
















































































































































































































tremely wealthy Earth fam­
ily forsakes pleasure and 
determines to end the abuses 
of the android trade. 

After some satisfactory ad­
ventures, though, Brunner's 
invention deserts him and the 
story takes a "surprise" twist 
which we cannot approve (as 
flimsy) and may not discuss 
(as giving away the payoff). 

An. analogous fault mars 
Philip K. Dick's equally in­
ventive Dr. Futurity. A 21st 
century doctor is snatched by 
a time machine into a still 
farther future, the death-lov­
ing world of the year 2405, 
where his healing skill is con­
sidered a foul perversion, and 
he is at once entrapped into 
a complicated net of under­
ground activities. 

The death-lovers have been 
constructed with attention to 
those corroborative details 
which give artistic verisimili­
tude, and thus Dick's narra­
tive is neither bald nor 
unconvincing. It is quite con­
vincing. It is even hairy. What 
flaws the story is a really ex­
cessive troweling-on of time 
paradoxes, so that most every­
body turns out to be most any­
body else. . . . In mediocre 
stories neither of these end­
ings would do any great harm; 
but the bulk of these works is 
very far above mediocre. 

ANOTHER Ace double vol­
ume gives us a double 

dose of Harlan Ellison. One 
side is The Man with Nine 

WORLDS OF IF 

Lives, described as a "novel." 
It might more aptly be called 
a bag of tricks. Its plot bne is 
complicated beyond any reas­
onable demand an author 
might make on a reader, caus­
ing its hero to assume totally 
irrelevant identities and work 
toward totally unconnected 
purposes, apparently for the 
sake of using up some old 
wordage lying around in the 
form of unrelated novelettes. 

The flip side is a collection 
of small, violent short stories 
under the title, A Touch of 
Infinity. A feature of this col­
lection is the introductory 
paragraph which Ellison has 
written for each story, giving 
us either insight into his 
creative process ("It is al­
ways wise for the writer to 
consciously haul himself up 
short by the shift key and 
write a change of pace 
story") , a comment on the 
vexed conflict between au­
thor and editor ("I let him 
stick his own title on it, and 
since it was better, anyhow, 
what the hell") or a glimpse 
of the early struggles of the 
artist ("Who the hell ever 
thought I'd wind up making 
my bread pounding a type­
writer?"). The stories them­
selves are light-years above 
the novel on the other side. 
With less rope, Ellison suc­
ceeds in getting less tangled, 
and these are first-rate of 
their type. Their type is blood 
and thunder. 

END 
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There couldn't be a better 
tip-off system than mine­
it wasn't p.ossible-but he 
had one! 

THE 

NON-ELECTRONIC 

Illustrated by MORROW 

I WOULDN'T take five cents 
off a legitimate man, but if 

they want to gamble that's 
another story. 

What I am is a genius, and 
I give you a piece of advice : 
Do not ever play cards with a 
stranger. The stranger might 
be me. Where there are degen­
erate card players around, I 
sometimes get a call. Not dice 
-I don't have a machine to 
handle them. But with cards I 
have a machine to force the 
advantage. 

The first thing is a little 
radio receiver, about the size 
of a pack of cigarettes. You 
don't hear any music. You 
feel it on your skin. The next 
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thing is two dimes. You stick 
them onto you, anywhere you 
like. Some like to put them on 
their legs, some on their belly. 
Makes no difference, just so 
they're out of sight. Each dime 
has a wire soldered to it, and 
the wires are attached to the 
little receiver that goes in 
your pocket. 

The other thing is the trans­
mitter I carry around. 

My partner was a fellow 
named Henry. He had an elec­
tronic surplus hardware busi­
ness, but business wasn't good 
and he was looking for a little 
extra cash on the side. It turns 
out that the other little whole­
salers in the loft building 



where he has his business are 
all card players, and no pik­
ers, either. So Henry spread 
the word that he was available 
for a gin game-any time at 
all, but he would only play in 
his own place--he was expect­
ing an important phone call 
and he didn't want to be away 
and maybe miss it .... It never 
came; but the card players 
did. 

I was suposed to be his stock 
clerk. While Henry and the 
other fellow were working on 
the cards at one end of the 
room, I would be moving 
around the other-checking 
the stock, packing the stuff for 
shipment, arranging it on the 
shelves, sweeping the floor. I 
was a regular model worker, 
busy every second. I had to be. 
In order to see the man's handt 
I had to be nearby, but I haa 
to keep moving so he wouldn't 
pay attention to me. 

And every time I got a look 
at his hand, I pushed the little 
button on the transmitter in 
my pocket. 

Every push on the button 
was a shock on Henry's leg. 
One for spades, two for hearts, 
three for diamonds, four for 
clubs. 

Then I would tip the card: 
a short shock for an ace, two 
for a king, three for a queen, 
and so on down to the ten. A 
long and a short for nine, a 
long and two shorts for an 
eight ... it took a little mem­
orizing, but it was worth it. 

· Henry knew every card the 

other man held every time. 
And I got fifty per cent. 

WE DIDN'T annihilate the 
fish. They hardly felt 

they were being hurt, but we 
·got a steady advantage, day 
after day. We did so well we 
took on another man-I can 
take physical labor or leave it 
alone, and I leave it alone 
every chance I get. 

That was where we first felt 
the trouble. 

Our new boy was around 
twenty. He had a swept-wing 
haircut, complete with tail 
fins. Also he had a silly laugh. 
Now, there are jokes in a card 
game--somebody taking a 
beating will sound off, to take 
away some of the sting, but 
nobody laughs because the 
cracks are never funny. But 
they were to our new boy. 

He laughed. 
He laughed not only when 

the mark made some crack, 
but a lot of the time when he 
didn't. It got so the customers 
were looking at him with a lot 
of dislike, and that was bad 
for business. 

So I called him out into the 
hall. "Skippy," I said-that's 
what we called him, "lay off. 
Never rub it in to a sucker. 
It's enough to take his 
money." 

He ran his fingers back 
along his hair. "Can't a fel­
low express himself?" 

I gave him a long, hard un­
healthy look. Express him­
self? He wouldn't have to. I'd 
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expresa . him myself-express 
him right out of our setup. 

But before I got a chance, 
this fellow from Chicago came 
in, a big manufacturer named 
Chapo ; a wheel, and he looked 
it. He was red-faced, with 
hanging jowls and a big dol­
lar cigar; he announced that 
he only played for big stakes 
. . . and, nodding toward the 
kid and me, that he didn't 
like an audience. 

Henry looked at us miser­
ably. But what was he going 
to do? If he didn't go along, 
the word could spread that 
maybe there was something 
wrong going on. He had to 
play. !"Take the day off, you 
two," . he said, but he wasn't 
happy. 

I thought fast. _ 
There was still one chance. 

