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Foreword

his volume forms one of a continuing series of World
TTreasuries published in cooperation with the Book-of-

the-Month Club. Each of these Treasuries gathers, from
as many literatures as possible, previously published, high-
order writing of our time, fiction or nonfiction. Each covers a
specific field or genre of general interest to the intelligent
reader. Each has been constructed and edited by a recognized
authority in the field.

The underlying purpose of the series is to meet the expecta-
tions of the thoughtful modern reader, one conscious of the
striking change that has taken place in our view of the world.
That change has run counter to parochialism. It recognizes
the contribution made by thinkers and prose artists of the
Orient as well as the Occident, of those who use languages
other than English. Hence World Treasuries.

The series is planned to cover a great variety of fields, from
the life sciences to religious thought, from science fiction to
love stories to mystery and detection, and will be issued over
the next several years.

Clifton Fadiman
General Editor







Introduction

his book is the largest and most ambitious collection of
Tscience fiction from all over the world ever compiled. It

represents the state of the art today. The selections date
from the modern period, 1939 to the present. The majority
are from the past thirty years, for science fiction did not
become an international literary form until the 1950s and did
not become truly widespread even in the West until the
1970s. Thus this anthology could not have been assembled
until now.

Science fiction is largely a twentieth-century phenom-
enon. The term was coined in 1929 to signify the birth,
phoenixlike, of a new genre from the ashes of an older one,
“scientific romance.” Hugo Gernsback, the pulp editor and
writer who fathered the new genre, pointed to the works of
Edgar Allan Poe, Jules Verne, and H. G. Wells for exemplars
of science fiction. In the editorial of the first issue of Amazing
Stories (April 1926), he defined it as “charming romance
intermingled with scientific fact and prophetic vision.” For a
fuller description of what science fiction is and where it has
come from, the reader might consult this writer’s book, Age of
Wonders (1984).

Gernsback initially referred to his new genre by many
names, one of which, scientifiction, was used commonly
until the 1960s. For our purposes, though, there is one other
aspect of the naming to be considered. In a historic speech
before the 1941 World Science Fiction Convention (actually a
gathering of a couple of hundred American fans in Denver),
Robert A. Heinlein proposed that the initials SE the common
abbreviation for science fiction, be fused with the broader
name “speculative fiction,” and SF it has remained, es-
pecially because speculative fiction was the rallying cry of the
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young Turks of the 1960s. This aspect of the name SF reflects an ambiguity
toward science that is easily discerned in the literature.

Amazing Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Astounding Stories of Super
Science— American pulp magazines with these titles dominated the new
genre from the start. The British were the first to experience the invasion of
American SF in the form of pulp magazines used as ballast in freighters and
then sold for pennies in British Woolworth before World War I1. A few
British writers responded by creating their own fantastic stories for this new
market; the first British SF pulp magazine, Tales of Tomorrow, was founded
in the late 1930s but perished in the early days of World War II. However,
such writers as C. S. Lewis had noticed the new genre. They combined
some of its characteristics with other influences, notably the quite healthy
Wellsian tradition (Wells himself was still alive and quite an important
man). Thus was created a steady though small stream of distinctive British
SE like Lewiss Perelandra trilogy, especially the first volume, Out of the
Silent Planet (1938).

It was clear, however, that the real action lay in the United States, in the
magazines filled with intellectual ferment and all kinds of excitements
(except sex —that was reserved for the garish artwork and the advertisements
in the back). In this collection I have included examples of energetic stories
by John W. Campbell, Jr., and John Berryman from this pulp period,
charged with wonder. This SF was a kind of born-again message from
converts to the idea of an awesome, technophilic future.

The magazines went out much like the idealistic messages sent into
space, in the faint hope that some other intelligence out there in’ the
plurality of worlds in the universe would receive them and respond. But just
as early U.S. radio broadcasts, and later television, were beamed in every
direction, however weakly, American SF was sent out indiscriminately. It
preached a gospel of technological and social optimism.

These early stories did find an audience, usually young, male, and
uninitiated into any literary culture. For the most part the readers were
interested in science and technology, especially in the rapidly expanding
technology of the present and near future, the technology of the atom and of
space travel, both wildly visionary in their time and yet related to real
science in the real world. No matter how crudely executed—and much was
indeed very crude—the vision was communicated to engineers and scien-
tists and to the children who would grow up to be engineers and scientists,
eager to transform and improve a world torn by war and poverty. Other than
technical material, they had no literature that reflected their concerns and
their visions of what they might accomplish, given the tools. American SF
said to its audience, “Look, here’ a strange predicament, pretty unlikely but
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interesting—and if we just use our knowledge and our tools to build a neat
gadget, the problem is solved.”

There was a time lag before the messages were received and translated
into other tongues because World War II disrupted communications from
the late 1930s through the late 1940s. Most of the prewar U.S. magazines
died during this period. But by the end of the war, American SF was ready to
boom again, this time under the leadership of a firmly entrenched editor,
John W, Campbell, Jr., and his flagship magazine, Astounding Stories.
Campbell had spent the war years as the new leader of SE, developing young
writers and creating what came to be known as the Golden Age of the 1940s.
But SF was growing so fast and so strong that by 1950 two influential new
magazines, Galaxy and The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, had
been founded and were seriously challenging the Campbell aesthetic, the
former from a sociological, the latter from a literary, point of view. This was
certainly a good thing for the international appeal of SE since the human
chauvinism of Campbellian SF (in Campbells magazine, humans were
always smarter, better than aliens) was often nearly indistinguishable from
American chauvinism and was therefore certain to disturb a significant
number of foreign readers.

Throughout the 1950s and 1960s, SF flourished intermittently in the
United States, spreading to television and the movies, to hardcover and then
to paperback books, all disseminated worldwide. But it was always difficult to
tell whether the message was being received in the non-English-speaking
world and whether it was garbled in transmission. Few translations of foreign
SF appeared in English, even fewer were published in the United States.

Perhaps the most significant result of the decline of Campbell’s Astound-
ing was the rise in satirical SF and the concomitant rise in influence of a
small group of New York fans turned writers, most of whom had been
members of a club called the Futurians in the late 1930s and 1940s. The
group included Isaac Asimov, Donald A. Wollheim, Damon Knight, James
Blish, Frederik Pohl, Cyril M. Kornbluth, Virginia Kidd, Judith Merril,
and Robert A. W, Lowndes. Among them, they have accounted for a large
percentage of the effective communications between American SF and the
non-English-language world. Starting as members of an idealistic teenage
fan club, they have carried through their careers definite leftist leanings and
a deep utopian optimism. Thus each one of the primary members has
become a strong independent force for worldwide communication through
SE often as publishers, editors, writers, and public figures visiting many
countries. Their efforts are strongly represented in this book, often behind
the scenes, as translators or as editors who commissioned and published
original translations.
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Internationalism has been appealing to the Anglo-American SF com-
munity since the 1940s; for more than four decades the colorful fan, agent,
and Esperantist Forrest ] Ackerman, for example, has traveled widely to
spread the greetings of American SF. In the 1970s there was a large enough
international science fiction community among the peoples of the devel-
oped nations for Harry Harrison to call a conference in Ireland in order to
found World SF; the world SF professional organization, which now awards
prizes for translations in many languages and promotes the cross-fertiliza-
tion of SF literatures, inviting international responses to English-language
SE

There is not yet a really identifiable third world SE. The underdeveloped
countries have not responded to the technologically optimistic appeal of SE,
perhaps because that visionary future filled with mechanical wonders seemns
so far beyond their present resources.

Until the 1970s and 1980s, the international response was most often a
repetition of the messages sent from the United States in the 1930s and
1940s, at best accurate, at worst filled with literary static or extraneous
matter. To the discredit of the West, we did not hear from FEastern Europe
because until recently our antennas were not pointed in that direction. Yet it
was from there that some of the most important messages were being
returned, in the works of Stanislaw Lem and of Arkady and Boris Strugatsky.
Here were serious attempts at true SF of the highest quality, but new and
different in approach and often in sensibility. In England and the United
States more translations from the Russian have been published than from
any other language, but until quite recently very little attention was paid to
any of them, because the first wave of translations was poorly done, and the
stories usually met political criteria first and literary standards second.
While most SF from communist countries has been didactic in the particu-
lar direction of socialist utopianism, to the detriment of storytelling, the
best of it equals the best Western science fiction.

