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"THEY'RE crazy! They're insane! That mob outside is made up of mad-
men," Jacob Clark told his young assistant, Bill Towney.

"They'll be battering at the door any minute now, sir," Towney said
nervously.

"But why? Why are they doing it? My inventions have advanced the
world a hundred years. I've always been a benefactor of man, not a
destroyer."

"It's the robots. People are in a rage because they say the robots cause
unemployment by replacing workers."

"It's utter nonsense, you know," Clark said impatiently. "Why can't
they see that my intelligent, self-controlled robots are the greatest boon
the human race has ever received from one man?"

"I don't know, sir, but they don't." Towney paused as the shouting and
pounding outside became more intense. "They demanded that you take
the robots out of the labor market and order your factories to stop mak-
ing them. This is the result of your refusal."

"DOWN WITH CLARK! DOWN WITH THE TIN MEN! DEATH TO
THE ROBOT LOVERS!" The furious mob was battering at the door now.

"Really, sir," Towney said, "you should leave here. They'll kill you if
you don't!"

"Leave here? I should say not. I'll defy the fools. I'll tell them what I've
done for them and make them understand." He glanced nervously at the
door. "Besides there's only one door. I couldn't get away now."

"There's the time machine, sir."
"But isn't there some other way? Perhaps if you went out and talked to

them… ."
"You know there's no other way. Those people believe you've brought

disaster to the human race and they mean to kill you. And if you don't
hurry they will," Towney said urgently. "The time machine is set for
twenty years in the future. Please hurry, sir!"

The door was beginning to give. Clark looked around unhappily and
then walked to the time machine. "All right, I'll go. In the future I know
the results of my work will be appreciated. I'll be a hero and benefactor
of mankind."

Towney heard the door crash and roughly pushed his employer into
the time machine as the mob burst through. "Push the starting button,
push the starting button. Quick!" he screamed as the first of the mob
reached him.

Clark's hand leaped to the control lever just as a brick crashed into his
head. His hand completed its motion with more force than he had
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intended as he sank unconscious to the floor and the machine was set for
a thousand years in the future instead of twenty.

The year three thousand had been a brilliant one for the robots, in fact,
the most brilliant since the last human being had died some five hundred
years before. They had reached Venus and Mars and were now planning
a trip to Jupiter. And this very day, a huge statue of Jacob Clark, the cre-
ator and benefactor, was to be dedicated on the site of what once had
been his laboratory. It seemed a shame that most of the records concern-
ing him and his time had been lost in one of the great wars that had
helped to extinguish the humans. The statue though was good for surely
he looked like a robot. One of the few human books still in existence said
that the Creator had created in his own image.

It was right at the foot of his own statue that the Guardians of the
Shrine found Jacob Clark. They picked up his unconscious, bleeding
body and laid it tenderly on a nearby bench. They bent over him with all
the gentleness and solicitude that had been installed in his very first
models and had been handed down from generation to generation of ro-
bots. They wanted to help him but they were very puzzled.

"Perhaps it came from a far part of the earth," one of them said.
"Or maybe a mistake was made at one of the birth factories," said an-

other. "See, it is losing oil at a great rate."
"Perhaps," mused the elder, "it is a new model. At any rate it is a robot

and has been damaged. As our great creator taught us, he must be aided.
We will take it to the central repair factory in the city."

"But," the first robot protested, "it's awfully bulky to be carried so far."
Being creatures of logic, they thought about it for a moment and then

the elder came to a decision that was both effective and reasonable.
"Since he is so bulky, we will disassemble him for transportation pur-

poses," he said as he leaned over and gently twisted off Clark's right arm.
"Rather primitive and messy construction, I'd say," said the second ro-

bot as he tenderly unscrewed Jacob Clark's head from his body.
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William F. Nolan
Of Time and Texas
Twenty-eight-year-old William Nolan, another newcomer to the
field, introduces us to the capricious Time Door of Professor C.
Cydwick Ohms, guaranteed to solve the accumulated problems of
the world of the year 2057.
Frederik Pohl
The Day of the Boomer Dukes
Just as medicine is not a science, but rather an art--a device, prac-
tised in a scientific manner, in its best manifestations--time-travel
stories are not science fiction. Time-travel, however, has become
acceptable to science fiction readers as a traditional device in stor-
ies than are otherwise admissible in the genre. Here, Frederik Pohl
employs it to portray the amusingly catastrophic meeting of three
societies.
Harl Vincent
The Copper-Clad World
Blaine comes out of the hypnosis of the pink gas to find himself
deep within Io, the copper-clad second satellite of Jupiter.
Richard Kadrey
Chronalgia
Walter J. Sheldon
Two Plus Two Makes Crazy
Walt Sheldon is bitter-bright in this imaginative short satire of
Man's sell-out by a group of staunch believers in the infallibility of
numbers.
The Computer could do no wrong. Then it was asked a simple
little question by a simple little man.
Poul William Anderson
The Man Who Came Early
How rarely science-fiction writers succeed in creating a wholly ali-
en culture may be judged from any adequate study of an earthly
culture of a time or place which does not form part of our direct
heritage. S.F's aliens may have pseudopods or supersdentific gad-
gets, but rarely so wholly different a frame of reference as man
himself has achieved in other eras. Here F&SFs favorite Scand-
inavian skald takes us to Iceland near the end of the tenth century
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and convincingly depicts a truly "alien" way of life and teaches us
the tragic truth that the role of a twentieth-century timetraveler to
a "primitive" culture need not necessarily be that of Prometheus
the Fire-Bringer.
Henry Beam Piper
Temple Trouble
Miracles to order was a fine way for the paratimers to get mining
concessions--but Nature can sometimes pull counter-miracles.
And so can men, for that matter....
Roman Frederick Starzl
In the Orbit of Saturn
Disguised as a voluntary prisoner on a pirate space ship, an I. F. P.
man penetrates the mystery of the dreaded "Solar Scourge."
Edmond Moore Hamilton
The Man Who Saw the Future
Excerpt:
Jean de Marselait read calmly on from the parchment. "It is stated
by many witnesses that for long that part of Paris, called Nanley
by some, has been troubled by works of the devil. Ever and anon
great claps of thunder have been heard issuing from an open field
there without visible cause. They were evidently caused by a sor-
cerer of power since even exorcists could not halt them.
Richard R. Smith
Compatible
Richard R. Smith has been writing SF since 1949, "except for the
year that I spent climbing up and down hills in Korea." Former of-
fice manager for a construction company, and a chess enthusiast,
he now writes full time and adds, "My main ambition in life is to
write SF for the next forty years!"
There are many ways—murder included—in which husbands can
settle certain problems. This was even more drastic!
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