




























































































































































































Thorus, the vengeful, had determined his way. 
Aria, the healer, had determined her way. Which 
determined this classic meeting of the twain. 

CIRCLE 
OF FLIGHT 

By Richard E. Stockham 
Illustrated by Ed Emsh 

I T SEEMED they had argued 
for years as they were arguing 

tonight. The man paced back and 
forth chain-smoking cigarettes; the 
woman sat motionless, watching 
him. They glanced at their watches 
with fearful eyes. They heard, with 
acutely alert ears, the goings and 
comings of people in the hall ; 
heard the shattering blast of rock­
ets in the sky above the city. And 
they argued. 

"So you're going through with 
it tonight," he said heavily, "in 
your own way." 

"Yes." 
"Perhaps I should stop you." He 

crushed out his cigarette. "If the 
police were to hear-" 

"No!" The word was thrown at 
him. "I know you don't mean that. 
But it's unworthy of you even to 
say it." She covered her face with 
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nervous hands. "After all I am 
your wife." 

He stood over her, his lips tight. 
There was something of the fragile, 
finely made puppet about her, he 
thought, as though she had been 
refashioned a hundred times by 
some artisan seeking after perfect 
delicacy and precision. He softened 
momentarily. 

"Come with me then," he said. 
"No." 
"Why? Why?" 
"Your way is wrong." 
"We're the last two leaders of 

the opposition alive." His voice 
came swiftly and low. "The author­
ity's beaten us. Their setup for kill­
ing, imprisonment, bribery and 
blackmail functions too well. Our 
whole organization's been scattered 
like matchsticks. The police are 
closing in on us. We're finished 
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here on earth. We'll be lucky if 
we're killed quickly." He waited a 
moment for his words to take 
effect. "We go along together that 
far." 

She stood, clasping her hands. 
"Of course. Of course." 

"Look. I know you've finished 
that damned contraption of yours 
that'll take you into the atoms. I 
know you've been working on it 
for years. But I've been working 
too. My ship's been ready to take 
off into super-space for two days. 
But I haven't gone. I've been wait­
ing for you. To wait at a time like 
this is to ask for death or worse. 
Now I demand you give up this in­
sane idea of going into the atoms. 
You've got to come with me." 

"I've told you I can't escape 
with you out into the macrocosm. 
It's not my way!" 

"The word 'escape' doesn't ap­
ply," he snapped, "to what I'm do­
ing. You're escaping. You'll creep 
into the microcosm and sit there 
like a seed that won't grow. You 
can't fight the Authority from the 
microcosm. That way is utter pas­
sivity and death. My way is fight­
ing back. I'm going into hyper­
space. My ship and I'll become so 
huge and powerful I'll throw suns 
around like snowballs. I'll toss 
meteors around like grains of corn. 
I'll upset gravities and warp time. 
I'll stretch and straighten space. 
I'll tum dimensions inside out-" 

"Yes. You'll destroy. You'll ruin 
everything, you'll break the inno­
cent as well as the guilty." 

"I'll have to take that chance," 
he said grimly. "But I'll destroy the 
Authority and everything that goes 
with it." 
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She pulled from his grasp. "Vio­
lence and destruction are not my 
way. They never have been." 
Slowly now she sank into the chair, 
looked past him as she spoke. 
"You've always worshipped spaces 
and vacuums and voids. I've al­
ways been happy working with 
flowers and trees, the life of the 
meadow and valley, the rain and 
the new, small buds in springtime. 
We have always gone in opposite 
directions." 

She paused and smiled a bit 
wistfully. "It's funny. Now we find, 
too late to help our marriage, that 
there's a whole universe between 
us. You refuse, or perhaps you're 
afraid, I don't know, to go to the 
source of everything-this table, 
this chair, this gown, your own. 
flesh. You don't want to under­
stand life; any more than you want 
to understand me. You must con­
quer it-or destroy it. You must be 
a giant that can kick the earth 
around like a football. But I do 
want to understand, for in under­
standing lies the cure. My machine 
will take me into the atoms. I'll be­
come part of the fabric and tapes­
try of the very warp and woof of 
our world. By becoming a part of 
it, I will know. I'll find the secret 
of life in inner space and I'll return 
and release our people from the 
Authority. And you? You'll never 
really understand anything. You'll 
be a wild comet, yes, but I'll be a 
raindrop in a deep well, learning 
patience. I'll be a true healer." 

For a moment sadness rose and 
softened his face. "There's nothing 
more to say, is there." 

"I'm afraid not." 
"We'll make the goodbys quick." 
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He came to her. "At least we're be­
ing honest with each other. No lies. 
No pettiness. We've developed 
pretty powerful ideals. And they 
just won't fit together. It's that 
simple-and that good." 

She looked up at him and 
smiled. "At least I haven't lost you 
to another woman." 

He returned her smile. "We're 
getting sentimental. This isn't 
good. It's weakening." He bent 
and lightly kissed her hair. For an 
instant her breathing stopped. 

"Goodby." 
"Goodby," she whispered. 
He strode to the door and 

opened it. His body snapped taut. 

CONFRONTING him with a 
drawn blaster, stood a man in 

the shining red garb of the police 
command. He resembled Mephisto 
with his flowing cape and snug 
trousers. His face was dark, his 
nose thin, his eyes black and very 
bright. 

"You seem surprised," said the 
man in red. 

Aria had half risen from the 
chair .. As the eyes of the policeman 
turned on her, she sank back. 

"How opportune," the police­
man continued. "The eve of your 
departures." The smile set on his 
mouth. His gun snapped up on a 
line with Thorus' heart. "No sud­
den moves, or you'll be burnt to a 
cinder. But no. That's what you 
want-a quick death. So let me 
threaten you with merely burning 
your legs off." The blaster lowered. 
"It may interest you to know we 
have a recording of your whole 
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conversation. But there's something 
else." 

His eyes holding Thorus, he 
gave a sharp command to two 
burly, bullnecked policemen. They 
stepped from the shadows and 
stood behind the commander. One 
held a small, black box. 

"I see," the commander said, 
"You've had experience before 
with the truth clamps. You're 
frightened." 

Thorus motioned the command­
er inside. "A little fear trickles 
through my hate." 

The door swung shut behind the 
three policemen. Thorus glanced at 
Aria. Her fingers clutched the 
arms of the chair. He knew she 
was thinking of the blocks that had 
recently been installed in their 
minds by X-ray hypnosis. Would 
the blocks hold after three days? 
Three days, they both knew was 
the limit. 

"It's your methods of escape we 
must have," said the commander. 
He motioned to one of the police­
men. 

Thorus watched the man step in 
front of him and raise the clamps 
to his forehead. He saw features 
that were thick and heavy, as 
though they had been roughly 
moulded out of too wet clay. 

"You can see," the commander 
went on, "the tremendous advan­
tage to us of being able to go into 
the macrocosm and toss meteors 
around like bits of com, as you 
say." He glanced at Aria, who sat 
huddled in the chair, like a porce­
lain doll. "And then into the mi­
crocosm. Unlimited power. A 
whole new universe to conquer and 
colonize. 



96 

Aria did not move or speak. 
"I see she refuses to face reali­

ty." He turned to Thorus. "But 
you will face reality-and so will 
she when we've finished. Had you 
conducted your experiments in be­
half of the Authority, you would 
have been well rewarded. But no, 
you have been working against us 
-however, it has been for the Au­
thority after all." 

Thorus felt the clamps tight on 
his temples, like two steel fingers. 
Sitting stifBy on a chair, he felt 
sweat on his back and chest, felt it 
seep from his forehead down into 
his eyes, felt the bum of salt. There 
was tightness all through him as he 
waited for the first shock. His fin­
gernails cut his palms. His breath 
stopped. His shoulders and anns 
hardened, stretched tight his tunic. 

The commander flicked his 
finger at the one kneeling before 
the little black box. This one 
tripped a lever. A soft hum seemed 
to rise from the box and fill the 
room. 

Thorus listened to the hum grow 
until it was a soft, high pitched 
scream. He closed his eyes. The 
next instant a shattering blow 
ripped through every inch of his 
body. Fire ran along his nerves. He 
felt his lips grimacing away from 
his teeth, felt the comers of his 
mouth stretching back to his ears. 
Oh God, oh God, he cried out in 
silent agony. Hold back my 
screams. Then he heard himself 
groan. He cut off the sound of it. 
Choked. Heard a growl deep in his 
chest. Lights flashed in his eyes 
and there was a tearing apart 
through his whole body. A squeez­
ing together rushed all around him 
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and an insane pounding and pull­
ing as though his flesh were being 
beaten and clawed from his bones. 
Time dropped away from him un­
til it seemed he had never been 
aware of anything but this agony. 
Then he was empty of sensation. 
He felt himself fall forward, felt 
heavy hands catch him roughly 
and set him upright. The soft voice 
of the commander flowed into his 
mind like a voice from outer 
space: 

"You will tell us your method of 
going into the macrocosm. The 
equations, the type ship, its propel­
lent, where the ship is hidden. 

