfied. And thus were the
naive bug-eyed monsters of more innocent days routed by men and
monsters whose attributes and understanding were discussed 1n
terms associated, during those years, with psychoanalysis.

Horace was, of course, too good an editor to fall easy victim to
extremist notions he encountered in the manuscripts that passed
across his desk. Despite his own interest mn psychoanalysis, 1t was
the story that mattered.
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As a professional scientist, I was fascinated and frequently dis-
turbed by the implications of the work going on in the burgeoning
field of human and animal behavior modification, which Pavlov
had begun in the early years of our century. And so it seemed quite
natural to me to extend that interest in the subject to an extra-
terrestrial being, and how it was affected by its enforced, painfully
imposed modified behavior.

The situation had elements of pathos, as well as comedy, as the
monster related to humans beings, whose behavior had not been
modified. “The Model of a Judge” was the result. It pleased both
Horace and me.

THE MODEL OF A JUDGE

Ronar was reformed, if that was the right word, but he could see
that they didn’t trust him. Uneasiness spoke in their awkward
hurried motions when they came near him; fear looked out of their
eyes. He had to reassure himself that all this would pass. In time
they’d learn to regard him as one of themselves and cease to recall
what he had once been. For the time being, however, they still re-
membered. And so did he.

Mrs. Claymore, of the presiding committee, was babbling, “Oh,
Mrs. Silver, it’s so good of you to come. Have you entered the
contest?”

“Not really,” said Mrs. Silver with a modest laugh. “Of course
I don’t expect to win against so many fine women who are taking
part. But I just thought I'd enter to—to keep things interesting.”

“That was very kind of you. But don’t talk about not winning. I
still remember some of the dishes you served for dinner at your
home that time George and I paid you a visit. Mmmm-—they were
really delicious.”

Mrs. Silver uttered another little laugh. “Just ordinary recipes.
I’'m so glad you liked them, though.”

“I certainly did. And I'm sure the judge will like your cake, too.”

“The judge? Don’t you usually have a committee?”

He could hear every word. They had no idea how sharp his sense
of hearing was, and he had no desire to disconcert them further by
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letting them know. He could hear every conversation taking place
in ordinary tones in the large reception room. When he concen-
trated he could make out the whispers. At this point he had to con-
centrate, for Mrs. Claymore leaned over and breathed into her
friend’s attentive ear.

“My dear, haven’t you heard? We've had such trouble with that
committee—there were such charges of favoritism! It was really
awful.”

“Really? But how did you find a judge, then?”

“Don’t look now—no, I'll tell you what to do. Pretend I said
something funny, and throw your head back and laugh. Take a
quick glance at him while you do. He’s sitting up there alone, on
the platform.”

Mrs. Silver laughed gracefully as directed, and her eyes swept
the platform. She became so excited, she almost forgot to whisper.

“Why, he's—"

“Shhh. Lower your voice, my dear.”

“Why—he isn’t human!”

“He’s supposed to be—now. But, of course, that's a matter of
opinion!”

“But who on Earth thought of making him judge?”

“No one on Earth. Professor Halder, who lives over on that big
asteroid the other side of yours, heard of the troubles we had, and
came up with the suggestion. At first it seemed absurd—"

“It certainly seems absurd to me!” agreed Mrs. Silver.

“It was the only thing we could do. There was no one else we
could trust.”

“But what does he know about cakes?”

“My dear, he has the most exquisite sense of taste!”

“T still don’t understand.”

“It’s superhuman. Before we adopted Professor Halder's sug:
gestion, we gave him a few tests. The results simply left us gasping.
We could mix all sorts of spices—the most delicate, most exotic
herbs from Venus or Mars, and the strongest, coarsest flavors from
Earth or one of the plant-growing asteroids—and he could tell us
everything we had added, and exactly how much.”

“T find that hard to believe, Matilda.”

“Isn’t it? It’s honestly incredible. If I hadn’t seen him do 1t my-
self, I wouldn’t have believed 1t.”

“But he doesn’t have human preferences. Wasn’t he—wasn'’t
he-—__77
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“Carnivorous? Oh, yes. They say he was the most vicious creature
imaginable. Let an animal come within a mile of him, and he’d
scent it and be after it in a flash. He and the others of his kind made
the moon he came from uninhabitable for any other kind of intel-
ligent life. Come to think of it, it may have been the very moon
we're on now!”

“Really?”

“Either this, or some other moon of Saturn’s. We had to do
something about it. We didn’t want to kill them off, naturally;
that would have been the easiest way, but so uncivilized! Finally,
our scientists came up with the suggestion for psychological retorm-
ing. Professor Halder told us how difficult it all was, but it seems
to have worked. In his case, at least.”

Mrs. Silver stole another glance. “Did it? I don’t notice any
one going near him.”

“Oh, we don’t like to tempt fate, Clara. But if there were really
any danger, 'm sure the psychologists would never have let him out
of their clutches.”

