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Winters Tale

"Norman Winters encountered a society that resented the consumption of cod and oil in reckless
profusion by their ancestors and that lived in a stringently cycled economy made necessary, in part, by
ancestral waste.

"Inthe 1970s, everyoneisaware of, and achingly involved in, the energy criss. Manning was aware
of it forty years ago, and because he was, | was, and so, I'm sure, were many thoughtful young science
fiction readers.

"Escape?

"It was afunny kind of escape literature that had the youngsters who read it concerned about the
conseguences of the waste of fossil fuelsforty years before dl the salf-styled norma and sensible human
beingsfelt it necessary to become interested.”

-lsaac Asmov
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The Forest People

CHAPTER 1
The Road to Tomorrow

It wasin al the newspapersfor the entire month of September. Reports camein from such
out-of-the-way places as Venezuelaand Monte Carlo: "MISSING BANKER FOUND." But such
reports aways proved false. The disappearance of Norman Winterswas at last given up as one of those
mysteries than can only be solved by the great detectives Time and Chance. His description was
broadcast from one end of the civilized world to the other: Fivefeet deven inchestall; brown hair; grayish
dark eyes; aquiline nose; fair complexion; age forty-six; hobbies: history and biology; distinguishing
marks. asmal mole set a the corner of the right nostril.

His son could sparelittle time for search, for just amonth before his di sgppearance Winters had
practicdly retired from active affairs and left their direction to his son's capable hands. There was no clue
asto motive, for he had absolutely no enemies and possessed a great deal of money with which to
indulge his dilettante scientific hobbies.

By October only the highly paid detective bureau that his son employed gave the vanished man any
further thought. Snow came early that year in the Westchester suburb where the Winters estate lay, and it
covered the ground with ablanket of white. In the hills across the Hudson the bears had hibernated and
lay deeping under their earthen and icy blanket.

In the pond on the estate the frogs had vanished from sight and lay hidden in the mud at the bottom-
truly amiracle in sugpended animation for biologiststo puzzle over. The world went on about its winter
business and gave up the vanished banker for lost. The frogs might have given them a clue—or the bears.

But even stranger than these wasthe real hiding place of Norman Winters. Fifty feet beneath the
frozen earth helay in ahollow chamber a dozen feet across. He was curled up on soft eiderdown piled
fivefeet deep, and his eyeswere shut in the darkness of absolute night and in utter quiet. During October
his heart beat dowly and gently, and his breast, had there been light to see by, might have been observed
toriseand fal very dightly. By November these Sgns of life no longer existed in the motionlessfigure.

The weeks sped by and the snow melted. The bears came hungrily out of winter quarters and set
about restoring their wasted tissues. The frogs made the first warm nights of spring melodiousto
nature-lovers and hideousto light deepers.

But Norman Winters did not rise from his degp with these vernad harbingers. Still—desthly still—lay
his body, and the features were waxy white. There was no decay, and the flesh was clean and fresh. No
frost penetrated to this great depth; but the chamber was much warmer than this mere statement would
indicate. Definite warmth came from a closed box in one corner and had come from it dl the winter.
From the top of the chamber wall aheavy leaden pipe came through the wall from the living rock beyond
and led down to this closed box. Another smilar pipe led out from it and down through the floor. Above
the box was adid like a clockface in appearance. Figures on it read in thousands from one to one
hundred, and ahand pointed to dightly below the two thousand mark.

Two platinum wiresran from the box over to the il figure on its piled couch and ended in golden
bands—one around one wrist and one circling the opposite ankle. By his side stood a cabinet of carved
sone—shut and mysterious as anything in that chamber. But no light was here to see by, only
darkness—the black of eternal night, the groping stifling darkness of the tomb. Here was no cheering
life-giving radiation of any kind. The unchanging leaden metd sedled in the air from which the dust had
settled completely, asit never does on the surface of our world, and had |eft it as pure and motionless as
crysta—and aslifdess. For without change and motion there can be no life. A faint odor remained in the
atmosphere of some disinfectant, as though not even bacteria had been permitted to exist in this place of
desth.

At the end of amonth Vincent Winters (the son of the missing man) made athorough examination of
al thefacts and possible clues that the detectives had brought to light bearing upon hisfather's



disappearance. They amounted to very little. On a Friday, September 8th, hisfather had spent the day on
his estate; he had dinner done, read awhilein the library, had written aletter or two and retired to his
bedroom early. The next morning he had failed to put in an appearance for breskfast, and Dibbsthe
butler, after investigating, reported that his bed had not been dept in. The servants had, of course, all

been minutely questioned even though their characters were such as aimost to preclude suspicion. One
only—and hethe oldest and most loya of them al—had acted and spoken in answer to questionsin a
fashion that aroused the curiosity of Vincent Winters. This man was Cardtairs, the gardener—atdll
ungainly Englishman with along sad-looking face. He had been for twelve yearsin the employ of Mr.
Winters.

On Friday night, about midnight, he had been seen entering his cottage with two shovelsover his
shoulder—itsdlf, perhaps, not an incriminating circumstance, but his explanation lacked credibility: he had,
he said, been digging in the garden.

"But why two shovels, Cargtairs?' Vincent asked for the hundredth time and received the same
unvarying answer: "1'd midaid one shoved earlier in the day and went and got another. Then | found the
first as| sarted home."

Vincent roseto hisfeet restlesdly.

"Come," he said, "show me the place you were digging.”

And Cardtairs paed dightly and shook his head. "What, man! Y ou refuse?’

"I'm sorry, Mr. Vincent. Yes, | must refuseto show you. . . that.”

There were afew moments of silencein the room. Vincent sighed.

"Wdl, Cardairs, you leave me no choice. Y ou are dmost an ingtitution on this place; my boyhood
memories of the estate are full of pictures of you. But | shall haveto turn you over to the police just the
same," and he stared with hardening eyes a the old servitor.

The man gtarted visibly and opened hismouth asif to speak, but closed it again with true British
obstinacy. Not until Vincent had turned and picked up the telephone did he speak.

"Stop, Mr. Vincent."

Vincent turned in hischair to look at him, the receiver in his hand.

"I cannot show you the place | was digging, for Mr. Winters ordered me not to show it to anyone.”

"Y ou surely don't expect meto believethat!"

"Youwill il ingg?"

"Mogt assuredly!”

"Then | have no choice. In case it were absolutely necessary to do so, | wasto tell you these words.
‘Steubenaur on Metabolism.™

"What on earth does that mean?"

"l was not informed, Sr."

"Y ou mean my father told you to say that if you were suspected of his... er ... of being connected
with his disappearance?’

The gardener nodded without spesking.

"Hm. .. soundslikethe nameof abook . .." Vincent went into the library and consulted the neetly
arranged card catalog. There was the book, right enough, an old brown leather volumein the biologica
section. As Vincent opened it wonderingly, a envelopefell out and onto the floor. He pounced upon this
and found it addressed to himsdlf in hisfather's handwriting. With trembling anxious fingers he opened
and read:

My dear son:

It would be better, perhaps, if you were never to read this. But it is a necessary precaution. Carstairs
may in some unforseen way be connected with my disappearance. | anticipate this possibility becauseitis
true. He hasin fact helped me disappear at my own orders. He obeyed these orders with tears and
expostulation and was to the very end just what he has aways been—a good and devoted servant.
Please seethat heis never in want.

The discovery and investigation of the so-called "cosmic” rayswas of the grestest interest to us



biologists, my son. Lifeisachemicad reaction conssting fundamentaly in the constant, tireless breaking
up of organic molecules and their continua replacement by fresh structures formed from the substance of
thefood we edt. Lifeless matter is comparatively changeless. A diamond crystd, for ingtance, is
composed of moleculeswhich do not break up readily. Thereisno change—no life—going oninit.
Organic molecules and cells are termed "unstable,” but why they should be so was neither properly
understood nor explained until cosmic rays were discovered. Then we suspected the truth: The
bombardment of living tissue by these minute high-speed particles caused that constant changing of detall
whichweterm"life”

Can you guess now the nature of my experiment? For three years | worked on my idea. Herkimer of
Johns Hopkins helped me with the drug | shall use, and Mortimer of Harvard worked out my ray-screen
requirements. But neither one knew what my purpose might be in the investigations. Radiation cannot
penetrate six feet of lead buried far beneath the ground. During the past year | have constructed, with
Cargtairs hep, just such ashielded chamber on my estate. Tonight | shall descend into it, and Cargtairs
will fill in the earth over the tunnel entrance and plant sod over the earth so that it can never be found.

Downin my lead-walled room | shall drink my specia drug and fal into a comawhich would on the
surface of the earth last (at most) afew hours. But down there, shielded from al change, | shal not wake
until 1 am again subjected to radiation. A powerful X-ray bulb is connected and set in thewall. Upon the
elapse of my dlotted timethiswill light, operated by the power generated from a subterranean stream |
have piped through my chamber.

The X-ray radiation will, | hope, awaken mefrom my long deep, and | shdl arise and climb up
through the tunnel to the world above. And | shal see with my own two eyesthe glory of theworld that
isto bewhen Mankind hasrisen to its great destiny on the steppingstones of science.

Do not try to find me. Y ou will marry and forget mein your new interests. Asyou know, | have
turned over to you my entire wedth. Y ou wondered why at the time. Now you know. By all means
marry. Have hedlthy children. | shall see your descendantsin the future, | hope, athough | travel very far
intime: One hundred and twenty generationswill have lived and died when | awaken, and the Winters
blood will have had time to spread throughout the entire world.

Ohmy son, | can hardly wait! It isnine o'clock now and | must get started on my adventure! The call
isstronger than the ties of blood. When | awaken you will have been dead three thousand years, Vincent.
| shall never see you again. Farewell, my son! Farewell!

And so the disappearance of Norman Winters passed into minor history. The detective agency made
itsfinal report and received its last check with regret. Vincent Winters married the next year and took up
his residence upon hisfather's estate. Carstairs aged rapidly and was provided with strong young
assistantsto carry on the work of the place. He approached Vincent one day, years|ater, and made the
request that he might be buried on the estate at the foot of the mound covered with hemlock and
rhododendrons. Vincent laughed at the suggestion and assured him that he would live many ayear yet,
but the old gardener was dead within ayear. Vincent had the tomb dug rather deeper than isusud,
peering often over the shoulder of the laborer into the depth of the grave. But he saw nothing there
except earth and stones. He erected a heavy flat dab of reinforced concrete on the spot.

"Most peculiar, if you ask me," said old Dibbsto the housekeeper. "It'sadmost asif Mr. Vincent
wanted Cardtairs stoneto last athousand years. Why, they cut the letters Six inchesdeep iniit!”

In due time Vincent Winters himsalf died and was buried beside the gardener. There remained no
one on the earth who remembered Norman Winters.

CHAPTER 2
Awakening—In What Y ear?

It was night and greset blue sheets of flame it the Sky with aghastly glare. Suddenly ablinding flash
enveloped him-he felt amillion shooting painsin every limb-he was lying on the ground helplessand



suffering-he fel into a brief unconsciousness.

A dozen times he awakened, and each time he shrieked with the pain in hiswhole body. He opened
his eyes upon asmal room lit by a penetrating blue dectric bulb. Numberlesstimes he tried to move his
right hand to shield his eyes but found he could not force his musclesto obey hiswill. Days must have
passed as he lay there, swest dotting his brow with the effort, and finaly one day his hand moved up
dowly. Helay afull minute recovering. He did not know where he was. Then from the depths of infinity a
little memory cameinto hisdulled brain, amemory with anameessjoy init. And dowly his surrounding
struck new meaning and avast thrill coursed through him. He was awake! Had he succeeded? Was he
redly diveinthe disant future?

Helay quiet amoment letting the fact of in awvakening sink in. His eyesturned to the stone cabinet
beside his couch. Sowly his hand reached out and pulled softly at the handle. A compartment on the
leve of hisface reveded two bottles of yellowish liquor. With gasping effort he reached one and dragged
it over to him, succeeding in spilling alittle of its contents but dso in getting amouthful which he
swalowed. Then helay quietly afull haf hour, eyes purpossfully shut and lipstightly pressed together in
the agony of awakened animation, while the medicine he had taken coursed through hisveinslike fire and
st nerves atingling inarmsand legs and (findly) in fingertips and toes.

When he again opened his eyes he was weak, but otherwise quite normal. The stone cabinet yielded
concentrated meet |ozenges from ameta box and he partook very sparingly from the second bottle of
liquid. Then he swung hislegs down from the eiderdown couch, now tight-compressed fromiits origina
five feet to abare two feet of depth by his age-long weight, and crossed the chamber to the clock.

"Fivethousand!" he read breathlesdy. But could it be true? He must get outside! He reached down
to avavein theleaden piping and filled a glass tumbler with cold water which he drank greedily and
refilled and drank again. He looked about curioudy to note the changes time had produced on his
chamber, but he had planned well and little or nothing had deteriorated.

The lead pipe was coated with afew tiny cracksin its surface, and particles of white dust lay in them
where the cold water had gathered the moisture of the air by condensation. But this could not have been
helped, for the stream of water through this pipe was al that kept the tiny generator turning-that made
possible the heated chamber and the fina blaze of the specialy constructed X-ray lamp that now filled his
whole being with itslife-restoring radiations.

Winters removed the cover from the power box and examined the motor and generator with great
care. The chromium metd parts and the jewe ed bearings showed not the dightest sign of wear. Did that
mean that only afew years had e gpsed? He doubted his clock's accuracy. He replaced the covering and
brushed off hishands, for everything was coated with dusty sediment. Next, Winters examined the heat
elements and placed a glass container of water on them to heat. With more of his meat concentrate he
made a hot soup and drank it thankfully.

Then he went eagerly to the door in the lead wall and pulled at the locking lever. It ressted and he
pulled harder, findly exerting dl the strength he had in the effort. 1t was usdless. The door was
immovable! Heleaned againgt it a moment, panting, then stooped and scrutinized the doorjamb. With a
chill of dread he observed that the leaden chamber wall had become coated at the crack with afine white
dust. It had rusted the door into place! Had he awakened only to die herelike arat in atrap?

In hisweakened condition hefelt total despair. He again sank back on his couch and stared
desperatdy at the door. It was hours before the smple solution to his difficulties occurred to him. The
locking lever—of course! 1t was of stainless sted and was held to the door only by one bolt. A matter of
adozen turns|oosened the nut on this bolt and the lever came away fredly in his hands.

With this bar of stout metal asacrowbar he easily pried into the soft lead wall beside the doorjamb
and, obtaining afulcrum, put hisfrail weight on the end of the lever. The door gaveinward aninch! Ina
few minutes his efforts were rewarded. The door groaned protestingly asit swung open, and Winters
looked up the ancient stone steps, half-lit by the room'sillumination. But in the open doorway achill draft
blew on hisragged and time-tattered garments so he went back to the chamber and commenced
unscrewing acircular cover setinto thewal.

It came away heavily with ahissof air, for it had enclosed a near-vacuum, and Winters pulled out



clothes neatly folded. He was relieved to find aleather jacket still strong and perfect. 1t had been well
oiled and was as supple as new. Some woolen things had not fared so well; but stout corduroy breeches
of linen fiber seemed well preserved, and he put these on. A tightly covered crock of glassfilled with ol
yielded up apistol designed to shoot lead bullets under compressed air and anest roll of sSmpletools: a
small saw, afile, aknife and ahand-axe. These he thrust into the waistband of his breeches, which had
been dit around the belt to accommodate them.

Then with alast look around, Norman Winters started up the steps, guided only by the light from the
chamber behind. He stumbled over fallen stones and drifted earth as he climbed. At thetop hecameto a
mat of tree roots sealing him in. So the axe was wielded ddlicately by those enfeebled arms, and many
minutes passed in severing one smdl piece at atime. The capstone which had origindly covered the
tunnel had been split and pressed to one side by the force of the growing tree and after the third large
root had been severed asmall cascade of earth and pebbles et down on him ablazing flood of sunlight.

He paused and forced himself to return to his chamber. There hefilled a glass bottle with water and
dung it to hisbelt, put ahandful of concentrated food in his pocket, and | eft the chamber for good,
closing the door behind him and turning off the light.

It took only afew minutes to squeeze his head and shoulders through the opening between the roots.
Helooked about him with pounding heart.

But what wasthis? He was in the middle of aforest!

Upon all sides stretched the trees-great sky-thrusting boles with here and there a clump of lesser
growth, but set so evenly and spaced so regularly asto betray human oversight. The ground was softly
deep in dead leaves and over them trailed amotley of vindike plants. Winters recognized a cranberry
vine and the bright wintergreen berries among many others he did not know. A pleasant sort of forest, he
decided, and he set off rather hesitantly through the trees to see what he could find, hismind full of
speculations asto how long it must have taken these trees to grow. To judge from the warmth, it must be
about noon of amidsummer's day—but of what year? Certainly many of the trees were over ahundred
yearsold!

He had not progressed more than a hundred yards before he came upon a clearing. Passing beyond
afringe of shrubs he soon cameinto full view of agreat highway. North and south it Sretched and he
stamped his feet upon the strange, hard surface of green glass-like materid. It was smooth in texture and
extraordinarily straight and level. For miles he could look in both directions but, gaze as he might, not the
dightest sign of buildings could he detect.

Here was a poser indeed; where had the suburbs of New Y ork gone? Had even New Y ork itself
joined the"logt legion” in limbo? Winters stood in indecision, and findly started tramping northward adong
the road. Once, about a mile further dong had been the town of White Plains. It was nearby and, even if
no longer in existence, it would make as good astarting point as any. His pace was dow, but the fresh air
and bright sunshine sat the blood coursing through hisveins. He went faster as he felt his strength
returning with each step. He had gone half an hour and had seen no sign of human habitation when aman
appeared on the glass roadway a hundred yards ahead. He was dressed in red and russet. He held one
hand over his eyes, peering at Winters, who hesitated, then continued to approach—awild thrill surging
through hisveins

The man seemed in some vague way different. His skin was dark and tanned—features full and
rounded—and his eyes (Winters observed as he got nearer) were asoft brown. The supple body
seemed dert and exuded the very bresth of hedth, yet it was indefinably sensuous and indolent—graceful
in movement He could not for the life of him decide even what race this man of the future
represented—perhaps he was a mixture of many. Then the man made a curious gesture with his|eft
hand—a sort of circlewaved in the air. Winters was puzzled, but believing it was meant for greeting,
imitated it awkwardly.

"Wassum! Y ou have chosen adow way to travel!"

"l aminno hurry,” Wintersreplied, determined to learn dl he could before saying anything himself.
He had to repress his natural emotions of excitement and joy. He felt an urge to shout doud and hug this
dranger in hisarms. "Have you comefar?’



"I have been traveling for years.”

"Comewith meand | will take you to our orig. No doubt you will want food and drink and waling."
Thewords were drawled and hiswalk was dow—so much so that Wintersfelt adight impatience. He
wasto fed this congtantly among these people of the future.

The surprising thing, when Winters came to think about it, was that the man's speech was plain
English, for which he was thankful. There were new words, of course; and the accent was Strangein his
ears—atang of European broad A's and positively continental R's. He was wondering if radio and
recorded speech had caused this persistence of the old tongue, when they came to a pleasant clearing
lined with two-story houses of shiny brown. The walls were smooth asif welded whole from some
composition plagtic. But when he entered a house behind his guide he perceived that the entire wall
admitted light tranducently from outside; tiny windows were placed here and there purely for observation
and air. He had little time to look around, for a huge dark man was eyeing him beneath bushy gray
eyebrows.

"A stranger who came on foot,” said his guide and nodding to Winters, "Our chief Forester.” Then he
turned abruptly and left the two together, without exhibiting the dightest curiosity.

"Wassum, stranger! Whereisyour orig?' asked the Forester.

"My orig?| don't understand.”

"Why, your village of course!™

"l have none.”

"What! A trogling?'

"| don't understand.”

"A wild man—aherman—don't you understand human speech?!

"Where| come from there were severa forms of human speech, sir.”

"What isthis? Since the dawn of civilization two thousand years ago there has been one common
gpeech throughout the world!™

Winters made an excited mental note of the date. Two thousand years then, at the least, had elgpsed
since he entered his degping chamber!

"I have cometo learn, Sr. | should like to spend severa daysin your village observing your lifein ...
er ... an dementary sort of way. For instance, how do you obtain your food herein the middle of a
forest?| saw no farmsor fields nearby.”

"Y ou are wassum to the walling, but farms—what are they? And fiddsl Y ou will travel many amile
before you find afield near here, thanks to our ancestorsl We arewell planted in fine forests.”

"But your food?"

The Forester raised his eyebrows. "Food—I have just said we have fine forests, a hundred square
kilos of them—food and to spare! Did you walk with your eyes shut?'

"Where | come from we were not used to finding food in forests, exactly. What sort of food do you
oet, from them-remember | said | wanted eementary information, Sir.”

"Elementary indeed! Our chestnut flour for baking, naturaly, our dessert nuts and our vegetables, like
the locust bean, the Keawe, the Catal pea and a dozen others—all the food a man could desire. Then the
felled logs bear their crops of mushrooms—we have afamous strain of beefsteak mushroom in thisorig.
And of course the mast-fattened swine for bacon and winter-fats, and the pitch pines for engine oils—the
usud forest crops. How can it be that you areignorant of the everyday things which even schoolboys
know?'

"Mineisadtrange sory, Sr," replied Winters. "Tell mewhat | ask and | will tell you later anything you
want to know about myself. Tell me things as though | were—oh, from another planet, or from the distant
past,” and Wintersforced alaugh.

"Thisisastrange request!"

"And my story, when | tdll it to you, will be stranger still—depend uponiit!™

"Hal Hal It should prove amusing—thisgame! Well then, this afternoon | will spend showing you
about and answering questions. After our meal tonight you shal tell me your story—but | warn you!
Make it agood one—good enough to repay me for my time!™



They went out into the sunlight together. The village proved to be agathering of about fifty large
houses dtretching for half amile around along narrow clearing. The background conssted of the huge
trunks, gnarled branches and dark green of the forest. The Forester himsalf was arather brisk old fellow,
but the villagers seemed to strike again that vague chord of strangeness—of indolence—which he had
noticed in hisfirgt acquaintance. Groups lay gracefully stretched out here and there under trees, and such
occasiond figures aswerein motion seemed to move with dragging feet to Winters businessike mind.
He guessed these people were downright lazy—and this he afterward observed to beinvariably true. The
natives accomplished the work of the villagein an hour or two a day—and thistime was actualy
begrudged and every effort was being made to reduceit. The chief effort of worldwide science was
devoted to thisend, in fact.

The people were dressed in bright colors, and the green grass and the rich brown of the buildings
made a background to the colorful picture. Everywhere Winters saw the sameracia characteristics of
dark, swarthy faces and soft, liquid brown eyes. He noticed something strange about the eyes-asif they
were not set straight in the face, but atrifle adant. Little attention was paid Winters, except for occasiona
glances of idle curiogty aroused by hisunusud atire. He thought the women unusualy attractive, but the
men seemed somehow effeminate and too soft; not that they were not fine specimens of humanity
physicaly speaking, but their faces were too smooth and their bodies too graceful to suit his
twentieth-century ideas of what vigorous men should look like. Their bodies suggested the feline-catlike
grace and lethargy combined with supple strength.

Winters was told that a thousand people usualy formed an "orig." Just now there were severa
hundred extrainhabitants and a"colorig" had been prepared, fifty milesto the north where trees had been
growing for haf acentury, making ready for the new colony. "But why should you not Ssmply make your
village large enough to keep the extra peopleright here?"

"Theforest supportsjust o many in comfort—we are having trouble now asit is"

"But are there no larger villages where manufacturing is done?"

"Of course. There are factory origs near the Greet Falsin the north. Our airwhed goestheretwicea
week—atwo-hours flight. But only afew peoplelivethere, just enough to tend the machines.”

The people of the village seemed happy and contented with life, but most of the younger men and
women seemed to Winterstoo serious. Their dark faces hardly ever showed a smile. He entered severa
of the houses—among othersthat of the guild of cloth-makers. He was grestly interested, asif seeing an
old friend, to observe wood-pul p fed through a pipe into the threadmaking tubes to be hardened in an
acid bath. He recognized, of course, the rayon process—new in his youth, but here considered ancient
beyond higtory.

"How many hoursaday do you work here?' he asked the elderly attendant.

"I have worked three hours every day for the past week getting cloth ready for the new colonists," he
replied grumblingly. "Perhaps we shdl have some peace in this orig when the youngsters are gone! At
least there will be plenty of everything to go around once again!™

As he spoke, ayoung man—evidently his son—entered the thread room and stared at hisfather and
the Forester with cold, supercilious eyes. "Wassum!" said the attendant, but the youth merely scowled in
reply. He examined Winters silently with distrust, then went out again without spesking. 'Y our sonisa
solemn chap!”

"Yes. Soishisgeneraion—they takelifetoo serioudy.”

"But do they never enjoy themsdlves?

"Oh, yes! Thereisthe hunting moon in fall. The young men track the deer on foot and race
him—sometimes for days on end—then throw him with their bare hands. My son isafamous deer
chaser. He practices al year long for the autumn season.”

"But arethereno ... er ... lighter pastimes?’

"Therearethefedtivals. The next oneisthefedtival of autumn leaves. At the time of the equinox the
young people dressin russets and reds and golds, and dancein a clearing in awood which has been
chosen for its outstanding autumn beauty. The young women compete in designing costumes.”

"But the younger ones-the children?’



"They are at school until they are twenty years of age. School isatime of hard work and study. The
young people are not permitted games or pastimes except such exercise asis needed to keep themin
hedlth. When they finish school, they enter upon the rights and pleasures of their generation—a prospect
which makes them work harder to finish their schooling as soon as possible.”

Asthey went out into the sunlight once more, Winters observed asmall airship settling down in the
village campus. It wasthe airwhed, the Forester said, and it would not leave again until dusk.

"l have never beeninone" said Winters.

"You areatrogling!" the Forester exclaimed. " Suppose we go up for ashort flight, then?' Winters
eagerly agreed. They walked over to the machine which Winters examined curioudy. Here, at least, three
thousand years of improvements were visible. The enclosed cabin would seet about twenty persons.
Therewere no wingsat dl, but three horizontal whedls (two in front and one in the rear) above the level
of the cabin. A propeller projected from the nose and thiswas il idling when they arrived. The Forester
explained hiswishesto the pilot who asked which direction they should prefer to take.

"South to the water and back!" put in Winters, with visons of the thriving New Y ork metropolitan
area of hisday running through his memory. They took their places and the airwhed rose gently with only
afaintly audible hum—it was apracticdly slent flight made a enormous speed.

In ten minutes the seawas in Sght. Winters gazed breathless through the crystal windows upon
severd idands of varying sizes-clothed in the green blanket of dense forest. Sowly he pieced out the
puzzle: there was Long Idand, evidently, and over there he saw Staten Idand. Benesath him then lay the
narrow strip of Manhattan and the forest towered over everything dike.

"There are ruins beneath the trees," said the Forester, noting hisinterest. "I have been there severd
times. Our historians believe the people of ancient timeswho lived here must have been afraid of the
open air, for they either lived beneath the ground or raised stone buildings which could be entered
without going out-of-doors: There are tunnels, which they used for roadways, running benegath the ground
inevery direction.”

CHAPTER 3
"HeHasan Appendix!"

Then the airship turned about and asit did so Winters caught sight of one gray pile of masonry-a
tower tip-showing above the forest. Surdly it must have taken thousands of yearsto accomplish this
oblivion of New Y ork! And yet, he thought to himsalf, even one century makes buildings old.

He scarcely looked out of the window on the way back, but sat engrossed in sad thoughts and
mournful memories. They landed once more in the village clearing, and he continued histour under the
Forester's guidance. When the afternoon was over he had gathered a confusing mass of generd
information about life in the new age. Metalswere carefully conserved and when anew colony was
garted its supply of metd utensils and toolswasthe fina grest gift of the parent villages. Fanning was
entirely unknown, and grain—which the Forester did not know except as " plant-seed"—was not used for
food, athough primitive races had once so used it, he said. Everything came from trees now: food,
houses, clothing—even thefud for their airships, which was wood acohol.

Thelife of avillager wasleisurely and pleasant, Winters decided. Hours of |abor were short and the
greater part of the day was devoted to socia pleasures and scientific or artistic hobbies. There were
atistsin the village, mostly of some new faddist school whose work Winters could not in the least
understand. They painted trees and attempted to express emotions thereby. But many beautiful pieces of
sculpture were set about in some of the houses. Electric power was received through the air from the
great Falls, where it was generated; and each socket received its current without wiring of any sort. The
village produced its own food and made its own clothes and building materia's, paper, wood a cohol,
turpentine and ails. And asthisvillage lived, apparently so did the rest of the world.

AsWinters pictured thiscivilization, it consisted of agreat number of isolated villages, each
practically sdf-sufficient, except for metas. By taking the air-whed from one villageto the next and there



changing for another ship, aman could make a quick trip across the continents and oceans of the globe.
But science and art were pursued by isolated individuals, the exchange of ideas being rendered easy by
the marveloudly redlidtic televison and radio insruments.

At dusk they returned to the Chief Forester's house for dinner.

"I must gpologizeto you for thefood,” said he. "We are on dightly curtailed supplies, dueto our
population having grown faster than our new plantings. Oh, you will have agood mea—I do not meanto
starve you—but merely that you will be expected not to ask for a second service of anything and to
excuse the absence of luxuriesfrom my table." His great body dropped into an upholstered chair.

"Isthere any way to arrange things except by rationing yourselves while you wait for the new forests
to bear crops?’

The Forester laughed atrifle bitterly. "Of course—but at a price. We could easily fell sometreesfor
mushroom growing (they grow on dead logs) and aso we could cut into the crop of edible pith-treesa
little before maturity—and so dl dong the line. That would set usback in our plansafew yearsat the
mogt, but there is no use talking about it. The Council of Y outh has claimed the Rights of its Generation.
Thefutureistheirs, of course, and they object to our spending any of their resources now. We older
people are alittle more libera in our views—not sdlfishly, but on a principle of commonsense. There have
been some hitter words, I'm afraid, and the matter is by no means settled yet—for their attitude isamost
fanatica and lacks dl reason. But there is no need to bother you with our locd affairs” and he turned the
conversation into other channdls.

Hewas forever using the expression “thanks to our ancestors,” a point which Winters noted with
aurprise. So far one thing had euded Winters completely: that was the history of the past ages during
which dl these drastic changes had come about. When the time came that he was bade to tll his story at
the conclusion of the med, he thought a moment asto how he might best obtain thisinformation.

"l havetraveled far," hesaid. "But intime—not in distance.”

The Forester held aforkful of food poised intheair, eyebrows raised.

"What nonsenseisthis?' he demanded.

"No nonsense. . . your mushrooms are ddlicious ... | have succeeded in controlling the duration of a
gtate of suspended animation. | went to deep many years ago; woke up thismorning.”

The Forester was incredulous.

"How long do you pretend to have dept?’

"I don't know for sure," replied Winters. "My instruments showed a certain figure, but to be at all
certain | should prefer that you tell me the history of theworld. No need of anything but the rough
outlines™

"Ha, Hal Y ou promised me astory and you are most ingeniousin fulfilling your promise, stranger!”

"l am, on the contrary, absolutely serioud!”

"I cannot believe it—but it may be an amusing game. Let mesee. . . Last year thefirst breadfruit
trees bore in the lower temperate zones of the earth (that isa piece of it in your plate). It has greatly
changed our mode of life and it may soon be unnecessary to grind chestnut flour for baking.”

"Interesting,” replied Winters. "But go back athousand years more.”

The Forester's eyes opened wide. Then he laughed delightedly. "Good! It isno lowly boaster, en! A
thousand years. . . That would be about the tune of the great auminum process. Asyou know, prior to
that time the world was badly in need of metals. When Koenig perfected his method for producing
aluminum from clay the economics of the world was turned topsy-turvy and . . . what! Farther back than
athousand yeard"

"| think you might try two thousand.”

The Forester exploded with, laughter and then sobered at a sudden thought. He glanced shrewdly at
his companion amoment, and adight coldness appeared in hiseyes.

"Y ou are not by any dightest chance serious?’ he asked.

"lam.”

"It isabsurd! In those days the human body ill had an appendix—that was just after the Great
Revolution when the Wasters were finaly overthrown, and True Economics lifted her torch to guide the



world onitsupward' path. Two thousand years ago! Thence dates dl civilized history! Such archaic
customs as organi zed supergtitions, money and ownership by private people of land and adivison of
humanity into groups speaking different languages—all ended at thet time. That was agtirring period!”

"Wl then, go back another five hundred years.

"The height of the false civilization of Waste! Foss| plants were ruthlessly burned in furnacesto
provide hest; petroleum was consumed by the billion barrels; chegp meta cars were built and thrown
away to rust after afew years use; men crowded into ill-ventilated villages of amillion inhabitants—some
historians say several million. That was the age of race-fights where whole countrysides raised mobs and
gave them explosives and poisons and sent them to destroy other mobs. Do you pretend to come from
that shameful scene?'

"That is precisaly the sort of thing we used to do," replied Winters, "athough we did not call it by the
same set of names." He could barely repress his éation. There could no longer be the dightest doubt of
it—hewas divein the year 5000! His clock had been accurate!

The Forester's face was growing red. "Timberfdl! Y ou have been amusing long enough—now tell me
thetruth: Whereisyour orig?"

"l don't understand. | have told you the truth.”

"Stupid nonsense, | tell you! What can you possibly hopeto gain from telling such astory? Even if
people were such fools asto believe you, you could hardly expect to be very popular!™

"Why," said Wintersin surprise, "'l thought you were so thankful for al your ancestors had done for
you?| am one of your ancestors!”

