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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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			INTRODUCTION


			Richard Wilson (1920– 1987) was an American science fiction writer and fan. He was a member of the Futurians, and was married at one time to Leslie Perri.


			His books included the novels The Girls from Planet 5 (1955); 30 Day Wonder (1960); and And Then the Town Took Off (1960); and the collections Those Idiots from Earth (1957) and Time Out for Tomorrow (1962). His most notable short stories include “The Eight Billion” (nominated for a Nebula Award as Best Short Story in 1965); “Mother to the World” (nominated for the Hugo for Best Novelette in 1969 and winner of the Nebula in 1968, currently in development as a play); and “The Story Writer” (nominated for the Nebula Award for Best Novella in 1979).


			Wilson also worked in the public relations field as director of the Syracuse University News Bureau from 1964 to 1980. In 1980 he became the University’s senior editor before retiring in 1982. He died March 29, 1987.


			His other major contribution to science fiction and to Syracuse University was in successfully recruiting the donation of papers from many prominent science fiction writers to the University’s George Arents Research Library. As part of this effort, Wilson wrote an article entitled “Syracuse University’s Science Fiction Collections” for the May 1967 issue of the magazine Worlds of Tomorrow. The collection eventually included manuscripts, galley proofs, magazines, correspondence and art donated by Piers Anthony, Hal Clement, Keith Laumer, Larry Niven, Frederik Pohl and others, including Wilson himself. Initially housed in a warehouse annex, the papers eventually made their way to the climate-controlled top floor of Ernest Stevenson Bird Library on the Syracuse University campus. It has been called the “most important collection of science fiction manuscripts and papers in the world.”


		




		

			CHAPTER ONE


			(JULY 22, TUES.)


			Yes, an’ no, an’ mebbe, an’ mebbe not.


			—Edward Noyes Westcott, David Harum


			It was an ordinary July morning. July 22nd, to be exact. A Tuesday. Already hot at 8:20 A.M., which is when I got off the long-distance bus at the Port Authority terminal and walked the few blocks to my office in the Times Building on 43rd Street. 


			I work for a wire service called World Wide, and my job is to edit American news and send it to London for relay to clients around the world. Actually, wire service is a misnomer, because we use radioteletype, called RTT. My name is Sam Kent. 


			I hung up my coat, which I had been carrying, rolled up my sleeves and sat down at the big news desk opposite the overnight editor, Charlie Price. WW operates 24 hours a day. 


			“Morning, Charlie,” I said. “Anything happening?” 


			“Not a thing.” 


			“Good.” I started to read the copies of the news stories, which had been filed to London, since I’d left late the previous afternoon. This is called reading in. 


			A copy boy automatically brought me a cup of coffee, heavy on the milk, and I lit a cigarette and read the stories on the torn-off yellow teletype paper attached to the clip­board. 


			At a quarter to nine I was up to date. I got up and took Charlie’s place in the slot. “Good night,” he said, and went home. 


			“Morning Nan,” I said to Nancy Corelli, the teletype operator. “Ready for a big day?” 


			“Hi, Sam.” She put down the Daily News and gestured at the teletype to London. “It’s dead as a tomb.” 


			The belt was on. A belt is a length of perforated tape, glued into a circle, which goes through the transmitter and sends on the RTT, over and over, a series of lines that look like this: 


			QRA QRA DE WFK40 VIA PREWI/NY RYRYRYRY­RYRYRYRYRY 


			QRA QRA DE WFK40 VIA PREWI/NY RYRYRYRY­RYRYRYRYRY 


			They’re call letters for the radio frequency assigned to WW by the FCC. 


			The belt had been on for a long time. Ergo, no news. 


			“Here comes Washington,” I said. “They’ll change all that.” 


			At my elbow, the direct teletype from our Washington bureau clicked and hummed. It said: 


			GM NY IM 


			That would be Ian McEachern, the bureau chief. I said good morning back: 


			GM WA SK. DEADEST HERE 


			LOOKS QUIET HERE TOO. MARRINER CANCELED PC BUT ELLS MIGHT HAVE SOMETHING AT THE BRIEFING. 


			Secretary of State Rupert Marriner usually has a press conference on Tuesday, but today he was getting ready for one of his trips. Ells is George Ellsworth, the State Department spokesman. 


			II, I told Ian, which is teletype shorthand for aye-aye, or OK. 


