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THE BIRD OF TIME 25

“What? Oh yes, yes.
naturally.”

“What a pity we can’t read your mind,
Mura,” Bill piped up between bites.

“Gentlemen, I am crushed by your
suspicious attitude. Last night a con-
tract was signed. In exchange for one
thousand pounds of gold you transferred
to the Anarchiate all right and title to
your cargo of diamonds. Said contract
also stipulated that (1) Mr. Harkness
would accompany Princess Yahna in an
attempt to regain possession of the tele-
port and (2) Mr. Newsome would remain
at Crotan to bring me up to date regard-
ing developments on Earth since the
First Expedition left Mars. Is that cor-
rect?”

They nodded, each thinking in Span-
ish for all he was worth.

Mura shook his bright head repeated-
ly, as though trying to dislodge an in-
sect.

“What language is that?” he snapped.

“Griego,” thought Jack.

“Ingles.” was Bill's mental rejoinder.

“Very clever. I will discuss this mat-
ter further with you, Mr. Newsome. Mr.
Harkness, I have requisitioned a boat.
You start south as soon as the canal
melts.”

“Look,” said Jack uncomfortably, “do
I have to have my guardian angel tag-
ging along? Isn’t it a bit . . . excuse me
... a bit indecent?”

“Indecent?”

“Well I mean, a man and a woman,
alone on a long trip. On Earth. .. .”

Solar energy,

HAT Jack had come to think of as
“that bug look"” appeared on Mura’s
face. “In the first place, it would seem
to me that Terrestrial morals are not all
they might be for such thoughts to cross
your mind. In the second place, you
spoke of a man and a woman. For your
peace of mind and ultimate survival, I
suggest you do not think of the Princess
as a woman.”
“She looks, sounds and even smells a
lot like one!” Jack was nettled.
“She is. however, of a different spe-

cies. [ assure you that, being only a
martoid, so to speak. you are repulsive
to her. Even [ find myself barely able
to tolerate your presence and I'm sure
you feel the same way about me. That
being the case, let us have no more spec-
ulation about miscegenation.”

Bill snickered. Jack shut his mouth
on a hot retort. They finished the meal
ir%silence and left the dining room under
a barrage of black looks from other oc-
cupants. (They, too, had been eavesdrop-
ping, Jack realized with a shock.)

An elevator shot them up a good many
storeys to the watchtower. Yahna, look-
ing as pretty as a redbird in spring,
was waiting with a heavy garment re-
sembling a ski suit.

“What's the Princess wearing on this
jaunt ?” asked Jack after he had donned
the thing and adjusted its self-sealing
edges.

“I don’t need a parka,” Yahna caroled.
“My feathers are warmer.”

“And more becoming,” he grinned.
(No female, even if she had seven heads
and ten horns, was going to find him
repulsive very long if he could help it.)

His guardian fluttered long, feathery
eyelashes just as he had known she
would.

Mura veiled his eves disapprovingly
and was thankful once more that telepa-
thy was not a human trait. Bill approv-
ingly touched forefinger to thumb at the
sally, but added out of the corner of his
mouth:

“Pero no olvides las transfusiones de
sangre!”

Lifting a wingtip in farewell, Yahna
led her protigé out of the tower and into
the fields. She was fairly bursting with
excitement. Every now and then she
would leap into the thin air and sustain
herself for several seconds with a great
beating of pinions that filled Jack’s eyes
with sand.

“You don’t know. You can’t know,”
she chanted in the upper register after
one such abortive flight, “what it means
to be goning south with the spring. When
Mars was voung all of us followed the
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“How else should they live, you filthy
barbarian?”

“Oh, come now.” He backed water fu-
riously. “Don’t get mad. I was just pull-
ing your . .. your wing. Didn’t know
you were that touchy about it.”

“Since we’re on the subject,” she
ruffled all her feathers at him now, “why
not tell me how beings who call them-

selves civilized can possibly tolerate, let.

alone enjoy, such a spiritual, physi-
cal and emotional straightjacket as
monogamy ?” »

“I could teach you to like monogamy.”
He winked at her brazenly.

“Some Earthlings do enjoy the bless-
ings of polyandry and polygamy, don’t
they?” she shot at him triumphantly.
“I remember Mura telling me that in
Tibet—"

“Well, if you call such things bless-
ings, ves,” he admitted grudgingly.

“So that’s why vour infant mind was
so horrified yesterday when I proposed!
And I merely thought you found me re-
pulsive. Why . . . Why, if we ever get
back to Crotan, I'll scratch your ugly
eyes out, Jack Harkness!”

“‘Alouette, charming Alouette’” he
sang, not too badly out of tune.

“Stop that horrid cacophony!” she
shrieked while his heait leaped to see
how utterly divine she looked when
angry.

“ ‘T shall pluck your feathers. I shall
pluck your neck.’”

“No. No! Stop it, I say. Please!”
Amazingly, she dropped the tiller, put
both hands to her neck, shrouded herself
in her wings and burst into sobs.

“Now Yahna!” He brought the boat
back on course with one bandaged hand
and patted her clumsily with the other.
“I didn’t mean it. Honest I didn’t. I don't
care a damn how Martians conduct their
love lives. I was just talking.”

The sobs did not abate.

“Gee whiz.” He pressed her against
him despite her halfhearted wriggles.
“Look, Bill’s my best friend, but I'll be
a three-toed sloth if I want to be married
to both of you.” (What did one do when

a birdwoman wept?

“You horrid man,” she wailed inside
her barrier of feathers. “If you really
loved me. .. I know: You have a sweet-
heart back on Earth.”

“No!” he protested. “It’s you I love,
Yahna.” (M'gosh, why had he said that?)

“You really do?” One damp eye broke
cover to study him.

“Of course I do.” (Well, he thought
in astonishment, I guess I do at that!)

“And you won’t yowl ‘Alouette’ at me
any more?”

“I won’t. I swear it.” (Except under
extreme provocation, he made a mental
reservation.)

“T'll try not to provoke you.” She sat
up and preened. Then she started to
laugh, not maliciously, but wholeheart-
edly and merrily. “Earthmen are funny,
too,” she cooed and took the sting out of
the words by kissing him soundly. (Kiss-
ing, he decided, must be an old inter-
planetary custom!)

So it went: Visits to the cultured
Martians at night; endless discussions
mixed with lovers’ quarrels and recon-
ciliations by day. In the process Jack
came to understand and appreciate the
variety and captivating charm, both of
the brave inhabitants of the gutted plan-
et in general, and of Yahna in particu-
lar. She ceased to be an alien life form.
She was human!

“And to think,” he marvelled on one
occasion, “that Bill and I came here to
rob the socks off a bunch of gooks. Lord,
were we green!”

“I like you for saying that, Jack.”
Yahna patted his healing hand.

N THE tenth day they encountered

fields still unplowed and covered
with patches of melting snow. On the
thirteenth, they reached the slowly re-
treating edge of the polar ice cap. Water
had cut deep channels through the gla-
cier at many points. Down these, fresh-
ets poured into the canal. Their little
craft soon could make no progress
against such currents.

“Now what?” Jack stared out over the
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when they come down. We’re short of
food and our water has gone foul. Could
you help us out ?”

“With pleasure, sir. I'll have supplies,
a doctor and nurses here at once.”

