file:///F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%20I || ustrated%20M an.txt

The Il lustrated ManThe ||l ustrated Man
Ray Bradbury

Contents
Prol ogue: The Il lustrated Man
The Vel dt
Kal ei doscope
The O her Foot
The Hi ghway
The Man
The Long Rain
The Rocket Man
The Fire Bal |l oons
The Last Night of the Wrld
The Exil es
No Particular N ght or Mrning
The Fox and the Forest
The Visitor
The Concrete M xer
Marionettes, Inc.
The City
Zer o Hour
The Rocket
Epi | ogue
[ About this etext]

PROLOGUE: The Il lustrated Man

IT was a warm afternoon in early Septenber when | first nmet the Illustrated Man.
Wal ki ng al ong an asphalt road, | was or the final leg of a two weeks’ wal ki ng
tour of Wsconsin. Late in the afternoon | stopped, ate sone pork, beans, and a
doughnut, and was preparing to stretch out and read when the Illustrated Man

wal ked over the hill and stood for a nonment agai nst the sky.

I didn't know he was Illustrated then. | only knew that he was tall, once well
muscl ed, but now, for sonme reason, going to fat. | recall that his arns were

I ong, and the hands thick, but that his face was like a child s, set upon a
massi ve body.

He seenmed only to sense ny presence, for he didn't look directly at ne when he
spoke his first words:

“Do you know where | can find a job?”

“I"'mafraid not,” | said.

“l haven’t had a job that's lasted in forty years,” he said.

Though it was a hot late afternoon, he wore his wool shirt buttoned tight about
his neck. H s sleeves were rolled and buttoned down over his thick wists.
Perspiration was streanming fromhis face, yet he nade no nove to open his shirt.

“Well,” he said at last, “this is as good a place as any to spend the night. Do
you mi nd conpany?”

“l have sonme extra food you'd be welcone to,” | said.

He sat down heavily, grunting. “You' |l be sorry you asked nme to stay,” he said.
“Everyone always is. That’s why |I'’mwalking. Here it is, early Septenber, the
cream of the Labor Day carnival season. | should be maki ng noney hand over fi st
at any small town side show celebration, but here | amwth no prospects.”

He took off an i mense shoe and peered at it closely. “I usually keep a job

about ten days. Then sonething happens and they fire ne. By now every carniva

in Anerica won’t touch nme with a ten-foot pole.”

“What seenms to be the trouble?” | asked.

For answer, he unbuttoned his tight collar, slowy. Wth his eyes shut, he put a
sl ow hand to the task of unbuttoning his shirt all the way down. He slipped his
fingers in to feel his chest. “Funny,” he said, eyes still shut. “You can’t fee
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thembut they're there. | always hope that soneday |’'Il ook and they'l|l be
gone. | walk in the sun for hours on the hottest days, baking, and hope that ny
sweat’' || wash themoff, the sun'll cook them off, but at sundown they're stil
there.” He turned his head slightly toward me and exposed his chest. “Are they
still there now?”

After a long while | exhaled. “Yes,” | said. “They're still there.”

The |l lustrations.

“Anot her reason | keep nmy collar buttoned up,” he said, opening his eyes, “is
the children. They follow ne al ong country roads. Everyone wants to see the

pi ctures, and yet nobody wants to see them”

He took his shirt off and wadded it in his hands. He was covered with
Illustrations fromthe blue tattooed ring about his neck to his belt line.

“I't keeps right on going,” he said, guessing ny thought. “All of ne is
Illustrated. Look.” He opened his hand. On his palmwas a rose, freshly cut,
with drops of crystal water anbng the soft pink petals. | put ny hand out to
touch it, but it was only an Illustration

As for the rest of him | cannot say how | sat and stared, for he was a riot of
rockets and fountains and people, in such intricate detail and color that you
could hear the voices murnuring small and nmuted, fromthe crowds that inhabited
his body. Wen his flesh twitched, the tiny nouths flickered, the tiny
green-and-gol d eyes w nked, the tiny pink hands gestured. There were yell ow
meadows and bl ue rivers and nountains and stars and suns and planets spread in a
M| ky Way across his chest. The people thenselves were in twenty or nore odd
groups upon his arns, shoul ders, back, sides, and wists, as well as on the flat
of his stomach. You found themin forests of hair, lurking anong a constellation
of freckles, or peering fromarnpit caverns, dianond eyes aglitter. Each seened
intent upon his own activity; each was a separate gallery portrait.

“Wiy, they' re beautiful!” | said.

How can | explain about his Illustrations? If El Geco had painted miniatures in
his prinme, no bigger than your hand, infinitely detailed, with all his

sul phurous col or, elongation, and anatony, perhaps he m ght have used this man's
body for his art. The colors burned in three dinensions. They were w ndows

| ooking in upon fiery reality. Here, gathered on one wall, were all the finest
scenes in the universe; the man was a wal king treasure gallery. This wasn't the
work of a cheap carnival tattoo nan with three col ors and whi sky on his breath.
This was the acconplishnment of a living genius, vibrant, clear, and beautiful

“Ch yes,” said the Illustrated Man. “I"mso proud of ny Illustrations that 1'd
like to burn themoff. |I've tried sandpaper, acid, a knife . K

The sun was setting. The nobon was already up in the East.

“For, you see,” said the Illustrated Man, “these Illustrations predict the
future.”

I said nothing.

“I't’s all right in sunlight” he went on. “lI could keep a carnival day job. But
at night—the pictures nove. The pictures change.”

I nust have snmiled. “How | ong have you been Il ustrated?”

“I'n 1900, when | was twenty years old and working a carnival, | broke ny leg. It
laid me up; | had to do sonmething to keep nmy hand in, so | decided to get
tattooed.”

“But who tattooed you? What happened to the artist?”

“She went back to the future,” he said. "I mean it. She was an old wonman in a
little house in the mddle of Wsconsin here sonewhere not far fromthis place.
Alittle old witch who | ooked a thousand years old one nonent and twenty years
old the next, but she said she could travel in time. | |aughed. Now, | know
better.”

“How did you happen to neet her?”

He told ne. He had seen her painted sign by the road: SKIN | LLUSTRATI ON
Illustration instead of tattoo! Artistic! So he had sat all night while her
magi ¢ needl es stung hi mwasp stings and delicate bee stings. By norning he

| ooked |ike a man who had fallen into a twenty-color print press and been
squeezed out, all bright and picturesque.

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%?20lllustrated%20Man.txt (2 of 116) [1/19/03 9:50:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%20I || ustrated%20M an.txt

“I"ve hunted every sumer for fifty years,” he said, putting his hands out on
the air. "When | find that witch I’mgoing to kill her.”

The sun was gone. Now the first stars were shining and the noon had bri ght ened
the fields of grass and wheat. Still the Illustrated Man's pictures glowed |ike
charcoals in the half light, like scattered rubies and eneralds, wth Rouault

col ors and Picasso colors and the |ong, pressed-out El Geco bodies.

“So people fire me when ny pictures nove. They don’t like it when violent things
happen in ny Illustrations. Each Illustrationis a little story. If you watch
them in a few mnutes they tell you a tale. In three hours of |ooking you could
see eighteen or twenty stories acted right on ny body, you could hear voices and
think thoughts. It’s all here, just waiting for you to | ook. But nost of all,
there’s a special spot on ny body.” He bared his back. “See? There's no specia
design on my right shoul der blade, just a junble.”

“Yes.”

“When |’ ve been around a person | ong enough, that spot clouds over and fills in.
If I"’'mwith a woman, her picture conmes there on ny back, in an hour, and shows
her whole |ife—how she’ll live, how she’ll die, what she'll |ook |Iike when she’'s
sixty. And if it’s a man, an hour later his picture’s here on nmy back. It shows
himfalling off a cliff, or dying under a train. So I'mfired again.”

Al the time he had been tal king his hands had wandered over the Illustrations,
as if to adjust their frames, to brush away dust—the notions of a connoi sseur,
an art patron. Now he lay back, long and full in the noonlight. It was a warm

ni ght. There was no breeze and the air was stifling. W both had our shirts off.
“And you’ ve never found the old woman?”

“Never.”

“And you think she came fromthe future?”

“How el se could she know t hese stories she painted on me?” He shut his eyes
tiredly. H's voice grew fainter. “Sometines at night | can feel them the
pictures, like ants, crawing on ny skin. Then | know they’re doi ng what they

have to do. | never look at themany nore. | just try to rest. | don't sleep
much. Don’t you |l ook at themeither, | warn you. Turn the other way when you
sl eep.”

I lay back a few feet fromhim He didn't seemviolent and the pictures were
beautiful. Oherwise | nmight have been tenpted to get out and away from such
babbling. But the Illustrations . . . | let my eyes fill up on them Any person
would go a little mad with such things upon his body.

The night was serene. | could hear the Illustrated Man’'s breathing in the
moonl i ght. Crickets were stirring gently in the distant ravines. | lay with my
body sidewise so | could watch the Illustrations. Perhaps half an hour passed.
VWhet her the Illustrated Man slept | could not tell, but suddenly |I heard him
whi sper, “They’'re noving, aren’t they?”

| waited a minute.

Then | said, “Yes.”

The pictures were noving, each in its turn, each for a brief mnute or two.
There in the nmoonlight, with the tiny tinkling thoughts and the distant sea
voi ces, it seemed, each little drama was enacted. Wether it took an hour or

three hours for the dramas to finish, it would be hard to say. | only know t hat

I lay fascinated and did not nove while the stars wheeled in the sky.

Ei ghteen Il lustrations, eighteen tales. | counted them one by one.

Primarily ny eyes focused upon a scene, a large house with two people init. |
saw a flight of vultures on a blazing flesh sky, | saw yellow lions, and | heard
Voi ces.

The first Illustration quivered and cane to life.

The Vel dt

“George, | wish you'd | ook at the nursery.”

“What’s wong with it?”
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“l don’t know.”

“Well, then.”

“l just want you to look at it, is all, or call a psychologist in to |ook at
it.”

“What woul d a psychol ogi st want with a nursery?”

“You know very well what he’d want.” His wife paused in the niddle of the

ki tchen and watched the stove busy humm ng to itself, naking supper for four
“It’s just that the nursery is different nowthan it was.”

“All right, let’s have a | ook.”

They wal ked down the hall of their soundproofed Happylife Home, which had cost
themthirty thousand dollars installed, this house which clothed and fed and
rocked themto sleep and played and sang and was good to them Their approach
sensitized a switch sonewhere and the nursery light flicked on when they cane

within ten feet of it. Simlarly, behind them in the halls, Iights went on and
off as they left thembehind, with a soft automaticity.
“Wel'l,” said Ceorge Hadl ey.

They stood on the thatched fl oor of the nursery. It was forty feet across by
forty feet long and thirty feet high; it had cost half again as nuch as the rest
of the house. “But nothing’s too good for our children,” George had said.

The nursery was silent. It was enpty as a jungle glade at hot high noon. The
wal | s were blank and two di nensional. Now, as George and Lydia Hadley stood in
the center of the room the walls began to purr and recede into crystalline

di stance, it seened, and presently an African vel dt appeared, in three

di mensions, on all sides, in color reproduced to the final pebble and bit of
straw. The ceiling above them becane a deep sky with a hot yell ow sun.

George Hadley felt the perspiration start on his brow

“Let’'s get out of this sun,” he said. “This is a little too real. But | don't
see anything wong.”

“Wait a nmonment, you'll see,” said his wife

Now t he hi dden odorophoni cs were beginning to blow a wind of odor at the two
people in the middle of the baked veldtland. The hot straw snmell of |ion grass,
the cool green snell of the hidden water hole, the great rusty snell of aninmals,
the snell of dust like a red paprika in the hot air. And now t he sounds: the
thunp of distant antel ope feet on grassy sod, the papery rustling of vultures. A
shadow passed through the sky. The shadow flickered on George Hadl ey’ s upturned,
sweating face.

“Filthy creatures,” he heard his w fe say.

“The vul tures.”

“You see, there are the lions, far over, that way. Now they' re on their way to
the water hole. They' ve just been eating,” said Lydia. “I don’t know what.”
“Some animal.” George Hadl ey put his hand up to shield off the burning Iight
fromhis squinted eyes. “A zebra or a baby giraffe, maybe.”

“Are you sure?” His wfe sounded peculiarly tense.

“No, it'’s alittle late to be sure,” be said, anmused. “Nothing over there | can
see but cl eaned bone, and the vultures dropping for what’'s left.”

“Did you hear that screanP” she asked.

“No. "
“About a ninute ago?”
“Sorry, no.”

The lions were coning. And again George Hadley was filled with admiration for

t he mechani cal geni us who had conceived this room A miracle of efficiency
selling for an absurdly |low price. Every hone should have one. Ch, occasionally
they frightened you with their clinical accuracy, they startled you, gave you a
twi nge, but nost of the tine what fun for everyone, not only your own son and
daughter, but for yourself when you felt like a quick jaunt to a foreign land, a
qui ck change of scenery. Well, here it was!

And here were the lions now, fifteen feet away, so real, so feverishly and
startlingly real that you could feel the prickling fur on your hand, and your
mouth was stuffed with the dusty uphol stery snell of their heated pelts, and the
yel l ow of themwas in your eyes |like the yellow of an exquisite French tapestry,
the yellows of lions and sunmmer grass, and the sound of the matted lion |ungs

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%?20lllustrated%20Man.txt (4 of 116) [1/19/03 9:50:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%20I || ustrated%20M an.txt

exhaling on the silent noontide, and the snell of nmeat fromthe panting,

dri ppi ng nout hs.

The lions stood | ooking at George and Lydia Hadley with terrible green-yell ow
eyes.

“Watch out!” screaned Lydi a.

The lions came running at them

Lydia bolted and ran. Instinctively, George sprang after her. Qutside, in the

hall, with the door slammed he was | aughi ng and she was crying, and they both
stood appalled at the other’s reaction
“George!”

“Lydial Oh, ny dear poor sweet Lydial!”

“They al nost got us!”

“Wal I s, Lydia, renenber; crystal walls, that's all they are. Ch, they | ook real,
I nust admit-Africa in your parlor—but it’s all dinensional, superreactionary,
supersensitive color filmand nental tape filmbehind glass screens. It’s al
odor ophoni cs and sonics, Lydia. Here's ny handkerchief.”

“I"'mafraid.” She came to himand put her body against himand cried steadily.
“Did you see? Did you feel? It's too real.”

“Now, Lydia . . .”

“You've got to tell Wendy and Peter not to read any nore on Africa.
“OfF course—eof course.” He patted her

“Prom se?”

“Sure.”

“And |l ock the nursery for a few days until | get nmy nerves settled.
“You know how difficult Peter is about that. When | punished hima nonth ago by
| ocking the nursery for even a few hours—the tantrumbe threwt And Wendy too
They live for the nursery.”

“It’s got to be locked, that's all there is to it.”

“All right.” Reluctantly he | ocked the huge door. “You've been working too hard.
You need a rest.”

“l don’t know—+ don’t know,” she said, blow ng her nose, sitting down in a chair
that i medi ately began to rock and confort her. “Maybe | don’t have enough to
do. Maybe | have tine to think too nuch. Wiy don’t we shut the whol e house off
for a few days and take a vacation?”

“You nean you want to fry nmy eggs for me?”

“Yes.” She nodded.

“And darn nmy socks?”

“Yes.” A frantic, watery-eyed noddi ng.

“And sweep the house?”

“Yes, yes—eh, yes!”

“But | thought that’s why we bought this house, so we wouldn’'t have to do
anyt hi ng?”

“That’s just it. | feel like | don't belong here. The house is wife and nother
now, and nursermaid. Can | conpete with an African veldt? Can | give a bath and
scrub the children as efficiently or quickly as the automatic scrub bath can?
cannot. And it isn't just nme. It’'s you. You' ve been awfully nervous lately.”

“l suppose | have been snoking too nuch.”

“You look as if you didn’t know what to do with yourself in this house, either
You snoke a little nore every norning and drink a little nore every afternoon
and need a little nore sedative every night. You're beginning to fee
unnecessary too.”

“Am 1 ?" He paused and tried to feel into hinself to see what was really there.
“Ch, George!” She | ooked beyond him at the nursery door. “Those lions can’t get
out of there, can they?”

He | ooked at the door and saw it trenble as if sonething had junped against it
fromthe other side.

“Of course not,” he said.

At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a special plastic carniva
across town and had tel evised hone to say they'd be late, to go ahead eating. So
George Hadl ey, benused, sat watching the dining-roomtable produce warm di shes
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of food fromits mechanical interior

“We forgot the ketchup,” he said.

“Sorry,” said a small voice within the table, and ketchup appeared.

As for the nursery, thought Ceorge Hadley, it won't hurt for the children to be
| ocked out of it awhile. Too nmuch of anything isn't good for anyone. And it was
clearly indicated that the children had been spending a little too nuch tine on

Africa. That sun. He could feel it on his neck, still, |like a hot paw. And the
lions. And the snell of blood. Renarkabl e how the nursery caught the tel epathic
emanations of the children’s minds and created life to fill their every desire.

The children thought lions, and there were lions. The children thought zebras,
and there were zebras. Sun—sun. Graffes—giraffes. Death and death.

That last. He chewed tastelessly on the neat that the table bad cut for him
Deat h thoughts. They were awful |y young, Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts.
O, no, you were never too young, really. Long before you knew what death was
you were wishing it on sonmeone el se. When you were two years old you were
shooting people with cap pistols.

But this—the long, hot African veldt—the awmful death in the jaws of a lion. And
repeat ed agai n and agai n.

“Where are you goi ng?”

He didn’t answer Lydia. Preoccupied, be let the lights glow softly on ahead of
hi m extingui sh behind himas he padded to the nursery door. He |istened agai nst
it. Far away, a lion roared.

He unl ocked the door and opened it. Just before he stepped inside, he heard a
faraway scream And then another roar fromthe lions, which subsided quickly.
He stepped into Africa. How many tinmes in the |last year had he opened this door
and found Wonderl and, Alice, the Mock Turtle, or Al addin and his Magical Lanp,
or Jack Punpki nhead of Oz, or Dr. Doolittle, or the cow junping over a very
real - appearing noon—all the delightful contraptions of a nake-believe world. How
of ten had he seen Pegasus flying in the sky ceiling, or seen fountains of red
fireworks, or heard angel voices singing. But now, this yellow hot Africa, this
bake oven with nurder in the heat. Perhaps Lydia was right. Perhaps they needed
alittle vacation fromthe fantasy which was growing a bit too real for
ten-year-old children. It was all right to exercise one’s mind with gymastic
fantasies, but when the lively child mnd settled on one pattern . . . ? It
seemed that, at a distance, for the past nonth, he had heard lions roaring, and
snelled their strong odor seeping as far away as his study door. But, being
busy, he had paid it no attention

George Hadl ey stood on the African grassland alone. The lions | ooked up from
their feeding, watching him The only flawto the illusion was the open door

t hrough which he could see his wife, far down the dark hall, like a framed

pi cture, eating her dinner abstractedly.

“Co away,” he said to the lions.

They did not go.

He knew the principle of the roomexactly. You sent out your thoughts. Whatever
you thought woul d appear. “Let’s have Aladdin and his |lanp,” he snapped. The
vel dtl and renmi ned; the lions renained.

“Come on, room | demand Al addin!” he said.

Not hi ng happened. The lions nunbled in their baked pelts.

“Al addin!”

He went back to dinner. “The fool rooms out of order,’
respond.”

“O what?”

“Or it can't respond,” said Lydia, “because the children have thought about
Africa and lions and killing so nany days that the roomis in a rut.”

“Coul d be.”

“Or Peter’'s set it to remain that way.”

“Set it?”

“He may have got into the machinery and fixed sonething.”

“Peter doesn’t know machinery.”

“He's a wise one for ten. That |.Q of his—=

he said. “It won't
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“Nevert hel ess—

“Hell o, Mom Hello, Dad.”

The Hadl eys turned. Wendy and Peter were coning in the front door, cheeks |ike
pepperm nt candy, eyes like bright blue agate marbles, a snell of ozone on their
junpers fromtheir trip in the helicopter

“You're just in tinme for supper,” said both parents.

“We're full of strawberry ice cream and hot dogs,” said the children, holding
hands. “But we'll sit and watch.”

“Yes, conme tell us about the nursery,” said George Hadl ey.

The brother and sister blinked at himand then at each other. “Nursery?”

“Al'l about Africa and everything,” said the father with false joviality.

“l don’t understand,” said Peter

“Your nother and | were just traveling through Africa with rod and reel; Tom
Swift and his Electric Lion,” said George Hadl ey.

“There’s no Africa in the nursery,” said Peter sinply.

“Ch, come now, Peter. W know better.”

“l don’t renenber any Africa,” said Peter to Wendy. “Do you?”

“No. "
“Run see and cone tell.”
She obeyed.

“Wendy, cone back here!” said George Hadl ey, but she was gone. The house lights
followed her like a flock of fireflies. Too late, he realized he had forgotten
to lock the nursery door after his |ast inspection

“Wendy' Il 1 ook and cone tell us,” said Peter

“She doesn’t have to tell ne. |'ve seen it.”

“I"’msure you' re mstaken, Father.”

“I"mnot, Peter. Cone al ong now.”

But Wendy was back. “It’'s not Africa,” she said breathlessly.

“W' Il see about this,” said George Hadley, and they all wal ked down the hal
toget her and opened the nursery door

There was a green, lovely forest, a lovely river, a purple nmountain, high voices
singing, and Rima, lovely and nysterious, lurking in the trees with colorfu
flights of butterflies, |ike ani mated bouquets, lingering in her long hair. The
African veldtland was gone. The lions were gone. Only Rima was here now, singing
a song so beautiful that it brought tears to your eyes.

George Hadl ey | ooked in at the changed scene. “Go to bed,” he said to the

chil dren.

They opened their nouths.

“You heard me,” he said.

They went off to the air closet, where a wind sucked themlike brown | eaves up
the flue to their slunber roons.

George Hadl ey wal ked through the singing glade and pi cked up sonething that |ay
in the corner near where the lions had been. He wal ked slowy back to his wife.
“What is that?” she asked.

“An old wallet of mne,” he said.

He showed it to her. The snell of hot grass was on it and the snell of a lion
There were drops of saliva on it, it had been chewed, and there were bl ood
smears on both sides

He cl osed the nursery door and |ocked it, tight.

In the mddle of the night he was still awake and he knew his wi fe was awake.
“Do you think Wendy changed it?” she said at last, in the dark room

“Of course.”

“Made it froma veldt into a forest and put Rma there instead of |ions?”
“Yes.”

“\Ahy 2"

“l don’t know. But it’'s staying l|locked until | find out.”

“How did your wallet get there?”

“l don’t know anything,” he said, “except that |’ m beginning to be sorry we
bought that roomfor the children. If children are neurotic at all, a roomlike
t hat —=
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“I't’s supposed to help themwork off their neuroses in a healthful way.”
“I"'mstarting to wonder.” He stared at the ceiling.

“We’ve given the children everything they ever wanted. |Is this our

rewar d—secrecy, di sobedi ence?”

“Who was it said, ‘Children are carpets, they should be stepped on
occasionally’? W’ ve never lifted a hand. They're insufferable—-tet’s adnit it.
They come and go when they like; they treat us as if we were offspring. They're
spoil ed and we’re spoiled.”

“They’ ve been acting funny ever since you forbade themto take the rocket to New
York a few nonths ago.”

“They’'re not old enough to do that alone, | explained.”

“Neverthel ess, |1’ve noticed they' ve been decidedly cool toward us since.”
“I think 1"l have David M:C ean cone tonorrow norning to have a | ook at
Africa.”

“But it’s not Africa now, it’'s Green Mansions country and Rima.”

“I have a feeling it’lIl be Africa again before then.”

A nmonment | ater they heard the screans.

Two screans. Two peopl e screamng fromdownstairs. And then a roar of lions
“Wendy and Peter aren’t in their roons,” said his wife.

He lay in his bed with his beating heart. “No,” he said. “They ve broken into
the nursery.”

“Those screans—they sound fanmiliar.”

“Do they?”

“Yes, awfully.”

And al though their beds tried very hard, the two adults couldn’t be rocked to
sl eep for another hour. A smell of cats was in the night air.

“Fat her?” said Peter

“Yes.”

Peter | ooked at his shoes. He never |ooked at his father any nmore, nor at his
nmot her. “You aren’t going to lock up the nursery for good, are you?”

“That all depends.”

“On what ?” snapped Peter.

“On you and your sister. If you intersperse this Africa with alittle

vari ety—eh, Sweden perhaps, or Denmark or Chi na—

“I thought we were free to play as we wi shed.”

“You are, within reasonabl e bounds.”

“What’'s wong with Africa, Father?”

“Ch, so now you adnit you have been conjuring up Africa, do you?”

“I wouldn’t want the nursery |ocked up,” said Peter coldly. “Ever.”

“Matter of fact, we’'re thinking of turning the whol e house off for about a
month. Live sort of a carefree one-for-all existence.”

“That sounds dreadful! Wuld | have to tie my own shoes instead of letting the
shoe tier do it? And brush nmy own teeth and conb ny hair and give nyself a
bat h?”

“I't would be fun for a change, don’t you think?”

“No, it would be horrid. | didn't like it when you took out the picture painter
| ast nonth.”

“That’s because | wanted you to learn to paint all by yourself, son.”

“I don’t want to do anything but |look and listen and snell; what else is there
to do?”

“All right, go play in Africa.”

“WIIl you shut off the house sonetine soon?”

“We're considering it.”

“l don’t think you' d better consider it any nore, Father.”

“I won’t have any threats frommy son!”

“Very well.” And Peter strolled off to the nursery.

“Am 1 on tinme?” said David Md ean.

“Br eakfast ?” asked George Hadl ey.
“Thanks, had some. What's the trouble?”
“David, you’'re a psychol ogist.”
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“l shoul d hope so.”

“Wel |, then, have a |l ook at our nursery. You saw it a year ago when you dropped
by; did you notice anything peculiar about it then?”

“Can’t say | did; the usual violences, a tendency toward a slight paranoia here
or there, usual in children because they feel persecuted by parents constantly,
but, oh, really nothing.”

They wal ked down the ball. “I |ocked the nursery up,” explained the father, “and
the children broke back into it during the night. |I let themstay so they could
formthe patterns for you to see.”

There was a terrible screamng fromthe nursery.

“There it is,” said George Hadl ey. “See what you make of it.”

They wal ked in on the children wi thout rapping.

The screanms had faded. The |ions were feeding.

“Run outside a nmonent, children,” said George Hadley. “No, don't change the
ment al conbi nation. Leave the walls as they are. Get!”

Wth the children gone, the two nen stood studying the lions clustered at a

di stance, eating with great relish whatever it was they had caught.

“I wish | knew what it was,” said George Hadley. “Sonetines | can al nost see. Do
you think if | brought high-powered binocul ars here and—

David McCl ean | aughed dryly. “Hardly.” He turned to study all four walls. “How

I ong has this been going on?”

“Alittle over a nonth.”

“I't certainly doesn’t feel good.”

“lI want facts, not feelings.”

“My dear George, a psychologist never saw a fact in his life. He only hears
about feelings; vague things. This doesn't feel good, | tell you. Trust ny
hunches and ny instincts. | have a nose for sonething bad. This is very bad. My
advice to you is to have the whole damm roomtorn down and your children brought
to ne every day during the next year for treatnent.”

“I's it that bad?”

“I"'mafraid so. One of the original uses of these nurseries was so that we could
study the patterns left on the walls by the child s nmind, study at our |eisure,
and help the child. In this case, however, the room has beconme a channel

towar d—destructive thoughts, instead of a release away fromthem”

“Didn’'t you sense this before?”

“l sensed only that you had spoil ed your children nore than nost. And now you're
letting themdown in sone way. \Wat way?”

“I wouldn’t et themgo to New York.”

“What el se?”

“I"ve taken a few machines fromthe house and t hreatened them a nonth ago, with

closing up the nursery unless they did their homework. | did close it for a few
days to show | meant business.”
“Ah, ha!”

“Does that mean anythi ng?”

“Everything. Wiere before they had a Santa C aus now t hey have a Scrooge.
Children prefer Santas. You ve let this roomand this house replace you and your
wife in your children's affections. This roomis their nother and father, far
nmore inportant in their lives than their real parents. And now you cone al ong
and want to shut it off. No wonder there’s hatred here. You can feel it com ng
out of the sky. Feel that sun. George, you' |l have to change your life. Like too
many ot hers, you' ve built it around creature conforts. Wy, you d starve
tonmorrow i f somet hing went wrong in your kitchen. You wouldn’t know how to tap
an egg. Nevertheless, turn everything off. Start new It’'Il take time. But we'll
make good children out of bad in a year, wait and see.”

“But won’t the shock be too much for the children, shutting the room up
abruptly, for good?”

“l don’t want them going any deeper into this, that's all.”

The lions were finished with their red feast.

The lions were standing on the edge of the clearing watching the two nen.

“Now | "m feeling persecuted,” said McClean. “Let’s get out of here. | never have
cared for these dammed roons. Make me nervous.”
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“The lions look real, don't they?” said George Hadley. | don't suppose there's
any way—

“What ?”

“—that they coul d becone real ?”

“Not that | know. ”

“Some flaw in the machinery, a tanpering or sonething?”

“No. "

They went to the door.

“l don’t inmagine the roomw Il |ike being turned off,’
“Not hing ever likes to die—even a room”

“I wonder if it hates ne for wanting to switch it off?”

“Paranoia is thick around here today,” said David McC ean. “You can follow it
like a spoor. Hello.” He bent and picked up a bl oody scarf. “This yours?”

“No.” George Hadley's face was rigid. “It belongs to Lydia.”

They went to the fuse box together and threw the switch that killed the nursery.
The two children were in hysterics. They screaned and pranced and threw things.
They yell ed and sobbed and swore and junped at the furniture.

“You can't do that to the nursery, you can't!”

“Now, children.”

The children flung thensel ves onto a couch, weeping.

“George,” said Lydia Hadley, “turn on the nursery, just for a few nonents. You
can’t be so abrupt.”
“No. "

“You can’t be so crue
“Lydia, it's off, and it stays off. And the whole damm house dies as of here and
now. The nore | see of the ness we've put ourselves in, the nore it sickens ne.
W' ve been contenpl ating our nechanical, electronic navels for too long. My God,
how we need a breath of honest air!”

And he nmarched about the house turning off the voice clocks, the stoves, the
heaters, the shoe shiners, the shoe | acers, the body scrubbers and swabbers and
massagers, and every ot her machi ne be could put his hand to.

The house was full of dead bodies, it seenmed. It felt |ike a mechanica

cenetery. So silent. None of the hunm ng hidden energy of machines waiting to
function at the tap of a button

“Don't let themdo it!” wailed Peter at the ceiling, as if he was talking to the
house, the nursery. “Don't let Father kill everything.” He turned to his father
“Ch, | hate you!”

“Insults won't get you anywhere.”

“I wish you were dead!”

“W were, for along while. Now we're going to really start living. Instead of
bei ng handl ed and massaged, we're going to live.”

Wendy was still crying and Peter joined her again. “Just a nonent, just one
monent, just another nonment of nursery,” they wail ed.

“Ch, George,” said the wife, “it can't hurt.”

“All right—all right, if they Il just shut up. One mnute, mnd you, and then
of f forever.”

“Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!” sang the children, smling with wet faces.

“And then we’'re going on a vacation. David McC ean is conming back in half an
hour to help us nove out and get to the airport. I'"mgoing to dress. You turn
the nursery on for a mnute, Lydia, just a mnute, mnd you.”

And the three of them went babbling off while he let hinself be vacuuned
upstairs through the air flue and set about dressing hinself. A mnute |ater
Lydi a appear ed.

“1"I'l be glad when we get away,” she sighed.

“Did you | eave themin the nursery?”

“I wanted to dress too. Ch, that horrid Africa. Wwat can they see in it?”

“Well, in five mnutes we'll be on our way to lowa. Lord, how did we ever get in
this house? What pronpted us to buy a ni ght mare?”

“Pride, nmoney, foolishness.”

“I think we’d better get downstairs before those kids get engrossed with those

said the father.
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dammed beasts again.”

Just then they heard the children calling, “Daddy, My, come qui ck—quick!”
They went downstairs in the air flue and ran down the hall. The children were
nowhere in sight. “Wendy? Peter!”

They ran into the nursery. The veldtland was enpty save for the lions waiting,
| ooking at them “Peter, Wendy?”

The door sl amed.

“Wendy, Peter!”

George Hadley and his wife whirled and ran back to the door

“Open the door!” cried George Hadl ey, trying the knob. “Wy, they' ve |ocked it
fromthe outside! Peter!” He beat at the door. “Qpen up!”

He heard Peter’s voice outside, against the door

“Don't let themswitch off the nursery and the house,” he was sayi ng.
M. and Ms. George Hadl ey beat at the door. “Now, don’'t be ridicul ous,
children. It’s time to go. M. MCean' Il be here in a ninute and

And then they heard the sounds.

The lions on three sides of them in the yellow veldt grass, padding through the
dry straw, runbling and roaring in their throats.

The |ions.

M. Hadl ey | ooked at his wife and they turned and | ooked back at the beasts
edging slowy forward crouching, tails stiff.

M. and Ms. Hadl ey screaned.

And suddenly they realized why those other screans had sounded famliar.

“Well, here | am” said David MO ean in the nursery doorway, “Ch, hello.” He
stared at the two children seated in the center of the open glade eating a
little picnic lunch. Beyond themwas the water hole and the yellow vel dtl and;
above was the hot sun. He began to perspire. “Were are your father and not her?”
The children | ooked up and smled. “Ch, they' Il be here directly.”

“Good, we nust get going.” At a distance M. MC ean saw the lions fighting and
clawi ng and then quieting dowmn to feed in silence under the shady trees.

He squinted at the lions with his hand tip to his eyes.

Now the |ions were done feeding. They noved to the water hole to drink

A shadow flickered over M. MC ean's hot face. Many shadows flickered. The

vul tures were droppi ng down the blazing sky.

“A cup of tea?” asked Wendy in the silence.

The Illustrated Man shifted in his sleep. He turned, and each tinme he turned
anot her picture cane to view, coloring his back, his arm his wist. He flung a
hand over the dry night grass. The fingers uncurled and there upon his palm
another Illustration stirred to life. He twi sted, and on his chest was an enpty
space of stars and bl ackness, deep, deep, and sonethi ng novi ng anong those
stars, sonething falling in the blackness, falling while | watched.

Kal ei doscope

THE first concussion cut the rocket up the side with a giant can opener. The nen
were thrown into space |like a dozen wiggling silverfish. They were scattered
into a dark sea; and the ship, in a nllion pieces, went on, a neteor swarm
seeking a | ost sun.

“Barkl ey, Barkley, where are you?”

The sound of voices calling like lost children on a cold night.

“Wode, Wode!”

“Captain!”

“Hollis, Hollis, this is Stone.”

“Stone, this is Hollis. Where are you?”

“l don’t know. How can |I? Which way is up? I'mfalling. Good God, I'mfalling.”
They fell. They fell as pebbles fall down wells. They were scattered as
jackstones are scattered froma gigantic throw. And now i nstead of men there
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were only voices—all kinds of voices, disenbodi ed and inpassioned, in varying
degrees of tenor and resignation.

“We're going away from each other.”

This was true. Hollis, sw nging head over heels, knew this was true. He knew it
with a vague acceptance. They were parting to go their separate ways, and

not hing could bring them back. They were wearing their sealed-tight space suits
with the glass tubes over their pale faces, but they hadn't had tine to | ock on
their force units. Wth themthey could be snall |ifeboats in space, saving

t hensel ves, saving others, collecting together, finding each other until they
were an island of men with sone plan. But without the force units snapped to
their shoul ders they were neteors, senseless, each going to a separate and
irrevocabl e fate.

A period of perhaps ten minutes elapsed while the first terror died and a
metallic calmtook its place. Space began to weave its strange voices in and
out, on a great dark loom crossing, recrossing, making a final pattern

“Stone to Hollis. How | ong can we tal k by phone?”

“I't depends on how fast you're going your way and |’ m goi ng mnine.

“An hour, | make it.”

“That should do it,” said Hollis, abstracted and qui et.

“What happened?” said Hollis a minute |ater

“The rocket blew up, that's all. Rockets do bl ow up.”
“Whi ch way are you goi ng?”
“I't looks like I'll hit the noon.”

“It’s Barth for nme. Back to old Mdther Earth at ten thousand niles per hour
1"l burn like a match.” Hollis thought of it with a queer abstraction of nind.
He seenmed to be renobved from his body, watching it fall down and down through
space, as objective as he had been in regard to the first falling snowfl akes of
a wi nter season |ong gone.

The others were silent, thinking of the destiny that had brought themto this,
falling, falling, and nothing they could do to change it. Even the captain was
qui et for there was no conmand or plan he knew that could put things back

t oget her agai n.

“Ch, it’s a long way dowmn. Ch, it’s a long way down, a long, |ong, |ong way

down,” said a voice. “lI don’t want to die, | don’t want to die, it’s a |long way
down.”

"Who' s that?”

“l don’t know.”

“Stinmson, | think. Stinson, is that you?”

“It’s along, long way and | don’t like it. Ch, God, | don’t like it.”
“Stinmson, this is Hollis. Stinmson, you hear nme?”
A pause while they fell separate from one anot her.

“Stinmson?”

“Yes.” He replied at |ast.

“Stinmson, take it easy; we're all in the sane fix.”

“l don’t want to be here. | want to be somewhere el se.”

“There’s a chance we’'ll be found.”

“I must be, | nust be,” said Stinmson. “I don't believe this; | don’t believe any

of this is happening.”

“I't’s a bad dream” said soneone

“Shut up!” said Hollis.

“Come and make me,” said the voice. It was Applegate. He |laughed easily, with a
simlar objectivity. “Cone and shut me up.”

Hollis for the first tine felt the inpossibility of his position. A great anger
filled him for he wanted nore than anything at this nonent to be able to do
somet hing to Appl egate. He had wanted for many years to do sonething and now it
was too | ate. Applegate was only a tel ephonic voice.

Falling, falling, falling

Now, as if they had discovered the horror, two of the nmen began to scream In a
nightmare Hollis saw one of themfloat by, very near, scream ng and screani ng.
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“Stop it!” The man was al nbst at his fingertips, scream ng insanely. He woul d
never stop. He would go on screaning for a million mles, as long as he was in
radi o range, disturbing all of them neking it inpossible for themto talk to
one anot her.

Hollis reached out. It was best this way. He nmade the extra effort and touched
the man. He grasped the man’s ankle and pulled hinself up along the body unti
he reached the head. The man screaned and clawed frantically, |ike a drowning
swi mer. The screaning filled the universe.

One way or the other, thought Hollis. The nmoon or Earth or neteors will Kil
him so why not now?

He smashed the man’s glass nmask with his iron fist. The scream ng stopped. He
pushed off fromthe body and let it spin away on its own course, falling.
Falling, falling down space Hollis and the rest of themwent in the |ong,

endl ess dropping and whirling of silence.

“Hol lis, you still there?”

Hollis did not speak, but felt the rush of heat in his face.

“This is Applegate again.”

“Al'l right, Applegate.”

“Let’'s talk. W haven't anything else to do.”

The captain cut in. “That’'s enough of that. W' ve got to figure a way out of
this.”

“Captain, why don't you shut up?” said Appl egate.

“What ! "

“You heard ne, Captain. Don’t pull your rank on ne, you' re ten thousand niles
away by now, and let’'s not kid ourselves. As Stinson puts it, it's a |ong way
down.”

“See here, Applegate!”

“Can it. This is a mutiny of one. | haven’t a damm thing to | ose. Your ship was
a bad ship and you were a bad captain and | hope you break when you hit the
Moon. ”

“I"mordering you to stop!”

“Co on, order ne again.” Applegate smled across ten thousand niles. The captain
was silent. Applegate continued, “Were were we, Hollis? Ch yes, | renmenber. |
hate you too. But you know that. You' ve known it for a long tine.”

Hollis clenched his lists, helplessly.

“I want to tell you sonething,” said Appl egate. “Make you happy. | was the one
who bl ackbal l ed you with the Rocket Conpany five years ago.

A meteor flashed by. Hollis | ooked down and his | eft hand was gone. Bl ood
spurted. Suddenly there was no air in his suit. He had enough air in his lungs
to nove his right hand over and twi st a knob at his left elbow, tightening the
joint and sealing the leak. It had happened so quickly that he was not
surprised. Nothing surprised himany nore. The air in the suit came back to
normal in an instant now that the | eak was seal ed. And the bl ood that had fl owed
so swiftly was pressured as he fastened the knob yet tighter, until it made a
t our ni quet .

Al'l of this took place in a terrible silence on his part. And the other nen
chatted. That one man, Lespere, went on and on with his talk about his wife on
Mars, his wife on Venus, his wife on Jupiter, his noney, his wondrous tines, his
drunkenness, his ganbling, his happiness. On and on, while they all fell.
Lespere rem nisced on the past, happy, while he fell to his death.

It was so very odd. Space, thousands of miles of space, and these voices
vibrating in the center of it. No one visible at all, and only the radi o waves
qui vering and trying to quicken other nmen into enotion.

“Are you angry, Hollis?”

“No.” And he was not. The abstraction had returned and he was a thing of dul
concrete, forever falling nowhere.

“You wanted to get to the top all your life, Hollis. You al ways wondered what
happened. | put the black mark on you just before I was tossed out nyself.”
“That isn't inportant,” said Hollis. And it was not. It was gone. When life is
over it is like a flicker of bright film an instant on the screen, all of its
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prej udi ces and passi ons condensed and illunmined for an instant on space, and
before you could cry out, “There was a happy day, there a bad one, there an evi
face, there a good one,” the filmburned to a cinder, the screen went dark
Fromthis outer edge of his life, |ooking back, there was only one renorse, and
that was only that he wished to go on living. Did all dying people feel this
way, as if they had never lived? Did |ife seemthat short, indeed, over and done
before you took a breath? Did it seemthis abrupt and inpossible to everyone, or
only to hinself, here, now, with a few hours left to himfor thought and

del i beration?

One of the other nen, Lespere, was talking. “Wll, |I had ne a good tine: | had a
wi fe on Mars, Venus, and Jupiter. Each of them had noney and treated ne swell. |
got drunk and once | ganbled away twenty thousand dollars.”

But you’re here now, thought Hollis. | didn’t have any of those things. Wen |
was living | was jealous of you, Lespere; when | had another day ahead of ne |
envi ed you your wonen and your good tines. Wnen frightened me and I went into
space, always wanting them and jeal ous of you for having them and noney, and as
much happi ness as you could have in your own wild way. But now, falling here,
with everything over, I'mnot jealous of you any nore, because it’'s over for you
as it is for me, and right nowit’s like it never was. Hollis craned his face
forward and shouted into the tel ephone.

“It’s all over, Lespere!” Silence.

“It’s just as if it never was, Lespere!”

“Who's that?” Lespere's faltering voice. “This is Hollis.”

He was being nmean. He felt the meanness, the sensel ess nmeanness of dying.

Appl egate had hurt him now he wanted to hurt another. Applegate and space had
bot h wounded him

“You're out here, Lespere. It’'s all over. It's just as if it had never happened,
isn't it?”

“No. "

“When anything's over, it's just like it never happened. Were's your |life any
better than mine, now? Now is what counts. Is it any better? Is it?”

“Yes, it’s better!”

“ Howl ”

“Because | got my thoughts, | renenber!” cried Lespere, far away, indignant,

hol ding his nenories to his chest with both hands.

And he was right. Wth a feeling of cold water rusting through his head and
body, Hollis knew he was right. There were differences between nenories and
dreans. He had only dreans of things he had wanted to do, while Lespere had
menori es of things done and acconplished. And this know edge began to pul

Hollis apart, with a slow, quivering precision

“What good does it do you?” he cried to Lespere. “Now? When a thing' s over it's
not good any nore. You're no better off than ne."

“I"'mresting easy,” said Lespere. “lI’ve had nmy turn. |'mnot getting mean at the
end, like you.”

“Mean?” Hollis turned the word on his tongue. He had never been nean, as |long as
he could remenber, in his life. He had never dared to be mean. He nust have
saved it all of these years for such a time as this. “Mean.” He rolled the word
into the back of his mind. He felt tears start into his eyes and roll down his
face. Someone must have heard his gasping voice

“Take it easy, Hollis.”

It was, of course, ridiculous. Only a minute before he had been giving advice to
others, to Stinson; he had felt a braveness which he had thought to be the
genui ne thing, and now he knew that it had been nothing but shock and the
objectivity possible in shock. Now he was trying to pack a lifetime of
suppressed enotion into an interval of mnutes.

“I know how you feel, Hollis,” said Lespere, now twenty thousand miles away, his
voice fading. “lI don't take it personally.”

But aren’t we equal ? he wondered. Lespere and |? Here, now? If a thing s over,
it's done, and what good is it? You die anyway. But he knew he was
rationalizing, for it was like trying to tell the difference between a live man
and a corpse. There was a spark in one, and not in the other—an aura, a
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mysterious el enent.

So it was with Lespere and hinself; Lespere had lived a good full life, and it
made hima different man now, and he, Hollis, had been as good as dead for many
years. They cane to death by separate paths and, in all likelihood, if there
were kinds of death, their kinds would be as different as night fromday. The
quality of death, like that of life, nust be of an infinite variety, and if one
has al ready died once, then what was there to look for in dying for good and
all, as he was now?

It was a second | ater that he discovered his right foot was cut sheer away. It
al nrost made himlaugh. The air was gone fromhis suit again. He bent quickly,
and there was bl ood, and the nmeteor had taken flesh and suit away to the ankle.
Oh, death in space was nost hunorous. It cut you away, piece by piece, like a
bl ack and invisible butcher. He tightened the valve at the knee, his head
whirling into pain, fighting to remain aware, and with the valve tightened, the
bl ood retained, the air kept he straightened up and went on falling, falling,
for that was all there was left to do

“Hol i s?"

Hol i s nodded sleepily, tired of waiting for death.

“This is Applegate again,” said the voice.

“Yes.”

“I"ve had time to think. | listened to you. This isn't good. It nakes us bad.
This is a bad way to die. It brings all the bile out. You listening, Hollis?”
“Yes.”

“I lied. Amnute ago. | lied. | didn't blackball you. I don't know why | said
that. Guess | wanted to hurt you. You seened the one to hurt. W' ve al ways

fought. Guess I'mgetting old fast and repenting fast. | guess |listening to you
be nean nade nme ashaned. \Watever the reason, | want you to know | was an idiot

too. There's not an ounce of truth in what | said. To hell with you.”

Hollis felt his heart begin to work again. It seened as if it hadn’'t worked for
five mnutes, but nowall of his |linbs began to take color and warnth. The shock
was over, and the successive shocks of anger and terror and |oneliness were
passing. He felt like a man energing froma cold shower in the norning, ready
for breakfast and a new day.

“Thanks, Applegate.”

“Don’t mention it. Up your nose, you bastard”

“Hey,” said Stone.

“What ?” Hollis called across space; for Stone, of all of them was a good
friend.

“I"ve got nyself into a neteor swarm sone little asteroids.”

“Met eors?”
“I think it’s the Myrm done cluster that goes out past Mars and in toward Earth
once every five years. I'mright in the mddle. It’s |like a big kal ei doscope.

You get all kinds of colors and shapes and sizes. God, it's beautiful, all that
metal .”

Si |l ence.

“I"'mgoing with them” said Stone. “They’'re taking me off with them 1’|l be
dammed.” He | aughed.

Hollis | ooked to see, but saw nothing. There were only the great dianbnds and
sapphires and enerald m sts and vel vet inks of space, with God' s voice mngling
anong the crystal fires. There was a kind of wonder and imagi nation in the

t hought of Stone going off in the neteor swarm out past Mars for years and
comng in toward Earth every five years, passing in and out of the planet’s ken
for the next million centuries, Stone and the Myrnmni done cluster eternal and
unendi ng, shifting and shaping |ike the kal ei doscope col ors when you were a
child and held the long tube to the sun and gave it a twrl.