I got behind Chapo long 
enough to give Henry a wink 
and a nod toward the win­
dow. Then I . took Skippy by 
the elbow and steered him out 
of there. 

Down in the street I said, 
fast: "You want to earn your 
pay? You have to give me a 
hand-an eye is really what 
I mean. Don't argue-just 
say yes or no." 

He didn't stop to think. 
"Sure," he said. "Why not?" 

"All righir." I took him 
down the street to where they 
had genuine imported J apa­
nese field glasses and laid out 
twenty bucks for a pair. The 
man was a thief, but I didn't 
have time to argue. Right 

·1-oa, 

across the street from Henry's 
place was a rundown hotel. 
That was our next stop. 

The desk man in the scratch 
house looked up from his com. 
ic book. "A room," I said. 
"Me and my nephew want a 
room facing the street." And 
I pointed to the window of 
Henry's place, where I wanted 
it to face. -

Because we still had a 
chance. With the field glasses 
and Skippy's young, good eyes 

E. MITTLEMAN 



to look through them, with 
the transmitter that would 
carry an extra hundred yards 
easy enough-with everything 
going for us, we had a chance. 
Provided Henry had been able 
to maneuver Chapo so his back 
was to the window. 

The bed merchant gave us 
a long stall about how the only 
room we wanted belonged to 
a sweet old lady that was sick 
and couldn't be moved. But for 
ten bucks she could be. 

THE NON-ELECTRONIC BUG 

All the time I was wonder­
ing how many hands were 
being played, if. we were stuck 
money and how much--all 
kinds of things. But finally we 
got into the room and I laid 
it out for Skippy. "You aim 
those field glasses out the win­
dow," I told him. "Read 
Chapo's cards and let me 
know; that's all. I'll take care 
of the rest." 

I'll say this for him, duck­
tail haircut and all, he set-

I' . 
. 
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tied right down to business. I 
made myself comfortable on 
the bed and rattled them off 
on the transmitter as he read 
the cards to me. I couldn't see 
the players, didn't know the 
score; but if he was giving 
the cards to me right, I was 
getting them out to Henry. 

I felt pretty good. I even be­
gan to feel kindly toward the 
kid. At my age, bifocals are 
standard equipment, but to 
judge from Skippy's fast, sure 
call of the cards, his eyesight 
was twenty-twenty or better. 

After about an hour, Skippy 
put down the glasses and broke 
the news: the game was over. 

We took our· time getting 
back to Henry's place, so 
Chapa would have time to clear 
out. Henry greeted us with 
eight fingers in the air. 

Eight hundred? But before 
I could ask him, he was already 
talking: "Eight big ones! 
Eight thousand bucks! And 
how you did it, I'll never 
know!" 

Well, eight thousand was 
good news, no doubt of that. 
I said, "That's the old system, 
Henry. But we couldn't have 
done it if you hadn't steered 
the fish up to the window." 
And I showed him the J apa­
nese field glasses, grinning. 

But he didn't grin back. He 
looked puzzled. He glanced to­
ward the window. 

I looked too, and then I saw 
what he was puzzled about. It 
was pretty obvious that Henry 
had missed my signal. He and 
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the fish had played by the win­
dow, all right. 

But the shade was down. 

WHEN I turned around to 
look for Skippy, to ask 

him some questions, he was 
gone. Evidently he didn't want 
to answer. 

I beat up and do~cn every 
block in the neighborhood un­
til I spotted him in a beanery, 
drinking a cup of coffee and 
looking worried. 

I sat down beside him, quiet. 
He didn't look around. The 
counterman opened his mouth 
to say hello. I shook my head, 
but Skippy said, "That's all 
right. I know you're there." 

I blinked. This was a creep! 
But I had to find out what was 
going on. I said, "You made a 
mistake, kid." 

"Running out?" He shrug­
ged. "It's not the first mistake 
I made," he said bitterly. "Get­
ting into your little setup with 
the bugged game came before 
that." 

I said, "You can always 
quit," but then stopped. Be­
cause it was a lie. He couldn't 
quit-not until I found out how 
he read Chapa's cards through 
a drawn shade. 

He said drearily, "You've 
all got me marked lousy, have­
n't you? Don't kid me about 
Henry-! know. I'm not so 
sure about you, but it wouldn't 
surprise me." 

"What are you talking 
about?" 

"I can hear every word 
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that's on Henry's mind," he 
said somberly. "You, no. Some 
people I can hear, some I can't; 
you're one I can't." 

"What kind of goofy talk is 
that?" I demanded. But, to tell 
you the truth, I didn't think 
it was so goofy. The window 
shade was a lot goofier. 

"All my life," said Skippy, 
"I've been hearing the voices. 
It doesn't matter if they talk 
out loud or not. Most people I 
can hear, even when they don't 
want me to. Field glasses? I 
didn't need field glasses. I 
could hear every thought that 
went through Chapo's mind, 
clear across the street. Henry 
too. That's how I know." He 
hesitated, looking at me. "You 
think Henry took eight thous­
and off Chapo, don't you? It 
was ten." 

I said, "Prove it." 
The kid finished his coffee. 

"Well," he said, "you want to 
know what the counterman's 
got on his mind?" He leaned 
over and whispered to me. 

I yelled, "That's a lousy 
thing to say!" 

Everybody was looking at 
us. He said softly, "You see 
what it's like? I don't want to 
hear all this stuff! You think 
the counterman's got a bad 
mind, you ought to listen in 
on Henry's." He looked along 
the stools. "See that fat little 
woman down at the end? She's 
going to order .another cheese 
Danish." 

He hadn't even finished 
talking when the woman was 
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calling the counterman, and 
she got another cheese Danish. 
I thought it over. What he 
said about Henry holding out 
on me made it real serious. I 
had to have more proof. 

But I didn't like Skippy's 
idea of proof. He offered to 
call off what everybody in the 
beanery was going to do next, 
barring three or four he said 
were silent, like me. That was­
n't good enough. "Come along 
with me," I told him, and we 
took off for Jake's spot. 

That's a twenty-four-hour 
place and the doorman knows 
me. I knew Jake and I knew 
his roulette wheel was gaffed. 
I walked right up to the wheel, 
and whispered to the kid, 
"Can you read the dealer?" 
He smiled and nodded. "All 
right. Call black or red." 

The wheel spun,.. but that 
didn't stop the betting. Jake's 
hungry. In his place you can 
still bet for a few seconds 
after the wheel starts turn­
ing. 

"Black," Skippy said. 
I threw down fifty bucks. 

Black it was. 
That rattled me. 
"Call again," I said. 
When Skippy said black, I 

put the fifty on red. Black won 
it. 

"Let's go," I said, and led 
the kid out of there. 

He was looking puzzled. 
"How come--" 

"How come I played to 
lose?" I patted his shoulder. 
"Sonny, you got a lot to learn. 
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Jake's is no fair game. This 
was only a dry run.'' 