Thorus felt enveloped in a void. 
The voice of the commander 

droned on. "All we need is a clue. 
We'll work out the rest." 

Life and feeling and thought 
were surging back into Thorus 
now. Strength filled his muscles 
again. Sight came into his eyes. 
Again he sat straight and stiff on 
the chair. The block held, he 
thought. It held and they cannot 
know now!" 

"Speak!" The commander's 
voice rose. "Damn you!" He seized 
Thorus by the hair. "You've 
blocked off the information. I'll see 
both of you tortured until you'll 
wish to kill each other. Then we'll 
try the clamps again. He smashed 
his fist into Thorns' face. 

On the instant the commander 
pulled back his fist, Thorns 
reached out and jerked the blaster 
from his belt. His foot came up 
hard against the man's groin. 
There was a grunting cry of pain. 
Thorus fell backward off the stool, 
pressing the blaster trigger as he 
hit the floor. He saw blood gush 
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from the commander's middle, saw 
him pitch sideways, like a broken 
statue, heard Aria's scream. The 
clamps pulled from his head. He 
swung the gun's muzzle to the two 
policemen, clawing at their hol­
sters. The blaster struck out, a long 
coughing hiss, a spray of flame. 
There were cries and gasps and 
jerking and clutching and the 
scrambling fall of the two bodies. 

Then silence. 
Thorus crawled unsteadily to his 

feet, stood swaying. The gun hung 
loosely in his hand. Now he felt 
Aria close to him, heard her voice 
trembling and breathy. 

"Thorus! Are you all right?" 
"Yes." 
"The blocks held! They held!" 
Steadying himself, he saw Aria 

glance at the bodies on the floor. 
"Destruction!" she shuddered. 

"Nothing but destruction. Oh God, 
I'm sick of it!" 

Thorus let the gun drop to the 
floor. "There's no time to talk. 
Your laboratory." He grasped her 
by the shoulders and turned her 
toward a bright steel door across 
the room. "You'll save time to go 
into your damned microcosm. 
You'll make it. Good luck. If I 
have any luck at all, I'll make it 
too." He gave her a push. Without 
speaking or turning back, she 
moved. across the room, as though 
sleep walking, The gleaming door 
slab slid back as she approached it, 
closed behind her. 

The memory of her face stayed 
in his mind for a long moment aft­
er she had disappeared, and from 
the room's atmosphere he seemed 
to breathe in regret and a sense of 
their failure. He turned abruptly, 
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looked down at each crumpled 
body. Opening the door a crack, he 
searched the brightly lighted street 
for the figure of a policeman, saw 
none, stepped outside and ran. 

I N HER laboratory, Aria worked 
deftly, swiftly at the transparent 

body-length cylinder. She checked 
wire connections, dials, buttons, 
then opened one end of the tube, 
lowered herself into place, when 
she had closed the tube, she lay 
still, the forefinger of her right 
hand resting on a button. 

During all these preparations, 
she was viewing, with her inner 
sight, Thorus' tiny ship streaking 
through the night toward a distant 
mountain peak where a small met­
al ball, large enough for one man, 
sat shrouded by a screen of invisi­
bility. Now she saw the streak of 
flame die in the night and the tiny 
ship sitting motionless beside the 
metal ball; saw Thorus open a 
hatch in the ball's side, let himself 
through the opening and swing 
shut the circle of steel. 

"Thank God," she said. "What­
ever comes now, at least he's made 
it." 

Wiping away the vision of him, 
she hesitated a moment, said good­
by to earth and life as she'd 
known it and would never know it 
again. A moment of yearning for 
a chance to live safely and well as 
a wife and mother swept her with 
sadness. The yearning held her fin­
ger from the button; a final hug­
ging of human love and full human 
life, a last lonely cry for earth as 
she had known it in childhood 
with the press of wind and the 
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touch and sight of green growing 
things and the depth of blue above 
and the ground beneath. 

Feeling then as though she were 
plunging into midnight ocean 
depths, she thrust her finger hard 
against the button! 

Instantly light shimmered all 
about! 

The room dissolved. A sense of 
dreaming too vividly, yet of being 
deep in a sleep that was a thousand 
times more acutely awake than 
any awakeness she had ever known 
filled all her being. She felt herself 
sinking into a great bottomless 
depth and yet at the same time 
soaring through space to the ends 
of the universe, until both falling 
and soaring flowed into each other 
and became suspension. And then 
suddenly she saw all things as one. 
She saw the intricate design of a 
snowflake that was the snows of all 
the earth and a drop of water that 
held all the oceans. 

There was the rhythmic beating 
all around as though of a great, 
omnipresent heart and the surge 
and flow of oceans of lifeblood and 
the rise and fall of eternal breath­
ing. A speck of soil was the soil of 
all the earth, from which grew for­
ests and fields of green. She let her­
self out into the space of all this 
and was merely there, like time is, 
where there is the motion and 
change of birth and death and 
birth again and death again. She 
felt a gentle touch on her body 
that was the body of all mankind 
and knew it for the touch of air, a 
single element of all earth's winds 
that yet was all the clear winds of 
earth. 

The next moment a thundrous 
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roar crashed like a tidal wave. She 
felt a gigantic shaking in all the 
snow and water, in the oceans and 
mountains, in the air and wind, in 
the blood and life and beating 
heart. A faltering of the rhythm 
and flow went, like a cosmic shud­
der, through all this life and 
through her own being so that she 
was conscious of nausea and ache 
and a violent flinging about. 

She had a sense then of pulling 
within herself, like a sea anemone 
that has been touched by an en­
emy. 

And in her silent voice, she cried 
out, "Thorus !" 

In the macrocosm. Thorus de­
stroying! Destroying! The next in­
stant her inner sight swung back 
to where Thorus' ship, the shining 
metal ball, had leapt up off the 
mountain of earth; leapt, in the 
fraction of a second, through the 
blue earth covering into black, out­
er space. Her inner sight saw the 
metal ball inflating, a cosmic ba­
loon, flashing like the sun, then 
seeming to fill the space between 
all the suns! 

T HORUS, in his ship, was 
conscious of being a colossus 

that could step from planet to 
planet as though he were using 
them for stones to cross a pond of 
earth water. Step past the solar sys­
tem, he thought, out into the uni­
verse. Now the sun became a tiny 
ball of fire, a lightning bug, the 
earth a grain of dust. He could 
blow out the light of the sun, flick 
Earth and the other planets into 
nothingness. "I've broken through," 
he thought. "I've done it! I've been 
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released." And looking out and 
away, he saw universe upon uni­
verse extending past infinity, it 
seemed, an ocean without a hori­
zon. 

Now, said his thought, I will de­
stroy all evil and I shall begin with 
the evil of earth. As though he 
were looking through a microscope, 
he focused his sight on the grain of 
dust that was earth. His fingers 
made delicate adjustments on a 
dial, and l'!arth, softly green and 
blue, swam clearly into his vision. 
He magnified his sight of earth un­
til he could see all of it like a gi­
gantic relief map. He saw the forti­
fied places of the Authority-great, 
spreading, shining, metal domes; 
saw them dotting the earth; saw 
the lines of vehicles speeding back 
and forth between them. He saw 
too the hamlets of the people, in 
the spaces between the forts of the 
Authority, all places of squalor 
with row upon row of boxlike 
houses, each exactly like the other. 
There were not any green lawns or 
shade trees, only houses and streets 
and people moving about. 

Thorus felt his anger rise. He 
pressed a button that flung out 
fields of gravity. Earth rocked and 
heaved, like an animal in convul­
sions. Volcanos exploded, shot out 
their flaming, poisonous refuse. 
Oceans were monsters writhing 
and rolling in their troughs, reach­
ing onto the land, as though to pull 
it beneath them. And the land it­
self split wide and snapped shut 
great, yawning jaws. There was a 
wild rushing about among all the 
people, a madness, as though fran­
tic motion would save them. They 
looked up off the convulsed earth 
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with panic stricken eyes, their 
voices raised in agony. 

Thorus' voice sounded, "The 
time for the death of the Authority 
has come. I will crush them as 
though I were crushing snails. He 
reached out from the ship with 
rays that seized meteors and flung 
them like a schoolboy flinging 
stones at bottles, one by one against 
the massive, shining domes of the 
Authority. The domes cracked and 
split and were crushed. The atomic 
bombs broke open with flame that 
leapt up yellow tongues and grew 
mushrooms in the sky, and a burn­
ing death spread all around. 