“So long, Hollis.” Stone’s voice, very faint now “So |ong.”

“Good |uck,” shouted Hollis across thirty thousand niles.

“Don’t be funny,” said Stone, and was gone.

The stars closed in.

Now al |l the voices were fading, each on his own trajectory, sone to Mars, others
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into farthest space. And Hollis hinself . . . He |l ooked down. He, of all the
ot hers, was going back to Earth al one.
“So long.”

“Take it easy.”

“So long, Hollis.” That was Appl egate.

The many good-bys. The short farewells. And now the great |oose brain was

di sintegrating. The conponents of the brain which had worked so beautifully and
efficiently in the skull case of the rocket ship firing through space were dying
one by one; the nmeaning of their life together was falling apart. And as a body
di es when the brain ceases functioning, so the spirit of the ship and their |ong
time together and what they nmeant to one anot her was dying. Appl egate was now no
nmore than a finger blown fromthe parent body, no longer to be despised and

wor ked agai nst. The brain was expl oded, and the sensel ess, usel ess fragnents of
it were far scattered. The voices faded and now all of space was silent. Hollis
was al one, falling.

They were all alone. Their voices had died |ike echoes of the words of God
spoken and vibrating in the starred deep. There went the captain to the Moon;
there Stone with the neteor swarny there Stinmson; there Applegate toward Pl uto;
there Snmith and Turner and Underwood and all the rest, the shards of the

kal ei doscope that had forned a thinking pattern for so long, hurled apart.

And | ? thought Hollis. What can | do? Is there anything | can do now to nmake up
for a terrible and enpty life? If only | could do one good thing to make up for
the nmeanness | collected all these years and didn't even know was in ne! But
there’s no one here but nyself, and how can you do good all al one? You can't.

Tonmorrow night 1’11 hit Earth’s atnosphere.

1”1l burn, he thought, and be scattered in ashes all over the continental |ands.
11l be put to use. Just a little bit, but ashes are ashes and they' Il add to

t he | and.

He fell swiftly, like a bullet, Iike a pebble, like an iron weight, objective,

objective all of the time now, not sad or happy or anything, but only w shing he
could do a good thing now that everything was gone, a good thing for just

hi nsel f to know about.

When | hit the atnosphere, I'Il burn like a neteor.

“l wonder,” he said, “if anyone'll see ne?”

The small boy on the country road | ooked up and screaned. “Look, Mom | ook! A
falling star!”

The bl azing white star fell down the sky of dusk in Illinois.

“Make a wish,” said his nother. “Mike a w sh.”

The Illustrated Man turned in the nmoonlight. He turned again . . . and again .
and agai n.

The O her Foot

VWHEN t hey heard the news they cane out of the restaurants and cafés and hotels
and | ooked at the sky. They lifted their dark hands over their upturned white
eyes. Their nouths hung wide. In the hot noon for thousands of miles there were
little towns where the dark people stood with their shadows under them | ooking
up.

In her kitchen Hatti e Johnson covered the boiling soup, w ped her thin fingers
on a cloth, and wal ked carefully to the back porch

“Conme on, Ma! Hey, Ma, cone on—you'll miss it!”

“Hey, Mom”

Three little Negro boys danced around in the dusty yard, yelling. Now and then
they | ooked at the house frantically.

“I"mcomng,” said Hattie, and opened the screen door. “Were you hear this
runor ?”
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“Up at Jones’s, Ma. They say a rocket’s coming, first one in twenty years, with
a white man in it!”

“What’'s a white man? | never seen one.

“You'll find out,” said Hattie. “Yes indeed, you'll find out.”

“Tell us about one, Ma. Tell like you did.”

Hattie frowed. “Well, it's been along tinme. | was a little girl, you see. That
was back in 1965.”

“Tell us about a white man, Mom”

She cane and stood in the yard, |ooking up at the blue clear Martian sky with
the thin white Martian clouds, and in the distance the Martian hills broiling in
the heat. She said at last, “Well, first of all, they got white hands.”

“White hands!” The boys joked, sl apping each other

“And they got white arns.

“White arns!” hooted the boys.

“And white faces.”

“Wiite faces! Really?”

“White like this, Mn?” The smallest threw dust on his face, sneezing. “This
way ?”

“Whiter than that” she said gravely, and turned to the sky again. There was a
troubled thing in her eyes, as if she was | ooking for a thundershower up high,
and not seeing it nmade her worry. “Maybe you better go inside.”

“Ch, Mom"” They stared at her in disbelief. “W got to watch, we just got to.
Not hing’ s going to happen, is it?”

“l don’t know. | got a feeling, is all.”

“W just want to see the ship and maybe run down to the port and see that white
man. What’'s he |ike, huh, Mon®”

“l don’t know. | just don’t know,” she mused, shaking her head.
“Tell us some nore!”
“Well, the white people live on Earth, which is where we all conme from twenty

years ago. W just up and wal ked away and canme to Mars and set down and built
towns and here we are. Now we’'re Martians instead of Earth people. And no white
men’ve conme up here in all that tine. That's the story.”

“Why didn’t they cone up, Mn?”

“Wel |, 'cause. Right after we got up here, Earth got in an atomwar. They bl ew
each other up terribly. They forgot us. Wen they finished fighting, after
years, they didn't have any rockets. Took themuntil recently to build nore. So
here they conme now, twenty years later, to visit.” She gazed at her children
nunbly and then began to walk. “You wait here. |I’mgoing down the line to

El i zabeth Brown’s house. You promnise to stay?”

“We don't want to but we will.”

“All right, then.” And she ran off down the road.

At the Browns’ she arrived in tine to see everybody packed into the famly car
“Hey there, Hattie! Cone on along!”

“Where you goi ng?” she said, breathlessly running up

“To see the white nman!”

“That’s right,” said M. Brown seriously. He waved at his |load. “These children
never saw one, and | al nost forgot.”

“What you going to do with that white nman?” asked Hattie.

“Do?" said everyone. “VWhy—ust look at him is all.”

“You sure?”
“What el se can we do?”
“l don’t know,” said Hattie. “l just thought there mght be trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“You know,” said Hattie vaguely, enbarrassed. “You ain't going to |ynch hinP”
“Lynch hi n?” Everyone | aughed. M. Brown sl apped his knee. “Wy, bless you,
child, no! W’re going to shake his hand. Ain’t we, everyone?”

“Sure, surel”

Anot her car drove up fromanother direction and Hattie gave a cry. “Wllie!”
“What you doi ng 'way down here? Where're the kids?” shouted her husband angrily.
He glared at the others. “You going down |ike a bunch of fools to see that nan
come in?”
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‘That appears to be just right,” agreed M. Brown, nodding and smling.

‘Wl l, take your guns along,” said Wllie. “I"'mon ny way home for mne right
now ”

“Wllie!”

“You get in this car, Hattie.” He held the door open firmy, |ooking at her
until she obeyed. W thout another word to the others he roared the car down the

dusty road.
“Wllie, not so fast!”
“Not so fast, huh? W Il see about that.” He watched the road tear under the

car. “Wiat right they got comng up here this late? Wiy don't they leave us in
peace? Wiy didn't they blow thensel ves up on that old world and | et us be?”
“Wllie, that ain'"t no Christian way to talk.”

“I"'mnot feeling Christian,” he said savagely, gripping the wheel. “I’mjust
feeling nean. After all themyears of doing what they did to our folks—ay nom
and dad, and your nom and dad— You renenber? You renenber how they hung ny

father on Knockwood Hill and shot ny nother? You renmenber? O you got a nenory
that’s short |ike the others?”
“I remenber," she said.

“You remenber Dr. Phillips and M. Burton and their big houses, and ny nother’s
washi ng shack, and Dad worki ng when he was ol d, and the thanks he got was being

hung by Dr. Phillips and M. Button. Well,” said Wllie, “the shoe’s on the
other foot now W'Il|l see who gets | aws passed agai nst him who gets |ynched,
who rides the back of streetcars, who gets segregated in shows. We'Il just wait
and see.”

“Ch, WIllie, you're talking trouble.”

“Everybody’ s tal king. Everybody's thought on this day, thinking it’d never be.
Thi nki ng, What kind of day would it be if the white man ever cane up here to
Mars? But here’'s the day, and we can’t run away.

“Ain"t you going to let the white people live up here?”

“Sure.” He smled, but it was a wide, nean snile, and his eyes were mad. “They
can cone up and live and work here; why, certainly. Al they got to do to
deserve it is live in their own small part of town, the sluns, and shine our
shoes for us, and nop up our trash, and sit in the last row in the bal cony.
That’'s all we ask. And once a week we hang one or two of them Sinple!”

“You don’t sound human, and | don’t like it.”

“You'll have to get used to it,” he said. He braked the car to a stop before the
house and junped out. “Find ny guns and sone rope. W' |l do this right.”

“Ch, WIllie," she wailed, and just sat there in the car while he ran up the
steps and slamed the front door

She went along. She didn't want to go along, but he rattled around in the attic,
cursing like a crazy man until he found four guns. She saw the brutal netal of
themglittering in the black attic, and she couldn’t see himat all, he was so
dark; she heard only his swearing, and at last his long | egs canme clinbing down
fromthe attic in a shower of dust, and he stacked up bunches of brass shells
and bl ew out the gun chanbers and clicked shells into them his face stern and
heavy and folded in upon the gnawing bitterness there. “Leave us al one,” he kept
muttering, his hands flying away from hi msuddenly, uncontrolled. “Leave us

bl ane al one, why don’t they?”

“Wllie, Wllie.”
“You too—you too.
touched her m nd.
Qut si de the wi ndow the boys gabbled to each other. “Wite as mlk, she said.
Wiite as mlk.”

“White as this old flower, you see?”

“White as a stone, like chalk you wite with.”

WIllie plunged out of the house. “You children conme inside, |I'm]locking you up
You ain't seeing no white man, you ain't tal king about them you ain’t doing
not hi ng. Conme on now.”

“But, Daddy—=*

He shoved them through the door and went and fetched a bucket of paint and a

And he gave her the same | ook, and a pressure of his hatred
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stencil and fromthe garage a long thick hairy rope coil into which he fashioned
a hangman’s knot, very carefully watching the sky while his hands felt their way
at their task.

And then they were in the car, leaving bolls of dust behind them down the road.
“Slow up, Wllie.”

“This is no slowing-up tine,” he said. “This is a hurrying tine, and I'm
hurrying.”

Al'l along the road people were |looking up in the sky, or clinmbing in their cars,
or riding in cars, and guns were sticking up out of some cars |ike tel escopes
sighting all the evils of a world coming to an end.

She | ooked at the guns. “You been tal king,” she accused her husband.

“That’s what | been doing,” he grunted, nodding. He watched the road, fiercely.
“l stopped at every house and | told themwhat to do, to get their guns, to get
paint, to bring rope and be ready. And here we all are, the welconing comittee,
to give themthe key to the city. Yes, sir!”

She pressed her thin dark hands together to push away the terror growing in her
now, and she felt the car bucket and lurch around other ears. She heard the

voi ces yelling, Hey, WIllie, look! and hands hol ding up ropes and guns as they
rushed by! and nouths smiling at themin the swift rushing.

“Here we are,” said WIllie, and braked the car into dusty halting and silence.
He ki cked the door open with a big foot and, |aden with weapons, stepped out,

| uggi ng them across the airport nmeadow.

“Have you thought WIllie?”

“That’s all | done for twenty years. | was sixteen when | |left Earth, and | was
glad to leave,” he said. “There wasn't anything there for me or you or anybody
like us. |I've never been sorry | |left. W’ ve had peace here, the first tinme we

ever drew a solid breath. Now, conme on.

He pushed through the dark crowd which came to neet him

“Wllie, WIlie, what we gonna do?” they said.

“Here’'s a gun,” he said. “Here’'s a gun. Here's another.” He passed themout with
savage jabs of his arns. “Here's a pistol. Here's a shotgun.”

The people were so close together it |ooked |ike one dark body with a thousand
arnms reaching out to take the weapons. “Wllie, Wllie.”

Hs wife stood tall and silent by him her fluted Iips pressed shut, and her

| arge eyes wet and tragic. “Bring the paint,” be said to her. And she |ugged a
gall on can of yellow paint across the field to where, at that nonment a trolley
car was pulling up, with a fresh-painted sign on its front, TO THE WH TE MAN S
LANDI NG, full of talking people who got off and ran across the meadow,
stunbling, |ooking up. Wnen with picnic boxes, nen with straw hats, in shirt

sl eeves. The streetcar stood humm ng and enpty. WIllie clinbed up, set the paint
cans down, opened them stirred the paint, tested a brush, drew forth a stencil
and clinbed up on a seat.

“Hey, there!” The conductor cane around behind him his coin changer jangling.
“What you think you' re doing? Get down off there!”

“You see what |’ m doing. Keep your shirt on.”

And WIllie began the stenciling in yellow paint. He dabbed on an F and an O and
an Rwith terrible pride in his work. And when he finished it the conductor
squinted up and read the fresh glinting yell ow words: FOR WHI TES: REAR SECTI ON
He read it again. FOR WHI TES. He blinked. REAR SECTI ON. The conductor | ooked at
WIllie and began to snile.

“Does that suit you?” asked WIllie, stepping down.

Sai d the conductor, “That suits nme just fine, sir.”

Hattie was | ooking at the sign from outside, and hol di ng her hands over her
breasts.

Wllie returned to the crowd, which was grow ng now, taking size fromevery auto
that groaned to a halt, and every new trolley car which squeal ed around the bend
fromthe nearby town.

WIllie clinmbed up on a packing box. “Let’s have a delegation to paint every
streetcar in the next hour. Volunteers?”

Hands | eapt up.

“Cet going!”
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They went.

“Let’s have a delegation to fix theater seats, roped off, the last two rows for
whites.”

Mor e hands.

“Go on!”

They ran off.

Wl lie peered around, bubbled with perspiration, panting with exertion, proud of
his energy, his hand on his wife's shoul der who stood under himlooking at the
ground with her downcast eyes. “Let’s see now,” he declared. “Ch yes. W got to
pass a law this afternoon; no intermarriages!”

“That’s right,” said a | ot of people.

“Al'l shoeshine boys quit their jobs today.”

“Quittin’ right now” Sonme nen threw down the rags they carried, in their
excitenent, all across town.

“Got to pass a mninmumwage |aw, don't we?”

“Sure!”

“Pay themwhite folks at |east ten cents an hour.”

“That’s right!”

The mayor of the town hurried up. “Now | ook here, WIlie Johnson. Get down off
t hat box!”

“Mayor, | can't be nmade to do nothing like that.”

“You're making a nob, WIllie Johnson.”

“That’s the idea.”

“The same thing you al ways hated when you were a kid. You re no better than sone
of those white nen you yell about!”

“This is the other shoe, Mayor, and the other foot,” said WIllie, not even

| ooki ng at the nayor, |ooking at the faces beneath him sone of themsniling,
sonme of them doubtful, others bew |l dered, sone of themreluctant and draw ng
away, fearful.

“You'll be sorry,” said the mayor.

“We' Il have an election and get a new mayor,” said Wllie. And he glanced off at
the town where up and down the streets signs were being hung, fresh-painted:

LI M TED CLI ENTELE: Right to serve custoner revokable at any tine. He grinned and
sl apped his hands. Lord! And streetcars were being halted and sections being
pai nted white in back, to suggest their future inhabitants. And theaters were
bei ng i nvaded and roped of f by chuckling nen, while their wi ves stood wondering
on the curbs and children were spanked into houses to be hid away fromthis
awful time.

“Are we all ready?” called WIlie Johnson, the rope in his hands with the noose
tied and neat.

“Ready!” shouted half the crowd. The other half nurnmured and noved |ike figures
in a nightmare in which they wi shed no participation

“Here it cones!” called a snmall boy.

Li ke marionette heads on a single string, the heads of the crowd turned upward.
Across the sky, very high and beautiful, a rocket burned on a sweep of orange
fire. It circled and came down, causing all to gasp. It |anded, setting the
meadow afire here and there; the fire burned out, the rocket lay a nonent in
qui et, and then, as the silent crowd watched, a great door in the side of the
vessel whispered out a breath of oxygen, the door slid back and an ol d nman

st epped out.

“A white man, a white nan, a white man . The words travel ed back in the
expectant crowd, the children speaking in each other’s ears, whispering, butting
each other, the words noving in ripples to where the crowd stopped and the
streetcars stood in the windy sunlight, the snell of paint comng out their
opened wi ndows. The whispering wore itself away and it was gone.

No one noved.

The white man was tall and straight but a deep weariness was mhis face. He had
not shaved this day, and his eyes were as old as the eyes of a man can be and
still be alive. H s eyes were colorless; alnost white and sightless with things
he had seen in the passing years. He was as thin as a winter bush. H s hands
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trenbl ed and he had to | ean agai nst the portway of the ship as he | ooked out
over the crowd.

He put out a hand and half smiled, but drew his hand back

No one noved.

He | ooked down into their faces, and perhaps he saw but did not see the guns and
the ropes, and perhaps he snelled the paint. No one ever asked him He began to
talk. He started very quietly and slowy, expecting no interruptions, and

recei ving none, and his voice was very tired and old and pal e.

“I't doesn’t matter who | am” he said. “lI’'d be just a nanme to you, anyhow. |
don’t know your nanes, either. That'll come later.” He paused, closed his eyes
for a nonent, and then continued:

“Twenty years ago you left Earth. That's a long, long tine. It's nore |ike
twenty centuries, so nuch has happened. After you |left, the War cane.” He nodded
slowmy. “Yes, the big one. The Third One. It went on for a long tine. Until |ast
year. W bonbed all of the cities of the world. W destroyed New York and London
and Moscow and Paris and Shanghai and Bonbay and Al exandria. W ruined it all
And when we finished with the big cities we went to the little cities and

at om bonbed and burned them”

Now he began to nane cities and places, and streets. And as he naned them a
murmur rose up in his audience.

“We destroyed Natchez . . .”

A mur nur .

“And Col umbus, Georgia . . .”

Anot her nur nur .

“We burned New Oleans . . .”

A sigh.
“And Atlanta . . .”"
Still another.

“And there was nothing |l eft of Greenwater, Al abana.”

Wl lie Johnson jerked his head and his nouth opened. Hattie saw this gesture,
and the recognition comng into his dark eyes.

“Nothing was left,” said the old man in the port, speaking slowy. “Cotton
fields, burned.”

Oh, said everyone

“Cotton nills bonbed out—=

“ Oh?”

“And the factories, radioactive; everything radioactive. Al the roads and the
farns and the foods, radioactive. Everything.” He named nore nanes of towns and
vil | ages.

“Tanpa.”

“That’s ny town,” soneone whi spered

“Fulton.”

“That’s nmine,” soneone el se said.

“Menmphi s. ”

“Menphis. Did they burn Menphis?” A shocked query.

“Menphi s, blown up

“Fourth Street in Menphis?”

“All of it,” said the old man.

It was stirring themnow. After twenty years it was rushing back. The towns and
the places, the trees and the brick buildings, the signs and the churches and
the fanmiliar stores, all of it was comng to the surface anong the gathered
peopl e. Each nane touched nmenory, and there was no one present w thout a thought
of another day. They were all old enough for that, save the children

“Laredo.”

“I remenber Laredo.”

“New York City.”

“l had a store in Harlem”

“Harl em bonbed out.”

The ominous words. The familiar, remenbered places. The struggle to inmagine all
of those places in ruins.

Wl lie Johnson murnured the words, “Greenwater, Al abama. That's where | was
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born. | renenber.”

Gone. Al of it gone. The man said so.

The man continued, “So we destroyed everything and ruined everything, like the
fools that we were and the fools that we are. W killed mllions. | don’t think

there are nore than five hundred thousand people left in the world, all kinds
and types. And out of all the weckage we sal vaged enough netal to build this
one rocket, and we cane to Mars in it this nonth to seek your help.”

He hesitated and | ooked down anong the faces to see what could be found there,
but he was uncertain.

Hatti e Johnson felt her husband’'s armtense, saw his fingers grip the rope.

“We’ ve been fools,” said the old man quietly. “W' ve brought the Earth and
civilization down about our heads. None of the cities are worth savi ng—they’|

be radi oactive for a century. Earth is over and done with. Its age is through
You have rockets here which you haven’t tried to use to return to Earth in
twenty years. Now |’'ve cone to ask you to use them To cone to Earth, to pick up
the survivors and bring themback to Mars. To help us go on at this tinme. W’ ve
been stupid. Before God we admit our stupidity and our evilness. Al the Chinese
and the Indians and the Russians and the British and the Americans. W' re asking
to be taken in. Your Martian soil has lain fallow for nunberl ess centuries;
there’s roomfor everyone; it’s good soil—'ve seen your fields from above.

W' Il cone and work it for you. Yes, we'll even do that. W deserve anything you
want to do to us, but don't shut us out. W can’t force you to act now. If you
want |'Il get into ny ship and go back and that will be all there is to it. W
won’t bother you again. But we'll conme here and we’'ll work for you and do the

things you did for us—l ean your houses, cook your neals, shine your shoes, and
hunbl e ourselves in the sight of God for the things we have done over the
centuries to ourselves, to others, to you

He was fini shed.

There was a silence of silences. A silence you could hold in your hand and a
silence that came down like a pressure of a distant stormover the crowd. Their
Il ong arns hung |ike dark penduluns in the sunlight, and their eyes were upon the
old man and he did not nmove now, but waited.

Wl lie Johnson held the rope in his hands. Those around hi mwatched to see what
he mght do. Hs wife Hattie waited, clutching his arm

She wanted to get at the hate of themall, to pry at it and work at it until she
found a little chink, and then pull out a pebble or a stone or a brick and then
a part of the wall, and, once started, the whole edifice mght roar dowmn and be

done away with. It was teetering now But which was the keystone, and how to get
at it? How to touch themand get a thing started in all of themto make a ruin
of their hate?

She | ooked at Wllie there in the strong silence and the only thing she knew
about the situation was himand his |life and what had happened to him and
suddenly he was the keystone; suddenly she knew that if he could be pried | oose,
then the thing in all of them m ght be | oosened and torn away.

“M ster—= She stepped forward. She didn't even know the first words to say. The
crowd stared at her back; she felt themstaring. “Mster—=

The man turned to her with a tired smle.

“Mster,” she said, “do you know Knockwood Hi Il in G eenwater, Al abama?”

The ol d man spoke over his shoulder to sonmeone within the ship. A nonent later a
phot ogr aphi ¢ map was handed out and the man held it, waiting.

“You know the big oak on top of that hill, mster?” The big oak. The pl ace where
WIllie s father was shot and hung and found swinging in the norning w nd.

“Yes.”

“I's that still there?” asked Hattie.

“It’s gone,” said the old man. “Blown up. The hill’s all gone, and the oak tree
too. You see?” He touched the photograph

“Let nme see that,” said Wllie, jerking forward and | ooking at the map.

Hattie blinked at the white man, heart poundi ng.

“Tell nme about Greenwater,” she said quickly.

“What do you want to know?”
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“About Dr. Phillips. Is he still alive?”

A nmonment in which the information was found in a clicking nmachine within the
rocket

“Killed in the war.”

“And his son?”

“Dead.”

“What about their house?”

“Burned. Like all the other houses.”

“What about that other big tree on Knockwood Hill ?”

“All the trees went—burned.”

“That tree went, you're sure?” said WIllie.

“Yes.”

WIllie' s body | oosened sonmewhat.

“And what about that M. Burton’s house and M. Burton?”

“No houses at all left, no people.”

“You know M's. Johnson’s washi ng shack, ny nother’s place?”

The pl ace where she was shot.

“That’s gone too. Everything' s gone. Here are the pictures, you can see for
yoursel f.”

The pictures were there to be held and | ooked at and thought about. The rocket
was full of pictures and answers to questions. Any town, any building, any

pl ace.

Wllie stood with the rope in his hands.

He was renenbering Earth, the green Earth and the green town where he was born
and rai sed, and he was thinking now of that town, gone to pieces, to ruin, blown
up and scattered, all of the landmarks with it, all of the supposed or certain
evil scattered with it, all of the hard nen gone, the stables, the ironsniths,
the curio shops, the soda founts, the gin nills, the river bridges, the |ynching
trees, the buckshot-covered hills, the roads, the cows, the mnpbsas, and his own
house as well as those big-pillared houses down near the long river, those white
nmortuaries where the wonen as delicate as noths fluttered in the autum Iight,

di stant, far away. Those houses where the cold men rocked, with glasses of drink
in their hands, guns |eaned against the porch newels, sniffing the autum airs
and considering death. Gone, all gone; gone and never com ng back. Now, for
certain, all of that civilization ripped into confetti and strewn at their feet.
Not hi ng, nothing of it left to hate—not an enpty brass gun shell, or a twisted
henp, or a tree, or even a hill of it to hate. Nothing but sone alien people in
a rocket, people who mght shine his shoes and ride in the back of trolleys or
sit far up in mdnight theaters

“You won’t have to do that,” said WIlie Johnson

H s wife glanced at his big hands.

H s fingers were opening.

The rope, released, fell and coiled upon itself along the ground.

They ran through the streets of their town and tore down the new signs so

qui ckly nmade, and painted out the fresh yell ow signs on streetcars, and they cut
down the ropes in the theater bal conies, and unl oaded their guns and stacked
their ropes away.

“A new start for everyone,” said Hattie, on the way hone in their car

“Yes,” said Wllie at last. “The Lord’ s let us come through, a few here and a
few there. And what happens next is up to all of us. The time for being fools is
over. W got to be sonething else except fools. | knew that when he tal ked. |
knew then that now the white man’s as lonely as we've al ways been. He’'s got no
home now, just like we didn’t have one for so |long. Now everything s even. W
can start all over again, on the sane |evel.”

He stopped the car and sat in it, not noving, while Hattie went to let the
children out. They ran down to see their father. “You see the white man? You see
hi n?” they cri ed.

“Yes, sir,” said Wllie, sitting behind the wheel, rubbing his face with his
slow fingers. “Seens like for the first tinme today | really seen the white man—+
really seen himclear.”
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The Hi ghway

THE cooling afternoon rain had conme over the valley, touching the corn in the
tilled nmountain fields, tapping on the dry grass roof of the hut. In the rainy
darkness the woman ground corn between cakes of |ava rock, working steadily. In
the wet |ightlessness, sonmewhere, a baby cried.

Her nando stood waiting for the rain to cease so he mght take the wooden pl ow
into the field again. Below, the river boiled brown and thickened in its course.
The concrete highway, another river, did not flowat all; it lay shining, empty.
A car had not cone along it in an hour. This was, in itself, of unusua

interest. Over the years there had not been an hour when a car had not pulled
up, soneone shouting, “Hey there, can we take your picture?” Someone with a box
that clicked, and a coin in his hand. If he wal ked slowy across the field

wi thout his hat, sonetinmes they called, “Ch, we want you with your hat on!” And
they waved their hands, rich with gold things that told tine, or identified
them or did nothing at all but winked like spider’'s eyes in the sun. So he
woul d turn and go back to get his hat.

H s wife spoke. “Something is wong, Hernando?”

“Si. The road. Sonething big has happened. Sonething big to make the road so
enpty this way.”

He wal ked fromthe hut slowy and easily, the rain washing over the tw ned shoes
of grass and thick tire rubber he wore. He renmenbered very well the incident of
this pair of shoes. The tire had conme into the hut with viol ence one night,

expl odi ng the chickens and the pots apart! It had cone alone, rolling swiftly.
The car, off which it had come, had rushed on, as far as the curve, and hung a
monent, headlights reflected, before plunging into the river. The car was stil
there. One nmight see it on a good day, when the river ran slow and the nud

cl eared. Deep under, shining its nmetal, long and | ow and very rich, lay the car
But then the nud canme in again and you saw not hi ng.

The foll owing day he had carved the shoe soles fromthe tire rubber

He reached the hi ghway now, and stood upon it, listening to the snall sounds it
made in the rain.

Then, suddenly, as if at a signal, the cars cane. Hundreds of them niles of
them rushing and rushing as he stood, by and by him The big |long black cars
headi ng north toward the United States, roaring, taking the curves at too great
a speed. Wth a ceasel ess bl owi ng and honki ng. And there was sonethi ng about the
faces of the peopl e packed into the cars, sonething which dropped himinto a
deep silence. He stood back to let the cars roar on. He counted themuntil he
tired. Five hundred, a thousand cars passed, and there was sonething in the
faces of all of them But they noved too swiftly for himto tell what this thing
was.

Finally the silence and enmptiness returned. The swift |long | ow convertible cars
were gone. He heard the | ast horn fade.

The road was enpty again.

It had been like a funeral cortege. But a wild one, racing, hair out, screamng
to sone cerenony ever northward. Wiy? He could only shake his head and rub his
fingers softly, at his sides.

Now, all alone, a final car. There was sonmething very, very final about it. Down
the mountain road in the thin cool rain, fumng up great clouds of steam cane
an old Ford. It was traveling as swiftly as it might. He expected it to break
apart any instant. Wen this ancient Ford saw Hernando it pulled up, caked with
mud and rusted, the radiator bubbling angrily.

“May we have sonme water, please, sefior!”

A young nman, perhaps twenty-one, was driving. He wore a yell ow sweater, an
open-col lared white shirt and gray pants. In the topless car the rain fell upon
himand five young wonen packed so they could not nove in the interior. They
were all very pretty and they were keeping the rain fromthensel ves and the
driver with old newspapers. But the rain got through to them soaking their

bri ght dresses, soaking the young man. His hair was plastered with rain. But
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they did not seemto care. None conplai ned, and this was unusual. Al ways before
they conpl ai ned; of rain, of heat, of tinme, of cold, of distance.

Her nando nodded. “I’'Il bring you water.”

“Ch, please hurry!” one of the girls cried. She sounded very hi gh and afraid.
There was no inpatience in her, only an asking out of fear. For the first tine
Her nando ran when a tourist asked; always before he had wal ked sl ower at such
requests.

He returned with a hub lid full of water. This, too, had been a gift fromthe

hi ghway. One afternoon it had sailed like a flung coin into his field, round and
glittering. The car to which it belonged had slid on, oblivious to the fact that
it had lost a silver eye. Until now, he and his wife had used it for washing and
cooking; it nmade a fine bow .

As he poured the water into the boiling radiator, Hernando | ooked up at their
stricken faces. “Ch, thank you, thank you,” said one of the girls. “You don't
know what this neans.”

Hernando sniled. “So much traffic in this hour. It all goes one way. North.”

He did not mean to say anything to hurt them But when he | ooked up again there
all of themsat, in the rain, and they were crying. They were crying very hard.
And the young man was trying to stop themby laying his hands on their shoul ders
and shaking themgently, one at a tinme, but they held their papers over their
heads and their nouths noved and their eyes were shut and their faces changed
color and they cried, sone |oud, sone soft.

Her nando stood with the half-enpty lid in his fingers. “lI did got nean to say
anyt hi ng, sefior,” he apol ogi zed.

“That’s all right,” said the driver.

“What is wrong, sefior?”

“Haven’t you heard?” replied the young man, turning, holding tightly to the
wheel with one hand, |eaning forward. “It’s happened.”

This was bad. The others, at this, cried still harder, holding onto each other,
forgetting the newspapers, letting the rain fall and mngle with their tears.

Her nando stiffened. He put the rest of the water into the radiator. He | ooked at
the sky, which was black with storm He |ooked at the river rushing. He felt the
asphalt under his shoes.

He came to the side of the car. The young man took his hand and gave him a peso.
“No.” Hernando gave it back. “It is my pleasure.”

“Thank you, you're so kind,” said one of the girls, still sobbing. “Ch, Manm,
Papa. Oh, | want to be honme, | want to be hone. Ch, Mama, Dad.” And others held
her .

“l did not hear, sefior,” said Hernando quietly.

“The war!” shouted the young man as if no one could hear. “It’s cone, the atom
war, the end of the world!”

“Sefior, sefior,” said Hernando.

“Thank you, thank you for your hel p. Good-by,” said the young nan.

“Good-by,” they all said in the rain, not seeing him

He stood while the car engaged its gears and rattled off down, fading away,
through the valley. Finally it was gone, with the young wonen in it, the |ast
car, the newspapers held and fluttered over their heads.

Hernando did not nmove for a long time. The rain ran very cold down his cheeks
and along his fingers and into the woven garnment on his legs. He held his
breath, waiting, tight and tensed.

He wat ched the highway, but it did not nobve again. He doubted that it would nove
much for a very long tine.

The rain stopped. The sky broke through the clouds. In ten mnutes the storm was
gone, like a bad breath. A sweet wind blew the snell of the jungle up to him He
could hear the river noving gently and easily on its way. The jungle was very
green; everything was fresh. He wal ked down through the field to his house and
pi cked up his plow. Wth his hands on it he | ooked at the sky beginning to burn
hot with the sun.

Hs wife called out fromher work. “Wat happened, Hernando?”

“I't is nothing,” he replied.

He set the plowin the furrow, he called sharply to his burro, “Burrrrrrr-o!”
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And they wal ked together through the rich field, under the clearing sky, on
their tilled |l and by the deep river.
“What do they nean, ‘the world' ?” he said.

The Man

CAPTAI N HART stood in the door of the rocket. “Wy don’t they come?” he said.
“Who knows?” said Martin, his lieutenant. “Do | know, Captain?”

“What kind of a place is this, anyway?” The captain lighted a cigar. He tossed
the match out into the glittering neadow. The grass started to burn.

Martin nmoved to stanp it out with his boot.

“No,” ordered Captain Hart, “let it burn. Maybe they' ||l conme see what's

happeni ng then, the ignorant fools.”

Martin shrugged and withdrew his foot fromthe spreading fire.

Captain Hart exanmined his watch. “An hour ago we | anded here, and does the

wel coming committee rush out with a brass band to shake our hands? No i ndeed!
Here we ride nillions of miles through space and the fine citizens of sonme silly
town on some unknown planet ignore us!” He snorted, tapping his watch. “Wll,
I"1l just give themfive nmore minutes, and then—=

“And then what?” asked Martin, ever so politely, watching the captain's jows
shake.

“We'll fly over their damed city again and scare hell out of them” H s voice
grew qui eter. “Do you think, Martin, nmaybe they didn't see us | and?”

“They saw us. They | ooked up as we flew over.

“Then why aren’t they running across the field? Are they hiding? Are they

yel | ow?”

Martin shook his head. “No. Take these binoculars, sir. See for yourself.
Everybody’ s wal ki ng around. They're not frightened. They—well, they just don't
seemto care.

Captain Hart placed the binoculars to his tired eyes. Martin | ooked up and had
time to observe the lines and the grooves of irritation, tiredness, nervousness
there. Hart |l ooked a mllion years old; he never slept, he ate little, and drove
hi nsel f on, on. Now his mouth noved, aged and drear, but sharp, under the held
bi nocul ar s.

“Really, Martin, | don’t know why we bother. W build rockets, we go to all the
troubl e of crossing space, searching for them and this is what we get. Neglect.
Look at those idiots wander about in there. Don’t they realize how big this is?
The first space flight to touch their provincial |and. How many tines does that
happen? Are they that bl asé?”

Martin didn't know.

Captain Hart gave himback the binoculars wearily. “Wiy do we do it, Martin?
Thi s space travel, | nmean. Always on the go. Al ways searching. Qur insides

al ways tight, never any rest.”

“Maybe we’re | ooking for peace and quiet. Certainly there’s none on Earth,” said
Martin.

“No, there's not, is there?” Captain Hart was thoughtful, the fire danped down.
“Not since Darwin, eh? Not since everything went by the board, everything we
used to believe in, eh? Divine power and all that. And so you think maybe that's
why we’'re going out to the stars, eh, Martin? Looking for our lost souls, is
that it? Trying to get away fromour evil planet to a good one?”

“Perhaps, sir. Certainly we're | ooking for sonmething.”

Captain Hart cleared his throat and tightened back into sharpness. “Well, right
now we're | ooking for the mayor of that city there. Run in, tell them who we
are, the first rocket expedition to Planet Forty-three in Star System Three.
Captain Hart sends his salutations and desires to neet the mayor. On the

doubl e!”

“Yes, sir.” Martin wal ked sl oWy across the neadow.

“Hurry!” snapped the captain.

“Yes, sir!” Martin trotted away. Then he wal ked again, sniling to hinself.
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The captain had snoked two cigars before Martin returned. Martin stopped and

| ooked up into the door of the rocket, swaying, seemi ngly unable to focus his
eyes or think.

“Wel | ?” snapped Hart. “Wat happened? Are they coming to wel come us?”

“No.” Martin had to lean dizzily against the ship.

“Wy not ?”

“It’s not inportant,” said Martin. “Gve nme a cigarette, please, Captain.” His
fingers groped blindly at the rising pack, for he was | ooking at the golden city
and blinking. He lighted one and snoked quietly for a long tine.

“Say something!” cried the captain. “Aren’'t they interested in our rocket?”
Martin said, “What? Ch. The rocket?” He inspected his cigarette. “No, they're
not interested. Seenms we canme at an inopportune tine.”

“I nopportune timne!”

Martin was patient. “Captain, |listen. Something big happened yesterday in that
city. It’s so big, so inmportant that we’'re second-rate-second fiddle. |1’ve got
to sit down.” He lost his balance and sat heavily, gasping for air.

The captain chewed his cigar angrily. "Wat happened?” Martin lifted his head,
snoke fromthe burning cigarette in his fingers, blowing in the wind. “Sir,
yesterday, in that city, a remarkable man appeared—good, intelligent,

compassi onate, and infinitely w se!”

The captain glared at his lieutenant. “What’'s that to do with us?”

“I't’s hard to explain. But he was a man for whomthey’'d waited a long ti ne—a
mllion years maybe. And yesterday he wal ked into their city. That’s why today,
sir, our rocket |anding means nothing.”

The captain sat down violently. “Who was it? Not Ashley? He didn't arrive in his
rocket before us and steal ny glory, did he?” He seized Martin’s arm His face
was pal e and di smayed.

“Not Ashley, sir.”

“Then it was Burton! | knew it. Burton stole in ahead of us and ruined ny

| andi ng! You can’'t trust anyone any nore.”

“Not Burton, either, sir,” said Martin quietly.

The captain was incredul ous. “There were only three rockets. W were in the

| ead. This man who got here ahead of us? Wat was his nane!”

“He didn't have a name. He doesn’t need one. It would be different on every

pl anet, sir.”

The captain stared at his lieutenant with hard, cynical eyes. “Wll, what did he
do that was so wonderful that nobody even | ooks at our ship?”

“For one thing,” said Martin steadily, “he healed the sick and conforted the
poor. He fought hypocrisy and dirty politics and sat anong the people, talking,
through the day.”

“I's that so wonderful ?”

“Yes, Captain.”

“l don’t get this.” The captain confronted Martin, peered into his face and
eyes. “You been drinking, eh?” He was suspicious. He backed away. “lI don’t
under st and.”

Martin | ooked at the city. “Captain, if you don’t understand, there’s no way of
telling you.”

The captain foll owed his gaze. The city was quiet and beautiful and a great
peace lay over it. The captain stepped forward, taking his cigar fromhis |ips.
He squinted first at Martin, then at the gol den spires of the buil dings.

“You don’t nean—you can’'t mean—That man you're tal king about couldn’t be—=
Martin nodded. “That’'s what | nean, sir.

The captain stood silently, not noving. He drew hinmself up

“I don’t believe it,” he said at |ast.

At hi gh noon Captain Hart wal ked briskly into the city, acconpani ed by

Li eutenant Martin and an assi stant who was carrying sone el ectrical equi pnent.
Every once in a while the captain |aughed I oudly, put his hands on his hips and
shook hi s head.

The mayor of the town confronted him Martin set up a tripod, screwed a box onto
it, and switched on the batteries.
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“Are you the mayor?” The captain jabbed a finger out.

“I am” said the nmayor.

The delicate apparatus stood between them controlled and adjusted by Martin and
the assistant. |nstantaneous translations fromany | anguage were nade by the
box. The words sounded crisply on the mld air of the city.

“About this occurrence yesterday,” said the captain. “It occurred?”

“It did.”

“You have witnesses?”

“We have.”

“May we talk to then?”

“Talk to any of us,” said the nayor. “W are all witnesses.”
In an aside to Martin the captain said, “Mss hallucination
“What did this man—this stranger—ook |ike?”

“That woul d be hard to say,” said the mayor, smling a little.

“Why would it?”

“Opinions mght differ slightly.”

“I1"d like your opinion, sir, anyway,” said the captain. “Record this,” he
shapped to Martin over his shoulder. The |lieutenant pressed the button of a hand
recor der.

To the mayor,

“Well,” said the mayor of the city, “he was a very gentle and kind nan. He was
of a great and knowi ng intelligence.”
“Yes—yes, | know, | know.” The captain waved his fingers. “Generalizations.

want sonet hing specific. What did he | ook |ike?”

“l don’t believe that is inportant,” replied the mayor.

“I't’s very inportant,” said the captain sternly. “lI want a description of this
fellow If | can’t get it fromyou, I'Il get it fromothers.” To Martin, “lI’'m
sure it nust have been Burton, pulling one of his practical jokes.”

Martin would not ook himin the face. Martin was coldly silent.

The captain snapped his fingers. “There was sonething or other—a healing?”
“Many healings,” said the nmayor.

“May | see one?”

“You may,” said the mayor. “My son.” He nodded at a small boy who stepped
forward. “He was afflicted with a withered arm Now, |ook upon it.”

At this the captain |aughed tolerantly. “Yes, yes. This isn't even
circunstantial evidence, you know. | didn't see the boy’s withered arm | see
only his armwhole and well. That’'s no proof. Wat proof have you that the boy’'s
armwas withered yesterday and today is well?”

“My word is ny proof,” said the mayor sinply.

“My dear nan!” cried the captain. “You don't expect nme to go on hearsay, do you?
Ch no!”

“I"'msorry,” said the nayor, |ooking upon the captain with what appeared to be
curiosity and pity.

“Do you have any pictures of the boy before today?” asked the captain.

After a nonment a large oil portrait was carried forth, showing the son with a
withered arm

“My dear fellow” The captain waved it away. “Anybody can paint a picture.
Paintings lie. | want a photograph of the boy.”

There was no phot ograph. Phot ography was not a known art in their society.
“Well,” sighed the captain, face twitching, “let me talk to a few other
citizens. W' re getting nowhere.” He pointed at a woman. “You.” She hesitated.
“Yes, you; cone here,” ordered the captain. “Tell me about this wonderful nan
you saw yesterday.”

The wonman | ooked steadily at the captain. “He wal ked anbng us and was very fine
and good.”

“What col or were his eyes?”

“The col or of the sun, the color of the sea, the color of a flower, the color of
t he mountains, the color of the night.”

“That’ || do.” The captain threw up his hands. “See, Martin? Absol utely nothing.
Sone charl atan wanders through whi spering sweet nothings in their ears and—=
“Pl ease, stop it,” said Martin.

The captain stepped back. “What?”
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“You heard what | said,” said Martin. “l |like these people. | believe what they
say. You're entitled to your opinion, but keep it to yourself, sir.”

“You can’'t talk to ne this way,” shouted the captain.

“1"ve had enough of your highhandedness,” replied Martin. “Leave these people

al one. They’ ve got sonething good and decent, and you cone and foul up the nest
and sneer at it. Well, 1've talked to themtoo. |I've gone through the city and
seen their faces, and they ve got sonething you |l never have—a little sinple
faith, and they' |l nove nountains with it. You, you' re boiled because soneone
stol e your act, got here ahead and nade you uni nportant!”

“I1"1'l give you five seconds to finish,” remarked the captain. “l understand.

You’ ve been under a strain, Martin. Months of traveling in space, nostalgia,

| oneliness. And now, with this thing happening, | synpathize, Martin. | overl ook
your petty insubordination.”

“l don’t overl ook your petty tyranny,” replied Martin. “I’mstepping out. I'm
staying here.”

“You can't do that!”

“Can’t 1? Try and stop ne. This is what | cane looking for. | didn't knowit,

but this is it. This is for ne. Take your filth sonewhere el se and foul up other
nests with your doubt and your—scientific nethod!” He | ooked swiftly about.
“These peopl e have had an experience, and you can't seemto get it through your
head that it’s really happened and we were | ucky enough to alnost arrive in tine
to beinonit.

“Peopl e on Earth have tal ked about this man for twenty centuries after he wal ked
through the old world. W ve all wanted to see himand hear him and never had
the chance. And now, today, we just mssed seeing himby a few hours.”

Captain Hart | ooked at Martin's cheeks. “You're crying |like a baby. Stop it.”

“l don't care.”

“Well, | do. In front of these natives we're to keep up a front. You're
overwrought. As | said, | forgive you.”

“l don’t want your forgiveness."

“You idiot. Can't you see this is one of Burton's tricks, to fool these people,
to bilk them to establish his oil and mineral concerns under a religious guise!
You fool, Martin. You absolute fool! You should know Earthnmen by now. They'll do
anyt hi ng—bl asphene, lie, cheat, steal, kill, to get their ends. Anything is fine
if it works; the true pragmatist, that’'s Burton. You know himl”

The captain scoffed heavily. “Cone off it, Martin, admt it; this is the sort of
scaly thing Burton mght carry off, polish up these citizens and pl uck them when
they're ripe.”

“No,” said Martin, thinking of it.

The captain put his hand up. “That’s Burton. That's him That’s his dirt, that’'s
his crimnal way. | have to admire the old dragon. Flaming in here in a bl aze
and a halo and a soft word and a | oving touch, with a nedicated sal ve here and a
healing ray there. That's Burton all right!”

“No.” Martin's voice was dazed. He covered his eyes. “No, | won't believe it.”
“You don't want to believe.” Captain Hart kept at it. “Admit it now Admit it!
It's just the thing Burton would do. Stop daydream ng, Martin. Wake up! It’'s
morning. This is a real world and we’'re real, dirty people—Burton the dirtiest
of us alll!”

Martin turned away.

“There, there, Martin,” said Hart, nechanically patting the man’s back. “I
understand. Quite a shock for you. | know. A rotten shame, and all that. That
Burton is a rascal. You go take it easy. Let nme handle this.”

Martin wal ked off slowy toward the rocket.

Captain Hart watched himgo. Then, taking a deep breath, he turned to the woman
he had been questioning. “Wll. Tell me sone nore about this man. As you were
sayi ng, madan®”

Later the officers of the rocket ship ate supper on card tables outside. The
captain correlated his data to a silent Martin who sat red-eyed and brooding
over his nmeal.

“Intervi ewed three dozen people, all of themfull of the same m |k and hogwash,
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said the captain. “It’s Burton’s work all right, I'"mpositive. He'll be spilling
back in here tonorrow or next week to consolidate his nmiracles and beat us out
in our contracts. | think I'Il stick on and spoil it for him”

Martin glanced up sullenly. “I"Il kill him” he said

“Now, now, Martin! There, there, boy.”

“I"I'l kill himso help ne, | will.”

‘W' || put an anchor on his wagon. You have to admt he's clever. Unethical but
clever.”

“He's dirty.”

“You nust promise not to do anything violent.” Captain Hart checked his figures.
“According to this, there were thirty mracles of healing perforned, a blind man
restored to vision, a leper cured. Ch, Burton's efficient, give himthat.”

A gong sounded. A nonent later a man ran up. “Captain, sir. A report! Burton's
ship is comng down. Also the Ashley ship, sir!”

“See!” Captain Hart beat the table. “Here cone the jackals to the harvest! They
can't wait to feed. Wait till | confront them 1'Il nmake themcut ne in on this
feast—+ will!l”

Martin | ooked sick. He stared at the captain.

“Busi ness, ny dear boy, business,” said the captain.

Everybody | ooked up. Two rockets swung down out of the sky.

When the rockets | anded they al nost crashed.

“What’'s wong with those fool s?” cried the captain, junping up. The nmen ran
across the neadow ands to the steam ng ships.

The captain arrived. The airl ock door popped open on Burton's ship.

A man fell out into their arns.

“What’'s wong?” cried Captain Hart.

The man lay on the ground. They bent over himand he was burned, badly burned.
Hi s body was covered with wounds and scars and tissue that was inflaned and
snoki ng. He | ooked up out of puffed eyes and his thick tongue noved in his split
l'ips.