Then I got rid of him, be­
cause I had something to do. 

HENRY came across. He 
even looked embarrassed. 

"I figured," he said, "uh, I 
figured that the expenses-" 

"Save it," I told him. "All 
I want is my split." 

He handed it over, but I 
kept my hand out, waiting. 
After a minute he got the idea. 
He reached down inside the 
waistband of his pants, pulled 
loose the tape that held the 
dimes to his skin and handed 
over the radio receiver. 
"That's it, huh'?" he said. 

"That's it." 
"Take your best shot," he 

said glumly. "But mark my 
words. You're not going to 
make out on your own." 

"I won't be on my own," I 
told him, and left him then. 
By myself 'l Not a chance! It 
was going to be Skippy and 
me, all the way. Not only 
could he read minds, but the 
capper was that he couldn't 
read mine ! Otherwise, you 
can understand, I might not 
want him around all the time. 

But this way I had my own 
personal bug in every game in 
town, and I didn't even have 
to spend for batteries. Card 
games, gaffed wheels every­
thing. Down at the track he 
could follow the smart-money 
guys around and let me know 
what they knew, which was 
plenty. We could even go up 
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against the legit games in 
Nevada, with no worry about 
bluffs. 

And think of the fringe 
benefits! With Skippy giving 
the women a preliminary 
screening, I could save a lot 
of wasted time. At my age, 
time is nothing to be wasted. 

I could understand a lot 
about Skippy now-why he 
didn't like most. people, why 
he laughed at JOkes nobody 
else thought were funny, or 
even could hear, But every­
body has got to like somebody, 
and I had the edge over most 
of the human race. He didn't 
know what I was thinking. 

And then, take a way the 
voices in his head, and Skippy 
didn't have much left. He 
wasn't very smart. If he had 
half as much in the way of 
brains as he did in the way of 
private radar, he would have 
figured all these angles out for 
himself long ago. No, he need­
ed me. And I needed him. We 
were all set to make a big 
score together, so I went back 
to his rooming house where 
I'd told him to wait, to get 
going on the big time. 

However, Henry had more 
brains than Skippy. 

I hadn't told Henry who 
tipped me off, but it didn't 
take him long to work out. 
After all, I had told him I was 
going out to look for Skippy, 
and I came right back and 
called him for holding out. No, 
it didn't take much brains. All 
he had to do was come around 
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to Skippy's place and give him 
a little lesson about talking. 

So when I walked in the 
door, Skippy was there, but 
he was out cold, with lumps 
on his forehead and a stupid 
grin on his face. I woke him 
up"' and he recognized me. 

J:Sut you don't make your 
TV set play better by kicking 
it. You don't help a fine Swiss 
watch by pounding it on an 
anvil. Skippy could walk and 
talk all right, but something 
was missing. "The voices!" he 
yelled, sitting up on the edge 
of the bed. 

I got a quick attack of cold 
fear. "Skippy! What's the 
matter? Don't you hear them 
any more?" 

He looked at me in a panic. 
"Oh, I hear them all right. But 
they're all different now. I 
mean-it isn't English any 
more. In fact, it isn't any lan­
guage at all!" 

LIKE I say, I'm a genius. 
Skippy wouldn't lie to me; 

he's not smart enough. If he 
says he hears voices, he hears 
voices. 

Being a genius, my theory 
is that when Henry worked 
Skippy over, he jarred his 
tuning strips, or whatever it 
is, so now Skippy's receiving 
on another frequency. Make 
sense? I'm positive about it. 
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He sticks to the same story, 
telling me about what he's 
hearing inside his head, and 
he's too stupid to make it all 
up. 

There are some parts of it 
I don't have all figured out yet, 
but I'll get them. Like what he 
tells me about the people-! 
guess they're people-whose 
voices he hears. They're 
skinny and furry and very re­
ligious. He can't understand 
their language, but he gets 
pictures from them, and he 
told me what he saw. They 
worship the Moon, he says. 
Only that's wrong too, be­
cause he says theYj worship 
two moons, and everybody 
knows there's only one. But 
I'll figure it out; I have to, be­
cause I have to get Skippy 
back in business. 

Meanwhile it's pretty lone­
some. I spend a lot of time 
down around the old neigh­
borhood, but I haven't set 
up another partner for taking 
the card players. That seems 
like pretty small stuff now. 
And I don't talk to Henry 
when I see him. And I never 
go in the beanery when that 
counterman is on duty. I've 
got enough troubles in the 
world; I don't have to add to 
them by associating with his 
kind. 

END 
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The Arctic Sea was deadly 

tn every way-

its icy water, crwhing ice1,.~ 

avid beast;. 

Still something there 

was more lethal than these! 

By HA YOEN HOWARD 

lnustrated by GAUGHAN 

WAVELETS of cigarette 
smoke drifted across the 

comfortably lounging enlisted 
men in the air-conditioned 
compartment of the Fleet Bal­
listic Missile submarine, as 
they sat watching Barney. 
Sweat streaming from his 
swollen-veined forehead, hur­
ried and grotesque in his black 
rubber diving suit, exploding 
triumphant curses like under-. 
water demolition charges, 
Barney finished tightening the 
control cables of what resem­
bled a torpedo with two open 
cockpits. "This time the little' 



gal raises her hydroplanes!" 
At this contrast of men, the 

Murderer had to grin, but 
carefully in order not to sweat 
and ruin the insulating quali­
ties of his three woolen layers 
of longjohns. The submariners 
seemed quiet-talking and coop­
erative, as well adjusted as 
sardines in a can. The diver, 
Barney, was foul-mouthed and 
fiercely individualistic, a won­
derful guy-his diving buddy. 

A legend in his own time, 
Barney was reputed to have 
arisen from the mine-strewn 
waters of the Korean coast at 
the time of the Wonsan-In­
chon landings to give advice 
to General MacArthur. 

As an Underwater Demoli­
tion Team diver, Barney dated 
clear back into the Murderer's 
childhood recollections of 
World War II, to dim names 
like Kwa]alein and Guam, 
where former Seabees became 
combat divers to wire and 
blast Japanese underwater ob­
stacles and leave welcoming 
signs for the Marines. 

Barney was only quiet 
about two things, his age and 
his circumference. He still 
fancied himself a baseball 
catcher, and his stubby fingers 
showed th(> deleterious effects 
of grabbing at foul tips with 
a bare hand, but those same 
fingers could expertly repair 
a wristwatch and the auto­
matic transmission of an ad­
miral's car and hock one and 
4 'borrow" the other. 

Barney had managed to put 

his homely younger sister 
through college and was now 
maneuvering to marry her off 
to a lieutenant commander on 
the staff of Admiral Rickover. 
And he could expertly joke the 
fears out of his diving buddy. 