“Ah ves, a doctor.” The colonel was
trying desperately to readjust his ideas
about Martian civilization. He blinked
at Newsome for several moments. Then
a crafty look came into his ice blue eyes.
“There’s another thing,” he said. “Both
my radio operators are in sick bay.
Would it be possible for me to borrow
the services of your, ah, adjutant, so I
could get in touch with Earth?”

“Well.” Tt was Mura’s turn to be dis-
turbed. “Mars has rather strict censor-
ship laws, you know. Also, I would hate
to have Mr. Newsome meet with an. . .
accident.”

Brown growled deep in his throat,
then shrugged it off.

“You may come aboard with him and
inspect all messages,” he conceded.

“Splendid. Splendid, colonel,” beamed
the Pitaret, playing his role of human to
the hilt. “Now, do you suppose any of
your men feel well enough to accompany
me to Crotan? A welcoming luncheon
has been arranged.”

Brown looked at the members of his
staff, all of whom blanched and looked
back at him in silent, obedient misery.

“I'm afraid you will have to excuse
them this time,” he said with a twist of
his firm lips. “I will be delighted to go,
however. I have a stomach of iron, sir.”
Then, realizing that this might not sound
too complimentary, he hastened to add:
“Never been space sick in my life.
Never!”

Three hours later Brown and Mura re-
paired to the tower observatory to ad-
mire the view, sip Gurlak and ‘“‘talk busi-
ness.”

What a luncheon, thought the replete
colonel. Held at the Theatredome and
well-planned, sir. Well-planned indeed.
Golden dishes! And all the guests wore
big gold badges with their funny names

- printed on them in plain English. There
had been a speech of welcome by the

Pitaret and he had been at his best in a
response. The climax had been a “stage
presentation” starring The Eleven Fly-
ing Girls. His hometown Rotary Club
couldn’t have improved on it much. The
Martians had done things up in style.

Horrible stuff though, this Gurlak,
but one simply must observe the customs
of the country. Hmmm, yes, particular-
ly if one hoped to drive a good bargain
for one’s trade goods. Wonder if part of
the price could be a pair of those red
pigeons to take back to the States? What
a sensation they’d make.

“l must apologize, sir,” Mura began,
“because we were not quite frank with
you when the First Expedition came
here. However, you can appreciate our
feelings. We are a dving race, with few
material resources. We distrusted you
virile strangers and wanted time to eval-
uate your motives. It seems ridiculous,
but we feared you might have plans for
conquest.”

“Nonsense, my friend.” (What kind
of talk is this? Calling an owl-eyed bird
friend, thought that half of the colonel’s
mind which had not yielded to the suave
influence of Gurlak.) “We have no plans
for conquest. None whatsoever. Just
want to trade on fair terms. You’ll find -
that we of Barth are all honest. Scrupu-
lously honest. We are lovers of peace,
too. Wouldn’t hurt a fly, Pitaret. I mean,
not a living thing.” (But let me get my
hands on your gold horde, his thoughts
ran on, and vou won't act so cocky. Pity
I can't do the oldfashioned thing and
just take it, the way Clive and Cortez
did.

URA leaned back in his perch,
crossed his legs awkwardly and
lighted one of the cigars the Terrestial
offered. “That being the case—"" (Great
Avron! If his lungs survived this ordeal
he would be lucky! “That being the
case, let us dispense with ceremony and
get down to brass tacks.” (Was he
overdoing things? No, that was impos-
sible with such an egocentric fool.) “No
beating around the nest ... I mean the
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bush. The Anarchiate has authorized
me to handle all negotiations. Let us
draw up a contract right now. Then
you can spend the rest of your time here
enjoying yourself and getting better
acquainted with poor old dying Mars.
Your cargo consists of . .. ?”

“Uncut zircons, largely, since I under-

stood those precious stones are highly
prized here.” The Old Man almost swal-
lowed his adam’s apple as a thought
struck him. “I hope I was not mistaken
in this.”

“Certainly not, sir. Certainly not.”
Mura licked his lips. “We can use any
quantity of zircons in our, ah, temples.”

“As much as three tons?” Brown
leaned forward, ready to back-track, if
the answer were “No”, by saying he had
brought only a fraction of that amount.

“As much as three tons,” Mura
agreed. “But what can we offer in ex-
change?”

“Well,” beamed the colonel, “you seem
to have quite a lot of gold here. It is
prized as an ornamental metal on Earth.
What would you say to a three-for-one
exchange—nine tons of gold for my
three tons of zircons?”’ (He held his
breath. With zirconium pretty much a
drug on the market since Moon Mines
had opened, with the price of gold newly
pegged at $50 an ounce. . .) “That would
mean a profit of—"" (He scribbled on the
back of an envelope and blinked at the
result. By all the little pink demons!)
“——a clear profit of, let’s say ten per cent
after transportation. That’s fair, isn’t
it?”

“Not at all!” Mura had been doing his
own figuring, based on thoughts in the
colonel’s wide-open mind.

“Well, uh, the zircons are uncut. Per-
haps I could shade the price a bit.” (If
he could only get the little bastard to
make a two-for-one trade, his share
would make him a rich man while the
companies backing him would coin mil-
lions.)

“No, my friend. Your price is not too
high. It is ridiculously low. Gold is a
poor thing to exchange for gems. I can-

not let you rob yourself. Interplanetary
friendship must not be based on fraud!”

“No. Of course not,” Brown gulped.
“What would you consider fair?”

“How much cargo can your three ships
carry back to Earth, sir?”

“Let me think.” Brown stared out at
his shining vessels pointing heavenward
from among the cactus. “Considering
the low escape velocity of Mars, I should
say they would lift ten tons each.”

“Good.” Mura hopped up. “I shall
give orders immediately that thirty tons
of gold are to be loaded in your ships.
You won’t even have to touch it, except
to assay it for purity, of course. It will
be poor recompense for your labors in
bridging the vast reaches of space but
the best we grateful Martians can af-
ford.” »

“Thirty tons!” The wheels in Brown’s
mind revolved madly. (Fifty dollars an
ounce. Twelve ounces to the pound. Sixty
thousand pounds. THIRTY-SIX MIL-.
LION DOLLARS!) He snatched at a
new pipe and drained it at a gulp. “I
think,” he said vaguely, “that I should
be getting back to the Titan. Duty calls,
you know. Thanks for the luncheon.
Thanks for everything.” He stood up
and smoothed his perfectly tailored uni-
form. “You will bring Newsome along
later, won’t you? You have the freedom
of the flagship.”

“I shall bring him soon,” Mura licked
his lips. “And one thing more, colonel—
just a whim, you might say. Don’t men-
tion the terms of our contract in your
communications. Let them come as a
welcome surprise to our Terrestrial
cousins when you reach home.”

“Splendid idea!” Brown bared his
white teeth. “Capital. Not a word!”

YOUR VISOR must be quite primitive
if an expert is needed to operate it,”
said Mura as he and Bill walked across
the scorched cactus toward the Titan
late that afternoon. “However that may
be, don’t forget that I expect your com-
plete cooperation.”
“It isn’t television,” said Bill before
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N SPITE of the memorandum from his

bank—which now he folded and
tucked into his pocket—Magnus Ridolph
spoke with decision. “If your business
requires feats of physical prowess, I
beg you hire elsewhere. My janitor
might satisfy your needs: an excellent
chap who engages his spare time mov-
ing bar-bells from one elevation to an-
other.”

“No, no,” said the woman hastily.