“What happened?” denmanded the captain, kneeling down, shaking the man’s arm
“Sir, sir,” whispered the dying man. “Forty-ei ght hours ago, back in Space
Sector Seventy-nine DFS, off Planet One in this system our ship, and Ashley’'s
ship, ran into a cosmc storm sir.” Liquid ran gray fromthe man's nostrils.

Bl ood trickled fromhis nmouth. “Wped out. Al crew. Burton dead. Ashley died an
hour ago. Only three survivals.”

“Listen to ne!” shouted Hart bendi ng over the bleeding man. “You didn’t cone to
this planet before this very hour?”

Si |l ence.

“Answer ne!” cried Hart.

The dying man said, “No. Storm Burton dead two days ago. This first |anding on
any world in six nonths.”

“Are you sure?” shouted Hart, shaking violently, gripping the man in his hands.
“Are you sure?”

“Sure, sure,” nouthed the dying man.

“Burton died two days ago? You're positive?”

“Yes, yes,” whispered the man. His head fell forward. The man was dead.

The captain knelt beside the silent body. The captain’s face tw tched, the
nmuscl es jerking involuntarily. The other nenbers of the crew stood back of him
| ooki ng down. Martin waited. The captain asked to be helped to his feet,
finally, and this was done. They stood | ooking at the city. “That neans—=
“That neans?” said Martin.

“W're the only ones who' ve been here,” whispered Captain Hart. “And that man—=
“What about that nan, Captain?” asked Martin.

The captain’s face tw tched sensel essly. He | ooked very old indeed, and gray.
Hi s eyes were glazed. He noved forward in the dry grass.

“Cone along, Martin. Cone along. Hold ne up; for nmy sake, hold nme. I'mafraid
1"l fall. And hurry. W can’t waste tinme—=

They noved, stunbling, toward the city, in the long dry grass, in the bl ow ng
wi nd.
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Several hours later they were sitting in the mayor’s auditorium A thousand
peopl e had come and tal ked and gone. The captain had remni ned seated, his face
haggard, listening, listening. There was so nuch light in the faces of those who
cane and testified and tal ked he could not bear to see them And all the while
hi s hands travel ed, on his knees, together; on his belt, jerking and quivering.
VWhen it was over, Captain Hart turned to the mayor and with strange eyes said:
“But you nust know where he went?”

“He didn’t say where he was going,” replied the mayor.

“To one of the other nearby worl ds?” demanded the captain.

“l don’t know.”

“You nust know.”

“Do you see hinP” asked the mayor, indicating the crowd.

The captain | ooked. “No.”

‘Then he is probably gone,” said the mayor.

“Probably, probably!” cried the captain weakly. “1’ve made a horribl e m stake,
and | want to see himnow Wy, it just came to ne, this is a npost unusual thing
in history. To be in on sonmething like this. Wy, the chances are one in
billions we’d arrived at one certain planet anong mllions of planets the day
after he cane! You nust know where he’s gone!”

“Bach finds himin his own way,” replied the mayor gently.

“You're hiding him” The captain’s face grew slowy ugly.

Sone of the old hardness returned in stages. He began to stand up

“No,” said the mayor.

“You know where be is then?” The captain’s fingers twitched at the |eather

hol ster on his right side.

“I couldn’t tell you where he is, exactly,” said the mayor.

“l advise you to start talking,” and the captain took out a snmall steel gun
“There’s no way,” said the mayor, “to tell you anything.”

“Liar!”

An expression of pity cane into the mayor’s face as he | ooked at Hart.

“You're very tired,” he said. “You ve traveled a | ong way and you belong to a
tired people who' ve been without faith a long time, and you want to believe so

much now that you're interfering with yourself. You'll only make it harder if
you kill. You'Il never find himthat way.

“Where’d he go? He told you; you know. Come on, tell ne!” The captain waved the
gun.

The mayor shook his head.

“Tell ne! Tell mel”

The gun cracked once, tw ce. The mayor fell, his arm wounded.

Martin | eaped forward. “Captain!”

The gun flashed at Martin. “Don't interfere.”

On the floor, holding his wounded arm the mayor |ooked up. “Put down your gun
You're hurting yourself. You ve never believed, and now that you think you
bel i eve, you hurt people because of it.”

“l don’t need you,” said Hart, standing over him “If | mssed himby one day
here, 1'Il go on to another world. And another and another. I'Il mss him by
hal f a day on the next planet, naybe, and a quarter of a day on the third

pl anet, and two hours on the next, and an hour on the next, and half an hour on
the next, and a mnute on the next. But after that, one day I'll catch up with
him Do you hear that?” He was shouting now, |eaning wearily over the nman on the
floor. He staggered with exhaustion. “Cone along, Martin.” He let the gun hang
in his hand.

“No,” said Martin. “1I’m staying here.”

“You're a fool. Stay if you like. But 1'mgoing on, with the others, as far as
can go.”

The mayor | ooked up at Martin. “I’'Il be all right. Leave me. OGthers will tend mny
wounds. ”

“I"lI'l be back,” said Martin. “I'lIl walk as far as the rocket.” They wal ked with

vi ci ous speed through the city. One could see with what effort the captain
struggled to show all the old iron, to keep hinself going. Wen he reached the
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rocket he slapped the side of it with a trenbling hand. He hol stered his gun. He
| ooked at Martin.

“Wel'l, Martin?”

Martin | ooked at him “WlIl, Captain?”

The captain’s eyes were on the sky. “Sure you won't—onme with-with nme, eh?”

“No, sir.”

“I't’Il be a great adventure, by God. | know I'Il find him”

“You are set on it now, aren't you, sir?” asked Martin.

The captain’s face quivered and his eyes closed. “Yes.”

“There’s one thing I'd like to know.”

“What ?”

“Sir, when you find him+f you find him” asked Martin, “what will you ask of

hi n?”

“Why— The captain faltered, opening his eyes. H s hands cl enched and

uncl enched. He puzzled a nonment and then broke into a strange snmile. “Wy, 1'1]
ask himfor a little—peace and quiet.” He touched the rocket. “lIt’'s been a | ong
time, along, long tine since—since | relaxed.”

“Did you ever just try, Captain?”

“l don’t understand,” said Hart.

“Never mnd. So long, Captain.”

“Good-by, M. Mrtin.”

The crew stood by the port. Qut of their nunber only three were going on with
Hart. Seven others were renaining behind, they said, with Martin.

Captain Hart surveyed themand uttered his verdict: “Fools!” He, last of all,
climbed into the airlock, gave a brisk salute, |aughed sharply. The door

sl amed.

The rocket lifted into the sky on a pillar of fire.

Martin watched it go far away and vani sh

At the neadow s edge the mayor, supported by several nen, beckoned.

“He’ s gone,” said Martin, walking up

“Yes, poor man, he's gone,” said the mayor. “And he’'ll go on, planet after

pl anet, seeking and seeking, and al ways and always he will be an hour late, or a
half hour late, or ten minutes late, or a minute late. And finally he will mss
out by only a few seconds. And when he has visited three hundred worlds and is
seventy or eighty years old he will mss out by only a fraction of a second, and
then a smaller fraction of a second. And he will go on and on, thinking to find
that very thing which he left behind here, on this planet, in this city—=
Martin | ooked steadily at the mayor.

The mayor put out his hand. “WAs there ever any doubt of it?” He beckoned to the
others and turned. “Cone along now W nustn’'t keep himwaiting."

They wal ked into the city.

The Long Rain

THE rain continued. It was a hard rain, a perpetual rain, a sweating and
steanming rain; it was a mzzle, a downpour, a fountain, a whipping at the eyes,
an undertow at the ankles; it was a rain to drown all rains and the nmenory of
rains. It cane by the pound and the ton, it hacked at the jungle and cut the
trees like scissors and shaved the grass and tunneled the soil and nolted the
bushes. It shrank men’s hands into the hands of winkled apes; it rained a solid
glassy rain, and it never stopped.

“How nmuch farther, Lieutenant?”

“l don’t know. A mile, ten mles, a thousand.”

“Aren’t you sure?”

“How can | be sure?”

“l don’t like this rain. If we only knew how far it is to the Sun Donme, 1'd fee
better.”

“Anot her hour or two from here.”

“You really think so, Lieutenant?”
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“Of course.”

“Or are you lying to keep us happy?”

“I"'mlying to keep you happy. Shut up!”

The two nmen sat together in the rain. Behind themsat two other nmen who were wet
and tired and slunped |ike clay that was nelting.

The |ieutenant | ooked up. He had a face that once had been brown and now t he
rain had washed it pale, and the rain had washed the color fromhis eyes and
they were white, as were his teeth, and as was his hair. He was all white. Even
his uniformwas beginning to turn white, and perhaps a little green with fungus.
The lieutenant felt the rain on his cheeks. “How many million years since the
rain stopped raining here on Venus?”

“Don’t be crazy,” said one of the two other nmen. “It never stops raining on
Venus. It just goes on and on. |’ve lived here for ten years and | never saw a
m nute, or even a second, when it wasn’t pouring.”

“I't’s like living under water,” said the lieutenant, and rose up, shrugging his
guns into place. “Well, we'd better get going. W'll find that Sun Done yet.”
“O we won't find it,” said the cynic.

“I't’s an hour or so.

“Now you're lying to me, Lieutenant.”

“No, nowl'mlying to nyself. This is one of those tinmes when you ve got to lie.
| can't take much nore of this.”

They wal ked down the jungle trail, now and then | ooking at their conpasses.
There was no direction anywhere, only what the conpass said. There was a gray
sky and rain falling and jungle and a path, and, far back behind t hem somewhere,
a rocket in which they had ridden and fallen. A rocket in which lay two of their
friends, dead and dripping rain.

They wal ked in single file, not speaking. They came to a river which lay wi de
and flat and brown, flowing down to the great Single Sea. The surface of it was
stippled in a billion places by the rain.

“All right, Simmons.”

The |ieutenant nodded and Si mmons took a small packet from his back which, with
a pressure of hidden chenmical, inflated into a |arge boat. The |ieutenant
directed the cutting of wood and the qui ck naki ng of paddl es and they set out
into the river, paddling swiftly across the snooth surface in the rain.

The lieutenant felt the cold rain on his cheeks and on his neck and on his
moving arns. The cold was beginning to seep into his lungs. He felt the rain on
his ears, on his eyes, on his |egs.

“I didn't sleep last night,” he said.

“Who coul d? Who has? When? How many ni ghts have we slept? Thirty nights, thirty
days! Who can sleep with rain slammng their head, banging away. . . . |1'd give
anything for a hat. Anything at all, just so it wouldn't hit ny head any nore. |
get headaches. My head is sore; it hurts all the tinme.”

“I"'msorry | came to China,” said one of the others.

“First time | ever heard Venus called China.”

“Sure, China. Chinese water cure. Renmenber the old torture? Rope you against a
wal | . Drop one drop of water on your head every hal f-hour. You go crazy waiting
for the next one. Wll, that’'s Venus, but on a big scale. W’ re not nade for
water. You can’'t sleep, you can’t breathe right, and you' re crazy from just
bei ng soggy. If we’d been ready for a crash, we’d have brought waterproofed

uni forms and hats. It’s this beating rain on your head gets you, nost of all
It’s so heavy. It's like BB shot. | don’t know how long | can take it.”

“Boy, ne for the Sun Donme! The man who thought them up, thought of sonething.”
They crossed the river, and in crossing they thought of the Sun Done, sonewhere
ahead of them shining in the jungle rain. A yellow house, round and bright as
the sun. A house fifteen feet high by one hundred feet in dianeter, in which was
warnth and qui et and hot food and freedomfromrain. And in the center of the
Sun Dore, of course, was a sun. A small floating free gl obe of yellow fire,
drifting in space at the top of the building where you could |ook at it from
where you sat, snoking or reading a book or drinking your hot chocol ate crowned
with marshmal | ow dol | ops. There it would be, the yellow sun, just the size of
the Earth sun, and it was warm and continuous, and the rain world of Venus would
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be forgotten as long as they stayed in that house and idled their tine.

The lieutenant turned and | ooked back at the three nmen using their oars and
gritting their teeth. They were as white as nushroons, as white as |lie was.
Venus bl eached everything away in a few nonths. Even the jungle was an i nmense
cartoon nightrmare, for how could the jungle be green with no sun, with al ways
rain falling and al ways dusk? The white, white jungle with the pale

cheese-col ored | eaves, and the earth carved of wet Canenbert, and the tree boles
Ii ke i mense toadstool s—everything black and white. And how often could you see
the soil itself? Wasn’t it nostly a creek, a stream a puddle, a pool, a |ake, a
river, and then, at last the sea?

“Here we arel!”

They | eaped out on the farthest shore, splashing and sending up showers. The
boat was deflated and stored in a cigarette packet. Then, standing on the rainy
shore, they tried to light up a few snokes for thenselves, and it was five

m nutes or so before, shuddering, they worked the inverted |ighter and, cupping
their hands, managed a few drags upon cigarettes that all too quickly were linp
and beaten away fromtheir |ips by a sudden slap of rain.

They wal ked on.
“Wait just a nonment,’
“The Sun Dome?”
“I"'mnot sure. The rain closed in again.

Si nmons began to run. “The Sun Done!”

“Come back, Simmons!”

“The Sun Dorme!”

Si mons vani shed in the rain. The others ran after him

They found himin a little clearing, and they stopped and | ooked at hi mand what
he had di scover ed.

The rocket ship.

It was |lying where they had left it. Sonehow they had circled back and were
where they had started. In the ruin of the ship green fungus was grow ng up out
of the nmouths of the two dead nen. As they watched, the fungus took flower, the
petals broke away in the rain, and the fungus died.

“How did we do it?”

“An el ectrical stormmust be nearby. Threw our conpasses off. That explains it.”
“You're right.”

“What' Il we do now?”

“Start out again.”

“Good lord, we're not any closer to anywhere!”

“Let's try to keep calmabout it, Simmons.”

“Calm calm This rain’s driving me wild!”

“We’ ve enough food for another two days if we're careful.”

The rain danced on their skin, on their wet uniforns; the rain streamed from
their noses and ears, fromtheir fingers and knees. They | ooked |ike stone
fountains frozen in the jungle, issuing forth water fromevery pore.

And, as they stood, froma distance they heard a roar

And the nmonster came out of the rain.

The nonster was supported upon a thousand electric blue legs. It wal ked swiftly
and terribly. It struck dowmm a leg with a driving blow. Everywhere a | eg struck
a tree fell and burned. Geat whiffs of ozone filled the rainy air, and snoke
bl ew away and was broken up by the rain. The nonster was a half mle wide and a
mle high and it felt of the ground Iike a great blind thing. Sonetines, for a
monent, it had no legs at all. And then, in an instant, a thousand whi ps woul d
fall out of its belly, white-blue whips, to sting the jungle.

“There’'s the electrical storm” said one of the nen. “There's the thing ruined
our conpasses. And it’s coming this way.”

“Li e down, everyone,” said the |lieutenant.

“Run!” cried Sinmmons.

“Don't be a fool. Lie down. It hits the highest points. W may get through
unhurt. Lie down about fifty feet fromthe rocket. It may very well spend its
force there and | eave us be. Get down!”

" said the lieutenant. “I thought | saw sonething ahead.”
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The nmen fl opped.

“I's it coming?” they asked each other, after a noment.

“Coni ng.”

“I's it nearer?”

“Two hundred yards off.”

“Near er?”

“Here she is!”

The nonster cane and stood over them It dropped down ten blue bolts of

i ghtning which struck the rocket. The rocket flashed |ike a beaten gong and
gave off a metal ringing. The nonster let down fifteen nore bolts which danced
about in a ridiculous pantomnme, feeling of the jungle and the watery soil.
“No, no!” One of the nmen junped up

“Get down, yon fool!” said the |lieutenant.

“Nol

The lightning struck the rocket another dozen times. The lieutenant turned his
head on his armand saw the blue blazing flashes. He saw trees split and crunple
into ruin. He saw the nonstrous dark cloud turn like a black di sk overhead and
hurl down a hundred other poles of electricity.

The man who had | eaped up was now running, |ike soneone in a great hall of
pillars. He ran and dodged between the pillars and then at |ast a dozen of the
pillars slamed down and there was the sound a fly nakes when | andi ng upon the
grill wires of an exterminator. The l|ieutenant remenbered this fromhis

chil dhood on a farm And there was a snell of a nan burned to a cinder

The lieutenant | owered his head. “Don’t | ook up,” he told the others. He was
afraid that he too might run at any nonent.

The storm above them fl ashed down anot her series of bolts and then noved on
away. Once again there was only the rain, which rapidly cleared the air of the

charred snell, and in a nonent the three remaining men were sitting and waiting
for the beat of their hearts to subside into quiet once nore.
They wal ked over to the body, thinking that perhaps they could still save the

man's life. They couldn't believe that there wasn't sone way to help the man. It
was the natural act of nmen who have not accepted death until they have touched
it and turned it over and nade plans to bury it or leave it there for the jungle
to bury in an hour of quick growh

The body was twi sted steel, wapped in burned | eather. It |ooked like a wax
dummy that had been thrown into an incinerator and pulled out after the wax had
sunk to the charcoal skeleton. Only the teeth were white, and they shone like a
strange white bracel et dropped half through a clenched bl ack fist.

“He shouldn’t have junped up.” They said it alnpbst at the sanme tine.

Even as they stood over the body it began to vanish, for the vegetation was
edging in upon it, little vines and ivy and creepers, and even flowers for the
dead.

At a distance the stormwal ked of f on blue bolts of |ightning and was gone.

They crossed a river and a creek and a stream and a dozen other rivers and
creeks and streans. Before their eyes rivers appeared, rushing, new rivers,
while old rivers changed their courses—ivers the color of mercury, rivers the
color of silver and mlKk.

They came to the sea.

The Single Sea. There was only one continent on Venus. This |land was three
thousand mles long by a thousand mles wide, and about this island was the
Singl e Sea, which covered the entire raining planet. The Single Sea, which | ay
upon the pallid shore with little notion

“This way.” The lieutenant nodded south. “I’m sure there are two Sun Domes down
that way.

“VWile they were at it, why didn’t they build a hundred nore?”

“There’re a hundred and twenty of them now, aren’t there?”

“One hundred and twenty-six, as of last nonth. They tried to push a bill through
Congress back on Earth a year ago to provide for a couple dozen nore, but oh no,
you know how that is. They’'d rather a few nen went crazy with the rain.”

They started south.
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The lieutenant and Simons and the third man, Pickard, walked in the rain, in
the rain that fell heavily and lightly, heavily and lightly; in the rain that
poured and hamrered and did not stop falling upon the |and and the sea and the
wal ki ng peopl e.

Sinmons saw it first. “There it is!”

“There’'s what ?”

“The Sun Dome!”

The lieutenant blinked the water fromhis eyes and rai sed his hands to ward off
the stinging blows of the rain.

At a distance there was a yellow gl ow on the edge of the jungle, by the sea. It
was, indeed, the Sun Done.

The nmen sniled at each ot her.

“Looks like you were right, Lieutenant.”

“Luck.”
“Brother, that puts muscle in ne, just seeing it. Conme on! Last one there's a
son-of -a-bitch!” Simmons began to trot. The others automatically fell in with

this, gasping, tired, but keeping pace.

“A big pot of coffee for ne,” panted Simons, smiling. “And a pan of cinnanon
buns, by God! And just lie there and let the old sun hit you. The guy that

i nvented the Sun Dones, he should have got a nedal!”

They ran faster. The yell ow gl ow grew brighter

“Guess a lot of men went crazy before they figured out the cure. Think it’'d be
obvi ous! Right off.” Simmons panted the words in cadence to his running. “Rain,
rain! Years ago. Found a friend. OF nmine. Qut in the jungle. Wandering around.
In the rain. Saying over and over, ‘Don’t know enough, to cone in, outta the
rain. Don’t know enough, to come in, outta the rain. Don't know enough— On and
on. Like that. Poor crazy bastard.”

“Save your breath!”

They ran.

They all | aughed. They reached the door of the Sun Done, | aughing.

Si nmons yanked t he door wi de. “Hey!” he yelled. “Bring on the coffee and buns!”
There was no reply.

They stepped through the door.

The Sun Donme was enpty and dark. There was no synthetic yellow sun floating in a
hi gh gaseous whi sper at the center of the blue ceiling. There was no food
waiting. It was cold as a vault. And through a thousand hol es which had been
newly punctured in the ceiling water streanmed, the rain fell down, soaking into
the thick rugs and the heavy nodern furniture and splashing on the glass tables.
The jungle was growing up like a noss in the room on top of the bookcases and
the divans. The rain slashed through the holes and fell upon the three nen’'s
faces.

Pi ckard began to |l augh quietly.

“Shut up, Pickard!”

“Ye gods, | ook what's here for us—o food, no sun, nothing. The Venusi ans—they
didit! O course!”

Si mmons nodded, with the rain funneling down on his face. The water ran in his
silvered hair and on his white eyebrows. “Every once in a while the Venusians
come up out of the sea and attack a Sun Dorme. They know if they ruin the Sun
Dones they can ruin us.”

“But aren’t the Sun Dones protected with guns?”

“Sure.” Simmons stepped aside to a place that was relatively dry. “But it's been
five years since the Venusians tried anything. Defense relaxes. They caught this
Dome unaware.”

“Where are the bodies?”

“The Venusians took themall down into the sea. | hear they have a delightfu
way of drowning you. It takes about eight hours to drown the way they work it.
Real |y delightful.”

“l bet there isn't any food here at all.” Pickard |aughed.

The lieutenant frowned at him nodded at him so Sinmons coul d see. Simmobns shook
hi s head and went back to a roomat one side of the oval chanber. The kitchen
was strewn with soggy | oaves of bread, and neat that had grown a faint green
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fur. Rain cane through a hundred holes in the kitchen roof.

“Brilliant.” The lieutenant glanced up at the holes. “I don't suppose we can
plug up all those holes and get snug here.”
“Wthout food, sir?” Simmons snorted. “l notice the sun nachine’s torn apart.

Qur best bet is to make our way to the next Sun Done. How far is that from
her e?”

“Not far. As | recall, they built two rather close together here. Perhaps if we
wai ted here, a rescue mssion fromthe other m ght—=
“It’s probably been here and gone al ready, sone days ago. They'll send a crewto

repair this place in about six nonths, when they get the noney from Congress. |
don't think we'd better wait.”

“All right then, we'll eat what's left of our rations and get on to the next
Done. ”

Pickard said, “If only the rain wouldn't hit nmy head, just for a few mnutes. If
I could only renenber what it's |like not to be bothered.” He put his hands on
his skull and held it tight. “lI renenber when | was in school a bully used to
sit in back of me and pinch nme and pinch nme and pinch nme every five mnutes, al
day long. He did that for weeks and nonths. My arns were sore and bl ack and bl ue
all the tinme. And | thought 1'd go crazy from being pinched. One day | nust have
gone a little mad frombeing hurt and hurt, and | turned around and took a netal
trisquare | used in nechanical drawing and | al nost killed that bastard.

al nrost cut his | ousy head off. | alnbst took his eye out before they dragged ne
out of the room and | kept yelling, ‘Wy don’t he | eave ne al one? why don’t he
| eave me alone?’ Brother!” H s hands cl enched the bone of his head, shaking,
tightening, his eyes shut. “But what do | do now? Who do | hit, who do | tell to

lay off, stop bothering ne, this dam rain, |ike the pinching, always on you,
that's all you hear, that's all you feel!”
“W'll be at the other Sun Done by four this afternoon.”

“Sun Dome? Look at this one! What if all the Sun Dones on Venus are gone? \Wat
then? What if there are holes in all the ceilings, and the rain comng in!”
“W' Il have to chance it.”

“I"'mtired of chancing it. All | want is a roof and sone quiet. | want to be

al one.”

“That's only eight hours off, if you hold on.”

“Don't worry, I'Il hold on all right.” And Pickard | aughed, not |ooking at them
“Let’s eat,” said Simons, watching him

They set off down the coast, southward again. After four hours they had to cut
inland to go around a river that was a mle wide and so swift it was not

navi gabl e by boat. They had to walk inland six mles to a place where the river
boil ed out of the earth, suddenly, like a nortal wound. In the rain, they wal ked
on solid ground and returned to the sea.

“I"ve got to sleep,” said Pickard at last. He slunped. “Haven’t slept in four
weeks. Tried, but couldn’t. Sleep here.”

The sky was getting darker. The night of Venus was setting in and it was so
completely black that it was dangerous to nove. Simmons and the |ieutenant fel
to their knees also, and the lieutenant said, “All right, we'll see what we can
do. W've tried it before, but | don't know Sleep doesn’'t seem one of the
things you can get in this weather.”

They lay out full, propping their heads up so the water wouldn't come to their
mout hs, and they closed their eyes.

The |ieutenant tw tched.

He did not sleep

There were things that crawl ed on his skin. Things grew upon himin |ayers.
Drops fell and touched other drops and they becane streans that trickled over
hi s body, and while these noved down his flesh, the small growhs of the forest
took root in his clothing. He felt the ivy cling and nake a second garnment over

him he felt the snall flowers bud and open and petal away, and still the rain
pattered on his body and on his head. In the |lum nous night—for the vegetation
gl owed in the darkness—he could see the other two nen outlined, |ike |ogs that

had fallen and taken upon thensel ves vel vet coverings of grass and flowers. The
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rain hit his face. He covered his face with his hands. The rain hit his neck. He
turned over on his stomach in the nud, on the rubbery plants, and the rain hit
his back and hit his I egs.

Suddenly he | eaped up and began to brush the water from hinself. A thousand
hands were touching himand he no | onger wanted to be touched. He no | onger
coul d stand being touched. He floundered and struck sonething el se and knew t hat
it was Simons, standing up in the rain, sneezing noisture, coughing and

choki ng. And then Pickard was up, shouting, running about.

“Wait a minute, Pickard!”

“Stop it, stop it!” Pickard screaned. He fired off his gun six tinmes at the

night sky. In the flashes of powdery illum nation they could see arm es of

rai ndrops, suspended as in a vast notionless anber, for an instant, hesitating
as if shocked by the explosion, fifteen billion droplets, fifteen billion tears,
fifteen billion ornanents, jewels standing out against a white vel vet view ng

board. And then, with the Iight gone, the drops which had waited to have their
pi ctures taken, which had suspended their downward rush, fell upon them
stinging, in an insect cloud of coldness and pain.

“Stop it! Stop it!”

“Pi ckard!”

But Pickard was only standing now, alone. Wen the |ieutenant switched on a
smal |l hand |l anp and played it over Pickard s wet face, the eyes of the man were
dilated, and his nouth was open, his face turned up, so the water hit and

spl ashed on his tongue, and hit and drowned the wi de eyes, and bubbled in a
whi spering froth on the nostrils.

“Pi ckard!”

The man would not reply. He sinply stood there for a long while with the bubbl es
of rain breaking out in his whitened hair and nmanacles of rain jewels dripping
fromhis wists and his neck

“Pickard! W're leaving. We're going on. Follow us.”

The rain dripped fromPickard s ears.

“Do you hear ne, Pickard!”

It was |ike shouting down a well.

“Pi ckard!”

“Leave him al one,” said Simmons.

“W can’'t go on without him?”

“What' || we do, carry hinP” Sinmons spat. “He’s no good to us or hinself. You
know what he’ll do? He'll just stand here and drown.”

“What ?”

“You ought to know that by now. Don’t you know the story? He' |l just stand here

with his head up and let the rain conme in his nostrils and his nouth. He'l
breathe the water.”

“That’s how they found General Mendt that tinme. Sitting on a rock with his head
back, breathing the rain. H's lungs were full of water.”

The lieutenant turned the |light back to the unblinking face. Pickard' s nostrils
gave of f a tiny whispering wet sound.

“Pickard!” The lieutenant sl apped the face.

“He can't even feel you,” said Simmons. “A few days in this rain and you don't
have any face or any |legs or hands.”

The lieutenant | ooked at his own hand in horror. He could no |onger feel it.
“But we can't |eave Pickard here.”

“I"l1'l show you what we can do.” Simmons fired his gun

Pickard fell into the raining earth.

Si nmons said, “Don’t nove, Lieutenant. |’ve got ny gun ready for you too. Think
it over; he would only have stood or sat there and drowned. It’'s quicker this
way. "

The lieutenant blinked at the body. “But you killed him”

“Yes, because he’d have killed us by being a burden. You saw his face. |nsane.”
After a nonment the |lieutenant nodded. “All right.”

They wal ked off into the rain.

It was dark and their hand | anps threw a beamthat pierced the rain for only a
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few feet. After a half hour they had to stop and sit through the rest of the
ni ght, aching with hunger, waiting for the dawn to cone; when it did cone it was
gray and continually raining as before, and they began to wal k again.

“We've miscal cul ated,” said Sinmons

“No. Anot her hour.”

“Speak | ouder. | can't hear you.” Simmons stopped and smiled. “By Christ,” he
said, and touched his ears. “My ears. They've gone out on ne. Al the rain
pouring finally nunbed ne right down to the bone.”

“Can’t you hear anything?” said the |lieutenant.

“What ?” Si nmons’ s eyes were puzzl ed.

“Not hi ng. Cone on.”

“I think "Il wait here. You go on ahead.”

“You can’'t do that.”

“l can’t hear you. You go on. I'mtired. | don't think the Sun Donme is down this
way. And, if it is, it's probably got holes in the roof, like the | ast one.
think 11l just sit here.”

“CGet up fromthere!”

“So long, Lieutenant.”

“You can’t give up now.”

“I"ve got a gun here that says |'mstaying. | just don't give a dam any nore.
I"mnot crazy yet, but I'"'mthe next thing toit. | don't want to go out that
way. As soon as you get out of sight I'"mgoing to use this gun on nyself.”

“Si mons!”

“You said nmy nanme. | can read that nuch off your lips.”
“Si mons.”
“Look, it’'s a matter of tinme. Either | die nowor in a few hours. Wait'|Il you

get to that next Done, if you ever get there, and find rain comng in through
the roof. Wn't that be nice?”

The lieutenant waited and then splashed off in the rain. He turned and call ed
back once, but Sinmmons was only sitting there with the gun in his hands, waiting
for himto get out of sight. He shook his head and waved the |ieutenant on

The lieutenant didn't even hear the sound of the gun

He began to eat the flowers as he wal ked. They stayed down for a tinme, and
weren’t poi sonous; neither were they particularly sustaining, and he vonited
themup, sickly, a minute or so |ater

Once he took sone |eaves and tried to make hinmself a hat, but he had tried that
before; the rain nelted the | eaves fromhis head. Once picked, the vegetation
rotted quickly and fell away into gray masses in his fingers.

“Anot her five mnutes,” he told hinself. “Another five minutes and then ||

wal k into the sea and keep wal king. W weren’t nmade for this; no Earthman was or
ever will be able to take it. Your nerves, your nerves.

He floundered his way through a sea of slush and foliage and came to a snall
hill.

At a distance there was a faint yell ow snudge in the cold veils of water

The next Sun Done.

Through the trees, a long round yellow building, far away. For a nonent he only
stood, swaying, looking at it.

He began to run and then he sl owed down, for he was afraid. He didn’t call out.
What if it's the same one? What if it’'s the dead Sun Donme, with no sun in it? he
t hought .

He slipped and fell. Lie here, he thought; it’'s the wong one. Lie here. It’'s no
use. Drink all you want.

But he managed to clinmb to his feet again and crossed several creeks, and the
yellow light grew very bright, and he began to run again, his feet crashing into
mrrors and glass, his arns flailing at dianonds and preci ous stones.

He stood before the yell ow door. The printed letters over it said THE SUN DOVE
He put his nunb hand up to feel it. Then he twi sted the doorknob and stunbl ed
in.

He stood for a nonment | ooking about. Behind himthe rain whirled at the door
Ahead of him wupon a |low table, stood a silver pot of hot chocol ate, steam ng,
and a cup, full, with a marshnallow in it. And beside that, on another tray,
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stood thick sandwi ches of rich chicken neat and fresh-cut tomatoes and green
onions. And on a rod just before his eyes was a great thick green Turkish towel,
and a bin in which to throw wet clothes, and, to his right, a small cubicle in
whi ch heat rays mght dry you instantly. And upon a chair, a fresh change of
uniform waiting for anyone—hinself, or any |ost one—+to nake use of it. And
farther over, coffee in steam ng copper urns, and a phonograph from which nusic
was pl aying quietly, and books bound in red and brown | eather. And near the
books a cot, a soft deep cot upon which one mght lie, exposed and bare, to
drink in the rays of the one great bright thing which domi nated the |ong room
He put his hands to his eyes. He saw other nen noving toward him but said
nothing to them He waited, and opened his eyes, and | ooked. The water fromhis
uniformpooled at his feet and he felt it drying fromhis hair and his face and
his chest and his arnms and his | egs.

He was | ooking at the sun

It hung in the center of the room large and yellow and warm It nade not a
sound, and there was no sound in the room The door was shut and the rain only a
menory to his tingling body. The sun hung high in the blue sky of the room
warm hot, yellow, and very fine.

He wal ked forward, tearing off his clothes as he went.

The Rocket Man

THE el ectrical fireflies were hovering above Mther’'s dark hair to Iight her
pat h. She stood in her bedroom door |ooking out at ne as | passed in the silent

hall. “You will help me keep himhere this time, won't you?” she asked.
“l guess so,” | said.
“Please.” The fireflies cast noving bits of light on her white face. “This tine

he mustn’t go away again.”

“All right,” | said, after standing there a nonent. “But it won’t do any good,;

it’s no use.”

She went away, and the fireflies, on their electric circuits, fluttered after

her like an errant constellation, showing her howto walk in darkness. | heard

her say, faintly, “W've got to try, anyway.”

O her fireflies followed ne to my room Wen the weight of ny body cut a circuit

in the bed, the fireflies winked out. It was midnight, and ny nother and

wai t ed, our roons separated by darkness, in bed. The bed began to rock ne and

sing to nme. | touched a switch; the singing and rocking stopped. | didn't want

to sleep. | didn’t want to sleep at all

This night was no different froma thousand others in our tinme. W would wake

nights and feel the cool air turn hot, feel the fire in the wind, or see the

wal I's burned a bright color for an instant, and then we knew his rocket was over

our house—his rocket, and the oak trees swaying fromthe concussion. And | woul d

lie there, eyes wide, panting, and nother in her room Her voice would cone to

me over the interroomradio:

“Didyou feel it?”

And | would answer, “That was him all right.”

That was ny father’s ship passing over our town, a small town where space

rockets never came, and we would lie awake for the next two hours, thinking,

“Now Dad’ s | anded in Springfield, now he’s on the tarmac, now he's signing the

papers, now he’s in the helicopter, now he's over the river, nowthe hills, now

he’s settling the helicopter in at the little airport at Geen Village here.
And the night would be half over when, in our separate cool beds, Mdther and

woul d be listening, listening. “Now he’'s wal king down Bell Street. He al ways

wal ks . . . never takes a cab . . . now across the park, now turning the corner

of Gakhurst and now .

I lifted my head fromny pillow. Far down the street, com ng closer and cl oser,

smartly, quickly, briskly—footsteps. Now turning in at our house, up the porch

steps. And we were both smiling in the cool darkness, Momand I, when we heard

the front door open in recognition, speak a quiet word of wel cone, and shut
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downstai rs. .

Three hours later | turned the brass knob to their room quietly, holding ny
breath, balancing in a darkness as big as the space between the planets, nmy hand
out to reach the small black case at the foot of nmy parents’ sleeping bed.
Taking it, | ran silently to ny room thinking, He won’'t tell ne, he doesn’t
want ne to know.

And fromthe opened case spilled his black uniform like a black nebula, stars
glittering here or there, distantly, in the material. | kneaded the dark stuff
in ny warm hands; | snelled the planet Mars, an iron snell, and the planet

Venus, a green ivy snell, and the planet Mercury, a scent of sul phur and fire;
and | could snell the mlky nmoon and the hardness of stars. | pushed the uniform
into a centrifuge machine 1'd built in my ninth-grade shop that year, set it
whirling. Soon a fine powder precipitated into a retort. This | slid under a

m croscope. And while ny parents sl ept unaware, and whil e our house was asl eep,
all the automatic bakers and servers and robot cleaners in an electric slunber,

| stared down upon brilliant notes of nmeteor dust, conet tail, and | oamfromfar
Jupiter glistening |ike worlds thensel ves which drew ne down the tube a billion
mles into space, at terrific accel erations.

At dawn, exhausted with ny journey and fearful of discovery, | returned the

boxed uniformto their sleeping room

Then | slept, only to waken at the sound of the horn of the dry-cleaning car

whi ch stopped in the yard below. They took the black uniformbox with them It’s
good | didn't wait, | thought. For the uniformwould be back in an hour, clean
of all its destiny and travel.

| slept again, with the little vial of nmagical dust in ny pajama pocket, over ny
beating heart.

VWhen | came downstairs, there was Dad at the breakfast table, biting into his
toast. “Sleep good, Doug?” he said, as if he had been here all the time, and
hadn’t been gone for three nonths.

“All right,” | said.

“Toast ?”

He pressed a button and the breakfast table nade ne four pieces, golden brown.

I remenmber my father that afternoon, digging and digging in the garden, like an
animal after something, it seened. There he was with his | ong dark arns noving
swiftly, planting, tanping, fixing, cutting, pruning, his dark face al ways down
to the soil, his eyes always down to what he was doi ng, never up to the sky,
never | ooking at ne, or Mdther, even, unless we knelt with himto feel the earth
soak up through the overalls at our knees, to put our hands into the black dirt
and not | ook at the bright, crazy sky. Then he would glance to either side, to
Mot her or ne, and give us a gentle w nk, and go on, bent down, face down, the
sky staring at his back

That night we sat on the nechani cal porch swi ng which swung us and blew a wi nd
upon us and sang to us. It was sunmmer and noonlight and we had | enbnade to
drink, and we held the cold glasses in our hands, and Dad read the

st ereo-newspapers inserted into the special hat you put on your head and which
turned the microscopic page in front of the magnifying lens if you blinked three
times in succession. Dad snoked cigarettes and told ne about how it was when he
was a boy in the year 1997. After a while he said, as he had al ways said, “Wy
aren’t you out playing kick-the-can, Doug?”

I didn't say anything, but Mom said, “He does, on nights when you' re not here.”
Dad | ooked at ne and then, for the first tinme that day, at the sky. Mother

al ways wat ched hi m when he gl anced at the stars. The first day and ni ght when he
got hone he wouldn't | ook at the sky nmuch. | thought about hi m gardening and
gardening so furiously, his face alnbst driven into the earth. But the second

ni ght he looked at the stars a little nore. Mother wasn't afraid of the sky in
the day so nuch, but it was the night stars that she wanted to turn off, and
sonetinmes | could al nbost see her reaching for a switch in her mind, but never
finding it. And by the third night maybe Dad’ d be out here on the porch unti
‘way after we were all ready for bed, and then I'd hear Momcall himin, alnost
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like she called me fromthe street at tinmes. And then | would hear Dad fitting
the electric-eye door lock in place, with a sigh. And the next norning at
breakfast 1'd gl ance down and see his little black case near his feet as he
buttered his toast and Mother slept |ate.

“Wel |, be seeing you, Doug,” he'd say, and we’'d shake hands.

“I'n about three nonths?”

“Ri ght.”

And he’'d wal k away down the street, not taking a helicopter or beetle or bus,
just walking with his uniformhidden in his small underarm case; he didn’t want
anyone to think he was vain about being a Rocket Man.

Mot her woul d cone out to eat breakfast, one piece of dry toast, about an hour

| at er.

But now it was tonight, the first night, the good night, and he wasn’t | ooking
at the stars nuch at all.

“Let’s go to the television carnival,” | said.

“Fine,” said Dad.

Mot her smiled at ne.

And we rushed off to town in a helicopter and took Dad through a thousand
exhibits, to keep his face and head down with us and not | ooki ng anywhere el se.
And as we |aughed at the funny things and | ooked serious at the serious ones, |
thought, My father goes to Saturn and Neptune and Pluto, but he never brings ne
presents. Other boys whose fathers go into space bring back bits of ore from
Callisto and hunks of black neteor or blue sand. But | have to get ny own
collection, trading fromother boys, the Martian rocks and Mercuri an sands which
filled nmy room but about which Dad woul d never commrent.

On occasion, | renenbered, he brought sonmething for Mdther. He planted sone
Martian sunflowers once in our yard, but after he was gone a nonth and the
sunflowers grew | arge, Momran out one day and cut themall down.

W thout thinking, as we paused at one of the three-di nensional exhibits, | asked
Dad the question | al ways asked:

“What's it |ike, out in space?”

Mot her shot me a frightened glance. It was too | ate.

Dad stood there for a full half mnute trying to find an answer, then he

shrugged.
“It’s the best thing in a lifetine of best things.” Then he caught hinself. “Ch,
it’s really nothing at all. Routine. You wouldn't like it.” He | ooked at ne,

appr ehensi vel y.
“But you al ways go back.”

“Habit.”
“Where're you goi ng next?”
“I haven't decided yet. I'Il think it over.”

He al ways thought it over. In those days rocket pilots were rare and he could
pi ck and choose, work when he liked. On the third night of his honecom ng you
coul d see him picking and choosi ng anpong the stars.

“Conme on,” said Mther, “let’s go hone.”

It was still early when we got honme. | wanted Dad to put on his uniform |
shoul dn’t have asked—t al ways nmade Mot her unhappy—but | could not hel p nyself.
| kept at him though he had always refused. | had never seen himin it, and at

| ast he said, “Ch, all right.”

W waited in the parlor while he went upstairs in the air flue. Mther |ooked at
me dully, as if she couldn't believe that her own son could do this to her. |

gl anced away. “lI’'msorry,” | said.

“You're not helping at all,” she said. “At all.”

There was a whisper in the air flue a nonent |ater.

“Here | am” said Dad quietly.

We | ooked at himin his uniform

It was glossy black with silver buttons and silver rins to the heels of the

bl ack boots, and it | ooked as if soneone had cut the arns and | egs and body from
a dark nebula, with little faint stars glowing through it. It fit as close as a
glove fits to a slender long hand, and it snelled |ike cool air and nmetal and
space. It snelled of fire and tine.
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Fat her stood, smling awkwardly, in the center of the room

“Turn around,” said Mt her

Her eyes were renote, |ooking at him

When he was gone, she never tal ked of him She never said anything about

anyt hing but the weather or the condition of ny neck and the need of a washcloth
for it, or the fact that she didn't sleep nights. Once she said the |ight was
too strong at night.

“But there’'s no noon this week,” | said.

“There's starlight,” she said.

I went to the store and bought her some darker, greener shades. As | lay in bed
at night, | could hear her pull themdown tight to the bottom of the w ndows. It

made a | ong rustling noise.

Once | tried to mow the | awn.

“No.” Momstood in the door. “Put the nower away.”

So the grass went three nonths at a tinme without cutting. Dad cut it when he
cane hone.

She wouldn’t | et ne do anything else either, like repairing the electrica
breakfast nmaker or the nechani cal book reader. She saved everything up, as if
for Christmas. And then | would see Dad hammering or tinkering, and al ways
smling at his work, and Mother smling over him happy.

No, she never tal ked of himwhen he was gone. And as for Dad, he never did
anything to make a contact across the mllions of mles. He said once, “If |
called you, I'd want to be with you. | wouldn’t be happy.”

Once Dad said to nme, “Your nother treats me, sonetines, as if | weren't here-as
if | were invisible.”

I had seen her do it. She would | ook just beyond him over his shoulder, at his
chin or hands, but never into his eyes. If she did | ook at his eyes, her eyes
were covered with a film like an animal going to sleep. She said yes at the
right tinmes, and smled, but always a half second |l ater than expected.

“I"mnot there for her,” said Dad.

But ot her days she would be there and he would be there for her, and they woul d
hol d hands and wal k around the bl ock, or take rides, with Monis hair flying |ike
a girl’'s behind her, and she would cut off all the mechanical devices in the

ki tchen and bake hi mincredi bl e cakes and pi es and cooki es, | ooking deep into
his face, her smle a real smle. But at the end of such days when he was there
to her, she would always cry. And Dad woul d stand hel pl ess, gazing about the
roomas if to find the answer, but never finding it.

Dad turned slowy, in his uniform for us to see.

“Turn around again,” said Mom

The next norning Dad came rushing into the house with handfuls of tickets. Pink
rocket tickets for California, blue tickets for Mexico

“Conme on!” he said. “W' Il buy disposable clothes and burn them when they' re
soil ed. Look, we take the noon rocket to L.A , the two-0' clock helicopter to
Santa Barbara, the nine-o' clock plane to Ensenada, sleep overnight!”

And we went to California and up and down the Pacific Coast for a day and a
hal f, settling at |last on the sands of Malibu to cook wieners at night. Dad was
al ways listening or singing or watching things on all sides of him holding onto
things as if the world were a centrifuge going so swiftly that he nmight be flung
off amay fromus at any instant.

The | ast afternoon at Malibu Momwas up in the hotel room Dad |ay on the sand
beside ne for a long tine in the hot sun. “Ah,” he sighed, “this is it.” Hs
eyes were gently closed; he lay on his back, drinking the sun. “You mss this,”
he sai d.

He meant “on the rocket,” of course. But he never said “the rocket” or nmentioned
the rocket and all the things you couldn’'t have on the rocket. You couldn’t have
a salt wind on the rocket or a blue sky or a yellow sun or Mnis cooking. You
couldn’t talk to your fourteen-year-old boy on a rocket.

“Let’s hear it,” he said at |ast.

And | knew that now we would talk, as we had always tal ked, for three hours
straight. Al afternoon we would nmurnur back and forth in the [ azy sun about ny
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school grades, how high I could junp, how fast | could swim

Dad nodded each tine | spoke and snmil|led and sl apped ny chest lightly in
approval. W talked. W did not talk of rockets or space, but we tal ked of

Mexi co, where we had driven once in an ancient car, and of the butterflies we
had caught in the rain forests of green warm Mexi co at noon, seeing the hundred
butterflies sucked to our radiator, dying there, beating their blue and crinson
Wi ngs, twitching, beautiful, and sad. W tal ked of such Things instead of the
things | wanted to talk about. And he listened to ne. That was the thing he did,
as if he was trying to fill hinself up with all the sounds he could hear. He
listened to the wind and the falling ocean and ny voice, always with a rapt
attention, a concentration that al nost excluded physical bodies thensel ves and
kept only the sounds. He shut his eyes to listen. | would see himlistening to
the | awn nmower as he cut the grass by hand i nstead of using the renmpte-contro
device, and | would see himsnelling the cut grass as it sprayed up at him
behind the nower in a green fount.

“Doug,” be said, about five in the afternoon, as we were picking up our towels

and headi ng back al ong the beach near the surf, “lI want you to prom se ne

sonet hing.”

“What ?”

“Don’t ever be a Rocket Man.”

| stopped.

“lI mean it,” he said. “Because when you're out there you want to be here, and
when you’'re here you want to be out there. Don't start that. Don't let it get
hol d of you.”

“But —=

“You don’t know what it is. Every time |I'mout there | think, If | ever get back
to Earth 1’1 stay there; I'lIl never go out again. But | go out, and | guess
1"l always go out.”

“1"ve thought about being a Rocket Man for a long tine,” | said,

He didn’t hear ne. “I try to stay here. Last Saturday when | got hone | started

trying so dammed hard to stay here.”

I remenbered himin the garden, sweating, and all the traveling and doi ng and
listening, and | knew that he did this to convince hinself that the sea and the
towns and the land and his famly were the only real things and the good things.
But | knew where he would be tonight: |looking at the jewelry in Oion from our
front porch.

“Pronmise ne you won't be like ne,” he said.

| hesitated awhile. “Ckay,” | said.

He shook ny hand. “Good boy,” he said.

The dinner was fine that night. Mom had run about the kitchen with handfuls of
ci nnanon and dough and pots and pans tinkling, and now a great turkey funed on
the table, with dressing, cranberry sauce, peas, and punpkin pie.

