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FICTION

THE

MARCHING

OMNI

MORONS

BY C. M. KORNBLUTH

In the worldwide

breeding contest the
defective masses
had won hands down.
There was only

one thing for the
intelligent elite to do

PAINTING BY
DE ES SCHWERTBERGER



ome things had not
SChanged A potter's wheel

was still a potter’s wheel and
clay was still clay. Efim Hawkins
had built his shop near Goose
Lake, which had a narrow band
of good fat clay and a narrow
beach of white sand. He fired
three bottle-nosed kilns with
willow charcoal from the wood
lot. The wood lot was also useful
for long walks while the kilns were
cooling; if he let himself stay

within sight of them, he would
open them prematurely, impatient
to see how some new shape o
glaze had come through the fire,
and—ping! — the new shape or
glaze would be good for nothing
but the shard pile.

A business conference was in
full swing in his shop, a modest
cube of brick, tile-roofed, as the
Chicago- Los Angeles “rocket”
thundered overhead—very
noisy, very swept back, very




liery jets, shaped as sleekly swill-looking
as an airborne barracuda.

The buyer from Marshall Fields was lurn-
ing over a black-glazed one-liter carale.
nodding approval wilh his massive. hand-
some head. “This is real prelly,” he lold
Hawkins and his own secrelary. Gomez-
Laplace. “This has gol lots of whal ya calt
real est'etic principles.”

“"How much?" Ihe secrelary asked the
poller.

“Seven-fifty in dozen lols.” said Hawkins
“I ran up lifleen dozen last month.”

“They are real est'elic,” repealed the
buyer Irom Fields. ") will 1ake them all.”

“1 don't lhink we can do lhat. Doctor.”
said the secrelary. “They'd cost us lhirleen
hundred lilly dollars. Thal wouid leave only
live hundred thirty-two dollars in our quar-
ter's budget. And we still have 1o run down
lo Easl Liverpool lo pick up some cheap
dinner sels.”

“Dinner sets?” asked the buyer. his big
lace lull of wonder.

“Dinner sels. The deparlment’'s been out
of them for lwo months now Mr. Garvy-
Seabrighl got pretty nasly about it yester-
day. Remember?”

“Garvy-Seabright, thal meat-headed
bluenose." the buyer said conlemptuously.
"He don’l know nolhin’ about est'elics. Why
lor don't he lemme run my own deparl-
ment?” His eye fell on a siray copy of
Whambozambo Comix, and he sat down
with it. An occasional deep chuckle es-
caped him as he turned Ihe pages.

Uninlerrupled. the poller and Ihe buyer's
secretary quickly closed a deal lor Iwo
dozen of the liter carales. "
lake more.” said the secrelary. "bul you
heard what | lold him. We've had 10 Wrn
away cuslomers for ordinary dinnerware
because he shot Ihg last quarler’s budget
on some Mexican piggy banks some
enthusiaslic imporler sluck him with. The
lilth Noor is packed sofid with them.”

“I'll bel they look mighty est'etic.”

"They're painied with purple cacli.”

The potter shuddered and caressed the
glaze of the sample carale.

The buyer looked up and rumbled. "Ain'l
you dummies through yakkin' yet? What
good's aseckerlary loril'n he don't 1ake lhe
burden of de-tail oft'n my back. harh?"

“Wwe' e all through. Daclor. Are you ready
1o go?

The buyer grunted peevishly, dropped
Whambozambo Comix onthe lloor, and led
the way oul of Ihe building and down the
long cardurey road lo the highway. His car
was wailing on the concrele. |1 was., like all
conlemporary cars, loo low slung to gel
over the logs. He climbed down inlo the car
and started the motor with a remendous
sparkle and roar.

“Gomez-Lapiace.” called oul lhe potler
under cover of the noise, ~did anything
come ol the radiation program lhey were
workmg on Ihe last lime | was on duty at the
Pole?”

“The same old lallacy.” said the secre-
tary gloomily. “It stopped us on mutation,
60 OMNI

1 wish we could |

it stopped us on culling. il slopped us
on segregalion. and now il's stopped us on
hypnosis.”

“Well. I'm scheduled back 1o the grind in
nine days. Time lor another liring righl now
I've got a new luster lo lry .. .~

“I'll miss you. | shall be "vacationing’
running the dralling room of Ihe New Cen-
tury Engineering Corporation in Denver.
They're going 1o pul up a two-hundred-
slory ollice building. and natrally some-
body’s gol to be on hand.”

“Naturally” said Hawkins with a sour
smile.

There was an ear-piercingly sweel blast
as the buyer leaned on lhe horn button.
Also. ayard-lall jet of whal looked like flame
spurted up {rom (ke car's radiator cap: the
car's power planl was a gas lurbine and
had no radialor.

“I'm coming. Doclor.” said the secrelary
dispiritedly. He climbed down into the car.
and il whooshed ofl. with much flame and
noise. down the almost deserted highway.

prelerably a once-lashionable one Iull of
once-massive bronze caskels moldered
into oxides of lin and copper.

Well, hell. maybe lhere was some around
anyway.

He headed lackadaisically lor lhe
second-largesl hillock and sliced into il
with his pick_ There was a slone lo undercul
and topple into a trench, and Ihen the pot-
1er was very glad he'd stuck at it. His nos-
trils were filled with (he bilter smell. and the
dirt was tinged with Ihe exciing blue of
copper salls. The pick went clang!

Hawkins, puffing. pried up a stainless
sleel plate that was quile badly stained and
was also marked with incised letlers. It
seemed to have pulled loose Irom rolting
bronze: Ihere were rivets on the back that
brought up llakes of green palina. The pol-
ter wiped olf the surface dirt with his
sleeve. lurned il lo calch lhe sunlighl
obliquely. and read.

HONEST JOHN BAALOW
Honest John, tamed in university annals,

@The city loomed
ahead. He clutched at the
cushions. Those two
copters. They were going

. lo—Hedidn't see
what happened because their
collision courses
took them behind a building®

The poller. depressed. wandered back
Gl road and

conlmg kilns. The rustling wind in the

boughs was obscuring Ihe creak and mut-

ter of the shrinking refraclory brick. Haw-

kins wondered aboul (he number Iwo

kiln— a reduclion lire on a load of luster-

‘ware mugs. Would it do any harm if he just

took one close~?

Common sense took Hawkins by the
scrulf of the neck and yanked him over lo
the too! shed. He got oul his pick and reso-
lutely sel oft on a prospecling jaunt 1o a
hummocky lield that mighl yisld some
oxides. He was especially low on coppers.

The long walk lefl him swealing hard.
wilh his lust for a peek inlo the kiln quiet in
his breast. He swung his pick almost al
random into one of the hummocks: it
clanged on a slone. which he excavaled. A
largely obliteraled inscription said:

ERSITY OF CHIC
OGICAL LABO
ELOVED MEMORY OF
KILLEDINACT

The potter swore mildly He had hoped
the lield would lurn out lo be a cemelery.

a which medical sct-

ence has not yet answered. revival of a

human being accidentally thrown info a
state of suspended animation

In 1988 My. Barlow. a teading Evanston

real estate dealer. visited his dentist for

ofan tooth His

dentist requested and received permission

{o use the expenmenla/ anesthetic

o 8-7. at

the University.

After administration of the anesthetic, the
dentist resorted to his orill. By Ireakish mis-
chance, a short circuit in his machine defv-
ered 220 volts of 60-cycle curment inlo the
patient. (In a damage suitinsliluted by Mrs.
Barlow against the dentist. the Universily,
and the makers of the dtill. a yury found for
the defendanis.) It was assumed that Mr.
Barlow had died of poisoning. efectrocu-
tion. or both.

i him for
discovered. however. that their subject
was — though certainly not living — just as
cerlamly nol dead. The Universily was
notified and a series of exhaustive lesls
was begun, including alternpts to dupki-
cate the trance stale on volunieerss. After a
bad run of seven cases which ended fatally.
the altempls were abandoned.

