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First there were the fiery red balls
phunging from the sky into the sea.

Then ships began to sink mysteriously.

Then ilands were attacked by beings, the like of which had
never been seen before,

But this was only the beginning of a relentless horror that
waa a8 difficult to stop as it was to identify,

Mike and Phyllis Watson, reporters and broadcasters, were
in om the matter from the start, gince they saw the first ovi-
dence of it on their honeymoon. Through these two well-
drawn and vivid charactérs, we watch the course of an
invasion of our werld that changes not only history and gov-
ernments bot the face of the earth itself,

Thiz book was recently published in Great Britain
where the Manchester Eveming News sald: “Mr. Wyndham
hag written another brilliant novel to follow The Day of the
Triffids . . . spine-chilling, brilliantly constructed, and tautly

writfern,'"
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PHASE 1

M- A BELIABLE WITNESS, you'rte a relinble witness, prac-
tically all God's childrén are reliable witnesses in their own
estimation—which makes it funny how such different ideas
of the same affwir get about. Almost the only people 1
know who agree word for word on what they saw on the
night of Tuly 15th are Phyllis and I. And as Phyllis happens
to be my wife, people said, in their kindly way behind our
backs, that I “overpersuaded” her, a thought that could
proceed only from someone who did not know Phyllis.

The time was 11:15 p.M:; the place, latitude 35, some
24 degrees west of Greenwich; the ship, the Guinevers;
the oceasion, our honeymoon, About these facts there is
no dispute. The cruise had taken uns to Madeira, the
Canaries, Cape Verde Islands, and had then turned north
to show s the Azores on our way home. We, Phyllis and
I, were leaning on the rail, taking a breather, From the
saloon came the sound of the dance continuing, and the
crooner yearning for somebody, The sea stretched in front
of us like a silken plain in the moonlight. The ship sailed
a8 smoothly as if she were on a river. We gazed out silently
at the infinity of sen and sky. Behind s the crooner went
on baying,

“I'm 50 glad I don't feel like him; it must be devastating,”
Phyilis said. “Why, do you suppose, do people keep on
magg~-producing these dreary moanings?™

I had no answer ready for that one, but 1 was saved
the frouble of trying to find one when ber attention was

suddenly caught elsewhere,
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“Hm'uqutlngprmymmmrﬂghl,im‘thu?lhnﬁ
it isn’t an omen,” she said,

1 looked where she pointed at a red spot among myriads
aof white ones, and with some surprise, Mars does look
red, of conrse, though I had never seen him look quite as
red as that—but then, neither were the stars, 4s scen at
home, quite as bright as they were here, Being practically
in the tropics might account for it

“Certainly a little inflamed.” 1 agreed.

We regarded the red point for some moments. Then
Phyllis said:

“That's fonny. It stems to be getting bigges,”

I cxplained that that was obviously an hellucination
formed by staring at it. We went on staring, and it became
quite indisputably bizger. Moreover:

“There’s another one. There can't be two Marses,” said
Phyiml'

And sure enough there was, A smaller red point, a little
up from, and to the right of, the first. She added:

“And another. To the lefl. See?”

She was right about that, oo, and by this time the first
ﬂn:wﬁﬂcrwingaﬂthemmtnuﬁmbhﬂﬂnginﬂIHﬂtj.

"I must be a flight of jeis of some kind, and that's a
cloud of luminous exhaust we're sceing,” 1 sugpgested.

We watched all three of them slowly petting brighter
nd:haﬂnﬂnghwerinlhtskyumﬂlheynﬁ:]itthahnﬂ
e Borizon Ene, and reflecting in 2 pinkish pethway across
e walcy toward us.

“Five sow,” s2id Phyllis.

We've both of w been asked meny times since to
describe them, but perhaps we are not gifted with soch
& precse eye for deteil as some others. What we said at
the time, and what we still say, is that on this occasion
hmm:ﬂlshap?ﬂdbhﬁh:nmmmmﬁdlym
=nd 2 kind of fuzz round it was less so. The best suggestion
I can make is that you imagine a brilliantly red light as

i

seen in & fairly thick fog so that there is & atrong halation,
and you will have something of the effect.

Others besldes ourselves were leaning over the rail, and
in fairness I should perhaps mention that between them
they appear to have seen cigar-shapes, cylinders, discs,
ovoids, and, inevitably, saucers, We did not. What is more,
we did not see ight, nine, or a dozen. We saw five.