The Forester stared in astonishment. "Y ou act well," heremarked dryly. "But you are, | am sure,
perfectly aware that those ancestors whom we thank were the plannersfor our forests and the very
enemies of Waste. But for what should we thank the humans of three thousand years ago? For
exhaugting the coa supplies of the world? For leaving us no petroleum for our chemical factories? For
destroying the forests on whole mountain ranges and letting the soil erode into the valleys? Shall we thank
them, perhaps, for the Sahara or the Gobi deserts?

"But the Saharaand the Gobi were deserts five thousand years before my time."

"I do not know what you mean by ‘your' time. But if so, al the more reason you should have learned
alesson from such deserts. But come! Y ou have made me angry with your nonsense. | must have some
pleasant sort of revenge! Do you ill claim to be aliving human from the Age of Waste?!

Winters caution bade him be silent. The Forester laughed mischievoudy: "Never mind! Y ou have
aready clamed to be that! Well then, the matter isreadily proved. Y ou would in that case have an
appendix and .. . . yes. . . hair on your chest! These two characteristics have not appeared in the last two
thousand years. Y ou will be examined and, should you prove to have lied to me, afitting punishment will
be devised! | shdl try to think of areward asamusing as your wild lies have proved.”

His eyestwinkled as he pressed a button hidden in his chair arm. A minute later two young men
entered. Winters, in no physica condition to resst, was soon stripped of his clothing. He was not
particularly hairy of chest, as men of his age went, but hair there was unquestionably. The Forester
stepped forward offering an incredulous exclamation. Then he hurriedly seized the discarded clothing and
fdt the materid carefully—examining the linen closdly in thelight of the dectric lamp concedled in the
wall.

"To the hedth room with him!" he cried.

Poor Winterswas carried helplessy down a corridor and into aroom lined with smooth white glass
and set about with apparatus of an evident surgica nature. The place was odoriferous with germicide. He
was held against ablack screen, as the Forester snapped on an X-ray tube and peered at Winters nude
body through amask of bluish glass. After aminute he |eft the room and returned again amost ingtantly, a
book now in his hands. He opened to a page of photographs and studied them carefully, once more
peering at Winters through the mask. Finally he grunted in stupefaction and with close-pressed lips and
puzzled eyes turned to the two attendants.

"He has an appendix—there can be no doubt of it! Thisisthe most amazing thing | have ever
imagined! The stranger you see before you claimsto have survived from the ancient days—from the Age



of Waste! And he has an gppendix, young comrades! | must talk to the biologists al over the
country—the historians aswdl! The whole world will be interested. Take him aong with you and see that
heis provided with waling for the night.”

He turned to the door and Winters heard him in the next room talking excitedly over the
radio-telephone. The two young attendants led him along the hall. As he passed he could observe that the
Forester was spesking to afat redheaded, red-faced man, whose features showed in the televisor—and
who evidently was proving difficult to convince. Winters stared aminute, for thiswas the first man he had
seen whose face was anything except swarthy and dender.

Winterswas led down the hall and permitted to put on his clothing. He wasin an exalted mood. So
hisarriva in thisnew world was creating agtir after dl! In the morning the airwhee would perhgps bring
dozens of scientiststo examine his case. Hewas beginning to fed wesk and fatigued after hisexciting
day, but thislatest thrill gave alast flip to his nerves and gave him strength just long enough to prove his
own undoing.

One of the attendants hurried out of sight asthey |eft the house. The other guided him aong the edge
of thevillage.

"We young members of the village have a gathering tonight, gir. It iscalled the Council of Y outh and
at it we discuss matters of importance to our generation. Would it be too much to ask that you address
our meeting and tell us something of your experiences?'

Hisvanity was stirred and he weakly agreed, tired and deepy though he was. The mesting place was
just alittle distance away, explained hisguide.

In the meantime the youth who had hastened on ahead had entered a small room off the assembly
hall. The room contained only three persons, al of whom looked up when the newcomer entered.

"It is as we thought, comrades; the Oldsters have brought him here for some purpose of their own.
He pretends to have dept for three thousand years and to be ahuman relic of the Age of Waste!”

The otherslaughed. "What will they try on usnext?' drawled onelazily.

"Stronghold isbringing him here" continued the latest arriva, "and will persuade him to speek to usin
the meeting, if he can. Y ou understand the intent?"

There was awise nodding of heads. "Does he know the law of the Council ?*

"Probably, but even so it isworth the attempt—you know, I'm not certain mysdf but that he may be
from the old days—at least heisa startling good imitation. The man has hair on hisbody!"

There was a chorus of shocked disbelief, finaly silenced by a sober and emphatic assurance. Thena
moment of Slence.

"Comrades, it issometrick of the Oldsters, depend upon it! Let the man speak to the Council. If he
makes adip, even adight one, we may be able to work on the meeting and arouse it to a sense of our
danger. Any meansisfair if we can only prevent our inheritance being spent! | hear that the order to fell
the haf-matured pith-treeswill go out tomorrow unless we can stop it. We must see what we can do
tonight—make every effort."

When Winters arrived at the hall, the three young men stood on the platform to welcome him. The
room was low-raftered and about fifty feet square. It wasfilled with swarthy young men and women. The
thing that most impressed Winters was the luxury of the seating arrangements. Each personsat ina
roomy upholstered arm-chair! He thought of the contrast that asimilar meeting hdl in hisown times
would have afforded—uwith its small stiff seets uncomfortably crowded together.

Thelighting was by dectricity conceded in thewalls and gave at the moment arosy tint to the room,
though this color changed continualy to others-now red or purple or blue-and was strangely soothing.
Therewasalull in the generd conversation. One of the young leaders stepped forward.

"Comrades! This stranger is of another generation than ours. He has come especialy to tell us of
conditionsin the ancient days—he speaks from persona experience of the Age of Waste, comrades,
from which time he has survived in artificial deep! The Forester of our orig, who is old enough to know
the truth, has so informed usl" Winters missed the sarcasm. He was tired now and beginning to regret
that he had consented to come.

Therewasadir of astonishment in the audience and alow growling laughter which should have been



awarning. But Winters, full of fatigue, wasthinking only of what he should say to these young people. He
cleared histhroat.

"l am not surethat | have anything to say that would interest you: Historians or doctors would make
me a better audience. Still, you might wish to know how the changes of three thousand yearsimpress me.
Your lifeisan atogether smpler thing than in my day. Men starved then for lack of food and youth had
no assurance of even abare living—but had to fight for it." At thisthere were afew angry cheers, much
to Winters puzzlement. " This comfortable assurance that you will never lack food or clothingis, to my
mind, the most striking change the years have brought.”

He paused amoment uncertainly, and one of the young leaders asked him something about "if we
were perhaps trying to accomplish this assurance too quickly.”

"l am not sure that | know what you mean. Y our Chief Forester mentioned something today of a
guestion of economics. | am not familiar with the facts. However, | understand you have avery poor
opinion of my own times, due to our possibly unwise consumption of natura resources. Even then we
had men who warned us against our course of action, but we acted in the belief that when oil and coa
were gone mankind would produce some new fud to take their place. | observe that in thiswe were
correct, for you now use wood a cohol—an excellent substitute.”

A young man legped to hisfeet excitedly. "For that reason, comrades,” he said in aloud voice, "this
sranger of course believes hisagewasjudtified in usng up dl the oil and fuel intheworld!"

Therewas adow growling which ended in afew full-throated cries and an unessy stirring about in
the audience. Winters was growing dazed with his need for rest, and he could not understand what was
going on here.

"What you say interests us very much,” said another of the men on the platform beside him. "Wasit
very common to burn cod for its mere heat?"

"Yes. It burned in every man's house—in my house aswell.”

There was an ugly moving about in the audience, as ft the audience was being transformed into a
mob. The mob, like some dow lumbering beast, was becoming findly aroused by these continual
pinpricks from the sharp tongues of itsleaders.

"And did you aso use petroleum for fuel ?*

"Of course. Weadl usad it in our automobiles.”

"And wasit usua to cut down treesjust for the sake of having the ground clear of them?”

"Wdl . .. yes. Onmy own land | planted trees, but | must say | had alarge stretch of open lawn as
wdl."

Here Wintersfdt fault and giddy. He spoke quietly to the young man who had brought him. "I must
liedown, I'm &fraid. | fed ill."

"Just one more question,” was the whispered reply. Then adoud: "Do you think we of the Y outh
Council should permit our inheritance to be used up—even in part—for the sake of present comfort?"

"If it isnot done to excess | can see nothing wrong in principle—you can dways plant moretrees. . .
but | must say good night for I am.. . ."

CHAPTER 4
Revolt of the Youth

He never finished his sentence. A fury of sound came from the hal of the Council. One of the leaders
shouted for silence.

"Y ou have heard, comrades! Y ou observe what sort of man has been sent to address us! We of
Y outh have alesson to learn from the Age of Waste, it appears! At least the Oldstersthink so! Thecrisis
that has arisen isasmdl matter, but if we should once give in when will the thing stop? What must they
think of our intelligenceif they expect usto bdieve thisthree-thousand-year deep story? To send him
here was sheer effrontery! And to send him here with that piece of advice passes beyond all bounds of
toleration. Timberfal! There can be only one answer. We must make such an example of this person as



shall forever stamp our principles deep in the minds of the wholeworld!"

There were loud shouts and several young people rushed up on the platform and seized Winters.

"He has confessed to bresking the basic laws of Economics!” shouted the leader. "What isthe
punishment?"

Therewere criesof "Kill him! Exile! Send himto the plainsfor lifel™ And over and over one group
was chanting savagdy "Kill him! Kill him!*

"I hear the sentence of death proposed by many of you," cried theleader. "It istrue that to kill isto
wagte alife-but what could be morefitting for one who haswasted thingsall hislife?' (Loud cries of
furious gpprova) "To your houses, every one of you! Wewill confine this cresture who clamsto be
three thousand yearsold in the cdllar of thishall. In the morning we will gather here again and give these
Oldsters our public answer! And comrades! A piece of newsfor your ears aone—Comrade Stronghold
has heard that in the morning the Oldsters will issue afdling order on theimmeature pith-trees!™

This announcement was greeted with such rage and violence that the walls shook. Winterswas
dragged away with dizzy brain and failing feet, and he was thrust upon a couch in astone-walled room
beneath the hdl. He fel ingtantly in utter exhaustion and did not hear the tramp of departing feet
overhead. His horror and fright had combined with hisfatigue to render him incapable of further emotion.
Helay unconscious, rather than adeep.

Abovein the smal room off the now empty hall three young men congratul ated each other. They
chatted afew minutesin greet joy that they had protected the rights of their generation, regardless of the
means which had been used to reach this desirable end. They parted for the night with that peculiar
circling movement of the hand that seemed to have taken the place of the ancient handshaking.

But while they talked (so swift does Treason run) ayoung man crouched in the shadows back of the
Forester's house and fumbled with the latch of asmall door on the forest side. Asthe young men were
bidding each other good night, a voice was whispering swiftly in the ear of the Chief Forester, whose
rugged face and bristling eyebrows betrayed in turn astonishment, indignation, anger and fierce
determination.

Winters woke to watch a shaft of dawn-light lying upon the stone floor. His body was bruised from
the rough handling he had received, and hiswasted musclesfelt dull and deadened. But hisbrain was
clear once again and he recalled the events of the meeting. What afool he had been! How he had been
led on to hisown undoing! His eyesfollowed the shaft of light up to agrating set in the sonewall above
his couch, and he could see alittle piece of sky softly blue therewith aplump littlecloud sallinginit, likea
duck in apond. There came upon him awave of nostalgia Oh, to see afriendly face-or one homely
thing, even atorn piece of newspaper lying on the cellar floor! But what use were such wishes? Thirty
centuries lay between those things and himself—Iay like an ocean between a shipwrecked sailor and his
homeand.

And then came other thoughts, his naturd fund of curiogity arising in him once again. After dl, thisage
was areaction againgt his own. There had been two extremes, that was all history would say of it. Truth
lay in neither, but in some middle gentler path. Mankind would find the road in time—say another
thousand years or more. But what difference to him now? In afew more hours he would be dead.
Presently the young men would comefor him and he would be their sacrifice for some fancied wrong. In
his weakened condition the whole thing struck him as unutterably pathetic, and tearswelled into hiseyes
until they were brushed away as the bitter bracing humor of the situation dawned upon him. As he mused,
he was startled to notice a shadow pass across the window grating. He thought he heard low voices.

Now in aningant he wasfull of lively fears. He would not be taken to his deeth so tamely asthisl He
turned over on the couch to get upon hisfeet and felt ahard object beneath him. He felt and brought
forth hisrevolver which hefell a once to examining—ears and senses attuned to hints of danger, though
nothing further came. The weapon was an air-pistol firing .22 cdiber lead dugs. It was deadly only at
very close ranges—thirty feet or less, perhaps—and the extending lever compressed enough air for ten
shots. It was something, at al events. Hagtily he worked the lever, loaded and pulled the trigger to hear a
satisfying "smack” of the lead againg the sonewall.

Now hismind wasworking full tilt and he brought the file from hisbelt and turned to the grating



above his couch. If he could sever the bars he could manage to squeeze through the window! To his
amazement these bars proved to be made of wood—and his heart lifted in hope. The saw was out of his
belt and he was a work in an ingtant. By dint of much arm ache, he severed four of the barsin as many
minutes. Day was now dawning gpace and a panic of haste seized him. Then he brought the hand-axe
into play and with three blows smashed the remaining wood in the window. As he did so a shadow
approached and aface wasthrust forward, blocking out the light. Winters crouched below with pistol
pointed, finger on trigger.

"Here heid" said the person in shadow. Winters recognized the voice of the Chief Forester and held
hisfire

"Take my hand, stranger, and climb up out of there. We have been looking for you half an hour. Oh,
have no fear, we will not permit you to come to harm!™

But Winterswas cautious. "Who will protect me?"

"Hurry, stranger! Y ou havefalen afoul of our young hotheadsin the orig—I blame mysdlf for not
taking grester thought—but there are ahundred Oldsters here with me. Y ou will be safe with us.”

And now Winters permitted himsdlf to be helped through the window and up into thefull light of
morning. He was surrounded by men who gazed at him with interest and respect. Their attitude calmed
hislast suspicions.

"Wemust hurry," said the Forester. "The younger menwill resst us, | am afraid. Let usreach my
own house as soon as possible.”

The party started across the clearing. Two young men appeared suddenly in the doorway of a
building near by. At the sght of Wintersin the midst of the Oldstersthey turned and raced off in separate
directions, shouting some indigtinguishable cry asthey ran.

"We mus go fagter than thid"

A short fat man with ared face and reddish hair put his arm beneath Winters shoulders and half
carried him aong. Hisface was familiar, and Winters remembered the man he had seen in the televisor
the day before. His strength was enormous and his energy indefatigable—atie that drew Wintersto him
inthisage of indolence. "I am Stalvyn of Higtory at the next orig,” he boomed at Winters asthey hurried
aong. "You are so vauable to methat | hope you do not mind if | take a persond interest in your
protection!™

They had a quarter of amileto go and had half accomplished the distance when amob of shouting
youths burst from behind a house just ahead of them. Therewas apause asif their natural disinclination
to physica exertion might even yet prevent the clash. But their leaders evidently were urging them on and
suddenly they charged down amid ashower of stones and waving clubs. In an instant the shock wasfelt
and afurious melee commenced—a primitive angry fight without science or direction.

Two youths best an e derly man sensdesswith clubs, then sprang in unison upon the next victim.
Some mature, full-muscled bull of aman ran berserk among striplings, crushing themin hisgreat amsor
flaling figts like hams at their onrushing faces. Asthey fought, they kept moving toward their objective
and had gone dmost another hundred yards before the youths retreated. The superior numbers of the
older ones had swung the balance.

Fifty men, however, were al that remained around the Chief Forester. The others had elther deserted
the fight or been injured—yperhapskilled, thought Winters, looking back at a score of il figureslying on
the earth. The youths had retired only a hundred feet and still kept pace with the fugitives. Fresh bands of
young men were hurrying from every direction, and in only amatter of minutes the attack would
recommence with the odds on the other sdethistime.

Winters and Stalvyn, his self-gppointed bodyguard, had not taken part in the struggle, for they had
been in the center of the rescue party. Now they worked to the front of the party where the Forester
strode aong determinedly. Winters showed his pistol. "With thisthing | can kill them asthey run there.
Shdl | useit, Sr?’

The Forester grunted. "Kill them, then. They are coming now to kill you!"

As he spoke, the mob of youths rushed upon them in amurderous fury. The elder men closed
together in acompact mass and Winters shot into the front rank of the attackers, three of whom toppled



over and thereby lessened the shock of the charge, for those who followed tripped over the falen. Then
Stavyn and the Forester stepped forward, and around these immovable figures the fight raged. Winters
crouched behind them, swiftly pulled back hislever, loaded bullets and pulled thetrigger likean
automaton in anightmare. Cries of passion and pain mingled with the thud of blows and the panting gasps
of thefighters. It was a savage scene, the more shocking because of the unfitness of these quiet people
for such work.

Suddenly the atackers withdrew sullenly, bearing injured with them. Two dozen remaining Oldsters
looked dazedly around—ifree now to proceed to shelter. Fifty or more figures lay about on the ground
and the Forester called out to the watchersin the windows to come and give first-aid to friend and foe
alike. Thiswork was commenced at once, but with characteristic downess, and he led hislittle band to
the door of hishouse and insde.

"Givethe stranger somefood and drink, Stalvyn," drawled atal, thin man with ungainly limbs, who
proved to be the biologist from an orig nearly athousand milesaway. "If | know our Y outh they would
never have wasted sustenance on aman who was so soon to die!" and he smiled alazy sardonic smile a
Winters as he placed in hishands atumbler full of brown liquid. "Drink it without fear. It will both
gimulate and nourish.”

Winterswasin agtate of collapse now and Stalvyn had to help him drink and then carried him over
to acouch. The biologist soent afew minutes examining him. "He must rest,” he announced. "There will
be no questions asked him today. | will prepare some medicine for him." Whereupon everyone |eft the
room and Winters swallowed more drink and dropped fathoms deep in dumber. A man was st to guard
the door of hisroom and the biologist tended him day and night. For afull week he was not permitted to
wake. He had vague impressions as he dept of being rolled over, bathed, fed, massaged and watched
ove—impressionsthat were as dreamsin an ordinary deep. Under such expert ministration the thin
cheeksfilled out and the wasted flesh became plump and smooth.

When Winters awoke it was |ate afternoon. His blood pulsed strongly through his body and he was
wide awake the instant his eyes opened. There on astool were set out his clothes, and he got to hisfeet
and dressed. Hisbdlt still contained the pistol and hatchet aswell asthe smaller tools. Fedling like anew
man, he strode to the door and opened it. Immediately he was surrounded in another room by a swarthy
group of adozen of the greatest scientists in the world—for the news had by this time spread everywhere
and there had been timefor travel from even the most distant points. Therefollowed along period of
guestions and examinations. Stalvyn and the historians plied Winters with posers asto the life and habits
of hisworld; the biologists demanded the secret of his deeping potion and control of the period of
suspended animation. He was put before the fluoroscope and his appendix photographed; his
measurements were taken and plaster molds of hishand, foot and head were cast for a permanent
record.

Throughit dl Winters had afeding of consummeation—thiswas one of the things he had planned
when he st off on hisvoyage into the future. Here was sane intelligence taking advantage of hiswork
and respecting him for his exploit. But one thing was lacking completely. He had no sense of belonging to
these people. He had hoped to find godsin human form living in Utopia. Instead, here were men with
everyday human passions and weaknesses. True, they had progressed since his day—but hisinsatiable
curiosity itched to learn what the future might produce.

After an evening med which al partook together, Wintersretired to hisroom with the Chief Forester,
the biologist, and Stalvyn. There the four men sat talking lazily.

"What do you plan to do now?" drawled the biologist.

Winterssighed. "I don't know exactly.”

"I would ask you to settle down in my orig here," remarked the Forester, "but most of our young
people and many of the Oldsters who should know better hold you to blame for the recent troubles. | am
helpless before them.”

"Hold meto blame!" exclamed Wintersbitterly. "What had | to do with it?"

"Nothing, perhaps. But the principle of the rights of the new Generation is till unsettled. The Council
of Youth is obstinate and must be brought to see the sensible side of the matter. Their leaders pretend



you, in some way, have been brought here to persuade them to cut down treesright and left at the whim
of the nearest Oldster. Whereit will end, | cannot say."

Stavyn laid afriendly hand on his shoulder. "Human nature is seldom reasonable. Of coursethereis
no logicin their atitude. Forget it! Wewill get you quietly into an airship and you shal come away from
here and live with me. Together we will review and rewrite the history of your tunes asit has never been
donel”

"Stop amoment! Do you mean that | shal have to escape secretly from thisvillage?!

The others looked sheepish and the Forester nodded his head. "I am hel plessin the matter. | could
get perhaps twenty or thirty men to do my bidding—but you see, most of the villagerswill not concern
themsalves with your fate. It istoo much trouble to bother about it at al."

"Arethey afrad of the youngsters?'

"No, of course not! They greetly outnumber the youths. They merely are not willing to work beyond
the village figure of one hour and fifty minutes aday, so they say. I'm afraid you will not find any mento
take your side except the four of us and a handful of my oldest men. That's the way the world is made,
you know!" and he shrugged his shoulders expressively.

"Itisasmple matter to escape from thishouse," suggested the biologist. "Why not tour quietly
around the globe and see our entire world before you decide upon your future plans?’

Winters shook his head wearily. "I thank you for your kindness, gentlemen. | would never find a
placefor mysdlf inthisage. | gave up my own agefor the sake of anidedl. | am searching for the secret
of happiness. | tried to find it here, but you do not know it any more than we did three thousand years
ago. Therefore| shall say good-bye and go on to some future period. In perhaps five thousand years |
ghdl awakeninatimemoreto my liking."

"Can your body support another long period of emaciation?' drawled the biologit. "To judge from
your appearance you have hardly aged at all during your last deep-but . . . five thousand years!"

"| fed asif | werealittle older than when | [eft my own times—perhaps ayear or two. Thanksto
your attention | am again in excdlent hedth. Yes, | should be able to survive the orded once again.”

"Man! Oh man!" groaned the redheaded Stalvyn. "I would give my right hand to take a place with
you! But | have my duty to my own times."

"Isyour hiding place near here?' asked the Forester.

"Yes. But | prefer to tell no onewhereit is—not even you three. It iswell hidden and you cannot
hdpme"

"l can!" put inthe biologist. "1 studied your metabolism asyou lay unconscious dl thisweek and |
have prepared aformula. From it | shall make adrink for you to take with you. When—or if—you wake
from your long deep you must swallow it. It will restore your vitdity enormoudy in afew hours™

"Thank you," said Winters. "That might make al the difference between success and failure.”

"How are you going to reach your hiding place? Suppose some youth sees you and
follows—remembering old grudges as youth can?'

"I must leave here secretly just before dawn,” said Wintersthoughtfully. "1 know in agenerd way
whereto go. By daylight | shal be close by and shal have hidden myself forever long before anyonein
thevillageisawake."

"Well—l et us hope so! When will you start?!

"Tomorrow morning!"

They parted for the night with many alast word of caution and advice. Winters lay down to deep and
it seemed only afew seconds before the Forester stood over him shaking him awake. He arose and
made sure of such things as he was to take with him. Stalvyn and the biologist were on hand in the
darkness—they did not dare show alight—and Winterstook alight breakfast and said his good-byes.
The three friends watched his body become shadowy against the trees and vanish into the dark night.

Winters walked with great care along the hard-surfaced roadway for dmost an hour. He was sure he
had made not the dightest sound. When hefelt he must be near the right spot, he left the road for the
woods, waiting impatiently for the graying east to brighten. He spent half an hour in the shrubbery beside
the road before he could see clearly enough to proceed. Just before he turned away, he glanced from his



leafy hiding place back aong the stretch of highway. In the distance, to his horror, he observed two
figureshurrying toward him!

With panting fear he dipped back into the woods and cruised over the ground looking for hisone
particular tree trunk out of all those thousands. Seconds seemed like hours, and his ears were strained
back for some sign of his pursuers. Sweating, panting, heart pounding, he ran backward and forward in
an agony of directionless movement.

Then he became frantic and hurried faster and faster until hisfoot caught some piece of stone and
sent him sprawling. He rose to his knees and stopped there, frozen, for he heard voices! They were still
distant, but he dared not rise. His eyesfell upon the stone over which he had stumbled. It wasflat and
thick and rather square in outline. Some marks appeared on the top-badly worn by weather. He brushed
adde afew dead leaveslistlesdy, hopelesdy, and before his startled eyes there leaped the following
legend:

Cardtairs, agardener, lies here—faithful servant to the end—he was buried at this spot upon hisown
request.

Buried here at his own request—poor old Cargtairs! Could it be? If this grave were directly above
his underground chamber, then there, only fifty feet to the south, must lie the entrance! He crawled with
desperate hope over the soft ground. Sure enough, there was afamiliar tree with aleaf-filled depression
at itsbase! The voiceswere approaching now as he dithered desperately into the hole, pushing the
drifted leaves before him with hisfeet. Then he gathered a great armful of leaves scraped from each side
and sank out of sight, holding his screen in place with one hand. With the other hand he reached for some
pieces of cut roots and commenced weaving a support for the leaves. He was half done when his heart
stood still at the sound of voices close by. He could not make out the words but waited breathlessy
second after second. Then he heard the voi ces again—receding!

Winter came and the frogs found their deeping places benesth the mud of thelittle pond that lay
where once there was the lake. With the next spring, the great tree began spreading anew mat of roots
to choke forever the entrance to that lead-lined chamber where, in utter blackness, adtill figurelay ona
couch. The degper'slast hazy thoughts had taken him back in his dreamsto his own youth, and the
wax-white face wore afaint amile, asif Winters had at last found the secret of human happiness.

BOOK TWO
Master of the Brain

CHAPTER 1
Eight Thousand Years!

It was redlly acharming scene. Some huge hickories overshadowed it to the north and a grest
sequoiatowered on the west, secluding the natural clearing to the warm southeast winds. Over itsfloors
ran vines whose bright green leaves and clumps of partridge berries showed red in the midsummer sun.
All around-the wilderness! At thefoot of abank of mountain laurel was adight depression in the carpet
of brown leaves, asif water settled there in heavy rains. No human habitation nor any vestige of the
human touch was observabl e through the undergrowth in any direction. Thiswas strange, for the spot
was once on the map as a fashionable suburb of New Y ork City.

To atwentieth-century observer another thing would have been noti ceable—the woods were of
natural growth, but the sequoiais anative of the Caifornia coast. To the squirrels who frequented the
trees, the sequoiawas no stranger; it had stood there through thousands of squirrel generations and was
now as natural asthe hickories. One red squirrel, nosing for last year's nuts near the tangle of laurd,
stopped dl motion suddenly and eyed the depression in the ground rather sharply.

Something strange going on! Away like astreak of fire, he darted hafway up atal sapling, and he
hung upside down swearing like his betters. Nothing happened. Then he ran down again and over to the
depression; he cocked alistening ear afull sixty seconds. Suddenly he leaped away and madefor his



tree. As he did so, the solid earth showed raw benegth the covering of dead leaves and a hole appeared
into which the sunlight poured.

A shock of gray hair showed below the ground. It rose dowly, asaplant might push its slem up
through the earth in spring, coming through with earth and leaves sticking to it and smelling of along
hibernation bel ow the ground. But this was not a plant—the hair belonged to a head and the head to the
body of an old man, and thiswas so contrary to proper reason and conduct that the red squirrel stopped
his chatter of protest and made off for more safe and sane portions of the forest. In deathly stillnessthe
man brushed leaves and dirt from his person with apainfully dow and feeble motion and stood looking
about him in bewilderment.

A scraggly crop of whiskers covered the lower part of hisface; but the mouth showed firm and
sengitive and the thin, aristocratic nose loomed sentind-like over the tangle. His hands were thin and
terribly emaciated. Long nails, soiled with recent earth, grew unevenly from the delicate and tapered
fingers. He was dressed in aleather jacket and heavy, Slklike breeches of dark green, ending in leather
leggings. In spite of the earth stains the man wasimmaculatdly dressed—incongruoudy so, for hisface
was lined and wrinkled and his body was wasted and thin. With faltering steps he made hisway to agray
mass-covered boulder and sat down, still staring about him asif he were amazed by everything he saw.
Thethin white lips moved dightly and a barely audible whisper escaped:

"Gone! All gone! Eight thousand years! And nothing but wilderness!”

His thoughts went back to the pain and agony of his awakening, three days ago, down there beneath
the ground. He could not remember it dl, but fragments of visions came and went. That first reaching for
the reviving medicine when the violet-rays had waked him! To move his hand ten inches—what an
incredible journey that had been! Inch after inch, hour after hour, hisfingers had crawled, dragging the
powerless arm after them. And how had he ever succeeded in getting the bottle to Ms mouth? He could
not remember that. His eyes had seen ared mist and his body trembled in every part with an agonized
determination of will-driven effort that passed beyond reasoning. When he came wesekly to his senseshe
felt the miracle was complete. A dight turn of the sopper had permitted a stream of liquid to enter his
open mouth and burn there—for he could not swallow! But enough had trickled down histhroat, even if
gtill more had wet his couch.

That medicine—hisfriend the biologist had prepared it five thousand years ago in the village among
the treesfor thisvery need of his. (All dead and gone and then: very village forgotten now—for about him
was no longer the regularly spaced grove of those men of the trees whose botanica genius had found an
easer way to grow food than by cropping the soil.) That medicine had sent him into adrugged deep from
which he awoke in afew hours, strong enough to reach for another drink.

Three days he had rested, recovering his strength and subduing hisimpatience to see what changes
the years had brought, up above. Then he had donned fresh clothes from the vacuum chamber which had
preserved them from the fate that had befallen the tattered rags he awokein, leaving the lead-lined
chamber fifty feet below to feast his twentieth-century eyes upon aworld surdly transformed by five
millennia

With what eagerness he had made his way up the stone-walled tunnel, scraping and pushing at the
drifted earth. And now—here hewas! Histime-journey was over, for unless he could rebuild his
chamber he must live out such days as remained to him right where he was. The eight thousand years
since the chamber had been built here had done too much damage. He shuddered anew as he thought of
that lead pipe covered with deep white-powdered cracks. What amiracle it had not given way beforeits
purpose wasfulfilled! A mere matter of ahundred years one way or the other! Suddenly his bent body
seemed to straighten and his head was held higher.

"Come!" he said adoud to the silent woods. "This patch of shrubbery isnot the wholeworld! Be off
with you, Norman Winters, and see what isto be seen!™

The voice was deep-pitched, but thin in tone, and sounded asiif the man were testing his voca organs
rather than addressing anyone. But the words awakened anew dl the little forest voices. The squirrels
commenced scolding vociferoudy, asif protesting againgt this gpparition from benegth the ground turning
out to be only another animal.



Winters cocked an ear to the friendly sounds and smiled as he pushed hisway through the shrubbery
toward the east. He was |ooking for something and presently he came upon it—agreet highway of green
glass siretching north and south asfar as the eye could see. This much was exactly as he had found it on
hisfirst emergence from the chamber five thousand years ago. But no—not exactly the same, after all!
There was adreary unused appearance about it. Along the margins|lay drifted refuse of the
centuries-falen branches, streaks of sand, litter of leaves—and close to the vitreous edge shrubs grew
and occasiondly large trees.

He stamped hisfeet on the five-thousand-year-old surface and marveled at its durability. Feding lost
in the emptiness of the world he set off northward and after an hour's dow walking came to agreat crack
in the highway, beyond which a section hundreds of yards long was uptorn and splintered asif by an
earthquake—or could it have been abomb? He was near the village he had visited so many years ago so
he looked about hopefully for sgns of human beings, but in vain. Not the dightest trace of the village
remained. Neather stick nor stone gave indication of ancient human occupation; he saw only the
wilderness on each side of the hard pavement.

The fresh air and the exercise had set his duggish blood to circulating briskly, and some color had
appeared in his pale cheeks. He sat down to rest his aching muscles and to chew a pellet of condensed
food from his pocket. What should he do now? He had enough food for afew days and some smple
toolsin hisbdt. Should he settle down at this point and build himself a hut and gather nuts and fruit from
the forest and shoot game for meat? He shook his head determinedly. Somewhere in this new world
there were people. He must find them! Very sadly and soberly he continued hiswalking—choosing to
continue northward—and did not see the flying ship pass so slently overhead, to vanish over thetree
topson theright.

But the ship had seen him. It was small and like ashiny metd cigar. It had been cruising low over the
forest and upon sighting the man bel ow had banked sharply and siwung around behind him and to the
right, so that its shadow would not apprise him of its gpproach. Silent as an owl it floated fifty feet up and
like abird of prey it swooped down . . .

To Wintersthe shock was breathtaking—a great net of tough silk cord descended from the sky and
ettled upon him. Then he was swept off hisfeet and borne high into the air within the compass of amere
second. For amoment he had an upside-down view of the world benegath, as he hung, dangling and
swaying; then hefdt himsdf drawn up swiftly and through adoorway in the floor of the ship which closed
after him noisily. Helay on thefloor of the cabin near the tail where twenty feet away stood an apparition
dressed in the most glowing shades of gold and scarlet. 1ts smooth satin trousers were scarlet, and its
shapely legs were encased in gold. Gold, too, was the flowing shirt beneath the scarlet jacket and on its
head was ahelmet of golden metd. The face was youthful and of great beauty, but whether man or
woman Winters could not decide. The body, likewise, was soft and full yet in anamelessway sexlessto
Winters twentieth-century eyes.