Winking at his comfortably 
smoke-filled audience, Barney 
dumped a sack of non-mag­
netic tools into the forward 
cockpit of the minisub he per­
sonally had built, and cocked 
his head. 

"Murderer, here, is hoping 
the villain is a sea serpent. 
Don't laugh, you sea horses. 
The latest scuttlebutt from 
Alaska has it that every time 
a picket buoy goes dead out 
here under the ice, the last 
sound it broadcasts is a sort 
of toothy crunch." 

HE pushed the joke a little 
further. "Turn your per­

iscopes on the blade Mur­
derer's wearing! John Paul 
Jones used to issue those for 
cutlasses! Murderer's hoping 
to fight the sea serpent hand 
to hand." 

His grin widening with em­
barrassment, the Murderer 
felt called upon to retort. "I'll 
give you a better suspect for 
stealing our picket buoys. San­
ta Claus. These are his terri­
torial waters. Are you aware 
that in the Middle Ages Santa 
Claus was the patron saint of 
thieves?" 

"Now, Mr. College Boy," 
Barney began, "you just want 
to show us you also studied 
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history, not just marine bi­
ology. This boy will even tell 
you a long Latin name for a 
little something that floats 
like dandruff in the water." 
A touch of pride appeared in 
Barney's voice. "He can tell 
you its whole life history and 
what eats it and why it's im­
portant and why it will be a 
lot more important fifty years 
from now when your kids will 
need a lot more food from the 
sea." 

There was a perceptible 
slowing, and the weird sound 
from the atomic submarine's 
heat-exchanger muted. Barney 
glanced at his pressure-proof 
watch. The Murderer tensed. 

"This college boy may look 
like a tennis player," Barney 
went on as if nothing had 
happened, "but in the water, 
when Murderer sees some­
thing swimming down there, 
he doesn't care how big it is. 
We were installing the broad­
cast aerial from a picket buoy 
up through ice, and Murderer 
had just retracted the mag­
nesium flare pole, so I'm half­
blinded. I look down. I see 
something so big I want to 
get out of there on a bicycle. 
But down Murderer swims 
with the magnesium flare in 
one hand and his cutlass in 
the other. It's a shark as big 
as a small whale. The flare 
hypnotizes it, and round and 
round they go, with Murderer 
stabbing away, letting in sea 
water.: until that shark bugs 
out or there like a bare-bot-
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tomed boy from a swarm of 
bumblebees !" 

The Murderer studied his 
depth gauge to cover his em­
barrassment. The reason the 
shark had been so big was that 
it belonged to a species with 
the whale-like habit of strain­
ing the water for minute 
crustaceans. It was harmless 
and had winced from his first 
thrust. Then its shagreen hide 
had tensed to armor-tough­
ness, and it had been like try­
ing to stab a submarine. It 
left because it had no reason 
to stay. 

"I'm rel·ieved," one of the 
submariners laughed, "that 
stabbing fish is how he got 
the name Murderer." 

"Not only fish," Barney 
went on enthusiastically. 
"This boy almost got himself 
court-martialed. We're work­
ing from the icebreaker, out 
from Point Barrow, diving 
from a whaleboat, and before 
the Annapolis ensign can say 
a word Murderer's over the 
side. We put our face-plates 
in the water. He's bubbling 
down on a walrus! I swear, 
he rides it like a bucking 
horse. You need a long blade 
in the arctic. And ugly­
when we bent a cable to that 
walrus from the icebreaker, 
the walrus stalled the winch!" 

"What about tusks?" a sub­
mariner's voice asked. 

THE Murderer had been 
well aware of tusks. For 

three days he had been study-
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ing the walrus herd with fas­
cination. These staring-eyed, 
noisy mammals were living in 
icy water that would numb 
and kill a man in a few min­
utes. 

Some of them were diving 
to clam beds more than two 
hundred and fifty feet down, 
where their bodies were sub­
jected to a pressure of more 
than eight atmospheres. In 
shallower water where cock­
les predominated, he had actu­
ally observed them raking the 
muddy bottom with their 
tusks and rising with great 
disintegrating masses of mud 
and shells between their flip­
pers. Few men had ever seen 
that. 

He marveled at the evolu­
tionary p1·ocess by which some 
primitive land mammal of the 
Eocene Period had become the 
walrus. 

WHY he had swum down 
and attacked a walrus, 

he did not know. Mterward 
he felt ashamed, not just be­
cause it was a dumb thing 
to do and he'd had three ribs 
cracked and should have been 
killed; not because it was a 
show-off thing, with sailors 
urging him to stand in front 
of its hoisted body so they 
could take pictures for their 
girl friends ; not because 
Barney lost his appetite for 
a couple of days and didn't 
seem very eager to dive near 
the herd. What bothered him 
was the indescribable feeling 
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he'd had as he swam down 
with his knife to the walrus, 
a feeling closer than hun­
ger ... 

"When we get back, I'll 
show you the photographs," 
Barney was insisting proudly. 
"When they assigned this boy 
as my diving buddy, they sent 
his name along, Murderer. If 
it swims. Murderer will go 
down after it, they said. And 
they weren't lying." 

But that was not how the 
name originated. Sitting there 
in the drifting cigarette 
smoke, feeling the sweat soak 
through his longjohns, the 
Murderer wished the sub­
marine's commander would 
hurry up and decide on a po­
sition, let them out of the boat, 
get it over with. 

Probably by now, even the 
guys who were in U.D.T. 
training with him believed he 
got the name by murdering 
fish. 

They gave the name to 
him, but it was during an ori­
entation meeting with dia­
grams and graphs and talk of 
megatons and current-borne 
radioactivity and a model of 
an atomic depth charge on the 
table. An incredulous revul­
sion had come over him, this 
mindlessly mechanical can of 
death that could poison, could 
make useless two billion strug­
gling years of life, all wasted, 
single-celled ancestors, di­
atoms, copepods, wondrous 
fish. 

During the discussion, he 

117 



had kept exclaiming: "It's 
murder! It's murder!" This 
was how he had acquired his 
name. 

"Hey, Murderer," one of the 
submariners laughed. "You 
should cut off a sea serpent 
steak for the skipper. I bet 
he'd go for one." 

"Speaking of murderers," 
the Murderer blurted, sud­
denly detesting the name, 
raising his clean-cut, angrily 
intelligent face, flooding his 
longjohns with angry sweat, 
"you all are potential mur­
derers-on a big scale. Let's 
say ten thousand victims 
apiece. I kill a few fish, so I'm 
a murderer? But you are all 
gears and cogs of a mass pro­
duction murder mechanism 
called a Fleet Ballistic Missile 
submarine. An impersonal 
machine that-" 

"Not impersonal," the com­
mander's voice said clearly as 
he came into the compart­
ment. "This boat is just an­
other too1 for survival-like a 
shield or spear. Men make the 
decisions for it." 