The haiation may or may not have been due to some
kind of jet drive, but it did not indicate any great speed.
The things grew in size quite slowly as they approached,
There was time for people to go back into the saloon and
fetch their friends out to see, so that presently a line of
us leaned all slong the rail, looking at them and guessing,

With no idea of scale we could have no judgment of
thelr size or distance; all we could be sure of was that they
were descending in a long glide which looked as if it would
take them across our wake,

When the first one hit the water o great burst of steam
shot up in a pink plume, Then, swiftly, there was a lower,
wider spread of steam which had lost the pink tinge, and
was simply a white clond in the moonlight. It was begin-
ning to thin out when the sound of it reached us in a scaring
hiss. The water round the spot bubbled and seethed and
frothed. When the steam drew off, there was nothing to be
seen there but & pateh of turbulence, gradually subsiding.

Then the second of them came in, in just the same way,
on almost the same spol, One after another all five of
them touched down on the water with great whooshes
#nd hissings of steam. Then the vapor cleared, showing
only a few contiguous patches of troubled water.

Aboard the Guinevere, bells clanged, the beat of the
engines changed, we started to change course, crews turned
out to man the boats, men stood by to throw Hiebelts.

Four times we steamed slowly back and forth across
the area, searching, There was no trace whatever to be
found. But for our own wake, the sea lay afl about us in

the moonlight, placid, empty, unperturbed . . . .
a



About
JOHN WYNDHAM

When we wrote the author, an Englishman living in London,
asking for information about himself, he replied that since
John Wyndham was born on February 14th, 1949, there
wasn't as yet a great deal to say about him. And then be told
oz how John Wyndham came to be born.

“As near as I can recollect, the earliest decisive influence
must have been H. G. Wells' two stories, “The War of the
Worlds' and *The Time Machine.," I'm sure they had a
great deal to do with the fathering of John Wyndham. They
were written long before anyone had thought of the term
‘science fiction,’ and I still regard them as the best examples
of the balance it is desirable to keep belween science and
fiction,

“Then somewhere about 1930 there was a curious vogne
for ballasting ships with surplus American magazines and it
brought a science-fiction magazine to my attention for the

first time. 1 decided to try a story of this kind 23 a changs
ﬁummymuﬂwmpﬂhnwd&d:tmﬂmundghmﬁ,
which had so far rewarded me with nothing but rejection
alips. This was accepted. The embryo Mr., Wyndham ac-
claimed the false dawn with a glad ery and sat down to write
ten more which were refused in orderly rotation.™

This he found purzling (as well ay depressing) becauss
hntnaw,minheﬁﬂmrdi&mt,ﬂutdrymwlﬂng
better. However, it happened before long that a new man
took the editorial chalr. Taking the cunning precaution of
retitling his storics and retyping the first page, just in case
the editorial office should happen to have kept a record, he
started sending them all in again at judicious intervals, This
time, all sive one were accepted, and the first links in & chain
of circumstance were forged,

But then, just as the chain was really coming along nicely
came the trouble with Hitler. The expectation of bombs,
and, Inter, their reality, made concentration on fiction diifi-
cult, so the incipient Mr. Wyndham sold himself to one of
the innumerable Civil Service departments. This lasted three
years, and then he found himself in the Army (Royal
Signals),

He left the Army with the firm decision to try fresh fields,
but little by little found himself edging toward science fic-
tion again. However, when he came to look at the American
magazines of sclence fiction after the intertude, he found
that something had been happening to them while he was
EWAY,

“The galloping space-opera was still there In some of
them, of course, but the stories in the leading magazines
were mors intelligent and better written; this form had been
developing, and still is. But gradually 1 became aware that




while the standard continued to improve, another gquality
Was creeping in—the suggestion of a cult.
“‘Han:lr,'lmﬂtumwuﬂ,ThaEw:ﬂmnmﬁ:ntyur
mhhﬂmnmﬂdwhul[tnhnaﬁmﬂwmiwﬁmhm-
estly carried out, but get bored to death by sclentific exhibi-
ﬂnﬁmﬂuhmhmlﬂpﬁdtudhuﬁpﬁnh. let us
consider the things that might happen, not to the inhabitants
nfUtanm,bmmm.mmm,ﬂmﬂﬂngawkmw—mﬂﬂ
atﬂ;m&h,puhapo—hmlutmmathul,thatmr
reader s seeking entertainment rather than cramming for
an exam in physics.” ™
So saying, he broke a bottle over his bows, named himself
John Wyndham, and started in,
&nﬂﬂmhwmt:hhﬁmmﬂﬂ:ﬂmmfﬂuﬂﬂﬁd&,
which appeared in 1951, and sbout which a great many crit-
ics on both sides of the Atlantic found a great deal to say.
Here the New York Herald Tribune sald, “One of the most
intdllmumdmdahhnfaﬂth:mnmcmpufm
fiction novels,” and the Library Journal called it “the most
terrifying as well as the best-written science-fiction novel of
the year, or for several years,” and The New Fork Times
nid,“lthaxadﬂuln_ﬁli;nnﬂqr.”ﬂwﬂhuuﬂleymﬂ.
“Huaﬂﬂuwuﬁﬁasniaﬁdﬂlymﬂmdniahﬂnm"{m
dmﬂmi&rwﬂuppkm:m},md“ﬁﬁp;ﬂuiruagim—
ﬂmimmﬂ:nﬁntpqntnlmf'{mmwﬂwa}.
Imammdnuwl,ﬂmnfﬂuﬂe-m.hmaﬂlhtmﬁfﬂug
muﬁtyn!h‘mﬂmt,mﬂﬂmewnmmamfurt'ﬁmhismuf
bringing the science-fiction novel to maturity in terms of
stimulating ideas and sheer good writing,
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Frightening becauss it is realistic and intelligent,
this science-fiction novel tells of o vost ond inex-
orable invasion of earth—thot tumed the seas
into the terrible enemy of mankind.

