




··Interesting,"" Retief said. uHis
Supremacy must scan the items he
duplicates molecule by molecule,
including any Groaci allergy dust
that's incidentally included:"

·"Heavens" close it at once. Re­
tief! One grain of that and my si­
nuses will burst into flame!'"

"·I'd like to borrow this, Mr.
Magnan."

"Take it and welcomer"
"To fill th~ gap, I'll trade you

my plastic-and-diaQ'lond Sunburst
for a perfect Staff Meeting at­
tendance record."

uyou made every meeting'r'
Magnan asked as he switched
medals.'

uNope, missed them all."
"One day, Retief, you're going

to miss something important that
way," Magnan said sharply.

uPerhaps, Mr. Magnan. But I
still like the' odds."

IV

A HORDE of gaily capari­
soned Quahoggians thronged

the gaudily decorated duodenum
when the Terrans arrived. For the
occasion, their hosts had squeezed
themselves into vaguely humanoid
shapes so as to fit into variations
of Terran diplomati~ garb. Soft
music oozed from the walls; si­
lent-pseudopoded servitors passed
among the guests with trays of
glasses. Sloonge came forward to
meet them, unrecognizable in a
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vast purple suit which threatened
to burst at every seam.

"Ah, there you are:' He gripped
his guests' hands with large, jelly­
soft members extruded for the
purpose. uWell, how do you like
our little gathering? Rather gay,
eh'?"

HIt's so-so silent:" Magnan
said. U A whole room full of people
and not a word being said. ""

... A h, an oversight, easily
corrected. We'll w'hip up some
vocal chords in a trice." Sioonge's
imitation eyes-large pale-violet
spots on the blob he used for' a
head-blurred and ran together. as
he concentrated silently.

"I've seen noses running,'" Mag­
nan whispered to Retief as that
member slowly flowed out across
the .Quahoggan's face. ··But not
like that!"

From a nearby group, a babble
of conversation started up, at a
barely sub-intelligible level.
Others joined in; in half a minute.a
high-pitched roar filled the great
chamber like a Niagara of small-
talk. .

uAh, that's more like it, eh?H
Sloonge verbalized in a voice like
boiling tar. "Nothing like a few
tribal background noises to put a
being at ease, I always say."

uRemarkable," Magnan said,
accepting a proffered cocktail.
"'By the way, I haven't yet laid eyes
on Ambassador Wrothwax."
He craned his neck to see over the
crowd; noticing what he was do-
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ing, the crowd instantly shrank by
a head-in many cases,literally.

HAnd now, " Sioonge s-aid
hurriedly. 4o4o may I· present a num­
ber of His' Supremacy--s court?
They're thrilled at the prospect of
meeting you and-H

HDelighted,H Magnan said. HBy
the way-where is His Excel­
lency?H

uWhere is he, you say?H Sloonge
~epeated. uYes, well, as to that-to
be perfectly candid-not that I
haven't been perfectly candid all
along-but what I mean is, now
I'm going to be even more
candid-"

uYes?"
uCan~idly, as I say-no one

seems to know."
.Hyou .mean-he stepped" o'ut and

didn't le'ave word?"
uwQrse' than that, Mr. Mag­

nan. He was last seen two days
ago. He's gone-vanished!"

UWhat, again?" Magnan's voice
broke. UBut-look here, you can't
just go around losing Terran Am­
bassadors."

uPlease-not so loud. His
Supremacy doesn'~yet know."-­

Magnan drew himself up stiffly.
uThen, perhaps it's time to notify
him."

uImpossible. It would throw
him into a case of the sulks-do
you know what that means·?"
- U As 'it happens, I do not."

- SLOONGE. threw out his tem-
porary arms. UHe turns blue;
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the walls get clammy; utilities are
shot to hell and the foOO-'" The
minister shuddered, an effect like
a ripple in a bathtub full ofguava
jelly. uNo, no far better we simply
carryon quietly; he'll never know
the difference. ,--

uImpossible, Mr. Minister,"-­
Magnan said firmly. HI must
request the use of your facilities to
notify the undersecretary at
once.'"

""Unfortunately,---- Sloonge said,
·"that will not be possible.--"

HI wondered at the rather
curious failure of communica­
tions due to a storm which, it now
appears, is actually a spell of mild
weather," Magnan snapped.
HVery well; my associate and I
shall ~ forced to adopt sterner
measures." .

UWhy not accept the situation,
gentlemen? His Excellency is
missing, alas. But that's no reason
we shouldn't continue on amicable
terms--"

uWe are leaving," Magnan said,
Uat once."

UAu contraire," Sloonge said.
He had absent-mindedly slumped
halfway back to his normal
proportions and now resembled a
gaudily dressed two-armed giant
squid. uYou mustn't think of
venturing forth in such weather."

UIs that a threat?" Magnan
choked.

UBy no means, Mr. Magnan. A
simple statement of fact. For you
to leave now might lead to all man-
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ner of" complications inter­
planetary -accordwise-espec ially
if you rushed back to your
superiors with the report that His
Supremacy has mi~placed an
Ambassaqor. Ergo-you remain.
Now, lefus be happy, let us be gay.
You may as well; unless His
Excellency turns up, you'll spend
the rest of your natural lives here. '1'1

"RETIEF, this is fantastic,"
M,agnan said as soon as

Sioonge had flowed and wobbled
out of earshot. UHow could
Wrothwax have vanished without
leaving a trace? He had full· XL
gear, dye markers, radio-active
tracers, gamma-ray projectors,
supersonic and infrared signal
projectors-everything."

uUnless Sloonge can lie
telepathically, he's just as puzzled
.as we ~re," Retief said.

Magnan mopped at his forehead
with a scented tissue. "I must be
running a fever. I wonder how
His Supremacy is at synthesizing
antibiotics?"

"It's not a fever," Retief said.
"It's getting warm ,in here. Must be
close to ninety."

All around, the restive crowd­
which had diplomatically kept its
distanCe since the exchange with
Sioonge-was showing signs of
distress~ shedding bulky costumes
as their quasi-human forms wav­
ered and 'slumped.

uyou don't suppose this is a
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scheme for getting rid of us by
cooking us to death?" Magnan
panted, fanning himself with a
hand.

"They don't seem to like it any
better than we do," Retief pointed
out. UThey're spreading them­
selves thin for maximum radiating
surface.'I'I

Sloonge pushed through the
increasingly amorphous crowd;
only the big blue eyes remained of
the courtesy shape he had as­
sumed. Two small, leathery-look­
ing Quahoggans were at his heels.

UWhat's going on here,
Sioonge?" Magnan demanded
before the offic.ial could speak.
"The place is like a hot-house!"

"What's going on is that the
temperature is zooming toward
a record high," Sloonge replied
somewhat hysterically. •• His Su­
premacy has taken a turn for the
worse: he's running a fever-and if
a miracle doesn't happen we'll" all
be dead by morning!"

Magnan grabbed Retief's arm.
"We've got to get out of here at
once."

UN othing has changed,"
Sloonge spoke up quickly. "I still
can't permit you to leave." He'
motioned with a formless arm to
his enforcers. "Take them to their
quarters," he ordered in a blurry
thought wave. "Leave that they
don't see. I mean see that they
don't see. I mean see that they
don't leave. Or is that what I
mean-"
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HRetief,'" Magnan said in a stage
whisper, Hyou take the one on the
left, and the one on the right-and
1"11 go for help.'l'l

One of the small beings
produced a chrome-plated power
gun, identical with Terran Navy
issue.

UBetter play it smart" big boy,""
he telepathed. HI been wanting to
see how this worked."'l

F LANKED by their escort" the
Terrahs made their way across

the wide floor-which was now an
unflattering shade of puce and
tended to ripple underfoot-and
along the somewhat shrunken cor­
ridor to their quarters. The wall­
paper, forl11erly a gay pa.ttern of
daJfodils on a field vert, was now a
r~ncid orange against faded olive
drab. The shine was gone from the
fixtures. The heat was intense. .

HEven the mattress sags,"
Magnan said. uGood lord, Retief,
are 'we doomed to spend our re­
maininghours in a third-rate hotel
room?"

Retief was watching the two
guards,. whose shapes were waver­
ing like dying flames. He stepped
in suddenly, plucked the gun from
flaccid fingers which had sagged
to a length of eighteen inches under
the weigh,t of the weapon. The
former owner made a weak grab.

UDon't· try it," Retief advised.
"It shoots fire. A short burst into
tbJ: floor is guaranteed to' give His
Supremacy instant ulcers."
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~'Why didn"t you warn a fellow,!'l'l
the Quahoggian said.... might of
shot at you, missed and gotten
into a lot of trouble. 'l'l

HBefore you go, 'l'l Retief said,
uwhere is the little round Terry
who arrived last week"!'''

UB~ats me. I "ain't seen him
since-'l'l He caught himself, but
the faint thought leaked through:
since J caught him trying to sneak
past post number eight-O-two . : .

UWhere's post eight-O-two?"
"I'm not saying." The guard was

in obvious distress from the' heat;
it was apparent that only will
power kept his lumpy body from
flowing out into a thin film.

HLet's get outa here, Whump~""

his comrade proposed. ~'Maybe if
we beat if out inta the exoderm we
can cool off."

"Yeah, but we got orders-"
HIt's every phagocyte for

himself." The first guard fled,
closely followed by his partner.

Magnan sniffled.' "One en­
counters them everywhere nowa­
days-" He broke off as Retief
pocketed the gun and headed for
the door.

"Let's go hunt upSloonge,"
Retief said. "Maybe now he'll be
in a mood to negotiate."

THEY found -the Interior Mini­
ster slumped, quivering, in a

corner of the ilium like a truck­
load of ' pale liver on which two
large eyes floated like broken blue
eggs.
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UWbat, still alive?" he tele­
pathed weakly as he caught sight
of the Terrans. "A pity, all this.
Never intend:ed it to end this way.
His Supremacy is done for-tem­
perature up to a hundred and' tc;n
.and rising. This is the end-for all
ofus-"

"Maybe not,'" Retief said.
"What's the quickest way o'ut?"

"No use. His Supremacy has slid
into rigor vita/is; every sphincter's
locked tight. We're trapped."

"And you intend to just lie there
supinely and let it happen?"
Magnan yelped.

104o1t's as good a place to lie
supinely as any," Sloonge pointed
out.

uYou say His Supremacy is
doomed," Retief said. "Are you
willing to take extreme measures
on the'off-chance of saving him?"

"What do you have in mind?"
"Can you lead the way to the ol­

factory cavity?"
"I suppose so-but-" .
uNo time to talk now," Retief

said. "Let's get going."
Sloonge pulled himself to­

gether. 404 1 suppose anything's
worth a try. The olfactory cavity,
you say? Not that it win do any
good. You can't get out that way;
nostrils are closed tight, as I'said,
and-" His thoughts trailed off'as
h.e devoted total effort to wob­
bling 'across the now spotty-look­
ing floor. Unconscious Quahog­
gians lay everywhere; the few who
retained consciousness lay
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quivering, their color like unbaked
dough. The party made its .way·
along the deserted pharynx,
turned left into the nasal passage,
a poorly lighted corridor
decorated with No Smoking signs
and enl.arged photos of glamorous
nude bacteria.