			Having read everything on our file, I pulled over the clipboard with the overseas news. This comes in from WW’s London bureau on teletypes at the other side of the room. Our desk doesn’t have anything to do with that operation except to react to any major story affecting the United States or the United Nations. The UN machine at my other elbow was still quiet. Normally nothing happens there till after 10. 


			There wasn’t much overseas news, either, despite the fact that London is five hours ahead of New York time. 


			I went through the papers to see if there was anything Charlie Price had passed up which was worth stealing or following up. Times, Trib, News, Mirror. Nothing. Wall Street Journal. Damn good reading, as usual, but nothing in it for us. Journal of Commerce. Nope. Morning Telegraph, the voice of the turf. No overseas angles to the day’s quota of horsy news. Variety wouldn’t be out till tomorrow and the advance copies of Time and Newsweek would come in later in the morning, about the same time as the first after­noon papers. It looked like one of those days. 


			The domestic wire service we subscribe to was also in the doldrums. Its ticker had been silent for an hour except for the occasional CLR it sent to show it wasn’t dead. 


			The Canadian Press machine was similarly moribund. I made a tour of the Western Union and cable-company machines at the sides of the newsroom to see if our national stringers or South American correspondents had produced anything the copy boy might have overlooked. Nothing. 


			“Any coffee?” I said to the boy. 


			“Heavy on the milk,” he acknowledged. 


			“Thanks.” 


			WW keeps a hot plate in one corner. There’s also a kettle, a giant economy size jar of instant coffee, containers of milk from the Times Cafeteria upstairs, a five-pound sack of sugar and a dozen or so heavy army-surplus cups. We take our coffee breaks at the desk. 


			John Hyatt came in about 9:30. He’s WW’s general news manager. 


			“Nothing doing at all, John,” I said. 


			“Well,” he said, “the situation can’t always be fraught.” He went into his office off the newsroom. 


			Nancy Corelli put down the News and picked up the Mirror. The belt went round and round. 


			“I’m glad they don’t pay us by the word,” she said. 


			“Calm before the storm,” I said. “You wait.” 


			“I’m waiting.” She turned to Walter Winchell. 


			I brought the portable radio out of the corner and plugged it in at the desk. Sometimes on a dull day NBC or CBS will dredge up an exclusive of its own, which evokes comment­—and a few hundred words of copy—from the White House or the Pentagon. 


			I heard the tail-end of Stardust on the independent sta­tion the radio had been tuned to; then, at 10 A.M., switched to NBC, turning down the volume till it had got the horrible electronic gongs with which it heralds its on-the-hour news out of its system. 


			“…aftermath of a freak tornado in Kansas, and then a special report from Washington on a possible harbinger of the interplanetary age. But first—this message for Anacin…” 


			I downed the volume again. The interplanetary item might be something, but I wasn’t too hopeful. An NBC man could have got the editor of Missiles and Rockets Magazine to lift the tarp a bit on a development that was common knowl­edge in the trade but which Defense was keeping under a secret wrap. 


			“…and now the news…twister no casualties reported… We switch now to Washington early this morning…Burning Tree Country Club’s 16th green…halo of blue flame…alien creatures…completely un­substantiated but no one has offered an alternate explana­tion…” 


			Well! I scribbled a few notes, then got on to our own Washington people on the printer: 


			IM. NBC RADIO SAYS SPACESHIP MAYBE LANDED BURNING TREE. PEOPLE FROM OTHER PLANET GOT OUT DISAPPEARED AND SECURITY CORDON THROWN AROUND SHIP. SOUNDS FANTASTIC BUT WHO KNOWS. UNTOUCHING PENDING YOUR CHECK. SK 


			Ian teletyped back: 


			SK. HAVE A ROUGH NIGHT? IM 


			WOULDN’T KID U. ASK NBC WA IF U DOUBT. 


			OK, WIL TRY PENTAGON BUT DOUBT GET ANYTHING BUT HORSELAUGH. 


			He was back in a few minutes. 


			SK. MAY BE SOMETHING TO IT. PENTAGON UN­DENIES BUT UNTALKING EITHER. SUGGEST U PUT OUT WHAT U HAVE AND WILL TRY BURNING TREE. IM. 


			OK 


			I sent a brief item, thoroughly sourced to NBC and quoting a Defense Department spokesman as refusing to confirm or deny. Our domestic wire service had nothing. 