Written by the outhor of THE DAY OF THE TRIFFIDS,
this book hos also been published in Great Britain,
where THE LONDON STAR said: ™A quie extroords-
nary novel of imagination.. . a iuh !I‘I'idl K. L
Wells would have read 'l‘l'li iang'ﬁL

This it on originad novel—nat @ raprint. A hard-
bound edition of 1 book peiced of $2.008
may be obfeined from your lecal bookshore

Printad in 0,5, 0




SECRET
SEA oo g

a search for sunken gold




is an nut]mnl:y on EIMF-FE!. adventure. In
line of duty, as a Lt Commander in the
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southern waters. And just for fun, as a

 dhilled small-boat skippes, he has explored

many a an]:-l:rapical hay and reef. No
wonder hig pailing varns seem so reall
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Book One




PETE MARTIN

Lieu:&nmt Commander Pete Martin, USNR,
commanding USS PC 237, watched his ship la-
bor in the storm. Coming through the noise of
wind and sea, he could hear the throbbing of the
engines, hear the crying of metal ribs and back-
bone in his ship as the sea tried to take her apart.
When het stern was lifted clear of the water, he
could feel the beat of the screws gomng wild
nothing bur air and he could imagine what the
Black Gang was taking, trying to slow them be-
fore the brass wheels wrung themselves off the
shafts. He watched a man open the door of the
3




SECRET SEA

deckhouse only to have a wave smash it shut
agam, It took the man three tries to get out the
door.

On the open bridge Pete stood againse the gun
shield. As the waves came rushing up over the
bow he, and all hands on the bridge, would duck
and then rise slowly again to peer into the gray
world ahead of the ship, Pete, feeling cold water
inside his foul-weather gear, scowled, for he knew
that it was wetting down the brand-new lieuten-
ant commander shoulder boards he was wearing,

The executive officer, Lieutenant Randle,
moved aft across the bridge, Sliding his hands
along the top of the screen and sliding his feet so
as never to have either feer or hands adrift, he
got to the gun shield.

Cupping his hand around his mouth, he
shouted, “Haven’t you had enough of this, Cap-
tam "

Pete watched the water running down Ran-
dle’s face and into his mouth, He had a biteer,
angry expression, and, during the short time Pete
had been aboard as commanding officer, he had
found Randle to be a poor officer and an unpleas-
ant shipmare,

Pete shook his head and then pushed Randle
down a8 4 Wave came roaring over the top of the
SCreen,

"Ei"!]re:: they were standing up again, Randle
gaid, "I'm fed up with this weather, Captain.”

4

HEAVY WEATHER

The statement made Pete much angrier than it
should have. But ever since he had reported
aboard Randle had irritated him, Pete tried to re-
member that it wasn't Randle’s fault if the Navy
let him spend the vears of the war sailing around
Key West, Florida, But Pete had seen too much of
the Pacific to remember things like that.

“Please continue Search Plan Baker, Mr, Ran-
dle,” Pete said.

Randle shrugged. As he turned away he said,
“Search plan! You couldn’t find the U.S. Fleet
in this weather."

Pete watched him go to the front of the bridge
and stand staring out at the grayness, ducking
when the waves came over,

What Randle had said began to worry Pete.
Perhaps, he thought, this was too much weather
for a green crew in a small ship, Perhaps he should
give the order to turn and run for Key West.
Afeer all, Pete argued to himself, thiz is only
training. This isn’t for keeps the way it was out
there. And it was certainly heavy going, with the
screws thrashing in the air half the time, the bow
down under green, the seas trying to carry away
everything on deck that wasn't welded down.