He was too stunned to make any attempt to escape from the capturing net. After watching him a
moment with hard, eager eyes his captor pulled a cord and Wintersfelt the net |loosen. In afew moments
he stood shakily on hisfeet and made atentative step forward. His outstretched hand touched free air, so
hiseyestold him, yet it felt hard and unyielding as glass. With a startled exclamation he tried again and an
amused smile parted the lips of the figure at the forward end of the cabin.

"Have you never seen the barrier ray before, wilding?'

The English words were amost unrecognizable in that soft blurred accent, though the voice was low
and sweet. Winters first thought: So she'sawoman, then! Not for asecond or two did the familiar
gyllables connect themsalvesin hismind with his own language. Then with agtart of surprisehe said,
"What do you want with me? Where are you taking me?"

She amiled again. "What do we dwayswant of you wildings?*

"l don't know what you mean!"

"Nonsense! Y ou must have heard that we have hunted you for five hundred years and you must
know what we are about! Y ou were very easy, wilding! What ever persuaded you to walk in the middie
of the great highway? Didn't you know you would be caught?*



Winters thought rapidly amoment. Wilding—that must mean he had been taken for aman who lives
in the woods here. Good enough! But why were such men hunted? He smiled disarmingly.

"Why should | fear to be caught?1 am doing no wrong."

"Wrong! Y ou are not living in the city doing your work and conforming to the laws of civilization, are
you?Youarenot . .." (Shethought amoment of silence) . . . by theway, where were you waking to?'

"I wanted to find the nearest city, of course.”

"Oh!" She eyed his unkempt beard doubtfully, then turned hesitatingly to the control board of the ship
and pushed a button. She smiled at Winters saucily. "Y ou did seem rather quiet; | have had wildings
amost wreck the cabin. But of course, if you were looking for acity . . . there's none better than where
we are going. We don't usudly have such an easy time making convertsto civilization. | have released the
barrier ray and you may come forward with me now, if you wish. But do not touch anything!"

His brain bewildered with the hidden secrets of policy thus haf reveded, Winterswas soon
comfortably seated |ooking down at the miles of forest, while the ship speeded due north.

His new friend introduced herself as Vayaand seemed to be avery pleasant person. She spent so
little time guiding the ship and paid such dight attention to its controls that he questioned her about their
course.

"WegototheBran," shereplied smply. "Hewill guide us.

"Thebran?'

Vaya stared amoment, then smiled. " Surely you must know . . . why, how quaint! Have you never
heard of the Brain?"

"No."

"But for the past ten centuriesit has ruled the world—does newstravel so dowly in the wilderness?’

"I do not get much news—I live... by mysdf, you see. Tell me about it."

"How quaint! No onewill beievethiswhen | tdl it! TheBrainis... well, It isamachine that includes
every function of the human brain and surpassesit in most things. It istotaly unpregjudiced and absolutely
infalible. The government of our civilization has been given over toit. Only by Its guidance have we been
able to reduce the working hours of mankind to one hour aweek. Think of that, wilding! Y ou arefreeto
livein our city and enjoy dl its comforts and such luxuries and pleasures as you have never imagined—all
at the price of one hour's easy labor each week! | know you will say there are other cities—but oursis
the actua residence of the Brain. Other cities throughout the world are mere stations controlled by It.
Surely you would prefer to livein the center of the civilized world?”

Some familiar touch reminded Winters of the old-fashioned salestak of hisown times. What its
purpose could be he did not know—could not imagine—but one thing was certain: He had been hunted
and captured and was now being persuaded to live in some city. He decided to say absolutely nothing
about hisown affairsuntil he could learn more.

"Whereisyour city?' he asked.

"Haf an hour to the north, besde the Great Falls"

"But thisbrain ... do you obey it whether you likeit or not?*

He noticed asudden furtive glance toward the ceiling where asmall black box protruded. His
companion's voice had adight tremor in it as she answered.

"Certainly ... the Great Brain isinfalible. Who would want to act contrary to reason?"

Winters perssted in his questions and found her strangdly averse to discussing this phase of their life.
Heturned his attention to the landscape spread out below. Presently he made out awhite mark far ahead
st againgt the green ground. Asthey drew closer, this proved to be agreat wall hundreds of feet in
height. It evidently surrounded the city of their destination, for the familiar outlines of Niagaralay besde
it. Over the city adome of clear glass stretched like a bubble, and Winters could make out buildings and
greetsingde. The airship settled lower and lower and presently landed gently, closeto the city wal at a
point where ahuge archway broke its smooth contour. Vayaleft him amoment and returned with atall
man dressed in green and scarlet Silk.

"Thisis Supervisor Contrig,”" shesaid. "Hewill show you our city and, no doubt, invite you to join us
hereif you wish." With aflashing smile she turned to attend to her ship, whereupon Winters set off on



foot with his new guide—alean and sdlow fellow whom he somehow didiked at first Sght. They walked
up to the great gate in the hot sunshine where two scarlet and gold men stared at him curioudly asthey
pulled the opening lever. A door opened and they entered the city.

"Why, it'scool!" exclamed Winters.

"Of course, wilding! Did you think we would be content with whatever nature pleased to give usin
the way of westher?"

They walked down a street toward the center of the city, flanked on both sides by factory buildings
and workshops. The street was made of green glass and the buildings of white composition—the same as
the city wal. But insde the buildings, plainly visible through great glass windows, there spread to hisview
ascenelike the dreams of amad architect—Ilike theinsde of amuseum of machinery dl in automatic
operation. Strange inventions and refinements of ancient mechanisms sprang up in window after window.
Herewas materid to ddight his historian's soul—the very kind of future civilization that dreamers and
prophets had imagined back in the twentieth century—athrilling vista of wonders and a consummation of
the mechanicd evolution.

The street ended in a cross avenue, which curved beyond the sight and evidently encircled the city.
Not many men were visible even here, and those Winters saw were hurrying along about their affairs.
Moving platforms at three different speeds ran in both directions and a stationary sdewak flanked them.
On each sderosethe buildings, great blocks of masonry which ended in graceful towers of shimmering
meta and glass, close under the roof. The sunlight streamed through and glittered on the towers. Winters
saw an airship pass overhead above the glass. Winters asked where the workers were. "In their
workrooms, of course,” said Contrig. "1 will show you." Heled the way into one of the buildings and
guided Winters along a corridor. Thewallswere of glass and, looking through, he observed the "labors’
of thesefolk of the hundredth century. Each person sat on soft cushions or lay on couchesin private
cubicles—some dept, some leaned over the partition talking or playing some kind of game on aboard
with their neighbors! The dresses were luxurious and of soft tones, setting off the remarkable beauty of
their wearers. But as a picture of men at work, it conformed with none of Winters preconceived idess.

"These people are a work," said Contrig and, at Winters raised eyebrows, continued. "While on
duty each must devote perhaps an hour aday to histask. During that time he may not leave the
workrooms." (He used aword: labray, which Winters had to have explained.) "After aweek at work
come five weeks of rest and recreation-usualy at the pleasure pdaceswhich | shall show you later."

"But what work do they do?"

"See that young woman—there! She has stopped her relaxation and is getting up to tend the
distribution board. Sheis gpportioning averages for the reserve stores. And that elderly man is collating
ordersfor the Karmavats and routing them through the automatic machines. Most of the work, of
course, isvery light and agreegblein nature. There is some heavy work—machine designing and so forth
under the guidance of the Brain—which isdone only by our highest ranks. | as a supervisor am privileged
to do such work," and he smiled, as Winters thought, in a precious smug fashion.

The pleasure palaces proved to be a combination of resort hotel and Mudim paradise devoted in
equa proportionsto drinking and making love. All very well once in awhile, Winters thought, but day
after day for fiveweeks. . . | He scarcely noted the things they passed until they cameto a grest
reception room thronged with people. Here they stood a minute |ooking about them. Winters had an
ideax

"But the more serious-minded men . . . scientigts, planners. . . where are they?!

The supervisor stared haughtily. "Thisisthe city of the Brain!™ he said. "How should mere men hope
to better Hiswork? Heisinfdlible—we are full of human weskness and frailties”

"I should not liketo live here!" said Winters decidedly.

"That is asyou please. We should be glad to have you, but . . . that isthe way out, over there. You
cant missit," and heturned on his hedl.

CHAPTER 2



The Pleasur e Palaces

The direction seemed exactly wrong to Winters. He started down the passage indicated, however,
and had not gonefifty feet when asmdl, arched door set in from the wall opened acrack and awhite
finger crooked itsdlf at him. Hesitantly he paused and stared at the dark crack, but could see nothing
except that beckoning hand. He stepped to the door and it opened before him to reved aman in flaming
crimson silk. He placed hisfingersto his ears and made a quieting sound with hislips—a curious gesture
which Winters understood to mean secrecy.

"Y ou are thewilding who camein today? Good! | seeyou did not likeour . . . life here! That enables
meto trust you. There are otherswho do not likeit. If | save your lifewill you help us change ours?!

He peered eagerly a Winters, histhin hawklike nose and high cheekbones giving him a particularly
shrewd look. Winters was nonplussed.

"I don't know what you mean! If you should save my life | would, | suppose, be grateful and return
the favor if | could.”

"Good! Then I'll saveit for you. Turn yourself around and hurry back to the Supervisor and tell him
you have changed your mind-that you want at |east one vacation at the Pleasure Paace. Hurry!"

"But | haven't changed it!"

"Fool! | saveyour lifeand risk mine by telling you! Do you suppose the end of this passage leads
back to your wilderness? Do you suppose the Brain ever lets aman escape onceits fingers clutch him?
Death awaits at the end of your passage, wilding! Hurry back, man, hurry!"

Suddenly Wintersfound himsalf pushed out and the door closed softly behind him. In the crimson
man's face he had seen truth and force. Winters hastened to retrace his steps. In a panic he found his way
to the big hall but Contrig had disappeared. He hurried over to the passage a ong which they had come
together and was relieved to see him at the other end of it. He caught up with him in afew minutesand
plucked at his deeve, panting.

The Supervisor was atrifle suspicious of such asudden conversion and Winters sweated out his
smulated desire for the fleshpots until he succeeded in disgusting even himself. But he succeeded in
soothing Contrig's scruples and brought a smile of unclean amusement to the man'sface.

So it happened that within the hour Wintersfound himself seeted in acubicle of hisownwith a
capableif flirtatious young woman leaning over his shoulder and showing him how to route food from
automatic factories to distributing centers. Asatask it was puerile and in ten minutes was wearily
obvious. But hisingtructress remained some little time after that . . . Wintersrevised his estimate asto the
sex quanta of these people of the future! Outward appearance, he decided, was no sure guidein such
matters.

For two hours he sat watching the control board and spent three minutes of that time correcting an
error inrouting. Therest of the time he did nothing.

Presently agong struck and he observed through the glass partitions that his neighbors pushed
various buttons set in asilver pand on the wal. He knocked at the glass and the man in the next cubicle
came over and lowered it out of the way.

"What iseveryone doing?'

"Food, wilding. Y ou order what you want to eat. Shal | order for you thisfirst time?' and amusedly
he leaned over the partition and pushed three buttons.

In five minutes the pand swung aside and there stood a set of diding shelves with drink and food.
Winters had three dishes to choose from and found one highly spiced and the other two inspid. He was
hungry, however, and ate nearly everything and found the drink delicious-though heady. He was deepy
and noticed his neighbor attach a gold bracel et and anklet to himself and fall luxurioudy back on his
couch.

He asked whether it was the deep period and was informed that aworker could degp any time he
wanted to, but that he must put on the Brain's controlsif he did so. Then he observed that afinewireled
from the gold bracelet to a plug in the main control pand of the cubicle.



"When the panel callsfor attention, an ectric shock wakes you up. Probably you will have nothing
to do now until tomorrow morning, but while you are on duty you must be dways available.

Winters thanked him and put on the gold bands and was instantly in adegp dumber. It lasted afull
twenty hours, for it was aready morning when a sharp pain woke him. He looked around for a dazed
moment and noticed ared light over his pand. Then hiswhole being was aroused by the indignity of the
electric shock which brought him to hisfeet in ahurry. He removed the anklet and wristlet and resumed
hisduties.

There was fifteen minutes routine work and just as hefinished it the gong struck. He went over to the
food pand and pushed every button on it, for he was ravenous. No man could have consumed all that
food, but he left what he did not eat to be removed with the other dishes on the diding shelf. He was
enormoudly bored with the life he led. There was nothing he could see outside of his cubicle except his
neighbors on right and |eft. He discovered, however, one pane on thewall below the glasswhich he had
not seen before and he asked hisright-hand neighbor what its purpose might be.

"That isyour news and amusement control.”

"What doesit do?'

"Pressthelower button and see!”

Hedid so and ingtantly a six-foot space on one side became suffused with light and voices spoke.
After a gtartled second he perceived that a play was going on somewhere and was being relayed on the
screen and loudspesker. He sat down to watch it when he heard his neighbor rap on the glass partition,
which he lowered by moving alever.

"Better put on your controls,” the man warned and nodded at the panel board.

Winters donned the anklet and bracelet once more and did not take them off again while he remained
on duty. The play proved uninteresting after the first ten minutes—it was dl about the problems of a
woman with seven lovers—so he pressed another button and saw on the screen a great sweep of
country asif seen from an airship. Thiswas more to histaste and he watched, absorbing the broad
sretches of forest and catching his breath when the white walls of agrest city cameto view. Then on
over asheet of open water and cruising above charming idands set in sgpphire seas. It wastravel made
easy! Thereafter he spent most of histime watching the screen, while avoice explained the sghtsand
named the towns that were passed. For aweek he ate and dept, did hislittle business at the controls and
enjoyed the travelogue. It was arestful and quiet way of life and he gained strength daily.

Winters learned agreat deal about this civilization during hisweek in the work-cubicle. The Brain
was housed in an imposing structure in the center of the city. It had grown from asmall beginning and
was gill growing, now occupying amost haf acubic milewith its millions of banks of sdenium cells,
thought records, contact switches, idea-association relays and a dozen other parts the principles of which
were beyond his understanding. From this brain was controlled, very literally controlled, the whole planet.
Every city intheworld had arelay station through which this central brain dictated its policiesand
determined its degtiny.

In the citiesmillions of observing and sound-detecting fixtures were hidden in walls and cellings. No
detail of action escaped the Brain; no sooner did a problem or crisis arise than its solution was presented
by the dl-seeing lord of life. Even the planes, Winterslearned, carried an observation box and in the
event of an attempt by the pilot to leave his ship or in any way disobey his orders an enormous charge of
explosives was detonated-destroying ship and ill-doer together. On the other hand, no action of virtue
escaped notice and reward. Such men were promoted to the highest ranks and they enjoyed great
privilege and powers.

Thefirgt rank was that of Supervisor; these people had entire control over the workers hours and the
alotment of duties. Above them were the pilots of airships and men of action-explorers, missonaries (for
the few remaining people in the wilderness were congtantly being coaxed into the cities) and artigts,
including musicians, painters, playwrights, and actors. Still higher were the mechanics and scientists, and
at the head of dl were the educators, who supposedly controlled the teaching and training of the young
and the preparation of datawith which the Brain itself was supplied. But thisfunction had long been
debased into amere forma acceptance of the suggestions put forward asthinly velled commands by the



Bran.

Each class wore characteristic colors. The Supervisors wore red and green; the men of action
dressed in gold and scarlet; the artists, pure blue; the scientists, sheer white; and the educators, gleaming
black. Asfor the workers, the materia of their clothes was not of such ahigh luster and the colors were
more varied—but kept below a certain undefined standard of brilliance, mainly in pastel shades.

Winters once asked his right-hand neighbor, with whom he became rather friendly, "What rank is
dressed in bright crimson?”

With agtart of surprise the man looked at him and then furtively glanced at the corner of hiscubicle.
With downcast eyes hereplied, That isthe color of the Brain. Only His persona mechanicsdressin
crimson. We have nothing to do with them. | am surprised you have even seen one, for they seldom walk
inpublic."

And he refused to talk about the matter further, athough Winterswasfull of curiosity and questions.
Winters eyed the corner of his cubicle speculatively, supposing that a detecting device must be concealed
there. But if so, it was subtly concealed, for the ceiling and walls met in a perfectly smooth joint. Hedid a
great ded of thinking about the state of this civilization—it was curioudy like twentieth-century ideas of
Heaven!

Herewas a sort of infalible deity-all-knowing, omnipresent. A persond God, in fact. He punished
and rewarded without error. The labor was so dight asto amount to perpetud leisure. The workers
could scarcely wish for more luxury or comfort, yet Wintersfelt an uncomfortable sort of resentment
about it all and he could readily understand an attempted revolt such as the crimson man had hinted at on
theday of hisarriva inthecity.

The human race did not redlly need a God to show them how to live, Winters thought. What was
needed was an unsolved problem on which mankind could exercise itsingenuity and inventiveness. Only
by work could it evolve to ahigher plane of existence. He—the observer of the centuries asthey
passed—saw thistruth so plainly that he wondered at the stupidity of the human race in permitting itself
to befed and housed like cattle. He had begun to fedl some warmth on this subject and began to wish
that he might see the crimson man once more when hiswork period ended.

Supervisor Contrig gave him hisrelease orders. ™Y ou will go firdt to the clothes studio and be
dressed properly. Then find the South Pleasure Palace and ask for your accommodeation. It is booked
under your own name, Winters. Y ou have done your work well enough so you now merit the fruits of
labor—haha! | hope you enjoy yoursdf!"

His accommodation turned out to be one room and abath. The walswerein light mauve, deeper at
the floor and paling out toward aviolet-tinted celling. No pictures adorned the walls, but there were two
control panelswhich he recognized as food and amusement inlets. His new clothes seemed comfortable
and soft and, since the entire city's temperature was controlled, their thinness was not at the sacrifice of
warmth. He learned how to turn on the tub by himsalf and soaked a steamy hour beforeretiringto a
built-in couch with amazingly deep springs. Here he dept the clock around, had some unnamable sort of
gruel for breakfast (ordered by blindly pushing abutton) and set out to explore the city—a new man
ingde and out.

The arrangement of the buildingswasthis: In the center rose the grest Temple of the Brain and
around that the four Pleasure Palaces, named for the cardinal points of the compass. A broad avenue
encircled thisinmost group. Outside of thisline were the work buildings, factoriesand so forth, dl the
way up to the outer wall of the city. Winters first thought upon leaving the South Palace wasto explore
the working digtricts, but on crossing the avenue he was stopped by a Supervisor in red and green.

"Thisis not the hour of work-shift."

"l wasjust seeing the city—my first leisure period.”

"That is not permitted. It would not do for those at work to seeyou at leisure!”

"l may not go into the outer sections of the city?"

"Of coursenot! You are a leisure. What manner of man are you that you forsake the Pleasure
Paacesfor the streets?’

Back went Winters. There were, then, only five buildings he could enter. He started at once for the



entrance to the Brain Temple but at its massive sted-grilled arch aman in crimson stopped him, shocked
at this casud attempt to enter sacred ground. No one, it gppeared, under any circumstances, might enter
the Temple—except the crimson-robed Brain-Mechanics themsalves.

And s0, by aprocess of eimination, Winters turned to the Pleasure Pdaces. Since al four were
seemingly identical, he chose his own building to begin with. The entrance hal contained banks of
elevators, passages|eading into the vast interior, and acontrol desk behind which two attendants lay fast
adegp on couches. The pressing of a button would have awakened them both, nerves tingling from the
shock, from their dumbers—but Winters forbore doing so. Instead, he chose one of the passages by
hazard and sauntered down it

He passed many closed doors before he came upon awide archway and entered a hall in dark
glowing red—amost black. At one end on araised platform running from wall towal aline of flame
flickered that was the only illumination in the room. Perhaps a hundred people danced upon the bare
floor—two and two, swaying on slent feet to the weirdest sounds Winters had ever heard. They formed
some sort of music with arhythm of congtantly changing pulse and unstable tone, blending from harmony
to harmony in indescribable fashion. The room was much warmer than any other place he had visited and
this—or a combination of unknown psychic factors—seemed to bring the blood rushing to histemples
where it throbbed in time to the devilish song of the flame. He backed out into the passage bewildered
and as he did so ayoung woman in digphanous silk approached him. She eyed him with sudden interest
and passed dowly, then stopped and turned back to smile at him. Wintersfled.

Presently he stopped, panting, for he was at the end of the passage beyond which agreat hal was
brightly lighted and men and women stood about or sat on couches amid a profusion of great shimmering
plantsin gorgeous flower. He approached one of theseto discover that the stem, leaves and petalswere
al cleverly blown in colored glass. And as he stood there someone tapped him softly on the shoulder. He
turned quickly to recognize his neighbor in the work-cubicles.

"Well, wilding, you seem lost! Don't you like our fair city?"

"Haven't seen much of it and I'm afraid | don't understand much I've seen.”

"It'sredly very smple. . . but you have no Karma, may | get you some?"

"What isKarma?'

"A thorough innocent, en? That is our joy juice—our solace in trouble and the sharer of our
joys—our water of happiness. Wait here!"

He was gone aminute, returning with aglass of amber liquid which heindgsted that Wintersdrain.
Therefollowed al the sensations of an old-fashioned cocktail. A warm glow spread from the pit of his
stomach to the top of his head and he felt ten years younger.

"And when you want another, just go over to any of the pillarsin any room in the Pdlace and press
the pink button. Good stuff, isn't it? The beauty of it isthat if you've had alittle too much it counteracts
itsdlf and you are instantly sober. If you don't want to be sober, that's embarrassing at times, for you have
to gart in again and work back to the right stage. Eight drinksis my limit—though some can go ten and
even twelve. The Pdace isdivided into eight zones, you know, each of which is entered from a separate
passage a the control-hal. Each zoneisfor the use of those who have had the corresponding number of
Karmas. Thisisthe one-Karma passage and rather mild. Y ou should see the eighth if you want ared
sensation! Or even the saventh!”

At this point agroup of young people broke in on them and dragged hisfriend off to some noisy
party in one of the private rooms down the passage. Winters remained there reflecting on this amazing
civilization into which he had sumbled. Winterswas no prude; he enjoyed agood time aswell as another
man. But he was a practica thinker and ascientist. This perpetua urge toward more and moreleisure
that might be wasted in the pursuit of mere physica joys seemed to him atragic frailty for any raceto
pOSSEss.

What would five thousand more years of this sort of thing produce? When the dight physica effort
gtill required of the workers was taken care of by automatic machinery and the last necessity for thought
avoided by an enormoudy expanded machine brain? Wasit for thisthat, back in the twentieth century,
men dreamed and swested and sacrificed themselves? It seemed somehow too inadequate agod for a



race of humansthat had risen painfully from primeva dime and up thelong agestoreason . . . Why, the
Brain was a curse—an ominous threst to Mankind!

Of course, he mused, it had introduced many new and sensible changesin human life: education, for
instance, was no longer a haphazard process under the control of impatient parents. Children were now
placed in specid cities of their own and brought up under the most careful of regimes. Y et here, too, the
Brain had inflicted its will-destroying philosophy upon the new generations. The reverence with which
young people regarded that piece of machinery, Winters thought to himself bitterly, amounted to worship!

What hope for the initiative and inventiveness of the race could there be under such ardligion? And
what was there left in thisworld for aman to do? The world was run upon electric power produced by
waterfals—asin this particular city—or by volcanic heat or by solar energy. Where portable power
plants were required, automatic motors ran on atomic power. Nearly al machinery was automatic—the
synthetic food |aboratories, the cloth looms using synthetic fiber, the uncanny meta-working machine
shops—why, the Brain did not really need human beings at dl! Could it be that people existed only upon
its sufferance? When it had evolved sufficient automatic devicesto care for its own needs, would it
destroy these servants of flesh and blood and live its own cold metallic life in solitary grandeur upon a
lifdessworld?

Winters shuddered at the prospect—yet for thelife of him he could not find aflaw in his reasoning.
Hisown work at the control board—how puerile! What purpose could it serve that could not better be
handled by amachine? It did only one thing—it kept mankind occupied and dlayed any suspicions of its
find inevitable doom!

As he stood there, fuming, a soft hand covered his eyes and alow feminine giggle sounded behind
him. He whedled about to gaze in dismay on the lady he had seen in the passage and once again he forgot
hisdignity in gartled fright. Thelight of the huntressin her eyes started his feet going before hiswits could
catch up with them. He took one of the automeatic e evatorsto his floor—the twel fth—and felt rather
foolish, but quite safe once more. He proceeded to order ameal and turned on the travelogue to make a
journey by proxy in the broadcaster's airship.

CHAPTER 3
The Revolt

It was two days before he ventured down to the public rooms once more. Thistime he chose another
passage-the five-drink zone asit happened. He soon came upon a sunken room floored in cushioned silk
where seven nude women danced silently in arosy glow of perfumed mist while severa dozen people lay
prone aong the wals looking on. He stood a moment, enthralled by the beauty of the scene, and when
he turned to make his exit—there stood his pretty nemesis! Hetried to brush pagt, but she linked an arm
in hisand brought her face closeto hisear. He could not believe that these were the words he heard:

"The man in crimson said you would be grateful when he saved your life."

Winters stood ill, utterly dumbfounded.

"At least pretend you don't fed disgust at the mere sight of me! It so happensthat | have seen more
desirable maes than you mysdf, you know! Come over here and lie down beside me—and pretend to
beinterested!"

He started to speak but she made awarning gesture and he lay down quietly on the soft cushions.
Presently the swirling mist enveloped them.

"I have been trying to reach you for three days. | could not go to your room, because the Brain has
eyes everywhere. Here, if wewhisper and pretendto be ... er . . . to have other interests ... we arefairly
sfe”

"What do you want?"

"The time has come to redeem your promise to the man who saved your life."

"Wl ... if it has anything to do with freeing the world from the Brain I'll not refuse!”

"Good man! I'm glad you fedl that way—you are the only man in the world who can help us.”



"I?What can | do that you cannot?

"Y ou have lived less than two weeks under the Brain. Therefore you can enter the Temple itsdf. We
cannot do this"

"But why not?'

"l don't know—exactly. After you have lived in the city of the Brain for amonth or so something
happensto your willpower. If you stand within ahundred feet of the Templeyou lose al desireor
intention and must be led away again until you recover. Thelonger you live here, the farther you must stay
from the Brain. But right now you could lay your hand on the very metd that formsit!"

Winters pondered this amazing information a momen.

"But how about the mechanics who work in the Temple?!

"They must wear metal helmets with ascreen of magnetic force.”

"And even so—the leader of thisrevolt wears the crimson, does he not?"

"Y ou don't understand. The helmets are issued only for definite jobs and dwaysthree at atime. At
the entrance to the Temple three men in helmets meet and enter. They do not know each other, for the
helmet disguises them. One only carriestools. The other two carry weapons which are kept aimed on the
worker the entiretime heisin the Temple of the Brain. At theleast suspicious motion . . . you see?"

"Yes, of course. The Brainis cautiousit seems. Why?"

"There have been other revolutions, of course. One five hundred years ago was the last. HAlf the
world was wiped out and the Brain won. But thistime He will losa!"

"What isto be done?!

"Itisvery ample, redly, asfar asyou are concerned. Thereisalittle passage into the Temple of the
corridor of thefirst zone here. It is unguarded, because the second door that leads into the actua
machinery of the Brain is kept locked and because no person can come very close, anyway. But you
can, wilding! Between the two doorsisasmal courtyard. Down aong one corner runs a cable sheathed
inlead. Y ou will take aknife with you to cut the lead, and asmall flat transformer. Y our job will beto
attach the lead-ins of the transformer and then sever the cable. It is very smple—thanksto five years of
hard work and planning by the man in crimson!*

"But what good will that do?'

"The Brain runson dectricity. Now it isgetting direct current. Y ou will changeit to dternating
current. Thewhole association of ideasthat isthe very basis of reason will be shattered and distorted.
TheBranwill immediatdly go ... insane™

"Great God! But won't the Brain see me at work?"

"No. The courtyard leads nowhere and the light is poor. There is no detector ingtalled there. . .
Ss-ss! Quick, stroke my cheek asif you were making love!" Therosy migt lifted dightly and some of
the couples were sauntering past, while the dancers had vanished. Presently the girl roseto her feet and
Winters went with her down the corridor, hismind in awhirl of excitement. Sheled him out of the zone
and up thefirgt corridor to the room of the dusky red flame where she held out her arms and they
swayed in aclose dance—her mouth closeto hisleft ear.

"We must not remain together much longer,”" she whispered. "I will take you to the hall at the end of
this corridor and aman will speak to me—remember that man! He has concedled the transformer in his
clothes. Y ou will return to your own room and on the way someone will give you both the transformer
and acutting tool. Keep these dways conceded, for every wall has eyesin thiscity! Act asif someone
were dways waiching you—you will beright!"

"And where shdl | get the plan of the courtyard?”

"I will danceit on thefloor of thishall. Y ou go forward, thus, to a glass ornament in the great room
and step to one Side—so. Then dide behind it and you find asmall door-open. Then turn to the right and
go seven geps. If you place your hand at the level of your chest you will find two loose bricksin thewall.
Behind these liesthe cable. The transformer is specidly built to dip in the cavity so that the bricks can be
replaced. Then when the Brain-Mechanics rush in to search for the cause of the trouble they will not see
anything—until too lae!"

In afew minutes they proceeded aong the corridor -the girl, whose name, Winterslearned, was



Clethra, made vivacious small talk and ogled him playfully—and came down to the great reception hall.
Almost asthey entered, atall, dark man sauntered up to Clethra.

"Steuvlan has been looking for you everywhere, Clethra," he said severely. Winters thought hisvoice
unnecessarily loud. "Y ou had better go find him at once and ... I'd not say anything about thiswilding to
himif | wereyou!"

Thegirl's eyeswidened in fright, though Winters had the fedling she was acting for someone's benefit.
She | eft the two men together. His companion eyed Winterswith adry smile.

"You are playing with fire, I'm afraid. Y ou would do well to keep out of sight for the next few days. .
. bother! There I've turned my ankle. Help me over to that couch, will you?!

Winters was suspicious and bewildered, but he put an arm under the other's shoulder and felt an
object thrugt into the fastening of histrousers at the waist. All was hidden by the concealing robe.

"Y ou are suspected,” came agtartling whisper. ™Y ou must go through with the plan in the next sixty
seconds.” Then doud: "Thanks. It's redly nothing—you had better get out of sight before Clethras lover
arrives, wilding. It might bewell not to go back by the corridor, either—theresasmadl exit in that corner
behind the glass-work."

Winters looked about him and thought he noticed an unusua number of red and green figures around
the archway and in the corridor beyond. Severa of the Supervisors were looking in hisdirection. Now or
never! With assumed carelessness he sauntered away in the direction of the indicated corner and, ashe
plunged into the maze of people and furniturein that part of the hall, he noticed out of the corner of his
eye severd figures start forward from the doorway. His heart was beating like atrip-hammer as he came
to the enormous glass ornament that filled the corner. He found room to squeeze behind it and once out
of sight worked with feverish haste. The door opened readily and he raced acrossasmall courtyard to
the corner at the right. The bricks came away readily and he dit the lead covering of the cable with his
knife. The transformer was unrecognizable as such to hiseyes. It was aflat dab of spun
wires—enormoudly complex in appearance. The lead-in wireswere easly identified by Winters, and a
clamp on each was quickly fastened to the cable.

Then Winters had nothing to do but sever the cable with the cutting tool that had been tied to the
transformer. But his curiosity—that uppermost weakness of man—amost proved hisundoing. Inthe
center of the second door asmall circular glass peephole was set. He must see the Brain in action!
Heedless of possible watching eyes, he stepped cautiousy over and peered within. Before him towered
that miracle of the age—the mechanica Brain! In hisexcited Sateit took merely afraction of asecond to
impress the sight upon hismind. A hundred feet into the air rose the mass of wires and supporting
girders—d| lined with minute coils and banks of tiny whedls. It was amaze of intricacy from thefloor up
to the glass dome that formed the roof and extended out of sight on both sides. Grilled iron walks and
laddersledin al directions so that the mechanics could reach every part.

Suddenly some sixth sense warned him that he had better complete hiswork. Back he raced to the
cable and clamped the cutting tool hard over it, then he pulled. And suddenly it struck him like adull
blow on the back of his neck—a grest overpowering wave of indecision,

He stood looking at the cutting tool asit rested on the half-severed wire. Something inside him said:
Go ahead! Pull onit! But there seemed to be no connection between thisinner voice and his muscles. His
arm wastiring of its postion and, helpless, he saw histool dip dowly away. Then asif by amiraclehe
suddenly regained dl hismenta powerst What had happened?

The last half-turn necessary to sever the wire had been supplied by his dipping hand.

The Brain was disconnected—dead! For a second he pondered leaving it that way and escaping, but
he redlized quickly that the fault would soon be found and mended. It was not such asmple matter for a
man to outwit this giant thinking machine! He quickly removed the tool and replaced the loose bricks
back tightly in place. He heard asizzling in the transformer for a second and then agreat wave of fear
shot through him as his brain reeled. Some nameless dread thing hovered in the back of hismind and
seemed to darken the very light in front of hiseyes. Histhroat was dry and his limbstrembled. With a
dtifled cry he rushed from the courtyard and shut the door behind him, trembling. Then he felt better, asif
he had shut horror behind him. He traversed the tiny passage and dipped from behind the glass



ornament, entering the greet glittering room full of people.

No one seemed to be looking for him, though his heart pounded guiltily. He sauntered with elaborate
nonchalance toward the archway that led to the corridor and braced himsalf to show no emotion, for a
dozen Supervisors clustered there. He passed between them with the blood throbbing in his ears and for
onewild second heimagined that he might escape. Then ahand fell on his shoulder.

