NOW PUBLISHED EVERY MONTH

A MARGULIES MAGAZINE

science fiction

r,- FEBRUARY, 1959 Vol. 3, No. 3
Short Novel SECOND CHANCE......................J. F. Bone
It was a strange and tervifying world of machines, robots startlingly
on the human side, and plants more keenly intelligent than vegetable
growths had a right to be. No wonder Time itsclf took a holiday! 4
A Novelet THE FORSAKEN EARTHMAN . .......William Lindsay Gresham
When a man attempts to bring up his own children in the Martian
deeps stark tragedy is often inevitable. 56
Short Stories A STATUEFORFATHER ......................Isaac Asimov
The time-grapple had an ceric affinity for dinosaurs. 33
ABDUCTOR MINIMI DIGIT ..............Ralph Milne Farley
Thought-control on the borderland of the unknown. 42
MR. BAUER AND THE ATOMS ..................Fritz Leiber
He was a walking atomic bomb . . . cven as you and 1! 45
FROM LITTLEACORNS ........................Chad Oliver
On an alien planet dawn-life must be closely watched. 48
THE CHICKEN-HEARTED GHOST ................Dal Stivens
The ghost was so timid . . . he frightened himself! 53
Feature ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE ..................Sam Moskowitz
The author of Sherlock Holimes was his own most remmarkable crea-
tion. A lively study in genius. 36
LEO MARGULIES, Publisher CYLVIA KLEINMAN, Editorial Director
FRANK B. LONG, Assaciate Editor ELLERY LANIER, Article Editor

, VoLuME 3, No. 3. Published monthly by Renown Publica-
Cover Painting by SATELLITE (ions Tnc.’sol Eifih Avenue, N. Y. 17, N. Y. Subscriptions,
ALEX SCHOMBURG 12 issues $4.00; single copies 35¢. Entered as second class matter at the post oflice,
New York, N. Y. Additional entry at Concord, N. H. The entire contents of this
issue are © 1958 by Renown Publications, Inc., under the International Copy-
right Convention. All rights reserved under Inter-American Copyright Convention.
PPostage must accompany manuscripts and drawings if return is desired, but no
responsibility will be assumed for unsolicited materials. Places and characters in
this magazine are wholly fictitious. February 1959. Printed in U. S. A. Postmaster
—Return 3579 to Renown Publications, Inc., 501 Fifth Avenue, N. Y., 17, N. Y.



There are drawbacks in

being chicken-hearted—

if you're the specter type.

URIOUS FRED WAS RETURNING one night to
F his hut in the scrub after a long session at the
sly wine shanty, and was hoisting himself up the
path through marsh when he came on a notice. It
was written in foot-high letters in charcoal on scv-
cral pieces of white cardboard and was tacked with
a rusty nail to a gum tree. It read: pDON'T BE
SCARED WHEN YOU SEE ME,

Turious Fred tapped cach of his six teeth before
going on. He climbed thirty yards and came on an-
other notice. This was also in foot-high letters and
rcad: I'mM AS SCARED AS$ YOU ARE. Furious read
it three times and went on. Soon he came to an-
other notice: I SCARE MYSELF, TOO.

“I can’t imaginc what this is about,” said Furi-
ous to himsclf, speaking aloud as was occasionally
his wont.

“I-I-T1l t-tell you,” said a small nervous voice
bchind him.
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Furious turncd and there, crouching on the
track, was a ghost, shining like a picce of fungus,
all five foot five of him. He wore a suit that might
have been blue serge once, and an old-fashioned
derby hat.

“What do you want?” asked Furious. “You gave
me quite a jolt.”

“I-I t-tried to warn you,” said the ghost. “P-please
help me.”

The ghost waved a hand imploringly before his
cyes and then in the same instant began to gibber
and whipped the hand away.

“What's the matter with you?” asked Furious.

“I-I-1t’s 1like I-I s-s-said,” said the ghost. “I s-
scare mysclf. T-that h-hand of m-m-minc looked
t-terrible, w-with that h-horrible gr-gr-green-yellow
light.”

The ghost got some control of himself by gulp-
ing hard. “When I was alive a ghost story would
keep me awake all night and now I find myself one
—a ghost, 1 mean. I haven't slept for a month—
not since 1 became—well, spectral.” .

The ghost was wringing his hands, though with
some difficulty, because they kept passing through
cach other, like drifts of greenish yellow fog.