Then Thorus was quiet, watch­
ing all that he had destroyed. 

But suddenly, he became aware 
of Aria's thought within him, cry­
ing out. "Destroyer! Murderer! In 
moments you've set humanity back 
a hundred thousand years. You're 
worse than the Authority. Ther~'ll 
never be any peace for you or for 
the earth or even the universe aft­
er what you've done. Other Au­
thorities will come and you'll have 
to destroy them and others and 
others. Destruction for you forever, 
on and on, until you fill the uni­
verse with it ... " 

In his mind, Thorus saw her 
among the falling snowflakes and 
the drops of cool water and the 
green, growing atoms; saw her in 
the transparent tube sink deeper 
and deeper into the microcosm, 
away and away like a minnow 
swimming down into a beautiful 
lake on a summer's day. Deeper, 
ever deeper, until there was noth­
ing but the blue, sleepy water. 

As Thorus looked upon the earth 
again and saw the terrible destruc-
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tion he had wrought, he trembled. 
There was the realization in him 
that, beneath his consciousness, 
had lain the hope that, after he 
had wiped clean the earth, Aria's 
healing power would remake it. 
But now there would be no heal­
ing, and for thousands of years 
earth would lie a smoking ruins 
with the people crawling about its 
shattered surface like bugs. 

He turned from all he saw. He 
closed his eyes and threw his ship 
out into space, threw it away into 
the fathomless void. He must es­
cape from the universe, must flee 
from the horror that filled him at 
the desolation he had wrought: 
Straight out into space, out into 
the forever, where earth would 
cease to exist, where he and his re­
morse would be lost. 

G LEAMING suns and galaxies 
streaked past yet he seemed 

within himself to be hanging mo­
tionless in an infinite sea of black­
ness while he knew that the speed 
of him cracked through the barrier 
of time and space; knew that it 
was a speed beyond any conceived 
by the mind of man. On into for­
getfulness, escape beyond his mem­
ory, faster and farther away than 
his mind, so far away that even 
earth would disappear in his 
thought. 

As incredible distances stretched 
almost to breaking between him­
self and earth, he thought: So this 
is the end. For all I've been and 
wanted to be, this is it. A nothing­
ness beyond the universe. 

But as the last word went from 
his thought, he saw a greenish blue 
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ball of light rush toward him. He 
watched it inflate in the port. It 
enveloped the whole ship. The suns 
and the galaxies had faded into 
nothingness. He was aware of sink­
ing into eternal depths but at the 
same time he felt himself soaring 
until sinking and soaring flowed 
into each other. After a time, he 
saw shimmering white crystals en­
circling his ship. And then the en­
circling crystals became one snow­
flake reflecting light like the moon. 

A great wonder filled him and 
he stared in overwhelming awe. He 
heard his own heartbeat in his 
body and outside the ship, holding 
the ship in an eternal throbbing; 
heard the flowing of his own blood 
like a turbulent river; heard his 
breathing become the ebb and flow 
of wind, like the sound of surf. His 
body too became the soil of earth 
and its rock and water and he was 
deeply conscious of growth all 
through him. He was birth and 
death and he was both in one and 
he was the life of mankind, of ani­
mals, of plants. 

As he waited in what seemed to 
be eternity, sunlight broke into his 
sight and he saw a field of grass 
forming around his ship. Blue sky 
swam into focus above him. White 
cloud patches formed in the blue 
as though they had been ordered 
there by the word of creation. 
Thorus knew then that he was on 
earth again, that he had come up 
from deep inside it. 

Rising up, like one awakening 
uncertainly from sleep in a strange 
room, he opened the ship's hatch 
and looked out upon the land. A 
flash of light caught his eyes then, 
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from above, and he looked ··up in 
wonder. 

He gasped. 

A RIA, in the transparent cylin­
der, sinking down through 

the blue, like a leaf, settling gently 
to the earth a hundred feet away. 

She crawled out and stood look­
ing across the field of grass at him, 
a strange, smile on her face. 

Thorns leaped from his ship and 
ran toward her. He ran silently. 
She held out her hands and he 
grasped them tenderly, as he would 
grasp the hands of a child. And 
all he could say was, "Aria. Aria." 

"Thorns," she said, and there 
was courage and joy in her voice. 
"We've come back." 

They stared into each other's 
eyes for a long moment and then 
they were close, and they held to 
each other and swayed. 

"Do you know what's hap­
pened?" she said. 

"Yes. You came back through 
hyper-space while I came back 
through the atoms." His voice was 
quiet. "Oh, Lord. Oh good and 
strange Lord. We forgot that one 
of the great men twenty thousand 
years ago, proved that space was 
curved." 

"Yes." She stood away from him 
now, yet held to his hand. "We 
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couldn't escape from our place in 
life or ourselves or the good and 
the evil that we have done. We 
came back to our earth and now 
we must do what we have left un­
done." 

There was much to be done. 
Thorns looked around. He saw 

in the distance a crushed and 
smoking ruins. "I've destroyed the 
Authority, but I've destroyed too 
much. Now the people are in 
chaos." 

Aria stood silently awhile, and 
then moved his arm. "But now you 
can help me to heal them. You've 
seen in the microcosm, as I have in 
the macrocosm that all life is one. 
Now we can show the people that 
outer and inner space are not sep­
arate. We can show them how they 
exist together and how there can 
be no escape in either or from 
either. It will take a long time. But 
we will do it. And the doing will 
be grand." She paused. "The be­
ginning and the end, Thorns. The 
greatness and the smallness. The 
light and the darkness. It's all 
here." 

"And all that's in between. That 
too." 

"Yes," she answered quietly. 
"That too." 

They turned to the smoking 
ruins and arm in arm began walk­
ing toward it. 

----THE END---... 



Twenty years is a long time to live in anticipation. 
At least, Professor Pettibone thought so-until the 
twenty years were up. 

Say "Hello" /or Me 
By FRANK W. COGGINS 

T HIS WAS to be the day, but 
of course Professor Pettibone 

had no way of knowing it. He arose, 
as he had been doing for the pre­
vious twenty years, donned the tat­
tered remnants of his space suit, 
and went out into the open. He 
stood erect, bronzed, magnificent, 
faced distant Earth, and recited: 

"Good morning bright sunshine, 
We're glad you are here. 
You make the world happy, 
And bring us good cheer." 

It was something he had heard 
as a child and, isolated here on 
Mars, he had remembered it and 
used it to keep from losing his 
power of speech. 

known for years-that a ship would 
come. It was just a matter of time, 
and as the years slipped by, his 
faith diminished not a whit. 

With his task half completed, he 
glanced up at the sun and quick­
ened the polishing. It was a long 
walk to the place the berry bushes 
grew, and if he arrived too late, the 
sun would have dried out the 
night's crop of fragile berrys and 
he would wait until the morrow for 
nourishment. 

But on this day, he was fated to 
arrive at the bush area not at all, 
because an alien sound from above 
again drew the Professor's eyes 
from his work, and he knew that 
the day had arrived. 

The ship was three times as large 
as any he had ever visualized, and 
its futuristic design told him, 
sharply, how far he fallen behind 
in his dreaming. He smiled and 
said, quite calmly. "I daresay I am 
about to be rescued." 

The ritual finished, he walked 
to the edge of the nearest canal, 
and gathered a bushel or so of dried 
Martian moss. He returned and be­
gan polishing the shiny exterior of 
the wrecked space ship. It had to 
really glitter if it was to be an effec­
tive beacon in guiding the rescue 

And he experienced a thrill as the 
great ship set down and two men 
emerged therefrom. A thrill tinged 

knew-had with a guilt-sense, because emo-
ship. 

Professor Pettibone 
102 



tiona! experiences were rare in an 
isolated life and seemed somehow 
indecent. 

The two men held weapons. 
They advanced upon Professor Pet­
tibone, looked up into his face, re­
flected a certain wary hostility. 
That the hostility was tinged with 
instinctive respect, even awe, made 
it no less potent. 

One of them asked. "Fella­
man came in ship-sky boat-long 
time ago. Him dead? Where?" Ap­
propriate gestures accompanied the 
words. 

Professor Pettibone smiled down 
at the little men and bowed. "You 
are of course referring to me. I 
came in the ship. I am Professor 
Pettibone. It was nice of you to 
hunt me up." 

The eyes of the two Terran 
spacemen met and locked in star­
tled inquiry. One of them voiced 
the reaction of both when he said, 
"What the hell-" 

"You no doubt are curious as to 
the fate of the other members of 
the expedition. They were killed, 
all save Fletcher, who lasted a 
week." Professor Pettibone waved 
a hand. "There-in the grave­
yard." 
· But their eyes remained on the 
only survivor of that ill-fated first 
expedition. It was hard to accept 
him as the man they sought, but, 
faced with undeniable similarity 
between what they expected and 
what they had found, the two 
spacemen had no alternative. 

