





























JUNIOR PARTNER

bread out of our mouths . . . An’
mind vou ent late. An’ dunt bring
that gret charrabang back uvver
ner more . . .” Her voice rose as
Anita receded down the garden
path. “Else I shall tek ’and in
things, my gel, an’ if I do yer’ll
both know summat . .7 She
slammed the kitchen door, hob-
bled back to the living room and
her abandoned crochet work.
“Vets,” she muttered balefully. “1
knows wot ’er game is ter start
with. It ent them wot needs
lookin’ to,” she continued, banging
herself down in her chair. She
picked up her work, smoothed it,
and began again, old fingers
nimble. “Well, the sooner it’s uv-
ver,” she soliloquized, “the sooner
we kin orl get some peace . . .”
Winijou, sitting by the emptv
hearth, washed an ear and agreed.

Mr. MacGregor peered into the
basket and recoiled. “Guid God,”
he said faintly. “What is it

e

Anita pulled the little creature
out. It had an indeterminate num-
ber of arms and legs, all kicking.
Several pairs wrapped themselves
instantly round her wrist. Admit-
tedly it wasn’t one of her Granny’s
more attractive efforts, but it did
have nice fur, and its eves were
rather lovelv. There were four of
them, placed in pairs one above
the other. “It’s Jarmara,” she said.
“And she’s very sick. She’s got a
tummyache, she told me . . "
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Mr. MacGregor produced a
pair of horn-rimmed glasses, pol-
ished them, and put them on.
They made him look divine. The
inspection, it seemed, hardly
helped; he took the specs off
again, shuddering, and put them
away. Jarmara squalled; then an
arm that seemed possessed of tele-
scopic properties shot out, clamped
itself firmly on the junior partner’s
tie.

The situation began to deterio-
rate almost at once. Mr. Mac-
Gregor, thoroughly upset, began
plunging and snorting. Jarmara,
even more alarmed, let go and
climbed onto her mistress’s head,
wailing to be taken home. Anita
backed, convulsively, and there
was a vast and complicated crash.
A cupboard tipped sidewavs, bot-
tles rolled, filling the office with
a rich stink of ether. Jarmara
promptly forswore all human con-
tact and took to the wall, along
which she ran with surprising
speed. Anita wailed, sensing dis-
aster, and made a flying grab. She
missed, and became somehow en-
tangled with Mr. MacGregor. The
Familiar reached a ventilator,
hissed with disgust, and vanished
through it; galumphing noises
sounded instantly as a well-packed
waiting room took to its collective
heels. Children velped and skit-
tered; old ladies clutching mewing
containers to their bosoms hobbled
grim-faced away. In thé doorway a
small, nervous-looking man, en-






JUNIOR PARTNER

Gel'll be the death on me yit

“I shall just have to try again,”
said Anita desperately. “But it’s
awful, Gran. He’s told me so
much about himself, about want-
ing his own practice and all that;
and he’s so clever, he really de-
serves it, but he’ll never do it
while he’s with that awful Mr.
Hodge-Sutton. He’s supposed to be
a partner but he’s positively work-
ing for him. And I hate him, all
he cares about is walking round
the cattle-market on Fridays with
those awful leather gaiter-things
and he’s got horrible light-blue
eyes, all cold. I don’t think he
even cares about things getting
hurt an’ that, he’s only in it for
the money. Mr. MacGregor is so
much better than he is, but he'll
never get a chance . . .” She
brooded, chin in hands. “I don’t
suppose I've really been much
help either,” she finished sadly.

Granny Thompson fixed her
granddaughter with a beady eye.
“No, my gel,” she said with some
asperity. “I dun’t esspect you ‘ave

The waiting room seemed more
deserted than usual. Anita wan-
dered about, looking at pictures
and diplomas, holding the paper
bag clutched in her hand. She was
in a high state of nervous tension;
when she put her hand on her
dress below the bosom, she could
positively feel her heart thudding.
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The only way though was to tell
him, just tell him straight out, and
let things sort themselves out . . .

She was uncomfortably aware
that the lack of clients had to do
with her own frequent visits. She
revolved in her mind, gloomily,
various means of setting things to
rights. A  few malicious spells
scattered about would soon in-
crease the flow of patients again,
but she hated casting them. She
had to be really worked up and in
a rage before she could be ef-
ficiently evil. She was too pre-
occupied to hear the office door
open, though the “Yes, please,”
penetrated her awareness. She
trotted in, clutching the bag,
which by now had begun to
writhe. “Mr. MacGregor, I just
had to come and see you,” she
started breathlessly. “I found a
poor little—eeeghh . . .”