“I hope not. But psychologists take the most reckless risks some-
times—with other people’s lives!” ‘

“Well, there’s one psychologist who's risking his own life—and
his own wife, too. You know Dr. Cabanis, don’t you?”

“Only by sight. Isn’t his wife that stuck-up thing?”

“That’s the one. Dr. Cabanis is the man who had actual charge
of reforming him. And he’s going to be here. His wife is entering
a cake.”

“Don’t tell me that she really expects to win!”

“She bakes well, my dear. Let’s give the she-devil her due. How
on Earth an intelligent man like Dr. Cabanis can stand her, I don’t
know, but, after all, he’s the psychologist, not I, and he could
probably explain it better than I could.”

Ronar disengaged his attention.

So Dr. Cabanis was here. He looked around, but the psychologist
was not in sight. He would probably arrive later.

The thought stirred a strange mixture of emotions. Some of the
most painful moments of his life were associated with the presence
of Dr. Cabanis. His early life, the life of a predatory carnivore, had
been an unthinkingly happy one. He supposed that he could call
his present life a happy one too, if you weren’t overly particular how
you defined the term. But that period in between!
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That had been, to say the least, painful. Those long sessions with
Dr. Cabanis had stirred him to the depths of a soul he hadn’t
known he possessed. The electric shocks and the druggings he
hadn’t minded so much. But the gradual reshaping of his entire
psyche, the period of basic instruction, in which he had been taught
to hate his old life so greatly that he could no longer go back to it
even if the way were open, and the conditioning for a new and use-
ful life with human beings—that was torture of the purest kind.

If he had known what was ahead of him, he wouldn’t have gone
through it all. He’d have fought until he dropped, as so many of the
others like him did. Still, now that it was over, he supposed that
the results were worth the pain. He had a position that was more
important than it seemed at first glance. He exercised control over
a good part of the food supply intended for the outer planets, and
his word was trusted implicitly. Let him condemn an intended ship-
ment, and cancellation followed automatically, without the formal-
ity of confirmation by laboratory tests. He was greatly admired.
And feared.

They had other feelings about him too. He overheard one whisper
that surprised him. “My dear, I think he’s really handsome.”

“But, Charlotte, how can you say that about someone who isn’t
even human!”

“He looks more human than many human beings do. And his
clothes fit him beautifully. I wonder—does he have a tail?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Oh.” There was disappointment in the sound. “He looks like
a pirate.”

“He was a kind of wolf, they tell me. You'd never guess, to see
him, that he ran on all fours, would you?”

“Of course not. He’s so straight and dignified.”

“It just shows you what psychology can do.”

“Psychology, and a series of operations, dear ladies,” he thought
sarcastically. “Without them I wouldn’t be able to stand so nice
and straight with the help of all the psychologists in this pretty
little solar system of ours.”

From behind a potted Martian nut-cactus came two low voices—
not whispers this time. And there was several octaves’ difference
in pitch between them. One male, one female.

The man said, “Don’t be worried, sweetheart. T'll match your
cooking and baking against anybody’s.”

There was a curious sound, between a click and a hiss. What
human beings called a kiss, he thought. Between the sexes, usually
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an indication of affection or passion. Sometimes, especially within
the ranks of the female sex, a formality beyond which warfare could
be waged.

The girl said tremulously, “But these women have so much ex-
perience. They’ve cooked and baked for years.”

“Haven’t you, for your own family?”

“Yes, but that isn’t the same thing. I had to learn from a cook-
book. And I had no one with experience to stand over me and
teach me.”

“You've learned faster that way than you’d have done with some
of these old hens standing at your elbow and giving you directions.
You cook too well. I'll be fat in no time.”

“Your mother doesn’t think so. And your brother said something
about a bride’s biscuits—"

“The older the joke, the better Charles likes it. Don’t let 1t worry
you.” He kissed her again. “Have confidence in yourself, dear.
You're going to win.”

“Oh, Gregory, it’s awfully nice of you to say so, but really I feel
so unsure of myself.” X

“If only the judge were human and took a look at you, nobody
else would stand a chance. Have I told you within the last five
minutes that you're beautiful?”

Ronar disengaged his attention again. He found human love-
making as repulsive as most human food.

He picked up a few more whispers. And then Dr. Cabanis
came 1n.

The good doctor looked around, smiled, greeted several ladies of
his acquaintance as if he were witnessing a private striptease of their
souls, and then came directly up to the platform. “How are you,
Ronar?”

“Fine, doctor. Are you here to keep an eye on me?”

“I hardly think that’s necessary. I have an interest in the results
of the judging. My wife has baked a cake.”

“I had no idea that cake baking was so popular a human avoca-
tion.”

“Anything that requires skill 1s sure to become popular among us.
By the way, Ronar, I hope you don’t feel hurt.”

“Hurt, doctor? What do you mean?”

“Come now, you understand me well enough. These people still
don’t trust you. I can tell by the way they keep their distance.”