ULittle-cooler here," Sloonge
managed. "But-no difference in
the end. Trapped. Sorry about this,
gentlemen. Should have-let you
save yourselves-" ,

They emerged into a high-domed
chamber almost filled with banks'
of leathery curtains which hung in
rows, quivering faintly.

"The olfactory membranes?"
Retief a'sked.

"Correct. As you see, every­
thing's shut tight. Nothing can get
th'rough; dust-proof, wind-proof-~'

"Unless we can persuade His
Supremacy to open up," Reiief
said.

HI tried," Sloonge said, collaps­
ing into a rubbery heap. HBut he's
delirious. He thinks he's a mere
grub again and is being roasted
and dipped into molten chocolate
for the exotic tidbits trade."

UFor sale to the CDT catering
service, no dou bt," Magnan
groaned. "Hurry up, Retief-burn
a hole through to' the outer air
before my bodily juices coagu­
late!"

URetief-you wouldn't-'"
Sloonge made a conv\llsive grab
for the Terran, who stepped back
out of range. ~
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UNot unless·. have to.'"
Hyou tricked me," Sioonge

~ailed.....Alas, that. should playa
part in torturing His Supremacy
in his last moments!"

.... Listen, Sioonge, • need your
-help," Retief said. ""How far above
ground. level are·we here?"

HMmm. About fifty feet, I
should say. But-"

HCan you elongate to that
length'?'"

HEasily. But-"
Hyou'll need a solid anchor at

this end. How about grabbing a
few of those." He pointed to a
stand of wrist-thick sensory spines
lining the central aisle.

hWhy should I?"
.... Because if you don't ~_:hh.ave to

burn our way out."
HWell-" Sioonge followed

instructions, coiled himself like a
pale fire-hose, gripping the sup­
port.

HLie flat and hang on, Mr. Mag­
nan," Retief instructed his col­
league.
HW~at are you going to do?"
"Trigger a reflex-I hope."

Retief said. "Hold your nose." He
detached the borrowed medal
from his chest, opened it and
emptied" the contents in a brown­
ish cloud over the nearest sensi­
tive membrane.

The result was remarkable. The
curtain-like tissue turned flaming
red, twitched, writhed, sending the
powder" billowing about among
the ·adjacent sensors, which in
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turn jerked and blushed. Retief
dived for a position just above
Magnan as, with a violent spasm,
the nostril-a forty-foot vertical
slit at the far end of the
room-opened to admit a blaze of
daylight and a great squall of cold
air, snapping shut at once.

....That's one "ah,'" Retief called.
Again the shudder, the quick in­
take, the snap shut.

uTwo."
A third violent inhalation ...

....Sloonge-get set!"
The end wall split. ....Go,'" Retief

said. "
The aft end of the boa-shaped

Quahoggian "slithered quickly for­
ward, out, down out of sight.

HCome on!" Retief and Magnan
dashed for daylight; without
urging, Magnan gripped the leg­
thick rope and slid down. Retief
followed, was halfway to the
windswept rock below when the
thunderous choo! blasted forth
like a quarry explosion; ~e fell the
rest of the way amid coils of
rubbery Interior Minister Sioonge.

"'IT E' RE out." Sioonge
~~"groaned, slowly dragging

himself back into his normal
superslug form. "But to what end?
With His Supremacy gone, we few
survivors will be back to scratch­
ing at rocks for -a living. Think of
it: a million years of evolution shot
overnight."

"We're not through yet,
.Sloonge," Retief said. "Can you
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,A GALA crowd filled the new-
ly decorated ballroom.

Sloonge", impeccable .in. a tent­
sized, canary-yellow outfit on
which the Order of the Purple Kid-

lead the ·way back to where you His Supremacy loomed out of the
found us'!" driven smog.

uAbandon His Supreme Ful- "Now-one last trick," Retief
guration in his dying agonies'? said. "You'll have' to force an en­
Look here, Retief, you· said some- try into the buccal cavity."
thing about trying to save hi"m-" "Impossible," Sloonge expostu-

"That's right. I don't guarantee lated. "How can I open a hurri­
results, but at this stage it won't cane-proof mouth?"
hurt to try desperate measures. uJust far enough to get a finger
Let's go." in," Retief urged.

It took the little party half an Sloonge dragged himself across
hour to grope across the plain to the sealed, fifty-foot wide eating
through the' relentless wind to the mouth, probed fruitlessly at the
abandoned landing p'od and the sealed orifice.
heaped drums. At Retief's direc- "I'll have to use a touch of the
tion, 'Sloonge shaped himself' into · .quirt," Retief said. "Get read'."
a large, hollow bulb with a slim He set the blaster at low heat,
nozzle at ··one end. Retief un- aimed it 'at the monstrous lip, and
c.apped half a dozen of the con- pressed the stud. For a moment,
tainers. nothing happened; then the stony-

"All right, Sloonge, load up," he looking hide twitched; for an in­
directed. The bulky interior stant an opening appeared.
minister insterted his small e·nd Sloonge plunged his syringe-tip
into the nearest drum, with a through as the mouth clamped
powerful muscular contraction tight again.
siphoned out the contents. Quick- "That--::-that smarts," he said.
ly he repeated the performance "Now what?"
with the other containers. After "Pump it in," Retief said. "Then
th~ forth he was swollen to a vast we'll just stand back and wait."
drum-tight bulk. With a powerful contraction of

"Retief," he telepathed faintly. his versatile body, Sloonge
U Are you sure you know what squirted two hundred and twenty
you're doing?" gallons of high-grade medicinal

"I hope so. Let's get started mineral oil into t~e alimentary
back." canal of his mother country.

It was a painful progress. Laden
with. the sloshing bulk cargo,
Sloonge moved heavily, clumsily,
crawling over each bump and ridge
with telepathic groans and moans.
At last the range of hills that was
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ney-newly awarded for services
to the Fatherland-sparkled,
waved genially at the Terran Mis­
sion as it was announced.

""Ah, there, Mr. Ambassador."
He hurried to offer impromptu
hands to all mem bers of the dele­
gation simultaneously. ""You're
looking quite your old self again
after your ordeal. "

""Ordeal? What ordeal?" Wroth­
wax boomed, deftly lifting a glass
from a passing tray. ""N onsense,
my boy. I had a capital time ex­
ploring the palace catacombs." He
snared a slab of pate from another
tray. "" I must confess I did get a
trifle weary of maraschino cher­
ries; had no rations but my emer­
gency cocktail kit, you' under­
stand."

""Oh? I had an idea you might
have been, er, lost."

""Nothing in it, Sloonge. Jolly
interesting place, the catacombs. I
was just on the point of deciphering
a number of fascinating inscrip­
tions when the earthquake oc­
curred."

""You wouldn't have been snoop­
ing just a tiny bit?" Sloonge
inquired archly, wagging a limp
cucum ber-sized finger at the
Terran envoy.

""Scholarly research, my boy,
nothing more." Wrothwax reas­
sured his host, signaling for a refill.
""Pity to abandon my finds, but I
felt I should rush back and see to
the safety of my staff."

""I n this case," Magnan mur-
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murred, ""rm sure excretion was
the better part of valor."

""Eh?" Wrothwax said. ""For a
moment I thought you said-but
never mind. Slip of the tongue,
eh?"

""No doubt."
""Quite. Pity I never got to meet

His Supremacy, Sloonge-but
rm sure you and I can come to an
agreement regarding the exten­
sive deposits of pure corundum-­
rubies and emeralds to you, gen­
tlemen-among which I found my­
self after the avalanche. Now, I
had in mind a barter arrangement
under which I found myself after
the avalanche. Now, I had in mind
a barter arrangement under which
Corps bottoms haul in Groaci
sand, for which you say you have
a need, and take away these trou­
blesome gems--waste-products, I
believe you called them ... "

The Ambassador and the
minister strolled off, deep in
negotiation.

Magnan commented, ""Never a
word of gratitude to me for ar­
ranging his evacuation from the
danger zone."

""Still, for once a Terry Am­
bassador got inside the problem,"
Retief said.

HAnd as a result of my
efforts-with your assistance, of
course, Retief-emerged covered
with, if not glory, rubies and
emeralds."

HAnd smelling like a rose,"
Retief agreed. •
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LEESAYE

,
TRANSFER

I' was no' his ,ime, place or kind
01 war-so he swi'ched all ,hree!
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AREVOLUTIONARY WAR
sol~ier and a tramp sat eating

lunch in the Rocket Room Lounge
at~p the Reed-Warren Hotel in
Manhattan.

"Now Casey," said the tramp,
"explain this thing to me. A week
ago we ate garbage, if anything,
and smoKed cigar butt.s in corncob
pipes. But ~oday-"

"Today," said the Revolution...
ary War soldier, "we eat lobster,
flown in from Maine, at the
poshest spot in New York."

"Yes," said the tramp. "And
you're wearing' that outlandish
outfit and carrying a bloody big
musket. You look daft, Casey."

"Daft I look." said Casey, Uand
daft I feel, but there's money~in the
pockets of this silly costume. 'Or
gold, anyway."

"You've got gold in your pock-
ets?" ,

"Yes, but it spends as well as any
mOriey you ever saw."

"Tell me what's happened to
make you this way, daft and rich."

The Revolutionary War soldier
laid his musket across the table
and lit a fifty-cent cigar. U I've
brought you here to tell you, but I

.hesitate. You'll not believe me."
"Please, Casey," said the tramp.

"I'm most curious."·
"Okay. Well, it starte<;l a week

ago today when I went to the post
office to pick up my relief check.
Another envelope was there for me,
one with a smeary postmark so I
couldn't tell where it came from."
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"And what was in the envelope,
Casey?" •

"My orders. I'm being trans­
ferred to the Revolutionary War."
Casey took a puff on his cigar.

"That's remarkable," said the
tramp. UBut not· easy to believe.
What did the letter in the envelope
say?"

"Read it yourself," said Casey, .
taking the letter from his three-CQr­
nered hat and handing it to the
tramp.

uY'ou know I can't read," said
the tramp.
. "Then I shall oblige you," -said

Casey, putting on his Benjamin
Franklin glasses. " 6Dear Casey,'
it says here. 6Through error you
have been stranded in the twentieth
century when you' should have
been in the American Colonial
Period... You will be resupplied and~

transferred this week and, will
arrive in the American Colonial
Period during the Revolutionary
War. Please stand by and accept
our apologies for putting you into
a field for which you are totally un...
prepared.' " .

. 6~That's all?" asked the tramp.
"That's all," said Casey.
"And what happened next?"
"I thought it foolishness and

kept th~ letter only as a curiosity.
But when I woke up the next
morning I found these fine buckle
shoes under my bed in the flop
house. I felt silly but I 'put 'em on
because my own shoes were gone."

"Amazing," said the tramp.
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... A marvelous thing," said
Casey. "Ofcourse, when I got back
to the flop that night this three­
cornered hat was on my bed. I
thought some of the boys were
puttin' me on."