The stories in this collection demonstrate the range of responses to the
dissemination of U.S. science fiction since the primitive days of the 1920s
and 1930s. In the works of many British writers emerging in the late 1950s,
like Brian Aldiss and J. G. Ballard, it is easy to observe a clear reaction
against the technological optimism, naive materialism, and empire-build-
ing consciousness of the U.S. literature. By the early 1960s there was a
distinct rift opening between United States and British SE This rift was
institutionalized in the mid-1960s under the banner of the “New Wave.” A
young editor, Michael Moorcock, took the helm at New Worlds, a leading
British SF magazine, and proclaimed a break with the American tradition,
holding up Ballard as the exemplar of the new literature. The idea of a new
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literature and revolutionary reform spread to the United States in the late
1960s, and many modernist and postmodern literary techniques were
incorporated for the first time into SE Since the New Wave, SF has, in
general, been written to a higher literary standard.

The reaction in the 1960s against the standards of American SF is just as
clear in other literatures, as evidenced by the work of, say, Josef Nesvadba or
Italo Calvino. It is probably not too far off the mark to say that only the
Soviets took the attitudes of American SF entirely seriously and attempted
to build upon them as foundations, and that in Europe only the French had
a strong tradition of literal SF adventure, going back to Jules Verne, that
allowed SF to take hold and writers to produce stories reflecting the attitudes
toward scientific method and technological wonder so characteristic of
American science fiction. The rest of the world seems to have taken the
Campbellian SF of the Golden Age of the 1940s and the flowering of
Heinlein, Clarke, and Asimov as some kind of joke or as a repository of
imagery to be used for purposes other than SE.

To be fair, the same attitude of bemused rejection —surely no one could
be expected to take this stuff seriously—has characterized the general
reaction in the United States of mainstream literary culture at all levels to
science fiction. So much early science fiction was unsophisticated politi-
cally, shallow sociologically, lacking in rounded characterization or psycho-
logical depth, stylistically uninteresting, and most of all, so unreal on the
one hand (space travel and atomic power were considered fantastic and
laughable when most of the classics of Heinlein, Asimov, Clarke, and
Bradbury were published), and so concerned with the gritty realities of
science and technology on the other, that a majority of educated readers had
no interest in learning how to read the genre, a practice easily picked up by
children and teenagers—by taking every detail literally at first, until given
other directions by the text. This is just the reverse of the way we approach
the prose literature of this century; we teach ourselves to read with a
sensitivity to metaphor and subtext, assuming that that is the route by which
the essential communication between reader and text will take place. The
rationalist traditions of SF demand, however, that the reader first experience
the text as a literal report of something that, by a thin thread of possibility,
could be true, given a specified set of circumstances, at some other time, in
some other place. SF gives the reader the experience of the fantastic, of
magic and wonder, then explains or implies how that wonder could be
generated through real science and technology. SF is inherently optimistic
because, a priori, it assumes a future, whether dismal or colorful.

I do not, of course, deny the metaphorical level of SF texts. I simply state
the obvious, which somehow seems to have been lost in several decades of
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critical discussion: In a work of science fiction the reader must grant the
premise that whatever is stated as the case in the story is literal and true. For
instance, in Gérard Klein’s “Valley of Echoes,” the reader must believe that
we are two hundred years in the future, exploring the planet Mars, not
merely in some surreal landscape that embodies a metaphor for the human
condition. The vehicle, in other words, has just as much weight as the tenor
in SE This is equally true in contemporary science, when we are asked to
believe that something is both a wave and a particle. Still, given the hasty
writing of the magazine days, when writers lived on the penny-a-word prose
they generated, and given the comically hyperbolic covers of the magazines
and the paperbacks, it is easy to understand why so many serious people have
found it hard to take SF seriously—although, as Theodore Sturgeon was
wont to remark, rarely has a literature been judged so exclusively by its worst
examples.

The international response to SF is best measured, it seems to me, by
analogy to other aspects of American popular culture—jazz, rock 'n’ roll,
movies, and comics. France is the country where Jerry Lewis is a genius and
A. E. Van Vogt is literature. French SF is a hybrid of high literary art and
pulp and comic-book sensibilities, too often in conflict in the same story.
The selections in this book are exceptions to this and to that extent not
characteristic. The British have always considered SF part of contemporary
literature —although often, inferior literature, like most of the stuff the
Americans write. Ballard and Aldiss are important British writers, and
Kingsley Amis, in New Maps of Hell, wrote the first significant mainstream
book of criticism on science fiction in the late 1950s. But one feels a kind of
gloom emanating from British SF, characteristic, as Brian Aldiss has
remarked, of a civilization that has, for the time being, given up on Empire
and technological advance. There are vigorous SF publishing industries in
Germany, Italy, Spain, and Scandinavia, but too little native writing of
high quality. The same holds for the countries of South America. Japan has
taken a great interest in SF in recent years, but the traditions of narrative
that we take for granted in fiction do not obtain in Japanese SF and very little
has been translated into English. Chinese SF is in the process of forming in
the 1980s, but no works have been translated yet. Only the Soviets have
gained faith in science and technology over recent decades, and it is from
the Soviet Union that the preponderance of foreign SF emanates.

Many commentators, including Darko Suvin and Franz Rottensteiner,
have noted that the primary force behind Soviet SF is utopian social
aspiration. Indeed, this seems to provide an impetus precisely parallel to the
imperial dreams of U.S. SF of a future made better through the application
of scientific knowledge and technology, a future filled with wonders. Most of




INTRODUCTION / XIX

the rest of the world sees SF as a repository of images that can be used in any
fantastic context. This attitude—so foreign to the core idea of U.S. science
fiction—will undoubtedly have an increasing influence upon SF writers
who aspire to literary eminence, even in the United States, whose science
fiction literature the acerbic Polish critic and writer Stanislaw Lem has
declared a hopeless case, redeemed only in the works of Philip K. Dick.

SF has been written off with repeated vehemence, perhaps because it
challenges so many preconceptions about what is good in literature by
being outside the normal criteria and yet popular and influential. Such a
writer as Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., was recognized as important as he was
disavowing any connection with genre SE just as earlier Ray Bradbury
allowed himself to be winnowed out of the field he had grown up in by
friendly critics who said, in effect, “This is so good it can’t possibly be SE” It
is high time readers discard such preconceptions, which have prevented the
recognition of many works of varied strengths and, sometimes, depth and
profundity.

This is a rich book, filled with ideas and images, wonders and excite-
ment. It offers many hours of thought-provoking reading, which will, 1
hope, lead you to investigate the world of SF in more depth and with more
satisfaction. It contains a large variety of stories, providing a mixture of
American and international SE I confess to frustration that this volume
could not contain three times as much material, for the world of SF has
much more to offer.

David G. Hartwell
Pleasantville, New York
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KURT VONNEGUT, JR.

|
’ Harrison
| Bergeron

Kurt Vonnegut$ first novel, Player Piano (1952), was offered
by the Science Fiction Book Club and sold as SF in paperback
as Utopia 14. In the 1950s Vonnegut published his short
stories in both slick fiction and SF magazines, attended the
Milford SF-writing workshop, wrote The Sirens of Titan
(1959), a Hugo Award nominee, about travel in space and
time, then Mother Night (1961), a mainstream novel on the
same theme as Robert A. Heinleins Double Star (1956). But
he publicly disavowed the appellation of SF writer, just as Ray
Bradbury had earlier in the 1950s allowed that label to be
lifted from his works, for the cultural and literary prejudices
of the 1950s and early 1960s denied serious attention and
monetary rewards to science fiction writers, regardless of
merit. The situation has changed enough for Vonnegut to say,
recently, “When I began to write stories about things I had
seen and wondered about in real life, people said I was
writing, hey presto, science fiction. Yes, and people who write
faithfully about American urban life today will find them-
selves writing, hey presto, science fiction. This is nothing to
be ashamed about—and never was.”

“Harrison Bergeron” was first published in The Magazine
of Fantasy & Science Fiction in 1961. It has all the out-
rageous wit and moral force of Vonnegut at his best.

3 3 ¥
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equal before God and the law. They were equal every which way.

Nobody was smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking
than anybody else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All
this equality was due to the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the
Constitution, and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States
Handicapper General.

Some things about living still weren’t quite right, though. April, for
instance, still drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that
clammy month that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron’s
fourteen-year-old son, Harrison, away.

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn’t think about it very
hard. Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn’t
think about anything except in short bursts. And George, while his intel-
ligence was way above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear.
He was required by law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government
transmitter. Every twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out
some sharp noise to keep people like George from taking unfair advantage of
their brains.