Honest John was long an exhibit al the
Universily museum and livened many a
football game as mascot of the University's
Blue Crushers. The bounds of taste were
overstepped. however, when a pledge to
Sigma Defta Chi was ordered in 2003 to
"kidnap™~ Honest John from his loosely
guarded glass museum case and iniro-
duce him into the Rachel Swanson Memo-
rial Girls” Gymnasium shower room.

On May 22. 2003. the University Board of
Regents issued the following order. ~By
unanimous vote, it is directed that the re-
mains of Honest John Barlow be removed
from the University museum and conveyed
to the University's Lieutenant James Scolt
Ml Memorial Biological Laboratories and




there be securely locked n a specally pre-
pared vault. It 1s further directed thai aif
possible measures for the preservation of
these remains be laken by the Laboralory
administration and thal access lo these
remains be denied (o all persons sxcept
qualified scholars authonzed in writing by
the Board. The Board reluciantly takes ihis
action in viaw of recent notices and phofo-
graphs in the nalion's press which, 1o say
the least, reflect bul small credit upon the
University.”

Il was far from his lield, but Hawkins un-
derslood what had happened—an early
and accidental blundering onlo the bare
bones of the Levaniman shock anesthesia.
which had since been replaced by other
methods. To bring subjects out of
Levaniman shock. you let them have a
squirt ol simple saline in the Irigeminal
nerva. And now about Ihal bronze —

He heaved the pick into the rolling green
salts. expecting no resislance. and almost
fracwred his wrist. Sameihing down there
was sohd. He began lo llake of [ the oxides.

A hall hour of work brought him down te
phosphor bronze. a huge casling of the
aimost incorruptible metal. Il had

y over lhe
he could it Ihe poinl of his pick under a
corroded boss and pry off great creaking
and grumbling siriae of the stull.

Hawkins wished he had an archaeolo-
gist with lum but didn’l dream of returning
10 his shop and calling one ta lake over the
find. He was an all-around man. by choice,
and in his iree ime, an artist in clay and
glaze: by necessity, an automotive. elec-
tronics, and atomic engmneer who could
also swing a praject in trallic conlrol. indi-
vidual and group psychology. architecture,
or tool design. He didn't yell lor a specialist
every lime something out of his line came
up; lhere were so [ew with somuchlodo .

He trenched around his find, discovering
thal 1t was a greal brick-shaped bronze
mass wilh an excilingly hollow sound. A
long strip of moldering metal Irom one of
the long vertical faces pulled away. axpos-
ing red rust that wenl whoosh and was
sucked inlo tha interior of the mass.

It had been de-aired, thoughl Hawkins,
and there must have been an inner jackel of
glass lhal had cryslallized through the cen-
luries and quietly crumbled at the first
clang ot his pick. He didn’l know whal a
vacuum would do to a subjecl ol Levanl-
man shock, bul he had hopes, nor did he
quile undersland what a real eslate dealer
was. bul 1l might have somelhing to do with
potlery And anything might have a bearing
on Topic Number One.

He llung his pick oul of lhe lrench,
climbed oul, and sel off al a doglrol lor his
shop. A little rummaging turned up a hypo.
and there was a plaslic conlainer of sall in
the kilchen.

Back at his dig. he chipped for anolher
halt hour to expose lhe junclure of lid and
body. The hinges were hopeless; so he
smashed them ofl




Hawkin: Ih ic handle
ol the pick lor the best leverage. fitted its
pointinio 2 deep pit, sel ils built-in fulcrum,
and heaved. Five more heaves and he
could see, inside lhe vault, what looked like
a dusly marble statue, Ten more and he
could see Ihal il was the naked body of
Honest John Barlow, Evanston real estate
dealer, uncorrupted by lime.

The potter tound the apex ol the trigemi-
nal nerve with his needle’s point and gave
him 60 ¢c

In an hour Barlow's chesl began to
pump.

In anolher hour he raspad. "Did it work?"

"Did if!" mullered Hawkins.

Barlow opened his eyes. looked down,
turned his hands belore his eyes —

“l'll sue!" he screamed. “My clothes! My
lingernaits!™ A horrid suspicion came over
his lace and he clapped his hands to his
hairless scalp. "My hair!” he wailed. “I'l sue
you lor every penny you've gol! Thal re-
lease won't mean a damned thing in
court—1 cidn't sign away my hair and
clothes and fingernails!”

“They'll grow back.” said Hawkins casu-
ally. "Also your epidermis. Those parts ol
you weren't alive. you know. So they weren'l
preserved like the rest of you. I'm afraid lhe
clothes are gone. though.”

“Whal 1s this— the universily hospilal?”
demanded Bariow "I wanl a phone. No.
you phone. Tell my wife I'm all righl. and tell
Sam Immerman —he’s my lawyer—to gel
over here right away. Greenleal 7-4022.
Ow!”He had Iried to sit up. and a portion of
his pink skin rubbed against the inner sur-
{ace of the caskel. which was powdered by
the ancienl crystallized giass. “Whal the
hell did you guys do. boil me alive? Oh,
you're going 1o pay for this!”

“You're all right.” said Hawluns. wishing
now he had a reference baok lo clear up
several obscure terms. “Your epidermis will
start growing immediately. You're not in Ihe
hospital. Look here.”

He handed Barlow the stainless stesl
plale that had iabeled the casket. Aller a
suspicious glance. lhe man siarled lo
read. Finishing. he lad Ihe plate carefully
on the edge of the vault and was silent.

“Poor Verna." he said al lasl. "It doesn’t
say whelher she was stugk wilh Ihe court
costs. Do you happen lo know—"

“No." said lhe polter. “All | know is whal
was on lhe plate. and how 1o revive you.
The dentist accidentally gave you a dose of
whal we call Levaniman shock anesthesia.
We haven'l used il for centuries: it was
powerlul. bul too dangerous.”

“Cenluries ..." brooded Ihe man. "Cen-
turies . . . I'll bet Sam swindled her out of her
eyeteeth. Poor Verna. How long ago was il?
What year is this?™

Hawkins shrugged. "We call it 7-B-936.
Thal's no help o you.’

“Like that movie." Barlow muttered. “Who
would have thought it? Poor Verna!™

Almost angrily, the potter demanded,
“How many children did you have?"

“None yel.” sniffed Barlow. "My lirst wile




didn'l want them. Bul Verna wants one —
wanted one—bul we're going lo wait
until — we were going to wait until—"

“Ot course.” said the potler. feeling a
savage deswre fo lell him ofl, blast him to
hell and gone for his work. But he choked
il down. There was (he Prablem to think
ol: thare was always the Probtem to think of.
and lhis poor diubberer might unexpecl-
edly supply a clue. Hawkins would have lo
pass himan.

“Come atong,” Hawkins said. "My lime 1s
short.”

Barlow looked up, outraged. "How can
you be so unleeling? I'm a human being
likg—"

The Los Angeles- Chicago “rocket”
thundered overhead. and Barlow broke oll
in mid-complaint. "Beauliiul!” he breathed,
lollowing it with his eyes “Beautilul!”

He ctimbed oul of the vaull, too inter-
ested t0 be pained by its roughness
against his infantile skin, "Aler all.” he said
brigkly. “this should have its sunny side. |
never was much for reading. but this is just
ke one of those stories. And | ought to
make some money out ol il shouldn’t 17" He
gave Hawkins a shrewd glance.

“You wanl money?" asked the polter
Here.” He handed over a hstful of change
and bills, ~You'd betler put my shoes on. IUll
be about a quarter mile. Oh, and you'rs—
uh, modest? —yes. lhat was the word.
Hare,” Hawkins gave him his pants. but
Barlow was excitedly countng the money.

*Eighty-live. eighty-six— and it's dollars.
100! | thought it'd be credits or whatever
they call them. 'E Piuribus Unum’ and
‘Liberty'— just different faces. Say. is there
a catch to this? Are these real, genuine.
honest twenly-1wo-cent dollars like we had.
or jus| wallpaper?”