“I'm sure you misunderstand; I merely’

pictured a different sort of indivi-
dual. ...’ .

Magnus Ridolph cleared his throat.
“What is your problem?”

“Well—I am Martha Chickering,
secretary of the Women’s League Com-
mittee for the Preservation of Moral
Values. We are fighting a particularly
disgraceful condition that the law re-
fuses to abate. We have appealed to
the better nature of the persons in-
volved, but I'm afraid that financial
gain means movre to them than decency.”

“Be so kind as to state your prob-
lem.”

“Are you acquainted with the
world—" she spoke it as if it were a
social disease “—Kokod ?”

Magnus Ridolph nodded
stroked his neat white beard.
problem assumes form.”

“Can you help us then? Every right-
thinking person condemns the goings-
on—brutal, undignified, nauseous . . .”

Magnus Ridolph nodded. “The ex-
ploitation of the Kokod natives is hard-
ly commendable.”

“Hardly commendable!” cried Mar-
tha Chickering. “It’s despicable! It's
trafficking in blood! We execrate the
sadistic beasts who patronize bull-fights
—but we condone, even encourage the
terrible things that take place on Kokod
while Holpers and See daily grow
wealthier.”

“Ha, ha!” exclaimed Magnus Ridolph.
“Bruce Holpers and Julius See?”

“Why yes.” She looked at him ques-
tioningly. “Perhaps you know them?”

Magnus Ridolph sat back in his chair,

”

gravely,
“Your

turned the liqueur down his throat. “To
some slight extent. We had what I be-
lieve is called a business connection. But
no matter, please continue. Your prob-
lem has acquired a new dimension, and
beyond question the situation is deplor-
able.” .

“Then you agree that the Kokod Syn-
dicate should be broken up? You will
help us?”

Magnus Ridolph spread his arms in a
fluent gesture. “Mrs. Chickering, my
good wishes are freely at your disposal;
active participation in the crusade is
another matter and will be determined
by the fee your organization is pre-
pared to invest.”

“Mrs. Chickering spoke stiffly. “Well,
we assume that a man of principle might
be willing to make certain sacrifices—"

Magnus Ridolph sighed. “You touch
me upon a sensitive spot, Mrs. Chicker-
ing. I shall indeed make a sacrifice.
Rather than the extended rest 1 had
promised myself, I will devote my abili-
ties to your problem . .. Now let us dis-
cuss my fee—no, first, what do you re-
quire?”

“We insist that the gaming at Shad-
ow Valley Inn be halted. We want
Bruce Holpers and Julius See prosecuted
and punished. We want an end put to
the Kokod wars.”

Magnus Ridolph looked off -into the
distance and for a moment was silent.
When at last he spoke, his voice was
grave. “You list your requirements on
a descending level of feasibility.” _

“I don’t understand you, Mr. Ridolph.”

“Shadow Valley Inn might well be
rendered inoperative by means of a
bomb or an epidemic of Mayerheim’s
Bloat. To punish Holpers and See, we
must demonstrate that a non-existent
law has been criminally violated. And
to halt the Kokod wars, it will bé neces-
sary to alter the genetic heritage,
glandular make-up, training, instinet,
and general outlook on life, of each of
the countless Kokod warriors.”

Mrs. Chickering blinked and stam-
mered; Magnus Ridolph held up a
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20,000 munits a day. Exactly 100,000
munits.”

“T'm afraid I find your humor a trifle
heavy,” said Magnus Ridolph frostily.

“It wasn’t intended to make you
laugh,” said See. “Only us. I'm getting
quite a kick out of it. How about you,
Bruce?”

“Ha, ha, ha,” laughed Holpers.

Magnus Ridolph rose to his feet.
“There remains to me the classical re-
course. I shall leave your exorbitant
premises."”

See permitted a grin to widen his lips.
“Where you going to leave to?”

“He’s going to Roaring Cape Tumble,”
snickered Holpers. “They owe him a
lot.”

“In connection with the hundred
thousand munits owed me, I'll take a
note, an [OU. Oddly enough, a hundred
thousand munits is almost exactly what
I lost in the Outer Empire Realty and
Investment failure.” _

See grinned sourly. “Forget it, Ri-
dolph, give it up—an angle that didn’t
pay off.”

Magnus Ridolph bowed, marched
away. See and Holpers stood looking
after him. Holpers made an adenoidal
sound. “Think he’ll move out?”

See grunted. “There’s no reason why
he should. He’s not getting the hun-
dred thousand anyway ; he’d be smarter
sitting tight.”

“l hope he does go; he makes me
nervous. Another deal like today would
wipe us out . . . Six hundred thousand
munits—a lot of scratch to go in ten
minutes.”

“We'll get it back . .. Maybe we can
rig a battle or two ourselves.”

Holpers’s long face dropped, and his
teeth showed. “I'm not so sure that’s
a good idea . . . First thing you know
Commonwealth Control would be—"

“Pah!” spat See. “What’s Control
going to do about it? Clark has all the
fire and guts of a Leghorn pullet.”

“Yes, but—"

“Just leave it to me.”

They returned to the lobby. The desk

clerk made an urgent motion. “Mr. Ri-
dolph has just checked out! I don’t un-
derstand where—"

See cut him off with a brusque motion.
“He can camp under a stele for all I
care.”

AGNUS RIDOLPH sat back in the
most comfortable of Everley Clark’s
armchairs and lit a cigarette. Clark
watched him with an expression at once
wary and obstinate. “We have gained
a tactical victory,” said Magnus Ri-
dolph, “and suffered a strategic defeat.”
Everley Clark knit his brows uneasily.
“I don’t quite follow you. I should
think—"

“We have diminished the financial
power of Shadow Vallev Inn, and hence,
done serious damage. But the blow was
not decisive and the syndicate is still
viable. T was unable to collect my hun-
dred thousand munits, and also have
been forced from the scene of maximum
engagement. By this token we may fair-
ly consider that our minimum objectives
have not been gained.”

“Well,” said Clark, “I know it hurts to
have to admit defeat, but we’ve done our
best and no one can do more. Consider-
ing my position, perhaps it's just as well
that—"

“If conditions were to be allowed to
rest on the present basis,” said Magnus
Ridolph, “there might be reason for
some slight relaxation. But I fear that
See and Holpers have been too thorough-
ly agitated by their losses to let the mat-
ter drop.”

Everley Clark eyed Magnus Ridolph
in perturbation. ‘“But what can they
do? Surely I never—"

Magnus Ridolph shook his head grave-
ly. “I must admit that both See and
Holpers accused me of setting off the
explosions which routed the Vine Hill
Tumble. Admission of guilt would have
been ingenuous; naturally I maintained
that T had done nothing of the sort. I
claimed that I had no opportunity to do
so, and further, that the Ecologic Ex-
aminer aboard the Hesperornis who
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RS. CHAIM roused her peacock-

shaped friend Mrs. Borgage rather
earlier than usual. “Hurry, Altamira,
we've been so late these last few morn-
ings, we've missed the best seats in the
observation car.”

Mrs. Borgage obliged by hastening
her toilet; in short order the two ladies
appeared in the lobby. By a peculiar
coincidence both wore costumes of dark
green, a color which each thought suited
the other not at all. They paused by
the announcement of the day’s war in
order to check the odds, then turned in-
to the dining room.

