ARTIINS

STORIES,

Vol. 23, No. 1 A THRILLING PUBLICATION March, 1951

A Complete Novel

THE STARMEN OF LLYRDIS
BY LEIGH BRACKETT

Michael Trehearne sensed his difference  from
other men, but didn't know he was o changeling
of the only race able to conquer the stars! 9

Two Complete Novelets
EARTHMEN NO MORE %5 .Edmond Hamilton 76

When Curt Newton a the 1.“.‘",..". revived John Carey from his decp freese,
med 10 g0 home— re in space was home?

THE TWO SNADOWS -William F. Temple 106
A poct, o pragmais and g i hey were a" :hw oas Lot of humanity after

Short Steries
THEN FLY OUR GREETINGS. .Margaret St. Clair 95
Science discovers the secret of muial repulion
MEN OF THE TEN BOOKS. ..................... -Jack Vance 122
‘Th fol: on the sirane planet spok the mguage of Earth
SHORT ORDEK .Sam Merwin, Jr. 135

Enoch Jones had been everyhere—but toas aliays tn the same spot

Features
THE n'HEl VIBRATES
iemce fiction department featuring

cunzm FAN PUBLICATIONS. ..
SCIENCE FICTION BOOKSHELF. ...
LOOKING AHEAD

.The Editor 6

A Department 157
..Coming Features 161




Short Order
By SAM MERWIN, JR.

Enoch Jones, the wanderer, had

been about everywhere there

was to go—but he had traveled always in the same spotl

was time to close up the dog-
wagon for the night. The hands of
the dirty-faced clock on the wall yawned
widely at five minutes o
xonk 1osod siowty, Srelly, sowwnd 1y
nocturnal crack at the base of the wall.
Molly, the stubby hitk-bodied waitress,
had already hung up her apron and de-
parted for home—or wherever she
135

elected to unveil her sawed-off-shotgun
charr
Enoch Tomos,the leathery bald-headed
short-order cook, cleaned with profes-
sional care the lnng thin-bladed knife
was the chief instrument of his
sandwich eatting teade; Ha placod it
carefully in its rack-slot above the back-
bar, then turned to regard with mel-

g2
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ancholy disinterest the two burly blue-
chinned Diesel truckmen who were the
sole remaining customers.

“Closing up,” he told them, his hands
unfastening with the expertness of long
practise the strings of his own white

apron.
“Okay, pop,” said one of them. His
voice too bore the fuzz of bone.deep
fatigue. “Just as soon as I get this
java down.”
Enoch Jones nodded and made a few
half-hearted swipes at the top of the
Torvice bar with a towel that had see
better days. Occasionally, at this time
of the morning, it seem that he

8

Outside a trunk ruared plxt wlthnut
stopping.  Enoch Jones eady
o o thebright red-and: yellow.
ndgreen s tha roclaimen the pres-
ence of Enock's Diner—Tables, Pizza,
Dancing. He thought of putting a slug
in_the juke-box, decided against it. It
might causo the Disse] drivers o linger:
-two years could veem like a
thousandpias, Tones. - decided:
Usually he didn’t allow himself to think
sbout it. He didn't think sbout much of
anything any more—beyond the scanf
mental requirements of facing every-
day existence.

He had long since learned that
thought was the door-key to recollec-
tion—and recollection was the stairway
to the attic of dusty and discarded and

decided were responsible for most of
life’s miseries.

NOCH JONES had had his share of
hers—perl more than his
share. His life, he thouzhit when he al-

lowed himself to think along such lines,
had been dominated by dreams ever
since, st the age of five and a half, he
had first imagined the backyard puddle
that appeared with each February thaw
to'be & pirate sea, peopled by & Olineux,
Blackbeard, Captain Kidd—and paved
with pmu bullion.
icular dream, which invari-
ably found him steiding & rocing quar.

; cutlas in hand, defying muti-
neers and S sea captains simul-
taneously, had nob endured very long de-
pite 2 vividuess and satistaction. For
other dreams, vivid, each as
satistying, had “Tollowed one. another
with the

For awhile, atter the bukynrd pirate
sea dried up In the heat of e
Yot Eoch dons o Vome s ek
with cattle rustling vnuhons. riding
the wide Ioap an to the draw
rormed gambiers amid. the
flse front dens of Foe Great Southwest.
had b

FreWan Stroe
these dreams, while it endund. had filed
him utterly.

Itimately, of esusse, e king-sized
dream had come to erase the vigor of

The space-ship, resting upright in its
desert cradle, had been sleek, beautiful,
dangerous, suggestive.of the ultimate
in unknown adventure. In blast-off it
had been incredibly beautiful and if, in
its journey through space to the
the stars looked like pinpricks in a black
velvet curtain, the ship itself had re-
‘mained as sleek and suggestive as ever
—especially in Technicolor.

1t had been only a Hollywood fantasy
—but with it Enoch Jones had soared
free of the increasing encroachments of
the dull commonplaces of living. From
then on he was a spaceman—even
though no scientist nor adventurer had
yet even to approach the long talked-of
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conquest of space.

Enoch Jones, s pa c e man — Enoch
Jones, explorer of alien worlds—Enoch
Jones, perhaps, ruler of some strange
planet where no other human foot had
'-‘rﬂd, nn er human voice been he

s the dream which, after the

Tashion of drearms, had come io be Enoch

Jones—although perhaps it was the
er way around.