··Was that it?" said the tramp.
UWere some of them putting you
on?"

uNo. Next morning my pants
were gone and I found these knee­
britches and silk hose hanging on
the doorknob. The next day came
this sissy-looking ruffled shirt
and the coat," said Casey.

uHow'd you get up enough nerve
to wear such a getup outside the
house?" sa'id the tramp.

UI had to wear it. My own stuff
was gone."

UStill, you're sure it's not some­
one playing a trick on you? You
know, stealing your clothes and
giving you these?"

uNo chance. I know because day
before yesterday I found gold in
my pockets. Now who would leave
that?"

UNobody we know, I guess."

"And the horse. You know, the
one we rode over here on? I found
him saddled and parked between
a Buick and a garbage truck
yesterday morning when I came
out of the flop. I knew right off he
was mine." .

uAnd he's a nice horse, Casey, a
really fine horse."

UI know nothing about horses,
but he's handsome all right. And I
can ride him well enough..-and I
was never on a horse before in my
life. Can't think how I came by
it:--the skill to ride, I mean."

uSo you're going back to the Re­
volutlon," mused the tramp.
UDamn- that's hard to believe.
How'lI you get there?"

"I can't say, but I'm certain I'm
going. I haven't a doubt. In fact, I
expect to leave today. It's been a
week since I got the letter."

URight. The letter said a week."
uYes."
"You'll be missed around here,

you know."
uOh, and I'll miss this city too,

and my friends," said Casey. "But
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I really am a misfit. I don't like be­
ing a bum, really, for all its ad­
vantages. I've often felt that time
and I were out ofjoint somehow."

"Perhaps you'll do better back in
the Revolution. Perhaps you'll be
a success."

"Well, I hope so. I mean, I'm
dressed as a fine soldier-maybe
an officer even." Casey called
attention to his uniform by
pulling his vest smartly down..

"And you have a good gun
there."

"Tielman at the hock shop offer­
ed me three-hundred for it, and
you know how close he comes to
true value."

"Ha!" said the tramp. "He
never comes near it."

THERE was a silence. The
tramp and the Revolutionary

War soldier looked at each other.
"We've been through a bit to­

gether," said the soldier.
"We have," s~id the tra·mp.
"I wish you were coming with

me," said the soldier.
"And I," said the tramp. "It's

difficult to catch a ride on a freight
anymore. Been figuring I'm slow­
ing down. This life's no fun.'"

"Yes, but I can't take you. I
don't evert know how I'm going
myself."

"I think you're going now," said
the tramp. "·Look at your gun."

"Hey! It's fading away. Look!"
The musket disappeared from

the table.
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Casey sat up straight and put
down his cigar. He patted his chest
and felt his shoulders. "I seem solid
enough, U he said.

UNot to me," said the tramp.
uYou're fading out. I can almost
see through you to your chair."

UReally now? Well-I guess I'm
going. I guess this is it."

uYes. I could read a "newspaper
through you now."

"Ha! You can't read."
uTrue, but you're getting mighty

faint. "
uAnd I feel faint now. Do you

suppose this is happening to the
horse?" .

UI suppose so."
"Well, old friend, goodbye."
uBefore you go-one thing,

Casey." ..'
"Hurry---:-I feel mysetfslipping."
"Leave some 'gold to pay for the

meal. I'm broke.'"
"Oh, yes," said C.asey. He pulled

a handful of gold coins from his
pocket and shoved them across the
table. uyou keep whatever's left.
I'm going. So long-"

"Goodbye, Casey." The tramp
waved briefly as the Revolutionary
War soldier disappeared. UI h·ope
your luck's better in your new as­
signment."

The tramp stuffed the gold into
his pocket. 'He looked at the chair
Casey had been sitting in, shook
his head as if to clear it. He picked
up the butt of the cigar Casey had
been smoking and went to pay the
check. •
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LESTER DEL REY

MOST of the science fiction I
see today is obviously deriva­

tive from stories I saw decades ago.
I suppose I should expect this:
After all, the field has been mined
steadily for almost half a century
by clever idea-hunters; it isn't
surprising that most of the major
original ideas have been discovered
and used.

It is more than a hundred years
since Achille Eyraud told of using a
rocket ship to reach another world.
"Doc" Smith wrote the pioneer
space opera before there were sci­
ence-fiction magazines~ Wells gave
us time travel; his War of the
Worlds not only invented alien
invasion but also set much of the

style for disaster novels later done
to death by Wyndham, Ballard and
a host of others. Weinbaum taught
us that aliens must be truly
different in backgrounds, attitudes
and instincts. I can't remember
who first wrote of atomic power or
atomic doom.

Maybe we shouldn't expect any­
thing but derivative stories. In
most writing courses, original style
is exalted and original ideas are
forgotten, since mainstream
novels have to be endless varia­
tions on familiar themes. Until
people change radically, stories
about them in our normal milieu
cannot afford to use the unusual
without losing conviction.
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Nothing is necessarily inferior
about a derivative story, even in
our field. Many wonderful ideas
first came to us in pretty crude
stories with no extensive develop­
ment. Later writers could then re­
examine the concepts with clearer
and deeper perception and write
far better stories around them.
Murray Leinster used the old idea
of first alien contact so well that
his novelette became the definitive
one on the subject. He gave us
fresh insight, which is often
claimed but all too seldom
achieved.

However, the. real joy of science
fiction to its devoted readers has
been that it is a literature of ideas.
Unlike other fictionee"i·s, we have
continually discovered new con­
cepts and eventually have thought
out clearly all the implications of
those concepts. If we are to re­
main more than a minor subcate­
gory of fiction, we continue to
need those flashes of invention and
insight desperately.

Happily, lights are still burning
.where busy minds refuse to ac­
cept sterility or senescence.

Ringworld, by Larry Niven
(Ballantine, 95¢), is a fine example
of a writer's thinking deeply and
constructively aI,out an idea of
real science.

Niven has taken the concept pre­
sented by Freman Dyson and
thought hard and well about how it
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couid be handled. Dyson proposed
that a race may progress until it
needs every bit of energy put out by
its sun; to catch that energy, it will
take all the planetary matter and
build it into a sphere around the
sun, with life spreading over the
inner surface of this sphere.

Niven has discarded the need­
less hypothesis of artificial gravity
to .hold objects down to that sur­
face. He has sel out to discover a
practical way to create room for
an expanding population. A
s'phere cannot be spun to create an
inertial equivalent of gravity, since
only the equator spins properly;
and if you get up a huge ring
around the sun, the atmosphere
would simply stream off into
space at the speed of rotation the
ring would need.

Niven has solved the problem
neatly and to my mind com­
pletely. It's a beautiful concept,
far more convincing than the Dy­
son spheres. (Curiously, however,
astronomers have found some evi­
dence suggesting possible Dyson
spheres in space. Discovering
Niven ringworlds would be far
more difficult.)

Furthermore, Niven hasn't
s~opped with a technical gimmick.
He has looked at the effects of the
creation of such a world on the
race that might build it. And he has
explored the world and its wonders
.in quite convincing detail.

There's a great deal more to the
story than the technical material,
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of course. There's a subplot in­
volving what might be called a sort
of "psi" mutation-a human be­
ing who always has exactly the luck
she needs. Because of this talent
she has been deliberately included
in the party that will explore the
Ringworld. But the results of her
luck are not at all obvious-and
Niven has thought this through as
carefully and as originally as his
background.

She makes for an interesting
character in the book. So does an
alie~n who comes from a highly
aggressive culture. The alien' is
handled with a subtlety and finesse
that I haven't previously seen in
Niven's writing; his growth to­
ward under.standing and true ~o­

operation is never described in raw
terms but is built beautifully into
the patterns of behavior he con­
sistently exhibits.

The whole book marks a major
step forward in Niven's writing, in
my opinion. The human view­
point character still has some ele­
ments that seem a bit wooden, and
the plot doesn't always move for­
ward with the smoothest pacing.
But these are minor quibbles. And
even in these areas, I find a con­
siderable growth in Niven as .a
writer.

I think it's a darned good book.
In fact, of the science fiction I've
seen so .far this year, I c·an't think
of a better contender for the Hugo
and Nebula awards.

I hope it will be as widely read
as it deserves.

READING ROOM

l\UITE different in nature is
~The Stone God A wakens, by
PhIlip Jose Farmer (Ace, 75¢).
This is an example of a highly

.familiar idea. Twenty-five years
ago, Beyer's Minions of the Moon
began with about the same situa­
tion-one that was old then. A
man from today is somehow put
into suspended animation and
wakes in the far future when every­
thi'ng civilized has long since
passed away.

Farmer, however, hardly ever
touches an idea without bringing
fresh insight to it. He hasn't
merely destroyed civilization a
few thousand years from now. He
has jumped his hero forward
twenty million years and has
destroyed the human race after a
tremendous background of pro­
gress. He has then produced a
whole series of 'sentient beings, dif­
ferent from man in some ways,
with whom our hero must learn to
live. And above all lies' a single,
dominant sentient being that
bears no resemblance to humanity
~though it is a logical product of
human progress. This is a vegeta­
ble, computerlike thing which has
taken over most of what is left of
our continent.

The period of suspended anima­
tion isn't exactly a simple and con­
venient dodge to get Ulysses Sing­
ing Bear into the future, either. He
has been infinitely indestructible
and immutable during all those
eons and has been mixed up in the
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developments as a Ustone god" or
unchanging object sent hither and
thither across the savage or
semicivilized worlds behind the
future in which he finds himself.

This is essentially the story of his
search for a mate in the apparent­
ly mateless world, though his
immediate job is to prove that he's
a skookum god by overcoming
the power of another god. Farmer
has a trick of mixing what is ob­
vious to the reader with nice de­
velopments that are not pre­
dictable. And his non-humans mix
in complicated ways, as they
should in a world where more than
one sentient race exists.

I assume this is. the first of a
series, since the ending..is .left wide
open for the further exploits of
Ulysses. But Farmer does sew up
his primary problem in this novel,
so that the book can stand on its
own, unlike too many lately that

. simply stop after a certain num­
ber of pages.

This isn't a major novel. It isn't
meant to be anythlng but deriva­
tive· in nature. And that doesn't
matter, because Farmer has done
his homework well; he has thought
out those twenty thousand
millennia, he has created the rich­
ness of background needed-and
he has fae.ed the human problem
of his hero honestly. It is a book of
insight. .

Good fun with a· few kickers
buried in it, and well worth the

.price and reading time.
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When the writer has neither a
new idea nor any new insight into
handling the concept, he may still
sell a book- if his name is, say
A.E. Van Vogt. Here is a writer
who has long been recognized as
having contributed a wild plethora
of ideas in story after story, so
that his name is genui~ely and un­
derstandably provocative of intel­
lectual excitement.

His Children o/Tomorrow (Ace,
95¢), however, is pretty thin fare.
Instead of working or thoroughly
reworking one idea, he seems to
have taken two old ones, thrown
them together helter-skelter, and
hoped vaguely' that some good
would come fortuitously. The
result is something like taking
left-over hamburger and choco­
late pie and putting them in a
blender in hopes of getting a fresh
dinner.