BARNEY said in an attempt 
to ease the tension, "You 

want us to bring you any ice 
cubes, Commander?" 

The commander's gray eyes 
studied Barney's red-veined 
ones. "Just bring yourselves 
back, Barney. We'll settle for 
that." He touched the mini­
sub. "All I can say is we think 
we're in the sector where the 
picket buoys shorted out. 
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There've been such meager 
appropriations for hydro­
graphic surveys in the Arctic 
Ocean, we haven't a very clear 
picture of fathometer land­
marks even in this sector. So 
the navigator has depended 
pretty heavily on his dead reck­
oning and inertial navigation. 
What I'm getting at is don't 
spend too much time looking. 
Use conservative search pat­
terns. Give yourself plenty of 
margin to find your way home 
to us. We'll do our best to hold 
this position." 

Slowly, the commander 
smiled. "We'll keep the coffee 
hot until you get back." 

The Murderer watched 
them roll the minisub along on 
its cradle and into the 
chamber. From the stern, the 
minisub looked less like a tor­
pedo. Instead of the compact 
round propeller blades associ­
ated with high speeds under 
water, the minisub had long 
narrow blades which might 
have looked more appropriate 
on a Wright Brother's air­
plane. These would unwind 
through the water so slowly 
there would be no cavitation, 
no tell-tale bubbling sounds. 

"One last thing," the com­
mander said, including the 
Murderer in his gray gaze. 
"No aggressive action. If you 
should meet-someone-break 
off contact in a dignified man­
ner and come home." 

Strangely, the commander 
smiled again and glanced at 
his watch. "Right about now, 
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my two kids are waking from 
their afternoon naps and run­
ning out into the backyard in 
their und('rpants to swing on 
the swings. No aggressive ac­
tion, O.K.?" 

The Murderer felt thankful 
he was not the commander­
with the responsibility for 
sixteen _ hydrogen-warheaded 
Polaris missiles on his back. 

Weighted down by his air 
tanks, the Murderer crawled 
into the chamber beside the 
minisub and reached into the 
stern cockpit. He unreeled a 
few feet of the red wire and 
plugged it into the chest socket 
of his electric suit warmer. 
Out there, you couldn't search 
very long without battery heat 
from the minisub. 

Automatically checking his 
full-face mask, he connected 
with the black wire and tested 
his throat mike, earplug cir­
cuit. "One-two--three--" 

"Four--shut the door," 
Barney's voice croaked weird­
ly. For complicated two-man 
disassemblies underwater, the 
traditional hand signals were 
not enough. The minisub acted 
as a telephone exchange. 

TURNING from the mini­
sub, Barney plugged into 

the telephone connection in 
the wall of the chamber, giv­
ing them the word. From the 
way the Arctic Ocean fire­
hosed into the chamber, the 
Murderer guessed they had at 
least a hundred feet of water 
standing on them. This cap-
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tain had no intention of 
smashing his periscopes on 
pack ice. 

Wryly, the Murderer grin­
ned while the water crept up 
his body. He knew the limiting 
factor in their search for a 
picket buoy, any picket buoy, 
was the survival time in their 
air tanks. As for the mini­
sub, it had the capability of 
keeping their corpses warm 
for several hours thereafter. 
With its gyroscope efficiently 
clicking commands to the rud­
der, it would maintain a 
straighter course than any 
man could steer. If it could 
eat fish and reproduce it­
self ..• 

The waterline rose above 
his glass face-plate. On the 
curved ceilings of the cham­
ber, the air shrank into a 
squirming bubble. The pres­
sure had been equalized. 
There was a cold metallic 
screech as Barney opened the 
outer hatch into the Arctic 
Ocean. 

Valving an additional hiss 
of compressed air into the 
minisub's forward flotation 
tank, the Murderer gave it a 
gentle push and rode it out, 
his hand on the air release 
valve now to prevent the in­
creasingly buoyant minisub 
from falling upward against 
the white-glaring underside of 
the ice pack. 

"There's a hell of a current 
up here," Barney's voice 
croaked. 

The Murderer glanced 
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down, and his free arm clutch­
ed the cockpit in an anthro­
poidal fel:tr-reflex of falling. 
The water was that clear. 
Down there, the submarine 
seemed to drift away like a 
great dirigible in the wind, 
but the Murderer knew the 
minisub was actually doing 
the drifting. 

"Tinker carefully with your 
gyroscope, Mr. Navigator," 
Barney laughed, "and we'll go 
take a look for your sea ser­
pent." 

He gave Barney a straight 
course into the current. The 
Murderer had had nightmares 
of being lost under the arctic 
ice pack. 

"Keep an eye peeled on the 
ice," Barney muttered, but 
the Murderer kept both eyes 
on the instruments and gave 
Barney a one-hundred-eighty­
degree change of course, try­
ing to determine the speed of 
the current. 

"One way's as good as an­
other," Barney laughed. 

Unfortunately, this had to 
be a visual search. The draw­
ing-board boys had designed 
the picket buoys so they 
would not be detected, and 
thoughtfully made them self­
destroying in case they were. 
If anywhere near, a subma­
rine would be recorded, and 
the under-ice warning system 
had actually worked against 
their own submarines. But the 
picket buoys in this sector, one 
by one, had died without a 
warning sound except, as scut-
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tlebutt would have it, a toothy 
crunch. 

"This pack ice has changed," 
Barney's voice muttered. 

Barney and the Murderer 
had been one of the diving 
teams out there when a sub­
marine ejected the buoys be­
neath the polar ice. A buoy 
would squirt from a torpedo 
tube. When the non-magnetic 
float struck the underside of 
the ice, metal rods clutched 
upward like the legs of a 
spider clinging to the ice. A 
thread-like cable lowered the 
tiny instrument capsule into 
the depths. The capsule's 
small size was intended to foil 
typical mine detection sonar, 
while the float was supposed 
to merge with irregularities of 
sonic reflection on the under­
side of the ice. Some admiral 
had even ordered the floats 
painted white, but they still 
cut off light and appeared 
dark from beneath the ice. 

AFTER the divers had melt­
ed a quick hole through 

two or three feet of pack ice 
and extended the whip-like 
aerial into the polar air, head­
quarters could keep track of 
the drifting buoy's location. 
Intermittently, for the classi­
fied number of years the bat­
teries were supposed to last, 
each buoy would broadcast its 
own identification code, only 
coming through with a high 
wattage warning when its in­
strument capsule in the depths 
of the Arctic Ocean was awak-
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ened. The joker here, the Mur­
derer thought, was that the 
aerials might be hard to see, 
but any simple fool could 
make himself a radio location 
finder. Live buoys could be 
hunted from the surface ice. 