"Winterd Y ou are wanted in audience by the Brain!™

In sudden panic he fought to free himsdlf and raced down the hdl, managing a dozen strides before
his pursuers caught up with him. Unceremoniousy he was bundled into aroom off the corridor, and a
man in crimson stood in front of him accusingly. " Search him!™

Rough handstore at his clothes and the cutting tool was produced. The crimson man nodded grimly.
He turned and pressed a button on the wall and spoke into a small hole that opened at histouch.

"An atempt to tamper with your Person, sirel" The group waited stolidly for the sentence they knew
would be pronounced. To their amazed earsametdlic voice vibrated in the wall these words:

"Running water! Pour running water and badly studious conundrumd!™

The man in crimson started back in surprise, and aline of worry appeared between hiseyes. The
Voi ce continued:

"Cannot cannot departed airships megalomania. . . crac-c-ck!"

Then adlence. With red and swollen neck the Brain-Mechanic turned on Winterswrathfully. "What
isgoing on here! What has happened? Twist hisarms, you there! Make himtdll what has.. . ."

But he never finished. A great booming roar set the floor trembling, and asthey turned toward the
door wonderingly aman burst into the room shouting: "Three airships exploded over the city roof and
they have wrecked the Temple top itself!”

With a cry the mechanic rushed away, the Supervisors after him; and Winters made hisway
unmolested out of the room, down the corridor and into the street beyond. The city wasin bedlam:
Groups of men and women stood talking excitedly in the streets or raced with pale, set faces dong the
moving platforms on some secret purposes, here and there crimson-robed mechanics pushed
determinedly through the crowdsin the direction of the Temple, and over all rested anameless horror of
insanity that permesated the entire city.

A dread shadow of fear hung over everything. Men did strange things and thought strange thoughts.
Winters|ooked on, wondering when the next step in the revol ution would come and what form it would
take. Presently he perceived resolute bands of men making their way to severa vantage points. Near him
one such band stopped, and its leader addressed the citizens. Her voice shrilled out firm and persuasive.

"TheBrainisinsane! Shal we permit it to drive usal out of our senses? Can you not fed its mentd
forces wrestling with you? In another hour or two may we not commence killing each other—going
violently mad?" There was amovement of interest, and a shudder of fear went through the assembly.

"The Brain must be silenced until It can be repaired only by doing so can we preserve our Senses.
But the men in crimson will not silence It, brothers! They have their protecting hemets—why should they
care? But we cannot bear this another hour; some of us cannot support another minute—see! Seize that
man quickly! Heisout of control!"

Whether the incident was planned by the plotters Winters could not tell. A huge red-haired man had
commenced begating his head againgt the sonewall of the building. When severd hands stretched out to
seize him, he turned upon his would-be helpers and attacked them with breathtaking fury. Ten men
jumped upon him whereupon he subsided. The crowd was now thoroughly aroused, milling about and
shouting.

"How much longer, brothers? Shall we wait quietly here until we go as that man went?'

A gresat shout of "No!" rang out.

"Then if you want to save yoursaves, thereis only oneway! Seize any wegpons you can find and
follow mel Wewill slencethe Brain!"

Away in asurging mob they swept, leaving the street bare. Winters followed some distance behind
and saw them storm the greet archway to the Temple. It was apitiful sight, for asolid group of
crimson-robed mechanics stood there and mowed them down with some kind of firearm asfast asthey



came up. A great pile of dead and dying was heaped yards high like abarrier. But even as he looked
someone threw the first bomb. Its staccato explosion tossed fragments of limbs high into the air and some
white smoke shrouded the arch for a minute. When the smoke cleared, Winters saw agreet river of
humanity pouring through into the Temple. The Brain was doomed.

Of that last desperate defense of the Brain he learned afew details afterward. But no participant
could remember very much. One by onethelast of the crimson-robed figures were hunted down, and a
thousand improvised hammers beat and pounded among the delicate apparatus. When order was
restored by organized patrols under the direction of the black-robed educators, the entire Brain Temple
was a hopel ess wreck, with metal and glass mingling with the red of human blood and the white of torn
flesh.

The entire air-establishment of the world had vanished, for the Braininitsfina insanity had exploded
every lagt airship and with each there died its pilot. The Supervisors were either killed or forced to
removether distinguishing colors and many aone Winters saw making hisway through the streets and
passages clad only in torn underwear. By nightfall, the revolution was an accomplished fact and in the
pleasure palaces orgies were enacted beyond anything Winters had deemed human. He retired to his
room in some disgust, but over and above this he experienced a sense of great accomplishment.

Helay on his bed reflecting upon the day's work. Now, surely, the human race would betired of
fadse garts and be off dong its path of progress. It would be along path, of course; and his historian's
soul sighed that he might be permitted to see the end—the result. But, after al, why should he not?
Perhgpsif he found the man in crimson and obtained his help in building anew deeping chamber ...

But these matters were taken out of his hands. When he avoke in the morning he was famous from
one end of the world to the other. He was Norman Winters—the man who had set the Brain mad and
freed the world from Its dominance. Steuvlan—his man in crimson—and Clethra, who was hiswife (as
far asthese people had permanent marriages), came into hisroom and aroused him. With these two he
was presented to the assembled council of educators. They proved to be kindly and intelligent men, most
of them dderly. Winterswas offered any reward he might name that lay within their powers. Hereplied
that he had a certain scientific experiment he was intent upon and asked whether he might have the
assigtance of Steuvlan and Clethra and such materid as he needed.

"But have you no wish for position or rank?'

"None, Sr."

So it was arranged presently that the three of them set forth in an airship—a very large one—loaded
with many tons of lead and astore of equipment. It required much reiteration on the part of Wintersto
convince his companions of the truth of his story. What finaly convinced them wasthe sight, through a
fluoroscope screen, of Winters anatomy. There was revedled unmistakably an organ no longer present in
the bodies of modern human beings—an appendix. Winterstold them of hisformer awakening 5000
years before in the age of Tree-crops, of how he had been sentenced to death as a representative of
what they then cdled "the Age of Waste'—the twentieth century. He wished his entire story kept
absolutdly secret, athough both Steuvlian and Clethra assured him that—now that the world had
succeeded in perfecting atomic power and synthetic food—such economic questions had been long
forgotten.

Together the three commenced digging the tunnel with an amazingly adaptable digging
machine—scarcdly five feet high—which scooped out the dirt and sent it flying under the terrific impulse
of itstiny atomic motor. When the work had proceeded some distance they erected atent over the
mouth of the hole and returned to the city to bring back four skilled mechanics blindfolded. Not until they
were insde the tent were the bandages removed from their eyes; and, willingly enough, they continued
the congtruction at arapid pace. In aweek al wasfinished to the last detail and the men were again
blindfolded and led out into the airship and back to the city.

In the meantime Winters had prepared a strange book. The leaves were of sheet gold, hinged at the
back. It contained two hundred pages and was very heavy, but it had the advantage of great
permanence. On this he wrote with hydrochloric acid, using aglass stylusfor a pen.



1950 A.D.—A world based on private advantage and dependent upon non-synthetic foods entirely.
Human nature till savage, but mentality very advanced.

3000 A.D.—Approximate date of the grest revolution which overthrew tribal government and
private hoarding. From here dates the human race as asingle unit speaking one language and with its
chief am the reduction of work hours required to maintain the people in comfort. From here datesa
change from using plants and grains for food to the use of tree fruits and crops.

5000 A.D.—Date of Winters first awakening. He found a civilization whose chief politica credo was
economy and went on to observe future ages.

6500 A.D.—Date of thefirst practical use of synthetic food. The country becomes deserted and
citiesmultiply. Cities are no longer dependent on the country digtrict for supplies.

7000 A.D.—An eraof enormous prosperity and scientific advance.

7100 A.D.—Mars and Venus explored, mapped and severa interesting forms of life brought back.
No new or important minerals, except radium on Venusin vast quantities but so scattered asto be
difficult tomine.

8200 A.D.—The mechanicd brain now devel oped enormoudy and used to judge law cases and
answer difficult questions.

8500 A.D.—The council of educatorsin control of the world and guided by the decisions of the
Brain.

9000 A.D.—A revalt by the Educatorsto regain the power which the Brain had gradually taken over
from them. The Brain and its defenders were prepared with deadly scientific weapons, and the revolt was
suppressed with great loss of life.

9500 A.D.—Thelast of savera uprisings againg the Brain. Suppressed with great loss of lifeand
many people escape into the wilderness. From now on the course of history isstable. The Brainis
constantly strengthening its position in the world and seeking to bring the last human beingsin from the
wildernessto avoid any possible uprising from withot.

10,000 A.D.—The destruction of the Brain and the recommencement of the human race's effortsto
improve itsown mentality and physique. Thisisthe date of Winters second awakening.

Findly the day came that Winters had set for his departure—his"burid" as Clethrasadly termed it.
He made alast ingpection of his chamber. It wasfifty feet below the surface of the ground and waslined
with six feet of lead as before. His clock was run by radium, and a checking clock was set up run by the
temperature difference between winter and summer. A gregt battery of X-ray and violet-ray lampslined
the celling and were to be operated by an atomic motor, which ran continuously and would so run upon
the power furnished by a pound of powdered calcium for five thousand years.

Above his couch a glass container was filled with a specidly prepared liquid food and tonic. A
synthetic rubber imperishable tube led from this down to the couch and would, when he went to deep, be
fastened to amask over his mouth. Upon waking he would merely have to swallow, for the clock would
automatically gtart the liquid running &t the proper time—afew hours after the lights had been flashed on.
Winters examined everything and looked forward to his next awakening with impatience. He was getting
oninyearsand thisway of life could not continue indefinitely. It, therefore behooved him to waste none
of hisdtill remaining life-gpan.

Neverthdess, it waswith red regret that he said hisfarewd |s. The tent had long since been removed
and the hole cunningly hidden by growing shrubs. The airship that was to take his companions back to
the city stood close by ready for theflight.

"A good voyageto you," said Steuvlan. "Or should | perhaps say sweet dreams!”

"Good-bye! And you too, Clethral”

"You are surely not sorry to seethelast of mel™

"l am mogt certainly sorry. Why not?"

"Don't you remember how hard you tried to avoid mein the beginning?'

"How foolish | wad"

"There! You areforgiven. But | must kissyou once just to prove that no man can escape when a



woman has decided to pursue him!"

He watched the airship rise into the sky, now darkening with the purple glow of sunset, and set of f
esstward into the gpproaching nightfall. He scood a hdf hour gazing after it, thinking sadly of hislondy
future. When he awoke these people would be dead and the city they lived in perhaps aforgotten ruin.
Might he not after all be happier to remain here? Then histhoughts went back il further to hisown age
eight thousand years before. Had he redlized how irrevocable athing time was, would he ever have
gtarted on this odyssey through the millennia? Once gone, time was forever gone—a memory—a
nothing. He could not go back; there was nothing left but to go forward, friendless and forlorn though he
might be. Somewhere, he thought with a sudden surge of hope, somewherein the dim future must liean
answer to the enigmaof life. Hewould find in it hisreward. But whether or no, what was past could
never be brought back. He thought of the lines of the Persan poet:

The moving finger writes and, having writ,
Moveson. Nor al your piety nor wit

Can lureit back to cancel hdf aline.

Nor al your tears wash out aword of it.

And now the light went out of the sky and the stars appeared-old familiar friends, though even they
had been dtered dightly by the inexorable march of the equinoxes. The moon wasrising early that night,
and slhouetted againgt its glory the dark figure of Winters could be observed as he squeezed among the
concealing shrubs. He vanished from sight, and the sound of the capstone being moved in place was
audible at afew feet distance. Then the moon rose stately and cold and shone down upon that empty
wilderness as she had shone for centuries and as she would continue to shine for yet untold eons of time.

BOOK THREE
The City of Sleep

CHAPTER 1
A Man from Another World

Two young persons leaned againgt the balustrade at the top of the tallest tower in Niagara City and
looked out over the countryside. From where they stood they could see many milesin every direction,
for the tower was two thousand feet in height and the city itsalf was built at some considerable devation
abovethe surrounding terrain. At their feet stretched the glass pavements and white buildings of the city,
terminating in the surrounding white walls-a perfect circle with aradius of two miles. Beyond that was
wilderness—unexplored in detail, though generally known from ancient maps prepared in the dayswhen
the human race dwdt in individua homes scattered among the fields and woods below.

It wasafair scene. The clear spring air and bright cloudless sky made the prospect more delightful
gtill. Y et on the dark face of the man an expression of hopel ess sorrow was set and the young woman's
mouth was bent down in asullen, petulant scowl. Both were dressed in fur-tipped silk of soft hues,
according to the custom of the year 15,000 A.D.—the one in knee-length breeches and close-fitting hose
and the other in flowing pgjamalike trousers and jacket.

The clothing would have seemed uncomfortably thin for February weather in northern New Y ork
State ten thousand years before, but the climate had long since changed. With the temperature the
appearance of people had aso changed: the face of the girl wasthe color of old mahogany, and her eyes
and hair were so dark abrown asto seem black. The delicately molded hand that rested on the parapet
was rich copper above and pale pink in the pam. The man had even darker skin. He shifted restlessy
from one foot to the other, and his serious young face turned toward his companion.

"And isthat your last word, Jdna?'

"Yes, Eric. | think you are being silly about it al! Why can't you be like anyone els? Why do you



have this unnatural desireto live your life haphazardly? Other people are only too glad to have their lives
arranged in decency and comfort!"

The man groaned aoud.

"Itisn't that! How many timesmust | explain myself beforel redizeit isonly awaste of breeth? There
are otherswho fed as| do, or there would be no attendants for the dream machines the rest of the city
deepsin! And what can be the end of it? Take our own single city, for the rest of the world is about the
same, if not worse-how many peoplearedive. . . er. . . redly dive and awake? Just four hundred and
thirty by the last count. These few people must feed themselves and provide dectrical energy and control
the dream records for more than one million deeperd™

Jdna shrugged her pretty shoulders.

"What of it? Fifty men can run the automatic machinery of the entire city."

"All very well—for now. But suppose you and | are operated on; next week some other people; then
till more and so forth for the next ten years—the time will come when the fifty people are not available. .
.and besides. . ."

AWhat isit now?'

"Ohnothing . . . only that there hasn't been one child born in America City for seven months.”

There was amoody slence.

"I don't suppose I've changed your mind a particle?

She shook her head.

"Well, | won't do it—evenif you do!™

"Very well, Eric. | shdl have alife record made of you and shdl have my own life arranged asif you
were my husband-so it really doesn't matter to me. Only ... of course, I'd rather you were lying beside
me during the years and sharing my dreams.”

"Jamal | can't bear it ... to see you one of those still, wire-meshed forms—never to move again!
Muscles wasted away, face fdlen in, emaciated, mummified—can't you see how horribleit will be?!

"Nonsense! | shdl be dimbing mountains, hunting lionsin Africa, playing hostess at glittering socid
functions, eating ultimate breskfastswith you . . . livingwithyou . . . while| seem to be lying on the couch
in the dream palace—where are you going? Eric!"

But Eric had turned abruptly and made off aong the balcony and down through the building to the
street. With achoking heart he found his way through the streets and through the gates to the green
country outside the city. Head down and hands thrust deep in his pockets, he tramped on and on. An
hour passed and he was miles away from the city, up the great glass roadway that had been built by
those ancient men who il used the surface of theland to travel over.

At the age of twenty-five, medtimes are events not to be lightly ignored. Eric began to fed hungry.
He looked about him, puzzled to say just where hewas, for he had walked far and blindly. Theroad
stretched before and behind him, and the wilderness had crept close to its borders. Not the woods of
oak and birch that had once covered this northern country—but the wilderness of 15,000 A.D., after the
tropics had crept north.

The glacia remnants of the last ice age had findly melted, after Greenland had logt its enormousice
cap and the oceans had risen thirty feet or more. Pams flourished where New Y ork City had once been.
Their roots had burst through into the forgotten subways and tropical ferns and mosses covered the
broken buildings with green. Eric looked around a ajungle, dank and dripping even now with recent
winter rains. What was the use of going further? He turned and started back, and ashe did so he
observed something move in the woods on hisright.

The thought rushed into hismind that some wild anima might be there. Then he redized the folly of
his venturing so far from the city on foot. He glanced overhead, but no airship was near enough to
signal-indeed only one wasvisible, far on the eastern horizon. It was atill day and he clearly heard the
stedthy rustle of undergrowth. With pounding heart, he set off a arun back toward the city—many miles
digant.

He had gone perhapsfifty yards when three gaunt beasts gppeared on the glass pavement in front of
him and he stopped in apanic. From pictures he had seen he recognized them as wolves—Dbut bigger



than he expected. They came on at alope—not straight toward him, but two on one side of the road and
one adong the other. He thought swiftly and had decided to try to reach the nearest tree when he heard a
humean voice behind him!

"Stay in the middle of the road!"

Then he heard footsteps and saw the wolves hesitate. Two of them sat back on their haunches,
tongues lolling out. Therewasasharp "ping!" behind him, and one of the wolves lesped three feet straight
into the air and turned to bite its haunch fiercely. Then he heard another "ping!" and athird, whereupon a
second wolf legped in hurt surprise.

All a once his savior stood beside him—an old gray-bearded man in strange |leather clothes. But the
facel 1t wasthat of aman from another world—alean face with thin arched nose and white! Not the
smooth, swarthy features of the men he knew! It was asif atwentieth-century American had met an
ancient Babylonian fresh from that city of the hanging gardens—something indefinable set this man apart.
And then he noticed the long bony fingers ending in upkempt nails. They held apiece of metd endingina
tube. Eric recognized this, of course, as aweapon—>but such as he had never seen.

"Can you pull back thislever, young man?" Eric took the airgun and found the lever required dl his
young strength. He handed back the recharged weapon and the old man nodded grimly.

"Now wewill go alittle closer and give those wolves a shock!"

At fifty feet distance the old man stopped and hisfinger pulled the trigger. At such acloserangethe
lead bullet penetrated the flesh of ashoulder and made a serious wound. With ahowl of pain one beast
st off through the woods and a second shot, fortunately striking the eye of another, stretched it dead on
the pavement. Thethird anima dunk out of Sght into the forest.

Eric wiped the perspiration from hisforehead. "I owe you my life, old man! What can | do to repay
you? Whét isyour name?'

"My nameis Winters—Norman Winters. Y ou can more than repay meif you will guide meto the
nearest house where | can get food and shelter.”

"That | will gladly do, Winters. "By the Brain!" Eric dmost shouted in amazement. "Y ou have tegth!™
He started away a pace or two in darm.

Winters was nonplussed. "Teeth? Naturaly! And what of it?"

"Only animas havetegth!”

"What areyou saying . . . | Why, you have none, en? | hadn't noticed. Men used to have teeth, you
know."

"Oh," said Ericinrelieved tones. "Y ou are athrow-back, isthat it? My friend Thorley has blue eyes,
at that. But teeth ... | haven't heard of a case reported in the last ten centuries!™ Winters was cautiously
slent. "How doesit happen you sprang so fortunately out of the wilderness?' He eyed the stranger with
distrust and curiogity.

"I might ask in return how it hgppens that you are here unarmed and on foot!"

Eric laughed and then, remembering why he was here, frowned and sighed.

"l do not want to join the Slegpersand ... the girl | love does! That ismy casein anutshdl, Winters."

The old man gave him a puzzled glance and seemed to be musing upon Eric'swords.

"Oh, | dare say it sounds absurd! To me the whole thought of deeping away one'slife has dways
seemed unpleasant. If dreaming under the machineisas good asliving one€s actions and life, thenwhat is
the use of al human existence? Can you understand me at al—or do you perhaps resent such aradical
opinion?'

"Good God!" said the old man very solemnly.

"What'sthat?' said Eric, who had never heard the expresson.

"Nothing—nothing! Go on! | understand your atitude very well.”

"O-0-0h! Isthat it? Areyou a... deserter?”

"l don't know what you mean by that word."

"No offenseintended! After al, you saved my life and I'm not likely to betray you. | mean are you
one of the scientist class who deserted the machines? There have been such, you know and . . . well . ..
you were hereinthewildernessand dl that . . ."



"Y oung man, mineisadsrange story. Do finish yours and answer my questionsand . . . perhaps| will
tell you my higtory."

"Oh ... dl right, then. I wasto marry Jalnaof our city and she wants a conventiona marriage. We
were to be operated on and spend our lives together dreaming in the machine. We quarreled about it and
| lost my temper and came for awak. Went abit farther than | intended and here | am. That'sdl.”

"Not quite, perhaps. Do | understand thet it is the customary way of living that one should be
operated on and dream in amachine?'

Eric stared in astonishment. "Why of coursal”

"Then how doesit comethat any are left awake—like yoursdf?"

"I am of the scientist class—we devote our lives to tending the deepers. But surely you must know all
thigd"

"I did not know it—presently you will understand why. | cannot understand what the inducement can
be for aman to dream insteed of live."

"Oh, asto practical matters, such as pleasures and necessities, the dream machines give one a better
life than nature and chance could offer."

Winters drew himsdlf up and sniffed the clean, crisp air. "Do you mean to tell me adream machine
offers anything to recompense you for giving up this good earth and the sky set with clouds and the green
of treesand the glory of sunshine?"

"In the dream machinesit is always sunshine, and the dreamers draw as deep a breath of good air as
we do right now and feast their eyes on asfair ascene! What manner of man are you to ask such
questions?'

"But how can that be?'

"Very smply. What you seeismerdly what your eye signas over nervesto your brain, isit not? Well,
in the dream machines the eye nerves are stimulated in precisaly the same way. So are the nerves of
smell, of taste, of hearing and the entire surface of the body's tactile nerves.”

"Go on! How isthisdone?!

"Oh, itisasurgica operation. The nerve ends are connected to fine wires, and these wires lead from
each dreamer to the control room. Here acomplete set of sensationsis sent out from anumber of master
records and asfar asthe dreamer is concerned he seemsto be living acomplete life. Before he enters he
determines what things he wishes to experience. Some livethe lives of grest explorersand fight wild
beadts in the wilderness; others seem to invent great scientific instruments and actually acquire acomplete
knowledge of any subject they wish; others make tripsin rocket shipsto Mars or Venus and experience
incredible adventures on those grotesque and dmost uninhabitable worlds. JAnawants to dream alife of
ease and homely comfort with occasiona adventures and dangersthat are so arranged asto end
happily—more to enhance the pleasures of peace than for any other reason.”

"Good God! Istheworld gone mad!™

"l won't go into the dream house with her," Eric went on, "so sheis having arecord made with my
imageinit. To al intents and purposes she will marry me—whether | am there or not—and will live out
her entirelifeasmy wife."

A sudden suspicion passed through Winters mind that he was the victim of ajest. For severa
minutes he walked aong, silently glancing at his companion'sface from timeto time. But his scrutiny |eft
him as puzzled as ever, for never a sadder nor more obvioudy desperate an expression had he seen.
Could thisimpossible story actudly be true? What then had come upon aworld once more or less sane?
If the dream was as good as the redlity—what merit remained in action?

"I will tdll you my story," he said with sudden decision. And asthey waked dong that ancient glass
highway he spoke of hisyouth thirteen thousand years before and of the world asit was then. Hetold
how he had solved the secret of suspended animation and had built alead-lined chamber far under the
earth and had risen after three thousand years to find aworld changed beyond recognition. Hetold of his
unpleasant welcome and final escape back to the chamber. He went on to describe his next awakening
five thousand years ago and the part he had taken to free the world from the domination of the Machine
Brain.



"But | know about that!" exclaimed Eric. "It'sin the history records! Y ou are wilding that saved the
world!"

"Yes, and now | awake, after five thousand years, to see the results of that saving! | find what? Great
socid and scientific strides taken by an enlightened humanity? Pah! | find the most disgusting and vicious
custom mankind could imagine set up as convention! If the world deepswhat hope can there be of
progress? Without progress what use can there bein living?"

"I don't understand exactly,” Eric replied. "Y oursis a strange philosophy. And another thing, if you
don't mind, where are your scars?'

"My scars?'

"Y ou have dept for thousands of years, you say. Well then, when our deepers are brought back to
waking, asis occasiondly done, the scars of their operations show very plainly. Y ou have none."

"My deep was dreamless—as yoursisat night.”

"What! By drugs, then?'

Winters nodded. "Y ou find it difficult to believe, | suppose. | assure you that your taleisjust as
impossibleto my eardl”

They camein sght of the city just then and Winters gasped at the sheer white beauty of it. Eric was
reminded of his Jana—so soon to be lost to him forever—and sighed despondently.

"Perhaps," he said, "perhaps | should give up this active life and enter the dream paace with her, after
ai"

"Perhaps you had better take explosives and destroy the dream machines!”

"What are you saying, old man! Men die for such thoughtd™

"Better desth than—worse!™

"But lifein the palacesis not worse than death, surely!"

"Y oung man, | have had experience in many periods of thishuman life and | assure you that thereis
no period in past history that would not condemn this present custom. Moreover, what of the future?
What of the time, which must surely come, when there are no more scientists to tend the machines? Shdll
the race perish?"

"Of course, thereisthat side of it. I've thought of that mysdf . . ."

"How many deepersaretherein your city?'

"Over amillion. . . and only four hundred or so awake to tend them. Oh, | know. | know!"

"Andistherest of theworld likethis?!

"y es"

"Then it isalmost too late to save the world. Something must be done a once! Don't you seeit
yoursdf?'

Eric was slent amoment. "What should be done, then?' he said at last.

"Start acity of theliving and leave these dreaming corpses”

"How horrible! Y our words offend every precept and scruple of my training! And yet ... Thereis
something plausible about the idea. But what would history think of us—deserting our charges!”

"L et me spesk for history! She will praise you for abrave action. She will point out that moral
cowardice on your part would have doomed the race. Only your desertion can make history possible, for
otherwise the race of humansisfinished here and now. A few more years of dwindling numberswill spell
theend.”

"Well, let methink on it awhile. Herewe are a the city."

CHAPTER 2
The City of Living Dead

Before them towered the great encircling wall, and they passed through the gate and into the broad
streets, flanked with architecture such as Winters had never dreamed possible. Here was progress! The
entire city had been designed as aunit. At the center rose the huge and graceful fretwork of the dream



palace. Itsoverdl shape was roughly pyramida, but by blending color and form thiswas not at once
gpparent—the eye merely fet avague symmetry which reason later could make clear. Ten thousand
pinnacleslent their frosty pointsto form the whole, and flying buttresses and airy bridgeslightened the
effect and made the building seem unredl and as unsubstantia asfroth.

The entire structure was made of colored glass—not transparent, but in opague pastel shades.
Leading up to this breathtaking center, lesser buildings flanked the street and certainly gave the generd
effect of being part of one design, though Winters could not at first understand how this was done, for no
two buildingswere amilar in form.

But one thing impressed itself on his mind more than this beauty—the absence of people. Infive
minutes walking, they saw one human being crossthe road far ahead and disappear again. The city was
Slent and looked dead and deserted, an effect which gave the buildings a.cold and lifelesslook. Thereis
nothing, Winters thought to himsdlf, sadder than aslent street.

"| shall take you to the gpartment of my friends,” said Eric. "Four of uslive together thereand . . .
none of uslikesthe dream machines!”

He led the way insde abuilding of frosty green and up an automatic €levator to aroom near thetop
of thebuilding. All three of hisfriendswerein, asit happened. A tal, lean youth with harsh-modeled
features, dmost black, wasintroduced as Starfax, amechanica engineer; ashort, dark and rather fat
young man was Antar, abiologist and surgeon in training. The third, whose restless blue eyes and
nervous hands betrayed the man of action and whose blond head was st like arock on the huge bulk of
his body, was named Thorley. Hisface waslight bronzein color and he presented a startling—a most
freakish—contrast to the othersin the room.

"Hisnameis Winters," introduced Eric, as Antar stepped forward, professiona interest in hiseyes.
"He's quite weak and needsrest and food . . ."

"So | can seewithout your telling me,” said Antar, dready shouldering hisfriend aside. "We can hear
the rest of your story later. He must have attention at oncel™ In five minutes Winters found himself
partialy unrobed and, weary to the point of collgpse, lying on a soft bed of some rubbery composition
being told to drink some medicine. Ten minutes later he was fast adeep, whereupon Antar the healer |ft
his patient and rgjoined his companionsin the other room.

Eric wastdling the others what had happened that day and was repeating Winters strange story. "I'd
like to see the motor that stood up for five thousand years!" Starfax said doubtfully. "1t could be done, |
suppose, but . . "

"But what could he have been thinking of—to deep dreamlesdy dl that time. | should have been
bored to death!" Thus stated Thorley of the blond hair.

All three looked toward Antar, who pursed hislipsin judgment.

"It could be done," he decided. "We have known about some of the effects of cosmic raysfor
centuries, but no one seemsto have gone into this particular side of it. | can definitely say that he shows
symptoms which might result from such an experience—I've seen them mysdlf. On thewhole, | rather
believe him. He looks quite different from a modern man, too. Has hair growing al over his chest, and,
believeit or not, teeth!"

Therewasagenera raising of eyebrows, and Eric fet impelled to defend theintelligence of his
elderly friend, lest his companionsthink him amere savage.

"And what does hethink of our present civilization?'

Eric grew red and his mouth hardened. "Hethinksit rather revolting—wants us al to desert the
degpersand start up life in the wilderness.”

Thorley's eyes gleamed eagerly and he made ahalf gesture of gpproval, but he paused at the generd
chorus of horror from hisfriends. Then Eric spoke bitterly of the vanishing birthrate in the city, and
Thorley thundered bluntly of “foolish conventions that were stifling the human race and curbing al
adventure.” It was afair fight, two against two, and the reformers had the advantage of attack. Antar and
Starfax were more than half convinced even before Eric broke the news of his quarrel with Jana. When
he told them of her decision to enter the degp-machines there was asolemn silence.

"Weredly must do something,” said Starfax to the begoggled biologist.



"| suppose s0," the latter replied. "But what?'

"I've been thinking about thisfor severd hours" said Eric. "'l believe | know something we could do.
In thefirst place, we hold no grudge against the deepers, do we? We want no harm to come to them. Al
we redlly demand isthat the world shal not cease living: that there shall continue to be ahuman race.
Wédll, then, ligentome. . ."

It was twenty-four hours later when Winters awoke. Every muscle ached, but his head was clear and
he felt akeen hunger which Antar, happening in at his awakening, provided for with an abundant medl.
The food consisted of asingle piece of creamy substance, weighing about a pound, crisp and deliciousto
the paate and washed down with aclear warm drink the flavor of which was new to Winters. In some
waysit reminded him of de—but equaly so of sdted milk. Whatever it was, it wasinvigorating and
refreshing. Winters dressed and asked his physician if he might not now set out to explore the city and
study the"customs of the future,”" as he put it. It was midafternoon and the sun sent danting raysinto the
bedroom. Through the window he could see it gleaming and reflecting from amillion pinnacles and points.
Ashelooked atiny airship settled dowly and lazily over the buildings and continued down out of sight.

"That isthe afternoon express from acrossthe Atlantic,” said Antar, following hisgaze. "It is
small—for there are few travel ers these days."

Winters face hardened, remembering what Eric had told him. "I must see the dream paace," he said
firmly.

Starfax was in the next room, but he joined them in the elevator, eager to see what impresson five
thousand years of progress would have on this ancient man. Asthey emerged on the street, Thorley's
great figure loomed up beside them and the party of four proceeded at a gentle saunter toward the great
building that dominated the center of the city.

"WhereisEric today?' asked Winters.

"Busy. Wewill not see him until sunst.”

"Hetold us about the wolves yesterday,” the blond giant remarked. "May | see the wegpon you
used?'

Winters smilingly passed over hisair-pistol. Thorley's huge fingers pawed it and turned it to an
accompaniment of surprised grunts. He passed it back. "We can do better than that, old man!™

"Oh, asto that, so could wein my day. This pistol, however, requires no chemicasor
explosves—that'sits only advantage. And it worked, you know!"

By then they were approaching the portas of the dream paace, and in awed silence Winters viewed
its unearthly beauty. The entrance hall occupied half the entire ground floor and was set al about with
elaborate counters. Only one attendant wasvisible.

Starfax had been amusedly following Winters gaze.

"A thousand years ago this hall was a crowded place of business!”

Winters shuddered.

Histhree young friends conducted him directly to abank of automatic elevators. After afew minutes
in onethey filed forth onto a huge floor space broken occasionally by low gothic columns. It must have
been severd acresin expanse and in every direction thousands of stone tables were set. Upon each table
rested a curious mound of strange texture and shape. Winters gasp of surprise a the sight was delayed a
few moments, for it was not at once apparent that these till motionless mounds were human beings.

Over each, like aslver webbing, was ashroud of firm wires—so minute asto be dmost invisble singly.

In awe and horror he approached the nearest degper and observed that his chest dowly rose and
fell—though dightly—and that the wires grew from the facelike hairsin abeard. Over the eyesabright
cover was set. Thetablewas pierced in severd placesto take the bundles of fine wires and lead them
out of sght. But most startling of al wasthe terribly emaciated and wasted appearance of the bodies.
The arms were mere skin and bone and the chest was ribbed like a hungry dog's. The faces—what could
be seen of them—reminded him of the mummiesin the Egyptian room a amuseum.

"That'sold Vintaling you are looking at," said Antar. "Hewas ascientist. Served in biology for forty
years and joined the degpers only Sx months ago.”

He gazed reflectively down at the quiet figure.



