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*1*
*World Wt hout End*

If a killing type of virus strain should suddenly arise by nutation ... it
coul d, because of the rapid transportation in which we indul ge nowadays, be
carried to the far corners of the earth and cause the deaths of nillions of
peopl e.

-- W M Stanley, in *Chenical and Engi neering News,* Dec. 22, 1947

*Chapter 1*
* .. and the governnent of the United States of America is herewith
suspended, except in the District of Colunbia, as of the energency. Federa
of ficers, including those of the Arned Forces, will put thensel ves under

the orders of the governors of the various states or of any other
functioning | ocal authority.* By order of the Acting President. *CGod save
the people of the United States....*

*Here i s an announcenent which has just cone in fromthe Bay Area Energency
Council. The West Qakl and Hospitalization Center has been abandoned. Its
functions, including burials at sea, are now concentrated at the Berkel ey
Center. That is all....*

*Keep tuned to this Station, which is the only one now in operation in
northern California. We shall informyou of devel opnents, as long as it is
possi bl e. *

Just as he pulled hinself up to the rock-1edge, he heard a sudden rattle,
and felt a prick of fangs. Automatically he jerked back his right hand;
turning his head, he saw the snake, coiled and nenacing. It was not a | arge
one, he noted, even at the noment when he raised his hand to his |lips and
sucked hard at the base of the index-finger, where a little drop of bl ood
was 00zi ng out.

*"Don't waste tinme by killing the snake!"* he renenbered.

He slid dowmn fromthe | edge, still sucking. At the bottom he saw the hammer
lying where he had left it. For a nmonment he thought he would go on and

|l eave it there. That seemed |ike panic; so he stooped and picked it up with
his left hand, and went on down the rough trail.

He did not hurry. He knew better than that. Hurry only speeded up a man's
heart, and made the venomcircul ate faster. Yet his heart was poundi ng so
rapidly fromexcitement or fear that hurrying or not hurrying, it seemned,
shoul d make no difference. After he had cone to sone trees, he took his
handker chi ef and bound it around his right wist. Wth the aid of a twig he
twi sted the handkerchief into a crude tourniquet.

Wal king on, he felt hinself recovering fromhis panic. H's heart was

sl owi ng down. As he considered the situation, he was not greatly afraid. He
was a young nman, vigorous and healthy. Such a bite would hardly be fatal,
even though he was by hinself and w thout good neans of treatnent.

Now he saw the cabin ahead of him H's hand felt stiff. Just before he got
to the cabin, he stopped and | oosened the tourniquet, as he had read shoul d
be done, and let the blood circulate in the hand. Then he tightened it
agai n.

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (2 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

He pushed open the door, dropping the hammer on the floor as he did so. It
fell, handle up, on its heavy head, rocked back and forth for a noment, and
then stood still, handle in the air.

He | ooked into the drawer of the table, and found his snake-bite outfit,
whi ch he shoul d have been carrying with himon this day of a days. Quickly
he followed the directions, slicing with the razor-blade a neat little
criss-cross over the mark of the fangs, applying the rubber suction-punp.
Then he lay on his bunk watching the rubber bulb slowy expand, as it
sucked the bl ood out.

He felt no prenonitions of death. Rather, the whole natter still seenmed to
hi mjust a nuisance. People had kept telling himthat he should not go into
the nmountains by hinself--"Wthout even a dog!" they used to add. He had

al ways | aughed at them A dog was constant trouble, getting mixed up with
por cupi nes or skunks, and he was not fond of dogs anyway. Now all those
peopl e woul d say, "Well, we warned you!"

Tossing about hal f-feverishly, he now seened to hinself to be conposing a
defense. "Perhaps," he would say, "the very danger in it appealed to ne!"
(That had a touch of the heroic init.) Mre truthfully he night say, "I
like to be alone at tines, really need to escape fromall the problens of
dealing with people."” H s best defense, however, would nerely be that, at
| east during the last year, he had gone into the nobuntains alone as a
matter of business. As a graduate student, he was working on a thesis: *The
Ecol ogy of the Black Creek Area.* He had to investigate the rel ationships,
past and present, of men and plants and aninmals in this region. Coviously
he could not wait until just the right conpani on canme along. |In any case,
he coul d never see that there was any great danger. Although nobody Iived
within five mles of his cabin, during the summer hardly a day passed

wi t hout sone fishernan coming by, driving his car up the rocky road or
merely followi ng the stream

Yet, come to think of it, when had he [ ast seen a fisherman? Not in the
past week certainly. He could not actually remenber whether he had seen one
in the two weeks that he had been living by hinself in the cabin. There was
that car he had heard go by after dark one night. He thought it strange
that any car would be going up that road in the darkness, and could hardly
see the necessity, for ordinarily people canped down bel ow for the night
and went up in the norning. But perhaps, he thought, they wanted to get up
to their favorite stream to go out for sone early fishing.

No, actually, he had not exchanged a word with anyone in the last two
weeks, and he coul d not even renenber that he had seen anyone.

A throb of pain brought him back to what was happening at the monent. The
hand was beginning to swell. He |oosened the tourniquet to |let the bl ood
circul ate again.

Yes, as, he returned to his thoughts, he realized that he was out of touch
with things entirely. He had no radio. Therefore, as far as he was
concerned, there night have been a crash of the stocknmarket or another
Pear| Harbor; sonmething |ike that would account for so few fishernen going
by. At any rate, there was very little chance apparently that anyone woul d
come to help him He would have to work his own way out.

Yet even that prospect did not alarmhim At worst, he considered, he would
lie up in his cabin, with plenty of food and water for two or three days,
until the swelling in his hand subsided and he could drive his car down to
Johnson's, the first ranch

The afternoon wore on. He did not feel l|ike eating anything when it cane

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (3 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

toward supper-tine, but he nmade hinself a pot of coffee on the gasoline
stove, and drank several cups. He was in much pain, but in spite of the
pain and in spite of the coffee he becane sl eepy..

He woke suddenly in half-light, and realized that soneone had pushed open
the cabin door. He felt a sudden relief to know that he had help. Two nen
in city clothes were standing there, very decent-I|ooking nen, although
staring around strangely, as if in fright. "I'"'msick!" he said fromhis
bunk, and suddenly he saw the fright on their faces change to sheer panic.
They turned suddenly wi thout even shutting the door, and ran. A nonent

| ater came the sound of a starting nmotor. It faded out as the car went up
t he road.

Appal l ed now for the first tine, he raised hinself fromthe bank, and

| ooked t hrough the wi ndow. The car had al ready vani shed around the curve.
He coul d not understand. Wiy had they suddenly di sappeared in panic,

wi t hout even offering to hel p?

He got up. The light was in the east; so he had slept until dawn the next
nmorning. His right hand was swollen and acutely painful. Oherw se he did
not feel very ill. He warned |lap the pot of coffee, made hinself sone
oatneal, and lay down in- his bunk again, in the hope that after a while he
woul d feel well enough to risk driving down to Johnson's that is, of

course, if no one cane along in the nmeanti ne who would stop and help him
and not |ike those others, who must be crazy, run away at the sight of a

si ck man.

Soon, however, he felt nmuch worse, and realized that he nust be suffering
some kind of relapse. By the mddle of the afternoon he was redly
frightened. Lying in his bunk, he conposed a note, thinking that he shoul d
| eave a record of what had happened. It, would not be very |long of course
bef ore soneone would find hinm his parents would certainly tel ephone
Johnson's in a few days now, if they did not hear anything. Scrawing with
his |l eft hand, he nanaged to get the words onto paper. He signed nerely
Ish. It was too nuch work to wite out his full name of |Isherwood WIIians,
and everybody knew hi m by his nicknane.

At noon, feeling hinself like the ship-wecked mariner who fromhis raft
sees the steaner cross along the horizon, he heard the sound of cars, two
of them comng up the steep road. They approached, and then went on,

wi t hout stopping. He called to them but by now he was weak, and his voice,
he was sure, did not carry the hundred yards to the turn-off where the cars
wer e passi ng.

Even so, before dusk he struggled to his feet, and lighted the kerosene
| anp. He did not want to be left in the dark

Appr ehensi vely, he bent his |anky body down to peer into the little mrror,
set too |low for him because of the sloping roof of the cabin. His long face
was thin always, and scarcely seened thinner now, but a reddish flush
showed t hrough the sun-tan of his cheeks. His big blue eyes were

bl ood-shot, and stared back at himwildly with the glare of fever. Hs
light brown hair, unruly always, now stuck out in all directions,
completing the mrror-portrait of a very sick young man.

He got back into his bunk, feeling no great sense of fear although now he
nore than hal f expected that he was dying. Soon a violent chill struck him
fromthat he passed into a fever. The |lanp burned steadily on the table,
and he coul d see around the cabin. The hamrer which he had dropped on the
floor still stood there, handle pointed stiffly upwards, precariously

bal anced. Being right before his eyes, the hamer occupied an unduly | arge
part of his consciousness-he thought about it a little disorderedly, as if
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he were nmaking his will, an ol d-fashioned will in which he described the
chattel s he was | eaving. "One hamer, called a *single-jack,* weight of
head four pounds, handl e one foot long, slightly cracked, injured by

exposure to weather, head of hammer sonewhat rusted, still serviceable." He
had been extraordinarily pleased when he had found the hanmer, appreciating
that actual link with the past. It had been used by sone miner in the old

days when rock-drills were driven home in a low tunnel with a nan sw ngi ng
a hanmer in one hand; four pounds was about the weight a man coul d handl e
in that way, and it was called a single-jack because it was nmanaged

one- handedly. He thought, feverishly, that he night even include a picture
of the hanmer as an illustration in his thesis.

Most of those hours of darkness he passed in little better than a
ni ght mare, racked by coughi ng, choking frequently, shaking with the chil
and then burning with the fever. A pink neasles-like rash broke out on him

At daybreak he felt hinself again sinking into a deep sl eep

*"|t has never happened!" cannot be construed to nean, "It can never
happen! "--as well say, "Because | have never broken ny leg, ny leg is
unbreakabl e," or "Because |'ve never died, | aminnortal." One thinks first

of sonme great plague of insects-locusts or grasshoppers-when the species
suddenly increases out of all proportion, and then just as dramatically
sinks to a tiny fraction of what it has recently been. The higher aninmals

al so fluctuate. The | ernm ngs work upon their cycle. The snowshoe-rabbits
build up through a period of years until they reach a clinmax when they seem
to be everywhere; then with dramatic suddenness their pestilence falls upon
them Sone zool ogi sts have even suggested a biological |aw that the nunber
of individuals in a species never remains constant, but always rises and
falls-the higher the aninal and the slower its breeding-rate, the | onger
its period of fluctuation.*

*During nost of the nineteenth century the African buffal o was a comon
creature on the veldt. It was a powerful beast with few natural enemnes,
and if its census could have been taken by decades, it would have proved to
be increasing steadily. Then toward the century's end it reached its
climax, and was suddenly struck by a plague of rinderpest. Afterwards the
buffal o was alnost a curiosity, extinct in many parts of its range. In the
last fifty years it has again slowy built up its numbers. *

*As for man, there is little reason to think that he can in the long run
escape the fate of other creatures, and if there is a biological |Iaw of
flux and reflux, his situation is now a highly perilous one. During ten

t housand years his nunbers have been on the upgrade in spite of wars,
pestil ences, and fam nes. This increase in popul ation has becone nore and
nore rapid. Biologically, man has for too long a tine been rolling an

uni nterrupted run of sevens. *

When he awoke in the mddle of the norning, he felt a sudden sense of

pl easure. He had feared he would be sicker than ever, but he felt nuch
better. He was not choking any nore, and also his hand felt cool er. The
swel I ing had gone down. On the preceding day he had felt so bad, from

what ever ot her trouble had struck him that he had had no tine to think
about the hand. Now both the hand and the ill ness seened better, as if the
one had stopped the other and they had both receded. By noon he was feeling
cl ear-headed and not even particularly weak.

He ate some |unch, and decided that he could make it down to Johnson's. He
did not bother to pack up everything. He took his precious notebooks and
his camera. At the last monent also, as if by some kind of conpul sion, he
pi cked up the hammer, carried it to the car, and threwit in on the floor
by his feet. He drove off slowy, using his right hand as little as
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possi bl e.

At Johnson's everything was quiet. He let the car roll to a stop at the
gasol i ne- punp. Nobody canme out to fill his tank, but that was not
pecul i ar,, because the Johnson punp, like so many in the mountains, was
tended on a haphazard basis. He blew the horn, and waited again. After
anot her mnute he got out, and went up the rickety steps which led to the
room serving as an informal store where canpers could pick up cigarettes
and canned goods. He went in, but there was nobody there.

He had a certain sense of surprise. As often, when he had been by hinself
for a while, he was not exactly sure what day it m ght be. Wednesday, he
thought. But it m ght be Tuesday or Thursday. Yet he was certain that it
was sonewhere in the mddle of the week, not a Sunday. On a Sunday, or even
for a whol e weekend, the Johnsons m ght possibly shut up the store and go
somewhere on a trip of their own. They were easygoi ng and did not believe
too strongly in letting business interfere with pleasure. Yet they were
really dependent to a | arge extent upon the sales which the store made
during the fishing season; they could hardly afford to go away very |ong
And if they had gone on a vacation, they would have | ocked the door. Stil
you never could tell about these nountain people. The incident m ght even
be worth a paragraph in his thesis. In any case, his tank was nearly enpty.
The punp was unl ocked, and so he hel ped hinself to ten gallons of gas and
with difficulty scraw ed a check which he |eft on the counter along with a
note: "Found you all away. Took 10 gal. Ish."

As he drove down the road, he had suddenly a slight sense of uneasiness-the
Johnsons gone on a weekday, the door unlocked, no fishernen, a car going by
in the night, and (nost of all) those nen who had run away when they had
seen another man lying sick in his bunk in a lonely nmountain cabin. Yet the
day was bright, and his hand was not pai ning himnuch; noreover, he seened
to be cured of that other strange infection, if it was sonething el se and
not the snake-bite. He felt al nbst back to nornmal again. Now the road wound
down restfully between open groves of pine trees along a little rushing
stream By the tine he cane to Black Creek Power-house, he felt normal in
his mnd again al so.

At the power-house everything | ooked as usual. He heard the whir of the big
generators, and saw the streanms of foaming water still bursting out from
beneath. A light was burning on the bridge. He thought to hinmself, "I
suppose nobody bothers ever to turn that out. They have so much electricity
that they don't need to econom ze."

He consi dered going across the bridge to the power-house, just to see
sonebody and allay the strange fears which he had begun to feel. But the
sight and sound of everything running normally were reassuring, signs that
after all the power-house was working as usual, even though he saw no
peopl e. There was not hi ng renarkabl e about not seeing people. The process
was so nearly automatic that only a few nen were enpl oyed there, and they
kept indoors nostly.

Just as he was | eaving the power-house behind, a large collie ran out from
behi nd one of the buildings. Fromthe other side of the creek, it barked
loudly and violently at Ish. It ran back and forth excitedly.

"Fool dog!" he thought. "What's it so excited about? Is it trying to tel
me not to steal the power-house?" People certainly tended to overestimte
the intelligence of dogs!

Roundi ng the curve, he |left the sound of barking behind. But the sight of
the dog had been another evidence of nornmality. Ish began to whistle
contentedly. It was ten miles now until he cane to the first town, a little
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pl ace cal |l ed Hutsonville.

*Consi der the case of Captain Maclear's rat. This interesting rodent

i nhabited Christmas Island, a small bit of tropical verdure sone two
hundred niles south of Java. The species was first described for science in
1887, the skull being noted as |arge and strongly built, wi th beaded
supra-orbital edges and the anterior edge of the zygomatic plate projecting
forward conspi cuously. *

*A naturalist observed the rats as populating the island "in swarns,
feedi ng upon fruit and young shoots. To the rats the island was as a whol e
worl d, an earthly paradi se. The observer noted: "They seemto breed all the
year round." Yet such was the luxuriance of the tropical growth that the
rats had not attained such nunbers as to provide conpetition anbng nenbers
of the species. The individual rats were extrenmely well nourished, and even
unduly fat. *

*In 1903 sone new di sease sprang up. Because of their crowding and al so
probably because of the softened condition of the individuals, the rats
proved universally susceptible, and soon were dying by thousands. In spite
of great nunbers, in spite of an abundant supply of food, in spite of a
very rapid breeding rate, the species is extinct. *

He cane over the rise, and saw Hutsonville a mle away. Just as he started
to slide down the grade, out of the corner of his eye, he caught sight of
somet hi ng which turned himinwardly cold. Automatically he tranped hard on
the brake. He wal ked back, scarcely believing that he had really seen it.
Just there at the side of the road, in full view, lay the body of a fully
clothed man; ants were craw ing over the face. The body nust have lain
there a day or two at least. Wiy had it not been seen? He did not | ook
closely or long, obviously the thing to do was to get into Hutsonville, and
tell the Coroner as soon as possible. He hurried back to the car.

Yet as he started again, he had a deep feeling inside himsonewhere,
strangely, that this was not a case for the Coroner, and that possibly
there would even be no Coroner. He had seen no one at the Johnson's or at

t he power-house, and he had not net a single car on the road. The only
things that seenmed real fromall the old |life had been the |ight burning at
t he power-house and the quiet hum of the great generators at their work.

Then, as he cane to the first houses, he suddenly breathed nore easily, for
there on a vacant lot a hen was quietly scratching in the dust, a

hal f - dozen chicks beside her, and a little farther on, a black-and-white
cat wandered across the sidewal k as unconcernedly as it woul d have done
upon any ot her June day.

The heat of the afternoon |lay heavy on the street, and he saw no one. "Bad
as a Mexican town," he thought, "everyone taking a siesta." Then suddenly
he realized that he had said it as a man whistles to keep up his courage.
He cane to the business center, stopped the car by the curb, and got out.
There was nobody.

He tried the door of a little restaurant. It was open. He went in.
"Hi!'" he yelled.
Nobody came. Not even an echo spoke back to reassure him

The door of the bank was | ocked, although the hour was well before closing
time, and he was sure (the nore he thought of it) that the day nust be
Tuesday or Wednesday or possibly Thursday. "Wat am | anyway?" he thought.
"Rip van W nkl e?" Even so, Rip van Wnkle, though he had slept twenty
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years, had cone back to a village that was still full of people.
The door of the hardware store beyond the bank was open

He went in, and again he called, and again there was not even an echo
com ng back for answer. He |ooked in at the bakery; this tine there was
only a tiny noise such as a scuttling nouse could nake.

Had the people all gone to a baseball game? Even so, they woul d have cl osed
the stores. He went back to his car, got into the seat, and | ooked around.
Was he hinself delirious, still lying on his bunk, really? He was half
inclined nmerely to drive on; panic was rising up inside him Now he noticed
that several cars were parked along the street, just as they might be on
any not too busy afternoon. He could not merely drive on, he decided,
because he nust report the dead man. So he pushed upon the horn-rig, and
the great blatant squawk resounded obscenely al ong the deserted street
through the quiet of the afternoon. He blew twi ce, waited, and blew tw ce
again. Again and again, in -rising panic, he pressed down. As he pressed,
he | ooked around, hoping to see sonebody cone popping out froma door or at
| east a head at a wi ndow. He paused, and again there was only silence,
except that sonewhere far off he heard the strident cackling of a hen

"Must have scared an egg out of her!" he thought.

A fat dog came waddling around the coner and down the sidewal k, the kind of
dog you see along Main Street in any small town. Ish got out of the car,
and confronted the dog. "You haven't been m ssing any neal s, anyway," he
said. (Then he had a sudden feeling of tightness in die throat when he

t hought of things the dog m ght be eating.) The dog was not friendly; it
skirted him keeping distance; then it went on down the street. He made no
effort to call it closer or to followit; after all, the dog could not tel
hi m

I could play detective by going into sone of these stores and | ooking
around, " he thought. Then he had a better idea.

Across the street was a little pool-roomwhere he had often stopped to buy
a newspaper. He went over to it. The door was | ocked. He | ooked through the
wi ndow, and saw newspapers in the rack. He stared hard agai nst the
reflection of the light in the window, and suddenly he saw that there were
headlines as large as for Pearl Harbor. He read:

CRI SI'S ACUTE

What crisis? Wth sudden determ nati on he strode back to the car, and
pi cked up the hammer. A nonment |ater he stood with the heavy head poised in
front of the door.

Then suddenly all the restraints of habit stopped him Civilization noved
in, and held his arm alnost physically. You couldn't do this! You didn't
break into a store this way--you, a |law abiding citizen! He glanced up and
down the street, as if a policeman or a posse night be bearing down upon
hi m

But the enpty street brought hi m back again, and panic overbore the

restraints. "Hell," he thought, | can pay for the door if | have to!"

Wth a wild feeling of burning his bridges, of leaving civilization behind,
he swung the heavy hammer-head with all his force agai nst the door-|ock
The wood splintered, the door flew open, he stepped in.

His first shock cane when he picked up the newspaper. *The Chronicle,* the
one he renenbered, was thick-twenty or thirty pages at |east. The newspaper
he picked up was like a little country weekly, a single fol ded sheet. It
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was dat ed Wednesday of the precedi ng week.

The headlines told himwhat was nost essential. The United States from
coast to coast was overwhel ned by the attack of sone new and unknown

di sease of unparalleled rapidity of spread, and fatality. Estimates for
various cities, admttedly little nore than guesses, indicated that between
25 percent and 35 percent of the popul ation had al ready died. No reports,
he read, were available for Boston, Atlanta, and New Ol eans, indicating
that the news-services in those cities had al ready broken down. Rapidly
scanning the rest of the paper, he gained a variety of inpressions--a
hodge- podge whi ch he coul d scarcely put together in any logical order. In
its synptons the di sease was Re a kind of super-neasles. No one was sure in
what part of the world it had originated; aided by airplane travel, it had
sprung up al nost sinultaneously in every center of civilization, outrunning
all attenpts at quarantine.

In an interview a notabl e bacteriologist indicated that the emergence of
some new di sease had al ways been a possibility which had worried the nore
far-thinking epidem ol ogi sts. He mentioned in the past such curious though
m nor outbreaks as the English sweat and Qfever. As for its origin, he
offered three possibilities. It m ght have enmerged from sone ani nal
reservoir of disease; it m ght be caused by sone new m croorgani sm nost
Rely a virus, produced by nutation; it m ght be an escape, possibly even a
vindictive rel ease, fromsone | aboratory of bacteriol ogical warfare. The

| ast was apparently the popul ar idea. The di sease was assumed to be

ai rborne, possibly upon particles of dust. A curious feature was that the
i solation of the individual seened to be of no avail

In an interview conducted by trans-Atlantic tel ephone, a crusty old British
sage had comented, "Man has been growi ng nore stupid for several thousand
years; | nyself shall waste no tears at his denmise.” On the other hand an
equal ly crusty American critic had got religion: "Only faith can save us
now, | am praying hourly."

A certain anpbunt of l|ooting, particularly of |iquor stores was reported. On
t he whol e, however, order had been well preserved, possibly through fear
Loui svill e and Spokane reported confl agrations, out of control because of
deci mated fire-departnents.

Even in what they nust have suspected to be their last issue, the gentlenen
of the press, however, had not neglected to include a few of their bel oved
items of curiosity. In Oraha a religious fanatic had run naked through the
streets, calling out the end of the world and the opening of the Seventh
Seal. In Sacramento a crazed wonman had opened the cages of a circus
menagerie for fear that the animals nmight starve to death, and had been
maul ed by a lioness. O nore scientific interest, the Director of the San
Di ego zoo reported his apes and nmonkeys to be dying off rapidly, the other
ani mal s unaffected.

As he read, Ish felt hinmself growing weak with the cunul ative piling up of
horror and an overwhel mi ng sense of solitude. Yet he still read on,
fasci nat ed.

Cvilization, the hunan race-at least, it seenmed to have gone down
gallantly. Many people were reported as escaping fromthe cities, but those
remai ni ng had suffered, as far as he could nake out fromthe newspaper a
week ol d, no disgraceful panic. Gvilization had retreated, but it had
carried its wounded al ong, and had faced the foe. Doctors and nurses had
stayed at their posts, and thousands nore had enlisted as hel pers. Wole
areas of cities had been designated as hospital zones and points of
concentration. Al ordinary business had ceased, but food was still handl ed
on an energency basis. Even with a third of the popul ati on dead, tel ephone
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service along with water, light, and power still remained in nost cities.
In order to avoid intolerable conditions which might lead to a tota
breakdown of norale, the authorities were enforcing strict regulations for
i mredi at e mass buri al s.

He read the paper, and then read it through again nore carefully. There was
obvi ously nothing el se he needed to do. Wen he had finished it a second
time, he went out and sat in his car. There was no particular reason, he
realized, why he should sit in his own car rather than in sonme other. There
was no nore question of property right, and yet he felt nore confortable
bei ng where he had been before. (The fat dog wal ked al ong the street again,
but he did not call to the dog.) He sat there a long tine, thinking;

rather, he scarcely thought, but his nmind seemed nmerely turning over

wi t hout getting anywhere.

The sun was nearly down when he roused hinmself. He started the engine, and
drove the car down the street, stopping now and then to bl ow a bl ast upon
the horn. He turned off into a side street, and nade the rounds of the
town, blowi ng the horn methodically. The town was small, and in a quarter
of an hour he was back where he had started. He had seen no one, and heard
no answer. He had observed four dogs, several cats, a considerable nunmber
of scattered hens, one cow grazing in a vacant lot with a bit of broken
rope dangling fromher neck. Nosing along the doorway of a very
decent -1 ooki ng house, there had been a large rat.

He did not stop in the business district again, but drove on and cane to
what he now knew to be the best house in town. He got out of the car,
carrying the hammer with him This tine he did not hesitate before the

| ocked door; he struck it hard, three times, and it crashed i nwards. As he
had supposed, there was a large radio in the Iiving-room

He made a quick round of inspection, downstairs and up. "There's nobody!"
he deci ded. Then the grim suggestion of the word itself struck him
*Nobody- no body! *

Feeling the two neani ngs al ready coal escing in his mnd, he returned to the
living-room He snapped the radio on, and saw that the electricity was
still working. He let the tubes warmup, and then searched carefully. Only
faint crackles of static inpinged on his alerted ear-drums; there was no
program He shifted to the short-wave, but it too was silent. Methodically
he searched both bands again. O course, he thought, sonme stations m ght
still be operating; they would probably not be on a twenty-four-hour
schedul e.

He left the radio tuned to a wave-length which was--or had been--that of a
powerful station. If it came on at any tine, he would hear it. He went and
|l ay on the davenport.

In spite of the horror of the situation he felt a curious spectator's sense

about it all, as if he were watching the | ast act of a great dranma. This,
he realized, was characteristic of his personality. He was-had been-was
(well, no matter)--a student, an incipient scholar, and such a one was

necessarily oriented to observe, rather than to parti cipate.

Thus observing, he even gained a nonentary ironic satisfaction by
contenpl ati ng the catastrophe as a denonstration of a dictum which he had
heard an economi cs professor once propound--"The trouble you're expecting
never happens; it's always something that sneaks up the other way." Mankind
had been trenbling about destruction through war, and had been havi ng bad
dreans of cities blown to pieces along with their inhabitants, of animals
killed too, and of the very vegetation blighted off the face of the earth.
But actually mankind seenmed nerely to have been renoved rather neatly, wth
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a mni mum of di sturbance. This, he thought vaguely, would offer interesting
conditions of life to the survivors, if eventually there were any.

He lay confortably on the davenport; the evening was warm Physically he
was exhausted fromhis illness, and he was equally spent enotionally. Soon
he was sl eepi ng.

*H gh overhead, noon and planets and stars swung in their |ong snooth
curves. They had no eyes, and they saw not; yet fromthe tine when nan's
fancy first formed within him he has i mgined that they | ooked down upon
the earth. *

*And if so we may still imagine, and if they | ooked down upon the earth
that night, what did they see? *

*Then we must say that they saw no change. Though smoke from stacks and

chi meys and campfires no |longer rose to dimthe atnosphere, yet stil

smoke rose fromvol canos and fromforest-fires. Seen even fromthe noon,
the planet that night nmust have shown only with its accustomed spl endor--no
brighter, no di nmer.*

He awoke in the full light. Flexing his hand, he found that the pain of the
snake-bite had shrunk back to | ocal soreness. His head felt clear too, and
he realized that the other illness, if it had been another ill ness and not

an effect of the snake-bite, had also grown better. Then suddenly he
started, and was aware of sonething which he had not considered before. The
obvi ous expl anation was that he had actually had this new di sease, and that
it had conbatted with the snake-venomin his blood, the one neutralizing
the other. That at |east offered the sinplest explanation of why he was
still alive.

As he lay there quietly on the davenport, he was very calm The isolated
bits of the puzzle were now beginning to fit into their places. The nmen who
fled in panic at seeing soneone lying sick in the cabin--they had nerely
been sone poor fugitives, afraid that the pestilence had al ready preceded
them The car that had gone up the road in the darkness had carried other
fugitives, possibly even the Johnsons. The excited collie had been trying
to tell himthat strange things had happened at the power-house.

But as he lay there, he was not greatly perturbed even at the thought that
he m ght be the only person left in the world. Possibly that was because he
had not seen nany people for sone tinme, so that the shock of the new
realization could not come to himas strongly as to one who had seen his
fellowcreatures dying on all sides. At the same time he could not really
bel i eve, and he had no reason to believe, that he alone was | eft upon the
earth. The last report in the paper indicated that the popul ati on had
merely shrunk by perhaps a third. The evacuation of a small town |ike

Hut sonvill e showed merely that the popul ati on had scattered or withdrawn to
some other center. Before he shed any tears over the destruction of
civilization and the death of nman, he should discover whether civilization
was destroyed and whether man was dead. Obviously the first call was for
himto return to the house where his parents had |ived-or, he hoped, m ght
still be living. Having thus laid out for hinmself a definite plan for the
day, he felt the quiet satisfaction which always cane to hi mwhen confusion
of mind yielded even to tenporary certainty.

Getting up, he searched both radi o bands again, and again wi thout result.

He went into the kitchen; throw ng open the door of the refrigerator, he
found that it was still working. On the shelves was a fair assortnment of
food, though not as nuch as might have been expected. Apparently supplies
had failed a little before the house had been abandoned, and the |arder was
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conparatively scant. Nevertheless there were half a dozen eggs, nost of a
pound of butter, and sone bacon, along with several heads of lettuce, a
little celery, and a few odds and ends. Looking into a cupboard, he found a
can of grapefruit-juice; in a bread-drawer there was a | oaf of bread, dry
but not inpossible. He estimated that it m ght have been there for five
days, and so he had a better idea than before of the tinme at which the town
nm ght have been abandon Wth such naterials at hand he was enough of a
canper to have built a fire outdoors and contrived an excellent neal, but
he snapped the switches of the electric stove and felt the heat begin to
radi ate. He cooked hinself a hearty breakfast, managi ng even to nmake the
bread into acceptable toast. As al ways when he cane out of the npuntains,
he was hungry for fresh green stuff, and so to his conventional breakfast
of bacon, eggs and coffee, he added a generous head-I|ettuce sal ad.

Returning to the davenport, he hel ped hinmself froma red | acquer box on the
near-by table, and snoked an after-breakfast cigarette. As yet, he
reflected, the maintenance of life offered no problem

The cigarette was not even yet badly dried out. Wth a good breakfast and a
good cigarette, he did not feel hinmself worrying. Actually he had put worry
i n abeyance, and had decided that he would not indulge in it until he had
really found out just how nmuch need there was.

Wien he had finished the cigarette, he reflected that there was really no
need even to wash the dishes, but since he was naturally careful, he went
to the kitchen and nade sure that he had left the refrigerator closed and
had turned off the burners on the stove. Then he picked up the hamrer,

whi ch had al ready proved so useful, and went out by the shattered front
door. He got into his car, and started for hone.

A half mle beyond the town, he caught sight of the cenmetery. He realized
that he had not thought of it on the preceding day. Wthout getting out of
the car, he noticed a | ong row of new individual graves, and also a
bul | -dozer near a | arge heap of earth. Probably, he decided, there had not
really been many people left to abandon Hutsonville at the end.

Beyond the cenetery the road sloped down through flattening terrain. At all
the enptiness, depression settled down on himagain; he |onged even for a
single clattering truck suddenly to cone across the rise ahead, but there
was no truck.

Some steers stood in a field and sone horses with them They switched their
tails at the flies, as they might on any hot sumrer norning. Above themthe
spokes of the windm Il re, volved slowy in the breeze, and bel ow t he

wat ering-trough there was a little patch of green and tranpl ed nuddy
ground, as there always was-and that was all.

Yet this road bel ow Hutsonville never carried nmuch traffic, and on any
mor ni ng he m ght have driven several mles without seeing anyone. It was
different when he canme to the highway. The lights were still burning at the
junction, and automatically he pulled to a stop because they were red.

But where trucks and buses and cars shoul d have been stream ng by, crowding
the four |anes, there was only enptiness. After he had paused just a nonent
at the red lights, he drove on through them even though feeling a slight
sense of wongdoing as he did so.

Beyond that, on the highway with all the four lanes to hinself, everything
was nore ghost-1like than before. He seened to drive half in a daze, and
only now and then sonme special scene brought himout, and fixed itself in
hi s consci ousness. ..
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Sonet hi ng was | oping along the inner |ane ahead of him He drew up on it
fast from behind. A dog? No, he saw the sharp ears and the light |ean |egs,
gray shading into yellow. That was no farmdog. It was a coyote, calmy

| opi ng al ong the highway in broad daylight. Strange how soon it had known
that the world had changed, and that it could take new freedons! He drew up
cl ose and honked his horn, and the beast quickened its pace a little and
swung over into the other |ane and off across the fields, seemingly not
much al arned. . ..

The two cars lay sprawl ed at crazy angles blocking both Ianes. It had been
a bad accident. He pulled out onto the shoul der and stopped. A man's body
| ay crushed beneath one car. He got out to | ook. There was no other body
al t hough the pavenent was spotted with blood. Even if he had seen any
particul ar reason to try, he could not have raised the car fromthe man's
body to give it burial. He drove on...

H's mnd did not even bother to register the nane of the town where he
stopped for gasoline, though it was a |large one. The electricity was stil
wor ki ng; he took down the nozzle fromthe gas-punp at a large station and
filled the tank. Since his car had been so long in the nountains, he
checked the radiator and battery, and put in a quart of oil. He saw that
one tire needed nore air and as he pressed the air-hose against the val ve,
he heard the notor suddenly start to build up the pressure again in the
tank. Yes, nman had gone, but so recently that all his well-contrived
automati c processes were still carrying on without his care...

At the main street of sone other town he stopped, and blew a | ong bl ast on
the horn. He had no real expectation that he woul d have any reply, but
there was sonet hing about the | ook of this street which seenmed nore nornal
than those of other towns. Many cars were parked at the nmeters where each
one showed the red flag of a violation. It nmight have been sone Sunday
nmorni ng with many cars parked overnight and the stores not yet open or
peopl e beginning to circulate. But it was not early norning, for now the
sun was al nost overhead. Then he saw what had nade hi m pause, and what gave

the place an illusion of animation. In front O a restaurant called *The
Derby* a neon sign was still in full activity-a little horse gall oping
hard, its legs still going as actively as ever. In the full sunlight the

faint pink glow was scarcely visible except for its notion. He | ooked, and
as he | ooked, he caught the rhythm-*one, two, three.* (And at *three* the
feet of the little horse were close tucked up under its body as if it were
clear in the air.) Four-they cane back to the half position, and the |egs
stretched out as if the body were | ow al ong the ground. *One, two, three,
four,* it went. *One, two, three, four.* It galloped in a frenzy of
activity still, and yet in all its galloping it arrived nowhere, and now
even for nost of its tinme it galloped with no eye to observe. As he | ooked,
it seemed to hima gallant little horse, though a futile and a foolish one.
The horse, suddenly he thought, was like that civilization of which man had
been so proud, galloping so hard and yet never arriving anywhere; and
soneti ne destined, when once the power failed, to grow still forever..

He saw snoke rising against the sky. H's heart |eaped up, and he turned
qui ckly off on a side road, and drove toward the snoke. But even before he
reached it, he knew that he would find no one there, and his spirit fel
again. He drove up to the snoke, and saw then that it was a small farnhouse
qui etly beginning to burn up. There were many reasons, he decided, why a
fire mght start thus w thout people. A pile of greasy rags mght ignite
spont aneousl y, or sone el ectric apparatus m ght have been left-on, or a
motor in a refrigerator might jamand begin to burn. The little house was
obvi ously doormed. There was not hing he could do, and no special reason why
he should do it if he could. He turned around, and headed back to the

hi ghway ...
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He did not drive fast, and he stopped often to investigate, rather

hal f-heartedly. Here and there he saw bodi es, but in general he found only
enptiness. Apparently the onset of the disease had been sl ow enough so that
peopl e were not usually struck down in the streets. Once he passed through
a town where the snell of corpses was thick in the air. He renenbered what
he had read in the newspaper; apparently there had been concentrations at
the | ast upon certain areas, and in these the corpses were now to be found
most thickly. There was all too rmuch evidence of death in that town and
none of rife. He saw no reason to stop to investigate. Surely no one would
linger there | onger than necessary.

In the late afternoon he cane across the crest of the hills, and saw the
Bay lie bright beneath the westering sun. Snokes rose here and there from
the vast expanse of city, but they did not | ook |ike snokes rising from
chi meys. He drove on toward the house where he had lived with his parents.
He had no hope. Mracle enough it was that he hinself had survivedniracle
upon mracle if the plague had al so spared the others of his own fanm|y!

From the boul evard he turned into San Lupo Drive. Every thing | ooked much
the same, although the sidewal ks were not as well swept as the standard of
San Lupo Drive required. It had always been a street, of em nent
respectability, and even yet, he reflected, it preserved decorum No corpse
lay on the street; that would b e unthinkable in San Lupo Drive. He saw the
Hatfiel ds' old gray cat sleeping on their porch-step in the sun, as he had
seen her -a hundred tines before. Aroused by the sound of the car as he
drove by, she rose up and stretched | uxuriously.

He et the car roll to a stop in front of the house where he had lived so
Il ong. He blew two blasts on the horn, and waited. Nothing! He got out of
the car, and wal ked up the steps into the house. Only after he had entered
did he think it a little strange that the door was not even | ocked.

I nside, things were in good-enough order. He gl anced about, apprehensively,
but there was nothing at which a man would hesitate to | ook. He searched
around the living-roomfor sone note |left behind to tell himwhere they had
gone. There was no note.

Upstairs al so everything | ooked much as usual, but in his parents' bedroom
both the beds were unmade. Perhaps it was that which nmade himbegin to fee
gi ddy and sick. He wal ked out of the room feeling hinself unsteady.

Hol ding by the rail, he made it downstairs again. "The kitchen!" he
thought, and his mnd cleared a trifle at the thought of something definite
to do.

As he opened the swi nging door, the fact of nmotion within the room struck
his senses. Then he saw that it was only the second hand of the electric
cl ock above the sink, steadily noving on past the vertical, beginning its
| ong swoop toward six again. At that nonment also he started wildly at a
sudden noise, only to realize that the notor of the electric refrigerator,
as if disturbed by his com ng, had begun to whir. In quick reaction he was
deathly ill, and found hinself vomting into the sink

Recovered, he went out again, and sat in the car. He was no longer ill, but
he felt weak and utterly despondent. If he nade a detective-like

i nvestigation, searching in cupboards and drawers, he coul d probably

di scover sonething. But of what use thus to torture hinself?. The nmain part
of the story was clear. There were no bodies in the house; of that at |east
lie could be thankful. Neither, he believed, would there be any
ghost s-al though the faithful clock and refrigerator were rather too
ghost -l i ke.
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Shoul d he go back into the house, or go somewhere else? At first he thought
that he could not enter again. Then he realized that just as he had cone
here, so his father and nmother, if by any chance they still lived, would

al so return here looking for him After half an hour, overcom ng
repugnance, he went back into the house.

Agai n he wandered through the enpty roons. They spoke with all the, pathos
of any dwelling-place |eft wi thout people. Now and then sone little thing
cried out to himnore poipantly-his father's new encycl opedia (purchased
with qualns as to the expense), his nother's potted pel argoni unms (now
needi ng water), the baroneter that his father used to tap each norning when
he cane down to breakfast. Yes, it was a sinple house-what you woul d expect
of a man who had taught history in high school and |Iiked books, and of a
woman who had made it into a home for himand served on the Y.WC. A board,
and of their only child--"He always does so well in his studies!"--for whom
they had cherished anbitions and for whose education they had nmade
sacrifices.

After a while he sat down in the living-room Looking at the famliar
chairs and pictures and books, he gradually cane to feel |ess despondent.

As twilight fell, he realized that he had not eaten since norning. He was
not hungry, but his weakness might be partly the result of |ack of food. He
runmaged around a little, and opened a can of soup. He found only the stub
of a loaf of bread, and it was noul dy. The refrigerator supplied butter and
stal e cheese. He located crackers in a cupboard. The gas-pressure at the
kitchen stove was very | ow, but he managed to warm up the soup

Afterwards he sat on the porch in the dark. In spite of his neal he felt
unst eady, and he realized that he was suffering from shock

San Lupo Drive was hi gh enough on the slope of the hills to be proud of its
view. As he sat there | ooking out, everything seenmed just about the sane.
Apparently the processes behind the production of electricity nust be

al nost conpletely automatic. In the hydro-electric plants the flow of water
was still keeping the generators in notion. Mreover, when things had
started to go to pieces, soneone must have ordered that the street-lights
be left turned on. Now he saw beneath himall the intricate pattern of the
lights in the East Bay cities, and beyond that the yellow chains of lights

on the Bay Bridge, and still farther through the faint evening nist, the
gl ow of the San Francisco lights and the fainter chains on the Gol den Gate
Bridge. Even the trafficlights were still working, changing fromgreen to

red. High upon the bridge-towers the flashes silently sent their warnings
to airplanes which would no | onger ever be flying. (Far to the south,
however, somewhere in Qakland, there was one wholly black section. There,
sone switch nust have failed, or some fuse have burned out.) Even the
advertising signs, sone of themat |east, had been | eft burning.

Pat hetically, they flashed out their call to buy, though no | onger were
there any custoners left or any sal esnen. One great sign in particular, its
| ower part hidden behind a near-by building, still sent out its nessage
*Drink* al though he could not see what he was thus commanded to drink

He watched it, half-fascinated. Drink-blackness. *Drink*--Dblackness.
*Drink.* "Well, why not?" he thought, and going in, he came out again with
a bottle of his father's brandy.

Yet the brandy had little bite, and brought no satisfaction

in probably not the type," he thought, "to drink nyself to death." He found
hinself really nore interested in watching the sign that still flashed
there. Drink-blackness. *Drink* blackness. *Drink. How* |ong would the
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lights burn? What woul d make them go out in the end? Wat el se would
continue? What was going to happen to all that man had built up through the
centuries and now had | eft behind hin®

| suppose,” he thought again, "I ought to be considering suicide. No, too
soon. | amalive, and so others probably are alive. W are just |ike gas
mol ecul es in a near-vacuum circul ating around, one unable to nake contact
with the other."

Again a kind of dullness verging on despair slowy cane settling upon him
What if he did live on, eating as a scavenger at all those great supplies
of food which were piled up in every storeroon? Wiat if he coul d live well
and even if he could draw together a few other survivors? Wiat would it all
anmount to? It would be different if one could pick half a dozen friends for
fell owsurvivors, but this way they would probably be dull and stupid
peopl e, or even vicious ones. He | ooked out and saw still the great sign
flashing far off. *Drink*--blackness. *Drink*--blackness. *Drink.* And again
he wondered how long it woul d keep flashing while there were no nore
vendi ng- machi nes or sal esnmen offering whatever it was one was to drink, and
fromthat he thought back to sonme of the other things he had seen that day,
wonderi ng what woul d happen to the coyote that he had seen | oping along the
hi ghway, and what woul d happen to the cattle and horses standing by the

wat eri ng-trough beneath the slowly revol ving spokes of the windm|l. How

| ong i ndeed would the windm |l still revolve and punp its water fromthe
dept hs of the earth?

Then suddenly he gave a quick start, and he realized that he had again a
will to five! At least, if he could be no nore a participant, he would be a
spectator, and a spectator trained to observe what was happeni ng. Even

t hough the curtain had been rung down on nan, here was the opening of the
greatest of all dramas for a student such as he. During thousands of years
man had i npressed hinself upon the world. Now nman was gone, certainly for a
whi l e, perhaps forever. Even if some survivors were left, they would be a
long tine in again obtaining supremacy. What woul d happen to the world and
its creatures without man? That he was |left to see!

*Chapter 2*

Yet, after he was in bed, no sleep came to him As the chilly arnms of the
summer fog | apped around the house in the darkness, he felt first

| oneliness, and then fear, and finally panic. He rose from his bed.

W appi ng hinself in a bathrobe, he sat before the radio, frantically
searching the bands. But he heard only, far-off, the rasp and crackl e of
static, and there was no one.

Wth a sudden thought he tried the tel ephone. As he lifted the receiver, he
heard the | ow hum of the clear wire. He dial ed desperately a number-any
nunber! On some di stant house he heard the tel ephone ring, ring again. He
wai t ed, thinking of the sound echoing through enpty roons. After it had
rung ten times, he hung up. He tried a second nunber, and a thirdand then
no ot hers.

Working with a new thought, he rigged up a light with a reflector, and
standing on the front porch, high above the city, he sent the flashes into
the night--*short-short-short, |ong-long-1long, short-short-short*--the old
call of the SOS, which had gone out so often fromdespairing nen. But there
was no reply fromall the expanse of the city. After a while he realized
that with all the street-lights still burning there was too nuch
illumnation; his own petty flashing would hardly be noticeable.
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So he went into the house again. The foggy night sent a chill into him He
turned on the thernostat, and in a nonent he heard the whir of the
oil-burner. Wth electricity still working and a full tank of fuel-oi

there was no trouble. He sat, and after a while turned out the lights in
the house, feeling in sone strange way that they were too conspi cuous. He
let the fog and the darkness wap himround and conceal him Still he felt
the fear of |oneliness, and as he sat there, he laid the hammer cl ose at
hand, ready for grasping if there should be need.

A horrible cry broke the darkness! He trenbled violently, and then realized
that it was only the call of a mating cat, the sort of sound which in any
ni ght one night have heard now and then, even on decorous San Lupo Drive.
The caterwauling rose to a climax, and then the growl of a charging dog cut
across it, and the night was silent again.

*For themthe world of twenty thousand years was overthrown. In the
kennel s, swol |l en-tongued, they |lay dead of thirst-pointers, collies,

poodl es, toy pekinese, tall hounds. The |uckier ones, not confined,
wandered | oose through city and countryside; drinking at the streans, at
the fountains, at the gold-fish ponds; hunting here and there for what they
m ght find for eating-scurrying after a hen, picking up a squirrel in the
park. And gradually, the pangs of hunger breaking down the |ong centuries
of civilization, they drew closer to where the unburied corpses lay. *

*Now no | onger woul d Best-of-Breed go for stance, and shape of head, and
mar ki ngs. Now Chanpi on Gol den Lad of Piednont |V no | onger outranked the
wor st nongrel of the alley. The prize, which was life itself, would go to
the one of keenest brain, staunchest |inb, and strongest jaw, who could
best shape hinself to neet the new ways and who in the old conpetition of
the wilderness could win the neans of life. *

*Peaches, the honey-col ored spaniel, sat disconsolate, grow ng weaker wth
hunger, too stupid to live by craft, too short-legged to live by pursuit of
prey... Spot, the children's nongrel pet, had the luck to find a Iiner of
kittens and kill them not for fun but for food .... Ned, the wire-haired
terrier, who had al ways enjoyed being on his own and was by nature a tranp,
managed to get along fairly well .... Bridget, the red setter, shivered and
trenbl ed, and now and then howl ed faintly with a how that was scarcely
more than a noan; her gentle spirit found no will tolive in a world
without master or mistress to |ove. *

That norning he worked out a plan. He felt sure that in an urban district
of two mllion people others nmust be left alive. The sol ution was obvious;
he must find soneone, anyone. The problem was how to nake contact.

First he set out to walk around the nei ghborhood, in the hope of
di scovering soneone he knew. But around the well known houses he saw no sign
of people. The | awns were parched; the flowers, wilting.

Ret urni ng home, he passed through the little park where he had often played
as a boy, clinbing the tall rocks. Two O them | eaned together at the top
to forma kind of little cave, high and narrow. 1|sh had often played at
hiding there. It seenmed a natural primtive refuge-place, and he | ooked
into it. There was no one.

He wal ked on across a broad surface of snmpoth rock that sloped with the
hillside. It was pitted with small round holes nmarking the places where
squaws had once pounded with stone pestles.

"The world of those Indians passed away," he thought. "And now our world
that followed theirs has passed too. And am | the only one?"
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After reaching the house again, he got into his car, mapping out in his
head a route to cover the city so that few areas would be left out of the
sound of the horn. He drove along, hooting the horn about every minute and
then waiting, listening for some reply. As he drove, he | ooked about
curiously, appraising what had happened.

The streets had an early-norning | ook. Many cars were parked, and there was
little disorder. Fires were burning here and there, as he could see by
snoke- col utms. An occasi onal body |ay where the nman had finally been
overcone, and near one of them he saw two dogs. At one street-coner, the
body of a man was hanging fromthe cross-armof a tel ephone pole,

conspi cuously | abeled with a placard Looter. After he had passed this pole,
he cane to a good-sized business district, and then he noticed indeed that
there nust have been a certain anpunt of disorder. The big w ndow of a

i quor-store was broken.

As he cane to the end of the business district, he blew his horn again in
his regular routine, and half a mnute later he started to hear a faint
honk from far away. For a nonent he thought that his ears might nmerely be
tricking him

He honked again quickly, and imediately this time he had a reply. His
heart sank--"Echo!" he thought. But then he honked again, a long and a
short, and as he listened carefully the reply cane nerely one |ong.