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel’s
cheeks, but she’d forgotten for the moment what they were about.

On the television screen were ballerinas.

A buzzer sounded in George’s head. His thoughts fled in panic, like
bandits from a burglar alarm.

“That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did,” said Hazel.

“Huh?” said George.

“That dance—it was nice,” said Hazel.

“Yup,” said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They
weren't really very good —no better than anybody else would have been,
anyway. They were burdened with sash-weights and bags of birdshot, and
their faces were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or
a pretty face, would feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying
with the vague notion that maybe dancers shouldn’t be handicapped. But he
didn’t get very far with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered his
thoughts.

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask
George what the latest sound had been.

“Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer,”
said George.

T he year was 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren’t only
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“I'd think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds,”
said Hazel, a little envious. “All the things they think up.”

“Um,” said George.

“Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?” said
Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Hand-
icapper General, a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. “If I was Diana
Moon Glampers,” said Hazel, “I'd have chimes on Sunday—just chimes.
Kind of in honor of religion.”

“I could think, if it was just chimes,” said George.

“Well — maybe make ’em real loud,” said Hazel. “I think I'd make a good
Handicapper General.”

“Good as anybody else,” said George.

“Who knows better'n I do what normal is?” said Hazel.

“Right,” said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnor-
mal son who was now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute
in his head stopped that.

“Boy!” said Hazel, “that was a doozy, wasn’t it?”

It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood
on the rims of his red eyes. Two of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the
studio floor, were holding their temples.

“All of a sudden you lool% so tired,” said Hazel. “Why don’t you stretch
out on the sofa, sos you ican rest your handicap bag on the pillows,
honeybunch.” She was referring to the forty-seven pounds of birdshot in a
canvas bag, which was padlocked around George’s neck. “Go on and rest the
bag for a little while,” she said. “I don’t care if you're not equal to me for a
while.”

George weighed the bag with his hands. “I don’t mind it,” he said. “I
don’t notice it any more. Its just a part of me.”

“You been so tired lately —kind of wore out,” said Hazel. “If there was just
some way we could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take
out a few of them lead balls. Just a few.”

“Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took
out,” said George. “I don’t call that a bargain.”

“If you could just take a few out when you came from work,” said Hazel.
“I mean—you don’t compete with anybody around here. You just set
around.”

“If I tried to get away with it,” said George, “then other people’d get away
with it—and pretty soon we’d be right back to the dark ages again, with
everybody competing against everybody else. You wouldn’t like that, would
you?”
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“I'd hate it,” said Hazel.

“There you are,” said George. “The minute people start cheating on
laws, what do you think happens to society?”

If Hazel hadn’t been able to come up with an answer to this question,
George couldn’t have supplied one. A siren was going off in his head.

“Reckon it'd fall all apart,” said Hazel.

“What would?” said George blankly.

“Society,” said Hazel uncertainly. “Wasn’t that what you just said?”

“Who knows?” said George.

The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It
wasn’t clear at first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer,
like all announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a
minute, and in a state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say,
“Ladies and gentlemen—"

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.

“Thats all right—” Hazel said of the announcer, “he tried. That’s the big
thing. He tried to do the best he could with what God gave him. He should
get a nice raise for trying so hard.”

“Ladies and gentlemen—" said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She
must have been extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was
hideous. And it was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful
of all the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those worn by two-
hundred-pound men.

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair
voice for a woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless
melody. “Excuse me—” she said, and she began again, making her voice
absolutely uncompetitive.

“Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen,” she said in a grackle squawk, “has just
escaped from jail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow
the government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under-handicapped, and
should be regarded as extremely dangerous.”

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen —
upside down, then sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The
picture showed the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated
in feet and inches. He was exactly seven feet tall.

The rest of Harrison’s appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody
had ever borne heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances faster than
the H-G men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental
handicap, he wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with
thick wavy lenses. The spectacles were intended to make him not only half
blind, but to give him whanging headaches besides.
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Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain
symmetry, a military neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but
Harrison looked like a walking junkyard. In the race of life, Harrison
carried three hundred pounds.

And to offset his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all
times a red rubber ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover
his even white teeth with black caps at snaggle-tooth random.

“If you see this boy,” said the ballerina, “do not—I repeat, do not—try to
reason with him.”

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges.

Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set.
The photograph of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and
again, as though dancing to the tune of an earthquake.

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might
have—for many was the time his own home had danced to the same
crashing tune. “My God—" said George, “that must be Harrison!”

The realization was blasted from his mind instantly by the sound of an
automobile collision in his head.

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was
gone. A living, breathing Harrison filled the screen.

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood in the center of the
studio. The knob of the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Balle-
rinas, technicians, musicians, and announcers cowered on their knees
before him, expecting to die.

“I am the Emperor!” cried Harrison. “Do you hear? I am the Emperor!
Everybody must do what I say at once!” He stamped his foot and the studio
shook.

“Even as I stand here—" he bellowed, “crippled, hobbled, sickened—I
am a greater ruler than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become
what I can become!”

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore
straps guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.

Harrison’s scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the floor.

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his
head harness. The bar snapped like celery. Harrison smashed his head-
phones and spectacles against the wall.

He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed
Thor, the god of thunder.

“I'shall now select my Empress!” he said, looking down on the cowering

people. “Let the first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and
her throne!”
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A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow.

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her
physical handicaps with marvelous delicacy. Last of all, he removed her
mask.

She was blindingly beautiful.

“Now—" said Harrison, taking her hand, “shall we show the people the
meaning of the word dance? Music!” he commanded.

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped
them of their handicaps, too. “Play your best,” he told them, “and I'll make
you barons and dukes and earls.”

The music began. It was normal at first— cheap, silly, false. But Harrison
snatched two musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang
- the music as he wanted it played. He slammed them back into their chairs.

The music began again and was much improved.

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while—
listened gravely, as though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.

They shifted their weights to their toes.

Harrison placed his big hands on the girls tiny waist, letting her sense the
weightlessness that would soon be hers.

And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang!

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and
the laws of motion as well.

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun.

They leaped like deer on the moon.

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers
nearer to it.

It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling.

They kissed it.

And then, neutralizing gravity with love and pure will, they remained
suspended in air inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a
long, long time.

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came
into the studio with a double-barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice,
and the Emperor and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor.

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the
musicians and told them they had ten seconds to get their handicaps
back on.

It was then that the Bergerons’ television tube burned out.

Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to George. But George had
gone out into the kitchen for a can of beer.

George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook
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him up. And then he sat down again. “You been crying?” he said to Hazel.

“Yup,” she said.

“What about?” he said.

“I forget,” she said. “Something real sad on television.”

“What was it?” he said.

“Its all kind of mixed up in my mind,” said Hazel.

“Forget sad things,” said George.

“I always do,” said Hazel.

“Thats my girl,” said George. He winced. There was the sound of a
riveting gun in his head.

“Gee—I could tell that was a doozy,” said Hazel.

“You can say that again,” said George.

“Gee—" said Hazel, “I could tell that one was a doozy.”



Forgetfulness

A revolutionary writer and editor, John W Campbell, Jr., was
the first man to set out to have a career in science fiction. He
imposed his ideas on the field first through writing, both
under his own name and his pen name, Don A. Stuart, then
through his editorship of Astounding Science Fiction from
1937 until his death in 1971. “Forgetfulness” is one of the last
Stuart stories, published in the June 1937 issue of Astounding
only months before Campbell became its editor and created
what is generally referred to as the Golden Age of SF in the
late 1930s and 1940s.

Campbell developed a whole stable of new young writers
willing and eager to meet his rigorous standards— Isaac Asi-
mov;, Robert A. Heinlein, L. Sprague de Camp, A. E. Van
Vogt, Theodore Sturgeon, and Alfred Bester, among them.
He also attracted the established writers, such as Clifford D.
Simak, Edward E. Smith, and Jack Williamson, to fashion
the dominant model of contemporary science fiction, a com-
pound of scientific method, technological optimism, and
clear journalistic prose, a problem-solving literature imbued
with depth of feeling and humanity.

“Forgetfulness” is the earliest story in this book, one of the
founding works of the modern field. According to Lester Del
Rey, another Campbell writer who has gone on to become a
major influence, it is “one of the high points of all science
fiction.” Less sophisticated in some ways than many other
selections, it remains a great original.