The first element is that an alien
race is studying the world, pre­
paring to take it over, with one of
its number disguised as a human
being. This should be a good idea.
for a Van Vogt story, given suf­
ficient new insights into the alien
ways of thought. The second idea
is a humdrum concept of the
children organizing themselves
into state-recognized bands to
bring themselves up without the
mistakes of their elders.

Unfortunately, the alien boy in
the story never seems to be other
than a duller version of th.e rest of
the kids, w~ile his Hfather" ob-
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server is merely a vagueness over
the story, not at all realized in the
way so many of Van Vogt's aliens
have been.. The outside men"ace be­
comes .petty, mere window dress­
ing.

The wonder children fail miser­
ably. They don't even equal the real
examples of such attempts to
escape the past one reads about in
today's newspapers. Van Vogt's
kid groups aren't cleared of the
ancient ugliness of the tribal heri­
t3:ge, but seem to be rather sorry
gangs in a stiff make-believe game
of Junior Marvel Assistants.
Their morality seems" rather
weaker, despite their stated aims,
than that of some real kid gangs I
have known.

Apparently, one of their fathers
should be the example of a recalci­
trant man unwilling to adapt,
while the mother is the sympathetic
one. I felt repelled by her idiocy
throughout, .and the only figure I
could even faintly like was the
father, until he turned into anoth­
er patsy.

I finished the book with grow­
ing reluctance-but only because
I was unwilling to judge a Van
Vogt novel without reading it to
the bitter end. The whole wasn't
worth the trouble. I regret that,
since I think the field badly needs
some of the magic and excitement
that this' major writer gave it so
often in the past. It's a shame, but I
c~n only recommend that you
pass this one by.

READING ROOM

T HERE are a couple of nonfIC­
tion books, however, which

should not be overlooked.
The Glass Teat, by Harlan Elli­

son (Ace, S1.25), has little to do
with science fiction, except that
Ellison has become a major and
controversial figure to those of us
who read the field or who have met
him at various conferences. It is a
collection of his writings for The
Los Angeles Free Press, ostensibly
as television reviewer but actually
as critic at large.

It doesn't matter what these
treatises are supposed to be, any
more than it matters whether you
agree with his opinions or not.
What does matter to me is that
here for the first time I find some
feeling of Harlan Ellison, the
whole man, telling it as he sees it,
far more than he can do in his
fiction. And I also find a man
writing at his most effective be~st.

Anyone who has enjoyed the
stories by Ellison should read this.
Or, lacking its presence on the
bookstand, wait. for the next
collection of columns soon to be
brought out. Here is a writer. who
has been leading a crusade to
make science fiction more perti­
nent t9 today; this book is his view
of the today in need of such
pertinence.

The book also happens to be
very much alive and fascinating
and, from my experience with Elli­
son, honest. The fact that it is the
best writing of his I have yet seen is
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an added bonu.s. I glanced at it, to
put the book down· only when I'd
read to the end. I'm glad that he
wrote the columns, that they were
collected here and that I had a
chance to read them.

The other non-fiction book is
directly concerned with science
fiction. The Universe Makers, by
Donald 'Wollheim (Harper &
Row, $4.95), is, to quote part of the
blurb: "'.an excellent personal
st~tement of the place of science
fiction in literature, 'an excellent
introduction to the genre for the
beginner, and a source of dis-
·cussion for the aficionado." For
once, I have no quarrel ··with the
blurb.

Wollheim seems to have two
basic ideas. The first deals with the
importance of science fiction (in.
its totality, not specifically) in
predicting the course and hope of
civilization or the dooms that may
befall man. He indicates .his own
belief that science fiction has not
only often indicated the path of
the future before it came about,
but that the literature has even
helped to shape that future. Cer­
tainly, he shows, it has greatly
helped its readers to prepare them­
selves to accept or cope with the
future.

His second theme is an attempt
to find the main patterns in the
field. He finds that most of the
fiction can be separated into two
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main streams: those who follow
Jules Verne, dealing with technol­
ogy and gadgets, with little moral
value and much fantasy adventure;
and those who follow H.G~ Wells,
dealing with technology only as it
affects the sociological future of
man, warning of dangers and off­
ering considered hopes for our sur­
vival.

In following his two themes,
Wollheim di~cusses the work of
most of the major writers who have
written what might be called
science fiction, whether in the
magazines or in the mainstream.
He is unusually frank, at least for
a man who must deal with many of
those writers; and I found his
opinions stimulating and interest­
ing, though I couldn't always
wholly agree with them.

I wish more of the men who have
spent their lives in being in­
fluential in the field would state
their personal philosophies of
science fiction in books like this
one. We've already lost some' of
them, but John Campbell, Robert
Lowndes, and a number of others
could -well put between hard
covers some of the things they have
said in letters to their writers
and-partially-in scattered
writing on the subject. It is from
such work as this that literary re­
searchers of the future will be
most willing to assess us as a
literary movement of the time.

There is nothing new about the
idea of memoirs and musings from
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influential men; it's an 'ancient
form of writing, too often reserved
for the military man and the
politician. But since a man cannot
live for years in any chosen voca­
tion without developing insights
that reflect a great deal of' hard
thought, it is writing that will al­
ways serve us well.

Finally, there is an anthology
which relates coi"ncidentally to
some of the things discussed by
Wollheim and also has more of
an honest reason than many I have
see,n lately. Nightmare Age, edited
by Frederik Pohl (Ballantine, 95c)
gives us a choice of thirteen
Wellsian stories which point out fu­
tures that might come to pass, their
cause-and sometimes, inferen­
tially, their cure.

I have no desire to discuss thir­
te~n separate stories in this space.
Sufficient to say that the works
run from Paul Ehrlich to Robert
Heinlein, with a lot of good sci­
ence-fiction writers in between.
Most of them are very good stories.
I can't say that I remember them
all with pleasure-but I can say
that I'm glad I read them back
when many of them foreshadowed
what we realize today. may be the
future, and I'm glad to see them
assembled here.

If there is such a thing as W011­
heim's Wellsian stream of science
fiction, this anthology represents
some of the best and most varied
sampies of that genre. It's a very
good job. •

March 26-28, 1971. MARCON VI. At
Sheraton Columbus Motor Hotel, 50
North Third Street, Columbus, Ohio.
Guest-of-Honor: Lester del Rey. For
information: Larry Smith 5730 F
Roche Drive, Columbus, Ohio 43229.

•
April 16-18, 1971. LUNACON. At
the Commodore Hotel, New York,
New York. Guest-of-Honor: John W.
Campbell. Fan Guest-of-Honor: How­
ard DeVore. Features: Hospitality
Room, Art Show, Banquet-Toast­
master: Isaac Asimov. Membership:
In advance! (must be received' by
March 30th) ~2.50. For information:
Devra Langsam, 250 Crown Street,
Brooklyn, New York.

•
September 3.-6, 1971. NOREASCON:
29th World Science Fiction Conven­
tion. At the Sheraton-Boston Hotel,
Prudential Center, Boston, Massachu­
setts. Guest-of-Honor: Clifford D.
Simak. Fan Guest-of-Honor: Harry
Warner Jr. Features: movies, auc­
tions, panels and speeches by sf pros,
awards banquet, presentation of the
Hugos. Registration: $4.00 support­
ing, $6.00 attending. No mail registra­
tion after August 10. For information:
Noreascon; P. O. Box 547 Cambridge,
Massachusetts 02139.
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T HE glowing ba]1 of Jupiter
should have dominated the cor­

ner of space into which Jon Math­
er was gazing. But he could not see
it at all. Only a dim diffused light
filtered through the porthole of
the spacecraft. The Santa Bar­
bara was orbiting more than a
million miles from the turbulent
surface of the giant planet and Ju­
piter should have loomed ten
times as large as the Moon seen
from Earth.

Heavy black droplets floated
outside the ship. They were round
and dense in the zero gravity,
barely illuminated by the light
reflected from the hidden.. planet.
And the greenish-yellow Jovian
glow grew weaker still as the drop­
lets began to collect on the out­
side of the porthole. Within a few
minutes Jon Mather could see
only his own distorted reflection
in the glass.

Disappointed, he removed the
telephoto lens from his camera
and turned to hail the Santa Bar­
bara's chief navigator, who was
just then floating forward
through the craft's all but empty
passenger section.

"Not much of a view," he said.
"Not much of anything," said

the navigator. "We've lost radio
communication, too.." Jon raised
an eyebrow. "It's "no surprise,
Jon. Not with all that fuel hanging
out tllere."
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"You mean even radio waves
won't travel through this muck?"

"Oh, they'll travel through it just
fine-once they get off the trans­
mitting antenna. But the fuel con­
ducts r.f. current, and it's short­
ing out our antenna.'"

"You mean we're in trouble?"
"Probably not. We won't be

running into very heavy space traf­
fic around Callisto. And the Cal­
listo control tower will be watch­
ing us on radar even if we can't talk
with them."

Jon glanced at the obscured
porthole, shook his head sadly,
turned back to the navigator. "I
hope you didn't arrange the voy­
age through this fuel slick for my
benefit."

"Crazy we're not. Though you
did come here to find a way to
clean up this kind of mess, didn't
you?" A red light flashed on at the
front of the cabin. "I'd better get
back to my post-we'll be touch­
ing down soon."

Jon turned his attention back to
the fouled porthole. It remained
as dark as before. Presently he
felt the acceleration of the Santa
Barbara's rockets as the space­
craft began its descent toward Ju­
piter's second largest satellite.

As he stepped from the airlock
of the Santa Barbara onto the

frozen surface of Callisto, Jon
Mather tried to twist his head to
see the huge planet whose image
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had been obscured from the space­
craft. But the heavy life-support
suit made the maneuver almost
impossible and he was able to see
nothing more than a reflection of
the yellow globe on the curved sur­
face of his face mask.

Frustrated in his second attempt
to see Jupiter, Jon glanced back
at the ship he had just left. Itwas
difficult to recognize under its
heavy layer of grime and even by
the light of the sun, high in the Cal­
l,isto sky, he could not make out
the logo of the Solar Federation,
which he knew was painted on its
hull.

The first navigator's voice
sounded in Jon's headphones. ""It
was a lot filthier than that. Our de­
scent through the atmosphere
cleaned off some of the guck.'"

""How could you see to touch
down through this stuff?" Jon
asked. ""I was blind on my side.....
. ""Automatic vapor cleaner for
the control ports. We activated it
once we left the slick. '"

Jon nodded, though he knew the
gesture was not visible outside the
life-support suit. In a few mo­
ments he and the navigator had
reached the airlock of the under­
ground compound. A door slid
shut behind Jon and the crewman
and the automatic elevator be­
gan its slow descent. A faint mist
formed on Jon's space mask as
normal air filtered into the cabin.
The door opened again, and he
found himself in an antechamber

SPACE SLICK

that seemed identical to ones he
had seen on the Moon.

The ship's navigator helped Jon
off with his bulky helmet and the
unwieldy gloves. Then a guide in a
turquoise uniform bearing the in­
signia of the Terran Mining Cor­
poration, led him down long cor­
ridors to his quarters.

.Once alone in his small but com­
fortable looking room, Jon was
quick to remove the rest of the
~ife-support suit and don the light
clothes he had packed for what
would be entirely an indoor ex­
istence.