“They're quite all right, | assure you." said
1he potter. "l wish you'd come along. I'mina
nurry”

The man babbled as they stumped to-
ward the shop. “Where are we going — the
Council of Scienlists. the World Coordina-
1or. or somethung like that?”

“Who? Oh. na. We call them President
and Congress No. (hal wouldn'l do any
good al all. I'm jusi takuing you to see some
people.”

" pught to make plenty out ol this.
Pigniy! | could write books. Gel some
smart young feliow to put it into words lor
me and I'll bet | could lurn out a best seller,
What's the setup on things like thal?"

“It's about like that. Smar! young fellows.
But there aren't any best selters anymore.
People don't read much nowadays. We'll find
something equally proitable for you lo do.”

Back in the shop. Hawkins gave Barlow a
suil of clothes. daposiled him in the waiting
room, and called Central in Chicago. “Take
him away.” he pleaded-"l have time for one
move liring. and he biaihers and blathers. |
haven't told him anylhing. Perhaps we
should just turn him loose and lel him find
his own level, bul there’s a chance—"

“The Problem.” agreed Central. “Yes,
there’s a chance.”



The potler delighted Barlow by making
him a cup of coflee with a cube that not only
dissalved in cold waler bul heated Ihe
wate (o the bailing poial. Kilting time, Haw-
kins chatted aboul the “rockel” Barlow had
admired and had 1o haul himsell up short:
he had almost told Ihe real cstale man whal
its lop speed really was — almost, indeed.
reveaied that il was not a rocket.

Heragretied. too. that he had so casually
handed Barlow a couple hundred dollars.
The man seemed obsessed wilh lear that
hey were worthless since Hawkins relused
1o take a note or 1.0.U. or even a delinile
promise of repayment. Bul Hawkins
couldn'l go into delails and was very glad
whan a stranger arrived lrom Central

“Tinny-Peete. from Algeciras.” the
siranger told him swiltly as the two of them
mel at the door "Psychist for Poprob.
Poiassigned special overlake Barlow™

“Thank heaven.” said Hawkins “Barlow.”
he lold the man [rom the past, “lhis is
Tinny-Peale. He's going to lake care of you
and help you make fots of money.”

The psychist stayed for a cup ol the col-
lee whose preparation had delighted Bar-
low. then conducled the real estale man
down the cordurgy road 10 his car. leaving
(he potter to specutate on whether he could
al least crack his kilns.

Hawkins. abruplly dismissing Barlow

y

ing rom around the door of Ihe number two
kiln, prying il open a lnfle. A blasi ol heat
and Ihe heady, smoky scent ol Ihe reduc-
tion lire dehghled him. He peered and saw
thal Ilie bismulh resinate luster had lired 1o
‘perfection. a haunting film of silvery-black
melat wilh sirange bluish lights in il as il
turned belore the eyes. and the Prablem ol
Populalion seemed very lar away lo Haw
kins then.

Barlow and Tinny-Peete arrived at the
concrele highway where the psychisl’s car
was parked in a salely bay.

Barlow surveyed il wilh awe. Swepl-back
lines, deep-drawn compound curves,
kilograms of chrome. He ran tws hands over
the door —or was i the door? i a fulile
search lor a handle. and asked respecl-
fully. "How last does it go?”

Tha psychisl gave him a keen look and
said slowly, “Two hundred and filty You can
lell by the speedometer.”

"Wow! My old Chevvy could hil a hun-
drad on a siraightaway. bul you' e out ol my
class. mistes

Tinny-Peete somehow got a huge. low
door open. and Bariow descended threo
sleps into immense cushions. lloundernng
over lo the right. He was 1oo lascinaled to
pay serious atlention to his llayad dermis.
The dashboard was a lovely wilderness of
dials, plugs. indicators, lighls, scales. and
swilches

The psychist climbed down inlo the
dnver's seal and did something with his
fesl. The molor started like lighting a blow-
torch as big as a silo. Wallowing around in
the cushions, Barlow saw through a rear-
view mirror a tremendous exhaust filled
6 OMNI

with innumerable brilliant while sparkles.
"Do you like i1?” yelled the psychist.
“iU's lerihc!” Barlow yelled back. “I's ~ -
* He was shulug as (he cac pulled out lrom

ken wilh arch sigmlicance, and the audi-
ence shueked. howled. and whistled ils
appreciation

the bay into the road wilh a greal vo0-600-
ooom! A gale roared pasl Barlow's head,
though the windows seemed 10 be ¢losed:
the impression of speed was 1ernfic. He
located |he speedometer on 1he dash:
board and sa it climb past 90, 100. 150,

“Fast enough lor me.” yelled the psych-
sl. noting that Barlow's face fell in re-
sponse. "Radio?"

He passed over a surprisingly light ob-
ject tike a lootball helmet. with no frailing
wires. and pointed to a row ol butlons. Bar-
low put on the helmel glad to have the roar
ol air slilled. and pushed a pushoullon. Itlil
up salislyingly. and Barlow sellied hack
even [arlher lor a sample of the brave new
world's supermodern taste in ingenious en-
tertainment

“TAKE IT AND STICK IT!" a voice roared

wThat evening Mrs.
Garvy tried to ask whether
her husband was sure
about those rockets, but
he was dozing during
Take Il and Stick It. So
she walched the screen

and forgot aboul the puzzie ®

in his ears. dealening tuim
He snaiched ol! the heimel and gave the
psychisl an injured look. Tinny-Peele

Wwas g when you didn’Lkaow
the punch lines and calch ines. Barlow
pushed another bulton, with tis Iree hand
ready al the volume control.

‘—tates! from Washinglon I1's adbout
Senator Hull-Mendoza. He is stiil altacking
the Bureau ol Fishenes. The North Calilor-
nia Syndicalist says he gol attydavils that
John Kingsley-Schuliz is a bluenose Irom
way back. He didn't publistat the aliy-
davits, bul he says that they say that
Kingsiey-Schullz was saw al bluenosa
meetings in Oregon Siate College and later
at Florida Uriversity. Kingsley-Schultz says
he golta conless he did major in lly casting
at Oregon and gol his Ph D.in game lish al
Flonda.

“And here 1 a quote Irom Kingsley-
Schultz: 'Huli-Mendoza donl know what
he’s lalking aboul. He snould drop dead *
Unquote

The Ch:cago-Los Angeles morning
rocket crashed and exploded in the
Mojave - Mo-javvy. whatever-you-call-
it Desert. All ningly-lour people asoard
gotkilled. An eyewitness says that the pitat
was buzzing herds o! sheep and didn't puli
out in time.

“And here 15 a bulletin | ust gol from
Denver Il seems ="

Barlow look off the headsel uncom-
prehendingly. "He seemed sc callous ” he

yelled at Ihe driver. ") was lslening ta a
newscasl — 5

Tinny-Peele shook his nead and poinled
al hig ears. The roar of air was dealening
Barlow: Irowned balfieary and stared out of
the windowr.

A glowing sign said

MCCGS'
WOULE YOU BUY 1T
FCR 8 QUARTER?

He didn’t know what Moogs was or were

grinned and lurned a dial with
the pushbulion layoul. The man from the
pas! donned the helmet agan and lound
the voice had lowered {o normal

*The show of shows! The supershow!
The super-duper show! The quiz of quiz-
2es! Take It and Stick it!"

There were shneks of laughter in the

background.
“Here we got Ihe conles-lants all ready 1o
0. You know how we work it | hand a

conles-tant a friangle-shaped cutout and
like that down the line. Now we gol these
here boards. they gol culoul places the
same shape as the tnangles and things.
only they're all ditlerent shapes. and the
lirst conles-tant that sticks lhe cutouls inlo
lhe boards. he wins

“Now I'm gonna innaview the lirsl
cantes-lanl. Right here. honey. What's your
name?”