He turned, and drove in the direction of the sound, which he estimted nust
be half a mle away. Having driven three bl ocks, he honked again and
waited. More to the right this time! He turned. Tw sting through the
streets, he cane to a blind end, turned around, and sought another way. He
honked, and the reply was closer. Straight ahead this time he went on,
overshot, and heard the next reply to the right and behind him He took
anot her turn, and came to a small business district. Cars were parked al ong
the street, but he saw no one. He thought it strange that whoever was
signaling back to himdid not stand in the street somewhere and wave. He
honked, and suddenly the reply was al nost at his el bow. He stopped the car,
junped out, and hurried along the sidewal k. In the front seat of a car
parked at the curb, he saw a man. Even as he | ooked, the man coll apsed and
fell forward on the wheel. The horn, pressed down, enmtted a | ong squawk as
the body slipped sideways to the seat. Coming closer, Ish snelled a reek of
whi skey. He saw the man with a long, straggly beard, his face bl oated and
red, obviously in the |ast stages of passing-out. |Ish | ooked around, and
saw that the liquor-store close by was w de open

I n sudden anger, |sh shook the yielding body. The man revived a little,
opened his eyes, and enmitted a kind of grunt which m ght have neant, "What
is it?" Ish shoved the inert body to a sitting position; as he did so, the
man' s hand funbled for the half-enpty bottle of whiskey which was propped
in the coner of the seat. Ish grabbed it, threwit out, and heard it
splinter on the curbing. He was filled only with a deep bitter anger and a
sense of horrible irony. O all the survivors whom he m ght have found,
here was only a poor old drunk, good for nothing nore in this world, or any
other. Then as the man's eyes opened and Ish | ooked into them he felt
suddenly no nore anger, but only a great deep pity.

Those eyes had seen too nmuch. There was a fear in themand a horror that
coul d never be told. However gross the bloated body of the drunkard m ght
seem sonmewhere, behind it all, lay a sensitive mind, and that nmind had seen
more than it could endure. Escape and oblivion were all that could renain.

They sat there together on the seat. The eyes of the drunken man gl anced
here and there, hardly under control. Their tragedy seemed to grow only
deeper. The breath came raspingly. On sudden inpul se, Ish took the inert
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wist and felt for the pulse. It was weak and irregular. The nan had been
drinki ng, doubtless, for a week. Whether he could | ast nuch | onger was
quest i onabl e.

"This, then is it!" thought Ish. The survivor night have been a beautifu
girl, or afine intelligent man, but it was only this drunkard, too far
gone for any hel p.

After a while Ish got out of the car. He went into the |iquor store for
curiosity. A dead cat, it seened, lay on the counter, but as he |ooked, it
stirred to life and he realized that it had nerely been lying, after the
habit of cats, in such a position that it |ooked dead. The cat | ooked at
himwith a kind of cold effrontery, as the duchess at the chanbermaid. |sh
felt unconfortable, and had to remnd hinself that this was the way cats
had al ways behaved. The cat seened contented and | ooked wel |l fed.

d anci ng around the shelves, |sh saw what he had been curious about. The
man had not even bothered to pick out the better whiskey. Rot-gut had been
good enough for his purposes.

Comi ng out, Ish saw that the man had now nanaged to find another bottle
somewhere, and was taking a long drink. Ish realized that there was nothing
much he could do about it. Still, he wanted to make a last try.

He | eaned in at the wi ndow of the car. The nman, revived perhaps by his |ast
drink, was a trifle nore alert. He |ooked at Ish, seeming able to focus his
eyes, and he smled, rather pathetically.

"Hi-ah!" he said in a thick draw .
"How are you?" said Ish.
"Ah-bar-el-low" said the nan.

Ish was trying to nmake out what the sounds neant. The man gave his pathetic
little child-like smile again, and repeated a trifle nore clearly.

"Ah-nay-bar'l-low"
Ish hal f caught it.
"Your nane's Barell o0?" he asked. "No, Barl ow?"

The man nodded at the second name, smiled again, and before Ish could do
anyt hing, he was taking another drink. Ish felt hinmself close to tears, far
fromanger. What difference did a man's nane nake now? And yet M. Barl ow,
in his befuddl ed m nd, was trying to make what had been in civilization the
first gesture of good wll.

Then quite gently M. Barl ow sl unped down on the seat in stupor again, and
the whi skey fromthe unstoppered bottle gurgled out to the floor of the
car.

Ish hesitated. Should he cast in his ot with M. Barl ow, get him sobered
up, and make hi mreforn? From what he knew of al coholics, he did not think
the prospects good. And by staying he might |ose the chance to nake contact
with sonme nore likely person.

"You stay here," he said to the coll apsed body, on chance that it m ght
still be able to hear. "I promise to come back."

Having said this, Ish felt he had fulfilled a kind of mniml duty. He had
really no hope. The eyes showed that M. Barl ow had seen too nuch; the
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pul se, that he had gone too far. Ish drove away, naking note, however, of
the | ocati on.

*As for the cats, they had known little nore than five thousand years of
man' s dom nation, and had al ways accepted it with reservations. Those

unl ucky enough to be left penned inside houses, soon died of thirst. But
those who had been on the outside nanaged better than the dogs to
scranbl e- al ong one way or another. Their hunting of mice becane an

i ndustry, not an amusenent. hey stal ked birds now to satisfy the quick pang
of hunger. They watched by the nole-tunnel in the uncut |awn, and by the
gopher-burrow in the vacant lot. They prowed in the streets and all eys,
here and there discovering sone garbage-can that the rats had not yet

| ooted. They spread outward fromthe edge of the city, invading the haunts
of the quail and the rabbits. There they nmet with the real wld-cat, and
the end was qui ck and sudden, as the stronger inhabitant of the woods tore
the city cat to pieces.*

The sound of the next horn was nore lively. *Toot, toot, toot,* it went,
*toot-ta-toot, toot, toot, toot!* No drunk man was handling that one. Wen
he cane close to the sound of it, he saw a man and a woman standi ng there
together. They | aughed, and waved at him He drove up, and got out of the
car. The man was a big fellow, dressed flanboyantly in a | oud sport-coat.
The woman was young enough and good-1 ooking, in a blowsy way. Her nouth was
a red blob of lipstick. Her fingers glittered with many rings.

Ish took two steps forward, and then stopped, suddenly. *"Two is conpany
and three is a crowd."* The man's | ook was definitely hostile. And now Ish
noticed that the right hand was in the bul ging side-pocket of the
sport-coat.

"How are you?" said Ish, halting.

"Ch, we're doing fine," said the man. The wonman nerely giggled, but Ish
noticed that there was invitation in her smle, and suddenly, nore than
ever, he sensed danger. "Yes," the man went on, "yes, we're doing fine.
Plenty to eat, plenty to drink, and lots of--" He nade an obscene gesture,
and grinned at the woman. She giggl ed again, and again Ish saw invitation
and sensed danger.

He wondered what the wonman coul d have been in the old life. Now she | ooked
merely like a well-to-do prostitute. There were enough di anonds on her
fingers to stock a jewelry store

"I's anybody else left alive?"

They | ooked at each other. The woman giggled again; it seened to be her
only answer.

"No," said the man. "Nobody around here, | guess.
at the woman again. "Not now, anyway."

He paused, and gl anced

Ish | ooked at the hand which the man still kept in the sidepocket of the
coat. He saw the wonman nmove her hips provocatively, and her eyes narrowed a
little, as if she said that she would take the victor. The eyes of this
couple were not suffering like the eyes of the drunk nman. They did not seem
to have sensitive mnds, and yet perhaps they too had suffered nore than
men and wonen could stand, and in their own way had gone bad. Suddenly, Ish
realized that he was cl oser to death, perhaps, than he had ever been

bef or e.

"Which way are you going?" said the man, and the inport of his words was
cl ear.
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"Ch, just wandering around," said Ish, and the woman gi ggl ed.

Ish turned and wal ked toward the car, nore than half expecting to be shot
in the back. He nade it, got into the car, and drove away...

He had heard no sounds this tinme, but as he turned the corner, there she
was, standing in the mddle of the street, a |ong-legged teen-age girl with
stringy blond hair. She stood, suddenly stopped, as a deer stands surprised
in a glade. Wth a quick novenent of a shrewd and hunted thing, she |eaned
forward, squinting against the sun into the windshield, trying to see who
was there. Then she turned and ran swiftly, again |ike a deer. She dodged
through a hole in a board fence and was gone.

He wal ked down to the hole in the fence, and | ooked through it, and call ed,
and call ed again. He had no reply. He half expected there would be at |east
a mocking | augh fromsome w ndow, or the flip of a skirt around a corner,
and if he had had even as nmuch encouragenent as that, he would have
continued the pursuit. But there was nothing flirtati ous about this one.
Per haps she had had experiences already, and knew that in such tines the
only safety for a young girl was in quick and final flights. He waited
around sone ninutes, but nothing happened, and so he went on...

Agai n there had been horn-signals, but they had stopped before Ish could
get to them He drove around in the vicinity for some mnutes, and at | ast
saw an old man coning out of a grocery store, pushing a baby-carriage piled
hi gh with canned goods and cartons. Wen |Ish cane closer, he saw that the
old man was perhaps not so very old. If his scraggly white beard had been
shaved away, he mi ght have appeared a vigorous sixty. As it was, he was
unkenpt and dirty, and his clothes |ooked as if he had been sleeping in

t hem

O the few whom he had net that day, |Ish found the old man nost

conmmuni cative, and yet he too stood off by hinself. He took Ish to his
house near by, which he was stocking of all nmanner of things-some useful,
some quite usel ess. The nere mani a of possession had taken command, and the
old man was well on the way, without restraints, toward being the typica
hermit and miser. In the forner life, Ish learned, the old man had actually
been married. He had been a clerk in a hardware store. Yet probably he had
al ways been unhappy and lonely, restricted in his contacts with other
peopl e. Now, apparently, he was happier than he had been before, because
there was no one to interfere with himand he could nerely w thdraw and
store up around hinself all these material goods. He had canned food,
sonetines in neat boxes, sometimes in nere piles and heaps of cans. But he
al so had a dozen crates of oranges, nore than he coul d possibly eat before
they spoil ed. He had beans in cell ophane bags, and one of the bags had
broken already, spilling the beans across the fl oor

In addition to food he had boxes and boxes of electric-light bul bs and

radi o-tubes, a cello (though he could not play), a high pile of one issue
of the sane magazi ne, a dozen al arm cl ocks, and a host of other

m scel | aneous materials which he had collected, not with any definite idea
of use, but nerely for the confortable feeling of security which canme to
him from surrounding hinself with all kinds of possessions. The old nan was
pl easant enough, but he was already, Ish reflected, essentially dead. The
shock, reacting upon his already w thdrawn character, had sent himclose to
insanity. He would nmerely go on piling up things around hinmself, living to
hi nsel f, withdrawing farther and farther.

Yet, when Ish started to | eave, the old man seized his armin panic.

"Way did it happen?" he asked wildly. "Wy am| spared?”
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Ish | ooked in disgust at the suddenly terror-stricken face. The nouth was
open; it seened drooling.

"Yes," he snapped back, angry, and glad to express his anger, "yes--why were
*you* spared and so many better nen taken?"

The old man gl anced involuntarily about him H's fear was now abject,
i nhuman.

"That's what | was afraid of!" he half-whi spered
Ish reacted into pity.

"Ch, come on!" he said. "There's nothing to be afraid of! Nobody knows why
you survived. You were never bitten by a rattl esnake, were you?"

"No- - "

"Well, no matter. This business of natural imunity, | believe--nobody
understands it. But even in the worst pestilences not everybody gets sick."

But the other shook his head. "I mnust have been a great sinner," he said.

"Well, in that case, you should have been taken

*"He--"* the old nan paused and | ooked around, *"He* may be reserving nme for
sonet hing special." And he shivered...

Approaching the toll-gates, Ish felt hinself automatically begin to wonder
whet her he had a quarter handy for toll. During a wild second he inagi ned
hi nsel f pl aying an i nsane scene in which he slowed the car down and hel d
out an imaginary coin to an imaginary hand stretched out to take it. But,
though he had to slowthe car a little to go through the narrow passageway,
he did not stretch out his hand.

He had told hinself that he would cross to San Francisco, and see what
things were like there. Once on the bridge, however, he realized that the
bridge itself had drawmn him It was the |argest and bol dest work of man in
the whole area; like all bridges, it was a synbol of unity and security.
The t hought of going to San Franci sco had been an excuse. He had really

wi shed to renew some kind of comunion with the synbol of the bridge
itself.

Now it lay enpty. Were six lines of cars had speeded east and west, now
the white lines on the pavenent stretched off unbroken toward their neeting
at infinity. A seagull that was perched on the railing flapped lazily as
the sound of the car drew close, and slid off on a downward pl ane.

At a whim he crossed to the |eft side and drove unobstructed al ong the
wong | ane. He passed through the tunnel, and the high towers and | ong
curves of the suspension-bridge rose before his eyes in magnificent
perspective. As usual, sone painting had been in progress; to contrast with
the prevailing silver gray, one cable was splotched with orange-red.

Then suddenly he saw a strange sight. One car, a little green coupé, was
parked neatly at the railing, headed toward the East Bay.

I sh approached it, gazing curiously. He saw nobody, or nothing, inside. He
passed it; then, yielding to curiosity, he swng his car around in a w de
easy | oop, and parked beside the coupé.

He opened the door and | ooked in. No, nothing! The driver, despairing,
feeling the sickness upon himhad he parked there, and then | eaped over the
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railing? O had he, or she, nerely suffered a breakdown, and fl agged

anot her car, or wal ked on? Sone keys were still dangling fromthe
dashboard; the certificate of registration was fastened to the

st eering-col um-John S. Robertson, of sone nunber on Fifty-fourth Street,
Qakl and. An undi sti ngui shed nane and an undi sti ngui shed address! Now M. .
Robertson's car had possession of the bridge!

Only after he was again entering the tunnel did Ish think that he mght at

| east have settled the question as to a breakdown by seei ng whether he
could start the car. But it did not really natter-any nore than it mattered
that he was heading toward the East Bay agai n. Having swung around to park
besi de the coupé, he had nerely continued on in the direction toward which
he was pointed. He had already realized that there would be no utility in
visiting San Francisco...

Soon afterward, as he had promi sed, Ish cane again to the street where in
the morning he had talked (if it could be called talking) with the drunk
man.

He found the body |ying on the sidewalk in front of the liquor store.
"After all," Ish reflected, "there is alimt to the anount of alcohol that
any human can absorb." Renmenbering the eyes, he could not be sorry.

No dogs were in the vicinity as yet, but Ish did not |like to | eave the body
merely lying there. After all, he had known and talked to M. Barlow. He
could not figure out just where or how he could performa burial. So he
found sone blankets in a near-by dry-goods store, and w apped the body
carefully in these. Then he lifted M. Barlow into the seat of the car, and
cl osed the windows carefully. It would nmake a tight and | asti ng nausol eum

He said no words, for they seemed hardly in place. But he | ooked through
the wi ndow at the neat roll of blankets, and thought of M. Barlow, who was
probably a good guy, but couldn't survive a world going to pieces around
him And then, because in sone way it seemed a decent thing to do, Ish took
of f his hat, and stood uncovered a few seconds. ..

*In that day, as in sone ancient tine when a great king was overthrown and
the remmants of the conquered peoples were jubilant against him-in that day
will the fir trees rejoice and the cedars, crying out: "Since thou art laid
down, no feller is conme up against us?" WII| the deer and the foxes and the
quail exult: "Art thou al so becone weak as we, Art thou becone like unto

us? Is this the man that nmade the earth to trenble?" *

*("Thy ponp is brought down to the grave and the noise of thy viols; the
wormis spread under thee and the worns cover thee.")*

*No--none will say such words, and none will be left to think them and the
book of the prophet Isaiah will rnoul der unread. Only, the spike-buck will
graze farther fromthe thicket w thout know ng why, and the fox-cubs play
beside the dry fountain in the square, and the quad hatch her eggs in the
tall grass by the sundial. *

Toward the end of the day, swinging in a wide detour to avoid one of those
noi some regi ons where the dead bodies lay thickly, Ish cane back to the
house on San Lupo Drive.

He had | earned nuch. The Great Disaster--so he had begun to call it to
hi nsel f--had not been conpl et e.

Therefore he did not need imrediately to conmit his future to the first
person he net. He would do better to pick and choose a little, particularly
since everyone he had so far seen was obviously suffering from shock
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A new i dea was shaping in his mind and a new phrase with it--Secondary Kill.
O those that the Geat Disaster had spared, many would fall victimto some
trouble fromwhich civilization had previously protected them Wth
unlimted liquor they would drink thenmselves to death. There had been, he
guessed, nurder; alnost certainly there had been suicide. Sonme, |ike the
old man, who ordinarily would have |lived normal enough lives, would be
pushed over the line into insanity by shock and the need of readjustnent;
such ones woul d probably not survive long. Some would neet with accident;
bei ng al one, they would die. O hers would die of disease which no one was
left to treat. He knew that, biologically speaking, there was a critica
point in the nunbers of any species--if the nunbers were reduced below this
poi nt, the species could not recover.

Was manki nd going to survive? Well, that was one of those interesting

poi nts which gave himthe will to live. But certainly the result of his
day's research gave himlittle confidence. In fact, if these survivors were
typical, who would wi sh mankind to survive?

He had started out in the norning with a Robinson-Cnsoe feeling that he
woul d wel cone any human conpani onshi p. He had ended with the certainty that
he woul d rather be alone until he found soneone nore congeni al than the day
had of fered. The sluttish woman had been the only one who had even seened
to want his conpany, and there had been treachery and death in her
invitation. Even if he found a shot-gun and bushwhacked her boy-friend, she
could offer only the grossest physical conpanionship, and at the thought of
her he felt revulsion. As for that other girl-the young one-the only way to
make her acquai ntance woul d be by neans of a lasso or a bear-trap. And like
the old nman she woul d probably turn out to be crazy.

No, the Great Disaster had shown no predilection toward sparing the nice
peopl e, and the survivors had not been rendered pleasanter as the result of
the ordeal through which they had passed.

He prepared sone supper, and ate, but wi thout appetite. Afterwards he tried
to read, but the words had as little savor as the food. He still thought of
M. Barlow and the others; in one way or another, each in his own nmanner,
everyone whom he 38 George R Stewart

had seen that day was going to pieces. He did not think that he hinself
was. But was he actually still sane? Was he too, perhaps, suffering from
shock? In cal msel f-consciousness h( thought about it. After a while he
took pencil and paper, deciding to wite down what qualifications he had,
why he night be going to live, even with sone degree of happi ness, while
the others were not.

First of all, without hesitation, he scribbl ed:

1) Have will to live. Want to see what will happen in world w thout man,
and how. Geographer.

Beneath this he wote other notes.

2) Always was solitary. Don't have to talk to other people.

3) Have appendi x out.

4) Mbderately practical, though not mechanical. Canper.

5) Did not suffer devastating experience of living through it all, seeing
fam ly, other people, die. Thus escaped worst of shock.

He paused, | ooking at his last note. At |east he could hope that it was
true.

Still he sat staring, and thinking. He could list others of his qualities,
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such as his being intellectually oriented, and therefore, he supposed,
adaptabl e to new circunstances. He could list that he was a reader and so
had still available an inportant nmeans of relaxation and escape. 'At the
sane time he was nore than a nmere reader in that he knew al so the neans of
research through books, and thus possessed a powerful tool for
reconstruction.

Hs fingers tightened about the pencil for a noment while he considered
witing down that he was not superstitious. This night be inportant.

O herwi se he would even now, like the old man, be fighting the fear that
the whol e disaster had been the work of an angry God, who had now wi ped out
hi s people by pestilence as once before by flood, |leaving Ish (though as
yet unsupplied with wife and children) |ike another Noah to repopul ate the
enptiness. But such thoughts opened up the way to madness. Yes, he
realized, if a nan began to think of hinself as divinely appointed, he was
close to thinking of himself as God--and at that point lay insanity.

"No," he thought. "What happens, at least | shall never believe that | ama
god. No, | shall never be a god!"

Then, his flight of ideas still continuing, he realized that in sone ways,
very curiously, he felt a new security and even satisfaction at the
contenplation of a solitary life.. Hs worries in the old days had been

chi efly about people. The prospect of going to a dance had nore than once
sent himinto a sweat; he had never been a good nixer; no one had asked him
tojoin a fraternity. In the old days, such things were a handicap to a
man. Now, he realized, they were actually a great advantage. Because he had
sat on the edge of so nany social gatherings, not quite. able to mingle in
the conversation, listening, watching objectively, now he could endure not
being able to talk, and again could sit and watch, noting what happened.

H s weakness had becone strength. It was as if there had been a blind man
in a world suddenly bereft of light. In that world, those with seeing eyes
could only blunder about, but the blind man would be at hone, and now

i nstead of being the one who was gui ded by others, he mght be the one to
whom t he others clung for guidance

Nevertheless the lonely life stretching out before himdid not seem so

si mpl e-and seened far from secure or pleasant, as he again lay on his bed
and t hrough the darkness the cold fingers of the fog reached in fromthe
Bay and folded within themthe house on San Lupo Drive. Then again that
great fear came upon him and he cringed in vague dread and |istened for
noi ses in the darkness, and thought of his loneliness and of all that m ght
happen to him too, in the course of that Secondary Kill. A wld desire for
flight and escape canme upon him He had a feeling that he nust go far away
and nove fast, and keep ahead of anything that mnight be pursuing him Then
he rationalized this thought with the feeling that the di sease coul d not
have fallen everywhere upon the United States, that sonmewhere nust be |eft
some community, which he should find.

*Chapter 3*

In the norning his panic had faded but the deep-seated fear was still with
him He got out of bed carefully, and swal |l owed apprehensively in terror
that he m ght have a sore throat. He handled hinself with all the care of
an aged hypochondriac. Wien he wal ked downst an-s he bal anced hi nsel f
meticulously, realizing that even a sprained ankle m ght nean death.

He i medi atel y began preparations for flight, and as al ways when he began
acting upon sone definite plan, even though the plan in itself made little
sense, he felt a quietness and satisfaction. His own car was old. He
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therefore began to | ook around for a better one anong the nany hundreds
that were parked along the streets. Mst of these were without keys, but
finally in a garage he found a station-wagon which suited his fancy and
whi ch contained a key. He pressed the starter, and the engi ne responded
perfectly. He idled it for a minute, raced it, and decided that it was
good. He started to engage the gears, and then suddenly paused with a
feeling of uneasiness. He did not regret |leaving his ow car, but stil
sonmet hing worried him In a nonent he renenbered. He went back to his old
car, and took out the hanmmer. He carried it over to the station-wagon and
laid it at his feet. Then he drove out of the garage.

From a grocery he stocked hinmsel f, nibbling some crackers and cheese for
lunch as he wal ked about selecting his cans. He realized he mght pick up
supplies at any town. Still, it would be convenient to have a reserve with
himin the car. Fromother stores he took a sleeping-bag, an ax and a
shovel , a rain-coat, cigarettes, enough food to see himthrough severa
days, a small bottle of good brandy. Rememnbering his experiences of the day
before, he went into a sporting-goods shop, and selected a variety of
weapons--a |ight shot-gun, a nediumcalibre repeating rifle, a smal
automatic pistol that would go handily into a side-pocket, a hunting-knife.

Just when he had finished | oading the station-wagon, and was about ready to
start, he | ooked around and first becane conscious of a dog. He had seen
many dogs in the last two days, and he had tried to shut themout of his

m nd. 7ley were pathetic, and he did not |ike to think what was happeni ng.
Sorme of them | ooked starved; sone of them | ooked too well fed. Sonme seened
uncertain and cringing; others snarled and were all too well assured of
thensel ves. This particular dog was like a small hound, with | ong drooping
ears, of a white-and-liver color-a beagle, probably, although he did not
know much about breeds of dogs. It stood at a safe distance of ten feet,

| ooked at him wagged its tail, and whi npered just audibly.

"Go away!" he said, roughly, for his heart was suddenly bitter within him
and he felt hinself building a wall against nore attachnments whi ch nust
only end with death. "Go away!" he repeated. Instead, the dog took a step
or two closer to him and put its forequarters down on the ground and laid
its head on its forefeet and | ooked up at himw th strangely appealing
eyes, which rolled upward. Long drooping ears gave the face an expression
of infinite sadness. (Cbviously, the dog was saying, "You have broken ny
heart!" Suddenly, wi thout thinking, he snmiled and he renenbered then, it
was perhaps the first tine he had sniled, except ironically, since the
snake had struck.

He cane to hinself instantly, and realized that the dog was rubbi ng agai nst
his leg, quick to sense the change of his npbod. As he | ooked down, it
scurried away suddenly in fright, or pretended fright, then dashed around
inalittle circle variegated with two qui ck dodges, and ended again with
its forelegs on the ground and its head between them giving out an eager
little bark which changed into a hound-like howl. Again Ish broke into a
smle which this tine was really a broad grin, and the dog sensed his nood.
It dashed around himagain in a swift run, with sudden changes of

direction, giving an imtation of what it would do if chasing a rabbit. It
ended this little denonstration of varied abilities by running boldly up to
Ish's | egs again, rubbing against them and putting its head there as if to
be patted, as much as saying, "Wasn't that a good act | put on?" Realizing
what was expected of him Ish dropped his hand on the dog's head, and
patted the sl eek forehead. The dog gave a little whi nper of satisfaction

The tail- wagged so vigorously that the whol e body seenmed to be waggi ng
fromthe ears back. The light-colored eyes rolled upwards until the whites
showed al ong the bottom It was the picture of adoration. The | ong ears
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fell on each side, and little winkles showed on the forehead. The dog was
certainly making a good case of love at first sight. Its actions said,
"This is the only man in the world for nme!"

Ish rel axed suddenly. Squatting down, he patted the dog unashanedly.
"Wl l," he thought, "I've got nyself a dog--whether | want one or not." And
then he reconsidered, "I mean, the dog has got ne."

He opened the door of the station-wagon; the dog junped in and | ay down, at
home on the front seat.

Going into a grocery, Ish found a box of dog-biscuits; he fed the dog one
fromhis hand. The animal took the food w thout any particular sign of

af fection or thanks. This was obviously what a man was for. Once you had
got yourself a man, there was no need to be particularly grateful to him
Noticing for the first time, Ish sawthat it was not a dog, strictly
speaking, but a bitch. "Wll," he said, "a case of pure seduction,
apparently."

He went back to the house, and picked up a few of his persona

bel ongi ngs-some cl othes, his field-glasses, a few books. He reflected a
monent whet her there was anything el se needed for a trip which mght take
hi m cl ear across the continent. Then he shrugged his shoul ders.

He took out his wallet, and discovered that he had nineteen dollars in
fives and ones. He certainly did not need any nore noney. He even
considered throwing the whole wallet away, but finally kept it. He was so
used to having it in his hip-pocket that he felt unconfortable w thout it.
The noney woul d probably do himno harm

Wthout any real hope, he conposed a note, and left it posted conspi cuously
on the living-roomdesk. If they should return while he was away, they
woul d know t hat they should wait for his return or |eave a note of their
own for him

As he stood by the car, he gave another | ook up and down San Lupo Drive.
There was no one in sight, of course. The houses and trees all | ooked the
same as before, but he noticed again that the | awns and gardens al ready
showed the | ack of care, particularly of watering. In spite of the fogs,
the 1 ong drought of the California sumrer was already settling down.

By now it was md-afternoon. Neverthel ess, he decided to start at once. He
was anxious to be off, and he could spend the night at sonme near-by town.

*As with the dogs and cats, so also with the grasses and flowers whi ch nman
had | ong nourished. The clover and the blue-grass withered on the | awns,
and the dandelions grewtall. In the flowerbed the water-1loving asters
wilted and drooped, and the weeds flourished. Deep within the canelli as,
the sap failed; they would bear no buds next spring. The |eaves curled on
the tips of the wisteria vines and the rose bushes, as they set thensel ves
agai nst the | ong drought. Foot by foot the wild cucunbers quickly sent
their long vines across | awn andfl owerbed and terrace. As once, when the
arm es of the enmpire were shattered and the strong barbarians poured in
upon the soft provincials, so nowthe fierce weeds pressed in to destroy

t hepanpered nurslings of man. *

The staunch motor humred steadily. He drove, the nomi ng of this second day,
wi t h exaggerated caution, thinking of blow outs and of steering-gear or
brakes whi ch m ght suddenly cease to function, and of cattle wandering on
the highway. He tried to keep the speedoneter needle at forty.

But that notor had never been designed to keep a car at such a speed, and
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he constantly found that he had slid up to fifty or sixty without realizing
it.

Yet, even to be nmoving at all kept himfromfeeling quite so depressed.
Mere change of place was a confort; flight itself, a solace. Deep wthin,
he knew that all this was because he was tenporarily escaping fromthe
necessity of depision. As long as he was nerely pulling down the curtain of
one | andscape behind himand raising that of another in front of him as

Il ong as he was nerely driving, he did not need to make plans for the
future, to decide how he should live, or even whether he should live. The
necessity now was only to deci de how he should steer around the next
approachi ng curve

The beagl e-bitch lay beside him Now and then she put her head in his |ap,
but nostly she slept quietly, and her being so close was also a confort. In
the rear-view mffor he never saw a car behind him but he |ooked in it
occasionally, out of habit. Init he sawthe rifle and shot-gun on the

m ddl e seat behind him and the back seat piled high with his sl eeping-bag
and the cartons of food. He was like a sailor in his own boat stocked and
ready for energencies, and he also felt the deep desperation of the
solitary survivor of a ship-weck, alone in all the vastness.

He foll owed Hi ghway 99 south through the San Joaquin Valley. Although he
drove slowy, he nade excellent mleage. He did not have to sl ow down
behind a truck, or to stop for traffic-lights (though nost of themwere
still functioning), or to reduce speed for towns. In fact, in spite of his
apprehensions, he had to admt that driving H ghway 99 under these

condi tions was much safer than driving it through thick and nmadly speeding
traffic.

He saw no man. |If he had searched through the towns, he m ght have found
someone, but there was no use of it now A straggler here or there he m ght
pick up at any tine. Now he was searching to see whether sone greater
remmant mght be | eft somewhere.

The broad plain stretched away-vi neyards, orchards, fields of nelons,
fields of cotton. Perhaps a fanner's eye could have seen that already
everyt hi ng showed negl ect, and the absence of the hand of man, but to Ish
it all still |ooked about the sane.

At Bakersfield he left 99, and turned toward the wi nding road over
Tehachapi Pass. Fields gave way to scattered sl opes O oaks, and higher
still came open park-like stands of thinfoliaged Coulter pine. Here, too,
there was no one. Yet he did not so nmuch feel the absence of people, for
this had al ways been enpty country. He canme down the side of the pass on
the other end, and | ooked out over the far reaches where the desert began
More sharply than ever he becane apprehensive. Although the sun was stil
wel | above the horizon, he stopped at the little town of Mjave, and began
to nake his preparations.

To cross those two hundred miles of desert, nmen had carried water in their
cars even in the Ad Times. There were stretches where one night have to
wal k for a full day to reach even a roadside stand if the car went bad. He
coul d take no chances now, when no one would be comng to help him

He found a hardware store. The door was nmssive and strongly | ocked; so he
smashed a wi ndow with the hammer and went in. He took three | arge canteens,
and filled themat a faucet fromwhich water was still running, though
feebly. He added a gallon jug of red wine froma grocery store. Still he
was not satisfied, and the thought of the desert weighed heavily on him He
drove back along the main street, not just sure what he was seeking, and
then his, eyes fell on a notorcycle. It was black and white, one of those
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used by the H ghway Patrol. Through all his depression and fear he stil
felt qualnms at stealing a notorcycle belonging to a traffic cop. It was the
hei ght of the incredible.

Yet after a mnute he got out, fiddled with the notorcycle, found it
wor kabl e, and rode slowy down the street and back

After an hour's work in the heavy heat of the |late afternoon, using sone
pl anks to build a ranp, he managed to wheel the notorcycle up, and to | ash
it securely on the lowered tail-gate of the station-wagon. Now he was not
only like a sailor in his own boat, but he had a tender in which he could
take refuge if the boat itself should sink. Even so, he felt nore

appr ehensi ve than ever, and found hinself now and then gl anci ng over his
shoul der.

The sun set, and he was fired. He nade hinself a cold and unsatisfactory
meal, and ate it dispiritedly, still feeling the fear. He even considered
what he would do if the food gave hi mindigestion. Wien he had finished
eating, he found a can of dog-food in a grocery store, and fed it to the
beagl e. She accepted the offering as only her due. Having eaten, she curled
up in the front seat. He drove the station-wagon to the best-1oo0king
tourist-court in town, found the door of a room unopened, and went in, the
beagle following. Only a dribble flowed fromthe faucets. Apparently the
wat er supplies of this snall town were not as autonatically adjusted as
were those of the city. He washed as well as he could; then went to bed.
The dog curled up on the floor.

The fear gripped himhard, and he could not sleep. The dog whinmpered in a
drearn, and he started violently. The fear noved in nore tightly. He got
out of bed, and tried the door to be sure that he had | ocked it, although
he did not know who or what he should be fearing, or against whom or what
he should | ock a door. He thought of going to find a drug store and getting
some pills to nake him sl eep, but even that idea frightened him He thought
of trying the brandy, but that too had sinister inplications as he
remenbered M. Barlow At |ast he slept, but restlessly. In the norning his
head was heavy, and in the crisp heat of the desert forenoon he stil
flinched at starting across the waste. He considered turning back; he

consi dered going soud toward Los Angeles, telling hinmself that it would be
a good idea to see what had happened there. But all these ideas, |u knew,
were excuses, nere flinchings fromthe carrying-out ol his original plan,
and he still had enough pride in hinself to keep from needl essly turning
back or swerving fromthe course which he had laid out. But he temporized
at least to this extent, that he would not start across the desert unti
nearly sunset. That, he argued, was nerely an ordinary precaution. Even in
ordinary tinmes many people drove the desert at night just to escape from

t he heat.

He spent the day restlessly in Mjave-oppressed by the fear, and trying to
think of nore things which he should do for safety. Wien the sun was about
to touch the western hills, he started, the dog beside himon the seat.

He had scarcely gone a mle before he felt the desert closing in around
him The | ow sun cast the Joshua trees into strange | ong shadows. Then the
shadows were gone, and soon twilight fell. He turned on his lights, and the
hi gh beans illum nated the road before hi menpty, always enpty. In the
rear-view mirror he never saw the far-off twin |lights which would mean that
sone car was overtaking him

Then it was full darkness, and his anxiety grew deeper and deeper. He
thought of all that m ght go wong, even though the engine purred steadily
along. He drove slowy and still nore slowy, thinking of blowouts,

thi nki ng of an overheating engine, or of oil that mght fail to fl ow and

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (29 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

| eave hi m marooned, far alone. He even | ost confidence in the notorcycle
whi ch he carried as insurance. After a long tinme-he was driving slow y-he
passed one of the little desert stations where one m ght at |east expect to
get gasoline or a spare tire or sonmething to drink. Now it was dark, and he
knew that there was no hel p. He went on beyond that, the white beans
cutting out the road clearly ahead of him the engine still puffed

smoot hly, but he wondered what he would do if it should stop

He had gone a long way. At |last the dog on the seat beside himbegan to

whi nper and stir restlessly. "Shut up!" he said sharply, but still she

whi npered and stirred. "Ch, all right!" he said, and pulled the car to a
stop, not bothering to turn aside off the pavenent. He got out, and then
hel d the door open for the dog. She ran about for a noment, whinpering, and
then without stopping to relieve herself, she suddenly lifted her nose, |et
out a bay tremendous for such a small creature, and struck out at ful

speed into the desert. "Cone! *Cone back!*" he shouted, but the dog paid no
attention, and her bay went off into the distance.

There was a sudden deep silence as she ceased giving tongue, and in the
silence he suddenly started, realizing that another noise, too, had
stopped. The idling engine had stalled. in quick panic he | eaped back into
the car and pressed the, starter-button. The engine resuned its steady
purring. Yet, he was shaken. Feeling suddenly conspicuous, as if things

m ght see himand he could not see them he turned out the |ights and sat
in the darkness. "What a nmess!" he said to hinself.

Faintly, far off now, he heard again the baying of the beagle. The note
rose and fell as she circled sonewhere behind the quarry. He consi dered
goi ng on, and abandoning her. After all, he had not w shed to take her
along in the first place. If now she chose to abandon himin the desert and
go off after the first chance rabbit, what debt had he toward her? He
slipped the car into gear, and drove ahead. But he stopped after only a few
yards. It seened too nean a desertion. The dog woul d probably find no water
in the desert, and that would be a horrible end. In sone way he had aheady
incurred obligations to the beagle, even though she seened to be using him
for her own ends. He shivered in his loneliness and depression

After a while, a quarter of an hour perhaps, he was suddenly aware that the
beagl e had returned. He had not heard her; she had nerely appeared. She |ay
down panting, her tongue hanging out. He felt sudden uncontroll abl e anger
agai nst her. He thought wildly of all those vague dangers to which her
fool i shness seenmed to expose him If he could not |eave her to die of
thirst in the desert, at |east he could put her to a quick end. He got out
of the car carrying the shot-gun

Then, as he | ooked down, he saw the dog lying with its head between its
forepaws, panting still fromthe run. She did not bother to nove, but he
coul d vaguely see her large eyes lifted up toward himw th the touch of
whites along the bottom Having had her fun chasing the rabbit, she had now
conme back to her man, the one she had adopted and who had proved extrenely
useful to supply tasty food out of cans and to transport her to a lovely
country which supplied real rabbits for chasing. Suddenly Ish rel axed, and

| aughed.

Wth the | aughter, sonething broke inside of him and was as if a | oad had
rolled anay. "After all," he thought, "what am| afraid of? Nothing nore
than ny death can happen. That has cone to nobst people already. Wy shoul d
| be afraid of that? It can be nothing worse than that."

He felt infinite relief. He strode half a dozen steps do the road,
springily, giving his body a chance to express what his mnd felt.
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And surely this was nore than the dropping off of any nomentary burden
This was a kind of great Declaration of Independence. He had bol dly stepped
up to Fate, and slapped Fate in the face, and dared Fate to do the worst.

Ther eupon he resolved that if he was to live at all he would live w thout
fear. After all, he had escaped a nearly universal disaster.

Wth a quick decision he hurried to the rear of the car, undid the |ashing,
and dunped the notorcycle. No |onger would he take all these overcautious
precautions. There m ght not be any Fate which objected to people playing
the gane too safely. But, even if there were not, such playing was too nuch
trouble. He would take his chances fromnow on, and at |east enjoy fife
without fear, as long as he lived it. Was he not living, as they said, on
borrowed tine?

"Well, cone on, Princess," he said ironically, "let's get going." And as he
said it, he realized that he had at |ast naned the dog. That was a good
name; its very triteness seemed to connect himw th the old days, and at

| east she was The Princess, always expecting himto take care of her with
the best of service, repaying himonly incidentally, in so far as she took
hi m away from thoughts of hinself.

Yet, reconsidering, he did not go any farther that night. Wth his
new f ound sense of freedom he rather enjoyed nerely taking additiona
chances. He pulled the sl eeping-bag out. Unrolling it, he lay on the sand
under the slight shelter of a nesquite bush. Princess lay beside him and
went soundly to sleep, tired fromher run. Once he awoke in the night, and
lay calmat |ast. He had passed through so nmuch, and now he seemed to know
a cal m which woul d never pass. Once Princess whinpered in her sleep, and he
saw her legs twitch as if she were still chasing the rabbit. Then she | ay
qui et; he, too, slept away.

When he awoke, finally, the dawn was | enon yell ow above the desert hills.
He was cold, and he found Princess close up against his sl eeping-bag. He
crawl ed out just as the sun was rising.

*This is the desert, the wilderness. It began a long tinme ago. After a
whil e, nmen cane. They canped at the springs and |l eft chips of stone
scattered about in the sand there, and worefaint trails through the |lines
of the mesquite bushes, but you could hardly tell that they had been there.
Still later, they laid down railroads, and strung up wires, and nade | ong
straight roads. Still, in conmparison with the whole desert, you could
hardly tell that men had been there, and ten yards asidefromthe stee

rails or the concrete pavenent, it was all the sane. After a while, the nen
went away, |eaving their works behind them*

*There is plenty of time in the desert. A thousand years are as a day. The
sand drifts, and in the high winds even the gravel noves, but it is al
very slow. Now and then, once in a century, it nmay be, there cones a

cl oudburst, and the | ong-dry streanbeds roar with water, rolling boul ders.
G ven ten centuries perhaps, the fissures of the earth will open again and
the bl ack | ava pourforth.*

*But as the desert was slowto yield before man, so it will be slow to w pe
out his traces. Cone back in a thousand years, and you will still see the
chi ps of stone scattered through the sand and the |long road stretching off
to the gap in the knfelike hills on the horizon. There will be little rust,
and even the iron rails my be there. As for the copper wires, they are

next to imortal. This is the desert, the wlderness--slowto give, and slow
to take away. *

For a while the speedoneter needl e stood at 80, and he drove with the wild
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joy of freedom fearless at the thought of a tire blowing out. Later, he
slowed down a little, and began to | ook around with new interest, his
trai ned geographer's mnd focusing upon that drama of man's passing. In
this country, he saw little difference.

When he came to Needl es, the gasoline-gauge stood nearly at enpty. Electric
power had failed, and the gas-punps would not work. Wth a little search he
found a gasoline depot at the edge of town, and filled his tank from one of
the drunms. He went on.

Crossing the Colorado River, he entered Arizona, and the road began to rise
up anong sharp, rocky crags. Here, at last he saw cattle. Half a dozen
steers and two cows with their calves stood in a draw near the road. They
rai sed their heads, idly, when he stopped the car to | ook them over. These
desert' cattle, unless when grazing near the road, scarcely saw a man from
one nonth's end to the other. Twice a year, the cowboys canme out to round
them up. The passing of nan woul d nmake no difference here, except that
actually the herds would breed nore rapidly. After a tinme, perhaps, they

m ght have troubles with overgrazed range, but before then the |ong-drawn
how of the *l obo* wolves would re-echo again through these ravines, and
there woul d be a new neans of control-of nunbers. In the end, however, he
had no doubt that the cattle and the wolves would strike off sone
unconsci ous bal ance and that the cattle, bereft of nman, would continue to
thrive.

Farther on, near the old mning-town of Catrman, he saw two burros. Wet her
they had nerely been wandering about the vicinity of the town at the tine
of the catastrophe, or whether they had been sone that had gone wild,

al ready, he did not know, but they seened well contented. He got out of the
car, and tried approaching them but they scanpered away, keeping their

di stance. Returning to the car he | oosed the yapping Princess' , and she
made a wild dash at the two strange aninmals. The jack |aid down his ears,
and charged upon her with |lips drawn back fromteeth and | ashing forefeet.
Princess turned sharply and scuttled to the car and the protection of her
man. The jack, thought Ish, would be nore than a match for any wolf, and
even a nmountain-lion mght well regret pressing an attack

He passed the summit above Catrman, and well down the other side he cane for
the first time to a partial block in the road. At sone tinme during the |ast
few days a fierce desert thunderstorm must have swept across this edge of
the moun_ tains. Wen the water cane tearing down the wash, the culvert had
pl ugged and water had streamed across the road, carrying sand. He got out
to investigate. In ordinary times, a road-crew would soon have been al ong.
They woul d have cleared the sand fromthe road and opened the cul vert

agai n, and everything woul d have been as before. But now, the culvert

remai ned plugged, and the few inches of sand remmi ned on the road, and when
he | ooked at the | ower side of the pavenent he saw that the washi ng water
had al ready cut out half a foot of dirt fromunder the | ower side of the
concrete. Now, at the next storm still nore sand woul d wash across, and
still nore dirt would be cut away fromthe underside. In a few years the
concrete mght begin to crack away fromwhere it was undercut, and the sand
and gravel would pile up still higher on the road itself. Now, however,
there was no serious question of passability. He drove the car over the
sand.

"Aroad is as strong as its weakest link,", he thought, wondering how | ong
it would be possible to travel as he was traveling now. That night he slept
again in a bed, helping hinself to a place in the best tourist-court in

Ki ngrman.

*The cattle, the horses, the asses-through thousands of centuries they
lived their own lives, and went their own ways in forest and steppe and
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desert. Then man grew strong, and for a while he used the cattle, and the
horses, and the asses, for other ends. But after that was finished, they
went their own ways again.*

*Fastened with their stanchions in the long barns, the dairy cattle baw ed
thirstily for a while and then lay still. Penned in their paddocks, the
| ong-1inbed thoroughbreds died slowy.*

*But on the ranges, the white-faced Herefords | ooked out for themnselves,
and even on the farns, the cattle broke through the fences and wandered
fireely. So too, on the ranges, with the horses and the asses....*

*The asses seek the desert, as in the ancient days. They sniff the dry east
wi nd, and gallop on the dusty | ake beds, and step daintily on the

boul der-strewn hills; with their hard nouths they- eat the thorny bushes.
Thei r comnpani ons are the big-horn sheep. *

*The horses take the dry open plains. They eat the green grass of spring,
and the grass-seed of summer, and the dry grass of autum, and in the

wi nter, shaggy-coated, they paw the snow, for the dry grass beneath it.
Wth themthe herds of the pronghorn pasture.*

*The cattle seek the greener |ands and the forests. In the copses the cows
hi de the new born calves until they canfoll ow the nothers. The bison are
their conpanions, and their rivals. The great bulls battle mghtily, and in
the end, perhaps, the heavier bulls will prevail, and the bi son nmove out
over all their old domain. Then the cattle may be pushed deeper intothe
woodl and and there find their haven. *

El ectric power had failed at Kingman, but the water was still running. The
stove in the kitchenette at the tourist-court was supplied froma tank of
liquefied gas, and the pressure was at nornmal. Since there was no electric
refrigeration, he could have neither eggs, nor butter, nor mlk. But he
took his tine, and after a raid on a store prepared an excel |l ent break-,
fast-canned grapefruit, canned sausages, flapjacks, syrup. He nmade a | arge
pot of coffee, and had it with sugar and canned ml k. Princess enjoyed her
usual can of horseneat. After breakfast, to get gasoline, he took the
hamrer and a cold chisel, and plugged a hole in the tank of a truck
Setting a five-gallon can beneath the spurt of gasoline, he filled it, and
then transferred the gasoline to his own tank

There were dead bodies in the town, but in the dry Arizona heat they had
munmi fied i nstead of decaying, and though they were not pretty to | ook at,
they made no assault upon the nostrils.

Beyond Ki ngman he soon canme to where the conpact little pifion pines stood
evenly spaced across dry rolling country. Except for the highway, man had
left little mark anywhere. No tel ephone line followed the road, and often
there were no fences-just the rangeland stretching off on both sides, green
because of the sumrer rains, dotted with the little trees. Actually, he
knew t hat overgrazi ng had changed the grass and shrubs over all this
country, and that with man gone there woul d now be nore changes. Perhaps,
with the slaughter-houses no | onger at work, the cattle would becone nore
nunerous than ever; before their predators could increase sufficiently to
control their numbers, they mght eat the grass to the roots and start

gul lies and change the whole face of the country. No, just as likely, he
reconsi dered, hoof-and-nouth di sease would work in across the now open

Mexi can border, and cattle mght al nost di sappear. O perhaps he
underestimted the rapidity at which wol ves and nmountain-Iions woul d
multiply. All he held fairly certain was that in twenty-five or fifty years
some kind of noderately stable situation would result and that the | and
then would steadily get to | ook nore and nore |ike what it had been before
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the white men cane.

On the first two days, he had felt the fear; on the third, he had speeded
wildly in reaction. But today, again in reaction, he felt a great cal mand
restful ness. The quiet of everything inpressed him In spite of having
spent so nuch time in the nmountains, he had just taken it for granted that
mount ai ns were qui et, and had not realized how much of the noise in the
wor |l d was man-caused. There had been nany definitions of Man; he woul d nake
anot her: "The noi se-produci ng animal." Now there was only the nearly

i mpercepti ble murmur of his own engine. He had no need to bl ow the horn
There were no back-firing trucks, no snorting trains, no poundi ng pl anes
overhead. In the little town no whistles blew or bells rang or radios

bl ared or people talked. Even if it was the peace of death, still that was
a kind of peace.

He drove slowy, though not fromfear. Wien he w shed, he stopped to | ook
at sonething. At every halt he nade it a gane to di scover what he could
hear. Oten, after he had turned off the engine, he heard nothing at all,
even in a town. Sonetines there was the chirp of a bird or the faint

humm ng of an insect; sonmetinmes the wind made a little rustling. Once he
heard with a sense of relief the muffled pounding of a far-off

t hunder st orm

By that tine it was afternoon, and he had cone into a higher country of

tall pines with a snow capped peak looming up to the north. At Wllians a
shiny strean-dined train stood in the stationyard, just as the engi neer had
left it; he saw no one. At Flagstaff, nuch of the town had been burned; he
saw no one.

Just beyond Fl agstaff he came around a bend of the road and somne distance
ahead saw two crows | eave sonmething in the road and flap heavily away. He
feared a little to cone up and see what they had been eating, but it was
only a sheep. The body lay fight upon the concrete of the highway, a red
snmear of bl ood showing fromthe torn throat. Wen he | ooked around, he saw
that there were other bodies of sheep lying close to the road, and on both
sides he could see still nore. He walked a little way off the road, and
counted twenty-siXx.

Dogs or coyotes? He could not tell, but he could easily reconstruct the
scene-the harried sheep driven across the neadow, those on the outside
pul I ed down or separated fromthose who clung closely toward the center of
the fl ock.

Soon afterwards, out of whim he turned in at the little Toad which | ed
toward Wal nut Canyon National Mnument. He cane to the neatly built
Superintendent's house whi ch | ooked down into the deep canyon with its

rui ned houses of the Cliff Dwellers. There was an hour's daylight left, and
he found a gri mamusement in wal king around the narrow path, |ooking at
what was | eft of those houses of that ol d people. He cane back, and sl ept
the night in the house at the Iip of the canyon. Al ready there had been a
sunmmer thunderstorm and a little water had run under the door. Since no
one had cleaned it up, it had lain in a pool there and damaged the fl oor

O her rains would cone; year by year, their effect would increase unti

after a while the neat house at the lip of the canyon would fall into
ruins, and be not nmuch different fromthose old houses sheltering along the
cliffs. Here the ruin of one civilization would pile up on the ruin of

anot her.