They ate a hurried breakfast, set out
for the loading platform. Mrs. Borgage,
pausing to catch her breath and enjoy
the freshness of the morning, glanced
toward the roof of the inn. Mrs. Chaim
rather impatiently looked over her
shoulder. “Whatever are you staring at,
Altamira?”

Mrs. Borgage pointed. “It’s that un-
pleasant little man Ridolph . . . I can’t
fathom what he’s up to . .. He seems to
be fixing some sort of branch to the
roof.”

Mrs. Chaim sniffed. “I thought the
management had turned him out.”

“Isn’t that Mr. See’s air-car on the
roof behind him?”

“I really couldn’t say,” replied Mrs.
Chaim. “I know very little of such
things.” She turned away toward the
loading platform, and Mrs. Borgage fol-
lowed.

Once more they met interruption;
this time in the form of the pilot. His
clothes were disarranged; his face had
suffered scratching and contusion. Run-
ning wild-eyed, he careened into the two
green-clad ladies, disengaged himself
and continued without apology.

Mrs. Chaim bridled in outrage. “Well,
I never!” She turned to look after the
pilot. “Has the man gone mad?”

Mrs. Borgage, peering ahead to learn
the source of the pilot’s alarm, uttered
a sharp cry.

“What is it?” asked Mrs. Chaim ir-
ritatedly.

Mrs. Borgage clasped her arm with
bony fingers. “Look....”

A1

“URING the subsequent official in-
vestigation, Commonwealth Control
Agent Everley Clark {ranscribed the fol-
lowing eye-witness acount:

“I am Joe 234, Leg-leader of the Fif-
teenth Brigade, the Fanatics, in the
service of the indomitable Shell Strand
Tumble.

“We are accustomed to the ruses of
Topaz Tumble and the desperate subtle-
ties of Star Throne: hence the ambush
prepared by the giant warriors of Big
Square Tumble took us not at all by sur-
prise.

“Approaching by Primary Formation
17, we circled the flat space occupied by
several flying contrivances, where we
flushed out a patrol spy. We thrashed
him with our lances, and he fled back
toward his own forces.

“Continuing, we encountered a first
line of defense consisting of two rather
ineffectual warriors accoutred in gar-
ments of green cloth. These we beat
also, according to Convention 22, in
force during the day. Uttering terrible
cries, the two warriors retreated, luring
us toward prepared positions inside the
tumble itself. High on the roof the
standard of Big Square Tumble rose,
plain to see. No deception there, at least!
Our strategic problem assumed a clear
form: how best to beat down resistance
and win to the roof.

“Frontal assault was decided upon;
the signal to advance was given. We of
the Fifteenth were first past the outer
defense—a double panel of thick glass
which we broke with rocks. Inside we
met a spirited defense which momen-
tarily threw us back.

“At this juncture occurred a diver-
sion in the form of troops from the
Rock River Tumble, which, as we now
know, the warriors of the Big Square
Tumble had rashly challenged for the
same day. The Rock River warrriors
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was just a bit of byplay among a few
of the ship’s company, so to speak.

Of course, it might have come out
when we wrapped up the Return Leg
and laid the sizzling Einstein to rest in
a cloud of North Atlantic steam. The
minute they cracked us out of there, the
pressure for copy was on. They got
the meat off the bone fast and then they
went after the crumbs. Everything
about us was simply too utterly too too.
When it got to the point of comparing
the way each of us sneezed and a de-
tailed history of our parent’s ingrown

toenails, we revolted as nicely as we"

could and each of us went off in a differ-
ent direction to some quiet place where
we could write our books in peace.

And yet, as I say, this business be-
tween Father Molloy and Emmy Moore
never came out. I have no right, I sup-
pose, even now that Moore’s dead, to be
spreading it around. But it’s a harmless
enough little story. Father Molloy—
wherever he is—certainly can’t mind,
and Moore’s left no one behind to take
offense that I know of.

Father Gilbert Molloy was not taken
on as a priest. Nobody figured on a
chaplain as part of the payload. Nobody
even asked for one. If the question had
come up, [ don’t doubt the answer would
have been, “Hell, we're leaving our souls
behind!” Or, maybe, “Since when is
there absolution for suicides?”

You see, religion didn’t enter into our
calculations. Leastways, I assume most
of the others felt the way I did when
they asked me if I wanted to die young
and out in deep space. There was no
question that we all felt it would be a
most exciting and wonderful death. Be-
ing my own peculiar and emancipated
kind of Jew (Reformed), I by-passed
my rabbi and took it up with Jehovah
direct. 1 earmarked whatever I had in
the way of a soul and left it with Him.

And I don’t doubt the rest made simi-
lar dispositions, in their own private
and special ways—with the exception of
Lieutenant Emmett Moore, who had no
prayers to say, nor any peace to make,

before or after. (Most of the crew were
Catholics or Protestants; Doc Kaplan,
the only other Jew, looked Orthodox to
me, but he never said.) Whatever was
to be done had to be done before we
were all buttoned up for initial blast.
There were simply too many unknown
factors—acceleration, cosmic radiation,
meteors, course, orbit, landing, hostile
organisms, impossible ground condi-
tions, take-off, return flight, landing, in-
sanity . . . what the hell, if a man has
to hurl himself headlong into a dark
hole, what can he do but cross himself
first or whatever? There’s no time for
pravers after he’s hurled himself.

O, GIL shipped out as Molloy, G:
Geologist. You’'ll find it that way on
the ship’s articles down in the Smithson-
ian. And for a long way out into that
cold dark nothing he never said a mum-
blin” word about being ordained for
anything but chipping rock off the next
planet out from the sun. Seeing him
jettison his oatmeal along with the rest
of us when we came out of 5G shock and
found our tummies gone weightless, I
figured him for sure enough just an-
other of our c¢rew of tough, quiet spe-
cialists.

He was with us on the oxygen jags,
howling naughty words and flipping
from stanchion to handhold and back.
His first anxiety seemed to be for his
equipment, just like the rest of us—
his diamond band-saw with which to
slice up the Martian rocks and his pre-
cious jars of acids and reagents and the
field kit and the compact petrographic
microscope. He was the dry, wiry type
that looks older than it is; all his re-
serve had a professorial, scholarly cast
about it. Not a one of us suspected that
he had his mental collar turned around.

It would have to be Emmett Moore
who found him praying. As the Ein-
stein’s exec it was his business, of course,
to find and pry into and examine any-
thing and everything inside that pencil
with which we were making the first
entry in the ledger of interplanetary
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of opinion, and it was a barrier.

For a while the subject lay silent be-
tween them, and Emmy wouldn’t touch
it. He was like a dog, warned to ignore
the cat. I could read the pressure in his
eyes.

I'm sure Gil never meant to scratch
Emmy’s itch, but sometimes things just
happen. Gil and I were alone when it
started, having a coffee-tube apiece in
the galloy. The nose watch—I think it
was Adams—sang out over the inter-
com: “M tonr occulting sun.” We both
snatched down our polaroid visors and
shoved off to the galley port-hole. It
was 4 rare and wonderful sight, and 1
think Hayveroft has described it best in
his hoolk:

“The hody itself could not be seen,
except as a sort of hole moving across a
swarm of elittering lights. The stars
in its path appeared to drop into it
and then pop out again. When the blaz-
ing pin-head of the sun fell in, our
breaths caught in atavistic terror—and
then were let out in gasps of relief as
the primary swam forth again in all its
glory.”

