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rest and heard: “Houston, Tranquillity Base here. The
Eagle has landed.”

Stars are small and dim on Earth. Oh, I guess they’re
pretty bright still on a winter mountaintop. I remember
when 1 was little, we’d saved till we had the admission
fees and went to Grand Canyon Reserve and camped
out. Never saw that many stars. And it was like you
could see up and up between them—like, you know, you
could feel how they weren’t the same distance off, and
the spaces between were more huge than you could
imagine. Earth and its people were just lost, just a speck
of nothing among those cold sharp stars. Dad said they
weren't too different from what you saw in space, except
for being a lot fewer, The air was chilly too, and had a
kind of pureness, and a sweet smell from the pines
around. Way off I heard a coyote yip. The sound had
plenty of room to travel in. :

But I'm back where people live. The smog’s not bad
on this rooftop lookout, though I wish I didn’t have to
breathe what’s gone through a couple million pairs of
lungs before it reaches me. Thick and greasy. The city
noise isn't too bad either, the usual growling and
screeching, a jet-blast or a burst of gunfire. And since the
power shortage brought on the brownout, you can gen-
erally see stars after dark, sort of,

My main wish is that we lived in the southern hemj-
sphere, where you can see Alpha Centauri.

Dad, what are you doing tonight in Murphy’s Hall?

A joke. I know. Murphy’s Law: “Anything that can
go wrong, will.” Only I think it’s a true joke. I mean, I've
read every book and watched every tape 1 could lay
hands on, the history, how the discoverers went out, fur-
ther and further, lifetime after lifetime. I used to tell my-
;elf litories about the parts that nobody lived to put into a
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made his head whirl. Somehow he stayed erect and con-
anued:

“I believe we, in this tiny solitary settlement, are the
last hope for man remaining in space. If we are main-
tained until we have become fully self-supporting, Syrtis
Harbor will be the seedbed of the future. If not—"

He had planned more of an exhortation before reach-
ing the climax, but his lungs were too starved, his pulse
too fluttery. He gripped the table edge and said through
flying rags of darkness: “There will be oxygen for half
of us to keep on after a fashion. By suspending their
other projects and working exclusively in the mines, they
can produce enough uranium and thorium so that the
books at least show no net economic loss. The sacrifice
will . . . wil be ... of propaganda value. I call for
male volunteers, or we can cast lots, or— Naturally, I
myself am the first.”

—That had been yesterday.

Saburo was among those who elected to go alone,
rather than in a group. He didn’t care for hymns about
human solidarity; his dream was that someday those who
bore some of his and Alice’s chromosomes would not
need solidarity. It was perhaps well she had already died
in a cinderslip. The scene with their children had been as
much as he could endure,

He crossed Weinbaum Ridge but stopped when the
dome-cluster was out of sight. He must not make the
searchers come too far. If nothing else, a quick duststorm
might cover his tracks, and he might never be found.
Someone could make good use of his airsuit. Almost as
good use as the alga tanks could of his body.

For a time, then, he stood looking. The mountainside
ran in dark scaurs and fantastically carved pinnacles,
down to the softly red-gold-ocher-black-dappled plain.
A crater on the near horizon rose out of its own blue
shadow like a challenge to the deep purple sky. In this
thin air—he could just hear the wind’s ghostly whistle—

19





EPUB/image_0018_00.jpeg
She actually shivered, and urged him toward their
comrades,

Maybe I should go back inside. Mother might need
me. She cries a lot, still. Crying, all alone in our little
apartment. But maybe she’d rather not have me around.
What can a gawky, pimply-faced fourteen-year-old boy
do?

What can he do when he grows up?

O Dad, big brave Dad, I want to follow you. Even to
Murphy’s . . . Hold?

Director Saburo Murakami had stood behind the table
in the commons and met their eyes, pair by pair. For a
while silence had pressed inward. The bright colors and
amateurish figures in the mural that Georgios Efthimakis
had painted for pleasure—beings that never were,
nymphs and fauns and centaurs frolicking beneath an
unsmoky sky, beside a bright river, among grasses and
laurel trees and daisies of an Earth that no longer was—
became suddenly grotesque, infinitely alien. He heard his
heart knocking. Twice he must swallow before he had
enough moisture in his mouth to move his wooden
tongue.

But when he began his speech, the words came forth
steadily, if a trifle flat and cold. That was no surprise. He
had lain awake the whole night rehearsing them.

“Yousouf Yacoub reports that he has definitely suc-
ceeded in checking the pseudovirus. This is not a cure;
such must await laboratory research. Our algae will re-
main scant and sickly until the next supply ship brings us
a new stock. I will radio Cosmocontrol, explaining the
need. They will have ample time on Earth to prepare.
You remember the ship is scheduled to leave at . . . at a
date to bring it here in about nine months. Meanwhile
we are guaranteed a rate of oxygen renewal sufficient to
keep us alive, though weak, if we do not exert ourselves.
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At least he had electric light. The fuel cells, insuffi-
cient to operate the air conditioning system, would at
least keep Sofia from dying in the dark,

His head ached and his ears buzzed. Occasional dizzi-
ness seized him. He gagged on the warm fluid he must
continually drink, And no more salt, he thought. Maybe
that will kill us before the beat does, the simmering, still,
stifing beat. His bones felt heavy, though Venus has in
fact 2 somewhat lesser pull than Earth; his muscles sagged
and he smelled the reek of his own disintegration.