*For a while the flocks, too, will remain. Even though the killers kil
merely in the rage of the blood-lust, nevertheless mllions of sheep are
not to be wiped out in a day, or in a nonth, and thousands of new- born
lanbs will be dropped. What are fifty or one hundred slain out of mllions?
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Yet not without reason, as synbol of a perishing people, nmen have said
"sheep without a shepherd." In the end they will vanish....*

*They wander helplessly in the blizzards of the winter, and in the sumrer
they stray far fromwater and are too stupid to find their way back; they
are caught in the springfloods, and the bodi es wash down by the hundreds;
they stanpede stupidly over cliffs, and lie in corrupting masses in the
dept hs of the ravines; and always there are nore of the killers--the dogs
run wild, the wolves and coyotes, the nountain-lions, the bears. After a
while, the great flocks are broken into a few frightened scurrying
fragments; in the end, there will be no nore sheep.*

*Thousands of years ago they accepted the protection of the shepherd and
lost their agility and sense of independence. Now, when the shepherd has
gone, they too nust go.*

On the next day he was crossing the wide high plains of the continenta
divide. This was rich sheep country, and again he saw nore bodi es where
coyotes had harried the flocks. Once, on a far-off hillside, he saw what
seenmed to be scattered sheep running wildly, but he could not be sure.

Agai n, however, he saw an even stranger sight; in the rich nmeadow al ong a
stream he saw a flock of sheep grazing peacefully. He | ooked around, half
expecting to see the wagon and the sheepherder hinself-, but instead, he
saw only two dogs. The shepherd was gone, but by | ong habit the dogs were
continuing their task, keeping the sheep together, maintaining themin the
good pasture along the water of the stream doubtless fighting off the

mar auders that cane sniffing in the night. He stopped the car and wat ched,
keepi ng Princess beside himon the seat, so that she would not disturb the
situation. The two sheep-dogs grew excited when they noticed the car; they
bar ked excitedly, and rounded up a few stragglers. They kept their

di stance, a quarter-nile away, and seened hostile. Just as in the cities
the electric power was still pulsating through the wires after nan had
passed, so here upon the far stretches of the grass |ands, the dogs watched
the sheep for a little while. But, he thought, it could not be for |ong.

The road | ed on across the wi de spaces; U S. 66 read the signs beside the
pavenent. It had been a great highway, he remenbered, in the old days, the
road of the Ckies to California; there had been a popul ar song about it;
now, it lay enpty. No bus roared by with *Los Angeles* inprinted on its
front; no truck came fromeast or west, no jalopy piled high with the
househol d goods of sone mgrating fruitpicker, no sleek car of tourists
going to the Indian dances, not even a Navaho wagon with a bony horse
pulling it by the side of the pavenent.

He dropped into the valley of the Rio Grande, crossed the bridge, and went
up the long street of Al buquerque. This was the |argest town he had seen
since leaving California; he honked his horn as he went, and waited for a
response. He heard nothing, and he did not wait | ong.

He slept that night at a tourist-court on the eastern edge of Al buquerque,
fromwhi ch he coul d | ook back down the long slope toward the town. It was
all in darkness; here the power had failed already.

In the norning he went on through the nmountains, and came out on the other
side into a country of scattered buttes with broad plains between. A frenzy
of speed cane upon himagain, and he drove the car at its limt on the
straight roads. The buttes fell away behind; he crossed the state |ine, and
was in Texas, in the flat country of the Panhandle. The day was suddenly

bl azing hot, and around himlay endl ess stubble fields fromwhich the wheat
had al ready been cut before the death fell upon the harvesters. That night
he sl ept on the outskirts of Cklahoma City.
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In the nmorning he skirted the city by a by-pass, and went on. He foll owed
66 toward Chicago, but after a fewmles a tree across the road bl ocked
him He got out to consider the situation. There had obvi ously been one of
those sudden wi nd stornms which sweep the plains country. A tall poplar
standi ng before a farm house had tipped and gone over, hiding the whole

hi ghway in a clutter of |eaves and branches. It would be a | abor of a half
a day to chop any kind of passage through the tangle. Then suddenly he
realized that here was a significant scene in that great drama which he had
set hinself to watch. H ghway 66, that fampous road! Here it was, blocked by
the chance falling of a tree! A man might cut his way through this
Qbstruction, but there were, or would soon be, others. In the

t hunderstornms, nud woul d wash across the road and earth Slide fromthe
cuts; a bridge would go in the surnner freshet; in a few years, to take a
car from Chicago to Los Angeles on H ghway 66 woul d be a task for a pioneer
in a covered wagon.

He thought of detouring through the fields, but the sod was soft and nucky
fromrecent rains. Consulting his road-map, he saw that he could go south

ten mles and strike another paved road, which would bring himback to the
hi ghway. He turned the station-wagon around, and started back

But when he reached the other road, he saw no real reason why he should
return to 66. The secondary highway led on directly toward the east, and so
far as he could tell, that direction was just as good as anot her

"Perhaps," he thought, "that fallen tree has changed the whole future
course of human history. | mght have gone on toward Chi cago, and sonet hi ng
nm ght have happened there. Now sonething different will happen."”

So he went eastward through Gkl ahoma, the country enpty everywhere. On the
rolling hills the scrubby oak-growth | ooked just as it must have | ooked
before. On the level cultivated stretches, corn and cotton were grow ng.
The corn stood high, head above the weeds; it would bear a fairly good
crop. But the cotton was rapidly being choked out.

The full heat of surnmer was upon himnow, and was breaki ng down nore of
his remmants of civilization. He still 'shaved daily, nore because he felt
confortable that way than for any sense of his appearance, but he had not
had his hair cut, and it hung shaggily about him He hacked at it with a
pair of scissors. He had reverted nerely to a pair of blue jeans and an
open-necked shirt. He threw the shirt away every norning, and put on a

cl ean one. Sonmewhere he had forgotten his gray fedora, and from an Okl ahoma
general store he picked up a cheap straw hat, the kind that any tenant
farmer mght wear in the sunmer.

That afternoon he crossed into Arkansas, and though he knew that state
lines were only inmaginary, he suddenly be canme consci ous of another change.
Here all the dryness of the plains country was |eft far behind, and the
weat her was hot and humid. As a result the growmh was everywhere pushing in
upon the roads and buil dings. Runners fromvines and clinb ng roses already
dangl ed across wi ndows and hung swi nging fromeaves and porch roofs. The
smal | er houses | ooked as if they were shrinking back shyly and beginning to
hide in the woods. Fences al so were being obscured. There was no | onger a
sharp |ine between the road and the surroundi ng country. Grass and weeds
were showi ng green at every little crack in the concrete; blackberry shoots
were pushing in fromthe shoul ders, breaking the clean white Iine. In one
pl ace the I ong runners of sone vrme reached clear to the. white line in the
nuddl e of the pavenent, and met others advancing fromthe other side.

Peaches were ripe, and he varied his diet of canned food by raiding an
orchard. H's entry scared off a few hogs which had been eating the fallen
fruit. That night he slept at North Little Rock

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (36 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

*The prize boars will die in their well-kept pens, and the fat brood sows
wi || wander about, squealing for their mash, but on many a farm the shoats
wWill run wild without restraint of fences. They need nothing fromman. In

the heat they seek the swanps by the river, and root there, and lie in the
mud, grunting happily. Wen the air grows cool, they wander the oak woods
and feed on the acorns. After a few generations, they grow slimrer of |eg
and thinner of body and | onger of tusk. Before the fury of their boars,
even the wol f and the bear hurry aside. Like man, they eat flesh or fow or
tuber or nut or fruit. They will live.*

An hour on the road next norning, at the edge of a small town, he started,
as his eyes fell upon the unaccustoned sight of a well-weeded and tended
garden. He stopped, went to investigate, and found fbr the first tinme what
m ght, by generous interpretation, be called a social group. They were
Negroes-a man, a m ddl e-aged wonman, a young boy. By the obvious | ook of the
worman, there woul d soon be a fourth nmenber. They were tinud. The boy kept
in the background, curious but frightened, scratching at his head in a way
that suggested lice. The woman stood, stolidly silent except to direct
question. The man took off his straw hat and stood fingering its broken rim
nervously; beads of sweat, from nervousness or the heat of the norning sun,
ran down his shiny black forehead.

Ish could hardly understand the thick dialect, rendered nore unintelligible
by enmbarrassment. He nade out, however, that they knew of no one else in

t he nei ghborhood, and in fact knew very little of anything, not having been
beyond wal ki ng di stance fromthe spot since the disaster. They were not a
fam |y group, but nmerely a chance association of survivors-three, against
the |l aw of chance, having survived in one small town.

Ish soon realized they were suffering not only fromthe shock of the
catastrophe but also fromthe taboos carried over frombefore it. They
talked with diffidence in the presence of a strange white nman, dropping
their eyes.

In spite of their obvious reluctance, |Ish | ooked around their Pl ace.

Al t hough all the houses of the town nust have been open to them they stil
lived in the crude cabin where the woman had |ived before the disaster. |sh
did not go in, but through the open door he saw the rickety bed and chairs
and the sheet-iron stove, and the oil-cloth-draped table with the flies
buzzi ng about the uncovered food. The outside | ooked better. They had a

| uxuriant garden and a good corn-patch, and were actually tending a snall
field of cotton, although what in the world they expected to do with the
cotton was nore than Ish could figure out. Apparently they had nerely
carried on, doing the things that people in their world were supposed to
do, and thus gaining a sense of security.

They had chickens in a pen, and sone pigs. Their painfully naive
enbarrassnent when Ish saw the pigs was only too plain advertisenent that
they had appropriated themfromsonme fwmer's pen and now felt that the
white man woul d hol d them account abl e.

I sh asked for some ftesh eggs, and for a dozen gave them one of his dollar
bills. They seened to be delighted with the exchange. After a quarter of an
hour, having exhausted all the possibilities of the situation, Ish got into
the car, nuch to the relief of the reluctant hosts.

He sat in the front seat for a nonent, thinking to hinself, "Here," he
reflected, "I might be a kinginalittle way, if | remained. They would
not like it, but fromlong habit they would, | think, accept the
situation-they would rai se vegetabl es and chi ckens and pigs for ne, and
coul d soon have a cow or two. They would do all the work that | needed to

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (37 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt
have done. | could be a king, at least, inalittle way."

But the idea was only fleeting, and as he drove on, he began to think that
the Negroes had really solved the situation better than he. He was living
as a scavenger upon what was left of civilization; they, at |east, were
still living creatively, close to the land and in a stable situation, stil
rai sing nost of what they needed.

*OF half a mllion species of insects only a few dozen were appreciably
af fected by the denmise of man, and the only ones actually threatened with
extinction were the three species of the human | ouse. So ancient, if not
honorabl e, was this association that it had even been used as an ar gunent
for the single origin of man, anthropol ogists noting that all isolated
tribes scratched and picked at the sane parasites and therefore inferring
that the original ape-men nust have carried the original insect-ancestors
outward with themfromtheir point of dispersal.*

*Since that first departure, throughout hundreds of millennia, the lice had
adjusted their life nicely to their world, which was the body of man. They
existed as three tribes, taking as their donains, respectively, the head,
the clothing, and the private parts. Thus, in spite of racial differences,
they anicably maintained a tripartite bal ance of power, setting for their
host an exanpl e which he nmight well have followed. At the sane tine,
becom ng so exactly adapted to man, they lost the capacity of existing upon
any other host.*

*The overthrow of man was therefore their overthrow Feeling their world
growi ng cold, they crawl ed off in search of some new warmworld to inhabit,
found none, and died. Billions perished nost niserably.*

*At the funeral of *Honb sapiens*there will be few nourners. *Canis
famliaris*as an individual will perhaps send up a few hows, but as a
species, renenbering all the kicks and curses, he will soon be conforted
and run off to join his wild fellows.* Honpo sapi ens, *however, nay take
confort fromthe thought that at his funeral there will be three wholly
sincere nourners. *

He cane to the long bridge across the great brown rolling river, and a
truck was stalled, blocking the narrow single | ane which led across to
Menphi s.

Feeling like a bad boy, who is doing sonething forbidden and will be

puni shed for it, he went against all the traffic signs, took the narrow
single I ane on the | efthand side of the railroad tracks, and headed across
toward Tennessee on the road which should | ead to Arkansas.

But he nmet no one, and before long he cane to the Tennessee side, and drove
out (still in the wong direction) through the bridge approach. Menphis was
as, enpty as other cities had been, but a south wind was blowing, and it
brought a fetid reek fromwhat had been the teening districts around Beal e
Street. If this was any indication of what Southern cities would be I|ike,
Ish wanted no nore of them He headed fast toward the country again.

Bef ore he had gone far, however, the south wi nd brought steady rain. Since
driving becane dull and wearisone, and since he was certainly in no hurry
to get anywhere, he holed up in a tourist-court at the edge of a snall
town, the nanme of which he did not even bother to ascertain. The gas

pressure was still working at the stove in the kitchenette, and he nade the
fresh eggs his chief dish for dinner. They were a real treat, and yet he
ended by being in,some way still unsatisfied. "I wonder" he thought, "if

I"mgetting all the things | should to eat." Perhaps he should raid a drug
store for sone vitamn tablets. Later, he let Princess out for a run, and
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she suddenly vanished into the rain with a | ong yappi ng which ended in a
bay as she struck on the trail of some animal. He was disgusted, since he
knew that he might have to wait up an hour for her pleasure to return. She
was back sooner, however, snelling woefully of a skunk. He shut her in the
garage, and she conplained bitterly with her yapping, at the disgracefu
way she was being treated

Ish went to bed, still with the unsatisfied feeling. "Mist be suffering
fromshock nore than | realize consciously,” he thought. "Or else the
|l oneliness is getting me, or maybe good old sex is raising its ugly head."

Shock coul d do strange things, he knew. He renenbered hearing the story of
a man who had seen his wife killed before his eyes in an accident and who
had felt no desire for nonths.

He thought of the Negroes whom he had seen that day. The woman--m ddl e- aged,
far gone in pregnhancy, no beauty at any tine--could scarcely have thus

di sturbed him Wen he thought of the incident, his nmenories turned chiefly
to the way in which they had found a kind of security by keeping close to

the soil. Then Princess bayed fromthe garage, and he cursed her, and went
to sl eep.
In the morning he still felt unsatisfied and restless. The storm was not

yet over, but at the noment no rain was falling. He decided not to |eave,
but to take a wal k down the road. Before going he | ooked into the
station-wagon, and saw the rifle Iying on the niddl e seat. He had hardly
touched it since leaving California; now, wthout any definite thought, he
took it, tucked it under his arm and wal ked down the road.

Princess followed hima few yards, then discovered a newtrail, and in
spite of the last night's experience was off upon it, vanishing over the
hill in a series of delighted yelps and bays. "Better luck this tine!" he

call ed after her.

Ish hinself wal ked along with no nmore definite idea than to stretch his
legs a little or perhaps find a tree with ripe fruit. He was scarcely

t hi nki ng of anything when he saw a cow and a calf in a field. There was
not hing remarkable in that; he could see a cow and a calf in nearly any
field in Tennessee. The remarkable fact was that now the | oaded rifle was
under his arm and suddenly he knew what nust somewhere have been in his
nm nd.

Carefully resting the rifle on a fence-post he saw the sights cone clearly
into line with the redness of the calf's shoulder. The range was butcher's
di stance. He squeezed the trigger, and the rifle spoke and ki cked back
against him As the sound died, he heard the calf give a | ong choking
wheeze; it stood with | egs braced but shaky, a thin stream of bl ood
bursting fromthe nostrils. Then it coll apsed and fell

The cow had run a few yards after the shot, and now she stood and turned
uncertainly. Ish did not know what she m ght do in the defense of her calf.
Taki ng good ai magain, he put a bullet just behind her shoulder. He fired
twice nore, for nercy, as she toppled.

He had to wal k back to the cabin for the hunting-knife. Wen he returned,
he carried the reloaded rifle. He felt his own reaction as curious. Before
this tinme he had never thought much about weapons, but now it was as if he
had decl ared war upon creation and should |l ook for retaliation upon

hi nsel f. Yet, when he came to where the cow and the calf were |ying, and
clinmbed over the fence, he net no resistance or opposition. The calf, to
his dismay, was still breathing. Not Iiking the job, he cut its throat. He
had never been a hunter, and had never butchered an aninmal; so he nmade a
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bad haggling job of it. Getting hinself well bloodied in the process, he
managed to hack out the liver, when he had got it, he realized that he had
no way to carry it, except in his hand. He had to lay the bl oody mass back
anong the entrails of the calf, and go back again to the cabin to get a
pan. When he returned to the calf, a crow was already at work upon the
eyes.

When he finally had the liver safely at the cabin, he was so covered with
bl ood and dirt that he had lost all desire to eat it. He washed as well as
he coul d at the cabin, and waited around listlessly, since the rain had
again begun to fall. Princess returned, and demanded entrance. Since she
had, by this tinme, |ost nost of the skunk's snmell, he admitted her. She was
wet and scratched with briers, dirty and foot-sore. She lay on the floor
putting herself into shape with her tongue; he hinself lay on the bed as if
spent by enption, yet in sone way satisfied at last. Qutside, the rain fel
steadily, and after an hour, for the first tine since it all happened, Ish
realized that he had a new sensation--he was merely bored.

He | ooked around at the cabin, and found a si x-nont hs-old nmagazi ne; he
settled down to read a story which dealt with the old boy-neets-girl theneg,
taking its particular slant fromthe problens wi nch arose to hinder true

| ove as the result of a housing shortage. It was all as far away, |sh
concluded, fromhis present situation, as if it had been a story about
building the Pyramids. In the course of the norning, he read three stories,
but he found the advertisenments much nore fascinating. Not one in ten of
them seened to have any relation to his present situation, because they
were not ainmed at man, the individual, so nmuch as at man, the nenber of a
group-for instance, you should avoid bad breath, riot because it mght be a
synpt om of approachi ng toothache or digestive disconfort, but because if
you had bad breath the girls would not like to dance with you or your
boy-friend woul d not propose.

Yet the magazi ne had the good effect, at |east, of taking himout from

hi nsel f again. By noon, he was hungry, and when he | ooked at the |liver now
lying peacefully in a pan, he found that the nenory of the bl oody and dying
cal f had passed out of his mind. He fried a fine succulent piece of it for
his lunch, and enjoyed it greatly. A bit of fresh neat, he concl uded, was
what he had been wanting. He gave a piece to Princess, also.

As he sat quietly after lunch, he had a new feeling of satisfaction and

rel ease. To shoot a calf was certainly no feat of sportsmanship, and it was
not getting very close toward the production of one's own food. Yet it was
alittle closer to reality than the opening of a can. He seenmed to have
moved one step away froma mere scavengi ng exi stence, and to be getting a
little closer to the state in which the three Negroes were living. To put
it that an act of destruction had been an act of creation mght seema
paradox, but he felt of it as something of that sort.

*A fence was a fact, and a fence was also a synbol. Between the herds and
the crops, the fence stood as a fact, but between the rye and the oats, it
was only a synbol, for the rye and the oats did not mngle of thensel ves.
Because offences the Iand was cut into chunks and bl ocks. The pasture
changed to the plowed | and sharply at the fence, and on the other side of
the plowed | and, at the line of the fence, went the highway, and beyond the
hi ghway was the orchard, and then another fence with the | awns and the
house beyond it, and again at a fence, the barnyard. Once the fences are
broken both in fact and in synbol, then there are no nore bl ocks and chunks
of land and sharp changes, but all is hazy and wavy, and fades from one
into the other, as it was in the beginning. *

After that, he lost track of the tinme still nore. He did not travel far in
any day because there was nuch rain, and the roads were not as snooth and
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straight as they had been in the West. Mrreover he had | ost his sense of
hurry. He worked northeastward through the hills of Kentucky, then struck
the Chio River bottom and, and went on into Pennsyl vani a.

He foraged nore for hinself. He gathered green comfromthe weed-grown
corn-patches. There were ripe berries and fruit. Now and then in a garden
he found a head or two of |ettuce which had not been runed by worns.
Frequently, he pulled up carrots, and ate themraw, since he was very fond
of raw carrots. He shot a young pig. He used the shotgun to bag two
partridges. Again, with Princess shut in the car and protesting loudly, he
spent a happy two hours slowy stalking a flock of turkeys which al ways
scurried off just before he was within range. At |ast, however, he managed
to get close enough to knock over a gobbler. Sone weeks ago it nust have
been a tane turkey, but now it had gone wild, and from constant necessity
of dodgi ng foxes and wild cats had becone al nost as wary as if it had lived
all its life in the woods.

Bet ween rains the weat her was warm and when he felt like it, he stripped
and swain in some likely | ooking stream Since the water from faucets began
to seemstale, he drank from springs and wells although by now, he judged,
even the larger rivers should be free of sewage and factory refuse.

He becane used to the | ook of the towns, and could generally tell whether
they were entirely enpty or whether by searching he m ght sonewhere find a
survivor or two. The liquor-stores were often | ooted. The other buil dings
usual Iy undi sturbed, although occasionally there had been tanpering wth

t he banks-peopl e apparently still putting trust in noney. In the streets
there woul d be an occasional pig or dog, |less often, a cat.

Even in this once nore thickly inhabited part of the country he saw
conparatively few bodies, and there was | ess stench of death than he had
feared. Most of the farnms and many of the smaller towns apparently had been
| eft deserted when their |ast inhabitants withdrew to |arger centers for
medi cal care or else fled into the hills, hoping to escape infection. On
the outskirts of every larger town he saw the piled-up dirt where the

bul | dozers had worked even in the |ast days. At the end, necessarily, many
bodi es nust have been |l eft unburied, but these were usually in the areas
around hospitals which had been concentration-points. At the warning of his
nose he avoi ded such spots or drove rapidly past them

The surviving people, he found, were generally singles, occasionally

coupl es. They were anchored firmy in their own places. Sonetimes they
seemed to wi sh that he would stay there with them but they never wi shed to
acconpany him He still did not find any of themw th whom he w shed to
share the future. If necessary, he thought, he could return

The country in sone ways showed nore change than the towns, although one
woul d hardly have inagined so to begin with. But in the country the crops
were growing up rankly with weeds. In this part, the wheat had not been cut
at the tine of the disaster, and nowit was heavy in the head and the
grains in sone places had started to fall. The cattle and horses wandered
about, and fences were obviously starting to go. Here and there a field of
com woul d remai n undi sturbed when the fence was tight, but nore often the
animal s had forced an entrance.

Then, one norning, he crossed the Delaware River into New Jersey, and
realized that he could reach New York by early afternoon

*Chapter 4*
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He cane to the Pul aski Skyway about noon. Once before, as a boy of fifteen,
he had driven there with his father and nother. Then the streaning traffic
had half terrified hinm trucks and cars had cone roaring in, seenming to
converge fromall directions, and then suddenly to drop out of sight again
as they went off onto the down-ranps. He renmenbered his father gazing
anxiously, this way and that, to watch the traffic-signs, and his nother
nervously giving-advice. But now, Princess slept on the front seat beside
him and he speeded al ong the Skyway by hinsel f.

Far ahead now he saw the high towers of the sky-scrapers, pearl-gray
agai nst a cl oudy sky; there had been a shower, and the day was cool for
m d- sumer .

When he saw those towers, his feelings were strangely stirred. Now he knew,
what he woul d not have been quite able to explain before, why he had headed
for New York, even unconsciously. This, to every Anerican, was the center
of the world. According to what happened in New York, so in the long run,
he could only think, it must happen el sewhere--"Falls Rone, falls the
world. "

When he cane to the clover-Ileaf above Jersey City, he stopped in the niddle
of the Skyway to read the signs. No brakes squeal ed suddenly behind him no
horns bl ared; no truck-drivers baw ed obscenities at himfor blocking the
road; no policenen shouted through | oud-speakers. "At |east," he thought,
"l'ife is quieter."

From far off, he just caught the sound, sone bird squawked tw ce-a seagul
probably. The only other sound was the nearly inperceptible murmur of his
own idling engine, as drowsy as the hum of bees. There at the |ast nmonent
he flinched fromtrying either of the tunnels. Untended, they m ght have
gradually filled with water, and he had a vague fear of being trapped. He
swung north, and at |ast crossed by the enmpty George Washi ngton Bridge, and
cane to Manhatt an.

*Stretched out between its rivers, the city will remain for a long tine.
Stone and brick, concrete and asphalt, glass--tine deals gently with them
Water | eaves bl ack stains, nbss shows green, a little grass springs up in
the cracks. (That is only the surface.) A wi ndow pane grows | oose,

vi brates, breaks in a gusty wind. Lighmng strikes, |oosening the tiles of
a cornice. Awall leans, as footings yield in the long rains; after years
have passed, it falls, scattering bricks across the street. Frost works,
and in the March thaw sone fl akes of stone scale off. (It is all very
slow.) The rain washes quietly through the gutters into the stormdrains,
and if the stormdrains clog, the rain runs still through the gutters into
the rivers. The snow piles deep in the |ong canyons, drifting at the street
corners; no one disturbs it. In the spring, it too runs off through the
gutters. As in the desert, a year is like an hour in the night; a century,
i ke a day.*

*Indeed the city is much Iike the desert. Fromthe asphalt and
concrete-coated soil the rain runs off both ways into the rivers. Here and
there in a crack the subtle grass and the hardy weeds grow up a little, but
no tree or vine or tall grass takes root. The very shade trees by the
avenues, lacking man's care, die in their shall ow pockets. The deer and the
rabbits shun the enpty streets; after a while even the rats go away. Only
the flying creatures find there a refuge-the birds nest on the high | edges,
and at norning and evening the bats fly out and in through the few broken
windows. It will remain a long tinme, a very long tinme. *

He turned south on Broadway, thinking to followit clear to the Battery. At
170th Street, however, he cane to a very official-Iooking STREET CLOSED
sign with an arrow directing himto detour eastward. He could have driven
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past the sign and ahead, but he felt a caprice to yield docilely to
instructions. He drove over to Anmsterdam Avenue, and then went south again.
His nostrils let himknow that the Medical Center nust have been one of the
| ast points of concentration, and that the detour sign had been put up to
give directions around it.

Anst erdam Avenue was vacant too. Somewhere in these vast accunul ations of
concrete and brick and nmortar and plaster, somewhere in all these cave-like
hol es that men call ed roonms, sonewhere certainly, sone people nust be
living. The catastrophe had been nearly universal, and in overcrowded
Manhattan the di sease had probably raged even nore severely than el sewhere
Al so, he thought, what he had cone to call the Secondary Kill m ght have
been nore severe in a wholly urbani zed popul ati on. Nevert hel ess, he had

al ready |l earned, that a few people had survived el sewhere, and surely anong
the millions of Manhattan there woul d be some. But he did not bother to

bl ow his horn; a nere straggler here and there he had found to be of little
interest to himnow.

He drove on, block after block. Everything was quiet and notionless. The

cl ouds had broken, and the sun stood high overhead, but the sidewal ks were

as enpty as if the sun had been the noon and the hour had been three in the
nmor ni ng. Even then he woul d have seen a beat-wal ki ng policeman or have net

a ni ght-hawk cab. He passed an enpty pl ayground.

A few cars were parked along the curbs. He renenbered that his father had
driven himthrough downtown Manhattan on a Sunday when even WAll Street |ay
deserted. This was much the sane, but worse

At |ast, near Lewi sohn Stadium nuzzling around an entryway, two
thi n-1ooki ng dogs supplied the first sign of life. In the next block he saw
a few pigeons fluttering about, not many.

He drove on, passed the red-brick buildings of Colunmbia University, and
stopped in front of the high, still unfinished cathedral. It was unfinished
now, and so it would renain.

He pushed at the door; it swung open; he entered. Monentarily he had a
horri bl e thought that he might find the nave, Piled with the bodies of
those who at the last hour had gathered there to pray. But there was no
one. He wal ked down a side aisle, and went into the little chapels of the
apse, one after another-those where the English and the French and the
Italians and all the others of that teem ng polyglot city had been invited
to kneel and worship. The sunlight streamed in at the stained-glass

wi ndows; it was all as beautiful as he renmenbered frombefore. He had a
wild desire to throw hinmself on his knees before one of the altars. "There
are no atheists in fox holes," he renmenbered, but the whole world now was
not hi ng but a huge fox hole! But certainly what had happened did not
inspire one to think that God was particularly interested in the hunman
race, or in its individuals.

He wal ked back along the main aisle. Turning, he | ooked up the nave, and
let its grandeur beat in upon him He felt a little choking in the throat.
This, then, was the end of all man's highest striving and aspiration.... He
went out to the enpty street, and got into the car again.

At Cat hedral Parkway he swung east, and defying traffic signs entered
Central Park and went south along the East Drive, thinking that on a sumer
day people mght go to the Park as they would have done ordinarily. But he
saw no one. Fromhis previous visit as a boy he renenbered squirrels, but
he saw no squirrels either; starving dogs and cats had apparendy accounted
for themalready. On a nmeadow he saw a bison bull grazing; not far off, a
horse. He passed the back of the Metropolitan Muiseum and saw C eopatra's
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Needl e, now doubly orphaned. At Sherman's statue he swing into Fifth
Avenue, and a tag-end of verse popped into his mnd: "Now all your
victories are in vain."

*An island within an island, the green oblong of the Park will remain. It
has open soil where the rain penetrates. The sun shines upon it. In the
first season the grass grows tall; the seeds fall fromthe trees and

bushes, the birds bring in nore seeds. Gve it tw seasons, three seasons,
and the eager saplings are sprouting. Gve it twenty years, and it is a
jungl e of second growh with each tree straining upward to gain |ight above
itsfellows, and the hardy natives, fast-growi ng ash and maple, crowdi ng out
the soft exotics which man once planted there. You hardly see the bridle
path any nore; leaf-litter lies thick on the narrow roads. Gve it a
hundred years, and you walk in full-grown forest, scarcely know ng that man
was ever there except where the stone arch still spans the under- pass,
maki ng a strange cave. The doe wal ks in the woods, and the wild-cat |eaps
upon the rabbit, and the bass junps in the | ake. *

In the tall wi ndows of the fashion shops, the mannequins still postured
strangely in gay costunes, their jewelry flashing. But Fifth Avenue |ay
before himenpty, as quiet as Main Street of Podunk on a Sunday norning.

The wi ndows of one great jewelry store had been smashed. "I hope," thought
Ish, "he found the di anonds good eating, poor guy. No, | hope he was
sonmebody who liked pretty stones because they were pretty, like a child

pi cking themup on the beach. Perhaps, with his dianonds and rubies, he
really died happier." On the whole, however, there was little disturbance
along Fifth Avenue. "The corpse is laid out in good condition," he thought.
"Yes, Fifth Avenue nakes a beautiful corpse."”

A few pigeons fluttered up at Rockefeller Center, disturbed now by the
sound of a single notor. At Forty-second Street, yielding to a whim he
stopped the car in the mddle of Fifth Avenue and got out, |eaving Princess
shut up.

He wal ked east on Forty-second Street, the enpty sidewal k ridicul ously
wi de. He entered Grand Central Term nal, and | ooked in at the vast expanse
of waiting-room

"Waugh! " he called loudly, and felt a child-1ike pleasure as an echo cane
reverberating back fromthe high vault, through the enptiness.

He wanderedd back to the street, and a revol ving door caught his eye. He
pushed against it idly, and found hinself in the | obby of a |large hotel
Fl anked by huge chairs and davenports, the | obby led on to the desk

Standi ng just inside the door, he had a nmoment's idea of approaching the
desk and entering into an inmaginary conversation with the
reservation-clerk. He had tel egraphed from-well, Kansas City would be a
good pl ace. Yes, and his reservation had been confirmed! Wat were al

these excuses now? But the insane notion faded. Wth a thousand roomnms enpty
and t he poor clerk gone--who knew where?--the joke was not very funny.

At the same tine also he noticed sonmething different. Over all the chairs
and davenports and cigarette-stands and marble floors lay a distinct |ayer
of gray dust.

Per haps, not being a housekeeper, he had not previously noticed dust, or
perhaps this place was particularly dusty. No matter whi ch! From now on,
dust would be a part of his life.

Back at the car, he slipped it into gear, crossed Forty-second Street, and
continued south. On the steps of the Library he saw a gray cat crouched,
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paws stretched out in front, as if in caricature of the stone |ions above.

At the Flatiron Building he turned into Broadway, and followed it clear -to
Wall Street. There they both got out, and Princess showed interest in some
kind of trail which ran along the sidewal k. Vall Street! He enjoyed wal ki ng
along its enpty length. Wth a little observation he diskovered that there
was sone grass, weeds rather, show ng green here and there in the cracks of
the gutter. He remenbered the fanmly story that an early Dutch settler, one
of their ancestors, had owned a good farmin this vicinity. H s father,
when the bills were high, used to say, "Well, | wish we had held on to that
farmon Manhattan Island,” Now |Ish could take the |Iand back for all that
anybody cared. Yet this wilderness of concrete and steel and asphalt was
the | ast place where anybody would really care to live now He would trade
that Wall Street farmfor any ten acres in Napa Valley, or even for a snal
coner of Central Park.

He wal ked back to his car, and drove south on Broadway still, the little
distance to the Battery. There he gazed across the expanse of the | ower Bay
toward the ocean. This was the end of the road.

There m ght be comunities left in Europe or South America or on some of
the islands, but he could not go to find out. R ght here, doubtless, his
Dut ch ancestor had cone ashore sone three hundred years ago. Now he, |sh,
had rounded the full circle.

He noticed the Statue of Liberty. "Liberty!" he thought ironically. "At
| east, | have that! Mre than anyone ever thought of, when they put the
lady up there with her torch!"

Close to the shore of Governor's Island a large liner was beached. She nust
have been run aground at high tide, and now at |ow tide she | oonmed up far
above the water, canted at a crazy angle. Secretly infected before |eaving
Europe, before long with passengers and crew ali ke dead and dyi ng, that
ship nust have nmamde desperately for port--for a port which itself had
strangely ceased to send out signals. No tugs cane out to neet her. Perhaps
a dyi ng boatswain on the bridge | acked even the crew to drop an anchor, and
with dimmng eyes nerely steered her toward the nudbank. There she woul d
rest, and doubtl ess the waves woul d wash up nud agai nst her obstructing
bul k, and in a century she woul d be al nost indistinguishable--the
rust-covered center of a little island with trees growi ng up around her

Goi ng on, Ish swng off through the East Side, struck a noisone area again
at the great center of Bellevue Hospital, turned west and found the sane
difficulty around Pennsylvania Station and the adjoining hotels, and
finally went north on El eventh Avenue. He turned into Riverside Drive, and
noticed that the sun was getting | ow over the snokel ess snokestacks of the
Jersey shore. He was just wondering where he should spend the night when he
heard a voice calling out, "Hi, there!"

Princess burst into a frenzy of barking. Stopping the car, he | ooked back,
and saw a man emerging fromthe entryway of an apartnment house. |sh got out
to neet him |eaving the barking Princess in the car.

The man advanced with outstretched hand. He was conpletely
conventional -1 ooki ng, well shaved, wearing a tropical worsted suit, with
even the coat on. He was niddl e-aged and overweight, with a smling face.
Ish half expected himto break into the conventional shopkeeper's greeting
"Well, sir, what can | do for you today?"

"Abrans is the nane," he said, "MIt Abrans."

Ish funmbled for his own nane--it was so | ong since he had thought of it.

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (45 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

I ntroductions over, MIt Abrans took himinside. They went into a pl easant
apartment on the second floor. A blond-haired womman, about forty, well
dressed, alnobst snmart-looking, was sitting at a cocktail table, and there
was a cocktail shaker before her. "Meet--the Ms.," said MIt Abrans, and
fromthe way he hesitated, Ish knew that the Ms. nerely covered up his
enbarrassnent. The catastrophe woul d scarcely have spared a husband and

wi fe, and there had been no opportunity for any cerenony since. MIt Abrans
was obvi ously conventional enough to let this worry himeven under the

ci rcunst ances

The Ms. | ooked at Ish with a snmile, possibly at MIt's disconfort. "Call
me Ann," she said. "And have a drink! Warmmartinis, that's all | can offer
you! Not a scrap of *ice* in New York City!" In her own way she was as
typical a New Yorker as MIt.

"I tell her," said MIt. "I keep on telling her, not to drink that
stuff--warmmartinis are poison."

"Think of it," said Ann, "spending a whole sumer in New York City--and

wi thout a scrap of ice!" Neverthel ess, she seened to have overcone her
dislike of warmmartinis sufficiently to have got on the outside of severa
of them

"Here, 1'll offer you sonmething better,"” said MIt. Opening a cupboard, he
di spl ayed a fine shelf of Anontillado, Napol eon brandy, and sel ected
liqueurs. "And," he added, "they don't call for ice."

Qoviously, MIt was a natural connoisseur in liquor. The bottle of Chateau
Mar gaux t hat he produced for dinner was further proof.

Chat eau Margaux over a neal of cold canned corned beef was not perhaps al
that could be wi shed, but the wine was plentiful enough to produce in Ish a
slight and happy befuddl enent. Ann was definitely befuddled by this tine.

The eveni ng passed pl easantly enough. They pl ayed cards by

candl el i ght - -t hree- handed bri dge. They drank |iqueurs. They listened to
records on a tinny-toned portabl e phonograph whi ch had the great advantage
of not needing electric power, but of being wound up by hand. They

tal ked--as you mght talk on any evening. "That record scratches.... |
haven't won a finesse yet.... Let ne have another glassful.”

It was a kind of make-believe. You pretended there was a world outside the
wi ndows; you were playing cards by candl elight because that was a pl easant
thing to do; you did not trade rem ni scences or talk of what you m ght

t hi nk anyone woul d tal k about under such circunstances. And Ish realized
that this was proper and right. Normal people, and MIt and Ann seened to
be certainly normal, did not concern thensel ves nuch with either the

di stant past or the distant future. Fortunately, they lived in the present.

Yet, as the cards were dealt and played, by incidental remarks here and
there, Ish put together a great deal of the situation. MIt had been
part-owner of a snmall jewelry store. Ann had been the wife of soneone naned
Harry, and they had been prosperous enough to spend sumers on the coast of
Mai ne. The only work for pay that Ann had ever done had been to sel

perfume in one of the nore exclusive shops, as a kind of lark during the
Christmas rush. Now the two of them occupied a fine apartment, vastly
better than even Harry had been able to provide. The electricity had fail ed
i medi at el y, because the dynanps whi ch supplied New York had been
steamdriven; the water supply remained apparently at normal, and this
prevented any sanitary problem

Actual ly they were marooned on Riverside Drive. Being ordinary New Yorkers
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t hey had never owned a car, and so neither of themcould drive. Autonobiles
were nysteries to them Since all public transportation had now

di sappeared, they were left wholly afoot, and neither was of an age or
tenperanent or physique to enjoy wal king. Broadway, with its stil

wel | -stocked food- and liquor-stores, fornmed their practical eastern limt;
the River lay to the west; they wandered up and down the Drive, perhaps
half a mile north and south. That was their world.

Wthin these narrow limts they did not think that anyone el se was |iving.
As to what m ght be happening in the rest of the city, they had not as nuch
idea as Ish. To themthe East Side was as far off as Phil adel phia; Brooklyn
m ght as well be Saudi Arabia.

Once in a while, indeed, they had heard cars go by on Riverside Drive, and
on rare occasions they had seen one. They had been wary, however, about
approachi ng any of the cars, because fromloneliness and a sense of

hel pl essness, a fear had cone upon them and they had a | and of bug-a-boo
terror about roving gangsters.

"But everything was getting so quiet that | really wanted to see someone.
You weren't driving fast," said MIt alnost diffidently, "and | saw you
were alone, and didn't |ook bad, and had an out-of-town |icense."

Ish started to say that he would give themhis pistol, but checked hinself.
Firearms were as likely to create as to solve difficulties. In al
probability MIt had never fired a gun in his life, and he did not | ook
like an apt |learner. As for Ann, she gave the inpression of being one of
those excitabl e wonren who woul d be as dangerous to friend as to foe if she
ever started cutting loose with a pistol

In spite of having no notion pictures and no radio and in spite of |acking
even that great and continual show of the passing popul ace of the city,
still MIt and Ann did not seemto be particularly bored. They played

cri bbage, alternating with two-handed rumry--for high, but of course
myt hi cal, stakes. As the result, Ann now owed MIt several mllions of
dol l ars. They pl ayed endl ess records--jazz, fol k-songs, dance-tunes--on the
ti nny phonograph. They read uncounted vol unes of nystery stories which they
got fromthe circulating libraries on Broadway and | eft strewn around the
apartnent. Physically, he guessed, they found each other attractive.

But if they were not bored, neither did they seemto have much pleasure in
life. There was a great vacantness somewhere. From shock they were wal ki ng
in a kind of haze. They were people w thout hope. New York, their world,
had vani shed; it would never live again in their tine. They had no interest
when Ish tried to tell themwhat had happened in the rest of the United
States. "Falls Rone, falls the world."

Next norni ng Ann was havi ng another warm martini at breakfast, and stil
complaining that there was not a scrap of ice in New York Cty. They urged
himto stay |onger; they urged himeven to stay permanently. He coul d
certainly find hinself a girl somewhere in New York, they said; she would
make a fourth for bridge. They were the pl easantest people he had found
since the catastrophe. Yet he had no desire to stay there with them even
if he could locate a girl for a fourth at bridge--and other things. No, he
deci ded, he woul d strike back for the West again.

But as he drove off and they stood at the entryway of the apartnent-house
and waved to him he alnpbst turned back to stay a while longer. He |iked
them and he pitied them He hated to think what woul d happen when wi nter
struck, and the deep canyons between the buildings were clogged with snow
and the north wi nd whistled down the groove of Broadway. There woul d be no
central heating in New York City that winter, though indeed there would be

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (47 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt
pl enty of ice, and no need to drink warmnmartinis.

He doubt ed whether they could survive the winter, even though they piled
broken furniture into the fireplace. Some accident would quite likely
overtake them or pneunonia mght strike them down. They were |like the

hi ghly bred spani el s and peki nese who at the end of their |eashes had once
wal ked along the city streets. MIt and Ann, too, were city-dwellers, and
when the city died, they would hardly survive without it. They woul d pay
the penalty which in the history of the world, he knew, had al ways been
inflicted upon organi sms which specialized too highly. MIt and Ann--the
owner of a jewelry store, a salesgirl for perfumes--they had specialized
until they could no | onger adapt thenselves to new conditions. They were
al most at the other end of the scale fromthose Negroes in Arkansas who had
so easily gone back to the prinmtive way of living on the |and.

The Drive curved, and he knew that they would now be out of his sight, even
if he turned around. He felt the warnth and full ness of tears in his
eyes- - Good-bye, MIt and Ann!

*Chapt er 5*

Headed west--going hone, as he still thought of it--he felt often as if he
were on a leisurely canping trip. A man and his dog drove in a car, and the
days slipped by uneventfully.

He crossed the rich farm ands of eastern Pennsylvania where the ripe
unharvest ed wheat was gol den brown and the com stood shoul der-hi gh. Wen he
came to the enpty Turnpi ke, he stepped hard on the accel erator, and steered
deliriously around the neatly banked curves at eighty and ninety nmiles an
hour, carel ess of danger, intoxicated with the mere joy of speed. He went
on into Onio.

By now gas-pressure had fail ed al nost everywhere, but he picked up a

two- burner gasoline stove which functioned perfectly. Wen the weat her was
fine, he merely canped in the woods, and built himself a fire. Tinned
goods, salvaged fromstores, still remained the basis of his diet, but he
foraged in the cornfields, and took vegetables and fruit when he could find
any.

He woul d have enjoyed sonme eggs, but chickens seened to have vani shed
conpl etely. He saw no ducks either. Wasels, cats, and rats, he inmgi ned,
had cl eaned out this smaller poultry, grown too stupid under |ong
donmestication to live without protection. Once, however, he heard the
raucous call of guinea-fowl, and twi ce he saw geese calmy floating in
barnyard ponds. He shot one of them but found he had had the bad luck to
bag an ol d gander, too tough to be nmade pal atabl e by any canpfire cookery.
He often saw turkeys in the woods, and occasionally shot one. If Princess
had been a bird-dog, he m ght have tried for partridges and pheasants, and
t hough she departed hot on the trail of innunmerable rabbits, she never
brought one back to within range of the shotgun. In the end he began to
wonder whet her these always invisible rabbits mght not be pure fignments of
her i magination.

Cattle were. conmon in the pastures, but he found the thought of the

but chering too unpl easant, and had no great hunger for meat in the hot
weat her. He saw occasional small flocks of sheep: Wen the road went

t hrough swanpy country, he sonetines al nost ran over hogs, which seened to
enjoy stretching out in the shade on the cool ness of the deserted concrete
pavenment. Lean dogs still haunted the towns. He rarely saw cats, but he
sonetinmes heard them at night, and so he judged that they had al ready
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returned to nocturnal habits.

Avoiding the larger cities, he drove westward--Indiana, Illinois,

Il owa--through the fields of tall corn and all the enpty little towns,

sun-fl ooded and enpty by day, dark and enpty by night. Still he | ooked for
the small things that showed how the wi |l derness was nmoving in to take
chargethe tiny sprout of a poplar tree standing up in the shaggy grass of a
| awn, a tel ephone wire dangling on the road, the tracks of dried mud where
a coon had paused to dip its food in the water of the fountain beneath the
statue of the Gvil War soldier in front of the court-house.

He cane upon people now generally by twos or threes (The isol ated nol ecul es
were beginning to find one another.) Usually these people were clinging to
sonme little spot that they had known previous to the disaster. As before,
not one of them showed any desire to go away with him but sonetines they
invited himto stay. He found the offer no tenptation. These people were
physically alive, but nore and nore he realized that they wal ked about in a
ki nd of enotional death. He had studi ed enough ant hropol ogy to realize that
the sane phenonenon had been observed on a smaller scale before. Destroy
the culture-pattemin which people lived, and often the shock was too great
for the individuals. Take away famly and job, friends and church, al
custonmary anusenents and routines, hope too-and |ife becane wal ki ng deat h.

The Secondary Kill was still at work. Once he saw a wonan whose mind had
failed. The clothes indicated an original prosperity, but now she was
scarcely able to care for herself and could certainly not [ast through a
winter. Several survivors told himof others who had comitted suicide

As yet, though sometines he wondered, he hinself was conscious of no great
strain either of shock or of loneliness. He attributed this to his

mai nt enance of interest in the whole progress of events, and to his own
pecul i ar tenperament. He thought many times of his qualifications for the
new life, as he had once listed them

Sonetinmes, while he drove or sat by his fire, erotic inages rose to his

m nd. He thought of Ann on Riverside Drive, crisp and well-grooned in her
bl ondness. But she was an exception. The usual wonen were ill-kenpt and
even dirty, their faces blank with nental apathy, except when they | aughed
hysterically or giggled. Sone of them were obviously approachabl e, but

al ways he felt desire wither away within him This, he realized, mght be
the particular formthat shock took with him But there was no need to
force matters; in the end he m ght change

Al'l across the blazing plains of Nebraska the wheat had not been harvest ed.
Now it stood, losing its golden color, turning brown. The grains were

al ready dropping fromthe heads. Next year there would be a volunteer crop,
but all around the edges other kinds of grass would al so sprout up, grass
that could grow nore readily when the sod was not disturbed. Soon, he knew
these native grasses would forma sod and crowd out the wheat.

Estes Park was restful after the heat of the plains. He stayed there for a
week. The trout had not struck at a hook all sumrer, and the fishing was
excel |l ent.

Next canme the high nountains, and then the desert again and the sagebrush
Then he was pressing his foot hard and steering round the curves of U S. 40
toward the summt of Donner Pass.

On the other side of the Pass he suddenly sensed that the country all ahead
was palled in snoke. "What nonth is it, anyway?" he thought, "August? Early
Septenber, nore likely. Bad forest-fire season.” And he renenbered that now
there would be no one to battle against the fires which |ightning would
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still start.

By Yuba Gap he suddenly cane to the fire. It was burning | ow on both sides
of the road, and he chanced running through it. The hi ghway was w de, and
things were not too hot, until on rounding a curve he came squarely upon a
snag, fallen and bl ocking the way conpletely, blazing along its whole

Il ength, fierce with heat. Suddenly he again felt the old fear which he had
shaken of f (years ago, it seemed) that norning in the desert--the utter

| oneliness to face an energency or recover from any accident.

There was nothing for it but to turn the car around on the highway. He
shuttled back and forth twice, killing the engine in his panicky haste. It
started again, and he swng on the back trail out of the flanes.

Once nore in safety, he recovered his calm He drove back to the junction
with California 20, and decided to nmake another try. There was sone fire
along this road, too, but generally it had swept past already. He drove
carefully, avoiding a few chunks of fallen tree on the road, and nmanaged to
get through. He was appal | ed, however, as he gained the ridge beyond, and
saw fire seenm ngly everywhere. He was lucky to nmake it.

He had planned to canp that night in the cool of the mountains; instead, to
escape being fiirther blocked by fire, he drove on, and unrolled his

sl eeping-bag in the little park of a foothill town. No lights were burning.
He was di sappointed, for he had hoped to find lights in California. The
forest-fire, however, would undoubtedly have burned out the power |ines, at
| east locally.

As he lay, trying to sleep, hot and unconfortable, the dryness of snoke in
his nostrils, he had the feeling that now he was trapped. Even though the
fires would burn thenselves out, the roads across the Sierra would be
permanently bl ocked by many fallen trees and by | andslides and washouts
upon t he denuded sl opes.

In the norning, as usual, he felt nore cheerful. If he was trapped,
California was a confortably large place to be trapped in, and even though
the Sierra woul d be inpassable, the southern road through the desert night
remain open for a long tine. He was just ready to start, but Princess, with
her usual perverseness, suddenly gave tongue, and di sappeared on a trail.
Irritated, he waited for her, and when she did not return, he changed his
pl ans, and spent nost of the day lolling, half naked, in the shade of some
trees. In the late afternoon, he started.