E DRIFTED away from the port-

hole and were silent for a moment.
Then Gil said softly, “I thought I was
a religious man until I hit deep space.”
I started to reply, but another voice
cut in.

“What! Don’t tell me you’ve come to
your senses!”

Emmy had just come up (it's pretty
hard to make a noise when vou’re float-
ing instead of walking). He reached into
the refrigerator and took a coffee-tube
from the rack. He dropped it into the
heat coil and twisted to smile at Gil.

“Gietting a little perspective out here,
hey? Beginning to see the folly of an
earthbound gnd” (I know Emmy would
spell it with a little “g”) “and a heaven
seventeen miles up?”

Gl smiled back at him just as sweetly.
“I trust my theology isn’t as crude as
that.”’

“All theology is crude, though, don’t

you think?” Emmy’s smile grew mock-
ing, and a little taut.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Gil. “Al-
though, in a way, yes. That’s just what
I was going to say to Jack when you
came along. Theology is just man’s view
of God and it’'s a dim vision at best.
I've just had a most effective reminder
of how dim.”

Emmy sniffed and lifted out the coffee-
tube. I cleared my throat, for what it
was worth.

“You mean,” said Emmy, “that you're
all amazed at the scope of the sheerly
physical world—or the universe. You're
amazed, vou're mystified, you’re emo-
tionally charged to capacity, at mere
mass and distance and relative factors
like that. You can’t say to yourself, ‘I
see a thing moving among some other
things and so what’?”

“You mean I'm supposed to look out
that port-hole and say, ‘Meaningless—
it's all meaningless’?” Gil shook his
head. “That I can’t do. Can you?” He
squinted at Emmy and spoke with child-
like earnestness.

Emmy pulled the tube out of his
mouth. “Let's have none of your jesuiti-
cal sophistry, friend. Of course, it’s not
meaningless. I'm awed by it all—and
my vision of the purely natural laws
operating behind it is as dim as you say
vour theology is. But everytime I'm
awed, or fail to understand, I’'m not go-
ing to whisper to myself, ‘Then it must
be god’. I'm going to fight that.”

Gil laughed and said, “Why?”

I could see that the laugh had stung
Emmy.

He deliberately sucked his tube dry,
crumpled it and shoved it into the dis-
posal chute. “In the name of progress,
Molloy. Man’s pulling himself up out of
the swamp, out of the jungle. He owes
it to himself to keep a clear head.”

“And God gets no credit. Man is
making this long uphill climb without
guidance, without light—without a goal,
you might say ?” Gil's grinning lips were
slightly pursed; he seemed to be enjoy-
ing himself.
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evidence of God on Mars?”

Emmy nodded, his tongue starting to
slide into his cheek.

Gil smiled his sweetest smile. “I found
it, Emmy. [ found God.” He started
to undo a button on his blouse.

I began to feel suddenly uncomforta-
ble; I had to drop my eves from those
so-carnest ones of Gilbert Molloy. But
IEmmy only sucked in his cheeks and
said, “Did you, now?”

The little stone cross clattered on the
c¢ounter in front of me, spreading a few
grains of sand around.

“1 found that,” Gil’s calm voice con-
tinued, “about ten miles from here. It
was at the foot of a basalt cliff, half-
buried. Very interesting, don’t you
think, Moore?”

“Well, T'll be dog-goned!” Emmy was
hamming it up for all he was worth.
“What do vou know about that?”

“What do I know about it?” A change
came into Gil's voice; it grew sharp.
“Only what I can guess. Moore—guess-
ing on what facts [ know. I must say, 1
feel sorry for a man who’d go to all this
trouble.”

“Trouble?" echoed Emmy, caught off
guard. We both stared up at Gil. His
eves, on Emmy, were a couple of hot
bright marbles.

“Yes. It was a hard job, but you did
it well.” He dug something out of his
breast pocket and dropped it by the
cross. It was a short steel brad.

“It was incredible that 1 should also
find that. I might almost call it 2 mira-
cle. A nail by the cross—think of it!"

(:il's voice was soft, even in the silence

of the cubicle. “I'm a man of faith,
Moore—and [ have the greatest faith
that you will find that little nail missing
from one of the caulks on vour boots.”

Emmy defiantly locked his stare with
Gil’'s until he had worked one foot out
from under the counter and cocked it on
his knee. 1 couldn’'t see, but evidently
it wasn’t that boot. Gil’s stare did not
waver and Emmy brought up the other
foot, twisting it so he could see as well
as Gil.

He put it down slowly. He said, thin-
ly, “So I lost a nail.”

Gil reached over and tapped a corner
of the cross. “I also chipped off a little
for examination. Why you thought you
could fool a geologist, I can’t imagine.
The oxidation doesn’t begin to match
that of the genuinelyv weathered sam-
ples I've been picking up. As an exam-
ple of primitive Martian art, I'm afraid
it doesn’t quite stack up.”

Emmy sat back, his mouth in a sour
twist. “Well, Molloy, it would appear
you didn't find your god, after all.”

“Oh, 1 found God,” said Gil quickly.
“Although T can’t expect you to see it.
You see, Emmy—" and his voice grew a
shade more kindly—“vou threw me off
base. You had me looking for God, all
the tim~ I've been out there supposedly
doing my job. One mustn’t look for Him,
That only means doubt, and confusion.
He showed me that—today.”

Emmy tried to include me with his
grin. “This’ll be good.” But I contented
myself with calmly sweeping the sand
off the counter.

“Yes,” Ciil went on easily, “He had
vou slave over that cross—" he chuckled
—*“by way of penance, Moore. And then
He worked the nail out of your boot.
What's more, He saw to it that 1 saw
it—"

Emmy burst out into a short, con-
temptuous laugh. He placed both hands
on the counter and got up. “Sorry, Mol-
loy, to break up the flow of crap, but
I gotta go.”

Gil stood aside. “That’s all right,” he
said gravely. “l just want to give you
one thought to take with vou.”

Emmy turned in the doorway and
smiled with a kind of weary condescen-
sion. “What is it, little man?”

“Please stay the hell away from my
tools and equipment,” Gil said evenly.
“I've got my work to do.”

| threw the cross out of a port-hole.
Neither of them asked what had become
of it, nor did they speak to each other
again ® 0 9
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Glo-Shav again. He might get by.

The visiphone buzzed angrily. For the
past two hours it had been signaling
methodically every ten minutes. Man-
ning continued to ignore it.

He straightened a picture on the wall
and glanced for the fiftieth time at his
chronograph. Never had time gone so
slowly.

As anyone might have guessed, Man-
ning Draco was expecting a dinner
guest. She was Lhana Xano, the Mar-
tian receptionist at the Greater Solarian
Insurance Company, Monoplated, where
Manning was the star investigator. It
was now all of seven months since
Lhana Xano had begun to work for the
insurance company, and Manning had
carried on a tireless campaign of se-
duction. For seven months it had been
fruitless, but she had finally agreed to
have dinner at his apartment. She was
due to arrive at five-thirty, coming di-
rectly from work.

With the insight common to all em-
ployees, Manning had known from the
beginning that the persistent visiphone
calls were from J. Barnaby Cruikshank,
the president of Greater Solarian. Once
he had switched on one of the message
tapes, turning it off again at the first
blast of profanity.

At a quarter past five, the door light
went on. Thinking that Lhana had man-
aged to leave early, Manning hurried
to throw open the door.