			* * * *


			Burning Tree hadn’t been in the news since the Eisenhower administration. They might be eager to talk. 


			I thought about possible sources in New York. There were the usual crackpot organizations that would comment on anything. They’d be volunteering their remarks soon enough. There were a handful of reputable scientists, personal or business friends, who would be willing to discuss an au­thentic report on a non-attribution basis. I decided to wait a bit before calling one of them. 


			I didn’t have to wait long. The bell of the TWX machine rang and the copy boy turned it on. He typed WW GA PLS as I looked over his shoulder. A message began to come in. It was a queer one. I read it as it came in and then, when the boy had acknowledged it and torn it off, I took it to the desk and studied it. It said: 


			THE MINISTRY OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS OF MONOLITHIA TODAY TRANSMITTED THE FOLLOWING NOTE TO THE DEPARTMENT OF STATE OF THE UNITED STATES: IN THE INTERESTS OF INTER­PLANETARY AMITY THE REPRESENTATIVES OF THE MINISTRY OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS OF MONO­LITHIA WHO HAVE THIS DAY EFFECTED A LAND­FALL ON THE PLANET KNOWN AS EARTH (SOL III) DESIRE TO CONCLUDE A TREATY OF PEACEFUL INTERCOURSE WITH THE REPRESENTATIVES OF THE UNITED STATES AND OTHER TERRESTRIAL SUZERAINTIES AND TO THAT USEFUL END SUGGEST A MEETING OF SUCH REPRESENTATIVES AT A TIME AND PLACE MUTUALLY CONVENIENT. 


			There were several things I could have done. I could have put out a flash saying aliens had landed on Earth. It tended to confirm the NBC report. But my natural skepticism made me pick up the telephone instead. I got the supervisor who handles TWX messages and asked where the message purporting to come from the Monolithian Foreign Ministry had actually been sent from. All the supervisor knew was that it had been sent by BT-107 in Bethesda, Maryland. 


			“Would that be the number of the Burning Tree Country Club?” I asked her, to nail down a coincidence. 


			“Yes,” she said. 


			Again I was tempted to send a flash, or at least a snap, but decided to make one more check first. I started to punch out a message to Ian on the teletype to Washington, but that was too slow. I got him on the phone instead. 


			“I just hung up on Burning Tree,” Ian said. “I don’t know whether somebody’s pulling my leg, but whoever it was claimed to be a spokesman for the Foreign Ministry of something called Monolithia.” 


			“It all fits, Ian,” I said, and I told him about the TWX message. “Has there been any indication that State has received such a note?” 


			“I’ll check right now. Hold on.” 


			I bit a pencil while I held on and had a look at the domestic wire service. Nothing there. I wondered what AP and UPI and Reuters were doing. I was sure they had received similar TWX messages. Still holding one phone to my ear, I pulled over another and dialed Plaza 7-1111, AP’s number. I put that receiver to my other ear and asked for the gen­eral desk. 


			“This is Kent of World Wide,” I said. “Did you get a mes­sage on the TWX from something calling itself Monolithia?” 


			“Yes. Did you? I was just going to check with you about it. UPI and Reuters got it, too. About interplanetary intercourse.” 


			“That’s the one. What do you think? Is it a hoax?” 


			“We don’t know. We’re checking. Have you put out anything on it yet?” 


			“No,” I told him. “We’re trying to get State on it now.” 


			“So’re we—” 


			Ian came in on my other ear: “Sam? State got the note. I’ll send a snap.” 


			“Okay,” I said and Ian hung up. 


			“What?” the AP man asked. 


			“Nothing,” I told him. “Thanks.” I hung up both phones and turned to watch the snap Ian was sending from Washington. AP and UPI have bulletins. We have snaps. Same thing. 


			I could tell from the halting way it was being punched out that the regular Washington operator hadn’t come in yet and that Ian was sending himself. 


			SNAP 


			NOTE 


			WASHINGTON, JULY 22 (WW)—THE STATE DEPARTMENT TODAY RECEIVED A NOTE FROM MON­OLITXXXX A NOTE PURPORTING TO COME FROM A SPACE NATION CALLING ITSELF MONOLITHIA. THE NOTE SAID “REPRESENTATIVES OF…MONO­LITHIA” LANDED TODAY ON EARTH AND DESIRED TO SIGN A PEACE TREATY. 