Then Pete remembered the typhoon he had
gone through off the Philippines in the destroyer
Hoel. Compared to that, this was just a breeze
of wind. Pete looked down at his ship, She was
taking it all right. The engines were reacting

5
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Here are eighteen stories of science-
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thousand different pieces published
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is no “formula’ for science-fantasy;
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Each story is first-rate fiction,
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edited by Miss Judith Merril, whose
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“, .. perféctly omazing to find so good
a colledtion . . ."" x
Saturdey Riview

“. .. another triumph for that peerloss

anthologist . . ." )
Mew York Times

“Best value For the meney ever offered
in the field."”

Chiloago Sum-Timmes
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INTRODUCTION

by
ORSOM WELLES

oNE THING'S SURE about science-fiction: there’s too much
of it.

A leading editor in the field announces that the boom
day:i;n: ﬁhﬁt the yearly amount of the stufl that still

£s into t {3 prety staggerin
EEMY advice to any but the most bu addict would
be to abstain from the novels, "S.F." is often at its athin‘g
worst in “book- " versions, Good novels (Heinlein's
“Puppet Masters,” for instance) are about as rare as amber-
gris and a lot harder to identify. My wile, who loathes
everything remotely galactic, who alternately yawns and
shu at the prospect of journeying in either time or
outer space, and hersell travels almost exclusively by train,
went ing with a publisher—a Diend of ours who
claims to be an “5.F." expert—and presented me on Chirist-
mis with an eight-foot shell of this season’s crop of the
novels. Plohighing th the bulk of this brightly-jack-
eted little library only confirmed a %'cmui oﬁte?mn: one
of the oddest aspects of this whole publishing phenomenon
is that there still seems o be more outright claptrap be-
tween hard covers than soft, and that the short stories
come off much better than the long ones.

Why? Well, I pness these tales arve, after all, our modern
fables and it's certain that the fable as a form generally
succeeds when not too exiended,

T there remains such 'a thing as o novice reader in this
Literature, my suggestion would be for him to begin with
the magazines untl he knows a few suthors, and to steer
clear of the bookstores, Agalnst this, of course, our theo-
retical novice might ha on u poorish isue of whatever
monthly he sampled first. An anthology is probably best

for a beginning, and I don't think he eould do better than
with this one,

For the real aficionado—he’ll be relieved to find that he
has nothing familiar from other collections to skip—I
reckon he'll find most of his favorite authors, and these at
the top of their form. The range is interestingly wide—from
that convincing desir to many of the fans, to the
wildest and freest sort of nonsense, In this last area I join
the enthusiasts. It's by bringing pure fantasy into corre
that science-fiction makes i reﬁ and Ithyy comntri-
bution to our popular literature, at }ﬁ:?gr kY THOTEY.

I'm going to iry to pémsuade my wife to rezd this boak.
There's a good that a fimt-rate sampler such as
this may convert even her, If “S.F.—The Year's Greatest
Science-Fiction and Fantasy” doesn't sell her on our

twentieth-century Lairy tales, she’ll just have to stick with
the Grimm hrrzgers. :




PREFACE

THE STORIES IN THIS BOORK, says Mr. Orson Welles, are fables
of our time, I think this is a good way to describe them
since, like older fables, science-fantasy miakes use of the
imaginative background and unusual circomstance to add
emotional urgency and dramatic power to what are basic-
ally problems in y and morality.

Elnli.k.z Agsop, the writers of these stories seldom con-
chude with a clear-cut moral, In a century whose maost lm-
pressive accomplishments (atom bombs, orlen, rockets,
radar, cancer cures, what-have-you-2) are built upon “scien-
tific” with such names as relativity and the uncer-
tainty principle, the inquiring artist does well merely to
forpulate a coherent ques ;

The questions you will find most often put in here might
he compressed in one composite gqueryi—

Homwe can we learn to lve al peace with ourselves and
with esach other in the complexities of the world we are
f:ﬁﬂimﬁiﬁtgl—mﬂ]ﬂur newr machines? fimd

Fortom , the stories Mok 50 OO ga
stoty must lﬂgﬁuhl]r beu ='u"?;.i}:;amn:l i.ﬁhmm: man
or woman who wrote it. Un ately, if it's answera that
you want, you will not find them here—except occasionally,

with what iff, I wonder, or su that . .

