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Captain Baird stood at the window of the laboratory where the thousand
parts of the strange rocket lay strewn in careful order. Small groups
worked slowly over the dismantled parts. The captain wanted to ask but
something stopped him. Behind him Doctor Johannsen sat at his desk,
his gnarled old hand tight about a whiskey bottle, the bottle the doctor
always had in his desk but never brought out except when he was alone,
and waited for Captain Baird to ask his question. Captain Baird turned at
last.

"They are our markings?" Captain Baird asked. It was not the question.
Captain Baird knew the markings of the Rocket Testing Station as well as
the doctor did.

"Yes," the doctor said, "they are our markings. Identical. But not our
paint."

Captain Baird turned back to the window. Six months ago it had
happened. Ten minutes after launching, the giant test rocket had been
only a speck on the observation screen. Captain Baird had turned away
in disgust.

"A mouse!" the captain had said, "unfortunate a mouse can't observe,
build, report. My men are getting restless, Johannsen."

"When we are ready, Captain," the doctor had said.
It was twelve hours before the urgent call from Central Control

brought the captain running back to the laboratory. The doctor was there
before him. Professor Schultz wasted no time, he pointed to the instru-
ment panel. "A sudden shift, see for yourself. We'll miss Mars by a mil-
lion and a quarter at least."

Two hours later the shift in course of the test rocket was apparent to
all of them and so was their disappointment.

"According to the instruments the steering shifted a quarter of an inch.
No reason shows up," Professor Schultz said.

"Flaw in the metal?" Doctor Johannsen said.
"How far can it go?" Captain Baird asked.
Professor Schultz shrugged. "Until the fuel runs out, which is probably

as good as never, or until the landing mechanism is activated by a
planet-sized body."

"Course? Did you plot it?" The doctor asked.
"Of course I did," Professor Schultz said, "as close as I can calculate it is

headed for Alpha Centauri."
Captain Baird turned away. The doctor watched him.
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"Perhaps you will not be quite so hasty with your men's lives in the fu-
ture, Captain?" the doctor said.

Professor Schultz was spinning dials. "No contact," the professor said,
"No contact at all."

That had been six months ago. Three more test rockets had been fired
successfully before the urgent report came through from Alaskan Obser-
vation Post No. 4. A rocket was coming across the Pole.

The strange rocket was tracked and escorted by atomic armed fighters
all the way to the Rocket Testing Station where it cut its own motors and
gently landed. In the center of a division of atomic-armed infantry the
captain, the doctor, and everyone else, waited impatiently. There was an
air of uneasiness.

"You're sure it's not ours?" Captain Baird asked.
The doctor laughed. "Identical, yes, but three times the size of ours."
"Perhaps one of the Asian ones?"
"No, it's our design, but too large, much too large."
Professor Schultz put their thoughts into words. "Looks like someone

copied ours. Someone, somewhere. It's hard to imagine, but true
nevertheless."

They waited two weeks. Nothing happened. Then a radiation-shielded
team went in to examine the rocket. Two more weeks and the strange
rocket was dismantled and spread over the field of the testing station.
The rocket was dismantled and the station had begun to talk to itself in
whispers and look at the sky.

Captain Baird stood now at the window and looked out at the dis-
mantled rocket. He looked but his mind was not on the parts of the rock-
et he could see from the window.

"The materials, they're not ours?" the captain asked.
"Unknown here," the doctor said.
The captain nodded. "Those were our instruments?"
"Yes." The doctor still held the whiskey bottle in a tight grip.
"They sent them back," the captain said.

The doctor crashed the bottle hard against the desk top. "Ask it, Cap-
tain, for God's sake!!"

The captain turned to face the doctor directly. "It was a man, a full
grown man."

The doctor sighed as if letting the pent-up steam of his heart escape.
"Yes, it is a man. It breathes, it eats, it has all the attributes of a man. But
it is not of our planet."
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"Its speech … " the captain began.
"That isn't speech, Captain," the doctor broke in, breaking in sharply,

"It's only sound." The doctor stopped; he examined the label of his bottle
of whiskey very carefully. A good brand of whiskey. "He seems quite
happy in the storeroom. You know, Captain, what puzzled me at first?
He can't read. He can't read anything, not even the instruments in that
ship. In fact he shows no interest in his rocket at all."

The captain sat down now. He sat at the desk and faced the doctor. "At
least they had the courage to send a man, not a mouse. Doctor, a man."