“I can take human frailty into account. Frailty, and lack of op-
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portunity. These men and women haven’t had the opportunity for
extensive psychological treatment that I've had. I don’t expect too
much of them.”

“You've scored a point there, Ronar.”

“Isn’t there something that can be done for them, doctor? Some
treatment that it would be legal to give them?”

“It would have to be voluntary. You see, Ronar, you were con-
sidered only an animal, and treatment was necessary to save your
life. But these people are supposed to have rights. One of their
rights is to be left alone with their infirmities. Besides, none of
them are seriously ill. They hurt no one.”

For a second Ronar had a human temptation. It was on the tip
of his tongue to say, “Your wife too, doctor? People wonder how
you stand her.” But he resisted it. He had resisted more serious
temptations.

A gong sounded gently but pervasively. Dr. Cabanis said, “I
hope you have no resentment against me at this stage of the game,
Ronar. I'd hate to have my wife lose the prize because the judge
was prejudiced.”

“Have no fear, doctor. I take professional pride in my work. I
will choose only the best.”

“Of course, the fact that the cakes are numbered and not signed
with the names of their creators will make things simpler.”

“That would matter with human judges. It does not affect
me.”

Another gong sounded, more loudly this time. Gradually the
conversation stopped. A man 1n a full dress suit, with yellow stripes
down the sides of his shorts and tails hanging both front and rear,
climbed up on the platform. His eyes shone with a greeting so
warm that the fear was almost completely hidden. “How are you,
Ronar? Glad to see you.”

“I'm fine, senator. And you?”

“Couldn’t be better. Have a cigar.”

“No, thank you. I don’t smoke.”

“That’s right, you don’t. Besides, I'd be wasting the cigar. You
don’t vote!” He laughed heartily.

“I understand that they’re passing a special law to let—people—
like me vote at the next election.”

“I’'m for it, Ronar, I'm for it. You can count on me.”

The chairman came up on the platform, a stout and dignified
woman who smiled at both Ronar and the senator, and shook hands
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with both without showing signs of distaste for either. The assem-
bled competitors and spectators took seats.

The chairman cleared her throat. “Ladies and gentlemen, let us
open this meeting by singing the ‘Hymn of All Planets.””

They all rose, Ronar with them. His voice wasn’t too well adapted
to singing, but neither, it seemed, were most of the human voices.
And, at least, he knew all the words.

The chairman proceeded to greet the gathering formally, in the
name of the presiding committee.

Then she introduced Senator Whitten. She referred archly to
the fact that the senator had long since reached the age of indiscre-
tion and had so far escaped marriage. He was an enemy of the
female sex, but they’d let him speak to them anyway.

Senator Whitten just as archly took up the challenge. He had
escaped more by good luck—if you could call it good—than by
good management. But he was sure that if he had ever had the
fortune to encounter some of the beautiful ladies here this fine day,
and to taste the products of their splendid cooking and baking, he
would have been a lost man. He would long since have committed
polygamy. "

Senator Whitten then launched into a paean of praise for the
ancient art of preparing food.

Ronar’s attention wandered. So did that of a good part of the
audience. His ears picked up another conversation, this time whis-
pered between a man and a woman in the front row.

The man said, “I should have put your name on it, instead of
mine.”

“That would have been silly. All my friends know that I can’t
bake. And it would look so strange if I won.”

“It'1l look stranger if I win. I can imagine what the boys in the
shop will say.”

“Oh, the boys in the shop are stupid. What’s so unmanly in being
able to cook and bake?”

“I’'m not anxious for the news to get around.”

“Some of the best chefs have been men.”

“I'm not a chef.”

“Stop worrying.” There was exasperation in the force of her
whisper. “You won’t win anyway.”

“I don’t know. Sheila—"

“What?”

“If T win, will you explain to everybody how manly I really am?
Will you be my character witness?”



The Model of a Judge 73

She repressed a giggle.

“If you won’t help me, I'll have to go around giving proof my-
self.”

“Shhh, someone will hear you.”

Senator Whitten went on and on.

Ronar thought back to the time when he had wandered over the
surface of this, his native satellite. He no longer had the old desires,
the old appetites. Only the faintest of ghosts still persisted, ghosts
with no power to do harm. But he could remember the old feeling
of pleasure, the delight of sinking his teeth into an animal he had
brought down himself, the savage joy of gulping the tasty flesh.
He didn’t eat raw meat any more; he didn’t eat meat at all. He
had been conditioned against it. He was now half vegetarian, half
synthetarian. His meals were nourishing, healthful, and a part of
his life he would rather not think about.

He took no real pleasure in the tasting of the cakes and other
delicacies that born human beings favored. His sense of taste had
remained keen only to the advantage of others. To himself it was
a tantalizing mockery.

Senator Whitten’s voice came to a sudden stop. There was ap-
plause. The senator sat down; the chairman stood up. The time for
the judging had arrived.

They set out the cakes—more than a hundred of them, topped
by icings of all colors and all flavors. The chairman introduced
Ronar and lauded both his impartiality and the keenness of his
sense of taste.

