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why don’t you join us and do
something to help them?” de-
manded Victor.

Baboo looked at Victor sadly for
a moment, then sighed. “You
don’t really want to help the los-
ers, Victor. You just want to be-
come one of the winners.”

Picrure NEAT, well-
furnished office with a big
picture window that opens out
onto a small balcony. The lights
are off, but the room is dimly lit
from the gray feeble light that fil-
ters in through the window. It is
mid-afternoon and outside it is.
raining. Now and then a cold wet

wind sweeps in through the partly *

opened window and sets the cur-
tains flapping, even threatens to
blow the papers off the desk, but
nobody closes the window.

Perhaps there is nobody there.

Wait, yes there is.

A little fat man sits motionless
in a contour chair behind the
desk, gazing out the window. He
is dressed all in black except for
his white turn-around clerical col-
lar.

It's Bill, the Interfaith Chap-
lain.

But something’s wrong.
Where's that broad friendly smile
the Uns are used to seeing on his
face? Is this the way he always
looks when nobody is watching
him? Withdrawn? Depressed?
Lonely?

What's wrong, Bill?

Let's glance into his mind and
see.

A SONG OF THE RISING WIND

It's true. He's lonely. He's al-
ways lonely these days. Nobody
ever comes to see him voluntar-
ily. He must always send for
them, and then they never con-
fide in him. Sometimes, even if
he sends for them they don't
come, though they know he will
report this to Police Captain
Clark. What Bill values most in
life is “being liked”, yet for some
reason most people seem to dis-
like him on sight. Even Captain
Clark barely puts up with him.
He's always so busy, Captain
Clark is. Bill calls him up on the
videophone a lot, but Captain
Clark always cuts the conversation
short unless it’s about business.
Normandy Taylor, the recreation
director, hates Bill and tells him
so. “You make me sick to my
stomach,” she says sometimes,
but then she is a Lesbian and
hates all men, more or less. The
rest of the staff are either too high
or too low for Bill, or unsuitable
for some other reason.

The trustys all give him the big
hello, but he knows they are just
buttering him up to protect their
positions. He knows how they talk
about him behind his back, how
they laugh at him and make him
the protagonist in their dirty
jokes. There is another Chaplain
Bill they've created that belongs
to them, that they have built a
fantastic mythology about . a
pompous stupid lying monster.
They've stolen Bill's identity and
pasted it onto their monster, and
now that monster is more real to
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geniuses or saints. Joined together
they are only mobs and armies.”

Victor licked his lips, preparing
an apt reply. Newton realized that
this was only the latest episode in
a long, long debate between the
two men. They had each long ago
given up all hope of converting
the other, but still they carried on
the argument for the sport of it,
as a friendly battle of wits.

“But it's mobs and armies,” said
Victor, “that will bring about the
world you dream of and sing
about.”

“By violence and killing you
expect to create a world of
brotherhood and love?” de-
manded Baboo, laughing. “Love
thy neighbor . . . or else!”

“Always jokes! Always the big
ha ha!” Now Victor was really an-
noyed. “Can’t you ever be seri-
ous? How can we carry on an in-
telligent discussion if you keep
spouting wisecracks and absur-
dities?”

Baboo laughed again, then said
teasingly, “Develop a taste for the
absurd, Victor. Only then can you
love human beings.”

Victor turned to Newton,
throwing up his hands in mock
despair.

“You see, Newton? What did 1
tell you? He laughs at us. Every-
body thinks Baboo is some kind of
holy man, a reincarnation of
Buddha or something, but he’s
just a wise guy, a clown!”

Baboo, grinning, nodded his
head in agreement. “If the lion is
the king of the beasts,” said the
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big negro, “then Man is the court
jester.”

“There he goes again!” cried
Victor. “You see? What did I tell
you?”’

Baboo turned his attention once
again to his strange musical in-
strument and struck off a few ran-
dom harmonics. Victor, seeing
this, launched into a real tirade.
“That’s all he ever does all day
long, year in and year out! He
just sits and plays that idotic
poom-poom. It's made out of the
remains of an old discarded piano
. . . just a mess of junk, really.”

“The staff of this institution,”
explained Baboo to Newton,
“wanted me to be happy, they
said, so I told them 1 was happy
right here playing the old poom-
poom. They fussed and carried
on, but after a while they decided
I was harmless and went off and
left me alone to sing the songs of
my people in peace.”

“Your people?” asked Newton.
“You mean the black people?”

Baboo shook his head, still toy-
ing with the poom-poom.

“No, these days there are black
men on the top as well as on the
bottom. My people are the ones
on the bottom, the losers. Losers
can be black men, but they can
just as easily be Jews, Mexicans
or American Indians . . . China-
men or Hindu untouchables.
There always have been losers
and there always will be losers.
You can’t have winners without
em.”

“If you love the losers so much,
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strument. Newton sized him up
as they walked toward him.

Baboo was a powerful muscular
very black negro. Even his bald-
ing head and slightly bulging
stomach did not detract from the
overall impression of physical
strength, as.if he were a retired
weight lifter or wrestler . . . yet
there was something about his
face, a look of tired wistful
amusement, that made Newton
feel that in spite of his great
strength, or perhaps because of it,
he was unusually gentle and un-
derstanding, the sort of person
people always turn to in times of
trouble.