A light rap came at the door.
"'Come in,'" Jon said.
The door opened and a fair­

haired man in his late twenties or
early thirties strode in.

"'Ralph Lake!" Jon reached for
the younger man's hand. "For
God's sake-it's been, what, ten
years'?" .

""All of that," said Ralph. "We
were still Earthlubbers then,
working for the Solar Federation."

HWhat do you mean, Earthlub-
bers'? You went with me on my first
space flighr?"

l;he younger man's brow
knitted, cleared. He grinned.

"'The Moon hardly counts these
days. But you're right-we flew to
the Mining Engineering Con­
gress on the Moon."

"'And I remember how rough
that first flight was. Ships are a lot
smoother now."

... I hear,'" said Ralph, "that
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you've m~de yourself an impres­
sive reputation on Mother Earth­
cleaning up the home l~nd."

Jon nodded. UIt must have been
shor~ly after the last time we saw
each other that I was appointed
to head the commission to ·curb
the pollution problem."

UIt was a problem," said Ralph.
HI remember the last time I saw
Earth. The lake near the spaceport
looked like an oil dump and I could
probably have walked on it. Do
you know the last thought I had of
Earth as the ship lifted ofl:"

UWhat?" ,
UThat at least we still had the

means of getting above the blan­
ket of smog that covered the plan­
et."

JON Mather was silent for sever­
al moments. Ult really was cov­

ering the entire planet," he said
finally. HBy the eighties all
cities-the smaller ones as well as
the metropolitan giants-had
their own layer of what we were
calling permasmog-a layer so
thick that even the prevailing
winds couldn't blow it away. But
there was worse. At upper atmos­
pheric levels, the blankets of pollu­
tion from individual cities were
joining together to form a con­
tinuous layer. By nineteen-ninety
the upper-layer permasmog ef­
fectively covered the planet..
Even over the poles the stars were
dim through the dirt."

HI remember," said Ralph.
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HThat was about the time I left. '"
Jon continued: u1rouble was,

not only the stars were dimmed.
Our Sun was, too. In nineteen­
ninety New York City was an
average fQur Fahrenheits cooler
than 'it had been twenty years
earlier. Extrapolate figures like
that and it's not difficult to see
where you're headed."

UAn ice age?"
URight. Oh, it would have taken

a number of years more of this
madness for the glaciers to move
down across North America and
Central Europe. But it was com­
ing."

HI remember reading some of
the predictions before I left, but
I wasn't sure I should believe
them. They sounded like fiction."

uScience fiction," said Jon, His
often as good as prophecy. But
something worse than just cold
was coming. And it would have
come sooner. The atmos'phere
was changing. Again nineteen­
ninety-a crucial year-the oxy­
gen content of ' the tropo.sphere
was only eighteen percent, a drop
of three percentage points in
twenty years."

Ralph's eyebrows shot up.
"The effects were already

evident. For years, the incidence
of respiratory diseases had been
skyrocketing be~ause of the pol­
lution. Now, without enough oxy­
gen, the sufferers were having an
even more difficult time. People
who might have lingered for years
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with their ailments were dying of
complications. Medically, the- at­
mosphere had the reverse effect of
an oxygen tent. '"

HAs I recall," said Ralph, ··at
the time I left Earth, many b~si­

ness -buildings already had oxy­
gen supply boosters installed in
their air-conditioning systems."

"·After a while even some homes
had them," said Jon. HOh, the in­
dustries that had created the dis­
ease were quick enough to come up
with certain cures-especially
those from which _more money
could be made. Oxygen boosters
were already in production be­
fore the situation became criti­
cal. They began marketing on
Earth the same chemical oxygen
regenerators they're using here on
Callisto.....

··After I left Earth," said Ralph,
..

40 1 took a job on Mars, supervis­
ing the installation of oxygen re­
generators. Mars was more
pleasant than Callisto. In the mid­
dle of a summer day you could go
walking with only a coat and an
oxygen mask. Aside from the mask
and the' terrible dryness of the air,
it wasn't much worse than a cool
Spring day on Earth. But I re­
member thinking that some day I
might go back to Earth-and find
it like Mars."

HThat's where Earth headed,"
said Jon, Hthough she would have
kept a denser atmosphere than
Mars even without oxygen. But
there would have c.ome a

SPACE SLICK

time-maybe within two dec:'
ades-when you would have
packed that oxygen mask to come
home."

"'ITHY was the situation so
~~ bad?" asked Ralph. UIt's

a good thirty years since gov~

ernment started to do something
about pollution.

HThey didn't do enough. They
managed to slow the rate of pollu­
tion. some, but not enough to pre­
vent permasmog. Man and his
machines were· using up more
than old Earth could give. There
were programs to plant trees. But
we've estimated that for every tree
planted by a conservationist a
lumberjack was clearing one and
a half acres. of trees. And worse,
the seas were dying. Fact is that the
algae and other marine plants are
the major producer of Earth's pre­
cious oxygen supply. Kill them
and not even the biggest refor­
estation program you can de­
vise will prevent the atmosphere
from becoming Marslike. Yet the
algae were dying as the oceans be­
came a dumping ground for all our
most undesirable wastes-while
we abused their resources. We felt
the oceans were too big for us to
dirty or hurt by misuse.

Ralph laughed without mirth.
"'We're now thinking the same
thing about space," he said. uTalk
to Terran Mining about the acci­
dental dumping of fuel into outer
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space and they'll tell you that it's a
drop in a big buc~et."

'~I intend to tell them that a lot
ofsmall drops make a bucketful."

UThey won't listen to you, Jon.
Here on Callisto-and on Gany­
mede-everybody lives under­
ground and on artificial air. The
situation's different. They'll ig­
nore all the Earth-type horror
stories you can tell them."

Jon thought for a few moments.
~~I'll have to try," he said finally.
UThat\s why I'm here on Callisto,
to see the Terran Mining brass. I'll
also talk to their Industrial Stand­
ards Officer, who's responsible
for keeping pollution down."

"Terran Mining won't listen
even to their own ISO." ._...

uI'll still see him and try to get
the seriousness of the problem
across to him."

The silence hung long and heavy.
A full minute ticked by before
Ralph looked up.

uJon," he said softly, uI'm the
Industrial Standards Officer."

II

THE time was almost eight
o'clock by the artificial twen­

ty-four hour day that was a conven­
tion at the Callisto compound.
The real Callisto day was more
than two weeks long and was
marked at midday by a solar
eclipse, as the huge master planet
hid the distant Sun.

Jon Mather was sitting in the
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compound dining room, trying.
to shell a soft-boiled egg. And he
was finding that carelessly
gouged pieces of eggshell tended
to fly about 'in the light gravity.

Next to him, Ralph Lake
chuckled as a chunk of egg struck
Jon in the eyes.

"You'll find that a lot better in
your mouth," he said.

"Damn planet." Jon swore with
more feeling than astronomical
accuracy. "This is worse -than the
Moon."

UA little," Ralph conceded.
uWhat do you weigh?"

"Last time I was in a sane place,
about one-seventy."

"Here," said Jon, uyou weigh
-only seventeen pou nds-eleven
pounds less than on the Moon."

"Well," said Jon, poking at the
egg with renewed care, ·~it was
worse on the spacecraft.,,'

"Just think how much worse it
would be on' Jupiter itself. Down
there you'd weigh-" he made a
rapid mental calculation- U a
little better than four hundred
and forty pounds."

'''1 don't think I'll go."
Ralph glanced up at the digital

clock on the dining room wall.
"About an hour until the meet­
ing," he said.

"Anything you can tell me about
the people I'll be seeing?"

uWell, let's see-you'll be
meeting Harris, the Terran Min­
ing VP for Callisto. He's the one
who does the talking. He'll be af-
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fable as can be, provided you don't
suggest the company spend
money. But if you're going to ac­
complish anything you'll have to
get through to Peters, who has a
tendency to say nothing, en­
couraging or otherwise."

"What's Peters' position'?"
HLiaison officer with Earth

headquarters," said Ralph. U If
anything gets properly recom­
mended to the top men it'll have to
pass"through his hands."

"And you'll be at the meeting,
loo?"

"Yes, and on their side of the
table. I'll be in charge of convinc­
ing you that we really are doing
something to prevent space
slicks."

"And are you?"
"Just count the slicks in orbit,"

said Ralph. uThen you tell me."
"Then you think they're going to

be difficult to deal with."
"Oh, they'll be polite," said

Ralph, Uuntil you mention some­
thing expensive."

RALPH ,LAKE had been right,
about the politeness at least.

Ron Harris waS" a large, affable
man with a tendency to chuckle
easily, if somewhat insincerely,
each time he removed the large
cigar from his mouth.

Dirk Peters, the Earth Iiaison
man, remained tight-lipped after
the mandatory greetings, but
Ron Harris was solicitous.

"I hear," he told Jon, Uthat your
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ship hit the Chedabucto fuel slick
on the way here."

"Chedabucto?"
"The slick was left there by the

supertanker Chedabucto three
years ago," Ralph put in. "We'
name each slick after the space­
craft responsible."

Harris glared at Ralph briefly,
evidentlY.not too fond of the word

.responsible. He switched the grin
back on for Jon's benefit.

"Your pilot really should have
raised our control tower and let us
plot your approach to Callisto.
We find we have no trouble avoid­
ing the slicks."

Jon leafed through a she.af of
papers he was holding, then with­
drew one sheet.

"I t says here that the Cheda­
bucto slick has a diameter of
forty-five miles."

"Right," said Harris. uNeedle in
a haystack."

uThe needle takes up about
thirty-six thousand cubic miles in
this case."

Harris took a long slow pull
from his cigar, released a column'
of smoke toward the ceiling. U·An
Jlwfully big haystack, too." H~

looked at Jon through half-closed
eyes. uYou'll get used to the scale
ofspace."

Jon turned his attention again to
the sheet he was holding.

UAccording to the official re­
port," he said, uThe Chedabucto,
bound for Callisto Qrbit with
sixty-three million liters of Type .C
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fuel, was struck by a small aster­
oid, unnumbered, twelve million
miles beyond the orbit of Mars.H

Harris turned around to look at
his Industrial Standards Officer.
Ralph nodded. UThat would be
about right.H

UBut that means the accident
took place more than a quarter of a
billion miles from here,'" Jon said.

From his corner Ralph nodded
again. hThe Chedabucto ~as on an
accurate glide path for the rende­
vous orbit with Callisto. Even af­
ter the breakup of the ship, the
fuel" slick conserved the momen­
tum of the ship itself and came in
for a perfect meeting with Callis­
to."

UNot perfect," Harris hastened
to add. HThe Chedabucto slick is
a good thirty thousand miles off
Callisto.'"

Jon fell silent. He made some
unhurried notations on a second
sheet of paper. Presently he looked
up.

UI understand Ganymede wasn't
so lucky. They got hit by-" he
glanced down again-Hthe Cere­
bus slick."

Harris shrugged, not taking the
cigar from his mouth.

HSuppose," said Jon, Hthat the
Chedabucto had been aimed to
miss Callisto, with the goal of ap­
plying a correctiye· maneuver at
the last moment. That way a
crackup in deep space wouldn't
leave a fuel slick near an inhabited
body."
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Harris seemed displeased, and
once more glanced at Ralph Lake.
Ralph remained silent and for the
first time Dirk Peters joined the
discussion.