“In the mddle of August?” said Dad, anazed.

“You won’t be here for Thanksgiving.”

“So | won't.”

He sniffed it. He lifted each lid fromeach tureen and |l et the flavor steam over
hi s sunburned face. He said “Ah” to each. He | ooked at the room and hi s hands.
He gazed at the pictures on the wall, the chairs, the table, nme, and Mom He
cleared his throat. | saw himnmake up his nmind. “Lilly?”

“Yes?” Mom | ooked across her table which she had set |ike a wonderful silver
trap, a mraculous gravy pit into which, like a struggling beast of the past
caught in a tar pool, her husband m ght at |ast be caught and hel d, gazing out
through a jail of w shbones, safe forever. Her eyes sparkl ed.

“Lilly,” said Dad.

Go on, | thought crazily. Say it, quick; say you'll stay hone this tine, for
good, and never go away; say it!

Just then a passing helicopter jarred the room and the wi ndowpane shook with a
crystal sound. Dad gl anced at the w ndow.

The blue stars of evening were there, and the red planet Mars was rising in the
East .
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Dad | ooked at Mars a full mnute. Then he put his hand out blindly toward ne.
“May | have sone peas,” he said.

“Excuse nme,” said Mdther. “I'"mgoing to get sonme bread.”
She rushed out into the kitchen
“But there's bread on the table,” | said.

Dad didn't | ook at me as he began his neal.

I couldn't sleep that night. | came downstairs at one in the norning and the
moonl i ght was like ice on all the housetops, and dew glittered in a snow field
on our grass. | stood in the doorway in ny pajanmas, feeling the warm ni ght w nd,
and then | knew that Dad was sitting in the nmechanical porch swi ng, gliding
gently. | could see his profile tilted back, and he was watching the stars whee
over the sky. H s eyes were |like gray crystal there, the noon in each one.

I went out and sat beside him

W glided awhile in the swi ng.

At last | said, “How nany ways are there to die in space?”

“Amllion.”

“Name sone.”

“The nmeteors hit you. The air goes out of your rocket. O conets take you al ong
with them Concussion. Strangul ation. Explosion. Centrifugal force. Too nuch
accel eration. Too little. The heat, the cold, the sun, the nmoon, the stars, the
pl anets, the asteroids, the planetoids, radiation . "

“And do they bury you?”

“They never find you.”

“Where do you go?”

“Abillion mles away. Traveling graves, they call them You becone a neteor or
a planetoid traveling forever through space.”

| said not hing.

“One thing,” he said later, “it’s quick in space. Death. It's over like that.
You don't linger. Mdst of the tine you don’t even knowit. You' re dead and
that's it.”

We went up to bed.

It was norning.
Standing in the doorway, Dad listened to the yellow canary singing in its gol den

cage.
“Well, 1've decided,” he said. “Next time | cone hone, |'mhone to stay.”
“Dad!” | said.

“Tell your nother that when she gets up,” he said.

“You nmean it!”

He nodded gravely. “See you in about three nmonths.”

And there he went off down the street, carrying his uniformin its secret box,
whi stling and | ooking at the tall green trees and picking chinaberries off the
chi naberry bush as he brushed by, tossing them ahead of himas he wal ked away

into the bright shade of early norning.

| asked Mother about a few things that norning after Father had been gone a
nunber of hours. “Dad said that sonmetines you don’t act as if you hear or see
him” | said.

And then she expl ained everything to ne quietly.

“When he went off into space ten years ago, | said to nyself, ‘He's dead.” O as
good as dead. So think of himdead. And when he cones back, three or four tines
a year, it’s not himat all, it's only a pleasant little nmenory or a dream And

if a menory stops or a dreamstops, it can't hurt half as nuch. So nobst of the
time | think of him dead—=
“But other tinmes—=>

“Cther tines | can't help nyself. | bake pies and treat himas if he were alive,
and then it hurts. No, it's better to think he hasn’'t been here for ten years
and 1'll never see himagain. It doesn’'t hurt as nuch.”

“Didn't he say next tine he'd settle down.”
She shook her head slowy. “No, he’'s dead. |'’mvery sure of that.”
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“He’I'l cone alive again, then,” | said.
“Ten years ago,” said Mdther, “l thought, What if he dies on Venus? Then we’l
never be able to see Venus again. What if he dies on Mars? W' ||l never be able

to look at Mars again, all red in the sky, without wanting to go in and | ock the
door. Or what if he died on Jupiter or Saturn or Neptune? On those nights when
those planets were high in the sky, we wouldn’t want to have anything to do with
the stars.”

“l guess not,” | said.

The nessage cane the next day.

The nessenger gave it to ne and | read it standing on the porch. The sun was
setting. Momstood in the screen door behind ne, watching ne fold the nmessage
and put it in ny pocket.

“Mom” | said.

“Don’t tell me anything | don’t already know,” she said.

She didn't cry.

Well, it wasn’t Mars, and it wasn’'t Venus, and it wasn’'t Jupiter or Saturn that
killed him W wouldn't have to think of himevery time Jupiter or Saturn or
Mars |lit up the eveni ng sky.

This was different.

H's ship had fallen into the sun

And the sun was big and fiery and nerciless, and it was always in the sky and
you couldn’t get away fromit.

So for along time after ny father died nmy nother slept through the days and
woul dn’t go out. We had breakfast at m dnight and |unch at three in the norning,
and dinner at the cold dimhour of 6 AM W went to all-night shows and went to
bed at sunri se.

And, for a long while, the only days we ever went out to wal k were the days when
it was raining and there was no sun

The Fire Bal | oons

FI RE expl oded over sunmer ni ght | awns. You saw sparkling faces of uncles and
aunts. Skyrockets fell up in the brown shining eyes of cousins on the porch, and
the cold charred sticks thunped down in dry neadows far away.

The Very Reverend Fat her Joseph Dani el Peregrine opened his eyes. Wat a dream
he and his cousins with their fiery play at his grandfather’s ancient GChio hone
SO nmany years ago!

He lay listening to the great hollow of the church, the other cells where other
Fathers lay. Had they, too, on the eve of the flight of the rocket Crucifix,
lain with nenories of the Fourth of July? Yes. This was |ike those breathless

I ndependence dawns when you waited for the first concussion and rushed out on
the dewy sidewal ks, your hands full of |oud mracles.

So here they were, the Episcopal Fathers, in the breathing dawn before they

pi nwheel ed off to Mars, leaving their incense through the velvet cathedral of
space.

“Should we go at all?” whispered Father Peregrine. “Shouldn’t we solve our own
sins on Earth? Aren’t we running fromour |ives here?”

He arose, his fleshy body, with its rich | ook of strawberries, mlk, and steak,
nmovi ng heavil y.

“Or is it sloth?” he wondered. “Do | dread the journey?”

He stepped into the needl e-spray shower.

“But | shall take you to Mars, body.” He addressed hinself. “Leaving old sins
here. And on to Mars to find new sins?” A delightful thought alnpbst. Sins no one
had ever thought of.

Oh, he hinself had witten a little book: The Problem of Sin on O her Wrlds,

i gnored as sonmehow not serious enough by his Episcopal brethren

Only last night, over a final cigar, he and Father Stone had tal ked of it.

“On Mars sin mght appear as virtue. W nust guard agai nst virtuous acts there
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that, later, mght be found to be sins!” said Father Peregrine, beam ng. “How
exciting! It’s been centuries since so much adventure has acconpanied the
prospect of being a m ssionary!”

“I will recognize sin,” said Father Stone bluntly, “even on Mars.”

“Ch, we priests pride ourselves on being litmus paper, changing color in sin's
presence,” retorted Father Peregrine, “but what if Martian chem stry is such we
do not color at all! If there are new senses on Mars, you nust adnmit the
possibility of unrecognizable sin.”

“If there is no malice aforethought, there is no sin or punishment for same—the
Lord assures us that,” Father Stone replied.

“On Earth, yes. But perhaps a Martian sin mght informthe subconscious of its
evil, telepathically, |eaving the conscious nmind of man free to act, seeningly
wi t hout nalice! Wat then?”

“What could there be in the way of new sins?”

Fat her Peregrine |eaned heavily forward. “Adam al one did not sin. Add Eve and
you add tenptation. Add a second man and you nake adultery possible. Wth the
addition of sex or people, you add sin. If nen were arm ess they coul d not
strangle with their hands. You would not have that particular sin of nurder. Add
arnms, and you add the possibility of a new viol ence. Arbebas cannot sin because
they reproduce by fission. They do not covet wi ves or nurder each other. Add sex
to anmpebas, add arnms and | egs, and you woul d have nurder and adultery. Add an
armor |leg or person, or take away each, and you add or subtract possible evil.
On Mars, what if there are five new senses, organs, invisible |inbs we can't
conceive of then nightn't there be five new sins?”

Fat her Stone gasped. “l think you enjoy this sort of thing!”

“l keep nmy mind alive, Father; just alive, is all.”

“Your mind s always juggling, isn't it?—mirrors, torches, plates.”

“Yes. Because sonetinmes the Church seens |ike those posed circus tabl eaus where
the curtain lifts and nmen, white, zinc-oxide, talcum powler statues, freeze to
represent abstract Beauty. Very wonderful. But | hope there will always be room
for me to dart about anmpbng the statues, don't you, Father Stone?”

Fat her Stone had noved away. “l think we'd better go to bed. In a few hours

we' |l be junping up to see your new sins, Father Peregrine.”

The rocket stood ready for the firing.

The Fathers wal ked fromtheir devotions in the chilly norning, many a fine
priest from New York or Chicago or Los Angel es—the Church was sending its

best —wal ki ng across town to the frosty field. Wal king, Father Peregrine
renenbered the Bi shop’s words

“Fat her Peregrine, you will captain the m ssionaries, with Father Stone at your
si de. Having chosen you for this serious task, | find my reasons deplorably
obscure, Father, but your pamphlet on planetary sin did not go unread. You are a
flexible man. And Mars is |ike that uncl eaned cl oset we have negl ected for
mllenniums. Sin has collected there like bric-a-brac. Mars is twice Earth’'s age
and has had doubl e the nunber of Saturday nights, |iquor baths, and eye-poppi ngs
at wonmen as naked as white seals. Wen we open that closet door, things wll

fall on us. We need a quick, flexible man—ene whose m nd can dodge. Anyone a
little too dogmatic m ght break in two. | feel you'll be resilient. Father, the
job is yours.”

The Bi shop and the Fathers knelt.

The bl essing was said and the rocket given a little shower of holy water.
Arising, the Bishop addressed them

“lI know you will go with God, to prepare the Martians for the reception of His
Truth. | wish you all a thoughtful journey.”

They filed past the Bishop, twenty nen, robes whispering, to deliver their hands
into his kind hands before passing into the cleansed projectile.

“l wonder,” said Father Peregrine, at the last nmoment, “if Mars is hell? Only
waiting for our arrival before it bursts into brinmstone and fire.”

“Lord, be with us,” said Father Stone.

The rocket noved.
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Conmi ng out of space was |like com ng out of the npbst beautiful cathedral they had
ever seen. Touching Mars was |ike touching the ordinary pavenent outside the
church five mnutes after having really known your |ove for God.

The Fathers stepped gingerly fromthe steam ng rocket and knelt upon Martian
sand whil e Father Peregrine gave thanks.

“Lord, we thank Thee for the journey through Thy roons. And, Lord, we have
reached a new | and, so we nmust have new eyes. W shall hear new sounds and nust
needs have new ears. And there will he new sins, for which we ask the gift of
better and firmer and purer hearts. Anmen.”

They arose.

And here was Mars |ike a sea under which they trudged in the guise of subnarine
bi ol ogi sts, seeking life. Here the territory of hidden sin. Oh, how carefully
they nust all balance, like gray feathers, in this new elenent, afraid that

wal king itself might be sinful; or breathing, or sinple fasting!

And here was the mayor of First Town cone to neet themw th outstretched hand.
“What can | do for you, Father Peregrine?”

“W'd |ike to know about the Martians. For only if we know about them can we

pl an our church intelligently. Are they ten feet tall? W will build |arge
doors. Are their skins blue or red or green? W nust know when we put human
figures in the stained glass so we may use the right skin color. Are they heavy?
We will build sturdy seats for them”

“Father,” said the mayor, “I don’t think you should worry about the Martians.
There are two races. One of themis pretty well dead. A few are in hiding. And
the second race—well, they' re not quite human.”

“Ch?” Father Peregrine’s heart quickened.

“They’re round | umi nous gl obes of light, Father, living in those hills. Man or
beast, who can say? But they act intelligently, | hear.” The mayor shrugged. “Of
course, they're not men, so | don't think you'll care—

“On the contrary,” said Father Peregrine swiftly. “Intelligent, you say?”

“There’s a story. A prospector broke his leg in those hills and woul d have di ed
there. The blue spheres of light came at him Wen he woke, he was down on a

hi ghway and di dn’t know how he got there.”

“Drunk,” said Father Stone.

“That’s the story,” said the mayor. “Father Peregrine, with nost of the Martians
dead, and only these blue spheres, |I frankly think you'd be better off in First
City. Mars is opening up. It's a frontier now, like in the old days on Earth,
out West, and in Alaska. Men are pouring up here. There're a couple thousand

bl ack Irish mechanics and miners and day | aborers in First Town who need saving,
because there’'re too many w cked wonen cane with them and too nuch
ten-century-old Martian wi ne—=

Fat her Peregrine was gazing into the soft blue hills.

Father Stone cleared his throat. “Well, Father?”

Fat her Peregrine did not hear. “Spheres of blue fire?”

“Yes, Father.”

“Ah,” Father Peregrine sighed.

“Blue balloons.” Father Stone shook his head. “A circus!”

Fat her Peregrine felt his wists pounding. He sawthe little frontier town with
raw, fresh-built sin, and he sawthe hills, old with the ol dest and yet perhaps
an even newer (to him sin.

“Mayor, could your black Irish |aborers cook one nore day in hellfire?”

“I"d turn and baste them for you, Father.”

Fat her Peregrine nodded to the hills. “Then that’'s where we'll go.”

There was a nurmur from everyone.

“I't would be so sinple,” explained Father Peregrine, “to go into town. | prefer
to think that if the Lord wal ked here and people said, ‘Here is the beaten
path,” He would reply, ‘Show nme the weeds. | will nmake a path.’”

“But —2

“Fat her Stone, think how it would weigh upon us if we passed sinners by and did
not extend our hands.”
“But gl obes of fire!”
“I imagi ne man | ooked funny to other aninmals when we first appeared. Yet he has
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a soul, for all his honeliness. Until we prove otherw se, |let us assune that
these fiery spheres have souls.”

“Al'l right,” agreed the mayor, “but you'll be back to town.”

“We' Il see. First, some breakfast. Then you and I, Father Stone, wll wal k al one
into the hills. | don't want to frighten those fiery Martians with nachi nes or
crowds. Shall we have breakfast?”

The Fathers ate in silence.

At nightfall Father Peregrine and Father Stone were high in the hills. They
stopped and sat upon a rock to enjoy a nonent of relaxation and waiting. The
Martians had not as yet appeared and they both felt vaguely di sappoi nted.

“l wonder—= Father Peregrine nopped his face. “Do you think if we called
‘“Hello!” they might answer?”

“Fat her Peregrine, won't you ever be serious?”

“Not until the good Lord is. Ch, don’'t look so terribly shocked, please. The
Lord is not serious. In fact, it is alittle hard to know just what else He is
except loving. And |ove has to do with hunmor, doesn't it? For you cannot |ove
sonmeone unl ess you put up with him can you? And you cannot put up with soneone
constantly unless you can laugh at him Isn't that true? And certainly we are
ridiculous little animals wallowing in the fudge bow, and God nust |ove us al
the nore because we appeal to H's hunor.”

“l never thought of God as hunorous,” said Father stone.

“The Creator of the platypus, the canel, the ostrich, and man? Ch, cone now”
Fat her Peregrine | aughed.

But at this instant, fromanong the twilight hills, like a series of blue |Ianps
lit to guide their way, cane the Marti ans.

Fat her Stone saw them first. “Look!”

Fat her Peregrine turned and the | aughter stopped in his nouth.

The round bl ue gl obes of fire hovered anong the twi nkling stars, distantly
trenbling

“Monsters!” Father Stone | eaped up. But Father Peregrine caught him “Wait!”
“We shoul d’ ve gone to town!”

“No, listen, look!” pleaded Father Peregrine.

“I"'mafraid!”

“Don’t be. This is God’s work!”

“The devil’'s!”

“No, now, quiet!” Father Peregrine gentled himand they crouched with the soft
blue Iight on their upturned faces as the fiery orbs drew near

And again, |ndependence Ni ght, thought Father Peregrine, trenmoring. He felt like
a child back in those July Fourth evenings, the sky blow ng apart, breaking into
powdery stars and burni ng sound, the concussions jingling house wi ndows |ike the
ice on a thousand thin ponds. The aunts, uncles, cousins crying, as to sone

cel estial physician. The sumrer sky colors. And the Fire Balloons, lit by an

i ndul gent grandfather, steadied in his nassively tender hands. Ch, the nenory of
those lovely Fire Balloons, softly lighted, warmy billowed bits of tissue, |ike
insect wings, lying like fol ded wasps in boxes and, last of all, after the day

of riot and fury, at long last fromtheir boxes, delicately unfol ded, blue, red,
white, patriotic—the Fire Balloons! He saw the dimfaces of dear relatives |ong
dead and mantled with noss as Grandfather it the tiny candle and let the warm
air breathe up to formthe balloon plunply [um nous in his hands, a shining

vi sion which they held, reluctant to let it go; for, once released, it was yet
anot her year gone fromlife, another Fourth, another bit of Beauty vani shed. And

then up, up, still up through the warm sunmmer night constellations, the Fire
Bal | oons had drifted, while red-white-and-blue eyes foll owed them wordl ess,
fromfanily porches. Away into deep Illinois country, over night rivers and

sl eepi ng nansions the Fire Ball oons dwi ndl ed, forever gone.

Fat her Peregrine felt tears in his eyes. Above himthe Martians, not one but a
t housand whi spering Fire Balloons, it seened, hovered. Any nonent he night find
his | ong-dead and bl essed grandfather at his el bow, staring up at Beauty.

But it was Father Stone.

“Let’s go, please, Father!”
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“l must speak to them” Father Peregrine rustled forward, not know ng what to
say, for what had he ever said to the Fire Balloons of tine past except with his
m nd: you are beautiful, you are beautiful, and that was not enough now. He
could only lift his heavy arns and call upward, as he had often wi shed to cal
after the enchanted Fire Balloons, “Hello!”

But the fiery spheres only burned like inmages in a dark mnor. They seened

fi xed, gaseous, mracul ous, forever

“We cone with God,” said Father Peregrine to the sky.

“Silly, silly, silly.” Father Stone chewed the back of his hand. “In the nane of
God, Father Peregrine, stop!”

But now t he phosphorescent spheres blew away into the hills. In a nonent they
wer e gone.

Fat her Peregrine called again, and the echo of his last cry shook the hills
above. Turning, he saw an aval anche shake out dust, pause, and then, with a

t hunder of stone wheels, crash down the nountain upon them

“Look what you’ve done!” cried Father Stone

Fat her Peregrine was al nost fascinated, then horrified. He turned, know ng they
could run only a few feet before the rocks crushed theminto ruins. He had tine
to whisper, Oh, Lord! and the rocks fell

“Fat her!”

They were separated |ike chaff fromwheat. There was a bl ue shi mreri ng of

gl obes, a shift of cold stars, a roar, and then they stood upon a | edge two
hundred feet away watching the spot where their bodi es shoul d have been buried
under tons of stone.

The blue |ight evaporated.

The two Fathers clutched each other. “Wat happened?”

“The blue fires lifted us!”

“W ran, that was it!”

“No, the gl obes saved us.”

“They couldn’t!”

“They did.”

The sky was enpty. There was a feel as if a great bell had just stopped tolling.
Reverberations lingered in their teeth and marrows.

“Let’s get away fromhere. You'll have us killed.”

“l haven't feared death for a good many years, Father Stone.”

“W’ ve proved nothing. Those blue lights ran off at the first cry. It's

usel ess.”

“No.” Father Peregrine was suffused with a stubborn wonder. “Sonehow, they saved
us. That proves they have souls.”

“I't proves only that they m ght have saved us. Everything was confused. W night
have escaped, ourselves.”

“They are not aninals, Father Stone. Aninmals do not save lives, especially of
strangers. There is nmercy and conpassi on here. Perhaps, tonorrow, we nay prove
nor e.

“Prove what? How?” Father Stone was i mensely tired now, the outrage to his mnd
and body showed on his stiff face. “Follow themin helicopters, reading chapter
and verse? They're not human. They haven’'t eyes or ears or bodies |ike ours.”
“But | feel sonething about them” replied Father Peregrine. “lI know a great
revelation is at hand. They saved us. They think. They had a choice; let us live
or die. That proves free will!”

Fat her Stone set to work building a fire, glaring at the sticks in his hands,
choki ng on the gray snoke. “I nyself will open a convent for nursling geese, a
nmonastery for sainted swine, and | shall build a mniature apse in a mcroscope
so that parameciumcan attend services and tell their beads with their

flagella.”
“Ch, Father Stone.”
“I"'msorry.” Father Stone blinked redly across the fire. “But this is |like

bl essing a crocodile before he chews you up. You're risking the entire
m ssionary expedition. W belong in First Town, washing liquor fromnen's
throats and perfune off their hands!”
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“Can’t you recognize the human in the inhuman?”

“I"d much rather recogni ze the i nhuman in the human.”

“But if | prove these things sin, know sin, know a noral |life, have free wll
and intellect, Father Stone?”

“That will take much convincing.”

The night grew rapidly cold and they peered into the fire to find their w | dest
thoughts, while eating biscuits and berries, and soon they were bundl ed for

sl eep under the chimng stars. And just before turning over one last tinme Father
St one, who had been thinking for many mnutes to find sonmething to bother Father
Peregri ne about, stared into the soft pink charcoal bed and said, “No Adam and
Eve on Mars. No original sin. Maybe the Martians live in a state of God' s grace.
Then we can go back down to town and start work on the Earthnen.”

Fat her Peregrine rem nded hinself to say a little prayer for Father Stone, who
got so mad and who was now being vindictive, God help him “Yes, Father Stone,
but the Martians killed some of our settlers. That's sinful. There nust have
been an Oiginal Sin and a Martian Adam and Eve. W'l find them Men are nen,
unfortunately, no matter what their shape, and inclined to sin.”

But Father Stone was pretending sleep.

Fat her Peregrine did not shut his eyes.

O course they couldn't let these Martians go to hell, could they? Wth a
comprom se to their consciences, could they go back to the new col oni al towns,
those towns so full of sinful gullets and wonen with scintilla eyes and white
oyster bodies rollicking in beds with [onely | aborers? Wasn't that the place for
the Fathers? Wasn't this trek into the hills nerely a personal whin? Was he
really thinking of God’s Church, or was he quenching the thirst of a spongelike
curiosity? Those blue round gl obes of St. Anthony’s fire—how they burned in his
m nd! What a challenge, to find the man behind the mask, the human behind the

i nhuman. Woul dn’t he be proud if he could say, even to his secret self, that he
had converted a rolling huge pool table full of fiery spheres! Wat a sin of
pride! Worth doing penance for! But then one did many prideful things out of
Love, and he loved the Lord so nuch and was so happy at it that he wanted
everyone el se to be happy too.

The last thing he saw before sleep was the return of the blue fires, like a
flight of burning angels silently singing himto his worried rest.

The blue round dreans were still there in the sky when Father Peregrine awoke in
the early norning.

Father Stone slept like a stiff bundle, quietly. Father Peregrine watched the
Martians floating and watching him They were human—he knew it. But he nust
prove it or face a dry-nouthed, dry-eyed Bishop telling himkindly to step

asi de.

But how to prove humanity if they hid in the high vaults of the sky? How to
bring them nearer and provide answers to the nmany questions?

“They saved us fromthe aval anche.”

Fat her Peregrine arose, noved off anong the rocks, and began to clinb the
nearest hill until he cane to a place where a cliff dropped sheerly to a floor
two hundred feet below. He was choking fromhis vigorous clinb in the frosty
air. He stood, getting his breath.

“I'f 1 fell fromhere, it would surely kill ne.
He | et a pebble drop. Monments later it clicked on the rocks bel ow.

“The Lord woul d never forgive ne.”

He tossed anot her pebble.

“I't wouldn’t be suicide, would it, if | didit out of Love . . . ?”

He Iifted his gaze to the blue spheres. “But first, another try.” He called to
them “Hello, hello!”

The echoes tunbl ed upon each other, but the blue fires did not blink or nove.
He talked to themfor five mnutes. Wen he stopped, he peered down and saw

Father Stone, still indignantly asleep, belowin the little canp.
“l must prove everything.” Father Peregrine stepped to the cliff rim “I aman
old man. | amnot afraid. Surely the Lord will understand that | amdoing this
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for Hin®?”
He drew a deep breath. Al his life swamthrough his eyes and he thought, In a
moment shall | die? | amafraid that | love living nuch too nmuch. But | |ove

ot her things nore.
And, thinking thus, he stepped off the cliff.

He fell.

“Fool!” he cried. He tunmbled end over end. “You were wong!” The rocks rushed up
at himand he saw hinsel f dashed on them and sent to glory. “Wiy did | do this
thing?” But he knew the answer, and an instant |ater was calmas he fell. The

wi nd roared around himand the rocks hurtled to nmeet him

And then there was a shift of stars, a glinmmering of blue light, and he felt

hi nsel f surrounded by bl ueness and suspended. A nonent |ater he was deposited,
with a gentle bunp, upon the rocks, where he sat a full nonent alive, and
touchi ng hinself, and | ooking up at those blue lights that had wi t hdrawn
instantly.

“You saved ne!” he whispered. “You wouldn't let ne die. You knew it was wong.”
He rushed over to Father Stone, who still lay quietly asleep. “Father, Father,
wake up!” He shook himand brought himround. “Father, they saved ne!”

“Who saved you?” Father Stone blinked and sat up

Fat her Peregrine rel ated his experience.

“A dream a nightnare; go back to sleep,” said Father Stone irritably. “You and
your circus balloons.”

“But | was awake!”

“Now, now, Father, cal myourself. There now.

“You don't believe ne? Have you a gun? Yes, there, let nme have it.”

“What are you going to do?” Father Stone handed over the small pistol they had
brought al ong for protection agai nst snakes or other similar and unpredictable
ani mal s.

Fat her Peregrine seized the pistol. “I’"Il prove it!”
He pointed the pistol at his own hand and fired.
“Stop!”

There was a shinmrer of light and before their eyes the bullet stood upon the
air, poised an inch fromhis open palm It hung for a nonent, surrounded by a

bl ue phosphorescence. Then it fell, hissing, into the dust.

Father Peregrine fired the gun three times—at his hand, at his leg, at his body.
The three bullets hovered, glittering, and, |ike dead insects, fell at their
feet.

“You see?” said Father Peregrine, letting his armfall, and allow ng the pisto

to drop after the bullets. “They know. They understand. They are not aninals.
They think and judge and live in a noral climte. Wat aninmal would save nme from
nmyself like this? There is no aninmal would do that. Only another man, Father
Now, do you believe?”

Fat her Stone was watching the sky and the blue lights, and now, silently, he
dropped to one knee and picked up the warm bull ets and cupped themin his hand.
He closed his hand tight.

The sun was rising behind them

“I think we had better go down to the others and tell themof this and bring
them back up here,” said Father Peregrine.

By the tinme the sun was up, they were well on their way back to the rocket.

Fat her Peregrine drew the round circle in the center of the bl ackboard.

“This is Christ, the son of the Father.”

He pretended not to hear the other Fathers’ sharp intake of breath.

“This is Christ in all his Aory,” he continued.

“I't looks like a geonetry problem” observed Fat her Stone.

“A fortunate comparison, for we deal with synbols here. Christ is no |less
Christ, you nust admit, in being represented by a circle or a square. For
centuries the cross has synbolized his |love and agony. So this circle will be
the Martian Christ. This is how we shall bring Hmto Mars.”

The Fathers stirred fretfully and | ooked at each ot her.

“You, Brother Mathias, will create, in glass, a replica of this circle, a gl obe,
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filled with bright fire. It will stand upon the altar.”

“A cheap nmagic trick,” nmuttered Father Stone

Fat her Peregrine went on patiently: “On the contrary. W are giving them God in
an understandabl e image. If Christ had come to us on Earth as an octopus, would
we have accepted himreadily?” He spread his hands. “Was it then a cheap magic
trick of the Lord's to bring us Christ through Jesus, in man’s shape? After we
bl ess the church we build here and sanctify its altar and this synbol, do you
think Christ would refuse to inhabit the shape before us? You know in your
hearts He woul d not refuse.”

“But the body of a soulless aninal!” said Brother Mthias. “W’ ve al ready gone
over that, many tines since we returned this norning, Brother Mthias. These
creatures saved us fromthe aval anche. They realized that self-destruction was
sinful, and prevented it, time after tinme. Therefore we nust build a church in
the hills, live with them to find their own special ways of sinning, the alien
ways, and help themto discover God.”

The Fathers did not seem pl eased at the prospect.

“Is it because they are so odd to the eye?” wondered Father Peregrine. “But what
is a shape? Only a cup for the blazing soul that God provides us all. If
tomorrow | found that sea |lions suddenly possessed free will, intellect, knew
when not to sin, knew what life was and tenpered justice with mercy and life
with love, then | would build an undersea cathedral. And if the sparrows shoul d,
mraculously, with God’s will, gain everlasting souls tonorrow, | would freight
a church with heliumand take after them for all souls, in any shape, if they
have free will and are aware of their sins, will burn in hell unless given their
rightful communions. | would not let a Martian sphere burn in hell, either, for
it is a sphere only in nine eyes. Wien | close ny eyes it stands before ne, an
intelligence, a love, a soul—-and | nust not deny it.”

“But that glass globe you wish placed on the altar,” protested Father Stone.
“Consi der the Chinese,” replied Father Peregrine inperturbably. “Wat sort of
Christ do Christian Chinese worship? An oriental Christ, naturally. You ve al
seen oriental Nativity scenes. How is Christ dressed? In Eastern robes. Were
does He wal k? In Chinese settings of banmboo and m sty nountain and crooked tree.
Hi s eyelids taper, his cheekbones rise. Each country, each race adds sonet hing
to Qur Lord. | amreninded of the Virgin of Guadal upe, to whomall Mexico pays

its love. Her skin? Have you noticed the paintings of her? A dark skin, like
that of her worshipers. Is this blaspheny? Not at all. It is not |ogical that
men shoul d accept a God, no natter how real, of another color. | often wonder
why our missionaries do well in Africa, with a snowwhite Christ. Perhaps

because white is a sacred color, in albino, or any other form to the African
tribes. Gven tine, mightn't Christ darken there too? The form does not matter.
Content is everything. W cannot expect these Martians to accept an alien form
W shall give them Christ in their own inage.”

“There’s a flaw in your reasoning, Father,” said Father Stone. “Wn't the
Martians suspect us of hypocrisy? They will realize that we don’t worship a
round, globular Christ, but a man with linbs and a head. How do we explain the
di fference?”

“By showing there is none. Christ will fill any vessel that is offered. Bodies
or globes, he is there, and each will worship the sanme thing in a different

gui se. What is nore, we nust believe in this gl obe we give the Martians. W nust
believe in a shape which is neaningless to us as to form This spheroid will be
Christ. And we nust renenber that we ourselves, and the shape of our Earth
Christ, would be neaningless, ridiculous, a squander of material to these
Martians.”

Father Peregrine laid aside his chalk. “Now et us go into the hills and build
our church.”

The Fathers began to pack their equipnent.

The church was not a church but an area cleared of rocks, a plateau on one of
the | ow mountains, its soil snoothed and brushed, and an altar established
wher eon Brother Mathias placed the fiery gl obe he had construct ed.

At the end of six days of work the “church” was ready.
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“What shall we do with this?” Father Stone tapped an iron bell they had brought
al ong. “What does a bell nean to then®?”

“I imagine | brought it for our own confort,” adnitted Father Peregrine. “W
need a few faniliarities. This church seens so little like a church. And we feel
sonmewhat absurd here—even |; for it is something new, this business of
converting the creatures of another world. | feel like a ridiculous play actor
at tinmes. And then | pray to God to Iend ne strength.”

“Many of the Fathers are unhappy. Some of themjoke about all this, Father
Peregrine.”

“I know. We'Il put this bell in a small tower, for their confort, anyway.”
“What about the organ?”

“W'll play it at the first service, tonorrow”

“But, the Martians—=

“l know. But again, | suppose, for our own confort, our own nusic. Later we may

di scover theirs.”

They arose very early on Sunday norning and nmoved through the col dness like pale
phantonms, rine tinkling on their habits; covered with chinmes they were, shaking
down showers of silver water.

“I wonder if it is Sunday here on Mars?” mused Father Peregrine, but seeing

Fat her Stone wi nce, he hastened on, “It m ght be Tuesday or Thursday—who knows?
But no matter. My idle fancy. It’'s Sunday to us. Cone.”

The Fathers wal ked into the flat wide area of the “church” and knelt, shivering
and bl ue-Ii pped.

Father Peregrine said a little prayer and put his cold fingers to the organ
keys. The nmusic went up like a flight of pretty birds. He touched the keys |like
a man noving his hands anong the weeds of a wild garden, startling up great
soarings of beauty into the hills.

The nusic calmed the air. It snelled the fresh snell of norning. The nusic
drifted into the nountai ns and shook down m neral powders in a dusty rain.

The Fathers waited.

“Wel |, Father Peregrine.” Father Stone eyed the enpty sky where the sun was
rising, furnace-red. “I don’t see our friends.”

“Let me try again.” Father Peregrine was perspiring.

He built an architecture of Each, stone by exquisite stone, raising a nusic
cathedral so vast that its furthest chancels were in N neveh, its furthest done
at St. Peter’s left hand. The nusic stayed and did not crash in ruin when it was
over, but partook of a series of white clouds and was carried away anong ot her

| ands.

The sky was still enpty.

“They’ || cone!” But Father Peregrine felt the panic in his chest, very small
growi ng. “Let us pray. Let us ask themto come. They read m nds; they know.”
The Fathers | owered themsel ves yet again, in rustlings and whi spers. They

pr ayed.

And to the East, out of the icy nountains of seven o’ clock on Sunday norning or
per haps Thursday norning or naybe Monday norning on Mars, came the soft fiery
gl obes.

They hovered and sank and filled the area around the shivering priests. “Thank
you; oh, thank you, Lord.” Father Peregrine shut his eyes tight and pl ayed the
musi ¢, and when it was done he turned and gazed upon hi s wondrous congregati on
And a voice touched his mind, and the voice said:

“We have come for a little while.”

“You may stay,” said Father Peregrine.

“For alittle while only,” said the voice quietly. “W have come to tell you
certain things. W shoul d have spoken sooner. But we had hoped that you night go
on your way if left alone.”

Fat her Peregrine started to speak, but the voice hushed him

“W are the O d Ones,” the voice said, and it entered himlike a blue gaseous
flare and burned in the chanbers of his head. “W are the old Martians, who |eft
our marble cities and went into the hills, forsaking the material life we had
lived. So very long ago we becane these things that we now are. Once we were
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men, with bodies and | egs and arnms such as yours. The | egend has it that one of
us, a good man, discovered a way to free nman’s soul and intellect, to free him
of bodily ills and nel ancholies, of deaths and transfigurations, of ill hunors
and senilities, and so we took on the ook of lightning and blue fire and have
lived in the winds and skies and hills forever after that, neither prideful nor
arrogant, neither rich nor poor, passionate nor cold. W have lived apart from
those we | eft behind, those other men of this world, and how we came to be has
been forgotten, the process lost; but we shall never die, nor do harm W have
put away the sins of the body and live in God' s grace. We covet no other
property; we have no property. W do not steal, nor kill, nor lust, nor hate. W
live in happiness. W cannot reproduce; we no not eat or drink or make war. Al
the sensualities and chil di shnesses and sins of the body were stripped away when
our bodi es were put aside. W have left sin behind, Father Peregrine, and it is
burned like the leaves in the autumm, and it is gone like the soiled snow of an
evil winter, and it is gone like the sexual flowers of a red-and-yellow spring,
and it is gone like the panting nights of hottest sunmer, and our season is
temperate and our cline is rich in thought.”

Fat her Peregrine was standing now, for the voice touched himat such a pitch
that it alnmst shook himfromhis senses. It was an ecstasy and a fire washing

t hrough him

“W wish to tell you that we appreciate your building this place for us, but we
have no need of it, for each of us is a tenple unto hinmself and needs no pl ace
wherein to cleanse hinself. Forgive us for not coming to you sooner, but we are
separate and apart and have tal ked to no one for ten thousand years, nor have we
interfered in any way with the life of this planet. It has come into your mnd
now that we are the lilies of the field; we toil not, neither do we spin. You
are right. And so we suggest that you take the parts of this tenple into your
own new cities and there cleanse others. For, rest assured, we are happy and at
peace.

The Fathers were on their knees in the vast blue light, and Father Peregrine was
down, too, and they were weeping, and it did not matter that their tine had been
wasted; it did not matter to themat all.

The bl ue spheres nurnmured and began to rise once nore, on a breath of cool air.
“May | ”"—eried Father Peregrine, not daring to ask, eyes closed—=nay | cone
agai n, soneday, that | may |earn from you?”

The blue fires blazed. The air trenbled.

Yes. Someday he mi ght cone agai n. Soneday.

And then the Fire Balloons bl ew away and were gone, and he was like a child, on
his knees, tears streanming fromhis eyes, crying to hinmself, “Cone back, cone
back!” And at any nmonent G andfather might lift himand carry himupstairs to
his bedroomin a | ong-gone Chio town.

They filed down out of the hills at sunset. Looking back, Father Peregrine saw
the blue fires burning. No, he thought, we couldn’t build a church for the likes
of you. You're Beauty itself. Wat church could conpete with the fireworks of
the pure soul ?

Fat her Stone noved in silence beside him And at |ast he spoke:

“The way | see it is there’s a Truth on every planet. Al parts of the Big
Truth. On a certain day they' Il all fit together like the pieces of a jigsaw.
Thi s has been a shaking experience. |I’'ll never doubt again, Father Peregrine.
For this Truth here is as true as Earth’s Truth, and they lie side by side. And
we'll go on to other worlds, adding the sumof the parts of the Truth until one
day the whole Total will stand before us like the light of a new day.”

“That’s a lot, coming fromyou, Father Stone.”

“I"’'msorry now, in a way, we’'re going down to the town to handl e our own kind.
Those blue lights now. Wen they settled about us, and that voice . . .” Father
St one shivered

Fat her Peregrine reached out to take the other’s arm They wal ked t oget her.
“And you know,” said Father Stone finally, fixing his eyes on Brother Mathias,
who strode ahead with the glass sphere tenderly carried in his arms, that glass
sphere with the blue phosphorous Iight glow ng forever inside it, “you know,
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Fat her Peregrine, that gl obe there—=

“Yes?”

“I't’s Hm It is Hm after all.”

Fat her Peregrine smled, and they wal ked down out of the hills toward the new
t own.

The Last Night of the World

“WHAT woul d you do if you knew that this was the | ast night of the world?”
“VWhat woul d | do? You nean seriously?”

“Yes, seriously.”

“l don’t know. | hadn’t thought.”

He poured sonme coffee. In the background the two girls were playing bl ocks on
the parlor rug in the Iight of the green hurricane | anps. There was an easy,
cl ean aroma of the brewed coffee in the evening air.

“Wel |, better start thinking about it,” he said.

“You don't mean it!”

He nodded.

“A war ?”

He shook his head.

“Not the hydrogen or atom bonb?”

“No.

“Or germwarfare?”

“None of those at all,” he said, stirring his coffee slowy. “But just, let’s
say, the closing of a book.”

“l don’t think | understand.”

“No, nor do I, really; it’'s just a feeling. Sometines it frightens me, sometines
I"mnot frightened at all but at peace.” He glanced in at the girls and their
yellow hair shining in the lanplight. “I didn't say anything to you. It first
happened about four nights ago.”

“What ?”

“A dream| had. | dreaned that it was all going to be over, and a voice said it
was; not any kind of voice | can renmenber, but a voice anyway, and it said
things would stop here on Earth. | didn’t think too nmuch about it the next day,

but then I went to the office and caught Stan WIllis |ooking out the w ndow in
the mddl e of the afternoon, and | said a penny for your thoughts, Stan, and he

said, | had a dream | ast night, and before he even told ne the dream | knew what
it was. | could have told him but he told ne and |I listened to him”

“I't was the sane dreanf”

“The same. | told Stan | had dreaned it too. He didn't seem surprised. He

relaxed, in fact. Then we started wal king through the office, for the hell of
it. It wasn’t planned. W& didn’t say, ‘Let’s walk around.’ We just wal ked on our
own, and everywhere we saw peopl e | ooking at their desks or their hands or out
windows. | talked to a few So did Stan.”

“And they all had dreaned?”

“All of them The sanme dream with no difference.”

“Do you believe in it?”

“Yes. |1’ve never been nore certain.”

“And when will it stop? The world, | nean.”

“Sometime during the night for us, and then as the ni ght goes on around the
world, that'll go too. It'lIl take twenty-four hours for it all to go.”

They sat awhile not touching their coffee. Then they lifted it slowy and drank,
| ooki ng at each ot her.

“Do we deserve this?” she said.

“It’s not a matter of deserving; it’'s just that things didn't work out. | notice
you didn’t even argue about this. Wy not?”

“l guess |’'ve a reason,” she said.

“The same one everyone at the office had?”

She nodded slowy. “I didn't want to say anything. It happened | ast night. And
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the wonen on the block tal ked about it, anong thensel ves, today. They dreaned. |
thought it was only a coincidence.” She picked up the evening paper. “There's
nothing in the paper about it.”

“Everyone knows, so there’s no need.”

He sat back in his chair, watching her. “Are you afrai d?”

“No. | always thought |I would be, but |I'"mnot.”

“Where's that spirit called self-preservation they talk so nuch about?”

“l don’t know. You don’t get too excited when you feel things are logical. This
is logical. Nothing else but this could have happened fromthe way we' ve lived.”
“W haven’t been too bad, have we?”

“No, nor enornously good. | suppose that's the troubl e-we haven't been very much
of anything except us, while a big part of the world was busy being |l ots of
quite awful things.”

The girls were laughing in the parlor.

“l always thought people would be screanming in the streets at atine like this.”
“l guess not. You don't scream about the real thing.”

“Do you know, | won’'t nmiss anything but you and the girls. | never liked cities
or nmy work or anything except you three. I won't miss a thing except perhaps the
change in the weather, and a glass of ice water when it’s hot, and | night niss
sl eeping. How can we sit here and talk this way?”

“Because there’'s nothing else to do.”

“That’s it, of course; for if there were, we'd be doing it. | suppose this is
the first time in the history of the world that everyone has known just what
they were going to do during the night.”

“l wonder what everyone else will do now, this evening, for the next few hours.”
“Co to a show, listen to the radio, watch television, play cards, put the
children to bed, go to bed thenselves, |ike always.”

“In a way that’'s sonething to be proud of +i ke al ways.”

They sat a nonment and then he poured hinsel f another coffee. “Wy do you suppose
it’s tonight?”

“Because.”

“Why not sone other night in the last century, or five centuries ago, or ten?”
“Maybe it’s because it was never Cctober 19, 1969, ever before in history, and
nowit is and that's it; because this date neans nore than any other date ever
meant; because it’'s the year when things are as they are all over the world and
that's why it’'s the end.”

“There are bonbers on their schedul es both ways across the ocean tonight that’|
never see |and.”

“That’'s part of the reason why.”

“Well,” he said, getting up, “what shall it be? Wash the di shes?”

They washed t he dishes and stacked them away with special neatness. At
eight-thirty the girls were put to bed and ki ssed good night and the little
lights by their beds turned on and the door left open just a trifle.

“l wonder,” said the husband, com ng fromthe bedroom and gl anci ng back,
standing there with his pipe for a nonent.

“What ?”

“If the door will be shut all the way, or if it'll be left just alittle ajar so

sonme |ight comes in.”

“I wonder if the children know. ”

“No, of course not.”

They sat and read the papers and tal ked and listened to sone radio music and
then sat together by the fireplace watching the charcoal enbers as the clock
struck ten-thirty and el even and el even-thirty. They thought of all the other
people in the world who had spent their evening, each in his own special way.
“Well,” he said at |ast.

He kissed his wife for a long tine.

“We’ ve been good for each other, anyway.”

“Do you want to cry?” he asked.

“l don’t think so.”

They noved through the house and turned out the |lights and went into the bedroom
and stood in the night cool darkness undressing and pushing back the covers.
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“The sheets are so clean and nice.”

“I"'mtired.”

“W're all tired.”

They got into bed and | ay back.

“Just a nonent,” she said.

He heard her get out of bed and go into the kitchen. A nonent l|ater, she
returned. “I left the water running in the sink,” she said.

Sonet hi ng about this was so very funny that he had to | augh. She | aughed with
him knowing what it was that she had done that was funny. They stopped | aughing
at last and lay in their cool night bed, their hands clasped, their heads

t oget her.

“Good night,” he said, after a nonent.

“Good night,” she said.

The Exil es

THEIR EYES were fire and the breath flanmed out the witches’ nouths as they bent
to probe the caldron with greasy stick and bony finger
“When shall we three neet again
I'n thunder, lightning, or in rain?”
They danced drunkenly on the shore of an enpty sea, fouling the air with their
three tongues, and burning it with their cats’ eyes nalevolently aglitter
“Round about the caul dron go;
In the poison'd entrails throw
Doubl e, double, toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and caul dron bubbl e!”
They paused and cast a gl ance about. “Were’'s the crystal ? Wiere the needl es?”
“Here!”
“Good!”
“I's the yell ow wax thickened?”
“Yes!”
“Pour it in the iron nold!”
“I's the wax figure done?” They shaped it |ike nolasses adrip on their green
hands.
“Shove the needl e through the heart!”
“The crystal, the crystal; fetch it fromthe tarot bag. Dust it off; have a
| ook!”
They bent to the crystal, their faces white.
“See, see, see . . .”
A rocket ship noved through space fromthe planet Earth to the planet Mars. On
the rocket ship nmen were dying.
The captain raised his head, tiredly. “W' 1l have to use the norphine.”
“But, Captain—=>
“You see yourself this man’s condition.” The captain lifted the wool blanket and
the man restrai ned beneath the wet sheet noved and groaned. The air was full of
sul phur ous thunder
“I sawit—+ sawit.” The nan opened his eyes and stared at the port where there
were only bl ack spaces, reeling stars, Earth far renoved, and the planet Mrs

rising large and red. “I saw it—a bat, a huge thing, a bat with a man’s face,
spread over the front port. Fluttering and fluttering, fluttering and
fluttering.”

“Pul se?” asked the captain.

The orderly nmeasured it. “One hundred and thirty.”

“He can’'t go on with that. Use the norphine. Conme along, Smith.”

They noved away. Suddenly the floor plates were |aced with bone and white skulls
that screamed. The captain did not dare | ook down, and over the scream ng he
said, “lIs this where Perse is?” turning in at a hatch

A whi te-snocked surgeon stepped away froma body. “l just don't understand it.”
“How did Perse die?”
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“We don't know, Captain. It wasn't his heart, his brain, or shock. He
just—died.”

The captain felt the doctor’s wist, which changed to a hissing snake and bit
him The captain did not flinch. “Take care of yourself. You ve a pulse too.”
The doctor nodded. “Perse conpl ai ned of pai ns—heedl es, he said—n his wists and
legs. Said he felt like wax, nmelting. He fell. | helped himup. He cried like a
child. Said he had a silver needle in his heart. He died. Here he is. W can
repeat the autopsy for you. Everything' s physically nornal.”

“That’s inpossible! He died of something!”