“Name? Uh

"Hoddaya like that, lolks? She don't re-
member her name! Hah? Woufd you buy
that for a quarter?” The queslion was spo-

the il showed an pfo-
portioned girl. 99.9 percant naked. writh-
ing pass:onalely n animated lull color.
The roadside jingle was stil with hvm, but
with a new fealurs. Radar or something
spotied the car and alerted the unes ol the
jingle. Eachin furn sped along a roadside
track. even with the car, so il couid be read
belorg the next line was alerted

IF THERE'S A GIAL
YOU WANT TO GET.
DEFLOCCULIZE
UNAOMANTIC SWEAT
ARNPRTTO
Another animated job. in Iwo panels. the
lamiliar “Belore and Afer.” The firsl said.
“Jusl Any Cigar?” and was illustrated with a
two-person domeslic tragedy ol a wle
holding her nose while her coarse and red-
laced husband pulfed a slimy-looking
rope. The second panel glowed. "Or a
VUELTA 48A007" and was illustrated with—
Barlow blushed and iooked al his feet un-
1il he and Tinny-Peete had passed the sign.



“Coming inlo Chicago!” bawled Tinny-
Peste.

Other cars were showing up. all of them
dreamboals.

Walching Ihem. Bariow began o wonder
whelher he knew what a kilomeler was.
exaclly. They seamed to be lraveling so
slowly. il you ignored the roaring air pasl
your ears and didn't lel the speedy lines of
the dreamboals lool you. He would have
sworn lhey were really crawling along al
twenly-five. wilh occasional spurls up 1o
thirty. How much was a kilometer. anyway?

The city loomed ahead. and it was jusl
whal il ought 1o be: lowering skyscrapers.
overhead ramps. landing platforms for
helicoplers —

He clulched at the cushions. Those two
coplers. They were going to—they were
going lo— hey—

He didn’t see whal happened because
their apparent collision courses ook them
behind a gianl building,

Screamingly sweel blasts ol sound sur-
rounded them as lhey slopped for a red
light. "What the hell is going on here?" said
Barlow in a shnll. Irighlened voice. be-
cause (he braking lime was jusl aboul zero,
and he wasn’l hurled against lhe dash-
board. "Who's kidding who?"

“Why. what's the maller?” demanded the
driver.

The light changed to green. and he
starled the pickup. Barlow slilfened as he
rgalized thal the rush of air past his ears
began jusl a briel, unreal split second be-
fore the car was aclually moving. He
grabbed for the door handle on his side.

The cily grew on them slowly: scallerad
buildings. denser buildings. laller build-
ings. and a red light ahead. The car rolled
10 a slop in zero braking time. Ihe rush of air
cul o an instant aller it siopped. and Bar-
low was oul of the car and running fren-
ziedly down a sidewalk one instant after
that.

They' rack me down_ he thoughl. panl-
lng f's a seclel Dpolice thing. They'll get

g
eyes everywhele afraid you'll tell their
slaves aboul freedom and stuff.

Winded, he slowed lo a walk and con-
gratulated himsell thal he had guls enough
not 1o turn around. That was what they al-
ways walched lor. Walking. he was just
anolher business-suiled back among hun-
dreds. He would be safe. he would be
sale—

A hand gripped his shoulder and words
lumbled from a large. coarse. handsome
face thrust close to his: "Wassamalta bum-
pinninna people likeya owna sidawalk
gotla miner slamya inna mushya bassar!” it
was neither the mad poller nor the mad
driver.

“Excuse ms,” said Barlow. "What did you
say?”

“Oh, yeah?” yelled the stranger danger-
ously as he waited lor an answer.

Barlow, with the feeling thal he had
somehow baen suckered inlo the short end
of an inlricale land-lille deal. heard himsell
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reply belligerenily lo the slranger. "Yeah!”

The siranger lel go o his shoulder and
snarled. “Oh, yaah?"

“Yadh!" said Barlow; yanking his jackel
back into shape.

“Aaah!'" snarled Iha siranger. wilh more
contempl and disgusl than ferocity He
added an obscenily currenl in Barlow's

place whose sign said it was THE Bluou.

The place seemed lo be showing a lriple
fealure. Babies Are Terible. Don't Have
Children. and The Canal Kid.

It was irresislible: he paid a dollar and
wentin.

He caughl the tail end of The Canali Kid
in a Ihree-dimensional, full-color. lull-scent

n

lime, a standard bul im-

lo be an in-

possible direclive. and strutted olf. hulking
his shoulders and balling his fisls

Barlow walked on, rembling. Evidenlly
he had handled il well enough. He slopped
at a red light while the long. low dream-

Ierplanelary saga winding up wilh a chase
scene and a reconciliation between es-
Iranged hero and heroine. Babies Are Ter-
rible and Don't Have Children were lanlas-
lic argumenlts againsl parenihood—the

boals roared before him and in
Ihe sidewalk flow with him threaded their
way lhrough the sweam ol cars. Brakes
screamed. lenders clanged and dented.
hoarse cries llew back and lorth belween
drivers and walkers. He leaped backward
frantically as one car swerved over an arc
of sidewalk to miss another.

The signal changed to green: the cars
kepl on coming lor aboul thirly seconds

@The Polar President
offered to resign in his
favor, with certain
emergency powers thal the
Polar Congress would
vote him, if necessary.
Barlow demanded the
title of World Dictator.®

and then dwindled o an occasional light
tunner. Barlow crossed warily and leaned
against a vending machine. blowing big
breaths,

Look natural, he 10ld himsell, Buy some-
thing from ihe machine. He fumbled oul
some change. gol a newspaper lor a dime,
a handkerchief for a quarler, and a candy
bar lor another quarler.

The lainl chocolale smell made him
ravenous suddenly, He clawed al lhe
glassy wrapper prinled CRIGGLIES quite
futilety lor a lew seconds. and then il di-
vided neally by ilsell. The bar made hree
good biles. and he bought lwo more bars
and gabbled them down.

Thirsly, he drew a carbonaled orange
drink in another one of the glassy wrappers
from the machine. When he fumbled withit,
il divided neally and spilled all over his
knees. Barlow decided he had bsen lhere
long enough and walked on.

The shop windows were—shop win-
dows_ People still ware and bought clothes.
still smoked and boughl lobacco, slill ate
and bought lood. And Ihey still went to the
movies. he saw wilh pleased surprise as he
passed and then relurned lo a glillering

dangers of pain-
fully graphic childbirth, vicious children.
old parents beaten and slarved by their
sadistic oflspring. The audience. Barlow
asloundedly noled. was placidly chomp-
ng sweets and showing no parlicular signs
of revulsion,

The coming allractions drove him into
Ibe lobby. The fantares were shallenng. the
blazing colors blinding. and the added
scents slomach-heaving.

When his eyes again became accus-
tomed o the moderale lighling of the labby.
he groped his way 10 a bench and opened
the newspaper he had bought. It urned oul
lo be The Racing Sheet. which afilicled him
with a crushing sense of loss. The familiar
boxed index in the lower lefl-handcorner of
the front page showed almost unbearably
that Churchilt Downs and Empice Cily were
still in business,

Blinking back lears_ he turned lo the Past
Performance at Churchill. They weren’t
using abbrevialions anymore. and lhe
pages because ol Ihat were singte-column
inslead of double-. But it was ail the
same —or was il?

He squinted al he first race. a Ihree-
quarler-mile maiden claimer for Ihirteen
hundred dollars. Incredibly. Ihe lrack rec-
ord was two minules. len and Ihree-filihs
seconds Any beetle in his ime could have
knocked ofl the Ihree-quarler in one-lif-
teen. Il was lhe same lor the olher dis-
tances, much worse lor roule evenls

What the hell had happened 10 every-
thing?

He sludied the (orm ol a five-year-old
brown mare in lhe second and couldn’t
make head or (ail ol it. She'd won and lost
and placed and showed and losl and
placed wilhoul rhyme or reason. She
looked like a front runner for a couple of
races, and then sha looked like a no-good
pig. and then she looked like a mudder. but
Ihe nexl lime il rained she wasn'l and lhen
she was a slayer and then she was a pig
again. In a good flive-thousand-doliar al-
lowances evenl. too!

Barlow looked al the olher enlries, and il
slowly dawned on him thal they were all like
Ihe live-year-ald brown mare. Not a single
damned horse running had even lhe
slightesl lrace ol class.