“Hello, Victor,” said Baboo
without looking up from his play-
ing. There were twelve strings on

the instrument and Baboo played .

it with a deft sure touch bom of
long practice, a little rubber-
headed hammer in one hand and
a fountain pen in the other which
he used somewhat like a Hawaiian
guitar slide. Now and then he
struck off harmonics from the
strings with the tips of his fingers.
The tone of the instrument was
soft, sad and sweet, a little like a
harp and a little like a guitar and
even, in the sliding notes, a little
like a gypsy violin or the funky
voice of an old-time blues singer.
Newton had never heard any-
thing like it before, and it held
him spellbound. He recognized,
under the cascade of shimmering
figurations, one of the songs he'd
heard people singing, “Join
Hands”, but riow that simple tune
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had been transformed into some-
thmg unearthly, hypnotic.

“1 . I'd like to learn to play
that,” said Newton hesitantly.

“Okay,” said Baboo, smiling a
little, “T’ll teach you.”

“This is my friend, Newton,”
said Victor to Baboo.

Baboo stopped playing and
said, “My name is Bob Osborn,
but everybody calls me Baboo.”

Newton and Baboo shook
hands.

“Baboo’s quite a celebrity,
Newton,” said Victor. “You're
lucky to be in the same building
with him. He's famous, no kid-
ding. Everywhere there are Uns,
they sing his songs.”

Baboo grinned. “My songs get
around a lot more than I do. I
haven’t been off this floor, let
alone out of this building, for fif-
teen years.”

“When are you going to join
the Movement, Baboo?” asked
Victor, half-joking, half-serious.

“Never,” answered Baboo
quietly.

“I don’t understand vyou,
Baboo.” Victor was frowning.

“You agree with us on almost
every point, yet still you hold out.
Your songs are full of stuff about
‘joining hands’ and the Union of
Man, but you yourself insist on
standing alone. Haven't you ever
heard the old saying, ‘In union
there is strength’?”

With a twinkle in his eye,
Baboo responded, “If I joined you
I would not grow stronger, but
weaker. Alone, men can.become
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3. I have had discussions with the
Publisher about hiring a salaried frst
reader, but there is simply no money in
the publishing budget. Indeed, recent
cost increases—primarily paper, print-
ing and shipping—have all but wiped
out any surplus our recent cover-price
hike might give us. (At the Publisher’s
initiative, we have also increased our
basic payments for stories.) As yet it is
too soon to know whether our price-
increase will have an adverse affect
upon our sales. Our present projections
are based upon the hope that it will not;
if it does, that will be one more factor to
contend with.

FIVE YEARS AGO the unsolicited manu-
scripts were not read. They were re-
turned, unread, by the publisher. At

that time these magazines published .

only a small percentage of new stories
{60% to 73% ol the fiction was reprinted)
and those were by “name” authors.
As part of my policy of revitalizing
AMAZING and FANTASTIC the reprints
were phased out. And at the same time
we began searching out and publishing
new authors. Several of these
authors—Gordon Eklund, Geo. Alec
Effinger—have since established them-
selves as major writers in our field.

Others will join them. It is my belief-

that no magazine can subsist solely upon
already established talent, and that it is
the duty of every sf magazine to find and
develop new authors. This we have
done and will continue to do.

But up until now we have done so
largely because of the willingness of a
few people like Grant Carrington to
freely donate their time to this. And
Grant's decision to return to full-time
writing simply brings into sharper relief
a point which has been with us for some
time: It is not enough to depend upon
continued volunteer efforts and the
goodwill of the Grant Carringtons of this

EDITORIAL

world in order to handle story submis-
sions.

THUS, OUR DECISION: A 25¢ “handling
charge” must accompany each submis-
sion. We've tried to keep this charge
simple—it's 25¢ whether you send us a
two-page story or a novel—and rela-
tively low. Twenty-five cents, after all,
is usually less than you spend to mail
your manuscript to us in the first place.

And we've tried to be fair. If your
story is accepted, your 25¢ will be re-
funded with our letter of acceptance. If
you are a member of the Science Fiction
Writers of America, or qualify for mem-
bership in the SFWA, you need not in-
clude the 25¢. That is to say, ifyou're an
already published, professional author,
the charge does not apply to you.

WHAT HAPPENS TO YOUR 25¢? It goes
to the editor who reads vour story. It is
not kept by Ultimate Publications, Inc.
It is, in fact, payment to the first reader
(or readers) for his time and considera-
tion of your manuscript. It is his small
but tangible reward for his still largely
volunteer service. (If he reads four
hundred submissions a month, it means
he will be paid $100 for that month. This
is still a small sum for the work and time
involved.)

Who will these editors be? Their
names will appear on our masthead.
They will include Thomas Monteleone
(whose efforts up to now have been to-
tally unpaid) and Richard Snead (whose
“The Kozmic Kid” appeared in our July
issue).