His smile of welcome faded as he
looked at the two men in the black uni-
forms of the Galactic Police.

“Manning Draco?” one of them asked
heavily.

“Yes,” Manning said, “but—"

“We have a warrant for your arrest,”
the policeman interrupted. “Will you
come with us quietly or do we have to
put a paralyzer on you?”

“What’s the charge?” Manning asked,
a suspicion already gnawing at him.

“Obstructing the industrial process,”
the policeman intoned, “intent to sabo-
tage, contempt of monopolies, and at-
tempted seduction of personnel.”

Manning had suspected J. Barnaby
Cruikshank of sending the policemen;
the list of charges confirmed it. He
cursed with feeling.

“Where are you taking me?” he asked.

“To the offices of the Greater Solarian
Insurance Company, Monoplated. Inas-
much as the plaintiff requested to see
you, it is possible that you can get him
to drop the charges.”

“Oh, sure,” Manning said bitterly.
“He’ll drop the charges. All I have to
do is put my slave collar back on.”

The policemen waited stolidly while
Manning Draco left a message for Lha-
na on the door tape and then escorted
him to their squad-flyer. A few minutes
later they came down on the roof of the
Greater Solarian building. Manning
walked between them down to the fa-
miliar door of the president’s office. The
door-scanner recognized them and the
door swung open.

BARNABY CRUIKSHANK was, at
¢ forty, one of the richest and most
powerful men in the Galaxy. Normally,
he was also the very picture of well
groomed urbanity. This, however, was
not true of him at the moment that the
two policemen escorted Draco into his
office. For once, his temper seemed to
be well under control, but his rumpled
hair and the wrinkles in his guaranteed
non-wrinkleable plastic sport coat bore
mute witness to his true emotional state.
“Good work,” he said to the two po-
licemen. “You may wait outside while I
speak to him. If it’s necessary to press
the charges, I'll call you in.”

The two policemen nodded respect-
fully and withdrew. J. Baynaby turned
a baleful gaze upon his chief investi-
gator.

“Good afternoon, Manning,” he said,
making it sound more like a malediction
than a greeting.

Manning dropped into one of the com-
fortable chairs and stared at his boss.
“J. Barnaby,” he said, “I’ve always told
you that some day you’d go too far. I
think this is the day. I’'m annoyed.”






















































110
its jaws rhythmically. For a moment,
Manning thought he was going to be
sick.

Slowly he got a grip on himself. He
leaned over and pulled the blinkers back
on. Then he guided the peterodactyl
over the field and set it down on the
ground near the post. He quickly teth-
ered it and started across the field.
could hear the buzz from the crowd, the
mixed cheering and booing.

The royal party came to meet him.
When he was almost up to them, one fig-
ure detached itself from the others and
ran toward him. It was the Princess
Aaledo. Before Manning could dodge,
she had thrown her arms around him.
He was almost crushed in the embrace.
“Oh, Manning,” she squealed. “vou were
so clever, so wonderful. You are truly
my mate.”

Manning dodged what was apparently
meant to be a kiss on his ear, feeling
that he’d probably saved an ear by so do-
ing. .
“Aaledo,” the Emperor snapped as he
came up. “That is not the way for a
princess to act.”

The Princess removed her arms from
around Manning, to his great relief, and
reverted to her fan and the giggle. He
liked her better that way.

“My son,” said the Emperor, “you
have been declared the winner of the
duel. I—ah—econsulted with the judges
while you were bringing down your
mount and they have said that you were
within your rights. It was extremely
clever of you.” The Emperor’s tone was
friendly, but there was a wary look in
his eyes.

“Thank you,” Manning said.

“They are hastening now to amend
the rules so that others may not profit
by your cleverness. Naturaliy,” he added
casually, “I am pleased to know that my
-royal family is to be enriched by the ad-
dition of one so clever. By the way, 1
thought I might tell you that while you
will become the Royal Pretender upon
your marriage to my daughter, the law
would not permit you to become Em-

He
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peror in the event that—ah—something
happened to me.”

1\ ANNING stared at the Emperor for

a moment, and then realized the ex-
planation of the wary look. He laughed
aloud. “Your Highness,” he said,
“should realize that Terra has a long tra-
dition of being opposed to royvahyv. It
would make me very unhappy to think I
would ever have to become an emperor.”
- “Oh, well, everyone to his taste,” said
the Emperor, but he looked relieved.
“Now that you have won the duel, I
think we might come to the matter of
your wedding. My daughter naturally
wants it to take place quickly. Young
blood runs hot.” He managed a quite ac-
ceptable leer. “Would you prefer that
we have the ceremony tonight or in the
morning ?”

This was a little quicker action than
Manning had expected, but he’d thought
out one angle. If it didn’t work, he was
lost unless he could make a run for it on
Mabel.

“I too am anxious,” he said, hoping he
sounded as if he meant it, “but beoming
a member of such a distinguished and
royal family is a step which bears heavy
responsibilities. 1 should like to feel that
I am worthy of it. I was about to sug-
gest that we have a long engagement
while I prepare myself. After all, I am
a stranger to Pollux and I should spend
some time studying the wonders of your
world.”

“A very worthy attitude,” said the
Emperor, nodding his head. “I. myself,
favor long engagements. Very well, my
son, we shall announce the official en-
gagement this evening and the marriage
will be held two weeks from today.”

Two weeks was hardly Manning’s idea
of a long engagement, but it at least was
a breathing spell. Since the business of
the duel, he was feeling confident that
he could either work out something or
force Dzanku Dzanku to help him. So he
nodded, trying not to look too joyful.

Later, at the palace, he sent a palace
guard to Xleno’s Fly-Ur-Self with
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laws. Evenings he avoided the palace so-
cial life by pretending fatigue. He and
Dzanku would play four-dimensional
chess or Castorian triple rummy while
he tried to trick Dzanku into showing
some reaction to the customs and laws of
Pollux. A couple of times, when the
games were close, he tried quick mental
stabs at the Rigelian, hoping to read his
mind. But Dzanku’s shicld was always
up ang it invariably ended with the two
of them glaring at each other.

It went on like that for another week.
Finally, Manning’s marriage was only
two days off. There were only a few laws
which he hadn’t yet covered and his con-
fidence had reached a low ebb. That
night, after dinner, when he went in for
his usual game with Dzanku, he took
alongz a bottle of local liquor. He’d tried
it before and didn’t care much for it—
Dtseea tasted a little like fermented
swamp water—but he was feeling so low
that he needed some sort of erutch.

“] thought I'd like to have a drink,”
he explained to Dzanku. “Care to join
me?”

“] think T might take one,” Dzanku
said. “I’ve just heard that my wife has
presented me with a new son. The least
1 can do is drink a toast to her achieve-
ment.”

“Congratulations,” Manning said au-
tomatically. He poured two drinks and
handed one to Dzarku. Then the import
of what he’d heard sank in. “Wait a
minute,” he said. “I don’t mean to be in-
delicate, but it seems to me that vou’ve
been in jail too long—well, you've been
in jail a good many months. Or was
vour wife allowed to visit you in jail? 1
hope I’'m not hurting your feelings—"

“Not at all,” Dzanku said. He sam-
pled his drink. “These Polluxians have
no palate, do they?... No, Manning, my
presence or lack of it has no relationship
to my wife’s confinement. You see, Pol-
Juxians are oviparous—I suppose you
know that. The females lay self-fertiliz-
ing eggs so that the males have no func-
tion in the raising of children. It’s real-
ly a very convenient arrangement on the
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part of nature. Better than your plan-
et’s.”