"I hope your food supply is am­
ple-and varied," Professor Petti­
bone said. 

This seemed to bring them out 
of their bemusement. "Of course, 

Professor. Would you care to come 
aboard?" 

The other made a try at con­
genial levity. "You must be pretty 
hungry after twenty years." 

"Really-has it been that long? I 
tried to keep track at first ... " 

"We can blast off anytime you 
say. You're probably pretty anxious 
to get back." 

"Indeed I am. The changes, in 
twenty years-must be breathtak­
ing. I wonder if they'll remember 
me?" 

A short time later, the Professor 
said, "It's amazing. A ship of this 
size handled by only two men." 
Then he sat down to a repast laid 
out by one of the awed spacemen. 

But, after nibbling a bit of this, 
a forkful of that, he found that 
satisfaction lay in the anticipation 
moreso than in the eating. 

"We'll look around and see what 
we can find in the way of clothing 
for you, Professor," one of the 
spacemen said. Then the man's be­
musement returned. His eyes trav­
eled over the magnificent physique 
before him. The perfect giant of a 
man; the great, Apollo-like head 
with the calm, clear eyes; the ex­
pression of complete contentment 
and serenity. 

The space man said, "Professor 
-to what do you attribute the 
changes in your body. What is there 
about this planet-?" 

"I really don't know." Professor 
Pettibone looked down his torso 
with an impersonal eye. "I think 
the greenish skin pigmentation is 
a result of mineral-heavy vapors 
that occur during certain seasons. 
The growth. As to my body-I real-

( Continued on page 114) 
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This story concerns a contest~ a contestant and a beautiful 
wife; also~ perhaps~ that ancient Biblical quotation that says 
"take therefore no thought for the morrow; for the morrow 
shall take thought for the things of itself". 

The [ontest 
By Gavin Hyde 

Illustrated by Orban 

P YL MAR walked toward the 
L center of the city in the yellow 
early afternoon, increasingly an­
noyed by the intrusion of unim­
portant domestic memories that his 
mind relived, not without embar­
rassment, and a sense of his own 
failing. Today, when he had turned 
to her at the door, he could have 
said, "Goodbye, I'll see you in an 
hour or so." There were many 
things he could have said which 
would have freed him from his con­
science during his walk down. But 
he couldn't. He tightened up and 
could say nothing of how he felt. 
For his mind was tense with the 
anticipated combat to soon take 
place in a cubicle behind the 
great hanging thought-transmission 
screen. The cubicle and thought­
transmission screen had been in use 
continuously until yesterday, but 
now they were idle, along with the 

two TT machines, waiting for the 
last round in the contest. 

She should understand-on to­
day, of all days! He never spoke to 
anyone before a match. Speech dis­
turbed the strength and color of 
one's thoughts because it was more 
difficult than thinking. It also in­
volved the acceptance of another 
personality. 

In the contest, acceptance was a 
very bad thing. So was this memory 
analysis, Cyl thought. Asking him­
self why he hadn't spoken to his 
wife! This slipping back in the 
train of thought would never do in 
the contest. That was the theory of 
Jons, the foremost analyst of devel­
opments, anyway. What was it he 
said in the Thought-Transmission 
Annual? "The contest consists of 
the conflict between two imagina­
tions. Each must analyze the inter­
est and logic of the other, trying to 
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possess the resultant theme through 
complex development of thought. 
The drive, the momentum of the 
imagination is the telling factor in 
the contest." 

Cyl had studied that statement! 
It had been released by Jons after 
his tragic retirement. Like other 
philosophers who had dreamed of 
perpetual control and champion­
ship, he had been eliminated soon 
after the birth of the contest-when 
the powerful and mercenary spon­
sors moved in, bringing with them 
their strange assortment of thinkers. 

One year the contest was won by 
a barber who could maintain the 
most powerful (and infinitely bor­
ing) thought train based on cur­
rent events, suicides, wrecks, fili­
busters, sports, and scandals. Rumor 
said that his simple training con­
sisted of a glance at the morning 
paper. 

Then there was the fisherman 
who could turn from the most deli­
cate winding of a gold silken thread 
on a trout fly to the baleful glare of 
a giant squid, almost, it seemed, 
"faster than the transmission of 
thought." 

People had only heard about the 
new and exciting thought-trans­
mission device when a last holdout 
of the decadent "Quiz" show M.C.'s 
decided it would be a good gag to 
get a married man from the audi­
ence, put him on-stage with a beau­
tiful girl, and telecast the inter­
change of ideas. It was imperative 
his wife be in the audience. Oh, 
yes! That was half the fun, watch­
ing her reaction to her husband's 
futile attempt to avoid what might 
be called a public mental infidelity. 

Well, the booming growth of the 
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contest was past, but even now Cyl 
never knew what to expect during 
the first rounds of elimination. 
Three months before this final day, 
Cyl had been faced with hopeful 
after hopeful, never knowing what 
sort of attack was coming with the 
sound of the buzzer. A roller-skater 
had thrown a scare into him with 
that infernal organ giving off its 
regular, unconquerable squeals, 
plus the sound of all the skates the 
pudgy boy could muster into his 
mind, rolling and rolling! 

Every time Cyl began to get the 
upper hand by, say, increasing the 
speed until it was impossible to im­
agine that one was on skates and 
then switching to skis, or some­
thing like that, the boy would pro­
ject a sign saying ALL SKATERS 
or COUPLES ONLY and there 
Cyl would be, back in the rink. 

However, by a stroke of luck 
Cyl had broken his leg once in his 
amateurish attempts to go back­
ward, and he was able to bring back 
the terrible ring of hot, over-sym­
pathetic faces that immediately 
surrounded him. He just continued 
the idea of the injury, the ride in 
the copter-ambulance, the hospital, 
ether, blood. Rather a rude way to 
treat a child, but what was one to 
do? To Cyl this was a business. 
Children had to take their chances 
with the rest. 

Cyl remembered the semi-finals, 
and one of those people who con­
tinually turned up at the contest, 
experts in a certain field, like glass­
blowers, taxidermists, diamond 
cutters, even orchid fanciers. He 
almost paid dearly for his love of 
the strange, the beautiful. When 
the buzzer sounded he had found 
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himself submerged in a light-green 
place, in a struggle with what 
seemed a tremendous piece of 
carved jade. It had four paddles 
sticking out which waved, pushed 
and scratched. In all his life his op­
ponent had had but one job, that of 
removing tortoises from the can­
neries' holding-tanks by turning 
them on their backs. Cyl had di­
minished the size of the shell, trans­
forming it laboriously into a girl's 
bathing suit. Then he had started 
at top and bottom developing her 
body, and had managed just in time 
to gain dominance. The judges' de­
cision had been long in coming even 
though they were experts at per­
ceiving the telltale "unexpected 
metamorphosis of a thought", as 
Jons called it. 

BUT NOW, on this day, there 
was only Cyl's brain against one 

more. He looked at their pictures 
on the program. It was funny, those 
two heads, awkward-looking things, 
being capable of waging a battle 
against each other. Cyl knew what 
was in the head on the right. That 
was his. The other one was his op­
ponent. He would have to be pow­
erful to have come so far. 

Cyl, for his part, had worried 
about every opponent. He must 
have the sure sweep of dreams to 
hurl at his last adversary. He had 
to win for his wife. He kept telling 
himself it wasn't prestige he was 
after. He had to do it for Lin, be­
cause he felt he must somehow pay 
for the gulf that had widened be­
tween them because of his preoc­
cupation with the contest. He had 
practically stopped talking alto-
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gether! He loved her. He knew it 
as he watched her moving around 
the house. But he could not afford 
the distraction involved in giving 
her his love. There he was, night 
after night, his mind rising to a 
point of secure joy in having her 
and then receding into the prob­
lems of the contest. Cyl knew that 
everything had to be sacrificed. 