"It'sacuriousthing tolook a himnow ... if | remember hisrecord rightly, heimagineshimsdlf a
young man of twenty having one grand debauch after another. Strange taste for areputable scientist! I'm
redlly not supposed to tell you, though—such information isdtrictly private.”

"So how do you know it, then?"

"Oh—adl medicds are ex-officio attendants here. Therés many awifelying trustfully beside her
husband and dreaming a peaceful domestic life under the firm belief that her husband is doing the same,
when heisdoing nothing of the sort, but dreaming of whole haremsinstead!"

"Then could he be accused of unfaithfulnessin his dreams?’

"But certainly! The law considers the chosen dream even more avoluntary action than some chance
happening while awake. But such aquestion ishighly technica and seldom arises. Once adeeper, dways
adeeper, aswe say. Infact, the operation makes a person unfit for any other form of life. Theeyesare
destroyed, and mechanica subgtitutes are not satisfactory for thewaking life.”

"And how arethey kept dive? Do you feed them?”

"Of coursenot! A current of negative dectricity passesthrough their bodies and provides dl the
energy they need—the tissues thus never become acid to the point of fatigue.”

Winters had a sudden thought: "How long will they live here?!

"About aslong asif they were awake," replied Antar. "The bodies toward the end become
emaciated to such an extent that . . . well, to me at least they arerevolting!" He shuddered asif at some
inner vison.

And now the four waking onesingpected floor after floor of deeping figures—rising toward the top
of the dream paace. After several hours of climbing and inspecting, Winters found himself on the top of
the same tower that Eric and Jana had stood on the day before. But now at the end of day thelights
were showing softly here and there through the city, and the streets appeared dusky, athough up above
where they stood the sun's beams still streamed over pinnacle and point. Winters gazed down and noted
how few were the city lights below and thought of the untold hundreds of thousands of quiet formsthat
lay stretched out in the building beneath hisfedt.

"How could human beings have ever gotten started in such asuicidal course?' he asked. "Who
knows the history of the deep palace?!

"Ericisthe man for that sort of thing. By the way, he should be a our rooms by now. Had we not
better start down again?’

The apartment of the four friends was empty when they arrived after traversing the deserted streets.
Winterswas greetly interested to observe the smple preparations for the evening meal. A compact box
with ahopper on the top was set in operation, and after ten minutes Antar opened the door below and
drew forth atray full of the crigp white food and atall beaker of the gray liquor.

"Wonderful! But how isit done?'

Antar lifted the hopper and Winters saw the raw material—a few shoves of sand and gravel!

"ltsamplicity isdeceptive," he explained. "The sand is broken down in afurnace ingde the cabinet by
enormous heat and the atoms stripped apart into protons and el ectrons. Then these are recombined in a
controlled stream to form our ambrosiaand nectar. The first models of this machine weighed thousands
of tons and were very intricate and difficult to operate. Not until fairly recently was the process refined to
the point where smdl individua machineswere possble.”

"Nectar . .. ambrosa. . . why, that isthe food of the gods!"

"Exactly! So they were named in your day, weren't they? Or was that before you? They are carefully
determined substances and represent perfection in food for the human animd.”

They sat down, al four, to the med which Winters again found ddlicious. He noticed with interest the
rim of pink and white cartilage which served his companionsin lieu of teeth. At aglance thisdid not seem
an obvious change, but at adistance quite resembled a set of teeth. Winters was circumspect in his
observations. Hefound it vaguely shocking and disturbing. He never got over thisfeding. His
companions, inturn, eyed his own incisors with frank interest, though without comment.

Just asthey were finishing their meal the door opened and Eric entered. His face was flushed with
excitement and he greeted them abstractedly, asif obsessed with some overpowering interest.



"Fivel" he announced crypticaly and histhree friends nodded and smiled to each other. Winterswas
bewildered and glanced from one to the other for enlightenment.

"Fvewhat, may | ask?"

"All in good time," replied Eric. "For the present even you may not know. What have you al been
doing today?'

Winters thoughts reverted to the million silent formsin the dream paace. "We have been seeing the
city of theliving dead!"

"And what did you think of it?'

"| think that such horrorswould never have been believed in my day. Tell me, Eric, how doesit
happen that the world ever came to adopt such acusom?"

The young man pushed back his chair and stared thoughtfully at the ceiling. "It was natura enough.
Human nature has away's been desirous of ease and comfort and afraid of change and the unpredictable
hammer blows of fate. In the deegp pal ace each man and woman actualy seemsto be doing the things he
or shemost desires. Lifethereisaregulated thing—if one wishesfor it there can be arranged desperate
Stuations and seeming dangers, but dways the denouement is happy. If your wishinlifebeto enjoy it to
the utmosgt, then there is no comparison between deeping and waking. And thisisredlly the wish of most
people—wasit not so in your day?"

"True," replied Winters thoughtfully. "But tell me how the process ever cameinto being.”

"It began with the blind. A famous surgeon invented artificid eyes and then aclever playwright found
away to present dramas to the blind upon asort of recording device. So perfect did the sense of redlity
about these dramas become that afew people actualy had their hedthy eyesremoved in order to enjoy
them. That was the beginning.”

"And then?'

"Then the sense of sound followed that of sight. To thiswere added the senses of smell and taste and
findly feding. So enthusiastic were the disabled about their dream dramas that a group of surgeons and
mechanics set up agresat theater and offered adream life to the generd public. From timeto tunea
dreamer was operated upon and brought partialy back to waking life; but all such people were so
pleased with their dream life and so eager to be returned to it that the desire was awakened among al
peoples on the earth to experienceitsjoys. All this required hundreds of years, and about a thousand
years ago the great movement got fully under way. Enormous dream palaces were built in every city, and
millions of gpplicantsfilled the offices as surgeons operated night and day. Sincethen.. . . you have
Sseen—" Eric was suddenly silent.

"But has no one ever predicted the inevitable result ... the unavoidable degth of the race?”

"Of course! Danforth! About two hundred years ago he led a movement with the avowed object of
destroying the dream machines. He attracted quite afollowing among the scientist class, but he was
condemned by public vote and was killed dong with mogt of hisfollowers. A few escaped into the
wilderness and were hunted down later."

"How typicaly human!" remarked Winters bitterly.

"Itistimeyou dept, old man,” said Antar. "Tomorrow you will beleft mostly to yourself, for wedl
shall be busy. What would you like to do?’

"If thereisabook of history covering the past five or ten thousand years| should like very much to
seeit”

"What isabook? Ohyes! | know. There are afew in the museums. We use sight and sound records
instead. That door leadsinto the theater of this apartment—a small room but quite adequate. 1 will show
you inthemorning.”

CHAPTER 3
The Conspiracy

The next day Winters awoke very tired and with aching bones and was only too glad to be lft



quietly by himself. Eric led him into asmdl, dark room and seated him in acomfortable chair. A series of
numbered knobs set into awall panel controlled the sight and sound records and Eric turned the knob
which controlled the history records. A screen on thewall lit up. Winters gazed, fascinated, a aforest
scene taken ten thousand years before. He again saw the gayly colored foresters and viewed rapidly a
complete record of the operations by which their physical needs were extracted from forest products.

And then he saw the dance of autumn festival about which he had been told so long ago. He heard
the joyous singing of the maidensin their autumn-colored costumes, and his thoughts went back to that
brief and unpleasant adventure. He turned the knob again and again to see new pictures and customs
unroll before his eyes. He came to the days when the mechanica Brain ruled supreme and later to the
reconstruction period following its destruction. And then, like ashock of cold water, there appeared his
own image. He heard himsalf addressing the council of black-robed educators! How could thisbe? A
recording machine must have been present in the room without his knowledge! He saw again the
countenances of histwo friendsin that age—five thousand years ago—and mused sadly upon the grest
gulf of yearsthat separated him from them. So real and vivid was the picture—in full perspective and
color—that he could hardly refrain from caling out to them.

By the end of that day Wintersfully redized how lifelike the dreams of the deepersin the palace must
be. He wondered no more that they should give up the waking lifefor their mechanically contrived
paradise. But he saw more clearly than ever how marked the trend was toward the extinction of human
life, and he became determined to speak to his young companions anew upon the subject. And that
evening, asal five of them sat around their medl, he did so.

"Eric, do you remember when | spoke about the dmost certain result of the dream machines?|f |
offend your morals and scruples, | am sorry, but | would rather die myself than see the human race so
doomed and do nothing to saveit. Aretherein no part of the world savages or uncivilized men not likely
to take up this custom of sacrificing life for ashadow?"

"The human raceis one, Winters. It was civilized long ago.”

"Then do you four have no regretsthat the race should perish?”

The young men looked at each other furtively.

"Wemay aswdl tdl him,"” said Thorley.

"All right," said Eric. "For two days we four have been agreed upon the wisdom of your suggestion.
We have determined to gather agroup of colonists and escape into the wildernessto start life al over
agan."

"Oh thank God!" Winters cried, hiseyesfilled with tears. "When do you start?1 shdl go with you of
coursal”

"Easy, old man, easy! It isnot so Smple. The penalty for desertion is death! Y esterday Eric sounded
out eight scientists who he thought might feel aswe do. Five of them agreed to come. Three refused,
athough they were sympathetic enough to keep the secret faithfully. Today al four of us have been
smilarly employed among our acquaintances. As aresult we have seventeen recruits sworn to secrecy
and we have gpproached no person whom we were not sufficiently sure of to at least preserve the
Secret.”

"But . .. arethere any women?'

Antar laughed boisteroudy. "Never fear, old man! Therewill be mothersin the new colony. We have
five women and twelve men, so far. Each of the new recruits, moreover, has agreed to gpproach his
friends cautioudy and we have hopes that the colony can be started within the week!™

"And how will you leave the city?'

"At night—secretly. Wewill gather our equipment quietly and a midnight one night wewill smply
gather at the gate and set off. Wewill not be missed for haf aday and by the tune we are we can be
safely hidden. Give usaweek or so in the wilderness, and we shal have erected defenses so that we
ghall be safeforever.

"By the way, Winters: An attendant at the palace saw you the other day and asked me today who
you were. | said you were avigtor from Austrdia City, and he suggested that you register for
confirmation. | had to say that you had been ill and would come to the registry as soon as you recovered.



So you will have to be confined to the apartment until we leave.”

"A lot I mind! The history records have kept me happy dl thisday and are good for many another.
Arethere some pictures of the present world which | may be studying?'

"Of course! The knob marked 7' controls a detailed travelogue.”

Happily Winters began athree-day period of study with utmost interest. In the dark theater he
explored each city on the face of the earth and ran amok through the centuries on the history records,
taking notes, comparing, exclaiming excitedly over thisand that discovery and development. In the
eveningsthefive friends sat about their medl discussing the progress of the great conspiracy. That night
there had been reported three new recruits and the following night twenty-two. By the fourth evening the
total had reached seventy-two, counting the five of them.

"We havelittle progpect of gaining any others" said Eric. "Each recruit has approached every friend
and acquaintance whom he can trust sufficiently not to betray the desertion. There are four hundred and
thirty adultsin the city, not counting the dreamers, and of these we have about one-sixth. Our band
counts thirty-one women and forty-one men. Most of us are under thirty years of age. We are ready to
dart a any time"

"By tomorrow | shal have my medica supplies” put in Antar. "l haveto secreteafew thingsat a
timeto avoid discovery.”

"I am ready now with our wegpons," said Thorley. "I am taking nothing but ray tubes. Our
seventy-two tubes will be more than amatch for any stray citizens who may observe our
departure—even supposing them armed, whichisnot at dl likely—and once in the wildernessthereisno
handier or more efficient weapon againgt wild beasts.”

"| am taking nothing but two small atomic motors and some Maxtil-metd," said Starfax. "With thiswe
can congtruct our own machines at leisure. | will be ready by tomorrow night, also."

"Then tomorrow we must warn the entire party,” said Eric thoughtfully. "We shal meet at the gate at
midnight, exactly. Let each man speak to his own recruits—as quietly as may be possible.”

There was areflective slence. Antar's spectacled eyes were fixed upon Eric. "Haveyoutold ... er ...
how about Jama, Eric?’

"I have said nothing yet. | am sure shewill come, if | can only put it to her properly. | will do that
tomorrow. At least," hisvoice wasfull of pain, "shewill hardly betray usl"

Therewas afurther silence, broken by Eric. "Do you not think, Thorley, that it might be well to take
aong one or two atomic bombs?!

"No ... | don't think so. Inthe first place we shan't need them and they are rather heavy. Inthe
second place, they are dangerousthings. If one exploded by accident we should have the whole city
about our earsin no time."

They parted for the night full of anticipation for the morrow and Winters dept poorly. The next day
he was |eft donein early morning and tried to concentrate upon his history records, but found his
thoughts constantly wandering. Every so often he rose and |eft the theater to pace restlesdy up and down
the gpartment or stand peering out from the windows down at the silent streets. He had never found time
so dow in passing. Onefina piece of work, however, had to be performed. From his pocket he drew a
heavy book with pages of soft sheet gold. In this he transcribed with a sharp metal point brief notes of the
past five thousand years of human history:

12,000 A.D.—Discovery of the principle of transmutation by Maxtil. Work started to develop this
discovery.

12,500—Maxé l'sinvention has revolutionized the world. No farming or manufacturing remains. Men
congregate entirely in greet cities.

12,700—Teeth becoming vestigid—many born without them.

13,492—Artificid sght for the blind invented.

13,500—Artificid dramasfor the bund perfected.

13,800—First complete sense synthesis offered to the blind.

14,000—Great dream palaces built and largely patronized. Thismethod of life grows steadiily in



popularity.

14,800—Danforth prophesies the doom of the race. He urges the destruction of dream-machines.
Heand hisfollowers arekilled.

15,000—Date of Winters awakening. Foundation of anew race of scientists.

And at the end of the last notation, Winters put aquestion mark and sat wondering what such athing
might mean from the point of view of human evolution. Here was the grestest and most drastic
weeding-out of the unfit possible to imagine. From the entire world seventy-two young people were
selected to found anew race. What would it be like? Certainly stupidity and insanity would be wiped out
completey as human traits! After ahundred generations had evolved from such parents, what Utopian
dreams of perfection might not be achieved?

It was an excited and nervous group that gathered to an early med that evening. Everything was
ready. There waited only the appointed hour.

Eric atelittle and presently rose. "Now | will approach our last recruit,” he announced. "Wish me
good fortune, for my future happiness depends entirely upon the outcome!™

And he opened the door and went out to the el evators and so to the street. The others sat Silently
and thoughtfully as he departed.

Hewalked purposefully through the lighted streets and entered an gpartment building haf amile from
his own. JAnawaswaiting for him in atower room with aroof of clear domed glass through which the
quiet stars gleamed frogtily and seemed to provide the only light, athough concedled bulbs suffused the
wallswith asubtle glow to eke out this meager illumination.

"Eric, dear! Have you changed your mind?'

"Changed my ... how impossible! Say rather have you changed yourd!"

The pretty mouth set in awillful pout to which the determined little chin gave point and meaning,

"The marriage record of you is complete, Eric. Next week | shall be operated upon and set up
housekeeping with you."

"With my shadow, you mean!"

"It isthe same thing in the dream-machines, asyou very well know. But if you have not changed your
mind why are you here?"

"To say farewell, JAna—Oh Janal Is my image so much more desirable than my true sdf?'

"Y ou mugt stop, Eric! Why persigt in this scene?!

Shewas silent amoment, in evident emotion. "Those arms of yours| will fed about meas| deepin
the pdace just asfirmly and just aswarmly as | should now. Y ou are ascientist and must know that! Oh
Eric, you makeit so terribly hard for me—why can't you behave like anorma man? What isthere about
such naturd, ordinary things as the dream machinesthat you hate them so?

"Naturd! Ordinary! Deeth is natura, JAna—yet | do not believe you love death! | am going away,
never to return. Out inthe wilderness| shdl gart lifedl over again, far from these citiesfull of ugly,
bresthing corpses. JAna—comewith me!”

"How horrible, Eric! You, adeserter! Y ou will bekilled!"

"l shal not. | am not going done, JAna More than seventy other young men and women from our
city are going with me. We shall found anew race in the wilderness and when, years from now, we return
to thiscity and find the streets echoing emptily and rotting corpses and bleached skeletonsin their millions
lying in the dream paace, we shall wonder what perverse notion ever persuaded you dl to perish from
the face of the earth. We shall breed strong sons and daughtersin our new city inthewilds—Jdna. . .
my children will need amother!"

"Oh Eric! What are you saying? Y ou would desert the dreamers and the city? If everyone did that,
the dreamerswould die! Would you condemn amillion fellow beingsto death? Do you forget your oath
of faith and trust which you swore when you began your education? Oh horrible, horrible!™

"Jalna, the time has come when something must be done. We youthful oneswill do it. Our band
represents al but three of the young peoplein thiscity. There will beleft only old people and—the
dreamers. The old people will die and then what iseft for the dreamers but to die aswell? Whether you



gpprove or not will not change our determination.”

With agreat groan the young man bent his head to his hands, then after amoment herose to hisfeet
and |eft the room abruptly. She listened until the sound of his footsteps had ceased and then dropped into
achair sobbing.

Presently she sat up and began to think things out. After afew minutes she nodded her head
determinedly, making the dark curls about her ears bob with the motion, and |eft the apartment.

About eleven in the evening, a solemn-faced Eric returned to hisfour anxious friends. One glance at
him was enough—no one asked as to the outcome of his evening'stalk. Thorley strode over and placed
ahand heavily upon his shoulder, and Winters sat frowning mightily into space wondering what possible
combination of prejudices could account for ayoung girl's preference.

"Come!" announced Antar. "L et us get ready.” Without aword each man donned clothes suitable to
his new life—strong trousers and tunics of some dull brown synthetic materid—and stuffed his pockets
with the treasured items that were to be taken with him. In ten minutes dl were ready, and Thorley
handed each man aray tube.

"The others will receive theirs at the meeting place, in astreet afew hundred feet from the gate. We
must get there early and stand guard.”

There were no dark streetsto skulk through, and Winters was conscious of avague distrust of these
lighted avenues. He had afeding that their intentions would be written on their faces for any passerby to
see. But there were no passersby. For two milesthey traversed the silent blocks of buildings and came at
last to ashort lanelit by one conceded light set in the face of abuilding. At the end of the lane shonethe
whitewadl. In the next block he knew the gate waited them—and freedom. With beating heartsthey
followed Thorley to adoorway and into ahuge empty hall. He opened adoor in onewall and revealed a
clost piled full of materid. Everything was as he had | eft it.

And now the conspirators took their places aong the lane hidden in doorways, and Winters kept vigil
inthe meeting hal itsdf. The minutesticked by ever so dowly, but presently agroup of three young
women entered furtively and looked at him in distrust. He pointed to the closet and they opened the door
and each equipped hersdf with aray tube, with which they al seemed entirely familia—for true equdity
of the sexes had long ago been achieved. They were dark and graceful-like civilized savages, Winters

thought.

CHAPTER 4
Conflict!

Soon agroup of men arrived, and the hal began to fill with young people, talking in low voices and
glancing ever and anon at the door as each fresh arrival entered. Winters gazed with great interest at the
gathering and reflected that except for Thorley, not one of them would have passed in polite society in the
twentieth century. Seen en masse, they were more like Moroccans or Hindus than "white men.”" It wasa
few minutes before the appointed time when Thorley, Starfax, Antar and Eric entered and closed the
door.

"Wearedl here-seventy-two of us" said Eric. "We may aswell gart!”

Starfax and Thorley stood in the closat and passed out al sorts of equipment, while Eric walked
among the recruits making certain they were equitably loaded.

Finaly he held up hishand for attention.

"Wewill start now," he said quietly. "We must al keep together and make straight for the gate and
through it without a pause. There will, of course, be no talking whatsoever, and you must al walk as
slently asyou can. Y our ray tubes are to be held in readiness and you must make up your mindsto kill
relentlesdy any person who observes our departure. It may sound brutal—but remember that the future
of the human race depends upon it. For that cause, afew deaths are asmdll sacrifice!”

And cautioudy he opened the door and led the way out into the lane. Not asoul wasin sight asthey
cameinto the curved avenue that paraleed the walls and turned down the street that |ed to the outer



gate. Wintersand hisfour friendswalked in the lead and the others followed quietly—five and six
abreast. At the gateitself therewas no light and, noticing this at once, the procession hated undecidedly.

"It may have gone out from mechanical causes," whispered Starfax doubtfully, "but if soit would be
thefirst timein years such athing has happened.”

"We must go on—whatever the reason!™

Cautioudy they advanced, eyes straining to pierce the gloom at the gate. Not until they were withina
hundred feet did anyone take darm. Then suddenly great lights flooded the scene, and from the houses
on each side of the street poured amob of men while a shout from the other end of the street apprised
the deserters of the fact that they were hemmed in.

"Charge through them and away!" cried Thorley thunderoudly.

Ray tubes were snapped on and afew men in the opposing ranks tumbled to the ground, but that
wasadl. A thin, hazy mist of red formed between the two parties now. Winters redized that the enemy
was using rays aswell and that the opposing forces were being dissipated where they met in space. He
glanced over his shoulder and observed that the rear guard was smilarly engaged with the attackers
behind them. For several minutes the three forces stood there separated by the glowing veils of migt. It
was animpase.

Eric and Thorley discussed the problem quietly.

"Haf an hour of thisand our tubeswill be exhausted,” said Eric, "while they can obtain fresh supplies
asthey need them.”

"Thereisonly one thing we can do—charge through!™

"Fght with our hands?"

"What else? Theray tubeswill counteract themsalves and under the cover of the force screen we can
charge them and—perhaps—break through.”

At asgna the party advanced toward the gate and broke into a run. With a shout they met the
defenders and commenced striking and thrusting. Thorley's great bulk bore down al resistance and he
got half adozen yardsin advance before he was stopped, and only his bull-strength enabled him to fight
hisway back to his companions. After five minutes of furious struggle they felt themsalves being forced
back!

Eric gave acommand and they surged back |eaving a space between the two parties once more, and
covering their front with abarrage of rays. The party at the other end of the Street had remained in
position and was evidently there for the sole purpose of preventing retreat.

But now amovement was observed among the defenders, and a great machine waswhedled into the
front ranks. Three men busied themsalves uponiit.

"Thisistheend,” said Thorley quietly. "That isthe heet ray and at this distance it will wipe us out of
existencein asecond.”

Eric stood with head hung despondently. "I'm sorry,” he said. "We have been betrayed and I'm afraid
| know who was respongible!”

"Youdont mean ..."

"Y es, Jama. Perhaps she thought she would force me after dl to enter the deep machines!”

Then Winters attention was drawn by the opening of doorsin the house beside them. "L ook out!" he
cried, clutching Eric'sarm, as ahdf-dozen ray tubes swung guardingly in the direction he pointed. Out
from the dark opening stepped—Jalnal Eric pressed forward involuntarily and stopped againin
bewilderment, for in the girl'sarms was a huge, heavy, round thing and she walked toward them with
difficulty. Thorley gave agreet cry of relief.

"A minimum-effect atomic bomb! Now we are saved—quick, Starfax, Bentdl! Help me."

Thethreeran over to JAnaand relieved her of her burden. Then shefdll forward into Ericsarms. "l
wastheredl thetime. . . justin case. . . you were supposed to be captured and not killed but placed
with mein the dream paace," Winters heard her sob. "But when they couldn't capture you dive and
brought out the heat ray | couldn't bear to think . . ."

But Eric stifled her broken words againgt his shoulder.

"Come, dear,” hesaid. "Wewill al bekilled yet if we are not quick!"



Thorley had set the bomb on its three-pointed stand and glanced over his shoulder a the compact
little army to make sure they were ready. "When it explodes we must charge through! It isour last
chancdl"

Hetouched asmdll screw, and ahiss of air could be heard for an instant. Then the squat, ugly bomb
hurtled into the air and down upon the massed defenders of the gate, while the entire force of deserters
threw themsalves quickly to the ground. There was ablinding flash and aroar that deprived Winters
entirely of his hearing for five minutes. He saw bodies hurtle through the air and felt the pavement buckle
and heave under him. An entire front of abuilding tottered forward and fell into the great hole that had
been created, dmost completely filling it in. Then everyone scrambled to hisfeet and the party ran
desperately forward, raystrained on the few remaining defenders.

Pounding feet behind them lent speed to the deserters. They swept through the gate, panting, and out
into the blackness of the wilderness. After aminute Winterslooked back and realized the pursuit had
stopped at the gate. They were free!

What aweird sensation to walk aong the great highway shining faintly blue with reflected starlight
and to see the heavy shadows of the woods on either hand without being able to hear the dightest sound!

But after afew minutes his ears began ringing and he was presently able to hear once more.

Eric led his party for more than amile aong the highway and then he struck into the woods dong a
faintly defined path which ended presently inasmdl clearing. A grest, dark shadow amost filled the
clearing, and Eric vanished ingdeit. Presently light shone out from a dozen windows. Winters perceived
thelight came from an airship. The entire party trooped inside, joyous at the success of their undertaking,
but sobered by the terrific cost in human lives which had been necessary to achieveit. The cabin was
large enough to contain them, even if they were compelled to stand like sardines. Starfax took the
controls and the ship | eft the earth and set off over the top of the forest in anortherly direction.

"You did not tdl me of this" said Wintersto Thorley.

"No. We were not sure until this morning that we would be able to stedl the airship and besides—the
fewer in the secret the better chance of its being kept."

"Arewedl here, or were any wounded?' asked Antar.

There was ageneral counting of heads. Sharp exclamations were heard throughout the crowded
cabin and awoman's voi ce commenced to cry out " Steuben! Steuben!” piercingly, but without answer.
Seven of the origina seventy-two were missing. They had evidently been killed or disabled when the
atomic bomb exploded, for none had been observed to fall during the fight. Steuben had been the
husband of one of the party and the other women grouped around his widow and offered what comfort
and sympethy they could.

Starfax turned the ship westerly and Winters, peering over his shoulder, observed on amap that their
destination was marked by acircle near the western end of Lake Superior. In an hour and a haf they
started to descend and landed quietly in an open space surrounded by trees and shrubs. Everyone was
glad to get out and stretch on the firm ground in comfort, for the weether was warm and the night afine
one. Wintersfell ingtantly adeep.

When he awoke, the sun was high in the sky. He gazed in amazement upon a scene of furious
activity. Starfax had histwo atomic machines at work turning out stedl girders and partsfor ahuge
congtruction of some sort, the raw materid for which was furnished by two dozen men shoveing earth
and gravd into hoppers.

By nightfal that day the large atomic-powered machine was completed. The night was spent as
before in the open, athough the airship would have provided shelter had it rained.

The next day Winters watched the mechanical science of the one hundred and fiftieth century at work
full blast. One party busied itself about the two smal machines, evidently turning out partsfor a second
large one. But the rest of the colony was engaged in congtructing the walls of their new city. The machine
stood perhaps twenty feet high and was square and solid. It moved on treads like atank of ancient times.
A belt of scoopstore up earth and stone from the road in front of it, which came out at the rear in the
form of meta boxes. Under the direction of Thorley these were placed to form an ever-heightening wall.
By nightfall men were a work upon aroof of sheet metd. The entire structure enclosed the airship and



perhapstwo acresin total area. The next night saw it finished and a great doping pesk was being erected
on the roof to ward off any possible atomic bombs, Starfax explained.

On thethird day of their escape, however, Winters recent exertionstook their toll. Antar, after a
careful examination, announced that Winters would have to rest quietly for some days and that he would
have to put him to deep. Winters drained a cup of bitter-tasting medicine and sank into unconsciousness.

Winters physical condition was more serious than he had suspected and o it happened that he
missed the completion of the fortified city in the wilderness. Antar had set to work to make addlicate
atomic production machine, capable of those refinements of chemica content in the output necessary to
create synthetic medicine. While working upon this apparatus he had kept Winters drugged believing that
he who deepsishis own doctor. It was afull week before he could produce the medicines he needed,
and three days after careful injections Winters eyes opened upon atransformed world.

Where there had once been wilderness now stood a compact city some quarter of amile in diameter.
It was not beautiful, except as sheer utility lends beauty, but it was avery marvel of good design. A
protecting wall of some glasdike substance ran insgdethe layer of metal. The metal could be given an
enormous electric charge sufficient to repel any gpproaching missile. The city was domed with agreat
peak of heavy glass caculated to avert any blow from bombs or shells. Great squat heat-ray machines
were mounted in thewall to keep al attackers at a distance, and Starfax and Thorley had together
invented a sort of machine-gun that threw small atomic bombs at high speeds.

The walswere not high-perhaps twelve feet. All around them quick-growing trees had been planted
which Antar had fertilized with artificia chemicas. Already from alittle distance, it was difficult to
determine whether acity hid behind what appeared a patch of woods.

Thecity waslaid out in concentric circles: first the buildings, then the avenues and a second circle of
buildings, then another avenue and athird circle of buildings. The center was vacant and planted with
shade treesfor the present so as to make a pleasant little park.

"Just how long did you say | dept?' demanded Winters as hisfour young friendsled himinto this
open space upon the day of his awakening.

"Tendays."

"Impossible! How could you have done thisin such ashort tune?"

"Ha, hal The actual building of the city took three days," Eric replied. "What took so long wasthe
labor of congtructing the necessary machines.”

Asthey stood there awoman approached. It was Jalna. On her face was an expression the others
had never seen there.

"Oh Eric! | am so happy here! Y ou know, | used to fear the things which mere chance might bring to
pass. Wdll, | find mysdf actudly looking forward to something exciting happening now. Oh, how areyou,
Winters? | am glad you are up and around again.”

She placed her head againgt Eric's shoulder and placed his arm around her shoulder as so many
wives had done before and would do again, now that the race had laid a new foundation for its existence.

"After dl your travelsthrough the ages, you must be glad to settle down &t last and live comfortably
among friendd"

"l annot sure .. . . Thishas been athrilling adventure, of course, and | am tremendoudy interested in
the outcome of it. But isit not rather certain, now that the city is built and fortified, that you will succeed?’

"Yes" Thorley replied, straightening his huge shoulders. "I think we can fed safe enough now.”

"Then ... | should like to go on and find out what becomes of your descendants ... | cannot bear the
thought of. adull and pleasant life here year after yeer . . . besides..."

"Besdeswhét, you incorrigible one?' laughed Eric.

"I have not many yearsleft to live. If | spend those years amonth at atime through the centuriesl
shal ssemore. . . learn more. | have dtill to find out what goal lies at the end of this human struggle.”

"l seeyour point, Winters" Thorley said with ashudder, "but for mysalf | want no more deep than
the night brings! We have had enough of deep, we people of thisage!" And the others voiced their
agreemen.

"Y ou cannot stand the physical strain for another week or two," added Antar. "And when you do go



into your long deep | will prepare drugs and stimulants for you.”

"And | will build your lead chamber under the ground,” offered Thorley.

"And | will undertake to congtruct an atomic motor that will last you five thousand years,” sad
Starfax.

"You aredl very good. What will you and JAnado for me, Eric?’

Eric turned to hiswife and smiled fondly.

"Wewill do what we can to render your last days here as pleasant as possible, old man,” said Jana
softly. And of the four gifts Winters was not sure but that the last was the most vauable.

Three weeks later preparations were complete. The entrance to his chamber had been dug beneath
thefloor of abedroom in Eric's gpartment and none except the five knew its exact location, for the labor
had been done by atomic machines-busy little scoopsthat tore away the earth and turned it into lead for
thelining and—at the last—into air that |eft no trace of the detritus of excavation. So one evening after
the medl, partaken of by the six friends together, Winters quietly rose and went to the door, looking up at
the sky shining through the clear glass dome that shut in the city.

He was no astronomer, but he could sense adight unfamiliarity in the congtellations. Down on the
horizon appeared stars he did not ever remember seeing in his youth thirteen thousand years before. And
overhead were some dight changes, though he could not exactly place them. Ah! There was one! Sirius
was no longer where he had been accustomed to find it. Doubtless there were other differences, and
there would be still more when he next gazed at the heavens. Winters sighed deeply and returned to the
room to bid them al farewell. The five men shook hands solemnly, for he had taught them this ancient
gesture of friendship. JAnacried alittle.

Then with atiny eectric torch in his hand he descended the stone steps, shut the door and placed the
heavy ado-sted bar in its sockets. Even as he did so he could hear the atomic machine at work above,
with itswhirring roar and grunt, laying the metal dab and the flooring over the tunnd to shut him off from
the world above—perhaps forever.

BOOK FOUR
Thelndividualists

CHAPTER 1
TheLiving Machines

At the establishment of Meanus there was holiday. Little Yard climbed to the top of the partition wall
and would have falen had he not been found by some of the older children. Trogly, who was twenty
years of age, had coolly taken possession of aliving machine and had set off to see the great wide
world—a project he had been impatiently awaiting for the past Sx months, to carry out at thefirst
opportunity. So the responsbility of the household fell upon young Bork and the girl, Farinda.

Inthe year 20,000 A.D. thiswas aless difficult task than one might think. In thefirst place, food and
drink were automatically produced by the living machines at the mere touch of abutton. Control of
temperature and humidity in the roomswas smilarly arranged for by the dmost indestructible atomic
motors in the power room. There waslittle left, except the education of the other children, and the
sound-and-sight library made thistask asinecure.

"But where has Meanus gone?' Farinda asked Bork.

"Surely you remember in the history record we read last week about Winters—the man from the
past?’
"Y es—I do. He went to deep eighteen thousand years ago and woke three times. He isto awaken
aganthisyear."

"Exactly! And Meanus wants to bring him here to study and perhapsto breed from."

"Oh! But they don't know where heis deeping, do they?'

"They know where thefirg city waslocated after the Exodus. He was buried benesth that city



somewhere.”

"But then . . . when will Meanus be back?'