"How dry I am," Barney's 
voice croaked unmusically, 
"how dry I be, nobody knows 
-nobody cares-" 

Now the white underside 
of the ice drooped in down­
ward bulges, indicating thick­
er masses of old ice that had 
been frozen into the pack. The 
Murderer saw the gray outline 
of driftwood entombed in this 
old ice. 

"Drift ice from the Siberian 
rivers," Barney croaked. 
"When we planted the picket 
buoys, our sector didn't have 
any of this." 

The Murderer looked down 
at his instruments, preparing 
to change course. 

"My God, look!" Barney's 
voice croaked, and his black 
rubber arm pointed upward. 

The Murderer's breathing 
stopped as he made out some­
thing quivering up there. 
"What is it?" 

"Animal, vegetable or min­
eral," Barney wheezed. "If it's 
animal, I don't want to be 
around when whatever laid 
these eggs comes back." 

Swaying up there on the 
underside of the ice in a ge­
latinous mass at least twenty 
feet across, it resembled a 
mass of gigantic frog's eggs. 

But the Murderer decided 
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there was too great a varia­
tion in size for them to be 
eggs. Those nearest the out­
side of the mass seemed clear;. 
er, more transparent, than the 
surrounding gelatinous sub­
stance. The Murderer's excite­
ment began to fade. 

"They're not eggs," he 
said disappointedly. "I think 
they're only bubbles encased 
in some sort of soft plastic." 

"Mineral," Barney said 
with some relief in his voice. 
"Now I see that dark part in 
the middle has the shape of a 
can. The bubbles must be to 
float a mine or secret mecha­
nism," his voice ended excited­
ly. Barney wanted nothing to 
do with live things ; he liked 
mechanical devices that click­
ed and buzzed and could be 
taken apart and then put back 
together. 

He eased the minisub up to­
ward the gelatinous mass. 

"Don't bring the minisub 
too close," the Murderer gasp­
ed, imagining a mechanical 
click as the impersonal gadg­
etry within the can detected 
their approach and cocked the 
lifeless steel prongs of a deto­
nator. 

Barney laughed in excited 
contrast. "Even our air tanks 
are non-magnetic. Or if it's 
hydrophonic, the noise level to 
set it off would have to be 
plenty high, because of all the 
crunching sounds every day 
in the ice. I'm going to find out 
what it is." 

Barney rose from his cock-
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pit, trailing his green-stained 
canvas bag of non-magnetic 
tools. 

"You're not going to cut 
into it, are you?" the Murder­
er cried. 

"That's what the taxpayers 
pay me for-to protect them 
from-you name it. Murderer, 
you sail the minisub off until 
all my telephone cable is out. 
Just like when we practiced 
disarming our picket buoys, 
I'll tell you every move I 
make." 

"If it's a mine," the Mur­
derer said, "I'll be as flattened 
as you." 

"Take notes on your naviga­
tional pad. I'll start with a 
little experimental cut into the 
jello. We can't go off and leave 
this thing ; we'd never find it 
again. And it wouldn't be ex­
actly smart to tow it to our 
submarine until we know 
what its insides are supposed 
to do." 

BARNEY'S black rubber 
arm was sawing vigorous­

ly up and down. "This jello's 
tougher than it looks. Very 
ingenious. I'll bet this was a 
compact little bundle when a 
submarine ejected it into the 
water. Probably sea water 
makes it swell-and chemi­
cals fizz inside so that the 
bubbles appear and float the 
can up to the underside of 
the ice. 

"This is important," Bar­
ney's voice croaked on. "I've 
come to some thin shiny wires. 
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They seem to be an through 
the jello and to curve baclt in 
toward the can." 

The Murderer clenched his 
hand. He could feel the ten­
dons and imagine the wonder­
fully intricate nerves of his 
living hand. He'd been fright;. 
ened many times under the 
sea. Occasionally divers talk­
ed about which way they'd 
rather go. Nitrogen narcosis 
was popular among the heavy 
drinkers. Barney's choice--a 
nice close mine explosion be­
cause it would be so quick. 
They thought the Murderer 
was crazy when he said he'd 
rather be eaten by a Great 
White Shark than smashed 
by some miserable explosive 
gadget. 

·"Now I'm spreading two 
wires apart," Barney said 
calmly, "but I've left a layer 
of gelatin around each of 
them. I will not cut the wires 
and I'll try not to let them 
touch each other." 

Gradually his head and 
shoulders disappeared up into 
the gelatinous mass. 

"Don't snag your tanks or 
regulator on a wire," the Mur­
derer breathed. 

"Now I'm cutting within a 
few inches of the base of the 
can." Only Barney's kicking 
legs showed. "My air is filling 
the cut-and I'm going-to 
open a--chimney." Bubbles 
emerged from the side of the 
swaying mass. 

"Suppose this thing ill 
atomic," the Murderer said. 
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"It would crush our ballistic 
missile sub from here." 

"This is peacetime, boy. No­
body's fool enough to let an 
atomic mine go drifting 
around with the ice." 

The Murderer looked down 
at the hard metal shell of the 
minisub. You could blast and 
smash it, and it would still be 
metal. You even could vapor­
ize it, and its atomic parti­
cles would be somewhere--or 
changed into energy-but 
nothing really lost, because it 
had never been alive. The 
Murderer thought of the com­
mander's two kids waking 
from their naps. It had taken 
life two billion years to get 
that far, and it all could be 
lost. Right now, was Barney 
committing aggressive action? 

He thought again of that 
orientation class where they 
theoretically learned how to 
disarm an unexploded atomic 
depth charge. He had express­
ed his feeling that these atom­
ic charges were murder. The 
fools had laughed and begun 
calling him Murderer. 

"The bottom of this can is 
as blank," Barney said, "as a 
sailor in one of those modern 
art museums. I'm going to cut 
my way along the side of the 
can and see what I can see." 

A little fish, perhaps lost 
from its school, peered into 
the Murderer's glass face­
plate. Its wondrous eye grew 
inquisitively larger, and he 
thought of the millions of co­
operating cells that made up 
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its eye and optic nerve and 
receiving brain and the mar­
vel that the individually drift­
ing cells of two billion years 
ago could have achieved this. 

There was a contradiction, 
he thought. He was amazed by 
life and yet he speared fish. 
Did he enjoy feeling life wrig­
gle on the end of his spear? 

"I've reached the top," Bar­
ney's voice croaked. "There's a 
rod here--get this, a vertical 
rod. It extends up into the ice 
like with the aerials of our 
picket buoys. I knew it wasn't 
a mine. This is how they plan 
to detect our atomic subma­
rines. This will make a very 
interesting present for Ad­
miral Rickover-" 

At this instant there was 
a darkening slap against the 
Murderer's mask. His ear­
drums burst inward. His in­
testines squeezed up into his 
chest from the force of the 
underwater explosion. He 
blacked out. 