Somebody sal down baeside him and
said. "Thar's the slory.”

Barlow whirled to his leel and saw it was
Tinny-Peele. his driver.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 134



1234 OMNI
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“I was in doubls aboul lelling you.” said
the psychisl, “"bul | see you have some
growing suspicions of lhe truth. Please
don't gel exciled. It's all right. | tell you."

"So you've got me."” said Barlow.

"Got you?”"

"Don't pretend. | can put lwo and lwo
together. You're the secret police. You and
the rest of lhe aristocrats live in luxury on
lhe sweal of these oppressed slaves.
You're alraid of me because you have lo
keep them ignorant.”

There was a bellow of bright laughler
from Ihe psychist thal got them blank looks
from other patrons in the lobby. The laugh-
ter didn’t sound at all sinister.

“"Let's get out of here.” said Tinny-Peete.
still chuckling. “You couldnt possibly have
it more wiong.” He engaged Bariow's arm
and led him o the streel “The actualtruthis
that the millions of workers live in luxury on
the sweat of the handlul ol aristocrats. 1
shall probably die before my time ol over-
work unless — " He gave Barlow a specuta-
tive look. “You may be able o heip us.”

“I knaw 1hat gag.” sneered Barlow. "I
made money in my time. and to make
money. you have to gel peopie on your side
Go ahead and shoot me il you wanl. but
you're nol gaing to make a foo! out of me.”

“Yoy nasly litle ingrate!” snapped the
psychisl. with a kaleidoscopic change ol
mood. "This damned mass is all your lault
and the fault of peaple like you! Now come
along and no more of your nonsense.”

He yanked Barlow tnio an olfice-building
iabby and an elevalor that. disconcerlingly,
wenl whoosh loudly as it rose. The real
eslate man's knees were wabbly as Ihe
psychist pushed him Irom the elevalor.
down a corridor. and inta an affice.

A hawk-faced man rose lrom a plain
chair as the door closed behind lhem. Alter
an angry look at Barlow, he asked the
psychist. "Was | called from lhe Pole lo
inspect this — lhis— 7*

"Ungel updandered. I've deeprobed el-
lind quasichance ex-him Paprobat-
tackline.” said Ihe psychist soothingly.

“Doubt,” grunted the hawk-laced man.

“Try.” suggested Tinny-Peete.

“Very well. Mr. Barlow. | undersiand you
and your lamented had no children.”

“What ol it?"

“This ol it. You were a blind, selfish,
slupid ass to lolerale economic and social

i which i
by the prudent and loresighled. You made
us what wa are today. and | wanl you to
know that we are far from salisfied. Damn-
fool rockets! Damn-lool automobiles!
Damn-fool cities with overhead ramps!”

“As far as | can see.” said Barow, “you're
funning down the best lealures of your
lime. Are you crazy?”

“The rockets aren’t rackets. They're tur-
bojets —good turbojels—but the lancy
shell around them makes lor a bad drag

The automobiles have a lop speed of one
hundred kilometers per hour—a kilometer
is. il | recall my paleolinguislics, thres filths
of a mile—and the speedometers are all
rigged accordingly so the drivers will think
they're going two hundred and filty The
cities are ridiculous. expensive, unsanitary,
wastelul conglomeratians of people who'd
be beller oll and more productive il they
were spread over 1he countryside.

“We need the rockets and trick speed-
omelers and cities because, while you and
your kind were being prudent and lore-
sighted and not having children, the mig-
rant workers, slum dwellers. and lenant
farmers were shilllessly and short-sighted-
ly having children— breeding. breeding.
My God. how lhey bred!”

“Wail a minute.” objected Barlow. “There
were lots ol people in our crowd who had
Iwo or Ihree children.”

“The atirition of accidents, llingss. wars,
and such look care of that. Your intelligence
was bred oul. Il is gona, Children that
should have been born never were. The
just-average. they'll-get-along majority
look over the popuiation. The average 1.Qt
now is forty-five.”

“But thal’s (ar in the fulure—"~

"So are you,” grunted the hawk-laced
man sourly.

"But who are you people?”

“Just people—real people. Some gen-
erations ago the genelicisls realized at last
that nobody was going 10 pay any allention
to what they said. So they abandoned
words lor deeds. Specilically. they lormed
and recruited lor a closed corporation in-
lended 1o maintain and improve the breed.
We are their descendants. about three mil-
lion of us. There are live billion of the olhers.
So we are their slaves

“During the pasl couple ol years |'ve de-
signed a skyscraper. kept Billings Memo-
rial Hospital here in Chicago running
headed olf war with Mexico. and directed
traflic at LaGuardia Field in New York."

“l don't undersiand! Why don't you let
them go 1o hell in their own way?”

The man grimaced. “We tried il once for
three months. We holed up at the South
Pole and waited. They didn't notice it. Some
dralting-room people were missing. some
nurses didn't show up. minor government
people on the nonpolicy level couldn’t be
located. Il didn't seem lo matler.

“In a week there was hunger. in two
weeks lamine and plague. in three weeks
war and anarchy. We called off the experi-
ment: il took us most of the next generation
(o gel things squared away again.”

“Bur why didn't you lel them kill each
other olf?”

“Five billion corpses mean aboul five
hundred million tons of rotling flesh.”

Barlow had another idea. "Why don’l you
slerilize them?™

~Two and one-hall billion operalions is a
fot of operations. Because they breed con-
tinuously, the job would never be done.”

“I see. Like the marching Chinese!™

“Who the devil are (hey?”



“lt was a--uh—paradox of my lime.
Somebody ligured out (hal il all lhe
Chinese in the world were \o line up lour
abreas. | think it was, and start marching
past a given poinl. Ihey'd never slop be-
cause ol (he babies thal would be born and
grow up belore lhey passed Ihe point.”

“Thar's right. Only instead of "a given
point.” make il 'the largesl conceivable
number of operaling rooms thal we could
build and stali.” There could never be
enough.”

~Say!” said Barlow. “Those movies aboul
babies — was thal your propaganda?”

“ltwas. It doesn't seem lo meana thing 1o
them. We have abandaned lhe idea ol at-
tempting propaganda contrary 10 a biolog-
ical drive.”

“So il you work with a biological
drive~ 7"

“I know of none which is consislent with
lion of lertility.”

Barlow's lace wenl poker-blank, the re-
sull of years ol carelul discipiine. "You
don’l. huh? You're lhe great brains, and you
can’l think of any?”

“Why. no.” said tha psychist innocently.
“Can you?"

“Thal depends. I sold ten Ihousand
acres of Siberian tundra —through a
dummy lirm. ol course — aller the parlilion
of Aussia. The buyers Ihougnl they were
getting improved building Iots on the oul-
skirts ol Kiev. I'd say thal was a lol lougher
than this job.

“How $0?" asked Ihe hawk-laced man.

"Those were normal, SuspiCious cus-
tomers and lhese are morons. born suck-
ers. You just ligure out a con theyll lall (or:
they won'l know @nough lo do any smart
checking.”

The psychist and the hawk-laced man
had also had Iraining: Ihey kepl themselves
fram looking wilh sudden hope al each
ather.

“You seem (o have somelhing in mind,”
said he psychist.

Barlow's poker tace wenl blanker still.
‘Maybe 1 have. | haven't heard any oller

There 's lhe salisfaction of knowing Ihal
you've prevented Earlh’s resources from
being so plundered,” the hawk-laced man
pointed oul, “that the race will soon be-
come extincl.”

“l don't know that,” Barlow said bluntly.
“All | have is your word."”

“If you really have a method. | don't think
any price would be oo greal.” the psychist
olfered.

“Money,” said Barlow

"All you want.”

“More than you wanl." lhe hawk-laced
man correcled.

“Preslige.” added Barlow. “Plenty of pub-
ticity. My piclure and my name in the pa-
pers and over TV evéry day. stalues lo me,
parks and cities and streels and other
things named aller me. A whole chapler in
the hislory books."”

