SUPER-SCIENCE

FICTION
Yol. T — No. 5§ August, 1957
CONTENTS

NOVELETTES
THREE SURVIVED by Robert Silverberg ..oeeeesssscasss 2

Roy thought his two companions would be dead weight

THE SEARCH FOR SALLY by A. Bertram Chandler sevees 46
sally was dead, But her mind still survived!

SHORT STORIES
ALTERNATE UNIVERSE bﬁ/ Robert Rloch vevsssnserssasen 36

That mescalin drug had an odd eifect

I'LL TAKE OVER by Geo'rge Whitely Y N RN NN NN RN 76

The mechanical Brain ran the huge starship

HUNT AND STRIKE by Raymond E. Banks «eeeeeecsrsnes 96

The ultimate guided missile will seek one man alone
TWICE-TOLD TALE by Theodore L., Thomas .evensesssnns 114
If space is curved, then the universe is round
INVASION FOOTNOTE b‘_lj Cortwainer Bird sesosrerssress 121
Sim was just a robol—but he got ideas
FEATURES

LOOK TO THE STARS by Scott Nevets seesscessesosasses 45
NUCLEAR NEWS by Steven BoTY vovveveressssssssreerese D
l‘HE MAIL BAA.G LA R A N NN NN NNE NN '.I.'...."'. 126

COVER by Kelly Freas

ILLUSTRATIONS by Emsh, Orban and Bowman
W. W. Scott — Editor

SUPER-SCIENCE TFICTION is published bl-monthly by Headllne DPublicatlong
Inc., at 1 Appleton Sureet, ilolyoke, Mass. Edilorial otfice at 1790 Broadway, New.
;!ork 19, N. Y. Latered as second clasy matter at the post office at Ilolyoke, Mass.y
August 21, 1356, under the Act of March 3, 1879. Single copy, 35¢. Subscription
rates, $1.00 tor 12 issues. Not responsible for unsolicited manuscripts, and all such
materlals must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelopes. All storles
mrirted in the magazine are fiction, and any similarity between the characters and
aotual persons is coincidental. Copyright 1957 by Headline Publicatiops Inc, Aill
rights, including translation, reserved under Inlernational Copyright Convention
owd Pan American Copyright Convention. Printed in the U.S.A,



TWICE-TOLD TALE

by THEODORE L. THOMAS

If space is curved, then the universe is round and a
starship speeding on a straighi course must in time
return once again to the earih—in theory that is

IT was a cold night in De-
cember when Nathaniel Dove
came home. The first sign of
his return was a gentle stirring
on the radio of a lonely outpost
in the Arctic. The stirring grew
louder and became static. And
faintly, ever so faintly through
the static, a human voice began
to emerge.

The sleepy operator paid lit-
tle attention to the stirring but
he looked up at the sound of
the static. And when he heard
the faint human voice he got
up and went over to the power-
ful set and began adjusting the
dials and the directional anten-«
na. The voice began to pulse
and the static changed to waves
of sound. Then for the first
time the operator began to dis-

tinguish words. Dimly, sound-
ing like a whisper amidst the
crashing roar of surf, he heard
words.

“,..ing Earth. Nathaniel
Dove calling Earth. Nathaniel
Dove calling Earth.”

Stunning shock gripped the
operator and he had to force
his trembling hands to a suf-
ficient degree of steadiness to
continue  manipulating  the
dials.

“... calling Earth. Acknowl-
edge, please. Give me landing
directions. Estimated time of
arrival about four hours Earth.
Nathaniel Dove calling...”

Under normal conditions the
operator would have immedi-
ately set about to make con-
tact with the starship. But now
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he put that aside. He looked
at the reading on the direction-
al antenna and stepped over to
the transmitter and called
Communicent in Washington,
D.C. It took him only ten sec-
onds to relate what had hap-
pened. And the world began to
go mad.

A long black car screeched
out of Communicent on Con-
gress Heights and wheeled onto
South Capitol Street. By the
time it reached the bridge it
had picked up a motorcycle es-
cort and the sirens rent the
still night air. Citizens fresh
in bed grumbled and rolled
over and mumbled about the
sirens that seemed to forever
roam the streets of Washing-
ton, Strzight to the White
House the car sped and when
the guards saw who was inside,
the wide gates swung wide im-
mediately. And just as quickly
someone went to wake the
President.