She gulped, eyes wide, hand to
her mouth. Mr. Hodge-Sutton
stood smiling in a very nasty way,
stroking his chin, and glittering at
her with his little ice-chip eyes.
Anita backed instinctively, but it
was no use, she was caught. “Mr.
MacGregor was called out rather
suddenly,” said Mr. Hodge-Sutton.
“So I'm handling the office for him.
Now if you'd be good enough to
close that door, young lady, we
can have a little chat. I've been
wanting to meet you for some time

“So that’s that,” said Anita mis-
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its humor is the kind of wise-
cracking which blemishes the
work of such people as Heinlein,
G. O. Smith, G. Harry Stine,
Walt & Leigh Richmond, and Joe
Pover (to stack these writers in
approximately descending order).
The narrative charges forward like
a whole company of fire engines,
only to arrive at a climax that
could have been crushed into ex-
tinction by Smoky the Bear.
Making these strictures stick
would take up my whole column,
and since the book is for all its
apparatus not the least bit pre-
tentious, that would waste every-
one’s time. Primarily, it’s a shaggy
Boy Scout joke, as told by an
Eagle Scoutmaster. It won’t do you
any harm to watch him fly by—in
fact, you'll probably enjoy the per-
formance—but 1 wouldn’t risk
looking up to it if I were you. -

Brian W. Aldiss: BAREFOOT IN
THE HEAD. Doubleday, New
York, 1970; 281 pp., boards,
$4.95

The setting for this extraor-
dinary achievement is a Europe
which has been through a war
fought with psychedelic agents; its
characters are madmen bombed
(both literally and in the slang
sense) “back into the Stone Age”
with shattered memories of their
old cultures still sticking to them.
Its hero, Colin Charteris, like the
central figure of most recent Al-
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diss, is a lonely man on a physical
odvssev which is also a search for
himself, crippled by being 90 per-
cent a product of the madness of
his time, and surrounded or as-
saulted by figures who are totally
immersed in and victimized by it.
He has had a partial revelation or
insight which gives him a vague
sense of destiny, and between this
and several apparent accidents he
becomes a messiah to his fellows,
and, briefly, to himself. The result
is catastrophic and he tries to pull
out—but by the end, he is en
route to becoming a sort of divin-
ity after all, that is, a myth.

This plot summary is so over-
simplified as to be downright
simple-minded, but I begin with it
because the book presents a lan-
guage problem through which the
story is at first difficult to see. To
convey the thoughts of his mad-
men, Aldiss gradually but in-
exorably adapts the composite
tongue called “Eurish” which
James Jovce invented for FINNE-
GANS WAKE. Joyce used these
smashed and reassembled frag-
ments (“the abnihilization of the
etvm”) to tell a complex dream,
but they are equally appropriate
here, and Aldiss manages them
very well for the most part. Unlike
Jovce, Aldiss places the easiest
passages at the beginning (in FW,
the easiest chapter begins on page
169!) and gives the reader an op-
portunity to become used to the
idiom the first time through the















THE REALITY MACHINE

every occasion. The President had
a difficult job. He could destroy
mankind, if he had to: he was the
most powerful individual who
ever lived. He was almost like a
god, when you came down to it.

Dr. Hamberger was always re-
asssured when he entered the oval
office, for Dr. Hamberger was an
expert in emotional diseases, hav-
ing for the last fifteen years fol-
lowed this specialty in preference
to dermatology, in which he had
been trained.

Long ago, in fact, the relation-
ship had been professional, but
now it continued merely out of the
warm regard and affection the
physician felt for the President as
a man. Or at least that was the
major component in the relation-
ship. This was in the best tradi-
tion of American medicine, sel-
dom practiced in this day and age
when everyone was out for a buck.
In some small way, which he had
to keep secret from the public, Dr.
Hamberger felt he was advancing
the humanitarian aspects of his
calling.

Dr. Hamberger had come up

~with this arrangement when the
fee-for-service interaction had
been leaked to the press, and they
had somehow implied that the
President desperately needed the
services of a psychiatrist. Which,
of course, was not the actual fact
at all, in the first place. The Presi-
dent was being made -uncomfort-
able by a number of trivial physi-
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cal disabilities, such as shortness
of breath and a tendency to sleep
20 hours a day, both of which
were of psychosomatic origin and
could be easily controlled with
nominal therapy. You could
hardly call him badly disturbed.

Dr. Hamberger, in fact, was a
man of many solutions—not only
of individuals’ problems, but the
nation’s as well. One of which was
bringing him considerable distress,
unsolicited publicity, and was now
responsible for the unaccustomed
delay of the appointment. Dr.
Hamberger did not plan to make
anything out of the delay. Let the
President see, once again, that he
was a kindly adviser, who could
never relinquish warm feelings
merely because of trivial dis-
courtesies. He could understand,
if not agree as to the justice of, the
President’s annoyance.