“That’s strange,” Manning said.
“You’d think in such a culture they’d
never have marriage.”

“Oh, marriage is a recent innovation
on Pollux and, as with any contact be-
tween the sexes, is purely a social ar-
rangement for mutual pleasure. My
wife, like any other Polluxian female,
started having children the moment she
became adult. In fact, she brought eight
fine children to our marriage.”

Manning stared at the Rigelian in the
excitement of growing awareness. Then
he forced himself to become casual. He
took a drink from his glass and brought
out the cards.

“Very interesting.” he said idly. “I
suppose Princess Aaledo has a few fine
children around too.”

“Oh, sure. Four or five, I think—"
Dzanku suddenly broke off and looked at
Manning. There was an expression of
dismay in his three cyes.

Manning laughed. It was enough to
tell him he was on the right track. He
started dealing out the cards, slapping
them down in gay abandon.

ZANKU muttered something in Rige-

lian. Manning couldn’t understand

it, but the tone was enough to tell him
that Dzanku was swearing.

“I'm right, eh?” he =said softly.

Dzanku glared at him for a minute
and finally threw out his tentacles in a
gesture of defeat.

“Probably,” he admitted. “You caught
me off guard that time.”

“Don’t worry,” Manning said. “I'll
still save your thieving life.”

“T don’t like the wav you make it
sound,” muttered Dzanku.

Manning only laughed again. . ..

Early the following morning he was
at the palace, and was soon shown into
the Emperor’s presence.

“Well,” the Emperor said heartily,
“tomorrow’s the big day, eh? There’s
nothing like a wedding to give a country
a festive air. What’s on your mind, my
boy? There’s nothing too good for the
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ning said, “but all quite legal. 1 got
Dzanku out of jail by having him made
my slave. When 1 was ready to leave, 1
merely sold him to a slave raider from
Andromeda. Dzanku is on his way to
serve in the Pleasure Camps. Since there
is something about Andromedans which
makes him shake all over, T imagine he'll
be quite popular. I arranged to have the
price paid for him deposited to his name
on Rigel. 1 imagine Dzanku will want a
nice long vacation when he finally gets
back to this galaxyv.”

J. Barnaby stared out of the screen
at Manning and then burst out laughing.
“Dzanku in an Amdromedan Pleasure
Camp,” he said. “The thought of that is
almost worth the quarter of a million
you held me up for—you robber.” Still
chuckling, he cut the contact.

Manning Draco leaned back in his
seat. He was going to take a good long
nap while his ship headed for Terra. It
would be the first time he’d been able to
relax fully in two weeks. He expected to
dream pleasantly of his fattened bank
account and of the possibility of a date
with Lhana Xano, the Martian recep-
tionist—a date which he’d find some way
of insuring against another interruption
by J. Barnaby.

“That was really a very clever scheme,
Mr. Draco,” said a voice behind him.

Manning leaped out of his chair and
whirled around. For a wild moment, he
thought that Princess Aaledo had dis-
guised herself and sneaked into his ship.
Then he realized that it was Albert
Sauri, the Terran crocodile who was an
FBI agent. “What are you doing here?”
he demanded.

“Returning to Terra with you,” Al-
bert said. “I hope you don’t mind too
much. 1 would have asked you in ad-
vance, but you weren’t too friendly the
last time we met and I thought it might
be better this way.”

“Are you still hounding me?” Man-
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ning asked. “If you are, you're wasting
your time. I'm not marrying the Prin-
cess.”

“I know. Oh, that’s all in the past, Mr.
Draco. I hope there’s no hard feeling. 1
was only doing my job.”

“But what are you doing here?” Man-
ning wanted to know. “What about your
job on Pollux?”

“Oh, that,” said Albert with a grim-
ace. “Would you believe it, Mr. Draco—
those dirty Polluxians have a species of
rabbit which they trained as agents
vears ago and slipped into Terra. No-
body knows how many perfectly inno-
cent looking rabbits in our midst are
really spies for Pollux. Anyway, they
knew all along that I was an FBI agent.
And this morning a Polluxian guard
came around and ordered me off the
planet, and he sent word to my bureau
that the next agent would just be thrown
into prison. I fear the worst, Mr. Draco.
You know what rabbits are like—there
may be millions of Polluxian spies on
Terra by this time.”*

“I see,” said Manning. “But what are
you going to do now? I don’t imagine
there are any other planets where the
dominant race is saurian, so it’ll be diffi-
cult for you to continue as an under-
cover agent. What will you do?”

“That’s no problem,” said Albert. “As
soon as I knew it was over, I got busy
on the visiphone. I've already got a con-
tract for my memoirs to be published,
under the title of ‘1 was a Spy for the
FBI’—catchy isn’t it? Then I believe
I’ve been booked for a series of lectures
on the Polluxian menace. I was thinking
of leading off with—"

“Don’t practice your lecture on me,”
Manning said hastily. “I'm going to
sleep.” And he did.

*By now, of course, the Federation Bureau of Investigation
has rounded up many of the Polluxian spies, but it is dif-
ficult to say how many of the remaining rabbits on Terra
are hqnest rabbite and how many are spies. It's a trying
situation.
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The star-whirl vanished, to be re-
placed by a quiet pastoral scene. The
time was late afternoon, the indigo sky
shimmered softly with a reflected glow
of sunken, red-orange sun. The level
meadow in the foreground rippled gent-
ly in the pre-dusk breeze.

“This eighth planet of Quothrab, a
sun vour astronomers have never seen,”
Feisu! =aid, “is peopled by a race of
quadrapedal philosophers who never
cenceived the need of machinery and
who lack the combative instinct alto-
««cther. The Duurgs are only now ar-
riving, from open space.”

A cloud of tiny dots appeared against
the red-orange sunset, slanting swiftly
downward. Dave pictured a grim ar-
mada of space ships blasting toward
the helpless planet, and felt a cold
nrickle of uneasiness when he tried to
imagine what the invaders must look
Iike—swarming tentacled monsters,
bristling with inconceivably destructive
weapons, a rapacious alien horde over-
running the peaceful little world and
hunting down without mercy the terri-
fied hands of four-footed philosophers.

“These are the Duurgs,” Feisul said.

The approaching dots swooped above
the mcadow and settled gracefully in
the near foreground.

“Great shades of H. G. and Orson,”
Dave breathed. “Ave these the awtul
monsters you've been running from for
thirtcen centuries?”

"l‘}IEY grazed placidly on the meadow,~

a scattered herd of sleek six-legged
creatures that reminded Dave of noth-
ing so much as winged and hornless
gazelles—some spotted, some striped,
some dappled, all shining with soft im-
possible hues. The sheer beauty of their
pelts held his attention at first, delaying
notice of such minor details as their
great bovine eyes and triple-jointed legs
and the round disk-shaped suckers that
served them instead of hoofs.

“Why, they’re lovely!” Myra said.
“Dave, that fur! 1If I had a coat made
of that—"
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“Fur? Coat?”’ Dave echoed, startled.
Inspiration spiraled through his head,
picking up associations as it went, and
staggered him like a bolt of lightning.

“TI've got it!” he said. “Feisul, are the
Duurgs particularly hard to kill ?”