The psychist made a lacial sign lo Ihe
hawk-laced man that meanl, “Oh, brother!”

The hawk-laced man signaled back.
“Sleady. boy!”

“I's nat loo much to ask,”
agreed.

Barlow. sensing a seller's markel. said.
“Power!”

"Power?” the hawk-laced man repeated
puzzledly "Your own hydro slation or nu-
clear pile?”

*I mean a world dictalorship wilh me as
dictator!”

“Well. now —" said |he psychist.

But the hawk-faced man inlerrupled, “It
would lake a special emergency acl of
Congress. but the siluation warrants il. |
think Ihal can be guaranieed.”

“Could you give us some indicaiion of
your plan?” lhe psychist asked.

“Ever hear of lemmings?”

“No."

“They are—were. | guess. since you
haven't heard of them—litlle ammals in
Norway. and every lew years they'd swarm
10 the coasl and swim oul Lo $ea until they
drowned. 1 igure on putling some lemming
wrge Into the population.”

“How?"

"'l save thal lill | gel the righl signatures
on the deal.”

The hawk-laced man said. “I'd like to
work wilh you on il. Bariow. My name's
Ryan-Ngana.” He pul out his hand.

Bartow iooked closely al the hand. then
al lhe man's lace. “Ayan what?"

“Ngana.”

Ihe psychist

“Thal sounds like an Alrican name.”
“Itis. My molher’s lalher was a Watusi,”
Barlow didn't 1ake the hand. “I thought
you looked pretty dark. | don'l want 10 hurt
your leslings. but | donl think I'd be al my
besl working with you. There mus| be
somebody else jusl as well qualilied.”
The psychist made a lacial sign lo

Ryan-Ngana that meanl, “Sleady yourself.
boy!”
Very weil.” Ryan-Ngana told Barlow

“We'll see whal arrangemenl can be
made.”

“I's not lhal I'm prejudiced. you under-
sland. Some ol my best Iriends —*

“Mr. Barlow. don'’t give il angther thought.
Anybody who could pick on Ihe lemming
analogy is going 10 be useful 1o us.”

And so he would. Ihoughl Ryan-Ngana.
alone in the office aller Tinny-Peele had
taken Barlow up 10 the helicopler stage. So
he would Poprob had exhausted every ra-
tionat attempl and the new Poprobat-
tacklines would have 10 be irralional or sub-
rational. Thig creature from the pasi with his
lemming legends and his improved build-
ing lots woutd be a fountain ol precious.
vicious sell-nleres!.

Ayan-Ngana sighed and slreiched. He
had 1o go and run Ihe San Francisco sub-
way. Summoned early lrom the Pole (o
sludy Barlow, he'd lelt unfinished a nice
litie theorem. Belween interruplions, he
was slowly construcling an n-dimensional
geomelry whose foundalions and super-
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slructure owed no debl Lo inluilion.

Upstairs. wailing lor a helicopter, Barlow
was explaining lo Tinny-Peele thal he had
nolhing againsl Negroes. and Tinny-Peete
wished he had some of Ryan-Ngana’s im-
perlurbability and humor for the ordeal.

The helicopler leok them to Internalional
Airport. where, Tinny-Pasele explained. Bar-
low would leave lor the Pole.

The man Irom the pasl wasn'l sure he'd
like a dreary wasle of ice and cold.

“IU's all right,” said lhe psychist. "A
civilized layout. Warm, pleasanl. You'll be
able 1o work more elliciently there. All the
facts al your lingertips, a good secre-
lary—

“I'l need a prelly big staff.” said Barlow,
who had learned from thousands of deals
never lo lake the first oller.

“Imeanl a privale, conlidenlial one.” said
Tinny-Peele readily, “but you can have as
many as you want. You'll nalurally have
lop-primary- [op priorily if you really have a
workable plan.”

“Lel’s nol forgel this diclatorship angle.”
said Barlow.

He didn't know Lhat the psychisl would
just as readily have promised him deilica-
lion to get him happily on the “rocket” lor
the Pole. Tinny-Peete had no wish lo be torn
limb trom limb: he knew very well thal it
would end (hat way if the population
learned lrom this” anachronism thal there
was a small slite (hat considered itsell
head. shoulders. trunk, and groin above
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the resl. The lacl thal Lhis assumplion was
perfecily rue and Ihe facl thal the elite was
condemned by ils superionty lo a Inle ol the

like smiling when you read over the break-
Iast orange juice Ihal the cily council had
decided (o build a school on the ground
you had acquired by a deal with the cily
coungil. And il was simple. He would just
sell tundra building lots to eagerly suicidal
lemmings, and lhat was absolutely all there
was 1o solving the Broblem that had these
double-domes spinning

They'd have 1o work out mos of the de-
tails. nalurally. but whal the hell. that was
what subordinates were lor. He'd need
specialists in adverlising. engineering.
communications — did they know anything
aboul hypnotism? That might be helpful, If
not. there'd have 10 be a lot of bribery done.
but he'd make sure - damned sure— lhere
were unlimited funds

Jusl seling bunding lots to lemmings

He wished. as he lell asleep. thal poor
Verna could have beenin on lhis. It was his
biggest. most slupendous deal. Verna—
that sharp shyster immerman must have
swindled her ..

It began Ihe next day with people cam-
ing to visit him. He knew the approach.
They merely wanied 1o be helpful lo their
illustrious visilor Irom the past. and would
he help 6ill them in aboul his era. which
unlorlunatety was somewhal obscure his-
lorically. and what did he think could be
done aboul the Problem? He told them he
was 100 old lo be roped anymore. and lhey
wouldn’l get any informalion oul of him until
e gol a teller of intenl from the Poiar Presi-
denl and a session of lhe Polar Congress
empowered lo make him diclalor.

He got the Jetler and the session. He
presenied his program. was asked
whether his conscience didn'l revoll at its
thal a

mosl grinding loil would not be
Ihe dilterence would.

The psychist linally pul Barlow aboard
Ihe "rocket” with soma thirly people — real
people - - headed lor the Pole.

Barlow was airsick all the way because of
a posthypnotic suggestion Tinny-Peele
had planled in him. One idea was o make
him as averse as possible (o a return trip.
and another idea was to spare Ihe olher
passengers Irom his aggressive, lalkalive
company.

Barlow during the lirst day at the Pote
was reminded of his firsl day in the Army.
It was lhe same now-where-1he-hell-are-

deal was a deal and anybody who wasnl
smari enough to prolect himsell didn'l de-
serve prolection— "Caveat emptor.” he
threw in for scholarship. and had 1o trans-
late it (0 “"Lel the buyes beware.” He didn'1,
he stated. gve a damn about either the
maorons or their intelligent slaves: he'd lold
lhem his price. and that was all he was
nterested in

Would fhey meet il or wouldn't they?

The Polar President oflered 1o fesign in
his (avor wilh cerlain lemporary emergency
powers that the Polar Congress would vole
him il he thought them necessary. Barlow

we-gi ? unlil he
fook a lum line wllh them. Then, instead of
acling like supply sergeants. they acled
like hotel clerks.

It was a wonderlul. wonderiully calcu-
lated buildup. and one lhal he failed to
suspecl. Alter all, in his lime a visilor lrom
the pas! would have been lionized.

At day's end he reclined in a snug un-
derground billel wilh the sixty-mile gales
roaring yards overhead and Iried 10 pul two
and wo logether.

It was like old limes, he thought — like a
coup in real eslate where you had the com-
petiton by the throat. like a lifty percent
renl boosl when you knew damned well
Ihere was no place lor the lenants to move.

the title of World Diclator. com-
plete control of world finances. salary 1o be
decided by himsell. and the publicity
campaign and historical writeup to begin at
once.

“As for the emergency powers.” he add-
ed. “lhey are to be neither lemporary nor
lirmited.”

Somebody wanted the floor Lo discuss
the matler. with the declared hope lhat
perhaps Barlow would modily his de-
mands.

"You've gol the propasition,” Barlow

id, "I'm not knocking ofl even len per-

Bul what il the Congress refuses, sir?”
the President asked.