			MORE


			* * * *


			I ripped it off the machine, fixed Ian’s correction with pencil, changed “desired” to “wanted,” and slapped it on Nan’s clip. She had already rung the six bells a snap takes and was up to the dateline by the time she got it. 


			Ian carried on: 


			NOTE 2 WASHINGTON ADD SNAP 


			A STATE DEPARTMENT SPOKESMAN ACKNOWL­EDGED RECEIPT OF THE NOTE BUT DECLINED TO GIVE ANY DETAILS. ASKED IF HE THOUGHT THE NOTE WAS GENUINE, HE DECLINED TO COMMENT BUT SAID A STATEMENT MIGHT BE ISSUED LATER. 


			RECEIPT OF THE NOTE FOLLOWED REPORTS THAT A SPACE SHIP HAD LANDED AT BURNING TREE COUNTRY CLUB IN SUBURBAN MARYLAND. 


			A REPORTER WHO TELEPHONED BURNING TREE TO CHECK THE REPORTS WAS UNABLE TO REACH OFFICIALS OF THE CLUB, A FAVORITE GOLFING SITE OF FORMER PRESIDENT EISENHOWER. THE VOICE ANSWERING THE PHONE SAID: “FOREIGN MINISTRY OF MONOLITHIA.” 


			MORE


			* * * *


			I sent that straight off to London, then turned to my typewriter to prepare a take to fit into Ian’s story. 


			I typed: 


			note to washington 


			first knowledge of the monolithian note came in a mes­sage sent by teletype to the major news services. it quoted the note, which it said had been transmitted to the state department. a check with the telephone company, which operates the private line teletype (twx) service disclosed that the message had originated from a teletype machine at burning tree country club. 


			the message, as received by world wide and other news services, said (full text): 


			“the ministry…


			Ian was sending a message on the machine: 


			SAM SUGGEST U INSERT COPY OF NOTE WHILE I LOOK OVER MY SHORTHAND ON TALK WITH THIS BURNING TREE CHAP IM 


			I replied: 


			ALREADY DOING


			and sent my take as NOTE 3. 


			The direct-line phone from our United Nations bureau rang and I picked it up. 


			“Hello, Sam?” Collishaw Jones’s voice asked. “What’s all this about Monolithia?” 


			“What about it, Collie?” I asked him. “Have you got some­thing, too?” 


			“It’s a handout saying Monolithia is applying for UN mem­bership and requesting the Secretary-General to circulate its petition among all delegates. What the hell is Monolithia?” 


			I gave Collie a quick fill-in and said, “Put a copy of the handout on the machine, will you? I’ll work it into Washington’s series. Is there anything in the Charter that says a nation has to be from this planet to be eligible for UN membership?” 


			“Of course there is—I think. I mean it’s never come up before. I’ll send the text and then check.” 


			But Collishaw Jones’s check showed there was nothing in the Charter prohibiting an alien nation from joining the UN, provided it was peace loving and accepted its obligations. 


			“There’s lots of stuff about international peace and cooperation and international relations,” he said. “As far as I can see, the word ‘interplanetary’ isn’t used once. But on the other hand it isn’t specifically ruled out.” 


			“Thanks,” I said. “That sounds like a good story all by itself.” 


			“I’ll do it,” he said. 


			Meanwhile Ian McEachern had sent a few more takes about his conversation with the voice at Burning Tree, which spoke good English in a clicking sort of way, as if it had denture trouble, with an indefinable accent. The conversation had produced few facts, the speaker sticking pretty close to the text of the note, but Ian milked it for as much color as he could extract. 


			I looked over his copy and handed it to Nancy. I could hear her just busting to ask questions but I didn’t give her a chance. I had a thousand of my own and nobody to ask them. 


			Stew Macon, one of the rewrite men, came on duty and said, “What’s new, Sam?” 


			I handed him the clipboard. “Read this,” I said. “Then get Webster and the Oxford and call the library and do a piece on the literal and figurative meanings of ‘monolith.’ Work in how Dulles and that crowd used to call Russia a monolithic state, and why.” 


			Stew looked surprised. “Okay,” he said. “I don’t get it, but okay.” 


			“You will.” 


			Ian was ringing the bell on the Washington machine. 


			FYI. REB, AT WHU, SAYS JOSH JUST CALLED IN BOYS. KEEP U INFORMED. 