The Draconian flinched and turned a
sickly chartreuse. The Altarian birds
hid their heads under their wings and
twittered piteously.

“Must yvou use that dreadful word?”
Feisul protested faintly. “Its connota-
tions of primordial bestiality. . ..”

Dave got up and put on the lights.
The Altarians took their heads from
under their wings and blinked at him
reproachfully. The Draconian subsided
again into Dave’s easy chair and quiv-
ered fatly while his color returned.

“So that’s the way of it,” Dave said,
taking over. “The Duurgs are only re-
latively dangerous, because your ultra-
refined Galactic cultures make them so.
They—how do they get from planet to
planet without ships?”

“We know nothing of the principle
behind their unique capacity for space
travel,” Feisul said, ‘“though we assume
it to be a natural function involving the
warping of the etheric continuum. The
Duurgs were sports from a planet-
bound species in the bheginning, but the
mutation proved to be dominant ; we are
not certain of their interior organiza-
tion, since none of our galactic cultures
could bear to bring about the demise
and dissection of one. But we do know
this—they are not truly herbivorous.
Once they exhaust the flora of a planet
they will eat anything, including the
fauna.”

“And they multiply so fast that they
reach the saturation point almost over-
night,” Dave said. “Then they move on
to fresher pastures. And since your
scruples prevent your wiping them out,
they keep on spreading.”

He grinned, remembering the varied
and breath-catching beauty of those in-
credible pelts. “Well, I think you’ve
brought your little problem to the right
place, boys.”
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OOPSLA
by Gregg Calkins

Dear Sam: [ guess I should say something
about the format change. Really not too different,
you know, but enough. The layout of the title is
nice, and your recent practice of keeping the story
titles off of the cover painting is admirable. (Not
at all to mention the nice cover Emsh did this issue.)

Your editorial scemed a bit lop-sided. Poor Sam.
I feel for you, just the same. If we don’t enthuse
over the stories you enthuse over, we're sorry, and
this business of apathy—well, we're sorry about
that, too. True, some editors get no praise, and
some get it all. However, those that don't get
anything but acceptance really have it rugged.
Apathy, I think you said. Why is it when an
editor really thinks he has a story and expects en-
thusiasm over it, all he gets is apathy? Well, look
at it from the reader’s standpoint. There are about
a dozen readable stf mags in the field today. Of
these, the fen (those people who write in to you)
have to wade through about 90% crud. By the time
we come to a really good story, only a few have
the strength to raise a feeble cheer for it. As you
mighlt say, we are rather scarred and calloused to
it all.

But not too calloused to gripe! Listen, Sam, I'm
mad at you. Why? Because LORDS OF THE
MORNING was one of the best stories to ever hit
TWS, and you cut it down to 35 pages and then
have the gall to call it a novel. Oh, I don’t mean
you actually blue-pencilled it, but you sure
didn't try very hard to make Hamilton write
a decent story, as far as length goes. What-
ever will the book publisher of the future do for
re-print material when he can no longer find book-
length novels being written, but only puny 35 page
long short stories. The whole field of novel writ-
ing is going to hell! There isn’t a decent author
around anymore who will write a story longer than
35,000 words, and he then calls that a “book-length
novel.” And, Sam, when you do get a good novel like
“DRAGON'S ISLAND" in SS. you cut it so bad it
practically hleeds to death. Phooey! I'm mad at
you.

What happened this issue? You really clobbered
this ish! Out of the single novel .(?) you make it
so short as to almost spoil it (only the extremely
competent illustrations by Schomburg save it) and
of the two novelettes, Vance is shallow and un-
readable. The short stories you usually sling to-
gether like low-grade hash house, so I'm not too
surprised at their general unreadability, with the
sparkling exception of Murray Leinster, no credit
to you. You disappoint me, Sam. How can I go
around telling everybody Sam Mines is my favorite
editor when you pull tricks like this behind my
back?

Here's how that August issue should have looked :
Novel, 65 pages at lcast, tho 75 would have been
better. You could have done it by dropping
“CHOLWELL'S CHICKENS” and two shorts
(HALLUCINATION and SORT OF LIKE A
FI.LOWER) and giving “LORDS OF THE
MORNING” their space. Then the one novelet,
“COUNTERFEIT,” and the two shorts bringing
up the end. Total for the issue: one long novel, one
novelet, two short stories, four features.

Look, ‘Sam, let's be fair about this. Take a poll.

Do the readers want short novels like now, and
lots of short stories in the issue, or a good long
novel, and only one novelet and one or two short
stories? Ask 'em,

As for the features, you're still fair in that
category, tho Bix is rapidly arousing my ire. . .
I'or TRS—no, no, don’t cut the letters, and dont
print the short ones. So what if some people are
left out, Sam? So what? You can leave me. out,
it you like. But, let's leave the good (and usually
the long, by the same virtue) letters whole and un-
mutilated, except on your judgement. I still trust
you, Sam, tho I'm begimning to wonder why. . . .

I wonder if [ should send you flowers, Sam, to
help heal the wound that insult on page 127 left.
I didn't know people could be so cruel. I mean
that creature called St. John. “You almost made it
to the top where OW, MADGE, and AS is" he
says. Ugh! If you ever make it to the “top”
where those mags are, Sam, I'll desert you cold!
Ghu! St. John picks out the three worst mags in
the field, and then says TWS is almost in the
same category as they are. You should challenge
the offender to a duel, Sam.

Who in Ghu started this fracas rambling through
the pages of TRS on the theological questions? I
can't figure out what place it has here, at all, I can’t.
Now, look, Sam. I don't mind feuds—not one bit.
They let off steam, clear the air, and generally get
something answered or solved, tho admittedly in a
rather hap-hazard way. But, let’s keep them to some
degree of sanity and/or interestingness, anyhow.

Enough of these ramblings, Sam. I'll leave you
with a fond snarl, this time, and another one for
Bix|, cowering over in that corner. I'm warning you
fellows, you haven't got much time left. Chicago is
getting closer and closer, you know, and I'll be
there too. You guys wanna get murdered in your
sleep? No, well Sam, then suppose you print a
creditable novel as far as length goes, and Bixl,
suppose you review a fanzine or two in that so-
called commentary on fandom of yours, and stop
sitting around. Not that I'm complaining about
Merril this time—she was very fine. On her words,
I will hereby accept pro's as people, and may even
stoop so low as to talk to one or two at the con-
vention. But [ don’t know about editors.—761 QOak-
ley St., Salt Lake City 16, Utah.

Look, stop trying to confuse everybody.
Here we've got it nicely worked out, with
SS carrying the long novel, novelet and
shorts and with TWS taking two short nov-
els, novelet and shorts—a nice balance, and
you're howling to tear it all up and make
them both the same. Foidermore, nobody
told Ed Hamilton to cut, or to hold LORDS
OF THE MORNING down to size. It came
in that way, unheralded and unsung, we liked
it and bought it on sight, just as it was.
No editor would think of padding it when it
was so crisp and well told a story. Trouble
is you liked it so well you just didn’t want it
to stop. As for DRAGON’S ISLAND,
what'd you want us to do—print just DRAG-
ON'S ISLLAND and nothing else? Greg,
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EAR WAX DROPS for
fasy temporary relief of
accumulated wax condition
TOOTHACHE?

ask your druggist for DENT'S
TOOTH GUM, TOOTH DROPS or POULTICE