Forcing himself to concentrate, he checked what he
had written, a dry factual account of the breakdown of
the reactor. The next expedition would read what this
thick, poisonous inferno of an atmosphere did to graphite
in combination with free neutrons; and the engineers
could work out proper precautions.

In sudden fury, Moshe seized his brush and scrawled at
the bottom of the metal sheet: “Don’t give up! Don’t let
this hellhole whip you! We have too much to learn
here.” '

A touch on his shoulder brought him jerkily around
and onto his feet. Sofia Chiappellone had entered the
office. Even now, with physical desire roasted out of him
and she wetly agleam, puffy-faced, sunken-eyed, hair
plastered lank to drooping head, he found her lovely.

“Aren’t you through, darling?” Her tone was dull but
her hand sought his. “We’re better off in the main room.,
Mohandas’ punkah arrangement does help.”

“Yes, 'm coming.”

“Kiss me first. Share the salt on me.”

Afterward she looked over his report. “Do you believe
they will try any further?” she asked. “Materials so
.scarce and expensive since the war—"

“If they don’t,” he answered, “I have a feeling—obh,
crazy, I know, but why should we not be crazy?—I think
if they don’t, more than our bones will stay here. Our
souls will, waiting for the ships that never come.”
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Dad used to shout, “Murphy take it!” when he blew
his temper. The rest is in a few of the old tapes, fiction
plays about spacemen, back when people. liked to watch
that kind of story. They’d say when a man had died,
“He’s drinking in Murphy’s Hall.” Or he’s dancing or
sleeping or frying or freezing or whatever it was. But did
they really say “Hall”? The tapes are old. Nobody’s been
interested to copy them off on fresh plastic, not for a
hundred years, I guess, maybe two hundred. The holo-
graphs are blurred and streaky, the sounds are mushed
and full of random buzzes. Murphy’s Law has sure been
working on those tapes.

I wish I'd asked Dad what the astronauts said and be-
lieved, way back when they were conquering the plan-
ets. Or pretended to believe, I should say. Of course they
never thought there was a Murphy who kept a place
where the spacefolk went that he’d called to him. But
they might have kidded around about it. Only was the
idea, for sure, about a hall? Or was that only the way I
heard? I wish I'd asked Dad. But he wasn’t home often,
these last years, what with helping build and test his ship.
And when he did come, I could see how he mainly
wanted to be with Mother. And when he and I were to-
gether, well, that was always too exciting for me to re-
member those yarns I'd tell myself before I slept, after he
Wwas gone again.

Murphy’s Haul?

By the time Moshe Silverman had finished writing his
report, the temperature in the dome was about seventy,
and rising fast enough that it should reach a hundred in-
side another Earth day. Of course, water wouldn’t then
boil at once; extra energy is needed for vaporization. But
the staff would no longer be able to cool some down to
drinking temperature by the crude evaporation apparatus
they had rigged. They’d dehydrate fast. Moshe sat naked
in a running river of sweat.
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MURPHY’S HALL

Poul and Karen Anderson

This 1s a lie, but I wish so much it were not.

Pain struck through like lightning. For an instant that
went on and on, there was nothing but the fire which
hollowed out his breast and the body’s animal terror.
Then as he whirled downward he knew:

Oh, no! Must 1 Only 2 month,
leave them already? a month.

Weltall, verweile doch, du bist so schon,

The monstrous thunders and whistles became a tone,
like a bell struck once which would not stop singing. It
filled the jaggged darkness, it drowned all else, until it
began to die out, or to vanish into the endless, century
after century, and meanwhile the night deepened and
softened, until he had peace.

But he opened himself again and was in 2 place long
and high. With his not-eyes he saw that five hundred and
forty doors gave onto black immensities wherein dwelt
clouds of light. Some of the clouds were bringing suns to
birth. Others, greater and more distant, were made of
suns already created, and turned in majestic Catherine’s
wheels. The nearest stars cast out streamers of flame, lan-
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For every beginning there is an ending; every journey a
destination. We look always to the promise of tomorrow
... 0risitall alie?
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Introduction:

THE ALIEN AMONG US

Man is a waster. As conditions permit, his consumption
of energy expands, at an exponential rate, far beyond the
needs of simple life support, With every new develop-
ment of technology, there is a corresponding increase in
the consumption of energy . .. but the end is in sight.
And the technologically oriented societies of the in-
dustrialized east and west are finally beginning to worry
about that approaching end.

This year, ecology is the catch phrase—ecology, and
poliution. This, in a society that has been taught to be-
lieve that man’s greatest advances came only with the
constant development of technology. People whose only
knowledge of the planetary life support system was in
the realization of hunger, or thirst, are worrying about
the end result of industrial pollution and waste.

Industry is the villain, they think; all sins and ills of our
modern society can be laid to industry’s demands. But in-
dustry is only people . . . and people are the race of man.
The destruction of this planet’s ecological balance cannot
and will not be stopped until every single individual
learns that wasting, littering, spilling effluent into water-
ways, and the unnecessary consumption of energy, is a
crime against life,

And this will never happen. For no matter what steps
society takes to protect itself, there will always be the
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