I CE water seared his face. 
He was drowning. Convul­

sively, his hand groped for his 
mask. The glass was intact. 
His hand dragged the mask 
back to a proper fit upon his 
face, and compressed air forc­
ed out the sea water. He could 
feel the telephone cord pulling 
at his mask. 

Everything was blinding 
white, and he realized he was 
belly up beneath the ice. "Bar­
ney?" 

The telephone wire began 
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to drag him down head first, 
and he went down it hand 
over hand toward the slowly 
sinking minisub. "Barney?" 

Further down, he saw Bar­
ney's black rubber suit 
spread-eagled and sinking, 
and he swam clumsily down 
past the minisub. He clutched 
Barney's black rubber arm 
and dragged it toward the 
minisub. The black rubber suit 
seemed to have no bones. 
Everything drooped and sway­
ed as he tried to fit Barney 
into the stern cockpit. When 
he wrapped Barney's wires to 
tie him in, they came face to 
face. There was no glass in 
Barney's mask. The glass had 
burst where the face had been. 

llKURDERER'S eyes nar-
1 l • rowed in helpless rage at 
Barney's death. 

Dragging himself into Bar­
ney's forward cockpit, he valv­
ed air into the minisub's 
forward flotation tank, raising 
the torpedo-like nose. It was 
then that he saw them up 
there, silhouetted small and 
frog-like against the blinding 
white ice, two divers. 

The two silhouettes were 
looking down at him, and he 
knew they had been attracted 
by the explosion of their gelat­
inous picket buoy. He looked 
all around for the dim gray 
outline of their submarine, but 
there was no sign of their 
"home," and his gaze concen­
trated with wide-eyed inten­
sity on their black paddling 
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sh.ap~ as his minisub rose 
from the depths. 

He saw them exchange hur­
ried hand signals. They began 
to swim away, side by side, 
their fins fluttering rapidly 
now. They were swimming a 
definite course, and still there 
was no sign of their subma­
rine as his minisub inexorably 
gained on them. · 

Now that he had reached 
their altitude, he noticed they 
were already tiring. One diver 
looked back, then swam fran­
tically to catch up with the 
other. Like a slow fighter 
plane, the minisub came in on 
them from behind, and one 
diver pushed at the other. 
They again exchanged hand 
signals, losing yards to the 
minisub, and one began to 
swim hard while the other 
turned back, facing the mini­
sub, raising his hand in what 
appeared to be a courteous 
military salute. The minisub 
kept coming straight at him. 

Then the diver spread his 
arms in a gesture of peace. 
The minisub's torpedo-shaped 
nose rammed his belly. Un­
sheathing his long blade, the 
Murderer struck. 

As the diver wriggled, the 
Murderer withdrew the blade 
and struck again. Air bubbles 
streamed from the diver's 
chest with each exhalation of 
breath as he backwatered. His 
expression seemed mild sur­
prise as the Murderer struck 
a third time, driving the blade 
down between the man's neck 
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and collar bone, pushing him 
deeper. The next blow smash­
ed the mask. Belatedly, the 
man's hand flurried, seeming 
to clutch at his bubbles as he 
sank. 

The Murderer looked up. 
Far off under the ice, the 
other diver had stopped, was 
looking down, watching, and 
the Murderer held up his 
blade as a signal and turned 
the minisub upward, after 
him. This diver took ·evasive 
action among the downward 
bulges of old Siberian ice and 
suddenly vanished. 

Although there was no sky 
glare in the water, the Mur­
derer supposed the diver had 
found an open lead in the ice 
and would rather freeze to 
death, or at least put up a fight 
from the edge of the ice, than 
die in the water. 

on the ice, white except for its 
glass. Then his eyes were at­
tracted by motion, by the 
parka-clad men hauling the 
surviving diver up on the ice. 
Other darkish figures were 
simply standing there, some of 
them beginning to point. 

Behind them was a smaller 
helicopter with the loop-shap­
ed aerial of a radio location 
finder mounted atop its plastic 
dome. There was something 
wrong with the sky, and the 
Murderer realized it was not 
the sky. It was a vast white 
canvas dome, dimpling in the 
polar wind. The unnatural cir­
cle in the ice and the equip­
ment grouped around it all 
were hidden from aerial obser­
vation. 

Pointing at him from the 
fuselage of the huge helicop­
ter, and so close that his eyes 
had avoided it, was a metal 

VALVING more air into the boom with a hoist cable taut 
minisub's flotation tanks, into the water, tethering 

the Murderer steered it rapid- something below the surface. 
ly up into the oddly round, Some of the men were running 
oddly dim lead in the ice pack. toward the huge helicopter 
At the edge of his mask-vision now. In front of them at the 
he glimpsed a longish tubular edge of the ice lay shapeless 
shape suspended in the water, bundles of what appeared to 
but the minisub was rising too be black rubberized canvas, 
fast for him to get a good look. and he wondered fleetingly if 
The overbuoyant minisub these contained more of the 
bloomed above the surface and soon-to-be gelatinous picket 
sloshed back, rolling unstead- buoys. One of the figures was 
ily while the film of water slid aiming something at him. As 
off his mask without freezing the Murderer let air out of the 
and he saw. flotation tanks and swiftly 

The white blur became the sank, he realized it had not 
biggest twin-rotored copter he been a gun ; it had been a cam­
had ever seen, squatting there era with a telephoto lens. 
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. He passed the tubular shape 
on the end of the cable. It was 
an anti-submarine torpedo. 
When he sank deeper, he pass­
ed a cylinder dangling from 
two black rubber-insulated 
cables. 

He valved compressed air 
back into the flotation tanks 
and came up under the ice, so 
hazardously close he had to 
duck his head as he steered a 
weaving course among the 
downward bulges of old Si­
berian ice. Even though he 
had been deafened, he felt the 
sonar pulsing against the ice, 
searching for him. Then he 
felt it knocking against the 
minisub, pinging against his 
air tanks, thudding accusing­
ly against his bones. It follow­
ed him wherever he steered. 

He smiled blearily. This 
would be the ultimate if they 
unleashed the expensively in­
tricate homing torpedo-at 
one man riding a cheap mini­
sub constructed by a big­
handed, happily singing petty 
officer on his own time. He 
hoped they would waste the 
torpedo on him. If he had to 
be destroyed by a gadget, an 
infernal machine, at least it 
was better to be killed as an 
individual rather than in a 
group so large he would be 
nameless in death. 

Abruptly the sonar left him. 
They must have decided he 
was not going to lead them 
back to his submarine. Now 
theY: were hurriedlY.: ranging 
for 1t. 
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He cruised on and on with 
his dead cargo. 

Then he felt the echo of 
sonar from the submarine's 
hull. He must be close. The 
helicopter, with its sonar sys­
tem lowered into the water 
like a fisherman's hook, had 
caught the Fleet Ballistic Mis­
sile submarine. 