A few weeks before, in a state of 
exasperation at the thought of fac­
ing a chess champion, he had taken 
his chess pieces out to try to figure 
some way to foil his opponent. 
Chessplayers and scientists in spe­
cialized fields had a quality called 
conformance. It helped them, but 
it was also a weakness. Every time 
these people won by the use of the 
same image. From one round to the 
next, they projected the one idea 
that obsessed them. What they 
hoped for was that they would 
draw either a sequence of men who 
could comprehend their theories, 
or that those who didn't would be 
too stupid to distract them. Cyl had 
to break down the chessplayer's 
conformance, somehow, think of 
something that would wreck the 
precision of a chess game. The an­
swer had come to him. He decided 
he would simply create a physical 
experience here and now which he 
could bring to mind during his 
mental struggle with the master. So 
he scooped up the chess pieces and 
walked to the kitchen, savoring the 
experience as much as possible. He 
dropped the little dolls into the dis­
posal unit, one by one, as if he were 
supposed to be absolutely sure of 
their death. It was evident from the 
gritty, staccato whine that the ap­
pliance was not made for grinding 
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plastatron. It soon stopped dead. 
That had been unfortunate, but to 
Cyl's joy, he found it enabled him 
to retrieve the chips and dust that 
used to be chessmen. This treasure 
he carried back to the board. He 
played a couple of mock-serious 
games with the rubble. He pushed 
a little bit of dust here, captured a 
chip there, and finally checkmated 
a beheaded King. The crazy thing 
about it was that when he had fin­
ished and jumbled the remains off 
onto the floor, he had felt sure his 
idea would be a success. 

It was understandable that Lin 
would take a dim view of the in­
sane operation, but Cyl bad really 
been surprised at her that time. She 
became very emotional, cried, said 
he didn't understand her. What a 
peculiar thing to say! Anyway, he 
couldn't worry about something like 
that now. If he won there would be 
lots of time to make up for the 
strain. 

PYL berit close to the picture .on 
L the program again. What he 
knew about his opponent wasn't 
going to be of much use because 
this man was one of those frighten­
ing dark horses. Hardly anyone 
went to see him. Why? Everybody 
liked Cyl's projections. They were 
varied, subtle. He liked them that 
way. 

Sometimes they were full of the 
conversation of things that had 
never talked before, almost going 
out of control as though he were 
just a loudspeaker, through which 
one could hear, at last, the sound 
of a clam working its way into the 
sand, or a goose's bill rattling at 
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the corn in some far and frosty 
field. 

And the other man? His name 
was Grus. Those who had been 
curious enough to watch him at 
work had come back with an old 
story. Surely it could not be true 
that he had come so far on some 
sort of sexual pitch! But they all 
assured Cyl there was nothing out 
of the ordinary about the man. 
Each time he started the round 
with a very dull series of transmis­
sions, identified by most people as 
being connected with the mechanics 
of common machines. That was 
plausible. The paper had said Grus 
was a home-appliance repairman. 
Anyway, they went on, Grus would 
continue these occupational ram­
blings until his opponent overpow­
ered them. Then he would switch 
to the image of a woman, the 
switch being effected with apparent 
ease. From that moment on Grus' 
competitors had little power over 
the development of the thought. 
The most peculiar quality in the 
women Grus imagined was the 
plain, unexciting appearance-no 
beautiful bodies or come-hither 
looks. These were just old or young, 
bored or sad, forgotten or unloved 
women. Many of his opponents had 
been questioned after the round. 
Who was the woman? What was 
the power of Grus' thought? Not 
one of the men had an answer. 
Naturally the beaten ones didn't 
feel much like talking to reporters 
and curious contestants, but from 
what they did say it was definite the 
woman on the screen was no ac­
quaintance, living, dead, or 
dreamed. 

A voice from the instrument over 
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the door said, "Mr. Mar, you have 
five minutes." 

Then he heard his wife's steps 
click-clicking down the smooth, 
white hall. She came into the room 
and sat down, with her purse, as 
though the setting-down of the 
purse was just as important as the 
seating of the body. She knew she 
mustn't speak ... 

Cyl would either have to invent 
TT machines that could be carried 
by husband and wife or quit the 
contest. He wasn't worried about 
himself. He could live among the 
suspended splinters of his mind. Re­
actions were conversation. But then 
there was love, which could never 
be kept within the safe confines of 
the mind. Love was too frantic. It 
broke through the skull and left its 
hard cloven hoofprints everywhere, 
never forgetting, though, to return 
to rest, to sleep, and to play its sur­
prising part in the drama of dreams 
as a young African girl swimming, 
or a red-skirted maid who has lin­
gered a moment too long in the 
garden, who stops just once on the 
walk under the ivory wall, to look 
into your eyes. 

Cyl walked past Lin. He almost 
said something to her as he paused 
before stepping out into the hall, 
but he knew she would have re­
leased a flood of words. He couldn't 
afford to think about what she said 
now. Her white-gloved hand was 
lightly closed on the orange front­
row ticket. 

There was no cheering when Cyl 
walked across the stage and sat 
down. The Contest Board had 
asked that noise be kept to a mini­
mum. But there was always a heavy 
murmur, feet scuffling and cough-
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ing. It was soothing to Cyl. He had 
been a favorite in his long fight and 
he knew they wanted to see him 
crowned. Especially since most of 
them had seen Grus at the projec­
tion and had developed a firm dis­
like for him. 

Grus seemed to be calm, had his 
helmet adjusted, and was chatting 
with one of the technicians. 

THE RED LIGHT was on. The 
audience quieted. Cyl thought 

of the hum of bees working in a 
group of white, weatherbeaten 
hives. He hoped this would emerge 
well on the screen after the buzzer 
and also attack at close quarters by 
the white enamel kitchen that he 
expected from Grus. There was the 
buzzer. 

It was chaotic, like the begin­
ning of every round between strong 
imaginations. Cyl worked to estab­
lish two levels of thought. One 
dictated his course of action. The 
other was the actual, projected 
thought which would affect the 
screen picture. This was usual, be­
cause if one's strategy got mixed 
up with one's projection he would 
become easy prey to the simplest 
idea from his opponent. 

He had guessed almost right. 
Grus started with the inner parts 
of the hamper of a common laun­
dry system. It was sorting the 
clothes into different groups, deli­
cate rayons one way, denim work­
clothes another. Cyl's hives were 
petrifying the cloth and his bees 
were becoming more and more 
numerous, so that when he had 
thought them all out of the hives 
there was a cloud of humming, 
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walking, flying, seething bees that 
was shutting out the whiteness of 
the laundry. Grus backed his clothes 
down through the machine until 
they reached the washing element 
and began turning Cyl's bees into 
dirty suds, flowing and pushing. It 
was time for Cyl to make his play 
for dominance. 

The sea. He was looking back 
over the stem of a ship. The water 
was boiling away from him with the 
ferocity that only the sea has. The 
clothes became translucent eels, 
falling over each other in their ef­
fort to feed on the remaining bees. 
They leaped out and slimed against 
each other. They dove in the white 
froth. 

Grus was trying to bring back 
the precision of his machine. He 
tried to ram Cyl head-on with the 
image of black pistons and sharp 
cogs soaking and dripping in oil. 
The machine parts became obvious 
only at intervals, in the dark lines 
that surrounded the white foam, 
but the viscosity was ruining Cyl's 
spray, and his eels were flowing to­
gether into a conveyor belt. So out 
of the sleek pistons Cyl made dart­
ing sharks with black, black fins 
that slashed among the eels, divid­
ing them and throwing their 
mauled, bloody bodies aside into 
the greener brine. Cyl relaxed, but 
realized moments later that Grus 
was not the pushover he had 
seemed so far. 

For Cyl's sharks, which had 
promised to be unapproachable in 
speed and ferocity, had, with per­
fect subtlety, been turned into a 
group of men in tails enjoying a 
Christmas party. The dazzling 
foam was a swirling snowfall, the 
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blood a spray of holly berries here 
and there among green spears of 
pine and fir. Grus was doing his 
best work in black and white. His 
stiff, black men were like dolls, per­
ambulating around a Christmas 
tree. Grus was not sympathetic with 
the green and red that had been left 
over from Cyl's image, for those 
colors were suffering a snow change, 
becoming colder, whiter, crisper as 
the winter fell in upon them. The 
walls disappeared into the gloomy 
whiteness, the tree was heavier with 
snow, but the men who before 
seemed festive took on a funereal 
quality. The slow flakes passed 
them, for they were just visiting. 
The background remained a dark 
void. The tree never reached the 
formless stage, but shook itself and 
weaved from side to side. It was a 
huge white bear. The men stopped 
their slow traveling at this and as 
though at a signal filed into the 
dark cave. The animal turned, 
hunched and shook himself once 
more, and followed them. 

As a man wakes who has been 
forbidden to sleep, Cyl escaped the 
other man's mind with a feeling of 
total fear, mental and physical. He 
looked apprehensively at the clock. 
Grus had managed only to catch up 
what he had lost in the beginning 
of the round. But why did he stop? 
He must have tired his mind, until 
his thoughts just "fell from the peak 
of imaginative power into that 
shaded opening, fatigue. 