Fifteen minutes after the ap-
pointed hour—he had tea and a
pleasant chat with the President
twice a week, Tuesdavs and
Thursdays at 3:00 pm—Dr.
Hamberger was summoned into
the President’s office. He always
encouraged the President to lie on
the couch, since the man needed
all the rest he could get, and this
was how he found him now.

Customarily, Dr. Hamberger
opened the discussion with a few
remarks on the Reality Machine.
It was his hope eventually to ef-
fect a change of policy in this mat-
ter, and it was this hope (he


















THE RUN FROM HOME

success. They seemed to fall apart
under his fingers, fall apart with a
decay more ancient than remem-
bered time, recorded life.

Jalas peered around himself, up
from his reverie. It was late after-
noon. Jalas could tell by the
bright, alien sun that there was
only a little time until darkness.
He moved away from the wall his
ancestors had raised against the
dreaded swamp jungle. Atop the
wall there were some watchers.
Jalas waved at them with bravado,
but none waved back. He was al-
ready thirsty and so he drank spar-
ingly of the water purified over
the fires, the only safe water.
They were still watching from the
walls and the sight was irritating
to him now, so he moved behind
trees until the village was lost
from sight. Then he stopped and
considered.

The gray death that had deci-
mated his race since arrival here
wasn’t a pleasant way of dying, as
Jalas well knew. His race wasn’t
really’ supposed to be on this
planet. The story that you heard
from the few old ones who'd sur-
vived was that the ship had fal-
tered and a landing place had
been needed. Here was now home
for no one had ever come search-
ing for them offering succor, al-
though some elders still watched
the skies with hope.

This world was deadly and
fruitful. Anything put in the dark,
moist soil grew. There was food,
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plentiful food. The colony should
have prospered, but it had re-
mained behind the walls and—
died. The two thousand or so were
now four hundred odd, and this
last summer had been very bad.
The people had now changed heal-
ers for the third time, a thing un-
heard of.

You could see what was killing
the people. You could see the
parasites in the water with the
glass that blew them up to fear-
some size. There were many
kinds. Jalas had examined the
dead of his race, despite the taboos
against it. The symptoms were the
same, but the type of parasite
causing the disease varied from
case to case. You could see those
various parasites and a hundred
others on the food that came
bursting up from the fertile
ground. And no matter how much
care you took you ingested some of
those parasites, breathed others.
Then, but only sometimes, the
gray death came. You could live
for years carefully eating and
drinking only the purest things,
twice sterilized, blessed by the
priests. Then one day the patches
of gray that grew in the moist and
secret parts of the body would go
wild, and you would die quickly,
burning with unquenched fever.

Jalas had seen his mother and
father die that way. He'd seen so
many others die in his recent time
as healer that he was sick of the
sight and smell of death.
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and neck, into Jalas’ hut. He'd su-
tured the cut carefully, using his
surgical kit. It was only emergency
medicine to stop the spouting loss
of blood. A few of the Quas who'd
carried the injured one had
watched him do the job. Their
faces had revealed nothing more
than curious interest. Jalas
thought that normally the proce-
dure was probably to let the in-
jured one live or die as nature dic-
tated.

When he’d finished they car-
ried the injured one away, and
Jalas presumed that chances of
survival were remote. He was mis-
taken, for the Qua mended
quickly, tough, leathery hide knit-
ting together more quickly than
was medically right.

Now they were all coming to
him for emergency repairs. He
closed up their wounds and
splinted the bones they broke in
hunting the huge fish the tribe
craved. And all of the wounds
closed beautifully and the bones
started to knit perfectly and
quickly. Jalas knew a little about
sterile fields, and most of his sur-
gery for his own race had been
done with at least an attempt
towards a sterile field. Here, in
the swamp, it didn’t seem to mat-
ter.

Attentively, seeking clues to the
gray death, he watched the Quas
at their daily routines. They ate
the huge swamp fish raw, and that
was the largest part of their diet.
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They also ate eggs robbed from
nests. They. ate herbs and plants
that grew in the swamp, and they
ate the fruit from many of the
trees. Jalas sampled it all, except
the fish flesh, gingerly testing.
Each time, because of the belief
deep within him, because of the
rituals that had been a part of his
living, he boiled all.

The Quas drank water directly
from the swamp. Jalas knew that
the water was abundant with
parasites, millions to the drop. His
own water he continued to boil
carefully over the village fire that
was used normally for the cooking
of succulent herbs.

And then one day the waiting
seemed over. He awoke feeling
strangely. He lifted his arms and
looked down. The patches had
grown, overnight, into the grim,
gray forests of the disease.

