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“Bay— There’s Dad! Right there
—where I'm pointing, silly, Don’t
you see him?”

She did. It was just the impres-
sion of a large man, waving fran-
tically, fingers spread wide as
though groping wildly in air. The
deep thunder of a drawn-out shout
reached them. Bayta trailed her
husband, rushing downwards over
the close-cropped lawn. She caught
sight of a smaller man, white-
haired, almost lost to view behind
the robust One-arm, who still
waved and still shouted.

Toran cried over his shoulder,
“It’s my father’s half brother. The
one who’s been to the Foundation.
You know.”

They met in the grass, laughing
and incoherent, and Toran’s father
let out a final whoop for sheer joy.
He hitched at his short jacket and
adjusted the metal-chased belt that
was his one concession to.luxury.

His eyes shifted from one of the
youngsters to the other, and then
he said, a little out of breath, “You
picked a rotten day to return home,
boy 1"

“What? Oh, it is Seldon’s birth-
day, isn’t it?”

“It is. I had to rent a car to
make the trip here, and dragoon
Randu to drive it. Not a public
vehicle to be had at gun’s point.”

His eyes were on Bayta now,
and didn’t leave. He spoke to her
more softly, “I have the crystal of
you right here—and it's good but
I can see the fellow who took it was
an amateur.”

‘He had the small cube of trans-
parency out of his jacket pocket
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and in the light the laughing little
face within sprang to vivid colored
life as a miniature Bayta.

“That one!” said Bayta. “Now
I wonder why Toran should send
that caricature. I'm surprised you
fet me come near you, sir.”

“Are you now? Call me Fran.
T'll have none of this fancy mess.
For that, I think you can take my
arm, and we’ll go on to the car.
Till now I never did think my boy
knew what he was ever up to, I
think T'll change that opinion. I
think I'll have to change that
opinion.”

Toran said to his half uncle
softly, “How is the old man these
days? Does he still hound the
women ?”

Randu puckered up all over his
face when he smiled, “When he
can, Toran, when he can, There
are times when he remembers that
his next birthday will be his sixtieth,
and that disheartens him. But he
shouts it down, this evil thought,
and then he is himself. He is a
Trader of the ancient type. But
you Toran. Where did you find
such a pretty wife?”

The young man chuckled and
linked arms, “Do you want a three
years’ history at a gasp, uncle?” |

It was in the small living room
of the home that Bayta struggled
out of her traveling cloak and hood
and shook her hair loose. She sat
down, crossing her knees, and re-
turned the appreciative stare of this
large, ruddy man.

She said, “I know what you're
trying to estimate, and I'lt help you:
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Toran leaned over and put a hand
over her mouth, “Dad,” he said,
coldly, “you’ve never been on the
Foundation. You know nothing
about it. I tell you that the under-
ground there is brave and daring
enough. I could tell you that Bayta
was one of them—

“All right, boy, no offense. Now,
where’s the cause for anger?” he
was genuinely perturbed.

Toran drove on fervently, “The
trouble with you, Dad, is that
you've got a provincial outlook.
You think because some hundred
thousand Traders scurry into holes
on an unwanted planet at the end
of nowhere, that they’re a great
people. Of course, any tax collec-
tor from the Foundation that gets
here never leaves again, but that’s
cheap heroism. What would you do
if the Foundation sent a fleet?”

“We'd blast them,” said Fran,
sharply.

“And get blasted—with the bal-
ance in their favor. You're out-
numbered, outarmed, outorganized
—and as soon as the Foundation
thinks it worth its while, youwl real~
ize that. So you had better seek
your allies—on the Foundation it~
self, if you can.”

“Randy,” said Fran, looking at
his brother like a great, helpless
bull.

Randu took his pipe away from
his lips, “The boy’s right, Fran.
When you listen to the little
thoughts deep inside you, you know
he is. But they’re uncomfortable
thoughts, so you drown them out
with that roar of yours. But
they’re still there. Toran,
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Tl tell’

you why I brought all this up.”