Will they reject your story simply in
order to keep your 25¢? Frankly, no.
We have discussed this point, in antici-
pation of such a complaint, and the
unanimous feeling is that 25¢ is too little
to haggle over. Each of our first readers
is himselfa writer and has strong convic-
tions about how it feels to be a writer.

(Cont. on page 50)
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sage, a vertical one.

“If you had stepped into that
shaft in the dark,” muttered Vic-
tor, “you wouldn’t have stopped
falling for two hundred and four
stories. 1 hope you're not afraid of
heights.”

In the dim light of the tiny
flash, Newton shook his head, but
actually the thought of that two
hundred and four story drop gave
him a queasy feeling in his
stomach.

“That’s good,” said Victor
softly, “because now were going
to have to climb up the side of
that shaft with nothing to hang
onto but a knotted rope.”

“Victor, wait.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Er . . . nothing.”

The air that came rushing up
the large vertical shaft smelled
faintly of ozone. It was ionized
because ionized air was supposed
to improve morale.

Victor reached out into the
shaft and located the knotted rope
that hung down from somewhere
in the darkness above, then
handed it to Newton and said,
“I'm going up first. If you lose
your grip I want you to be under
me, not above.” He turned out
the light and absolute darkness
returned, but Newton knew Vic-
tor had started up the rope by the
way the rope jerked and tugged
in his hands, and by the sound of
Victor’s labored breathing some-
where higher up on the wall of
the shaft.

Taking a deep breath, Newton

started up the rope after him.

THE FLOOR that Baboo lived
on was exactly the same in almost
every detail to the floor Newton
lived on. Newton thought, it's
probably like this all over the Un-
employables’ Dorms. Even the
people looked the same, all dress-
ed in the same yellow robes,
both male and female, both young
and old, and all wearing the same
crew haircuts, so nobody noticed
Newton and Victor as they el-
bowed their way through the
crowd. Several times they passed
security policemen and members
of the Techman staff without the
slightest incident.

When Newton remarked on
this to Victor in a guarded under-
tone, Victor grinned and said,
“Even if one of them did spot us,
I don’t think he'd say anything.”

“Why not?”

“They're afraid of us, Newton
my boy. Haven’t you noticed that
by now? They're sick with fear of
us, and not without reason I as-
sure you. When one of them gets
out of line, he sometimes meets
with an . . er accident, a
fatal accident, like maybe a filing
cabinet falls on him or some-
thing.”

Newton shuddered, but at the
same time he realized that
Victor's underground movement
might not be as futile and helpless
as he had previously thought.

When they found Baboo he was
alone in his bunkroom, lazily play-
ing a huge homemade stringed in-
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“Well I know. It's a drug, a
poison, a delusion! It's an
anesthetic for the revolutionary
spirit! Can you imagine saying ‘I
am you' to a techman? To a secu-
rity policeman?”

“Maybe not.” Newton paused
doubtfully. “Especially since you
stlll haven’t told me . . .

“What it means? It's nothing
but more of that universal
brotherhood garbage.”

Newton raised his eyebrows.
“But Victor, I thought you be-
lieved in universal brotherhood
yourself.”

“Of course, but that comes after
the overthrow of the Techmen.
That comes after the establish-
ment of the classless society,
when humanity is no longer di-
vided into the Working Class and
the Unemployables. This madman
Baboo thinks we can have univer-
sal brotherhood right now, today!”

“So Baboo is a real person?”

“Of course. Didn't you know?”

“No, I didn’t. The way people
talked about him, I thought he
was a myth, like Paul Bunyan and

“You were better off not know-
ing. He's a crackpot, a real nut,
but I must admit he sure can
write music. His songs have
joined our movement, but he
hasn’t. He laughs at us, can you
imagine? Laughs!” Victor glared
into his oatmeal as if the thought
of Baboo had made him lose his
appetite.

“All the same, I'd like to meet
him.”

A SONG OF THE RISING WIND

“Really? All right, Newton, I'll
introduce you to him.”

THE NEXT DAY two vyellow-
robed men made their way
through an out-of-the-way pas-
sage. Neither man spoke, and
they walked softly, as if afraid of
being heard. Finally they stopped
in front of a large air-conditioning
vent. The shorter of the two, the
one with the club foot, looked
carefully both ways, then took out
a key and opened the grating that
covered the vent. He climbed
into the airshaft and motioned the
other, the tall thin one, to follow.
“Come on, Newton,” he whis-

. Dered.

When they were both inside,
Victor closed the grate behind
them and locked it. Still taking
care not to make any noise, they
padded down the tube into the
steadily darkening shadows.
When they rounded a bend in the
tube they were in absolute dark-
ness. A cold draft rushed by them
constantly, tugging at their thin
robes, almost freezing them. A
steady mumur of distant voices
came to them from all directions
and somewhere in the distance
they could hear the whir of a
giant fan.

Victor laid a restraining hand
on Newton’s arm and hissed,
“Not so fast, you idiot.”

A tiny spot of light appeared.
Victor had a miniature flashlight.
He pointed it up ahead of him
and Newton saw that the passage
they were in led into a larger pas-
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