It had now been many days
since he'd been ejected from the
wall. He sat for a while in the hut
the Quas had given him thinking
about it. He could die here or he
could make a desperate attempt to
get back to the wall. If he couldn’t
gain entrance, at least he could
die near his own kind. A part
deep within him, steeped with a
hundred stories and a thousand
rituals, called for that latter
choice.

He went out into the lightly
falling rain. The Quas played
uselessly in the water off the end
roots. They surfaced and lay
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days,” said the mayor. “Course we
ain’t got nothing like those Suicide
Kids that are giving the cities
trouble.” He knuckled the table
top. “Knock wood. But we got a
little discord.”

Jolson said, “Discord is one
thing. I don’t hanker to get set on
fire.”

The mayor assured him. “A fel-
ler of the capabilities you just
demonstrated, Will, you can
handle this little old university.”

The barmaid brought three
glasses of beer.

“Tell me,” said Jolson, reaching
his glass nearer, “a little more
about the troubles you been hav-
ing out there.”

“First let me explain.” The
mavor sipped his beer. “Folks in
these parts take to our life style
right easy, and before long a
raucous Old West feel gets hold of
most everybody. Life at our uni-
versity is natural going to reflect
this.”

“They all wear guns,” put in
the sheriff.

“Yes, the boys do,” said the
mayor. “Only a few of our coeds
go in for guns.”

Jolson persisted. “What are
they making trouble about?”

“Well, it’s not only that they’re
fighting each other,” said Mayor
Morphy. “They're also sort of riled
up at most of the faculty.

“Situation boils down to this,”
said the mayor, waving for an-
other beer. “We got a radical
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bunch of students and a more con-
servative bunch of students, plus
some in the middle. I'd calculate
as how some fifty percent of our
riots grow out of showdowns be-
tween the liberals and the con-
servatives.”

“It’s sort of like cattlemen and
sheepherders,” said Breezy.

The mayor continued. “Also
now and then the Provisional Gov-
ernment sends in troops. I will say
they support our life style by send-
ing in only cavalry. Still we don't
take kindly to the PG settling our
local quarrels.”

“Tell him about old MacStone,”
said the pudgy sheriff.

“Well this MacStone is an old-
timer in these parts. Here before
the suburbanites and the commu-
ters. He's a real cattleman. Got
himself three thousand acres to
the south of the college and been
raising grouts for I reckon thirty
or forty years. He employs some-
thing like two hundred hands out
on his spread, and ever danged
one is crooked as a snake and
mean as a bobcat.”

Jolson asked, “And they been
raiding the university, too?”

“Exactly,” said Mayor Morphy.
“Old man MacStone don't like
voung folks at all, and he hates
anybody with more than two dabs
of education, and he figures as
how the university is actual on his
land anyways. He's plumb scorn-
ful of local and territorial govern-
ment.”

























































THE WARMEST MEMORY

Coolness and crystal-clearness
and coolness and . . .

Suddenly he Remembered
“ice”! A part of the missing mem-
ory opened to him, stopped its
teasing, and called itself “ice”!
And something more . . .

Why he had never thought of
ice and snow in the last ten years,
he didn’t know. A simple reason
—he reflected—could be that ice
and snow belonged only to the
first few decades of his life and
were therefore more difficult to
Remember. And besides, it never
froze or snowed on the beach or
fields, or within sight at all.

Alleo Forkson realized now
that only real ice and snow could
be the complete key to the rest of
his earliest memory. He knew
now he would have to fly his mo-
bil-home, move it for the first time
in ten years, to search for a land
of ice and snow.

As he landed his mobil-home
in a region gauzed with evening,
he knew that being this far north
meant that the evening would last
a long time, that daylight would
last six months, as would the
night. It was a land totally of ice
and snow, a completely grand
land for him, one that sent him
shivers of anticipation.

Twilight shrouded him as he
walked down the ramp from his
mobil-home, and he stopped twice
on the 'way to gaze out at the
blue-cast ice-scape and snow. His
mind had begun swirling in a
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menthol syrup of near-memories.

He sat down on the ice, drank
the cold that shot through his
jump-suit. No snow fell, but his
mind’s eyes suddenly saw falling
snow, his mind’s ear heard a sig-
nificant melody with lyrics, and
he knew then- that snow meant
something important, was at the
crux of his missing memory.
Snow meant a special season of
the year. On the beach there had
been no seasonal changes really;
Winter had been missing. But
now in this new region there
would be ornly Winter, that sea-
son of the year whose uniqueness
was beginning to articulate itself
to him. Winterland, he reflected,
and his Remembering struggled
to give him more.