"Perhaps not for severa days. We had better look over the breeding racks this afternoon.”

The two young people waked dowly through the building looking in a each room, for there were
some dozen children to be accounted for, and ended their saunter at alocked doorway which they
opened. Insdewas a set of shelves on which rested huge glassjars. In five of these great containerswere
babies, all lessthan ayear old. They were supported on cloth stretched taut between two rollers which
turned dowly beneath them. Even asthe two entered afine spray of warm water commenced to fdl in
each jar, for it wastimefor the bath. Thiswasfollowed by the hiss of warm air jets and, now dry, the
infants began groping aong the sdes of the jars for the feeding tubes and commenced sucking
nourishment from these very contentedly.

One of thefive, however, did not react normally. Bork, frowning, seized a controlling lever that
permitted him to move the tube about insde the jar. He succeeded in getting the end of the tube into the
baby's mouth but after amoment it spat the thing out again, and although no sound was audible outside
thejar, it evidently was crying.

"l can't imagine why Meanus keegpsthisone,” the boy said calmly. "It has been abnormal in feeding
ever anceit camefrom theincubator.”

"Oh, | suppose he has had the trouble of raising it so far and now wants to see what its reactions will
be before he destroysit,” responded Farinda. "After dl, he only has five experiments under way just

Bork grunted in reply and peered amoment through a glass peephole set in the wal of the incubator.
Here adozen bottles of varying sizes could be seen filled with liquid and in each ahuman embryo in
progressive stages of development.

"Everything seemsall right here, asusud. Let'sgo back tothelibrary.”

But Farindawas staring at him with a peculiar expression in her eyes. She shook her head
obstinately. "Y ou have been doing the things you wanted to do dl day,” shesaid. "Now | am going to do
what | want to do—and I'm tired of having you around.”

Bork shrugged his shouldersindifferently and set off down the corridor while the girl waited until he
was out of Sght and then set off about her own affairs. For the child isfather to the man and even the
child of thisage found her own company preferable to any other at times.

Meanus, athousand miles awvay—bull-necked and swarthy—was grinning cynicaly in front of asign
posted on thewall of an ancient ruin. His parted lips reveaed the pink and white gumnailsthat had long
ago replaced human teeth.

"Adults are warned that the man Wintersisfor my laboratory," heread doud. "If Hargry thinks| shal
pay any atention to such nonsense he must be mad!" he exclaimed, and looked around him suddenly for
he had heard adight noise. A stranger he had never seen was seated in the midst of ahuge and
complicated structure evidently capable of flight, snceit had arrived through the air.

Meanus made astep to the sde of hislittle airship and the two beings stood watching one another in
slence.

"And do you also want Winters?' asked Meanus savagely.

"I wish to see him and examine him for amoment,” replied awoman'svoice. "And you?'

"I want to try some experimentswith him."

"Ah! Wdl, we may have to wait some time—his awakening is not known to the exact hour, by any
means”

The great machine rose lightly into the air and settled down some hundred yards or more away,
beside agroup of low stunted trees. Meanus grunted impatiently and set about exploring the ruins. The
ancient walls were gray and weather-worn. Inside the decrepit buildings accumulated dust and debris
showed in dl directions. But he had afull square mile of ground to cover, and presently the hopelessness
of his search caused Meanusto pause and return to his vessdl. Time enough, he thought, when Winters
emerged into the sunlight.

The ship Meanus had arrived in was perhaps twelve feet long and four feet wide—just high enough



to st upright in. In the tapered tail was storage space, and set in the roof were the two vacuum wheels
that revolved at terrific gpeed and set up a continuous suction drawing the vessdl upward. The atomic
motor was inggnificant in Sze—sx inches square—but rated nearly two thousand horsepower and ran
for aweek on afew ounces of powdered rock. Meanus entered the cabin and sat impatiently in the
pilot's seet, looking out at the ruined city through the observation ports.

So it came about that Vaendum found two people waiting when he arrived. He had come Straight
from his breeding laboratory intent upon securing the ancient Wintersfor his own purposes—which were
not precisaly conventional. There was atank beside hislaboratory—ahuge affair two hundred yards
long. Init swam queer haf-human thingswith gills. The glorious ambition of Vaendum wasto breed a
race that could people the waters of the globe even as ordinary humans peopled theland. To thisend he
wanted to experiment with embryos descended from Winters, whom he considered much nearer in blood
to the origina amphibians than any human materia with which he had yet been able to work.

Vaendum recognized the airship of abrother biologist and promptly dropped a bomb uponit. The
explosion threw dust high into the air and tore aragged holein Meanus vesse—but did not crippleit. In
five seconds the two airships were circling each other high inthe air, trying to bring heat-raysto bear. So
it happened that neither saw the approach of Hargry.

It was perhaps only natura that the biologists were chiefly interested in the advent of Winters. Toa
chemigt or aphysicist or amusician he was merely afamous savage strangely come aive from the dark
ages of ancient history. To the biologist and breeder of humans he was anew strain of blood—a prize
worth fighting for. In this day and age, to desire wasto seize; and the rights of others were the concern of
others. It wasaworld for giants—for gods. Little men had no place or joy in it—if indeed they ever were
permitted to be bred or, by chance once bred, if they were alowed to reach adult stature. For breeders
seldom released for the observation of others any humans who could be termed failures.

Now Hargry was the most ruthless and at the same time the most able of the experimentd biologists.
It was he who had bred Dagla—the curious genius, who, at the age of twelve, had designed the great
fighting machine in which Hargry ventured abroad. Nearly athousand feet high, it stood on three
sted-trusslegsthat could carry it over the ground ahundred and fifty yards at astride under the impulse
of its powerful atomic motors. In asted palace at the top Hargry directed his machine and, if he wished,
ate and dept there in perfect security and comfort for weeks on end.

Hargry wanted Winters both for breeding and, after that, for the operating table so that he might
thoroughly satisfy his curiosity asto the evolutionary changes produced by the last twenty thousand years.
He had been here aweek before and, after an hour'swait, had posted his claim and departed. Now, to
his annoyance he observed three people at the ruined city and he hastened his stride.

In alead-lined chamber fifty feet beneath the ruined city, the X-rays and ultraviolet lamps had been
burning for three days now and the wax-faced figure on the couch had been stirring oncein awhile. The
medicine tube had pulsed twice with its measured flow of stimulants and finaly Winters arm raised
weekly and pushed it away from his mouth, where it had rested for fifty centuries. He sighed and opened
hiseyeswearily. For haf an hour helay there quietly watching the celling. Then, with the light of reason
once more glowing behind the gray eyes, he swung hisfeet to the floor and stood shakily.

The three days of drugged deep and the nourishing stimulants had worked their miracle in hiswasted
tissues. Hefdt his strength returning dowly as he procured clothes from the vacuum box and opened the
door of hislead-lined chamber. Once more the old thrill of discovery ran through hisveins. Up aove
were fresh scenes—new developmentsin the great epic of humanity—ready for him to study and puzzle
over.

Fifty feet he climbed up the steps of fused glass and pulled the little lever that had been arranged for
him by hislong-dead friend, Eric. Instantly a crack of light appeared and widened into a square opening
through which he climbed dowly and laborioudy. He stood in asmall room floored with dust, and from
mere ingtinctive caution walked over to the corner of the room and rested his foot on the floor to seethe
great open dab dip gently back into its place. He marveled at the perfection of thefitting, tight after al
these centuries, and idly drew his cloak over the dust to efface the marks. He found to his surprise that he
could not then tell where the crack had been.



Unsteadily he went into the next room and stood in the doorway blinking &t the strong sunshine and
marveling at the ruined and neglected gppearance of this once new and thriving city. Once more, he
reflected sadly, anew group of friends had comeinto hislife and gone on to leave him mourning them
thousands of years afterward. But more practica thoughts came to mind. Here was along-deserted city.
He had scant food and no means of transportation. He must set off immediately to find people who could
supply thislack.

He had watched this city being built and, of course, knew every street of it, S0 he had no hesitation
about his course and set off dong an avenue and turned into agreat square. Ashedid so he heard a
great explosonintheair and turned, Sartled, to see, low over the buildings on hisright, an Eiffd tower
on legs rushing toward two airships. Great coiled tentacles were haf stretched out to seize them.

The airships, he observed, were more intent on fighting each other than on warding off the attack.
The stedl structure seized one ship and threw it crashing to the ground. Not till then did the other hurl an
explosive a the giant and begin circling around asif preparing to attack. Even as Winters gazed, mouth
open beneath the unkempt hair that covered hisface, the second airship came alittle too close and was
struck by thetip of oneflaling tentacle and broken in hdf. Asit fdl out of Sght, aterrific exploson sent
up an enormous cloud of dust hafway to the giant'swaist.

But metals were wonderfully strong in those days of mechanica perfection. Thefirst ship, battered
and broken, was still capable of flight. It rose limpingly out of the dust cloud and made off westward, the
gigantic machine after it in hot pursuit, for it moved dowly and at alow atitude so asto suggest to Hargry
an easy capture. Asamatter of fact, it was quite ten minutes before aflailing meta tentacle sent it to the
ground where agreat leg crushed it shapeless.

Winters, in the meantime, cautioudy approached the scene of recent combat and stood outside the
area of buildings gaping at agreat holein the ground. The dust had settled on the trees nearby making
them grayish white. Not for aminute or two did he notice the woman in the great living machine. Her
cam and peaceful face allayed hisfirg fears and he gpproached closer, while the woman studied Winters
with great attention. Rods and wires arid shining disks radiated from her seat. The machine spread
around her for adozen feet on ether hand. Upon closer view, itsterrific complexity was still more
apparent. Here was amaze of meaningless gpparatus to Winters. The woman nodded her head
suddenly.

"Thispuzzlesyou," she decided, asif thinking out loud. "Now why should it? What could be smpler?
Compared to the same gpparatusin your own time and country it isamarvel of smplicity!"

"The same gpparatus—in my time?"

"Yes. You cdled them cities” she explained, "and that is essentidly whet thisis. Y ou had many
thousands of peoplein each city, it istrue—I suppose you could not afford many cities?—while we have
acity for every inhabitant. But otherwisethey are, | should imagine, much the same.”

Her listener was making distress signa s—amazement written on every feeture of hisface. "How is
thisthing acity?' he asked.

The stranger stared, then frowned. After amoment's silence she smiled again and nodded her head.

"Some of our research historians have held that you did not understand your own indtitutions,” she
said. "Mogt of usthought that rather afarfetched idea. But evidently it is perfectly true." Shelooked hard
at Winters. "1 find it remarkable to think upon,” she said.

"What thenisacity? A placefor housesto collect people? Not at al. It isamachine—acomplex
thing, amost divein the anima sense of the word. Power isradiated on copper nerves—water travels
through underground arteries—food passes through the kitchens and is cooked and travels to the proper
citizen needing sustenance. Telephone and television connect the separate unitsinto awhole—even as
nerves. Thisisacity in its broader aspect, isit not?'

"I suppose you could look at it that way," replied Winters.

"And then the specidized services of acity! They areamillionfold: My own city isnot the latest
model, but," she glanced about her with some pride, "I venture to say that not even under the Brain were
there so many conveniences a hand in acity. First comes a complete power, food, water and sewage
system. Thefood isall synthetic, of course, and asmal reserve supply is stored in the unlikely event of



meachinery trouble. Clothes, writing materias, chemicals, and such as are consumed from timeto time, are
provided in continuous supply by tiny factory units. Permanent articles are made quite indestructible. |
have no wish that abutton will not satisfy! And in addition my city can trave through the air, over the
ground or—if | should wish—even over the surface of the water!"

"But how isthis possble? Y ou press a button and—then what?"

"Redly! How childish! Y ou understand that from any raw materia the automatic chemist produces
any desired combination of eements?’

Winters nodded doubtfully. Something of this sort had been devel oped five thousand years before,
but not quite so sweeping in scope, as he remembered.

"Then what could be smpler? The intake feed sucks whatever materid isin contact—water, air,
earth, no matter—and the buttons control the nature of the finished product.”

"And the power?" asked Wintersin some confusion of mind.

The woman stared. " Surely atomic motors are ancient enough in the world even for you!" she said.
Therefollowed amoment's silence.

"l anahigtorian,” she added, half to hersdlf. "l imagined it might be interesting to see you—but | was
mistaken."

"But soam | ahistorian,” put in Winters. She shook her head and smiled. "A historian isof value only
as he can trandate the past in terms of the present. Y ou are history itself and must be explained by
historians—but | am afraid we have overestimated the mentd ability of you ancients!”

"And what do you do for company—I seeyou are dl aone.

The stranger stared and her dark face flushed darker ill.

"Company! Areyou sane? That isthe greatest boon of al? A person can get off by him or hersdlf
and live in peace and comfort without being under the necessity of having other people around!”

"But—don't you like other people?"

"| seethat you do not know the rudiments of valuesin lifel Inyour day you were compelled to go to
other peoplefor food, clothing, housing and in fact everything you needed. Nowadays, we do not have
to do so. Inyour day you made afiction of preferring crowded streets. But such aliking isnot natura to
the human animal and we have cast off that pretence.”

"Do you not have husbands and wives?'

"Of course. Such things are for the children. When we become adult we leave childish pleasures and
come out into theworld."

Winters puzzled over thisreply aminute and was startled when the great " city-machine" suddenly
lifted itself into the air and started away over the trees. He was still wondering when agreat stedl cable
wrapped itself gently around his body and swung him, struggling, athousand feet into the air and set him
down on anarrow platform at the very top of the structure. A door opened and the metal tentacle gave
him a push which sent him sprawling on the floor insde. The door then clanged shut behind him.

It was afew seconds before he recovered sufficiently to stand up and look around him. Hewasin a
sted vault with adomed roof. The room was easily forty feet from wall to wall and circular in shape. At
the other end of the room along couch ran for twenty feet beside thewall, next to which, staring wildly at
him, were three women.

He started to wak toward them when a heavy, snarling voice spoke from the ceiling. " Stay where
you are, Winters!" He looked up and observed a the very apex of the dome asort of ventilator with a
seat dung beneath it. In the seat sat ahuge man-broad of girth, with huge shoulders and long arms. He
was peering through the observation dits and muttering to himsalf. Suddenly he reached for alever and
pulled it back with one hand. There was a hiss and a droning hum of some motor starting up beneath
Winters feet. Then Hargry lowered himsdlf, seat and dl, on the end of acable—for dl theworld likea
spider on aline—and stood peering at Winters with keen eyes. Hislegs were short, and the great hands
opened and closed convulsively.

"So you have lived for thousands of years and cameto look us over! What do you think of us? The
ant comesto criticize the e ephantd " He laughed boomingly.

"l do not understand what it isall about,” replied Wintersbravely. "l am ascientist. | have cometo



spend afew days studying your civilization and | find savagery instead. What will you do with me?”

"Firg, of course, | want to use you for breeding. After that ... | think I'll take alook at your inddesin
the name of science. Just now, however, you are anuisance. | have to be half aworld away by
tomorrow to attend to some experiments and | don't quite know what to do with you, Winters."

"How do you know my name—that is the second time you have used it!™

"Nothing smpler. Your entire story is part of our racid history. It iswritten that you went to deep five
thousand years ago and we have been expecting you to awaken for the past month . . . but | have no
moretimeto listen to your childish conversation. We are near the city of the abgeneand | shdl leaveyou
therewith him until | return. That should be safe enough.”

CHAPTER 2
The City of Mirrors

With acurt nod, he pressed a button and was lifted rapidly up to his seat under the dome. Winters
felt the platform shake and roll benesath him as the huge structure made its way over the ground. After half
an hour, the floor ceased its sckening lurching and the steel door flew open. Winters gazed & it,
fascinated, and there entered the cablelike tentacle! With acry he sprang away, but the stedl coil
whipped itsdf around him like lightning and he was drawn out of the door and lowered giddily to the
ground far benegth.

He stood on asmall dope and before him rose the walls of acity. They were about fifty feet in height
and perhaps aquarter of amilelong-silver gray with the sheen of some metd worked into the very stone
of the structure. The tentacle had released him, but rested on the ground behind, asif to prevent his
escape. He stood and puzzled what to do when ahuge booming roar came down to him from the skies:

"Enter the city, Winterd"

There seemed no opening, however, so he hesitantly proceeded to walk aong the sde of thewall in
the meadow grassthat grew there. After he had half-circumnavigated the walls, he came upon asquare
hewn archway. The metd tentacle, meanwhile, had kept pace with him, dipping over the ground like a
huge snake. It moved up, forcing him toward the opening. The whole scene was so unutterably [onely
and desolate that he shuddered and thought desperately of attempting escape, but finally stepped upon
the threshold. Once more the great voice came to him from above:

"Push open the door, Wintersl"

Hefound it gave to histouch and before him stretched—an empty corridor! He stepped insde and
immediately the door banged shut behind him. It would not open again! He was a prisoner! With sweet
garting on hisforehead, Winters walked down the corridor and turned the corner. Then he stopped,
breathless. Before him stretched, row on row, thousands of men in orderly lines. Each man was|ooking
draight a him with asmile of welcome. But the startling fact was that Winters could not tell one of them
gpart—they were absolutely identical in dress and appearance!

He cleared histhroat nervoudy. "Who are you? Whét city isthis?' he asked.

Ten thousand armsthrust out in agesture and they al answered in unison, like awell-trained chorus:.
"Our nameisMankind."

Thiswas not precisdly illuminating to poor Winters. He walked a step or two forward; more rows of
men sprang into view, and not until then did he notice something—he was separated from the inhabitants
of the city by glasswalls. He put his hand out and touched one of them and stared curioudly at the figure
behind it. There was something dightly unreal about the grotesque affair. Surely those sheets of glass
could not be some kind of mirror?

"Why areyou dl dike?" he ventured to ask.

Theimagesin the glassy corridors drew themsalves up proudly. Their voices blended into one—a
hoarse, heavy crowd-mutter:

"There can be only one Perfect Man. We arereplicas of Him. Thereare no inferiorsin our City!"

Then, thought Winters, these are mirrors. But, and it struck him with sudden horror, the mirrors did



not reflect himsdf but only the citizens. Was he nonexi stent—a dream? Dim mysterious corridors
gretched in dl directions under the clear white light-stretched to insanity. Ten thousand eyes stared coldly
at him; ten thousand lips opened and ten thousand voices spoke:

"In our search for Utopiawe sought the one best type. We found it. All other types were suppressed.
But there remained, then, only one man in the country, so these mirrors were invented. They reflect
perfectly the shape and voice and even the thought of the Originad—abut nothing ese will they reflect. We
produced ten thousand citizens. We could have produced actua men by careful breeding, but what good
would have resulted? They should dl beidentical with the Origind, anyway, or e se be less than perfect.
They would dl have looked, thought and acted in the same way. Besides, there would have been awaste
of food and labor. So we use theimageinstead of theredlity. If more citizens are needed we will build
more mirrors. If there is overpopulaion we remove some.”

"But—but—is one of you the Origind then? Which oneis he?'

The mirror-men looked shocked in unison. They spoke dl together.

"Heisnot here. Perhaps Heis behind the mirrors. Some of us have clamed to be He—many of us
have claimed that from time to time. But we do not believe any such. We know that we are made in His
image, but—we do not talk about Him."

Winterswalked nervoudy down a corridor and then stopped again. What could be more fruitless
than to go further into such acity? One thing, however, puzzled him.

"How isit," he asked, "that you know my name and spesk what must be to you archaic English?'

"Y our higtory, Winters, has been taught in the City of Y outh for centuries. Old English, asit was
spoken in the days of your own youth, has been a popular study for the past twenty yearsin preparation
for your return.”

The answer was in unison, ten thousand words and gestures were uttered in absolutely precise
identity. Winters body had not yet fully recovered from hislong stay under the earth, and his nerveswere
becoming jumpy.

"I must seethered man," hecried irritably. The rest of you are phantoms! Let me out of this
accursed placel" Hewaved hisarm wildly and turned to retrace his steps. But now it was hard to tell
which corridor was glass and which real, and he bumped against atransparent wall and rebounded to
another. Angrily ten thousand men stepped forward and in an agony of horror and dread he rushed at
random from mirror to mirror battering hisbody against unyielding glasswhen he least expected it and
finding his progress unobstructed just when he extended an exploratory hand. The city reded about him
ashefdl to thefloor. Everything became dark in his head and he remembered no more.

It must have been an hour later when he awoke and sat up dizzily. The mirage inhabitants had all
vanished now and the corridors were dimly lighted, so that it was possible for Wintersto determine
which was passage and which reflection. He rose to hisfeet and, fedling hungry, chewed some
concentrated food tablets from his pocket as he wandered down the hallway. Which direction led to the
door and which away from it, he could not tell. Had he reached the door, he knew that it would be
locked, but he wandered on in search of it as men will whose position is hopeess and to whom activity
offers at least the gppearance of accomplishment. Step after step, hour after hour he wandered, turning
and twisting among the corridors—now and again trying the glasswallsto seeif, perhaps, one might
prove aroof.

In hisbdt, under the leather tunic, were afew smple tools—asaw, afileand asmal axe. In reckless
desperation he pulled out the axe and sent it crashing into agreat mirror. A cascade of broken glassfell
at hisfeet. Winters stood gazing into a swiftly narrowing cabinet, which turned downward like the throat
of aphonograph horn; ahole led through the floor leve into blackness. Severd stout cablesled down the
hole from three complicated-looking pieces of gpparatus that had been set just behind the broken glass.
Perhaps, Winters mused, he might climb down to whatever lay below by clinging to these cables. Ashe
stood there, the lights flashed bright once morein the corridor and all around him stood the thousands of
reflected figures.

"Y ou have passed beyond the surface of existence,”" came the massed voice. "Y ou havekilled a
citizen of our city!" Winters, not knowing what might follow, entered the shalow cabinet and climbed



down thethroat of the opening.

It was dark down there and the shaft was a narrow one, but he had scarcely descended a dozen feet
before he touched ground benesth and felt himsalf free of the enclosing walls. A little light came down
from above, and as his eyes became accustomed to the gloom he perceived that he wasin ahuge cdllar,
extending into the murky darkness on dl sides and with supporting pillars set every ten feet or so.
Presently he thought he could make out atiny crack of light far off to one side and set off in that direction,
cautioudy feding hisway among the pillars. As he got close to the spot there could no longer be any
doubt. Light was coming through acrack in thewall! Stedlthily he gpplied his eye to the opening and
looked through.

He could make out the far sde of aroom. The wallswere of reddish brown and achair was set
againg it and astrip of blue carpet was visible on the floor. As he stood there he heard avoice insde the
room speak, and afaint rumble, in unison from overhead, made Winters Sart violently.

"Comeup again, Wintersl Thereis nothing but, sorrow to be found behind the scenes of Lifel"”

Here, then, lived the Original! Winters was getting ready to withdraw in fear and trembling, when a
shadow fell onthewall and into his zone of sight passed asmdll inoffensive-looking man. He paced
nervoudy to and fro, wringing his hands. Winters could hear him mutter to himsdlf: "Oh, héelll find me out!
Hell find me and kill me! What shdl | do?’

Winterslaughed glently to himsdf asthe full humor of his discovery came upon him. He spoke softly
through the crack and saw the little man start back terror-stricken.

"I mean you no harm. | am acaptive here and if you will help me escape | will not touch you. Let me
into your room!"

"How do | know you won't hurt meif | do?’

"Why should | hurt you? If you don't let mein | will bresk thewd!" (Thislast was pure bluff, for the
wall was of stonework.)

Through the crack he could see the little man standing, perplexed. He made a step toward Winters
and then stopped. Winters thereupon drew his axe and struck thewal afew noisy blows.

"Stop! Stop! | will let youin!™

Abruptly asquare of light appeared in the wal beside him, and Winters passed through into the
room. Thetwo figures sscood amoment eyeing each other doubtfully. Thelittle man licked hislips
nervoudy.

"So you are Winters! But how terribly different from aman you look! Almost likean ... animd! You
have teeth! And your skiniswhite likethe belly of afish, not like abrown human faceat dl!" And asif
these differences made him somehow superior, he drew himself up proudly and disdainfully.

Winterslaughed. Curioudy he looked about the room, but except for one end it wasin no way
unusual. At thefar end of the room, however, were set two motors. A maze of wires led into three
complex mechanisms set at about eye-level on thewall. The man himself was perhapsfive and a hdf fegt
in height and quite dight in build. His dark face rose to an enormous intellectua forehead, but the eyes
held aweird expression and the mouth was nervoudy twisted to one side.

"Why do you live here and what purpose do those mirrors serve, up above?

At the question | the stiffness seemed to go out of the man's backbone and he became once more
the cringing figure he had been.

"I am Hargry's captive! Many years ago he put me here and gave me those mirrors ... to anuse me,
he said. But you, of course, are his captive aswdll?"

"l suppose so,” said Winters, "but | don't propose to remain so!™

The dark eyes peered a him quickly. "But if you escaped—where would you go? Hargry would
search theworld over for you and . . . you would be very sorry for yourself when he caught you!™

"Y ou know my history?'

The man nodded.

"Well, then, if | escaped | should get back to my city and down into my lead-lined chamber far
beneeath the earth. Hargry would never find me and when | awvoke again he would have been dead and
buried for thousands of yearsl"



A sudden thought seemed to strike his host like a blow.

"But—then so could I'" Sudden hope lit the drawn face. "Escape! It ispossible at last—at |ast!

"It would be a ssmple matter to get out of here," he continued, "for | solved the problem years ago. |
have dug atunnel under the city wall that needs only a strong push to open through the clumps of bushes
on the dope outside. But | never dared to useit ... Hargry vistsmeonceinawhile. . ." He stopped,
shuddering.

"Hargry will not return for severd days" said Winters.

"Then ... yes... wewill doit!" Thelittle man seemed to be nerving himsdlf up to apitch of enthusiasm.
"We must rest ourselves and make al preparationsand then ... . ah! . . . out we go and away asfast as
we can!"

"Good! What isyour name?"'

"l am Bengue. Yearsago," he drew himself up to hisfull height, “my name was not unknown in the
world asabiologig. | bred men of geniusand . . . one of them was Hargry! | was proud of him at first
but | had made him ruthless and purposeful. Before he was eighteen | had lost dl control over him. He
went off into theworld. Y ou see, Winters, | am not normal, altogether—I liked a certain amount of
company. To be entirely alone makes me nervousand . . . you have seen me after twelve years of
loneliness! | am not dwayssane. . "

He stopped and stared broodingly at the floor. "Hargry came back to visit me after ayear's absence
and we had words ... hewas atrue individudist, asis most of the world today, and | am an abgenein
that respect. If | had not been the scientist that bred him, he would have destroyed me on the spot—all
over apassng difference of opinion during aconversation. Asit was, he brought me here and built this
city. Themirrors are supposed to make mefed that | have plenty of company!" Hisvoice dropped to a
whisper, "Sometimes | do fed that way about them!

"I merely ventured to regret the modern tendency to live done and without any human intercourse. . .
| believe| said that an occasiona exchange of ideas would benefit everyone concerned.” Therewasa
short, bitter laugh. "As| bred Hargry, soishe! Grest intelligence, but greater will-power. He took my
wordsasacriticism of hisactions. . . and so they werel—but you are hungry perhaps?'

Bengue went over to the mechanical end of the room and drew from a closed chamber two pieces of
whitish food which he and Winters ate. It was dmost identica with the "ambrosia’ Winters had tasted
five thousand years before—that food which the science of that day had pronounced the perfect
sugtenance for the human animal. It was ddlicious. The broad couch which Bengue then offered him
proved soft and luxurious. Winters was adegp in ten seconds.

He awoke many hourslater inthe grip of avivid nightmare and sat up, dripping with sweet. Bengue
had heard him wake and had turned on alight to see what was the matter. "It will be dawn in another half
hour ... | have not seen dawn now for many years. Since we are wide awake, we may aswell start upon
our escape.” His eyes were shining with excitement and his cheeks flushed.

Accordingly they filled their pockets with large cakes of the artificial food, and Bengue took a small
electric torch from ashelf and led the way into the dark cellar full of pillars. They proceeded adong the
wall for ahundred yards and then the light flashed upon ablack hole in the masonry. Into thisheled the
way, and on hands and knees the two fugitives traveled a hundred feet of tunnel, Wintersin therear. At
last Bengue stopped and made room for Winters beside him.

"Herewe are," he said. "Fed these roots overhead? All we haveto do is push them up and we are
free"

Together they set their backsto the task. After abreathless minute their heads and shoulders
emerged together at the top of the short dope leading down to the walls of the Mirror City. It was ill
dark, but the stars were pale in the sky and over to the east alittle hint of yellow gilded avapory cloud
bank. It seemed cool. Winters shivered involuntarily.

"Where now?" he panted, asthey struggled up to the surface of the ground.

"The City of the Exodus lies about twenty miles due north of here. We have no means of getting there
except by waking."

Winters grunted. It should be possible to make it by nightfal, he thought. They set off across country,



keeping as much as possible under the shelter of the semitropica woods. After thefirst half hour this
semi-jungle became broken irregularly by open glades, and in the second glade they cameto rested one
of thegreat living machines. It wasjust beginning to grow light as the sun's rays touched the very tops of
the trees. Cautioudy they skirted the opening and plunged on among the low growth of greenery—uphill
now. At the end of the second hour they had covered perhaps six miles and paused at the top of ahill to
rest amoment. Winterslay flat on his back while Bengue moved nervoudy about, peering through some
branches at the country behind and below them. Suddenly Winters heard his companion utter a sharp
exclamation and he sat up to see what was happening.

On the horizon to the south he made out the great skeleton-figure of Hargry striding aong outlined
agang the sky!

The high-handed action of Hargry in laying clam to Winters had not been taken tamely by the
biologists and breeders of the world. A dozen or more of them had already visited the ruined City of the
Exodus and had seen his grandiloquent notice posted there. Furthermore, the story of the deaths of
Meanus and Vaendum had been broadcast, whereupon some thirty scientists had climbed into airships
of one sort or another and set off to find Hargry and to wrest Winters away from him. Had they been
unified in acommon purpose, of course, they would have had no difficulty whatsoever. But Stakool, from
across the ocean, had run across Pylgrin from the West Coast and, the two being firm enemies, they set
upon each other then and there and fought it out. Asaresult only twenty-eight airships—three of them
cumbrous living machines—sighted the great form of Hargry as he strode over the hills.

Even as Winters|ooked, he saw one of the thousand-foot tentacles strike out at abusy black dot and
presently made out the cloud of attackers againgt the brightening sky. Bengue was dl for making instant
retreet, but Wintersingsted upon remaining.

"Suppose we do get another mile to the north—Hargry can make that up in fifteen steps. | want to
seethisfight!”

So they remained, Bengue wringing his handsin an agony of fear.

The ships seemed to attack one by one. Presently Winters, to his amazement, observed three of them
circle away fighting each other! The spectacle lasted dtogether haf an hour, and Winters surprise and
horror increased every minute of it.

"But why—why—don't they get together and dl attack at once?’

"Why should they?"

"They want to kill Hargry, do they not?!

"Only so that they can get you—esach for his own set of experiments, | imagine. Suppose they did kill
Hargry—then they would have to kill each other until only one was left. He would search for you and
would be againer by thefight. There could be only one man victorious."

"How do you know this? Isn't it likely that they want to destroy Hargry for the sake of public peace?’
Bengue's eyes opened wide.

"What ancient nonsenseisthis! Of course they could not interfere with Hargry's persond liberty.
Once started, where would such aprinciple stop? Oh, | see.... in olden days people used to have things
cdled laws, didn't they? Redlly, we aren't quite so primitive asthat!"

"But why should they want to kill mein their |aboratories? | have come here as an observer from the
pagt. | shal go oninto the future in the cause of science. What amad world thisigl™

Bengue tapped hisfoot impatiently. "Where you get the ideathat you are qualified to criticize aworld
so far above you in development, | cannot imagine! Physicaly you are repulsively bestiad—uwith your
teeth and your white skin, covered with hairslike an ape. Mentally—well—you would never have passed
dive out of my breeding jarsl What makes you think your causeis so sacred?”

CHAPTER 3
Hide and Seek

Winterswas silent. Bengue's words were plausible, but he suspected agood deal of what he said



was due rather to imaginary than to actua improvementsin the human anima during the last twenty
thousand years. But there was some truth in them—enough to put Wintersin agloomy state of mind.
Had heforsaken his own times and his own kind of people dl for the sake of finding himsdlf an unwanted
guest in afutureworld of supermen? And if so, why go on still further into the future? Might the steedy
progress of evolution not change the face of the earth in the next five thousand years—make him il
more ludicrousin the sght of the still further improved humans who were to come?

Benguewaslooking at him surlily.

"All very well," replied Winters stoutly. " Suppose you areright ... | can still reason sandly. If you are
al such supermen, then explain what you are trying to do with lifel™

Bengue shrugged his shoulders. "l suppose you have some definite questions?”

"What does Hargry propose to accomplish?’

"To breed amoreintelligent man than now exigs."

"And your chemigts?'

"Many things. . . the heavy € ements—radium and beyond—have not yet been produced by
transmutation and thousands are working on thet point.”

"Ah!" exclamed Winters, "that's morelikeit! Do they compare notes and help each other in the
search?'

"What nonsenseisthis? Of course no one reveals hiswork to another!"

"Thereitisagan! Of dl the stupid irrationa ways of doing thingd"

"But what possible motive could there be for such cooperation?"

"Why, to get their job done and the information broadcast to the world!"

"How stupid! A man isentitled to fame and credit for his own discoveries, not for his ancestors!”

"Wl then, have you artists or musicians?'

"Ohyes, such creasturesexist | suppose. But | am ascientist and know very little about them.”