At twilight he came to the crest of the hill, and | ooked out again over the
broad expanse of all-the Bay cities. Wth a sudden start of pleasure he saw
that nost of the street-lights were still burning. There had been no

electric lights for such a long time that he could really not renmenber
where he had | ast seen them Al the steamdriven power-plants nust have
failed al nost i medi ately, and even the smaller hydro-electric systens had
not lasted long. He felt a curious local pride mingling with his pleasure;
per haps these were the last electric lights left burning in the whol e
wor | d.

At the noment he could alnpbst think that it had all been sone wild vagary
of the imagination, and that he had now returned to a nornally functioning
city.

The |l ong enpty hi ghway ahead of him gave the lie to such thoughts. He

| ooked nore carefully. A few sections, he decided, had bl acked out through
| ocal failure of power since he had been away The lights on the Gol den Gate
Bri dge were either extinguished, or else he could not see them because of
the snoke drift upon the Bay.
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He turned into San Lupo Drive. As far as he could see fromthe
street-lights and the headlight glare, everything | ooked just the same as
when he had last left it. "There'll always be a San Lupo Drive!" he
thought, and then he realized that at |east he was enough like all the
other survivors to pick out sone particular famliar spot, and though he
went away, to return to it again like the hom ng pigeon

He opened the front door, snapped the lights on and | ooked. Nothing was
changed. He had known that it in be so, and yet there had al ways been hope.
He felt no active sorrow, but only dull ness.

*"The sere and yellow | eaf,"* he thought, saying a |line he had heard on the
stage, but not know ng what play. *"There would have been a tinme...."*

Princess made a sudden dash into the kitchen, slipped on the |inoleum
ski dded, yel ped comically, and recovered. Thankful to her again for
breaki ng the tension, he foll owed her. She was sniffing along the
baseboard, but he failed to discover what had excited her.

"Well," he thought, wal king back to the living-room "if | have no feelings
left, that is perhaps strange, but at |east there is no one now to whom |
can pretend. It is probably all part of what | am passing through. "

The note which he had | eft posted on the desk was still there, undisturbed,
| ooki ng remarkably fresh. He took it, crunpled it, threwit into the
fireplace, scratched a match. He hesitated a nonent. Then he touched the
mat ch to the paper, and watched the flame blaze up. *That* was fini shed!

*In that generation there will be neither father nor nother, nor wife, nor
child, nor friend. But it will be as in the ancient tales when the gods
reared up a new people fromstones or dragons' teeth, and they were al
strangers with strange faces, and no man knew his fellow s face.*

The next norning he settled down to establish his life. Food, he knew

al ready, was no problemat all. In the nearest business district he began

| ooking into store-wi ndows. Rats and mice were naking a ness of everything,
and the floors were littered with gnawed cartons and spilled food. Through
one wi ndow, however, he was startled to see the gaily colored piles of
fruit and vegetables as fresh and lovely as ever. He stared incredul ously,
peering through the dust-coated glass. Then, first with irritation and then
wi th anusenent, he realized that the bright colors were nerely fromthe
papi er - maché oranges, apples, tomatoes, and avocados which the store in the
ol d days had used for a permanent front-w ndow displ ay.

After a while he saw through the wi ndows a grocery which was unlittered.
Apparently it must be rodent-proof. Carefully jimying a w ndow, he got
into the store

The bread was inedible, and weevils were at work even in sonme of the
carefully seal ed boxes of crackers. But the dried fruit and everything
inside of tin and gl ass was as good as ever. As he was picking out sone
cans of olives, he heard an electric nmotor start. Curiously, he opened the
refrigerator, and found that the butter was still perfectly preserved. Next
he investigated the deep-freeze units, and found fresh neat, frozen
veget abl es, ice-cream and even materials for a green salad. Wen he left
with his Ioot, he closed the wi ndow carefully behind him to keep at | east
that one store free of rats.

After he had returned to the house, he reflected upon his position again,
and decided that as yet the nmere maintenance of |ife would be easy,
indefinitely. Food, clothing-the shops were full, and he had only to help
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hi nsel f! Water still gushed fromthe faucets at full pressure. Gas had
failed, and if it had been a country of bitterly cold winters, he night
have had to consider laying in sonme kind of fuel supply. But his gasoline
stove served excellently for cooking; if the fireplace was not sufficient
in the winter, he could round up a battery of such stoves and supply
hinself with all the heat he needed. In fact, he soon began to feel so

pl easantly self-sufficient that he feared he was turning into a hernit like
the old nman he had once seen

*In those days when there had been death even in the air and civilization
tottered toward its end--in those days, the men who controlled the fl ow of
the water | ooked at one another and said, "Even though we fall sick and

die, still, the people must have water." And they thought of plans that
they had laid carefully in those times when nmen feared that bonbs woul d
fall. Then they set the val ves and opened the channels, so that the water

flowed freely all the way fromthe great danms in the nountai ns and through
the 1 ong siphons and into the tunnels and finally to the reservoirs from
which it would flow, all at the pull of the earth, through all the faucets.
"Now, " they said, "when we are gone, the water will flow on--yes, until the
pi pes rust out, and that will be the time of a generation!" Then they died.
But they died as nmen who have finished their work and lie down quietly,
secure in their honor.*

*So at the end, there was still the blessing of water, and no one thirsted.
And even when only a few wanderers wal ked through the city streets, the
water still flowed. *

Ish had feared at first that he would suffer from nere boredom but he soon
found hinself as busy as he wi shed to be. The desire for activity which had
expressed itself in his eastern trip had now faded out. He slept a great
deal . He also found hinself sitting for |ong periods, conscious but in
sheer apathy. Such | apses, however, frightened him and he always tried to
force himself into sone kind of activity.

Fortunately, though the mechanics of living were not conplicated, they took
up an appreciable part of his tinme.

He had to prepare his food, and he soon found that unl ess he washed the

di shes pronptly, a stream of ants appeared, to nake everything tw ce as
difficult. He was forced, for the same reason, to wap up the garbage and
carry it sonewhere away fromthe house. He had to feed Princess; since she
was getting snelly, he even bathed her, over her |oud protests.

One day, wanting to shake hinself out of his apathy, he went to the Public
Li brary, smashed a lock with his hammer, and after some browsing found
hinself (a little to his own anusenent) wal ki ng out wi th *Robi nson Crusoe*
and *The Swi ss Fanily Robi nson. *

These books, however, did not interest himgreatly. Crusoe's religious
preoccupati ons seened boring and rather silly. As for the Robinsons, he
felt (as he had felt when a boy) that the ship remained for the fanmly a
kind of infinite grab-bag fromwhich at any tine they m ght take exactly
what they wanted.

Al t hough the radio was dead, he still had the famly's record-player and
collection of records. After a while he located in a nusic store a better
record-player. It was heavy, but he was just able to get it hone on the
station-wagon tailgate, and set it up in the fiving-room He also took all
the records he wanted. Feeling the need of sonething nore too, he hel ped
hinself to a fine accordion. Wth the aid of an instructionbook, he nanaged
to nmake sonme very soul -satisfying noises on it, although Princess objected
at tinmes with loud hows. He also supplied hinmself with drawi ng-materi al s,

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (52 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt
but never got round to using them

Hi s chief interest remained the careful observation of what was happening
to the world after the removal of man's controls. He drove around through
all parts of the city, and into the near-by country. At other tines,
carrying his field-glasses, he took |Iong wal ks through the hills, with
Princess trailing now behind himand now dashing off in wild pursuit of
that perpetual unseen rabbit.

Once he searched for the old man whom he had found storing up all those
supplies of mscellaneous goods. After sonme trouble he | ocated the house,
and found the rat's nest of materials which had been piled in it. But the
old man was not in the house, and there was no evidence as to where he had
gone or whether he was still alive. Aside fromthis, Ish nmade no effort to
find people, renmenbering how unsati sfactory had been the results of his
previ ous attenpts.

The | ook of the streets was changing a little. The drought of sunmer had
not yet been broken, but the w nds had bl own dust and | eaves and trash, and
deposited themin little piles here and there. Over nost of the city he saw
no animals at all, neither dogs nor cats nor rats. In certain areas,
however, particularly near the water-front, he saw a good many dogs,

al though only of a certain kind. They were small and active ones, terriers
or terrier-like nongrels. By watching, he saw that they marked the

establi shnent of sone new cycle of |ife. They scavenged in the supplies

whi ch they found in the stores, perhaps having learned this fromthe rats.
Wiere the rats pawed open a carton of crackers, the dogs canme in and ate.
But al so the dogs apparently lived largely upon the rats. This accounted
for their concentration in the areas where rats had been sonmewhat abundant
even before the catastrophe. The dogs had al so apparently driven away or
killed off the cats, doubtless getting scratched in the process, but also
achi eving sonme desperately needed neal s.

These dogs amused |sh. They seemed al nost to swagger, cocky still, as
terriers were supposed to be. Though dirty and thin, they exuded vigor and
sel f-confidence, as if know ng that they had solved the problemof life.
Temperamental |y they rmust represent the individuals who had al ways |ived
more, or less on their own, taking care of thenselves as they w shed and
payi ng scant attention to man. They showed no interest in |Ish, keeping

di stance, not trying either to make friends or to escape fromhim After
Princess had tangled in a rough-and-tunble fight with one of the bitches,
he took the precaution of keeping her on a |leash or in the car whenever he
drove through such districts.

In parks and on the edges of the city, wherever there was a good growth of
bushes, he occasionally saw a cat. They kept nostly to the branches,
apparently fearing the dogs and at the sanme tinme ready to prey upon birds.

During his walks in the hills he had never seen any dogs until one day he
was surprised to hear a nedley of yaps and deeper bays. Gaining a point
fromwhich he could | ook out, he saw a half dozen cattle, on what had once
been the golf course, closely pursued and being harried by sonme eight or
ten dogs. Focusing the field-glasses, he saw that the dogs were of
different varieties, but none of themof the short-legged ratter type.
There was a magnificent Dane, a collie, a spotted Dalmatian and ot hers
whi ch had nore the nongrel | ook but were all long of |Ieg and noderately
powerful. They were obviously a hunting pack, spontaneously fornmed and

al ready experienced at their business. They were trying to cut out one of
the calves. But the cattle fought back, vigorously, hons toward the pack,
or kicking out from behind. They gradually nade their way out of the open
stretches of grass. Wen they reached the shelter of sonme bushes at the
edge of the golf course, they seened to gain the advantage, and the dogs
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drew of f.

Since the show was over, Ish called Princess, and they started to wal k back
a mle toward where he had |eft the car. In a few mnutes he heard the bay
of the pack again. It came closer, and suddenly he knew that they were on
his own trail

Panic struck at him He started to run. But after a few yards he realized
that running would be of no use and only an invitation. He stilled his
pani c, gathered up a few stones, and selected a fallen branch to serve for
a club. He continued to walk toward the car. The baying came closer; then
suddenly it stopped, and he knew that the dogs nmust have sighted him He
hoped that the |ong-ingrained respect for mankind had survived, but also he
suddenly began to wonder what had happened to the old man and the other
peopl e whom he had once seen in this region. Now one of the dogs, an ugly
bl ack nmongrel, cane out on the road right in front of him Fifty yards off,
it stopped, sat down, and | ooked at him As he drew closer, he raised his
arm and nade a gesture of throwing a stone. By age-old reaction the dog
junped up. It loped to the side of the road, and di sappeared into the
bushes. 1sh could hear novenent el sewhere in the brush, as if the dogs were
circling about. Princess was behaving in her usual irritating and uncertain
fashi on. Now she cringed, tail between |egs, brushing against him Again
she made short provocative dashes with |oud barks, this direction and that,
as if challenging one and all to conbat with her and her man

Now he coul d see the car far ahead; he wal ked steadily, husbanding his
stones, | ooking backward only now and t hen, dependi ng upon Princess to give
warning, if a sudden attack should cone from behind. He caught a glinpse of
the Dane standing in a gap between bushes, a nagnificent dog, heavy as a
man. Wth a |oud yap Princess nmade a suicidal dash at the great . He sprang
toward her, and at the sane time the collie dashed out of the bushes on the
|l eft. But Princess doubled with the agility of a rabbit, and the two |arger
dogs collided in their rush, and caroned off each other, snarling. Princess
canme back again to brush against his legs, her tail drooping. Now the

Dal mati an crossed into the road ahead and stood there, red tongue lolling
out. Ish continued his steady pace. The Dal natian was the | east fiercesone
| ooki ng of the dogs, and Ish felt that he might brave that one. A handsone
collar still circled the spotted neck, a nmetal dogtag dangling fromit.
Uneasily, Ish sawthat it was thin, with ribs showi ng, and yet did not | ook
in too bad condition. Evidently on rabbits or calves or on whatever the
pack m ght run down or find as carrion, the dogs were nanaging to get

al ong. He hoped that they had not yet been driven into cannibalism -and
that their interest in Princess nmight be somewhat playful-not to nmention
their interest in a stray man. At twenty feet distance, wthout slacking
his steady pace, Ish raised his arm threatening. The Dal mati an suddenly
dropped tail between |legs, and slunk off. The car was close now, and Ish
rel axed.

He got to the car, opened the door for Princess to junmp in, and stilling a
| ast - monent pani cky i nmpul se to scranble,. he hinself stepped in behind her
with dignity. As the door clicked shut, he had an i medi ate feeling of
safety. He let his hand close confortably around the solid handl e of the
hamrer which lay at his feet. He felt sick with the reaction

Looki ng out fromthe car, he saw only the handsone Dal mati an, sitting at
the side of the road. Now being safe, Ish felt his attitude quickly
changing. Actually the dogs had done himno harm and indeed had not really
even threatened him During a few mnutes he had thought of themas wld
creatures thirsting for his blood. Now, they seened a little pitiful, as if
they m ght nerely have been seeking the conpani onship of a man because of
what they remenbered | ong ago-of food laid out in dishes, of crackling Iogs
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in the fireplace, of a patting hand and a soothing voice. As he drove away,
he wi shed them no bad |uck, but rather hoped that they woul d manage
occasionally to snap up a rabbit or pull down a calf.

The next norning the whole nmatter had even a nore com c aspect when he
becane aware of Princess's changed condition. Not wanting any puppies, he
shut her in the basenent.

Yet he could not be sure, and he decided if there was one way rather than
anot her by which he did not care to die, it was to be torn to pieces by the
teeth of dogs. After that he nade it a rule always to walk in the hills
with a pistol strapped at his belt, or else with his rifle or shot-gun...

Two days | ater the probl em of dogs had conme to seem a petty one conpared
with the problem of ants. They had already troubled him but now they
seemed to arrive fromall directions at once and to. cover everything. Even
in the old days, he could remenber that constant battle-his nother's cry of
dismay at finding a line of themin the kitchen, his father's irritation,
and the constant debate about whether they should sumon the ant-man or try
to handl e the situation thenselves. But now the ants were a hundred tines
wor se than ever before. No |onger did ardent househol ders conbat themin
the houses, and even wage offensive war against themin their own
stronghol ds. Now after a few nonths their powers ng had brought their
nunbers to climactic proportions. Probably, also, they had found great
suppl i es of food sonewhere.

They streamed everywhere. |Ish was sorry not to be a good enough

ent onol ogi st to ascertain what really was happening and to work out the

hi story of this overpowering increase. But in spite of sone investigations,
he never even discovered for certain whether the ants were spreading
outward from some great center of devel opment or whether they were breeding
equally all over the city.

Their scouts ranged everywhere. Suddenly he had to becone a furiously

met i cul ous housekeeper, for the slightest scrap of food or even a dead fly
brought an i mmedi ate stream of ants an inch w de, overwhel nming the
insignificant prey which had attracted them He found t hem wanderi ng upon
Princess's coat |ike fleas, although apparently they did not bite. He found
themin his own clothes. Once in the early norning he awoke with a horrible
dream because a stream of ants was pouring across his own cheek, bent to
sonme goal which he never discovered

Actual ly the house was only alien ground into which they made raids. Their
real strength lay outside. Their hills seemed now to be everywhere. He
could not overturn a clod wi thout having ants swarm out by thousands from
burrows that pierced the earth. They nust be annihilating all the other

i nsects, he thought, destroying their neans of subsistence even if not
killing them He got bottles of ant-poison and DDT spray fromthe drug
store, and tried to nmake the house into a hostile island, but the pressure
of nunbers was so great fromthe outside that they streaned across his
spray. Doubtless all the trespassers inevitably died, but the death of even
m | lions of individuals would not affect such nunbers appreciably. He tried
to estimate how nmany ants nust be living on this one city lot, but he cane
out with an unbelievable answer in billions. Had they no natural enenies?
Had they broken all linmts O control? Wth the renoval of man were they
now destined to inherit the earth?

Yet, after all, they were only the little hustling ants which had irritated
and pl agued California housew ves. Mking some investigations, he found
that actually the range of the plague did not extend appreciably beyond the
limts of the city. In sone way, |ike dogs and cats and rats, these ants
had come to be domestic ani mal s dependent upon the activities of man. This
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gave hima certain hope. If he had only been seeking his ease, he would
have | eft the city, but he preferred, even at the cost of sone disconfort,
to wat ch what was happeni ng.

Then one norning he realized suddenly that he had not noticed any ants. He
| ooked around carefully, but he could not see any of their scouts. He
dropped a bit of food on the floor, then went away about sone ot her
business for a few m nutes. Wen he returned to the scene of his
experinent, the food lay there without an ant upon it. Curious, realizing
that somet hi ng had happened, he went outside. He turned over a clod of
dirt, and no ants swarned fromtheir holes. He hunted carefully. Here and
there he discovered a few straggl ers wanderi ng about aim essly, but they
were so few that he could have counted themindividually. He hunted stil
further. He could find no dead bodies of ants. They had sinply vani shed.

Perhaps, if he had had the skill in their ways to dig down and find their
nests; he woul d have di scovered that they were lying dead in their
billions. But again he could only wish that he knew nore of their manner of

life and could carry on an investigation

He never solved the nystery, but he had little doubt as to what had
happened. Wen any creature reached such clinactic nunbers and attai ned
such high concentration, a nenmesis was likely to fall upon it. Possibly the
ants had exhausted the supplies of food which had led to this trenmendous

i ncrease of nunbers. More |likely, sone disease had fallen upon them and

wi ped themout. In the next few days he snelled, or thought he snelled, a
faint all-pervading putrescence, as if fromthe decayi ng bodies of billions
of ants....

One evening shortly afterward, he sat reading, and after a while began to
feel hungry. He went to the kitchen, and rummaged in the refrigerator for
some cheese. Happening to glance at the electric clock, he was surprised to
see that the time was only nine-thirty-seven. He had thought it was |ater
On his way back to the living-roomhe took a bite of the cheese, and

gl anced at his wist-watch. The watch-hands stood at ten-nine, and he knew
that he had set the watch by the clock within twenty-fopr hours.

"The old clock's going to pieces at last," he thought. "Not surprising!" He
renmenbered how the nmotion of its hands had startl ed hi mwhen he had first
returned to the house.

He sat down to read again. A high wind fromthe north with the heavy snell
of snoke in it blew so hard that it rattled the wi ndows occasionally. By
now he was used to the snell of snpbke, and did not think about it. At many
times he could not even get a good vi ew because of the snoke of the burning
-forests. After a while he blinked his eyes a little, and stared nore
intently at the page where the letters seened to have grown strangely
indistinct. "This snoke nust be making nmy eyes water," he thought. | don't
seemto see so well." But as he | ooked closer, it seened that not only the
page before himbut the whole roomhad grown dinmmer. Wth a sudden start he
| ooked at the electric-light bulb in the bridge |anp beside him

Then qui ckly, with a junping heart, he was out of his chair and standing on
the front porch | ooking out over the broad stretches of the city bel ow him
The lights were still burning along the streets. The chains of yell ow beads
still showed on the great bridge, and at the tops of the towers the red
lights were flashing. He | ooked nore carefully. The lights seemed a little
di mer than they should be, but he could be inmagining that, or they m ght
be obscured by all the drifting snoke. He went back and sat in his chair
again and tried to read, forgetting about it-forgetting what he feared.

But he blinked-and again! Looking at the light beside him- he was puzzl ed.
Then suddenly he renenbered the clock! "Well," he thought, "it had to
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cone! "

H s watch now showed ten-fifty-two. He went out to the kitchen, and saw
that the clock was at ten-fourteen. He cal cul ated apprehensively. The
result was bad. As closely as he could renenber, the clock had | ost six
m nutes in about threequarters of an hour.

The clock was run, he knew, by electrical inpulses which were ordinarily
timed at sixty to the mnute. Now they nmust be conming | ess often. An

el ectrical engineer woul d doubtless have found it an elenentary natter to
cal culate just how nmuch less often. Ish could even have nade an attenpt at
the calculation hinself, but he saw no use in it, and he felt suddenly
downcast. I n any case, once the Power-and-Light systemhad started to go to
pi eces, the rate of decline would undoubtedly be progressively faster

Back in the living-room he could scarcely doubt now that the |ight had
faded still nore. Deep shadows seened to have noved out from behind the
chairs in the conmers of the room

"The lights are going out. The lights of the world!" he thought, and he
felt like a child going alone into the dark. Princess |ay dozing on the
floor. The fading of the lights could mean nothing to her, but she sensed
hi s nervousness and canme up restlessly sniffing, whining a little.

He stood on the porch again. Mnute by mnute the long ch i of
street-lights grew |l ess and | ess | um nous, nore and nore yellow. The high
wi nd, he thought, nust be hel pi ng, bl ow ng down a power-line here,
weakeni ng a switch connection there. The fire too was sweepi ng across the
forested ridges unchecked by nen, burning power-Ilines, perhaps, even
power - houses.

After a while the lights seemed to fade no further, but to remain at a
constant dimess. He went in again, and pulling another bridge-lanp to the
side of his chair, he was able to read confortably with two lights instead
of one. Princess lay down again to doze. By nowit was late, but he did not
want to go to sleep. He felt as if he were sitting up by the deathbed of
his nost treasured and ol dest friend. He renenbered those great words "Let
there be light, and there was light!" This seemed the other end of that
story.

After a while he went to | ook at the clock again, and saw that it had
stopped with the hands symmetrically upward-at el even-five.

H s watch showed himthat by nowit was well after md7 night. The lights
m ght still continue many hours, or even might burn dinmy for days. Yet he
did not want to go to bed.

He tried to read again, but finally slipped off to sleep in the easy-chair
where he was sitting

*Wth Power-and-Light it was all so carefully contrived that even in the
di saster there was no need for adjustnent. The men fell sick, but the

generators still sent out along the wires their finely timed pul sations.
So, when the brief agony of nmankind was ended, the lights still burned.*

*So it continued through the weeks. If a wire broke and cut out a whole
town fromthe flow of power, the system adjusted before that wire had had
time to fall to the ground. If a power-house failed, just as quickly the
ot her power-houses in the system stretching across hundreds of mles took
up the stack, and sent out nore power to fulfill the need.*

*Yet in any system as in a chain or a road, there is always a weakest
link. (That is the fatal flaw of all systens.) The water would continue to
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flow, the great generators could spin upon their oil-bathed bearings for
years. But the flaw lay in the governors which controlled the generators.
No one had ever bothered to make them whol |y automatic. Once every ten days
they were inspected for oil; once a nonth, perhaps, there was need to add
oil to them After two nonths without care the oil supplies grew |l ow, and
one by one, as the weeks passed, the governors began to go out of action
When one failed, automatically the great water-nozzle changed angle and the
wat er flowed through wi thout touching the wheel. Then the generator ceased
revol ving, and sent out no nore power. As generator after generator was
thus cut out of the system the strain upon the few renmi ning ones becane
greater and greater and the decline of the system becanme cunul ative. *

When he awoke, he noticed that the Iights had faded still nore. The
filaments in the electric lanps were only an orange-red now. He coul d | ook
at themw thout hurting his eyes. Now, although he had not turned off any
of the lanps, the roomwas in half-darkness.

"The lights are going out! The lights are going out!" How often, in how
many centuries had those words been saidsometines in matter-offact tones,
sometines in panic-now literally, now as synbol ? How nuch |ight had neant
in all the, story of Man! Light of the world! Light of lifel Light of
know edge!

A deep shiver shook him but he stilled his panic. After all, he thought,
the great system of Power-and-Light had held up for an amazingly long tineg,
all its automatic processes functioning though the nen were gone. He

t hought clear back to that first day when he had come down out of the
nmount ai ns not yet even know ng what had happened. Then he had passed the
power - house, and felt the reassurance that everything nust be nornal
because he saw the water pouring out fromthe tailraces and heard the dim
conti nuous hum of the generators. He felt again a curious touch of |oca
pride in thinking of it. Perhaps no systemhad | asted so | ong. These ntight
well be the last electric lights to be left burning in the world, and when
they faded, the lights would be out for a long, long tine.

No | onger sleepy, he sat there, feeling that he should not go to sleep,
wi shing at |east that the end woul d come quickly and with dignity and not
be dragged out too long. Again, he felt the light fading, and he thought,
"This is the end!" But still it lingered, the filanments now only a
cherry-red.

And then again they faded. As a sled on a hillside, slowy first, then
gai ni ng momentum Just for a nmonment, he thought (or inagined), they flared
more brightly-and then they were gone.

Princess stirred in her sleep, then suddenly barked the hal fbark of a
dream Was it a death knell?

He went outside. "Perhaps," he thought, "that was just the failure of sone

local line." But he was really sure that it had not been. He peered through
the darkness, all the thicker for the snoke that was heavy in the air,
changing the noon into an orange ball. He could see no light-not along the

streets, nor anywhere on the bridge. This, then, was the end. "Let there be
*no* light, and *there was no light!*"

"No use being nelodramatic" he thought. Going inside, he stunbled around
until he had found the drawer where his nother kept candles. Putting one
into a candlestick, he sat again by its feeble but steady and conti nui ng
light. Nevertheless he continued to feel a little shaken
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*Chapt er 6*

The fading out of the lights had a strangely severe effect upon Ish. Even
in the full daylight, he seened to feel those shadows creeping in fromthe
edges toward him The Dark Ages were closing in.

He found hinself hoardi ng matches and flashlights and candles, piling them
up in spite of hinself, as a psychol ogical protection

Yet actually, inalittle while, he discovered that the absence of electric
light was not really as inportant to himas the absence of electric power,
particularly of refrigeration. The ice-box was dead now, and his food
spoiled. In the deepfi-eeze units the fresh neat, and butter, and heads of

| ettuce soon relapsed into nmere snelling nasses of corruption

Now came the change of the season. He was conpletely lost as to the passage
of the weeks and nonths, but with the geographer |Is eye he could still tel
somet hi ng about the tine of year fromthe | ook of things. Now he guessed it
must be Cctober, and the first rain cane to confirmhinm fromthe way it
settled down, it seemed likely to |l ast |onger than one expected of the
first storm

He stayed at hone, mamnaging to anmuse hinself fairly well. He played his
accordion. He browsed through several books -ones he had al ways neant to
read and now was undoubtedly going to have tine to do so. Now and then he
| ooked out at the fine drifting rain and the clouds | ow over the tops of
t he houses.

The next day he went out to see what was happening, still thinking of the
drama he was prepared to watch. Not so nmuch had occurred, it seened at
first. But after a while he began to notice things. On San Lupo Drive a
drai n- pi pe had plugged with the washing in of all the unswept |eaves that
lay in the gutter. After the drain-pipe had plugged, the water had swrled
across the street to the downhill side and flooded over the curb. The
stream of water had worked its way across the tangle of tall grass which
had been the Harts' |awn, and seeped under the door. Their floors and rugs
must be soaked, and sliny with nud. Bel ow the house the water had broken
out, and run through the rose-garden, leaving a snmall gully behind it, at

| ast di sappearing into the drainage of a stormsewer on the street bel ow.
It was just a little matter, and yet it showed what nust be happening all
over the country.

Men had built roads and drains and walls and thousands of other
obstructions to the natural flow of water. These could survive and function
only because nmen were constantly at hand to repair and clean the thousands
of little breaks and bl ockages whi ch showed up at every change of the

weat her. 1sh hinmself could have cl eaned out that clogged drain in two

m nutes by nmerely scraping the | eaves back fromthe grating where they had
pl ugged it. But he saw no point to stretching out his hand. There were
thousands, millions, of spots where the sane thing nmust be happeni ng. The
roads and the drains and the walls had been constructed only for man's
conveWence, and now that man was gone there was no need of them The water
m ght just as well follow its natural courses, and cut back through the
rose-garden. Soaked and nuddy, the Harts' rugs would begin to rot where
they lay. No matter! To think of that as something bad was merely to think
in terms of what had once been and no | onger exi sted.

As he wal ked back hone, he suddenly cane upon a | arge bl ack billy-goat
cahnly eating the hedge which M. Gsner used to clip so carefully. Ish
| ooked at the billy-goat in anusenent and in some curiosity, wondering
where he could have come from (No one kept goats anywhere near such a
respectabl e sumas San Lupo.) The goat desisted fromeating the hedge, and
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| ooked at 1sh. Perhaps, thought |Ish, the aninmal was | ooking also at the nan
i n amusenment and sone curiosity. Men now had rarity-val ue. Having | ooked
for a few seconds, as if it irtight be equal to equal, the goat again
returned to the nore profitabl e business of eating the | ong shoots which
had grown out fromthe hedge. Doubtless they were very succul ent.

Princess suddenly returned from sone expedition of her own, and flew at the
strange animal in a frenzy of barking. The goat put down his horns and made
a sudden dash at the dog. Princess, who sel dom had nuch stomach for a
fight, turned quickly with her rabbit-1ike dodge, and raced back to her

man. The goat resuned eating.

A few mnutes later Ish saw the goat wal king calmy al ong the sidewal k, as
if he owned it and all of San Lupo Drive.

"Wel |, why not?" thought Ish. "Perhaps he does. This is certainly a New
Deal . "

During this time, when the ramkept lurn nostly indoors, his thoughts
turned a little toward religion, as they had when he wal ked t hrough the
Cathedral. This time he found a |large annotated Bible on his father's
bookshel ves, and tried browsing here and there in it.

The Gospels seened strangely unsatisfying, probably because they dealt
nmostly with the problens of a man involved in the social group. "Render
unto Caesar..." was a strangely unprofitable text when there was no nore
Caesar, and not even a Collector of Internal Revenue.

"Sel |l whatever thou hast, and give to the poor... As ye would that nen
should do unto you ... Love thy neighbor as thyself"--all these presupposed
a functioning society of nmany people. As the world now was, a Pharisee or
Sadducee mi ght perhaps still followthe set rites of formalized religion,
but the very hunmanity of the teachings of Jesus rendered t hem obsol ete.

Turning back to the O d Testanment, he began *Eccl esiastes,* and found

hi nsel f suddenly nore at home. The old fellow "The Preacher"--Kohel eth, as
the notes called him whoever he m ght have been--had a curious way of
striking the naturalistic note, of sensing the problem of the individua
agai nst the universe. Sonetinmes it was alnost as if he had i magi ned what
Ish was now experiencing: "And if the tree fall toward the south, or toward

the north, in the place where the tree falleth, there it shall be." Ish
thought of that tree in Gkl ahoma which had fallen to bl ock H ghway 66. And
again he read, "Two are better than one ... for if they fall, the one win

lift up his fellow, but woe unto himthat is al one when he falleth." And
Ish thought of the great fear that had been upon hi mwhen he was | eft

al one, and he had felt all too vividly that there would be none,to help him
up, if he fell. He read through, nmarveling at the clear-eyed naturalistic
acceptance of the universe. There was even a line, "Surely the serpent wll
bite w thout enchantnment."”

He cane to the end of the last chapter, and his eyes fell to the |ines

whi ch began on the lower part of the page. "The song of songs, which is
Solonon's." He read, "Let himkiss nme with the kisses of his mouth: for thy
love is better than wine."

Ish stirred uneasily. In all these |long nonths he had rarely had such
feelings. Now again he realized that, nore than he thought fromday to day,
the shock of the whole catastrophe had affected him It was all |ike sone
old story of enchantment in which a king sat and watched |ife pass by,
unable to mingle with it. OGher men had done differently. Even those who
had drunk themselves to death had, in a sense, been partaking of life. But
he hinself, in observing what happened, had nerely been rejecting life.
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VWhat made |ife anyway? Many peopl e had asked that question-even Kohel et h,
the preacher, was far fromthe first. And each had come up with a different
answer, except those who admtted that no answer could be found.

Here was he, Isherwood WIllians, a strange mingling of realities and
fantasi es and pressures and reactions, and there all outside was the vast
enpty city with misty rain falling upon the long enpty streets, and the
twi | i ght now begi nning to deepen. Between the two, himand everything
outside him there lay sone kind of.strange bond; as one changed, so the
ot her changed al so.

It was as if there were a vast equation with many terns on each side, and
yet only two great unknowns. He was on one side; x, perhaps, you could cal
him and on the other side was y--everything which was called the world. And
two sides of the equation always were trying to keep nore or less in

bal ance and never quite nmanaged it. Perhaps the real balance only canme with
death. (Perhaps that was what Koheleth in his fine disillusioned mnd was

t hi nki ng when he wote "The living know that they shall die; but the dead
know not anything.") But, this side of death, the two hal ves of the
equation tried always to be in balance. If the x side changed and he Ish
felt within himthe pressure of sone gland or if he suffered shock or if
there was even sonething so sinple as that he grew bored, then he did

sonet hing, and that changed the other side of the equation, if only a
little, and then there was again a tenporary balance. But if on the other
hand, the world outside changed, if there was a catastrophe w ping out the
human race, or if nmerely it should stop raining, then the x side, being
Ish, would al so have to change, and that woul d nean nore action, and then
there woul d be again a tenporary bal ance

And who coul d say whether in the long run one side or the other side of the
equati on began nore of the actions?

Then, before he really thought what he was doing, he had risen to his feet,
and on second thought he knew that he had done so because again a feeling
of desire had stirred within him The equation had got out of bal ance, and
he had risen restlessly to set it right again, and already he was affecting
the world because Princess had | eaped up at his rising and was wanderi ng
about the room Yet at the sane tine he heard the rain beat a little harder
agai nst the window. Then he | ooked up at it to see what was happeni ng. And
so the world had al so pressed in upon himand caused himto do sonet hing.
And after that he set out to get hinself sonme supper

*The al nost conpl ete renoval of man, though in some ways an unprecedent ed
earthly catastrophe, had not in the slightest affected the earth's relation
to the sun, or the sizes and locations of the oceans and continents, or any
other factor influencing the weather. Therefore, the first autum storm

whi ch swept down fromthe Al eutians upon the coast of California was
ordinary and conventional. Its noisture extinguished the forest-fires; its
rai ndrops washed fi-omthe atnosphere the particles of snoke and dust.
Behind it a brisk wi nd swept down cool and crystal-clear and air fromthe
nort hwest. The tenperature dropped sharply. *

Ish stirred in his sleep, and gradually cane to consci ousness. He was col d.
"The other side has changed," he thought, and pulled up another blanket. He
grew warm "O prince's daughter!" he thought dreamly, "Thy breasts are
like two..." And he drifted to sleep

In the norning the house was chilly. He wore a sweater as he got hinself
his breakfast. He considered building a fire in the fireplace, but the
cool er weather had al so nade himfeel nore active, and so he thought that
he woul d not stay indoors nuch that day.
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After breakfast he stood on the front porch to drink in the view As always
after one of these storms, the air was clear. The wi nd had died down. The
red towers of the Golden Gate Bridge, mles away, stood against the blue
sky, as if close enough to touch. He turned a little toward the north to

| ook at the peak of Tamal pais, and suddenly started. Between him and the
mountain, on this side of the Bay, a thin colum of snoke rose straight up
through the calmair, a slight wi sp, the kind of snoke-colum that should
come froma.small fire, particularly fromone burning in a fireplace and
ascendi ng through a chimey. It mght, he realized, have been rising there
a hundred tinmes before when he had | ooked out, but in the snoky and m sty
at mosphere he would not have noticed it. Now it was |like a signpost.

O course it mght be a fire burning fromsone natural cause w thout any
human being in its vicinity. He had investigated many snokes like that with
no results. But that was not so likely now, because the rain would have
snot hered such fires.

In any case it could not be nore than a couple of nmiles off, and his first
thought was to junp into the station-wagon and investigate. That woul d
cause no nore harmthan the | oss of a few minutes for which he had no
particul ar use anyway. But sonething stopped him H s attenpts to establish
human contact had not been rewardi ng. That old shyness rose up within him
as it had sonetinmes in the old days when the thought of attending a dance
would put himinto a sweat. He began to tenporize, just as he used to do
when he said that he had a great deal of work to do and so buried hinself
in a book instead of going to the dance.

Did Crusoe really want to be rescued fromhis desert island where he was
lord of all that he surveyed? That was a question that people had asked.
But even if Crusoe had been the kind of man who wanted to escape, to renew
contacts with other people, that would not nean that he hinself, |Ish, was
such a person. Perhaps he would cherish his island. Basically, perhaps, he
feared human ent angl enents

Alnmost in panic, as if fleeing froma tenptress, he called Princess, got
into the car, and drove off in the opposite direction

He spent nost of the day wandering restlessly through the hills. At tines
he observed what the rain had done to the roads. By now there was no | onger
that hard and fast |ine between road and what was not road. Leaves had
dropped fromthe cold of the autum and the high winds. Little dead
branches had blown off, and fallen on the pavenent. Here and there a
washi ng stream of water had left a delta-like deposit of dirt and gravel
Once, very far off, he heard-or thought he heard-the bay of a pack of dogs.
But he did not see them and before the end of the afternoon he was back
hone agai n.

When he | ooked out toward the mountain, he could see no snoke agai nst the
sky. He had a certain sense of relief, and yet an even stronger sense of
di sappoi ntment, now that he had a chance to think it over.

That was the way. Wien the opportunity was at your hand, you did not dare
to seize it. Wien the opportunity was |lost, it becane precious. The other
side of the equation had changed, and he had adjusted by running away. O
course, he might see the snoke again the next norning, but then again he
m ght not. Perhaps that human bei ng, whoever it was, had nerely been
passi ng through that way, and coul d never be found again.

He felt a quick rebound of excitenent, at opportunity regranted, when he
| ooked out in the early darkness after supper, and suddenly saw a faint but
unmi stakabl e light. He hesitated no | onger. Now, instead of tenporizing, he
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called Princess, got into the car, and drove in that direction

It was a slow process. Hi s seeing the light nust nean nmerely that the

wi ndows of that house happened to face his porch; probably he coul d not
have seen it at all before the stormhad bl own down nost of the |eaves. As
soon as he left the house, he could no |longer see the light. He drove back
and forth along the streets for half an hour, finally relocated it, drove
slowy down the right street and past the proper house. The shades had been
pul l ed, but there was light shining through, even illun-finating the street
alittle. It was bright, probably froma gasoline | anp.

He brought the car to a stop on the opposite side of the street, and waited
a nonent. Apparently, whoever was inside the house had not heard the notor.
For a nonent still he hesitated, alnost ready now to put the car into gear
again and slide off undiscovered. Yet, from some deeper drive within him
he | eaned forward, and half opened the car door as if to get out. Suddenly
Princess | eaped by him and ran toward the house with a fury of barking.
She nust have scented whoever was there. Wth a sudden curse, he got out,
and started - to walk after her. She had tipped his hand, this tine, for
certain. He hesitated again, suddenly realizing he was unarnmed. Yet to
advance agai nst the house carrying a gun was not a good openi ng. Wt hout
much thought he reached back into the car, and grabbed his old hanmer.
Holding it in his hand, he advanced after the dog. In the w ndow of the
house he saw a shadow nove.

When he had gai ned t he sidewal k, the house-door opened a few inches, and
suddenly the beam of a flashlight caught him He could see nothing beyond
it. He stopped, waiting for what the other person would have to say.
Princess scuttled back, suddenly silent. Ish had the unconfortable feeling
t hat whoever was keeping himcovered with the flashlight had hi mcovered
also with a gun held in the other hand. Wth the light in his eyes, he was
bli nded. This had been a crazy thing to do, he thought; an approach under
cover of darkness al ways | ooked suspi cious, and nade peopl e nervous. At

| east he was gl ad that he had shaved that norning, and that his clothes

| ooked noderately clean

There was a | ong pause. He stood waiting for the sharply barked
question-the inevitable, if slightly ridiculous, "Wo are you?" or else for
that curt order, "Put up your hands!" That was why he had a sudden gasp of
surprise when a worman's voice cane with an affirmation: "That's a beautifu
dog!"

There was a nonentary silence, the nenory of the voice in his ears was
gentle and low, with a touch of sonme soft accent in it. At the sound he
felt warmfeelings rise up within him

Now the light fell fromhis eyes, illunminating a path ahead of him and
Princess bounded up through the beamof light, her tail wagging in joy. The
door of the house noved open wi de, and against the dimlight behind her, he
saw a wormman on her knees patting the dog. He wal ked up toward her, stil
with the hammer dangling ridicul ously but confortably from his hand.

Then Princess, in a sudden flurry of excitenent, burst away and went
tearing into the house. The woman | eaped up with an excl amati on,

hal f - screaned, hal f-1aughed, and al so dashed in. "My God, she nust have a
cat!" thought Ish, and rushed after her.

But when he arrived in the living-room Princess was nerely dashi ng around
the table and snelling at the chairs and the woman was standi ng erect
beside a gasoline | anp sheltering it agai nst being overthrown by the
excited dog.
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She was above middl e height, brunette, not very young--no nere girl,
certainly, but a fully devel oped wonan.

She gl anced at the antics of the scanpering dog and | aughed, and the sound
of laughter was |ike something remenbered from Paradi se | ong ago. She
turned to him and he saw the flash of white teeth in the dark face. Then
suddenly a barrier burst within him and he | aughed joyously.

After a nonment she spoke again, neither questioning nor demanding. "It's
good to see soneone." This tinme Ish replied, but he could think of nothing
better than an apology for the ridicul ous hamrer which still dangled from

his hand. "Pardon ne for bringing this thing in," he said, and set it down
on the floor upon its head with the handle sticking stiffly into the air.

"Don't worry," she said, "I understand. | went through it too--having to
have sonething around to make you feel confortable. Like a pocket-piece or
a rabbit-foot, you renmenber. W're still about the sane as we used to be,
all of us."

After the sudden release of the laughter, he was trenbling. Al his body
seemed growi ng weak. He felt, alnost physically, nore barriers

br eaki ng- -t hose necessary barriers of defense, built up through the nonths
of loneliness and desperation. He rust touch another human being, and he
put forward his hand in the old conventional gesture of the handshake. She
took it, and doubtless as she noticed his trenbling, she drew himtoward a
chair and al nost pushed himinto it. As he sat down, she patted his

shoul der |ightly.

She spoke again, once nore neither questioning nor commanding: "I'll get
you sonething to eat."

He did not protest, though he had just eaten heartily. But he knew that
behi nd her quiet affirmation lay sonething nore than any call of the body
for food. There was need now for the synbolic eating together, that first
common bond of hunman beings--the sitting at the sane table, the sharing of
the bread and salt.

Now they were sitting opposite each other. They ate a little, nmore in
synmbol than in reality. There was fresh bread. "I made it nyself," she
said, "but it's getting hard to find flour now that's got no weevils in
it." There was no butter, but honey and jam for the bread, and a bottle of
red wne.

And now, like a child, he began to talk. This was nothing like that tine
when he had sat with Nfilt and Ann on Riverside Drive. Then the barriers
had still been up. Now, for the first tinme, he talked of all those days. He

showed even the little scar of the fangs on his hand and the | arger scars
where he had sl ashed hinself to apply the suction-punp. He told of his fear
and of his flight and of the Great Loneliness that he had never quite dared
face or imagine. And as he tal ked, she often said, "Yes, | know. Yes,
remenber that, too. Tell me nore."

As for her, she had seen the catastrophe itself. She had faced nore than he
had, and yet he coul d see that she had conme through better than he. She
talked little, seeming to have no need, but she drew himon.

As he talked with her, he knew now at last that this, at |least as far as he
was concerned, was no nmere casual neeting--or passing nonment. In this |ay
all the future. Since the disaster he had seen nmen and wonen here and
there, and no one before had ever held him Perhaps tinme had heal ed him
More |ikely, she herself was different.
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Yet she was a worman. As the minutes slipped by, he sensed that basic
reality nore and nore, with an intensity that nade himtrenbl e. As between
man and man the breaki ng of bread was the reality; the shared table, al
the symbol needed. But as between man and woman there nmust be still nore,
inreality and in synmbol, a further sharing.

They realized suddenly that neither knew the other's name although each had
been calling the dog Princess.

"I sherwood," he said. "That was ny nother's nmi den nane and so she stuck it
on ne. Bad, wasn't it? Everybody called ne '"Ish."'"

"I'"'mEmM" she said. "Enma, that is, of course. Ish and Eni W won't get
very far witing poetry about that conbination!" And she | aughed. And they
| aughed t oget her.

Laughter--that was another sharing! And yet it was not the final one. There
were ways these things were done. He had known nen who could do them had
seen them at work. But he, Ish, was not the right kind. Al those qualities
whi ch had permitted himto be by hinself and survive through the bad days,
al one--all those qualities now cane up to work agai nst him And he sensed
too, very deeply, that they would be wong. The ol d methods had worked in
the days when there were girls in every cocktail-bar, |ooking for

adventure. But now such nethods were not right, he knew, and knew deepl y--at
this time, when the vast city stretched away enpty in all directions

out side of the windows and all the ways of the world had vani shed and this
worman had lived through all the catastrophe and the fear and the |oneliness
and now had cone out on the other side, still with courage in her eyes, and
affirmati on, and | aughter.

For a wild nonent he had an idea that they m ght say some kind of nmarriage
vows. Quakers could marry thensel ves. Wiy coul dn't others? They coul d stand
up together, and face toward the east where the norning sun would rise. And
then he sensed that the nere babbling of words was in itself nuch nore

di shonest even than a straightforward feeling for the knee under the table.
He realized that he had been silent for what m ght have been a full mnute.
She was | ooking across at himwith | evel cal meyes, and he knew that she
read his thoughts.

In his enbarrassnent he rose suddenly to his feet, upsetting the chair as
he got up. Then the table between them had ceased to be a synbol joining
t hem t oget her and now held them apart. He stepped from behind it, and
across toward her as she rose up too. And then there was the softness of
her body agai nst his.

*0O Song of Songs! Thine eyes, my love, are gentle, and the fullness of thy
lips is soft andfirm Thy neck is ivory, and the snoothness of thy

shoul ders like warmivory. The softness of thy breasts against nme is |ike
fine wool. Thy thighs are firmand strong |ike the cedars. O Song of Songs!

*

She had gone now, into the inner room He sat, still with breath and heart
qui ck, tense and waiting. He had only one fear now. In a world where there
were no doctors and even no other wonen, how coul d anyone risk the chance?
But she had gone. He realized that she, too, in her great affirmation,
woul d consider this also and care for it.

*O Song of Songs. My love, thy bed is fragrant as boughs of the pine tree,
and thy body is warm Thou art Ashtoreth. Thou art Aphrodite, that keepest
the gate of Love. Now my strength is upon ne. Now the rivers are pent up
Now is my hour. Ch receive me in thine infinitude. *
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*Chapter 7*

He lay quietly awake after she slept beside him and his thoughts rushed by
himso fast that he could not stop them | ong enough to get to sleep. That
was what she had said before, earlier in the evening--no matter what
happened to the world, it did not change the person, and he remai ned what
he had been. Yes, that was the way! |bough so nmuch had happened, and even

t hough he might be deeply noved by that great experience, yet still he was
the observer--the man who sat by the side, watching what happened, never
quite losing hinmself in the experience. The strangeness! In the old world
it mght well never have happened. Qut of destruction had come, for him

| ove.

He slept. Wen he woke, it was daylight, and she was gone. He | ooked around
the roomfearfully. Yes, it was really a shabby little room and he
suddenly had a fear that perhaps all this seemingly great experience of

| ove was, after all, only sonething which in the old days woul d have been
no nore than a pick-up of a restless waitress and a grimy roomin a cheap
hotel. And she--she was no goddess, no hamadryad glinpsed whitely in the
dusk! Except at the nonent of desire, she would never be Ashtoreth or
Aphrodite. He trenbled a little to think of how she might ook in the
nmorning light. She was ol der than he; perhaps he was nmerely mixing her in
sone vague kind of mother-image. "Ch, don't worry," he thought, putting it
into words, "there never has been perfection yet, and it certainly isn't
going to start now for nme." Then he renenbered how she had first spoken,
not in question or command, but nerely in affirmation. Yes, that was the
way it ought to be. Take what was good in a situation, not worrying about
what m ght not be there.

He got up and dressed. As he dressed, he sniffed the aroma of coffee.
Cof fee! That was a kind of nodern synbol, too

She had the table set in the breakfast-nook when he cane out, as any
commuter's wife mght have done. He | ooked at her al nost bashfully. He saw
again, nore clearly by norning light, the wi de-set black eyes in the dark
face, the full ripe lips, the swelling curve of the breasts beneath a

|'i ght-green snock

He did not offer to kiss her, and she did not seemto expect it. But they
smil ed back and forth, one at the other. "Were's Princess?" he said. "l
put her out for her run."

"Good--And it's going to be a good day, too, | think."
"Yes, looks like it. Sorry there are no eggs."

"No natter. What is it? Bacon, | see.”

"Yes.

They were little words, neaning nothing, yet there was a great joy to say
them A greater joy, perhaps, saying the little things than saying

sonet hing nmuch greater. A whole contentnent came over him This was no
affair of the rented room His luck was in! He | ooked across into her |eve
eyes, and felt new security and courage rise up within him This would
endur e!

They noved back, later that day, to the house on San Lupo Drive, chiefly
because he seened to have nore possessi onshooks, especially-than she did.
It was less trouble to nove to the books than to nmove the books to them
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The days went nore swiftly and nore confortably after that. There were nany
ways of sharing. "What was it?" he thought. "' A friend doubles joys and
cuts griefs in half'?"