The cold lanced through him
again, flapped its icy wings
through his spine, and told him
to Remember that he could do
things with snow. With his gloved
hands he scraped at the packed
snow, and in a minute he had a
pile of loose flakes to work with.

He made a “snowball,” and an
unfamiliar cry of satisfaction es-
caped his throat. He was Remem-
bering well now. The Past was
cold white blood rushing at him,
telling him that he could do
things with snow, that snow had
been a special thing to young
boys long ago.

He began trembling. Young
boys! Youth! That meant he was
reaching far back in his life, per-






THE WARMEST MEMORY

““Yes, 1 guess so. White Christ-
mas . . . white from the snow and
ice.

“‘Of course . . . Josef had
studied socio-historical items like
Christmas twenty years ago; mas-
sive hypno-education made for-
getting such information difficult.
As it was, Will had missed a year
of hypno-education from an ill-
ness and had yet to make it up to
fit Standard.

“Will and Josef turned off the
tape and left the mobil-home.
The great expanse of snow and
ice was the only thing left to
search, looking for me. It was
growing lighter now, in the dawn
of the land where night yawned
six months long, and their search
would be easier.

“In the waning twilight, on
the other side of the mobil-home,
five hundred feet from it, the two
men finally saw something and
stopped.

“To them it looked like a giant
hominid at first. Then its absurd
proportions grew clearer, and as
they approached, Will and Josef
gradually understood that the
‘giant’ was made out of snow. A
big ball formed its base, and onto
the base had been molded the
bas-reliefs of two legs. On top of
the base rested a slightly smaller
ball of snow—a ‘torso’ with two
thick arms molded on either side
of it. The head was another small
ball, and for eyes the thing had a
white beach-worn shell and a
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greenish stone—both pressed into
the snow of the ‘head.

“I was behind mv snowman,
and had been waiting for them
a long time. With many months
passed in the Winterland, I had a
plan . .

“I stepped out in front of
them, greeted them as amicably
as I could, and in a short amount
of time had them molding balls
of snow with me. At first they
thought I was insane. I told them
how to play with snow. I showed
them how, and thev began to un-
derstand what I was feeling. I'm
not voung any more, so I couldn’t
join them when they took their
snowballs and ran and threw
them at each other, laughing; but
I ‘ran’ with them in my own way.

“When they returned their eves
were glazed, and it seemed, as I
had hoped, that they were Re-
membering, even though they
had never plaved in snow, on
Earth or anvwhere.

“In two hours we had made
another man of snow, using per-
sonal possessions for its facial
features. The sun had risen final-
lv, but its ravs were not melting
the snow in the cold air, and our
two snowmen stood staring at
each other as if across the millen-
nia of human time. We were all
Remembering across an eon . . .

“Will and Josef stayed two
days longer than they were sup-
posed to. Thevre gone now, to
finish their visits to other retire-
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ment worlds, and I'm here with
the two snowmen. Josef and Will
will come back, as they said they
would. I knew they would want
to come back, to return not in ten
months, but in two months, with
their families, on vacation.

“Will and Josef understood.”

When he finished his voice-
tape, Alleo Forkson left his mo-
bil-home, walked across . the
crackle and crunch of the ice to
the two snowmen, and lay down
between them, as he often did to
think and meditate.

Soon the cold was into his
jump-suit, snaking across his skin
and spine and conjuring up
strange phantasms for him. Was
one a face he had known in his
youth, in the snow? Was one the
face of his first wife? Was one a
strange face perceived in an in-
stant in an asphalt and steel
megalopolis?

No . . . gradually all the ghosts
brought by the fanged cold fused
into a vision of the snowman he
had made by himself, and the
snowman stood by him, whisper-
ing to him. The snowman wanted
Alleo Forkson to do something
special.

“I am more,” said the snow-
man, “than your personal past.”

“I know,” the old man an-
swered, knowing that all this talk
could be mere prelude to what
the snowman really wanted him
to do out here in the cold, on the
ice and snow.
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“Will and Josef understood
me,” said the snowman.

“I know, I know.”

“They understood that there
are racial memories which the
human race does not understand,
even now in its history.”

“l know,” said Alleo Forkson,
and he whispered back in the
strophe-antistrophe manner de-
manded by the snowman: “For a
long, long time Man has known
about certain clear archetypes,
primal symbols of the race, like
martyr-figures, yin and yang, ani-
mus-anima, mandala  wheels,
crosses, journeys through time
and space. Those are racial mem-
ories . . .”

“But there are others, too,” said
the snowman.

“Yes, there are others,” an-
swered the old man. “Earth is
passé, still hot with radiation
from that ‘accident’ two hundred
years ago . . ..But Man remem-
bers Earth, and his youth on
Earth. On Earth, when Man was
young, there were frozen years—"

“When everything,” interrupted
the snowman, “was covered with
my flesh. Frozen years and years
of glaciers and snows and ice and
your infant race struggling to live
with its primitive soul.”