* 3 *




JOHN W. CAMPBELL, JR. /7 11

across the sweep of gently rolling land. Slowly, he breathed in the

strange, tangy odors of this planet. There was something of a vast
triumph in his eyes, and something of sorrow. They had been here now
scarcely five hours, and the sun was still low in the east, rising slowly. Out
beyond, above the western horizon, a pale ghost of the strange twin world of
this planet, less than a third of a million miles distant, seemed a faint,
luminous cloud in the deep, serene blue of the sky.

It was triumph, for six long years of travel, at a speed close to that of light,
lay behind them; three and a half light-years distant was Pareeth, and the
crowding people who had built and launched the mighty two-thousand-
five-hundred-foot interstellar cruiser that had brought this little band of one
hundred. Launched in hope and striving, seeking a new sun with new
planets, new worlds to colonize. More than that, even, for this new-found
planet was a stepping-stone to other infinities beyond. Ten years of un-
broken travel was the maximum any ship they could build would endure.
They had found a planet; in fact, nine planets. Now, the range they might
explore for new worlds was extended by four light-years.

And there was sorrow there, too, for there was a race here now. Ron Thule
turned his eyes toward the little clustering village nestled in the swale of the
hills, a village of simple, rounded domes of some opalescent, glassy mate-
rial. A score of them straggled irregularly among the mighty, deep-green
trees that shaded them from the morning sun, twenty-foot domes of pearl
and rose and blue. The deep green of the trees and the soft green of the
mosslike grass that covered all the low, rounded hills made it very beautiful;
the sparkling colors of the little gardens about the domes gave it further
enchantment. It was a lovely spot, a spot where space-wearied, interstellar
wanderers might rest in delight.

Such it was. There was a race on this planet the men of Pareeth had found
after six long years of space, six years of purring, humming atomic engines
and echoing gray, steel fabric that carried and protected them. Harsh utility
of giant girders and rubbery flooring, the snoring drone of forty quadrillion
horsepower of atomic engines. It was replaced now by the soft coolness of the
grassy land; the curving steel of the girders gave way to the brown of arching
trees; the stern ceiling of steel plates gave way to the vast, blue arch of a
planets atmosphere. Sounds died away in infinitudes where there was no
steel to echo them back; the unending drone of the mighty engines had
become breezes stirring, rustling leaves—an invitation to rest.

The race that lived here had long since found it such, it seemed. Ron
Thule looked across the little village of domes to the largest of them,
perhaps thirty feet across. Commander Shor Nun was there with his

R on Thule, the astronomer, stood in the lock gate and looked down
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archaologist and anthropologist, and half a score of the men of this planet.
Rhth, they called it.

The conference was breaking up now. Shor Nun appeared, tall and
powerful, his muscular figure in trim Interstellar Expedition uniform of
utilitarian, silvery gray. Behind him came the other two in uniform—
young, powerful men of Pareeth, selected for this expedition because of
physical and mental perfection, as was every man of them.

Then came Seun, the man of Rhth. He was taller, slimmer, an almost
willowy figure. His lean body was clothed in an elastic, close-fitting suit of
golden stuff, while over his shoulders a glowing, magnificently shimmering
cape of rich blue was thrown. Five more of these men came out, each in a
golden suit, but the draped capes glowed in deep reds, and rich greens,
blues and violets. They walked leisurely beside the men of Pareeth. An
unconscious force made those trimly uniformed men walk in step between
the great, arching trees.

They came near, and Shor Nun called out, “Is the expedition ready?”

From the forward lock, Toth Mour replied, “Aye, commander. Twenty-
two men. What do these people say?”

Shor Nun shook his head slightly. “That we may look as we wish. The city
is deserted. I cannot understand them. What arrangements have you
made?”

“The men you mentioned are coming. Each head of department, save
Ron Thule. There will be no work for the astronomer.”

“I will come, Shor Nun,” called out the astronomer, softly. “I can sketch;
I would be interested.”

“Well enough, as you like. Toth Mour, call the men into formation; we
will start at once. The day varies in length, but is some thirteen hours long at
this season, I am told.”

Ron Thule leaped down to the soft turf and walked over toward the group.
Seun looked at him slowly and smiled. The man of Rhth looked taller from
this distance, nearly six and a third feet in height. His face was tanned to a
golden color that came near to matching the gold of his clothing. His eyes
were blue and very deep. They seemed uncertain—a little puzzled, curious
about these men, curious about the vast, gray bulk that had settled like a
grim shadow over the low hill. Half a mile in length, four hundred feet in
diameter, it loomed nearly as large as the age-old, eroded hills it had berthed
on. He ran a slim-fingered hand through the glinting golden hair that
curled in unruly locks above a broad, smooth brow.

“There is something for an astronomer in all this world, I think.” He
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smiled at Ron Thule. “Are not climate and soils and atmospheres the
province of astronomy, too?”

“The chemists know it better,” Ron Thule replied, and wondered slightly
at his replying. He knew that the man of Rhth had not spoken, simply that
the thought had come to be in his mind. “Each will have his special work,
save for me. I will look at the city. They will look at the buildings and girders
and the carvings or mechanisms, as is their choice. I will look at the city.”

Uneasily, he moved away from the group, started alone across the field.
Uneasiness settled on him when he was near this Seun, this descendant of a
race that had been great ten millions of years before his own first sprang
from the swamps. Cheated heir to a glory five million years lost.

The low, green roll of the hill fell behind him as he climbed the grassy
flank. Very slowly before his eyes, the city lifted into view. Where the
swelling curve of the hill faded softly into the infinite blue of the sky, first
one little point, then a score, then hundreds appeared, as he walked up the
crest—the city.

Then he stood on the crest. The city towered before him, five miles away
across the gently rolling green swale. Titan city of a Titan race! The towers
glowed with a sun-fired opalescence in the golden light of the sun. How
long, great gods of this strange world, how long had they stood thus? Three
thousand feet they rose from the level of age-sifted soil at their bases, three
thousand feet of mighty mass, stupendous buildings of the giants long
dead.

The strange little man from a strange little world circling a dim, forgotten
star looked up at them, and they did not know, or care. He walked toward
them, watched them climb into the blue of the sky. He crossed the broad
green of the land, and they grew in their uncaring majesty.

Sheer, colossal mass, immeasurable weights and loading they were —and
they seemed to float there on the grace of a line and a curve, half in the deep
blue of the sky, half touching the warm, bright green of the land. They
floated still on the strength of a dream dreamed by a man dead these
millions of years. A brain had dreamed in terms of lines and curves and
sweeping planes, and the brain had built in terms of opal crystal and vast
masses. The mortal mind was buried under unknown ages, but an immortal
idea had swept life into the dead masses it molded —they lived and floated
still on the memory of a mighty glory. The glory of the race—

The race that lived in twenty-foot, rounded domes.

The astronomer turned. Hidden now by the rise of the verdant land was
one of the villages that race built today. Low, rounded things, built,
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perhaps, of this same, strange, gleaming crystal, a secret half-remembered
from a day that must have been—

The city flamed before him. Across ten—or was it twenty—thousand
millenniums, the thought of the builders reached to this man of another
race. A builder who thought and dreamed of a mighty future, marching on,
on forever in the aisles of time. He must have looked from some high, wind-
swept balcony of the city to a star-sprinkled sky —and seen the argosies of
space: mighty treasure ships that swept back to this remembered home,
coming in from the legion worlds of space, from far stars and unknown,
clustered suns; Titan ships, burdened with strange cargoes of unguessed
things.

And the city peopled itself before him; the skies stirred in a moment
flash. It was the day of Rhth’ glory then! Mile-long ships hovered in the
blue, settling, slow, slow, home from worlds they’d circled. Familiar sights,
familiar sounds, greeting their men again. Flashing darts of silver that
twisted through mazes of the upper air, the soft, vast music of the mighty
city. The builder lived, and looked out across his dream—

But, perhaps, from his height in the looming towers he could see across
the swelling ground to the low, rounded domes of his people, his far
descendants seeking the friendly shelter of the shading trees—

Ron Thule stood among the buildings of the city. He trod a pavement of
soft, green moss, and looked behind to the swell of the land. The wind had
laid this pavement. The moving air was the only force that maintained the
city’s walks. A thousand thousand years it has swept its gatherings across the
plain, and deposited them as an offering at the base of these calm towers.
The land had built up slowly, age on age, till it was five hundred feet higher
than the land the builder had seen.