Cyl was reassured of this as he 
let his mind slip back to the pro­
jection. Grus had returned to a 
sleek, silent home-freezer. Cyl 
threw himself into the effort to 
reach Grus with some thought that 
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would be familiar to him. He had 
to do that before he could met­
amorphose the idea for his own 
purposes. By imagining the storage 
contents of the box, Cyl brought 
into the projection a lot of waxed 
cartons of ice cream. As he reveled 
in their cold, sweet smell he saw 
himself as the head on a coin, 
buried in a large, square, white 
birthday cake. He heard the muffled 
voices of the children singing 
"Happy Birthday to You," the girls 
fairly well oriented to the words and 
rhythm of the song, the boys lag­
ging behind or forging ahead, as 
well as the voice of one misguided 
child who was familiar only with 
the words, "Home, Home on the 
Range," for he used these lyrics for 
each line. 

THE SONG was finished now 
and he could hear the candles 

snapping and fluttering above him. 
Suddenly there was noise. The table 
shuddered, forks and knives clanged 
together, fists pounded on the crepe 
tablecloth and pieces of gum were 
pressed against the underside of the 
table with a faint squashing sound. 
The knife hissed through the airy 
cake, but contrary to tradition, it 
caught Cyl on his serrated edge and 
rolled him out on the plate, bared. 
All that remained was the knife 
which lay beside him and his wife's 
face. She looked down at him from 
above with gray indifference. 

Cast out of dominance by his 
wife's image? It was she! Yet it 
wasn't. She didn't look like that, 
walking down the street. That 
wasn't the way she looked when 
she sat and watched him perform. 
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He glanced quickly at her seat. 
It was empty. 

The projection now showed her 
lying on their bed. For an instant 
Cyl felt embarrassed at the idea 
of her being held up in front of the 
public, but then he realized that 
to them it was just any old mid­
morning housewife. 

Cyl looked down again, search­
ing the auditorium seats. Then he 
saw her. She wasn't out yet. But she 
was walking quickly away, a small 
back in the shadows of the great 
hall. All the faces were turned to 
him except one. She moved toward 
the little door so far up the aisle. 
There was a flash of white light. 

She was gone. 
Gone? The word echoed in his 

mind like the bell on the door of a 
grocery store. It rang. Someone had 
left, left him among the sweet smells 
of coffeecake and wheat crackers. 
So much alone, here. He wanted to 
run to the jingie door and yell, 
"Come back! What about all these 
wonderful things? These wonderful 
things we are going to have? Lin! 
These ... " But the bell had tinkled. 
It had already said, "gone." 

Cyl's mind wandered, crazed, 
over the events of the last few mo­
ments. Grus. Grus. What had he 
done? Something like the chessmen. 
That's what Cyl and Lin were like 
now, wasn't it? Grus had picked 
them up before, sliced them up. 
Then he had strewn the pieces. 
Grus, come a-riding to Cyl's door 
on one of his cement mixers. See 
this! You have a silver candlestick, 
mister? He'll make dimes of it, and 
for half price! 

Grus dominating the screen, for 
Cyl could no longer focus on the 
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contest of thoughts ... his thoughts 
were now only of Lin. No reason to 
go on trying, nothing down here in 
the ashes, in the obsidian loneliness 
where the flowers, once so red and 
yellow, are black and painful-for 
the lack of the lovely eyes to look 
upon them. Lin's eyes. 

And when he saw her eyes again 
for that fleeting moment, he saw a 
light. It was a light of memory only, 
now that everything was over, but 
he had to cling to it. Anything to 
save him from the utter darkness. 
He saw a plain with stars over­
head, and down below the myriad 
lights of a festival. For Cyl, a be­
ginning. A beautiful memory, Lin, 
the first time he had looked at her. 

She was a young girl standing 
near the crowd that had gathered 
to watch one of those rocket launch­
ings. They were all jabbering. The 
danger. The chances one took! Oh, 
the bravery. Except for the chil­
dren, of course, who were stealing 
things to take back to their bed­
rooms. The police were working 
their way around the circle trying 
to keep people from breaking into 
the flash zone. She was standing 
near the knot of pilots, who were 
attaching to their bodies the equip­
ment they could put on outside of 
the rocket. It was obvious she 
wanted to go nearer but was too 
self-conscious to do so, or perhaps 
afraid she might touch one of them 
strangely, on the shoulder, and thus 
enchant him forever. Yes, she was 
afraid that some part of her might 
go with these heroes and yet she 
was loath to believe she could give 
them nothing. Then one of them 
said, "Take a good look, wonder­
boys. That may be the last chick 
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you'll see, let alone get close to." 
At this she turned away with a look 
of infinite pity and resignation that 
left her eyes burning in the night, 
there on the plain, and walked 
back into the city. 

Once more. Cyl saw her eyes, 
luminous. Springtime. 

Springtime, and the contest had 
ended for the year. He was in one 
of his favorite haunts, the Museum 
of Natural History, in the room of 
the luminous minerals. It was won­
derful to stand there, in the dark, 
with thousands of eternal eyes look­
ing at you, all impassive. There was 
no accusation there; only a silent, 
heavenly atmosphere of immortal­
ity. 

Someone was standing on the 
other side of the room. Silhouetted 
against pale green stones etched 
with fantastic pink lines, was the 
girl he had seen the year before. 
He couldn't see her features, but he 
knew from the shock to his senses 
that it must be she. 

Soon Cyl stood very near her. He 
wanted to go on, really, go on 
around and out into the sunlight 
of the courtyard. It would be much 
simpler than marrying this woman, 
after all. But it was too late to go 
on. 

He looked past her hair, a last 
time, at the doorway. But his eyes 
returned to her face. Now he had 
to take her with him. He had to 
find out what she did all day. He 
was unaccountably afraid to look at 
her as he said this, so he squinted 
at his watch and said, "Why don't 
we have a drink somewhere? It's 
time." 

Lin had made flowery days of 
the summer. Intense, electric eve-
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nings sprang fiercely into the shel­
tered heart of the dense foliage out­
side Cyl's window. The nights slid 
away from the circle of the week as 
quickly as the delicate balance of 
midnight was disturbed. 

In the fall, when Cyl looked out 
and saw the ice-cream man and the 
children and the shoppers running 
before red leaves in the wind, he 
told Lin that he was determined 
to marry her immediately. Every 
day Cyl discovered that he was 
wrong when he decided that one or 
another part of her face or body 
was most beautiful. One morning 
he was convinced her lips were so 
cool and fragrant that the rest of 
the day must be evil to soften them. 
And that night as he watched sleep 
invade that same flesh he was sorry 
to see the effects of the day's ex­
periences erased ..• 

THE BUZZER and the last rude 
noises in the great Thought­

Transfer machine were unwelcome 
in Cyl's life now, because there was 
no life. None that he wanted. 

The loud speakers were blaring 
the name of Cyl Mar! The Board 
had written his name on the blank 
check and had cast a huge picture 
of it on the back wall of the audi­
torium, for the spectators to see on 
their way out. 

The contest was over. He had 
forgotten all about the contest. 
Grus? He had forgotten all about 
Grus. There was only memory and 
Lin. Stunned, Cyl heard himself 
being asked for a few words and he 
felt his lips say the same things he 
had always said. 

They let him go, he stumbled 
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past Grus, who was collecting all 
his certificates, credit cards, and 
prizes for runner-up. The crowd 
was leaving in a vast, swelled mur­
mur. He wanted to get away, lock 
himself in his cubicle and rave at 
himself as a fool screams at a fool, 
louder, louder! Make faces at him­
self, feel his face with his hands, as 
though the physical world which he 
had seemed to reject would believe 
this sort of proof that he recognized 
it. But all the indirect, mystic, or 
magical tricks would never bring 
her back. Exhausted, he stood on 
the edge of the stage, where the 
gray seats stretched away from him 
like waves in a sea. The crowd was 
gone, the auditorium empty. The 
technicians behind him were test­
ing the equipment, before switching 
off. One of the mechanics wore the 
thought helmet, projecting plush 
leather, red wine, and ivory women 
on the screen, smiling. 

Cyl did not move. He looked up 
and yet further up through the 
empty auditorium. It was not quite 
empty. 

His breath tightened, and his 
heart moved in the hollowness. 

A single person sat alone in the 
very last row. The person did not 
move. The person looked back 
down over the emptiness, reaching 
as Cyl was reaching. She was very 
beautiful. 

Lin. 
She had decided to go, had 

walked out forever, because she had 
thought Grus was right, because 
she was ashamed. But once outside, 
she had paused, thought Cyl, and 
gone to the balcony to watch, to 
see all of it, to know the rest. 

Lin. Lin. She sat above, quiet. 
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He did not trust himself to call 
out to her. He turned to the ma­
chine, the technicians, the helmet. 
Quietly, he took the helmet, placed 
it on his head. He closed his eyes. 
He knew what he could, what he 
must, paint there on the screen. 