“lI know, I know. I am Man.
We still bear that primitive soul.
Even with the thousands of man-
inhabited planets, the passage of
eras and the rise of Man’s own
alien technology, we haven't for-
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Henderson had pointed out to the
captain when the crew was ap-
pointed, Morgana had breasts.

The captain had been business-
like enough to allow her to be
there to defend herself.

This mission, Henderson had
said, was a scientific expedition
into deep space, the first to go out-
side the local system, .and he felt
the captain should be aware of
what would happen if there were
breasts aboard. .

Thinking back, Morgana wasn’t
really sure whether he had said
breasts aboard or a broad aboard.
Probably he’d said both.

Morgana had smiled at him.

“Bill, just what do you think is
going to happen if there aren’t any
breasts aboard?”

You strong, silent, lone space-
man types piss me off, she
thought. Proud of your public in-
dependence and beating off in the
cockpit four hours a day, then
whoring when you hit port and
treating women in general like
plumbing fixtures.

Morgana was definitely out of
the dewey-faced femme fatale
class. Her dark hair was beginning
to grey; her face was intelligent
and sensitive, but hardly beau-
tiful. No journalist, had it oc-
curred to any journalist to write
about her, could have called her
either statuesque for the ladies’
section or ripe for the pulps. Her
body was muscular and sensibly
proportioned, and she did very
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little to create any illusions about
herself.

Somehow that did not stop her
from what Henderson had called
reeking of sex.

Presumably any female barri-
caded behind forty light-years of
deep space with six crewmen
would have reeked a bit of sex,
recreation space being what it is
on extraterrestrial vehicles.

Still, in ordinary circum-
stances, Morgana was hardly
likely to qualify as a first-rate dis-
traction. She dressed simply,
mostly in white spun-vinyl tunics
and soft vinyl stockingboots. She
was drawn more to aesthetic com-
fort than to the extravagant forms
of body ornamentation affected by
her secretaries in the Computer
Research Center, which tended to
make such actions as walking or
sitting fairly complicated.

In short, as Henderson put it,
Morgana was a rampant feminist.

Just as society felt it could
safely announce that it had
reached the rare heights of egali-
tarianism, that it had at long last,
separated people’s real abilities
from their careless sexualities, up
popped Morgana Daen to point
out that it hadn't, really.

The Director of the Con-
comitant Forces had once re-
marked on the fact.

“Morgana, if you had lived a
hundred or so years ago, we might
even have had women enlisted in
the regular army.”
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analysis and correction. I think I
ought to tell you . . . even under
hypnosis it can be unpleasant.”

“It doesn’t do anything to me,
does it? I mean, I come out of this
Morgana Daen, with no helpful
suggestions and improvements
from you?”

“No personality change is in-
dicated, and no tissues will un-
dergo any change outside the fetus
itself.”

“That’s a relief. All T need now
is an identity crisis with another
identity.”

The captain stifled a yawn and
realized that he and the crew had
been awake nearly twenty hours.
Morgana grinned at him.

“Bored, sir?”

The captain assumed an air of
gallantry.

“No, Morgana, just tired and
rather overwhelmed. The enorm-
ity of the whole thing hasn't hit
vet, I suppose. I wasn’t prepared
for this in flight school. Aliens,
yes; even the Green Slime; infants
we hadn’t figured on for the
present,” he joked ruefully.

“Well, Captain I'm comforted
to know that we are unprepared
together. Morale and all that.”

Bedders coughed.

“The apparatus is set up in the
lab, Miss Daen. I'm sorry we
couldn’t give you some sort of
drug . . "

“Oh, that’s all right, Jake. God
knows what would happen if he
gave me some sort of drug.”
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Hallwether snickered.

Just then something crashed
into a hard surface somewhere
near the speaker system in the lab.
Another crash and an indistinct
howl of rage drowned instatic as
the intercom went out all over the
ship.

The gravity lock hissed open
and Wilcox somersaulted gently
into control, laughing like the pro-
verbial demented fetus.

Righting himself on a hang-
strap, he swung around to face the
captain.

“Captain, sir, it's Henderson,”
he managed before he balled up
into laughter again.

“What's the matter, Wilcox?
What about Henderson?”

“He’s got the bubonic plague?”
Morgana asked hopefully.

“Well, he wants to see Bedders,
sir. It was the inoculations, we
think.”

“He’s back there changing sex
or something?”

“Morgana, I'm trying to tell
you,” Wilcox gasped for breath.
“Bedders shot us all so full of anti-
stress that he’s discovered a side
effect.”

Bedders went scarlet.

