SCIENCE
FIiCTION ALL

QUARTERLY NEW

STORIES

Volume 4 February, 1957 Number &
NOVELETS

SMALL LORDS ... ...ttt iiiiniierannnnnns Frederik Pohl @

The Earthmen were as giants on this world and learned very soon what deadly
penalties a giant has to pay..

CHILDREN OF FORTUNE ...................... D. A. Jourdan 20
The fundamental theory — picking the rulers of society by chance alone — was
fine, so long as there was no joker in the deck!

SHORT STORIES

INAUGURATION ...... e vieseseaessssess . Margaret St. Clair 41
The mystery about the President was a mystery to one person only!

MISADJUSTMENT ... ...... .. iiiiiiiiiinnens Philip K. Dick 46
The worst kind of delusion is one that you can make work!

BEMA . ... .. Wallace West 59
Here's the inside dope on a cliche in science fiction.

TIME TO STOP .......0.ovvveiiiiiin s, Randall Garrett 78

Here’s a vignette that would have been a novelet in the old days.

FEATURE

SCIENCE IN SCIENCE FICTION (Special Article) .......... .

............ Richard H. Macklin, Ph. D. 64
Dr. Macklin scrutinizes “The Tie That Binds”, and there is — or should be —
wailing and gnashng of teeth!

READERS’ DEPARTMENTS

THE EDITOR’S PAGE ....... virierrasseesses. Robert W, Lowndes 39
INSIDE SCIENCE FICTION ......... e Robert A. Madle 73
IT SAYS HERE (Letters and Comment) ...... «... The Readers 79

Cover by Emsh, from "Children Of Fortune”

D st i i i i i i N N o W e N I I N N P W N
SCIENCE FICTION QUARTERLY, February, 1957, published February, May, Augusl, and November,
by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC. 1 Applsion Street, Holyoke, Mass. Hdltorlal and executive offices
at 241 Church Street, New York 13, Noew York. Entered as second class wmatter at the Post Office at
Holyoke, Mass., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Slngle copy 25¢; vearly subscription $1.00. Entire con-
tents copyrlght 1956 by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIO\b INC. Manuscrlpts musl be accompanied by egelf
addressed euvelopes to Insure return if not accepted, and while reasonable cars wlll be extended In
handling them, it {3 understood that they are submitted al author's risk. Printed tn U. S. A.

B T O I T i Ve S o P

4



TIME TO STOP

A Vignette by Randall Garrett

R. OSWALD LATIMER leafed
Mthrough the sheaf of papers that

young Aghill had submitted and
smiled at his student,

“Bob, I think you've done a marvelous
job. You've done an excellent exposition
on the sabject of time travel into the fu-
ture. Now, if your apparatus works accord-
ing to theory, I have no doubt that you'll
not only get your Doctorate, but the Nobel
Prize.”

Dr. Rumfort choked. “Ridiculous! Im-
possible! Time travel can not be justified
mathematically !”

Dr. Latimer smiled at his student, then
turned to glare at Dr. Rumfort. “Harry, I
think you'd balk at anything if it didn’t
agree with your theories. Will you shut up?
You're here as a witness, not as a Prose-
cuting Attorney! Please go on, Mr. Aghill.”

Robert Aghill was a thin, sheepish-look-
ing young man; he nodded obsequiously
as he set his apparatus into motion. He
flipped several switches and turned several
rheostats. Finally, he pointed wordlessly
toward a large plastic bubble that hung
suspended in the middle of the lab.

After a moment, he found his voice.
“There it 1s, sirs; a machine that will
travel into the future.”

Dus. Latimer and Rumfort stared at the
machine. It looked like a ten-foot fishbowl
which had been turned upside-down over
a chair. Inside, it glowed with violet light.

Absolutely nothing else happened.

Rumfort, of course, was the first to find
his voice. "Do you mean to say that that
thing is supposed to be going into the fu-
ture?”

All three men stood staring at the glow-
ing globe of violet light.

Finally, Aghill said: “Yes sir; that field
should project anything within it into the
future.”

“Bah! Hooey!” shouted Dr. Rumfort.
“Let me look at those equations!” He
grabbed at the thesis paper and looked it
over whild Latimer and Aghill watched.

Aghill, in a plea of self-preservation,
looked at Dr. Latimer and said: “Please,
sit! T Anow that thing's going into the
the future; I have—"
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“AhhHA!" shouted Dr. Rumfort—he
was fond of shouting—"There’s the error!”
He pointed at one line in the manuscript.
“That's not an equation!” he snapped
“that’s an identity!”

Latimer took the paper from Rumfort’s
hand and looked at the indicated line.
After a moment, he looked at young Aghill,
“Robert, my boy, I'm afraid Dr. Rumfort
is right; the equation s an identity.”
AGHILL grabbed at the paper and

stared at it, a frown on his face. At
last, a smile brightened his broad mouth.
"I see. You're right, of course; but so am L
The equation shows the identity of applied
power with the time flow. The apparatus

is travelling into the future at the rate of
one second per second!”

At that, Rumfort blew up. “And you call
that a time machine? Hah! My dear boy,
everything goes into future at the rate of
one second per second. Look here!” He
walked over to the inverted, ten-foot fish-
bowl, opened the door in its side and
stepped in. “Presumably, I am within the
time-travelling field now. And I am still
here. 1 am moving into the future at the
same rate I always was. The whole thing is
stupid! Now suppose I shut it off—" He
vigorously punched the cutoff button inside
the globe.

Instantly, the violet glow within the globe
vanished.

And with it vanished the chair, the
control board, and Dr. Rumfort.

Latimer and Aghill stared at the empty
plastic bubble. Aghill gulped audibly.
“What happened? Where is Dr, Rumfort?"’

Latimer looked again at the equations.
“I'm afraid you asked the wrong question.
According to your formulae, the machine
propels things into the future at the rate
of one second per second. When it's cut
off, naturally, it stops propelling the things
in its field. You shouldn’t ask where Dr.
Rumfort is, but when.”

He glanced at his wristwatch, “I should
say he’s about thirty seconds ago.”
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