And there it was for her. There 
it happened for her eyes. 

On the screen, a picture of him­
self walking off the stage and up the 
aisle. And a picture of her getting 
up from her place in the balcony 
and walking out through the door 
and down the quiet stairs. Himself 
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coming out into the lobby, their 
meeting. And now they were tak­
ing each others' hands, warm and 
belonging, and now they were kiss­
ing, now moving silently past the 
cool fountains, out of the theatre. 

He opened his eyes and removed 
the helmet. A glance told him that, 
in the balcony, Lin was already 
suiting action to the image. She 
rose. She was smiling. She turned 
and walked. 

Cyl stepped down from the stage. 
He started up the aisle. Then, he 
was running. 

-------------THE END-----------

SAY "HELLO" FOR ME 
(Continued from page 103) 

ly don't know." 
But the two spacemen, though 

they didn't refer to it-were not 
concerned with the body so much 
as the aura of completeness, the 
radiation of contentment which 
came from somewhere within. 

And it was passing strange that 
nothing more was said about the 
Professor returning to Earth. No 
great revelation, suddenly arrived 
at, that he would not go. Rather, 
they discussed various things, that 
three gentlemen, meeting casually, 
would discuss. 

Then Professor Pettibone arose 
from his chair and said, "It was 
kind of you to drop off and see 
me." 

And one of the spacemen re­
plied, "A pleasure, sir. A real pleas­
ure indeed." 

Then the Professor left the ship 

and watched it lift up on a tail of 
red fire and go away. He raised 
an arm and waved. "Say hello for 
me," he called.· Then he turned 
away and, from force of habit, he 
began again to polish the hull, 
knowing that he would keep it 
shining,. and be proud of it, for 
many years to come. 

Almost beyond reach of the 
planet, one of the spacemen flipped 
a switch and put certain sensitive 
communication mechanisms to 
work. So sensitive, they could pick 
up etheric vibrations far away and 
make them audible. 

But only faintly, came the pleas­
ant voice of a contented man: 

"Good morning bright sunshine, 
We're glad you are here. 
You make the world .•• " 

-------------THE END---------



Specific Gravity of Space 

SPECIFIC GRAVITY, the fa­
miliar concept of comparing 

the weight of a thing or substance 
with an equal volume of water, is 
widely used, but it isn't often that 
you find such a computation made 
in connection with all of space! 
Cosmologists, however, are inter­
ested in discovering the distribu­
tion of matter throughout the uni­
verse and it is a valuable piece of 
knowledge to have some idea of 
the "specific gravity", or density 
(to be correct), of matter in that 
vast volume of nothingness. 

Someone will immediately ques­
tion the idea with "but you don't 
know how big Space is!" That's 
true; yet telescopes can probe hun­
dreds-even thousands--of millions 
of light-years into space and they 
can sample a big enough volume to 
make the concept "density of the 
universe" perfectly valid. Subse­
quent penetration of space-if 
that's possible and the universe is 
not finite-is not likely to change 
the figure by much. 

It turns out that the density is­
as you would suspect-fantastically 
low. After all there is a lot of 
empty space to consider. In techni­
cal terms the density is about ten 

to the centimeter-or, in familiar 
terms, about a pound of matter to 
the volume occupied by thirty 
thousand Earths! That is rareness 
and vacuity indeed! Nevertheless, 
when you consider the total vol­
ume of the known universe, that's 
a lot of stuff. Assuming that the 
universe is six hundred million 
light-years in diameter-and it's 
certainly more than this-all you 
need do is apply the formula for 
the volume of a sphere--four­
thirds pi times the radius cubed­
and you come up with an answer 
in cubic light-years which literally 
takes your breath away. The spe­
cific gravity of the universe is 
mighty, mighty low .••• 

Who Needs Gravity? 

FOR THE FIRST time the Air 
Force recently revealed , data 

and photographs showing that live 
animals-mice and monkeys-had 
been sent up in V -2 and Aerobee 
rockets to altitudes of 80 miles, to 
test their reactions at zero gravity. 
Even though they were subjected 
to a brief, one-second acceleration 
of about 15 g and a force of 3 to 
4 g, which lasted for 45 seconds, 
the animals showed absolutely no 
unusual aftereffects from the ex­
perimental flight. 

One of the photographs made 
available shows a mouse floating in 
a plastic drum. Since the walls of 
the drum were glassy smooth, the 
animal was unable to gain a foot­
hold and was undoubtedly in a 
state of helpless panic. Another 
photograph shows a mouse in an 
adjoining section of the drum. 
This section had a shelf, and the 
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second mouse was able to take firm 
hold, stay calm, and keep his equi­
librium while the rocket shot 
through the weightless period. 

The results of these experiments, 
plus others in which several hu­
mans took part in jet fighter planes, 
lead to the conclusion that it is un­
doubtedly possible for man to be 
able to stand for brief periods the 
gravity-free state expected in rock­
et flight to the outer atmosphere. 
But he must have something to 
hang on to. Properly secured in the 
aircraft, he should be able to func­
tion normally during brief periods 
of zero gravity, and without diffi­
culty should be able to perform any 
operations that would be necessary 
to pilot the craft. 

Why Rotation Varies 

FOR YEARS the irregular fluc­
tuation occurring periodically in 

the earth's rate of rotation has puz­
zled scientists. Recent studies of the 
optical properties of the mineral 
olivine under high pressures, how­
ever, give some idea of what the 
electrical conductivity at earth's 
center is like--and there is now a 
possible explanation to the fluctu­
ations: It may be due to the activ­
ity of an electromagnetic coupling 
which is located between the man­
tle of the earth and earth's liquid 
center. 

According to evidence which 
scientists have carefully gathered, it 
is probable that the earth's mantle 
consists in great part of the mineral 
olivine. Under normal conditions 
olivine acts as an insulator, but the 
high temperatures raging within 
the earth are strong enough to 
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change its properties there so that 
it becomes a conductor. 

The electrical conductivity of 
the earth's mantle plays an impor­
tant role in many geophysical phe­
nomena, one of which of course is 
to provide the electromagnetic 
coupling between the mantle of the 
earth and the center of the earth, 
and the resulting activity of the 
coupling, which may possibly ex­
plain the variance in the earth's 
rate of rotation. 

Unknown Universe? 

ACCORDING to a theory which 
astronomers have been working 

on for almost 2,000 years, there are 
stars in the sky that do not twinkle. 
This means there may be as many 
invisible as visible stars in the uni­
verse, thus indicating that it is en­
tirely possible that there exists a 
duplicate universe, of which we 
have ,no knowledge. 

A British research foundation, in 
conjunction with the British gov­
ernment, has recently announced 
they are building a giant radio-tele­
scope, at a cost of approximately 
$1,120,000. With this huge instru­
ment, scientists will try to locate 
the invisible stars. These may be 
radio stars, or dark stars. They may 
be stars in the process of being born 
or of dying. They may even be 
some completely new type of ob­
ject of which our astronomers have 
no previous knowledge. 

Birth of a Star 

UNLIKE the birth of most of 
Nature's offspring, a star is 

formed almost purely by accident. 
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It begins to be created when inter­
stellar gases in a cloud are brought 
together unevenly. The embryo 
star adds to its mass by picking up 
other gases as it makes its way 
through the cloud. It grows fast, 
and eventually moves out of its 
parent cloud and into a free space 
which has only irregular dottings 
of gas clouds. 

According to a recent lecture by 
Professor Fred Hoyle of St. John's 
College in Cambridge, England, 
further growth of the star by the 
addition of external material, once 
it has left its parent cloud, is fairly 
rare. Perhaps one star in a hun­
dred will experience a second pe­
riod of growth, while only one in a 
million will experience both a sec­
ond and a third growth. 

The second period stars become 
moderately large. The stars that 
get to an exceptionally high mass, 
however, are the three-period stars. 

That Old Bloodthirsty 
Mother Goose 

M OTHER GOOSE - litera­
ture's benign old lady of let­

ters-is actually a bloodthirsty 
vampire. Very few persons realize 
that the traditional nursery rhymes, 

117 

which have been used for genera­
tions to amuse and entertain inno­
cent childhood, are filled with an 
overwhelming amount of villainous 
references, of death and violence 
and shocking horrors, masquerad­
ing under a mask of innocence. 