“Unless we find another ex-
planation, we have to accept the
fact that Henderson’s reaction to
section B-3 of the checkout sheds
doubt on Morgana’s condition.”

He grinned at Morgana, who
didn’t know what he was talking
about.
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in sufficiently overwhelming a quantity to make up an ocean composed
entirely or nearly entirely of itself.”

Of these six elements, two, helium and neon, can exist in elemental
form only. A third, hydrogen, can form compounds, but exists in such
overwhelming quantities that on any planet capable of collecting more
than a trace of it (i.e., on Jupiter, as opposed to Earth) it must exist
mostly in elemental form for sheer lack of sufficient quantities of other
elements with which to combine.

As for oxygen, nitrogen and carbon, these, in the presence of a vast
preponderance of hydrogen, will exist only in combination with as much
hydrogen as possible. Oxygen will exist as water (H>O), nitrogen as
ammonia (HgN) and carbon as methane (H,C). This gives us our list
of the six possible thalassogens®*: hydrogen, helium, water, neon, am-
monia and methane, in order of decreasing quantity.

The next step is to consider each in connection with its liquid phase.
At ordinary pressures, equivalent to that produced by Earth’s atmo-
sphere, each has a clear-cut boiling-point temperature, above which it
exists only as a gas. This boiling point can be increased when pressure
is increased, but let’s ignore that complication, and consider the boiling
point, in degrees above absolute zero, at ordinary pressure.

It turns out that the boiling points of helium, hvdrogen and neon are,
respectively, 4.2° K., 20.3° K., and 27.3° K.

But keep in mind that even distant Pluto has a surface temperature
estimated to be roughlv 60° K. In fact, I wonder if any sizable planet,
such as the outer members of our Solar system, can ever have extremely
low temperatures. Internal heat arising from radioactivity must be suf-
ficient to keep the surface temperature at Plutonian levels, at least, even
in the complete absence of any sun. (Jupiter, for instance, according to
a very recent report I've seen, radiates three to four times as much heat
as it receives fron the Sun.)

In short, then, for any reasonable planet we can design, the tempera-
ture is going to be too high for the presence, in quantity, of helium,
hydrogen or neon in the liquid phase. Scratch them from the list and
we have only three thalassogens left: methane, ammonia, and water.

And what are their boiling points? Why, respectively, 111.7° K.,
239.8° K. and 373.2° K.

*There is one conceivable exception on an Earth-like planet. Silicon dioxide is
present in oceanic quantities, but it is a solid and wouldn’t be a liquid under any-
thing but white-heat. Scratch silicon dioxide.

**This is a word 1 have just made up. It is from Greek words (“sea-producers”)
and I define it as “a substance capable of forming a planetary ocean.”
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shared electrons is called a “covalent bond.”

Two fluorine atoms, once they have formed their two-electron pool,
have no reason to share any electrons with any other atom, much less
transfer electrons to them or even receive electrons from them. The two-
electron pool completely satisfies their electron needs. Consequently,
when one fluorine molecule meets another fluorine molecule, they
bounce off each other with very little tendency to stick together.

If there were no tendency to stick together at all, the fluorine mole-
cule would remain independent of its neighbors however far down the
temperature might drop. The molecules would move more and more
sluggishly, bounce off one another more and more feebly, but they would
never stick.

However, there are what are called “van der Waals forces” named
for the Dutch chemist who first studied them. Without going into the
matter in detail we can simply say that there are weak attractive forces
between atoms or molecules even when there is no outright electron-
transfer or electron-sharing.

Thanks to van der Waals forces, fluorine molecules are slightly
sticky, and if the temperature drops low enough, the energy that keeps
them moving will not be great enough to make them break away after
colliding. Fluorine will condense to a liquid.

The boiling point of liquid fluorine is 85° K. If the temperature -
drops further still, the fluorine molecules lock firmly into an orderly
array and fluorine becomes a solid. The melting point of solid fluorine is
50° K.

The same thing happens with the other electronegative elements.
Chlorine, oxygen, and nitrogen also form electron pools between two
atoms. We therefore have chlorine molecules, oxygen molecules and
nitrogen molecules, each made up of atom-pairs (Cl,, O, and Ny).
Even hydrogen atoms, which are not particularly electronegative, form
molecules by pairs (H»).

In every case the melting and boiling points are low, with the exact
value depending on the strength of the van der Waals forces. Hydro-
gen, with its very small atoms, possesses a liquid range at a considerably
lower temperature than that of fluorine. The boiling point of liquid
hydrogen is 21° K. and the freezing point of solid hydrogen is 14° K.