THe heard the news in his up-
stairs office. His jaw dropped
and he sat down quickly. He
recovered swiftly and picked
up. the phone and placed half
a dozen calls. And each of the
men he called placed several
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calls of their own. Like the
ever-widening ripples on the
calm surface of water the word
spread.

People began moving from
house to house and crowds
started to gather in the streets.
Afternoon newspapers routed
their staffs out of bed and be-
gan setting up an extra edition.
Scientists the world over were
beseiged with questions and re-
quests for statements. Univer-
sities and colleges buzzed with
activity.

With the people alerted, ad-
ditional news spread faster
than ever. Radios other than
that of the Arctic operator
could now pick up the mes-
sages from Nathaniel Dove.
The three starships were intact
and all aboard were well. Yes,
they had traveled in a straight
line; the sealed monitors would
prove it once they landed. No,
the fifteen years had not
passed easily; more than once
they had been sorely tempted
to turn back. And more.

A series of scientists and tee-
vee .executives descended on
Doctor Wilired Hindman and
demanded that he appear be-
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fore the cameras and explain
his position. He refused.

T WASN'T for three hours

after the first radio contact
that anyone thought to call
Marie Dove. A reporter
reached her by telephone and
broke the news and waited for
a reaction.

She hung up. Marie Dove
bung up. She stood straight
and tall and looked out the
windows at the dark forest be-
yond. Unmoving she stood in
the darkness, her black hair
falling long over her shoulders.
Her breathing came slow and
steady and the tears welled
from her eyes and coursed
down her cheeks.

Marie Dove remembered.
Fifteen years of remembering
fell onto her at once. Her man
had come home.

She saw him as he had been
when they first met, a young
man of 22 with quiet grey eyes
and a slow smile that spread
up one side of his face more
than the other. Even then he
had had the dream, the dream
to make the great voyage. The
dream to prove that the curva-
‘ture of space was a reality and
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not just a mathematical ab-
straction.

But they laughed at him,
Space curved? Certainly, as a
means of expression, as a
mathematical tool. But who
would be fool enough to try to
make the trip to prove it? A
man would be throwing his life
away in a useless gesture. The
incalculable  immensity of
space waited to swallow so
foolhardy an individual. So
Wilfred Hindman said, and all
believed.

But Nathaniel Dove stuck
by his theory. The curvature
of space is as real as gravita-
tion. A man has only to leave
Earth and maintain a straight
line and he will return again
from the opposition direction.

They lavghed louder. They
pointed out that no one knew
the limit of velocity of the
Hindman drive, not even
Hindman. That only a gover-
nor to limit the velocity of the
drive to ten times the speed of
light allowed men to fly safely.
And that even then ships got
lost; the rare slight error that
spacemen must make con-
demned an occasional ship to
an eternity of flight.
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Hindman himself pointed
out the fatal weakness in the
theory of a flight around space.
“Even should you succeed in
circum-navigating the Uni-
verse,” he said, “Earth will not
be here when you return. So
should you accomplish the im-
-possible and return to your
starting point, you will still be
lost.”

Nathaniel Dove had an an-
swer. “Whatever motion Earth
has at the time I take off will
be imparted to my ships. So if
I plot a straight-line course
from the surface of Earth, my
ships will be subjected to the
precise forces that control the
motion of Earth. Thus when 1
complete the circle I will be at
Earth’s new position. I believe
in the simplicity of the laws
that govern the Universe, It
will come out right.”

“Mysticism,” shouted the
opposition, and Hindman
agreed. And then they ham-
mered at other things. “How
long do you anticipate such a
flight would take?”

“If my calculations are cor-
rect,” said Nathaniel Dove,
“the Hindman drive will pro-
duce an eifective veloeity of

1z

4x1028 times the speed of
light. Thus I would complete
the trip in fifteen years Earth
time.”

“Madman,” they said. And
the whole world took up the
cry. Doctor Wilfred Hindman
tried to get Nathaniel Dove
committed as a mental case,
and he very nearly succeeded.
The only thing that saved Na-
thaniel Dove was an inspired
plea by a skillful lawyer.

Try as he could Nathaniel
Dove could not find funds to
try his grand experiment.
Everywhere he went the
mighty Hindman name con-
demned him. Nobody wanted
to be connected with such a
hair-brained proposition as
testing the curvature of space
by flying in a straight line at
incomprehensible speeds.

