ThE BEST id SCGIEKCE FiGTiLi

THE BIG BOOK OF SCIENCE FICTION

VOL. § JANUARY 1949 : NO. 1

A NOVEL OF THE FUTURE

THE BLACK SUN RISES ................ Henry Kuttner 8

“We have slowly begun to realize that this is the end of a day—and
there will be years perliaps, of darkness before another morning.”

THREE SCIENCE-FICTION NOVELETTES

MOONWORM’S DANCE .............c.c.... Stanley Mullen 34
Pursued by all the horrors of Creation, mankind humbled itself at
last before the only creature which could save it—the Evolutionary
Ultimate, whose only desire was death!

THE BOUNDING CROWN ................... James Blish™ 60
One against the Venus nightmare, Heywood sought his last strange
haven—Charybdis Cauldron, where no Earthman had ever survived!

A HANDFUL OF STARS ............... .Walter Kubilius 76
Explanation? Theories? There 1s only one rule to astronomy—strive
as you will, you'll never solve the secrets of a handful of stars!

FOUR SHORT STORIES

THE SILENCE ........0iiiiiiiiiiiininnn., Ray Bradbiry 30
Think Jong and think deep—do you really rule your own planet?
THE OTHER ...........oiiiiiiiiin.. Sanford Vaid 32

One man, and only one, dared lo answer the flaming challenge of
the meteor.
THE SKY WILL BE OURS ......... Manly Wade Wellman 94
Two against Eternity, they took off on the strangest of all voyages—
to blaze a new frontier for tomorrow's world!
CABAL ........ N Cleve Cartmill 110
Outla\'\ ed from one world, prey of another, he thundered his defiance:
“You can train a people to peace, but their souls know the answer
to tyranny. I am going to destroy your dictator!”

DEPARTMENTS AND FEATURES
FANDOM’'S CORNER ...... Conducted by James V. TauraSI 6

FINLAY PORTFOLIO ........ B 33
SCIENCE FICTION QUIZ ................. Simpson thter 51
THE SCIENCE FICTIONEER . Conducted by Frederik Pohl 91
MISSIVES AND MISSILES ............ RN The Readers 107

Iltustrations by Bok, Finlay, Kramer, Les Tina, and Paul.
Cover by Lawrence,

Publighed bi-monthly by Fictioneers Inc., a subdidiary of Popular Publications Inc., 100 Adeclaide St. West.
Toronto, Ontarle, Canada. Authorized by the Poat Office Department, Ottawa, Canada as Hecond Class
Matter., Copyright 1948, by PODUlal Publieations Inc., under International Copyright Cenvention and ¥Fan
American Copyright Conventions.” All rights rasarved including 1he right of rcproduction, in whole or
in part, In any form. Annual subscripilon $1.50. For advertising rales, address Bert Foster, 100
Adelaide St. West, Toronlo, Ontario, Canada. When submltting wmarnuscripia encloss atamped, wmelf-
addressed envelope for their return, if found unavajlable. ‘The publishers will exercize care in the handling
of unsolictted manuscripta. but assume no respomsibility for their return. Any resemblance between any
characier appearing in fictional matter, and any person, living or dead is ontirely coincidental and
wminternional. Printed ia Canada.



THE SILENCE

by Ray Bradhury

You who read this — look about E LET them come in. They
ybu. Think of the sun and the set their long silver ships
sky and the world you know down in the valleys, on the

g R plateaus and plains. We let thein come
Think long and think deep — Are in without moving against them. All

you really the dominant race on of us watched and waited and com-
your planet? municated to each other about the
)
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invaders. It was almost » joke to us.

We knew they were coming? Yes,
we knew. We heard them coming a-
cross space, We counted one thousand
of their projectiles shooting through
the void. They were running away
from something. They had to run.
Their planet, which they called Earth,
was no longer habitable. They built
ships and escaped from Earth before
it was too late.

We all saw them land and we heard
the vibration of their sharp, unthink-
ing words.. They had a leader; a tall
man with lean-steel shoulders and a
white, quiet face. He spoke to his
people about the trip, the sacrifice, the
new world to live upon.

The pattern of his voice-vibration
was this: )

“We are here through the grace of
God. We have surmounted ineredible
obstacles, toiled mightily, and found
our new.world.

“We are indeed fortunate that this
new world is uninhabited. It is good
that we need not fight alien peoples
for the right to land here, We have
come down in peace upon a sunlit,
green paradise where there is nothing
but the sound of air, light and earth,
of water and winds and mountains.”

We didn't particularly want to kill
this man. His name was Monroe, But
we knew he would have to pay the
penalty of being one of his kind.