.... Mr. Mather," he said, .... I don't
think you quite appreciate the
economics of our situation. A
tanker loaded with seventy kilo­
tons of fuel weighs nothing at all
in space. However it conserves its
full terrestrial inertia. 1 believe
that's correct Mr. Lake?H

Ralph nodded without enthusi­
asm.

....The tanker"s job is to deliver
fuel, not burn it up, H continued
Peters.....With the enormous mass
of fuel involved we are con­
strained to make correctional
maneuvers as early as possible in
order to keep them small. Other­
wise we burn far more fuel. And in
that case the fuel we're delivering
will be much more expensive.'"

Noone spoke for some
moments. Finally Harris re­
moved the cigar from his mouth.

"'The blunt fact is this, Mr.
Mather,'" he said..... If we pay a lot
more for Type C fuel, then Earth
will pay a lot more for its copper,
nickel, and iron."

T HE next time Jon Mather saw
one of, the giant orbiting fuel

slicks, it was from a respectable
distance of a hundred miles.
Through the porthole of the fresh­
ly scrubbed Santa Barbara the
slick was a translucent, almost
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black, smudge against the growing
yellow sphere of Jupiter. The
slick looked perfectly round, like
a glassy planet.

uThat's the Liberia slick," Said
Ralph from the aisle seat. hIt's
smaller than average. It came
here four years ago, when one of
the older tankers sprang a m?jor
leak and broke up."

HI' hope we won't be flying
through this one," said Jon, eyeing
first his camera bag, then Jupiter.

uThis is as close as we'll come,'"
said Ralph. uCallisto control cal­
culated our orbit this time." He
paused before adding: HInci­
dentally, it's only thanks to a good
friend of mine at Callisto control
that we're getting this close to a
slick. Harris and Peters would put
my ears in orbit if they knew I'd
maneuvered this little sight-see­
ing tour."

Jon rubbed his chin with his
hand. uThat slick is' taking up far
more space than it did in the tank­
er,,, he said thoughtfully. "But
even after four years it hasn't ex­
panded very much. I would have
expected the droplets to go on
dispersing, as an oil slick does on
water."

uTrouble is," said Ralph, uspace
has .no currents to scatter pol­
lutants as the sea has. And there is
probably electrical attraction
among the particles, keeping
them from drifting too far from
each other. _That would ex'plain the
roundness of the slicks."
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UThat would mean," said Jon,
Hthat a space slick would behave
as though it were a low-density
solid."

He looked out once more at the
ghostly new satellite of Jupiter.

A BOUT four "hours later Jon
nMather had once more fitted
the telephoto lens on his camera
and was aiming it out of the port­
hole. The giant planet was close
enough for him to see clearly the
movement of the stormy equatori­
al bands as they roamed restlessly
over the huge surface. He aimed
the small reflex camera; the crys­
tal shutter tripped all but sound­
lessly.

.. 40Just imagine that's a basket-
ball," said Ralph from beside him.
"Then imagine a marble next to it.
That would be Earth."

Jon took a second picture,
swinging the cam-era toward the
Great Red Spot, just coming into
view at the corner of the planet.
HThe sheer size of it," he said,
Hmakes you realize ho,w fast
tho~e winds must be moving."

uThat's at least a two hundred­
mile gale," said Ralph. uSurface
velocity-if Jupiter had a surface."

UNo surface'? What about those
artists' concepts of what the
Jupiter landscape looks like'?"

UI know-they make it look like
a cloudy Moon," said .Ralph. HBut
Jupiter isn't dense enough to be
that rocky. It has a quarter of
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Earth"s density and well under half
the Moon's.""

uCould it be hollow'!""
Ralph shook his head. HThe

mom'ent of inertia isn"t right for a
hollow body" nor is the gravity.
The planet is mostly ligh.t gases"
like hydrogen and helium. The
pressure increases massively as
you enter the atmosphere and
when .it reaches about a million
Earth atmospheres, hydrogen acts
like a metal. We're used to having
a sharp boundary between atmo­
sphere and- ground, which we call
the 'surface.' But every body
doesn't have one."

"lo$trange planet.""
HThat's the odd thing,,"" said

Ralph. HJupiter isn"t a'~-'normal

planet. It seems to be a star that
didn't contract enough to build up
the heat needed to ignite thermo­
nuclear reactions.'"

"loyou mean it's'a cold star'?"
HNot as cold as you'd suppose.

Jupiter radiates twice as much
heat as it receives from the Sun.
On Ganymede, where we're head­
ed, it's not in the sunHght that it's
warmest, it's on the side facing
Jupiter."

HThen the base is on the side of
Ganymede that looks toward Ju­
piter."

HNo. It's on the side away from
Jupiter. The cold. is the least of
our problems on Ganymede."

GANYMEDE was clearly visi­
ble through the porthole of the
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Santa Barbara now. Jon Mather
was taking more souvenir pic­
tures when Ralph Lake tapped his
shoulder and pointed away from
the approaching satell ite.

uThere, "'l he said.
Jon looked ··-,and saw his first

supertanker.
The Santa Barbara was still

more than fifteen miles from the
orbiting tanker but the latter"s
gargantuan proportions were al­
ready impressive. The long cyl­
indrical body stretched through
space, longer than sixty football
fields. At the head was a stubbier
section from which lights glowed.

uThat front part -is the com­
mand cabin,"" said Ralph, pointing
to the head of the giant arrow.
HIt's detachable so that the crew
can' use it to get home in case of a
disaster. 1hat's why the crew of
only one supertanker has been
lost.'!

Jon's eyes roved down the
immense latticework of the tank­
er's girderlike body. Sensing his
interest, Ralp~ continued his
description.

HThat's the Torrey Cliff. which
arrived off, Ganymede about a
week ago. It looks about three­
quarters full. 'l'l He pointed to the
ribs of the tanker's body. HThat's
a collapsible plastic shell inside
there, 'l'l he said. HWhen all the fuel
is gone, you can see through it."

The spacecraft drifted close
enough to the huge tanker for Jon
to pick out, by Jupiter's yellow
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light, the markings of the Terran
Mining Corporation on the hull
of the control cabin. Then the
tanker receded and the Santa Bar­
bara's rockets came to life for the
descent.

III

H IS helmet off, Jon had the
I fleeting impression that he was

back on Callisto. The entrance to
the compound, he thought, was as
similar to its Callisto mate as two
motels of a chain on Earth. The
decorator had used slightly dif-.
ferent pastel paints this time. But
the large entrance sign with the in­
tegral clock, reading We/come
to Terran Mining, Ganymede,
16:30, looked as though it had
come from the same workshop as
its Callisto counterpart.

By the time he had been led to
his room Jon had seen that, for all
its resemblance to the Callisto
compound, the Ganymede struc­
ture was much smaller. That w.as
logical, he thought, since it lacked
the offices of the top Terran Min­
ing officers who were present on
the more distant satellite.

By the time the dining room
clock read 17:25, Jon and Ralph
had completed their light supper
and Ralph was proposing it small
tour of Ganymede. Jon agreed
readily. He had things to see be­
fore he met with the governor of
Jupiter System. Too, he had al­
ways imagined that Jupiter, seen
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from a near satellite, must be an
awe-inspiring sight.

The plastic treads of the two­
man surface car rumbled and
whined against the cold ground of
Ganymede. Jon tried to estimate
the speed of the vehicle but found
the featurelessness of the land­
scape made the motion seem' more
leisurely than it probably was. He
wondered that a tread-equipped
vehicle was capable of any great
speed, but then realized that the
woo'sh of air underneath was vir­
tually keeping the car hovering in
the low gravity, with only enough
ground contact to allow steering.

The Sun was climbing rapidly
toward zenith but the stars were
still clearly visible. Ganymede

. lacked even the thin atmosphere
that gave Callisto its velvety blue
sky.

Jon found the transmitter but­
ton of his life-support suit and told
Ralph of his desire for another
look at Jupiter.

"Fine with me," answered
Ralph, "but I think you'll be sur­
prised by what you see."

Aft~r a number of minutes of
rapid' travel along the cratered
plain, Jon was realizing that
Ganymede, for all its lack of grav­
ity, was not tiny. It was in fact
more than a.,third the size of Earth.

"I t's mo.re than two thousand
miles to the Jupiter side," said
Ralph's voice in Jon's earphones,
"but you'll be able to see part of it
on the horizon if we take this
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route. We'll be there in an hour."
It was in fact forty-two minutes

.later that Jon noticed the first yel­
low-green sliver of Jupiter rising
above the jagged horizon. Grad:"
ually the ball grew and began to
climb into the dark sky, as the sur­
face car dropped down a long slop­
ing hill.. The hill turned even more
sharply down as more of the huge
planet "appeared and Jon could
hear the treads of the vehicle slip­
ping on the rock below.

HThat's far enough," said Ralph
and braked the car to a stop. He
opened the door and invited Jon
out. Still clumsy in the unac­
customed bulk of the life-support
suit, Jon swung his legs out of the
vehicle, but as he stood ~E..~~ lost
his footing and fell several feet
down the sharp incline.

U Are you all right?" inquired
the anxious voice in his head­
phones. He was, though he could
not instantly find the transmit­
ter button to say so. Ralph helped
him to his feet easily in the light
gravity.

Jon looked toward the panora­
ma of Jupiter, watching its angry
winds spinning across its center.
He ~as momentarily surprised to
see the Great.Red Spot in this top
half of the planet, but then realized
that he must be looking at the
southern hemisphere. Viewing the
yellowish ball made him feel un­
easy. The sharp downward slope
gave him the impression that if he
should slip again he might slide
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forever, down ~oward the big plan­
et.

.He communicated his feeling to
Ralph and heard a chuckle of re­
sponse. HThis isn't really a hill,'"
said Ralph. I f you surveyed it
from orbit it would look as flat as
anything else on Ganymede."

UBut it is downhill," Jon pro­
tested. uThat's at least a twenty­
degree slope."

HNice g\less. It's just over
nineteen degrees, .actually. But
it's an illusiofh Normally, your
hundred and seventy Earth pounds.
wouldn't weigh more tha~n twelve
pounds in Ganymede's light
gravity. But Jupiter is so huge that
even here, six hundred thousand
miles away, it accounts for a
gravitational pull about half that
of Ganymede itself." .

Inside the helmet Jon nodded.
Hit looks' downhill to Jupiter,"

continued Ralph, ubecause about
a third of the gravitational pull on
you is coming from Jupiter itself.
That distorts your concept of
which way 'down' is."

"'I'm beginning to understand
why the settlements are all on the
side away 'from the planet."

URight. On the inhabited side,
where yo.U benefit from the gravity
of both Ganymede and Jupiter,
·you'l1 weigh in at close to nineteen
pounds. But if we drove around to
the side facing Jupiter, the planet
would be trying to pull you up­
ward and yo'u'd drop down to less
than six pounds."
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JON took a final look at the yel­
low ball with ~he angry red spot

and climbed back into the vehicle.
He felt relieved once the surface
car was climbing back up the
seeming hill, away from Jupiter.