			I acknowledged: II 


			WHU is old telegraphic code for White House, just as SCOTUS stands for Supreme Court of the United States. Reb Sylvester is our White House correspondent and Josh is Josh­ua Holcomb, press secretary to President Gouverneur Alli­son, informally known as Gov. 


			The phone rang and the operator said, “I have a collect call for anyone at this number from a Miss Eurydice Play­fair at Bethesda, Maryland. Will you accept the charges?” 


			“Oh, God,” I said. “Yes, I’ll accept them. Riddie? I thought you were on vacation?” 


			“That you, Sam? I am on vacation but you know how the old fire horse is when it hears the gong. Have I got a story for you, kid!” Riddie Playfair is not exactly an old horse. She’s the shapeliest and best-preserved 43-year-old newspaperwoman I know. She combines the enthusiasm of a copy girl just out of college, which is good, with the slangy, wise­cracking hyperbole that went out with Lee Tracy’s early talkies, which may be why she’s still a Miss. 


			“Well,” I asked her, “have you got a story for me?” 


			“Have I? I’ve got the biggest story since the hogs ate little Willie. Get a load of this, Sammy: I have interviewed a man from a flying saucer!” 


			“That’s fine,” I said. “Let me take a snap and you can give the rest to rewrite.” 


			“You mean you believe me?” She sounded disappointed. 


			“If you’re referring to the men from Monolithia,” I told her, “they’re talking to everybody from State to the UN. But if you saw one, that’s news. Go ahead, give me a para­graph.” 


			“All right,” she said, crestfallen. “But I more than just saw one. Here goes: ‘Bethesda, Maryland, July whatever-the­-hell-it-is, doubleyou doubleyou. A reporter for World Wide News Service was kidnapped today by a man who claimed he had come to Earth from a distant planet. Period, paragraph. The seven-foot stranger a few minutes earlier had been seen by the reporter getting out of a huge, circular, wingless craft, which landed on the 16th green at Burning Tree Country Club.’ You getting it okay, Sam?” 


			“Yeah,” I said. “That’s fine. What were you doing at Burn­ing Tree?” 


			“I’ve got friends in high places, and I don’t mean the seven-foot stranger. You want this story or don’t you? I don’t have to work on my vacation, you know.” 


			“Go ahead, Riddie, I’m taking it. You’re not hurt, are you?” I tried to sound anxious. “He let you go again?” 


			“No, I’m not hurt. Will you just take the story? 


			“‘Paragraph. The tall stranger, seeing himself observed, approached the reporter and forced her to go with him’—better make that woman reporter in the lead, Sam, to keep the sexes straight—‘to the clubhouse, where he spoke for the first time.’” 


			“How about some description here, Riddie?” 


			“I was just getting to it. ‘The alien, who said he came from a country called Monolithia on a nameless planet outside our solar system, had a tanned complexion, a prominent nose and long black hair. But except for his single garment, a heavy roughly woven cloak, which covered him from neck to ankles, he could have been taken for an earthman. In some parts of the world even the clothing would not seem odd.’ You know what I mean, Sam; fix that up, will you?” 


			“It’s fine,” I told her. “I’ll get this away and turn you over to Stew for the rest. Give him all the quotes you can and don’t worry about the length. You sure you’re all right?” 


			She assured me that she was and I heard her saying “Don’t forget my byline” as I passed the phone over to Stew Macon, who pushed his monolithic research aside. 


			Stew cradled the receiver between ear and shoulder and said, “Okay, shoot, Riddie; give me the gory details. He didn’t rape you, did he, honey?” Stew wasn’t crazy about Eurydice Playfair either. 


			I typed out Riddie’s story, with byline, and fed it to Nancy a sentence at a time. 


			Collie Jones had got something meanwhile: 


			UNITED NATIONS, JULY 22 (WW)—THE UNITED NATIONS SECRETARY GENERAL IN A CAUTIOUSLY WORDED STATEMENT TODAY ACKNOWLEDGED RECEIPT OF THE FIRST MESSAGE TO THE WORLD ORGANIZATION PURPORTING TO COME FROM BEINGS BEYOND THE CONFINES OF EARTH AND ITS IMMEDIATE VICINITY. 


			THE SECRETARY-GENERAL SAID THE MESSAGE, REQUESTING MEMBERSHIP FOR A NATION CALLING ITSELF MONOLITHIA, WOULD BE CIRCULATED TO ALL DELEGATIONS. 