They had a judging card ready. Slowly Ronar began to go down
the line.

They might just as well have signed each cake with its maker’s
name. As he lifted a portion of each to his mouth, he could hear the
quick intake of breath from the woman who had baked it, could
catch the whispered warning from her companion. There were few
secrets they could keep from him.

At first they all watched intently. When he had reached the fifth
cake, however, a hand went up in the audience. “Madam chair-
man!”’

“Please, ladies, let us not interrupt the judging.”

“But I don’t think the judging is right. Mr. Ronar tastes hardly
more than a crumb of each!”

“A minimum of three crumbs,” Ronar corrected her. “One from
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the body of the cake, one from the icing, and an additional crumb
from each filling between layers.”

“But you can’t judge a cake that way! You have to eat it, take
a whole mouthful—"

“Please, madam, permit me to explain. A crumb is all I need.
I can analyze the contents of the cake sufficiently well from that.
Let me take, for instance, cake Number 4, made from an excellent
recipe, well baked. Martian granis flour, goover eggs, tingan-
flavored salt, a trace of Venusian orange spice, synthetic shortening
of the best quality. The icing is excellent, made with rare dipentose
sugars which give it a delightful flavor. Unfortunately, however, the
cake will not win first prize.”

An anguished cry rose from the audience. “Why?”

“Through no fault of your own, dear lady. The purberries used
in making the filling were not freshly picked. They have the char-
acteristic flavor of refrigeration.”

“The manager of the store swore to me that they were fresh! Oh,
'l kill him, I'll murder him—"

She broke down 1n a flood of tears. .

Ronar said to the lady who had protested, “I trust, madam, that
you will now have slightly greater confidence in my judgment.”

She blushed and subsided.

Ronar went on with the testing. Ninety percent of the cakes he
was able to discard at once, from some fault in the raw materials
used or in the method of baking. Eleven cakes survived the first
elimination contest.

He went over them again, more slowly this time. When he had
completed the second round of tests, only three were left. Number
17 belonged to Mrs. Cabanis. Number 43 had been made by the
man who had argued with his wife. Number 64 was the product of
the young bride, whom he had still not seen.

Ronar paused. “My sense of taste is somewhat fatigued. I shall
have to ask for a short recess before proceeding further.”

There was a sigh from the audience. The tension was not re-
leased, it was merely relaxed for a short interval.

Ronar said to the chairman, “I should like a few moments of
fresh air. That will restore me. Do you mind?”

“Of course not, Mr. Ronar.”

He went outside. Seen through the thin layer of air which sur-
rounded the group of buildings, and the plastic bubble which kept
the air from escaping into space, the stars were brilliant and peace-
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ful. The sun, far away, was like a father star who was too kind to
obliterate his children. Strange, he thought, to recall that this
was his native satellite. A few years ago it had been a different
world. As for himself, he could live just as well outside the bubble
as in it, as well in rarefied’air as in dense. Suppose he were to tear
a hole in-the plastic—

Forbidden thoughts. He checked himself, and concentrated on
the three cakes and the three contestants.

“You aren’t supposed to let personal feelings interfere. You aren’t
even supposed to know who baked those cakes. But you know, all
right. And you can’t keep personal feelings from influencing your
judgment.

“Any one of these cakes is good enough to win. Choose which-
ever you please, and no one will have a right to criticize. To which
are you going to award the prize?

“Number 17? Mrs. Cabanis 1s, as one of the other women has so
aptly termed her, a bitch on wheels. If she wins, she’ll be insuf-
ferable. And she’ll probably make her husband suffer. Not that he
doesn’t deserve it. Still, he thought he was doing me a favor. Will
I be doing him a favor if I have his wife win?

“Number 64, now, is insufterable in her own right. That loving
conversation with her husband would probably disgust even human
ears. On the other hand, there is this to be said for her winning, it
will make the other women furious. To think that a young snip,
just married, without real experience in homemaking, should walk
away with a prize of this kind!

“Ah, but if the idea is to burn them up, why not give the prize
to Number 437 They'd be ready to drop dead with chagrin. To
think that a mere man should beat them at their own specialty!
They’d never be able to hold their heads up again. The man
wouldn’t feel too happy about it, either. Yes, if it's a matter of
getting back at these humans for the things they’ve done to me, if
it’s a question of showing them what I really think of them, Num-
ber 43 should get it.

“On the other hand, I'm supposed to be a model of fairness.
That’s why I got the job in the first place. Remember, Ronar?
Come on, let’s go in and try tasting them again. Eat a mouthful
of each cake, much as you hate the stuff. Choose the best on its
merits.”

‘They were babbling when he walked in, but the babbling stopped
quickly. The chairman said, “Are we ready, Mr. Ronar?”
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“All ready.”

The three cakes were placed before him. Slowly he took a mouth-
ful of Number 17. Slowly he chewed it and swallowed 1t. Number
43 followed, then Number 04.