He puffed thoughtfully awhile,
then dipped his pipe into the neck of
the tray, waited for the silent flash,
and withdrew it clean. Slowly, he
filled it again with precise tamps of
his little finger.

He said, “Your little suggestxon
of Foundation’s interest in us,
Toran, is to the point. There have
been two recent visits lately—for
tax purposes. The disturbing point
is that the second visitor was ac-
companied by a light patrol ship.
They landed in Gleiar City—giving
us the miss for a change—and they
never lifted off again, naturally.
But now they’ll surely be back.
Your father is aware of all this,
Toran, he really is.

“Look at the stubborn rakehell.
He knows Haven is in trouble, and
he knows we’re helpless, but he
repeats his formulas. It warms and
protects him. But once he’s had
his say, and roared his defiance,
and feels he’s discharged his duty
as a man and a Bull Trader, why
he’s as reasonable as any of us.”

“Any of who?” asked Bayta.

He smiled at her, “We’ve formed
a little group, Bayta—just in our
city. We haven’t done anything,
yet. We haven’t even managed to
contact the other cities yet, but it’s
a start.”

“But towards what?”

Randu shook his head, “We don't
know—yet. We hope for a miracle,
We have decided that, as you say,
a Seldon crisis must be at hand.”
He gestured widely upwards. “The
Galaxy is full of the chips and
splinters of the broken Empire.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION





EPUB/image_0012_00.jpeg
She lit a cigarette slowly, and
watched the glowing tip absently,
“The laws of history are as absolute
as the laws of physics, and if the
probabilities of error are greater,
it is only because history does not
deal with as many humans as
physics does atoms, so that individ-
ual variations count for more. Sel-
don predicted a series of crises
through the thousand years of
growth, each of which would force
a new turning of our history into
a pre-calculated path. It is those
crises which direct us—arg] there-
fore a crisis must come now.

“Now!” she repeated, forcefully.
“It’s almost a century since the last

" one, and in that century, every vice
of the Empire has been repeated
in the Foundation. Imertia! Our
ruling class knows one law; no
change. Despotism! They know
.one rule: force. Maldistribution!
They know one desire : to hold what
is theirs.”

“While others starve!” roared
Fran suddenly with a mighty blow
of his fist upon the arm of his
chair. “Girl, your words are pearls.
The fat guts on their moneybags
ruin the Foundation, while the
brave Traders hide their poverty
on dregs of worlds like Haven. It’s
a disgrace to Seldon, a casting of
dirt in his face, a spewing in his
beard.” Ile raised his arm high,
and then his face lengthened, “If
I had my other arm! If—once—
they had listened to me!”

“Dad,” said Toran, “take it easy.”

“Take it easy. Take it easy,”
his father mimicked savagely.
“We'll live here and die here for-
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ever—and you say, take it easy.”

“That’s our modern Lathan
Devers,” said Randu, gesturing with
his pipe, “this Fran of ours. Devers
died in the slave mines eighty years
ago with your husband’s great-
grandfather, because he lacked wis-
dom and didn’t lack heart—"

“Yes, and by the Galaxy, I'd do
the same if T were he,” swore Fran.
“Devers was the greatest Trader in
history—greater than the overblown
windbag, Mallow, the Founda-
tioners worship. If the cutthroats
who lord the Foundation killed him
because he loved justice, the greater
the blood-debt owed them.”

“Go on, girl,” said Randu. “Go,
or, surely, he’ll talk all the night
and rave all the next day.”

“There’s nothing to go on about,”
she said, with a sudden gloom.
“There must be a crisis, but I don’t
know how to make one. The pro-
gressive forces on the Foundation
are oppressed fearfully. You
Traders may have the will, but you
are hunted and disunited. Tf all
the forces of good will in and out.
of the Foundation could combine—"

Fran’s laugh was a rauceus jeer,
“Listen to her, Randu, listen to her,
In and out of the Foundation, she
says. Girl, girl, there’s no hope in
the flab-sides of the Foundation.
Among them some hold the whip
and the rest are whipped—dead
whipped. Not enough spunk left
in the whole rotten world to out-
face one good Trader.”