The captain walked to a port. He snelled of nmenthol and iodine and green soap on
hi s polished and manicured hands. His white teeth were dentifriced, and his ears
scoured to a pinkness, as were his cheeks. H's uniformwas the col or of new
salt, and his boots were black mirrors shining below him H's crisp crewcut
hair snelled of sharp al cohol. Even his breath was sharp and new and cl ean

There was no spot to him He was a fresh instrument, honed and ready, still hot
fromthe surgeon’s oven.

The men with himwere fromthe sane nold. One expected huge brass keys spiraling
slowy fromtheir backs. They were expensive, talented, well-oiled toys,

obedi ent and qui ck

The captain watched the planet Mars grow very large in space. “W' |l be | anding
in an hour on that dammed place. Snmith, did you see any bats, or have other

ni ght mar es?”

“Yes, sir. The nmonth before our rocket took off from New York, sir. Wite rats

biting ny neck, drinking nmy blood. |I didn't tell. |I was afraid you wouldn't |et
me conme on this trip.”

“Never mind,” sighed the captain. “lI had dreans too. In all of my fifty years
never had a dreamuntil that week before we took off fromEarth. And then every
night | dreaned | was a white wolf. Caught on a snowy hill. Shot with a silver

bullet. Buried with a stake in ny heart.’
think, Smth, they know we’'re coning?”
“We don't know if there are Martian people, sir.”

“Don’t we? They began frightening us off eight weeks ago, before we started.
They’ ve killed Perse and Reynol ds now. Yesterday they nmade Crenville go blind.
How? | don’t know. Bats, needles, dreams, nmen dying for no reason. |'d call it
witchcraft in another day. But this is the year 2120, Snmith. W’'re rational nen.
This all can’t be happening. But it is! Woever they are, with their needl es and
their bats, they'Il try to finish us all.” He swng about. “Snith, fetch those
books fromny file. |I want them when we |and.”

Two hundred books were piled on the rocket deck

“Thank you, Smith. Have you glanced at then? Think |'minsane? Perhaps. It's a
crazy hunch. At that last nonment | ordered these books fromthe Historica
Museum Because of my dreans. Twenty nights | was stabbed, butchered, a
screaming bat pinned to a surgical mat, a thing rotting underground in a bl ack
box; bad, wicked dreans. Qur whol e crew dreamed of wi tch-things and were-things,
vanpi res and phantons, things they couldn’t know anythi ng about. Wy? Because
books on such ghastly subjects were destroyed a century ago. By |aw. Forbi dden
for anyone to own the grisly volunmes. These books you see here are the | ast

copi es, kept for historical purposes in the | ocked nuseumvaults.”

Smith bent to read the dusty titles

“Tal es of Mystery and | magi nation, by Edgar Allan Poe. Dracula, by Brain Stoker
Frankenstein, by Mary Shelley. The Turn of the Screw, by Henry James. The Legend
of Sleepy Hollow, by Washington Irving. Rappaccini’s Daughter, by Nathani el

Hawt horne. An Cccurrence at OM Creek Bridge, by Anbrose Bierce. Alice in
Wonderl and, by Lewis Carroll. The WIlows, by Al gernon Bl ackwood. The W zard of
Oz, by L. Frank Baum The Wird Shadow Over Innsnmouth, by H P. Lovecraft. And
nmore! Books by Walter de |la Mare, Wakefield, Harvey, Wells, Asquith, Huxley-al
forbi dden authors. All burned in the sane year that Hall oween was outl awed and
Christmas was banned! But, sir, what good are these to us on the rocket?”

“l don’t know,” sighed the captain, “yet.”

He nmoved his head toward Mars. “Do you

The three bags lifted the crystal where the captain’s image flickered, his tiny
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voi ce tinkling out of the glass:

“l don’t know,” sighed the captain, “yet.”

The three witches glared redly into one another’s faces.
“We haven’'t nuch tinme,” said one.

“Better warn Themin the City.”

“They' || want to know about the books. It doesn't | ook good. That fool of a
captain!”
“I'n an hour they' Il land their rocket.”

The t hree bags shuddered and blinked up at the Enerald City by the edge of the
dry Martian sea. In its highest window a srmall nman held a bl ood-red drape aside.
He wat ched the wastel ands where the three witches fed their caldron and shaped
the waxes. Farther along, ten thousand other blue fires and |l aurel incenses,

bl ack tobacco snokes and fir weeds, cinnanpons and bone dusts rose soft as noths
through the Martian night. The man counted the angry, magical fires. Then, as
the three witches stared, he turned. The crinson drape, released, fell, causing
the distant portal to wink, like a yell ow eye.

M. Edgar Allan Poe stood in the tower wi ndow, a faint vapor of spirits upon his
breath. “Hecate’'s friends are busy tonight,” he said, seeing the w tches, far

bel ow.

A voi ce behind himsaid, “I saw WII| Shakespeare at the shore, earlier, whipping
themon. Al along the sea Shakespeare’s armny al one, tonight, nunbers thousands:
the three witches, Cberon, Haml et’'s father, Puck—all, all of them+thousands!

CGood lord, a regular sea of people.”

“Good WIlliam” Poe turned. He let the crinmson drape fall shut. He stood for a
nmoment to observe the raw stone room the black-tinbered table, the candle
flane, the other man, M. Anbrose Bierce, sitting very idly there, lighting
mat ches and wat chi ng them burn down, whistling under his breath, now and then
| aughi ng to hinsel f.

“W’ll have to tell M. Dickens now,” said M. Poe. “W’'ve put it off too |ong
It’s a matter of hours. WIIl you go down to his hone with nme, Bierce?”

Bi erce glanced up nerrily. “lI’ve just been thinking—shat’ || happen to us?”

“I'f we can’'t kill the rocket men off, frighten them away, then we'll have to

| eave, of course. W'll go on to Jupiter, and when they come to Jupiter, we'll
go on to Saturn, and when they conme to Saturn, we'll go to Uranus, or Neptune,

and then on out to Pluto—=

“Where then?”

M. Poe’'s face was weary; there were fire coals remaining, fading, in his eyes,
and a sad wildness in the way he tal ked, and a usel essness of his hands and the
way his hair fell lankly over his amazing white brow. He was |ike a satan of
some | ost dark cause, a general arrived froma derelict invasion. H's silky,
soft, black nmustache was worn away by his nmusing |lips. He was so snall his brow
seened to float, vast and phosphorescent, by itself, in the dark room

“We have the advantages of superior fornms of travel,” he said. “W can al ways
hope for one of their atomic wars, dissolution, the dark ages conme again. The
return of superstition. We could go back then to Earth, all of us, in one
night.” M. Poe’'s black eyes brooded under his round and | um nant brow. He gazed
at the ceiling. “So they’'re coming to ruin this world too? They won't | eave
anyt hing undefiled, will they?”

“Does a wolf pack stop until it's killed its prey and eaten the guts? It should
be quite a war. | shall sit on the side lines and be the scorekeeper. So many
Eart hnen boiled in oil, so many Mss. Found in Bottles burnt, so many Earthnen

stabbed with needles, so many Red Deaths put to flight by a battery of
hypoderm ¢ syri nges—ha!”

Poe swayed angrily, faintly drunk with wine. “What did we do? Be with us,
Bierce, in the name of God! Did we have a fair trial before a conmpany of
literary critics? No! Qur books were plucked up by neat, sterile, surgeon’s
pliers, and flung into vats, to boil, to be killed of all their nortuary gernmns.
Dam themall!”

“l find our situation amusing,” said Bierce.

They were interrupted by a hysterical shout fromthe tower stair.
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“M. Poe! M. Bierce!”

“Yes, yes, we're conming!” Poe and Bierce descended to find a nan gaspi ng agai nst
the stone passage wal |

“Have you heard the news?” he cried imediately, clawing at themlike a man
about to fall over a cliff. “In an hour they' |l land! They’'re bringi ng books
with them-el d books, the witches said! What’'re you doing in the tower at a tine
like this? Wiy aren’t you acting?”

Poe said: “We’'re doing everything we can, Blackwood. You're newto all this.
Cone along, we're going to M. Charles Dickens' place—=

“—to contenplate our doom our black doom” said M. Bierce, with a w nk.

They noved down the echoing throats of the castle, level after dimgreen |evel,
down into mustiness and decay and spiders and dream i ke webbing. “Don’t worry,”
said Poe, his browlike a huge white | anp before them descending, sinking. “Al
al ong the dead sea tonight I've called the others. Your friends and m ne,

Bl ackwood—Bi erce. They're all there. The aninmals and the old wonmen and the tal
men with the sharp white teeth. The traps are waiting; the pits, yes, and the
pendul uns. The Red Death.” Here he |l aughed quietly. “Yes, even the Red Death.
never thought—o, | never thought the time would cone when a thing Iike the Red
Death woul d actually be. But they asked for it, and they shall have it!”

“But are we strong enough?” wondered Bl ackwood.

“How strong is strong? They won't be prepared for us, at |least. They haven't the
i magi nati on. Those cl ean young rocket nen with their antiseptic bl oomers and
fish-bow helnets, with their new religion. About their necks, on gold chains,
scal pel s. Upon their heads, a diadem of m croscopes. In their holy fingers,
steanmi ng incense urns which in reality are only gernicidal ovens for steam ng
out superstition. The nanes of Poe, Bierce, Hawt horne, Bl ackwood—bl aspheny to
their clean lips.”

Qutside the castle they advanced through a watery space, a tarn that was not a
tarn, which msted before themlike the stuff of nightmares. The air filled with
wi ng sounds and a whirring, a motion of w nds and bl acknesses. Voi ces changed,
figures swayed at canpfires. M. Poe watched the needles knitting, knitting,
knitting, in the firelight; knitting pain and msery, knitting w ckedness into
wax marionettes, clay puppets. The caldron snells of wild garlic and cayenne and
saffron hissed up to fill the night with evil pungency.

“Cet on with it!” said Poe. “I’'I| be back!”

Al'l down the enpty seashore black figures spindl ed and waned, grew up and bl ew
into black snoke on the sky. Bells rang in nountain towers and licorice ravens
spilled out with the bronze sounds and spun away to ashes.

Over a lonely moor and into a small valley Poe and Bierce hurried, and found
thensel ves quite suddenly on a cobbled street, in cold, bleak, biting weather,
wi th peopl e stonping up and down stony courtyards to warmtheir feet; foggy
withal, and candles flaring in the windows of offices and shops where hung the
Yul etide turkeys. At a distance sone boys, all bundled up, snorting their pale
breaths on the wintry air, were trilling, “God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlenmen,” while
the i mense tones of a great clock continuously sounded m dnight. Children
dashed by fromthe baker’s with dinners all asteamin their grubby fists, on
trays and under silver bow s.

At a sign which read SCROOGE, MARLEY AND DI CKENS, Poe gave the Marley-faced
knocker a rap, and fromw thin, as the door popped open a few inches, a sudden
gust of mnusic al nost swept theminto a dance. And there, beyond the shoul der of
the man who was sticking a himgoatee and nustaches at them was M. Fezziw g
cl apping his hands, and Ms. Fezziw g, one vast substantial smle, dancing and
colliding with other nmerrymakers, while the fiddle chirped and | aughter ran
about a table |like chandelier crystals given a sudden push of wind. The |arge
tabl e was heaped with brawn and turkey and holly and geese; with mnce pies,
suckl ing pigs, weaths of sausages, oranges and apples; and there was Bob
Cratchit and Little Dorrit and Tiny Timand M. Fagin hinself, and a man who

| ooked as if he might be an undigested bit of beef, a blot of nustard, a crunb
of cheese, a fragnent of an underdone potato—who el se but M. Marley, chains and
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all, while the wine poured and the brown turkeys did their excellent best to

st eam

“What do you want?” denanded M. Charles D ckens.

“We've cone to plead with you again, Charles; we need your help,” said Poe.
“Hel p? Do you think I would help you fight against those good nmen coming in the

rocket? | don't belong here, anyway. My books were burned by mistake. |I'mno
supernaturalist, no witer of horrors and terrors |like you, Poe; you, Bierce, or
the others. I'Il have nothing to do with you terrible people!”

“You are a persuasive tal ker,” reasoned Poe. “You could go to neet the rocket
men, lull them lull their suspicions and then—+then we woul d take care of them”
M. Dickens eyed the folds of the black cape which hid Poe’s hands. Fromit,
smling, Poe drew forth a black cat. “For one of our visitors.”

“And for the others?”

Poe smled again, well pleased. “The Premature Burial ?”

“You are a grimman, M. Poe.”

“I ama frightened and an angry man. | ama god, M. Dickens, even as you are a
god, even as we all are gods, and our inventions—eur people, if you w sh—have
not only been threatened, but bani shed and burned, torn up and censored, ruined
and done away with. The worlds we created are falling into ruin. Even gods nust
fight!”

“So?” M. Dickens tilted his head, inpatient to return to the party, the nusic,
the food. “Perhaps you can explain why we are here? How did we cone here?”

“War begets war. Destruction begets destruction. On Earth, a century ago, in the
year 2020 they outlawed our books. Ch, what a horrible thing—+to destroy our
literary creations that way! It summoned us out of —what? Death? The Beyond? |
don't like abstract things. | don’t know. | only know that our worlds and our
creations called us and we tried to save them and the only saving thing we
could do was wait out the century here on Mars, hoping Earth m ght overwei ght
itself with these scientists and their doubtings; but now they're conming to
clean us out of here, us and our dark things, and all the al chemi sts, wtches,
vanpi res, and were-things that, one by one, retreated across space as science
made i nroads through every country on Earth and finally left no alternative at
all but exodus. You must help us. You have a good speaki ng nanner. W need you.”

“I repeat, | amnot of you, | don't approve of you and the others,” cried

Di ckens angrily. “lI was no player with witches and vanpires and m dni ght

t hi ngs.”

“What of A Christnmas Carol ?”

“Ri di cul ous! One story. Ch, | wote a few others about ghosts, perhaps, but what

of that? My basic works had none of that nonsense!”

“M staken or not, they grouped you with us. They destroyed your books—your
worlds too. You nmust hate them M. Dickens!”

“l admit they are stupid and rude, but that is all. Good day!”

“Let M. Marley cone, at least!”

“Nol

The door slanmmed. As Poe turned away, down the street, skinmng over the frosty
ground, the coachman playing a lively air on a bugle, cane a great coach, out of
whi ch, cherry-red, |aughing and singing, piled the Pickw ckians, banging on the
door, shouting Merry Christnmas good and | oud, when the door was opened by the
fat boy.

M. Poe hurried along the m dnight shore of the dry sea. By fires and snoke he
hesitated, to shout orders, to check the bubbling cal drons, the poisons and the
chal ked pentagrams. “CGood!” he said, and ran on. “Fine!” he shouted, and ran
again. People joined himand ran with him Here were M. Coppard and M. Machen
running with himnow. And there were hating serpents and angry demons and fiery
bronze dragons and spitting vipers and trenmbling witches |ike the barbs and
nettles and thorns and all the vile flotsamand jetsam of the retreating sea of
i magi nati on, left on the nelancholy shore, whining and frothing and spitting.
M. Machen stopped. He sat like a child on the cold sand. He began to sob. They
tried to soothe him but he would not listen. “I just thought,” he said. “What
happens to us on the day when the | ast copies of our books are destroyed?”
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The air whirl ed.
“Don’t speak of it!”
“We nust,” wailed M. Michen. “Now, now, as the rocket cones down, you, M. Poe;
you, Coppard; you, Bierce—all of you grow faint. Like wood snoke. Bl owi ng away.
Your faces nelt—=
“Death! Real death for all of us.”
“We exist only through Earth’'s sufferance. If a final edict tonight destroyed
our last few works we’'d be like |ights put out.”
Coppard brooded gently. “I wonder who | am In what Earth nmind tonight do
exist? In some African hut? Sone hernit, reading ny tales? Is he the lonely
candle in the wind of tinme and science? The flickering orb sustaining ne here in
rebellious exile? Is it hin? O some boy in a discarded attic, finding ne, only
just in tine! Oh, last night | felt ill, ill, ill to the marrows of ne, for
there is a body of the soul as well as a body of the body, and this soul body
ached in all of its glowing parts, and last night |I felt nyself a candle,
guttering. Wien suddenly | sprang up, given new |light! As sone child, sneezing
with dust, in sone yellow garret on Earth once nore found a worn, tine-specked
copy of nme! And so |I'mgiven a short respite!”
A door banged wide in a little hut by the shore. A thin short man, with flesh
hanging fromhimin folds, stepped out and, paying no attention to the others,
sat down and stared into his clenched fists.
“There’s the one I"'msorry for,” whispered Bl ackwood. “Look at him dying away.
He was once nore real than we, who were nen. They took him a skel eton thought,
and clothed himin centuries of pink flesh and snow beard and red vel vet suit
and bl ack boot; made himreindeers, tinsel, holly. And after centuries of
manufacturing himthey drowned himin a vat of Lysol, you m ght say.”
The nen were silent.
“What nust it be on Earth?” wondered Poe. “Wthout Christmas? No hot chestnuts,
no tree, no ornanments or druns or candl es—ot hing; nothing but the snow and w nd
and the lonely, factual people. . . .”
They all |ooked at the thin little old man with the scraggly beard and faded red
vel vet suit.
“Have you heard his story?”
“I can imagine it. The glitter-eyed psychiatrist, the clever sociologist, the
resentful, froth-nouthed educationalist, the antiseptic parents—=
“Aregrettable situation,” said fierce, smling, “for the Yuletide nmerchants
who, toward the last there, as | recall, were beginning to put up holly and sing
Noel the day before Halloween. Wth any luck at all this year they mi ght have
started on Labor Day!”
Bi erce did not continue. He fell forward with a sigh. As he lay upon the ground
he had time to say only, “How interesting.” And then, as they all watched,
horrified, his body burned into blue dust and charred bone, the ashes of which
fled through the air in black tatters.
“Bierce, Berce!”
“CGone!”
“H s last book gone. Someone on Earth just now burned it.”
“God rest him Nothing of himleft now For what are we but books, and when
those are gone, nothing’s to be seen.”
A rushing sound filled the sky.
They cried out, terrified, and | ooked up. In the sky, dazzling it with sizzling
fire clouds, was the rocket! Around the men on the seashore | anterns bobbed;
there was a squealing and a bubbling and an odor of cooked spells. Candl e-eyed
punpkins lifted into the cold clear air. Thin fingers clenched into fists and a
witch screanmed from her withered nouth:

“Ship, ship, break, fall!

Ship, ship, burn all

Crack, flake, shake, nelt!

Mumry dust, cat pelt!”

“Time to go,” nmurnured Bl ackwood. “On to Jupiter, on to Saturn or Pluto.”
“Run away?” shouted Poe in the wind. “Never!”
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“I"'ma tired old nman!”

Poe gazed into the old nman’s face and believed him He clinbed atop a huge

boul der and faced the ten thousand gray shadows and green lights and yell ow eyes
on the hissing w nd.

“The powders!” he shout ed.

A thick hot snell of bitter alnond, civet, cunin, wornseed and orris!

The rocket canme down—steadily down, with the shriek of a dammed spirit! Poe
raged at it! He flung his fists up and the orchestra of heat and snell and
hatred answered i n synphony! Like stripped tree fragnents, bats flew upward!
Burning hearts, flung like missiles, burst in bloody firewrks on the singed
air. Down, down, relentlessly down, |like a pendulumthe rocket canme. And Poe
how ed, furiously, and shrank back with every sweep and sweep of the rocket
cutting and ravening the air! Al the dead sea seened a pit in which, trapped,
they waited the sinking of the dread nmachinery, the glistening ax; they were
peopl e under the aval anche!

“The snakes!” screaned Poe.

And | uni nous serpentines of undulant green hurtled toward the rocket. But it
came down, a sweep, a fire, a notion, and it lay panting out exhaustions of red
pl umage on the sand, a nile away.

“At it!” shrieked Poe. “The plan’s changed! Only one chance! Run! At it! At it!
Drown themwi th our bodies! Kill them”

And as if he had conmanded a violent sea to change its course, to suck itself
free fromprineval beds, the whirls and savage gouts of fire spread and ran |ike
wind and rain and stark |ightning over the sea sands, down enpty river deltas,
shadowi ng and scream ng, whistling and whining, sputtering and coal esci ng toward
the rocket which, extinguished, lay like a clean netal torch in the farthest
hollow. As if a great charred cal dron of sparkling |lava had been overturned, the
boi I i ng peopl e and snappi ng ani nal s churned down the dry fathons.

“Kill them” screaned Poe, running.

The rocket nen | eaped out of their ship, guns ready. They stal ked about,
sniffing the air |ike hounds. They saw nothing. They rel axed.

The captain stepped forth last. He gave sharp commands. Wod was gat her ed,
kindled, and a fire leapt up in an instant. The captain beckoned his nen into a
hal f circle about him

“A new world,” he said, forcing hinmself to speak deliberately, though he gl anced
nervously, now and again, over his shoulder at the enpty sea. “The old world

|l eft behind. A new start. What nore synbolic than that we here dedicate
ourselves all the nore firmy to science and progress.” He nodded crisply to his
i eutenant. “The books.”

Firelight limed the faded gilt titles: The WIlows, The Qutsider, Behold, The
Dreaner, Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde, The Land of Oz, Pellucidar, The Land That Ti ne
Forgot A M dsummer N ght’'s Dream and the nonstrous names of Machen and Edgar
Al'l an Poe and Cabell and Dunsany and Bl ackwood and Lewis Carroll; the names, the
ol d nanes, the evil nanes.

“A new world. Wth a gesture, we burn the last of the old.” The captain ripped
pages fromthe books. Leaf by seared leaf, he fed theminto the fire.

A screan

Leapi ng back, the nen stared beyond the firelight at the edges of the
encroachi ng and uni nhabi ted sea.

Anot her screaml A high and wailing thing, |like the death of a dragon and the
thrashing of a bronzed whale | eft gasping when the waters of a |eviathan's sea
drain down the shingles and evaporate.

It was the sound of air rushing in to fill a vacuum where, a nonment before,
there had been somet hi ng!

The captain neatly disposed of the |ast book by putting it into the fire.

The air stopped quivering. Silence!

The rocket nen | eaned and listened. “Captain, did you hear it?”

“No. "

“Like a wave, sir. On the sea bottom | thought | saw sonething. Over there. A
bl ack wave. Big. Running at us.”
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“You were m staken.”

“There, sir!”

“What ?”

“See it? There! The city! WAy over! That green city near the |ake! It's
splitting in half. It's falling!”

The men squi nted and shuffl ed forward.

Smith stood trenbling anong them He put his hand to his head as if to find a

t hought there. “I renenmber. Yes, now | do. Along tine back. Wen | was a child.
A book | read. A story. Oz, | think it was. Yes, Oz. The Enerald Gty of Oz .

“Oz? Never heard of it.”

“Yes, Oz, that's what it was. | sawit just now, like in the story. | sawit
fall.”

“Smth!”

“Yes, sir?”

“Report for psychoanal ysis tonorrow.”

“Yes, sir!” A brisk salute.

“Be careful.”

The nen tiptoed, guns alert, beyond the ship's aseptic light to gaze at the |ong
sea and the low hills.

“Why, " whispered Smith, disappointed, “there’s no one here at all, is there? No
one here at all.”

The wi nd bl ew sand over his shoes, whining.

No Particular N ght or Mrning

HE HAD snoked a packet of cigarettes in two hours.
“How far out in space are we?”

“Abillion mles.”

“Abillion mles fromwhere?” said Hi tchcock

“I't all depends,” said Cenmens, not snmoking at all. “A billion mles from hone,
you m ght say.”

“Then say it.”

“Home. Earth. New York. Chicago. Werever you were from”

“l don’t even renenber,” said Htchcock. “I don't even believe there is an Earth
now, do you?”

“Yes,” said Clemens. “I dreant about it this nmorning.”

“There is no norning in space.”

“During the night then.”

“I't’s always night,” said Hitchcock quietly. “Wich night do you nean?”

“Shut up,” said Cenens irritably. “Let ne finish.” Hitchcock Iit another
cigarette. Hi s hand did not shake, but it |ooked as if, inside the sunburned
flesh, it mght be tremoring all to itself, a small trenor in each hand and a
large invisible tremor in his body. The two nen sat on the observation corridor
floor, looking out at the stars. Cenens’s eyes flashed, but Hitchcock s eyes
focused on nothing; they were blank and puzzl ed.

“l woke up at 0500 hours nyself,” said Hitchcock, as if he were talking to his
right hand. “And | heard nyself screamng, ‘Wwere am|? where am1? And the
answer was ‘Nowhere!’ And | said, ‘Were ve | been? And | said, ‘Earth!’
‘“What’'s Earth?’ | wondered. ‘Were | was born,’ | said. But it was nothing and
worse than nothing. | don't believe in anything | can’t see or hear or touch. |
can’t see Earth, so why should | believe init? It’'s safer this way, not to
bel i eve.”

“There’s Earth.” Cenmens pointed, smling. “That point of light there.”

“That’s not Earth; that’'s our sun. You can’'t see Earth from here.”

“l can see it. | have a good nenory.
“It’s not the same, you fool,” said Htchcock suddenly. There was a touch of
anger in his voice. “lI mean see it. |’ve always been that way. Wen I'min

Boston, New York is dead. When | "'min New York, Boston is dead. Wien | don't see
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a man for a day, he's dead. Wen he conmes wal king down the street, my God, it's

a resurrection. | do a dance, alnost, I'mso glad to see him | used to, anyway.
| don’t dance any nore. | just |ook. And when the man wal ks off, he’'s dead
again.”

Clenmens |l aughed. “It’'s sinply that your mind works on a primtive level. You

can't hold to things. You ve got no imagination, Hitchcock old man. You' ve got
to learn to hold on.”

“Why should | hold onto things | can't use?” said Hitchcock, his eyes w de,

still staring into space. “I"'mpractical. If Earth isn't here for ne to wal k on,
you want me to walk on a nenory? That hurts. Menories, as ny father once said,
are porcupines. To hell with theml Stay away fromthem They make you unhappy.
They ruin your work. They nmake you cry.”

“I"mwal king on Earth right now,” said C enens, squinting to hinself, blow ng
smoke.

“You’' re kicking porcupines. Later in the day you won't be able to eat lunch, and

you' Il wonder why,” said Hitchcock in a dead voice. “And it’'|I|l be because you' ve
got a footful of quills aching in you. To hell with it! If I can't drink it,
pinch it, punch it, or lie onit, then | say drop it in the sun. I'mdead to

Earth. It’'s dead to ne. There's no one in New York weeping for ne tonight. Shove
New York. There isn’t any season here; winter and sunmer are gone. So is spring,
and autumm. It isn't any particular night or norning; it’'s space and space. The
only thing right nowis you and ne and this rocket ship. And the only thing |'m
positive of is ne. That's all of it.”

Clenmens ignored this. “I'"mputting a nickel in the phone slot right now, " he
said, pantomiming it with a slowsnile. “And calling ny girl in Evanston. Hell o,
Bar baral!”

The rocket sailed on through space.

The lunch bell rang at 1305 hours. The nmen ran by on soft rubber sneakers and
sat at the cushioned tables.

Cl emens wasn’t hungry.

“See, what did | tell you!” said Hitchcock. “You and your dammed por cupi nes!
Leave themalone, like |I told you. Look at me, shoveling away food.” He said
this with a mechanical, slow, and unhunorous voice. “Watch nme.” He put a big
piece of pie in his nouth and felt it with his tongue. He | ooked at the pie on
his plate as if to see the texture. He noved it with his fork. He felt the fork
handl e. He mashed the lenmon filling and watched it jet up between the tines.
Then he touched a bottle of mlk all over and poured out half a quart into a
glass, listening to it. He looked at the mlk as if to make it whiter. He drank
the mlk so swiftly that he couldn’t have tasted it. He had eaten his entire
lunch in a fewmnutes, cramming it in feverishly, and now he | ooked around for
more, but it was gone. He gazed out the w ndow of the rocket, blankly. “Those
aren’t real, either,” he said.

“What ?” asked C enens.

“The stars. Wio's ever touched one? | can see them sure, but what’'s the use of
seeing a thing that’s a million or a billion mles away? Anything that far off
isn't worth bothering with.”

“Why did you come on this trip?” asked C enmens suddenly.

Hi tchcock peered into his amazingly enpty nilk glass and clenched it tight, then

rel axed his hand and clenched it again. “I don’t know.” He ran his tongue on the
glass rim “1 just had to, is all. How do you know why you do anything in this
life?”

“You liked the idea of space travel ? Going places?”

“l don’t know. Yes. No. It wasn't going places. It was being between.” Hitchcock
for the first tine tried to focus his eyes upon sonething, but it was so

nebul ous and far off that his eyes couldn’t make the adjustnent, though he

wor ked his face and hands. “Mstly it was space. So nuch space. | |liked the idea
of nothing on top, nothing on the bottom and a | ot of nothing in between, and
me in the mddl e of the nothing.”

“l never heard it put that way before.”

“I just put it that way; | hope you listened.”
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Hi tchcock took out his cigarettes and lit up and began to suck and bl ow t he
snmoke, again and again.

Cl enmens said, “Wat sort of childhood did you have, Hitchcock?”

“l was never young. Woever | was then is dead. That’s nmore of your quills.
don’t want a hide full, thanks. |I've always figured it that you di e each day and
each day is a box, you see, all nunbered and neat; but never go back and lift
the lids, because you've died a couple of thousand tines in your life, and
that's a |l ot of corpses, each dead a different way, each with a worse
expression. Each of those days is a different you, sonebody you don't know or
understand or want to understand.”

“You're cutting yourself off, that way.”

“Why should | have anything to do with that younger Hitchcock? He was a fool,
and he was yanked around and taken advantage of and used. Hi s father was no
good, and he was glad when his nother died, because she was the sane. Should

go back and see his face on that day and gl oat over it? He was a fool.”

“W're all fools,” said Cenens, “all the tinme. It’s just we're a different kind
each day. We think, I'"'mnot a fool today. |'ve learned ny lesson. | was a foo
yesterday but not this norning. Then tonorrow we find out that, yes, we were a
fool today too. | think the only way we can grow and get on in this world is to
accept the fact we’'re not perfect and live accordingly.”

“l don’t want to renenber inperfect things,” said Htchcock. “I can’'t shake
hands with that younger Hitchcock, can |I? Were he? Can you find himfor ne?
He's dead, so to hell with him | won't shape what | do tonorrow by sone | ousy
thing I did yesterday.”

“You' ve got it wong.”

“Let me have it then.” Hitchcock sat, finished with his neal, |ooking out the
port. The other nmen glanced at him

“Do neteors exist?” asked Hitchcock

“You know damm wel | they do.”

“I'n our radar nmachi nes—yes, as streaks of light in space. No, | don't believe in
anyt hing that doesn’'t exist and act in my presence. Sonetines”—-he nodded at the
men finishing their food—~sonetinmes | don’t believe in anyone or anything but
me.” He sat up. “Is there an upstairs to this ship?”

“Yes.”

“I"ve got to see it imediately.”

“Don’t get excited.”

“You wait here; I'Il be right back.” Hitchcock wal ked out swiftly. The other nen
sat nibbling their food slowy. A nonment passed. One of the men raised his head.
“How long’s this been going on? | nmean Hitchcock.”

“Just today.”

“He acted funny the other day too.”

“Yes, but it’'s worse today.”

“Has anyone told the psychiatrist?”

“We thought he’'d cone out of it. Everyone has a little touch of space the first
time out. I've had it. You get wildly philosophical, then frightened. You break
into a sweat, then you doubt your parentage, you don't believe in Earth, you get
drunk, wake up with a hang-over, and that’'s it.”

“But Hitchcock don't get drunk,” said soneone. “I wi sh he would.”

“How d he ever get past the exanining board?”

“How d we all get past? They need nen. Space scares the hell out of nobst people.
So the board lets a | ot of borderlines through.”

“That man isn’t a borderline,” said soneone. “He's a
fall-off-a-cliff-and-no-bottomto-hit.”

They waited for five mnutes. Htchcock didn't come back. Cenens finally got up
and went out and clinbed the circular stair to the flight deck above. Hitchcock
was there, touching the wall tenderly.

“I't’s here,” he said.

“Of course it is.”

“I was afraid it nmight not be.” Hitchcock peered at Cenens. “And you're alive.”
“l have been for a long tine.”

“No,” said Hitchcock. “Now, just now, this instant, while you're here with me,
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you're alive. A nonment ago you weren't anything.”
“I was to ne,” said the other
“That’s not inportant. You weren't here with ne,” said Hitchcock. “Only that’'s
inmportant. |Is the crew down bel ow?”
“Yes.”
“Can you prove it?”
“Look, Hitchcock, you d better see Dr. Edwards. | think you need a little

servicing.”

“No, I'"'mall right. Who's the doctor, anyway? Can you prove he's on this ship?”
“I can. Al | have to do is call him"

“No. | mean, standing here, in this instant, you can't prove he’'s here, can
you?”

“Not without nmoving, | can't.”

“You see. You have no nental evidence. That’'s what | want, a nmental evidence
can feel. | don't want physical evidence, proof you have to go out and drag in.

I want evidence that you can carry in your mnd and al ways touch and snell and
feel. But there’s no way to do that. In order to believe in a thing you ve got
to carry it with you. You can’t carry the Earth, or a man, in your pocket.

want a way to do that, carry things with ne always, so | can believe in them
How clunsy to have to go to all the trouble of going out and bringing in
sonething terribly physical to prove sonething. | hate physical things because
they can be left behind and becone inpossible to believe in then.”

“Those are the rules of the gane.”

“l want to change them Wuldn't it be fine if we could prove things with our

m nd, and know for certain that things are always in their place. I1'd like to
know what a place is like when I"'mnot there. 1'd like to be sure.”

“That’s not possible.”

“You know,” said Hitchcock, “I first got the idea of coming out into space about
five years ago. About the time | lost nmy job. Did you know |l wanted to be a
witer? Ch yes, one of those nen who always talk about witing but rarely wite.
And too nmuch tenper. So | lost ny good job and left the editorial business and
couldn’t get another job and went on down hill. Then ny wife died. You see,
not hi ng stays where you put it—you can’t trust material things. | had to put ny
boy in an aunt’s trust, and things got worse; then one day | had a story
published with ny nane on it, but it wasn't ne.”

“l don’t get you.”

Hi tchcock’ s face was pal e and sweati ng.

“l can only say that | |ooked at the page with ny nanme under the title. By
Joseph Hitchcock. But it was sone other man. There was no way to prove—actually
prove, really prove—that that man was ne. The story was fanmiliar—+ knew | had
witten it—but that name on the paper still was not ne. It was a synbol, a nane.
It was alien. And then | realized that even if | did become successful at
witing, it would never nean a thing to ne, because | couldn’t identify nyself
with that nane. It would be soot and ashes. So | didn't wite any nore. | was
never sure, anyway, that the stories | had in ny desk a few days |ater were

m ne, though | renenbered typing them There was always that gap of proof. That
gap between doi ng and having done. What is done is dead and is not proof, for it
is not an action. Only actions are inportant. And pieces of paper were renmins
of actions done and over and now unseen. The proof of doing was over and done.
Not hi ng but nmenory remained, and | didn't trust nmy nmenory. Could | actually
prove |'d witten these stories? No. Can any author? | nean proof. | nean action
as proof. No. Not really. Not unless soneone sits in the roomwhile you type,
and then naybe you're doing it fromnmenory. And once a thing is acconplished
there is no proof, only nenory. So then | began to find gaps between everyt hing.
| doubted I was married or had a child or ever had a job in ny life. | doubted
that | had been born in Illinois and had a drunken father and sw ni sh not her.
couldn’t prove anything. Ch yes, people could say, ‘You are thus and so and such
and such,’ but that was nothing.”

“You should get your mnd off stuff like that,” said Cenens. “I can't. Al the
gaps and spaces. And that’'s how | got to thinking about the stars. | thought how
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I"d like to be in a rocket ship, in space, in nothing, in nothing, going on into
nothing, with just a thin something, a thin eggshell of metal hol ding nme, going
on away fromall the sonmethings with gaps in themthat couldn’t prove
thenselves. | knew then that the only happiness for ne was space. Wen | get to
Al debaran Il I'Il sign up to return on the five-year journey to Earth and so go
back and forth like a shuttlecock all the rest of ny life.”

“Have you tal ked about this to the psychiatrist?”

“So he could try to nortar up the gaps for ne, fill in the gulfs with noise and

warm wat er and words and hands touching ne, and all that? No, thanks.” Hitchcock
stopped. “lI’'mgetting worse, aren't |1? | thought so. This norning when | woke up
I thought, I'mgetting worse. Or is it better?” He paused agai n and cocked an

eye at Clenmens. “Are you there? Are you really there? Go on, prove it.”

Cl enmens sl apped himon the arm hard.

“Yes,” said Hitchcock, rubbing his arm looking at it very thoroughly,
wonderingly, massaging it. “You were there. For a brief fraction of an instant.
But | wonder if you are—now.

“See you later,” said Cenens. He was on his way to find the doctor. He wal ked
awnay.

A bell rang. Two bells, three bells rang. The ship rocked as if a hand had

sl apped it. There was a sucking sound, the sound of a vacuum cl eaner turned on
Cl enens heard the screans and felt the air thin. The air hissed away about his
ears. Suddenly there was nothing in his nose or lungs. He stunbled and then the
hi ssi ng st opped.

He heard someone cry, “A nmeteor.” Another said, “It’s patched!” And this was
true. The ship’'s energency spider, running over the outside of the hull, had

sl apped a hot patch on the hole in the netal and welded it tight.

Soneone was tal king and tal king and t hen begi nning to shout at a di stance.

Cl enens ran along the corridor through the freshening, thickening air. As he
turned in at a bul khead he saw the hole in the steel wall, freshly seal ed; he
saw t he nmeteor fragnents |ying about the roomlike bits of a toy. He saw t he
captain and the nmenbers of the crew and a man lying on the floor. It was

Hi tchcock. H's eyes were closed and he was crying. “It tried to kill nme,” he
said, over and over. “It tried to kill me.” They got himon his feet. “It can’t
do that,” said Hitchcock. “That’'s not how it should be. Things like that can't
happen, can they? It cane in after nme. Why did it do that?”

“Al'l right, all right Htchcock,” said the captain.

The doctor was bandaging a small cut on Hitchcock’s arm Hitchcock | ooked up,
his face pale, and saw C enens there looking at him “It tried to kill ne,” he
sai d.

“I know,” said C enens.

Sevent een hours passed. The ship noved on in space.

Cl emens stepped through a bul khead and waited. The psychiatrist and the captain
were there. Hitchcock sat on the floor with his legs drawn up to his chest, arns
wr apped tight about them

“Hi tchcock,” said the captain.

No answer.

“H tchcock, listen to ne,” said the psychiatrist.
They turned to Clenens. “You' re his friend?”
“Yes.”

“Do you want to help us?”

“I'f 1 can.”

“I't was that dammed neteor,’
it hadn’t been for that.”
“I't woul d’ve come anyway, sooner or later,’
mght talk to him”

Cl emens wal ked quietly over and crouched by Hitchcock and began to shake his arm
gently, calling in a |low voice, “Hey there, Hitchcock.”

No reply.

“Hey, it’s me. Me, Cdenens,” said Cenmens. “Look, |I'’mhere.” He gave the arma
little slap. He massaged the rigid neck, gently, and the back of the bent-down

said the captain. “This m ght not have happened if

said the doctor. To C enens: “You
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head. He gl anced at the psychiatrist, who sighed very softly. The captain
shrugged.

“Shock treatnment, Doctor?”

The psychiatrist nodded. “We'|l start within the hour.” Yes, thought C enens,
shock treatnent. Play a dozen jazz records for him wave a bottle of fresh green
chl orophyl | and dandel i ons under his nose, put grass under his feet, squirt
Chanel on the air, cut his hair, clip his fingernails, bring hima worman, shout,
bang and crash at him fry himwth electricity, fill the gap and the gulf, but
where’s your proof? You can't keep proving to himforever. You can't entertain a
baby with rattles and sirens all night every night for the next thirty years.
Sonetime you've got to stop. Wen you do that, he's lost again. That is, if he
pays any attention to you at all

“Hitchcock!” he cried, as loud as he could, alnost frantically, as if he himself
were falling over a cliff. “lIt’s me. It’'s your pal! Hey!”

Cl enmens turned and wal ked away out of the silent room

Twel ve hours | ater another alarmbell rang.

After all of the running had died down, the captain explained: “H tchcock
snapped out of it for a minute or so. He was alone. He clinbed into a space
suit. He opened an airlock. Then he wal ked out into space—al one.”

Cl emens blinked through the i mense glass port, where there was a blur of stars
and di stant bl ackness. “He's out there now?”

“Yes. Anmillion nmiles behind us. W d never find him First tine | knew he was
out side the ship was when his helnet radio came in on our control-roombeam |
heard himtal king to hinself.”

“VWhat did he say?”

“Something like ‘No nore space ship now. Never was any. No people. No people in
all the universe. Never were any. No planets. No stars.’ That’'s what he said.
And then he said sonething about his hands and feet and | egs. ‘No hands,’ he
said. ‘I haven't any hands any nore. Never had any. No feet. Never had any.
Can't prove it. No body. Never had any. No lips. No face. No head. Nothing. Only
space. Only space. Only the gap.’’

The nen turned quietly to look fromthe glass port out into the renote and cold
stars.

Space, thought C enmens. The space that Hitchcock | oved so well. Space, with

not hing on top, nothing on the bottom a lot of enpty nothings between, and

Hi tchcock falling in the mddle of the nothing, on his way to no particul ar

ni ght and no particul ar norni ng.

The Fox and the Forest

THERE WERE fireworks the very first night, things that you should be afraid of
perhaps, for they mght rem nd you of other nore horrible things, but these were
beautiful, rockets that ascended into the ancient soft air of Mexico and shook
the stars apart in blue and white fragnents. Everything was good and sweet, the
air was that blend of the dead and the living, of the rains and the dusts, of
the incense fromthe church, and the brass snell of the tubas on the bandstand
whi ch pul sed out vast rhythns of “La Paloma.” The church doors were thrown wi de
and it seened as if a giant yellow constellation had fallen fromthe October sky
and lay breathing fire upon the church walls; a mllion candles sent their color
and funes about. Newer and better fireworks scurried |like tight-rope wal ki ng
conets across the cool -filed square, banged agai nst adobe café walls, then
rushed on hot wires to bash the high church tower, in which boys’ naked feet

al one coul d be seen kicking and re-kicking, clanging and tilting and re-tilting
the nonster bells into nonstrous nusic. A flamng bull blundered about the plaza
chasi ng | aughing nen and screaning children

“The year is 1938,” said WIlliam Travis, standing by his wife on the edge of the
yelling crowd, smling. “A good year.”

The bull rushed upon them Ducking, the couple ran, with fire balls pelting
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them past the nusic and riot, the church, the band, under the stars, clutching
each other, laughing. The bull passed, carried lightly on the shoul ders of a
chargi ng Mexican, a framework of banboo and sul phurous gunpowder.

“I"ve never enjoyed nyself so nuch in ny life.” Susan Travis had stopped for her
br eat h.

“It’s amazing,” said WIIliam

“I't will go on, won't it?”

“Al'l night.”

“No, | mean our trip.”

He frowned and patted his breast pocket. “lI’ve enough traveler’'s checks for a
lifetime. Enjoy yourself. Forget it. They' |l never find us.”

“Never ?”

“Never.”

Now sonmeone was setting off giant crackers, hurling themfromthe great
bell-tolling tower of the church in a sputter of snoke, while the crowd bel ow
fell back under the threat and the crackers expl oded i n wonderful concussions
among their dancing feet and flailing bodies. A wondrous snell of frying
tortillas hung all about, and in the cafés nmen sat at tables |ooking out, nugs
of beer in their brown hands.

The bull was dead. The fire was out of the bamboo tubes and he was expended. The
| aborer lifted the franmework fromhis shoulders. Little boys clustered to touch
the magni ficent papier-miché head, the real horns.

“Let’s examine the bull,” said WIIiam

As they wal ked past the café entrance Susan saw the man | ooking out at them a
white man in a salt-white suit, with a blue tie and blue shirt, and a thin,
sunburned face. Hs hair was blond and strai ght and his eyes were blue, and he
wat ched them as they wal ked.

She woul d never have noticed himif it had not been for the bottles at his

i mmacul ate el bow; a fat bottle of crénme de nenthe, a clear bottle of vermouth, a
fl agon of cognac, and seven other bottles of assorted |iqueurs, and, at his
finger tips, ten small half-filled glasses fromwhich, w thout taking his eyes
off the street, he sipped, occasionally squinting, pressing his thin nouth shut
upon the savor. In his free hand a thin Havana ci gar snoked, and on a chair
stood twenty cartons of Turkish cigarettes, six boxes of cigars, and sone
packaged col ognes.

“Bi | | —= whi spered Susan

“Take it easy,” he said. “He's nobody.”

“I saw himin the plaza this norning.”

“Don’t | ook back, keep wal king. Exam ne the papier-naché bull here. That's it,
ask questions.”

“Do you think he's fromthe Searchers?”

“They couldn’t follow us!”

“They m ght!”

“What a nice bull,” said Wlliamto the man who owned it.

“He couldn't have followed us back through two hundred years, could he?”

“Watch yourself, for God' s sake,” said WIIliam

She swayed. He crushed her el bow tightly, steering her away.

“Don't faint.” He smled, to make it | ook good. “You'll be all right. Let's go
right in that café, drink in front of him so if he is what we think he is, he
won’t suspect.”

“No, | couldn't.”

“W’ve got to. Cone on now. And so | said to David, that’s ridiculous!” This
last in a loud voice as they went up the café steps.

We are here, thought Susan. Wio are we? Where are we goi ng? What do we fear?
Start at the beginning, she told herself, holding to her sanity, as she felt the
adobe fl oor underfoot.

My name is Ann Kristen; ny husband’s nane is Roger. W were born in the year
2155 A D. And we lived in a world that was evil. Aworld that was |like a great
bl ack ship pulling away fromthe shore of sanity and civilization, roaring its
bl ack horn in the night, taking two billion people with it, whether they wanted
to go or not, to death, to fall over the edge of the earth and the sea into
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radi oactive flane and nadness.

They wal ked into the café. The man was staring at them

A phone rang.

The phone startled Susan. She renenbered a phone ringing two hundred years in
the future, on that blue April nmorning in 2155, and herself answering it:

“Ann, this is Rene! Have you heard? | nean about Travel in Tine, |ncorporated?
Trips to Rone in 21 B.C., trips to Napoleon's Waterl oo—any tine, any place!”
“Rene, you're joking.”

“No. Cinton Smith left this nmorning for Philadel phia in 1776. Travel in Tineg,
Inc., arranges everything. Costs noney. But, think—to actually see the burning
of Rone, Kubla Khan, Mbyses and the Red Sea! You' ve probably got an ad in your
tube mail now.

She had opened the suction mail tube and there was the netal foil advertisenent:

ROVE AND THE BORG AS!

THE WRI GHT BROTHERS AT KI TTY HAWK!

Travel in Tinme, Inc., can costunme you, put you in a crowd during the
assassination of Lincoln or Caesar! W guarantee to teach you any | anguage you
need to nove freely in any civilization, in any year, without friction. Latin,
Greek, ancient American colloquial. Take your vacation in Tinme as well as Pl ace

Rene’ s voi ce was buzzing on the phone. “Tomand | |eave for 1492 tonorrow.
They're arranging for Tomto sail with Colunbus. Isn’'t it amazing!”

“Yes,” murmured Ann, stunned. “Wat does the Governnent say about this Time
Machi ne conpany?”

“Ch, the police have an eye on it. Afraid people mght evade the draft, run off
and hide in the Past. Everyone has to | eave a security bond behind, his house
and bel ongi ngs, to guarantee return. After all, the war’s on.”

“Yes, the war,” nmurmured Ann. “The war.”

St andi ng there, holding the phone, she had thought, Here is the chance ny
husband and | have tal ked and prayed over for so many years. We don’t like this
worl d of 2155. We want to run away fromhis work at the bonb factory, |I fromnmy
position with disease-culture units. Perhaps there is a chance for us to escape,
to run for centuries into a wild country of years where they will never find and
bring us back to burn our books, censor our thoughts, scald our minds with fear,
march us, screamat us with radios

They were in Mexico in the year 1938.