"In my day we would have called that attitude 'narrow-minded'—but let it pass. It isonly in keeping
with therest of things. . . Now answer this question, if you can: How doesit happen so many
superbiologists are willing to drop their so-important work and fight each other for the possession of an
ancient like mysdf?'

Bengue's eyes widened. "Y ou are new blood for their experiments—that'sal.”

"Oh ... | see. Yes, the biologists would be interested in that.”

"Wel, do you have any more childish questions?"

"A thousand! Supposing your scientists succeed in their tasks and you solve dl nature's secrets and
breed perfect men—what then?'

Bengue nodded condescendingly.

"All our children, sooner or later, ask that question. Therejust isn't any answer. A man isborn and
reaches adult age. Then for perhapsforty years he isfreeto do what he can. At the end of hisallotted
span hemust die. Theresult is, of course, a certain amlessness—but, after al, when aman isdead that's
the end of him. What aim or purpose can there be after death?”

"And so dl thisfinedriving. . ."

"Gets us nowhere. For thousands of years we have been working over the problem of prolonging
human life. With good luck aman can liveto be well over ahundred years of age—but his mental and
physica vigor isgone a seventy. Of course there are the astronomers....."

"Why, what do they do?'

"Thelr task is at present to study the planets by telescope and by actual observation in rocket ships.
A smadll colony has been established on Marsfor the past two thousand years and many attempts have
been made to colonize Venus—but it istoo young aworld yet. Poisonous fogs and violent earthquakes
are congant and the hot steamy atmosphere is unfriendly to human life."

"But what isthe purpose?’

"The Earth will not remain habitable forever. The scientists are preparing for eventuaities. Of course,
what isredly needed is a suitable planet circling anew sun—but the nearest probable star istwo
centuries of rocket travel away and there again our short life-span holds us back. However, our



agtronomers have adefinite am and purposein life and, within reason, they exchange information and
assist each other.”

"And therest of the world—goes mad,” said Winters sadly. "Killing each other for the sake of a
moment'swhim . . . each pursuing his own ends and, no doubt, rediscovering again and again what has
been dready found and forgotten a thousand years ago. It isamad world!"

"But we have—each man—hisfreedom!”

Winters eyed him quizzicaly beneeth the bushy gray eyebrows, and Bengue remembered Hargry in
sudden panic.

"We shall separate,” he said. "Hargry will pursue us and find us sooner or later. If | can get miles
away from you so that he does not suspect that | helped you escape—he may not kill me when hefinds
me!" And without aword of gpology he turned and set off at a furious pace westward, crashing through
the underbrush as he went.

Winters stood there on the hill-top for ten minutes. He was just turning to make his hopeless way
north when he heard, from miles away, a great crashing sound and observed againgt the clouds the form
of Hargry. He was evidently making wreckage of the City of Mirrors. Winters started convulsively and
et off through the woods as cautioudly as he could. 1t was difficult to be sure of hisdirection traveling
entirely by the sun. He shuddered to think of what might happen to him if he could not find the overgrown
ruins for which he was searching. It was hot and sweat poured off him wetly and his bresth camein
tortured gasps, but still he pushed on—an ear dert for sounds of pursuit behind him. Twice he came
upon clearings occupied by greet living machines and gave them awide berth, circling round through the
woods. By the middle of the afternoon he was utterly exhausted and sank down to the ground in the
shelter of adensethicket and fell sound adeep. He estimated that he had come fifteen miles since dawn.

He awoke in the middle of the night, chilled and with every muscle aching. He forced himsdlf to eat
the food he had brought and drank from aflask. The sky was clear, and the stars shone brightly. Polaris,
friend of mariners, beckoned him north as of old, but he remembered that even the stars had changed
and amed his course partway between the ancient North Star and one of the bright pointsin the handle
of the Gresat Dipper. It was bad enough walking by day, but by night he found himself unable to better a
pace of amile an hour. So when he cameto clearings, he walked them close to the side of the forest.
Hour after hour passed and, trying to recollect the lay of the country around the ruined city, he began to
fear he had lost hisway. So he stopped and waited for daylight. At the first light he started forward again
and so came, weary and worn, to the crest of a sharp ridge, clothed with green. On hisleft, acrossa
broad clearing, were the white masonry and dusty purloins of hisgoal!

Thankfully he was about to sart toward it, when something gave him pause. Music! It came from the
other sde of theridge. Cautioudy he crept through the woods and peered out to see one of theliving
machines afew hundred feet from him. The music had ceased now and by the early light he made out a
dark figure seated in it busily working over some papers. Curioudy he waited and presently thefigure
straightened up and pulled something with one hand. Winters dways remembered that scene, not only
because of itstragic aftermath, but for the sheer breathtaking wonder of sound that ensued.

The sun wasjust lifting above the eastern horizon and afew brilliant clouds floated above it like
gorgeous galleons sailing in the ocean of sky. The heavy dark leaves of the padmsthat edged the clearing
were motionless and the hills behind them showed faint and blue. The sound seemed to come from the
hillsat firs—afaint far piping that was answered again close by. Then aoruptly atriple crash of sonorous
chords sounded, out of which a deep golden voice began to sob melodioudy.

The song swelled in tone and developed its Smple phrase into atheme of such tragic melancholy that
ahundred smal voices commenced piping asif in sympathy. Once more the great stunning crash
repeated three times. Then with new and sinister meaning the harmony changed as deep basses lent new
forceto the old theme. Abruptly the music ceased—unfinished. There was amoment of silence broken
by avoice.

"Youlikeit?'

"Heavenly!" The answer wasin awoman's voice. " Dulcgong has never done anything as good,
Varlin. But Valin. .. muscisnot the only pleasure! Look at me!”



Winters strained his eyes to see the speakers, and finaly made out another form in the machine, half
hidden behind themusician.

"No, don't pretend you are not interested! Y ou are looking at Aphrila—the most beautiful womanin
the world. Why do you turn away your head? Are my cheekswrinkled or my hands hard to hold? Many
men would givether livesto bein your position! Hargry came out of hisfighting-tower when | visted him
last year and used my circling armsfor his protection during awhole mad week!"

"Don't, Aphrilal Y ou are very beautiful—but | want to work on my music. | can't think properly
when you are acting thisway."

"Oh! | bother you? | at least make someimpression—I distract you from your work! Musicis
beautiful, Varlin—but have you ever eaten food prepared by Escule? Do you know what it isto drink the
liquorsinvented by Vint or by that great artist Grumbaugh? Comewith meand | will giveyou dl these
and more! Y ou will come back from such an experience with renewed youth and vigor and will write
music greater than you have ever dreamed!”

Their voices became inaudible and Winters retreated cautioudy, wondering more than ever abouit this
mad world into which he had arisen. He crossed the narrow ridge under the trees and looked out at the
greet figure of Hargry striding toward him from the west! Like a panic-stricken animal, he scuttled back
through the woods and stopped at the other side, heart beating like atrip-hammer and limbs trembling
with fear and exhaustion. Presently he could hear the great thudding footsteps approaching, and down
from the left strode Hargry. He stopped suddenly when he caught sight of the living machine.

Then the great structure advanced and the clumsy living machine tried to rise and escape, but a
tentacle whipped out and held it motionless, then lifted it dowly halfway up to Hargry's stedl chamber at
the top.

"Why, it'sHargry! Isthisany way to treat Aphrila?"

There was a short sllence, and then Hargry's voice boomed out in laughter. "And who is Aphrilas
friend?’

"Y ou were not long ago, Hargry!"

"I have no time for memories, woman! Who ishe?" Asif in answer, agreat chord of music
sounded—so deep and rich asto set the air trembling and the leaves rustling on the trees. For agtartled
instant Winters thought the sky turned brown and felt hislimbs tremble. The sound ceased, and he
looked to see the tentacle set the machine and its occupants down again, none too gently. Then the
tripoda mongter set off again northward, heading out of sight.

Evidently Aphrilaand her musician were badly shaken, for it was five minutes before the clumsy
machine roseinto the air and soared off in panic-stricken flight to the south.

Winterstried to imagine the part of the story left unreveded and found it hard to picture the lifeand
activity of the human race from the fragments he had been privileged to observe. Thefirst woman he had
talked to spoke of sex matters asthingsfor children. Y et here was a woman who evidently devoted her
lifeto the art of lovemaking—and Hargry, an earnest, dmost fanaticd, biologist, waswilling to amuse
himsdf with her.

What ajumble of interests—d| conflicting—did the world present! Each person followed his
particular whim or desireto its ultimate end with afine disregard for the interests—even the lives—of dl
others. And yet in the midst of anarchy there seemed to be some orderly progressin thisline of research
and that. Could it be that anarchy was a desirable thing? Winters, thinking back over the past twenty
thousand years of human history, decided not. What had happened, he felt, was a cyclein government.
There had been far too much control under the Brain. Now the pendulum had swung the other way and
therewasfar too little. Somewhere between the two extremes lay the truth. After afew more thousands
of yearsit would be found and recognized.

But his own immediate problem was gtill unsolved. Thisworld was not for him. He had to get back to
his subterranean chamber and await a better one. Y et how could he crossahalf mile of dusty plainto the
white ruinsthat showed against the green forest to the north? Far to the | eft the great form of Hargry's
fighting machine showed, like the naked tower of some twentieth-century suspension bridge. Winterslay
in the conceal ment of the shrubbery and waited impatiently. Hours passed, and Hargry still strode about



the landscape. It began to look asif he intended to remain until he had found Winters! And yet, thought
Winters, when night falls surely | can dip down to the plain and crossit unseen!

He was growing hungry, but had no food |eft—nor anything with which to dake hismounting thirg.
At dusk he carefully observed his directions, and as soon as darkness set in he dipped down the hill and
darted acrossthe level. He had gone halfway before the searchlight started to play over the plain. The
first stab of light coming from Hargry's thousand-foot tower startled Winters amost out of his senses.
Should he retreat or kegp on? But there was no real choice—he had to reach the ruins.

He stumbled forward at arun and the chill of fear gave hislimbs surprising new sirength. Hargry was
approaching now, and the light swept the ground behind him in along swath. On Wintersran, hoping
desperately against hope. Then the light became steadily fixed upon the plain close to the ridge he had
just left, and Winters had atwo-minute period of grace. He could see thefirst of the ruined wallsjust
ahead of him now. But the searchlight was coming dowly toward him, asif Hargry were following
something—as he was, for through his telescope he studied the tracks Winters had made asreadily asif
he were stooping over them in person. Just as Winters reached the ruins the light caught up with him. He
could not resist aterrified glance over his shoulder at the great white eye that glared baefully out of the
darkness and that grew larger each second as Hargry's great strides bore him nearer.

With acry Winters darted up aside Street, into the friendly darkness. He knew where he was—he
had to reach the other side of the central square. The distance was perhaps two hundred yards. Should
he make straight for it? Or should he attempt to hide and dip stedlthily—a short dash a atime—as
opportunity might serve? When he cameto thefirst cross street he stopped, for the light lay blindingly
upon it. If he crossed he would guide his pursuer toward his ultimate hiding place. Wintersrealized he
had not only to reach safety but to do so unseen, or he would be dug out and made captive again.

He dipped into the house on the corner. The door was nonexistent and little more than one room
remained intact of the original structure. At the window on the cross street he waited bresthlesdly. If the
light moved away for two minutes he could crossunseen and . . . there! 1t had gone! Like aflash he
climbed over the windowsl|l and darted across and into the house on the other side. Then the light swept
by once more—almost overhead now—and agreet crashing told of Hargry's huge feet trampling the
buildingsto the ground.

And now began agrim game of hide and seek. Hargry was evidently determined to smash the entire
city to the ground and thus destroy al hiding places. Winters thought for a breathless moment and then
dipped out from the rear of the house and made his way unseen to the great circular avenue that
surrounded the ancient city. If he could only do it in time! He would be protected from the searchlight,
provided he hugged the buildings and ran, panting, dong until he came to the section of the city in which
Eric's house had stood.

The dugt of falen masonry wasrising like awhite cloud now, which enabled him to make hisfina
dash dong alane and past the very foot of Hargry into the doorway he remembered. Ashedid so a
great crash arose outside, and the front of the house fell out. But Winters wasin the back room and
pressing hisfoot on the rel ease mechanism, which seemed to take an eternity to operate, though actualy
only three seconds €l gpsed before the heavy stone flag rose and he could plunge down into the darkness
of thedairs.

Hefranticaly pulled the lever and breathed asigh of relief asthe stone started to sink over the
entrance. But Hargry placed afoot upon the building at that time and with a crash it sank beneath that
ponderous weight and sedled the trembling fugitive benesth alayer of wreckage.

For an hour, Hargry tramped furioudy over the ruins until no stone was | eft standing upon another in
al that city. Then, asit he redized the hopelessness of the task, the light flicked out and the great
structure commenced striding southward, the sonorous booming of the gresat feet growing fainter and
fainter in the distance until the stars looked down upon the quiet night, and the dust settled in awhite layer
upon everything and gave it aghostly look.

Benegth the city, the lights shone in asmal chamber. Winters had been hurt by afdling soneand
spent haf an hour dressing his bruised leg. Then he took food and medicine and dept fitfully for afew
hours before he made final preparationsfor hislong hibernation. He closed the great metal door, set the



radium clock to arouse him after the passage of five thousand years, inspected and adjusted the tiny
atomic motor that would keep the chamber warm and provide power for the lights that were to avaken
him, and took hisdrug—Then in the haf hour of consciousness yet remaining to him, Winters opened a
heavy book, with leaves of thin sheet gold. In this he made the following fragmentary entries of facts
gleaned chiefly from Bengue:

15,100 A.D.—Perfection of exogenesis. Human embryos successfully devel oped in test tubes. From
here dates the dropping of thelast link between mankind and the animal emotions.

17,500 A.D.—Test colony set up on Mars. Still maintained.

18,000 A.D.—Perfection of materids machine—any chemical substances produced at will from any
given raw materid. From this period commences, roughly, agenerd tendency toward the gratification of
theindividua will or ambition regardless of consequences. Tendency gill dominant. History ceasesto
have significance to the race—amere record of individud actions and achievements.

20,000 A.D.—Winters fourth awakening.

Winters read the words over carefully and sighed at their brevity and the extreme paucity of
information available to him. But it was the best he could do, and he closed the book and set it carefully
away before he stretched himself out on the couch, adjusted the stimulant tube over his mouth and
plunged the chamber into darkness.

While he dept, adight and fearful Bengue was gazing hungrily from the shelter of the forest upon the
breeding establishment of the late Meanus. For aday and anight he had been watching it and findly,
taking bravery from desperation, he had marched boldly up and found it avery biologist's paradise of
equipment. Y oung Bork and Farinda had rather hesitantly handed over control to the elderly stranger.
Then Bengue spent awhole hour without once thinking of Hargry. Then he remembered and rushed
fearfully outdoors and stood a minute listening, but he heard no sound. He shrewdly suspected that
Meanus might have been one of Hargry's recent victimsin the late unpleasantness. But after aweek or
two he cameto look upon the place as his own. He never got over the fedling that his present freedom
was atemporary thing—to be ended whenever the inevitable ultimate Hargry should sound boomingly on
the horizon. Meanwhile Bengue bred humans and enjoyed himsdlf hugely.

Y ears later the suspense of waiting for Hargry's arrival became unendurable and he began venturing
upon short scouting tripsin an airship, but did not happen to come upon hisformer pupil. Bork,
moreover, was becoming difficult to control and Bengue decided upon a curious course of action. Inthe
back of his head had stuck firmly the words of Winters, uttered long ago: "When | awake, Hargry will
have been dead for thousands of years!" So one day he cdled Bork to him and made him a present of
the establishment, leaving a oncein hisarship.

Heflew to asecluded valey and set his atomic motor to digging atunnel and preparing alead-lined
chamber. In the course of afew days airship and man had disappeared and were never seen again. Thus
it came about that two deepers waited the passing of the centuries until the appointed hour should release
them.

On the swarthy face of Bengue rested a smile of peace and security such as he had not experienced
inmany weary years.

Therewasahint of triumphinit, too.

BOOK FIVE
The Elixir

CHAPTER 1
Exposure

The spring storm lashed the hillsde with abite and fury it had not felt for fifty thousand years. It was



May, but the wind struck chill on the ground and the pam trees were in brown ruins-the whole tropica
verdure of the Great Lakes region was doomed. The cycle of climate had swung around, and it had been
growing steadily colder for athousand years, perhaps foretelling another ice age. Under aclump of dead
pal ms some stone ruins showed gray-white and under the fierce wind the water rippled across them like
wrinkled slk.

Asfar asthe eye could see, the landscape stretched open and deserted. Nothing dive was out in
such astorm. Presently one of the white stones moved dightly. Had the ground sunk beneeth it alittle?
But why now, why not some other time during the thousands of yearsthe ruins had lain there? Then the
stone moved once more-dowly and definitely. There could be no mistake. It was adab of rock three
feet across that must have weighed two hundred pounds, suddenly one end sank deep in the earth.

After amoment the whole dab vanished from sight, leaving adeep hole yawning there, down which
the rain poured muddily. Up through the black cavity came the head and shoulders of an old man.

The face was white and unkemptly bearded, and the hawk's beak of a nose was covered with skin
tight-stretched, like that of amummy. Two piercing gray eyes peered out beneath bushy, overgrown
brows and seemed to darken as they looked about, asif disappointed at the sight. Two thin hands with
nails soiled and broken by recent digging rested on the edge of the hole. With an enormous expenditure
of effort, Norman Winters drew himsdf up and stood firmly on the surface.

Ten thousand years ago he had gone down under the earth and left anew and thriving city above
him. Five thousand years later he had awakened and found ruinsin amad world from which he had
quickly retired. Now he had awakened again, eager to see what changes time had wrought. His clothing
was ill-adapted to the cold. He drew histunic of heavy silk closely about him and shivered.

"It might aswell beanew world, for al | know about!" he muttered.

Vishility was poor through the driving sheets of rain. To the west rose the hill, to the south stretched
the forest with half of the trees showing the brown color of desth, and to the east a semi-open country
stretched to the horizon. On the north lay the troubled waters of that inland seaonce caled Lake
Superior.

"Twenty-five thousand A.D.!" said Winters. "l haveto find shelter and people before | starveto
desth in thiswilderness!™

South, east or west? Winters started east, chiefly because the ground was clear and walking thereby
made easier. It was impossible to guess the time of day, but he plodded on—weary and sodden—the
sharp eyesroving in search of any signs of human habitation. Hour after hour he walked, soaked feet
pressing soppily into the flooded soil & each step, wondering whether he would ever come to anywhere
and rather doubting that he would. Darkness overtook him. He made a crude shelter under afalen palm,
whose great dead leaves made a sort of tent at one end of the tree. He ate ahandful of concentrated
food from his pocket and, protected from the water by adight knoll on which helay, dept fitfully until the
gray dawn awoke him. Wearily he resumed his plodding progress.

An old man cannot liein acomafor five thousand years without effect, even if upon awvakening he
spends aweek in bed recuperating, and must have stimulants and nourishing food at once made ready for
him by the supermedicos of the hundred and fiftieth century. Winters was near exhaustion, and hisface
was gray instead of white and his breath came in painful gasps. He sat down againgt alarge tree whose
leaves were dtill green and thought unhappily of hisfate.

To come successfully through the long deep only to die of exposure and starvation—for hisfood was
gone—in an unfriendly world! Where were the people? He dropped off into the easy dumber of age and
dept for two hours. He awoke, somewhat refreshed, and set off through the storm, wearily and
dowly—only his eyes were as eager as ever. Winterswas the kind of man who persisted in the face of
the impossible. True, he was probably going to die. At the sametime, here was the future world he had
wanted to see. Well, look at it aslong as you can, Winters thought. He crested adight rise, beyond
which the ground doped away out of sight in the mist. Down he plodded, a pathetic figure, until he, too,
was swallowed up in the driving storm and could be seen no more.

Ponceon had been working over hisgerm culturejarsdl night, while the other biologists dept. It had
been that way from the beginning—his work had been the only redl Iabor performed. True, Fastak and



Mintal had made valuable suggestions from time to time and old Pondero had hel ped him now and then
with the cdll-breeding. But he—Ponceon—was the real experimenter and now that the process seemed
near completion he realized its success was due dmost entirdly to his unsefish, paingtaking work.

Dawn surprised him still bent over histask, and he straightened his back and rubbed it where it
ached. Helooked through the great vi-glass dome at the dreary world outside and noticed the rain ill
beating down from the gray sky. It did not occur to him to feel sorry for anyone out in the downpour, for
why should any human being in this day and age leave his comfortable living-quarters? But he did
occasionaly look at the rain which drummed against the dome, and so he saw the face.

It was white and whiskered and the nose pressed againgt the glass heavily, asif its owner could not
hold up hishead. As he looked, the face disappeared!

"By the Brain!" exclamed Ponceon. "Was that fish, flesh or fowl? Or was it—could it be too much
night work? No ... | saw it, dl right! That snarling mouth with teeth behind the drawn lips™

He decided some gpelike anima must be outside, and he shrugged his shoulders. The glasswasthick
and outside it was the jungle. Then, as he continued looking, he saw an emaciated human hand clutch a
the glass and fall weakly away in a gesture that spoke volumes. Someone needed help, decided
Ponceon, and he dashed forthwith for the double door—air-sealed—that gave egressto the outside
world.

In his haste he had not thought of clothing himsdf warmly. After the artificid atmosphereinsde he
found the ssorm's blast breathtaking. But it was only afew yards from the doorway to his destination and
he hurried. On the ground, prone, lay an old man in strange clothing. Ponceon gently raised himin his
arms, shocked at the lightness of his burden. By the time he got safely ingde, his clothes were soaked
through and his face dripped wesarily from the sheeting rain.

The othersin the |aboratory were not yet awake, but Ponceon was a competent biologist and needed
no help. He carried Wintersinto his own chamber and stripped off the soggy clothing, then stood a
moment in stunned surprise at the Sight of that hairy, twentieth-century body. But there was no time now
for observation. The old man was suffering from exposure, so Ponceon rolled him warmly in coverings
and laid him on the couch. Then he stepped over to ameta did face on which appeared eighty-four
minute levers.

Thoughtfully he pulled down lever after lever, until seventeen were depressed. In avertica row
beneath each lever were buttons and to the accompaniment of much head-scratching and chin-stroking,
he pressed anumber of these, correcting and changing the formula as he went along. When he finished he
pressed awhite button and amusica note was heard from behind the wall. Then he set ahand on aclock
face and moved adiding button up on athermometer dial. After alast glance at his set-up, he pushed a
red button.

He waited expectantly for three minutes and then opened a small glass door and removed the
chemica he had created—adark gray liquid, quite warm to the touch. Ponceon smelled it gingerly and,
nodding approvd, carried it over and forced it dowly between Winters thin blue lips. The effect was
magica. The old man's pae cheeks showed dight signs of color, and hisrigid jaw muscles relaxed
dowly. His breathing became fuller and stronger, and after a minute or two adight sweat beaded his
forehead beneath the shock of white hair.

Ponceon smiled, then yawned; he wastired out with his night-long labors. Removing his own sodden
clothes he lay down on another couch and was promptly adeep.

Winters awoke during the following night, alittle before dawn. He could not imagine where he was,
but the bed and the warm coverings were papable to histouch. He lay there wondering weakly until the
window at the end of the room showed morning gray. Then he made out dim details—alaboratory
fixture bes de the window, a couch on the other side of the room and astrip of storm-drenched jungle
outside. He rather thought the other couch was occupied, but it was too dark to make certain, and he
was too tired and wesk to bother. Hefell adeep again.

When he awoke once more, it was to look into the mahogany-brown face of ayoung man who
stood over him with aglassin one hand. For an instant they gazed a each other, these two. Theface he
saw was akindly one and marked with the signs of energy and intelligence. The young man smiled and



showed aneat haf circle of pink and white gum-nails between the clean-cut lips.

"Who—and what—are you?"

"l am called Wintersand | am—well, atraveler of sorts.”

"Then you are human! | wasn't even sure of that! Y ou have teeth and hair grows on your skin!™

"Do you know anything of the history of the human race?’

"Yes...some Butwhat..."

"Twenty-three thousand years ago, when | was born, al men looked like me."

"What are you saying! Twenty-three thousand years ago!”

"Yes. My story waswell known thelast time | visited the surface of the world. That was only five
thousand years ago.”

"Why, of course! Now | remember something . . . wherewasit? ... I've forgotten, but no matter. |
thought it amyth. Wasit not you who was supposed to have retired into a cave beneath the earth and to
have dept dl that time under the influence of drugs? The legend hasit that you twice saved the world
from extinction—once by destroying the Brain and again by leading the great Exodus from the City of
Seep. Canthe sory redly betrue?!

"It istrue—moreor less. But how did | get here? | remember walking for days on end through the
sormand then.. . . herel am, snugly in bed!"

Ponceon smiled down at the old man and related how he had brought him in, unconscious. "Y ou
have had a narrow escape,” he added. "And ... it has weakened you serioudly. | am afraid your travels
into the future are over, Winters!"

He hdd the glassto Winters lips. "Thiswill strengthen you," he said and added: "What an
extraordinary thing it isto have the mythica Winters cometo lifein thislaboratory!™

"Why thislaboratory?' asked Winters, choking over his drink—which he found breathtakingly
pungent.

"Because you have found away to make yoursdf live thousands of years while we here have just
perfected amethod for human immortaity!"

And a these sartling words Winters age-lined face stiffened and his musclestrembled asif each
protoplasmic cell had heard the statement separately and strained with individua hope. Hisface
whitened, and he rose dowly on one elbow to stare a his host. He must have heard the word wrong.
"Immortality!" he whispered, and suddenly realized how old and tired he was—how wesary of the things
of life. A vision of theworld of hisyouth rose before his eyesin asurge of nostalgia, and he saw faces
dead for thousands of years and thought of old, forgotten ambitions and hopes, aworld full of them, that
had died with their disillusioned owners. Tearsfilled hiseyes.

Ponceon was smiling at him. "We have been working on the problem for centuries, and the four of us
here have finally succeeded in overcoming the last obstacle. Now—" he straightened his shoulders
proudly—"we shdl march—we humand"

"But how horriblel" said Winters. "How terrible to continue living—weary and old!"

"Old?Not at al. When you are stronger | will show you and explain. But degp now.”

Ponceon |eft the room and proceeded to the laboratory where an ederly man of huge girth greeted
him enthusiagtically. Hisface waslined with age and his hair white with many winters. "Pondero!"
exclamed the young man. "Y ou will never guesswho the stranger i HEs Winters, the legendary
time-traveler!” Two young men crowded in from the next room at his words, and before an astonished
audience Ponceon repeated his story.

"We must make him young again—what achanceto try out the full cell-cycle!” said Mintd, his
walnut-tinted face glowing with interest.

"We must firgt finish with old Pondero here," said the lean and cynicd Fastak. "What ishisrecord to
date, Ponceon, two hundred?*

"Two ten-sixty more cell typesto go. Are you ready, Pondero?”

With agrunt the great body lowered itsdf upon an operating table and the three young men busied
themsalves preparing for asurgica operation in the region of the head. The odor of anaesthetic filled the
room. Many hours later the three stood beside Winters bed and discussed him in low voices.



"If we can work with him, we can work with anyone!”

"It will save going off in the arship to find another subject—it's not easy to find an old man willing to
rik hislife”

" Suppose this Winters fellow objects?"

"Hmm! In the normal course of things he hasn't much longer to live—I| examined himand | know,"
put in Ponceon.

"Thenwhy not. . ."

Ponceon nodded and beckoned to the others, who stooped and carefully raised the frail figure from
the couch and led him aong the corridor to the laboratory. They strapped him on the operating table and
Fastak brought forward atall rack-stand on rubber whedls. In it were placed, row upon row, two
hundred and seventy test tubes, each set in abath of warm liquid. Mintal was sponging off Winters body
with adisinfectant while Ponceon applied the anaesthetic. Then, al three armed with lancets and a battery
of syringes, they set to work. Two hours later Ponceon straightened his back and counted the syringes
left in the used test tubes. "Ninety more to go—two-thirds of the way through,” he announced. "I'll do the
brain cells and you two finish the body."

Mintal grunted. "Quick work . . . hope he can stand the shock!"

Fastak was feding the right lower abdomen. " Something wrong here! Have you the fluoray, Minta ?*

A sort of dectric torch was passed to him and he placed one end against the white skin and peered
through the other end. "Unbelievablel" he said.

The other two young men dropped their work and hastened to look.

"It'ssome sort of vestigid organ.”

Ponceon walked over to abank of buttons on the wall and began pushing one after another, gazing
intently at the wall beside him as he did so. Pictures flashed there in response and presently he found the
thing he wanted and studied a portrait for severa minutes.

"It isakind of second stomach which al men used to possess thousands of years ago. It was called
gppendix vermiform, not that that helps much. Fm afraid this ends our chances.”

"Shameto waste dl our work."

"Why not cut it out—removeit entirely?"

"Of course! Why not? Try, anyway." And they set about the performance of an operation once
common in the world but long since forgotten. Carefully they scraped away every last vestige of thetissue
and then continued with the main operation of lancing and injecting cdll tissue from the tubes on the rack.
Minta then cameto thetonsils, another portion of the body which had no two hundred and fiftieth
century counterpart. ThetonsIsthey aso removed completely, cutting out every microscopic particle of
them. Theteeth they left in place for future consideration.

The sun was setting when the work was completed, and Winters was placed on awhesled cot and
trundled along the corridor to aroom which was obvioudy devoted to hospital work. Pondero's great
bulk lay quietly on acot. After acareful examination of both patients, the three young men left the room,
atetheir evening meal and fell promptly adeep, worn out with their day's efforts.

CHAPTER 2
Three Against Two!

The sun rose and set three tunes and brought fair westher—so fine that the three young men found it
more pleasant to walk out of doors than remain in the scientifically correct climate of the laboratory.
Spring dawned in those three days and |eaves sprouted—~but it was too late to save the tropical
vegetation killed by the severe winter. Birches showed white and maples flowered redly in the svamps
while the semitropica treesdied in brown ruin. On the fourth day after the operation, Winters struggled
back to consciousness.

The old man had come close to the brink of degth. He had lain in aworld of dternating blankness
and phantasy. In his dreams he lived once morein New Y ork of the twentieth century and saw anew



those dear familiar faces|ong dead. Hisfirst emotion upon opening sane eyes was one of melancholy for
all that had passed. Nevermore could he visit scenes of the old days. Y et, he reflected, what redlly did it
matter to him who wasin turn so soon to die? What was it the young biologist had said—that he would
make no more time journeys? Well, he ill knew nothing of the present age.

Hefdt stronger, somehow, and atrifle impatient at lying on this cot, inactive. Strange, though, how
vigorous hefdt! Up he rose and would have dressed but found no clothing, so he drew a sheet over his
shoulders and walked to stare through the window at the glorious sunlit sky and the trees sprouting new
growth.

He turned suddenly at the sound of someone entering the room. It was arosy-cheeked youth—far,
far too fa—whose dark brown skin glistened asif newly stretched over the plump cheeks. He stared
unbelievingly amoment.

"Winterd" hecried at last. "By al that'swonderful! Y ou look like anew man!"

"I'm afraid | don't know you. How do you know my name?"

"Oh—that'sright. | am Pondero. | was operated on the same day you were and look at me! | don't
fed aday over twenty!"

Winters stared. "Why should you?"

"What are you talking about, man! | am seventy yearsold. . . but you don't know! Oh, thisis
glorious! No one hastold you about your operation?'

"My operation?'

But his acquaintance had rushed from the room waving his hands wildly above his head. Winterswas
gtill staring at the door when he returned accompanied by Ponceon, Fastak and Mintal. Pondero carried
amirror.

"Look at yourself, Winterd" he cried as he thrugt it in his hands. And Winters looked.

He saw the face he had amost forgotten—the face of himsalf asayoung man. The nose wasfleshier;
the eye brighter and, somehow, changed. Here and there afew lines remained—the marks of experience
never to be effaced. Unbelieving, he gazed at the darkened hair, the plump neck, and fdlt the firm
rounded muscles on hisarms. He looked up wonderingly at four amused faces. A wild thrill of hope—so
vague that he could scarcely define it—surged through him. What had Ponceon said about immortality?
Helicked hisdry lips.

"Isit... did you mekeme... immorta ?"

Ponceon laughed aloud.

"Better than that, Winters, we made you young!"

"But how? What possible means could you employ?’

"It issmple. Eveninyour day it would have been smple—tedious perhapsto work out, but sSmplein
theory. We hybridized your cdls"

"What do you mean?"

"Do you understand biology at dl?'

"l did in my own day—what was then known."

"Y ou know then that arace of cellsor of any protoplasmic life tendsto thin and die out after acertain
length of tune? It is usually accompanied by—or measured by—the amount of inorganic matter in the
physica content. Y ou aso know—ifor it isan ancient principle—that to infuse new lifeinto theold isto
cause anew hybrid raceto sart, ayoung race with afull life-cycle beforeit.”

Winters frowned reflectively. Then he nodded. "There are two hundred and seventy species of cells
inthe body of types sufficiently differentiated to stand systemetic classification. In thislaboratory we have
cultures of every one of them growing in test tubes. All we did to you and to Pondero wasto insert inits
proper placein your bodiesasmall particle of each of the two hundred and seventy types of cellular
tissue. Nature has done the rest, and your entire body is now made up of new, fresh, vigorous cells. |
saditwasample!" And helooked smilingly around at his companions.

"Great Heavens! And when we once more becomeold. . ."

"Wedoit agan!"