Bayta’s attempted interruptions
broke feebly against the overwhelm-
ing wind.
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of my teachers, but I learned a
bit, eventually.”

“A citation for scholarship,” put
in Toran, smugly, “that’s all!”

“And what did you learn?” pro-
ceeded Randu smoothly.

“Everything? Now?” laughed
the girl,

The old man smiled gently, “Well
then, what do you think of the
Galactic situation?”

“I think,” said Bayta, concisely,
“that a Seldon crisis is pending—
and that if it isn’t then away with
the Seldon plan altogether, It is
a failure.” &

(“Whew,” muttered Fran, from
his corner. “What a way to speak
of Seldon.” But he said nothing
aloud.) 3

Randu sucked at his pipe specu-
latively, “Indeed? Why do you say
that? I was to the Foundation, you
know, in my younger days, and I,
too, once thought great dramatic
thoughts. But, now, why do you
say that?” %

“Well,” Bayta’s eyes misted with
thought as she curled her bare toes
into the white softness of the rug
and nestled her little chin in one
plump hand, “it seems to me that
the whole essence of Seldon’s plan
was to create a world bettér “than
the ancient one of -the Galactic
Empire. It was falling apart, that
world, three centuries ago, when
Seldon first established the Founda-
tion—and if history speaks truly,
it was falling apart of the triple
disease of inertia, despotism,” and
maldistribution of the goods of the
universe.” X

Randu nodded slowly, ~ while
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Toran gazed with proud, luminous
eyes at his wife, and Fran in the
corner clucked his tengue and care-
fully refilled his glass. i

Bayta said, “If the story of Sel-
don is true, he foresaw the com-
plete collapse of the Empire through
his laws of psychohistory, and was
able to predict the necessary thirty
thousand years of barbarism before
the establishment of a new Second
Empire to restore civilization and
culture to humanity. It was the
whole aim of his life-work to set
up such conditions as would insure
a speedier rejuvenation.”

The deep voice of Fran burst out,
“And that’s why he established the
two Foundations, honor be to his
name,”

“And that’s why he established
the two Foundations,” assented
Bayta. “Our Foundaon was a
gathering of the scientists of the
dying Empire intended to carry on
the science and learning of man to
new heights. And the Foundation
was so situated in space and the
historical environment was such
that through the careful calculations
of his genius, Seldon foresaw that
in one thousand years, it would be-
come a newer, greater Empire.”

There was a reverent stlence,

The girl said softly, “It’s an old
story. You all know it. For almost
three centuries every human being
of the Foundation has known it.
But T thought it would be appro-
priate to go through it—just
quickly. Today 4s Seldon's birth-
day, you know. and even if I am
of the Foundation, and you are of
Haven, we have that in common—"
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Age, twenty-four, height, five-four,
weight, one-ten, educational spe-
cialty, history.” She noticed that
he always crooked his stand so as
to hide the missing arm,

But now Fran leaned close and
said, “Since you mention it—weight,
one-twenty.”

He laughed loudly at her flush.
Then he said to the company in
general, “You ‘can always tell a
woman’s weight by her upper arm
—with due experience, oi course.
Do you want a drink, Bay?”

“Among other things,” she said,
and they left together, while Toran
busied himself at the book shelves
to check for new additions.

Fran returned alone and said,
“She'll be down later.”

He lowered himself heavily into
the large corner chair and placed
his stiff-jointed left leg on the
stool before it. The laughter had
left his red face, and Toran turned
to face him.

Fran said, “Well, you're home,
hoy, and I'm glad you are, I like

vour woman., She’s no whining
ninny.”

“T married her,” said Toran
simply.

“Well, that’s another thing alto-
gether, hoy.” His eyes darkened,
“It's a foolish way to tie up the
future. In my longer life, and more
experienced, I never did such a
thing.”

Randu interrupted from the cor-
ner where he stood quietly. “Now
FFranssart, what comparisons are
you making? Till your crash
landing six years ago you were
never in one spot long enough to

'THE MULB

establish residence requirements for
marriage. And since then, who
would have you?”