She | ooked at the stained café wall.

Good workers for the Future State were all owed vacations into the Past to escape
fatigue. And so she and her husband had noved back into 1938, a roomin New York
City, and enjoyed the theaters and the Statue of Liberty which still stood green
in the harbor. And on the third day they had changed their clothes, their nanes,
and had flown off to hide in Mexico!

“I't nust be him” whispered Susan, |ooking at the stranger seated at the table.
“Those cigarettes, the cigars, the liquor. They give himaway. Renenber our
first night in the Past?”

A month ago, their first night in New York, before their flight, drinking all
the strange drinks, savoring and buying odd foods, perfumes, cigarettes of ten
dozen rare brands, for they were rare in the Future, where war was everyt hing.
So they had nmade fools of thenselves, rushing in and out of stores, salons,
tobacconi sts, going up to their roomto get wonderfully ill.

And now here was this stranger doing |ikew se, doing a thing that only a nman
fromthe Future woul d do who had been starved for |iquors and cigarettes for
many years

Susan and WIliam sat and ordered a drink

The stranger was exam ning their clothes, their hair, their jewelry—the way they
wal ked and sat.

“Sit easily,” said WIlliamunder his breath. “Look as if you ve worn this
clothing style all your life.”

“We shoul d never have tried to escape.”
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“My God!” said Wlliam “he’s comi ng over. Let nme do the talking.”

The stranger bowed before them There was the faintest tap of heels knocking
together. Susan stiffened. That nilitary sound!—unni stakable as that certain
ugly rap on your door at m dnight.

“M. Roger Kristen,” said the stranger, “you did not pull up your pant |egs when
you sat down.”

WIlliamfroze. He | ooked at his hands lying on either leg, innocently. Susan's
heart was beating swiftly.

“You’ ve got the wong person,” said WIlliamquickly. “My nane’s not Krisler.”
“Kristen,” corrected the stranger

“I"'mWIliam Travis,” said Wlliam “And | don't see what ny pant |egs have to
do with you!”

“Sorry.” The stranger pulled up a chair. “Let us say | thought | knew you
because you did not pull your trousers up. Everyone does. |f they don’t, the
trousers bag quickly. I ama long way from hone, M.—Jravis, and in need of
conpany. My nane is Sims.”

“M. Simrs, we appreciate your loneliness, but we're tired. W're |eaving for
Acapul co tonorrow.’

“A charmng spot. | was just there, |ooking for sone friends of nine. They are
sonewhere. | shall find themyet. Ch, is the lady a bit sick?”

“Good night, M. Simrs.”

They started out the door, WIlIliamholding Susan’s armfirmy. They did not | ook
back when M. Simms called, “Oh, just one other thing.” He paused and then
slow y spoke the words:

“2155 AD.”

Susan shut her eyes and felt the earth falter under her. She kept going, into
the fiery plaza, seeing nothing.

They | ocked the door of their hotel room And then she was crying and they were
standing in the dark, and the roomtilted under them Far away firecrackers

expl oded, and there was laughter in the plaza.

“What a dammed, loud nerve,” said Wlliam “H msitting there, |ooking us up and

down like animals, smoking his damm cigarettes, drinking his drinks. | should
have killed himthen!” H s voice was nearly hysterical. “He even had the nerve
to use his real name to us. The Chief of the Searchers. And the thing about ny
pant legs. My God, | should have pulled themup when | sat. It’s an automatic

gesture of this day and age. Wen | didn’t do it, it set me off fromthe others;
it made himthink, Here’'s a man who never wore pants, a man used to breech
uniforms and future styles. | could kill nyself for giving us away!”

“No, no, it was ny wal k—these high heels—that did it. Qur haircuts—so new, so
fresh. Everything about us odd and uneasy.”

He turned on the light. “He's still testing us. He's not positive of us—not
completely. We can’t run out on him then. W can’'t make himcertain. W' Il go
to Acapulco leisurely.”

“Maybe he is sure of us, but is just playing.”

“I wouldn’t put it past him He's got all the tine in the world. He can daily
here if he wants, and bring us back to the Future sixty seconds after we left
it. He m ght keep us wondering for days, |aughing at us.”

Susan sat on the bed, wiping the tears fromher face, snelling the old snell of
charcoal and incense

“They won’t make a scene, will they?”

“They won’t dare. They'll have to get us alone to put us in that Time Mchine
and send us back.”

“There’s a solution then,” she said. “W’Il never be alone; we'll always be in
crowmds. W' Il nake a million friends, visit markets, sleep in the Oficia

Pal aces in each town, pay the Chief of Police to guard us until we find a way to
kill Simrs and escape, disguise ourselves in new clothes, perhaps as Mexicans.”

Foot st eps sounded outside their |ocked door.

They turned out the Iight and undressed in silence. The footsteps went away. A
door cl osed.

Susan stood by the w ndow | ooki ng down at the plaza in the darkness. “So that
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buil ding there is a church?”

“Yes.”

“I"ve often wondered what a church | ooked like. It’'s been so |ong since anyone
saw one. Can we visit it tonorrow?”

“COf course. Cone to bed.”

They lay in the dark room

Hal f an hour later their phone rang. She lifted the receiver.

“Hel | 0?”

“The rabbits may hide in the forest,’
them”

She repl aced the receiver and |ay back straight and cold in the bed.

Qutside, in the year 1938, a nman played three tunes upon a guitar, one follow ng
anot her.

said a voice, “but a fox can always find

During the night she put her hand out and al nost touched the year 2155. She felt
her fingers slide over cool spaces of time, as over a corrugated surface, and
she heard the insistent thunp of marching feet, a mllion bands playing a
mllion mlitary tunes, and she saw the fifty thousand rows of disease cultures
in their aseptic glass tubes, her hand reaching out to themat her work in that
huge factory in the Future; the tubes of |eprosy, bubonic, typhoid,

tubercul osis, and then the great explosion. She saw her hand burned to a
winkled plum felt it recoil froma concussion so i mmense that the world was
lifted and let fall and all the buildings broke and peopl e henorrhaged and | ay
silent. Great vol canoes, machi nes, w nds, aval anches slid down to silence and
she awoke, sobbing, in the bed, in Mexico, nmany years away.

In the early norning, drugged with the single hour’s sleep they had finally been
able to obtain, they awoke to the sound of |oud autonobiles in the street. Susan
peered down fromthe iron balcony at a small crowd of eight people only now
energing, chattering, yelling, fromtrucks and cars with red lettering on them
A crowd of Mexicans had foll owed the trucks.

“Qué pasa?” Susan called to a little boy.

The boy repli ed.

Susan turned back to her husband. “An Anmerican notion-picture conpany, here on

| ocation.”

“Sounds interesting.” Wlliamwas in the shower. “Let’s watch them | don't
think we'd better |leave today. W'll try to lull Simms. Watch the filns being
made. They say the primtive filmnmaking was sonet hing. Get our m nds off

oursel ves.”

Qursel ves, thought Susan. For a nonment, in the bright sun, she had forgotten
that sonmewhere in the hotel, waiting, was a man snoking a thousand cigarettes,

it seemed. She saw the eight |oud happy Anericans bel ow and wanted to call to
them “Save ne, hide ne, help ne! Color ny hair, ny eyes; clothe ne in strange
clothes. | need your help. I"'mfromthe year 2155!”

But the words stayed in her throat. The functionaries of Travel in Tinme, Inc.,
were not foolish. In your brain, before you left on your trip, they placed a
psychol ogi cal bloc. You could tell no one your true tine or birthplace, nor
could you reveal any of the Future to those in the Past. The Past and the Future
must be protected fromeach other. Only with this psychol ogi cal bloc were people
all owed to travel unguarded through the ages. The Future nust be protected from
any change brought about by her people traveling in the Past. Even if she wanted
to with all her heart, she could not tell any of those happy people belowin the
pl aza who she was, or what her predi canent had becone.

“What about breakfast?” said WIIiam

Br eakf ast was being served in the i mense dining room Ham and eggs for
everyone. The place was full of tourists. The filmpeople entered, all eight of
t hem-si x nen and two wonen, giggling, shoving chairs about. And Susan sat near
them feeling the warnth and protection they offered, even when M. Sims cane
down the | obby stairs, snoking his Turkish cigarette with great intensity. He
nodded at them from a di stance, and Susan nodded back, smling, because he
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couldn’t do anything to themhere, in front of eight film people and twenty

ot her tourists.

“Those actors,” said Wlliam “Perhaps | could hire two of them say it was a
joke, dress themin our clothes, have themdrive off in our car when Simms is in
such a spot where he can’t see their faces. If two people pretending to be us
could lure himoff for a few hours, we mght nmake it to Mexico City. It’'d take
himyears to find us there!”

“Hey! ”
A fat man, with liquor on his breath, |eaned on their table. “American
tourists!” he cried. “I'"mso sick of seeing Mexicans, | could kiss you!” He
shook their hands. “Cone on, eat with us. Msery |oves conpany. |'’'m M sery, this

is Mss Goom and M. and Ms. Do-We-Hate-Mxico! W all hate it. But we're
here for some prelimnary shots for a damm film The rest of the crew arrives
tomorrow. My nane’s Joe Melton. I'ma director. And if this ain't a hell of a
country! Funerals in the streets, people dying. Cone on, nove over. Join the
party; cheer us up!”

Susan and WIliamwere both | aughing.

“Am | funny?” M. Melton asked the inmediate world.

“Wonderful!” Susan noved over.

M. Simms was glaring across the dining roomat them She nade a face at him
M. Simrs advanced anong the tabl es.

“M. and Ms. Travis,” he called. “I thought we were breakfasting together,
al one.”

“Sorry,” said WIIliam

“Sit down, pal,” said M. Melton. “Any friend of theirs is a pal of mine.”
M. Simms sat. The filmpeople talked loudly, and while they tal ked, M. Simrs

said quietly, “lI hope you slept well.”

“Did you?”

“I"'mnot used to spring mattresses,” replied M. Simms wyly. “But there are
conpensations. | stayed up half the night trying new cigarettes and foods. dd,

fasci nating. A whol e new spectrum of sensation, these ancient vices.”

“We don't know what you're tal king about,” said Susan.

“Always the play acting.” Simms |aughed. “lIt’s no use. Nor is this stratagem of
crowds. |'Il get you al one soon enough. |I'minmrensely patient.”

“Say,” M. Melton broke in, his face flushed, “is this guy giving you any
troubl e?”

“It’s all right.”

“Say the word and |I'Il give himthe bum s rush.”

Melton turned back to yell at his associates. In the laughter, M. Sims went
on: “Let us cone to the point. It took me a nonth of tracing you through towns
and cities to find you, and all of yesterday to be sure of you. If you conme with
me quietly, | mght be able to get you off with no punishnent, if you agree to
go back to work on the hydrogen-plus bonb.”

“Science this guy tal ks at breakfast!” observed M. Melton, half |istening.
Sims went on, inperturbably. “Think it over. You can’t escape. If you kill me,
others will follow you.”

“We don't know what you're tal king about.”

“Stop it!” cried Simrs irritably. “Use your intelligence! You know we can't |et
you get away with this escape. Gt her people in the year 2155 m ght get the sane
i dea and do what you’ ve done. W need people.”

“To fight your wars,” said Wlliamat |ast.

“Billl”

“I't’s all right, Susan. We'll talk on his terms now. W can't escape.”
“Excellent,” said Sinms. “Really, you’ve both been incredibly romantic, running
away from your responsibilities.”

“Runni ng away from horror.”

“Nonsense. Only a war.”

“What are you guys tal king about?” asked M. Melton.

Susan wanted to tell him But you could only speak in generalities. The

psychol ogi cal bloc in your mind allowed that. Generalities, such as Sinms and
W I 1liamwere now di scussing.
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“Only the war,” said Wlliam “Half the world dead of |eprosy bonbs!”

“Neverthel ess,” Simms pointed out, “the inhabitants of the Future resent you two
hiding on a tropical isle, as it were, while they drop off the cliff into hell.
Death | oves death, not life. Dying people love to know that others die with

them 1t is a confort to learn you are not alone in the kiln, in the grave. I am
the guardian of their collective resentnent agai nst you two.”

“Look at the guardian of resentnents!” said M. Melton to his conpanions.

“The |l onger you keep nme waiting, the harder it will go for you. W need you on

the bonb project, M. Travis. Return now-no torture. Later, we'll force you to
work, and after you’'ve finished the bonb, we'll try a nunber of conplicated new
devi ces on you, sir.”

“I"ve a proposition,” said Wlliam “I’'Il conme back with you if ny wife stays

here alive, safe, away fromthat war.”
M. Sinmms considered it. “All right. Meet me in the plaza in ten nmnutes. Pick

me up in your car. Drive ne to a deserted country spot. |I’'Il have the Travel
Machi ne pick us up there.”

“Bill!” Susan held his armtightly.

“Don’t argue.” He |ooked over at her. “It’s settled.” To Simms: “One thing. Last

ni ght you coul d have gotten in our room and ki dnaped us. Wiy didn't you?”

“Shall we say that | was enjoying nyself?” replied M. Sinms | anguidly, sucking
his new cigar. “I hate giving up this wonderful atnosphere, this sun, this
vacation. | regret |eaving behind the wine and the cigarettes. Ch, how | regret
it. The plaza then, in ten mnutes. Your wife will be protected and may stay
here as long as she wi shes. Say your good-bys.”

M. Sims arose and wal ked out.

“There goes M. Big Talk!” yelled M. Mlton at the departing gentlenman. He
turned and | ooked at Susan. “Hey. Soneone’'s crying. Breakfast’'s no time for
people to cry. Nowis it?”

At nine-fifteen Susan stood on the bal cony of their room gazing down at the
plaza. M. Sinmms was seated there, his neat |egs crossed, on a delicate bronze
bench. Biting the tip froma cigar, he lit it tenderly.

Susan heard the throb of a notor, and far up the street, out of a garage and
down the cobbled hill, slowy, cane Wlliamin his car

The car picked up speed. Thirty, now forty, now fifty mles an hour. Chickens
scattered before it.

M. Simms took off his white panama hat and nopped his pink forehead, put his
hat back on, and then saw the car

It was rushing sixty nmiles an hour, straight on for the plaza.

“WIlliam” screanmed Susan.

The car hit the low plaza curb, thundering; it junped up, sped across the tiles
toward the green bench where M. Sims now dropped his cigar, shrieked, flailed
hi s hands, and was hit by the car. Hs body flew up and up in the air, and down
and down, crazily, into the street.

On the far side of the plaza, one front wheel broken, the car stopped. People
wer e running.

Susan went in and closed the bal cony doors.

They came down the Official Palace steps together, armin arm their faces pale,
at twel ve noon.

“Adi 60s, sefior,” said the mayor behind them “Sefiora.”

They stood in the plaza where the crowd was pointing at the bl ood.

“WIIl they want to see you agai n?” asked Susan

“No, we went over and over it. It was an accident. | |ost control of the car.
wept for them God knows | had to get my relief out somewhere. | felt like
weeping. | hated to kill him 1’ve never wanted to do anything like that in ny
life.”

“They won't prosecute you?”

“They tal ked about it, but no. | talked faster. They believe ne. It was an
accident. It’s over.”

“VWhere will we go? Mexico City? Uruapan?”
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“The car’s in the repair shop. It'Il be ready at four this afternoon. Then we’l
get the hell out.”

“WIl we be foll owed? Was Simms wor ki ng al one?”

“l don’t know. W'll have a little head start on them | think.”

The fil m people were coming out of the hotel as they approached. M. Ml ton
hurried up, scowing. “Hey | heard what happened. Too bad. Everything okay now?
Want to get your minds off it? W' re doing sone prelininary shots up the street.
You want to watch, you' re wel cone. Cone on, do you good.”

They went.

They stood on the cobbled street while the filmcanmera was being set up. Susan
| ooked at the road | eadi ng down and away, and the hi ghway going to Acapul co and
the sea, past pyramids and ruins and little adobe towns with yellow walls, blue
wal I's, purple walls and flani ng bougainvillea, and she thought, W shall take
the roads, travel in clusters and crowds, in narkets, in |obbies, bribe police
to sl eep near, keep double | ocks, but always the crowds, never al one again,

al ways afraid the next person who passes may be another Sims. Never knowi ng if
we' ve tricked and | ost the Searchers. And al ways up ahead, in the Future,

they'Il wait for us to be brought back, waiting with their bonbs to burn us and
di sease to rot us, and their police to tell us to roll over, turn around, junp
t hrough the hoop! And so we’'ll keep running through the forest, and we'll never

ever stop or sleep well again in our lives.

A crowd gathered to watch the filmbeing nade. And Susan watched the crowd and
the streets.

“Seen anyone suspi ci ous?”

“No. What tinme is it?”

“Three o’ cl ock. The car shoul d be al nost ready.”

The test filmwas finished at three forty-five. They all wal ked down to the
hotel, talking. WIIliam paused at the garage. “The car’ll be ready at six,” he
sai d, coming out, worried.

“But no later than that?”

“I't’I'l be ready, don't worry.

In the hotel |obby they | ooked around for other nen traveling al one, men who
resembled M. Simms, nmen with new haircuts and too nuch cigarette snoke and
col ogne snell about them but the | obby was enpty. Going up the stairs, M.

Melton said, “Well, it’s been a long hard day. Who'd like to put a header on it?
You fol ks? Martini? Beer?”
“Maybe one.”

The whol e crowd pushed into M. Melton's roomand the drinking began

“Watch the tinme,” said WIIliam

Ti me, thought Susan. If only they had time. Al she wanted was to sit in the
plaza all of a long bright day in Cctober, with not a worry or a thought, with
the sun on her face and arns, her eyes closed, smling at the warnth, and never
nmove. Just sleep in the Mexican sun, and sleep warmy and easily and slowy and
happily for many, many days.

M. Melton opened the chanpagne.

“To a very beautiful |ady, |ovely enough for filns,” be said, toasting Susan. “I
m ght even give you a test.”

She | aughed.

“I mean it,” said Melton. “You're very nice. | could nake you a novie star.”
“And take nme to Hol |l ywood?” cried Susan

“Cet the hell out of Mexico, sure!”

Susan gl anced at Wlliamand he lifted an eyebrow and nodded. It would be a
change of scene, clothing, |ocale, nanme, perhaps; and they woul d be traveling
with eight other people, a good shield against any interference fromthe Future.
“I't sounds wonderful,” said Susan.

She was feeling the chanpagne now. The afternoon was slipping by; the party was
whirling about her. She felt safe and good and alive and truly happy for the
first tine in many years

“What kind of filmwould ny wife be good for?” asked Wlliam refilling his

gl ass.

Mel t on apprai sed Susan. The party stopped | aughing and |i stened.
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“Well, 1'd like to do a story of suspense,” said Melton. “A story of a man and
wife, like yourselves.”
“Go on.”

“Sort of a war story, naybe,” said the director, examning the color of his
drink agai nst the sunlight.

Susan and WIliam waited.

“A story about a nan and wife who live in a little house on a little street in
the year 2155, maybe,” said Melton. “This is ad |ib, understand. But this man
and wife are faced with a terrible war, super-plus hydrogen bonbs, censorship,
death in that year, and—here's the gi mmi ck—they escape into the Past, followed
by a man who they think is evil, but who is only trying to show them what their
duty is.”

W liam dropped his glass to the floor

M. Melton continued: “And this couple take refuge with a group of film people
whomthey learn to trust. Safety in nunbers, they say to thensel ves.”

Susan felt herself slip down into a chair. Everyone was watching the director

He took a little sip of wine. “Ah, that’'s a fine wine. Well, this man and wonman,
it seems, don't realize howinportant they are to the Future. The man,
especially, is the keystone to a new bonb netal. So the Searchers, let’'s cal
them spare no trouble or expense to find, capture, and take hone the man and

wi fe, once they get themtotally alone, in a hotel room where no one can see.
Strategy. The Searchers work al one, or in groups of eight. One trick or another
will doit. Don't you think it would nake a wonderful film Susan? Don’t you
Bill?" He finished his drink

Susan sat with her eyes straight ahead of her

“Have a drink?” said M. Melton.

Williams gun was out and fired three tinmes, and one of the nen fell, and the
others ran forward. Susan screaned. A hand was cl anped to her nmouth. Now the gun
was on the floor and WIIliamwas struggling, held.

M. Melton said, “Please,” standing there where he had stood, bl ood show ng on
his fingers. “Let’s not nake natters worse.”

Soneone pounded on the hall door

“Let ne in!”

“The manager,” said M. Mlton dryly. He jerked his head. “Everyone, let’s
nmove!”

“Let me in! 1'll call the police!”

Susan and W liam | ooked at each other quickly, and then at the door

“The manager wi shes to cone in,” said M. Mlton. Quick!”

A canera was carried forward. Fromit shot a blue |ight which enconpassed the
roominstantly. It wi dened out and the people of the party vani shed, one by one.
“Qui ckly!”

Qut side the window, in the instant before she vani shed, Susan saw the green | and
and the purple and yellow and blue and crinmson walls and the cobbles fl ow ng
down like a river, a man upon a burro riding into the warmhills, a boy drinking
Orange Crush, she could feel the sweet liquid in her throat a nan standi ng under
a cool plaza tree with a guitar, she could feel her hand upon the strings, and,
far away, the sea, the blue and tender sea, she could feel it roll her over and
take her in.

And then she was gone. Her husband was gone.

The door burst w de open. The nanager and his staff rushed in.

The room was enpty.

“But they were just here! | saw them cone in, and nowgone!” cried the manager.
“The wi ndows are covered with iron grating. They couldn’t get out that way!”

In the late afternoon the priest was sunmoned and they opened the room agai n and
aired it out, and had himsprinkle holy water through each corner and give it
hi s bl essi ng.

“What shall we do with these?” asked the charwoman.

She pointed to the closet, where there were 67 bottles of chartreuse, cognac,
crenme de cacao, absinthe, vermouth, tequila, 106 cartons of Turkish cigarettes,
and 198 yel | ow boxes of fifty-cent pure Havana-filler cigars.
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The Visitor

SAUL WLLIAMS awoke to the still norning. He | ooked wearily out of his tent and
t hought about how far away Earth was. MIlions of nmles, he thought. But then
what could you do about it? Your lungs were full of the “blood rust.” You
coughed all the tine.

Saul arose this particular norning at seven o' clock. He was a tall nan, |ean,
thinned by his illness. It was a quiet nmorning on Mars, with the dead sea
bottomflat and silent—o wind on it. The sun was clear and cool in the enpty
sky. He washed his face and ate breakfast.

After that he wanted very nmuch to be back on Earth. During the day he tried
every way that it was possible to be in New York City. Sonetines, if he sat
right and held his hands a certain way, he did it. He could al nost snell New
York. Mst of the time, though, it was inpossible.

Later in the norning Saul tried to die. He lay on the sand and told his heart to
stop. It continued beating. He imgined hinself |eaping froma cliff or cutting
his wists, but |aughed to hinsel f—-he knew he | acked the nerve for either act.
Maybe if | squeeze tight and think about it enough, I'Il just sleep and never
wake, he thought. He tried it. An hour later he awoke with a nouth full of

bl ood. He got up and spat it out and felt very sorry for hinself. This bl ood
rust—t filled your nouth and your nose; it ran fromyour ears, your

fingernails; and it took a year to kill you. The only cure was shoving you in a
rocket and shooting you out to exile on Mars. There was no known cure on Earth,
and remai ning there woul d contaminate and kill others. So here he was, bl eeding

all the tinme, and | onely.

Saul 's eyes narrowed. In the distance, by an ancient city ruin, he saw anot her
man lying on a filthy bl anket.

When Saul wal ked up, the man on the bl anket stirred weakly.

“Hel l o, Saul,” he said.

“Anot her norning,” said Saul. “Christ, I'mlonely!”

“I't is an affliction of the rusted ones,” said the man on the bl anket, not
nmoving, very pale and as if he mght vanish if you touched him

“I wish to God,” said Saul, |ooking down at the man, “that you could at |east
talk. Why is it that intellectuals never get the blood rust and conme up here?”
“I't is a conspiracy agai nst you, Saul,” said the man, shutting his eyes, too

weary to keep themopen. “Once | had the strength to be an intellectual. Now, it
is ajob to think.”

“If only we could talk,” said Saul WIIians.

The other man nerely shrugged indifferently.

“Conme tonmorrow. Perhaps |I’'Il have enough strength to tal k about Aristotle then
1"l try. Really I will.” The man sank down under the worn tree. He opened one
eye. “Renenber, once we did talk on Aristotle, six nonths ago, on that good day
| had.”

“I renmenber,” said Saul, not listening. He | ooked at the dead sea. “lI w sh |
were as sick as you, then maybe | wouldn’'t worry about being an intellectual
Then nmaybe |'d get sone peace.”

“You'll get just as bad as | amnow in about six nonths,” said the dying man.
“Then you won't care about anything but sleep and nore sleep. Sleep will be like
a wonan to you. You'll always go back to her, because she's fresh and good and

faithful and she always treats you kindly and the sane. You only wake up so you
can think about going hack to sleep. It’s a nice thought.” The man’s voice was a
bare whisper. Now it stopped and a |ight breathing took over

Saul wal ked of f.

Al ong the shores of the dead sea, |ike so many enptied bottles flung up by sone
| ong- gone wave, were the huddl ed bodi es of sleeping nmen. Saul could see them al
down the curve of the enpty sea. One, two, three—all of them sl eeping al one,

nost of them worse off than he, each with his little cache of food, each grown

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%?20lllustrated%20Man.txt (79 of 116) [1/19/03 9:50:08 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%20I || ustrated%20M an.txt

into hinself, because social converse was weakeni ng and sl eep was good.

At first there had been a few nights around rmutual canpfires. And they had all
tal ked about Earth. That was the only thing they tal ked about. Earth and the way
the waters ran in town creeks and what honenmade strawberry pie tasted like and
how New York | ooked in the early norning comng over on the Jersey ferry in the
salt w nd.

I want Earth, thought Saul. | want it so bad it hurts. | want sonething | can
never have again. And they all want it and it hurts themnot to have it. Mre
than food or a woman or anything, | just want Earth. This sickness puts wonen

away forever; they're not things to be wanted. But Earth, yes. That's a thing
for the m nd and not the weak body.

The bright metal flashed on the sky.

Saul | ooked up.

The bright metal flashed again.

A minute later the rocket |anded on the sea bottom A valve opened, a man
stepped out, carrying his luggage with him Two other men, in protective

germ cide suits, acconpanied him bringing out vast cases of food, setting up a
tent for him

Anot her m nute and the rocket returned to the sky. The exile stood al one.

Saul began to run. He hadn’t run in weeks, and it was very tiring, but he ran
and yel | ed.

“Hell o, hello!”

The young man | ooked Saul up and down when he arrived.

“Hello. So this is Mars. My nane’s Leonard Mark.”

“I"'m Saul WIlians.”

They shook hands. Leonard Mark was very young—enly ei ghteen; very bl ond,

pi nk-faced, blue-eyed and fresh in spite of his illness.

“How are things in New York?” said Saul.

“Like this,” said Leonard Mark. And he | ooked at Saul. New York grew up out of
the desert, made of stone and filled with March wi nds. Neons expl oded in
electric color. Yellowtaxis glided in a still night. Bridges rose and tugs
chanted in the midni ght harbors. Curtains rose on spangl ed nusical s.

Saul put his hands to his head, violently.

“Hold on, hold on!” he cried. “Wat’s happening to nme? What’'s wong with nme? I'm
goi ng crazy!”

Leaves sprouted fromtrees in Central Park, green and new. On the pat hway Saul
strolled along, snelling the air.

“Stop it, stop it, you fool!” Saul shouted at hinself. He pressed his forehead
with his hands. “This can't be!”

“It is,” said Leonard Mark.

The New York towers faded. Mars returned. Saul stood on the enpty sea bottom
staring linply at the young newconer.

“You,” he said, putting his hand out to Leonard Mark. “You did it. You did it
with your mnd.”

“Yes,” said Leonard Mark.

Silently they stood facing each other. Finally, trenbling, Saul seized the other
exile's hand and wung it again and again, saying, “Ch, but I'mglad you' re
here. You can’t know how glad | am”

They drank their rich brown coffee fromthe tin cups.

It was high noon. They had been tal king all through the warm norning tine.
“And this ability of yours?’ said Saul over his cup, |ooking steadily at the
young Leonard Mark.

“It’s just something | was born with,” said Mark, looking into his drink. “My
mot her was in the bl owmp of London back in '57. | was born ten nonths later. |
don’t know what you’d call ny ability. Tel epathy and thought transference, |
suppose. | used to have an act. | traveled all around the world. Leonard Mark,
the mental marvel, they said on the billboards. | was pretty well off. Most
peopl e thought | was a charlatan. You know what people think of theatrical
folks. Only I knew | was really genuine, but | didn't |let anybody know. It was
safer not to let it get around too nuch. Oh, a few of ny close friends knew
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about ny real ability. | had a lot of talents that will conme in handy now t hat
I"mhere on Mars.”

“You sure scared the hell out of me,” said Saul, his cup rigid in his hand.
“When New York cane right up out of the ground that way, | thought | was

i nsane.”

“I't’s a formof hypnotismwhich affects all of the sensual organs at once—eyes,
ears, nose, nouth, skin-all of them What would you like to be doing now nost of
all?”

Saul put down his cup. He tried to hold his hands very steady. He wet his |ips.

“I"d like to be inalittle creek | used to swminin Mellin Town, Illinois,
when | was a kid. 1'd like to be stark-naked and sw nming.”
“Well,” said Leonard Mark and noved his head ever so little.

Saul fell back on the sand, his eyes shut.

Leonard Mark sat watching him

Saul lay on the sand. Fromtinme to tinme his hands noved, twitched excitedly. H's
mout h spasned open; sounds issued fromhis tightening and rel axing throat.

Saul began to make sl ow novenents of his arns, out and back, out and back
gasping with his head to one side, his arnms going and comng slowy on the warm
air, stirring the yellow sand under him his body turning slowy over.

Leonard Mark quietly finished his coffee. Wile he drank he kept his eyes on the
nmovi ng, whispering Saul lying there on the dead sea bottom

“All right,” said Leonard Mark.

Saul sat up, rubbing his face.

After a nmoment he told Leonard Mark, “l saw the creek. | ran along the bank and
I took off my clothes,” he said breathlessly, his smile incredul ous. “And

di ved in and swam ar ound!”

“I"m pl eased,” said Leonard Mark.

“Here!” Saul reached into his pocket and drew forth his |ast bar of chocol ate.
“This is for you.”

“What's this?” Leonard Mark | ooked at the gift. “Chocol ate? Nonsense, |’ m not
doing this for pay. I"'mdoing it because it makes you happy. Put that thing back
in your pocket before | turn it into a rattlesnake and it bites you.”

“Thank you, thank you!” Saul put it away. “You don’t know how good that water
was.” He fetched the coffeepot. “More?”

Pouring the coffee, Saul shut his eyes a nonent.

I"ve got Socrates here, he thought; Socrates and Plato, and Nietzsche and
Schopenhauer. This man, by his talk, is a genius. By his talent, he's

i ncredi bl el Think of the |long, easy days and the cool nights of talk we’'ll have.
It won't be a bad year at all
Not hal f.

He spilled the coffee.
“What’'s wrong?”
“Not hing.” Saul hinself was confused, startl ed.

We'll be in Greece, he thought. In Athens. We'll be in Rone, if we want, when we
study the Roman witers. W Il stand in the Parthenon and the Acropolis. It
won’'t be just talk, but it’'ll be a place to be, besides. This man can do it. He

has the power to do it. Wen we talk the plays of Racine, he can nake a stage
and players and all of it for ne. By Christ, this is better than life ever was!
How rmuch better to be sick and here than well on Earth without these abilities!
How rmay peopl e have ever seen a Greek drama played in a Greek anphitheater in
the year 31 B.C. ?

And if | ask, quietly and earnestly, will this man take on the aspect of
Schopenhauer and Darwi n and Bergson and all the other thoughtful men of the ages
? Yes, why not? To sit and talk with Nietzsche in person, with Plato

hinmself . . . |

There was only one thing wong. Saul felt hinmself swaying. The other nen. The
other sick ones along the bottom of this dead sea.

In the distance nmen were noving, wal king toward them

They had seen the rocket flash, |and, dislodge a passenger. Now they were
comng, slowy, painfully, to greet the new arrival
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Saul was cold. “Look,” he said. “Mark, | think we'd better head for the
mount ai ns. ”

13 \My?)!

“See those nen coning? Sonme of them are insane.”
“Real | y?”

“Yes.”

“Isolation and all nake themthat way?”

“Yes, that's it. W' d better get going.”

“They don’t | ook very dangerous. They nove slowy.”

“You' d be surprised.”

Mark | ooked at Saul. “You're trenbling. Wiy's that?”

“There’s no tine to talk,” said Saul, getting up swiftly. “Cone on. Don’'t you
realize what'll happen once they discover your talent? They' Il fight over you
They’ Il kill each other—kill you—for the right to own you.”

“Ch, but | don’t belong to anybody,” said Leonard Mark. He | ooked at Saul. “No.
Not even you.”

Saul jerked his head. “lI didn't even think of that.”

“Didn’t you now?” Mark | aughed.

“W haven’'t tine to argue,” answered Saul, eyes blinking, cheeks blazing. “Cone
on!”

“I don’t want to. I'mgoing to sit right here until those nen show up. You're a
little too possessive. My life's ny own.”

Saul felt an ugliness in hinself. His face began to twist. “You heard what |
said.”

“How very qui ckly you changed froma friend to an eneny, observed MarKk.

Saul hit at him It was a neat quick blow, com ng down. Mrk ducked asi de,

| aughing. “No, you don’t!” They were in the center of Times Square. Cars roared,
hooti ng, upon them Buildings plunged up, hot, into the blue air.

“I't’s a liel!” cried Saul, staggering under the visual inmpact. “For God s sake,

don’t, Mark! The nen are coming. You'll be killed!”

Mark sat there on the pavenent, |laughing at his joke. “Let themcone. | can foo
themall!”

New York distracted Saul. It was neant to distract—saeant to keep his attention

with its unholy beauty, after so many nonths away fromit. |Instead of attacking
Mark he could only stand, drinking in the alien but famliar scene.

He shut his eyes. “No.” And fell forward, dragging Mark with him Horns screaned
in his ears. Brakes hissed and caught violently. He smashed at Mark’s chin.

Si | ence.

Mark | ay on the sea bottom

Taki ng the unconscious man in his arnms, Saul began to run, heavily.

New York was gone. There was only the w de soundl essness of the dead sea. The
men were closing in around him He headed for the hills with his precious cargo,
with New York and green country and fresh springs and old friends held in his
arnms. He fell once and struggled up. He did not stop running.

Night filled the cave. The wind wandered in and out, tugging at the small fire,
scattering ashes.

Mar k opened his eyes. He was tied with ropes and | eani ng against the dry wall of
the cave, facing the fire

Saul put another stick on the fire, glancing now and again with a catlike
nervousness at the cave enhance.

“You' re a fool.”

Saul started.

“Yes,” said Mark, “you’'re a fool. They'll find us. If they have to hunt for six
months they’ |l find us. They saw New York, at a distance, like a mrage. And us
in the center of it. It’'s too nmuch to think they won't be curious and follow our
trail.”

“I"l'l nove on with you then,” said Saul, staring into the fire.

“And they' Il come after.”

“Shut up!”

Mark smiled. “lIs that the way to speak to your wfe?”
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“You heard me!”

“Ch, a fine marriage this is—your greed and nmy nental ability. Wat do you want
to see now? Shall | show you a few nore of your chil dhood scenes?”

Saul felt the sweat coming out on his brow. He didn't know if the man was j oking
or not. “Yes,” he said.

“All right,” said Mark, “watch!”

Fl ame gushed out of the rocks. Sul phur choked him Pits of brinmstone expl oded,
concussi ons rocked the cave. Heaving up, Saul coughed and bl undered, burned,
wit hered by hell!

Hell went away. The cave returned.

Mar k was | aughi ng.

Saul stood over him “You,” he said coldly, bending down.

“What el se do you expect?” cried Mark. “To be tied up, toted off, made the
intellectual bride of a man insane with |oneliness—do you think | enjoy this?”
“I"lI'l untie you if you promise not to run away.”

“I couldn’t promise that. I'ma free agent. | don’t belong to anybody.”

Saul got down on his knees. “But you’'ve got to belong, do you hear? You' ve got
to belong. | can’t let you go away!”

“My dear fellow, the nore you say things like that, the nore rembte | am |If
you' d had any sense and done things intelligently, we'd have been friends. |I'd
have been glad to do you these little hypnotic favors. After all, they're no

trouble for me to conjure up. Fun, really. But you've botched it. You wanted ne
all to yourself. You were afraid the others would take me away fromyou. Ch, how
m st aken you were. | have enough power to keep themall happy. You could have
shared me, like a community kitchen. |'d have felt quite |like a god anobng
children, being kind, doing favors, in return for which you night bring ne
little gifts, special tidbits of food.”

“I"'msorry, I'msorry!” Saul cried. “But | know those nmen too well.”

“Are you any different? Hardly! Go out and see if they're coming. | thought I
heard a noise.”

Saul ran. In the cave entrance he cupped his hands, peering down into the
night-filled gully. Dimshapes stirred. Ws it only the wind bl owing the roving
clunps of weeds? He began to trenble—a fine, aching trenble.

“l don’t see anything.” He came back into an enpty cave.

He stared at the fireplace. “Mark!”

Mark was gone.

There was nothing but the cave, filled with boul ders, stones, pebbles, the
lonely fire flickering, the wind sighing. And Saul standing there, incredul ous
and nunb.

“Mar k! Mark! Come back!”

The nman had worked free of his bonds, slowy, carefully, and using the ruse of
i magi ni ng he heard ot her nen approachi ng, had gone—where?

The cave was deep, but ended in a blank wall. And Mark coul d not have slipped
past himinto the night. How then?

Saul stepped around the fire. He drew his knife and approached a | arge boul der
that stood against the cave wall. Smiling, he pressed the knife against the
boul der. Sniling, he tapped the knife there. Then he drew his knife back to
plunge it into the boul der

“Stop!” shouted Mark.

The boul der vani shed. Mark was there.

Saul suspended his knife. The fire played on his cheeks. His eyes were quite

i nsane.

“I't didn’t work,” he whispered. He reached down and put his hands on Mark’'s
throat and closed his fingers. Mark said nothing, but noved uneasily in the
grip, his eyes ironic, telling things to Saul that Saul knew.

If you kill me, the eyes said, where will all your dreans be?

If you kill ne, where will all the streans and brook trout be?

Kill nme, kill Plato, kill Aristotle, kill Einstein; yes, kill all of us!
Go ahead, strangle ne. | dare you.

Saul's fingers rel eased the throat.
Shadows noved into the cave nouth.
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Both men turned their heads.

The other nmen were there. Five of them haggard with travel, panting, waiting in
the outer rimof light.

“Good evening,” called Mark, laughing. “Cone in, conme in, gentlenmen!”

By dawn the argunents and ferocities still continued. Mark sat anong the glaring
men, rubbing his wists, newy released fromhis bonds. He created a

mahogany- panel ed conference hall and a narble table at which they all sat,
ridiculously bearded, evil-snelling, sweating and greedy nen, eyes bent upon
their treasure.

“The way to settle it,” said Mark at last “is for each of you to have certain
hours of certain days for appointments with ne. 1'Il treat you all equally. 1’11
be city property, free to cone and go. That's fair enough. As for Saul here,
he’s on probati on. Wien he’'s proved he can be a civil person once nore, |'1|

give hima treatnment or two. Until that tine, 1'lIl have nothing nore to do with
him?”

The other exiles grinned at Saul

“I"'msorry,” Saul said. “I didn't know what | was doing. I'mall right now”
“W'll see,” said Mark. “Let’s give ourselves a nonth, shall we?”

The other nmen grinned at Saul

Saul said nothing. He sat staring at the floor of the cave.
“Let’'s see now,” said Mark. “On Mondays it’'s your day, Snith.”
Sni t h nodded.

“On Tuesdays |'1l take Peter there, for an hour or so.
Pet er nodded.
“On Wednesdays 1’11 finish up with Johnson, Holtzman, and Jim here.”

The last three nmen | ooked at each ot her
“The rest of the week I'mto be left strictly alone, do you hear?” Mark told

them “Alittle should be better than nothing. If you don't obey, | won't
performat all.”
“Maybe we’ll make you perform” said Johnson. He caught the other nen’s eye.

“Look, we’'re five against his one. W can make himdo anything we want. If we
co-operate, we've got a great thing here.”

“Don’t be idiots,” Mark warned the other nen.

“Let nme talk,” said Johnson. “He’s telling us what he’'ll do. Wy don't we tel
him Are we bigger than him or not? And himthreatening not to perform Well
just let nme get a sliver of wood under his toenails and nmaybe burn his fingers a
bit with a steel file, and we'll see if he perforns! Wiy shouldn’t we have
performances, | want to know, every night in the week?”

“Don’t listen to him” said Mark. “He’'s crazy. He can’t be depended on. You know
what he'll do, don’t you? He'll get you all off guard, one by one, and kill you;
yes, kill all of you, so that when he’'s done, he'll be al one—ust himand ne!
That’'s his sort.”

The listening nen blinked. First at Mark, then at Johnson

“For that matter,” observed Mark, “none of you can trust the others. This is a
fool's conference. The minute your back is turned one of the other nmen will
murder you. | dare say, at the week’s end, you'll all be dead or dying.”

A cold wind blew into the nmahogany room |t began to dissolve and becane a cave
once nore. Mark was tired of his joke. The narble table splashed and rai ned and
evapor at ed.

The nen gazed suspiciously at each other with little bright animal eyes. Wat
was spoken was true. They saw each other in the days to cone, surprising one
another, killing—until that |ast |ucky one remained to enjoy the intellectua
treasure that wal ked anong t hem

Saul watched them and felt al one and di squi eted. Once you have nade a ni st ake,
how hard to adnmit your w ongnhess, to go back, start fresh. They were all wong.
They had been lost a long tinme. Now they were worse than |ost.

“And to make matters very bad,” said Mark at |ast, “one of you has a gun. A

the rest of you have only knives. But one of you, | know, has a gun

Everybody junped up. “Search!” said Mark. “Find the one with the gun or you're
all dead!”
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That did it. The nen plunged wildly about, not knowi ng whomto search first.
Their hands grappled, they cried out, and Mark watched themin contenpt.
Johnson fell back, feeling in his jacket. “All right,” he said. “W mght as
wel |l have it over now Here, you, Smth.”

And he shot Smith through the chest. Smth fell. The other nmen yelled. They
broke apart. Johnson ained and fired twi ce nore.

“Stop!” cried Mrk.

New York soared up around them out of rock and cave and sky. Sun glinted on
hi gh towers. The el evated thundered; tugs blew in the harbor. The green | ady
stared across the bay, a torch in her hand.

“Look, you fools!” said Mark. Central Park broke out constellations of spring
bl ossonms. The wind bl ew fresh-cut |awn snmells over themin a wave.

And in the center of New York, bew |l dered, the nmen stunbl ed. Johnson fired his
gun three times nore. Saul ran forward. He crashed agai nst Johnson, bore him
down, wenched the gun away. It fired again.

The nen stopped mlling.

They stood. Saul |ay across Johnson. They ceased struggling.

There was a terrible silence. The nmen stood watching. New York sank down into
the sea. Wth a hissing, bubbling, sighing; with a cry of ruined netal and old
time, the great structures |eaned, warped, flowed, coll apsed.

Mar k stood anmong the buildings. Then, like a building, a neat red hole drilled
into his chest, wordless, he fell.

Saul lay staring at the nen, at the body.

He got up, the gun in his hand.

Johnson did not nove-was afraid to nove

They all shut their eyes and opened them again, thinking that by so doing they
m ght reaninmate the nman who | ay before them

The cave was col d.

Saul stood up and | ooked, renptely, at the gun in his hand. He took it and threw
it far out over the valley and did not watch it fall.

They | ooked down at the body as if they could not believe it. Saul bent down and
took hold of the linp hand. “Leonard!” he said softly. “Leonard?” He shook the
hand. “Leonard!”

Leonard Mark did not nove. Hi s eyes were shut; his chest had ceased going up and
down. He was getting cold.

Saul got up. “W’'ve killed him” he said, not |ooking at the nen. Hi s nouth was
filling with a raw liquor now. “The only one we didn’t want to kill, we killed.”
He put his shaking hand to his eyes. The other nen stood waiting.

“Get a spade,” said Saul. “Bury him” He turned away. “I’Il have nothing to do
with you.”

Sonebody wal ked of f to find a spade.

Saul was so weak he couldn’'t nove. His |l egs were grown into the earth, with
roots feeding deep of loneliness and fear and the cold of the night. The fire
had al nost died out and now there was only the double noonlight riding over the
bl ue nount ai ns.

There was the sound of soneone digging in the earth with a spade.

“We don’t need himanyhow,” said sonebody, nuch too | oudly.

The sound of digging went on. Saul wal ked off slowy and | et hinmself slide down
the side of a dark tree until he reached and was sitting blankly on the sand,
his hands blindly in his |ap.

Sl eep, he thought. W'll all go to sleep now W have that nuch, anyway. Go to
sleep and try to dream of New York and all the rest.

He closed his eyes wearily, the blood gathering in his nose and his nouth and in
hi s quivering eyes.

“How did he do it?” he asked in a tired voice. His head fell forward on his
chest. “How did he bring New York up here and nake us wal k around in it? Lct’'s
try. It shouldn’t be too hard. Think! Think of New York,” he whispered, falling
down into sleep. “New York and Central Park and then Illinois in the spring,
appl e bl ossons and green grass.

It didn’t work. It wasn’t the sane. New York was gone and nothing he could do
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woul d bring it back. He would rise every norning and wal k on the dead sea

| ooking for it, and wal k forever around Mars, looking for it, and never find it.
And finally lie, too tired to walk, trying to find New York in his head, but not
finding it.

The last thing he heard before he slept was the spade rising and falling and
digging a hole into which, with a trenmendous crash of nmetal and gol den mi st and
odor and col or and sound, New York col |l apsed, fell, and was buri ed.

He cried all night in his sleep.

The Concrete M xer

HE LI STENED to the dry-grass rustle of the old witches voices beneath his open
wi ndow:

“Ettil, the coward! Ettil, the refuser! Ettil, who will not wage the gl orious
war of Mars against Earth!”

“Speak on, witches!” he cried.

The voices dropped to a nmurmur |ike that of water in the |ong canals under the
Marti an sky.

“Ettil, the father of a son who nust grow up in the shadow of this horrid

know edge!” said the old winkl ed wonen. They knocked their sly-eyed heads
gently together. “Shanme, shane!”

Hs wife was crying on the other side of the room Her tears were as rain,

numer ous and cool on the tiles. “Ch, Ettil, how can you think this way?”

Ettil laid aside his metal book which, at his beckoning, had been singing hima
story all norning fromits thin golden-wired frane.

“I"ve tried to explain,” he said. “This is a foolish thing, Mars invading Earth.
W' || be destroyed, utterly.”

Qut si de, a bangi ng, crashing boom a surge of brass, a drum a cry, marching
feet, pennants and songs. Through the stone sheets the arny, fire weapons to
shoul der, stanped. Children skipped after. A d wonmen waved dirty fl ags.

“l shall remain on Mars and read a book,” said Ettil. A blunt knock on the door.
Tyl la answered. Father-in-law storned in. “Wat's this | hear about ny
son-in-law? A traitor?”

“Yes, Father.”

“You're not fighting in the Martian Army?”

“No, Father.”

“CGods!” The old father turned very red. “A plague on your nane! You'll be shot.”
“Shoot me, then, and have it over.”

“Who ever heard of a Martian not invading? Wo!”

“Nobody. It is, | adnit, quite incredible.”

“I'ncredi ble,” husked the witch voi ces under the w ndow.

“Father, can’t you reason with hinP” demanded Tyl | a.