She never tal ked about herself. Once or twice he tried to draw her out with
questions, thinking that she mght need to tell things. But she did not
respond easily, and he decided that she had al ready made her adjustnent in
her own way. She had drawn the veil across the view toward the past; now
she | ooked forward only

Yet she made no apparent attenpt at secrecy. He | earned from casual renarks
that she had been married (happily, he was sure), and had had two snall
children. She had gone to high school but not to college; her grammar

| apsed occasionally. Her soft accent, which he had noticed when she first
spoke, had perhaps the touch of Kentucky or Tennessee in it.

But she never nentioned having |ived anywhere except in California.

Her social status nust have been, |sh judged, somewhat |ower than his. But
there was nothing nore ridiculous to contenplate, now, than all that
busi ness of social classes.

"Amazing, how little everything Re that matters now" And the days slid by
easily.

One norning, finding that they needed sonme supplies, he went down to start
the car. He put his thumb on the snrter button. There was a sudden cli ck,
not hing nore. He pressed it again, and it clicked. That was all

He heard no sudden conforting whir as the notor took over, no reassuring
little bangs as the cold cylinders began to fire. Panic fell upon him
again. He pressed the button once nore, and still once nore, and every time
came only the little click. "Battery gone!" he thought.

He got out, raised the hood of the car, and stared hopelessly at the
orderly but conplex array of wires and gadgets. It was too nuch for him He
had a sudden hopel ess feeling within him he went back to the house.

"The car won't start," he said. "Battery gone, or sonething!" He knew t hat
his face nust be even nore woebegone than his voice. That was why he could
hardly believe it, when she |aughed. "There's no place we have to go so
badly as all that," she said. "To | ook at you, you' d think that things had
gone to pieces!"

Then he laughed too. It made all the difference in the world whether you
had that other to cut the grief in half, and the trouble suddenly seemned
tiny. A car was conveni ent when you wanted to go to the stores and | oad up
with some nore supplies. But you could live just as well w thout a car. She
was right-they had really no place that they needed so badly to go!

He had i magi ned a desperate day, tying to find a new car or to fix up the
old one. As it was, they made it a sport, even though it did take them nost
of the norning before they | ocated anot her one. Mst of the cars had no
keys in them and while he mght have shorted a wire sonewhere, they agreed
that it would be an inconvenience to have to drive a car without a key. And
when they found one with a key init, the battery, unused now for severa
mont hs, would not work. At last they found one that had a key in it, and
was parked on a hill. The battery was too weak to turn the engi ne over, but
it would burn the lights faintly, and Ish judged that it would send out
enough of a current to fire the spark-plugs.

They got the car rolling downhill, and then after a nminute the cylinders
began to bang and putter and backfire. Ish and Em | aughed together happily
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at the adventure of it. At |ast the gasoline worked up through the

f eed- pi pes, and the engi ne warned, and began to run snoothly. Now they

| aughed in triunph, and went speeding at sixty mles an hour down the enpty
boul evard, and Em | eaned over and ki ssed him And suddenly, queer as it
seened, Ish realized that he had never felt so happy in his life.

This car was not such a good one as the station-wagon. Because of this,
they used it nerely to make sonme exploration through the warehouse
district, checking up in the classified tel ephone book to |ocate dealers in
batteries. At last they forced the entrance to the proper room and found
dozens of batteries with the acid not yet in them There were also supplies
of acid, and although neither of them was nmechanically mnded, they nmade
the experinment of pouring the acid into a battery of the right size. They
took it back, and put it into the station-wagon. It worked perfectly, the
first tine.

As at last the notor of the station-wagon humed tunefully, responding to
the pressure of his foot on the throttle, Ish thought that on that day he
had nmet, and faced, two problens. First, he had seen that he could do a
great deal toward keeping a car running for a long tine. But of even
greater inportance, he had faced the possibility that there would cone a
time when there would no | onger be any cars, and yet still he could live
happi |l y and without fear.

The next day, indeed, the new battery in the station-wagon was dead again.
Either it was defective or he had nade sone mstake in installing it. This
time, however, he was in no panic. In fact he did not even bother to do
anything about it for a couple, of days. Then they repeated the process.
Either by luck or by greater care, they had better success, and the battery
continued to work.

*Sleek with lacquer, shining with chromum their notors machined to the
t housandth of the inch, their comutators accurate as watches, they had
been the pride and the synbol of civilization.*

*Now, they were |ocked ingloriously in garages, or stood in the lots, or
were parked at the curb. The dead | eaves dropped, the bl owi ng dust settl ed.
The rains fell, and spotted the dust, and nmade the | eaves stick nore
tightly and then nmore dust and nore | eavesfell. The wi ndshields were so
thickly coated that you could scarcely see through them now. *

*More deeply, they changed little. The rust ate here and there, but on the
grease-sneared surfaces it could not work rapidly. Unused, the coils and
the tiners, the carburetors and the spark-plugs, all remained as good as
ever.*

*In the batteries the slow processes of chenistry worked day and ni ght,
breaki ng down, neutralizing. A few nonths, and the unused batteries were
dead. But as long as the battery and acid were kept separate, neither
deteriorated, and it would always be a snall matter to add the acid and
start out again with a new battery; the batteries were not the weakest
link.*

*More likely it was the tires. In the rubber the processes of decay worked
slowy. The tires would | ast a year, five years. But neverthel ess, the
weakness worked in them The air leaked fromthe tires, and after the car
had stood on the flat tires for a while, they were no | onger of any use.
Even in the warehouses, decay worked in the rubber. The stored tires would
have ten years, and still sonme life. Twenty years they would | ast, perhaps
even nore. Quite likely the roads, thenselves, would be broken and nen
forget howto drive cars and |ose the desire for driving them before the
cars thensel ves were rendered undrivable. *
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Her head rested in the crook of his arm and he | ooked down upon the bl ack
liquid eyes. They lay on the davenport in the living-room Her face | ooked
darker than ever now in the twlight.

There was one question, he knew, that they had not yet faced, and now she
brought it forward.

"That would be fine!l" she said.

"l don't know. "

"Yes, it would."

"I don't likeit."

"You mean you don't like it about me?"

"Yes. It's dangerous. There'd be no one else but ne, and I wouldn't be any
use. "

"But you can read--all the books."

"Books!" he laughed a little as he spoke. *"The Practical Mdw fe? The
Pat hol ogy of Parturition?* | don't think I'd like to face it, even if you
woul d. "

"But, yet, you really could find sone books and read them That would be a
|l ot of use. And | wouldn't really need so nuch hel p." She paused a nonent:
"I'"ve been through it twi ce before, you know It wasn't bad."

"Maybe not. But it mght be different this tine w thout hospitals and
doctors and all that. And just why, why do you think so nuch about it?"

"Biology, don't they call it, or sonething like that? | guess it's
natural ."

"Do you think life nust go on, we have a duty to the future, all that?"

She paused a nminute. He could tell that she was thinking, and thinking was
not the best thing that she did; she reacted at deeper |evels than those of
mere thought.

"Ch, | don't know," she said. "I don't know whether life needs to go on
Why should it? Just as likely I"'mselfish. | want a baby for myself. |
mean, oh, | don't talk this sort of thing well. I'd Iike to be kissed,

though." He did it.

"I wish |l could talk," she said. "I wish | could tell what it is | think
about it."

Then she stretched her armout, and took a nmatch fromthe box on the table.
She snoked, nore than he did, and he expected her to take a cigarette al so.
But she did not. It was a big kitchen-match, the kind she |iked. She turned
it between thunmb and finger, saying nothing. Then she scratched it agai nst
t he box.

The mat chhead spurted into a flare. Then the fierceness faded out, and the
wood of the match-shank burned quietly in yellow flane. Suddenly she bl ew
it out.

Vaguel y he knew that she, who did not find words easily, had tried--perhaps
hal f unconsciously--to act out sonething that she could not say. Slowy he
t hought that he understood. The match lived, not when it lay in the box,
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but nerely when it burned--and it could not burn forever. So too with nen
and wonen. Not by denying life was life |ived.

He thought then of his old fear during the first days and of the time when
he had overthrown it, when he had unl ashed the notorcycle fromthe
tail-gate of the station-wagon in the desert and tossed it to one side. He
remenbered the wild feeling of exaltation which had cone when he had

of fered defiance to death and all the powers of darkness. He felt her body
stir gently in his arnms. Yes, he thought hunbly, that strong courage was
his only at great noments--with her it was part of daily life.

"All right," he said, "I suppose you're right. I'll read the books."
"You know," she said, "I nmight need a little nore help than that!"
Her body was cl ose and warm against him Still he held back, feeling al

the I oneliness and the enptiness and the terror. Who was *he* to set
manki nd again on the long and uncertain road to the future? But it was only
for a nonent. Then her courage and the confidence of her courage fl owed out
fromher to him "Yes," he thought, "she will be the nother of nations!

Wt hout courage there is nothing!"

And then suddenly he was consci ous again of her body, and his strength cane
upon him

*To thee be the glory, because the love of life was brighter before thy
face than the fear of death was dark. Thou art Deneter and Hertha and I|sis;
Cybel e of the Lions, and the Mountai n-Mther. Fromthy daughters shal
spring tribes; and fromthy grandsons, nations! Thy name is The Modther, and
they shall call thee bl essed.*

*There will be laughter and song again. Maidens will walk in the meadows;

young nen, |eap by the brooks. Their children's children shall be again as
the pine trees of the mountainside. They shall call thee bl essed, because
in a dark tine thy | ook was toward the light. *

While they were still uncertain, Em | ooked out one norning and said, "See,
sonme rats!”

He | ooked. Sure enough, two rats were nosing their way al ong the base of
the hedge, foraging about or nerely investigating. Empointed out the rats
to Princess through the wi ndow, and then opened the door. But being a dog
who gave tongue to tell the hunter where the chase was | eadi ng, she | eaped
out baying, and the rats vani shed before she was anywhere near them

That afternoon they saw nore rats at several tinmes, one place and anot her,
near the house, in the street, or running in the gardens.

Next norning the wave had engul fed them Rats were everywhere. These were
nmerely ordinary-looking rats, no larger or smaller than rats were expected
to be, not particularly fat or particularly lean-just rats. |Ish thought of
the way the ants had been sone tine ago, and felt a cold shiver run through
hi m

The only thing to do was to nmake an investigation, and thus render the rats
| ess horrible, because when you knew sonetl ung about the situation, you saw
the interest that lay init.

In the station-wagon they drove about here and there, often crushing some

rat which decided to dash across the street, just ahead of their fires. At
first they shuddered a little at the soft squash, and | ooked at each ot her,
but before long it had become so comon that they thought nothing about it.
The area which the rats were occupying was roughly the city, although they

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (70 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

spread outward fromthe built-up area, covering somewhat | arger an area
than the ants had done. -

What had happened, in general, was clear enough. |sh renenbered sone kind
of statistics which declared that the nunber of rats in a city was
general |y about equal to the number of people.

"Well," he explained to Em "you start then with, say, a mllion rats, half
of them bei ng does or bitches or whatever you call lady rats. Sone of the
stores and warehouses are rat-proof, but still there has been for all this

tune what you can call an unlimted supply of food."
"Then how many rats should there be now?"
"I can't do that problemin my head. I'Il try later."

That evening at hone he sat down to it as a mathematical problem Wth the
aid of his father's encycl opedia he determ ned that rats had approxi mately
one litter a nonth, with an average of about ten young. That is, one nonth
of uninterrupted breeding m ght have produced about a popul ation of ten
mllion rats in this given area. These young females, in turn, would begin
to breed before they reached the age of two nonths. There nust be sone
casual ties, of course, and he had no way of determ ning just how nmany of
the rats would live to maturity But, c:ertainly the increase nust be
prodi gi ous under the circunstances. Hs mathenatics broke down.

But even if the rats should only be increasing at the rate of doubling
their nunbers every nmonth, an estimate which seemed ridicul ously
conservative, there should by this tine be already sonewhere in the

nei ghborhood of fifty million. If they were increasing threefold each
month, an estimate which still seened conservative, there would now be in
the area approximately one billion rats.

As he considered the problem he saw no reason at all why. the rats, wth
unlimted food, m ght not possibly quadruple their numbers every nmonth. In
the A d Times man had been the only inportant natural eneny of the city
rats, and even nman had had to maintain constant war against themto keep
their nunbers under control. Wth man gone, their only enenies would have
been the small nunber of dogs whose instinct led themto catch rats, and
somewhat | arger nunber of cats. But here a secondary result must have

i nfluenced the situation in favor of the rats. As he had noticed, the
rat-catching dogs seemed to hold the ground al one wi thout the help of any
cats. Probably the dogs had killed the cats as nmuch as they had the rats,
and so had elimnated the chief control. And in the end, the dogs

t hensel ves had probably been overwhelned in the nere increase of numnbers.
Now he no | onger saw any dogs. It seemed unlikely that they had actually
been killed by the rats, although the rats may very well have cl eaned out
many litters of puppies. Probably, the dogs had nerely retreated before the
swarns of rats, and were still hanging around on the outskirts, now having
been driven fromthe city into the suburbs.

Whet her there were a billion rats or only fifty mllion nmade very little
difference. There certainly were too many rats, and Ish and Emfelt
thenselves in a state of siege. They watched all the doors carefully.
Nevert hel ess, one rat appeared in the kitchen from sone unknown quarter,
and they had a mad scurry as Ish pursued it with a broom Cornered, it

| eaped viciously at the broomhandle, and left teeth marks in the hard wood
before he was able to crush it against the fl oor

After a few days, noreover, they began to see a kind of difference, both in
t he appearance and in the behavior of the rats. Apparently, the supplies of
food, vast though they were, had at |ast begun to yield before the attack
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of an ever-pyram di ng nunber of rats. The rats now appeared thinner, and
they ran around even nore feverishly in search of food. They began to
burrow in the ground. They dug up the tulip bulbs, first of all, seemnng
particularly fond of them Then they attacked the |ess pal atable bul bs and
roots. They ran along the branches of the trees, apparently eating any
insects they could find or any renains of seeds or fruit. They even, at

| ast, began to gnaw the bark of young trees, like rabbits.

I sh parked the car as close to the house as he could now, and nade a dash
for it, wearing high boots. But actually the rats never made any attenpt at
an attack. Ish kept Princess in the house nostly, although the rats had

of fered her no violence either.

Still driving about to investigate, |Ish became nore and nore accustoned to
the soft squash beneath his tires. He began to feel as if he were

pl astering the streets with a continuous |ine of crushed rats. In the angle
of two walls, as he drove slowy by, a small white object caught his
attention. Stopping the car and | ooking carefully, he saw that it was the
skul | of sone small dog. The long teeth, still shining white, indicated
that it had probably been a terrier. Apparently, the rats had cornered the
dog in the angle of the walls; or else, the dog ' fighting for its life,
had retreated there. Wether the rats had dared attack a strong and healt hy
dog, Ish could not know. Perhaps it had suffered an accident or had been
chewed up in a fight with another dog. Perhaps it was old or sick. But
appar endy' for once, the swarmof rats had been too much even for the
ratter. Ish sawonly a few of the | arger bones; 4he rest had apparently
either been gnawed to pieces or dragged away. In the vicinity, he saw al so
the skulls of several rats, indicating that the terrier had gone down
fighting. He tried to imagi ne the scene. The swarrning gray bodies
clanmbering all over the struggling dog, the dog unable to attack those
which hung to its back. Qthers nust have sl ashed at the hanstrings |like

wol ves attacking an old bison-bull. Though the dog might kill a dozen or
fifty, in the end the mad, hunger-frenzied rodents nust have gnawed t hrough
the skin and tendons until the dog coll apsed. |Ish drove away fromthe spot
feeling definitely sober, and deciding that they nust keep an even nore
careful watch on Princess.

He renenbered, hopefully, that the ants had vani shed al nbost overnight, and
he kept expecting that sonmething like that al so might happen to the rats.
But there was no indication of it.

"Are the rats going to take over the world?" Em asked. "Now that nmen are
gone, are the rats going to be next?"

"OF course | don't know for sure," said Ish, "but |I hardly think so
They' ve got a head-start because they know how to use the food-supplies in
the city and because they breed fast. But once they get away fromthe city
they'll have to forage on their own, and the foxes and snakes and ow s are
going to build up too because nan is gone and because they'l|l have | ots of
rats to feed on."

"I never thought of that!" she said. "You nean rats are kind of donestic
ani mal s because people supply themfood and kill off their enemes."

"More |like parasites on man, | suppose really." And then, just, to be

sayi ng sonething to keep her interest, he ran on: "And speaki ng of

parasites, of course rats have themtoo. Just |ike the ants! When anything
gets too nunerous it's likely to get hit by some plague--1 nean--" (Somet hing
had suddenly exploded in his nmind at the word.) He coughed to cover up his
hesitation, and then went on, w thout making a point of it. "Yes, sone

plague is likely to hit them"
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Em to his relief, did not seemto have noticed

"All we can do then," she said, "l guess, is to sit around and cheer for
the rat's parasites.”

Ish did not tell her what had disturbed him It was the realization that
not just plague in the general sense, but bubonic plague was a conmmon

epi dem c anong rats. It was spread, he knew, by fleas, and those infected
fleas readily hopped fromdead rats to living people. The thought of being
anong the new people left in an area inhabited by mllions of rats being
killed off by bubonic plague was a horrible situation to contenplate.

He began to deluge the house with DDT and spray it upon his clothing and
Emis. Naturally then she becane suspicious, and he had to tell her

She was not disturbed. Her natural courage rose superior to even the

t hought of plague, and perhaps there was a vein of fatalismin her too. The
simpl est and safest thing would have been to hurry out of the city, and get
to sonme place--the desert, perhaps--where fewrats could live

But each of them had already deci ded i ndependently that life was not to be
lived on the basis of fear. Her courage indeed was stronger than his, and
the horror of the rats pressed in nore closely upon him Cccasionally he
even felt panic and was ready to force her into the car for flight. But

al ways in such tines her courage seened to flow out fromher and sustain
hi m

As the days passed, he watched individual rats carefully to see if they
seened sickly. On the contrary, they seened nore active than ever

Then Emcalled to himone norning fromthe w ndow.

"Look, they're fighting!" He went to | ook, quickly, but wthout too nuch
interest. Probably, he thought, it was nmerely whatever kind of sex-play
rats indulged in. But it was not.

He saw a large rat definitely attacking a snmaller one. The snall one fought
back, and dodged desperately, and seened just about to nmake its escape
through a hol e which mght be too snmall for the |arger one. Then suddenly a
third and still |arger rat appeared, and sprang al so upon the snall one.
The little pool of blood spread out fromthe torn throat, and then the

| argest rat dragged the body away, the one who had nade the original attack
scurrying close after.

I'n high boots, well gloved, carrying a stout stick in his hand, |Ish nade an
expedition to the nearest business-center and foraged for some nore food.
Curiously, to him he found very fewrats in the stores, and when he

i nvestigated, he found that everything which a rat could get and eat had
been conpletely wiped out. The stores were a great disgusting litter of
torn papers, and chewed cartons and rat-droppings. They had even chewed the
| abel s on the cans and bottles, so that sonetines it was difficult even to
tell what was contained in them Certainly, as yet, starvation and not

di sease was ¢ losing in upon the hordes. He took the news back to Em

Next norning they let Princess out for her daily run. (They had been

all owing her out only once a day as a matter of precaution.) After a few

m nutes they heard her wild how ing, and she came tearing back to the door
with rats skirm shing all around her, and two or three actually clinging to
her back. Opening the door they let her in, and necessarily admtted three
or four rats along with her. Princess refired under the davenport in a
flurry of howing. Deserted by the cause of the disaster, Ish and Em spent
a lively quarter hour routing out the rats and killing them They hunted
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the house nost carefully, aided by a now partially recovered Princess, to
find whether any rat was still lurking in a closet or behind the books of
the bookcase. But they decided that they had killed themall. They kept
Princess shut up, after that, out of necessary precaution, and they also
muzzl ed her for fear of hydrophobi a.

By now they were quite sure that the rats were preyi ng one upon anot her.
Sonetimes they saw a large rat pursuing a smaller rat, and sonmetines it
seenmed as if several banded together in a pack to attack a single one. They
seenmed | ess nunerous now, but that nmight be because they were keeping out
of sight under the new conditions.

To Ish the whole affair, in spite of a certain horror that he still held of
it, came to be a nost interesting study in ecology, alnobst a |aboratory
problem The rats had first |ived upon the stores of food which nmen had
laid up for them and these had gradually been transformed into a great
reservoir of rat-flesh. Then, when the cereals and dried fruit and packaged
beans were depleted, there was left--for certain individual rats at

| east--this other supply of food. Under such circunstances, it seened a
question whether any single rat would die of starvation, even though the
rats as a species mght be dying of starvation

"The old and sickly and weak and i nmature will go first," he said, "and
then those that are not quite so old or sickly or weak or immture--and so
on."

"And eventually," said Em who sonetimes showed di sconcerting |ogic,
"there'll just be two great strong rats left to fight it out--like (what was
it?) the Kilkenny cats?"

I sh expl ained that before such a fate ensued the rats woul d have becone so
scarce that they would again have begun to forage upon other sources of
f ood.

When he thought nore deeply, he saw that the rats were not actually
destroying the species for their own individual preservation; they were
really saving the species. If the rats had been sentinmental and had deci ded
that they would all starve together without indulging in cannibalism then
i ndeed there m ght have been sone danger. But rats were realists, and so
their racial future seenmed secure fromthis energency.

Day by day, the nunbers of rats becane fewer, and then one norning they
seenmed to be gone entirely. Ish knew that there still must be many rats in
the city, but what had happened was nerely what woul d happen in the decline
of any species. Under natural circunstances, the rats kept out of sight,

I'i ke narrow passageways and hol es and brash-filled gullies. Only when their
nunbers becane so great that they could not all find such refuges did they
spill over and inhabit the open places where they could be seen

Doubt | ess, at the end, disease nmay have hel ped, but he was never sure of
this. One great advantage of the di sappearance through canni balismwas that
there were no bodies of rats |eft around. They had gone on to preserve.the
species into the next generation. Al so, he knew, although he did not
investigate, that the rats nust have done a great deal toward renoving the
bodi es of the human bei ngs who had died in the original disaster

As he collected his thoughts upon the subject, he was surprised that there
had been no plague of nice. The ants had come first, and then had cone the
rats. Between the two there should have been a rapid increase of mice,
because the m ce shoul d have had al nost as good an opportunity as the rats
and because their breeding rate was even faster. He never |earned the
answer, but nerely had to suppose that some control of which he knew
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not hing had acted to prevent the rapid increase of mce.

Both Ish and Emtook a little while to recover fromthe horror with which

the rats had filled them But after a while they decided that Princess had
not contracted hydrophobia. They | oosed her, and |ife became nore normal,

and they forgot about the constant crawling of the gray bodies.

*The fables were wong. Not the Lion, but Man, was the King of Beasts.
Thr oughout his reign the rule was heavy, often harsh.*

*But though the cry rise up, "The Kind is dead!" it shall not go on: "Long
live the King!"*

*As in the old days when sone conqueror died, |leaving no tall son, and the
captains strove together for the scepter and none proved strong enough and
the realmfell apart, so it shall be again, for neither the ant nor the rat
nor the dog nor the ape is wi se enough above his fellows. For a little
while there will be jostlings, quick rises and sudden falls; then, a quiet
and a peace such as the earth has not known in twenty thousand years. *

Again her head lay in the crook of his arm and he | ooked down into the
dark eyes. She spoke. "Well, you'd better get busy at that book-work now. |
guess it's happened. "

And then suddenly before he could say anything, he felt her trenble and she
was crying. He had not thought this of her--this fear! He felt the sudden
weakness of his own terror. What if she coll apsed?

"Ch, darling," he cried out. "Maybe we can still do something! There are
ways. You mustn't try to go through with it!"

"Ch, it's not that! *It's not that!"* she cried out, still trenmbling. "I
lied. Not what | said, what | didn't say! But it's all the same. You're
just a nice boy. You |looked at ny hands, and said they were nice. You never
even noticed the blue in the hal f-noons."

He felt the shock, and he knew that she felt the shock mi him Now
everything canme together in his nind--brunette conplexion, dark liquid eyes,
full lips, white teeth, rich voice, accepting tenperanent.

Then she spoke again, scarcely in nore than a whisper, "It didn't matter at
first, of course. No man cares then about that. But nmy nother's people
never had much luck in the world. Maybe when things are starting out again,
it shouldn't be with them But nostly, | guess, | think it wasn't right
with you."

Then suddenly he heard nothing nore, for the whole vast farce of everything
broke in upon him and he | aughed, and all he could do was to | augh and

| augh nore, and then he found that she, too, had rel axed and was | aughi ng
with himand holding himall the closer

"Ch, darling," he said, "everything is snashed and New York lies enpty from
Spuyten Duyvil to the Battery, and there's no government in Washington. The
senators and the judges and the governors are all dead and rotten, and the
Jewbaiters and the Negro-baiters along with them W're just two poor
peopl e, picking at the leavings of civilization for our lives, not know ng
whether it's to be the ants or the rats or sonething else will get us.

Maybe a t housand years from now people can afford the |uxury of wondering
and worrying about that kind of thing again. But | doubt it. And now there
are just the two of us here, or naybe three, now "

He ki ssed her while she still was weeping quietly. And he knew that for
once he had seen nore clearly and nore deeply and been stronger than she.
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*Chapter 8*

On the day after she had told him he drove to the University canpus, and
parked in front of the Library. He had never entered it since the Geat

Di saster, although he had often gone to the city library for books. The
great buil ding stood undi sturbed. Its surroundi ng bushes and trees had not,
in the few nonths, grown appreciably taller. The drain pipes all seenmed to
b6 functioning perfectly, and no stain of water showed on the white granite
wal | s. There was only a general inpression of dirt and litter and di suse.

He did not want to force an entrance by breaking a w ndow, thus giving
access to aninmals and also to the rain. In the end, however, he could find
no other way. He tapped gently with his hamrer, and managed to break only a
part of a pane, reaching through, he unl ocked the wi ndow and raised it.
After all, he told hinself, he could bring sone boards and patch the w ndow
again, so that it would still be rat-proof and weat herproof.

He had been in the Library hundreds of tines before, as a matter of course,
during his years at the University. But now under the changed conditions,
he felt a strange new sense of awe. Here rested in storage the w sdom by
which civilization had been built, and could be rebuilt. Now that he knew
hi nsel f soon to be a father, he had suddenly -a new attitude, a feeling for
the future. The child should not grow up to be a parasite, scavenging
forever. And it would not need to. Everything was here. Al the know edge!

He had come to hunt up some books on obstetrics, but after |ooking into the
mai n readi ng-room and then wandering through two | evels of the stacks, he
became so excited that he left the building in a frenzy of imagination. He
did not need to worry about the obstetrics today. There was plenty of tine
still for that.

He drove home in a kind of trance. Books! Mst of the know edge was in
books, and yet he soon saw that they were not all. First of all, there nust
be peopl e who could read, who knew how to use the books. He rnmust al so save
other things. Seeds, for instance. He nust see to it that the nore

i mportant donestic plants did not vanish fromthe earth.

Suddenly he felt that all civilization depended not only upon nmen but al so
upon these other things which had marched with himlike kinsmen and friends
and conpanions. |If Saint Francis had hailed the sun as brother, m ght not
we al so say, "Ch, Brother Wheat! Ch, Sister Barley!" He smled to hinself.
Yes, one could go on: "Oh, G andfather Weel! Oh, Cousin Conpass! Ch,
Friend Binom al Theorem " All the discoveries of science and phil osophy

al so m ght be imagi ned as standi ng shoul der to shoulder with man, even
though the putting of the matter into words nmade it all sound a little
ridi cul ous.

He hurried, still hot with boyish enthusiasm to tell it all to Em He
found her trying, not at all successfully, to teach Princess to retrieve.
Em was not as enthusiastic as he had expected. "G vilization!" she said.
"Ch, you -nean airplanes going higher and higher, and faster and faster
That kind of thing!"

"Ch, yes. But art, too, you know. Miusic, literature, culture.”

"Yes, nystery-stories and those funny Negro jazz bands that always nmade ny
ears hurt."

He was crestfallen, even though he knew she was having a little fun with
hi m
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"Anot her thing, though, about civilization," she said. "There's this matter
of time. We don't really know what nmonth it is. We'll want to be sure when
his birthday cones, so that we can celebrate it, sonething less than two
years from now. "

Perhaps, he felt in his mnd, that was the difference! That was the

di fference between worman and man. She felt only in terns of the imedi ate,
and was nore interested in being able to spot her child' s birthday than in
all the future of civilization. Again, he felt superior to her. .One thing
I didn't do, though," he said, "was to read any of those obstetrics books

today. I'msorry--but there's no hurry, is there?"

"Ch, no. Maybe not even any use of it at all. Don't you renenber that even
in the Ad Tinmes babies were always being born in taxis and hospita
| obbi es? Once they're started, nobody can stop them™

Later, when he had thought things ovet, he could not but admit that she had
made a suggestion of sonething inportant. The nore he thought about it, the
nmore fundanental he considered her idea of keeping track of tine. After
all, time was history, and history was tradition, and tradition was
civilization. If you'lost the continuity of time, you | ost sonething that

m ght never be recovered. Probably it had already been | ost unless sone of
the other survivors had been nore careful about the matter than he had
been. Take the seven-day week, for instance. Even though you were not
religious, you had to adnit that the seven-day week with its one day of
rest was a fine old tradition of mankind. It had been going on for at |east
five thousand years, clear from Babylonian tines, and no one knew how mnuch
further. Wuld he ever be able to figure out again just which day was
Sunday?

As for getting the proper day of the year, that should not be too
difficult. He knew enough about the fundamentals of astronony to do that,
and if he got the time of the solstice correct, he could figure back on

| ast year's cal endar and perhaps re-establish the day of the week.

This was the tinme of the year to get busy on the problem Although he did
not know exactly, he could tell fromthe progress of the weather and from
hi s general know edge of how much tine had el apsed since the catastrophe,
that it nust have cone now pretty well toward the m ddl e of Decenber. If
the solstice was to be in a week or so, he could easily tell by watching
where the sun set.

Next day he found a surveyor's transit, and although he did not. know nuch
about the use of it, he set it up on the porch, facing the west. He

bl ackened its lenses with soot, so that he coul d observe the sun w thout
hurting his'eyes. H's very first observation showed that the sun was goi ng
down behind the hills of San Francisco, to the south of the Gol den Gate.
From nenory he knew that this was very near to its nost southern point of
setting. He left the transit in position, and recorded the angle of the
sunset .

The next evening it set still alittle farther south. And then, as systens
do, his systemwent to pieces. A heavy stormblewin fromthe ocean, and
during a whole week he could not observe where the sun set. Next tinme he
saw it, it had already started north.

"Wel |, anyway," he said, "we nust be pretty close to it. If we add one day
to the time when we | ast saw the sun, we ought to be very near to the
solstice, and then if we add ten days to that, we would get to New Years."

Isn't that rather silly?" she said.
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" W]y?ll

"Well, | nean, that is, shouldn't'the year really start when the sun turns
north again? Don't you guess really that was what people tried to do once,
and things got m xed up sone way or other, and got about ten days out of
kilter?"

"Yes, | inagine it was that way."

"Wl l, why don't we just start our New Year then wth--what you call it?--the
solstice? It seens sinpler.”

"Yes, but you can't just go fooling with the calendar. That's been
established for a long tine. You can't just shift it.,"

"Well, didn't sonmeone naned Julian do it, and weren't there riots and
things? But still, they did change it."

"They did change it! Yes, you're right--and | suppose we can change it now
if we want to. It certainly gives a person a sense of power!"

Then in playful ness of inmagination they decided that |iving where they did,
they had a systemall worked out before them so that they would not even
bot her to have nonths and things |ike that unless they wanted to, because
fromthe hill they could see the sun setting around its whole arc. They
could nerely date things by the tinme the sun set in the mddle of the Gate,
or the tine it had reached the first big hunp to the north, or the tine it
had begun to, reach the various points along the |ong sl ope of the
mount ai n. What was the use of nerely having nonths?

"Say!" she said, suddenly, "it nust be pretty nearly Christmas, too.
hadn't thought of that. You think | can get down before the stores close to
pick you a tie?"

He | ooked back at her with a little smle. "I suppose we ought to fee
pretty lugubrious this Christmas, and yet, some way, | can't."”
"Next year," she said, "this ought to be even nore fun. We'll have to get

himhis first tree.”

"Yes, and he can have a rattle, too, can't he? What |'m |l ooking forward to,
t hough, is when he can get an electric train, and | can run it. No, poor
guy, | guess there'll never be an electric train for him Mybe, though,
when we have grandchildren, in twenty-five years, naybe, we'll be able to
get the electricity working again!"

"Twenty-five years! 1'll be a pretty old wonan by that time. It's strange,
thi nki ng forwards now, as well as backwards. For a while, | only thought
backwards. But that thinking ahead brings up something else to my mnd,

al so--the years! W'll have to keep track of the years. Don't people on
desert islands cut notches in trees or something like that? You see, he'l
want to know what year it is; so he can vote or get a passport, or report
to his draft board, maybe. Only perhaps, you aren't going to restore things
like that for us in this newcivilization. Wat is this year, anyway, now?"

Agai n he thought that was |like a woman, to put even such an all-inportant
thing as the very date in terns of her unborn child. But yet, as so often,
her instinct was right--a great pity if the historical record should be
broken at sone point! Doubtless in the | ong run, archeol ogists could
restore the continuity by nmeans of varves or dendrochronol ogy, but it would
save a lot of work if soneone nerely kept the tradition
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"You're right," he said. "And it's sinple, too, of course. W know what

year it is now, and when we decide we've cone to New Years, we'll just
chi sel a new date on sonme good rock, and then every year chisel the next
one. The chiseling will be quite a job, and so we'll always renenber

whet her we are up-to-date or not."

"Isn't that rather silly, too?" she said. "I mean, starting out with a date
in four figures. As far as. |I'mconcerned," she paused for a noment and

| ooked around with that quiet air which sonmetines was so inpressive, "as
far as |I'mconcerned, this past year m ght as well be the Year One."

That evening there was no rain. The clouds still hung | ow, but the air was
cl ear beneath them You could have seen the lights of San Francisco, if
there had been any |ights.

He stood on the porch, and | ooked out toward the dark west, breathing the
cool damp air in deeply. His nmood was still close to exaltation

"Now we have finished with the past,"” he thought. "These |ast few nonths,
the tag-end of the year--we shall |let the past have them This is the Mnent
Zero, and we stand between two eras. Now the new |ife begins. Now we
conmence the Year One. The Year One!"

Now there | ay before himno longer the nere drama of a world w thout nen
and of its constant adaptation. No | onger woul d personal readjustnent be
his own dom nating problem Now there stretched away in the years ahead,
the unfol ding drama of a new society, reconstructing itself, noving on. And
now he woul d not be the lonely spectator, at least, not nerely that. He
could read. He was equi pped with the background of much know edge al ready.
He woul d extend that into technics, into psychology, into politica

science, if that were needed.

There nust be others that he could find also to join with them good peopl e
who woul d help in the new world. He would start |ooking for people again.
He woul d 1 ook craftily, tying to keep away fromall those who had suffered
too much fromthe shock, whose ninds or bodies were not what one wanted to
build up the new society.

Sonewhere within himthere lingered still that one deep fear that she night
die in childbirth, that the whole hope of the future m ght thus fade. And
yet, he could really not fear it very deeply. Her courage burned too
brightly. She was life. He could not associate her with death. She was the
light for the future, she and those that would spring fromher. "0 nother
of nations! And her children shall call her blessed!"

He hinself would have had only the courage to live on, feeling death creep
in closer year by year as once the darkness had crept in fromthe conmers of
the roomwhen the lights were failing. Her stronger spirit had struck back
agai nst death, and already life built up anew within her. From her depths
courage flowed out to him

It was curious, doubtless even illogical, that the thought of the com ng
child should make so rmuch difference. But he granted the difference. He had
known despair, but now he knew hope. He | ooked forward with confidence to
the tine when the sun woul d again be setting in the southern end of its

long arc and the two of them-or the three--would go to carve into sonme rock
the nuneral comrernorating the end of the Year One. It was not finished.

The thing would go on. A phrase |eaped into his m nd.

"Ch, world without end!" he thought. As he stood there, |ooking out into
the dark west over the enpty city, breathing deeply of the cool danp air,
the words sang in his mnd, "Ch, world without end! Wbrld w thout end!"
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*Here ends Part |I. The inter-chapter called* Quick Years
*follows, after a time-interval of one year.*

*Qui ck Years*

Not far fromthe house on San Lupo Drive there was that area which had once
been a small public park. Tall rocks rose picturesquely, and at one place
the tops of two of them | eaned together, form ng a high narrow cave. Near
by, a snooth rock-surface, as large as the floor of a small room sl oped
with the hillside, but was not too steep to sit on confortably. In those

ol der tinmes which had been before even those that were now called the dd
Ti mes, sone tribe of sinple people had lived thereabouts, and on the snooth
rock-surface you still sawthe little hol es where those peopl e had pounded
with stones to nmake their acorn-mash.

One day, after the round of the seasons had passed and the sun for the
second time sank well to the south of the Golden Gate, Ish and Em cli nbed
the hillside toward the rocks. The afternoon was cal mand sunny, warm for
m d-winter. Emcarried the baby, wapped in a soft blanket. (She was
pregnant again, although not yet heavy on her feet.) Ish carried his hamer
and a cold-chisel. Princess started with them but as always went baying
off on the trail of one of her rabbits.

When they cane to the rock, Emsat down on it in the sun and nursed the
baby, and |Ish worked with hamrer and chisel, cutting into the snooth
surface the single numeral. The rock was hard, but with the heavy hammrer
and the sharp chisel, he soon finished an upright line. But it was fun to
adomthe work a little, and sone cerenony seened fitting to mark the end of
their first full circuit of the sun fromsouth back to south. So Ish cut a
clean serif at the base of the line, and a little hook at the top, so that
the finished figure resenbled the neat I which he remenbered in the tines
of printing. Wien he was done, he sat close beside Emin the sun. The baby
had fini shed feeding, and was happy. They played with him "Well," said
Ish, "that was the Year One!"

"Yes," said Em "but | think I shall always renenber it as the Year of the
Baby. Nanes are easier to renenber than nunbers."”

Thus fromthe very beginning it canme about that they called each year not
so often by its nunber as by a name based on sonething that had happened
during that tine.

In the spring of the second year, Ish planted his first garden. He had
never |iked gardening, and that probably explained why, in spite of good
resolutions and two hal f-hearted attenpts, he had not grown anything during
the first. year. Neverthel ess, as he turned over the dark noist soil wth
the spade, he felt a deep satisfaction at being in touch again with
primeval things.

That was about all the satisfaction he got fromthe garden. To begin with,
the seed (he had had a hard time to find any at all because of the ravages
of the rats) was several years old, and nuch of it failed to sprout. Snails
and slugs soon moved in, but by scattering a box of Snale-Killa he
elimnated them and felt triunphant. Then, just as the | ettuce was maki ng
a good growt h, a buck junped the fence and wrought havoc. |sh put another

|l ayer on the top of the fence. Next, some rabbits burrowed beneath-nore
destruction, and nore work! One evening he heard crashi ng noi ses and rushed
out just intinie to scare off a predatory cow on the point of smashing a
way through the fence. Mre work!
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By this tine he was waking up at night with thoughts of raveni ng deer,
rabbits, and cattle prowing around his fence and ogling his lettuces with
eyes that gleaned like tigers' eyes.

Then, in June, the insects arrived. He sprayed poison until he was afraid
he woul d not dare eat the lettuce even if any lived to be harvested.

The crows were the last to find the garden, but when they arrived in July
their numbers made up for their late arrival. He stood guard, and shot sone
of them But they seened to post sentries and swoop down as soon as his
back was turned, and he could not watch during all the daylight hours. His
scarecrows and dangling mirrors kept themoff for a day, but after that
they lost their fear. In the end he actually erected a shelter of
fly-screen over the few rows of garden which seemed worth saving, and he
harvested a little lettuce, along with sone scrawny tonmatoes and oni ons.

But he conscientiously let sone of the plants go to seed, and saved the
fresh seed for the future

He was as thoroughly discouraged as any amateur gardener had ever been. It
was one thing apparently to grow vegetabl es when thousands of others were
doi ng the sane, and quite another when yours was the only plot and so from
m | es around every vegetabl e-hungry animal and bird and nol |l usk and insect
came galloping or flying or oozing or hopping, and apparently sending out
by signals to its fellows the universal shout, "Let's eat!"

Toward the end of sumrer the second baby was born. They called her Mary,
just as they had decided finally to call the first one John, so that the
ol d nanes woul d not vanish fromthe earth.

Wien the new baby was only a few weeks old, there was another nenorable
event.

This was the way of it.... In those first years though Ish and Em st ayed
contentedly close at home, they now and then had visits from wanderers who
had seen the snoke on San Lupo Drive and headed for it, sometines in cars,
more often on foot. These people, with one exception, seened to be
suffering fromshock. They were bees who had | ost the hive, sheep without a
flock. By now, |Ish concluded, the ones who had made a good adj ustment nust
al ready have settled down. (Besides, no matter whether the wanderer was a
man or a worman, the old problemof three' s-a-crowd reared up.) So Ish and
Em were gl ad when one of these restless and unhappy people decided to

conti nue wanderi ng.

The exception was Ezra. |Ish always renenbered how Ezra cane strolling al ong
the street that hot Septenber day, his face florid, his half-bald head even
redder, his jaw narrow and pinched, his bad teeth showi ng suddenly when he
saw I sh and stopped and snil ed.

"Hi -ya, boy!" he had said, and though the words were American, still behind
t hem sonmewhere was t he ghost of a North-of-England accent.

He stayed until after the first rains. He was al ways pl easant, even when
his teeth were growling. He had that m expressibly great gift of naking
peopl e feel confortable. The babies always sniled for Ezra. 1sh and Em
woul d have urged himto stay permanently, but they feared the
triangle-situation, even when the outsider was as easygoi ng and perceptive
as Ezra. So one day when he seemed restless they sent himoff, telling him
jokingly to find hinmself a pretty girl and then come back and join them
They were sad after he had gone.

At the time of his leaving the sun was again far to the south. So, when
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they went to the flat rock and cut the nuneral 2, Ezra was still in their
m nds, though he was gone and they did not expect to see himagain. He
woul d have been, they thought, a good hel per, a good person to have around.
To his menory they called it the Year of Ezra.

The Year 3 was the Year of the Fires. Just after md-sumer the snoke
suddenly drifted over everything, and it stayed, |ighter and heavier,
through three nonths. The babi es someti nes woke up coughi ng and choki ng,
their eyes watering.

Ish could realize what was happening. The western forests were no | onger
prinmeval woodl ands of big trees through which a fire could sweep and do
little damage. On the contrary, because of |oggi ng and man-caused fires,
the forests consisted nostly of thick and highly inflammabl e second-growt h,
made all the worse by slash-piles and brush-fields. Man had produced this
kind of forest, and it was dependent upon him surviving only because of
his vigorous efforts at fire-suppression. Now the hoses lay neatly coil ed
and the bull-dozers reddened with rust, and in this summer, a very dry one,
over, all northern California, and doubtless in Oregon and Washi ngton t oo,
the lightning-set fires were raging unconbatted t hrough the tangl ed
second-grow h and blazing up in the tinder-dry slash-piles. One horrible
week they even saw the fires burning brightly in the night, all along the
north side of the Bay, sweeping the slopes of the nmountain frombottomto
top, and dying out only when there was nothing left to burn. The broad arns
of the Bay fortunately kept the fire on the north side, and there were no
lightning storms on the south side to start new fires. Wen it was al

over, Ish believed that there nust be very few forests |eft unburned in
California, and centuries would be required to grow t hem agai n.

In this year also Ish really settled down to reading--another sign that he
was finally adjusting to the situation. He got his books fromthe City

Li brary, and kept the nmillion volumes of the University as a great reserve
to be tapped when the tine was ripe. Al though he often thought that he
shoul d use his reading to nake hinself skillful in such fields as nedicine
and agriculture and nmechanics, he found that what he actually wanted to
read was the story of mankind. He plunged through innunerable vol unes of
ant hr opol ogy and history, and went on into phil osophy, particularly the
phi | osophy of history. He mad novel s and poens and plays, which also were
the story of manki nd.

Sonetimes in the evening, when he was reading and Emwas knitting, and the
babi es were asleep upstairs and Princess was lying lazily in front of the
fire-sometines then Ish would | ook up and think that his father and nother
had passed many evenings in just the sane way. But then he would see the
gasoline lanp and turn his eyes up to the dead electriclight bulbs in the
ceiling-fixture.

The Year 4 was the Year of the Coming.... One day in early spring, about
noon, Princess |eaped up barking wildly and dashed for the street, and then
they heard a car-horn tooting. Ezra had been gone for nore than a year, and
they had stopped thinking about him But there he was-in a jal opyl ooki ng
car, overflowing with people and househol d goods. Ish couldn't help
thinking of an Okie outfit arriving in California in the Ad Tines.

Besi des Ezra, there crawl ed out of the car a wonan of about thirty-five, a
younger woran, a frightened-1ooking half-grown girl, and a little boy. Ezra
i ntroduced the ol der wonan as Mdlly, and the younger as Jean, and after
each name he added calmy and wi thout enmbarrassment, "My wife."

Ish suffered only mld shock at the fact of bigamy. He had been through a
great many experiences already, and he reacted quickly to realize that
plurality of w ves had been an accepted part of many great civilizations in
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the past and might well be again in the future. It was certainly a
practical situation when there were two wonen avail able and only one man,
especially when the man was |ike Ezra, able to live confortably with people
under all sorts of conditions.

The little boy was Ral ph, MIlly's son. He had been bomonly a few weeks
before the Great Disaster, and had presumably either inherited i munity or
absorbed it through his mother's nmilk. This was the only case, so far as
they knew, of two nenbers of the same famly surviving. The hal f-grown girl
they called Evie, but nobody really knew her right nane. Ezra had found her
living in squal or and solitude, opening cans to find what she needed,
grubbing for worms and snails. She nust have been five or six years old at
the time of theGeat Disaster. \Whether she had al ways been half-witted, or
whet her the shock of death and solitude had rendered her so, no one knew.
She cowered and whi npered, and even Ezra could win a smle fromher only
now and then. She knew a few words, and after they had been kind to her for
a long tine, she gradually came to talk nore, but she never grew normal

Later in the sane year Ish and Ezra went off together for a few days in
Ish's old station-wagon. The trip was not a pl easant one; they had
tire-trouble and engine-trouble, and the roads were rough. Neverthel ess
they acconpli shed what they had set out to do.

They | ocated George and Mauri ne, whom Ezra had found on one of his
wanderings. George was a big shanbling fellow, gray around the tenples,
good- natured, uncertain in speech but deft in his trade, which was
carpentry. ("Too bad!" thought Ish. "A nmechanic or a farner woul d have been
better for us!") Maurine was his femal e counterpart, except that she was
some ten years younger, around forty probably. She | oved housekeepi ng as
George | oved carpentry. As for their nmental processes, you m ght cal

George dull, but you would have to call Maurine stupid.

Privately Ish and Ezra di scussed George and Maurine, and decided that they
were good solid people, confortable to have around, nore a source of
strength than of weakness. (It was a little, Ish thought wyly, |ike
deci di ng whet her you woul d gi ve sonmeone a bid to your fraternity, and when
there were so few to choose from you couldn't be too choosy.) In the end
George and Maurine came al ong back in the station-wagon.

Ish and Maurine found that they had one experience in commopn. As a little
girl in South Dakota, she had been bitten by a rattl esnake.

Toward the end of this year Em bore her second son, whom they nanmed Roger
So by that time the people living on San Lupo Drive nunbered seven adults,
andf our children, and Evie besides. About then they began, at first as a

joke, to talk of thenselves as The Tri be.

The Year 5 supplied no very startling occurrence. Both MIlly and Jean had
babi es, and Ezra was as pleased as a two-tine father should be. In the end
they called it the Year of the Bulls. This was because there was a pl ague
of cattle that year, just as fromthe first months they all remenbered the
pl agues of the ants and the rats. Cattle had gradually got to be more and
more nunerous. Very rarely did anyone see a horse; never, a sheep. But it
was good country for cattle, and they reached a climax in this year, and
becane a nui sance. To be sure, you easily got all the steak you wanted,
though it was tough. But you had continual trouble running into a cross
bul I when you were nmerely wanting to wal k here or there. You could al ways

shoot a bull, but shooting one near the houses either neant that you had to
go to all the trouble of burying the carcass, or of dragging it away, or
el se you suffered fromthe smell. They all had to become adept at stepping

qui ckly out of the way when a bull charged, and they came to nake somnet hi ng
of a sport of this, and to call it "bull-dodging."
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The Year 6 was an eventful one. During its course all four of the wonen
bore children-even Maurine, who had seened too old. There was, however-ikow
that Em had |l ed the way-a strong drive toward the having of many chil dren.
Each of the adults had for a tine lived al one, had experienced what they
now call ed the Great Loneliness, and the strange dread that went with it.
Even now their little group was only a tiny candl e agai nst the pressure of
surroundi ng darkness. Each new born baby seemed to give the uncertain flame
a stronger hold and to push the darkness of annihilation back a little. At
the end of this year the nunber of children, which was ten, exceeded the
nunber of adults-and then of course there was Evie, who was hardly to be
counted in either group.

But it was an eventful year for other reasons too. It was a year of drought
and of little grass, and the too nunerous cattle grew thin and wandered
everywhere, searching food. Driven nadly by hunger, they crashed the strong
fence around the little vegetable plot one night. The aroused nen enptied
rifles into the milling cattle at short range, but before they could be
driven off, the garden was utterly ruined-ironically, by being tranpled
out, for in the confusion of the mlling herd no aninal had been able to
eat.

To crown all this, canme the grasshoppers. They descended suddenly, and ate
up everything that the cattle could not reach. They ate the | eaves fromthe
trees and the flesh fromthe ripening peaches, so that the bare seeds hung
fromthe ends of the | eafl ess branches. Then the grasshoppers died, and
their stench was everywhere

After a while the cattle also |lay dead by hundreds in the dry stream beds
and nuddy wat erholes, and their stench too filled the air. By now the |and
was stripped bare, as if it would never recover.