The one-armed man jerked erect
in his seat and replied hotly, “Many,
you snowy dotard—"

Toran said with hasty tact, “lt’s
largely a legal formality, Dad. The
situation has its conveniences.”

“Mostly for the woman”
grumbled Fran.

“And even if so,” argued Randu,
“it’s up to the boy to decide. Mar-
riage is an old custom among the
Foundationers.” x

“The Foundationers are not fit
models for an honest Trader,”
smoldered Fran.

Toran broke in again, “My wife
is a Foundationer.” He looked
from one to the other, and then
said quietly, “She’s coming.”

The conversation took a general
turn after the evening meal, which
TFran had spiced with three tales of
reminiscence composed of equal
parts of blood, women, profits, and
embroidery. The small televisor
was on, and some classic drama was
playing itself out in an unregarded
whisper. Randu had hitched him-
self into a more comfortable posi-
tion on the low couch and gazed
past the slow smoke of his long pipe
to where Bayta had knelt down
upon the softness of the white fur
mat brought back once long ago
from a trade mission and now
spread out only upon the most
ceremonious occasions.

“You have studied history, my
girl?” he asked, pleasantly.

" Bayta nodded, “I was the despair
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more easily soothed than one’s own
conscience—he discouraged philos-
ophy.

And now, in the luxury of the
mayor’s anteroom, his thoughts
turned inward despite himself.

Men had been promoted over his
head continuously, though of lesser
ability—that much was admitted.
Iie had withstood an eternal rain
of black marks and official repri-
mands, and survived it. And stub-
bornly he had held to his own way
in the firm belief that insubordina-
tion in that same holy “interest of
the State” would yet be recognized
for the service it was.

So here he was in the anteroom
of the mayor—with five soldiers as
a respectful guard, and probably a
court-martial awaiting him.

The heavy, marble doors rolled
apart smoothly, silently, revealing
satiny walls, a red plastic carpeting,
and two more marble doors, metal-
inlaid, within, Two officials in the
straight-lined costume of three cen-
turies back, stepped out, and called:

“An audience to Captain Han
Pritcher of Information.”

They stepped back with a cere-
monious bow as the captain started
forward. His escort stopped at the
outer door, and he entered the inner
alone.

On the other side of the doors,
in a large room strangely simple,
behind a large desk strangely
angular, sat a small man, almost lost
in the immensity.

Mayor Indbur—successively the
third of that name—was the grand-
son of the first Indbur, who had
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been brutal and capable; and who
had exhibited the first quality in
spectacular fashion by his manner
of seizing power, and the latter by
the skill with which he put an end
to the last farcical remnants of frec
election and the even greater skill
with which he maintained a rela-
tively peaceful rule.

Mayor Indbur was also the son of
the second Indbur, who was the
first Mayor of the Foundation to
succeed to his post by right of birth
~—and who was only half his father,
for he was merely brutal.

So Mayor Indbur was the third
of the name and the second to suc-
ceed by right of birth, and he was
the least of the three, for he was
neither brutal nor capable—but
merely an excellent bookkeeper born
wrong.

Indbur the Third was a peculiar
combination of ersatz characteristics
to all but himself.

To him, a stilted geometric love
of arrangement was “system,” an
indefatigable and feverish interest
in the pettiest facets of day-to-day
bureaucracy was “industry,” indeci-
sion when right was “caution,” and
blind stubbornness when wrong,
“/determination.”

And withal, he wasted no money,
killed no man needlessly, and meant
extremely well,

If Captain Pritcher’s gloomy
thoughts ran along these lines as he
remained respectfully in place be-
fore the large desk, the wooden
arrangement of his features yielded
no insight into the fact. e neither
conughed, shifted weight, nor shuf-
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The gencrals swarm. Do you sup-
pose the time may come when one
will grow bold.”

Bayta considered, and shook her
head decisively, so that the long
straight hair with the single inward
curl at the end swirled about her
ears, “No, not a chance. There’s
not one of those generals who
doesn’t know that an attack on the
Foundation is suicide. Bel Riose
of the old Empire was a better man
than any of them, and he attacked
with the resources of a galaxy,
and couldn’t win against the Seldon
Plan. Is there one general that
doesn’t know that ¥

“But what if we spur them on?”