“I'm sorry to hear that, spook,” said Furious.
“But what can I do about it? You'll have to pull
yourself together. Be a man and keep a stiff upper
lip.”
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“Whoever heard of a ghost with a stiff upper
lip?” cried the ghost and burst into tears.

Furious was so moved he tried to pat the ghost.
His hand went through at shoulder level and the

host’s misty body broke into two halves and ed-
ied about in the wind before settling together
again.

“I was just using a figure of speech, spook,” said
Furious. “Get a grip on yourself, face up to things,
get some backbone . . .”

He broke off because the ghost was boo-booing
louder than ever. Furious started to pat him once
more, remembered, and restrained himself. He sat
down on a log and motioned for the ghost to join
him. The ghost wafted over to the log, the mist
swirled like a settling pool and then, in about twenty
seconds, there was the ghost squatting alongside
Furious.

“If you weren’t a spook I could give you a Scotch
and soda,” said Furious, thinking hard.

“It’s this haunting,” said the ghost, gaininggmere
courage. “I'm supposed to scare the daylights out
of people—if you'll forgive the mixed metaphor.
They should run like hell, but all the running is
done by myself. Of course, I don’t run in the usual
sense of the word, but you get what I mean?”

Furious nodded.

“I must be a failure, that’s all.”

“Oh, no, you're not,” said Furious. “You really
frightened me tonight, in spite of the notices you
so thoughtfully put up.”

“That’s all very well!” said the ghost in the loud-
est voice he had so far achieved. “But I was scared,
too. How can I have any self—respect?"

“I see what you mean, spook,” said Furious, fill-
ing his briar pipe and wrinkling his forehead as he
thought. “I suppose you are a proper spook?”

“I don’t know but I hope so,” said the ghost.

“You ought to be able to make yourself vanish
then,” said Furious. “You wouldn’t scare yourself
that way.”

“You've hit it!” cried the ghost. “Here goes!” He
stood up. Instantly his form began to waver and
twist, his greenisﬁ-yellow forehead knotted and
his lips tightened to a thin line. After a moment he
asked, “How am I doing?”

“Not too good,” said Furious. “You look almost
the same to me.”

The ghost tried harder and grew a little black in
the face. But if anything he remained as substan-
tial as ever. He kept it up for ten minutes and then
sat down, puffing, on the log.

“I'm a failure there, too,” he said and burst into
tears again.

“Nothing was built in a day, spook,” said Furious.
“You practice it and you'll vanish all right. And
now, if you'll excuse me, I must get home and grab
myself some shut-eye.”

Furious saw no more of the ghost for a week and
then one night as he was coming back from the
shanty, he saw a notice in two-feet letters in char-
coal on a piece of cardboard: I'VE DONE IT!

“Perseverance always succeeds!” said Furious to
himself, or so he thought.

“You're telling me!” said a small voice, right in
front of him. “I no longer scare myself and now I
can scare others, Eeech! Eecch!”
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“You got a cold, spock?” asked Furious. He pulled
a spotted bandana handkerchief out of his pocket
ancf held it to the ghost and then, remembering,
stuffed it away in the hip pocket of his dungarees.

“No, why do you ask?” asked the ghost.

Furious t¥xought he could see a faint green mist
moving against the base of an old dead gum tree.

“You sneezed,” said Furious.

“That wasn’t a sneeze,” said the ghost and burst
out sobbing. “I was trying out a screech.”

“You'll have to do better than that, shade,” said
Furious. “That kind of screech wouldn't scare any-
body.” He sat down on a log and waved to the ghost
to do the same.

“I'll stand,” said the ghost, between sobs. “If you
can call it that. If I had a sitting rear-end I mightn’t
be able to vanish again. Eeeecchl”

“Not impressive,” said Furious. “You'd better call
it off, spookie.”

“I couldn'’t do that!” cried the ghost, in the loud-
est voice he had yet achieved. “Whoever heard of a
ghost who didn’t scare people? It's my destiny.”

“Duty is duty,” said Furious. “You go off and
practice hard. And now, if you don’t mind, I'll hit
the hay.”

One night, a week later, Furious was returning
from the shanty an hour or so before his usual time.
He'd spent most of his dough, but still had a rag-
ing thirst. In spite of his bad temper he kept his
cyes peeled for a notice from the ghost.

He had almost reached his hut without seeing
one and was shaking his head and murmuring to
himself, “Poor chap, he’s just not cut out for it,”
when suddenly there was a terrifying screech right
in his ear.