A horror fell upon the people. Ish tried to explain to themthat it was al
a part of the jostling for readjustnent after the | oss of human controls.
There was bound to be, for instance, a plague of grasshoppers during the
first year when conditions favored them now that their breeding-grounds
were not disturbed by cultivation. But with the stench in the air and the
whol e earth | ooki ng dead, he could not be very convincing. George and
Maurine took to prayer. Jean made fun of thenopenly, saying that what had
happened in the | ast few years didn't give her confidence in this

god- busi ness. Ml |y went into depressions, and wept loudly at tines. In
spite of his rationalistic explanaoons even |sh was despondent for the
future. O the adults only Ezra and Em showed the capacity for taking
things as they cane.

The ol der children seened to be little affected. They gul ped their canned
mlk greedily, even when the stench was thickest. John (they already were
calling himJack) held his father's hand with confidence, and | ooked with
mld six-yearold interest at a cow which had tottered along the street and
lay dying in the sun. He obviously accepted it as just part of his world.

But the nursing babies, except Ems, absorbed a sense of disaster through
their nothers' mlk. They wailed fretfully. Thus disturbing their nothers
all the nore, they set up a vicious circle. October was a nonth of horror.

Then came the mracle! Two weeks after the first rain they | ooked out, and
the hills were a faint green with sprouting grass. Everyone was suddenly
happy, and Molly and Maurine wept with pleasure. Even Ish was relieved, for
in the | ast weeks the despair of the others had shaken his confidence in
the basic recuperative powers of the earth itself, and he had begun to
doubt whet her any seed renai ned.
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When, at the tinme of the winter solstice, the people all gathered once nore
at the snmooth expanse of rock to cut the nuneral into the surface and to
nane the year, they were uncertain what they should call it. It mght be,
for good onmen, the Year of the Four Babies. But it might be the Year of the
Dead Cattle, or the Year of the Grasshoppers. In the end the evil ness of
the year prevailed in their thoughts. So they called it sinply the Bad
Year .

The Year 7 was a strange one al so. The mountain-lions suddenly seenmed to be
everywhere. You hardly dared to wal k between houses w thout carrying a
rifle, and having a dog at heel to give warning, and the dog kept usually
very close at heel also. The lions never quite dared attack a man, but they
pi cked up four dogs, and you were never quite sure whether one of them

m ght not just suddenly leap froma tree. The children had to be kept

i ndoors. What had happened was agai n obvi ous enough to Ish. During the
years when there had been so nmany cattle, the lions nmust have bred rapidly,
and now that the cattle had perished,in the drought, the lions were |left

wi t hout food and ravenously were closing in.

In the end there was bad | uck, because Ish missed his shot and instead of
killing alion nerely raked it across the shoulders, and it charged and
maul ed hi m before Ezra coul d get another shot honme. After that he wal ked
with alittle Iinp, and becane very bred when he had to sit long in the
same position, as in driving a car. (Butby now the roads had gone to pieces
badly and the cars were unreliable and there were few placesto go anyway,
so that there was very little car-driving.) Naturally, they called it the
Year of the Lions.

The Year 8 was conparatively uneventful. They called it the Year W Went to
Church. (The nane anused Ish, for its wording inplied that that experinent
was over and done with.)

Thi s had happened in this way.... Being nerely seven ordinary Americans,
they were of varied religious affiliations or of none at all, and even
anong the church-nenbers no one had felt any creative religious drive. Ish
had gone to SundaySchool as a child, but when Maurine asked hi mwhat church
he bel onged to, he had to say that he was a skeptic. Maurine did not know
the word, and junping to the wong concl usion she always referred to Ish
thereafter as being a menber of the Skeptic Church

Maurine herself was a Catholic, and so was Ml ly. They could still cross
thensel ves and say a *Hail Mary,* but otherw se they were in a bad
situation, having no confessor and no way of celebrating nmass. As Ish
reflected, the Catholic Church had considered alnost all possibilities, but
apparently never the one of getting reorganized after the Apostolic
Successi on was broken and only two wonen renai ned.

O the others, George had been a Methodist,'and a deacon. But he was too
inarticulate to turn preacher, and not enough of a | eader to organize a
congregation. Ezra was tolerant of everyone's beliefs, but never |et

hi nsel f be pinned down as to his own, and so probably | acked any

convi ctions. Jean had been a nenber of some |oud-praying nodern sect called
Christ's Owm. But she had seen the congregation pray in vain at the tine of
the Great Disaster, and now she had turned definitely anti-religious. Em
who never liked to turn toward the past, was reticent. As far as |Ish could
tell, she never prayed. Now and then, apparently w thout thinking of
religious inplications, she sang hymms or spirituals in her full throaty
contralto.

George and Maurine, sinking the Methodist-Catholic differences, were the
ones who suggested church services--"for the sake of the children." They
appeal ed to Ish, who was sonething of a | eader, especially in things
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intellectual, Murine, broad-m ndedly, even told himthat she woul d not
object to the use of "the Skeptic form of services."

Ish felt the tenptation. He could easily piece together sonme harm ess bhits
of religion, give confort and confidence to people who m ght often need it
badly, and supply a core of solidity and union to the com nunity. George,
Maurine and Ml ly would wel cone it; Jean should be easy to convert again;
Ezra would not stand in the way. But Ish hinmself hated buil ding upon a
foundation of insincerity, and he knew that Em woul d see through the sham

In the end they held a service each Sunday- George had kept track of Sunday,
or at |east thought so. They sang hymms, and read fromthe Bible, and stood
uncovered for silent prayer, each for hinself.

But |sh never prayed during the period of silence, and he did not think
that Emor Ezra did either. Mreover, Jean naintained her hostility
stoutly, and never attended. Ish felt that if he had had nore fervor, or
nmore hypocrisy, he could have argued Jean over. As it was, however, the
church services were cultivating disunion rather than unity of feeling, and
sham nore than true religion. One day, on the spur of the nonment, |sh put
an end to them He did it rather neatly, he thought, ending his speech with
the idea that they were not really giving up the services but nerely
extending the period of silent prayer indefinitely--"letting each one of us
carry on in his heart as he w shes."

Molly wept a little at what seened to her such a lovely thought, and so the
experinment with the church at | east was ended in harnony.

At the beginning of the Year 9 there were seven adults, and Evie, and
thirteen children, ranging in age fromnew born babies up to Molly's Ral ph
who was nine, and Ish and EmM s Jack, who was eight.

Everybody had a pl easant sense of confidence and security in the growth of
the conmunity, or of The Tribe, as they now said nore often. The birth of
each baby was a tinme of real rejoicing, as the shadows seened to draw back
alittle and the circle of light to enlarge.

Soon after the begi nning of that year, a decent-|ooking ol dish man cane up
to George's house one norning. He was one of those wanderers who stil
occasional ly, though less and | ess often, passed through.

They received himhospitably, but like the others he showed little reaction
to what they did for him He stayed only over one night, and then went off
again, wthout even saying good-bye, in the ainless way of those shocked
ones.

He had scarcely gone, it seened, before people began feeling irritable. A
the babies started crying. Then soon there were sore throats and running

noses and achi ng heads and swol |l en eyes, and The Tri be was suddenly in al

the throes O an epidenic.

This was all the nore remarkabl e because t hroughout the preceding years the
general health had been so unbelievably good. Ezra and sone of the others
had suffered with bad teeth; George, who was the ol dest, had conpl ai ned of
various aching joints which he described under the ol d-fashioned term
"rheumati sm'; occasionally a scratch becane infected. But even the conmon
col d seenmed to have vani shed entirely, and there were only two di seases
that remmined active. One O these struck each of the children sooner or
later; it was a great deal like nmeasles in its synptoms, and doubtless it
was mneasl es, and that was what they called it, |acking any doctor to make
them sure. The other began with a violent sore throat, but yielded so
quickly to sulfa pills that no one really knewits full course. As |long as
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there were sulfa pills in any drug store and they kept potent in spite of
age, |Ish saw no need to find out experinentally just how this sore throat
woul d develop, if left untreated.

Why so few di seases remained--this seemed mracul ous to people |ike George
and Maurine, and they were inclined to be superstitious about the matter.
They felt that God in some great anger had nearly w ped out the human race
in one vast plague, and thus being satisfied, had seen fit to renove the

m nor plagues as a kind of compensation--just as, after Noah's flood, he had
set the rainbowin the sky as a sign that there would never again be

anot her such fl ood.

To Ish, however, the explanation was plain. Since so |arge a proportion of
the peopl e had died, the chain of nobst infections had been broken, and many
i ndi vi dual di seases had, you mi ght say, "died" when their particular Kkinds
of bacteria becane extinct. O course there would still be the diseases
which might spring fromthe nere deterioration of the human body, such as
heart-failure and cancer, and George's "rheumatism" and there m ght al so

be ani mal -borne infections, like tularem a and tick-fever. Also there could
be, here and there, individual survivors who carried sone disease in
chronic form but could still pass it on to others, just as sonmeone of

t hensel ves had probably been responsi ble for the survival of "neasles."

The ol d man, everyone renenbered too | ate, had bl own his nose occasionally.
Doubt | ess he had an infected sinus, and so had infected themall w th what
used to be called "die commpn cold,"” although lately it had been so
uncomon as to seem extinct.

In any case there was sonething alnbst comic in the way so many
di sgustingly healthy people were suddenly transformed into sneezers and
coughers and hawkers and nosebl owers.

Fortunately, the cold ran its course w thout conplications, and in a few
weeks everyone was ivell again. Throughout the rest of that year Ish |lived
in fear of another outbreak. There was a good chance, he knew, that the
infection mght be quiescent in one of them and then break | oose again
when die short-time immunity of the others had worn off. But the long dry
summer (it was particularly sunny that year) doubtless hel ped everyone to
throw. off the | ast vestiges of the infection. That was great |uck! Ish had
been highly susceptible in the O d Tines. He had sonetines said, not
altogether as a joke, that the | oss of the comobn cold conpensated for the
acconpanying |l oss of civilization

That autumm, however, the good luck ran out. No one ever knew exactly what
happened, but three of the children fell ill with violent diarrhoea, and
died. Mst likely they had been wandering about at play in one of the
near - by uni nhabited houses, and had found some poi son-ant-poi son, perhaps.
Tasting it curiously they had found it sweet, and shared it. Even when
dead, civilization seened to lay traps

One of the children had been Ish's own son. He had al ways worried, not
about hinsel f, but about Em in such a case. Yet, though she nouned for the
child, he saw that he had underestinmated her strength. Her hold on life was
so strong that, paradoxically, she could accept death also as a part of
life. Both Mly and Jean, the other bereaved nothers, grieved
hysterically, and were nuch nore stricken

That year two children were born, but nevertheless the total nunber of The
Tribe for the first tine was snaller at the end than at the beginning of a
year. They called it the Year of the Deaths.

The Year 10 had no remarkabl e events, and no one was convinced as to what
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it should be called. But when they sat on the flat rock and |Ish poised his
hamrer and began to cut with the chisel, for the first time sonme of the
children spoke up, and they said it should be called the Year of the

Fi shing. This was because during this year they had di scovered that the Bay
was swarmng with beautiful striped bass, and they had had a great deal of
fun going fishing and catching them Besides supplying a very fine variety
to the diet, the fishing had al so been a real source of anmusenent to
everybody. But in general, Ish was surprised how little actual necessity
they had to seek amusement. In the kind of life that they lived there

al ways seened to bea good deal to do just to get food and to support
oneself in confort and there was in it a great deal of satisfaction which
did not call for anything as definite as amusenent.

In the Year 11, Molly and Jean bore children, but Mlly's died at birth.
This was a great disappointnent, because it was the first one that they had
lost at childbirth, and in the course of the years the wonen had becone
very skillful at hel ping one another. They thought that perhaps this death
was caused from Mol ly's being old now.

When it canme to naming the year, however, there was a dispute between old
and young. The ol der ones thought it should be called the Year when
Princess Died.... She had been ailing, an old dog, for sone time. No one
knew just how anci ent she was, because she mi ght have been anywhere from
one year to three or four when she first picked up Ish. She had renai ned
the sane--al ways the princess, expecting the best of treatnent, always
unreliabl e, always ready to di sappear on the trail of an imaginary rabbit
just when you wanted her. But for all you m ght say agai nst her, she had
shown a very real character, and the ol der people could renenber the tine
when she seened very inportant along San Lupo Drive, al nost another person

By now there were dozens of dogs around. Nearly all of them nust be
children or grandchildren or great-grandchildren of Princess, who on
various occasi ons had di sappeared for a day or two and apparently net an
old friend anong the wild dogs or picked up a new one. As the result of a
| ot of inbreeding and out-breedi ng and cross-breedi ng, these present dogs
were very little like beagles, but varied trenendously in size and col or
and t enperanent.

But to the children Princess had been an old and not very interesting dog
of uncertain temper. They said that this should be the Year of the

Wyod- Carving, and after a nonmentary hesitation Ish supported them even
though Princess had nmeant nore to himthan to anyone el se. She had taken

hi mout of hinself in those first bad days and let himfree hinself of

fear, and her wild barking dash had taken himinto the house where he found
Em when otherw se he might have hesitated and driven on. But al so, he

t hought, Princess was over and done with, and only a link with the past, to
be remenbered by people who were growi ng ol der and ol der. Soon the younger
children would not remenber her at all. After a while she would be wholly
forgotten. (Then the icy thought came to him "So too | may grow old, and
ol der, and be nerely a link to the past, and be an unregarded old duffer,
and then die and be soon forgotten--yet that is as it should be!")

Then, as the others argued, he thought of the wood-carving. It had swept
over themas a kind of fad or craze, |ike bubble-blow ng or nmah-jongg in
the AOd Tinmes. Suddenly all the children were raiding |unber yards for good
boards of soft sugar-pine, and were trying to carve runni ng desi gns of
figures of cattle or dogs or people. They worked awkwardly at first, but
soon sonme of themgrew skillful. Though, like all fads, it had fallen off,
still the children worked at it on rainy days.

I sh had studi ed enough ant hropol ogy to know that any heal thy people should
have creative outlets, and he was worried that The Tri be had not devel oped
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artistically but was still living under the shadow of the past, |istening
to old records on the w nd-up phonographs and | ooking at old picture books.
Accordi ngly he had been pl eased at the fad for wood-carving.

At a pause in the argunment he spoke up, supporting the children. So it cane
to be known as the Year of the Wod-Carving, and in Ish's mnd the Year 11
had a synbolic value, as a breaking with the past and a turning to the
future. Yet the naming was a small matter, and he was not sure that he
shoul d attach any significance to it.

In the Year 12, Jean lost a child in childbirth, but Emmade up for it by
bearing the first pair of twins, whomthey called Joseph and Josephi ne, or
more conmmonly, Joey and Josey. So this was the Year of the Tw ns.

The Year 13 saw the birth of two children who both lived. It was a quiet
and confortable year, with nothing to mark it especially. So, for |ack of
anything better, they nerely called it the Good Year.

The Year 14 was nmuch like it, so they called that the Second Good Year

The Year 15 was al so excellent, and they considered calling it the Third
CGood Year, but there was a difference. Ish and the ol der people again felt
that first loneliness and the drawing in of the darkness. Not to grow nore
nunerous was essentially to grow fewer, and this was the first year since
the very begi nning when there had been no children born. Al the wonen--Em
Mol Iy, Jean and Maurine--were now getting old, and the younger girls were
not yet quite old enough to marry, except for Evie, the half-witted one,
who shoul d never be allowed to have children. So they did not like to cal
this the Third Good Year, because it was not wholly good. Instead, the
children renenbered that this year could be thought remarkabl e because Ish
had got out his old accordion and to its wheezing they had sung songs
together--old songs like *Home on the Range* or *She'll Be Conmin' Round the
Mountain,* and so they called this, at the children's pronpting, the Year
That We Sang. (No one except |Ish seemed to think that anything was w ong
with the grammar.)

The Year 16, however, was renmarkabl e because the first marriage actually
took place. Those married were Mary, who was Ish and Enis ol dest daughter,
and Ral ph, who had been bomto Mlly just before the Geat D saster. They
wer e younger than woul d have been thought suitable or even decent for
marriage in the Od Days, but in this also standards had changed. |sh and
Em when they discussed the matter privately, were not even sure that Mary
was especially fond of Ral ph, or Ral ph of Mary. But everyone had al ways
assuned that the two of themwould get nmarried because there was nobody

el se avail abl e whom either of themcould take, just as it once was with
princes and princesses. So perhaps, as Ish concluded, romantic | ove had
merely been anot her necessary casualty of the Geat Disaster

Maurine and Mol ly and Jean were all for "a real wedding," as they said.
They hunted up a Lohengrin record for the w ndup phonograph, and were
maki ng a weddi ng costunme in white with a veil, and everything to go with
it. But, to Ish, all this seened a horrible parody of things that had once
been; Em in her quiet way, supported him Since Mary was their daughter,
they controlled the wedding. In the end, they had no cerenony at all,
except that Ral ph and Mary stood before Ezra, and he told themthat now
they were being married and that they would assune a new responsibility to
the conmunity and that they nust try to fulfill it well. Mary bore a child
before the year was out, and so for that reason, it was called the Year of
the Grandchil d.

The Year 17 they called, nostly at the children's pronpting, the Year the
House Busted. The reason was that one of the nearby houses had suddenly
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col | apsed and crashed down with a great noise just in tine for sonme of the
children to see it as they canme running out at the first crack. On

i nvestigation, the matter proved sinple enough, because termtes had had a
chance now to work in the house for seventeen years undi sturbed, and had
eaten through the underpi nning. But the incident had nade a great

i mpression upon the children, and so it gave the nane to the year, although
it was not really a nmatter of inportance.

In the Year 18, Jean bore still another child. This was the |ast of al
that were born to the ol der generation, but by this time there were two
marri ages of the second generation, and two nore grandchildren were born

This was called the Year of the Schoolteaching.... Ever since the first
children had been old enough, Ish had tried, in a nore or |less desultory
way, to give them sone kind of teaching, so that they could at |east read
and wite and do a little arithnetic, and know sonet hing of geography. But
it had always been difficult to get the children together, and there seened
to be so many things that they wanted to do, either in play or in earnest,
and t he school t eachi ng had never acconplished very much, although nost of
the ol der children could read after a fashion. At |east they had once been
able to read, but |Ish doubted whether sone of them-such as Mary, who was
now a nother with two babies--could at the present nonent do nore than spel
out words of one syllable. (Though she was his own bel oved ol dest daughter,
he admtted to hinself that Mary was not intellectual--no need to say she
was stupid.)

In this Year 18, however, Ish really tried to get together all of the
children who were of proper age, so that they would not grow up conpletely
ignorant. It worked for a while, and then again it |apsed, and it was hard
to say whether he had acconplished anything or not, and he felt a sense of
frustration.

The Year 19 was named the Year of the Elk, again because of a little

i nci dent which inpressed the children. One norning sone of them saw Evie,
now grown to be a wonan, |ooking out and pointing and crying excitedly in
her strange voice, which did not quite formwords. Wen they |ooked, they
saw that she was pointing at a new kind of animal. This turned out to be an
el k, which was the first one that they had seen in all these years.
Apparently, the herds had now i ncreased enough so that they had worked down
fromthe north and were com ng back into this region, where they had |ived
before the arrival of white nen.

There was no question about the Year 20. It was the Year of the Earthquake.
The old San Leandro Fault stirred again, and early one norning there was a
sharp jolt and the sound of falling chimeys. The houses in which they al
lived stood the shock, because George always kept themin excellent repair.
But the houses that had been weakened by termtes or underm ned by washi ng
wat er or danaged by rot canme crashing down. After that there was hardly a
street which was not littered here and there with brick or with other
debris, and because of damage fromthe earthquake deterioration began to
accel erate.

The Year 21 Ish had thought they might call the Year of the Corriing of

Age. They now nunbered thirty-six--seven of the ol der ones, Evie, twenty-one
of the second generation, and seven of the third. In the end, however, this
year was naned, |ike many others, froma snall incident .... Joey was one

of the twins, who were the youngest of the children born to Ish and Em He
was a bright boy, though small for his age and not so good at play as sone
of those who were even younger than he. He got a certain favoring from both
his father and nother, because he was, with his twin, the youngest. On the
whol e, however, in such a |large group of children, nobody had paid himany
great attention, and now he was nine years old. But just at the end of this
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year, they suddenly discovered to their great amaze nent that Joey could
read--not only could read in the slow, halting way of the other children,
but could read quickly and accurately and with pleasure. Ish felt a sudden
warm ng of his heart toward the youngest son. This was the one in whomthe
light of intellect really was still burning.

The other children also were nuch inmpressed, and so at the cerenpny they
cried out that this should be called the Year When Joey Read.

*End of the inter-chapter called* Quick Years.

*2*
*The Year 22*

There nmust be in their social bond sonething singularly captivating, and
far superior to anything to be boasted of anpong us; for thousands of
Europeans are | ndians, and we have no exanpl es of even one of those
Abori gi nes having from choi ce becone Europeans!

-- J. Hector St. John de Creévecoeur, *Letters from an Anerican Farner*

*Chapter 1*

After the cerenmony at the rock was over and the numerals 2 and 1 stood out
sharply and freshly cut on the snooth surface, the people started back
toward the houses. Mdst of the children scuttled ahead, calling back and
forth, eager with ideas about the bonfire which traditionally ended the New
Year cel ebrati on.

I sh wal ked beside Em but they talked little. As always at the date-carving
Ish felt himself thinking deeper thoughts than usual and wonderi ng what
woul d happen in the course of the year. He heard the children shouting out:

"Go to the old house that fell down; you can pull off lots of dry wood
there.... | think | can find a can of gasoline.... | know where there is
toilet paper; it burns fine."

The ol der people, as was the custom gathered at Ish and Em s house, and
sat around for a little conversation. Since it was a tinme for festivity,

I sh opened sone port, and they all drank toasts, even Ceorge, who
ordinarily did not drink. They agreed again, as they had at the rock, that
the Year 21 had been a good year and that the prospects for the coning one
were good al so

Yet in the mdst of the general self-congratulation, Ish hinself felt a
renewed sense of dissatisfaction

"Way," he thought, feeling the words flow through his mnd, as if he were
argui ng al oud, "why should | be the one who in tines |ike this always has
to start thinking ahead? Why am | the one that has to think, or'try to
think, five years or ten years, or twenty years into the future? | may not
even be *alive* then! The people who cone after ne--they will have to solve
their own problens."

Yet he knew, as he thought again, that this |last was not altogether true
either. The people who live in any generation do nuch, he realized, either
to create or to solve the problens for the people who conme in the
generations |ater.
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In any case, he could not hel p wondering what woul d happen to The Tribe in
the years that were ahead. It worried him After the Great D saster, he had
t hought that the people, if any survived at all, would soon be able to get
some things running again and proceed gradually toward re-establishing nore
and nore of civilization. He had even dreaned of a tine when electric
lights might go on again. But nothing |ike that had happened, and the
community was still dependent upon the |eavings of the past.

Now he | ooked around, as he had often | ooked before, at the ones who were
with him They were, so to speak, the bricks out of which a new
civilization nmust be fashioned. There was Ezra, for instance. Ish felt
hinsel f growing warmwith the nere pleasure of friendship as he | ooked at
that thin ruddy face and pleasant smle, even though the snile showed the
bad teeth. Ezra had genius perhaps, but it was the genius of living on easy
and friendly ternms with people, and not the creative drive that |eads
toward new civilizations. No, not Ezra.

And there beside Ezra was CGeorge, good ol d George--heavy and shanbling,
powerful still, though his hair had turned wholly gray. George was a good
man, too, in his fashion. He was a first-class carpenter, and had | earned
to do plumbing and painting and the other odd jobs around the house. He was
a very useful man, and had preserved many basic skills. Yet |Ish always knew
that CGeorge was essentially stupid; he had probably never read a book in
his life. No, not George.

Next to George, was Evie, the half-witted one. Mdlly kept her well groomed,
and Evie, blond and sl ender, was good-looking, if you could forget the
vacant ness of her face. She sat there glancing right and |l eft at whoever
was tal ki ng. She even gave an illusion of alertness, but Ish knew that she
was understanding little, perhaps nothing, of what was being said. She was
no foundation-stone for the future. Certainly, not Evie.

Then came Molly, Ezra's older wife. Mdolly was not a stupid person, but she
had had little education and could certainly not be called intellectual
Besi des, like the other wonen, she had expended her energy at bearing and
rearing children, and now five of hers were still alive. That was enough
contribution to ask of anyone. No, not Molly.

Beyond Mol ly, the next person was Em Wen |Ish | ooked at Em so many
feelings boiled up within himthat he knew any judgnment he might try to
make of her would be of no value. She, alone, had nmade the first decision
to have a child. She had kept her courage and confidence during the
Terrible Year. She it was to whomthey all turned in tinme of trouble. Sone
strong power |odged within her, to affirmand never to deny. Wthout her
they m ght all have been as nothing. Yet, her power |ay deep in the springs
of action; in a particular situation, though she night inspire courage and
confidence in others, she herself seldom supplied an idea. |Ish knew that he
woul d always turn to her and that she was greater than he, but he al so knew
that she woul d not be of help in planning toward the future. No--though it
seened disloyalty to say so--not even Em

Beyond Em lolling on the floor, were Ral ph and Jack and Roger, the three
who were still called boys, even though they thensel ves were marri ed and
had children. Ral ph was Mdlly's son who was married to Ish's daughter,

Mary; Jack and Roger were Ish's own sons. But as he | ooked at them now, |sh
felt very far fromthem even though his connection by famly was as cl ose
as could well be. Though he was only sonme twenty years older, still he
seenmed separated fromthem by centuries. They had not known the A d Tines,
and so they could not | ook forward nuch and think how t hings m ght again be
in the future. No, probably not the boys either.
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Ish's eyes had noved around the circle, and he was | ooki ng now at Jean,
Ezra's younger wife. She had borne ten children, and seven of themwere

still alive. She had a mind of her own, as her refusal to join in the
church-services had shown. Still, she was not a person of new i deas. No,
not Jean.

As for Maurine, George's w fe, she had not even bothered to come to the
gathering, but had gone directly fromthe rock to her own house, where she
woul d al ready be engaged at sweeping or dusting or sone other of her

per petual and bel oved tasks of housewifery. OF all persons, certainly not
Mauri ne.

Three other adults also were not present. They were Mary, Martha, and young
Jeanie, who were narried to the three boys. Mary had al ways seened to Ish
the nost stolid of all his children, and now with her own children com ng
so fast, she grewa little nore bovine, yearly. Martha and Jeanie al so were
nmot hers, and not her hood was absorbi ng them No, none of these.

Present and absent, twelve adults! He still had difficulty in realizing
that there was no vast reservoir of humanity from which to draw

Hal f a dozen children were interspersed anong the adults or circled around
restlessly on the outside of the circle. Instead of going to help with the
bonfire, these few had kept with the adults--half-bored, and yet apparently
thi nking that such a | arge gathering of their elders was inportant and
shoul d be watched. Ish let his attention shift to them specul atively.
Sonetimes they listened to what the ol der people were saying, and sometines
they nmerely poked each other or scuffled. Yet, in them careless as they
seenmed, rested the hope. The ol der people could probably slide along on the
present arrangenents as long as they lived, but the children m ght have to
adapt. Could any of them supply the spark?

And now, as he began to focus on the children, Ish saw that one of them was
not scuffling with any other, but was sitting there, steadily listening to
what the ol der ones were saying, his big eyes glancing back and forth with
a bright glow of intelligence and interest. This was Joey.

No sooner had Ish's eyes focused for a nonment upon Joey, than Joey's
alertly wandering glance noticed the attention his father was giving him
He squirned with delight, and his face broke into the all-enbracing grin of
a nine-year-old. Upon the inpulse of the nonent, Ish winked slyly at his
youngest son. Joey's grin could scarcely have becone any broader than it
was, but in some way it seenmed to spread. |Ish caught the flutter of an
eyelid in return. Then, not to enbarrass Joey, |Ish turned his glance

el sewhere

There was a sl ow argument goi ng on anong George and Ezra and the boys. Ish
had heard it all before, and was not enough interested to participate or
even to listen to all of it.

"One of themthings don't weigh nore'n four hundred pounds anyway, |
think," George was sayi ng.

"Yes, maybe," Jack replied. "But just the sane, that's a lot to lug up
here. "

"Aw, that's not so nuch!" said Ral ph, who was heavy-set and powerful, and
liked to show of f his strength.

And so, thought Ish, the argunent would go on, as he had heard it often
bef ore, about whether it was possible to get a gas-refrigerator sonewhere,
and set it up, and supply it with still charged tanks of pressurized gas,
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and so have ice again. Yet, in the end, nothing woul d be done, not because
the project was inpossible or even inordinately difficult, but nerely
because everybody was fairly well contented with things as they were, and
in a region of notably cool sumers there was no great drive which | ed
anyone to want to have ice. Yet, in a vague way, the old argunent di sturbed
hi m

He I et his gaze shift back to Joey. Joey was small, even for his age. Ish
enjoyed watching the little boy's face, the quick way in which his eyes
shifted from one speaker to another, never mssing a point. In fact, Ish
could see that Joey often picked up the point of a sentence, even before
the speaker arrived at the end of it, especially with a slow speaker, like
old George. This nust be, Ish reflected, a trenmendous day for Joey. A year
had actually been named after him the Year Wen Joey Read. No other child
had ever had any such honor as that. Perhaps it was even such a distinction
as to be bad for him Yet, the idea had come spontaneously fromthe other
children, a tribute to sheer intellect.

The | anguid argunment was still going on. George was talking now
"No, there shouldn't be no great trick to connecting up the pipes."

"But, CGeorge," this voice was Ezra's with its quicker tenpo and faint tone
of Yorkshire still noticeable after all these years, "has gas-pressure kept
up in those tanks of conpressed gas? | should think, p'raps, after all this
time ......

Ezra's voice trailed off that nonment at a sudden runmpus between two of the
children. Weston, Ezra's own twel ve-year-old son, was engaged in a punching
contest with Betty, his half-sister

"Stop it, Weston," Ezra snapped out. "Stop it, | say, or I'Il warm your
pants for you!"

The threat did not carry conviction, and as far as Ish could renenber, he
had never seen the easygoing Ezra punish a child. Nevertheless, at the
paternal order the scuffle subsided with no nore than the conventiona
protest from Weston, "Aw, Betty started it!"

"Yes, but what do you want ice for anyway, George?" This was Ral ph

speaking. It was a natural and never-failing phase of the argunent. The
boys, who had never known what it was to have ice, had no urge to nmake them
go to the work of obtaining it.

Ish was thinking to hinself that George had been asked that question a
great nmany tinmes in the course of this argunent before. He really should
have had his answer ready, but George was not a quick thinker and was not a
man to be hurried. He shifted his tongue in his nouth, shaping words before
he actually set out to reply, and in the pause |Ish again watched Joey. The
little boy's glance noved quickly fromthe hesitant George to Ezra and to
Jack, as if to see how those others were taking the pause; then Joey's eyes
sought his father's again. Al at once there was a quick conradeship and
sense of understanding in the glance. Joey seened to be saying that either
his father or he would find an answer quickly and not hesitate as George
was doi ng.

Then somet hi ng expl oded inside Ish's brain. He did not hear the words that
at last began to unroll slowy from George's nouth

*"Joey!"* Ish was thinking-and the nane seened to reverberate all through
hi s consci ousness. "Joey! *He is the one!"*

*"Thou knowest not," Koheleth wrote in his wisdom "how the bones do grow
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in the wonb of her that is with child." And though the centuries have
passed si nce Kohel eth | ooked upon all things and found themfickle as w nd,
yet still we know little of what goes to the naking of a man--1least surely
of all, why usually there issue forth only those who see what is, and why
rarely, now and then, there cones forth anbng themthe chosen one, Child of
the Bl essing, who sees not what is, but sees what is not, and seeing thus
what is not, imagines also what nay be. Yet without this rare one all nen
are as beasts.*

*First in the dark depths and the floodi ng, those unlike halves nmust neet
that carry within them each the perfect half of genius. But that is not

all! Also the child nmust be born to the world in fitting tinme and pl ace,
fulfilling its need. But even that is not all. Also the child nmust live, in
a world where death wal ks daily.*

*When each year children are born in mllions, now and then the
i nfinitesiml chance will happen, and there will be greatness and vision
But howwill it be, if the people are broken and scattered, and the

children only a few? *

Then, al nost w thout knowi ng what had happened, Ish found hinself on his
feet. He was talking. In fact, he was nmaking a speech. "Look here," he was
saying, "we've got to do sonething about all this. W' ve waited | ong
enough! "

As he stood there, he was only in his own living-room and he was talKking
only to the few people who were there. He knew that they were only a few,
and yet it seened to himnot so nuch as if he were talking just to these
fewin this little room but rather that he was in sone great anphitheater
and talking to a whole nation or to all the people of the world.

"This has got to stop!" he said. "W nmustn't go on living forever just in
this happy way, scavenging anong all the supplies that the Od Tinmes left
here for us, not creating or doing anything for ourselves. These things
will an give out sone day-if not in our years, in our children's, or
grandchildren's. What will happen then? What will they do when they won't
know how to produce nore things? Food, they can get, | suppose-there will
still be cattle and rabbits. But what about all the nore conplicated things
we enjoy? What, even, about building fires after the matches have all been
used, or spoil ed?"

He paused, and | ooked around again. They all seened pl eased, and seened to
be agreeing with him Joey's face was transcendent with excitenent.

"That refrigerator you were tal king about just now, a of you!" Ish went on
"That's an exanple. W talk about it, but we never do anything. We're |ike
that story-that old king in the old story-the one who sat enchanted and
everyt hi ng nmoved around hun, but he coul d never nmake any nove to break the
spell. | used to think we were just suffering fromthe shock of the G eat
Di saster. Perhaps that was it, in those first days. \Wen people have their
whol e world go to pieces around them they can't expect to nake a fresh
start imediately. But that was twenty-one years ago, and many of us have
even been born since that tine.

"There are lots of things we should do. W should get sone nore donestic
ani mals, not just dogs. W ought to be growi ng nore of our own food now,
not just raiding the old grocery stores still. W ought to be teaching the
children to read and wite nore. (No one has ever supported nme strongly
enough in that.) W can't go on scavenging like this forever--we nust go
forward."

He paused, searching for words by which to point out to themthe old truism
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that unless we go forward we inevitably go back, but suddenly they al
appl auded loudly, as if he had finished. He thought that he had really
swayed them by a sudden flood of el oquence, but then he realized, as he
| ooked around, that the applause was largely in good-natured irony.

"That's the fine old speech again, Dad," Roger remarked. Ish glared at him
angrily for a noment; having really been the | eader of The Tribe for
twenty-one years, he did not |like to have hinmself put down thus as mnerely
an ol d codger with some funny ideas. But then Ezra | aughed good- naturedly,
and everybody joined in the |aughter, and the tension fell off.

"Wel |, what are we going to do about it then?" Ish asked. "I may have nade
the sane speech before, but even if | have, it's true, neverthel ess.”

He paused expectantly. Then Jack, who was Ish's ol dest son, unlinbered

hi nsel f from where he was lolling on the floor, and got to his feet. Jack
was taller and rmuch nore powerful than his father now, he was, hinself, a
f at her.

"I"'msorry, Dad," he said, "but I've got to go."

"What's the matter? What is it?" Ish snapped back to him a little
irritated.

"Wel |, nothing so very nmuch, but there's sonething | have to do this
af t ernoon. "

"Wwon't it wait?"

Jack was al ready noving toward the door.

"l suppose it mght wait," he said, as he put his hand on the door knob
"But | think |I'd better be going anyway."

There was silence for a nmonment, except for the sounds of the door opening,
and shutting, as Jack went out. Ish felt hinself suddenly angry, and he
knew that his face was fl ushed.

"Go on talking, Ish,"” Ish heard the voice, and knew through his anger that
it was Ezra's. "We would |like to hear just what you think we ought to do;
you have the ideas." Yes, it was Ezra's voice, and Ezra as usual was saying
sonmet hing quickly to cover up the difficulty and nmake people feel better

He was even flattering Ish

Nevert hel ess, at the voice, Ish relaxed. Wy should he be angry with Jack
for acting independently? He should, rather, be happy. Jack was a grown man
now, no longer a little boy and nmerely a son. The flush faded fromlIsh's
face, but still he felt a profound sense of trouble within him and he was
led on to talk nore. If the incident could do nothing else, at least it
could supply himwith a text.

"This business with Jack right here now, that's something | want to talk
about, too. We've drifted along all these years not doi ng anythi ng about
produci ng our own food and getting civilization back into sonme kind of
runni ng-order, as regards all the material things. That's one matter, and
an inportant one, but it isn't the only one. CGvilization wasn't just only
gadgets and how to nmake them and run them It was all sorts of social
organi zation too--all sorts of rules, and |laws, and ways of |ife, anpng
peopl e and groups of people. The famly--that's all we have left of a that
organi zation! That's natural, | suppose. But the fanmly can't be enough
when there get to be nore people. Wen a little child does something we
don't like, the father and nother correct it, and bring it into |ine. But
when one of the children grows up, that's all over. W haven't any |aws--we
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aren't a denocracy, or a nonharchy, or a dictatorship, or anything. If
soneone--Jack, for instance--wants to wal k out on what seens to be a kind of
i nportant meeting, nobody can stop him Even if we take a vote here and
decide to do sonething, even then, there's no neans of enforcenent--oh, a
little public opinion, perhaps, but that's all."

He had trailed off to a | ane ending, rather than coming to a conclusion. He
had been speaking nore fromthe enotional drive that Jack's nove had
aroused in him He was not a trained orator, and had certainly no practice.

Yet, as he | ooked around, he saw that the speech had apparently nmade a very
good inpression. Ezra was the one who spoke first.

"Yes, you bet!" he said. "Don't you renmenber all of those wonderful tines
we used to have back in those days. Colly, what wouldn't | give just nowto
be over there with George's big radio and turn it right on and hear Charlie
McCarthy again! Don't you renmenber the way that little guy would talk
maki ng fun of the other guy, whatever his nanme was, you know, and here that
other one was just the sane as himall the tine."

Ezra took out the big Victorian penny that had served himfor a
pocket - pi ece during all these years. He tossed it back and forth from one
hand to the other in sheer stimulation at the thought of hearing Charlie
McCart hy agai n.

"Yes, you renenber too," he went on. "Wy, you used to be able to go down
to the picture-house and pay your noney and go right in! And you woul d hear
all that nusic going with the film and see--oh, maybe--Bob Hope or Dotty
Lanour. Yes, those were the days all right! Do you suppose that p'raps if
we all got together and worked hard we could find sone of those filns and
rig themup to showthemto all the kids? | can just hear them | aughing.
Maybe we could get a Charlie Chaplin filmsonewhere!"

Ezra took out a cigarette and a match, and as he scratched the match it
broke into a bright flanme. Mitches never seenmed to deteriorate if they were
inafairly dry place. Yet nobody knew how to nmake matches, and at every
sudden spurt of flame there was one match the fewer. Ish had a strange
feeling about Ezra, who was thinking of civilization chiefly as the return
of notion-pictures, and at the sanme tine was scratching a match. George was
t he one who spoke next:

"If there was any way of making people help nme, just one or two of the
boys, | could get that gas-refrigerator fixed up and working in two, three
days, maybe."

George stopped speaking, and |Ish supposed that he had finished, for George
was never much of a talker. Surprisingly, he went on

"About those there | aws, though, that you was tal king about. | don't know.

I was kind of glad that we live in a place where we don't have no | aws.
These days, you can do just about the way you want. You can go out and park
your car anywhere you want to. Right by a fire-hydrant, maybe, and nobody's
going to give you a ticket, that is, you could park it right by the
fire-hydrant if you had a car that would run."

This was as far in the way of a joke as Ish had ever heard George go, and
George responded to his own hunmor by chuckling quietly. The others al
joined in. The standard of hunmor in The Tribe, Ish realized, had never been
very hi gh.

Ish was about to say sonething nore, but Ezra spoke again.

"Conme on, now, | propose a toast," he said. "To *law and order!"* The ol der
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peopl e laughed a little at hearing the old phrase again, but to the younger
ones it meant not hing.

They drank the toast, and then everything slipped back quite naturally into
merely a social occasion again.

After all, Ish reflected, it was a social occasion, just as well perhaps,
not to let business interfere too much. Perhaps the seed he had pl ant ed
with this rendition of his inpassioned little speech woul d have sonme effect
in the future. Yet, he felt doubts. You used to have the jokes about never
fixing the roof until it rained. People were undoubtedly the sane now, or
worse. They might well wait until something happened that forced themto
act; that sonmething would al nost certainly be unpl easant--nost |ikely,

seri ous.

Yet he drank the toast with the others, and with half his mnd he |istened
to the talk. Wth the other half, nevertheless, he still kept to his own

t houghts. This had been a good day; yes, on this day he had carved 21 into
the snooth surface of the rock, and the Year 22 had begun; on this day,

al so, partly because the year had been named as it was, he had becone nore
consci ous of the possibilities in his youngest son

He gl anced to where Joey was sitting, and caught in return a quick bright
gl ance, full of the small boy's admiration for his father. Yes, perhaps,
there was one at |east who could understand fully.

*In all that inmrense and conpl ex system of dans and tunnels, aqueducts and
reservoirs, by which water was brought fromthe nmountains to the cities,
one particul ar section of steel pipe in the main aqueduct supplied the
fatal flaw. Even at the tinme of its manufacture certain inperfections had
been apparent. It had happened, however, to go past the inspector just at
the cl ose of a day, when his senses were dulled and his judgnent inpaired.*

*No great harmresulted. The section of pipe was set into place by the

wor kmen, and fiinctioned without difficulty. Shortly before the G eat

Di saster, a foreman had noticed that this section had devel oped a slight

| eak. By the welding of a patch upon it, however, it would be nade as good
as new, or even stronger than the average.*

*Then through the years no nan passed that way again. Alittle trickle of
water fromthe faulty section of pipe grew very gradually larger. Even in
the dry summers a small patch OF green showed by the dripping pipe; birds
and srmall aninmals came there to drink. And still rust ate fromthe outside,
and fromthe inside the corrosive action of the water itself slowy bored
outward to neet the rust pits, piercing pinprick after pinprick in the
tough skin of steel.*

*Five years, ten years-now a dozen jets of fine spray played fromthe
surface of the pipe. Now the puddl e was a drinking-place for cattle.*

*In five nore years a little streamran off from beneath, the only sunmer
streamin all that dry foothill region. By now the pipe was beginning to be
honey-conbed with rust, its actual structure grown weak.*

*Beneath the pipe the ground had | ong been soft and nuddy, and the tranping
of animals had aided the erosion of a little gully. Finally, the erosion
was sufficient to start a nmudflow in the soft wet soil on which the
concrete pier rested, the one which supported the pipe with its heavy | oad
of water. As the pier settled, the weight of the water was thrown upon the
weakened pipe. Along rent opened in its rust-riddled steel, and a broad
stream of water poured out and gushed down into the gully. This torrent
soon underm ned thefooting still nore, and it shifted again. Once nore the
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pi pe tore, and the stream of water issuing fromit becane |like a snall
river. *

Just as Ish had crawl ed into bed that evening the sharp crack of a rifle
shot brought himsitting full upright, tense. Another resounded, and then a
fusillade began popping in the night.

He felt the bed shaking gently, as Emlaughed quietly beside him He
rel axed. "Same old trick!" he said.

"Fool ed you badly this tine!"

"I'"ve been thinking too much about all the future today, | suppose. Yes,
suppose ny nerves are stirred up a little too much today."

The fusillade was still popping in a good imtation of guerrilla warfare,
but he lay down and tried to relax. He knew now what had happened. After
everyone had left the bonfire, one of the boys had sneaked back and thrown
a few boxes of cartridges into the hot ashes. As soon as the boxes were
burned through and things becane hot enough, the cartridges had | et |oose.
Li ke nost practical jokes it involved a certain elenment of risk, but at
this tinme of year the grass was green, and there was no danger of starting
a fire. Also, nost of the people had been warned in advance or knew what
was |ikely to happen and so would be sure to keep a long way fromthe hot
ashes. Indeed, Ish reconsidered, he hinself mght have been the particul ar
obj ect of this joke, and everyone el se mi ght have known about it.

Al right! If so, he was successfully baited. He felt a sense of
irritation, but for nore serious reasons, he thought, than because he had
been fooled. "Wll," he said to Em "there they go agai n--nore boxes of
cartridges popping off uselessly, and no one left in the world who knows
how to make cartridges! And here we are in a country overrun with
mountain-lions and wild bulls, and cartridges the only way we have of
keepi ng them under control, and for food we don't know how to kill cattle
or rabbits or quail except by shooting them?"

Em seemed to have nothing to say, and in the pause his nind ranged

petul antly over the events of the bonfire itself. That fire had been built
up largely out of sawed tinber brought froma |unber-yard, interspersed
with cartons of toilet paper, which burned beautifully because of the holes
through the middle. In addition, boxes of matches had been scattered
through the fire because they went up with fine flares, and there had al so
been cans of al cohol and cleaning-fluid to give further zest. Doubtless, if
you had had to buy all those materials with noney, the bonfire would have
cost ten thousand dollars in the Od Tinmes; now, those materials mght be
consi dered even nore val uabl e, because they had cone to be conpletely

i rrepl aceabl e.

"Don't worry, dearest," he heard her say now "It's time to go to sleep.”

He settled down beside her, his head cl ose against her breast, seening as
al ways to draw strength and confi dence from her

"I'"'mnot worrying rmuch, | suppose,” he said. "Maybe | really enjoy al
this, feeling a little lugubrious about the future, as if we were living
dangerously. "

He lay still for a nonent nore, and she said nothing, and then he went on
wi th his thinking al oud.

"Do you renmenber |'ve been saying this a long tine now, that we have to
live nore creatively, not just as scavengers? It's bad for us, | think,
even psychol ogically. Wiy, | was saying this way back even at the tinme when
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Jack was going to be born."

"Yes, | remenber. You've said it a great many tines, and yet, sone way or
other, it still seens easier just to keep on opening cans as long as there
are plenty of cans in the grocery stores and warehouses."

"But the end will come sone tine. Then, what will people do?"
"Well, | suppose, whatever people there are then--they will just have to
solve that problemfor thenselves.... And, dear, |'ve *al ways* w shed you

woul dn't worry so nuch about it. Things would be different if you had a | ot
of people who were |ike you, that thought about things a |long way off. But
all you have are usual people |ike Ezra and George and nme. And we don't
think that way. Darwin--wasn't that his nane?--said that we all cane from
apes or nonkeys or sonething, and | suppose apes and nonkeys and things

i ke that never thought nuch about the future. If we'd cone from bees or
ants, we mght have planned out things ahead, or even if we had been
trained like squirrels to store up nuts for the winter."

"Yes, maybe. But in the Ad Tines people thought about the future. Look at
the way they built up civilization."

"And they had Dotty--what was *her* nane?--and Charlie MCarthy, just |ike
Ezra says." Then suddenly she went off on another tangent. "And about al
this scavengi ng business that worries you so nuch! Is it so very different
fromwhat people used to do? If you want some copper now, you go down to
one of the hardware stores, and find a little copper wire, and take that
and hamrer it up. In the AOd Tinmes, they just went and dug sone copper out
of a hill somewhere. It maybe was copper ore and not just copper, but stil
they were scavenging in a way, for it was there all the tine. And as far as
the food goes, they grew it by using up what was stored in the ground, and
changing that into wheat. W just take nost of our stuff out of what is
stored up sonewhere else. | don't know that there's too nuch difference!"

The argument stopped himfor a nonment. Then he rallied. "No, that's not
just right either," he said. "At least, they were *nore* creative than we
are. They were a going concern. They produced what they used as they went
al ong. "

"I"'mnot too sure about that," she said. "It seens to me | can renenber
readi ng even in cheap things like the Sunday suppl enents that we were
al ways just at the point of running out of copper or oil, or were

exhausting the soil so we wouldn't have anything to live on in the future."

Then from | ong experience, he knew that she was wanting to go to sleep. He
gave her the last word, and said nothing nore. But he hinself |ay awake,
his thoughts still running fast. He remenbered clear back to times just
after the Great Disaster when he had thought of ways in which civilization
m ght again start to go. Then he renmenbered how he had thought of change
itself-how sometine it cones fromthe inside of a man, reacting outward
agai nst the environnent, and how sonetinmes the environment presses in
against the man, forcing himto change. Only the unusual man perhaps was
strong enough to press outward agai nst the worl d.

And fromthinking of the unusual nman, he went naturally to thinking of
little Joey, the bright one with the quick eyes, the only one who seened to
follow all the things that Ish had been saying. He tried to guess what Joey
woul d be |Ii ke when he grew ol der, and he thought how sone day he m ght be
able to talk to Joey. He inmgined the words.

"You and |, Joey," he would say, "we are alike, we understand! Ezra and
George and the others, they are good people. They are good solid average
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people, and the world couldn't get along w thout having |lots of them but
they have no spark. W have to give the spark!"

Then fromthinking of Joey, who was at the top, his mnd ran rapidly
through the others, ending with Evie, who was at the bottom Should they
have even kept Evie all these years? He wondered. There had been a

wor d- - eut hanasia, wasn't it?---for that kind of thing. "Mercy-killing," they
called it sonetimes. Yet who was qualified in a group like this to take the
responsibility of renoving sonmeone |ike Evie, even though she was probably
no source of happiness to herself nor to anyone el se? To do anything like
that, he realized, they would have to have a power much stronger than the
mere authority of an American father over his children, nuch stronger than
that of the group of friends exercising a mld public opinion. Somrething
woul d happen some time, not necessarily about Evie of course. But sonething
*woul d* happen some time, and then they woul d have to organi ze and take
stronger acti on.

His imagination stirred himso powerfully that he made a qui ck novenent of
his body, as if already he were taking counterneasures agai nst whatever it
was that m ght have happened.