But his dream was too well built for time to melt away. Slowly time was
burying it, even as long since time had buried him. The towers took no
notice. They dreamed up to the blue of the skies and waited. They were
patient; they had waited now a million, or was it ten million years? Some
day, some year, the builders must return, dropping in their remembered
argosies from the far, dim reaches of space, as they had once these ages gone.
The towers waited; they were faithful to their trust. They had their memo-
ries, memories of a mighty age, when giants walked and worlds beyond the
stars paid tribute to the city. Their builders would come again. Till then,
naught bothered them in their silence.

But where the soft rains of a hundred thousand generations had drained




JOHN W. CAMPBELL, JR. / 15

from them, their infinite endurance softened to its gentle touch. Etched
channels and rounded gutters, the mighty carvings dimming, rounding,
their powerful features betrayed the slow effects. Perhaps—it had been so
long—so long—even the city was forgetting what once it was. They had
waited, these towers, for—

And the builders walked in the shade of the trees, and built rounded
domes. And a new race of builders was come, a race the city did not notice in
its age-long quiet. Ron Thule looked up to them and wondered if it were
meant to be that his people should carry on the dream begun so long ago.

Softened by the silence, voices from the expedition reached him.
“_diamond won’t scratch it, Shor Nun—more elastic than beryl steel.
Tough—" That was Dee Lun, the metallurgist. He would learn that secret
somehow. They would all learn. And Shor Nun, commander, executive,
atomic engineer, would learn the secrets that their power plants must hold.
The dream —the city’s life—would go on!

Ron Thule wandered on. No duty his, today; no responsibility to study
carefully the form and turn of sweeping line, the hidden art that floated ten
millions of tons of mass on the grace of a line. That for the archaeologist and
the engineer. Nor his to study the cunning form of brace and girder, the
making of the pearly walls. That for the metallurgist and the chemist.

Seun was beside him, looking slowly about the great avenues that swept
away into slim canyons in the distance.

“Your people visited ours, once,” said Ron Thule softly. “There are
legends, the golden gods that came to Pareeth, bringing gifts of fire and the
bow and the hammer. The myths have endured through two millions of our
years— four and a half millions of yours. With fire and bow and hammer my
people climbed to civilization. With atomic power they blasted themselves
back to the swamps. Four times they climbed, discovered the secret of the
atom, and blasted themselves back to the swamps. Yet all the changes could
not efface the thankfulness to the golden gods, who came when Pareeth was
young.”

Seun nodded slowly. His unspoken thoughts formed clear and sharp in
the astronomer’s mind. “Yes, I know. It was the city builders. Once, your sun
and ours circled in a system as a double star. A wandering star crashed
through that system, breaking it, and in the breaking making planets. Your
sun circled away, the new-formed planets cooling; our Sun remained, these
worlds cooling till the day life appeared. We are twin races, born of the same
stellar birth. The city builders knew that, and sought your worlds. They
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were a hundred thousand light-years distant, in that time, across all the
width of the galaxy, as the two suns circled in separate orbits about the mass
of the galaxy.

“The city builders went to see your race but once. They had meant to
return, but before the return was made they had interfered in the history of
another race, helping them. For their reward the city builders were attacked
by their own weapons, by their own pupils. Never again have we disturbed
another race.”

“Across the galaxy, though. The Great Year—how could they —so many
stars—"

“The problem of multiple bodies? The city builders solved it; they traced
the orbits of all the suns of all space; they knew then what sun must once
have circled with ours. The mathematics of it—1I have forgotten —I cannot
develop it. I am afraid I cannot answer your thoughts. My people have
forgotten so many things the city builders knew.

“But your people seek entrance to the buildings. I know the city, all its
ways and entrances. The drifting soil has covered every doorway, save those
that once were used for the great airships. They are still unblocked. I know
of one at this level, I think. Perhaps—”

Ron Thule walked slowly back toward the group. Seun was speaking with
Shor Nun, and now they angled off across the city. Their voices hushed;
their footfalls were lost in the silence that brooded endlessly over the towers.
Down timeless avenues they marched, a tiny band in the valley of the
Titans. The towers marched on and on, on either side, up over low hills,
beyond the horizon. Then, before them, in the side of one of the milky walls
a great opening showed. Some five feet above the level of the drifted soil, it
led into the vast, black maw of the building. The little party grouped at the
base, then, laboriously, one of the engineers boosted and climbed his way to
the threshold and dropped a rope to a companion.

Seun stood a bit apart, till Shor Nun lifted himself up to the higher level
and stood on the milky floor. Then the man of Rhth seemed to glow slightly;
a golden haze surrounded him and he floated effortlessly up from the
ground and into the doorway.

The engineers, Shor Nun, all stood frozen, watching him. Seun
stopped, turned, half-smiling. “How? It is the lathan, the suit I wear.”

“It defies gravity?” asked Shor Nun, his dark eyes narrowing in keenest
interest.

“Defies gravity? No, it does not defy, for gravity is a natural law. The city
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builders knew that. They made these suits shortly before they left the city.
The lathan simply bends gravity to will. The mechanism is in the filaments
of the back, servant to a wish. Its operation —I know only vague principles.
I—I have forgotten so much. I will try to explain—"

Ron Thule felt the thoughts parading through his mind: Nodes and
vibrations, atoms and less than atoms, a strange, invisible fabric of woven
strains that were not there. His mind rebelled. Vague, inchoate stirrings of
ideas that had no clarity; the thoughts were formless and indistinct, uncer-
tain of themselves. They broke off.

“We have forgotten so much of the things the city builders knew, their arts
and techniques,” Seun explained. “They built things and labored that
things might surround and protect them, so they thought. They labored
generations that this city might be. They strove and thought and worked,
and built fleets that sailed beyond the farthest star the clearest night reveals.
They brought here their gains, their hard-won treasures—that they might
build and make to protect these things.

“They were impermanent things, at best. How little is left of their five-
million-year striving. We have no things today, nor any protecting of things.
And we have forgotten the arts they developed to protect and understand
these things. And with them, I am sorry, I have forgotten the thoughts that
make the lathan understandable.”

Shor Nun nodded slowly, turned to his party. Ron Thule looked back
from this slight elevation, down the long avenue. And his eyes wandered
aside to this descendant of the mighty dreamers, who dreamed no more.

“Seek passages to lower levels,” said Shor Nun’s voice. “Their records,
their main interest must have centered near the ancient ground level. The
engineers —we will seek the lowest, subsurface levels, where the powers and
the forces of the city must have been generated. Come.”

The opalescent light that filtered through the walls of the building faded to a
rose dusk as they burrowed deeper into the vast pile. Corridors branched and
turned; rooms and offices dust littered and barren opened from them.
Down the great two-hundred-foot corridor by which they had entered, ships
had once floated, and at the heart of the building was a cavernous place
where these ships had once rested — and rested still! Great, dim shapes, half-
seen in the misted light that filtered through wall on translucent wall.
The room blazed suddenly with the white light of half a dozen atomic
torches, and the opalescent walls of the room reflected the flare across the
flat, dusty sweep of the great floor. Two-score smooth shapes of flowing lines
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clustered on the floor, a forgotten company of travelers that had stopped
here, once; when the city roared in triumphant life. A powdery, gray dust
covered their crystal hulls.

Slowly, Shor Nun walked toward the nearest of them, a slim, thirty-foot-
long private ship, waiting through eternity for a forgotten hand. The open
lock at the side lighted suddenly at the touch of his foot, and soft lights
appeared throughout the ship. Somewhere a soft, low humming began, and
faded into silence in a moment. “Drus Nol —come with me. Seun, do you
know the mechanism of these ships?”

The man of Rhth hesitated, then shook his head slowly. “I cannot explain
it.” He sighed. “They will not function now; they drew their power from the
central plant of the city, and that has ceased operation. The last of the city
builders shut it down as they left.”

The men of Pareeth entered the ship hesitantly, and even while they
walked toward the central control cabin at the nose, the white lighting
dimmed through yellow, and faded out. Only their own torches remained.
The stored power that had lain hidden in some cells aboard this craft was
gone in a last, fitful glow. Somewhere soft, muffled thuds of relays acted,
switching vainly to seek charged, emergency cells. The lights flared
and died, flared and vanished. The questing relays relaxed with a tired
click.

Dust-shrouded mechanism, etched in the light of flaring torches, greeted
their eyes, hunched bulks, and gleaming tubes of glassy stuff that, by its
sparkling, fiery life must be other than any glass they knew, more nearly kin
to the brilliant refraction of the diamond.