			A SPOKESMAN SAID THERE IS NOTHING IN THE UN CHARTER WHICH SPECIFICALLY RULES OUT ADMISSION OF A NATION NOT OF EARTH AND THAT CONCEIVABLY MEMBERSHIP WOULD BE POS­SIBLE. HE POINTED OUT A RECOMMENDATION OF THE SECURITY COUNCIL AND APPROVAL BY THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY ARE NECESSARY TO BRING NEW MEMBERS INTO THE ORGANIZATION…


			I sent that, then looked to see if Stew had another take of Riddie’s piece ready. He sailed a sheet of copy paper across the desk, grimaced at me and rolled another into his typewriter. 


			It was all in lower case, wire-service style. Everything comes out in caps on the teletype anyway. It looked like this: 


			stranger 2 bethesda 


			in the clubhouse, once the favorite playground of former president eisenhower, the tall stranger said, in good book­ish english: “forgive this untypical show of force. i really came in peace, as do my brothers, but i must speak to you lest you misunderstand and falsely alarm the populace.” 


			the reporter got the impression that the man was speaking the truth. “i believe you,” she said. the alien smiled, his teeth a striking white against his tan, handsome face. 


			“ah,” he said, “if only we could solve all problems so easily. fervently i hope that our meeting may be a harbinger of in­terplanetary amity.” 


			more


			This was pretty gloppy stuff, I thought, and decided to hold it a while. I caught Stew’s eye and he gave a shrug as if to imply that this was none of his doing. Then he said, “What was that? Hello! Hello!” He tapped the little pips in the phone cradle. “Operator, I was cut off… All right, call me back as soon as you can, will you?” He hung up. 


			“What was all that?” I asked him. 


			“It sounded like shooting,” he said. She stopped dictating and then I heard her yelling. She hollered, ‘Don’t shoot!’ and then there were two shots and the line went dead.” 


			“Somehow I have a feeling it’s phony,” I said. “How do you feel?” 


			“I don’t know, Sam. I don’t think she was acting. Here, have a look.” 


			It was a straightforward description of how the reporter’s dictation was broken off and what Stew had heard on the phone. There wasn’t much more than he’d told me. 


			“I don’t know,” I said. “We’d look pretty sick if it were a hoax. I wonder what AP’s doing.” 


			Just then the AC&R machine rang for an acknowledgment and the copy boy brought over a cable from our London office. It said: 


			21755 THANKS YOUR NOTE SERIES WHICH BIGGEST HERE RUSH ALL POSSIBLE AMPLIFICATION AUTHORITATIVE SPECULATION MANINSTREET RE­ACTION ECT 


			“Okay.” I showed the cable to Stew. “They asked for it.” I gave Nancy the second take of Riddie Playfair’s story to send to London and handed the third back to Stew. “Jazz it up,” I said. “If that’s the way they want it, that’s the way they’ll get it. You don’t suppose they were shooting at Eurydice, do you? I’ll see if Ian can get anything from the Maryland state police. Find out what number she was calling from, will you?” 


			Stew picked up the phone and I tapped out a note to Wash­ington. Ian acknowledged: 


			II SHD HV SMTHNG FM WHU IN MIN 


			Half a minute later Washington gave us this: 


			SNAP 


			INTERPLANETARY 


			WASHINGTON, JULY 22 (WW)—PRESIDENT ALLISON SAID TODAY HE IS “REASONABLY CERTAIN” MEN FROM ANOTHER PLANET HAVE LANDED ON EARTH. 


			MORE


			* * * *


			Good old Nancy had the first part of it in London be­fore Washington finished its sentence. 


		




		

			CHAPTER TWO


			(JULY 23, WED.)


			An informed White Horse souse predicts.


			—CBS Washington commentator


			Actually there wasn’t much more hard news that first day. I hung around for a while after the night man came on, the way you do when a big story is going, wanting to see what will happen next, but finally I left. I listened to the radio as I drove home from the bus stop, and watched the 15-minute night television news programs, then went to bed. 


			“Any coffee?” I said to the copy boy as I came in, grinning it in lieu of a good morning. 


			“You must be the sole support of Brazil,” he said. 


			“Africa,” I said. “This powdered stuff comes from Africa.” 


			“It’s an education being around you, Sam,” he said. 


			I said good morning to Charlie Price and read in. 