Geoffrey Handley-Taylor, found­
er of the British Poetry-Drama 
Guild, is an active crusader for the 
reform of the old-fashioned nursery 
rhymes. Out of 200 famous tradi­
tional nursery rhymes which he re­
cently studied in detail, he says at 
least 100 of them contain "un­
savory elements". A detailed listing 
of their contents include: 200 allu­
sions to death, violence and de­
pravity, including eight cases of 
murder, two cases of choking to 
death, three of death by drowning, 
one each of death by devouring, 
decapitation, squeezing, cutting a 
human being in half, starvation, 
shrivelling, boiling, and hanging. 

There's even a blow for starry­
eyed newlyweds, in one rhyme, 
which contains an allusion to mar­
riage being another form of death. 

Today's radio and television pro­
grams of horror and suspense­
which are bringing such loud pro­
tests of disapproval from parents­
can well take a back seat to the old 
classics for children. -Peter Dakin 

-·-
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AMATEUR 
TELESCOPE MAKER 

Dear Sirs: 
An item in IF, September 1952 

issue (Science Briefs) on the sub­
ject of optical sandblasting proved 
to be of considerable interest to me. 
Mr. Recour refers to the technique 
devised by Dr. Wm. A. Rhodes. 

I have made many telescope 
mirrors (all by the "old hat" meth­
od) and quite naturally the Doc­
tor's technique (and its apparent 
time-saving) opens up new possi­
bilities for amateur telescope mak­
ers, including myself. As Director 
of the Amateur Telescope Makers' 
Group in Toronto, Ontario, I have 
watched the rapid growth of pub­
lic interest in the hobby, hand in 
hand with the also rapid develop­
ment of time-and-effort-saving ap­
paratus for making the mirror. The 
process of grinding has by no 
means been the least of the deter­
rents to amateurs, because of the 
relatively long period of work re­
quired without any apparent ap­
proach to the finished product. 
Consequently, I feel sure that my 
fellow amateurs will consider Dr. 

Rhodes' method of sandblasting 
the base curve a useful advance in 
the mirror technique, especially in 
the larger sizes. 

While the possibility of sand­
blasting is not entirely new to us, 
no actual experimentation (that I 
know of) has ever proved success­
ful in Canada. Hence, we would 
appreciate any information you 
can give us on the Doctor's meth­
od. 

-L. H. Clarke 
328 Hillsdale Ave. 
Toronto, Canada 

No doubt Dr. Rhodes and other in­
terested readers would like to ex­
change notes with Mr. Clarke. 

AN OLD MONEY ORDER, 
DA VINCI AND 
NOSTRADAMUS 

Dear Sir: 
Enclosed you will find one slight­

ly battered and beat-up money or­
der. It was originally bought in Ko­
rea 8Y2 months ago but, just as it 
was about to be put into an en­
velope, several incoming rounds of 
enemy artillery followed by a call 
for a rather actively interesting 
combat patrol caused it to be mis­
placed. It finally turned up when 
I was looking through some old 
letters a few days ago. 

It is made out for $3.50, enough 
for a subscription for 12 issues. 

I have just finished the Novem­
ber issue of IF. Very good; I liked 
especially the makeup and clear 
type which made the issue very 
easy to read. I won't list the stories 
in order of preference except to 
say that "The Image and the Like-
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ness" was definitely the best and 
the feature on Leonardo da Vinci 
was very interesting. A full length 
article with a few diagrams of some 
of his inventions would be good for 
a later issue. Or how about Nostra­
damus and his. predictions? 

You have an attractive, flexible 
magazine. Keep up the good work. 

-Sgt. Warren I. Paul, USMC, 
1162025, 

Marine Barracks, Box #33, NAS, 
Jacksonville, Florida 

That poor little old money order 
was good as gold. We hope you'll 
find IF comparably good. 

Sirs: 

THAT WORD 
"EXTRAPOLATE" 

Inclosed find my check for $3.50, 
for which please send me 12 issues 
of IF, beginning with the January 
number. 

The November number is the 
only copy of any science fiction 
magazine which does not use the 
word "extrapolate" even once­
for which receive my congratula­
tions. What is it about that word 
that bewitches science fiction writ­
ers? One doesn't encounter it often 
in other fiction. Is it a sort of code 
in sf? Even writers whose knowl­
edge of English grammar is a bit 
shaky manage to use it; in fact, es­
pecially writers in that category. 

The Image and the Likeness is 
a beautiful bit of allegory as well as 
a touching story. Such flights of 
fancy justify science fiction as liter­
ature. 

With good wishes to your maga-
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zine (but I do hate the sexy cov­
ers). 

-Phoebe H. Gilkyson 
Mont Clare, Penn. 

OF CHARACTERS IN STF 

Dear Mr. Quinn: 
The modem Gulliver story titled 

The Image and the Likeness is 
quite well written. My congratula­
tions to Campbell for achieving 
verisimilitude in the character 
Kazu. Most characters in stf make 
me think of the joke ( ? ) concern­
ing the comment of an editor on a 
manuscript. Remember it? The 
writer had inserted the law-suit pre­
ventative "All characters appear­
ing in this story are fictional. Any 
similarity to actual persons is .coin­
cidental." The plagued editor pen­
ciled a note, "That's the trouble," 
and tearfully inserted said script in 
the outgoing mail basket. 

The sketch on da Vinci is excel­
lent. The cover is poor in all over 
effect for me, although the balance 
of color is excellent. The staring 
eyes convey neither attraction nor 
horror and the foreshortened arms 
look like flippers. The bodies are 
neither opaque (witness planet 
line on legs) nor transparent, 
since solid continents in back­
ground are obliterated by trunks 
and Bell-jarred headdress. 

-Alice Bullock 
812 Gildersleeve 
Santa Fe, New Mexico 

DISPENSE WITH 
HUMOROUS STORIES? 

To the Editor: 
I was very impressed with your 

leading novel in the November 
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issue. It was easily the most ab· 
sorbing story I have yet read on the 
theme of Atomic mutation. The 
best story in the issue, though, was 
The Running Hounds. Indeed a 
vivid portrayal of the changes 
which could take place in a culture 
as the result of highly technologi­
cal warfare. I'd like to commend 
IF on its good discretion in stories. 
It's good to see that, as is true in 
some magazines, the so-called gim­
mick is not allowed to overshadow 
the characterization and the inter­
play of people. 

For my money, although I know 
you can't please everybody, you can 
dispense with the humorous stories. 
I've read very few in my time 
which I believe were very successful. 

Your covers are improving with 
each issue, the November one be­
ing the best so far. I think, and 
again I realize that you can't please 
everyone, that the cover should 
illustrate one of the stories, not 
necessarily the leading novel. 

You'll be receiving my subscrip· 
tion. 

-Robert Maider 
Hamilton College 
Clinton, New York 

Our cover policy was explained in 
the March issue. Regarding humor, 
we need it sometimes, but agree 
that it has to be well handled. 

THE NOVEMBER ISSUE 
AGAIN! 

Dear Sir: 
Your November issue of IF was 

tops in my opinion. I've read the 
mag ever since its inception and 
have followed its progress with in· 
terest. The cover .•• is absolutely 
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the best yet. It attracted me with 
such intensity at the newsstands 
that I frankly felt the interior could 
not live up to such a dazzling cov­
er-picture. Happy to say, the stories 
were of equal calibre. 

The Image and the Likeness 
was the best of the issue by a good 
590 feet. Seldom have I read a 
story as realistic and enthralling as 
this one during my ten years of 
avid stf reading. This one was so 
good that even raving about it 
would be an understatement . . . 

The Running Hounds was next 
on my list. A well turned tale, one 
that stays in my mind and suggests 
the possibility of a sequel • • . 

Brother to the Machine was next 
in preference; a hauntingly written 
story. If this issue of IF is any yard­
stick I would say you have 
achieved what some of the other 
mags in the field are cla~oring 
(falsely) that they have ••• quality 
in material. 

Your inside covers are very wel­
come. I hope they continue. Your 
Personalities in Science feature is 
excellent. This is quite a statement 
coming from someone who avoids 
features like the plague. This one 
is being handled very nicely. The 
Postman Cometh is just right in 
length. I find when a mag starts 
printing poor quality stories they 
enlarge their readers' column, 
probably so the readers will have 
some reason to buy the mag. Keep 
yours short and your stories good 
and you'll have few complaints 
from this comer. Definitely com­
pliments on the November IF. 

-Jan Gardner 
Apredelon 
Canterbury, N. H. 



JUPITER-The largest planet in our system presents many difficulties to the 
explorer. Its hostile atmosphere of ammonia and methane, coupled with o 
seething volcanic surface, promises to make any attempt ot landing highly 
improbable. In this space scene, on exploration rocket streaks over Jupiter's 
bulk, approximately I 00,000 miles above its equator. In the background 
above the rocket ore three of Jupiter's eleven moons, all of which seem to 
invite comparatively safe exploration. 

!Drawings by Ed Voligursky) 
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