A few varieties of atom happen to possess a satisfactory number of
electrons to begin with. They have little tendency to give up any elec-
trons they have and still less to accept additional electrons from outside.
They do not therefore tend to form compounds. These are the so-called
“noble gases.”
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nervously shoveling a little heap of
dark-blue bags and gaudy packets
into a very ancient carryall. Al-
though the shop was fairly full, no
one else was waiting to be served
at the part of the counter where
Sally stood. I walked up to her.

“Good morning, Sally.”

She clutched the ugly carryall
to her, as if I were about to snatch
it. Then at once she became os-
tentatiously relaxed.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she
said. There was an upsetting little
rasp in her voice. “After all, Me],
you'’re not my mother.” Then she
walked out of the shop.

“Your change, miss,” cried the
International Stores’ clerk after
her.

But she was gone. The other
women in the shop watched her
go as if she were the town tart.
Then they closed up along the sec-
tion of counter where she had
been standing.

“Poor thing,” said the clerk un-
expectedly. He was young. The
other women looked at him
malevolently and gave their orders
with conscious briskness.

Then came Sally’s accident.

By this time there could be no
doubt that something was much
wrong with her, but I had always
been very nearly her only friend
in the town, and her behavior to
me made it difficult for me to
help. It was not that I lacked will
or, I think, courage but that I was
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unable to decide how to set about
the task. I was still thinking about
it when Sally was run over. I
imagine that her trouble, whatever
it was, had affected her ordinary
judgment. Apparently she stepped
right under a truck in the High
Street, having just visited the Post
Office. I learned shortly afterwards
that she refused to have letters de-
livered at her house but insisted up-
on them being left poste restante.

When she had been taken to
the Cottage Hospital, the matron,
Miss Garvice, sent for me. Every-
one knew that I was Sally’s friend.

“Do you know who is her next
of kin?”

“I doubt whether she has such
a thing in this country.”

“Friends?”

“Only I that I know of.” I had
always wondered about the mys-
terious informant of Dr. Tessler’s
passing.

Miss Garvice considered for a
moment.

“I'm worried about her house.
Strictly speaking, in all the cir-
cumstances, I suppose I ought to
tell the police and ask them to
keep an eye on it. But I am sure
she would prefer me to ask you.”

From her tone I rather sup-
posed that Miss Garvice knew
nothing of the recent changes in
Sally. Or perhaps she thought it
best to ignore them.

“As you live so close, I wonder
if it would be too much to ask you
just to look in every now and
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forward. The ripped woodwork of
the heavy door shrieked piercingly

as I dragged at it. I looked in. The -

room, such as it had ever been,
had been finally wrecked by the
introduction of the batten parti-
tion which separated it from the
bathroom and was covered with
blistered dark-brown varnish. The
only contents were a few decaying
toys. The nursery, as I remem-
bered from the exterior prospect.
Through the gap between the
sloping door and its frame, I
looked at the barred windows.
Like everything else in the house,
the bars seemed very heavy. 1
looked again at the toys. I ob-
served that all of them seemed to
be woolly animals. They were rot-
ted with moth and mold, but not
so much so as to conceal the fact
that at least some of them ap-
peared also to have been muti-
lated. There were the decompos-
ing leg of a teddy bear, inches
away from the main torso; the sev-
ered head of a fanciful stuffed
bird. It was as unpleasant a scene
as every other in the house.

What had Sally been doing all
day? As I had suspected, clearly
not cleaning the house. There re-
mained the kitchen quarters, and,
of course, the late doctor’s library.

There were odd scraps of food
about the basement, and signs of
recent though sketchy cooking. I
was almost surprised to discover
that Sally had not lived on air. In
general, however, the basement
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suggested nothing more unusual
than the familiar feeling of won-
der at the combined magnitude
and cumbrousness of cooking op-
erations in the homes of our
middle-class great-grandfathers.

I looked round for a candle
with which to illumine the li-
brary. I even opened various
drawers, bins, and cupboards. It
seemed that there were no can-
dles. In any case, I thought, shiv-
ering slightly in the descending
dusk, the library was probably a
job for more than a single candle.
Next time I would provide myself
with  my father's imposing
flashlight.

There seemed nothing more to
be done. I had not even taken off
my coat. I had discovered little
which was calculated to solve the
mystery. Could Sally be doping
herself? It really semed a theory. 1
turned off the kitchen light, as-
cended to the ground floor, and
shutting the front door, descended
again to the garden. I eyed the col-
lapsed front gate with new suspi-
cion. Some time later I realized
that I had relocked none of the
inside doors.

Next morning I called at the
Cottage Hospital.

“In a way,” said Miss Garvice,
“she’s much better. Quite sur-
prisingly so.”

“Can I see her?”

“I'm afraid not. She's unfortu-
nately had a very restless night.”
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