“The power plant,” said Shor Nun softly, “I think we had best look at that
first. These are probably delayed; there might still be some stored power in
the central plant they could pick up and give us a fatal shock. The insulation
here—"

But the city builders had built well. There was no sign of frayed and age-
rotted insulation. Only slight gray dust lay in torn blankets, tender fabric
their movements had disturbed.

Seun walked slowly toward the far end of the room, rounding the silent,
lightless bulks of the ancient ships. The dust of forgotten ages stirred softly in
his wake, settled behind him. The men of Pareeth gathered in his steps,
followed him toward the far wall.

A doorway opened there, and they entered a small room. The archaolo-
gists breath whistled: the four walls were decorated with friezes of the history
of the race that had built, conquered and sailed a universe—and lived in
domes under sheltering trees.

Seun saw his interest, touched a panel at his side. Soundlessly, a door slid
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from the wall, clicked softly, and completed the frieze on that wall. The
archzologist was sketching swiftly, speaking to the chemist and the photog-
rapher as he worked. The torches flared higher for a moment, and the men
moved about in the twenty-foot room, making way for the remembering eye
of the little camera.

As Seun touched another stud, the door slid back into the wall. The room
of the ships was gone. Hastily, the men of Pareeth turned to Seun.

“Will that elevator work safely to raise us again? You said the power was
cut off—"

“There is stored power. Nearly all has leaked away, but it was designed to
be sufficient to run all this city and all its ships, wherever they might be, for
seven days. There is power enough. And there are foot passages if you fear
the power will not be sufficient. This is the lowest level, this is the level of the
machines, the heart of the city—nearly one thousand feet below the level at
which we entered.”

“Are the machines, the power plant, in this building?”

“There is only one building, here beneath the ground. It is the city, but it
has many heads. The power plant is off here, I think. Ithasbeena long time
since I came this way. I was young then, and the city builders fascinated me.
Their story is interesting and—"

“Interesting—" The thought seemed to echo in Ron Thule} mind. The
story of the conquest of the universe, the story of achievement such as his
race could only dream of yet. They had dreamed—and done! And that, to
their descendants, that was—interesting. Interesting to this dark, strange
labyrinth of branching corridors, and strange, hooded bulks. Production
machinery, he knew, somehow, production machinery that forgotten work-
men had hooded as they stepped away temporarily—for a year or two,
perhaps till the waning population should increase again and make new
demands on it. Then great storerooms, bundled things that might be
needed, spare parts, and stored records and deeds. Libraries of dull metal
under gray dust. The unneeded efforts of a thousand generations, rotting in
this quiet dark that he, Ron Thule, and his companions had disturbed with
the moments rush of atomic flame.

Then the tortuous corridor branched, joined others, became suddenly a
great avenue descending into the power room, the heart of the city and all
that it had meant. They waited still, the mighty engines the last of the
builders had shut down as he left, waited to start again the work they had
dropped for the moment, taking a well-earned rest. But they must have
grown tired in that rest, that waiting for the resurgence of their masters.
They glowed dimly under the thin blankets of grayed dust, reflecting the
clear brilliance of the prying light.
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Shor Nun halted at the gate, his engineer beside him. Slowly, Seun of Rhth
paced into the great chamber. “By the golden gods of Pareeth, Drus Nol, do
you see that insulation —those buss-bars!”

“Five million volts, if its no better than we build,” the engineer said, “and
I suppose they must be busses, though, by the stars of space, they look
like columns! They're twenty-five feet through. But, man, man, the
generator—for it must be a generator—its no longer than the busses it
energizes.”

“When the generator operated,” Seun’ thoughts came, “the field it
created ran through the bars, so that they, too, became nearly perfect
conductors. The generator supplied the city, and its ships, wherever in all
space they might be.” And the further thought came into their minds, “It
was the finest thing the city builders had.”

Shor Nun stepped over the threshold. His eyes followed the immense
busses, across in a great loop to a dimly sparkling switch panel, then across,
and down to a thing in the center of the hall, a thing—

Shor Nun cried out, laughed and sobbed all at one moment. His hands
clawed at his eyes; he fell to his knees, groaning. “Don’t look—by the gods,
don’t look—" he gasped.

Drus Nol leaped forward, bent at his side. Shor Nun’ feet moved in slow
arcs through the dust of the floor, and his hands covered his face.

Seun of Rhth stepped over to him with a strange deliberation that yet was
speed. “Shor Nun,” came his thought, and the man of Pareeth straightened
under it, “stand up.”

Slowly, like an automaton, the commander of the expedition rose,
twitching, his hands falling to his sides. His eyes were blank, white things in
their sockets, and horrible to look at.

“Shor Nun, look at me, turn your eyes on me, ” said Seun. He stood half a
head taller than the man of Pareeth, very slim and straight, and his eyes
seemed to glow in the light that surrounded him.

As though pulled by a greater force, Shor Nun’ eyes turned slowly, and
first their brown edges, then the pupils showed again. The frozen madness
in his face relaxed; he slumped softly into a more natural position—and
Seun looked away.

Unsteadily, Shor Nun sat down on a great angling beam. “Don’t look for
the end of those busses, Drus Nol—it is not good. They knew all the
universe, and the ends of it, long before they built this city. The things these
men have forgotten embrace all the knowledge our race has, and a thousand
thousand times more, and yet they have the ancient characteristics that
made certain things possible to the city builders. I do not know what that
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thing may be, but my eyes had to follow it, and it went into another
dimension. Seun, what is that thing?”

“The generator supplied the power for the city, and for the ships of the
city, wherever they might be in space. In all the universe they could draw on
the power of that generator, through that sorgan unit. That was the master
unit; from it flowed the power of the generator, instantaneously, to any ship
in all space, so long as its corresponding unit was tuned. It created a field
rotating” —and the minds of his hearers refused the term — “which involves,
as well, time.

“In the first revolution it made, the first day it was built, it circled to the
ultimate end of time and the universe, and back to the day it was built. And
in all that sweep, every sorgan unit tuned to it must follow. The power that
drove it died when the city was deserted, but it is still making the first
revolution, which it made and completed in the first hundredth of a second
it existed.

“Because it circled to the end of time, it passed this moment in its swing,
and every other moment that ever is to be. Were you to wipe it out with your
mightiest atomic blast, it would not be disturbed, for it is in the next instant,
as it was when it was built. And so it is at the end of time, unchanged.
Nothing in space or time can alter that, for it has already been at the end of
time. That is why it rotates still, and will rotate when this world dissolves,
and the stars die out and scatter as dust in space. Only when the ultimate
equality is established, when no more change is, or can be will it be at rest—
for then other things will be equal to it, all space equated to it, because
space, too, will be unchanged through time.

“Since, in its first swing, it turned to that time, and back to the day it was
built, it radiated its power to the end of space and back. Anywhere, it might
be drawn on, and was drawn on by the ships that sailed to other stars.”

Ron Thule glanced very quickly toward and away from the sorgan unit. It
rotated motionlessly, twinkling and winking in swift immobility. It was
some ten feet in diameter, a round spheroid of rigidly fixed coils that slipped
away and away in flashing speed. His eyes twisted and his thoughts seemed
to freeze as he looked at it. Then he seemed to see beyond and through it, as
though it were an infinite window, to ten thousand other immobile, swiftly
spinning coils revolving in perfect harmony, and beyond them to strange
stars and worlds beyond the suns—a thousand cities such as this on a
thousand planets: the empire of the city builders!

And the dream faded—faded as that dream in stone and crystal and
metal, everlasting reality, had faded in the softness of human tissue.
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The ship hung motionless over the towers for a long moment. Sunlight,
reddened as the stars sank behind the far hilis, flushed their opalescent
beauty with a soft tint, softened even the harsh, utilitarian gray of the great,
interstellar cruiser above them into an idle, rosy dream. A dream, perhaps
such as the towers had dreamed ten thousand times ten thousand times these
long @ons they had waited?

Ron Thule looked down at them, and a feeling of satisfaction and
fulfillment came to him. Pareeth would send her children. A colony here,
on this ancient world would bring a new, stronger blood to wash up in a great
tide, to carry the ideals this race had forgotten to new heights, new
achievements. Over the low hills, visible from this elevation, lay the simple,
rounded domes of the people of Rhth— Seun and his little clan of half a
hundred—the dwindling representatives of a once-great race.

It would mean death to these people—these last descendants. A new
world, busy with a great work of reconquering this system, then all space!
They would have no time to protect and care for these forgetful ones; these
people of Rhth inevitably would dwindle swiftly in a strange, busy world.
They who had forgotten progress five millions of years before; they who had
been untrue to the dream of the city builders.