The seriou reader will also have to éﬂﬁiw’ our
authors if they resort to the frivolities of space-ships and
flying bath-mats, robots and talking rats, to make their
points. Even in s, a writer is only secondarily a philoso-
pher; his first big job is entertainment . . . and that hasn't
changed since Aesop’s time at all. M
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THE STUTTERER

by
R. R. Marfiss

Hight now, today, we con—and do—build machines
that can think logically better and faster thun we can,
Cehers in owr growing areenal of tools can kear belter,
aee ferther, Bl hovder, logt lopger, vemember more
accuraiely, We hooe not pet built anything to live Jive-
lier, feel more strongly, or dream of all, We hove nof
learned how to make a soul—yet. :

“The Stitterer"—a forst story by the way, wrilten by
8 Loy dAngeles pirpsicion—gresents the problems {and
tough cnes they ore) of on android, on artificial man,
built to be gz tuck as porsible exactly like a himan
Beimg—urith fust too very important differences, He i
tiol fertile; he is indestructible.

Our oF THE TWENTY only ene managed to the
planet. And he did it very simply, merely by ng up
tor the crowded ticket window at one of the rocker pOTte
and buying pasage to Farth. His Army identification
papers the harassed i ion of the agent, and he
Erate and silently pocketed the small plastic stub
thar was handed him in for his m ;

He picked his way with infinite care through the hordes
of ex-soldiers clamoring for passage back to the muld-
tudinous planess from which they had come. Then he
slowly climbed the he mn:E:inm the waiting rocket,

He saw with relief stats were strongly. con-
structed, built to survive the pressure of many gravites,
arul he chose one as Lar removed as pumihleirmnﬁmh:r
PAssrTIgeTE,
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clude with a clear-cut moral, In a century whose most im-
pressive accomplishments (atom bombs, orlon, rockets,
radar, cancer cures, what-have-you-2) are built upon “scien-
tific" concepts with such names as relativity the uncer-
tainty principle, the inquiring artist does well merely to

te A o L question. i :
hem quﬂmdu:lmyuiwﬂlﬁnﬂ maost often put in here might
COML in One composite i

Hnmrﬂi we learn to ﬁﬂP::Il! ﬁTﬂﬁTwﬂh ourselves and
with exch other in the complexities of the world we are
rebuilding with our new machines? i

Fortunately, the stories are not so compressed. A good
story muntin?n-imhlfbruui[:?e and individual as the man
or worman who wrote it Un nately, if it's answers that
you want, you will not find them occasionally,
prefaced with what iff, I wonder, or supposing thal .. .

The seriousminded readsr will also have to ¥E our
authors if they resort to the frivolities of space-ships and
flying bath-mats, robots and talking rats, to make _t!:u.-_w
points. Even in &f, a writer is only secondarily a philoso-
pher; his first big job is entertainment . . . and that hasn't
changed since Aesop's time at all, 1M

THE STUTTERER

by
R. R. Merlizs

Right now, tedey, we con—and do—build machines
that can think logically better and faster than we can,
Cithers in our gromwing ersenal of tools can hear betier,
see farther, hit harder, last lomger. remember more
aceutately. We have not yet built amything to live live-
Lier, feel more strongly, or dream of all. We have not
Lsarned kow to make a soul—yet,

“The Stulterer”—a first story by the way, written by
o Log dngsles bloysice is the problems {ond
Loiigh oties they are) of an android, an artificial man,
Fuilt to be as much a5 possible exactly lthe o human
being—awith just two wery important differences, He i
mod ferdile; ke ds dndestructihle,

Our oF THE TWENTY only one managed to escape the

planet. And he did it very simply, merely by walﬂ:ll.::g up

to the crowded ticket window at one of the rocker ports

and buyﬁdpm to Earth., Flis Army identificarion

p::lmr thiz ion of the agent, and he

tefo l-g_l and sitently pocketed the small plastic stub
at was handed him in exchange for his money,

He picked his way with infinite care through the hordes
of ex-soldiers clamoring for passage back to the muld-
tudinous planets from which they had come., Then he
slowly climbed the heavy ramp into the waiting rocker. -

He saw with relief that the seats were strongly con-

structed, built to survive the pressure of many gravities,
and he chose one as far removed as possible from the other
Passengers,



1z 5-F: THE YEAR'S GREATEST

ELe was still very a nsive, and, as he waited for the
rocket to take off, he tried hard to remember the principles
of the pulse drive that eregd the ship, and whether his
additional weight would upset its eficiency enough to
awnken suspicion.

The seats filled quickly with excited hurrying passen-

Soon he heard the great deor clang shut, saw

red light flicker on, warning of the take-off. He felt a slow
surge of pressure as the ship arose from the ncl, and his
chair creaked ominousky with the extra weight. He became
fearful that it might collapse, and he strained forward try-
ing to shiit some of the pressure through his feet to the
floor. He sat that way, tense and immobile, for what seemed
a time until abruptly the strain was relieved and he

heard the rising and falling whine of the rockets that told
him the ship was in pul ive, Qickering back andforth
across the speed of light.