After the third mouthful, he stood lost in thought. One was
practically as good as another. He could still choose which he
pleased.

The assemblage had quieted down. Only the people most con-
cerned whispered nervously.

Mrs. Cabanis, to her psychologist husband: “If I don’t win, itll
be your fault. I'll pay you back for this.”

The good doctor’s fault? Yes, you could figure it that way if you
wanted to. If not for Dr. Cabanis, Ronar wouldn’t be the judge.
If Ronar weren't the judge, Mrs. C. would win, she thought. Hence
it was all her husband’s fault. O.E.D.

The male baker to his wife: “If he gives the prize to me, I'll
brain him. I should never have entered this.”

“It’s too late to worry now.”

“I could yell ‘Fire,” he whispered hopefully. “I could create a
panic that would empty the hall. And then T'd destroy my cake.”

“Don’t be foolish. And stop whispering.”

The young post-honeymooning husband: “You’re going to win,
dear; I can feel it in my bones.”

“Oh, Greg, please don’t try to fool me. I've resigned myself to
losing.”

“You won’t lose.”

“I'm afraid. Put your arm around me, Greg. Hold me tight. Will
you still love me if I lose?”

“Mmmm.” He kissed her shouder. “You know, I didn’t fall in
love with you for your cooking, sweetheart. You don’t have to bake
any cakes for me. You're good enough to eat yourself.”

“He’s right,” thought Ronar, as he stared at her. “The man’s
right. Not in the way he means, but he’s right.” And suddenly, for
one second of decision, Ronar’s entire past seemed to flash through
his mind.

The young bride never knew why she won first prize.
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Memoir by Jerome Bixby

It's not easy to reminisce about a story written twenty-six years
ago (what was that title again?), but I'll give it a try.

I first visualized “The Holes Around Mars” as a short-short-
short—little more than an extended pun. It was Horace Gold who
persuaded me to expand the story and characters to include more
action, more color—and more puns. And of course it was Horace
who first bought and printed it.

I remember having particular fun in dreaming up things for
the horrendously dense little moon to do to the surface of Mars
as 1t zipped around in its tight orbit. The Martians, and their man-
ner of dealing with the moon’s predictable assaults, also occurred
to me as an afterthought, requiring a rewrite that further extended
the story’s length. Thus my five-hundred-word pun turned into a
five-thousand-word short.

Later I became Horace’s assistant editor, on Galaxy and Beyond,
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and T believe, not too humbly, that those magazines succeeded 1n
publishing the very best science fiction and fantasy to appear at
that time. Horace was a gem to work for, the least temperamental
of editors, though very tough-minded about the particular mix of
science and humanity he wanted in stories he bought. T will also
never forget the Friday night poker games at Horace’s—a tradition
for Asimov, Budrys, Phil Klass (William Tenn), myself, and so
many others.

An examination of Viking photos from the surface of Mars re-
veals no holes, so apparently I wrote fiction. Well, sf can’t always
come ftrue.

THE HOLES AROUND MARS

Spaceship crews should be selected on the basis of their nonirmtat-
ing qualities as individuals. No chronic complainers, no hypo-
chondriacs, no bugs on cleanliness—particularly no one-man parties.
[ speak from bitter experience.

Because on the first expedition to Mars, Hugh Allenby damned
near drove us nuts with his puns. We finally got so we just ignored
them.

But no one can ignore that classic last one—it’s written right
into the annals of astronomy, and it’s there to stay.

Allenby, in command of the expedition, was first to set foot out-
side the ship. As he stepped down from the airlock of the Mars I,
he placed that foot on a convenient rock, caught the toe of his
weighted boot in a hole in the rock, wrenched his ankle, and smote
the ground with his pants.

Sitting there, eyes pained behind the transparent shield of his
oxygen mask, he stared at the rock.

It was about five feet high. Ordinary granite—no special shape—
and several inches below its summit, running straight through it 1n
a northeasterly direction, was a neat round four-inch hole.

“I'm upset by the hole thing,” he grunted.

The rest of us scrambled out of the ship and gathered around his
plump form. Only one or two of us winced at his miserable double
pun.

“Break anything, Hugh?” asked Burton, our pilot, kneeling be-
side him.



The Holes Around Mars 79

“Get out of my way, Burton,” said Allenby. “You're obstructing
my view.”

Burton blinked. A man constructed of long bones and caution,
he angled out of the way, looking around to see what he was ob-
structing view of.

He saw-~the rock and the round hole through it. He stood very
still, staring. So did the rest of us.

“Well, I'll be damned,” said Janus, our photographer. “A hole.”

“In a rock,” added Gonzales, our botanist.

“Round,” said Randolph, our biologist.

“An artifact,” finished Allenby softly.

Burton helped him to his feet. Silently we gathered around the
rock.

Janus bent down and put an eye to one end of the hole. I bent
down and looked through the other end. We squinted at each other.