“Into where? Into an atomic
furnace? With what could you
possibly spur them?”

“Well, there is one—a new one.
In this past year or two, there has
come word of a strange man whom
they call the Mule.”

“The Mule?” She considered.
“Ever hear of him, Torie?”

Toran shook his head. She said,
“What about him?”

“I don’t know. But he wins
victories at, they say, impossible
odds. The rumors may be exag-
gerated, but it would be interesting,
in any case, to become acquainted
with him, Not every man with
sufficient ability and sufficient am-
bition would believe in Hari Seldon
and his laws of psychohistory. We

rould encourage that disbelief. He
might attack.”

“And the Foundation would
win.”

“Yes—but not necessarily easily.

THE MULBE

It might be a crisis, and we could
take advautage of such a crisis to
force a compromise with the despots
of the Foundation. At the worst,
they would forget us long enough
to enable us to plan farther.”

“What do you think, Torie?”

Toran smiled feebly and pulled
at a loose brown curl that fell over
one eye. ‘‘The way he describes it,
it can’t hurt, But who is the Mule?
What do you know of him, Randu ?”

“Nothing yet. For that, we
could use you, Toran. And your
wife, if she’s willing. We've talked
of this, your father and I. We've
talked of this thoroughly.”

“In what way, Randu? What
do you want of us?™ The young
man cast a quick inquisitive look at
his wife.

“Have you had a honeymoon?”

“Well .. .yes...if you can
call the trip from the Foundation
a honeymoon.”

“How about a better one on Kal-
gan. It's semitropical—beaches—
water sports—bird hunting—quite
the vacation spot. It's about seven
thousand parsecs in—not too far.”

“What's on Kalgan?”

“The Mule! His men, at least.
He took it last month, and without
a battle, though Kalgan’s warlord
broadcast a threat to blow the
planet to ionic dust before giving
it up.”

“Where’s the warlord now ?”

“He isn’t,” said Randu, with a
shrug. “What do you say?”

“But what are we to do?”

“I don’t know. Fran and I are
old; we're provineial. The Traders
of Haven are all essentially provin-
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wear down to a nubbin. After a
while I got to thinking that he was
embroidering ; because he never told
the same story twice the same
way—"

Haven II was rushing up at them
now., The landlocked sea wheeled
ponderously below them, slate-gray
in the lowering dimness and lost
to sight, here and there, among the
wispy clouds. Mountains jutted
raggedly along the coast.

The sea became wrinkled with
nearness and, as it veered off past
the horizon just at the end, there
was one vanishing glimpse of shore-
hugging ice fields.

Toran grunted under the fierce
deceleration, “Is your suit locked?”

Bayta’s plump face was round
and ruddy in the incasing sponge-
foam of the internally-heated, skin-
clinging costume.

The ship lowered crunchingly on
the open field just short of the lift-
ing of the plateau.

They climbed out awkwardly into
the solid darkness of the outer-
galactic night, and Bayta gasped as
the sudden cold bit, and the thin
wind swirled emptily. Toran seized
her elbow and nndged her into an
awkward run over the smooth,
packed ground towards the spark-
ing of artificial light in the distance.

The advancing guards met them
halfway, and after a whispered ex-
change of words, they were taken
onward. The wind and the cold
disappeared when the gate of rock
opened and then closed behind them.
The warm interior, white with wall-
light, was filled with an incongru-
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ous humming bustle. Men looked
up from their desks, and Toran
produced documents.

They were waved onward after
a short glance and Toran whis-
pered to his wife, “Dad must have
fixed up the preliminaries.. The
usual lapse here is about five hours.”

They burst into the open and
Bayta said suddenly, “Oh, my—"

The cave city was in daylight—
the white daylight of a young sun.
Not that there was a sun, of course.
What should have been the sky was
lost in the unfocused glow of an
over-all brilliance. And the warm
air was properly thick and fragrant
with greenery.

Bayta said,
beautiful.”