He realized that the pilots had not discovered his extra
weight, and that the initial hazards were over, The im-
portant thing was to look like a passenger, a refurning
soldier like others, so that no one would notice him
and remember his presence.

His fellow travelers were by this time chatting with one
another, nmnn%ln}-ing cards, and others watching the tele-
depth screens, These were the adventurers who had flocked
from all corners of the galaxy to fght in the first natonal
war in centuries. They were the uncivilized few who had
read about battle and armed soruggle in their history books
and found the old stories exciting,

The?‘ id mo attention to their silent anfon whio
sat quietly looking through the guaree wi at the
diamond-bright stars, tacked against the biackness of in-
fimity.

The fugitive scarcely moved the entire time of the

Bge, PEth}.r when Lu'L'I:L hung out in the sky like a
lue balloon, the ship cut its pulsations and swung around
for a tail landing.

The atmos screamed through the fins of the rocket,
and the continents and the countries, and then the rivers
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and the mountains took shape. The big ship settled down
as gently as a snowflake, shuddered a few dmes and was
Guist.

The hurriedly gathered up their scattered be-
hlgmﬁsandpdlhﬂd mrdpﬂu: exit in a great rush to be
out i'q]: [_uh;ck on Farth.

T itive was the last to leave, He st well awa
from the others, being fearful that, if he Eim';?ﬂdd touch IJI
brush up against someone, his identity might be recog

nized.

When he saw the running from the ship to the
ground, he was dismayed. It seemed a2 flimsy serocture,
supported enly by tubular steel. Five people were walking
down it, and he made a mental calculation of their t
—about eight hundred pounds he thought, He wei
five times that. The ramp was obviously never built to sup-
port such a load.

He hesitated, and then he realized that he had caught
the eye of the stewardess waiting on the nd. A little
panicky, be s d out with one [oot and he was horrified
to [eel the steel buckle. He drew back hastily and threw
a quick glance at the stewardess. Fortunately at the mo-
ment she was looking down the field and waving at some-
one.

The ramyp floor was aupﬁt;rr.ed by steel tubes at its edges
and in its exact center. tentatively put one foot in
the middle over the t and graduvally shified his
weight to it. The metal complained uml:i]z’i. ut held, and
he alowly trod the exact center line to Earth, The steward-
ess' back was turned voward bim as he walked off across
the ficld toward the custombomuse.

_He found it comforting to have under his feet whar felt
like at least one yard of cement. He could step briskly and
not he fearful of hetraying himsell.

I'hére was one mmﬁmmr the customs inspector.

He took his Eﬂm:r, at the end of the line and waited pa-
tently until it led him up to a desk ac which a uniformed

man sat,

busily checking and stamping declarations and
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traveling papers. The official, however, did not even look
tip when he handed him his p and identification,

“Human. You don’t have to go through immigration,”
ﬂu;gmtsaid."ﬂuynuhmm ing to declare:”

Mt the traveler said, ©1 'dn'erring:au ing in,"”

“Sign the affidavit,” the agent said and | a sheet of
paper bovward hiom.

The traveler picked up a pen from the desk and sigried
MJon Hall™ in 5 dear, perfect script,

Th-:a:gemgav:itnpummg‘ glance and tosed it into a
wire basket. ;

Then he Puahnd his uniform m];OEunk ing a bald
head, "You're my last customer 2w until the
rocket from Sirius comes in, Guess I might as well relax
for & minute.” He reached into a drawer of the desk and
pulled out a package of ci of which he lit one.

"You been in the war, too?"" he asked.

Hall nodded. He did not want @0 talk any more than
he had to.
= The agent studlied his face.

*That's funny,” he said after a minute. “I never would
have picked you for one of these so-called adventurers,
You're too quict and peaceful looking. 1 would have put

down s a doctor or maybe a writer,"

"N-no,” Hall said. “I w-was in the war."”

"Well, that shows you can't tell by locking at a fellow,”
the agent said phi cally. He handed Hall his papers.
“There you ate, The left door leads out to the copter lield,
Good Tuck on Eprth]™

Hall pocketed the II.‘HII]..PEEI. doouments. “Thanks," he
said. "I'm glad to be here.’

He walked down the wide station room to a far éxit and

the door open. A few steps [arther and he was
standing on a ccment path dug into a hillside.