The doctor stared at the captain, his hand squeezing and unsqueezing
on the whiskey bottle. "A man who can't read his own instruments?" The
doctor laughed. "Perhaps you too have failed to see the point? Like that
stupid general who sits out there waiting for the men from somewhere
to invade?"

"Don't you think it's a possibility?"
The doctor nodded. "A very good possibility, Captain, but they will

not be men." The doctor seemed to pause and lean forward. "That rocket,
Captain, is a test rocket. A test rocket just like ours!"

Then the doctor picked up his whiskey bottle at last and poured two
glasses.

"Perhaps a drink, Captain?"
The captain was watching the sky outside the window.

THE END
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Robert Michael Ballantyne
Jarwin and Cuffy
Excerpt: "In all the wide expanse of ocean that surrounded that is-
land, there was nothing visible save one small, solitary speck on
the far-off horizon. It might have been mistaken for a seagull, but
it was in reality a raft—a mass of spars and planks rudely bound
together with ropes. A boat’s mast rose from the centre of it, on
which hung a rag of sail, and a small red flag drooped motionless
from its summit. There were a few casks on the highest part of the
raft, but no living soul was visible. Nevertheless, it was not
without tenants. In a hollow between two of the spars, under the
shadow of one of the casks, lay the form of a man. The canvas
trousers, cotton shirt, blue jacket, and open necktie, bespoke him a
sailor, but it seemed as though there were nothing left save the
dead body of the unfortunate tar, so pale and thin and ghastly
were his features. A terrier dog lay beside him, so shrunken that it
looked like a mere scrap of door-matting. Both man and dog were
apparently dead, but they were not so in reality, for, after lying
about an hour quite motionless, the man slowly opened his eyes.
Ah, reader, it would have touched your heart to have seen those
eyes! They were so deep set, as if in dark caverns, and so unnatur-
ally large. They gazed round in a vacant way for a few moments,
until they fell on the dog. Then a gleam of fire shot through them,
and their owner raised his large, gaunt, wasted frame on one el-
bow, while he gazed with a look of eagerness, which was perfectly
awful, at his dumb companion.
“Not dead yet!” he said, drawing a long sigh."
William M. Lee
Junior Achievement
Fallout is, of course, always disastrous— one way or another.
Adam Rakunas
The Right People
Imagine what high school would have been like if dealing drugs
had been legal when licensed, mobile social networking had been
ubiquitous and the in-crowd had more leverage than most politic-
al parties… what would the smart-but-slightly-crazy outcasts end
up doing?
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In Adam Rakunas’s novella “The Right People”, they’re in the luc-
rative but precarious position of selling clandestine bootleg sex
toys to the overachievers, but the rug is about to be pulled out
from under their operation…
It’s simultaneously a slice of full-bore gonzo science fiction blen-
ded with a Brat Pack movie, and a timely metaphor for the present
presidential tussle, and Futurismic is very proud to present “The
Right People” as Adam’s first fiction sale - in fact, I think we’re
lucky to have found him first!
Do be warned, though - this one’s definitely not for the very
young or the easily offended!
Arthur Porges
Revenge
Hell may have no fury like a woman scorned, but the fury of a bio-
chemist scorned is just as great —and much more fiendish.
Jack Douglas
Dead World
Out on the ice-buried planet, Commander Red Stone led his Free
Companions to almost certain death. They died for a dangerous
dream that had only one chance in a thousand trillion to come
true. Is there a better reason for dying?
Henry Hasse
The Beginning
Relentlessly, a narrative as old as time drives forward to a climax
as old as man—and points a finger as grim as Death.
Mark Irvin Clifton
Eight Keys to Eden
The piercing wonder of man's climb to higher intelligence.
Harold Steele MacKaye
The Panchronicon
A novel about time travel.
Excerpt:
"Don't have to keep count," he replied. "See that indicator?" he
continued, pointing to a dial in the ceiling which had not been no-
ticed before. "That reads May 3, 1898, now, don't it? Well, it's fixed
to keep always tellin' the right date. It counts the whirls we make
an' keeps tabs on every day we go backward. Any time all ye hev
to do is to read that thing an' it'll tell ye jest what day 'tis."
Charles Louis Fontenay
The Jupiter Weapon
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He was a living weapon of destruction—immeasurably powerful,
utterly invulnerable.
There was only one question: Was he human?
R.C. Noll
A Fine Fix
Generally speaking, human beings are fine buck-passers—but
there's one circumstance under which they refuse to pass on re-
sponsibility. If the other fellow says "Your method won't solve the
problem!"—then they get mad!
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