Winters pondered the miracle in silence during the next day or two, which Ponceon forced him to



spend quietly. He tested his body soberly and with an open mind, in spite of that unmistakable thrill of
youth which coursed through his veins and bade him doubt no further. But he wasfinaly convinced of his
rgjuvenation. On the next day he rose briskly near dawn and dressed in the cool silklike clothes that had
been provided for him. Then he ate breakfast from the automatic food purveyor and, full of vigor, entered
the laboratory where Ponceon was dready at work over histest tubes. Winters had made up hismind.

"l am going to go back to school," he announced. ™Y ou have given me new life and—why therésno
reason not to! | shall proceed to learn everything known to science. Why should | not begin here?
Ponceon nodded thoughtfully. "1t has dl sorts of complications, this business of immortdity. If you will
give methree or four hoursaday help here, | will direct your sudy of world conditions. We have agood
library of records here. But theré'sadeal of work to be finished on our rgjuvenation operation before we
cancdl it complete”

"But it worked on me and on Pondero.”

"I know—1but you are both still under observation. Perhaps something will go wrong. Y our teeth, for
ingtance, should be examined. Perhapswe shal pull them out and try grafting gum-nail tissue on your
gums. Also in the laboratory technic we have trouble with the germ culture for severa cell types. That will
take time and work—a month of it or more."

So Winterswent back to school and made mistakes and |learned much therefrom. In off times he sat
by the hour in the library looking and listening to the records—science, history, travelogs and philosophy.
At the end of two weeks of study he wrote down tentatively a brief resume of the course of human
progress during the past fifty centuries.

At hislast awakening he had found aworld ruled by individudism carried to extremes. Almost no
socia or racia consciousness had then existed.

"Today acuriousfact is gpparent. Each man redizes and shares in the united attack by mankind upon
the unknown. Each man controls his actions and his efforts toward the common good and refrains from
infringing upon his neighbor'sliberty. Yet dl thisis accomplished by education and codes of ethicsrather
than by laws or compulsion.

"In 20,000 A.D. efforts were ruthlesdy sdlf-centered. Shortly thereafter commenced aremarkable
period of group action by the weak againgt the strong. Such areaction wasinevitable, as wasits success.
By 21,000 A.D. asystem of voluntary socid agreements had been established, and athough there seem
to have been anumber of individuals who refused to participate, the concerted group action of the
majority soon began to bear material advantages. New knowledge and invention were perfected and
only shared among the society members. Thus, dowly, the society of individuas cameto include the
entire human race.

"The agreement was asmple one: to force no man againgt hiswill and to never refuse help to any
man—these seem to be the two most important and, indeed, the only vital agreements. So sensibleand
beneficia an arrangement was quickly perfected inits details, leaving no room for laws or complications.
By the year 22,000 the socia contract was so thoroughly established that the imagination of man had not
in five centuries put forth aproposa to changeit in any way. Under it, Science thrived and took
enormous strides. The population increased steadily until it was found desirable to set up colonieson
Marsand Venus, both of which are now fairly densely populated. Rocket linersfly daily throughout the
solar system, and accidents are no more prevaent than those upon the seas of the Earth in the twentieth
century. Thejourney, with atomic power, requires|ess than two weeksto Mars and only about ten days
to Venus.

"The Earth has a population of some one billion people. They are housed in congenia groups of
anything from two to two thousand and are scattered impartialy over the face of the globe, for artificia
climateismaintained in dl buildings on Earth, just as on Mars or in the rocket shipsthat hurtle through
space. Thereisno barter or trade, for every group has a production machine capable of turning any given
raw material into any desired product. There exists asort of trade or exchange in the products of the
mind. These are not sold for money or position, of course, but upon the importance of aworker's
inventions depends the willingness of othersto help him in the event he undertakes a project that requires
many ass gants.”



Here Winters stopped and read over what he had written. Even to put it on paper set him aflame
with impatience to go and explore this new and wonderful world. But he had promised to help inthe
laboratory until the most wonderful of al inventions was perfected. He rose and walked down the
corridor.

Ashe cameto the door of the laboratory he heard the sound of voicesraised in argument, and he
stopped to listen. Pondero was speaking: "I should think it would be obvious, Ponceon! Hereis our
chance to control the destiny of the race for unselfish ends. We can preserve the few noteworthy men of
genius from each generation and let the rest of the peoplelive and die asthey would naturaly do. Think
of it! After afew thousands of years we should have a population of great minds—with brainsactudly in
the mgority! Let usmakeimmortdity areward for great work or for noteworthy accomplishment. Why
should we broadcast our discovery to the entire world? What purpose would be served? Unworthy
people would be preserved in their unworthiness, and bad counsel and wrong principles could never be
wiped out from the human mind—even by the greet hedler, time! Itiscrimind todoit!" Fastak and
Mintal nodded, convinced.

Ponceon shook his head obgtinatdly. "It sounds plausible,”" he admitted, "but it must be wrong! Why?
For the smple reason that we are committed to refuse help to no man. We shall be asked for information
and must not refuseit. Any scheme to help mankind which includes arefusa of such help
must—somewhere or somehow—be bad!"

"But there are three of usand we are al determined,” put in Mintal with lowering brows. "What do
you plan to do about it?"

Winters could fed the tension in the room and stepped softly through the doorway. His mind was
made up—he would stick by the man who had saved him—Ponceon. But there were three strong men to
cope with. He sllently gave thanks for hisyouthful strength so miraculoudy returned to him and eyed the
|aboratory equipment speculatively with aview to finding some possible weapon. On atable nearby was
ameta rack support—adtrip of stedl two feet long and haf aninch thick.

"I shadl announce our discovery, giving full detalls, today!"

"You can't doit, Ponceon! | tell you it would be throwing away the greatest opportunity for good
ever offered in history!™

"And | say that, as you know, we are hound by the socia contract to benefit the world by our work.
We cannot pick and choose those whom we areto help!”

"That isjust what we shall do!" exclaimed Mintal savagdly. "1 cannot understand why such asimple
thing failsto gpped to you!"

"Simple! Areyou willing to assumethe task of choosing those who areto live forever and those who
must die?'

"Why ... er ... | wouldn't have to! We could appoint acommittee and let their findings be scientificaly
determined.”

"Who would pick the committee?"

Winters had edged hisway unobtrusively over to the table, and his right hand behind his back had
firm hold of the bar of stedl. Hetried to catch Ponceon's eye, but that young person was heatedly
gesturing into the outthrust face of Minta. Winters had seen plenty of fightsin his day and knew what to
expect. It could not be very many minutes more, he felt, before ablow was struck; and his hand
tightened on its weapon as his eye measured the distance to Pondero's head.

"Stop amoment,” cried the huge one. "How far will you go with usin the matter, Ponceon? Will you
even hold back your announcement until you are asked by someone for theinformation? What | meaniis,
would you bewilling to let us go ahead for the present—operating only upon old men of known worth
and intelligence? Then if someone hears about the operation and asks you, we could grant him the secret
on condition that he keep it to himsalf. Now surdly that's not too much to ask!”

"It sounds very plausible, Pondero. But it's just as wrong one way as another.”

"But that would not be refusing help!™

"It would be withholding help, though. The human raceis under sentence of deeth, individualy
gpesking. Welive out our lives, waiting for the stroke of fate that shall stop our being. We arein need of



help that our lives may be saved. Even as| speak a hundred people die somewhere on the earth. In the
next moment another hundred breathe their last. | must save them from that fate and as quickly as| can.”

"For thelast tune, Ponceon, are you going to be sensible about thisthing or not? We are three to one
agang you."

"The mg ority does not make right, Pondero. | tell you once morethat | shall announce our discovery
thisnoon!" And he shook a clenched fist under Pondero'sface.

"Besdes," Winters put in quietly, "it'sthree againgt two, if you dont mind! And | have another
argument here with me!l" He produced his wespon from behind his back.

"An argument!" said Fastak, frowning. "I don't understand.”

The others also looked puzzled. Winters began to wonder if he could possibly have overestimated
the value of human strength. Perhaps these supermen of the two hundred and fiftieth century had
powerful weapons concealed on their persons.

"I shdl usethisargument of sted on the man who interferes with Ponceon!™ he said stoutly.

Thefour men stared at him in surprise. Then Mintal's satanic face worked furioudy, and his shoulders
moved convulsively. Winters haf raised his bar, expecting attack, when Fastak's roar of laughter cut the
tension of the room flatly. The other three joined him—even Ponceon. He, indeed, doubled up with
mirth, gasped out: "Oh Winterst What a quaint prehistoric notion! Did you—ha, hal—did you think they
were—oh, thiswill kill me—you thought they would strike mel”

In great confusion of mind and with scarlet cheeks, Winters ssammered out his apologies. They paid
no attention whatsoever to him. Asslently as he had entered, he left the [aboratory and shut himself upin
his room. About noon he came out and went once more to the laboratory, to find the four gathered in
front of aflat board st with instruments.

"I warn you, you will regret this, Ponceon!" said Pondero in a severe voice. But Ponceon camly and
Steadily completed his preparations and in aclear firm voice proceeded to make the announcement to the
world that has since become considered a classic in the annals of human history. And Fastek, Mintal and
Pondero stood by, frowning at first; but as the inquiries began to come in over the receiving vi-scope and
congratul ations and excited applications for treatment filled every recording spool in the laboratory, their
brows became smooth and they joined in the thrilling work of humanity's reprieve from its age-old
enemy—_desth.

Soon the quiet little laboratory became the scene of mass col onization. Before long, ten thousand
arships had landed, and vi-glass housing structures were commencing to rise. A city of half amillion
inhabitants was soon in existence, and biologists thronged the |aboratories as the great labor began. Inall
thisWinterswasleft amost entirely to himsalf and walked about examining and studying people and
things with gresat interest. One day he found Fastak and Mintal in arecreation room talking to agroup of
atractive young girlsand they caled himin.

They told him that they had turned over dl the information needed for such asimple processto
competent ass stants and were now bent on enjoying asocid lifefor atime. "Why not join us?' the three
asked.

"Where is Ponceon?"

"He was here awhile back—but he has gone off to live with Mardiaafew days. Hell be back
tomorrow, perhaps.”

Winters was not shocked at the very casua sexua relationship. Indeed, he was quite prepared to
find these people of the future taking one biologica need as camly and as sanely as any other. During the
course of hislife, thereafter, he contracted many such temporary liaisons himsalf. The hunger of sex was
consdered no way different from the hunger for food—except that the latter more frequently interrupted
one'sregular occupations.

Upon this occasion, however, he was consumed with impatience and eagerness to see theworld and
mentioned thisto Fastak.

That young worthy laughed. "Take an airship,” he said. "Y oull find many of them outside that belong
tono onein paticular.”

Winterswalked to the edge of the city and passed through an air-lock now open due to the mild



wegther. A young man standing nearby was only too flattered to show the famous Winters how to
operae the Imple mechanism and assured him that "if anything happened dmaost anyone would help him
out of histroubles.”

CHAPTER 3
The Search for Infinite

And so the ancient and yet youthful Winters set off for amonth's cruise during which he haphazardly
circumnavigated the globe. When he was hungry or thirsty, a push on a button produced food and drink.
When the fud dia showed red—asit did once over the Indian Ocean—he descended to the surface of
thewater and pulled the intake lever, whereupon the suction tanksfilled themsalves with enough brine to
keep the atomic motors running powerfully for amonth. When hewished to deep, he landed his ship and
stretched out on the bunk at the back of the cabin.

He visited some large cities and found everyone excited over the prospect of human immortdity. No
old people were |eft anywhere, for these had al proceeded to the laboratory near Lake Superior to
restore their youth. But the young men and women were revising their entire mental outlook upon alarger
scale. No longer was there a problem about "what to do with oné'slife” Life could—barring accidental
injuries—continue forever. Therefore each person was proceeding to do whatever he or she happened to
want at the moment. He found one man contemplating the idea of breeding dwarf humans and selecting
for dwarfness generation after generation until he had beings of microscopic size. "It might takeamillion
years—or ten million," said this cam dreamer. "What difference does time make now?"

On anidand in the South Seas he found asmal group of five people. They had been doing some
desultory research in physics but had abandoned it for the sake of afew hundred years of loafing under
the sun down on the beach.

In western America he found a glass building that housed one dreamy-eyed mathematician. He had
abandoned al other tasks for the etheredl joy of producing pi to infinity. "Probably you know pi toitsfifth
decimal—3.14159," he told Winters. "It has been carried by previous workersto its ninety-fifth decima,
but the work is time-consuming in the extreme. | have decided to devote eternity to it."

"But supposing it comes out an even number in one of your later caculations?”

His eyes brightened. "It's fascinating to think about, isn't it? Will it ever come out even or isit an
absolute prime! That'sthe question!” And he turned to hisfiguring in afury of concentration as Winters
left him.

But thereal excitement was reserved for hisreturn to the research laboratory. This he found much
smdller than it had been, for the work had been decentralized. A few thousand people remained,
however. Ponceon and Pondero welcomed Winters back enthusiasticaly.

"Now that you have explored thisworld,” said Pondero, "how would you like acruise of five or Sx
hundred years through space?"

"What do you mean?"

"Why, that the human raceisno longer confined to thislittle solar system. It ismany light-years travel
to the nearest star and would require hundreds of yearsin our fastest rocket ships. But now the voyageis
entirely possible. There are dozens of expeditions planned, and Ponceon and | are setting off next week.
Want to come?"

"But your food?"

"Food!" exclaimed Ponceon. "Food, water and other necessities are smple. In an airtight
test-chamber the processes of life continue without loss of one single milligram of matter. Our machines
turn any given substance into any needed article. We merely use matter over and over again. A dight loss
isexperienced in providing energy—but afew tons of sand will keep usdive for millennia. And asfor
fuel—another few tonsin the atomic repul se engines will give us more speed than we dare use.”

Winters accepted enthusiastically and set earnestly to work to learn the rudiments of that science
which so miraculoudly had conquered nature's secrets. A week later he sat bewildered on a stedl-sprung



segt in agreat vi-glass sphere and watched the Earth sink rapidly away below him. In aweek they landed
at the edge of agredt, glass-covered valley on Mars, and he marveled at the Earthly appearance of
everything insde the dome as contrasted with the red wastes of desolate sand so grotesquely stretched to
the horizon outside under the dark blue Martian sky.

A week of sghtseeing—for Ponceon had never visited Mars—and then the journey was resumed.
Day after day dipped by—Ponceon and Pondero finding their chief interest in Winters earnest struggle
to acquire a hundred centuries of learning in one gulp. But after amonth had gone by, the routine of the
ship settled into adull rut, and after ayear Winters cameto redlly know something of modern science.
There were (they calculated) two hundred more years to be passed before their goad was even
approached. So it came about that they all took aleaf from Winters persona experience and erected a
lead-lined chamber in the center of their sphere. They constructed aclock based on light intensities that
would awake them whenever they even remotely approached astar.

Then Ponceon prepared drugs and they entered their ray-screened chamber and dept. On through
spacefor acentury and ahaf sped alifeess globe. At the gppointed time they awoke, painfully restored
their wasted tissues with days of medication and exercise, and looked out upon the looming brightness of
aminor star too dun to have ever been recorded on Earthly telescopes. The star was in the red-dwarf
stage and ancient beyond all computation. Eager-eyed, they swept space for asight of possible planets,
but in vain. Then on past the hoary sun into dayless space once more.

They dept and awoke and traveled on into this mystic maze of matter we cal the universe. They
found one giant star around which swung ahuge, cheerlessworld of bare, frozen lava-smooth and
lifdless. On thisthey landed and tore ten tons of rocky fuel from an unknown hillsde to send them il
farther on their way. They grew old dowly with the passing of the years and operated upon each other dl
one tuneless week and became young again.

Out from Earth there shot athousand such exploration parties every century until one would wonder
that space was not filled with them. Presently stars were found which were encircled by habitable planets
and on these colonies were formed. This disease of worldsthat we call life spread over the surfaces of
gpatial bodiesin dl directions from Earth—the great center of infection. Five thousand years passed and
many of the same people till lived and pressed their quest into space.

A few werekilled in accidents now and then, to be sure, and once in awhile anew disease would
crop up and some few unfortunates would die before science could find a specific cure. Ten thousand
years passed, and billions upon billions of men and women thronged the planetary stars. On went
life—never ceasng—never satisfied. And with it went Winters, still eager-eyed and impatient as ever to
learn one more fact and to accomplish one more task.

Once, on areturn vidt to the Earth he saw aface vagudy familiar. Where had he seen that dight form
with itsalmost ebony skin and that spprehensive, yet inquisitive, face? Surdly it could not be... it was
Bengue! Winters greeted him cordially and learned that Bengue had imitated his example and escaped by
deep from the threat of the vengeful Hargry. He had awakened afew months after Winters had left the
Earth and had been actively engaged in breeding experiments ever since. The two then spent haf ayear
together and, finding that they had nothing of redl interest in common, separated by mutual consent.

Word came back to Winters on a planet on the very edge of that void which rimsthe universe that
Ponceon—the great discoverer and liberator of mankind—had been killed in arocket accident. Winters
mourned the passing of an old friend. Thiswasin the year 50,008, two years before the discovery of
projection rays, jwhich changed the course of history, infact! To wield power at adistance of athousand
light-years! Of course, that used up raw materid a awholesderate, but it gave these insgnificant human
animals such aGodlike sense of power to be able to juggle with the very starsin their courses. And the
damage done was not—in comparison to the scale of cosmos—more than a flea-bite on a Brontosaurian
lizard.

Shortly after the turn of the hundred-thousandth century Winters revisited the Earth and gazed in awe
at the reddish sun that marked off the days of adying planet. Not more than ten thousand souls now
dwelt upon its surface, and Winters was filled with a sense of sadness at the changes wrought in the
familiar scenes. On amountain top in Africa he talked with an old man, gray-bearded and feeble with



age.

"| shal never undergo the youth-processagain,” hesaid. "l am old and presently | shal dieand beno
more."

"If you were young you would be full of hope and energy and not wish to die,” replied Winters.

"| shal die because life has nothing to offer me.

"Oh | know what you will say. Food and love and adventure are all very well. They titillate the
senses—nothing more. Though we humans have grown in importance, we are insignificant aloms
measured in the scale of creation. Thereis nothing we can do that isreally important. Suppose we
increase human stature until we stride about using stars for footstools—mere size does not add to our
importance. | do not eat unless| am hungry. | undertake no action unlessit isfor adefinite and
reasonable purpose. | can see no purposein life—so | refuse to be so absurd asto continue living!™

"But one thing you omit—why not devote your lifeto solving its secret? Try and find the reason or
purpose for existence!"

The old man shook hiswintry head emphaticaly. "I once had afriend who made that resolution. He
st off ... oh, thirty thousand years ago ... for a secluded planet at the edge of the universein the
direction of Alpha Centauri where he planned to conduct research upon the subject. His name was
Condondl. | have never heard of him since.”

Winters, vaguely saddened, determined to leave the Earth and set off aone through space. He found
himsdlf growing more and more unsatisfied with lifeand dl that it meant. After dl, what possible purpose
could it serve? After ayear'slonely cruising, he determined to make a search for the man called
Condond. His adventures would fill al the booksin all the libraries of theworld. He came at last on the
report of a dark-haired woman with whom he had lived half amonth, to ablue-white sun about which
circled one lone planet scarcely athousand milesin diameter. Here, she had heard, dwelt Condond, and
here he had been for many thousands of years. Many men and women had cometo visit him, she
understood, and most of them had remained as hisdisciples.

Wintersfet acurious sense of novelty and youth as he swung his spaceship down and cruised over
the face of the green and silver world below. Eagerly he peered for sgns of habitation, but in vain. Then
he noticed that the world did not turn on its axis, but remained with one face forever fixed toward its
life-giving sun. Near the equator and at the very edge of file day-line, hefound at last agreat building with
an enormous white dome that thrust above the green foliage. He brought his vessdl to arest on the soft
earth in the midst of agroup of low structures that surrounded the central tower.

As he stepped out and felt smooth grass benegth his feet, he experienced a delightful sense of
freshness—the air was different from any he had ever breathed. A light breeze blew from the night
country behind him, cool and ddlicious and smelling faintly of meted snow. In this place it was dways
gpring and always morning. No one came to meet him, but he stood there aone with afedling of
familiarity, as though he had at last come home. Trees cast great long shadows across sap-green lawns,
and hismemory went back to the days of his childhood and early rambles through the tingling dew of
barefoot summers. He felt wonder well up in him and made hisway toward the nearest building.

At the door aman greeted him calmly, offering shelter and food.

"l have come, if | can find him, to spesk to aman caled Condond.”

The man nodded as though he had expected the request. "The Magter isfree for the next hour, when
heisduea the Temple" hesad. "l will takeyou to him."

Winterswas led to abuilding of gray stone close beside the huge dome that dominated the scene and
was ushered through an open doorway into alarge room. The light was dim after the bright sunshine, and
it was afew seconds before he made out the youthful figure seated in ahuge chair in the center of the
room.

"What do you seek?" asked Condonal—and his voice was degp and quiet like an organ tone. Then
Winterstold him of his search and its purpose and he nodded understandingly.

"You arewelcome here," hereplied. "Our community is made up of searchers. What purpose has
life? That isour problem in research and we shall solveit!”

"But what possible solution can there be?’



"We do not know even that-on the face of things there seemsto be none. Stars are born, wax grest,
diminish and die. Throughout infinity—universe after universe—the process goes on. What iswill one day
not be and on il another day will again exist. We have pulled stars gpart and found no secret bidden
insde. We have pursued every phase of scienceto its ultimate and found no purposein creation. Our
reason plunges forward and searches every possibility of the future and failsto find any basis upon which
to erect the least speculative structure. Life is not areasonable thing, perhaps.”

"Y ou have cometo that concluson?" cried Winters sadlly.

"Physicd life—yes," said Condonal. "Congder what it is—a progressive deterioration of matter and
force. The stars are flying apart at a peed which, calculated backward, indicates that they Sarted their
motion perhapsfive billion years ago. The age of the stars themsalves—progressing from white giantsto
white dwarfs, to red dwarfs, to lightless lumps—agreesfairly well with auniversd birth five billion years
ago. Everything, even the calculated age of the Earth, agrees.

"Now that," Condonal said dowly, with aseriouslight in hisface, "that was awonderful birth. That
was cregtion, if you like—as much a creation certainly asfollows the thumbs of asculptor when hetwists
alump of clay into arecognizablefigure. Y ou can cdl it rearrangement; | prefer the word cregtion. By
definition, merely, there must have been a Crestor.”

Winters began to shake his head, thought amoment, then nodded half-heartedly.

Condona smiled. "Names are not too important,” he remarked. " And there was a creation.

"A Creator!" he mused. "What was He like? Oh, not human; not even physical in our ordinary
three-dimensioned fashion. Such acreation isimpossible in ordinary three-dimensioned physics.
Consder what it meant: Laws of order were set up as aresult of which stars bore planets, planets bore
life, life became—us. A five-billion-year wait. The result wasinevitable; you cannot bresk the laws of
physics, you know.

"It could have been accident; it could have been intentiond. If accident, it was the most € aborate
one, the most complicated and puzzling one, that ever occurred. | think it istoo well planned to be
anything but an intentional act—not only creetion itsdf, but everything that followed—even our
conversation, Winters!

"If intended, then | think it improbable that creation had any physical purpose. Consder what vast
powers, what meticulous control over dl things physical areimplied! Would such a Creator take such an
elaborate route to reach aphysica result? Hardly. It would not be necessary for Him. He could have
managed that billions of years quicker. But if the purpose was not physical, what? Why, extraphysical!

"Thought is not explainable by physics—not entirely. The process of reason, yes. A calculating
machine reasons; the Brain reasoned better than any man. It could remember better, too.

"The senshility, the feeling and emotion, dl are shared by men with the lower animds. They are
probably extensions of the purely physicd.

"There remainsthat combination of will and imagination which is peculiar, so far, to the human race.
This could be the stuff for which creation was set in motion. Perhaps the Creator isacook, and this
menta product the food He prepares. Perhaps Heisachemist, and our minds are the cruciblesin which
he refines the product for some unimaginable purpose. | like the last idea better. Mere will may beill-will,
you know, just as easily as good will. It may be useful to Him only after it becomes good will."

"But mere good intention, as an entire answer to al existence," put in Winters. "We used to have a
saying that the road to Hell was paved with good intentions.”

"Itismorelikely to be the other way about,” answered Condondl. "Lifeitself isasort of Hell. This
mental Suff may passthrough life after life, being refined alittle more each time. The road to good
intention is probably paved with Hells™"

"But thisisal mere guesswork,” said Winters after aslent minute. "All this speculaion isthousands
of yearsold."

The deep-set eyestwinkled sanely. Condonal nodded. Then he held up his hand and his dark, lean
face lighted with purpose.

"But nevertheless our research is sure and we will discover the secret,” he smiled. Winters frown of
bewilderment amused him. "The answer liesin evolution.”



"But we have been experimenting for ahundred thousand yearsl”

"And we havefailed; | know! We have been on the wrong track. We have tried to evolve the human
animal into somefiner type. That isawaste of time."

"But ... | don't understand.”

"Yet it isplain enough. The human anima has achieved anew plane of existence cdlled reason. Very
well. Thisreason of hisasksaquestion which it isunable to answer. Consider amoment how this
reasoning ability cameinto existence. We will sart with firdt life-one-celled jellylike creaturesin a pond.
Could they reason? Then we will consider the structure of the human body. What forms its tissues?
Nothing but specidized forms of these same one-cdlled primitive organisms! Can your muscletissue
reason? Y et each cdll of it lives and eats and reactsto its environment and, eventuadly, dies. It cannot
reason, but itswillingnessto cooperate with a billion billion other cdlls makes possible ahuman being who
can reason. Now do you see?'

"I'm afraid ... well, | do seemto have afaint glimmering.”

"But it isso ample! The cooperation of animas makes possible anew thing in creation—thought.
What would result from the cooperation of thoughts? Why not another new departure—a
superthinking—an understanding—an ultraphysical Being who would be capable of reason asfar above
our mental merry-go-rounds aswe, in turn, are above the eementary tropisms of bacilli?'

"But . . . what good would that do us? It iswe oursalveswho wish an answer to lifesriddle.

"And when Heis created, will He not tell us?’

"Hmm! Y ou used our body cdllsfor your andogy. Did you ever think of thanking them for their
creation of your body? Did you ever try to explain to them what reason is?'

Condond laughed cheerfully. "Y ou are an apt pupil! But answer methis: how many hours have been
spent by our biologistsin human history examining the lives of our body cdlls, learning how to help them,
griving to improvetheir condition”?”

Winters nodded. "That isapoint,” he conceded.

"And we have found them incagpable of understanding, have we not? If we had found them to belittle
crestures capable of speech and reason would we not joyfully have commenced their education-for our
own ske, if not for theirs?!

"Ohho! And you think that your superanima will ..."

"Of course! When He looks around Him and beginsto inquire into the reasons of His own existence,
Hewill find us. Hewill study us and marvel and without question will inform us how to act so asto help
Himin Hisown evolution. And then ... ah! ... Then He will search out the secret of life and tell us.
Perhapswe will not be able to understand, but we will at least have the opportunity.”

Winters was excitedly pacing the floor, engrossed by the bold conception. "Even if we do not
understand we will at least know that there is a purpose and that knowledgeinitsdlf isdl that we need.”

"But we have not yet had that assurance,” reminded Condona smiling. *Much remainsto be done. |
must now go to the Temple."

Wintersfollowed his stately progress humbly and hopefully. At the Temple Condonal left him. He
made his way through the main doorway and entered the vast cavern of the building. From above poured
adeep purplelight like avelvet hanging; it shone somberly upon athousand quiet figures seated in black
chairs. Three hundred feet above stretched the great dome, many-windowed and mysterious, and here
and there on the walls Winters saw little cages in which men tended banks of instrument boards.

They seemed very far away and unimportant in the dim light. Wintersfound himself tingling gently all
over the back of his neck. Three other persons stood beside him in the doorway. Presently one of the
figures seated in the body of the great hall stirred quietly and rose, whereupon one of those waiting
walked softly forward and took his place.

As he passed, Winters studied hisface curioudy. It was pale as faces normaly went—being olive
brown— and an expression of utmost peace and tranquillity rested on the shapely features. Presently
more people arrived at the doorway and stood quietly waiting. Two more exchanges were made and
then afourth Stter rose from his place and Winters, impelled by the expectant glancesbeside him,
walked forward and sat down in the chair.



The back was shaped to fit his body and two soft pads pressed againgt the base of hisbrain.
Ingtantly he felt agreat current of emotion sweep through him—vast and inexpressible. He caught vagudly
the current of some deep underlying meaning that surged and changed in pattern. But more than that was
the cam sense of right—asif this particular place was where he belonged and asif some definite
objective was being accomplished here. It wasthe spirit of cooperation in its abstract, nonmaterid form.
A great and peaceful joy cameinto his body and made him unaccountably happy and tender.

Tearswdledin hiseyes.

But presently hefdt atouch on the shoulder and looked up into akind face which said, "Y our mindis
not yet disciplined. Y ou must first study theritud. Y ou are not cooperating.” And heroseto find a
dark-skinned woman in white robes waiting to take his place. In asort of drunken ecstasy, Winters | eft
the Temple and wandered thoughtfully out into the eterna morning sunlight that poured peacefully on the
soft landscape. His mind was filled with new vague thoughts that €l uded systematic pursuit provokingly.
After an hour he found himsdf back at the Temple. If he could enter again he felt sure that hewould
come out with the namelessimpressions more deeply registered upon his mind and would then be able to
classfy them and think clearly. But he was stopped smilingly at the door and told to first learn theritud.

The next week he spent receiving ingtruction in the smple forms and orders of thought and was
admitted once again to the Temple and again came out more certain than ever that the vague and
namel ess thoughts which coursed through his brain needed only another period of contemplation. And
again, after afew hours of walking he returned to the Temple for new inspiration.

Some weeks later he went to speak to Condonal.

"When primitive one-celled animasfirst began to cooperate,” he said to the Master, "they did not at
onceform aman.”

"True"

"They first formed some low form of water animal which was not able to reason. Reason did not
come for millions of years—not until the form and arrangement of the cells had been changed and again
changed countlesstimes.”

"Y ou have gonefar in ashort time, Winters."

"Should there not be other temples set up—many of them—each working with adifferent ritua?
Might there thus be more chance of our hitting upon the proper form of cooperative thinking which
should produce our being of superthought?*

"We aretesting our ritua congtantly. Already the instruments set in and about the Temple have
recorded interesting phenomena: unusua changesin eectric potential; atendency toionization of ar; a
shift of the spectrum toward the blue. What these phenomena mean we do not yet know."

"How many are needed to start atemple?’

"The more, the better it seems. But afew hundred should produce results.”

"If agroup gathered afew hundred miles away would it affect your experiments here?!

"If it did, that in itself would be remarkable and worth trying."

"And another thing, sir. The word of what we do here should be broadcast through the universe. By
chance | found you—millionswould like to. Can messengers not be sent out?"

Condond nodded thoughtfully. Within aweek word began spreading through the star-systems, and
within ayear adozen temples were built on the planet of eternal dawn.

Within acentury Temples of Thought were numberless throughout the universe, and its cult absorbed
the attentions of haf the human race. Winterstook his part in theritua of atemple built ona
mountain-top not far from Condona. And now day after day, century after century, millennium after
millennium he spends histime and energy upon the problem. Always the green sun sendsiits pearly
radiance over the land, and when he walks thoughtfully to the night side of the mountain he gazes upon an
empty sky, black with sheer nothingness—for here the universe ends and beyond lies nothing.

With atelescope stars can be seen—far distant universes unbelievably remote. Traversing this space
are spaceships—ever questing—on voyagesthat last hundreds of thousands of years. On through space
spreads the cult of the Thought-Temple. New forms and rituas are tried and improved upon constantly.
New and unreadable phenomena are recorded on the instrument panels.



Ever and again Winters comes out of the Temple full to the soul with thoughts and fedlings ever fresh
and new and gazes wonderingly upon creation with eyesthat are dmost, but not quite, opened to itsinner
meaning.

Herewe mug, at lagt, leave him. Immortality isnot yet ours, nor can our minds anticipate whet lies
beyond reason. Y et we can imagine the tools with which the last secret might be wrung from ajealous
nature. And as Winters pointed out to Condonal in one of their frequent discussions: "If thismeansfailsto
solve the problem, yet the idea does not necessarily fail with it. For if reason belifein the second degree,
and the superthought we seek be lifein the third degree, then nothing prevents an evolution of
third-degree beings and their cooperation in the creation of afourth-degree creature.”

"He may be pure energy,” suggested Condond.

"Or theessence of lifeitsdf,” replied Winters, his pae face gleaming asthough lighted from within by
some hidden dream. He was thinking of the countless billions of human beingswho had lived and died on
adistant planet. He was wishing that some means might exist of telling those tragic figures of these new
hopes and joys. Would it still that despairing cry of "Why?Why?' that rose from amillion rattling throats
on thefields of Flanders? Would it hed the broken heart of the man he had known in hisyouth in New
Y ork who &fter forty years of drudgery in an office redized one day that he had grown old before he had
found time to do anything with hislife and had, after aweek's dark brooding, committed suicide? His
thought cast back over the millennia—as readily and surdly asit could wing itsway through into the
future. For what wall can bar thought?

How it reached me, | do not know. That it has reached me this story proves. Not, perhaps, in
unadulterated form—for my own prejudices and rationalizings have stamped it into aform and meaning
comprehensibleto my twentieth-century brain. | cannot even be certain that it istruein its entirety—but
parts of it, | promiseyou, will one day cometo pass. And in the meantime, let us, with theimmorta
Voltaire, cultivate our garden.
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