Furious was so startled he sprang up in the air,
thrashing his legs violently. He sat down hard on
the ground, sprang up immediately and began to
perform again, jumping up and down on his hat
and speaking his mind about the ghost. At the end
of ten minutes he cooled down abruptly and said,
“Good for you, spook!”

“Yes, I wasn’t bad, was I?” said the ghost. A va-
{)0;} wavered and threw a faint shadow in the moon-
ight.

“Now, don’t get a swelled head, ghostie,” said
Furious. “You've got a long way to go yet.” Furious
tapped three of his teeth. “You've got to scare some-
one else, shade.” Furious made his teeth ring before
he added, “Suppose you try the shanty-keeper.”

Furious coughed to clear his throat. “I'm as dry
as an old bone in a drought.”

“I'd never scare him,” said the ghost. “Let me try
something easier.”

“Nothing could be easier,” said Furious. “A
screech like the one you handed me just now and
he’d clear out into the scrub. I could do with a free
drink or two. So I'll tag along and watch you turn
him to putty. He'll look to me then for support.”

“You're honest about this?” asked the ghost.

b“You bet I am,” said Furious. “Why shouldn’t
Ibe?”

After some more encouraging words from Furi-
ous they set off for the shanty. Furious walked
quickly but the ghost lagged behind and Furious
had to keep urging him along. Near the shanty, the
ghost began to whimper. Furious, whose thirst was
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worse by this time, went hostile and shouted at
him, “What’s the matter with you, shade?”

“It’s not professional,” said rie ghost.

“What’s not professional?” asked Furious.

“Screeches only,” said the ghost. “A ghost should-
n't scare people with screeches alone—not in our
best circles anyway. Our clients should see a ghost,
too. When one ot our number shows himself and
screeches, his clients get so terrified they try to
climb up the wall.”

“The ghost paused. “I'll never achieve such
heights, of course. But you know what I mean.”

urious thought it out and in the end he hit on
the idea of wearing a sheet himself while the ghost
provided the screeches and groans.

No light was showing in the shanty when they
got there finally.

“He sleeps round the back,” said Furious, lead-
ing the way in the sheet. “I've got a hell of a thirst.”
He found the window, pushed it up and climbed
in. The ghost hung back and then floated in
through the wall, very slowly, and stood behind
Furious.

“Now!” hissed Furfous and began to flap his
arms. The ghost made no sound except a whimper
of fear. “Screech, ghostie!” urged Furious. He
flapped his arms and then to encourage the ghost
began to screech and groan. He broke off to mutter
at the ghost, “You milk-sop!”

“Eeeccch!” cried Furious.

The shantr-keeper stirred, shouting, “Where’s
my shot gun!”

Something foggy brushed across Furious and fled
whimpering out through the wall. Furious screeched
once more and followed the ghost. He barked his
shins getting through the window, raced off and
tripped over the sheet. He got up, threw away the
sheet and scrambled across the clearing.

B-a-n-n-g-g! went the shanty-keeper’s gun, which
was loaded with bird shot.

Furious clapped a hand to his hip-pocket and
ran faster after the ghost whose progress ahead was
marked by loud yelps. As soon as he was clear of
the shanty Furious performed, discussing the
ghost's pedigree and failings.

He alternately jumped on his hat and scratched
his rump, while the ghost hovered around, snivel-
ing. A quarter of an hour passed before the ghost
could get a word in edgeways.

“I'm truly ashamed, Furious . . .” he began.

“It’s a (adjective) wonder you've got the nerve to
show your (adjective) face at alll” said Furious.
“Scared of a (adjective) shanty-keeper . . .”

“It wasn’t him that scared me,” said the ghost.

“Who, then?” asked Furious.

“You!” said the ghost. “Your screeches and
groans!”

Furious upbraided the ghost for only ten min-
utes becauseli'le was touched by the ghost bursting
into sobs.

“You'll make a go of it yet, ghostie,” said Furious,
kindly. He started to sit down on a log and then
remembered. He rubbed his hip-pocket. “Persever-
ance and backbone—just keep those two things in
mind. In the end, youre bound to succeed.”

After some more heartening words from Furfous,
who felt handicapped because he couldn’t pat the
other on the shoulder, the ghost went off promising
to succeed.

Whether he did or not, Furious doesn’t know.
The ghost never appeared again. Furious has his
own ideas about it.

“I expect the poor fellow was too (adjective)
ashamed to come back,” he often tells himself. “Or
it might even be possible for a ghost to scare him-
self to death. Yes, it could happen.”
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