It was for Pareeth, and the sons of Pareeth to carry on the abandoned path
again—

CONCLUSION OF THE REPORT
TO THE COMMITTEE OF
PAREETH
SUBMITTED BY SHOR NUN,
COMMANDER OF THE FIRST
INTERSTELLAR EXPEDITION

—thus it seemed wise to me that we leave at the end of a single week, despite
the objections of those members of the expedition personnel who had had
no opportunity to see this world. It was better not to disturb the decadent
inhabitants of Rhth in any further degree, and better that we return to
Pareeth with these reports as soon as might be, since building operations
would soon commence on the twelve new ships.

I'suggest that these new ships be built of the new material rhthite, superior
to our best previous materials. As has been shown by the incredible endur-
ance of the buildings of the city, this material is exceedingly stable, and we
have found it may be synthesized from the cheapest materials, saving many
millions in the construction work to be undertaken.

It has been suggested by a certain member of the expedition, Thon Raul
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the anthropologist, that we may underestimate the degree of civilization
actually retained by the people of Rhth, specifically that it is possible that a
type of civilization exists so radically divergent from our own, that it is to us
unrecognizable as civilization. His suggestion of a purely mental civiliza-
tion of a high order seems untenable in the face of the fact that Seun, a man
well-respected by his fellows, was unable to project his thoughts clearly at
any time, nor was there any evidence that any large proportion of his
thoughts were to himself of a high order of clarity. His answers were typified
by “I have forgotten the development—" or “It is difficult for me to
explain—" or “The exact mechanism is not understood by all of us—a few
historians—"

It is, of course, impossible to disprove the assertion that such a civiliza-
tion is possible, but there arises in my mind the question of advantage
gained, it being a maxim of any evolutionary or advancing process that the
change so made is, in some manner, beneficial to the modified organism of
society. Evidently, from the statements made by Seun of Rhth, they have
forgotten the knowledge once held by the mighty race that built the cities,
and have receded to a state of repose without labor or progress of any kind.

Thon Raul has mentioned the effect produced on me by close observation
of the sorgan mechanism, and further stated that Seun was able to watch
this same mechanism without trouble, and able to benefit me after my
unfortunate experience. I would point out that mental potentialities decline
extremely slowly; it is possible that the present, decadent people have the
mental potentialities, still inherent in them, that permitted the immense
civilization of the city builders.

It lies there, dormant. They are lost for lack of the driving will that makes
it effective. The Pareeth, the greatest ship our race has ever built, is
powered, fueled, potentially mighty now—and inert for lack of a man’
driving will, since no one is at her helm.

So it is with them. Still, the mental capacity of the race overshadows us.
But the divine fire of ambition has died. They rely wholly on materials and
tools given them by a long-dead people, using even these in an automatic
and uncomprehending way, as they do their curious flying suits.

Finally, it is our conclusion that the twelve ships under consideration
should be completed with all possible speed, and the program as at present
outlined carried out in full; i.e., seven thousand six hundred and thirty-
eight men and women between the ages of eighteen and twenty-eight will
be selected on a basis of health, previous family history, personal character
and ability as determined by psychological tests. These will be transported,
together with a basic list of necessities, to the new planet, leaving in the early
months of the coming year.
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Six years will be required for this trip. At the end of the first year on the
new planet, when some degree of organization has been attained, one ship,
refueled, will return to Pareeth. At the end of the second year two ships will
return from Rhth with all data accumulated in that period. Thereafter, two
will sail each year.

On Pareeth, new ships will be manufactured at whatever rate seems
practicable, that more colonists may be sent as swiftly as they desire. It is
suggested, however, that, in view of the immense scientific advancements
already seen in the cities of Rhth, no new ships be made until a ship returns
with the reports of the first year’ studies, in order that any resultant scientific
advances may be incorporated.

The present crew of the Pareeth have proven themselves in every way
competent, courageous and codperative. As trained and experienced inter-
stellar operators, it is further suggested that the one hundred men be divided
among the thirteen ships to sail, the Pareeth retaining at least fifty of her
present crew and acting as guide to the remainder of the fleet. Ron Thule, it
is specifically requested, shall be astronomical commander of the fleet
aboard the flagship. His astronomical work in positioning and calculating
the new system has been of the highest order, and his presence is vitally
needed.

Signed by me, SHOR NUN,
this thirty-second day after
landing.

UNANIMOUS REPORT OF THE
COMMITTEE OF PAREETH ON
THE FIRST EXPEDITION TO THE
PLANET RHTH

The Committee of Pareeth, after due consideration of the reports of
Folder R127-s6-11, entitled “Interstellar Exploration Reports, Expedition
I do send to commander of said expedition, Shor Nun, greetings.

The committee finds the reports highly satisfying, both in view of the
successful nature of the expedition, and in that they represent an almost
unanimous opinion.

In consequence, it is ordered that the ships designated by the department
of engineering plan as numbers 18834-18846 be constructed with all such
speed as is possible.

It is ordered that the seven thousand six hundred and thirty-eight young
people be chosen in the manner prescribed in the attached docket of details.
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It is ordered that in the event of the successful termination of the new
colonizing expedition, such arrangements shall be made that the present,
decadent inhabitants of the planet Rhth shall be allowed free and plentiful
land; that they shall be in no way molested or attacked. It is the policy of this
committee of Pareeth that this race shall be wards of the newly founded
Rhth State, to be protected and in all ways aided in their life.

We feel, further, a deep obligation to this race in that the archzologist
and anthropological reports clearly indicate that it was the race known to
them as the city builders who first brought fire, the bow and the hammer to
our race in mythological times. Once their race gave ours a foothold on the
climb to civilization. It is our firm policy that these last, decadent members
of that great race shall be given all protection, assistance and encourage-
ment possible to tread again the climbing path.

It is ordered that the first colony city on Rhth shall be established at the
spot represented on the accompanying maps as N'yor, as called in the
language of the Rhth people, near the point of landing of the first expedi-
tion. The nearby settlement of the Rhth people is not to be molested in any
way, unless military action is forced upon the colonists.

It is ordered that if this condition shall arise, if the Rhth people object to
the proposed settlement at the spot designated as N'yor, arbitration be
attempted. Should this measure prove unsuccessful, military penalties
shall be exacted, but only to the extent found necessary for effective action.
The colonists shall aid in the moving of the settlement of the Rhth people, if
the Rhth people do not desire to be near the city of the colonists.

In any case, it is ordered that the colonists shall, in every way within their
aid, advance and inspire the remaining people of Rhth.

It is further ordered that Shor Nun, commander, shall be plenipotentiary
representative of the committee of Pareeth, with all powers of a discretion-
ary nature, his command to be military and of unquestioned authority until
such time as the colony shall have been established for a period of two years.
There shall then have been established a representative government of such
nature and powers as the colonists themselves find suitable.

It is then suggested that this government, the State of Rhth, shall
exchange such representatives with the committee of Pareeth as are suitable
in the dealings of two sovereign powers.

Until the establishment of the State of Rhth, it is further ordered that—

The grassland rolled away very softly among the brown boles of scattered
trees. It seemed unchanged. The city seemed unchanged, floating as it had
a thousand thousand years halfway between the blue of the sky and the green
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of the planet. Only it was not alone in its opalescent beauty now, twelve great
ships floated serene, motionless, above its towers, matching them in glow-
ing color. And on the low roll of the hill, a thirteenth ship, gray and grim
and scarred with eighteen years of nearly continuous space travel, rested.
The locks moved; men stepped forth into the light of the low, afternoon sun.

To their right, the mighty monument of the city builders; to their left, the
low, rounded domes of the great race’s descendants. Ron Thule stepped
down from the lock to join the eight department commanders who stood
looking across toward the village among the trees.

Shor Nun turned slowly to the men with him, shook his head, smiling. “I
did not think to ask. I have no idea what their life span may be. Perhaps the
man we knew as Seun has died. When I first landed here, I was a young
man. I am middle-aged now. That time may mean old age and extinction to
these people.”

“There is one man coming toward us now, Shor Nun,” said Ron Thule
softly. “He is floating on his—what was that name? — it is a long time since I
heard it.”

The man came nearer leisurely; time seemed to mean little to these
people. The soft, blue glow of his suit grew, and he moved a bit more rapidly,
as though conscious of their importance. “I—1I think that is Seun,” said the
archaologist. “I have seen those pictures so many times—"

Seun stood before them again, smiling the slow, easy smile they had
known twelve years before. Still he stood slim and straight, his face lined
only with the easy gravings of humor and kindliness, He was as unchanged
as the grassland, as the eternal city. The glow faded as he settled before
them, noiselessly. “You have come back to Rhth, Shor Nun?”

