NOW PUBLISHED EVERY MONTH

A MARGULIES MAGAZINE

science fiction

APRIL, 1959 Vol. 3, No. 5

Short Novel THE SOLOMON PLAN ............J. T. McIntosh

It was a strange world . . . where no man’s life was safe and the
wheel of progress had come to a full stop. Its citizens seemed o be a
race apart. What was its terrifying, long-buried secrct? 4

A Novelet PSYCHOSIS FROM SPACE ... .. ................. Frilz Leiber

It looked like an out-and-out case of space shock . . . space insanity.
But a man on the edge of violence can sometimes topple a universe. 34

Short Stories THE DUEL OF THE INSECUREMAN ... ............ Tom Purdom

Tomorrow may have its own quite deadly way of settling an argunrent. 43
THE LAST LEGEND .................coonnnnn. Algis Budrys
He had ed space and bel d to the ages. Or so he thought. 53

PATIENT 926 .................c.ciiviinnn.. Rebert Wicks

The child was a social menace. He beliesed in “Alice in Wonderland.” 57

JOB OFFER . ....... .. .ottt Henry Slesar
World War IV had made job-secking difficult . . . for the victims. 60

Feature Articles THE MARVELOUS A. MERRITT ............ ... Sam Moskowitz

Merrit was a lifelong explorer of new worlds and new dimensions.

The man himself was as remarkable as his widely popular books. 26
WHAT OUR SPACEMEN ARE DOING ............ Ellery Lanier

An article you've been waiting for: spacemen in a miiracle undertaking. 48

A FASCINATING DISCOVERY ............... Huge Gernsback
A striking tribute to Jules Verne . ., reproduced from a bronze original. 52

LEO MARGULIES, Publisher CYLVIA KLEINMAN, Ediforial Direcior
FRANK B. LONG, Associate Editor KEITH AYLING, Article Editor

Cover Painting by VoLuME 3, No. 5. Published monlhly by Renovm Publica-
RAY PIOCH SATELLITE tions, Inc., 501 Filth Avenue, N. Y. Y. Subscriptions,

12 issues $4.00; single copies 35r Entered as second class m:uler at lhe post office,

New York, N. Y. Additional entry at Concord, N. H, The entire contents of this

issue are © 1959 by Renown Publications, Inc, under the Inlernauonal Capy-

right Convention. All rights reserved under Inter-. menun Copy © Coavention.

Postage must accompany manuscripts and draw red. but no

respansibility will be assumed for unsolicited mate als. Places and characters in

this magazine are wholly fictitious. April 1959. Printed in U. I’m/ma.m:

—Return 3579 to Renown Publications, Inc., 501 Fillh Avenue, N. Y. Y.




JOB OFFER

World War Four had left a very serious employment problem for parents

to grapple with. It was tragic . . . heart-rending in more ways than one.
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hy HENRY SLESAR

HEY saT AT THE kitchen table and talked,

Birnham and his wife; not that the living room
wasn’t more comfortable, but since the end of War
Four they had somehow begun to regard the kitchen
as their mecting room, where the peeling linoleum
surface served as a council table.

And besides, Wally wouldn't hear them from
the kitchen, from behind the locked door of his
small bedroom. They could talk freely here, with-
out their words hurting him any more than he
was injured now.

“This is what I hatc,

»

Birnham said. “Him

60 © 1959, by Henry Slesar SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION



loafin’ around his bedroom all day, ncver going
out, not a peep outa him.”

“He’s brooding,” his wife said. “You know
how he feels, Joe. Sort of mixed up and everything,
about this offer. He's thinking it over.”

“What's there to think over? Say, you know
how many jobs the vidcopaper listed this morning,
in the whole goddamn cityzone? Fifteen!”

“But you krnow how he fecls about it. He'll have
to do just what he hated all his life. Let people
stare at him.”

“He should be used to it by now. Aw, listen,
Sheila, I know what the kid’s going through. Hell,
of course I do. But he’s over twenty-one; he knows
the score. Ile ain’t never gonna be drafted, not the
way he is, all funny like that, so we can’t depend
on the Army feeding and housing him. You know
[ ain’t earned more than fifty stamps since the War.
He should be grateful Mr. Metelkopf made him
the offer.”

“He’s such a nice man,” Sheila said, smoothing
her skirt. “He talks so respectable. I thought peo-
ple like that were—well, you know. Not so edu-
cated.”

“Metelkopf’s the biggest man in the circus busi-
ness. He knows his stuff, don’t worry about that.
I mean, it won’t be like any old freak show Wally
would be in. It would be more like a—well, like
a scientific curiosity.”

“But the staring,” his wife sighed. “Wally always
hated the staring. He hated being so different from
everybody.”

“But he is different. He should see a mirror once
in a while. He should go out into the Shelters and
sce people. He should FACE FACTS.”

“Don’t shout, Joe. Nothing wrong with his ears.”

Birnham looked contrite. “I'm sorry, Sheila. But
it's tough on me, too. They're talking about another
stampcut at the plankton plant. And all this talk
about War Five—"

“No,” Sheila said, going white. “Dow’t say that,
Joe. T mean, the President told us—"

“So maybe it was just talk. Things are rough,
Sheila. We got no excuse not to look facts in the
face. Wally, too.”

“Shush,” his wife said, looking at the doorway
of the kitchen where their son stood watching.

“I made up my mind,” Wally said.

“That'’s good,” his mother crooned, “Anything
you want to do is all right with us, Wally. You
know that.”

“Sure,” the boy said bitterly, and went to the
telephone. He looked up before he dialed, and
saidp: “I'm tclling Metelkopf yes. In case you want
to know.”

Birnham and his wife watched their son com-
plete the call. They watched with pain in their
vyes, the pain that never eased when his tall slim
figure was in their sight, the strange balance of his
weird body, the arms equidistant and uniform, the
head neatiy at midpoint of his squarc shoulders,
the two legs growing straight from his torso to the
ground. They sighed, and Birnham put his arms
about his wife’s shoulders, and the third arnm
reached up and gently wiped the tear that was
squeezing its way from the single eye set into her
wrinkled brow.
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