“Reason with a dung heap,” cried Father, eyes blazing. He cane and stood over
Ettil. “Bands playing, a fine day, women weeping, children junping, everything
right, nen marching bravely, and you sit here! Ch, shane!”

“Shane,” sobbed the faraway voices in the hedge.

“Cet the devil out of ny house with your inane chatter,” said Ettil, exploding.
“Take your nedals and your druns and run!”

He shoved Father-in-law past a screaming wife, only to have the door thrown w de
at this nonment, as a mlitary detail entered.

A voi ce shouted, “Ettil Vrye?”

“Yes!”
“You are under arrest!”
“Good-by, nmy dear wife. | amoff to the wars with these fools!” shouted Ettil,

dragged through the door by the nen in bronze nesh.
“Good- by, good-by,” said the town witches, fading away.

The cell was neat and clean. Wthout a book, Ettil was nervous. He gripped the
bars and watched the rockets shoot up into the night air. The stars were cold
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and nunerous; they seened to scatter when every rocket blasted up anpbng them
“Fool s,” whispered Ettil. “Fools!”

The cell door opened. One nan with a kind of vehicle entered, full of books;
books here, there, everywhere in the chanbers of the vehicle. Behind himthe
Mlitary Assignor |ooned.

“Ettil Vrye, we want to know why you had these illegal Earth books in your
house. These copies of Wnder Stories, Scientific Tales, Fantastic Stories.
Explain.” The man gripped Ettil’s wist.

Ettil shook himfree. “If you're going to shoot nme, shoot ne. That literature,
fromEarth, is the very reason why | won't try to invade them It’s the reason
why your invasion will fail.”

“How so0?” The assighor scow ed and turned to the yell owed nagazi nes.

“Pick any copy,” said Ettil. “Any one at all. Nine out of ten stories in the
years 1929, ‘30 to ‘50, Earth cal endar, have every Martian invasion successfully
i nvadi ng Earth.”

“Ah!” The assignor sniled, nodded.

“And then,” said Ettil, “failing.”

“That’s treason! Oming such literature!”

“So be it, if you wish. But let nme draw a few conclusions. |nvariably, each
invasion is thwarted by a young man, usually lean, usually Irish, usually al one,
named M ck or Rick or Jick or Bannon, who destroys the Martians.”

“You don’t believe that!”

“No, | don’t believe Earthnen can actually do that—no. But they have a
background, understand, Assignor, of generations of children reading just such
fiction, absorbing it. They have nothing but a literature of invasions
successfully thwarted. Can you say the sanme for Martian literature?”

“wel—=

“No. "

“l guess not.”

“You know not. We never wote stories of such a fantastic nature. Now we rebel,
we attack, and we shall die.”

“l don’t see your reasoning on that. Were does this tie in with the nagazi ne
stories?”

“Morale. A big thing. The Earthmen know they can’t fail. It is in themlike

bl ood beating in their veins. They cannot fail. They will repel each invasion,
no matter how well organi zed. Their youth of reading just such fiction as this
has given thema faith we cannot equal. W Martians? We are uncertain; we know
that we mght fail. Qur norale is low, in spite of the banged drunms and tooted
horns.”

“I won’t listen to this treason,” cried the assignor. “This fiction will be
burned, as you will be, within the next ten nminutes. You have a choice, Etti
Vrye. Join the Legion of War, or burn.”

“I't is a choice of deaths. | choose to burn.”

“Men!”

He was hustled out into the courtyard. There he saw his carefully hoarded
reading matter set to the torch. A special pit was prepared, with oil five feet
deep init. This, with a great thunder, was set afire. Into this, in a mnute,
he woul d be pushed.

On the far side of the courtyard, in shadow, he noticed the solemn figure of his
son standing alone, his great yellow eyes |luminous with sorrow and fear. He did
not put out his hand or speak, but only | ooked at his father |ike some dying
animal, a wordl ess ani nal seeking rescue.

Ettil |ooked at the flaming pit. He felt the rough hands seize him strip him
push himforward to the hot perinmeter of death. Only then did Ettil swallow and
cry out, “Vait!”

The assignor’'s face, bright with the orange fire, pushed forward in the
trenbling air. “Wiat is it?”

“I' will join the Legion of Var,” replied Ettil.

“CGood! Rel ease him”

The hands fell away.

As he turned he saw his son standing far across the court, waiting. H s son was
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not smling, only waiting. In the sky a bronze rocket |eaped across the stars,
abl aze.

“And now we bid good-by to these stalwart warriors,” said the assignor. The band
thunped and the wind blew a fine sweet rain of tears gently upon the sweating
army. The children cavorted. In the chaos Ettil saw his wife weeping with pride,
his son solem and silent at her side.

They marched into the ship, everybody | aughing and brave. They buckl ed
thenselves into their spiderwebs. Al through the tense ship the spiderwebs were
filled with lounging, |azy nmen. They chewed on bits of food and waited. A great
lid slanmed shut. A val ve hissed

“Off to Earth and destruction,” whispered Ettil

“What ?” asked soneone

“OFf to glorious victory,” said Ettil, grimcing
The rocket junped.
Space, thought Ettil. Here we are bangi ng across bl ack i nks and pink |ights of

space in a brass kettle. Here we are, a celebratory rocket heaved out to fil
the Earthmen’'s eyes with fear flanmes as they ook up to the sky. Wiat is it
like, being far, far away from your hone, your wi fe, your child, here and now?
He tried to analyze his trenbling. It was |ike tying your nobst secret inward
wor ki ng organs to Mars and then junping out a million mles. Your heart was

still on Mars, punping, glowi ng. Your brain was still on Mars, thinking,
crenul ated, |ike an abandoned torch. Your stomach was still on Mars, somol ent,
trying to digest the final dinner. Your lungs were still in the cool blue w ne

air of Mars, a soft folded bell ows scream ng for rel ease, one part of you

I onging for the rest.

For here you were, a neshless, cogless automaton, a body upon which officials
had perforned clinical autopsy and left all of you that counted back upon the
enpty seas and strewn over the darkened hills. Here you were, bottle-enpty,
fireless, chill, with only your hands to give death to Earthnen. A pair of hands
is all you are now, he thought in cold renoteness.

Here you lie in the trenendous web. Qthers are about you, but they are

whol e—whol e hearts and bodies. But all of you that lives is back there wal ki ng
the desol ate seas in evening winds. This thing here, this cold clay thing, is
al ready dead.

“Attack stations, attack stations, attack!”

“Ready, ready, ready!”

“Up! ”

“Qut of the webs, quick!”

Ettil noved. Sonewhere before himhis two cold hands noved.

How swift it has all been, he thought. A year ago one Earth rocket reached Mars.
Qur scientists, with their incredible telepathic ability, copied it; our
workers, with their incredible plants, reproduced it a hundredfol d. No other
Earth ship has reached Mars since then, and yet we know their |anguage
perfectly, all of us. W know their culture, their logic. And we shall pay the
price of our brilliance.

“@uns on the ready!”

“Ri ght!”

“Sights!”

“Readi ng by niles?”

“Ten thousand!”

“Attack!”

A humm ng silence. A silence of insects throbbing in the walls of the rocket.
The insect singing of tiny bobbins and | evers and whirls of wheels. Silence of
waiting nen. Silence of glands enitting the slow steady pul se of sweat under
arm on brow, under staring pale eyes!

“Wait! Ready!”

Ettil hung onto his sanity with his fingernails, hung hard and | ong.

Silence, silence, silence. Witing.

Teeee- e- ee!

“What’'s that?”
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“Earth radio!”

“Cut themin!”

“They're trying to reach us, call us. Cut themin!”

Eee- e- e!

“Here they are! Listen!”

“Calling Martian invasion fleet!”

The listening silence, the insect humpulling back to |l et the sharp Earth voice
crack in upon the roons of waiting nen.

“This is Earth calling. This is WIliam Sormmers, president of the Association of
United Anerican Producers!”

Ettil held tight to his station, bent forward, eyes shut.

“Wel cone to Earth.”

“What ?” the men in the rocket roared. “Wiat did he say?”

“Yes, welcome to Earth.”

“It’s a trick!”

Ettil shivered, opened his eyes to stare in bew |ldernent at the unseen voice
fromthe ceiling source

“Wel cone! Welcome to green, industrial Earth!” declared the friendly voice.
“Wth open arns we wel cone you, to turn a bloody invasion into a tine of
friendships that will last through all of Tine.”

“Atrick!”

“Hush, listen!”

“Many years ago we of Earth renounced war, destroyed our atom bonbs. Now,
unprepared as we are, there is nothing for us but to wel cone you. The planet is
yours. We ask only nercy fromyou good and merciful invaders.”

“I't can’t be true!” a voi ce whispered.

“I't nmust be a trick!”

“Land and be wel coned, all of you,” said M. WIliam Sormers of Earth. “Land
anywhere. Earth is yours; we are all brothers!”

Ettil began to |l augh. Everyone in the roomturned to see him The other Martians
bl i nked. “He’s gone nad!”

He did not stop laughing until they hit him

The tiny fat man in the center of the hot rocket tarmac at G een Town,
California, jerked out a clean white handkerchief and touched it to his wet
brow. He squinted blindly fromthe fresh plank platformat the fifty thousand
peopl e restrai ned behind a fence of policenmen, armto arm Everybody | ooked at
t he sky.

“There they are!”

A gasp.

“No, just sea gulls!”

A di sappoi nted grunbl e.

“I"'mbeginning to think it would have been better to have declared war on them”
whi spered the nmayor. “Then we could all go hone.”

“Sh-h!" said his wife.

“There!” The crowd roared.

Qut of the sun canme the Martian rockets.

“Everybody ready?” The mayor gl anced nervously about.

“Yes, sir,” said Mss California 1965.

“Yes,” said Mss Anerica 1940, who had conme rushing up at the last ninute as a
substitute for Mss America 1966, who was ill at hone.

“Yes siree,” said M. Biggest Grapefruit in San Fernando Valley 1956, eagerly.
“Ready, band?”

The band poised its brass |ike so nany guns.

“Ready!”

The rockets |anded. “Co!”

The band played “California, Here | Cone” ten tinmes. Fromnoon until one o’ clock
the mayor made a speech, shaking his hands in the direction of the silent,

appr ehensi ve rockets.

At one-fifteen the seals of the rockets opened

The band played “Ch, You Col den State” three tinmnes.
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Ettil and fifty other Martians | eaped out, guns at the ready.

The mayor ran forward with the key to Earth in his hands.

The band played “Santa Claus |Is Coming to Town,” and a full chorus of singers

i mported fromLong Beach sang different words to it, sonething about “Martians
Are Coning to Town.”

Seei ng no weapons about, the Martians rel axed, but kept their guns out.
Fromone-thirty until two-fifteen the mayor nade the sane speech over for the
benefit of the Martians.

At two-thirty Mss Anerica of 1940 volunteered to kiss all the Martians if they
i ned up.

At two-thirty and ten seconds the band played “How Do You Do, Everybody,” to
cover up the confusion caused by Mss Anerica’ s suggestion

At two thirty-five M. Biggest Grapefruit presented the Martians with a two-ton
truck full of grapefruit.

At two thirty-seven the nayor gave themall free passes to the Elite and

Maj estic theaters, conbining this gesture with another speech which [asted unti
after three.

The band pl ayed, and the fifty thousand people sang, “For They Are Jolly Good
Fel | ows.”

It was over at four o’ clock.

Ettil sat down in the shadow of the rocket, two of his fellows with him “So
this is Earth!”

“I say kill the filthy rats,” said one Martian. “l don't trust them They' re
sneaky. What's their notive for treating us this way?” He held up a box of
sonmet hing that rustled. “What’s this stuff they gave ne? A sanple, they said.”
He read the label. BLIX, the new sudsy soap

The crowd had drifted about, was mngling with the Martians |like a carniva
throng. Everywhere was the buzzing murnmur of people fingering the rockets,
aski ng questi ons.

Ettil was cold. He was beginning to trenble even nore now. “Don't you feel it?”
he whi spered. “The tenseness, the evilness of all this. Something’ s going to
happen to us. They have sone plan. Sonething subtle and horrible. They're going
to do sonething to us—+ know.”

“l say kill every one of them”

“How can you kill people who call you ‘pal’ and ‘buddy’ ?” asked another Martian
Ettil shook his head. “They're sincere. And yet | feel as if we were in a big
acid vat nelting away, away. |'mfrightened.” He put his mnd out to touch anong

the cromd. “Yes, they're really friendly, hail-fell ows-well-nmet (one of their
terns). One huge mass of common nen, |oving dogs and cats and Martians equally.
And yet —and yet —=

The band played “Roll Qut the Barrel.” Free beer was being distributed through
the courtesy of Hagenback Beer, Fresno, California.

The sickness cane.

The nen poured out fountains of slush fromtheir nouths. The sound of sickness
filled the |and.

Gagging, Ettil sat beneath a sycanore tree. “A plot, a plot—a horrible plot,” he
groaned, hol ding his stonmach.

“What did you eat?” The assignor stood over him

“Sonet hing that they called popcorn,” groaned Ettil

“ And?”
“And some sort of |long nmeat on a bun, and sonme yellow liquid in an iced vat, and
sonme sort of fish and sonething called pastram ,” sighed Ettil, eyelids

flickering.
The npans of the Martian i nvaders sounded all about.

“Kill the plotting snakes!” sonebody cried weakly.

“Hold on,” said the assignor. “It’'s nmerely hospitality. They overdid it. Up on
your feet now, nmen. Into the town. W’ ve got to place snall garrisons of nen
about to nake sure all is well. Oher ships are landing in other cities. W' ve

our job to do here.”
The nen gained their feet and stood blinking stupidly about.
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“Forward, nmarch!”
One, two, three, four! One, two, three, four

The white stores of the little town lay dreaming in shimering heat. Heat
emanat ed from everythi ng—pol es, concrete, metal, awnings, roofs, tar
paper —ever yt hi ng.

The sound of Martian feet sounded on the asphalt.

“Careful, men!” whispered the assignor. They wal ked past a beauty shop
Frominside, a furtive giggle. “Look!”

A coppery head bobbed and vani shed like a doll in the window. A blue eye glinted
and wi nked at a keyhol e.

“It’s a plot,” whispered Ettil. “Aplot, | tell you!”

The odors of perfume were fanned out on the sunmer air by the whirling vents of
the grottoes where the women hid |ike undersea creatures, under electric cones,
their hair curled into wild whorls and peaks, their eyes shrewd and gl assy,
animal and sly, their nouths painted a neon red. Fans were whirring, the
perfumed wi nd issuing upon the stillness, nmoving anong green trees, creeping
anong the amazed Marti ans.

“For God s sake!” screamed Ettil, his nerves suddenly breaking | oose. “Let’s get
in our rockets—go hone! They'll get us! Those horrid things in there. See thenf
Those evil undersea things, those women in their cool little caverns of
artificial rock!”

“Shut up!”

Look at themin there, he thought, drifting their dresses |ike cool green gills
over their pillar legs. He shouted.

“Someone shut his nouth!”

“They’ || rush out on us, hurling chocol ate boxes and copies of Kleig Love and
Holly Pick-ture, shrieking with their red greasy nouths! Inundate us with
banality, destroy our sensibilities! Look at them being el ectrocuted by
devices, their voices |ike hums and chants and rmurrmurs! Do you dare go in

t here?”

“Why not ?” asked the other Martians.

“They’ Il fry you, bleach you, change you! Crack you, flake you away until you're
not hi ng but a husband, a working man, the one with the nmoney who pays so they
can cone sit in there devouring their evil chocol ates! Do you think you could
control then®?”

“Yes, by the gods!”

From a distance a voice drifted, a high and shrill voice, a wonan’'s voice
saying, “Ain’'t that mddl e one there cute?”
“Martians ain't so bad after all. CGee, they're just men,” said another, fading.

“Hey, there. Yoo-hoo! Martians! Hey!”
Yelling, Ettil ran

He sat in a park and trenbled steadily. He renmenbered what he had seen. Looking
up at the dark night sky, he felt so far fromhone, so deserted. Even now, as he
sat anong the still trees, in the distance he could see Martian warriors wal ki ng
the streets with the Earth wonen, vanishing into the phantom darknesses of the
little enotion palaces to hear the ghastly sounds of white things noving on gray
screens, with little frizz-haired wonen beside them wads of gel ati nous gum
working in their jaws, other wads under the seats, hardening with the fossi
imprints of the women’s tiny cat teeth forever inbedded therein. The cave of

wi nds—the ci nema.

“Hel l 0.”

He jerked his head in terror

A wonman sat on the bench beside him chewing gumlazily. “Don’t run off; | don't
bite,” she said.

“Ch,” he said.

“Like to go to the pictures?” she said.

“No. "

“Aw, come on,” she said. “Everybody else is.”

“No,” he said. “Is that all you do in this world?”
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“All? Aln’'t that enough?” Her blue eyes wi dened suspiciously. “Wat you want ne
to do—sit hone, read a book? Ha, ha! That’'s rich.”

Ettil stared at her a nonment before asking a question.

“Do you do anything el se?” he asked.

“Ride in cars. You got a car? You oughta get you a big new convertibl e Podl er
Six. Gee, they're fancy! Any man with a Podler Six can go out with any gal, you
bet!” she said, blinking at him “l bet you got all kinds of nobney—you cone from
Mars and all. | bet if you really wanted you could get a Podler Six and trave
everywhere.”

“To the show nmaybe?”

“What's wong with ‘at?”

“Not hi ng—not hi ng.”

“You know what you talk like, mster?” she said. “A Conmunist! Yes, sir, that’'s
the kinda tal k nobody stands for, by gosh. Nothing wong with our little old
system W was good enough to | et you Martians invade, and we never raised even
our bitty finger, did we?”

“That’s what |’'ve been trying to understand,” said Ettil. “Wiy did you let us?”
“’Cause we're bighearted, mister; that's why! Just renenber that, bighearted.”
She wal ked off to | ook for soneone el se.

Gat hering courage to hinself, Ettil began to wite a letter to his wife, noving
the pen carefully over the paper on his knee.

“Dear Tylla—*

But again he was interrupted. A small-little-girl-of-an-old-woman, with a pale
round winkled little face, shook her tambourine in front of his nose, forcing
himto glance up

“Brother,” she cried, eyes blazing. “Have you been saved?”

“Am | in danger?” Ettil dropped his pen, junping.

“Terribl e danger!” she wailed, clanking her tanbourine, gazing at the sky. “You
need to be saved, brother, in the worst way!”

“I"'minclined to agree,” he said, trenbling.

“W saved lots already today. | saved three nyself, of you Mars people. Ain't
that nice?” She grinned at him
“l guess so.”

She was acutely suspicious. She | eaned forward with her secret whisper
“Brother,” she wanted to know, “you been baptized?”

“l don’t know,” he whi spered back.

“You don’t know?” she cried, flinging up hand and tanbouri ne.

“I's it like being shot?” he asked.

“Brother,” she said, “you are in a bad and sinful condition. |I blane it on your
i gnorant bringing up. | bet those schools on Mars are terrible—don’t teach you
no truth at all. Just a pack of rmade-up lies. Brother, you got to be baptized if
you want to be happy.”

“WII it nake ne happy even in this world here?” he said. “Don't ask for
everything on your platter,” she said. “Be satisfied with a winkled pea, for
there’s another world we're all going to that's better than this one.”

“I know that world,” he said.

“I't’s peaceful,” she said.
“Yes.”
“There’s quiet,” she said.
“Yes.”

“There’s mil k and honey flow ng.”

“Why, yes,” he said.

“And everybody’ s | aughing.”

“l can see it now,” he said.

“A better world,” she said.

“Far better,” he said. “Yes, Mars is a great planet.”

“Mster,” she said, tightening up and alnost flinging the tanmbourine in his
face, “you been joking with nme?”

“Wiy, no.” He was enbarrassed and bewi | dered. “l thought you were talking
about —
“Not about mean old nasty Mars, | tell you, mister! It’'s your type that is going
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to boil for years, and suffer and break out in black pinples and be tortured—=
“l must admit Earth isn't very nice. You ve described it beautifully.”

“Mster, you' re funning me again!” she cried angrily.

“No, no—please. | plead ignorance.”

“Well,” she said, “you’'re a heathen, and heathens are inproper. Here's a paper
Cone to this address tonorrow ni ght and be bapti zed and be happy. W shouts and
we stonps and we talk in voices, so if you want to hear our all-cornet,

al | -brass band, you cone, won’'t you now?”

“I"1'l try,” he said hesitantly.

Down the street she went, patting her tanbourine, singing at the top of her

voi ce, “Happy Am 1, |’ m Al ways Happy.”

Dazed, Ettil returned to his letter

“Dear Tylla: To think that in ny naiveté | inmmgined that the Earthnen woul d have
to counterattack with guns and bonbs. No, no. | was sadly wong. There is no

Rick or Mck or Jick or Bannon—those | ever fell ows who save worlds. No.

“There are blond robots with pink rubber bodies, real, but sonehow unreal, alive
but sonmehow automatic in all responses, living in caves all of their lives.
Their derriéres are incredible in girth. Their eyes are fixed and notionl ess
froman endless tine of staring at picture screens. The only nuscl es they have
occur in their jaws fromtheir ceasel ess chew ng of gum

“And it is not only these, ny dear Tylla, but the entire civilization into which
we have been dropped |ike a shovel ful of seeds into a |large concrete m xer

Not hing of us will survive. We will be killed not by the gun but by the

gl ad-hand. W will be destroyed not by the rocket but by the autonobile . . .”
Sonebody screaned. A crash, another crash. Silence.

Ettil leaped up fromhis letter. Qutside, on the street two ears had crashed.
One full of Martians, another with Earthmen. Ettil returned to his letter
“Dear, dear Tylla, a few statistics if you will allow. Forty-five thousand
people killed every year on this continent of Anerica; nade into jelly right in
the can, as it were, in the autonobiles. Red blood jelly, with white marrow
bones |i ke sudden thoughts, ridicul ous horror thoughts, transfixed in the
imutable jelly. The cars roll up in tight neat sardine rolls—all sauce, all

si | ence.

“Bl ood manure for green buzzing sumer flies, all over the highways. Faces nmde
into Hall oween nasks by sudden stops. Halloween is one of their holidays.

think they worship the autonobile on that night—sonething to do with death,
anyway.

“You | ook out your wi ndow and see two people lying atop each other in friendly
fashi on who, a nonment ago, had never net before, dead. | foresee our arny
mashed, di seased, trapped in cinemas by witches and gum Sonetine in the next
day | shall try to escape back to Mars before it is too |ate.

“Somewhere on Earth tonight, nmy Tylla, there is a Man with a Lever, which, when
he pulls it, WII Save the World. The man is now unenpl oyed. Hs switch gathers
dust. He hinself plays pinochle.

“The wonmen of this evil planet are drowning us in a tide of bana
sentinentality, msplaced romance, and one last fling before the makers of

glycerin boil them down for usage. Good night, Tylla. Wsh ne well, for | shal
probably die trying to escape. My love to our child.”
Weeping silently, he folded the letter and renminded hinself to mail it |ater at

the rocket post.

He left the park. What was there to do? Escape? But how? Return to the post late
tonight, steal one of the rockets alone and go back to Mars? Wuld it be
possi bl e? He shook his head. He was nuch too conf used.

Al that he really knew was that if he stayed here he would soon be the property
of a lot of things that buzzed and snorted and hissed, that gave off funes or
stenches. In six nonths he would be the owner of a large pink, trained ulcer, a
bl ood pressure of al gebraic dinensions, a myopia this side of blindness, and

ni ght mares as deep as oceans and infested with i nprobable | engths of dream

i ntestines through which he nust violently force his way each night. No, no.

He | ooked at the haunted faces of the Earthmen drifting violently along in their
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mechani cal death boxes. Soon-yes, very soon—they would invent an auto with six
silver handles on it!

“Hey, there!”

An auto horn. A large long hearse of a car, black and om nous pulled to the
curb. A man | eaned out.

“You a Martian?”

“Yes.”

“Just the man | gotta see. Hop in qui ck—the chance of a lifetime. Hop in. Take
you to a real nice joint where we can tal k. Come on—don’t stand there.”

As if hypnotized, Ettil opened the door of the car, got in.

They drove off.

“What' Il it be, E V.? How about a manhattan? Two manhattans, waiter. Ckay, E. V.
This is nmy treat. This is on nme and Big Studi os! Don't even touch your wallet.
Pl eased to neet you, EV. My nane’s R R Van Plank. Maybe you hearda ne? No?
Wel |, shake anyhow.”

Ettil felt his hand massaged and dropped. They were in a dark hole with nusic
and waiters drifting about. Two drinks were set down. It had all happened so
swiftly. Now Van Pl ank, hands crossed on his chest, was surveying his Martian

di scovery.
“What | want you for, E V., is this. It’'s the nost nagnani nous idea | ever got
innm life. | don't know how it came to nme, just in a flash. | was sitting hone

tonight and | thought to nyself, My God, what a picture it would nmake! Invasion
of Earth by Mars. So what | got to do? | got to find an adviser for the film So
I clinbed in ny car and found you and here we are. Drink up! Here's to your

heal th and our future. Skoal!”

“But—= said Ettil.

“Now, | know, you'll want noney. Well, we got plenty of that. Besides, | got a
li’l black book full of peaches | can |end you.”

“l don’t like nost of your Earth fruit and—=

“You're a card, mac, really. Well, here’s how | get the picture in ny

m nd—+isten.” He | eaned forward excitedly. “W got a flash scene of the Martians
at a big powwow, drummn’ drunms, gettin stewed on Mars. In the background are
huge silver cities—=

“But that’s not the way Martian cities are—=

“We got to have color, kid. Color. Let your pappy fix this. Anyway, there are
all the Martians doing a dance around a fire—=

“W don't dance around fires—=

“In this filmyou got a fire and you dance,” declared Van Pl ank, eyes shut,
proud of his certainty. He nodded, dreaming it over on his tongue. “Then we got
a beautiful Martian wonman, tall and blond.”

“Martian women are dark—=

“Look, | don't see how we’'re going to be happy, E. V. By the way, son, you ought
to change your nanme. Wat was it agai n?”

“Ettil.”

“That’s a woman’s nanme. |'I|l give you a better one. Call you Joe. Ckay, Joe. As
I was saying, our Martian wonen are gonna be bl ond, because, see, just because.
O el se your poppa won't be happy. You got any suggestions?”

“l thought that—=

“And another thing we gotta have is a scene, very tearful, where the Martian
worman saves the whole ship of Martian nmen from dyi ng when a neteor or sonething
hits the ship. That' Il nake a whackeroo of a scene. You know, I'mglad | found
you, Joe. You're going to have a good deal with us, | tell you.”

Ettil reached out and held the man’s wist tight. “Just a mnute. There's
sonething | want to ask you.”

“Sure, Joe, shoot.”

“Why are you being so nice to us? W invade your planet, and you wel cone
us—everybody—+i ke | ong-1ost children. Wy?”

“They sure grow 'emgreen on Mars, don’t they? You re a naive-type guy—+ can see
fromway over here. Mac, look at it this way. We're all Little People, ain't
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we?” He waved a small tan hand garni shed with eneral ds.

“W're all comon as dirt, ain't we? Wll, here on Earth, we're proud of that.
This is the century of the Cormon Man, Bill, and we’'re proud we're small. Billy,
you' re looking at a planet full of Saroyans. Yes, sir. A great big fat famly of
friendly Saroyans—everybody | oving everybody. W understand you Martians, Joe,
and we know why you invaded Earth. W know how lonely you were up on that little
cold planet Mars, how you envied us our cities—=

“Qur civilization is much ol der than yours—=

“Pl ease, Joe, you nmeke nme unhappy when you interrupt. Let ne finish ny theory
and then you talk all you want. As | was saying, you was |lonely up there, and
down you cane to see our cities and our worren and all, and we wel comed you in,
because you' re our brothers, Comon Men like all of us.

“And then, as a kind of side incident, Roscoe, there's a certain little snall
profit to be had fromthis invasion. | nean for instance this picture | plan,
which will net us, neat, a billion dollars, | bet. Next week we start putting
out a special Martian doll at thirty bucks a throw. Think of the millions there.
| also got a contract to make a Martian gane to sell for five bucks. There's al
sorts of angles.”

“l see,” said Ettil, draw ng back

“And then of course there's that whol e nice new nmarket. Think of all the

depil atories and gum and shoeshine we can sell to you Martians.”

“Wait. Another question.”

“Shoot . ”

“What's your first nanme? What’'s the R R stand for?”

“Ri chard Robert.”

Ettil | ooked at the ceiling. “Do they sonetines, perhaps, on occasion, once in a
whil e, by accident, call you—Ri ck?”

“How d you guess, mac? Rick, sure.”

Ettil sighed and began to | augh and | augh. He put out his hand. “So you' re Ri ck?
Ri ck! So you're Rick!”

“What's the joke, |aughing boy? Let Poppa in!”

“You woul dn’t understand—a private joke. Ha, ha!” Tears ran down his cheeks and
into his open nmouth. He pounded the table again and again. “So you' re Rick. On,
how di fferent, how funny. No bul gi ng nuscles, no lean jaw, no gun. Only a wall et
full of noney and an enerald ring and a big middle!”

“Hey, watch the | anguage! | may not be no Apollo, but—=

“Shake hands, Rick. |I’'ve wanted to neet you. You're the nman who' |l conquer Mars,
with cocktail shakers and foot arches and poker chips and riding crops and

| eat her boots and checkered caps and rum col |l i nses.”

“I"'monly a hunbl e businessnman,” said Van Pl ank, eyes slyly down. “I do ny work
and take ny hunble little piece of noney pie. But, as | was saying, Mrt, | been
thi nki ng of the narket on Mars for Uncle Wggily ganes and Dick Tracy comics;
all new. A big wide field never even heard of cartoons, right? Right! So we just
toss a great big bunch of stuff on the Martians’ heads. They'|Il fight for it,
kid, fight! Who wouldn’t, for perfunes and Paris dresses and Gshkosh overall s,
eh? And nice new shoes—*

“We don't wear shoes.”

“What have | got here?” R R asked of the ceiling. “A planet full of Ckies?
Look, Joe, we'll take care of that. W' ||l shame everyone into wearing shoes.
Then we sell themthe polish!”

“Oh. "

He slapped Ettil’'s. arm “Is it a deal? WII you be technical director on ny
filn? You'll get two hundred a week to start, a five-hundred top. Wat you say?”
“I"'msick,” said Ettil. He had drunk the manhattan and was now turni ng bl ue.
“Say, I'msorry. | didn't know it would do that to you. Let’'s get sone fresh
air.”

In the open air Ettil felt better. He swayed. “So that’'s why Earth took us in?”
“Sure, son. Any tinme an Earthman can turn an honest dollar, watch himsteam The
custoner is always right. No hard feelings. Here's ny card. Be at the studio in
Hol | ywood tonorrow norning at nine o' clock. They' Il show you your office. |’'1II
arrive at eleven and see you then. Be sure you get there at nine o'clock. It’'s a
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strict rule.”

“\y 2"

“Gal | agher, you're a queer oyster, but | |ove you. Good ni ght. Happy invasion!”
The car drove off.

Ettil blinked after it, incredulous. Then, rubbing his browwith the palmof his
hand, he wal ked slowy along the street toward the rocket port.

“Wel |, what are you going to do?” he asked hinself, aloud. The rockets |ay
gleanming in the nmoonlight silent. Fromthe city cane the sounds of distant
revelry. In the nedical conpound an extrene case of nervous breakdown was being
tended to: a young Martian who, by his screans, had seen too nuch, drunk too
much, heard too nmany songs on the little red-and-yell ow boxes in the drinking

pl aces, and had been chased around i nnunerable tables by a |arge el ephant-1like
worman. He kept rmurnuring:

“Can’t breathe . . . crushed, trapped.”

The sobbing faded. Ettil cane out of the shadows and noved on across a wi de
avenue toward the ships. Far over, he could see the guards |ying about
drunkenly. He listened. Fromthe vast city cane the faint sounds of cars and
musi ¢ and sirens. And he imagi ned ot her sounds too: the insidious whir of nalt
machines stirring malts to fatten the warriors and make them |l azy and forgetful,
the narcotic voices of the cinema caverns lulling and lulling the Martians fast,
fast into a slunber through which, all of their remaining |lives, they would

sl eepwal k.

A year from now, how many Martians dead of cirrhosis of the liver, bad kidneys,
hi gh bl ood pressure, suicide?

He stood in the mddle of the enpty avenue. Two bl ocks away a car was rushing
toward him

He had a choice: stay here, take the studio job, report for work each norning as
advi ser on a picture, and, in tine, cone to agree with the producer that, yes

i ndeed, there were massacres on Mars; yes, the wonen were tall and bl ond; yes,
there were tribal dances and sacrifices; yes, yes, yes. O he could wal k over
and get into a rocket ship and, alone, return to Mars.

“But what about next year?” he said.

The Bl ue Canal N ght Cub brought to Mars. The Ancient City Ganbling Casino,
Built R ght Inside. Yes, Right Inside a Real Martian Ancient Cty! Neons, racing
forns blowing in the old cities, picnic lunches in the ancestral graveyards—al
of it, all of it.

But not quite yet. In a few days he could be hone. Tylla would be waiting with
their son, and then for the last few years of gentle |life he mght sit with his
wife in the blowi ng weather on the edge of the canal reading his good, gentle
books, sipping a rare and Iight wine, talking and living out their short tine
until the neon bew ldernment fell fromthe sky.

And then perhaps he and Tylla m ght nove into the blue nountains and hide for
anot her year or two until the tourists came to snap their caneras and say how
quai nt things were

He knew just what he would say to Tylla. “War is a bad thing, but peace can be a
living horror.”

He stood in the mddle of the w de avenue.

Turning, it was with no surprise that he saw a car bearing down upon him a car
full of screami ng children. These boys and girls, none ol der than sixteen, were
swerving and ricocheting their open-top car down the avenue. He saw t hem poi nt
at himand yell. He heard the notor roar |ouder. The car sped forward at sixty
m | es an hour.

He began to run

Yes, yes, he thought tiredly, with the car upon him how strange, how sad. It
sounds so nuch like . . . a concrete nixer

Mari onettes, Inc.

THEY wal ked slowy down the street at about ten in the evening, talking calmy.
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They were both about thirty-five, both em nently sober

“But why so early?” said Snith.

“Because,” said Braling.

“Your first night out in years and you go hone at ten o’ clock.”

“Nerves, | suppose.”

“What | wonder is how you ever nmanaged it. |’'ve been trying to get you out for
ten years for a quiet drink. And now, on the one night, you insist on turning in
early.”

“Mustn’t crowd ny luck,” said Braling.

“What did you do, put sleeping powder in your wife' s coffee?”

“No, that would be unethical. You'll see soon enough.”

They turned a corner. “Honestly, Braling, | hate to say this, but you have been
patient with her. You may not admit it to nme, but marriage has been awful for
you, hasn't it?”

“I wouldn’t say that.”

“It’s got around, anyway, here and there, how she got you to marry her. That
time back in 1979 when you were going to Rio—=

“Dear Rio. | never did see it after all ny plans.”

“And how she tore her clothes and runpled her hair and threatened to call the
police unless you married her.”

“She al ways was nervous, Smith, understand.”

“I't was nore than unfair. You didn't |love her. You told her as nuch, didn't
you?”

“I recall that | was quite firmon the subject.”

“But you married her anyhow.”

“I had my business to think of, as well as ny nmother and father. A thing like
that would have killed them”

“And it’'s been ten years.”

“Yes,” said Braling, his gray eyes steady. “But | think perhaps it m ght change
now. | think what |1’'ve waited for has conme about. Look here.”

He drew forth a | ong blue ticket.

“Way, it’s a ticket for Rio on the Thursday rocket!”

“Yes, I'mfinally going to make it.”

“But how wonderful! You do deserve it! But won't she object? Cause troubl e?”
Braling sniled nervously. “She won’t know |I’mgone. |I’'Il be back in a nmonth and
no one the w ser, except you

Smith sighed. “I wish | were going with you.”

“Poor Smith, your marriage hasn't exactly been roses, has it?”

“Not exactly, nmarried to a woman who overdoes it. | mean, after all, when you ve

been married ten years, you don't expect a worman to sit on your lap for two
hours every evening, call you at work twelve tines a day and tal k baby tal k. And

it seenms to ne that in the last nonth she’'s gotten worse. | wonder if perhaps
she isn't just a little sinple-mn nded?”
“Ah, Smith, always the conservative. Wll, here’'s ny house. Now, would you |ike

to know ny secret? How | nade it out this evening?”

“WIl you really tell?”

“Look up, there!” said Braling.

They both stared up through the dark air.

In the wi ndow above them on the second floor, a shade was raised. A man about
thirty-five years old, with a touch of gray at either tenple, sad gray eyes, and
a small thin nmustache | ooked down at them

“Way, that’'s you!” cried Snith.

“Sh-h-h, not so loud!” Braling waved upward. The man in the w ndow gestured
significantly and vani shed.

“I must be insane,” said Snith.

“Hol d on a monent.” They waited.

The street door of the apartnment opened and the tall spare gentleman with the
must ache and the grieved eyes cane out to neet them

“Hell o, Braling,” he said.

“Hell o, Braling,” said Braling.

They were identical
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Smith stared. “Is this your twin brother? | never knew=>
“No, no,” said Braling quietly. “Bend close. Put your ear to Braling Two’s
chest.”
Smith hesitated and then | eaned forward to place his head agai nst the
unconpl ai ni ng ri bs.
Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick
“Ch no! It can't be!”
“It is.”
“Let nme listen again.”
Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick
Smith staggered back and fluttered his eyelids, appalled. He reached out and
touched the warm hands and the cheeks of the thing.
“Where’'d you get hin®”
“Isn’t he excellently fashi oned?”
“I'ncredi bl e. \Were?”
“Gve the man your card, Braling Two.”
Braling Two did a magic trick and produced a white card:
MARI ONETTES, | NC
Duplicate self or friends; new humanoi d plastic 1990 nodel s, guaranteed
agai nst all physical wear. From $7,600 to our $15,000 de | uxe nodel.
“No,” said Smith.
“Yes,” said Braling.
“Naturally,” said Braling Two.
“How | ong has this gone on?”

“I"ve had himfor a nonth. | keep himin the cellar in a toolbox. My wife never
goes downstairs, and | have the only lock and key to that box. Tonight | said
wi shed to take a walk to buy a cigar. | went down cellar and took Braling Two

out of his box and sent himback up to sit with ny wife while | cane on out to
see you, Smith.”

“Wonderful! He even snells |ike you: Bond Street and Mel achrinos!”

“I't may be splitting hairs, but | think it highly ethical. After all, what ny
wife wants nost of all is me. This marionette is ne to the hairiest detail. |’'ve
been hone all evening. | shall be home with her for the next nonth. In the
meantime another gentleman will be in Rio after ten years of waiting. Wen
return fromRi o, Braling Two here will go back in his box.”

Smith thought that over a mnute or two. “WII he wal k around wi t hout sustenance
for a nonth?” he finally asked.

“For six nonths if necessary. And he's built to do everythi ng—eat, sleep,

perspi re—everything, natural as natural is. You ll take good care of ny wife,
won’t you, Braling Two?”
“Your wife is rather nice,” said Braling Two. “l’ve grown rather fond of her.”

Smith was beginning to trenble. “How | ong has Marionettes, Inc., been in

busi ness?”

“Secretly, for two years.”

“Could I+ nean, is there a possibility—= Smith took his friend s el bow
earnestly. “Can you tell ne where | can get one, a robot, a nmarionette, for
mysel f? You will give ne the address, won't you?”

“Here you are.”

Smith took the card and turned it round and round. “Thank you,” he said. “You
don’t know what this nmeans. Just a little respite. A night or so, once a nonth

even. My wife loves nme so much she can’'t bear to have nme gone an hour. | |ove
her dearly, you know, but renenber the old poem ‘Love will fly if held too
lightly, love will die if held too tightly.” | just want her to relax her grip a
little bit.”

“You're lucky, at least, that your wife |oves you. Hate’'s ny problem Not so
easy.”

“Ch, Nettie loves ne madly. It will be ny task to make her love ne confortably.”
“Good luck to you, Smith. Do drop around while I'min Rio. It will seem strange,
if you suddenly stop calling by, to ny wife. You re to treat Braling Two, here,
just like ne.”
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“Ri ght! Good-by. And thank you.”
Smith went smling dowmn the street. Braling and Braling Two turned and wal ked
into the apartnent hall
On the crosstown bus Smith whistled softly, turning the white card in his
fingers:
Clients nmust be pledged to secrecy, for while an act is pending in Congress to
| egali ze Marionettes, Inc., it is still a felony, if caught, to use one.
“Well,” said Smth.
Clients nust have a nold nade of their body and a col or index check of their
eyes, lips, hair, skin, etc. CUients nust expect to wait for two nonths unti
their nodel is finished.
Not so long, thought Smith. Two nmonths fromnow nmy ribs will have a chance to
mend fromthe crushing they ve taken. Two nonths from now ny hand will heal from
bei ng so constantly held. Two nonths fromnow ny bruised underlip will begin to
reshape itself. | don't nmean to sound ungratefu
He flipped the card over
Marionettes, Inc., is tw years old and has a fine record of satisfied
custoners behind it. Qur nmotto is “No Strings Attached.” Address: 43 South
Wesl ey Drive.
The bus pulled to his stop; he alighted, and while huming up the stairs he
thought, Nettie and | have fifteen thousand in our joint bank account. I'Il just
slip eight thousand out as a business venture, you night say. The narionette
wi || probably pay back my noney, with interest, in many ways. Nettie needn’t
know. He unl ocked the door and in a mnute was in the bedroom There lay Nettie,
pal e, huge, and piously asl eep
“Dear Nettie.” He was al nost overwhelmed with renorse at her innocent face there
in the sem darkness. “If you were awake you woul d snother nme with ki sses and coo
inny ear. Really, you nake me feel like a crimnal. You have been such a good,
loving wife. Sonetinmes it is inpossible for me to believe you narried nme instead
of that Bud Chapman you once liked. It seenms that in the last nonth you have
|l oved nme nore wildly than ever before.”
Tears canme to his eyes. Suddenly he w shed to kiss her, confess his |love, tear
up the card, forget the whole business. But as he noved to do this, his hand
ached and his ribs cracked and groaned. He stopped, with a pained look in his
eyes, and turned away. He noved out into the hall and through the dark roons.
Humri ng, he opened the kidney desk in the library and filched the bankbook.
“Just take eight thousand dollars is all,” he said. “No nore than that.” He
stopped. “VWait a nminute.”
He rechecked t he bankbook frantically. “Hold on here!” he cried. “Ten thousand
dollars is mssing!” He | eaped up. “There’'s only five thousand left! Wat’'s she
done? What’'s Nettie done with it? Mdre hats, nore clothes, nore perfune! O,
wai t —+ know! She bought that little house on the Hudson she’s been tal ki ng about
for months, w thout so much as a by your |eave!”
He stornmed into the bedroom righteous and indignant. Wat did she nean, taking
their noney like this? He bent over her. “Nettie!” he shouted. “Nettie, wake
up!”
She did not stir. “What’'ve you done with ny noney!” he bell owed.
She stirred fitfully. The light fromthe street flushed over her beautiful
cheeks.
There was sonet hing about her. His heart throbbed violently. Hi s tongue dried.
He shivered. H s knees suddenly turned to water. He collapsed. “Nettie, Nettie!”
he cried. “Wat’'ve you done with nmy noney!”
And then, the horrid thought. And then the terror and the |oneliness engulfed
him And then the fever and disillusionnent. For, without desiring to do so, he
bent forward and yet forward again until his fevered ear was resting firmy and
i rrevocably upon her round pink bosom “Nettie!” he cried.
Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick-tick

As Smith wal ked away down the avenue in the night, Braling and Braling Two
turned in at the door to the apartnent. “lI’mglad he'|ll be happy too,” said
Bral i ng.
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“Yes,” said Braling Two abstractedly.

“Well, it’s the cellar box for you, B-Two.” Braling guided the other creature’'s

el bow down the stairs to the cellar.

“That’s what | want to talk to you about,” said Braling Two, as they reached the
concrete floor and wal ked across it. “The cellar. | don't like it. | don't |ike

that tool box.”

“I"I'l try and fix up sonmething nore confortable.”

“Marionettes are nmade to nove, not lie still. How would you like to lie in a box
nmost of the time?”

“Wel | —=

“You wouldn't like it at all. |I keep running. There’s no way to shut me off. |'m
perfectly alive and | have feelings.”

“It"1l only be a few days now. I'll be off to Ro and you won’t have to stay in

the box. You can live upstairs.”

Braling Two gestured irritably. “And when you cone back from having a good tine,
back in the box | go.”

Braling said, “They didn't tell ne at the marionette shop that |'d get a
difficult specinmen.”

“There’s a lot they don't know about us,” said Braling Two. “W're pretty new.
And we’'re sensitive. | hate the idea of you going off and | aughing and lying in
the sun in Ro while we're stuck here in the cold.”

“But |1've wanted that trip all my life,” said Braling quietly. He squinted his
eyes and could see the sea and the nountains and the yell ow sand. The sound of
the waves was good to his inward nmind. The sun was fine on his bared shoul ders.
The wi ne was nost excellent.

“I"I'l never get to go to Rio,” said the other nan. “Have you thought of that?”
“No, |—=

“And anot her thing. Your wife.”

“What about her?” asked Braling, beginning to edge toward the door

“I"ve grown quite fond of her.”

“I"'mglad you’re enjoying your enployment.” Braling licked his Iips nervously.
“I"'mafraid you don’'t understand. | think—=+"min |ove with her.”

Braling took another step and froze. “You' re what?”

“And |’ ve been thinking,” said Braling Two, “how nice it is in Rio and how |'I|
never get there, and |’ve thought about your w fe and—+ think we could be very
happy. ”

“T-that’s nice.” Braling strolled as casually as he could to the cellar door
“You won’t mind waiting a nonment, will you? | have to nake a phone call.”

“To whon®?” Braling Two frowned.

“No one inportant.”

“To Marionettes, Incorporated? To tell themto conme get ne?”

“No, no—othing like that!” He tried to rush out the door. A netal-firmagrip
seized his wists. “Don’t run!”

“Take your hands off!”

“No. "

“Did nmy wife put you up to this?”

“No. "

“Did she guess? Did she talk to you? Does she know? |Is that it?” He screamed. A
hand cl apped over his nouth.

“You' I I never know, will you?” Braling Two sniled delicately. “You' Il never
know. ”

Braling struggl ed. “She must have guessed; she nust have affected you!”
Braling Two said, “I’"mgoing to put you in the box, lock it, and | ose the key.
Then 1’11 buy another Rio ticket for your wife.”

“Now, now, wait a mnute. Hold on. Don't be rash. Let's talk this over!”
“CGood- by, Braling.”
Braling stiffened. “What do you nean, ‘good-by’ ?”

Ten minutes later Ms. Braling awke. She put her hand to her cheek. Someone had
just kissed it. She shivered and | ooked up. “Wiy—you haven't done that in
years,” she murnured
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“W'll see what we can do about that,” soneone sai d.

The City

THE city waited twenty thousand years.

The pl anet noved t hrough space and the flowers of the fields grew up and fel
away, and still the city waited; and the rivers of the planet rose and waned and
turned to dust. Still the city waited. The wi nds that had been young and wld
grew ol d and serene, and the clouds of the sky that had been ripped and torn
were left alone to drift in idle whitenesses. Still the city waited.

The city waited with its windows and its black obsidian walls and its sky towers
and its unpennanted turrets, with its untrod streets and its untouched

door knobs, with not a scrap of paper or a fingerprint upon it. The city waited
while the planet arced in space, following its orbit about a blue-white sun, and
the seasons passed fromice to fire and back to ice and then to green fields and
yel | ow sumrer mneadows.

It was on a sumer afternoon in the mddle of the twenty thousandth year that
the city ceased waiting.

In the sky a rocket appeared.

The rocket soared over, turned, came back, and |landed in the shale neadow fifty
yards fromthe obsidian wall

There were booted footsteps in the thin grass and calling voices frommen within
the rocket to men without.