Toran grinned with anxious de-
light. “Well, now, Bay, it isn’t like
anything on the Foundation, of
course, but it’s the biggest city on
Haven IT—twenty thousand people,
you know—and you'll get to like it.
No amusement palaces, I'm afraid,
but no secret police either.”

“Oh, Torie, it's just like a toy
city. It’s all white and pink—and
so clean.”

“Well—" Toran looked at the
city with her. The houses were
two stories high for the most part,
and of the smooth veined rock in-
digenous to the region. The spnres
of the Foundation were missing, -
and the colossal community houses
of the Old Kingdoms—but the
smallness was there and the in-
dw:duahty a relic of personal ini-
tiative in a Galaxy of mass life.

He snapped to sudden attention.

“Why, Toran, it’s
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one just before you're supposed to
bury your head on my shoulder,
while I stroke vour hair full of
static electricity. You were fishing
for some drivel, weren’t you? You
were expecting me to say ‘I'd be
happy anywhere with you, Toran!
or ‘The interstellar depths them-
selves would be home, my sweet,
were you but with me!” Now you
admit it.”

She pointed a finger at hxm and
snatched it away an instant before
his teeth closed upon it.

He said, “If 1 surrender,  and
admit you're right, will you prepare
dinner

She nodded contentedly.
smiled, and just looked at her,

She wasn’t beautiful on the grand

He

scale to others—he admitted that—"

even if everybody did look twice.
Her hair was dark and’ glossy,
though straight, her mouth a bit
wide—but her meticulous, close-
textured eyebrows separated: a
white, unlined forehead from the
warmest mahogany eyes ever filled
with smiles.

And behind a very sturdily-built
and staunchly-defended facade of
practical, unromantic, hard-headed-
ness towards life, there was just
that little pool of softness that
would never show if you poked for
it, but could be reached if you
knew just how—and never let on
that you were looking for it.

Toran adjusted the controls un-
necessarily and decided to relax.
He was one interstellar jump, .and
then several milli-microparsecs “on
the straight” before manipulation by
hand was necessary. e ledned

over backwards to look into the
storeroom, where Bayta was jug-
gling appropriate containers.

There was quite a bit of smug-
ness about his attitude towards
Bayta—the satisfied awe that marks
the triumph of someone who has
been hovering at the edge of an in-
feriority complex for three years.

After all he was a provincial—
and not merely a provincial, but the
son of a renegade Trader. And
she was of the Foundation itself,
—and not merely that, but she could
trace her ancestry back to Mallow.

And with all that, a tiny quiver
underneath. To take her back to
Haven, with its rock-world and
cave-cities was bad enough. To
have her face the traditional hos-
tility of Trader for Foundationer
—nomad for city dweller—was
worse.

Still—
jump!

After supper, the last

Haven was an angry crimson
blaze, and the second planet was
a ruddy patch of light with atmos-
phere-blurred rim and a half-sphere
of darkness. Bayta leaned over the
large view-table with its spidering
of crisscross lines that centered
Haven II neatly.

She said gravely. “I wish I had
met your father first. If he takes
a dislike to me—""

“Then,” said Toran matter-of-
factly, “you would be' the first
pretty girl to inspire that in him.
Before he lost his arm and stopped
roving around the Galaxy, he—
Well, if you ask him about it, he’ll
talk to you about it till your ears
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Atomic Age

There’s a considerable lapse be-
tween the time Astounding goes
through make-up and the time it
appears on the newstands, as you
are well aware. We are not, nor
have we tried to be, a news maga-
zine. This time it made a differ-
ence, of course; not knowing be-
forehand when the news would be
released made us a little behind the
times for a change.

The atomic bomb fell, and the
war was, of course, ended. During
the weeks immediately following
that first atomic bomb, the science-
fictioneers were suddenly recog-
nized by their neighbors as not quite
such wild-eyed dreamers as they
had been thought, and in many soul-
satisfying cases became the neigh-
borhood experts.