			There had been, as I suspected, little hard news after President Allison’s statement. Much of the night file had consisted of rehashing the known facts and padding these out with interpretation and speculation. 


			“Washington officials” said the contents of the Monolithian note were being studied and a reply might be expected soon. These would be State Department and White House spokes­men who didn’t want to be identified. 


			“Diplomatic sources” said it was reasonable to assume that Britain, France, Russia and perhaps India and the United Arab Republic had received similar notes. These would be embassy personnel asserting their belief that any sensible aliens would not have snubbed their countries by communicating only with the United States.


			“Experienced observers” said receipt of the note had taken officials by surprise and that lights were burning late in government buildings as policymakers tried to cope overnight with the advent of interplanetary relations. These would be newsmen interviewing each other. 


			“Unconfirmed reports” said any race of people capable of hurtling billions of miles. across space would be sure to have an equally advanced military machine whose weapons would be to our nuclear stuff what our stuff was to the M-l rifle. This would be a roundup of informed guessing and common sense. 


			I had a look at the late morning papers before relieving Charlie. 


			The New York Times gave it an eight-column headline, three lines deep: 


			ENVOYS OF SPACE NATION ARRIVE; NOTE CITES FRIENDSHIP AS GOAL; ALIENS SEEK U.N. MEMBERSHIP


			The Daily News said it in four words: 


			SPACEMEN LAND, DEMAND PARLEY


			“Okay, Charlie,” I said, meaning I had read it. “Anything going on now?” 


			“Washington’s not in yet. Jones called from UN a little while ago and said he was working on something. Good night.” 


			“Good night,” I said to Charlie. “Morning, Nan,” I said to the operator. “Any spacemen out your way?” 


			“Not yet. But believe me, I made sure the door was locked last night. What happened to Riddie Playfair, anyhow?” 


			“According to our file last night, she sent a message say­ing she was all right. Stew Macon followed it up. He’ll be in soon. We’ll get the inside story.” 


			The UN machine started up:


			NILS 


			UNITED NATIONS, JULY 23 (WW)—THE UNITED NATIONS, FACED WITH THE PROSPECT OF EXPAND­ING ITSELF FROM AN INTERNATIONAL TO A IN­TERPLANETARY ORGANIZATION, TODAY CONSID­ERED THE POSSIBILITY OF ASKING THE SPACEMEN FROM MONOLITHIA TO MAKE THEIR FIRST OFFICIAL APPEARANCE AT A SPECIAL GENERAL AS­SEMBLY MEETING. 


			NILS NILSEN, THE SECRETARY-GENERAL, WAS REPORTED DRAFTING AN INVITATION TO THE LEADERS OF THE ALIEN GROUP SUGGESTING A MEETING IN HIS 38TH FLOOR OFFICE OF THE SKY­SCRAPER HEADQUARTERS. INFORMED SOURCES SAID THAT IF NILSEN THEN WAS CONVINCED OF THE SINCERITY OF THE SPACEMEN, WHO HAVE ASKED TO JOIN THE UNITED NATIONS, HE WOULD CONVENE A SPECIAL ASSEMBLY AT WHICH THE ALIEN LEADER WOULD PUBLICLY STATE HIS CASE…


			Stew Macon came in, saying: “Well, how are all you inhabitants of the second greatest planet in creation this historic morning?” 


			“Keeping the old chin up, Stew,” I said. “Say, while you were grappling with that dictionary piece yesterday, did you ever find out what the opposite of monolithic is?” 


			“Come to think of it, no.” He grinned. “Paleolithic, maybe?” 


			“That’ll be enough of that subversive talk. I see by the file that Riddie Playfair wasn’t a casualty. Did you get to talk to her again?” 


			“Not exactly. The Maryland cops tried to bust into the clubhouse at Burning Tree. That’s what the shooting was about. They retired in confusion without anybody getting hurt. Something about a mysterious defensive shield the aliens have. The cops got a phone call later. The space­men said they would not use force except in self-defense. Then they put Riddie on for a minute and she said every­thing was hunky-dory and we’d be hearing from her again.” 


			“When?” I asked. 


			“She didn’t say. Want me to try to reach her?” 


			“It’s worth a try. Sure.” 


			Stew picked up the phone and I looked over the rest of Col­lie’s UN piece and gave it to Nancy. 