“Ready?”

“All right, men. Careful! Into the city. Jensen, you and Hutchi nson patro
ahead. Keep a sharp eye.”

The city opened secret nostrils in its black walls and a steady suction vent
deep in the body of the city drew storns of air back through channels, through
thistle filters and dust collectors, to a fine and trenblingly delicate series
of coils and webs which glowed with silver light. Again and again the i mense
suctions occurred; again and again the odors fromthe nmeadow were borne upon
warm wi nds into the city.

“Fire odor, the scent of a fallen nmeteor, hot netal. A ship has cone from

anot her world. The brass snell, the dusty fire snell of burned powder, sul phur,
and rocket brinstone.”

This information, stanped on tapes which sprocketed into slots, slid down

t hrough yell ow cogs into further machines.

Qi ck- chakk- chakk- chakk

A cal cul ator made the sound of a nmetrononme. Five, six, seven, eight nine. N ne
men! An instantaneous typewiter inked this message on tape which slithered and
vani shed.

Cickety-click-chakk-chakk

The city awaited the soft tread of their rubberoid boots.

The great city nostrils dilated again.

The snell of butter. In the city air, fromthe stalking nen, faintly, the aura
which wafted to the great Nose broke down into nenories of mlk, cheese, ice
cream butter, the effluviumof a dairy econony.

Cick-click

“Careful, nen!”

“Jones, get your gun out. Don’t be a fool!”

“The city’'s dead; why worry?”

“You can't tell.”

Now, at the barking talk, the Ears awoke. After centuries of listening to w nds
that blew small and faint, of hearing | eaves strip fromtrees and grass grow
softly in the time of nelting snows, now the Ears oiled thenselves in a
self-lubrication, drew taut, great druns upon which the heartbeat of the

i nvaders m ght pumrel and thud delicately as the tremor of a gnat’s wing. The
Ears |istened and the Nose si phoned up great chambers of odor.

The perspiration of frightened men arose. There were islands of sweat under
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their arms, and sweat in their hands as they held their guns.

The Nose sifted and worried this air, like a connoisseur busy with an ancient
vi nt age.

Chi kk- chi kk- chakk-cli ck

Information rotated down on parallel check tapes. Perspiration; chlorides such
and such per cent; sul phates so-and-so; urea nitrogen, ammpni a nitrogen, thus:
creatinine, sugar, lactic acid, there!

Bells rang. Snall totals junped up.

The Nose whi spered, expelling the tested air. The great Ears |istened:

“I think we should go back to the rocket, Captain.”

“l give the orders, M. Snith!”

“Yes, sir.”

“You, up there! Patrol! See anything?”

“Nothing, sir. Looks like it’s been dead a long tine!”

“You see, Smith? Nothing to fear.”

“I don't like it. | don't know why. You ever feel you' ve seen a place before?
Well, this city's too fanmiliar.”
“Nonsense. This planetary systenmis billions of mles fromEarth; we couldn’t

possi bl y’ ve been here ever before. Qurs is the only light-year rocket in
exi stence.”

“That’s how | feel, anyway, sir. | think we should get out.” The footsteps
faltered. There was only the sound of the intruder’s breath on the still air.
The Ear heard and qui ckened. Rotors glided, liquids glittered in small creeks

t hrough val ves and blowers. A fornula and a concocti on—ene fol |l owed anot her
Monments |ater, responding to the summons of the Ear and Nose, through giant
holes in the city walls a fresh vapor blew out over the invaders.

“Smell that, Smith? Ahh. Green grass. Ever snell anything better? By God, | just
like to stand here and snell it.”

I nvi si bl e chl orophyl| blew anong the standi ng nen.

“Ahh!”

The footsteps continued.

“Nothing wong with that, eh, Snmith? Cone on!”

The Ear and Nose relaxed a billionth of a fraction. The counternove had
succeeded. The pawns were proceedi ng forward.

Now t he cl oudy Eyes of the city moved out of fog and mist.

“Captain, the wi ndows!”

“What ?”

“Those house wi ndows, there! | saw them nove!”

“I didn't see it.”

“They shifted. They changed color. Fromdark to light.”

“Look like ordinary square wi ndows to ne.”

Bl urred objects focused. In the mechanical ravines of the city oiled shafts

pl unged, bal ance wheel s di pped over into green oil pools. The w ndow franes

fl exed. The w ndows gl eaned.

Below, in the street, walked two nmen, a patrol, followed, at a safe interval, by
seven nore. Their uniforms were white, their faces as pink as if they had been
sl apped; their eyes were blue. They wal ked upright, upon hind | egs, carrying
met al weapons. Their feet were booted. They were nales, with eyes, ears, nouths,
noses.

The wi ndows tremnbl ed. The wi ndows thinned. They dilated inperceptibly, like the
irises of nunberless eyes.

“I tell you, Captain, it’s the w ndows!”

“CGet along.”

“1"m goi ng back, sir.”

“What ?”

“1" m goi ng back to the rocket.”
“M. Smth!”

“I"'mnot falling into any trap!”
“Afraid of an enpty city?”
The ot hers | aughed, uneasily.
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“CGo on, |augh!”

The street was stone-cobbl ed, each stone three inches wi de, six inches |ong.
Wth a nove unrecogni zabl e as such, the street settled. It weighed the invaders.
In a machine cellar a red wand touched a nuneral: 178 pounds . . . 210, 154,
201, 198—each man wei ghed, registered and the record spooled down into a

correl ative darkness.

Now the city was fully awake!

Now t he vents sucked and bl ew air, the tobacco odor fromthe invaders’ nouths,
the green soap scent fromtheir hands. Even their eyeballs had a delicate odor
The city detected it, and this information forned totals which scurried down to
total other totals. The crystal windows glittered, the Ear tautened and ski nned
the drumof its hearing tight, tighter—all of the senses of the city swarm ng
like a fall of unseen snow, counting the respiration and the di m hi dden
heartbeats of the nen, |istening, watching, tasting.

For the streets were |ike tongues, and where the nen passed, the taste of their
heel s ebbed down through stone pores to be calculated on litnus. This chenica
totality, so subtly collected, was appended to the now increasing suns waiting
the final cal culation anong the whirling wheels and whi spering spokes.
Foot st eps. Runni ng.

“Come back! Smith!”

“No, blast you!”

“Get him nen!”

Foot st eps rushi ng.

A final test. The city, having listened, watched, tasted, felt, weighed, and
bal anced, nust performa final task

Atrap flung wide in the street. The captain, unseen to the others, running,
vani shed.

Hung by his feet, a razor drawn across his throat, another down his chest, his
carcass instantly enptied of its entrails, exposed upon a table under the
street, in a hidden cell, the captain died. Geat crystal mcroscopes stared at
the red twi nes of muscle; bodiless fingers probed the still pulsing heart. The
flaps of his sliced skin were pinned to the table while hands shifted parts of
his body like a quick and curious player of chess, using the red pawns and the
red pieces.

Above on the street the nen ran. Smith ran, nen shouted. Smith shouted, and
below in this curious roomblood flowed into capsul es, was shaken, spun, shoved
on snear slides under further nicroscopes, counts nade, tenperatures taken,
heart cut in seventeen sections, |liver and kidneys expertly halved. Brain was
drilled and scooped from bone socket, nerves pulled forth |ike the dead w res of
a switchboard, muscles plucked for elasticity, while in the electric subterrene
of the city the Mnd at last totaled out its grandest total and all of the
machi nery ground to a nonstrous and nonentary halt.

The total

These are nen. These are nmen froma far world, a certain planet, and they have
certain eyes, certain ears, and they wal k upon legs in a specified way and carry
weapons and think and fight, and they have particular hearts and all such organs
as are recorded fromlong ago.

Above, nmen ran down the street toward the rocket.

Smith ran.

The total

These are our enenmies. These arc the ones we have waited for twenty thousand
years to see again. These are the nen upon whomwe waited to visit revenge.
Everything totals. These are the men of a planet called Earth, who decl ared war
upon Taol |l an twenty thousand years ago, who kept us in slavery and ruined us and
destroyed us with a great disease. Then they went off to live in another gal axy
to escape that disease which they visited upon us after ransacking our world.
They have forgotten that war and that tine, and they have forgotten us. But we
have not forgotten them These are our enenmies. This is certain. Qur waiting is
done.

“Smth, cone back!”

Quickly. Upon the red table, with the spread-eagl ed captain’s body enpty, new
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hands began a fight of notion. Into the wet interior were placed organs of
copper, brass, silver, alumnum rubber and silk; spiders spun gold web which
was stung into the skin; a heart was attached, and into the skull case was
fitted a platinumbrain which hunmed and fluttered small sparkles of blue fire,
and the wires | ed down through the body to the arns and legs. In a nonent the
body was sewn tight, the incisions waxed, heal ed at neck and throat and about
the skul | —perfect, fresh, new.

The captain sat up and flexed his arns.

“Stop!”

On the street the captain reappeared, raised his gun and fired. Smth fell, a
bullet in his heart.

The ot her nen turned.

The captain ran to them

“That fool! Afraid of a city!”

They | ooked at the body of Smith at their feet.

They | ooked at their captain, and their eyes wi dened and narrowed.

“Listen to ne,” said the captain. “I have sonething inportant to tell you.”

Now the city, which had wei ghed and tasted and snelled them which had used all
its powers save one, prepared to use its final ability, the power of speech. It
did not speak with the rage and hostility of its nmassed walls or towers, nor
with the bulk of its cobbled avenues and fortresses of machinery. It spoke with
the quiet voice of one man.

“l amno | onger your captain,” he said. “Nor am| a man.”

The men noved back.

“I amthe city,” he said, and snil ed.
“I"ve waited two hundred centuries,”
Sons of the sons to return.”
“Captain, sir!”

“Let nme continue. Wio built nme? The city. The men who died built nme. The old
race who once lived here. The people whomthe Earthnen left to die of a terrible
di sease, a formof leprosy with no cure. And the nmen of that old race, dream ng
of the day when Earthmen might return, built this city, and the nane of this
city was and i s Revenge, upon the planet of Darkness, near the shore of the Sea
of Centuries, by the Muntains of the Dead; all very poetic. This city was to be
a balancing machine, a litnus, an antenna to test all future space travelers. In
twenty thousand years only two other rockets | anded here. One froma distant

gal axy called Ennt, and the inhabitants of that craft were tested, weighed,
found wanting, and let free, unscathed, fromthe city. As were the visitors in
the second ship. But today! At long |last, you' ve cone! The revenge wll be

he said. “I’ve waited for the sons of the

carried out to the last detail. Those nen have been dead two hundred centuries,
but they left a city here to wel cone you

“Captain, sir, you're not feeling well. Perhaps you' d better cone back to the
ship, sir.”

The city trenbl ed.

The pavenents opened and the nen fell, screanmng. Falling, they saw bright

razors flash to neet them

Ti me passed. Soon cane the call:

“Smth?”

“Here!”

“Jensen?”

“Here!”

“Jones, Hutchinson, Springer?”

“Here, here, here!”

They stood by the door of the rocket.

“W return to Earth imediately.”

“Yes, sir!”

The incisions on their necks were invisible, as were their hidden brass hearts
and silver organs and the fine golden wire of their nerves. There was a faint
electric humfromtheir heads

“On the double!”
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Ni ne nen hurried the gol den bonbs of disease culture into the rocket.

“These are to be dropped on Earth.”

“Right, sir!”

The rocket valve slamred. The rocket junped into the sky. As the thunder faded,
the city lay upon the sunmer neadow.

Its glass eyes were dulled over. The Ear rel axed, the great nostril vents
stopped, the streets no | onger wei ghed or bal anced, and the hidden machinery
paused in its bath of oil.

In the sky the rocket dwi ndl ed.

Slowy, pleasurably, the city enjoyed the |uxury of dying.

Zer o Hour

OH, IT was to be so jolly! What a gane! Such excitenent they hadn’'t known in
years. The children catapulted this way and that across the green | awns,
shouting at each other, holding hands, flying in circles, clinbing trees,

| aughi ng. Overhead the rockets flew, and beetle cars whispered by on the
streets, but the children played on. Such fun, such tremul ous joy, such tunbling
and hearty scream ng.

Mnk ran into the house, all dirt and sweat. For her seven years she was | oud
and strong and definite. Her nmother, Ms. Mrris, hardly saw her as she yanked
out drawers and rattled pans and tools into a | arge sack.

“Heavens, M nk, what’s going on?”

“The nost exciting game ever!” gasped M nk, pink-faced.

“Stop and get your breath,” said the nother.

“No, I"'mall right,” gasped M nk. “Ckay | take these things, MnP”

“But don’t dent them” said Ms. Mrris.

“Thank you, thank you!” cried M nk, and boom she was gone, like a rocket.

Ms. Mrris surveyed the fleeing tot. “Wat’s the nane of the ganme?”

“I'nvasion!” said Mnk. The door sl amred.

In every yard on the street children brought out knives and forks and pokers and
ol d stovepi pes and can openers.

It was an interesting fact that this fury and bustle occurred only anobng the
younger children. The ol der ones, those ten years and nore, disdained the affair
and marched scornfully off on hikes or played a nore dignified version of

hi de- and-seek on their own.

Meanwhi | e, parents cane and went in chrom um beetles. Repairnen came to repair
the vacuum el evators in houses, to fix fluttering television sets or hanmrer upon
stubborn food-delivery tubes. The adult civilization passed and repassed the
busy youngsters, jealous of the fierce energy of the wild tots, tolerantly
anused at their flourishings, longing to join in thensel ves.

“This and this and this,” said Mnk, instructing the others with their assorted
spoons and wenches. “Do that, and bring that over here. No! Here, ninny! Right.
Now, get back while |I fix this.” Tongue in teeth, face winkled in thought.

“Li ke that. See?”

“Yayyyy!” shouted the kids.

Twel ve-year-ol d Joseph Connors ran up

“CGo away,” said Mnk straight at him

“l wanna play,” said Joseph.

“Can’t!” said M nk

“Why not ?”
“You' d just make fun of us.”
“Honest, | wouldn't”

“No. We know you. Go away or we'll Kkick you.”

Anot her twel ve-year-old boy whirred by on little notor skates. “Hey, Joe! Cone
on! Let them sissies play!”

Joseph showed reluctance and a certain wistfulness. “I want to play,” he said.
“You're old,” said Mnk firmy

“Not that old,” said Joe sensibly.
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“You d only laugh and spoil the Invasion.”

The boy on the nmotor skates made a rude |ip noise. “Conme on, Joe! Themand their
fairies! Nuts!”

Joseph wal ked off slowly. He kept |ooking back, all down the bl ock.

M nk was al ready busy again. She made a kind of apparatus with her gathered

equi prent. She had appointed another little girl with a pad and pencil to take
down notes in painful slow scribbles. Their voices rose and fell in the warm
sunl i ght.

Al around themthe city hunmed. The streets were lined with good green and
peaceful trees. Only the wind made a conflict across the city, across the
country, across the continent. In a thousand other cities there were trees and
children and avenues, businessnen in their quiet offices taping their voices, or
wat chi ng tel evisors. Rockets hovered |ike darning needles in the blue sky. There
was the universal, quiet conceit and easiness of nmen accustoned to peace, quite
certain there woul d never he trouble again. Armin arm nen all over earth were
a united front. The perfect weapons were held in equal trust by all nations. A
situation of incredibly beautiful balance had been brought about. There were no
traitors anmong nmen, no unhappy ones, no disgruntled ones; therefore the world
was based upon a stable ground. Sunlight illum ned half the world and the trees
drowsed in a tide of warmair.

M nk’s nother, from her upstairs w ndow, gazed down.

The children. She | ooked upon them and shook her head. Well, they’'d eat well,

sl eep well, and be in school on Mnday. Bless their vigorous little bodies. She
|'istened.

M nk tal ked earnestly to sonmeone near the rose bush—though there was no one

t here.

These odd children. And the little girl, what was her nane? Anna? Anna took
notes on a pad. First, Mnk asked the rosebush a question, then called the
answer to Anna.

“Triangle,” said M nk.

“What's a tri,” said Anna with difficulty, “angle?”

“Never mnd,” said M nk.

“How you spell it?” asked Anna.

“T-r-i—= spelled Mnk slowy, then snapped, “Ch, spell it yourself!” She went
on to other words. “Beam” she said.

“l haven't got tri,” said Anna, “angle down yet!”

“Well, hurry, hurry!” cried M nk.

M nk’ s nother |eaned out the upstairs wi ndow “A-n-g-1-e,” she spelled down at
Anna.

“Ch, thanks, Ms. Mrris,” said Anna.

“Certainly,” said Mnk’s nother and withdrew, |aughing, to dust the hail with an
el ectro-duster magnet.

The voi ces wavered on the shimery air. “Beam” said Anna. Fading.

“Four - ni ne-seven- A-and-B-and- X,” said Mnk, far away, seriously. “And a fork and
a string and a—hex- hex-agony—hexagonal !”

At lunch Mnk gulped mlk at one toss and was at the door. Her nother sl apped
the table.

“You sit right back down,” comuanded Ms. Mrris. “Hot soup in a minute.” She
poked a red button on the kitchen butler, and ten seconds |ater sonething | anded
with a bunp in the rubber receiver. Ms. Mrris opened it, took out a can with a
pai r of alum num hol ders, unsealed it with a flick, and poured hot soup into a
bow .

During all this Mnk fidgeted. “Hurry, Mom This is a matter of |life and death!
Awv—=

“I was the sanme way at your age. Always |ife and death. | know. "
M nk banged away at the soup.

“Sl ow down,” said Mom

“Can’t,” said Mnk. “Drill’s waiting for ne.
“Who's Drill? What a peculiar nanme,” said Mom
“You don’t know him” said M nk.

“A new boy in the nei ghborhood?” asked Mom
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“He’s new all right,” said Mnk. She started on her second bow .

“Which one is Drill?" asked Mom

“He’s around,” said Mnk evasively. “You'll nmake fun. Everybody pokes fun. Gee,
darn.”

“I's Drill shy?”

“Yes. No. In a way. Gosh, Mom | got to run if we want to have the Invasion!”
“Who' s i nvadi ng what ?”

“Martians invading Earth. Well, not exactly Martians. They' re—+ don’'t know. From
up.” She pointed with her spoon

“And inside,” said Mom touching Mnk’s feverish brow.

M nk rebelled. “You' re |aughing! You'll kill Drill and everybody.”

“I didn't nean to,” said Mom “Drill’s a Martian?”

“No. He’ s—wel | —amybe from Jupiter or Saturn or Venus. Anyway, he's had a hard
time.”

“I imagine.” Ms. Mrris hid her nouth behi nd her hand.

“They couldn't figure a way to attack Earth.”

“We're inpregnable,” said Momin nock seriousness. “That’s the word Drill used
| npreg—That was the word, Mom”

“My, nmy, Drill’s a brilliant little boy. Two-bit words.”

“They couldn't figure a way to attack, Mom Drill says—he says in order to nmake
a good fight you got to have a new way of surprising people. That way you wi n.
And he says al so you got to have help fromyour eneny.”

“Afifth colum,” said Mom

“Yeah. That’'s what Drill said. And they couldn't figure a way to surprise Earth
or get help.”

“No wonder. We're pretty darn strong.” Mom | aughed, cleaning up. Mnk sat there,
staring at the table, seeing what she was tal king about.

“Until, one day,” whispered Mnk nelodramatically, “they thought of children!”
“WelI'!” said Ms. Mrris brightly.

“And they thought of how grownups are so busy they never | ook under rosebushes
or on |awns!”

“Only for snails and fungus.”

“And then there's sonething about di mdins.”

“Di mdi ms?”

“Di mens-shuns.”

“Di mensi ons?”

“Four of "em And there's sonething about kids under nine and imagination. It’'s
real funny to hear Drill talk.”

Ms. Mrris was tired. “Well, it rmust be funny. You' re keeping Drill waiting
now. It’s getting late in the day and, if you want to have your I|nvasion before
your supper bath, you'd better junp.”

“Do | have to take a bath?” grow ed M nk

“You do. Way is it children hate water? No natter what age you live in children
hate water behind the ears!”

“Drill says | won't have to take baths,” said M nk.

“Ch, he does, does he?”

“He told all the kids that. No nore baths. And we can stay up till ten o' clock
and go to two tel evisor shows on Saturday ’'stead of one!”

“Well, M. Drill better mind his p’s and g’s. 1I'Il call up his nother and—=>

M nk went to the door. “We're having trouble with guys like Pete Britz and Dal e
Jerrick. They're growing up. They make fun. They’'re worse than parents. They

just won't believe in Drill. They're so snooty, ’'cause they’ re growi ng up. You'd
think they'd know better. They were little only a coupla years ago. | hate them
worst. We'll kill themfirst.”

“Your father and | |ast?”

“Drill says you're dangerous. Know why? 'Cause you don't believe in Martians
They’'re going to let us run the world. Well, not just us, but the kids over in
the next block, too. |I mght be queen.” She opened the door

“ NbnP”

“Yes?”
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“What’ s | odge-ick?”

“Logi c? Wiy, dear, logic is knowi ng what things are true and not true.”

“He nentioned that,” said Mnk. “And what’'s i mpres-sionable?” It took her a
mnute to say it.

“Why, it neans— Her nother | ooked at the floor, laughing gently. “It means—to
be a child, dear.”
“Thanks for lunch!” Mnk ran out, then stuck her head back in. “Mom 1’|l be

sure you won’t be hurt much, really!”

“Wel 1, thanks,” said Mom

Sl am went the door

At four o’'clock the audio-visor buzzed. Ms. Mrris flipped the tab. “Hell o,

Hel en!” she said in wel cone.

“Hell o, Mary. How are thinks in New York?”

“Fine. How are things in Scranton? You | ook tired.”

“So do you. The children. Underfoot,” said Hel en

Ms. Mrris sighed. “M/ M nk too. The super-Invasion.”

Hel en | aughed. “Are your kids playing that ganme too?”

“Lord, yes. Tonorrow it’'ll be geonetrical jacks and notorized hopscotch. Wre we
this bad when we were kids in ’'48?”

“Worse. Japs and Nazis. Don't know how my parents put up with ne. Tonboy.”
“Parents learn to shut their ears.”

A sil ence.

“What's wong, Mary?” asked Hel en

Ms. Mrris’'s eyes were half closed; her tongue slid slowy, thoughtfully, over
her lower |ip. “Eh?” She jerked. “Ch, nothing. Just thought about that. Shutting
ears and such. Never mind. Where were we?”

“My boy Tims got a crush on sonme guy naned—Brill, | think it was.”

“Must be a new password. Mnk |ikes himtoo.”

“Didn’t know it had got as far as New York. Word of nmouth, | inmagine. Looks |ike
a scrap drive. | talked to Josephine and she said her kids—that’s in Boston-are

wild on this new gane. It’'s sweeping the country.”

At this noment Mnk trotted into the kitchen to gulp a glass of water. Ms.
Morris turned. “How re things going?”

“Al nost finished,” said M nk.

“Swell,” said Ms. Mrris. “Wat’s that?”

“A yo-yo,” said Mnk. “Watch.”

She flung the yo-yo down its string. Reaching the end it—

It vani shed.

“See?” said Mnk. “Ope!” Dibbling her finger, she made the yo-yo reappear and
zip up the string.

“Do that again,” said her nother.

“Can’t. Zero hour’'s five o' clock! "By.” Mnk exited, zipping her yo-yo.

On the audi o-visor, Helen |aughed. “Tim brought one of those yo-yos in this
nmor ni ng, but when | got curious he said he wouldn’t show it to nme, and when |
tried to work it, finally, it wouldn’t work.”

“You're not inpressionable,” said Ms. Mrris.

“What ?”

“Never mind. Something | thought of. Can | help you, Helen?”

“I wanted to get that black-and-white cake reci pe—=

The hour drowsed by. The day waned. The sun |l owered in the peaceful blue sky.
Shadows | engt hened on the green | awns. The | aughter and excitenent continued.
One little girl ran away, crying. Ms. Mrris came out the front door.

“M nk, was that Peggy Ann crying?”

M nk was bent over in the yard, near the rosebush. “Yeah. She’'s a scarebaby. W
won't let her play, now She's getting too old to play. | guess she grew up all
of a sudden.”

“I's that why she cried? Nonsense. Gve ne a civil answer, young |ady, or inside

you cone!”
M nk whirled in consternation, mxed with irritation. “lI can’'t quit now 1It’s
almost tine. 1’11 be good. I'msorry.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%?20lllustrated%20Man.txt (108 of 116) [1/19/03 9:50:08 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20The%20I || ustrated%20M an.txt

“Did you hit Peggy Ann?”

“No, honest. You ask her. It was sonething—well, she’'s just a scaredy pants.”
The ring of children drew in around M nk where she scowl ed at her work with
spoons and a kind of square-shaped arrangenent of hammers and pi pes. “There and
there,” murnured M nk.

“What's wong?” said Ms. Mrris.

“Drill’s stuck. Halfway. If we could only get himall the way through, it’'d be
easier. Then all the others could conme through after him?”

“Can | hel p?”

“No'm thanks. "Il fix it.”

“All right. 1'Il call you for your bath in half an hour. I'mtired of watching
you.

She went in and sat in the electric relaxing chair, sipping a little beer froma
hal f-enpty gl ass. The chair nassaged her back. Children, children. Children and
| ove and hate, side by side. Sonetines children | oved you, hated you—all in half
a second. Strange children, did they ever forget or forgive the whippings and
the harsh, strict words of command? She wondered. How can you ever forget or
forgi ve those over and above you, those tall and silly dictators?

Ti me passed. A curious, waiting silence came upon the street, deepening.

Five o' clock. A clock sang softly sonewhere in the house in a quiet, nusica
voice: “Five o' clock—+five o' clock. Tine's a-wasting. Five o' clock,” and purred
away into silence.

Zer o hour.

Ms. Mrris chuckled in her throat. Zero hour

A beetle car hutmed into the driveway. M. Mrris. Ms. Mrris snmled. M.
Morris got out of the beetle, locked it, and called hello to Mnk at her work.
M nk ignored him He | aughed and stood for a nonent watching the children. Then
he wal ked up the front steps.

“Hell o, darling.”

“Hel l o, Henry.”

She strained forward on the edge of the chair, listening. The children were
silent. Too silent.

He enptied his pipe, refilled it. “Swell day. Makes you glad to be alive.”

Buzz.

“What’'s that?” asked Henry.

“l don’t know.” She got up suddenly, her eyes wi dening. She was going to say
sonet hing. She stopped it. Ridiculous. Her nerves junped. “Those children
haven’'t anyt hi ng dangerous out there, have they?” she said.

“Not hi ng but pipes and hamers. Wy?”

“Not hing el ectrical ?”

“Heck, no,” said Henry. “I |ooked.”

She wal ked to the kitchen. The buzzing continued. “Just the sane, you'd better
go tell themto quit. It’'s after five. Tell them= Her eyes w dened and
narrowed. “Tell themto put off their Invasion until tonorrow ” She |aughed,
nervously.

The buzzing grew | ouder.

“What are they up to? I'd better go look, all right.”

The expl osi on

The house shook with dull sound. There were other explosions in other yards on
ot her streets.

Involuntarily, Ms. Mrris screaned. “Up this way!” she cried sensel essly,
knowi ng no sense, no reason. Perhaps she saw sonmething fromthe corners of her
eyes; perhaps she snelled a new odor or heard a new noise. There was no tine to
argue with Henry to convince him Let himthink her insane. Yes, insane!

Shri eking, she ran upstairs. He ran after her to see what she was up to. “In the
attic!” she screaned. “That’'s where it is!” It was only a poor excuse to get him
inthe attic in tine. Ch, God—n tine!

Anot her expl osi on outside. The children screaned with delight as if at a great
fireworks display.

“I't’s not in the attic!” cried Henry. “It’'s outside!”

“No, no!” Whieezing, gasping, she funbled at the attic door. “1'll show you
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Hurry! 1’1l show you!”

They tunbled into the attic. She slammed the door, |ocked it, took the key,
threwit into a far, cluttered corner

She was babbling wild stuff now It came out of her. Al the subconscious

suspi cion and fear that had gathered secretly all afternoon and fernmented |ike a
wine in her. Al the little revelations and know edges and sense that had

bot hered her all day and which she had logically and carefully and sensibly
rejected and censored. Now it exploded in her and shook her to hits.

“There, there,” she said, sobbing against the door. “W're safe until tonight.
Maybe we can sneak out. Maybe we can escape!”

Henry bl ew up too, but for another reason. “Are you crazy? Wiy'd you throw that
key away? Damm it, honey!”

“Yes, yes, |I'mcrazy, if it helps, but stay here with nme!”

“l don’t know how in hell | can get out!”

“Quiet. They'll hear us. Ch, God, they'll find us soon enough—=

Bel ow them M nk’s voice. The husband stopped. There was a great universa

humm ng and sizzling, a scream ng and giggling. Downstairs the audi o-tel evisor
buzzed and buzzed insistently, alarmingly, violently. Is that Helen calling?
thought Ms. Mrris. And is she calling about what | think she’'s calling about?
Foot steps cane into the house. Heavy foot st eps.

“Who's coming in ny house?” denanded Henry angrily. “Who’s tranping around down
t here?”

Heavy feet. Twenty, thirty, forty, fifty of them Fifty persons crowding into
the house. The hunming. The giggling of the children. “This way!” cried M nk,
bel ow.

“Who' s downstairs?” roared Henry. “Who's there!”

“Hush. Oh, nononononono!” said his wife weakly, holding him “Please, be quiet.
They m ght go away.

“Mon?” called Mnk. “Dad?” A pause. “Were are you?”

Heavy footsteps, heavy, heavy, very heavy footsteps, cane up the stairs. Mnk

| eadi ng them

“MonP” A hesitation. “Dad?” A waiting, a silence.

Humm ng. Footsteps toward the attic. Mnk's first.

They trenbled together in silence in the attic, M. and Ms. Mrris. For sone
reason the electric hummng, the queer cold |Iight suddenly visible under the
door crack, the strange odor and the alien sound of eagerness in Mnk’'s voice
finally got through to Henry Mrris too. He stood, shivering, in the dark
silence, his wife beside him

“Mom  Dad!”

Footsteps. Alittle humm ng sound. The attic |ock nelted. The door opened. M nk
peered inside, tall blue shadows behind her

“Peekaboo.” said M nk

The Rocket

MANY ni ghts Fiorell o Bodoni woul d awaken to hear the rockets sighing in the dark
sky. He would tiptoe frombed, certain that his kind wife was dreanm ng, to |et
hinmsel f out into the night air. For a few nonents he would be free of the snells
of old food in the small house by the river. For a silent nonment he would | et
his heart soar alone into space, follow ng the rockets.

Now, this very night, he stood half naked in the darkness, watching the fire
fountains murnuring in the air. The rockets on their long wild way to Mars and
Saturn and Venus!

“Well, well, Bodoni.”

Bodoni started.

On a nilk crate, by the silent river, sat an old man who al so wat ched the
rockets through the mdni ght hush

“Ch, it's you, Bramante!”

“Do you come out every night, Bodoni?”
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“Only for the air.”

“So? | prefer the rockets nyself,” said old Bramante. “l was a boy when they
started. Eighty years ago, and |’'ve never been on one yet.”

“I will ride up in one soneday,” said Bodoni .

“Fool!” cried Branante. “You'll never go. This is a rich man’s world.” He shook
his gray head, renenbering. “Wen | was young they wote it in fiery letters:
THE WORLD OF THE FUTURE! Science, Confort, and New Things for All! Hal Eighty
years. The Future beconmes Now Do we fly rockets? No! We live in shacks |ike our
ancestors before us.”

“Per haps ny sons—= sai d Bodoni .

“No, nor their sons!” the old man shouted. “lIt’s the rich who have dreans and
rockets!”

Bodoni hesitated. “Ad man, |’'ve saved three thousand dollars. It took nme six
years to save it. For my business, to invest in nachinery. But every night for a
month now |’ ve been awake. | hear the rockets. | think. And tonight |I’'ve nade up

my mind. One of us will fly to Mars!” Hi s eyes were shining and darKk.

“Idiot,” snapped Bramante. “How will you choose? Wo will go? If you go, your
wife will hate you, for you will be just a bit nearer God, in space. Wen you
tell your anmazing trip to her, over the years, won't bitterness ghaw at her?”
“No, no!”

“Yes! And your children? WII their lives be filled with the nenory of Papa, who
flewto Mars while they stayed here? Wat a senseless task you will set your

boys. They will think of the rocket all their lives. They will |ie awake. They
will be sick with wanting it. Just as you are sick now. They will want to die if
they cannot go. Don't set that goal, | warn you. Let them be content with being

poor. Turn their eyes down to their hands and to your junk yard, not up to the
stars.”

“But =

“Suppose your wife went? How would you feel, knowi ng she had seen and you had

not ? She woul d becone holy. You would think of throwing her in the river. No,

Bodoni, buy a new wrecking machi ne, which you need, and pull your dreans apart
with it, and smash themto pieces.”

The ol d man subsided, gazing at the river in which, drowned, inmages of rockets
burned down the sky.

“Good night,” said Bodoni.

“Sleep well,” said the other.

When the toast jumped fromits silver box, Bodoni al nmost screanmed. The ni ght had
been sl eepl ess. Anong his nervous children, beside his nmountainous w fe, Bodoni
had twi sted and stared at nothing. Bramante was right. Better to invest the
money. Wy save it when only one of the famly could ride the rocket, while the
others remained to nmelt in frustration?

“Fiorello, eat your toast,” said his wife, Maria.

“My throat is shriveled,” said Bodoni.

The children rushed in, the three boys fighting over a toy rocket, the two girls
carrying dolls which duplicated the inhabitants of Mars, Venus, and Neptune,
green mannequins with three yell ow eyes and twel vc fingers.

“l saw the Venus rocket!” cried Paol o.

“I't took off, whoosh!” hissed Antonello.

“Children!” shouted Bodoni, hands to his ears. They stared at him He sel dom
shout ed. Bodoni arose. “Listen, all of you,” he said. “lI have enough nobney to
take one of us on the Mars rocket.”

Everyone yel | ed.

“You understand?” he asked. “Only one of us. Wo?”

“Me, nme, ne!” cried the children.

“You,” said Mri a.

“You,” said Bodoni to her. They all fell silent.

The children reconsidered. “Let Lorenzo go-he’'s ol dest.”

“Let Mriame go—she's a girl!”

“Thi nk what you would see,” said Bodoni’s wife to him But her eyes were
strange. Her voice shook. “The nmeteors, like fish. The universe. The Mon.
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Someone should go who could tell it well on returning. You have a way with
wor ds.”

“Nonsense. So have you,” he objected.

Everyone trenbl ed.

“Here,” said Bodoni unhappily. From a broom he broke straws of various |engths.
“The short straw wins.” He held out his tight fist. “Choose.”

Sol emmly each took his turn.

“Long straw.”

“Long straw.”

Anot her.

“Long straw.”

The children finished. The room was qui et.

Two straws renmi ned. Bodoni felt his heart ache in him “Now,” he whispered.
“Maria.”

She drew.

“The short straw,” she said.

“Ah,” sighed Lorenzo, half happy, half sad. “Manma goes to Mars.”

Bodoni tried to smile. “Congratulations. | will buy your ticket today.”
“Wait, Fiorello—=>

“You can | eave next week,” he nurnured.

She saw the sad eyes of her children upon her, with the snmiles beneath their
straight, large noses. She returned the straw slowy to her husband. “l cannot
go to Mars.”

“But why not ?”

“I' will be busy with another child.”

“What ! "

She woul d not look at him “It wouldn't do for ne to travel in ny condition.”
He took her elbow. “Is this the truth?”

“Draw again. Start over.”

“Why didn't you tell me before?” he said incredul ously.

“l didn't renenber.”

“Maria, Maria,” he whispered, patting her face. He turned to the children. “Draw
again.”

Paol o i medi ately drew the short straw

“l go to Mars!” He danced wildly. “Thank you, Father!”

The other children edged away. “That’'s swell, Paolo.”

Paol o stopped snmiling to exam ne his parents and his brothers and sisters. “I
can go, can’t 1?" he asked uncertainly.

“Yes.”

“And you' Il like ne when | conme back?”

“Of course.”

Pacl o studi ed the precious broonstraw on his trenbling hand and shook his head.
He threw it away. “I forgot. School starts. | can’'t go. Draw again.

But none would draw. A full sadness lay on them
“None of us will go,” said Lorenzo.

“That’'s best,” said Mari a.

“Bramante was right,” said Bodoni.

Wth his breakfast curdled within him Fiorello Bodoni worked in his junk yard,
ripping metal, nelting it, pouring out usable ingots. H s equi pment fl aked
apart; conpetition had kept himon the i nsane edge of poverty for twenty years.
It was a very bad norning.

In the afternoon a man entered the junk yard and called up to Bodoni on his

wr ecki ng machi ne. “Hey, Bodoni, | got sonme metal for you!”

“VWhat is it, M. Mthews?” asked Bodoni, listlessly.

“A rocket ship. What’'s wong? Don’'t you want it?”

“Yes, yes!” He seized the man’s arm and stopped, bew | dered.

“Of course,” said Mathews, “it’s only a nockup. You know. Wen they plan a
rocket they build a full-scale nodel first, of alumnum You m ght nake a snmall
profit boiling her down. Let you have her for two thousand—=

Bodoni dropped his hand. “1 haven’t the noney.”
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“Sorry. Thought |'d help you. Last tinme we tal ked you said how everyone outbid
you on junk. Thought I'd slip this to you on the gq.t. Well—=

“l need new equi pnent. | saved noney for that.”

“l understand.”

“I'f I bought your rocket, | wouldn’t even be able to nelt it down. My al um num
furnace broke down | ast week—=

“Sure.”

“l couldn’t possibly use the rocket if | bought it fromyou.”

“I know.”

Bodoni blinked and shut his eyes. He opened them and | ooked at M. WMathews. “But
I ama great fool. | will take ny noney fromthe bank and give it to you.”

“But if you can't nelt the rocket down—=

“Deliver it,” said Bodoni

“All right, if you say so. Tonight?”

“Toni ght,” said Bodoni, “would be fine. Yes, | would like to have a rocket ship
toni ght.”

There was a noon. The rocket was white and big in the junk yard. It held the
whi t eness of the noon and the blueness of the stars. Bodoni |ooked at it and
loved all of it. He wanted to pet it and lie against it, pressing it with his
cheek, telling it all the secret wants of his heart.

He stared up at it. “You are all mne,” he said. “Even if you never nobve or spit
fire, and just sit there and rust for fifty years, you are mine.”

The rocket snelled of time and distance. It was |like walking into a clock. It
was finished with Swiss delicacy. One mght wear it on one’'s watch fob. “I m ght
even sl eep here tonight,” Bodoni whispered excitedly.

He sat in the pilot’s seat.

He touched a |ever.

He hummed in his shut nmouth, his eyes cl osed.

The hunm ng grew | ouder, |ouder, higher, higher, wlder, stranger, nore
exhilarating, trenbling in himand | eaning himforward and pulling himand the
ship in a roaring silence and in a kind of netal screamng, while his fists flew
over the controls, and his shut eyes quivered, and the sound grew and grew unti
it was a fire, a strength, a lifting and a pushing of power that threatened to
tear himin half. He gasped. He hummed again and again, and did not stop, for it
could not be stopped, it could only go on, his eyes tighter, his heart furious.
“Taking off!” he screaned. The jolting concussion! The thunder! “The Mon!” he
cried, eyes blind, tight. “The nmeteors!” The silent rush in volcanic |ight.
“Mars. Oh, God, Mars! Mars!”

He fell back, exhausted and panting. Hi s shaking hands cane | oose of the
controls and his head tilted back wildly. He sat for a long tinme, breathing out
and in, his heart slow ng.

Slowmy, slowy, he opened his eyes.

The junk yard was still there.

He sat notionless. He | ooked at the heaped piles of netal for a mnute, his eyes
never | eaving them Then, |eaping up, he kicked the Ievers. “Take off, damm
you!”

The ship was silent.

“I"1'l show you!” he cried.

Qut in the night air, stunbling, he started the fierce notor of his terrible

wr ecki ng machi ne and advanced upon the rocket. He nmaneuvered the massive wei ghts
into the moonlit sky. He readied his trenbling hands to plunge the weights, to
smash, to rip apart this insolently false dream this silly thing for which he
had pai d his noney, which would not nove, which would not do his bidding. “I’1I
teach you!” he shout ed.

But his hand stayed.

The silver rocket lay in the light of the nmoon. And beyond the rocket stood the
yellow lights of his home, a block away, burning warmy. He heard the famly
radi o playing sonme distant rmusic. He sat for half an hour considering the rocket
and the house lights, and his eyes narrowed and grew wi de. He stepped down from
the wrecki ng machi ne and began to wal k, and as he wal ked he began to | augh, and
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when he reached the back door of his house he took a deep breath and call ed,
“Maria, Maria, start packing. We're going to Mars!”

“Ch!
“« ARl

“l can't believe it!”
“You will, you will.”

The children bal anced in the windy yard, under the gl ow ng rocket, not touching
it yet. They started to cry.

Mari a | ooked at her husband. “Wat have you done?” she said. “Taken our noney
for this? It will never fly.”

“I't will fly,” he said, looking at it.

“Rocket ships cost mllions. Have you mllions?”

“I't will fly,” he repeated steadily. “Now, go to the house, all of you. | have
phone calls to nake, work to do. Tonorrow we | eave! Tell no one, understand? It
is a secret.”

The children edged off fromthe rocket, stunbling. He saw their small, feverish
faces in the house wi ndows, far away.

Maria had not nmoved. “You have ruined us,” she said. “Qur noney used for
this—+this thing. Wen it should have been spent on equi pnent.”

“You will see,” he said.

Wthout a word she turned away.

“God help me,” he whispered, and started to work.

Thr ough the mdni ght hours trucks arrived, packages were delivered, and Bodoni,
smling, exhausted his bank account. Wth blowtorch and netal stripping he
assaul ted the rocket, added, took away, worked fiery magics and secret insults
upon it. He bolted nine ancient autonpbile notors into the rocket’s enpty engi ne
room Then he wel ded the engi ne room shut, so none could see his hidden | abor.
At dawn he entered the kitchen. “Maria,” he said, “I'"mready for breakfast.”

She woul d not speak to him

At sunset he called to the children. “W're ready! Come on!” The house was
silent.

“I"ve locked themin the closet,” said Mari a.

“What do you nean?” he denanded.

“You'll be killed in that rocket,” she said. “Wat kind of rocket can you buy
for two thousand dollars? A bad one!”

“Listen to me, Maria.”

“I't will blow up. Anyway, you are no pilot.”

“Nevertheless, | can fly this ship. | have fixed it.”

“You have gone mmd,” she said.

“Where is the key to the cl oset?”

“l have it here.”

He put out his hand. “Gve it to ne.”

She handed it to him “You will kill them?”

“No, no.”

“Yes, you will. | feel it.”

He stood before her. “You won't cone al ong?”

“1"I'l stay here,” she said.

“You will understand; you will see then,” he said, and sniled. He unl ocked the
closet. “Cone, children. Follow your father.”

“Good- by, good-by, Mma!”

She stayed in the kitchen wi ndow, |ooking out at them very straight and silent.
At the door of the rocket the father said, “Children, we will be gone a week.
You nust cone back to school, and | to ny business.” He took each of their hands
in turn. “Listen. This rocket is very old and will fly only one nore journey. It
will not fly again. This will be the one trip of your life. Keep your eyes

wi de.”

“Yes, Papa.”

“Listen, keep your ears clean. Snmell the snells of a rocket. Feel. Renenber. So
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when you return you will talk of it all the rest of your lives.”

“Yes, Papa.”
The ship was quiet as a stopped clock. The airlock hissed shut behind them He
strapped themall, like tiny munm es, into rubber hammocks. “Ready?” he call ed.

“Ready!” all replied.

“Take-of f!” He jerked ten switches. The rocket thundered and | eaped. The
children danced in their hamocks, screanmi ng.

“Here cones the Mon!”

The noon dreanmed by. Meteors broke into fireworks. Tine flowed away in a
serpentine of gas. The children shouted. Rel eased fromtheir hamobcks, hours

| ater, they peered fromthe ports. “There's Earth!” “There’'s Mars!”

The rocket dropped pink petals of fire while the hour dials spun; the child eyes
dropped shut. At last they hung |like drunken noths in their cocoon hanmopcks.
“Good, " whi spered Bodoni, al one.

He tiptoed fromthe control roomto stand for a | ong nonent, fearful, at the
airl ock door.

He pressed a button. The airlock door swung wi de. He stepped out. Into space?
Into inky tides of meteor and gaseous torch? Into swift nileages and infinite
di nensi ons?

No. Bodoni sm | ed.

Al'l about the quivering rocket lay the junk yard.

Rusting, unchanged, there stood the padl ocked junk-yard gate, the little silent
house by the river, the kitchen wi ndow |lighted, and the river going down to the
sane sea. And in the center of the junk yard, manufacturing a nmagic dream |ay
the quivering, purring rocket. Shaking and roaring, bouncing the netted children
like flies in a web.

Maria stood in the kitchen w ndow.

He waved to her and snmil ed.

He could not see if she waved or not. A small wave, perhaps. A small smile.

The sun was rising.

Bodoni withdrew hastily into the rocket. Silence. Al still slept. He breathed
easily. Tying hinself into a hammock, he closed his eyes. To hinmself he prayed,
Oh, let nothing happen to the illusion in the next six days. Let all of space

conme and go, and red Mars conme up under our ship, and the noons of Mars, and |et
there be no flaws in the color film Let there be three dinmensions; |et nothing

go wong with the hidden nirrors and screens that nmold the fine illusion. Let
time pass without crisis.
He awoke.

Red Mars fl oated near the rocket.

“Papa!” The children thrashed to be free.

Bodoni | ooked and saw red Mars and it was good and there was no flawin it and
he was very happy.

At sunset on the seventh day the rocket stopped shuddering.

“We are hone,” said Bodoni

They wal ked across the junk yard fromthe open door of the rocket, their bl ood
singing, their faces gl ow ng.

“l have ham and eggs for all of you,” said Maria, at the kitchen door.

“Mama, Manma, you should have cone, to see it, to see Mars, Manm, and neteors,
and everything!”

“Yes,” she said.

At bedtine the children gathered before Bodoni. “W want to thank you, Papa.”
“I't was nothing.”

“W will renmenber it for always, Papa. W will never forget.”

Very late in the night Bodoni opened his eyes. He sensed that his wife was |ying
beside him watching him She did not nove for a very long tine, and then
suddenly she ki ssed his cheeks and his forehead. “What’'s this?” he cried.
“You're the best father in the world,” she whispered.

“ Ny 2"

“Now | see,” she said. “l understand.”
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She | ay back and cl osed her eyes, holding his hand. “lIs it a very lovely
journey?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“Per haps,” she said, “perhaps, sonme night, you mght take ne on just a little
trip, do you think?”

“Just a little one, perhaps,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said. “Good night.”

“Good night,” said Fiorell o Bodoni

Epi | ogue

IT WAS al nost midnight. The noon was high in the sky now The Illustrated Man
lay notionless. | had seen what there was to see. The stories were told; they
were over and done.

There remai ned only that enpty space upon the Illustrated Man’s back, that area
of junbled colors and shapes.

Now, as | watched, the vague patch began to assenble itself, in slow dissolvings
fromone shape to another and still another. And at last a face forned itself
there, a face that gazed out at ne fromthe colored flesh, a face with a

fam liar nose and nmouth, famliar eyes.

It was very hazy. | saw only enough of the Illustration to make ne | eap up.
stood therein the noonlight, afraid that the wind or the stars m ght nove and
wake the nonstrous gallery at my feet. But he slept on, quietly.

The picture on his back showed the Illustrated Man hinself, with his fingers
about ny neck, choking ne to death. | didn't wait for it to becone clear and
sharp and a definite picture

I ran down the road in the noonlight. | didn't |ook back. A small town |ay
ahead, dark and asleep. | knew that, |long before norning, | would reach the
t own.
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