As mineralogist, I was expected to opinionate. “Not drilled,” 1
said slowly. “Not chipped. Not melted. Certainly not eroded.”

I heard a rasping sound by my ear and straightened. Burton was
scratching a thumbnail along the rim of the hole. “Weathered,” he
said. “Plenty old. But I'll bet it’s a perfect circle, if we measure.”

Janus was already fiddling with his camera, testing the coopera-
tion of the tiny distant sun with a lightmeter.

“Let us see weather it is or not,” Allenby said.

Burton brought out a steel tape measure. The hole was four and
three-eighths inches across. It was perfectly circular and about six-
teen inches long. And four feet above the ground.

“But why?” said Randolph. “Why should anyone bore a four-
inch tunnel through a rock way out in the middle of the desert?”

“Religious symbol,” said Janus. He looked around, one hand on
his gun. “We’d better keep an eye out—maybe we've landed on
sacred ground or something.”

“A totem hole, perhaps,” Allenby suggested.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Randolph said—to Janus, not Allenby. As
I've mentioned, we always ignored Allenby’s puns. “Note the lack
of ornamentation. Not at all typical of religious articles.”

“On Earth,” Gonzales reminded him. “Besides, it might be utili-
tarian, not symbolic.”

“Utilitarian, how?” asked Janus.

“An altar for snakes,” Burton said dryly.

“Well,” said Allenby, “you can’t deny that it has its holy as-
pects.”

“Move your hand, will you, Peters?” asked Janus.
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I did. When Janus’s camera had clicked, I bent again and peered
through the hole. “It sights on that low ridge over there,” I said.
“Maybe it’s some kind of surveying setup. I'm going to take a
look.”

“Careful,” warned Janus. “Remember, it may be sacred.”

As 1 walked away, I heard Allenby say, “Take some scrapings
from the inside of the hole, Gonzales. We might be able to de-
termine if anything is kept in it . . .

One of the stumpy, purplish, barrel-type cacti on the ridge had a
long vertical bite out of it . . . as if someone had carefully carved
out a narrow U-shaped section from the top down, finishing the
bottom of the U in a neat semicircle. It was as flat and clean-cut as
the inside surface of a horseshoe magnet.

I hollered. The others came running. I pointed.

“Oh, my God!” said Allenby. “Another one.”

The pulp of the cactus in and around the U-hole was dried and
dead looking.

Silently Burton used his tape measure. The hole measured four
and three-eighths inches across. It was eleven inches deep. The semi-
circular bottom was about a foot above the ground.

“This ridge,” T said, “is about three feet higher than where we
landed the ship. T bet the hole in the rock and the hole in this
cactus are on the same level.”

Gonzales said slowly, “This was not done all at once. It 1s a
result of periodic attacks. Look here and here. These overlapping
depressions along the outer edges of the hole—" he pointed—"“on
this side of the cactus. They are the signs of repeated impact. And
the scallop effect on this side, where whatever made the hole
emerged. There are juices still oozing—not at the point of impact,
where the plant is desiccated, but below, where the shock was
transmitted—"

A distant shout turned us around. Burton was at the rock, beside
the ship. He was bending down, his eye to the far side of the mys-
terious hole.

He looked for another second, then straightened.

“They line up,” he said when he reached us. ““I'he bottom of the
hole in the cactus is right in the middle when you sight through
the hole in the rock.”

“As if somebody came around and whacked the cactus regularly,”
Janus said, looking around warily.

“To keep the line of sight through the holes clear?”” T wondered.
“Why not just remove the cactus?”
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“Religious,” Janus explained.

The gauntlet he had discarded lay ignored on the ground, in the
shadow of the cactus. We went on past the ridge toward an out-
cropping of rock about a hundred yards farther on. We walked
silently, each of us wondering if what we half-expected would really
be there.

It was. In one of the tall, weathered spires in the outcropping,
some ten feet below its peak and four feet above the ground, was
a round four-inch hole.

Allenby sat down on a rock, nursing his ankle, and remarked that
anybody who believed this crazy business was really happening
must have holes in the rocks in his head.

Burton put his eye to the hole and whistled. “Sixty feet long if
it'’s an inch,” he said. ““T'he other end’s just a pinpoint. But you
can see it. The damn thing’s perfectly straight.”

I looked back the way we had come. The cactus stood on the
ridge, with its U-shaped bite, and beyond was the ship, and beside
1t the perforated rock.

“If we surveyed,” I said, “T bet the holes would all line up right
to the last millimeter.”

“But,” Randolph complained, “why would anybody go out and
bore holes in things all along a line through the desert?”

“Religious,” Janus muttered. “It doesn’t have to make sense.”

We stood there by the outcropping and looked out along the
wide, red desert beyond. It stretched flatly for miles from this point,
south toward Mars” equator—dead sandy wastes, crisscrossed by the
“canals,” which we had observed while landing to be great straggly
patches of vegetation, probably strung along underground water-
flows.

BLONG—G—G—G— . . . st—st—st .