			Washington clicked in. Ian McEachern told me on the printer that Reb Sylvester had gone directly to Burning Tree in case the spacemen made a personal appearance and that Josh Holcomb had said he might have something later in the morning. He’d had nothing to add to President Allison’s “reasonably certain” statement of yesterday. He declined to go beyond that, resisting all attempts to get him to say officially that the aliens had landed. 


			What he’d actually said, Ian told me off the record, was, “We’ll jump off that bridge when we come to it.” Asked whether he meant that the United States had doubts about the spacemen’s professed peaceful intentions, or that in view of their presumed superior technology the Pentagon was obsolete, Josh had said he’d said all he was going to say. 


			So much for the White House. The State Department was “studying the situation.” The Pentagon sat behind a wall of No Comments. 


			“No soap on the Alien Friend,” Stew said, hanging up the phone. “They don’t answer at the clubhouse and the cops say they don’t know nothin’.” 


			“We’ve got to get this story off the ground,” I said. “All we’ve got so far is Collie’s UN piece. It’s all right, but there’s no action. How about calling up the Mayor’s office and seeing if they plan a ticker-tape parade?” 


			“This is action?” 


			I shrugged. “You got a better idea?” 


			“I’ll call the Mayor’s office,” Stew said. “Maybe something will occur to me.” 


			I went over to the incoming teletypes to see if WW had developed anything overseas. London’s piece was chiefly newspaper comment and unofficial speculation about what the Foreign Office would do. Cooperate with the aliens if they were friendly and resist them if they were not seemed to be about the size of it. 


			Paris reacted in the spirit of Jules Verne. There was an unofficial report that the travelers of space would be invited to moor their vehicle interplanetary to the Tour Eiffel. 


			Moscow was keeping mum. No mention of the story had appeared in Pravda or Izvestia, and Radio Moscow was also ignoring it. The foreign diplomatic corps was agog, but no one seemed to have any idea of what the Kremlin’s official attitude would be to a true monolithic state. 


			The evening papers came up. The Post had interviewed a representative collection of cab drivers, waitresses, etc. Israel Kraft, a Bronx hackie, said the seven-foot aliens could ride in his cab any time if they fit, but they better not try to palm off any funny money on him. The manager of the Mayfair Theater, which was showing “I Was a Teen-Age Necromancer,” said all bona fide space aliens would be admitted free. The manager of the Gaiety Delicatessen said he assumed the spacemen had to eat and invited them to his place for the best hot pastrami sandwich in New York. Patrolman Pat­rick O’Hanlon said he’d leave it to the Commissioner to say how they should be treated, but if they tried jaywalking they’d get a ticket just like anybody else. 


			The World-Telegram had a front-page editorial asking how the aliens had managed to get through our radar without detection. It was not the first time the Defense Department and the Central Intelligence Agency had been caught nap­ping, the World-Telegram said. It demanded a Congressional investigation. 


			The third evening paper, the Journal-American, said it was reserving judgment on whether the aliens were as friendly as they professed to be and urged Americans to keep their guard up. 


			SNAP 


			WASHINGTON, JULY 23 (WW)—PRESIDENT ALLISON ARRANGED A MEETING FOR THIS MORNING WITH THE ALLEGED ALIENS WHO ARE SEEKING TO CONCLUDE A PEACE TREATY WITH THE UNITED STATES. 


			MORE


			I sent that to London after crossing out the “alleged.” I figured if things had gone this far they must be for real. 


			ALIENS 2 WASHINGTON ADD SNAP 


			A MOTORCADE OF LIMOUSINES WAS SENT TO BURNING TREE CLUB TO BRING TO THE WHITE HOUSE THE VISITORS WHO SAY THEY REPRESENT THE SPACE NATION OF MONOLITHIA. 


			JOSHUA HOLCOMB, THE PRESIDENT’S PRESS SECRETARY, SAID REPORTERS WOULD BE BARRED FROM THE MEETING BUT THAT THERE PROBABLY WOULD BE A STATEMENT LATER. 


			SECRETARY OF STATE RUPERT MARRINER CANCELED HIS PLANNED TRIP TO SOUTH AMERICA TO BE PRESENT AT THE MEETING. 


			MORE


			I asked Ian: 


			WHAT TIME IS MEETING? ALSO WHOSE BYLINE? 


			He replied:


			11:45. MINE. REB IS WITH MOTORCADE. 


			I sent that information off as an FYI to London. Ian had little more that was new, but he paged on several paragraphs of background. 
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