It was the other man who was an
-irritant, a fleshy molecule of quick,
bitter incorrigibility. “Sure. Sure,” he
said rapidly, “This is a set-up. No
Indians to fight — no Germans dive-
bombing us . . . a sweet set-up. Why,
listen Monroe, in six months we
can have this dinky hunk of earth re-
vamped into a damned fine facsimile
of New York, Chicago and all points
West. Watch our steam!”

The other humans made loud cheer-
ing noises. It eame out of their lungs
and throats, and it seemed senseless.
Monroe: said nothing.

We waited. We had our task set
out for us, We didn't want the hu-
mans to escape again, ag they had
escaped from earth at the threat of
annihilation. We wanted them te
settle down, to build and get con-
tended and easy in their life. We
wanted them to allow their space-
ships to rust, idling away. We ecould
wait,

We had all the time in this timeless
universe,

We remembered vibrations of quick,
sharp voices.

“Be on the watch, Carlson. There

‘may be nomadic tribes of people on

this world. There may be strange dis-
eases and stranger animals, We ean't
have any wars now. We can’t afford
war.”

“Yes, sir, I'll sure watch. I'll watch
close.” ,

And they did watch. But they did-
n’t see anything. They walked in pairs,
male: and female. They stood on
mountains, they strolled along wild-
brushed gullies, near naked dry-sand
river hollows. They smelled the keen-
edged air of Xoton like vigorous wine.
They saw 2 sun go up in the sky and
come down in the sky and they saw
the stars wheel with cosmic majesty
from horizon to horizon. They saw
seasons come and go, and at last they
were very sure there was no danger,

They thought they owned Xoton,
They thought it was theirs for good
and all. They made many words about
it, printed and spoken. They sang bal-
lads about it, toasted it in liquors,
dreamed of it in dreams,

We let the first generation and the
second generation die of their own
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accord from their own inherent dis-
eases, their cultural conflicts and so-
cial degenerations, We let them build
far and wide their web and shuttle and
vise of steel. They put boats on the
rivers, They put planes in the sky.
They put holes in the ground. They
put their dead in the ground, too, -and
all the while we waited and watched
for the proper time.

We waited.

We knew them for what they were.
The senseless little motes of electrical
mobility called animal life: who
moved without the cosmic motion, who
moved for no reason in no particular
direction and made cliaos with their
flesh mouths about their insensible
wildness. We knew them for the {inal
fragments of humanity racing from
one world to the next in an insane
attempt to survive.

We had been very patient.

And now when they were settled
fine and neat, when they lived in their
metal homes and traveled in metal
cars, now then it was ‘the precise time
for us to act ...

"The more curious of them may have
prophesied something by the simple
act of perceiving the quiver of a tree-
branch, or the tongue of wet salt green
lapping along the soundless shores of
the sea, or the movement of the wind,
ever so slight, But thosc things are
so natural. In faci, they are the only
natural, rhythmical things in the uni-
verse, where they have taken their
place. All else is unnatural and there-
fore, must not long exist. .

The night before it happened, we
communicated about it. We agreed,
all of us, that the invaders would be
taken unaware. We, like an amoeba,
had taken them into our heart, Now
they were the nucleus. All we had

to do would be to constrict our pseud-
opods.
One cosmic movenient.

T WAS a fine warm spring morning.

The sky was polished and’ shining
and the ships of men went across that
sky like flecks of dream-stuff,

People were walking and. talking
and living the warm life. There was
laughter and there was song.

And then the mountains moved.
And the sky constricted like a blue
fist. ’

And then the rivers tore wild in
a torrent from their ridges. The earth
crumbled, trembling. The sun glowed
ot and violent.

Man and his cities were in the heart
of all this. \We killed them. We
crushed them and destroyed them.
Every one of them. Every one.

Not one escaped.

It was a triumph of nature. It was
so carefully blue-printed and carried
to fruition.

We killed them.

And now Xoton is quiet again,
Quiet in the yellow sun, quiet in the
winds from all the seas and far moun-
tains, quiet like the spreading snow on
hills in winter, like ice locking the
watlers of a creek. So quiet. Oh, in
the name of God, so very quiet.

You who read this—in some far dis-
tant galactic sphere—look about you.
Think of the sun and the sky and
the solid world beneath your fleshy
limbs.

Think long and think deep.

Are the rivers running too swiftly
this spring? Is the sun too warm in
the summer? Are the winds too keen
in the autumn? Is the snow too deep
in the winter?

Perhaps — perhaps you are living
upon another Xoton,