“Yes, Seun. We promised you that when we left. And with some of our
people as well. We hope to establish a colony here, near the ancient city;
hope some day to learn again the secrets of the city builders, to roam space
as they once did. Perhaps we will be able to occupy some of the long-
deserted buildings of the city and bring life to it again.”

“A permanent colony?” asked Seun thoughtfully.

“Yes, Seun.”

“There are many other cities here, on this planet, nearly as large,
equipped with all the things that made this city. To my race the quiet of the
unstirred air is very dear; could you not as easily establish your colony in
Shao—or Loun—any of the other places?”

Shor Nun shook his head slowly. “I am sorry, Seun. We had hoped to live
near you, that we might both discover again those forgotten secrets. We
must stay here, for this was the last city your people deserted; here in it are all
the things they ever built, the last achievements of the city builders. We will
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aid you in moving your colony if you wish, to some other meadowland near
the sea. All the world is the same to your people; only this city was built in
this way; it was the last to be deserted.”

Seun exhaled softly, looked at the ten men of Pareeth. His mind seemed
groping, feeling for something. His deep blue eyes misted in thought, then
cleared slowly as Ron Thule watched. Slowly, they moved from man to man
of the group, pausing a moment at the anthropologist, catching Shor Nun’s
gaze for an instant, centering slowly on Ron Thule.

Ron Thule looked into the deep eyes for a moment, for a long eternity —
deep, clear eyes, like mountain lakes. Subtly, the Rhthman’s face seemed to
change as he watched the eyes. The languor there changed, became a sense
of timelessness, of limitlessness. The pleasant, carefree air became, some-
how —different. It was the same, but as the astronomer looked into those
eyes, a new interpretation came to him. A sudden, vast fear welled up in
him, so that his heart contracted, and a sudden tremor came to his hands.
“You have forgotten—” he mumbled unsteadily. “Yes—but you—"

Seun smiled, the firm mouth relaxing in approval. “Yes, Ron Thule.
That is enough. I sought your mind. Someone must understand. Remem-
ber that only twice in the history of our race have we attempted to alter the
course of another’s history, for by that you will understand what I must do.”

Seun’s eyes turned away. Shor Nun was looking at him, and Ron Thule
realized, without quite understanding his knowledge, that no time had
elapsed for these others. Now he stood motionless, paralyzed with a new
understanding.

“We must stay here,” Seun’s mind voice spoke softly. “I, too, had hoped
we might live on this world together, but we are too different. We are too far
apart to be so near.”

“You do not wish to move?” asked Shor Nun sorrowfully.

Seun looked up. The twelve great interstellar cruisers hovered closer now,
forming, almost, a roof over this conference ground. “That would be for the
council to say, I know. But I think they would agree with me, Shor Nun.”

Vague pictures and ideas moved through their minds, thoughts emanat-
ing from Seun’ mind. Slowly, his eyes dropped from the twelve opalescent
cruisers to the outstretched palm of his hand. His eyes grew bright, and the
lines of his face deepened in concentration. The air seemed to stir and move;
a tenseness of inaction came over the ten men of Pareeth and they moved
restlessly.

Quite abruptly, a dazzling light appeared over Seun’s hand, sparkling,
myriad colors—and died with a tiny, crystalline clatter. Something lay in
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his upturned palm: a round, small thing of aquamarine crystal, shot
through with veins and arteries of softly pulsing, silver light. It moved and
altered as they watched, fading in color, changing the form and outline of
light.

Again the tinkling, crystalline clatter came, and some rearrangement
had taken place. There lay in his hand a tiny globe of ultimate night, an
essence of darkness that no light could illumine, cased in a crystal surface.
Stars shone in it, from the heart, from the borders, stars that moved and
turned in majestic splendor in infinite smallness. Then faded.

Seun raised his eyes. The darkness faded from the crystal in his hand, and
pulsing, little veins of light appeared in it. He raised it in his fingers, and
nine of Pareeth’s men fell back. Ron Thule looked on with frozen, wooden
face.

A wave of blue haze washed out, caught and lifted the men and carried
them effortlessly, intangibly back to the lock, through the lock. From the
quiet of the grasslands they were suddenly in the steel of the ship that
clanged and howled with alarms. Great engines bellowed suddenly to life.

Ron Thule stood at the great, clear port light of the lock. Outside, Seun,
in his softly glowing suit, floated a few feet from the ground. Abruptly, the
great atomic engines of the Pareeth shrilled a chorus of ravening hate, and
from the three great projectors the annihilating beams tore out, shrieking
destruction through the air—and vanished. Seun stood at the junction of
death, and his crystal glowed softly. Twelve floating ships screamed to the
tortured shriek of overloaded atomics, and the planet below cursed back
with quarter-mile-long tongues of lightning.

Somewhere, everywhere, the universe thrummed to a vast, crystalline
note, and hummed softly. In that instant, the green meadowland of Rhth
vanished; the eternal city dissolved into blackness. Only blackness, starless,
lightless shone outside the lock port light. The soft, clear note of the crystal
hummed and beat and surged. The atomic engine’s cry died full throated.
An utter, paralyzed quiet descended on the ship, so that the cry of a child
somewhere echoed and reverberated noisily down the steel corridors.

The crystal in Seun’s hand beat and hummed its note. The blackness
beyond the port became gray. One by one, six opalescent ships shifted into
view in the blackness beyond, moving with a slow deliberation, as though
forced by some infinite power into a certain, predetermined configuration.
Like atoms in a crystal lattice they shifted, seemed to click into place and
hold steady—neatly, geometrically arranged.
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Then noise came back to the ship; sounds that crept in, afraid of themselves,
grew courageous and clamored; pounding feet of men, and women’ screams.

“We're out of space,” gasped Shor Nun. “That crystal —that thing in his
hand—"

“In a space of our own,” said Ron Thule. “Wait till the note of the crystal
dies down. Itis weakening, weakening slowly, to us, but it will be gone, and
then—"

Shor Nun turned to him, his dark eyes shadowed, his face pale and
drawn. “What do you know—how—"

Ron Thule stood silent. He did not know. Somewhere, a crystal echoed
for a moment in rearrangement and tinkling sound; the universe echoed to
it softly, as the last, faint tone died away.

“Shor Nun—Shor Nun—" a slow, wailing cry was building up in the
ship. Scampering feet on metal floors became a march.

Shor Nun sobbed once. “That crystal —they had not lost the weapons of
the city builders. Space of our own? No—it is like the sorgan: It rotates us to
the end of time! This is the space we knew —when all time has died, and the
stars are gone and the worlds are dust. This is the end of the nothingness.
The city builders destroyed their enemies thus—by dumping them at the
end of time and space. I know. They must have. And Seun had the ancient
weapon. When the humming note of the crystal dies—the lingering force
of translation—

“Then we shall die, too. Die in the death of death. Oh, gods— Sulon—
Sulon, my dear—our son—" Shor Nun, commander, seemed to slump
from his frozen rigidity. He turned abruptly away from the port light toward
the inner lock door. It opened before him suddenly, and a technician
stumbled down, white faced and trembling.

“Commander — Shor Nun—the engines are stopped. The atoms will not
explode; no power can be generated. The power cells are supplying emer-
gency power, but the full strength of the drive does not move or shake the
ship! What—what is this?”

Shor Nun stood silent. The ship thrummed and beat with the softening,
dying note of the universe-distant crystal that held all the beginnings and
the endings of time and space in a man’ hand. The note was fading; very soft
and sweet, it was. Through the ship the hysterical cry of voices had
changed; it was softening with the thrum, softening, listening to the dying
thread of infinitely sweet sound.

Shor Nun shrugged his shoulders, turned away. “It does not matter. The
force is fading. Across ten million years the city builders have reached to
protect their descendants.”
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The note was very low—very faint; a quivering hush bound the ship.
Beyond the port light, the six sister ships began to move again, very
stealthily away, retreating toward the positions they had held when this force
first seized them. Then—

Shor Nun’s choked cry was drowned in the cries of the others in the lock.
Blinding white light stabbed through the port like a solid, incandescent bar.
Their eyes were hot and burning.

Ron Thule, his astronomers eyes accustomed to rapid, extreme changes
of light, recovered first. His word was indistinct, a cross between a soband a
chuckle.

Sh