Ei ther Em had not been asl eep, or else his sudden novenent waked her

"What is it, dearest? she said. "You junped like sonme little dog that
dreans it's chasing a lion!"

"Sonet hing's going to happen sone tinme!" he said, speaking as if she
al ready knew the course of his thoughts.

"Yes, | know," she said--and apparently she *did* know his thoughts. "And
we're going to have to do sonmething. 'Organize' | think is the word. We're
going to have to do sonething about what has happened."

"You knew what | was thinking?"

"Well, you've said the sane thing before, you know. You've said it very
often. Especially around New Years you say it. George tal ks about the
refrigerator, and you tal k about sonething going to happen. Sone way or
ot her, nothing has happened yet."

"Yes, but sone tine it will. It's bound to! Sone year 1'l|l be right."

"Al'l right, dearest. Go on worrying. You're probably the kind that don't
feel confortable unless you' ve got sonething to worry about--and that
particular worry, | guess, won't do you rmuch harm?"

She said nothing nore, but she reached over and took himinto her arns, and
held himclose. Fromthe touch of her body, as always, he took confort, and
so he sl ept.

*From t he broken pi pe of the aqueduct the water had now been gushi ng out
like a small river during a period of several weeks. No nore water flowed
on into the reservoirs. At the same tinme, fromthousands of |eaks which had
devel oped through the course of the years, fromthe many faucets |eft
running at the tine of the Great Disaster, fromthe mgjor breaks occurring
at the tine of the earthquake--fromall of them the stored water ran out
fromthe reservoirs, and their levels fell steadily.*

*Chapter 2*

As |Ish had expected, they did nothing. Weks passed. There was nho heaving
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and grunting of nmen as they carried the refrigerator up the hill, no click
and crunch of spades preparing a garden plot. Ish worried occasionally, but
in general life drifted along, and even he could not be nmuch concer ned.

Wth his old student's habit of observing even when he did not participate,
he often wondered just what nmight be happeni ng.

Was it really, as he sometines inmagined, that all the individuals were
still suffering under a kind of shock as the result of the sudden
destruction of their old society? H s studies in anthropol ogy supplied him
wi t h exanpl es--the head-hunters and the plains Indians, who had | ost the
will to readjust and even the will to live, after their traditional way of
life had rudely been made inpossible. If they could no | onger go

head- hunting or ride out to steal horses and take scal ps, they had no
desire for anything else either. O, with a mld climate and food-supplies
easy to obtain, was there now sinply no stinmulus to change? He could
recol | ect possible exanples of this kind al so--sone of the South Sea

i sl anders, or those tropical peoples who. lived chiefly on bananas. O was
it something el se?

Fortunately, he had enough background of philosophy and history to.keep his
perspective. He was actually, he realized, struggling to solve a problem
whi ch had baffl ed phil osophers fromthe tine when they had first becone
consci ous of problens at all. He was facing the basic question of the
dynanmi cs of society. Wiat nade a society change? He, as a student, was nore
fortunate than Koheleth or Plato or Malthus or Toynbee. He saw a society
reduced in size until it had attained the sinplicity of a |aboratory
experinment. Yet, whenever he had arrived at this stage of argunment, another
t hought cut across and disturbed the sinplicity. He began to feel hinself

| ess scientific but nore human, to think nore nearly as Emthought. This
soci ety along San Lupo Drive was not really,a phil osopher's neat mcrocosm
a small dip out of the general ocean of humanity. No--it was a group of
individuals. It was Ezra and Em and t he boys--yes, and Joey! Change the

i ndi vidual s, and the whol e situation changed. Change even one i ndi vi dual

In the place of Em if we had had--well, say, Dotty Lamour? O, instead of
George, one of those high-powered mnds that he renenbered fromhis

Uni versity years--Professor Sauer, perhaps! Again the situation would
change.

O would it? Possibly not, for in the test the physical environnent m ght
be stronger, and mght force the aberrant individuals into its nould.

But in one detail Ish thought that Em was wong. She did not need to fear
that he was worrying too nmuch about the situation and would end up with

ul cers or a neurosis. Instead, his observation of what was happeni ng kept
himinterested in life. At first, just after the G eat D saster, he had
devoted hinmself to observing the changes in the world as the result of the

di sappearance of man. After twenty-one years, however, the world had fairly
wel | adjusted itself, and further changes were too slowto call for
day-to-day or even nonth-to-month observation. Now, however, the probl em of
society--its adjustnent and reconstitution--had noved to the fore, and become
his chief interest.

Then at this point in the recurrent course of his thinking he always had to
correct hinself again. He could not, and should not, be nerely the observer
and student. Plato and the others--each of themcould nerely watch and
comment, even cynically, if he so felt. Through his witings he n ght

i nfluence future generations, but he hinself was in no appreciable way
responsible for the growth and devel opnent of the society in which he
lived. Only now and then had the schol ar al so becone the rul er--Marcus
Aur el ius, Thomas Mre, Wodrow WIson. To be sure, Ish realized that he

hi nsel f was not a ruler exactly, but he was the nman of ideas, the thinker,
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in a comunity of only a few individuals. Necessarily the others turned to
himin their rare tinmes of trouble, and if any real energency should ari se,
he woul d al nost certainly have to assune | eadership.

The t hought had already in the course of the years sent himto the Cty

Li brary after books about scholars who had al so becone rulers. Their fates
were not conforting. Marcus Aurelius had worn hinself out, body and soul

in bloody and fruitless campaigns on the Danube frontier. Thomas More had
gone to the scaffold, and afterwards, ironically, he had been canoni zed as
a martyr of the Church. The biographers often called WIlson a martyr al so,
al t hough no Church of Peace had made him St. Wodrow. No, the scholar in
power had not prospered notably. Yet he, Ish, in a comunity which even yet
nunbered only thirty-six people, was so placed that he probably could weld
nmore influence in the shaping of its future than an enperor or a chancellor
or a president in the Add Tines.

*Heavy rains in the week after New Years had slowed the falling of the
water level in the reservoir. Then, a little earlier than usual, cane the
m d-wi nter dry spell.*

*Li ke the bl ood of sone |eviathan oozing froma hundred t housand pinpricks,
the life-giving water flowed away through open faucets and | eaking joints
and broken pipes.*

*And now, where the still-standing gauge showed that the depth had recently
been twenty feet, only a thin skin of water covered the bottom of the
reservoir. *

When | sh woke up that norning, he realized that it was a fine sunny day,
and that he had slept well and was rested. Em was gone fromthe bed, and he
heard the famliar little sounds from downstairs which neant that breakfast
woul d soon be ready. He lay still for a few minutes, thoroughly enjoying

hi nsel f, com ng back nore slowy than usual to full consclousness. He felt
it a very fortunate circunstance to be able to lie in bed alittle while

| onger if you wi shed, not nmerely on Sunday norning, but on any norning.
There was no sharp |ooking at clocks, in the life that they lived now, and
no need for himor for anyone else, to catch the 7:53 train. He was living
alife of greater freedomthan anyone coul d possibly have lived in the Ad
Ti mes. Perhaps, with his special tenperanent he was even |living nore
happi | y now than he could have |ived then.

When he felt ready, he got up and shaved. There was no hot water, but he
did not care about that particularly. As a matter of fact, nobody would
have m nded if he had not shaved at all, but he liked the sense of
cleanliness and stinulation that the shave gave him

He dressed--a new sport shirt and a pair of blue jeans. He stuck his feet
into sone confortable slippers, went slopping down stairs, and steered
toward the kitchen.

As he cane to the door, he heard Em say, rather nore sharply than she was
used to speak, "Josey child, why don't you turn that faucet farther, so you
can really get sone water?"

"But, Monmm e, it *is* turned on, as hard as | can turn it."

Ish, coming into the kitchen, saw that Josey was holding the tea-kettle in
the sink under the faucet, and that only a trickle of water was running.

"Morning!" he said. "I guess |I'lIl have to get George to cone over and fix
up that plunbing a little bit. Josey, why don't you run out into the
garden, and get sone water from one of the outside faucets?"
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Josey trotted off agreeably, and when she was gone, Ish took the
opportunity to kiss Em and to tell her what he was pl anning for the day.
Josey was gone for a little while, and then came back with the kettle full

"The water out there ran faster for alittle while, and then it just died
out to a trickle, too," she said, setting the kettle on the gasoline stove.

"That's a nuisance!" said Em "We'll need nore water for washing the
di shes. "

Ish recogni zed the tone of voice. This was one of the times when a crisis
was laid directly at the feet of the nenfolk to do sonething about.

Br eakf ast was served on the dining-roomtable, and the table | ooked just
about the way it nmight have | ooked in the Od Tines. Ish sat at one end,
and Em at the other. They had only four children at home now. Robert, who
was si xteen, and alnost fully grown up, according to the standards of The
Tri be, sat on one side. Beside himwas Walt, who was twelve, and very big
and active for his age. And on the other side, close to the kitchen door,
sat Joey and Josey, part of whose work was to help with breakfast, by
aiding with the cooking and setting of the table, and running in and out to
wait on table and hel ping to wash the di shes afterwards.

As he sat down, Ish could not help thinking how little this particular
scene differed fromwhat it mght have been in the A d Tinmes. To be sure,
he woul d never have expected then to be the father of so many children
But, granting the nunbers, the famly group was just what it might have
been at any tinme in alnost any society--father, nother, and children,
tightly grouped to formthe basic social unit, so basic in fact that it
m ght be consi dered bi ol ogi cal rather than social. After all, he thought,
the famly was the toughest of all human institutions. It had preceded
civilization, and so it naturally survived afterwards.

There was grapefiruit-juice, out of cans, of course. Ish had |ong since
begun to doubt seriously whether after all this time there was anything
valuable in the way of vitanmins left in canned juices. Even the taste had
gone flat. But they continued drinking it, because it felt good on the
stomach, even though there m ght not be any vitam ns, and at worst it
probably was doi ng them no harm There were no eggs, because there had been
no hens since the Great Disaster. There was no bacon, either, because
canned or, glassed bacon was hard to find now and there were no pigs in
this vicinity, as far as they had ever discovered. But they had beef-ribs,
brai sed and well browned, which were a fairly good substitute for bacon,
even to Ish's taste. The children, of course, |iked nothing better. In
fact, they nade the principal part of their breakfast on the beef-ribs
because they had grown up being largely neat-eaters and expecting or
wanting little else. Ish and Em on the contrary, had al ways been used to
havi ng toast or cereal, and now that the rats and weevils had ruined al

fl our and packaged cereals, they had hom ny, from cans, cooked up so as to
be something |ike a breakfast-food. They ate it with canned mlk and to
sweeten it there was white corn-syrup, because lately they had been unabl e
to find any sugar that rats and weat her had spared. The grownups al so had
coffee. Ish used nmlk and comsyrup in his; Emhad al ways preferred hers
bl ack and unsweet ened anyway. The vacuum packed coffee, |like the grapefruit
juice, had I ost much of its flavor.

They had settled gradually upon this nmenu as their standard one for
breakfast. Except perhaps for lack of vitamns, it seened to offer a fairly
wel | bal anced nmeal, and to supply vitanmns they had fresh fruit whenever
they could find any, though now that blight and insects and rabbits had
ruined the orchards, there was little fruit to be had, except for wld
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strawberries and bl ackberries, a few worny apples, and sonme sour pluns from
trees gone wild. On the whole, however, Ish found it a satisfying
br eakf ast .

After he had finished, Ish slunmped into an easy-chair in the living room

pi cked a cigarette fromthe humidifier, and lighted it. But the cigarette
was not very satisfactory. They were no longer able to find vacuum packed
ones, and the ordinary ones had dried out al nost conpletely in the packages
now, no matter how well sealed. You had to keep themin the hunidifier a
while to get them decently snokabl e, and then the trouble was that you were
likely to get them even too danp. That was what was wong with this one.
And then also, he could not quite enjoy the cigarette because his

consci ence was bothering him Fromthe kitchen he could hear uncertain
sounds from Em and the twi ns, and he gathered that they were still having
trouble getting water.

"M ght as well go over," he thought, "and see George, and get himto clean
out that pipe or whatever it is." He got up and went out.

On the way to Ceorge's, however, he stopped at Jean's house to pick up
Ezra-not that Ezra could fix anything, or that he needed Ezra for any
negotiation with George, but just because he always liked to see Ezra. He
knocked, and Jean cane to the door

"Ez is not here now," she said. "He's over at Molly's this week." Ish had
the ftuny feeling that he often had when fac Ing the actual practice of

bi gany. He did not exactly see how Jean and Mol ly kept on such good ternms,
and even hel ped each other out in all the little enmergencies of
housekeeping. It was nerely another triunmph of Ezra's at getting along with
human bei ngs and maki ng them get along with each other. Ish turned to go,
and then he recoll ected, and | ooked back.

"Ch, Jean," he said. "Say, is your water running all right this norning?"

"Why, no,
out."

said Jean. "No, it isn't. There's just a little trickle com ng

She cl osed the door, and Ish went down the porch steps and headed for
Mol ly's house. He felt a sudden little chill of apprehension

He picked up Ezra at Molly's, and di scovered that she at |east had had no
difficulty with water. That, however, mght be the result of her house
bei ng several feet |lower than Jean's so that the water m ght not yet have
run out of the pipes.

They went over to George's house, which stood neat and triminside its
freshly painted white picket-fence. Maurine showed theminto the
living-room and told therif to sit down while she went to get CGeorge, who
was puttering around somewhere as usual. |Ish sat down in one of the big

vel ourcovered overstuffed chairs. Then, as al ways, he | ooked around the
living-roomwi th a sense of ammzenent, ningled with an al nbost perverted

pl easure. The living-roorn in George and Maurine's house | ooked exactly the
way the |iving-roomof any prosperous carpenter woul d have | ooked back in
the years before the Geat Disaster. There were bridge-lanps with pink
shades, and tassels hanging fromthem There was a very expensive electric
cl ock, and a magnificent consol e radi o-phonograph, which had four different
bands of reception. There was also a television set. On both tables were
scarves carefully crunpled up to give an elegant | ook to things, and on one
tabl e were neat piles of several popul ar nmagazi nes.

The bridge-1anps did not work, because there was no electricity, and the
hands of the electric clock always stood at 12:17. The magazi nes were at
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| east twenty-one years old. There were no prograns on the air for the radio
to pick up, even if there had been any electric current by which the radio
and t he phonograph coul d run.

Yet all these things were the synbols of prosperity. George had been a
carpenter in the Ad Times. Maurine had then been married to a man who nust
have been about the social and financial equal of George. Such people

al ways wanted to have fine bridge-lanps and electric clocks and radi os and
all the rest, and now that it was possible to have all these things, they
had nmerely gone out and got them and put theminto the house. Their not
wor ki ng was secondary. In the evening Maurine merely brought in a kerosene
| anp, and stood it on the table and they got their light fromit instead of
fromthe bridge-lanps, and they had a w nd-up phonograph for actual use. It
was ridiculous, and also a little pitiful. Yet, when Ish considered the
matter, he always renenbered Ems first reaction to it.

"Well," she had said, "don't you renenber in the AQd Tinmes people would
have a piano, maybe a grand piano, in the living-room even though nobody
could play it? And they had a set of those books-what did they cal
then?-the Harvard C assics, though they never read them And naybe they had
a fireplace that never even -had a chimey attached to it. Al those things
were just to show off that you could afford them They were proof that you
had arrived. So | don't see nuch difference now if George and Mauri ne want
to have their bridge-lanps, even if they can't get any light fromthem"™

They heard George coning in fromthe back, and then his bulky formfilled
the doorway. He held a pipe-wench in one hand, and was wearing his usua
costune of carpenter's overalls, rather dirty and well stained with paint
smears. He could have used new overalls every day, but apparently he felt
nmore confortable in ones that were well broken in.

"H, CGeorge," said Ezra, who usually managed to say the first word.
"G norning, George," said Ish

George seenmed to chew his tongue for a nonent, as if really considering
what the situation denmanded. Then he said: "Mrning, Ish.... Mrning,
Ezra."

"Say, Ceorge," said Ish. "No water over at Jean's or at our place this
nmor ni ng. How about here?" There was a pause.

"None here, neither," said George

"Well," said Ish, "what do you nmake of it?"

George hesitated, working his nouth and lips, as if he were chewi ng the end
of an imaginary cigar. Ish felt a sense of irritation at George's

| unpi shness. Yet he reflected, controlling hinmself, that George was a solid
person and a very good one to have around.

"Well," he repeated, "what do you nmake of it, George?"

George nade a notion as if to put the imaginary cigar into one coner of his
mout h, and then he replied. "Well, if she's off over there too, | guess
there's no use | ooking any nore for some block in ny pipes around here, way
I was. | guess she's broke or clogged up sonmewheres on the main pipe that

cones to all these houses."

I sh caught a sidelong glance from Ezra, and a ghost of a smile on his face
as much as to say that after all any of them m ght have figured that out
and that George's pronouncenent was not exactly the word of a mental giant.
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"l guess you rnust be right, George," Ish said. "But what are we going to do
about it?"
George shifted the inmaginary cigar again, and then spoke: "Well, | dunno."

Li ke Em George obviously considered this to be out of his province. Gve
hima dripping faucet or a plugged toilet, and he woul d be happy taking
care of it for you. But he was no nechanic, and certainly no engineer. So,
as it always happened, Ish had to fake the | ead.

"Where did all this water come from anyway?" he asked on the inpul se

The others both were silent. It was curious. Here they had been for
twenty-one years merely using water that continued to flow, and yet they
had never given any real consideration to where the water cane from It had
been a gift fromthe past, as free as air, like the cans of beans and
bottles of catsup that could be had just by walking into a store and taking
them fromthe shelves. Ish indeed had vaguely thought about the matter
somet i mes, and wondered how | ong the water woul d continue to run, and even
consi dered vaguely what they should do to devel op another supply. But he
had never got round to doing anything. Water which had already run for many
years nmight well continue to run for nany years nore, and so there was no
pressure for action. In all those years there had never been one single
day, until this one, when there had been any i mredi ate reason why he shoul d
say to hinself. "Today | nust do sonething about the water-supply.”

So now Ish glanced from George to Ezra, and had no response to his
question. George nerely stood, shifting weight fromone foot to the other
Ezra had a little twinkle in his eyes, to indicate that this was not his
departnent. Ezra knew people. Wien he had clerked in that |iquor-store he
must have been good at jollying his custoners along and nmaking tie-in
sales. But when it cane to handling ideas and things, Ish was better than
Ezra. |Ish saw that he would have to answer his own question.

"This water nust cone fromthe old city water-system sonewhere," he said
"Must *have* come, | nmean. The old pipes are still there. | think the best
thing for us to do would be to go up to the reservoir and see whether there
is any water in that."

"O K ," said Ezra, agreeable as ever. "Mybe, though, we should see what
the boys think about it."

"No," said Ish. "They won't know anything about it. If it was a question of
hunting or fishing, we could ask the boys. But the boys wouldn't know
anyt hi ng about this."

They went out and began calling the dogs, and getting ready to harness up
the teans to the wagons. The reservoir was not nore than a nile away, but
ever since he had been maul ed by the mountain-lion, |Ish was not good at

| ong wal ks, and George was beginning to suffer fromthe stiffness of old
age in his legs. Getting the dogs together and maki ng everything ready

al ways took sone time. At nonents |ike these, Ish regretted that
horse-tani ng had conme to be a lost art. There were no wild horses left in
the immediate vicinity, but he was sure that they could find plenty of them
farther east in the open plains country of die San Joaquin Valley. But the
trouble really was that all three nen had been city-people who were used to
driving autonobiles; not one of themreally knew, anything about

hor se- keepi ng or horse-nanagi ng, and so they had never nmade the effort to
keep horses. Actually, the dogs were in many ways nore conveni ent because
they denmanded little care, and fed on the | ess choice cuts of the many
cattle which could be killed easily in the surrounding country. But to have
horses, you would have had to see that they were kept on good pasture, and
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protected from wolves and lions. So on the whole, now that autonobiles were
difficult to keep running, the dog-teans were probably the sinplest answer
to their nodest requirenents for transportation, and George was very happy
to nake the little wagons and keep themin repair. It had taken Ish years
to get over the feeling, when he was driving in one of the wagons behind
four dogs, that he was acting in some kind of ridiculous pageant, and nade
a ludicrous spectacle. But, of course, no one else felt the same, and he
had gradually cone to accept the situation. After all, people had thought
it natural to have dogs pull sleds. Wy not wagons?

They left the dog-teans at the foot of the final slope, and clinbed up
along the old path, breaking their way through thick blackberry bushes.
They stood at the edge of the reservoir, and | ooked across its enpty
expanse. There was a little skimof water in two or three | ow spots, but
the outlet-pipe stood up into the air. They took a |l ong | ook, and it was
Ezra who spoke at | ast:

"That's that!"

They discussed the possibilities a little, but without much interest or
conviction. They were already half way through the rainy season, so that
there was little possibility that rainfall would put water into the
reservoir again. They went down the path, picked up the dog-teans, and
started hone.

As they neared the houses, the dogs began to bark, and the house-dogs

bar ked back at them Everyone had tine to assenble at Ish's house to hear
the news. When they had heard it, the ol der people | ooked so glumthat the
children caught the infection, and one little fell ow, who was probably too
young to understand anything actually, began to cry. In the babble of
conversation it soon becane evident that no one was nmuch worried about
actual thirst, but that the wonen were greatly concerned that the toilets
woul d no | onger work. They did not mind this one day, but it was the

t hought that they would never work again! It seened that all |ife had taken
a step backward

Only Maurine accepted the situation philosophically. "I growed up ny first
ei ghteen years on the old farmin South Dakota," she said. "I run out to
the out house, all kinds of weather, and | never seen a flusher except maybe
when we was in town on Saturdays. That was one of the things | |iked best
when pappy piled us into the old Chevy and we went to California. But I
always felt it wouldn't last, and I'd end up, a-runnin' out in al

weat hers, way | began. Rushers was nice. But it's all over now, and | say,

" Thank the good Lord the weather ain't so cold here as in South Dakota.'"

The ol der men were nore concerned with the problem of drinking-water. At
first, like the confirmed city-dwellers that they had been, they thought in
terns of finding where supplies of bottled water had been left in the
stores and warehouses. But soon they saw that even in the approaching dry
season, there could be no real lack of water. In spite of the | ong rainless
sunmmer, the area was not a desert, and the little streans in the gullies,

t hough no one had ever paid nmuch attention to them nust actually be
supplying the water for all the cattle and the other ani nals whi ch wandered
in the region.

Just at this point, a distinction between the ol der generation and the
younger began to show itself. Ish, in spite of having been a geographer,
could not have told off-hand where there was a single spring or dependabl e
streamin the nei ghborhood, although he could still |ocate positions by
nanes of streets and intersections. The youngsters, on the other hand,
could quickly tell himwhere there was a stream of running water at this
season of the year, or where there would be pools of water, or where there
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were springs. They could not |ocate these places by reference to streets,
but they could tell in general where they were, and could go to them

wi thout hesitation. |Ish suddenly found hinself being instructed by his own
son Walt, who assured himthat at this season of year there would be
running water in a little gully which Ish had scarcely ever noticed because
it flowed through under San Lupo Drive by nmeans of a stormdrain.

Bef ore 1 ong, the original consternation changed to a kind of warm
excitenent. Sone of the youngsters were sent off with the dog-teans and
some five-gallon cans to bring back water fromthe nearest spring. The
ol der ones began to dig holes vigorously, and to set up outhouses.

The enthusiasm | asted for several hours, and resulted in a noticeable
anmount of work. Steady pick-and-shovel |abor, however, was sonething to
whi ch no one was accustoned, and by noon there was w despread conpl ai nt
about blisters and weariness. Wen they separated for lunch, Ish suddenly
becane aware that no one was com ng back for work. It was anmazi ng how many
important matters seenmed to be planned for that afternoon--such as going
fishing, and wi ping out an ugly-acting bull who m ght prove dangerous, and
shooting a ness of quail for dinner. Besides, by now the enthusiastic
youngsters had brought in a supply of water which was plentiful for al

i medi at e needs of drinking and cooking. The difference between having a
smal |l water-supply and no water at all was tremendous, psychologically. A
five-gallon can sitting in the kitchen-sink took away all sense of strain.

After lunch Ish again relaxed with a cigarette. He was not going to go out
and dig by hinself. As the story-books told things, this would have been
setting a noble exanple. Practically, it would nmake him |l ook ridicul ous.

Little Joey came, and stood nervously for a noment on his left foot with
his right leg bent at the knee, and then reversed. "Wat's the matter,
Joey?" said Ish.

"Don't we want to go out and work sone nore?"
"No, Joey. Not this afternoon."

Joey continued bal ancing, letting his gaze wander around the room and then
cone back to his father.

"Go along, Joey," said Ish gently. "Everything's fine! W'll have the
| esson at the regular tinme."

Joey went off, but |Ish was touched, even if a little huniliated, by the
wor dl ess synpat hy which his youngest son was offering. Joey scarcely could
understand the larger issues, but his quick mnd had sensed that his father
was unhappy, even though there had been no argunent between him and the
others. Yes, Joey was the one!

Since that idea had first cone to Ish on New Years Day, he had been
pressing the | essons, and Joey had been absorbing them eagerly. There was
even danger that he might turn out to be a | earned pedant. He showed little
ability at |eadership anmong the other children, and sometines |sh had begun
to doubt.

This small incident just now, for instance! It might showintelligence and
thought for the future, and it might show a tendency to escape from
contacts with those of his own age, who were better at games than he, and
to seek security in the presence of his father, by whomhe felt hinself
appreci ated. |Ish hoped that the other children did not feel how strongly
Joey had becone his favorite. It was not right for a father to play
favorites, but this situation had arisen suddenly and involuntarily, that
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New Years Day.

"Ch," he thought, "don't worry about it!" And suddenly he felt as if he

were explaining it all to Em "There on New Years Day, | was suddenly sure
that Joey was the Chosen One. Now of course it's all blurred. Maybe this is
only the feeling a father gets for a small son. Later we may squabbl e, just

the way | do with Walt now. Yet, | hope! The other boys were never like
this--bright, | nean, lightning-quick at |lessons. | don't know. | wish I
knew. 1'Il keep on trying."

Then, as he |it another cigarette, he was suddenly angry. He hinmsel f had
not been so very bright! He had m ssed the opportunity. During the years he
had been saying, "Sonmething is going to happen!" It had not happened, and
they had smiled at himfor a gl oony and not-to-be-regarded prophet. Now
this norning it *had* happened! It had been a shock! He could renmenber the
scared faces when he and Ezra and George had first cone back with the news.
Then was the tinme to have nmade his |-tol d-you-so speech. He should have
rubbed it in. He should have painted the future with disaster. That m ght
have got sonet hi ng done.

As it was--perhaps he hinself had been a little scared at the
nmonent - - everyone had made as |ight as possible of the nmatter, searched for
the easi est makeshifts, and thus dulled the edge of what mi ght have been
made to seem a disaster. The Tribe had really taken the matter in its
stride. Or--the identity of the word popped an ol d conparison into his
mnd--it had rolled off, "like water off a duck's back!" Four or five hours
| ater, and everybody had apparently settled again into the old
happy-go-1ucky life!

"Apparently," yes! But after all, some sense of shock and uncertainty nust
still be lingering. Sone had gone fishing and sone had gone quail -shooti ng,
and already he had heard two reports of a shot-gun. But all of these nust
certainly feel a slight sense of irresponsibility, even of guilt, at having
left the nore inportant work. They would cone in tired at evening, and then
the reaction mght go the other way. He woul d get everybody together for a
meeting then. If the iron would not still be red-hot, it mght at |east
have rewarnmed a little.

Then he hinself incongruously crunched out his second after-1lunch
cigarette, and settled back to rest, confortable and unharassed by worry,

inthe big chair. "This is confortable,"” he thought, ""This is ..

*In those days they will ook toward the sea, and cry out suddenly, "A
ship, a ship! ... Yes, a ship certainly! ... Do you not see the plume of
the drifting smoke? ... Yes, it is making for our harbor!" Then they wll
be nmerry with one another and say gaily: "Wy were we despondent?.... It
stood to reason that civilization could not be destroyed everywhere! ... O
course, | always said .... In Australia, or South Africa, one of those

i sol ated places-or one of the islands.
a wisp of cloud on the horizon.*

But there will be no ship, and only

*O one will wake fromhis nap in the afternoon, and took upward quickly.
"Surely! ... | knew it must cone! ... That was the nmotor of a plane .... |
could not be mistaken.” But it will be only the |ocust in the bush, and
there will be no plane.*

*Or one will rig batteries to a radio-set, and sit with earphones,
fingering the dials. "Yes?" he will say sharply. "Be quiet there, all of
you! ... Surely, surely! ... Just at 920! ... Someone talking. | heard
distinctly, sounded Spanish ....* There again! ... *Nowit's faded!" But
there will be no words on the air, only the tricks of the far-off

t hunderstorns. *
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"Yes, this is confortable,"” thought Ish, resting in the big chair.... And
then suddenly he started! Fromthe street canme the noise of two | oud
reports, and he knew at once that they could be nothing but the backfiring
of a large truck! Then, so quickly that he did not seemto take tine at
all, he was standing on the sidewalk in front of the house, and there was
the truck in the mddle of the street. It was a fine large truck painted
bright red with blue trim and in large white letters on its side he saw
U S. GOVT. A man got out of the truck, and though he had been driving it,
he was now (quite understandably) wearing a cut-away coat and a high silk
hat. The man said nothing, but Ish of course knew that this was the
CGovernor of California. Ish felt himself filled suddenly with an

i nexpressi bl e happi ness. For again there was security and constituted
authority and the strength of the many, instead of only the fewin the

m dst of surroundi ng dar knessi, and now he, Ish, was no | onger a weak and
negl ected child wandering alone in the vast unfriendly world...

In that bew | derment of happi ness too great to be bone, he awoke. The

i nsides of his hands were npist, and his heart pounded. As he | ooked around
the famliar room the happiness faded out Iike a dying light, and in its
pl ace succeeded a woe, equally unutterable.

After another moment the woe too faded out as his conscious controls took
over. That intense happi ness of the dream so overwhelm ng that it had
awakened hi m-he knew now that it had sprung again fromthat often-repeated
dream-"wish fulfillment," they used to say. How many tines throughout these
twenty-one years had he dreaned it in some formor other! Not during the
first year or two indeed-his sense of |oneliness and insecurity had seened
to grow curmul atively with the years, piling up faster than the birth of new
children could counteract it.

Yes, today the synbolism had been very plain. It varied, though usually it
was plain enough. He felt a little surprised that it so often took the form
of the return of the United States Government. In the Add Tinmes he had
never considered hinself a flag-waving patriot, and he had not thought

of ten about such things as the benefits of citizenship. But no nore,

i ndeed, did a person think of the air he breathed, until it was taken away.
A sense of the vastness and solidity of the United States of America nust
have affected the sub-conscious feelings of its citizens, he reflected,

much nmore than nost of them had inagi ned

By now he had brought his mnd back to his actual world. He stirred in the
chair. By the position of the sun he judged that he had sl ept an hour
Again he heard the distant report of the shot-gun fromthe quail-hunters.
He smiled wanly, associating it with the back-firing truck. Anyway-now he
woul d set about getting the others together for the neeting which he had
pl anned for that evening.

Wat er supplies remmined scanty throughout the day, but at |east no one
suffered fromthirst. That evening the ol der ones, including Robert and

Ri chard who were only sixteen, gathered at Ish's house at his invitation
Ish found no one very nmuch disturbed. It would be a good idea (this seened
to be the general opinion) to try digging a well near one of the houses,
rather than to nove to sone houses nearer a natural water supply. Yes, they
probably woul d have to watch sanitation carefully under the new
arrangenents and see that the children were instructed in such matters.

There was no presiding officer. QOccasionally someone deferred to Ish to
settle a point, but this deference, he realized, mght be because he held a
faintly recogni zed natural |eadership of intellect or even for no better
reason than that he was the host. There was no secretary taking a record of
what happened. But then, there were no notions nade and no votes taken. As
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al ways, it was nore a social than a parlianmentary gathering. Ish |listened
to the conversation back and forth.

"Come to think of it, though--how s anybody know we'd get water in that
wel | 2"

"Can't be a well till you *do* get water."
"Well, that hole-in-the-ground then?"
"You got sonething there!"

"Maybe this would do better.... Run a pipe over to sone click or spring,
and hitch it onto our old pipes.”

"How about it, George? That sound O K. ?"

".... Wiy, sure.... | guess so... Yeah... | guess | could connect up sone
pi pes."
"Troubl e woul d be, though, when everybody wants water at once."

"Have to build a dam-earth-damwould be all right--so's to have a little
bitty head behind your water."

"@Quess we could do that?"

Sure ... Be sonme work, though."

As the conversation wandered on al nost conplacently, Ish found hinself
gradual Iy becom ng nore disturbed. To himit seened as if this day had seen
a retrograde and perhaps irretrievabl e step. Suddenly he found hinself on
his feet, and he was really making a speech to the ten people who were
there before him

"This shoul dn't have happened," he said. "W shouldn't have let this creep
up on us. Any time in the last six nmonths we shoul d have been able to see
that the water in the reservoir was failing, but we never even went to | ook
at it. And here we are, caught suddenly, and shoved back so that we'l|

per haps never be able to catch up with things again. W' ve made too many

m st akes. We ought to be teaching the children to read and wite. (No one
has ever supported me strongly enough in that.) W ought to send an
expedition to find out what's happening other places. It's not safe not to
know what may be happening just over the hill. W should have nore domestic
ani mal s--sone hens, anyway. We ought to be growi ng food..."

Then, when he was really in full career, soneone started clapping, and he
stopped for appl ause, feeling pleased. But everyone was | aughing
good-naturedly, and again he realized that the applause was ironic.

Thr ough the noi se of the hand-cl apping he heard one of the boys saying:
"CGood old dad! He's said it again!"

And anot her replied:
"Time for George and the refrigerator!™

Ish joined in the laughter. He was not angry this tine, but he was
crestfallen at having unconsciously repeated hinself and even nore at

having again failed to make his point. Then Ezra was speaking--good old Ezra
who was al ways qui ck to cover up anyone's enbarrassnent!

"Yes, that's the old speech, but maybe there's a new point there. How about
that business of sending out an expedition?"
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To Ish's surprise a vigorous discussion arose, and in its course he was
struck again by the unpredictable quality of people, particularly in a
group. He had thrown out the new idea w thout any special forethought; it
had sprung spontaneously fromthe events of the day--the surprise which had
come upon them because they had not taken the pains to explore around the
reservoir. He would have considered it the | east inportant of his
suggestions, but this was the one that caught the group-imagi nation
Suddenly everyone was in favor of it, and Ish joined the crowd in vigorous
support. It was better, he felt, to do something-anything to break the

| et har gy.

Soon he felt hinself becom ng nore enthusiastic. Hs original idea of an
"expedition" had nerely been that they should explore the country for a
hundred m les or so roundabout, but he found that the others had understood
himto envi sage sonething much nore. Soon, his inmmgination kindling, he
went along with them In a few mnutes everyone was tal king of a
transcontinental expedition. "Lewis-and-Clark in reverse!" thought Ish to
hi nsel f, but he said nothing, knowi ng that few of those present would know
anyt hi ng about Lewis and d ark.

The talk ran on vigorously:

"Too long for wal king!"

"Or dog-teans either!"

"Horses would do better, if we had sone!"
"There're sure to be some over in the big valley."
"Take a long tinme to catch and break them"

As he listened, still another thought crossed Ish's mnd. H's old dream
the one which had conme again that afternoon! How did they really know that
the Governnment of the United States had actually failed? Even if it had, it
m ght have been reconstituted. It would be small and weak, of course, and
m ght not yet have been able to re-establish touch with the West Coast. By
their own effort they m ght nmake the contact.

Anot her curious feature was that nearly everyone wanted to go! It was the
best evidence you could want as to the way in which people generally--mnales,
at least--were born with itchy feet, always ready to go sonewhere el se and
see new things. The question becane one of elinination. Ish was rul ed out,
scarcely being able to put up a good protest, because of his disability
where the mountain-lion had clawed him far back in the Year of the Lions.
George was too old. Ezra, in spite of his vigorous argunments, was

di squalified as being the worst shot of themall and generally the |east
fitted to take care of hinself in the open. As for the "boys," everyone
except themsel ves agreed that they should not |eave their wi ves and young
famlies. In the end the decision was for Robert and Richard, youngsters,
but well able to take care of thenselves. Their nmothers, Emand Mlly,

| ooked doubtful, but the enthusiasm of the neeting oven-ode their

obj ections. Robert and Richard were deli ghted.

The nore ticklish questions were really as to the route and the neans of
transportation. In the last few years no one had used an autonobile, and
several once-fine cars stood forlorn and ruinous along San Lupo Drive on
hopel essly flat tires; the children used them for playhouses. The trouble
of keepi ng autonpbil es going was nore work than pleasure, and the roads in
all directions had beconme so clogged with fallen trees and the bricks of
chi meys brought down by the earthquake that there would have been little
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practical advantage to trying to travel about the city by car, even if you
had a workable one. On top of all that, the younger nen had never known the
fun of driving a car under good conditions, and so had no interest.

Finally, where would you go if you had a car? You had no friends to visit
in the other part of town, and no novies to go to. To bring cans and
bottles hone fromthe grocery stores, the dog-teans did well enough, and
they al so served for fishing-expeditions to the bay-shore.

Still, the older ones agreed, it m ght be possible to get an autonobile
running again, and to drive it for a considerabl e distance, even on rotten
tires, if you kept the speed down bel ow, say, twenty-five nmles an hour.
And that was really traveling, conpared with a dog-teaml Fast enough too to
take you to New York in a nonth easily--provided the roads were passabl e!

That was the other difficult point--the route! Ish was suddenly at hone,
bringing into play his old know edge of geography. Everything to the east,
across the Sierra Nevada, would be conpletely blocked by fallen trees and

| andsl i des, and the roads to the north woul d probably be the sane. The best
chance woul d certainly be through the nore open country toward the south,
actually the route by winch Ish had gone to New York once | ong before. The
desert roads mght still be al nbst as good as ever. The Col orado Ri ver
bridges might still be standing or mght have fallen. ne only way to find
out would be to go and see.

Hi s excitenent rising, the old road-maps standing out nore clearly in his
m nd, Ish planned the route eastward. Beyond the Col orado the nountains
shoul d not be too difficult, and there were no big rivers for a long
way-until you cane to the Rio Grande at Al buquerque. Beyond there, if you
could just get through the Sandi a Muntains, you had open plateau country,
and farther east there would be nore and nore choice of roads. (You could

still find gasoline in druns; that would be no great problem) Once on the
pl ai ns, you should be able to get to the Mssouri or the M ssissippi, and
even across those largest rivers; the high steel bridges should still be

in. good condition, to judge by the Bay Bridge.

"What an adventure!" he burst out. "lI'd give anything to be able to go! You
must | ook everywhere for people-not just one or two, but conmunities. You
must see how ot her groups are going at solving their'problenis and getting
started again."

Beyond the M ssissippi (he resuned planning the route) it would be hard to
say. That was natural forest country, and the roads m ght be badly bl ocked.
On the other hand, fires m ght have kept the growth down, at |east across
the old prairie country in Illinois. Al they could do would be to go and
find out, if they even got that far, and to nmake deci sions then

By now the candl es were getting well burned down. The clock. pointed to ten
o' cl ock, although that was only an approxi mation. (lsh checked tinme once in
a while by watching the shadow at noon, and the big clock in his
|'iving-roomwas considered standard for the comunity.) But it certainly
was a | ate hour for people who had no electric lights, and so had gradually
got arourid to making nore and nore use of sunlight.

Suddenly the others were all on their feet and taking | eave. When they had
gone, Ish and Em sent Robert to bed, and then started to straighten,up the
I'iving-room

Ish felt a nostal gic touch. Things had changed so nmuch and yet sonetines
seened to have changed not at all! This m ght have been away back in the
Ad Tinmes, and he instead of Robert night have been the youngster just sent
upstairs. He instead of Robert m ght be the one peeping down through the
stairway (as Robert probably was), seeing his father and not her noving
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about, enptying cigarette trays, shoving cushions back into place, and
generally putting the roomto rights so that it would not | ook too
devastating when they cane down in the norning. It furnished a kind of
confortable little, donestic interimwhich rounded off the evening and | et
your nerves settle down fromthe buzz of conversation

When they had finished, they sat on the davenport for a |l ast cigarette.
Ish's mind could not hel p snapping back to the everung's di scussion. Even
t hough things had not turned out as he had at first planned, still he felt
that he had carried a main point.

"Comuni cations,” he said. "Conmunications--maybe that's the big thing! Take
it anywhere in history. Wien a nation or a community got isolated all by
itself, it went conservative and then retrograded. It got to acting just

the way George and Maurine are over there, gathering in all the things out
of the past, and freezing just at that point. That sort of thing, maybe,
happened to Egypt and China. But then when there's contact with sone other
civilization, everything | oosens up again, and gets going. That's the way

it will be with us."

She did not say anything, but he knew fromthe very fact of her silence,
that she did not altogether agree.

"What is it, darling?" he asked.

"Well, you see, | was thinking maybe it wasn't so good for the Indians when
they got into communication with the white people, was it? O how about al
my people on the coast of Africa when they got into contact with the

sl avers?"

"Yes, but maybe that's just my point. How would we like it if sone slavers
came over the hill sonme fine norning, and we had never known they were
anywhere around before? Whuldn't it have been better if the Indians could
have sent sonme scouts over to Europe, and been ready for white nmen who cane
wi th horses and guns?"

He was pl eased that he had countered so cleverly. After all, her argunent

had nmerely been for letting things slide and for living in ignorance. That
ki nd of phil osophy could never win in the long run. But all she said was:

"Yes, perhaps, perhaps."”

"Do you renenber?" he went on. "I was saying this a long time ago. W' ve
got to live nore creatively, not just as scavengers. Wiy, | was saying this
way back even at the tinme our first baby was going to be bom ™

"Yes, | renmenber. You've said it a great many tines! And still sonme way or
other, it seens to be easier just to go on opening cans."

"But the end will come sone tine, and it shouldn't cone suddenly the way
this stopping of the water has today."

*Chapter 3*

When he awoke that next norning, Emwas gone fromthe bed. He lay still,
rel axed, calmy happy. Then his mind seemed to turn over suddenly and take
hol d--and there it was, starting to nmake pl ans, thinking.

After a mnute, a slight sense of irritation cane over him "You think too
much!" he said to hinself.

Way did not *his* mind, |ike other people's minds, allow himto rest and be
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happy w thout any planning ahead into the future, whether of the next
twenty-four hours or of the next sixty seconds? No, sonething took over

with a rush and a whir, and even though his body lay still, his mnd turned
over and started, and there it was running on, like an idling engine.
*Engi ne?* Well, naturally, today he woul d think of engines!

But the quiet happiness between sl eep and waki ng had definitely left him
and pure contentment was gone. Wth a resentful push of his armhe threw
back the bl ankets.

This norning was bright and sunny. Though the air was cool, he went out to
the little bal cony, and stood there, |ooking off toward the west. During
all these years the trees had everywhere grown taller, but he could stil
see, the nountaintop and nuch of the Bay with its two great bridges.

The bridges! Yes, the bridges! To himthey still were the nost poi gnant
renmi nders of the great past. The children, indeed, as he had often
observed, scarcely thought of bridges as anything different fromhills or
trees; they were just sonething that was there. But to him Ish, the
bridges stood testifying daily to the power and the glory that had been
civilization. So, he thought, sone tribesman--Burgund or Saxon--m ght once
have | ooked at a strong-built, not yet decayed, Ronman gateway or triunphal
arch. But, no, that analogy did not hold. The tribesman was sure and
content in his own ancient fol kways; he was first of the new, confident
master of his own world. He, Ish, was nore like the last of the old, a
survi vi ng Roman--senator or phil osopher--spared by barbarian swords and | eft
to brood over an enpty and ruinous city, anxious and uncertain, know ng
that never again would he nmeet his friends at the baths or know the deep
security that came to a man when he saw a cohort of the Twelfth march down
the street. But no, he was not just l|like the Roman either

"Hi story repeats itself,"” he thought, "but always with variations."

Yes--he had had a chance to think a great deal about history! Its
repetitions were not those of a stolid child going over and over the
multiplication table. History was an artist, naintaining the idea but
changing the details, |ike a conposer keeping the sane thene but dulling it
to amnor or lifting by an octave, now crooning it with violins, now
blaring it on trunpets.

As he, stood on the little balcony in his pajanmas, he felt a |ight breeze
cool on his face. He sniffed it in nmore deeply, and again it brought to him
the realization that even the snell of things had changed. In the A d Tines
you were not conscious of any characteristic snell to a city, and yet there
must have been a conpl ex mngling of snobke and gasoline-ftines and cooking
and garbage and even of people. But now there was only a fresh tang to the
air, such as he had once associated with country fields and nmountain
meadows.

But the bridges! H s glance canme back to them as if to alight in the
darkness. The Gol den Gate Bridge he had not visited in many years. Such a
journey would mean a very long wal k, or even a long pull for a dog-team it
woul d nean canpi ng out overnight. But he still knew well what the Bay

Bri dge was |ike, and even fromwhere he stood he could see it clearly.

He renenbered what it had once been--six crowded | anes of swiftly noving
cars, the trucks and buses and electric Mains runbling on the | ower |evel
There was, he knew, only one car on the Bridge now-that little enpty coupé
parked neatly at the curb near this end of the West Bay span. The yel | owed
certificate of registration had been, when he had | ast noticed, stil
fastened to the steering-colum--John S. Robertson (or, he could not surely
renenber, it mght have been James T.) of some nunber on one of the
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nunbered streets in Gakland. Now the fires were flat, and the once-bright
green paint had weat herdd to noss-gray.

*On the surface, to the eye, they had changed. The towers that hid their
tops in the sumrer clouds, the mle-long dipping cables, the interl ocked
massi ve beans of steel-no | onger they cast back the norning sun with a
bright sheen of silvergray. Over them now rested softly the neutral pall of
rust, red-brown color of desolation. Only, at the tops of the towers, and
al ong the cables at good spots for perching, the quiet nonotone was capped
and spotted with the dead-white smears of the droppings of birds.*

*Yes, through the years the sea-birds had perched therethe gulls and
pelicans and cornorants. And on the piers the rats scurried, andfought, and
bred and nested, and lived as only rats can--squeaking and fighting, and
breedi ng and nesting, and at |low tide feeding on nussels and crabs.*

*The broad roadway, unused, showed few signs of change--only roughness and a
few cracks here and there. Were bl own dust had settled into cracks and
corners, alittle grass was growi ng, and a few hardy weeds, not nany.*

*Wthin its deeper structure also, the bridge was still intact and
unchanged. The superficial rust had done no nore than w pe out a smal
fraction of the safety-factor. At the eastern approach, where salt water
during tine of storns splashed agai nst the | ong-unpainted steel supports,
corrosi on had been eaten sonewhat deeper. An engineer, if there had been
one, woul d have shaken his head, and ordered the repl acenent of sone
menbers before allowing traffic to resune. *

*But that was all. In the enduring structure of the bridge, |ong-dead
civilization still defied the attacks of all the powers of air and sea. *

Ish roused himself fromhis trance-like contenplation, and went in to
shave. The clean touch of the steel was at once soothing and stimul ating.
Cheerfully now, happy with the expectation of purposive action, he found
hi msel f thinking of the things to be done that day. He woul d have to see
that they started in again with work on the outhouses and the well. He
woul d nmake nore plans about the -expedition into the far interior
(President Jefferson giving instructions to Lewis and Cark!) He woul d have
to see what could be done about making a car work once nore. Perhaps, he

t hought happily, this would be the day on which they woul d take the road
again, not only in a car literally, but also figuratively--the road toward
the rebirth of civilization

He fini shed shaving, but the nonent seened gol den. So he | at hered agai n,

and started over his face once nore.... This comunity now, these
thirty-some people who held the seed of the future--they were fair enough
i ndividuals, not brilliant by a |long way, but sound. The original adults

had been better in spite of their shortcom ngs than you woul d have expected
to get if you had nmerely reached down into the great bin of humanity in the
old United States and taken the first that cane by chance. He ran over them
again rapidly in his mnd, and ended upon hinself. How did he stack up
anong the others?

Yes, he could renenber years ago, in this sane house, he had even sat down
and listed his qualifications for the new life. Such things, for instance,
as having had his appendi x out. Well, having no appendi x was still an
advant age, al though actually, no one had been bothered with that kind of
trouble. But he had listed other things which now, he realized, had ceased
to be advantageous. He had listed, for instance, his quality of being able
to get along without other people. That was no |onger a virtue. Perhaps, it
was even a vice. But he hinself had changed also in those years. If he
listed his qualities now, they would not be exactly the same ones. He had
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read widely, and | earned nuch. Even of nore inportance, he had lived with
Em and had becone the father of a fam|ly. He had matured, as a man shoul d.
He had a stronger will, he realized, than George or Ezra. If the test cane,
they would yield to him He, alone, could think into the future.

He di sassenbled the razor, and threw the blade into the nedicine closet,
where there were already a | ot of blades |lying around. He never bothered to
use a bl ade nore than once, because there were so many thousands of them
avail abl e that there seemed no need of economy. And yet this probl em of
what to do with the old razor-blades was still curiously present. He
renmenbered jokes about that, fromlong ago. Funny how a little thing

remai ned the sane after so many big things had changed irrevocabl y!

After breakfast Ish went over to talk with Ezra. They sat on the steps of
the porch. Before long, nore people cane along, and a little group forned,
as al ways happened when anybody seened to be having an interesting
conversation. there was talk back and forth, and a good deal of easygoing
fun-making, with a little horse-play anong the younger people. Everybody
seened to agree, in general, that they ought to get to work again, but
nobody was in a special huffy to begin. Ile delay chafed Ish, especially
when CGeorge in his slow way began again to bring up the old question of the
gas-refrigerator.