SEVERAL years passed and
only Marie had faith in Na-
thaniel. She gave him faith
when his own waivered. She
was always by his side to ab-
sorb some of the shock of pub-
lic contempt. And it may be
that her quiet belief was what
finally produced a backer.

Madame President of Brazil
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supplied money from a fund
for which she was not account-
able. It was barely enough to
fit out three small starships,
old ones at that. For awhile it
looked as though the ships
would not leave the ground for
want of a crew. Few wanted to
waste their lives. Madame
president solved that problem
too. She offered pardons to
convicted criminals if they
would accompany Nathaniel
Dove as crew. And so the three
ships were readied.

Take-off was late one night
in December. There was no
fanfare, only Marie to wish her
husband a safe journey and to
wet his cheek with her tears.
The three ships took off and
immediately slipped into the
frame of reference called
faster-than-light flight. It
wasn’t until the next day that
the newspapers learned about
what had happened.

The reaction was laughter,
with relief in it, almost as if a
menace had been removed. For
certain no one ever expected to
see Nathaniel Dove again. Ma-
rie Dove was referred to as the
Widow Dove. Doctor Hindman
again reviewed the many rea-
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sons why Nathaniel Dove was
more than a fool; he was a
stupid fool. Hindman effect-
tively deprived him of the role
of a man willing to die for
something he believed in; no
one admires stupidity. Marie
Dove isolated herself from peo-
ple and tock up her lonely vig-
il.

Earth was a bustling com-
munity with ships scouring the

galaxies and reporting new
wonders every month. The
Dove affair swiftly faded

away, washed out by more im-
portant things. Men were busy,
too busy to worry about crack-
pots. They remembered the
name Nathaniel Dove as of a
foolish man who had flung
himself into the fire,

Then came the gentle stir-
ring on the radio of a lonely
outpost in the Arctic,

For a long time Marie Dove
stood and watched the dark
forest on the other side of the
window. The phone rang and
she answered. It was the White
Heuse saying that a helicopter
was on the way to pick her up.
She dressed and went out to
the strip and waited until the
copter came. When she got in
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she found a general there. He
helped her to a seat.

“I wanted to make this as
complete as possible for you
and Nathaniel,” he said. “This
is a great thing he has done
and it is even greater since the
rest of us were against him.
Your husband has opened the
entire Universe te mankind.
We shall never forget him.”

The copter took off and the
general said, “He is really well,
you know. He has suffered
nothing as a result of this voy-
age. But I understand that he
had some trouble with the crew
on several occasions; they wan-
ted to turn back. But he forced
them on. Your husband is a
brave man.”

Marie Dove nodded, but she
smiled to herself. She knew
what had driven her husband
on; they had talked about it
before he left. The only way
home to her was straight
ahead. To turn was to run the
risk of getting lost. Both knew
the voyage would be success{ul
only if his theory was right.
They would never see each
other again if he were wrong.
And straight ahead was the
only answer.

te9

IN an hour the copter came

to the great field where the
ships were to land. A large
crowd had gathered. The gen-
eral led Marie Dove to the
tower where a small number of
people waited. When she shook
hands with the President he
took her hand in both of his.
He did not speak.

Then Doctor Wilfred Hind-
man came toward them,
flanked on each side by a bur-
ly sergeant. They led him up
to where Marie Dove stood
close by his side. He looked
at her and tried to turn away,
but they blocked his path. He
turned back.

She looked at him with pity
in her eyes, thinking of men
and the way they turn on
their leaders once they have
been proved wrong. Hindman
saw the look, hesitated a mo-
ment, then stepped diffidently
to her side.

“What can I say?” he said.
“I bhave done you and your
husband a great wrong. And I
just learned how great. It has
happened before.”

Far above three tiny dots
appeared. The crowd stirred
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and a gentle rumble arose as
they saw the starships,
Hindman said, “I have often
wondered about the ridiculous
names your husband gave his
ships. Today, when I learned
he had returned I looked and
found out why he named them
the way he did. Long ago there
was another man. He too
was a foolhardy man—.”
The roar of the crowd
surged up and drowned him
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out. But even above the roar
could be heard the deep boom-
ing bellow of the Hindman
drive. Over the field the three
ships poised, a shimmering
white band below each. Slowly
they lowered themselves to the
ground and then they rested
motionless. Nathaniel Dove
had come home safely with
his three ships, the Nina, the
Pinta, and the Santa Maria.
THE END