Within twenty-five minutes, the
last sliver of the big planet had van­
ished .behind the speeding vehicle
and the bleak plain of Ganymede
seemed flat once more. The car
rumbled on for more than ninety
minutes among bleak craters,
some with imposing high walls,
but most of them small and unpre­
possessing.

Then he saw at a distance that
seemed to be about five miles their
next destination-the outline of
a space mining site. Jon cOlild see
the huge automatic drills and the
ore "lifters, all of them as black as
the sky of Ganymede.

When the car had reached the
site, he could see why the equip­
ment reflected so Ii~tle light. It was
covered by a thick layer of a syrupy
black substance. Jon saw even be­
fore Ralph spoke that it was Type
C fuel.

HThe edge of the slick just
caught Mining Site Number
Two," said Ralph. "We've ap­
proached it so as to avoid most of
the slick. It goes for alm9st forty
miles that way." He pointed into
the distance.

HTwo men died here I believe?"
Jon said into his suit microphone.

"Yes, two miners," said Ralph's
voice. "The danger of Ganymede's
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meeting the slick was known. But
.the final warning from Gariymede
control came too late. The two
men were still here when the fuel
began to rain down. Type ""C fuel
corrodes the organic materials
used in life-support suits. The
miners were dead in two minutes."

"Since the space slicks follow
predictable orbits, like solid
bodies, why wasn't the disaster
predicted sooner?"

There was a long pause before
Jon heard Ralph's transmitter
carrier again. HAs Industrial
Standards Offi'cer for Terran
Mining Corporation," he said,
UI'm supposed to assure you that
such a thing wouldn't happen
again. Little was known then about
the. mechanics of the slicks. They
behave like solids most -of the time
because of their. internal elec­
trical fields. But they break up sud­
denly in a strong gravitational
field."

Jon's eyes ran over the stout
frame of the ore lifter which, even
from a few feet away, looked more
like a shadow than a substantial
object. He fancied he saw a drop
of fuel drip from a cable. Jon mar­
veled at how little the fuel had
evaporated in four" years despite
the lack of atmosphere.

He touched his suit transmitting
button once more. "Suppose the
slick had hit an inhabited com­
pound instead of a mining instal­
lation?"

"That," came the answer, "is
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something the governor of Jupi­
ter System will no doubt want to
bring up with you."

J ON MATHER slept badly that
night. He could not shut Jupiter

from his sight and he was falling,
falling into the planet. The stormy
bands of powerful wind were get­
ting closer, but his feet were slip­
pi~g on an ocean of Type C fuel
and he could not check his drop
toward the angry world. The Great
Red Spot glared at him wrath­
fully, like the eye of a Cyclops.

Come, it said.
Jon saw again the abandoned

fuel-fouled structure of Mining
Site Number Two. The lonely dark
framework of the equipment .was
awash with the black syrup. And
now he could see, standing among
the abandoned machines, two
skeletons, looking. out ac­
cusingly, their silent jaws drool­
ing the thick liquid ,that was every­
where.

He saw Jupiter once more and
heard a voice somewhat like
Ralph's. HJupiter is hydrogen and
helium," said the familiar voice,
like that of a tour guide. uThe
gases are too colorless to form the
Great Red Spot. Helium is inert.
But the red-colored compounds of
hydrogen are all organic. Thus the
spot is undoubtedly organic.

Jon saw Mining Site Number
Two again, fouled with fuel. But
this time the site was on the tem­
pest-tossed surface of Jupiter it-
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self. And this time the fuel was not
inky black but red, like the Great
Red. Spot, like a vast sea of blood.
The two skeletons stood, covered
in red, extending bony index fin­
gers.

Athim.

GOVERNOR ROBERT NO­
LAN was a much younger

man than Jon" would have
expected-thirty-five at the very
most, he estimated. The reason
for that was evident: the rugged
and bleak sate.1I ites of Jupiter
were a place for a young and
vigorous man.

Governor Nolan received Jon in
an unostentatious private off-ice
in the government complex,
which was about twenty minutes
by surface car from the much lar­
ger quarters of Terran Mining.
It did not take long for Terran
Mining to come into the con­
versation.

....We have little power here," he
was saying. HAs you no doubt
know, Jupiter System has a status
in the Solar Federation inferior
to that of most countries on Earth,
to say nothing of colonies like
Mars or the Moon. There's little
we can do-without Federalion
help-to combat this kind of
menace."

Hlf I understand Terran Min-·
ing's argument," said Jon,
Hthey're saying. that Jupiter Sys­
tem is not intended to be a pretty
environment, but merely a rock
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bed to be exploited for all the
minerals it contains." -

The governor nodded. HI know
all that. And they're right in away,
of course. There's no ecology to
harm here and I'm not suggesting
that we try to beautify Callisto
and Ganymede. They're modern
equivalents of the old Earth min-,
ing towns, meant to pay, not
please."

Nolan paused. HBut now we
have six slicks in orbit, not count­
ing the one that struck Mining
Site Number Two. That's the
situation after five years. How
many slicks will we have after ten
years, fifteen yea'rs? And how
large? Each new tanker is built lar­
ger than the last."

Jon looked at him, not speak-
ing. After a decade of fighting the
scars of a century of pollution on
Earth, Jon Mather's instincts ran
'parallel to those of Governor
Nolan. Certainly he did not be­
lieve that limited pollution could
remain limited.

Yet he knew that the economic
reality of Jupiter System made
the pollution inevitable. There
would be no settlement of Jupi­
ter's satellites at all without Ter­
ran Mining. Indeed, all but a few
of the men governed by Nolan were
employees of Terran ~i"ning.

They owed their livelihood to the
continuance of practices that
ma<J,e ch·eap commercial ex­
ploitation of Ganymede and
Callisto possible, even if it meant
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fuel slicks in orbit, like so many
man-made asteroids.

T HE trip back to Earth was
long for Jon. It was true that

he had Ralph Lake to talk to,
since Ralph had easily maneuvered
his employer into let~ing him ac­
company Jon to Earth, ostensibly
to remind him of the company's
side of the argument. .

And then he had a report to·
write. He would be seeing the
Transport Secretary of the Solar
Federation and he had his recom­
mendations to decide on.

Jon was lonely for Earth. He
deeply-loved his home planet-per­
haps that was why space exploits
had tempted him little-and that
love had been deepened by the ten
years he had spent healing her
beauty.

As the Santa Barbara .sped
silently through the black ness of
deep space, Jon spoke gladly of the
Earth the younger man had not
seen for nearly ten years. He would
find it changed, Jon promised. The
num.ber of trees had .more than
doubled, would.double again in the
coming decade.' Beaches on the
Great lakes were a booming
tourist attraction unparalleled in
anyon~'s memory. There .was even
good swimming on the Hudson
River.

UIs the Nile green again?" asked
Ralph.

uYes. Ten years .ago it was all
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the rainbow colors an oil slick can
produce."

"The last legacy of the petro­
leum age," mused R~lph. UBut it
wasn't only the development of
new fuels that turned the trick?"

"No, though there was a lot of
technology involved. We made
more than thirty different recom­
mendations requiring the
development of new equipment
and techniques. The Solar
Federation provided the. cash to
follow up everyone of them.
There were new means to precipi­
tate waste solids in the atmo­
sphere. There were new means of
disposing of sewage and indus­
trial waste. And there were new
means of catching up'-for- more
than it hundred years of neglect.
For instance, we drained Lake
Erie for six months and scrubbed
its basin, before refilling it with
fresh water and restocking it with
fish."

"Incredible!"
"The Federation expropriated

huge tracts of land all over the
world to build newly forested park­
lands."

"To help replenish the oxygen
supply?"

"Exactly. And a new paperlike
plastic was developed, so that mil­
lions of trees need not be cut down
just to produce one day's news­
papers. Furthermore, we found
our own application for the
oxygen regenerators that were
already on the market. The larger
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industries are now obliged to
generate and release into the
atmosphere at· least ninety per­
cent of the oxygen c~nsumed by
their other machines. The oxygen
content of the atmosphere is now
back to twenty percent-and it's
still rising."

Ralph was thoughtful. "There's
no doubt that you're the miracle
mali of Earth," he said. "But on
this mission they sent you all by \
yourself, with no fellow commis­
sion members. Does the Federa-

.tion really expect you to solve the
space-slick problem?"

·'1 suppose not. I'm ~xpected to
make some innocuous sugges­
tions that will keep the crisis at
least temporarily within con­
trol, to calm the anxious."

HIf I know' you," said Ralph,
"you won't do that 'at all. You'll
tell the Federation to act now or
face a situation worse than Earth's
later on."

Jon smiled. "I guess you know
me," he said, then added: UBut if I
do that, my report will be put in the
circular file."

"Did you suspect that when you
accepted the assignment?"

"Oh, I had my illusions. After
all, for the first t~me in history, a
man had been given the green light
to clean up the Earth. 1 had been
that man and Earth had listened to
me. Why could I not hope that it
would again, if 1 told Earth she
could not hope to remain pure in a
defiled universe?"
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HAnd I thought only the young
had illusions like that."

"Which brings up the ques­
tion," said Jon, Hof why you chose
to take the ISO job with Terran
Mining,"

"How many times I've asked
myself that question!" he said.
"But you weren't the only man
with. illusions. I was shaken by
what men had done to Earth and
were doing even to dead Mars.
Rather than remain on Mars and
be a party to its ravage. I took a
chance on a job in which I c.ould
aid industry to keep the environ­
ment clean." He smiled wryly.

HOnly it took me time to realize
that my real job was to find excuses
not to do it."

T HE meeting at the Solar Fed­
eration building, the huge new

addition to the complex that had
once housed the United Nations,
had gone as expected. Jon had
been somewhat surprised that he
had· been allowed to see only the
Assistant Transport Secretary
and not the Secretary himself. He
had explained his report with em­
phasis on as many telling points
as he could think of and he had
been rewarded with a patient hear­
ing. But now Jon held the letter
from the Federation acknowledg­
ing his report. The letter needed
very. little reading between the
lines.

HI understand your point of
view," the Assistant Secretary
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had told him, Hbut we must look at
facts. There is no ecology to kill
out there, no delicate balance of
nature to upset as ther.e is on
Earth. We can learn to avoid fuel
slicks in space as easily as we avoid ~

the space debris that is not of our
making.

"What you must understand is
that the remarkable work you ac­
complished here on Earth could
not have been done at an earlier
time-and not only because there
was no Solar Federation. Earlier
generations had to choose between
genuine pollution control and
industrial developme·nt. They
could not renounce the hitter and
so settled for a useless minimum
of the former.

HIf we were able to let you clean
up Earth, it was because the lar­
gest indu·strial interests are no
longer on it. They are on the Moon
now, making steel and fuel; on
Mars, making heavy machinery
and on Jupiter System, mining
metal.

HThe .conservationists have re­
claimed Earth because the
polluters have forsaken it for
space. Before they can reclaim
the Solar System, industry will
have to go to the stars."