This was the dream that refused to
fade or be superseded in his imagina-
tion. In fact, the older he grew the more
it came to occupy his thoughts asleep as
well s awake. Gradully it began more
and more to shape—or as his parents
had tmplied-—to infect his Tite.

ones was not blessed in any

wordly degree. His father was not ric
—quite otherwise. Since there were half
= docen children hnd he was the second
oldest he had to go to work early. He
darifted from job to b mever abie to
rise in such careers as offer
his dresm of space prevented sustained

So e became a short-order cook. He
Jknew he would never get rich behind a
‘counter-bar—but he could do the work
satisfactorily by rote once he had mas-
tered its intricacies. More important, if
‘man reached the planets in his lifetime,
someone would have to cook for them
there as well as on Earth.

Perhaps his logic was odd but it satis-
fied him. He even began to pile up a
sizable amount of money in the bani out
of his modest earnings. For if his dream
prevented his rise in the world it also
prevented his forming any of the usual
tiey, aseuing any of the sl responsi-

ilities up 2 man’s 5.
P areiage was ot for T s th
girle scomed to sense it. He did not
starve for women sines i desves ware
channeled otherwise and me
female uound ‘would find hl! !el! -pre-
1-.

" he used to say occa-
sionally over a glass of whiskey with &
r chaser, “how many of them that

ORDER ptd
gets them like it after they're stuck with
em?”

There was no answer to that one.

ve his uving; con-
verted to Traveler's Checks and tal

for a balmier clime. He knew his rmsp
mess and could id get 0 job_almost any-
where at any time. This, of course, was
= Plained factor n Tolfllment of Hia
dream.

He didn't care much for the cities. He
liked to work the places between towns,
the little demi-communities that have a

inging up along the great
highways alongside the filling and serv-

re-
fuelling of gas tanks as well as the in-
ner man.
Yes, Enoch Jones got around. It was
only after he had lost most of his hair
and had his upper teeth replaced by a
dental plate that the extent of his be-
trayal began to dawn on him. And by
that time it was too late to do much
about it.

NE night, much like this one, when

he stepped outside after closing up

and looked up and down the highway,

he had an odd impression that he was

just a kid on his first job, working a few

miles from the small dark-whits home-

l—the place with the spring pud-

e o Ehe backyard from whioh mi oot
dream had sprung.

“What's eatin’ you, lover?” Birdie,
the dark-roots blonde who had shared
quarters with him,in 3 shack behind
the garage down the highway asked.
“You look Tike you swallowed » herring
bone.”

“I'm okay,” Enoch Jones replied.
oT'm okay. Just thought of something.

Com t a quart of rye stashed
at the house

‘had figured the whiskey would kill

the ‘hought n.-c had troubled him. But

it hadn’ f-w d-yu later he had

moved o to ere else. He
hadas wated fo face it Bt ultimately
he had had to.



the places he had been—an

ked Miami, winter playground

of the continent—and all he had seen

of it were neon signs and gas stations
and the inside of the dogwagon.

ad heard was the rumble of

¢ slow chatter and the roar

on Route 66, near Greenwich, Connecti-
cut, on the Montreal-Quebec Highway
and on the main drag beyond Phoenix,
Arizons. He had been places yes—about

a man had a right to get—
but he might as well have seen, have
been in only one.

Enoch Jones had begun to show his
age once this thought attained the
reaches of his conscious mind. He knew
he had lost it, lost whatever it was that
kept him going so long. There were no
‘mare Birdies for him—the Mc

, saw that it was now one minute
of fm-r, "Come on, fellows id
uck  drivers.

“Okay, pop.” The one who had first
spoken yawned widely, nudged the shin
of his mmpnmon ‘with his heavy boot.
“We ’ ourselves. See you

"I need some

e got

next tm:. old timer.
‘So_long, pop—give that Molly a

smooch for me.” The other driver, grin-

ning, was on his feet. They brought

clumped on out nto the night, buttoning
their heavy felt wvernlls anﬂ nullm! on
their_thick boots. A bl ostril-
l‘tmmng nu' lccnmplmed thelr L
Jones turned off all but the
night M and So oo in 0w peany
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outer garments. It was cold enough out-

especially when he was bone tired. The
hundred and fifty yards to the two
rooms he had in back of the filling sta-
ton, geemed Ik mfen.

He e lock on the door and
dammed it bebind bim and paused out-
side, nerving the walk ta
his waiting bed. The zoar of & Disse
motor, catching with difficulty in e
cold of the night, made him jump. He
lifted an arm in salute as his two re-
cent customers rolled past, sodium head-
lights slicing the darkness in eerie
death-yellow trim streamers.

e Tooked around him before begin-
2itg Ma wall ¢ shalter Mot of the
bright ne e darkened for
the remainder of the nights But Fogan,

who ran the roadhouse—by courtesy
only—this side of the filling station, still
had his signs glowing. And the big bill-
boards Tined tho highway spobtly, ad-
vertising their various products, from
digestion alds t0 cold eures to tires to

T s cold but there was no snow—

bona that were highways in the night,
sick of neon s and
Poadhouses and dlling stations and bwo-
room shacks in which he no longer could
live alone from

“I never got anywhere after all,” he
muttered as the cold made his nostrils
S and & gustof wind all but soppod
in his tracks. “Not anywhere at all

& .pm of all my travels.
He didu't oven ook up at the twin

im—for at best

and Phobos were dull and tiny pheiig
and in the bright glare of electricity,
‘neon tubing and sodium lamps they were
scarcely vi