He could feel the subma­
rine's sonar searching franti­
cally. They would be sounding 
for another submarine. He 
could imagine horror on the 
sonar men's faces as they real­
ized they couldn't detect any­
thing at the apparent source 
of the unidentified sonar that 
had caught them. 

The submarine's sonar 
caught something-him. 

HE STEERED directly into 
it and found the subma­

rine. Bow into the current, t~e 
gray undersea boat was still 
holding its position. The Mur­
derer guessed the commander 
had decided that the best move 
was no move. 

Valving out air, he brought 
the minisub down, opened the 
outer hatch and dragged 
the minisub into the water­
filled chamber. A great weari­
ness had come over him and it 
was all he could do to lock the 
hatch. He knocked on the bulk­
head, while the persistent so­
nar pinging went on and on. 
Someone tapped very gently, 
although they might as well 
hammer with a wrench; it 
wouldn't make any difference 
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now. The Murderer realized 
they were waiting for him to 
plug into the telephone socket 
and give his maximum depth 
and time spent there and other 
decompression data he hadn't 
kept. They intended to decom­
press him as if this were just 
another safe-and-sane train­
ing exercise. 

In the chamber lights, Bar­
ney's rubber suit had sagged 
over the side of the minisub 
like a black rag doll. The Mur­
derer averted his eyes and 
plugged in. 

"One--two--three--" he 
said automatically. 

"Barney?" 
"Barney's dead." 
"This is the commander. 

There is a submarine out 
there. For some reason, we 
can't locate it with our sonar. 
Have you seen it?" 

"Commander, it's a heliCOP­
ter. They have an anti-subma­
rine torpedo in the water." 

"I'm having difficulty read­
ing you-" 

"Helicopter. Anti-sub tor­
pedo!" 

"Did they take any aggres­
sive action against you?" 

"Depends on how you look 
at it. Their picket buoys are 
under here. Barney tried to 
recover one. It was booby­
trapped to destroy itself." 

"Barney?" the commander's 
voice persisted. 

"I told you he's dead! I got 
one of their divers." 

"One of their divers? He 
was attacking you?" 
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"I killed him. He was trying 
to get away." 

There was a long pause. 
Only the persistent knocking 
of the giant helicopter's sonar 
reached the Murderer's ear. 

When the commander spoke 
again, it was as if murder had 
been done. "Do they know?" 

"The other one looked back. 
Sure they know. They know." 

"Then they may consider 
we're the ones who've taken 
aggressive action," the com­
mander said slowly. "We'll 
have to wait. If we move off, 
their commanding officers on 
the spot may feel committed to 
local retaliatory action. We'll 
have to wait while they're 
radioing for instructions. 
We'll have to hope their side 
will decide to take this before 
an international court." 

"Court? What sort of court? 
A murder court?" 

"Let's hope it's only one 
murder," the commander's 
voice came through distantly, 
"and not one hundred million. 
We'll have to sit it out." 

As decompression began, 
the Murderer sank down be­
side Barney's body in the 
water-filled chamber. Super­
Unposed upon the command­
er's two little kids, swinging 
on their swings, he saw the 
surprised face of the diver­
and even the little fish, lost 
from its school, and its won­
drous eye--two billion years 
of evolution waiting for a ver­
dict of life or death. 

END 
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Looking Ahead? 
• 

You must be, or you wouldn't be reading this maga­
zine. looking ahead, for instance, into the future of 
technology, sociology, ecology, space and time and 
terrestrials and extraterrestrials. 

But what about looking ahead to: 

• Saving money? <The longer your subscription to IF, 
the more free issues you get.) 

• Saving steps? (A subscription brings IF right to 
your mailbox, irrespective of heat, cold, snow, rain, 
gloom of night-and mailed flat, to boot.) 

• Saving time? (You get your copies at least a week 
before the newsstands receive theirs.) 

• Saving your temper? UF can and often does sell 
out; with a subscription there's no need to hunt 
from stand to stand.) 

IN SHORT, IF YOU'RE REALLY LOOKING AHEAD, 
YOU'LL EITHER USE THE COUPON BELOW OR SEND 
IN YOUR ORDER ON ANY OLD SHEET OF PAPER. 

r----------------- COUPON ----------------, 

IF Science Fiction • 421 Hudson Street • New York 14, New York 

Start my subscription to IF Science Fiction with the ----­
issue. I enclose (check one): 

6 issues .... $1.75 lZ issues .... $3.00 

Foreign Postage 6 bsues 5~ Additional 

Name_ ______________________________________ ___ 

Addre'ML----------------------------------------

City·------------------ P. 0. Zone- Statew.__ __ _ 

1--------------------------------------------_. 



The BEMs in your neighborhood 

No. GF-614 by Emsh 

\four Numr l!irrr 

No. GM-12 by Cu ll en Rapp 

won't run off with your books 
if you put inside the front cover 
of each book ... a gummed bookplate 
with your name printed on it! 

YOUR NAME HERE 

No. GF-612 by Emsh 

• . l 
Your Name Here 

~."· , · ~.;:,I A- "' .... -...:,!r4 :l 

No. GX -57 by Lynd W ard 

FINAGLE SAYS-

The umpteenth corollary 
of Finagle's General Law of 
Dynamic Negatives says: 

"No books are ever l11!0t 
by loaning except ones you 
particularly want to l<eep." 

IOOfor$4; 200,$6 ; 300,$8 
with owner's name imprinted 
All Postpa id . Add st ate sales tax, if any. 

ACTUAL SIZE, a ll des igns, 3x4 inches 

The dcsiRns show n above arc the only ones we offerl 

Order from IF MAGAZINE ·421 Hudson Street, New York 14, N.Y. 



BESTER'S BES'fl 
Have you read his famed THE DEMOLISHED MAN ? Lived in 
its vividly real telepathic society, detailed so ingeniously and dra­
matically that, finishing the book, you'll find it hard to believe that 
society doesn't exist - yet ! 

By special arrangement with the publisher of THE DEMOLISHED 
MAN, we can offer you this magnificent book for $1.00, 2/3 off d c 
tegular price, plus 25¢ for postage and handling. 

Y3 OF. 
LIST 

PRICE 

-~-----------

. CASE 
BOUND 

$JOO 

Supplies are limited! Send your order in immediately! 
(Use Coupon or Separate Sheet) 

Please 
rush me 
D copies of 

GALAXY PUBLISHING CORP. 
421 Hudson St. THE DEMOLISHED MAN 

, The Original 
Edition - Complete I 

Not A i.ow Cost Reprint - .. 

THE DEMOLISHED MAN 

New York 
14, 

N.Y. Yet Yours for 
Only $1.001 

Plus Postage 25~ 
Name ___________________________________ ___ 

Address. ____ _ ----------------·-
City· __________________ State· ______ _ 

I Enclose, ____ _ 
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