We jumped half out of our skins. Ozone bit at our nostrils. Our
hair stirred in the electrical uproar.

“L—Ilook,” Janus chattered, lowering his smoking gun.

About forty feet to our left, a small rabbity creature poked its
head from behind a rock and stared at us in utter horror,

Janus raised his gun again.

“Don’t bother,” said Allenby tiredly. “I don’t think it intends to
attack.”

“But—"

“I'm sure 1t 1sn’t a Martian with religious convictions.”

Janus wet his lips and looked a little shamefaced. “I guess I'm
kind of taut.”




82 JEROME Bixsy

“That’s what I taut,” said Allenby.

The creature darted from behind its rock and, looking at us
over its shoulder, employed six legs to make small but very fast
tracks.

We turned our attention again to the desert. Far out, black
against Mars’s azure horizon, was a line of low hills,

“Shall we go look?” asked Burton, eyes gleaming at the mystery.

Janus hefted his gun nervously. It was still crackling from the
discharge. “I say let’s get back to the ship!”

Allenby sighed. “My leg hurts.” He studied the hills. “Give me
the field glasses.”

Randolph handed them over. Allenby put them to the shield of
his mask, and adjusted them.

After a moment he sighed again. “There’s a hole. On a plane
surface that catches the sun. A lousy damned round little 1mpossible
hole.”

“Those hills,” Burton observed, “must be thousands of feet
thick.”

The argument lasted all the way back to the ship.

Janus, holding out for his belief that the whole thing was of
religious origin, kept looking around for Martians as if he expected
them to pour screaming from the hills.

Burton came up with the suggestion that perhaps the holes had
been made by a disintegrator-ray.

“It's possible,” Allenby admitted. “This might have been the
scene of some great battle—"

“With only one such weapon?” I objected.

Allenby swore as he stumbled. “What do you mean?”

“I'haven’t seen any other lines of holes—only the one. In a battle,
the whole joint should be cut up.”

That was good for a few moments’ silent thought. Then Allenby
said, “It might have been brought out by one side as a last resort.
Sort of an ace in the hole.”

I resisted the temptation to mutiny. “But would even one such
weapon, in battle, make only one line of holes? Wouldn't it be
played in an arc against the enemy? You know it would.”

“Well—"

“Wouldn't it cut slices out of the landscape, instead of boring
holes? And wouldn'’t it sway or vibrate enough to make the holes
miles away from it something less than perfect circles?”

“It could have been very firmly mounted.”

“Hugh, does that sound like a practical weapon to you?”
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Two seconds of silence. “On the other hand,” he said, “instead
of a war, the whole thing might have been designed to frighten
some primitive race—or even some kind of beast—the hole out of
here. A demonstration—"

“Religious,” Janus grumbled, still looking around.

We walked on, passing the cactus on the low ridge.

“Interésting,” said Gonzales. “The evidence that whatever causes
the phenomenon has happened again and again. I'm afraid that
the war theory—"

“Oh, my God!” gasped Burton.

We stared at him.

“The ship,” he whispered. “It’s right in line with the holes! 1f
whatever made them is still in operation . . .”

“Run!” yelled Allenby, and we ran like fiends.

We got the ship into the air, out of line with the holes to what
we fervently hoped was safety, and then we realized we were admit-
ting our fear that the mysterious hole-maker might still be lurking
around.

Well, the evidence was all for it, as Gonzales had reminded us—
that cactus had been oozing.

We cruised at twenty thousand feet and thought it over.

Janus, whose only training was in photography, said, “Some kind
of omnivorous animal? Or bird? Eats rocks and everthing?”

“I will not totally discount the notion of such an animal,”
Randolph said. “But I will resist to the death the suggestion that
it forages with geometric precision.”

After a while, Allenby said, “Land, Burton. By that ‘canal.” Lots
of plant life—fauna, too. We'll do a little collecting.”

Burton set us down feather-light at the very edge of the sprawling
flat expanse of vegetation, commenting that the scene reminded
him of his native Texas pear-flats.

We wandered in the chilly air, each of us except Burton pursuing
his specialty. Randolph relentlessly stalked another of the rabbity
creatures. Gonzales was carefully digging up plants and stowing
them in jars. Janus was busy with his cameras, recording every as-
pect of Mars transferable to film. Allenby walked around, helping
anybody who needed it. As astronomer, he’d done half his work on
the way to Mars and would do the other half on the return trip.
Burton lounged in the sun, his back against a ship’s fin, and played
chess with Allenby, who was calling out his moves in a bull roar.
I grubbed for rocks.

My search took me farther and farther away from the others—
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all I could find around the “canal” was gravel, and I wanted to chip
at some big stuff. I walked toward a long rise a half mile or so
away, beyond which rose an enticing array of house-sized boulders.
As I moved out of earshot, I heard Randolph snarl, “Burton,
will you stop yelling, ‘Kt to B-2 and check?” Every time you open
your yap, this critter takes off on me.”
Then I saw the groove.