“Then you can slay here al lhe Pole and
Iry 1o work il oul yourselves. I'll gel what |
wanl Irom the morons. A shrewd operator
like me doesn'l have lo compromise: |
haven'l got a single compelilor in this whole
cockeyed moronic era.”

Congress waived debale and voled by
show of hands_ Barlow won unanimously.

“You don't know how close you came lo
losing me." he said in his lirst oflicial ad-
dress lo the joint Houses. "I'm nol the boy to
haggle. either | gel whal | ask, or | go
elsewhere. The lirst thing | wanl is to see
designs for a new palace for me— nothing
unoslentalious, either—and your besl
painters and sculptors to starl working on
my porlrails and statues. Meanwhile I'll gel
my slall logether.”

He dismissed Ihe Polar President and
Ihe Polar Congress, leliing them that he'd
lel them know exacily when the next meel-
ing would be.

A week later Ihe program starled. with
North America (he lirst largel.

Mrs. Garvy was resling after dinner be-
fore the ordeal of lurning on the dishwasher.
The TV. of course. was on and il said.
"Qooh!"— long. shuddery. and ecslalic. the
cue for the Parfum Assaull Criminale spal
commercial. “Girls.” said the announcer
hoarsely, "do you want your man? Il's easy
lo gel him — easy as a Irip 10 Venus.”

“Huh?" said Mrs. Garvy.

“Wassamaller?" snorled her husband.
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starling oul of a doze.

“Ja hear tha(?"

“Wha'?"

“He baid, ‘Easy like a trip lo Venus.'”

“807?”

“Well. | thoughl ya couldn’t get lo Venus. |
thoughl they just had (hal one rockel thing
that crashed on the moon."

“Aah, women don’t keep up wuh lhe

lasl. Thal evering Mrs. Garvy tried lo ask
again whelher her husband was sure about
those rockels. but he was dozing right
through Take It and Stick . So she
walched Ihe screen and lorgot the puzzle.

She was slill rocking wilh laughter al the
gag line. “Would you buy it for a quarter?”
when the commercial.came on lor he de-
tergent powder she always faithtully loaded

news." said Garvy
again.

'Oh.' said his wile uncerlainly.

And (he next day. on Henry's Other Mis-
iress, lhere was a new characler who had
just breezed in: Buzz Rentshaw. masler
rocket pilot of the Venus run. On Henry's
Other Mislress. "the broadcasl drama
aboul you and your neighbors, folksy
paople. ordinary people. real people!”
Mrs. Garvy lislened wilh amazemenl over a
coaling cup of cofles as Buzz made hay of
her hazy conviclions.

Mona: Darling. il's s0 good (o see you
again!

Buzz: You don't know how | missed you
on that dreary Venus run.

Sound: Venetian blind tun down. key
turned in jock.

Mona: Was it very dull. dearest?

Buzz: Let's not talk about my humdrum
Job. darling. Let's talk about us.

Sound: Creaking bed.

Well. Ihe program was back lo normal at

her wilh on the first of every
month.

The announcer displayed mounlains of
suds from a liny piece of Ihe slulf and coyly
added. "O! course, Cleano don't lay
around lor you lo pick up like the soap root
on Venus, but II's prelly cheap and it's al-
mosl prelly near jusl as good. So lor us
plain lotks who ain'l lucky anough o live up
there on Venus. Cleano is Ihe real cleaning
stuth”

Then the chorus wenl info Iheir “Cleana-
is-the-sluli” jingle, but Mrs. Garvy didn'l
hear il. She was a siubborn woman. bul il
occurred to her that she was very sick in-
deed. She didn't wanl to worry her hus-
band. The nexl day she quielly made an
appointmenl with her family freud. *

Inthe wailing room she picked up a fresh
new copy of Readers Pablum and pul il
down wilh a laint palpilation. The lead arli-
cle. according to the table of contents on
the cover. was ltled “The Most Memorable
Venusian | Ever Met.”

“The freud will see you now.” said lhe
nurse. and Mrs, Garvy lollered inlo his of-
lice

His lradilional glasses and whiskers
were reassuring. She choked out the ritual
“Freud. lorgive me. lor | have neuroses.”

He chanled the anliphonal, “Tut. my dear
girl. whal seems lo be the Irouble?"

1 got like a hole in the head.” she qua-
vered. "I seem 1o forget all kinds of things.
Things like everybody knows and | dom't.”

“Well. (hal happens lo everybody occa-
sionally. my dear. | suggesl a vacation on
Venus.”

The freud stared al the empty chair. His
nurse came in and demanded. "Hey. you
see how she scrammed? What was the
maller with her?"

He ook off his glasses and whiskers
meditatively. “You can search me. | told her
she should maybe try a vacation on
Venus.” A balflement came into his face.
and he dug through his desk drawers until
he lound a copy of the lour-colar, prolusely
illustraled journal of his profession. It had
come Ihat morning and he had lip-read it.
though looking mostly at the pictures. He
lealed to the arlicle "Advanlages of the
Planel Venus in Rest Cures.”

"IU's right there.” he said.

The nurse looked. “It sure is,"
agreed. “Why shouldn’t it be?"

“The Irouble wilh these here neurotics,”
decided the [reud., “is thal Lhey all (he tim¢
got (o light reality, Show in the nex! twilch.”

He pul on his glasses and whiskers
again and forgol Mrs. Garvy and her
strange behavior.

“Freud. forgive me. for | have neuroses.”

she




“Tut, rny dear girl, what seems to be lhe
trouble?

- Like many cures of mental disorders,
Mrs. Garvy's was achieved largely by sell-
tfrealmenl. She disciplined hersell sternly
out of lhe crazy nolion Ihal Ihere had been
only one rocket ship and thal one a failure.
She could join wilhoul wincing. evenlually
in any on lhe

lure if'n | didn'l bring to the allention of the
au-gusi body | see here a perilous siluation
which is fraught wilh peril. American rock-
ets now Iraverse the trackless void of space
between lhis planel and our nearest plane-
tarial neighbor in space. | want to inquire
whal sleps are being (aken to colonize
Venus with a vanguard ol palriolic citizens
like those Minulér ol yore.

Venus as a place lo relire, on its labulous
lloral profusion. Finally. she went lo Venus.

All her Iriends were trying to book pas-
sage with the Evening Star Travel and Real
Estate Corporation, bul nalurally the de-
mand was crushing. She her-

“Mr. President and gentiemen! There are
in lhis world nations. envious nalions— [ do
not name Mexico— who by lair means or
foul may seek lo wrest from Columbia’s
grasp the lorch of freadom of space; na-

sell lucky to gel a seat al last for the two-
week summer cruise. The spaceship took
off from a place called Los Alamos. New
Mexico. Il looked jusl like all Ihe space-
ships on television and in the picture mag-
azines but was more comlortable than you
would expecl.

Mrs. Garvy was dehghted with the filty or
so lellow passengers assembled belore
1akeoll. They were from all over the country.
and she had a distinct impression Ihal ihey
were on lhe brainy side. The caplain. alall,
hawk-laced. impressive fellow named
Ryan Somelhing-or-olher. welcomed lhem
aboard and lrusled that their trip would be
a memarable one. He regretled lhal there
would be nolhing to see because. "due lo
the meteorite season.” the ports would be
dogged down. Il was disappointing. yel
reassuring. that the line was taking no
<hances.

There was the expecled momentary dis-
comlort at takeoll and then two monato-
nous days of droning travel through space
to be whiled away in \he lounge al cards or
craps. The landing was a rouline bump.
and \he voyagers were issued tablets to
swallow lo immunize them againsl any
minor ailments.

When the tablets took elfect. the lock
was opened. and Venus was therrs.

It looked much like a tropcal island on
Earih, excepl lor a blanket of cloud over-
head. Bulit had a heady. olherwofldly qual-

tions low living and innale
depravity give lnem an unlarr advanlage
over the citizens of our lair republic.