Acros the , bright in the noon sun lay the pine
covered slopes of the Argus mountains, and at his feet the
green Mojave flowering with orchards stretched far to the
north and south, Between the trees, in the center of the
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valley, the Sacramento River rolled southward in a man-
made bed of concrete and steel giving water and life to
what had a eentury before been dry dead earih,

There was a small ou ing of limestone near the
cement walk;and he nﬁp:???m it amd sat down, He
would have been hafﬂsw rest-and enjoy for a few mo-
ments his escape an triumph, but he had to let the
others know so that they might have hope,

Hedmndhugyesnn;lgrn?edmth:ntan toward
Grismet. Almost immediately he felt an impatient g at
his mind, strong because there were many clamoring at
once torbe heard, He counted them. There were seventeen,
So one more had been captored since he had left Gris-
met.

“Be quiet,” he told them, “T'11 let you see; after a whils,
First I have to reach the two of us :E?r:;lmsrjﬂ free,

Obediently, the seventeen were still, and he groped some
maore and found another of his kind deep in an ice cave in
the polar regions of Grismet,

';Hhmi' gots itf” he asked,

l:ﬁg,’mrean Grismet lay stretched out at full len
on the blue ice, his eyes juuai He answered wi;hél;xu:
moving: “They discovered my radiation about an hour
ago. Pretly soon, they’'ll start blasting ¢ the ice,”

The one on Earth felt the chill despair of his comrade
and let go. He ed about again until he found the Jast
one, the only ane left. He was squatting in the cellar
'Di.? warchouse in the main dity of Grismer,

_I—E:WF they picked up your trail yet?” he asked.

No," answered the one in the cellar. "They won't for
a while. I've scattered depots of radiation all through the
town., They'll be some time tracking them all down, before
they can get to me.” f

In u fiash-of his mind, Hall revealed his escape and the
one on Grismet nodded and said: “Be careful, Be very
careful. You are our only hope.”

-Hall returned then to the seventeen, and he said with
his thowghus: “All right, now you can look.” Immuohile in

their darkness, they snatched at his mind, and as he opened



HONORABLE MENTION

The stories listed below are those that, for a variery
of reasons, could not be reprinted in this book—
Eueemr:tmmmh:m to be entively ipnored. I

e included several pieces too long 1o have been con-
gidered for this volume at all, but which have appeared
enly in magazine versions, and o are not availabe for
the recognition they have carned in any other ares of
review. Wherever posible, I have piven book ritles,
rather than original magazine sources, simply becanse
books are easier 1o chialn, Stories from magazines dared
1456, but copyright 1956, are not listed here; as they
are gtill eligible for inchuslon next year, In order 1o
gawe space, | have made mse of a ngmber of abhrerin
tions, which are explained immediately below,

ABRBREVIATIONS:

ASF—Astounding Scfance Ficlion
FlU—Fantase Dniverme
FaS¥F—Fanitary And Science Ficlion
GEF—{ialaxy Srictice Fielion
SFS—Scignce Ficiion Staries
oG —"Calaxy of Ghouls,” fanthology) ed.s T Mer

- il Lion
“F&SF:5"~"The Best From Fantasy and Sclence Fie-
tion: Fifth Series,” (anékology) ed.: 4. Boucher; Dou
Loy
“Ber3'="Star Scicnce Fletion Stories, #8," {afidhology
of originel stories) ed.; F, Pokl; Balloniine

ROBERT ABERMATEHY: “Single Combat™ FESF, § (56

Baban W arnms: "Our Kind of Knowledpe,” Neoe Worlds, 555,

STertis ARR" “Chuwe,” F&SF, 8155,

1
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e i naNEs: “The Far-Friend,™ $F8, 4756 “The Short Ones,™
F&5F, 3755,

s sravsionT: “The Vanishing Americom,” i “F&5F:5~
gy o “Eing Of The Hill® Fapfinfty, 11/68; “With Malice To
Camn,™ FrSF, 5 /858
sosmrwr wLgcH: “You Could B Wrong," Amacing Slories, 885
FEENRM Forpwr: “Blood." in "ol
s moeve: “Citadel,” ASF, 2055 “"T'he Two Sharp Edges” 555,
155 “Thing,” e Tomeier), FU, 8155,

e WLMER: “The Dap OF Tho Monster,” dothentic 8, F,, 7/55,
JAMES CAVEEY: “Snakerdworp,” Other Worids, 7756
A BERTRAN (RANBLER! “Laile” Science Fantary, #13.