. Perhaps they’ve been able to do
some good—give the people ‘near
them, who had no intellectual fore-
warning of what was coming, some
idea of what it means. I recom-
mend, as most salutary little lessons,
the stories “Nerves”, “Blowups
Happen” and “Solution Unsatis-
factory”~—particularly the latter. It
is of some interest that, at the mo-
ment, there is considerable agitation

ATOMIC AGE

toward the idea of a world peace
force, a United Nations set-up, us-
ing the atomic bomb as a weapon to
enforce peace. The precise pro-
posal made by “Solution Unsatis-
factory”.

It might work as a stopgap, and,
at the moment, all we can hope for
is a stopgap. The troubles to come
have their roots in two factors, fac-
tors already quite evident in the
world today.

People do not realize civilization,
the civilization we have been born
into, lived in, and been indoctri-
nated with, died on July 16,
1945, and that the Death Notice
was published to the world on
August 6, 1945.

The second factor is this: it is a
basic characteristic of,people that
they refuse to accept change
when it arrives.

On that latter point, which is,
of course the most important, you
can readily observe by the various
newspapers and magazines that the
Socialists go on being socialists, and
see in the atomic bomb and its con-
sequences the opportunity to spread
and enforce socialism.  The Com-





EPUB/image_0003_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0006_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0005_00.jpeg
munists see in it the final proof of
the necessity of being communist.
The Anarchists naturally see it as
the perfect way of obtaining the
annihilation of all government.
And, of course, the reactionary sees
it as the way we can finally teach
those blasted revolutionaries to be-
have themselves,

People simply go on trying to be’

just what they were before, with
the same old viewpoints, the same
demands, the same prejudices and
intolerances. Each sees the atomic
bomb only as a way of enforcing
more violently his own particular
will,

The natural result is that they
are trying very hard to patch up the
old civilization. It won’t work, of
course. The chicken has been be-
headed; it still runs squawking
across the world, acting very much
alive, and not yet knowing it is dead.
But you can’t sew the head back
on, no matter how hard you try.
You can’t simply outlaw the atomic
bomb, and expect, thus, to thrust it
back into the limbo of undiscovered
things.

Civilization—the civilization of
Big Power balances, of war and
peace and bad international man-
ners, of intolerance and hates, of
grinding poverty and useless luxury
—is dead. We are in the inter-
regnum now, the chaos of moving
our effects, our ideas and our hopes
from a blasted edifice into a new
structure. If we can make it in
one move, we are an extremely wise,
sane, and fortunate race. Probably
we will require about three to six
moves, from one unusable structire

‘of world order to another before we
find one that can work.

Each time we move—as in mov-
ing from one house to another—
we will leave behind a few more
things that we find we don’t need,
can’t use, or were even responsible
for the ills we knew in the old place.

The interregnum is beginning
now, and we do not have a Hari
Seldon to predict the ways in which
socio-political psychology will work
out. What structure the new cul-
ture will have, we can’t imagine,

"because we know too little of what

atomic powers can be made to do.
It’s conceivable that we might dis-
cover, in a period of a few brief
weeks, the secret of the force-wall
—something that can establish an
absolutely impenetrable barrier. In
that case, rather minor modifica-
tions of our culture would be pos-
sible.

If we do not—and I do not expect
it—cities are impossible. At least
until such time as the human race
has learned to. get along without in-
tolerance, without hatred, and with-
out their inevitable concomitant—
vigorous, even violent, proselytizing.

What the world most needs is a
breathing spell long enough to
permit the peoples of the world to
absorb the basic facts that we of
science-fiction have at least a fair
appreciation of. Too many people
see the atomic bomb as simply a
Bigger and Better, New-Type
Bomb. There is only one appro-
priate name for the atomic weapon:
The Doomsday Bomb. Nothing
known to man can stand against its

(Continued on page 98)
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ONE PERSON CAN START ITi
You give Infiction & beest

—when you buy anything you
can do without

~—when ?'ou buy above ceiling
or without gwmg up stamps
(Black Market!)

= when you ask more money
for your services or the goods
you sell.

Save y-uv money. Buy and hold
all the War Bonds you

can afford—to pay for  sage
the war and protect your us
own future. Keep up

your insurance,
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tion tike the cruel ome we hed during and after tha 'ast war. That's
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