“This is my program_ | suggest [hat a city
ol more than one hundred thousand popu-
lation be selecled by lol. The citizens of the
lortunale cily are 1o be awarded choice
lands on Venus free and clear. to have and
to hold and convey to heir descendants.
And Ihe national government shall provide
Iree transporiation to Venus for Ihese cili-
zens. And this program shall continue, city
by city. unil there has been deposiled on
Venus a sullicient vanguard of citizens lo
protecl our manilest rights in that planet.

"Mr. President and gentlemen. there 1s no
time to wasle — Venus must be American’"

Black-Kupperman, al the Pole, opened
his eyes and said feebly ‘The slyle was a
uttle uneven. Do you think anybody’ll
notice?”

“You did fine, boy. just ine.” Barlow reas-
sured him

Hull-Mendoza's bill became law.

Dralting machines a1 the South Pole
were busy around lhe clock. and the
Pittsburgh steel mills spewed millions of
plales into the Los Alamas spaceport of lhe
Evening Star Travel and Real Estate Corpo-
ration. Il was going to be Los Angeles. lor
logistic reasons, and the \hree most ac-
complished psychokinelicists went to
Washington and mingled in lhe crowd at
Ihe drawing to make certain that Ihe Los
Angeles capsule slithered inlo the fingers

ity that was

The ten days of the vacannn were sul-
fused with a hazy magic. The soap root, as
adverlised. was free and sudsy. The fruits.
maoslly ropical varieties transplanied Irom
Earih. were delightful. The simple shellers
provided by the Iravel company were more
Ihan adequale lor the balmy days and
nighls.

Il was wilh sincere regrel Ihal the voyag-
ers liled again into the ship and swallowed
more tablets doled out lo counteract and
sterilize any Venus ilinesses Ihey might un-
willingly communicale lo Earth

Vacalioning was one Lhing. Power pofi-
lics was another.

Althe Pole. a small man was in a sound-
proof room. his lace deathly pale and his
body limp in a straight chair.

In the American Senale Chamber,
Senalor Hull-Mendoza (Synd.. N. Calil)
was saying, "Mr. President and genilemen.
| would be remiss in my duly as a legisla-

al the senator.

Los Angeles loved the idea. and a lorest
ol spaceships began to blossom in lhe
desert. They weren'l very good space-
ships, but they didn’l have 1o be.

A team al lhe Pole worked at Bariow's
direction on a mail selup. There would have
to be letters lo and from Venus (o keep the
slightesi taint of suspicion lrom arising.
Luckily Barlow remembered Ihal the prob-
lem had been solved once belare — by Hit-
ler. Relatives of persons incinerated in the
furnaces of Lublin or Majdanek continued
10 get cheery poslal cards.

The Los Angeles llight went ofl on
schedule. under iremendous press, news-
reel, and television coverage. The world
cheered lhe gallanl Angelenos who were
setting ol on their patriotic voyage 10 lhe
1and of milk and honey. The forest ol space-
ships Ihundered up, and up. and oul of
sight withoul untoward incident. Billions
envied the Angelenos, cramped and on
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shart ralions though they were.

Wreckers {rom San Francisco, whose
capsule came up second. moved immedi-
ately inlo Ihe Cily of the Angels lor the
scrap steel their own ﬂlghl wculd requlre
Senalor Hull

The day afler the American President
deparled. Barlow flew inlo a rage. Across
his specially buill desk were supposed lo
llow all Poprob high-level documents. and
this lhing — this oulrageous thing— called
had got inlo the

do no less.

The President of Mexico, hypnolically
alarmed at this extension of yanqui im-
beyond the sir
Iaunched his own Venus-colony program

Across the water it was England versus
Ireland. France versus Germany. China
versus RAussia, India versus Indonesia. An-
cient hatreds grew into the llames that were
rockel ships assailing the air by hundreds
daily.

Dear Ed. how are you? Sam and | are line
and hope you are line. Is il nice up lhere
fike Ihey say wilh lood and close grone
on Irees? | drove by Springfield yester-
day and il sure looked lunny all the build-
ings down but of coarse it is worth it we
have lo keep the greasers in lheir place.
Do you have any trouble with them on
Venus? Drop me a ling some lime. Your
loving sister, Alma.

Dear Aima, | am fine and hope you are
line. Il is a line place here fine climate
and easy living. The doctor lold me loday
that | seem (o be ten years younger. He
thinks there is something in the air here
keeps people young. We do not have
much trouble with Lhe greasers here they
keep lo \heirselves il is jusl a question of
us oulnumbering them and staking oul
the best places for the Americans. In
South Bay | know a nice littte island that |
have been saving for you and Sam with
lots of blanket trees and ham bushes.
Hoping to see you and Sam soon. your
loving brother, Ed.

Sarm and Alma were on their way shortly.

Poprob got a dividend in every nation
aller the emigration had passed (he hall-
way mark, The lonesome slay-al-homes
were unable lo bear the melancnaly ol a
low densily: lheir
had been to swarms of lheir kin, Alter (hal
point it was possible to foist off lhe crudest
stripped-down on
would-be emigrants; they didn’l care.

Black-Kupperman did a final job on Pres-
ident Hull-Mendoza. (he las! job that genius
of nypnolics would ever da on any moron,
imporiant or otherwise.

Hull-Mendoza. panic-siricken by his
presidency over an emptying nation.
joined his The

execulive slage belore he had even had a
glimpse of it!

He buzzed lor Rogge-Smith. his statisti-
cian. Rogge-Smith seemed o be at the
bottomn of it. Poprobterm seemed 10 be
about first and second and third deriva-
lives. whatever they were. Barlow had a
deep dislrust of anylhing more complex
than whal he called an “average.”

While Rogge-Smilh was still at the door,
Bariow snapped, "Whal's the meaning of
this? Why haven'l | been consulted? How
lar have you peopie got. and why have you
been working on something | haven't au-
thorized?”

“Didn’l wanl to bother you, Chiel.” said
Rogge-Smith. It was really a technical
matter. kind of a final cleanup. Want 10
come and see the work?"

Mallitied, Barlow lallowed his statislician
down the corridor.

“You slill shouldn’t have gone ahead
without my ckay.” he grumbled. “Where the
hell would you people have been without

Tha(s right. Chiel, We couldn't have
swung it ourseives; our minds just don't
waork that way: And all thal stull you knew
from Hitler—il wouldn't have occurred lo
us. Like poor Black-Kupperman.”

They were in a fair-sized machine shop &l
the end of a slight upward incline. Il was
cald. Rogge-Smith pushed a butlon that
started a motor. and a flood of arctic light
poured in as lhe roof parted slowly. It
showed a small spaceship with the door
open.

Barlow gaped as Rogge-Smith took him
by the elbow and his other boys appeared:
Swenson Swenson the engineer;

i-Duncan. his p
man: Kalb-French, advems-ng

“In you go. Chiel.” said Tsu15ug|mush|-
Duncan, “This is Poprobterm.”

“Bul I'm the World Diclalor!”

“You bel. Chiel. You'll be in history. all
right— but this is necessary. I'm afraid.”

The door was closed. Acceleration
slammed Barlow cruelly to the metal fioor.
Something broke. and warm. wet stull,
salty tasting, ran from his moulh lo his chin.
Arciic sunlight through a port suddenly be-
came a fierce lancet stabbing at his eyes:
he was out of the almosphere.

Lylng twisled and broken under the ac-
Barlow realized thal some

ence. aboard which lraveled the nalional
governmenl ol America. was the most
elaborale of all Ihe spaceships—bigger.
more comlorlable, with a lounge thal was
handsome, though cramped, and cloak-
rooms lor senators and representalives. It
wenl, however, to the same place as the
others. and Black-Kupperman killed him-
sell. leaving a note that stated he “couldn’l
live with my conscience.”

things had nol changed. Ihat Jack Kelch
was never asked lo dinner howevar many.
shillings you paid him to do your dirty work.
that murder will oul. that crime pays only
temporarity.

The last thing he learned was that death
is the end of pain.0O

Rapanted by permason of 1na estale ol the aukor B0 s
agecn, Rozert P ki, Lig