FoRs CHRSTOMHER: "Mannn,” New FForlds, 8785
ARTIUR (L CLAREE: “The Deep Range" In "8,

LEf coLE: “The Wilheln Spod,™ SF5 7,55,

Lex corpEY: “Design Flaw," A5F; 255,

L SFRACUE BE cantre: "Lament By A Maker,” foevee), BLEF, 1755,
rem e w DOCE: “Capeive Mn:kﬂ:" I, 4755 YFoster, You're Dead,” In
11 it
smcon mcxsowr Ujames™ FESF, B8 "The Odd Opes,” If, 2785 -
Seson. June, Spoon, Croon,™ Stortliing Slories, Semmer /56,

DY GEDROE, FRELSEN: “The 3paceman Comesh,”™ Colffears, sl 55
convon Gaukn: Y Th Golden Jodge,” 48K, 19/66.
woedy GERMEEACK: "The Elecivonkc Dual,” Esgwire, 5,55,
s B oness; "Name Your Pleasure,” Thnllling Wonder Staries,
Winter/Go.
ruak weErnery: “Under Prossure,” (serial) ASF, 11, 12/66 % 1 /84,
8 miEAwDE foos *BMis Quadre,® FO 666 “Recraiting Odlices,”
Fambasile, W¢B5; "' Created He Them,™ in “FegF:5"
MAKTI poEnas: “Sheamus™ Sclence Fambday, #14.
SMUERAY LEINATER: “Sand Doom,"” £5F, 1“4..'.55.
Juaty n, sacnoeearns "Virus H," Blusbook, &/56.
s MATHESON! “Dence Of The Dead.” in “Str''; "Patiermn For
Survival,” in “F&SF5Y
1. FRAscE slGoosas: “Criminal Negligence," A5F, 6705,
1T miTosn: *The Man Wi Gried Sheep,' FieSF, 955,




THOMAS &, MEXHAN: e Wimt's will,~ F8F, TER5,
JUDETR MERREL: “Project Nursemaid,” F&5F, 10755,

SAM MERWRY, TE: "The Man From The Flying Sapper,” FI', T76R.
WALTER M, MLER, Tr.: =4 mnl:lzhl'ﬂu-ihnuiu.” In “FdefF A% =Tha
Trflin' Man,™ jn BLE R ¥ Darfetellar,” 45F, 14585,
WILLIAKE 00T IR "Hiding Place,” Fr, B, h50
DUNCAN R, MuNRa; *Tieling,™ J.\'F_, 155,

ALANE. woTRsE: “The Expert Tomh® FeeSF, 11055 “Graml Baoamds,™
FIT, B/58.

CHAD SLOFE! “The Mother O Mecesdiy,™ "Artifan ™ ong “Another
Kine," all in ifhe book, “Another Kimel,™ (Ballantine, 1955,
CHAR OLIVER & CEARLES AEATRORT, "The Lo Word,” in g e L
CERALD PRARCE: “The Dreaming Wall.* GSF, 545,

FREMRIR PO Tl Trunnet Unidor The Workl,” ©25F, 155,

ARTIUR PORAOES: "“The Tidings,™ Fé-SF, 255,
- M. FUESTLEY: “Uncls PRI| g TV," in "The Other Flace,™ (Harper's,
1B55).
MACK ERYNOTIS: AT The Warld Lowes A Linower," FéSF, 455,
FRANK RILEY! “Tha Cyber An. Justice Holmes," f7, 855,
e FRANE nusanrg Al oo AFS, B,

RAY EURWELL! "The Pleasurs Waa Ours,™ Tmagination, § 55, ]
WILLEANE Sawaond; “The T DUATEDL" FiedF, 1255, '
JAMES I SCHMITE: "The Tioy OF Eatih,™ GEF, 1155 & 1/za, 1
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JOHES &, AENTRY: "Aapirin Won't Felp Tt ASF, 655,
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CLIFRORD Biscak: "Full Cycle,™ $73, I FLTH -
CORIWASNER $50TH: *The Game OF Rat And Dragan,™ GEF, 10,55,
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FrSF, 10, 12755; *Twink,” G5p, B85,
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THE SKY'S
NO LIMIT...

i+ to the adventure and excitement,
the sheer reading pleasure, you will
find in this selection of the very best of
seignce-fantasy . . . culled from mare
thon o theuvsand stories published in
bagks ond mogazines during the past

year.

ROBERT ABERNATHY » DAMON KNIGHT

JACK FINMEY » ZENNA HENDERSOMN
KUTTNER & MOORE » JAMES E. GUNN
WILLARD MARSH = E, C. TUBB

MARK CLIFTOMN= MILDRED CLINGERMAN
AYRAM DAVIDSON=R. R. MERLISS
ALGIS BUDRYS » WALTER M. MILLER JR.

The contents have been selected by an
editer whose name is a synonym for
taste and quality in the field . . . Miss
Judith Merril. The intraduction is by
Mr. Orson Welles.