T HERE was only one· of Jon
Mather's recommendatioris

that the Federation seemed
inclined. to accept. They _~ould not
foice the supertankers to use in­
direct approach~s to inhabited
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bodies, would not force them to use
thicker and safer' hulls, would not
limit their size, would not develop
the equipment needed to collapse
the electrical fields of the space
slicks and scatter them. However,
the Chedabucto, Jon had noted,
had collided with an asteroid be­
cause of its malfunctioning radar
unit and the commander's failure
to get adequate course informa­
tion from the' Martian spaceport.
The Federation agreed that there
should be stricter rules forcing
tankers to carry more safety
equipment and to follow naviga­
tional rules.

If the Federation had acted
swiftly enough to enact the new
(regulations the California.arid the
Skagway might not have collided.

Jon was basking in the Spring
magnificence of his country home
whe·n the news of the collision
came. Still with him as a house
guest was Ralph Lake, spending
his accumulated leave from Ter­
ran Mining. Ralph had not yet re­
covered from the newfound
vitality of Earth. He was doubly.
amazed by the presence of this
new Eden in the heavily mined out
Appalachian mountains, once an
ugly scar on the face of the planet,
and the personal hell of some of
North America's poorest people.

But now the small mining towns,
with the rows of tin 'shacks, were
gone, dismantled. The trees were.
back, as were the grass, the
flowers, the birds an<t th~ brilliant
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unfiltered sunshine. The brook,
which Ralph guessed had once
served as an industrial sewer, was
pure enough to drink from.

The news of the collision of the
two supertankers was a jolt back
to ugly reality for both men. They
watched the television screen
anxiously, as space-borne cam­
eras beamed, live, the familiar
image of the black smudge of a
space slick, this time against the
backdrop of the Moon.

But these two new tankers. had
been the forerunners of a new lar­
ger type. They had just been com­
pleted in orbit off the Moon and
were bound on their maiden voy­
age to Jupiter, when an uncor­
rected radar fault in the Skagway
allowed the two vessels to brush
too close. Their cargo spilled into
the void.

The huge new slick was not like
the others. This time it contained
200 million liters of fuel and its
oily bulk diffused into a mist· that
spread over more than a million
cubic miles.

I t floated uncertainly not far
from Earth.

Earth's inhabitants watched
agonizingly, from day to day, as
the huge slick skirted the outer
reaches of the atmosphere. After
five days came the good news from
a scientist at Dunway obser­
vatory on the Moon: the slick was
in a stable orbit about Earth and
would remain there. Its threat was
ended.
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J on turned off the television
screen. Ralph gazed into the dark­
ness.

At length the younger man said,
"He's wrong you know."

Jon whirled round to face him.
"He'd be right about the sta­

bility of the orbit if he could be
sure that the Skagway slick would
continue to behave like a genuine
solid object. But the slick is now in
the gravitational field of Earth.

HUIANDCRY

Dear Mr. Jakobsson:
It seems that you don't read what

you print in your magazines or you
wouldn't have made the statement on
page 148 in the Nov.-Dec. 1970 issue of
IF at the end of Monarch. You s.tate
that the ending of that story leaves the
series open ·fo.r renewal. Well, it
doesn't. Why? If you will remember
the Dr. Dillingham story in the July­
Aug. 1970 issue of IF Equals Four, it
explains what happens after the Jann
rescues Judy Gallandfrom Lepidop.

One last thing: please ha·ve the au­
thors ofstories about Computers keep
the terminology in context. It irks me
when they don't because I'm a pro-
gramer. Gene Wolfe's story King Un­
·der the Mountain didn't.

Kirk Jameason
Mt. Ephraim, N.J.

YQur persp.icacity re Dr. Dilling­
ham is comforting-it's great to
know the stories are being read.

Regarding King Under the Moun­
tain, if you'd care to be specific I would

Anyone on Ganymede could tell
you what will happen."

"Perhaps-" said Jon slowly­
"perhaps this time it won't hap-
pen." .

He was wrong of course. The
Sun, rising above the wo~n Ap­
palachians, shone down through
the sullen dimness of the yellowed ·
sky. By noon the thick viscous rain
was already falling on the dying
trees. •

(Continued/rom page 2)

be glad to forward your comments to
the author.

Dear Sir:
I have been reading both your mag­

azine and your sister magazine, Gal­
axy, for 10· these years and the recent
changes in the makeup and content of
both magazines bother me.

I have no objection to the introduc­
tion ofnew writing talent provided it is
TALENT! But I haven't completed the
current issue and already I'm "re­
gusted" with the levels set in this issue.

To list afew gripes:
The Watchers-one ofthe hoar­
iest plots in all of sf, and badly
done at that. It's so old it might
seem new to a neophyte, but I
never thought I'd see that one in
print again.
She Still Do-introduction of
extraneous plot material causes
a muddled picture. Just .what is
Rogers getting at with the intro­
duction ofwife-beating, etc?
Monarch-This is supposed to
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be the last ofthe Dr. Dillingham
series and I say hurrah! I halle
never found dentistry a fit sub-
ject for fiction.

And on and on and on.
I have heard a rumor that you have

several ofA. Bertram Chandler's Rim
series with good old Grimes in them in
your files. May I suggest, instead of
printing neophyte material which
would receive an F in a beginning
writing'class that you print a whole is­
sue of Chandler. Then your readers
would have something to read!

Sincerely yours,
JOHN BURNS
Hollywood, Cal.

You'll have to keep burning a while,
John. Contrary 'to your informa­
tion, we're freshly out of..Gr.imes
stories, but hoping for more.

Gentlemen:
I don't belive it! Is Laumer kidding?

Richard Kimmel
Chicago, III.

In what context?

Dear sirs:
Since P.H. Vogel raised the issue in

your letter column recently, I feel the
urge to tell you my own definition of
sciencefiction:

Science fiction is that branch of
fiction which deals with events
and phenomena that cannot be
said to have any definite exis­
tence in the real world, but
which could, in the opinion oj
the author,-exist without our be­
ing aware of them, especially in
the future.

Also, in the interest of egotism, I

would like to present my idea of those
things which science fiction is especial­
ly good at doing:

1) Exercising the imagination.
. 2) Developing perspective.
3) Expanding the interests of the

reader into arts, sciences, andpolitics.
4) Examining the consequences of a

change.
5) Examining an ideal pragmatical-

ly.
6) Wedding art to science.
7) Illustrating a principle.
8) Escaping into reality (science fic­

tion is a kind ofescapist literature that
tends to mirror the. real world much
more than detective stories, television,
or sword & sorcery jantasy. It thus
has a therapeutic effect on the neurot­
ic escapist. )

Number 3 is the.only benefit ofsci­
ence fiction that I can claim as com­
pletely my own, but I think the list has
value in giving the reader an idea of
how science fiction is essentially
different and potentially better than
fantasy and straight fiction. I hope
you will find the definition and the .Iist
interesting and useful.

Yours truly,
J.W. Zabel

Youngstown, o.
P.S. Your story introductions are

,he worst in the business.

If you mean story blurbs, I couldn't
agree with you more. And while we're
on definitions-how about some
ideas on what science fiction can say?
Or mean?

Dear Editor:
Have read If and Galaxy for many

years and this is my first time to write
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any editor. But~ like WOW! I now feel
I must tell you how much I enjoyed the
Nov.-Dec. issue. Not a bad story in it,
and.one exceptionally great one. .

A Hefping Hand by Juanita Coul­
son has my vote for the best short story
of the year~ followed closely with
Shambolain by Dean A. Koontz.

More, tt:lore, more by these two fine
authors.

Florence Jenkins
Gardena, California

Dear Mr. Jakobsson;
Congratulations on your fine edi­

torial work in Galaxy and its sister
publications. I've been reading them
for over a decade and though there
have been some lousy stories, I can say
on the whole I've enjoyed them tre- .
mendo~sly. A nd perhaps look for­
ward with more anxiety to each new
issue since you took over, than 'be-
fore. I think this is only to see what's
going to happen next. In fact I think.
most magazines are pretty exciting
these days, even if I don't always agree
with the authors. I

I. was happy to see that Worlds of
Tomorrow was being re·vived. I found
after much searching the, first new is­
sue and was favorably impres$ed.
Then I saw the second new issue and
bought it.

I have a complaint now. Our dis­
tributor, like many throughout the
country, evidently doesn't like to han­
dle anything but sex and/or slay mag­
azines. Therefore I got my copy out of
town while visiting friends. The issue
is good, especially the editorial. I know
quite .a few students from Kent State,
living where I db, and have heard many
viewpoints on the matter.

I therefore looked forward to the

191

Scieoce-fidlo
stlries Inll
Sicialist
CIDomes
Here is a book that is truly a boon to
science-fiction fans - the best stories
of nine writers whose work has
seldomzif ever, appeared on .this side
of the Atlantic.
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rest of the issue. Unfortunately, in the
first piece, I got halfway through and
found myself staring at page 129. Sir,
pages 33 to 64 are replaced by pages
129-160.

It is next 10 impossible for me to re­
turn this magazine to the dealer where
I bought it. I was and am still burned
up over the fact that I paid 75t for an
imcomplete magazine.

What I have read around, the mag­
azine is good. I hope it makes it, but I
think you better check the next time to
keep this from happening. /'11 buy the
next issue, when and if it ever shows up
around here. But please don't let this
happen again.

Sincerely Yours,
JohnA. Beck

Youngstown, Ohio

An intact copy has been mailed to
you. Machines at the binder's some­
times-but infrequently-make errors
and a limited number of misbound
copies go through before they're
caught. Your letter was the first inti­
mation I had that anything had gone
wrong with the winter issue of WOT.
Sorry you were inconvenienced.

Dear Sir: _
/ am interested in obtaining infor­

mation concerning Paolo Soleri and his
Containers for the Condition of Man,
(Galaxy, July, 1970) especially
Arcosanti. The Arizona container fas­
cinates me and I would /ike to know
the requirements for obtaining a niche
in this revolutionary "city." I would
greatly appreciate any help you can
give me.

Thank you.
SusanSoss

Buffalo, New York

Sir:
I wo~/d /ike to correspond with Pa­

olo Soleri who was mentioned in the
article, Containers for the Condition of
Man, in your magazine (Galaxy, July,
1970). The author was Lauri Virta.

I am a college student-mathemat­
ics-interested in the above-mentioned
"condition." I want to find out how
Mr. Salerrs work on a live experi­
ment is progressing; if there is any­
one in my area doing such work; and if
there is any possibility of my work­
ing on such a project or related
studies. I have access to a large com­
puter, and have some capacity for sim­
ulation studies or whatever. I also
would not mind wielding a cement
mixerfor a summer.

Thank you.
Gregory Chesson

Schenectady, New York

You will reach Mr. Paolo Soleri by
writing to him at the Cosanti Founda­
tion, Scottsdale, Arizona 85251.

S IX months have passed since the
last report to the consumers in

Galaxy-it's time for another. If I can
shoulder enough other type out of the
way the latest six-month collection of
your bombs, bouquets and bullets will
appear in the April issue;

Featured will be your comments on
contents from Heinlein to Silverberg
and others, survey results. The bou­
quets are beautiful. The bullets are
deadlier than the bombs:-and this is
true: You never hear the one that kills
you. -JAKOBSSON
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