It started right where the ground began to rise—a thin, shallow,
curve-bottomed groove in the dirt at my feet, about half an inch
across, running off straight toward higher ground.

With my eyes glued to it, I walked. The ground slowly rose. The
groove deepened, widened—now it was about three inches across,
about one and a half deep.

I walked on, holding my breath. Four inches wide. Two inches
deep.

The ground rose some more. Four and three-eighths inches wide.
I didn’t have to measure it—I knew.

Now, as the ground rose, the edges of the groove began to curve
inward over the groove. They touched. No more groove.

The ground had risen, the groove had stayed level and gone
underground.

Except that now it wasn’t a groove. It was a round tunnel.

A hole.

A few paces farther on, I thumped the ground with my heel
where the hole ought to be. The dirt crumbled, and there was the
little dark tunnel, running straight in both directions.

I ' walked on, the ground falling away gradually again. The entire
process was repeated in reverse. A hairline appeared in the dirt—
widened—became lips that drew slowly apart to reveal the neat
straight four-inch groove—which shrank as slowly to a shallow line
of the ground—and vanished.

I looked ahead of me. There was one low ridge of ground be-
tween me and the enormous boulders. A neat four-inch semicircle
was bitten out of the very top of the ridge. In the house-sized
boulder directly beyond was a four-inch hole.

Allenby winced and called the others when I came back and
reported.
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“The mystery deepens,” he told them. He turned to me. “Lead
on, Peters. You're temporary drill leader.”

Thank God he didn’t say Fall in.

The holes went straight through the nest of boulders—there’d
be a hole in one and, ten or twenty feet farther on in the next
boulder, another hole. And then another, and another—right
through the nest in a line. About thirty holes in all.

Burton, standing by the boulder I'd first seen, flashed his flash-
light into the hole. Randolph, clear on the other side of the jumbled
nest, eye to hole, saw it.

Straight as a string!

The ground sloped away on the far side of the nest—no holes
were visible in that direction—just miles of desert. So, after we'd
stared at the holes for a while and they didn’t go away, we headed
back for the canal.

“Is there any possibility,” asked Janus, as we walked, “that it
could be a natural phenomenon?”

“There are no straight lines in nature,” Randolph said, a little
shortly. “That goes for a bunch of circles in a straight line. And for
perfect circles, too.”

“A planet is a circle,” objected Janus.

“An oblate spheroid,” Allenby corrected.

“A planet’s orbit—"

“An ellipse.”

Janus walked a few steps, frowning. Then he said, “I remember
reading that there is something darned near a perfect circle in na-
ture.” He paused a moment. “Potholes.” And he looked at me, as
mineralogist, to corroborate.

“What kind of potholes?” I asked cautiously. “Do you mean
where part of a limestone deposit has dissol—"

“No. I once read that when a glacier passes over a hard rock
that’s lying on some softer rock, it grinds the hard rock down into
the softer, and both of them sort of wear down to fit together, and
it all ends up with a round hole in the soft rock.”

“Probably neither stone,” I told Janus, “would be homogeneous.
The softer parts would abrade faster in the soft stone. The end
result wouldn’t be a perfect circle.”

Janus’s face fell.

“Now,” I said, “would anyone care to define this term ‘perfect
circle’ we're throwing around so blithely? Because such holes as
Janus describes are often pretty damned round.”
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Randolph said, “Well . . .”

“It 1s settled, then,” Gonzales said, a little sarcastically. “Your
discussion, gentlemen, has established that the long, horizontal
holes we have found were caused by glacial action.”

“Oh, no,” Janus argued seriously. “I once read that Mars never
had any glaciers.”

All of us shuddered.

Half an hour later, we spotted more holes, about a mile down
the “canal,” still on a line, marching along the desert, through cacti,
rocks, hills, even through one edge of the low vegetation of the
“canal” for thirty feet or so. It was the damnedest thing to bend
down and look straight through all that curling, twisting growth . . .
a round tunnel from either end.

We followed the holes for about a mile, to the rim of an enor-
mous saucerlike valley that sank gradually before us until, miles
away, 1t was thousands of feet deep. We stared out across it, won-
dering about the other side.

Allenby said determinedly, “We'll burrow to the bottom of
these holes, once and for all. Back to the ship, men!”

We hiked back, climbed in and took off.

At an altitude of fifty feet, Burton lined the nose of the ship
on the most recent line of holes and we flew out over the valley.

On the other side was a range of hefty hills. The holes went
through them. Straight through. We would approach one hill—
Burton would manipulate the front viewscreen until we spotted the
hole—we would pass over the hill and spot the other end of the
hole in the rear screen.

One hole was two hundred and eighty miles long.

Four hours later, we were halfway around Mars.

Randolph was sitting by a side port, chin on one hand, his eyes
unbelieving. “All around the planet,” he kept repeating. “All
around the planet . . .”

“Halfway at least,” Allenby mused. “And we can assume that
it continues in a straight line, through anything and everything that
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