At |ast, however, Ezra and the three younger nen with an acconpanyi ng
rag-tag of little boys and girls noved off to begin work. As soon as they
had really started, a kind of enthusiasmfell upon them Everyone, even
Ezra, suddenly began to run, trying to see who would be the first one there
to start digging. Ish could see Evie running with the rest-although she
coul d not know what was happeni ng-her blond hair streanming wldly behind
her. Who got there first, he could not tell, but in a nonent dirt started
to fly in all directions. He did not know whether to be anused or
perturbed. Everyone seened to be turning serious work into a kind of play,
as if unable to distinguish between work and play. That might sound fine,
but you could not acconplish nmuch, he thought, w thout settling down to

| abor. As it was, the playful enthusiasmwould wear out in half an hour,
and the dirt would nove nore slowy; then, children first, older ones soon
afterward, everyone would probably drift off to sonething el se

*When once they stal ked the deer, or crouched shivering in the nud for the
flight of ducks to alight, or risked their lives on the crags after goats,
or closed in with shouts upon a wild boar at bay--that was not work, though
often the breath cane hard and the |inbs were heavy. Wen the wonen bore
and nursed children, or wandered in the woods for berries and nushroons, or
tended the fire at the entrance to the rock-shelter--that was not work
either.*

*So al so, when they sang and danced and nade | ove, that was not play. By
the singing and dancing the spirits offorest and water m ght be placated--a
serious matter, though still one m ght enjoy the song and the dance. And as
for the nmaking of love, by that-and by the favor of the gods--the tribe was
mai nt ai ned. *

*So in the first years work and play mngled al ways, and there were not
even the wordsfor one against the other.*

*But centuries flowed by and then nore of them and many things changed.
Man invented civilization, and was inordinately proud of it. But in no way
did civilization change life nmore than by sharpening the |line between work
and play, and at last that division canme to be nore inportant than the old
one between sl eeping and waki ng. Skep cane to be thought a kind of

rel axation, and "sleeping on the job" a heinous sin. The turning out of the
light and the ringing of the alarmclock were not so much the synbol s of
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man's dual life as were the punching of the tine-clock and the bl owi ng of
the whistle. Men marched on picket-lines and threw bricks and expl oded
dynanite to shift an hourfromone classification to the other, and ot her
men fought equally hard to prevent them And al ways work becanme nore

| abori ous and odi ous, and play grew nore artificial and febrile. *

Only Ish and George were |left standing there by Ezra's porch-steps. Ish
knew t hat George was getting ready to say sonething. Funny, I|sh thought,
you woul dn't think anyone coul d pause *until* he had said sonething; George
paused *before* he said anything.

"Well," said George, and then he paused again. "Well.... | guess | better
go get sone planks ... so | can wall in the sides ... after she gets
deeper. "

"Fine!" said Ish. George at |least, Ish knew, would get the work done. He
had carried the habit of work over so strongly fromthe Od Tines that he
per haps coul d never really play.

George went off after his planks, and Ish went to find Dick and Bob, who
had been coll ecti ng and harnessi ng the dogteans.

He found the two boys in front of his own house. Three dog-teans were
ready. Arifle-barrel was sticking out fromone wagon

Ish considered for a nonent. Was there anything el se he should take al ong?
He felt a | ack

"Ch, say, Bob," he said, "run in, please, and get ny hammer. 11 "Aah, why do
you want thatT

"Ch, well, nothing in particular, | guess. It nmght cone in handy for
breaking a | ock."

"You can always use a brick," said Bob, but he went.

Ish used the nonentary delay to pick up the rifle and check that the
magazi ne was full. This was pure routine, but Ish hinself was the one who
insisted on it. There was only a very small chance of neeting a
ranmbuncti ous bull or a she-bear with cubs, but you took the rifle along for
i nsurance. |sh, at times when he woke up in the night, still -remenbered
very vividly the occasi on when the dogs had trailed him

Bob canme back, and at once handed the hammer to his father. As Ish gripped
the handle, he felt a strange little sense of security. The famliar weight
of the dangling four-pound head brought himconfort. It was the sane old
hamrer that he had picked up | ong ago, just before the rattlesnake bit him
The handl e had been weat hered and cracked then, and it still was. He had

of ten thought of choosing a new handle in some hardware store and fitting
it to the head. As a matter of fact he could just as well have picked out a
whol e new tool. Actually, however, he had very little use for the harnner.
By tradition he took it along every New Years Day when he cut the nunerals
into the rock, but that was about its only practical value, and even for
that purpose a lighter one nmight have been better

So now he stuck the hamer into the wagon by his feet, and felt
confortable. "All ready?" he called to Dick and Bob, and just then,
somet hi ng caught his eye.

A small boy was standing, half-hidden in the bushes, |ooking out at the
wagons. |sh recognized the slight figure. "Ch, Joey!" he called on inpul se.
"Want to go al ong?"
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Joey stepped out fromthe bushes, but hung back

"l have to help digging the well," he said.

"Ch, never mnd, they'll get the well dug without you or" [he added to
hinself] "they nore likely won't get it either with or w thout you."

Joey took no nore urging. Cbviously this was what he really been hoping. He
ran to Ish's wagon, and clinmbed snugly at his father's feet where he could
just find room He held the hamer in his |ap.

Then the dogs were off with a furious rush and an outburst of barking, as
they always liked to start out. The two other teans followed, with the
excited boys yelling and their dogs barking too. The dogs around the houses
barked back. It nmade a fair imtation of a riot. As always, hunched in the
little wagon behind six dogs, Ish felt ridiculous, as if he were acting in
some silly pageant.

Once the dogs had started, they stopped wasting breath barking, and settled
to a slower pace. Ish collected thoughts, and went over his plans.

He made his first stop at what had once been a station. The door was open
Inside the little office, though it was walled in glass, the sunlight
filtered through in subdued yell ow. Twenty-one years of fly-specks and

bl own dust had coated the wi ndows thickly.

He saw the ol d tel ephone directory hanging fromits book beside the

| ong- dead tel ephone. As he took the book and opened it, bits of brittle
yel | owed paper broke off fromthe pages and went fluttering to the floor.
He found the address of what had once been the |ocal agency for jeeps. Yes,
with the roads in the condition they were, a jeep would be the thing.

Hal f an hour |ater, when they canme to the proper streetconer, |Ish |ooked
through the dirty display-wi ndow, and his heart junped wi th boyish
excitenent at seeing a jeep actually standing there.

The boys tied up the teans, and the dogs, well-trained, lay down in orderly
fashion without snarling the tram Dick tried the door; it was |ocked.

"Here," said |Ish, "take the hammer, and smash the | ock."

"Ch, here's a brick!" said Dick, and then went running off down the street
toward the remains of a chimey that had fallen in the earthquake. Bob went
with him

Ish had a feeling of irritation. Wat was wong with those boys? At best a
brick was not as good as the hamrer for snmashing a door in. He ought to
know, he had smashed a | ot of them

He stepped three strides across the sidewal k, and swi nging with the hanmrer
on the rhythmof his last stride, he sent the door crashing i nwards. That
woul d show them After a, there had been sense in bringing the hamrer!

The jeep that was standing there in the display-roomhad four flat tires,
and showed a thick |ayer of dust, but under the dust the red paint was
shiny. The speedoneter showed a total of nine nmles. Ish shook his head.

"No," he said, "this one's too new. | nean, she *was* too new One that was
better broken in will be easier for us."

In the garage behind the display-room there were several others. Al their
tires were flat, extrenmely flat. One had its hood up and various of its
parts were scattered around. It nust have been in for a repair-job. Ish
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passed t hat one by.

There seened little to choose between the others. The speedoneter of one of
them stood at six thousand, and Ish decided to try that one.

The boys | ooked at hi mexpectantly, and Ish felt that he was putting
himself to the test.

"Now remenber," he said defensively, "I don't know whether | can get this
thing going or not. | don't know whether anyone coul d--after twenty years
and nore! |'mnot even a nechanic, you know | was just one of those
ordinary fellows who had driven a car quite a ot and could change a fire,
or tighten a fan-belt, maybe. Don't expect too rmuch.... Well, first, we
mght try to see if we can nove her."

Ish made sure that the brake was off and the gears in neutral

"All right," he said. "The tires are flat, and the grease is stiff in the

wheel -bearings, and for all | know maybe the bearings thensel ves have gone
flat fromstanding twenty years the sane way. But cone on and get behind
her, and we'll shove. This floor is level anyway.... Al right, now Al

toget her--shove!" The car |urched suddenly forward!

The boys were yel ping with pleasure and excitenent, and their noise set the
dogs to barking. You would have thought it was all over, whereas all that
had been proved was that the wheels still would turn

Next Ish put the gear into high, and they shoved again. This was a
different story. The car did not budge.

The question was now whet her the engine and gears were nerely stiff from
di suse or whether they were actually rusted tight sonewhere

Looki ng under the hood, |sh saw that the engine was well sneared with
grease, as engines usually were. There was little sign of external rust,
but that night show nothing about what had happened i nsi de.

The boys | ooked at hi m expectantly, and he thought of expedients. He could
try the other car. He could have the boys bring the dog-teams in and hitch
themto the car. Then he had anot her idea.

The jeep which had been in the process of being repaired was only sone ten
feet behind the one they had chosen to try. If they could shove that one
forward out of gear, they might send it against the rear of the other with
enough nonentumto nake sonething give. Al so they might smash sonething,
but that was no matter

They brought this jeep within two feet of the other, and rested. Then,
al t oget her, they shoved again.

There was a satisfactory bang of metal on netal. Going to | ook, they found
that the first jeep had noved three inches. After that, they could nmove it
wi th hard pushing, even when it was in gear. Ish began to feel triunphant.

"You see," he said, "once you get sonething noving it's easier to keep
movi ng!" (Then he wondered whether that principle applied to groups of
people, as well as to engines.)

The battery of course was dead, but |Ish had faced that probl em before
First, however, he gave the boys instructions to drain all oil out of the
car and replace it with oil fromsealed cans, using the |ightest oi
avai | abl e.
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Leaving them at work, he went off with a dog-team In half an hour he was
back with a battery. He connected it, and turned the key in the ignition

switch, watching the needle on the ammeter. Not hing happened. Perhaps the
Wi ring was gone somewhere.

But he tapped the ammreter, and the |ong unused needl e suddenly di sengaged
and went jiggling over to *Discharge.* There was lifel He felt around for
the starter-button.

"Wel |, boys," he said, "here's areal test.... Yes, | guess this is the
acid test, seeing that that's what we have in the battery!" But the boys
grinned bl ankly, never having heard the expression, and Ish found hinself a
little disturbed that he had been able to make a pun at such a clinmax. He
pressed t ' he starter-button. There was a |ong grunt.

Then slowy the engi ne turned!

After the first turn it noved nmore easily, and then nore q,asily still. So
far, so good

The gasoline-tank was enpty, |like nost of them these days. Probably their
caps were not air-tight, or else the gasoline seeped through the
carburetor-1sh did not know.

They found gasoline in a drum and poured five gallons into the tank. Ish
put in fresh spark-plugs. He primed the carburetor, feeling a little proud
that he knew enough to do so. He got into the seat, set the choke, snapped
the ignition on again, and tranped on the starter-button

The engi ne grunted, turned over, turned faster, and then suddenly roared
into life.

The boys were shouting. Ish sat triunphantly, nursing the throttle with his
foot. He felt a sense of pride in the old achievenents of civilization-in
all the honest design and honest work of engineers and machi nists which had
gone into fashioning this engine, fit to work after twenty-sone years of

i dl eness.

The engi ne, however, died suddenly when the gas in the carburetor was

exhausted. They prined and ran it again, and still again, and finally the
anci ent punp brought up gas fromthe tank, and the engi ne ran continuously.
The probl em now -and perhaps the worst of all--was tires.

In the same display-roomthere was one of the usual tireracks well raised
above the floor. But the tires had been standing upright for so | ong that
they had sagged a little under their own weight, and the rubber, where it
had rested agai nst the rack, was badly indented. Such tires, even though

they might last for a fewmles, held obviously little possibility for a
long run. By searching carefully, they finally found some fires which had
been resting on their sides, and these seemed to be in'better condition,

al t hough the rubber was hard and full of little cracks, and gave an

i mpressi on of being dead.

They found a jack, and raised the first wheel fromthe ground. Even to get
the wheel off was a struggle, for the nuts had begun to rust to the
t hr eads.

Bob and Dick were unaccustoned to the use of tools, and little Joey kept
getting in the way with his eagerness, and was nore hindrance than hel p.
Even in the Ad Tines |Ish had never disnobunted a fire except once or twce
in an energency, and he had forgotten the tricks, if he had ever known

t hem
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They spent a long tinme sweating the first tire off the rim Bob barked a
knuckl e, and Dick tore a finger-nail half off. Getting the "new' tire onto
the rimwas even nore of a struggle, both because of their clunsiness and
because of the tire's own aged stiffness. At last, tired and thoroughly
irritated with one another and with the whole job, they finished getting
this one tire onto the rim

Just as they were pausing, triunphant but fired, Ish heard Joey calling to
hi m from across t he garage.

"What is it, Joey? he answered, a little petulantly.
"Come here, Daddy."

"Ch, Joey, I'mtired," he said, but he went, and the two other boys trailed
with him Joey was pointing at the spare wheel of one of the jeeps.

"Look, Daddy," he said, "why couldn't you use that one?"
"Al'l Ish could do was to burst out | aughing.

"Well, boys," he said to Dick and Bob, "that's the tinme we nade fools of
our sel ves!™"

The tire on the spare wheel had been suspended in the air all these years,
and it was already on a wheel. They had not needed to shift any tires. Al
they had needed to do was to take this and the other spares, punp them up,
and put themon their own jeep. They had done a | ot of work for no purpose
because they had just barged al ong and not used their heads.

Then Ish, suddenly recognizing his own stupidity, strangely gained a new
pl easure. Joey was the one who had seen! But by nowit was tine for lunch

They had brought along only their spoons and al ways essenti al can-openers.
Now t hey went off to the nearest grocery store.

Like all the others it was a scene of devastation and litter and ruin. A
mess! It was depressing to Ish, even horrible, in spite of the many tines
he had seen its |ike. The boys, however, thought nothing of it, never
havi ng seen a grocery store in any other state. Rats and m ce had chewed
into all the cartons, and the floor was deep with the remants of cardboard
and paper, mxed with rodent droppings. Even the toilet paper had been
chewed, probably for nesting.

But the rodents could do nothing with glass or tin, and so the bottles and
cans were undi sturbed. They even | ooked startlingly neat, at first glance,
in contrast with the ness el sewhere. Wen you | ooked cl oser, they were not
really neat. Droppings were scattered even on these shel ves, and nmany

| abel s had been chewed, probably because of the paste beneath the paper

Al so the colors had faded, so that the once bright red tonmatoes on the

| abel s were a sickly yellow, and the rosy-cheeked peaches had al nost

di sappear ed.

The | abel s, however, were still readable. At |east, Ish and Joey could read
them and the others, though they got stuck on many hard words |ike
*apricots* and *asparagus,* could at |east tell what was inside by | ooking
at the pictures. They sel ected what they want ed.

The boys were quite ready to sit down in the liner and eat. |sh, however,
wanted to get outside. So they went and sat on the curb in the sun

They did not bother with a fire, but ate a cold lunch out of the cans, each
to his choice, froma sel ection of baked beans, sardines, salnon, |iver
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| oaf, conmed beef, olives, peanuts, and asparagus. Such a neal, |sh knew,
ran high in proteins and fats and | ow i n carbohydrates, but there were few
car bohydrates that had been canned or bottled, and the few that you could
find, Iike hom ny and macaroni, called for heating. For drink, they had
tomato juice. They ate a desert of canned nectarines and pi neappl e.

When they had finished, they wi ped off the spoons and can-openers and put
them back into their pockets. The hal fenpty cans they nerely left |ying.
There was so much litter in the street already that something nore did not
mat ter.

The boys, Ish was glad to notice, were in a hurry to get back to work at
the car. They had apparently begun to feel a little of the intoxication
that was likely to cone froma mastery over power. He hinself was a little
tired, and a new i dea was shaping in his mnd.

"Say, boys," he said, "Bob and Dick, | nmean. Do you think you can go back
and shift those wheels by yoursel ves?"

"Sure," said Dick, but he | ooked puzzl ed.

"What | nmean is--well, Joey is too little to be nmuch use, and I'mtired.
It's only four blocks to the City Library fromhere. Joey can go with ne.
VWant to, Joey?"

Joey was already on his feet with the excitenent of the idea. The other
boys were happy to get back to the tires.

As they wal ked toward the Library, Joey ran ahead in his eagerness. It was

ridicul ous, thought Ish, that he had never taken Joey there before. But all
this matter of Joey's reading and intellectual interests had devel oped very
rapidly.

Because of his policy of saving the great University Library as a reserve,
Ish had been using this library for his own purposes for nmany years, and
had | ong since forced the lock on the main entrance. Now he pushed the
heavy door open, and entered proudly with his youngest son

They stood in the nmain reading-room and then wandered, through the stacks.
Joey said nothing, but Ish could see his eyes drink the titles in as he
passed. They cane out fromthe stacks again, and stood in the nain | obby by
the entrance | ooki ng back. Then Ish had to break the silence.

"Wl l, what do you think of it?"
“I's it all the books in the world?"
"Ch, no! Just a few of them"

"Can | read then®"

"Yes, you can read any you want to. Always bring them back, and put themin
pl ace again, so they won't get |ost and scattered."”

"What's in the books?"

"Ch, something of pretty near everything. If you read themall, you would
know a lot."

“I"ll read themall!"
Ish felt a sudden warni ng shadow fall on the happi ness of his mnd.

"Ch, no, Joey! You couldn't possibly read themall, and you woul dn't want
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to. There are dull ones and stupid ones and silly ones, and even bad ones.
But I'Il help you pick out the good ones. Now, though, we'd better go."

He was actually glad to get Joey away. The stimulation of seeing so many
books so suddenly seemed al nost nore than was good for the frail little
boy. Ish was glad that he had not taken himto the University Library. In
due tine now he could take himthere.

As they wal ked toward the garage, Joey did not run ahead. This tine he kept
close to his father; he was thinking. Finally he spoke:

"Daddy, what is the nane of those things that are on the ceilings of our
roons--like shiny white balls? You said once they used to nmake light."

"Ch, those are called '"electric lights.""
"If |1 read the books, could |I nake them nake |ight agai n?"

Ish felt a sudden intoxication of pleasure, and imrediately after it a
sense of fear. This must not go too fast!

"Wl l, Joey, | don't know," he said, trying to speak with unconcern. "Maybe
you coul d, maybe not. Things like that take time, and a | ot of people
wor ki ng together. You' ve got to go slow"

Then they wal ked wi t hout speaking. Ish was proud and triunphant that Joey
had absorbed so nmuch of his own feeling, and yet he was fearful. Joey was
nmovi ng even *too* fast. The intellect should not run ahead of the rest of
the personality. Joey needed physical strength and enotional solidity.
Still, he was going far

Ish came out of his thoughts to the sound of retching, and saw that Joey
was voniting upon a pile of rubble.

"That lunch!" thought Ish guiltily. "I let himeat too much mxture. He's
done this before."” Then he realized that the excitenent had probably been
nmore a factor than the [unch.

When Joey felt better, and they finally got back to the garage, they found
that the boys had finished the work of shifting tires and punping them up
Ish felt his old curiosity about the car and the expedition rising up
agai n.

He got into the car, and once nore started the engine. He nursed it
lovingly, and then raced it a little tolet it growwarm Wll, the engine
was running and the tires were hold-, ing, at |least tenmporarily. But there
were a lot of, questions about clutch and transnission and steering-gear
and brakes, besides all those nysterious but vital things which |urked
sonewhere in the make-up of autonobiles and of which he scarcely even knew
the names. They had filled the radiator, but the water-circul ation m ght
wel | be cl ogged sonmewhere, and even that was enough to render a car of no
val ue. But here we are again worrying about the future!

"All right!" he said. "Let's go!"

The engine was muttering contentedly. He threw the clutch out, and worked
the stiff transmission into lowgear. He let the clutch in, and the car
lurched forward heavily, as if its bearings were alnost too stiff to be
started again, as if their fine steel balls like the rubber tires, had
flattened fromlong stand.!, ing in one position. Yet the car noved, and he
felt it respond to the stiff steering gear. He pressed upon the brake, and
the car canme to a stop, having noved only six feet. Yet it had noved, and
(of equal inportance) it had stopped.
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He had a sudden feeling of nore than pleasure, reaching to, the hei ght of
exaltation. It was not all a dream If, in one day' work a man and three
boys could get a jeep to running again., what could not a whole comunity
acconplish in the course of a few years?

The boys unl oosed the dogs from one of the wagons to hone by thensel ves.
They hitched the wagon behind one the others. Then Dick drove one team and
Bob the ther. Ish, with Joey beside him started out bravely.

Fal l en buildings had | eft heaps of debris in the street. bl ow ng w nds had
drifted | eaves and dust upon the bricks and the winter rains had washed the
whol e i nto senbl ances natural banks and hill ocks. Gass was grow ng
thickly; on olittle nound there was even a fair stand of bushes. Ish
stiffly hither and thither, finding a way along the clogged streets. He was
nearing honme when he sharply over a brick and heard a bang as the left rear
tire out. He ended the day driving hone on one flat tire, badly, but taking
it slowy and making the | ast grade successfully, a little ahead of the
dog-teans. In spite of this final mishap, he felt that he had done well

He et the jeep roll to a stop in front of the house, |eaned back in
triunmphant relief. At |east he had got it horme.

Then he pressed the horn-button, and after these years of silence it
responded wonderful | y--TOOT- A- TOOT- TOOT!

He expected children, and ol der people too, to cone hurrying from al
directions at the unaccustonmed sound, but there was no one. Only a sudden
bar ki ng of dogs sprang up from everywhere. Then the teamdogs joined in the
chorus, as they now cane up the hill, and the boys joined him Ish felt a
sudden enptiness of fear inside him Once before, Iong ago, he had cone
into a strangely enpty town, and bl own the horn of his car, and now it was
easy enough to think that something nmight have happened when your whol e

uni verse consisted of only sonme thirty nore or | ess defensel ess peopl e. But
that was only for a nonent.

Then he saw Mary, her baby on her arm conme unconcernedly out of the house
down the street, and wave to him "They' ve all gone bull-dodging!" she
cal | ed.

The boys were suddenly excited to join the sport. They | oosed the dogs from
the carts, and were off, not even asking perm ssion of Ish. Even Joey, now
whol ly recovered fromhis illness, rushed off with the others. Ish felt
suddenly |l eft al one and negl ected, his triunph at restoring transportation
gone suddenly sour in his nmouth. Only Mary cane to | ook at the jeep. She
stared with big enough eyes, but was as untal kative as the baby, who al so
stared.

Ish got out of the jeep, and stretched. His long | egs were cranped fromits
close quarters, and his bad | oin ached fromeven this small anpunt of

bunpi ng.

"Well," he said with a little pride in his voice, "what do you think of it,
Mary?" Mary was his own daughter, but she was not much |ike either of her
parents, and her stolidity often bothered him

"Good!" she said with a Choctawlike inperturbability.

Ish felt that there was not nuch to follow up along that |ine. "Were's the
bul | - dodgi ng?" he asked.

"Down by the big oak tree."
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Just then they heard the | oud sound of yelling, and Ish knew t hat soneone
had nade a good naneuver at dodgi ng.

"Well, | guess | nmight as well go down and see the national sport," he
sai d, though he knew the irony woul d be wast ed.

"Yes," said Mary, and began to stroll back with her baby toward her own
house. 200

Ish went off on the path down the hill, across lots, through what had once
been soneone's backyard. "National sport!" he was still thinking to hinself
bitterly, although he realized that the bitterness m ght be partly because
his own triunphant entry had been spoiled. He heard anot her shout from
ahead which indicated that again soneone put hinself within a few inches of
the bull's hons.

Bul | - dodgi ng was dangerous, too, although actually no one had ever been
killed or even badly hurt. Ish rather disapproved of the whol e business,
but he did not feel that he was in a position to set hinmself firmy against
it. The boys needed sone way to get rid of their energy, and perhaps they
even needed sonet hi ng dangerous. By and large, life was perhaps too quiet
and too safe these days. Possibly--the inage of Mary came to his mnd

agai n--too safe and unadventurous life tended to produce stolid people.
These days children never had to be warned agai nst crossing the street
because of autonpbiles, and there were dozens of other daily hazards of the
old civilization such as the common cold, not to nmention atonic bonbs,

whi ch nobody ever needed to consider. You had the ordinary run of sprains,
cuts, and bruises, what you expected anpbng people living largely in the
open, and handling tools |Iike hatchets and knives. Once, too, Mlly had
burned her hands badly, and there had been a near-drowni ng when a
three-year-old had slipped fromthe pier at fishing.

Now he cane into the edge of the little open space on the side of the hill,
fairly level, close to the flat rock where the nunerals of the years were
incised. It had once been a park. The bull was being played in the center
of the grassy spot. It was not a | awn such as you expected in a park. The
grass was a foot tall at this tine of year, and woul d have been taller if
it had not been eaten down, by cattle and el k.

Harry, Mlly's fifteen-year-old, was playing the bull, and Ish's own WAlt
was backi ng hi m up-what they called "playing hal fback"--a bit of jargon
surviving fromthe AOd Tinmes. Al though Ish did not consider hinself an
expert, his first glance was enough to I et himknow that this particular
bul | was not very dangerous. He nust have been of al nbst pure Hereford

bl ood, and still had the red coat with the white face and front marki ngs.
Nevert hel ess he showed the cunul ative effects of ancestors who for
twenty-one years had |lived as, range cattle, knowing no nan-supplied
shelter or food and surviving as best they could. The | egs were |onger; the
barrel of the body, slinmer; the horns, bigger. At the nonent, there was a
pause in the gane as the already tiring bull stood uncertain, and Harry was
taunting himto charge

At the edge of the glade anong the trees on the uphill side, the spectators
were sitting--al nost everybody fromthe community in fact, including Jeanie
with her baby. Anong the trees they would have no trouble getting out of
the road of the bull, if by any chance he should suddenly decide to | eave
the open ground. There were several dogs to be |oosed in an energency, and
Jack sat with a rifle across his knees.

The bull suddenly came to |life, and charged ponderously uphill w th enough
power to have wi ped out twenty boys. But Harry dodged neady, and the bul
canme to a halting stop, uncertain and confused.
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Alittle girl (she was Jean's Betty) sprang suddenly fromthe group, and
cried out that she wanted to take over. She was a wild, dashing little
figure, her skirts tucked up high around her thighs, her |ong sun-tanned
| egs flashing back and forth in the sunshine. Harry yielded place to his
hal f-sister. The bull was tired now, and fit for a girl to take over.
Betty, aided by Walt, managed to provoke a few charges which were of no
difficulty to dodge. And then, suddenly, a little boy cried out |oudly,
"I"'mgoing in!"

It was Joey. Ish frowned, but he knew that he would not have to exert

hinself to forbid it. Joey was only nine, and it was strictly against the
rul es for anyone so young to try bull dodgi ng, even as hal fback. The ol der
boys enforced this discipline quickly enough. They were kindly, but firm

"Aah, Joey," said Bob fromhis age of sixteen, "you' re not big enough yet.
You've got to wait a couple of years, anyway."

"Yeah?" said Joey. "lI'mas good as Walt is, anyway."

The way he said it, suggested to Ish that Joey mi ght have been doing a
little practice on his own, sneaking off to find sone easy-|ooking bull and
playing it for a while, perhaps with the aid of Josey, his devoted twin
sister. Ish felt a quick coldness pass through himat the thought of any
danger to Joey--to Joey, particularly.

After a few nore hal f-hearted protests, however, Joey had to subside.

By this tine the bull, fat fromthe good grazing, was thoroughly tired and
wi nded. He stood, only pawing the grass a little, while the wildly
cavorting Betty swarnmed around him and even turned a handspring. But the
sport was obviously, over, and the spectators began to drift off. The ol der
boys called to Betty and Walter. Suddenly the bull, much to his relief,
doubtl ess, was merely left standing alone in the center of the grassy spot.

Back at the houses, Ish went to ook at the well, to see how much work had
been done during the day. He found that it had been sunk only a foot or so.
Shovel s and picks were left scattered about. Al too obviously, the
easygoi ng nature of the comunity and the special attraction of

bul | - dodgi ng had prevented rmuch | abor being perforned. |Ish | ooked at the
shallow hole a little grimy

Yet during the day enough water had been carted in froma spring to provide
plenty for all practical purposes. At dinner the veal roast was extrenely
good, and the only thing lacking to make a really excellent neal for Ish
was that his Napa Ganmay had soured a little in the bottle, after standing
for better than a quarter-century, if the vintage-date on the |abel could
be trusted.

*Chapter 4*

He pl anned that the boys should | eave on the fourth day. That was anot her
di fference between the A d Tinmes and these now Then it was all so
conplicated that anything inportant had to be worked out a | ong tine ahead;
now you just decided on sonmething, and did it. Besides, the season of the
year was favorable, and he feared that delay would only permit the
enthusiasm for the expedition to seep away.

Thr oughout the intervening days he kept the boys busy. He practiced them at
driving. He took themto the garage again, and picked up sone spare parts,
such as a fuel-punp and a coil. To the best of his ability he showed them
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how to change parts, and they practiced a little.

"Or," he said, "you might find it easier, if you have trouble, to stop in
at sonme garage and get another one running, just as we did here. That m ght
be easier than to try patching this one.”

But nost of all Ish enjoyed the planning of the route. In the service
stations he found road-nmaps, yellow and faded. He studi ed them eagerly,
bringing into play his old know edge of the land, trying to i magi ne how
fl ood and wi ndstorm and treegrowth woul d have affected the roads at

di fferent points.

"Head south first, for Los Angeles," he concluded finally. "That was a big
center of population in the AOd Tinmes. There are probably sonme people left,
maybe a conmunity. "

On the map he let his glance run southward toward Los Angel es, follow ng
the old famliar red lines of the routes.

"Try 99 first," he said. "You can probably get through. If it's blocked in
the nmountains turn back toward Bakersfield and work across to 466, and try
it over Tehachapi Pass...."

He paused, and in the pause he suddenly felt his throat tight, and his eyes
brinmring. Nostalgia filled him The nanes, it *nust* have been, that did
it! Burbank, Hollywood, Pasadena--once they had been living towns. He had
known them Now coyotes hunted jack-rabbits through their drought-stricken
parks and back-lots. Yet all the nanes still stood out black and plain on

t he maps.

He swal | omed and w nked, for he saw the two boys | ooking at him

"O K ," he said briskly. "From Los Angeles, or fromBarstow, if you can't
make Los Angel es, take 66 east. That was the way | went. Across the desert,
things shoul d be easy. But watch your water. If the Colorado River bridge
is there, well and good. If not, swing north and try the road across

Boul der Dam The damw ||l be there still, certainly."

On the nmaps he showed them how to figure out alternate routes, if they
found t hensel ves bl ocked anywhere. But with the jeep he thought that they
could usually get through with no nore than the occasional cutting back of
a fallen tree, or an hour's work with pick and shovel to nake a track
across a landslide. After all, even in twenty-one years, the great hi ghways
woul d not be entirely bl ocked.

"You may have some trouble in Arizona,'
nmount ai ns, but then.... "

he went on. "After you get to the

"What's Arry--? What is it?--Arry-*zone*-a?"

Bob was asking, and it was a fair enough question. But Ish found hinself
stunped to answer it. Wat Arizona once had been--even that was a hard one.
Had it been a certain anpbunt of territory, or had it been essentially a
corporate entity, an abstraction. Even so, how could he explain in a few
words what a "state" had been? Much | ess, how could he explain what Arizona
now was?

"Ch," he said finally, "Arizona--that was just a nane for that part over
there beyond the river." Then he had an inspiration, "See, on the map it's
this part inside the yellow line."

"Yes," said Bob, "I suppose they had a fence around it?"
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"Well, | doubt whether they had."
"That's right. They woul dn't have needed a fence where the river was."

(Let it pass, thought Ish. He thinks Arizona is like an old fenced-in
backyard, only bigger.)

After that, however, he stopped referring to states, and nentioned cities.
The boys knew what a city was, that is, it was a lot of littered streets
and weat her-beaten buildings. O course, since they thenmselves lived in a
city, they could easilyimgine another city and another community |ike
their own.

He routed them through Denver, QOraha, and Chicago, wanting to see what
woul d have happened in the great cities. By that time it would be spring.
Beyond that, he told themto try for Washington and New York, by the route
that seened the nost passabl e.

"The Pennsyl vani a Turnpi ke may still be the best way to get across the
mountains. It will be hard to block a four-lane highway |ike that, and even
the tunnels should still be open.”

For the return route he left themto their own choice; by that time they
woul d know nore about conditions than he did. He suggested, however, that
they swing far to the south, since on account of the cold winters there
woul d probably have been a drift of population toward the Gulf Coast.

They drove the jeep every day, and thus, by the process of elimnation
through bl owouts, they got tires which seemed likely to stand up under
some wear.

On the fourth day they left, the back of the jeep janmed with an extra
battery, tires, and other equi pnent; the boys thenselves, half-wild with
the excitenment of the prospect; their nothers, close to tears at the

t hought of so long a separation; Ish hinself, nervous with the desire to go
al ong.

*The boundaries, like the fences, drew lines that were hard and

unconpromni sing. They too were nan-nmade, abstractions dominating reality.
Where you crossed by the highway, on a line, the road-surface changed. It
was snooth in Del aware, but when you went into Maryland, you felt a change
in vibration, and all at once the tires hummed differently. "State line,"
the sign read. "Entering Nebraska. Speed limt 60 M P. H " So even right
and wrong altered with the sharp snap of a discontinuity, andyou stepped
harder on the throttle.*

*At the national boundary the flags showed different colors, though the
same breeze blew them You stopped for custonms and i nmm gration, and were
suddenly a stranger, unfamiliar. "Look," you said, "that policeman has a
different uniform" You got new noney, and even for picture post-cards the
stanps had to have another face on them "Better drive extra carefully,”
you said. "Wuldn't be good to get arrested over here." That was a funny
busi ness! You stepped across a line you couldn't see, and then you were one
of those queer people--a foreigner!*

*But boundaries fade even faster than fences. Imaginary |ines need no rust
to efface them Then there will be no quick shifts, and adjustnents, and
perhaps it will be easier on the mind. They will say as in the beginning:
"About where oaks start to get thin, and the pines take over. " They will
say: "Over across there--can't tell exactly--in the foothills where it gets
drier and you start seeing sage-brush.*

After the boys had left, there seemed to be a settling down into another
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one of those cal mand happy periods which had | ed themto name one certain
time the Good Year. Day after day things drifted, week after week. The
rains held on late--hard showers, quickly clearing afterwards, with fine
bl ue weather, so that the far-off towers of the Gol den Gate Bridge stood
out clean-etched and still majestic against the the western sky.

In the nornings, |Ish usually nmanaged to herd enough of themtogether to get
sonme work done on the well. Their first shaft hit bed rock before water,
for on the slope of the hill the soil was thin. But they managed to take
the second shaft down, until they struck a good flow. They walled the well
in with planking, and covered it, and rigged a hand-punp. By this ting,
they had all become accustoned to using the outhouses, and the thought of
the | abor involved to make the toilets work again by neans of pipes and
tanks and hand- punpi ng seened nore than was worthwhile. And so they put it
of f.

The fishing was good now. Everyone wanted to go fishing, and other matters
seened to take second pl ace.

In the evenings, they often gathered together, and sang songs to the
acconpani nent of Ish's accordion. He sonetines suggested that they should
try singing parts. Wen they did, old George carried a good resonant bass,
and the others caught on to the idea, but no one seened very nuch
interested in this sophistication.

No, |sh decided again as he had decided | ong before, they were not a very
musi cal group. Years before, he had tried bringing home records of
synphoni es and pl ayi ng them on the wi nd-up phonograph. Such rendition of
course was not very good; even so, you could follow the thenmes. But he
never got the children interested. At sonme nel odi c passage they m ght | eave

of f their own playing or wood-carving and | ook up, listening with pleasure
for a nonent. As soon, however, as the devel opnent becane a little
conplicated, the children went back to their own play. Wll, what could you

expect of nerely a few average people and their descendants? (No, a little
better than average, he insisted--but possibly not in nmusical appreciation.)
In the Ad Tines one Anerican in a hundred m ght have had a deep or rea
appreci ati on of Beethoven, and those few were probably just anbng those
nmor e sophi sticated and i ntense people who, |ike the nore highly bred dogs,
had apparently been less able to survive the shock of the Great Disaster

As an experiment, he also tried jazz records. At the |loud blare of the
saxophones, the children again left off their own enterprises, but again
the interest had been monentary. *Le jazz hot!* It too, with all its

i nvoluted rhythns, had been a sophistication; it appealed, not to a sinple
and primtive mnd, but to one that was highly devel oped and speci alized,
at least along that particular line. You mght as well expect the children
to appreciate Picasso or Joyce.

In fact--and this was sonet hing that encouraged hi m-the younger generation
showed little interest in listening to the phonograph at all; they
preferred to do their own singing. He took this as a good sign: that they
woul d rather participate than listen, rather be actors than audi ences.

They failed, however, to take the next step and conpose tunes and words of
their own. Ish hinself occasionally tried naking up a verse with topica
references, but either he had no knack for it or else his efforts nmet with
unconsci ous resistance as being a violation of tradition.

So they sang in uni son agai nst the background of the standardi zed chords
and bunpi ng bass of the accordion. The sinpler tunes, he observed, they
i ked the best. The words seenmed to nake little difference. They sang
"Carry me back to old Virginny" although they had no idea what "Virginny"
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was or who was asking to be carried back. They sang "Halleluiah, I'ma
bum " without caring what a bumwas. They sang plaintively of Barbara Allen
al t hough none of them had even known of unrequited |ove.

O'ten, in those weeks, Ish thought of the two boys in the Jeep. Perhaps the
children would call for "Hone on the Range," and as his |left hand shifted
to the Gbuttons, he would have a sudden thought, and a pang with it. Just
now Bob and Di ck m ght be sonewhere far out in the old range country.

Pl ayi ng nechani cally, he would wonder. Wre the deer and the antel ope
playing there now? O was it cattle? O had the buffalo cone back?

More often, however, thoughts of the boys cane to himin the dark hours of
the ni ght when some dream caused by his very anxiety, brought himout of
sleep in sudden terror to lie nervously considering possibilities.

How coul d he ever have let themtry it? He thought of all the dangers of
flood and storm And the car! You could never trust young fellows with a
car, and even though there was no danger fromtraffic, they mght run off
the road. There would be many bad pl aces. The boys woul d take chances.

There woul d be nmountain-lions and bears and bad-tenpered bulls. Bulls were
worst of all, because they never seened to have lost a certain contenpt for
men, sprung perhaps fromage-old famliarity.

No--nore likely, the car woul d break down. Then they woul d be marooned,
hundreds or even thousands of niles away!

But what raised the worst shivers in Ish at such nonments in the night was
the thought of *nen*! What people m ght the boys encounter? Wat strange
communi ti es--warped and perverted by curious circunstances, unrestrained by
any flywheel of tradition! There might be communities with universal and
death-dealing hostility to the stranger. Qutlandish religious rites m ght
have devel oped--hunman sacrifice, cannibalism Perhaps, |ike Odysseus

hi nsel f, the two youngsters would encounter |otus-eaters and sirens and
unspeakabl e Laestrygoni ans.

This community of their own; here on the hillside, mght be stodgy and dul
and uncreative, but it had at |east preserved the human decenci es. That was
no guarantee that other conmunities had done the sane.

But in the nmorning light, all these bug-a-boos of the darkness | ost their
reality. Then he thought of the two boys as enjoying thensel ves, stinulated
by new scenes, perhaps by new people. Even if the car should break down and
they were unable to start another one, still they could wal k back over the
sane road they had driven. There would be no | ack of food. Twenty niles a
day, at least a hundred a week--even if they had to wal k a thousand mil es,
they should be hone before fall. Actually, if they kept a car running, they
shoul d be home a great deal sooner. Wen he thought of it, he could
scarcely contain himself for excitement at the thought of all the news they
woul d bri ng.

So the weeks passed, and the rains were over. The grass on the hills | ost
its fresh greenness, and then seeded and turned brown. In the nornings the
| ow sumer cl ouds hung so close that the towers of the bridges sometines
reached up into them

*Chapt er 5*

As time passed, |Ish stopped thinking, and dreami ng, so nuch about the two
boys. Their being gone so | ong seenmed to show that they had travel ed far.
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It was barely tine to expect their return froma transconti nental journey,
and certainly not time to begin worrying over their failure to return
O her thoughts, and worries, occupied his mind.

He had reorgani zed the school, and was back at what he felt to be his
essential work of teaching the young ones to read and wite and work a
little arithmetic, and thus to maintain for The Tri be some hold on the
basic skills of civilization. But the young ones, ungratefully, fidgeted on
their chairs, and | ooked restlessly toward the w ndows, and he knew t hat
they wanted to be outside, running on the hillside, and playing at

bul | dodgi ng, fishing. He tried various lures, attenpting the techni ques
which in the old days he remenbered had been call ed "progressive
education.”

Wood- carving! Curiously to Ish, wood-carving had becone the chi ef neans of
artistic expression. Cbviously this was a heritage fromold George.

Per haps, stupid as he was, George had unconsci ously nanaged to pass al ong
to the children his | ove of wood-working. Ish hinself had no interest in
it, and no knack.

No matter what it had cone froml Could he, Ish, as a teacher, make use of
this hobby to stimulate an intellectual interest?

So he began to teach them geonetry, and to show them how wi th conpass and
ruler they could | ay out designs on the surface of the wood.

The bait took, and soon with great enthusiasm everyone tal ked of circles
and triangl es and hexagons, and had |l aid out a geonetrical design, and was
eagerly carving. Ish hinself became interested. He felt the fascination of
the work as the nellow sugar-pi ne bl ock--aged for alnobst a quarter
century--began to peel off fromhis knife-edge.

But even before the first geonetrical designs were executed, the children
were losing interest. To draw your knife along the edge of a steel square
and thus get a straight linethat was easy and uninteresting. To follow the
outline of a circle-that was difficult enough, but was mechanical and dull.
And the designs when finished, even Ish had to admt, |ooked |ike bad
imtations of old-tine nmachi ne-work.

The children reverted to free-runni ng handwork, often inprovising as they
went. It was nore fun to do, and in the end it | ooked be tter also.

Best of themall at carving was Walt, although he coul d never read, except
in a halting stammer. But when it cane to doing a frieze of cattle on the
snmoot h surface of a plank, Walt carved with sure touch. He did not have to
measur e things out ahead, or to use the tricks of geonetry. If his row of
three cows did not quite fill up the space, he nerely carved a calf at the
end of the line to take up what was left. And yet, when he finished, it al
| ooked as if he had planned it fromthe beginning. He could work in | ow
relief, or in three-quarters, or even sonetinmes in the full round. The
children admred his work, and him trenendously.

So, Ish realized, he had failed in what had seened his shrewdly planned
attenpt at using a hobby to stinmulate an intellectual interest, and again
he was left with little Joey. Joey had no tal ent at wood-carving, but of
themall, only he had kindled at those eternal truths of |ine and angle

whi ch had survived even the Great Disaster. Once Ish found himcutting

di fferent-shaped triangles from pi eces of paper and then recutting the ends
fromeach triangle and placing themtogether to forma straight |ine.

"Does it always work?" |sh asked.
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"Yes, always. You said it always would."
"Wy do you do it then?"

Joey could not explain why he did it, but Ish shared enough of the workings
of his son's mnd to be sure that Joey nust be really paying a kind of
homage to uni versal and unchangeable truth. He was as nuch as saying to the
powers of chance and change: "Here, nmake this one conme out different, if
you can!" And when those dark powers could not prevail, it was again a
triunph for intellect.

So Ish was left with little Joey--spiritually, and sonetines al so
physically. For, when the other children ran out of school whooping | oudly,
Joey often nade a point of not going, but of sitting with sone

bi ggi sh-1 o0oki ng book, and even seenming a little superior in his attitude.

Physically, the other boys were stalwart young giants, and Joey | agged at
all sports and outdoor adventures. Hi s head seenmed big for his body, though
that m ght be, Ish realized, because you thought of it as containing an
undue anount of know edge. Hi s eyes also were big for his head, and
exceptionally quick and alert. Al one anpbng the children, he suffered from
sick spells, with an upset stonmach. |sh wondered whether these attacks were
truly physical or sprang from sone enotional disturbance, but since there
was no chance of sending Joey to either a doctor or a psychiatrist, the
actuality woul d never be known. In any case, Joey remnai ned underwei ght, and
often came home exhausted after playing with the other boys. "It's not
good!" said Ish to Em

"No," said Em "but still, you like himinterested in books and geonetry.
That's nmerely the other side of his not being as strong as the others."

"Yes, | suppose so. He has to find his satisfaction sonmewhere. But still |
wi sh he woul d get to be stronger."

"You wouldn't really have himdifferent, would you?"

And, as she went away about sonme other matter, Ish thought that again she
had been right.

"No," he thought, "we have plenty of gal unphing young huskies. Still | w sh
he were stronger. Yet, even if he is sonething of a weakling, and even a
freak and a pedant, we rust have one person like that, to carry on
intellectually."

And so, of all his children, his heart went out to Joey. He saw in Joey the
hope of the future, and he tal ked often with him and taught hi m nmany
t hi ngs.

Thus the school dragged al ong t hrough those weeks while they waited for
Dick and Bob to return. Even Ish could hardly use a nore optinmistic word
than "dragged." Altogether there were el even chil dren whom he taught, or
tried to teach, that sumer.

He held school in the living-room and the el even children canme there from
all the houses. The session lasted only fromnine to twelve, with a long
recess. Ish realized that he nust ride themwith a Iight rein.

He taught themarithmetic, now that he had failed in his attenpt to
sugar-coat the pill of geometry. He tried to nmake practical applications of
arithmetic, and found it surprisingly difficult. "If A builds 30 feet of
fence..." the old book read. But nobody built any fences now, and he found
hi nsel f having to start by explai ning why people once had built them-a nuch
more conplicated matter to explain than you would think, until you tried
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it. He thought of erulating the progressive school again by setting up a
shop where the pupils could buy and sell and keep accounts. But this was
not practical, for there were no nore store-keepers now. He would have had
to start with a whol e exposition of ancient econonics.

Then he tried valiantly to present to them sone of the wonders of pure
nunber. For hinself, indeed, he was successful, and the nmore he tried to
tell it to the children the nore he hinself felt the basic quality of

mat hematics to all that had been civilization. At the same tinme, he felt
more and nore, even though he could not express it, all the wonder that |ay
in the relations of one nunber to another. "Wy is it," he would think,
"that two and two eternally make four--and not, sonetinmes, five? *That* has
not changed! Even though wild bulls bellow and fight in Union Square!" Thus
too, he played games with triangular numbers, showi ng the way they built up
one on top of the other. But except for Joey the children showed no sense
of wonder, and |Ish saw their sidel ong | ooks toward the w ndows when he
tried to inpress themwth it all

He attenpted geography al so. This, his own subject, he should at |east be
well qualified to teach. The boys enjoyed drawi ng naps of the near-hby
country. But neither boys nor girls were interested in the geography of the
worl d as a whole. Who coul d bl are then? Perhaps when Di ck and Bob cane back
in the jeep, there mght be nore interest. But just now the children's
horizon was linmted to the few mles round about. What to them was the
shape of Europe with all of its peninsulas? Wiat to them the islands of

t he sea?

He made a sonmewhat better case for history, although what he taught was
nmor e ant hropol ogy than history. He told themof all the growth of man, that
struggling creature, who had gradually learned this, |earned that, |earned
to develop hinself here, and restrain hinself there, and through infinite
error and troubl e and foolishness and cruelty, at |ast had achi eved so
spectacul arly before the end canme upon him They were nildly interested.

Yet nost of his time he spent at teaching themto read and wite, because
reading he felt was the key to everything else and witing was its
counterpart. But only Joey took naturally to readi ng, and ronped ahead. He
knew t he neani ngs of words, and grasped even the neani ng of books.

*Civ-vil-eye-za-shun! That is what Uncle Ish tal ked about. There are lots
of quail by the streamtoday. Two-and-six? | know that! Wiy should | say it
to hin? Two-and-nine? That is hard. It is nore than ny fingers. It is the
same as "a lot." Uncle George is nore fun than Uncle Ish. He can show you

how to carve. My daddy is nore fun still. He says funny things. But Uncle
Ish keeps the hamer. It is there now on the mantel. Joey nmamkes up stories
about the hammer, | think. You can't be sure. | would like to pinch Betty

now, but Uncle Ish would not like it. Uncle Ish knows npbst of anybody.
Sonetinmes | amafraid. If | could tell himwhat seven and nine is, naybe we
woul d have civ-vil-eye-za-shun, and | could see the pictures that act like
peopl e. Daddy used to see them It would be fun. Eight-and-eight. Joey
knows right off. Joey is no good atfinding quail nests. Soon we can go now.

In spite of recurrent discouragenment, Ish still kept trying, and he al ways
fastened quickly on any opportunity that the children thensel ves seened to
offer him

One afternoon the ol der boys had gone on a | onger expedition than usual,
and the next norning they brought with themto school sone native wal nuts.
They had not seen such nuts before, and were curious. Ish quickly decided
to crack sone of the nuts, and thus perhaps give a little lesson in

bi ol ogy. It would be taking advantage of the children's own curiosity, and
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woul d be followi ng up sonething that they thenselves had initiated.

He sent Walt outside for two stones to use in cracking the hard shells.
Walt returned with two half bricks-bricks and stones not being
di stinguished in his vocabul ary.

Ish ignored that detail, but he found that trying to break the hard shells
with a brick was nore likely to result in a snashed finger than a snmashed
nut. He cast around for something better to use, and his eyes fell upon his
hamrer. It was standing, as usual, on the nmantel pi ece.

"Go get the hamrer for me, Chris!" he said, pointing, to the little boy who
was nearest it.

Usually Chris was only too glad to spring up fromhis seat, and do

somet hing active. But now a strange thing occurred. Chris glanced this way
and that, at Walt and at Weston, who were next to him He | ooked
enbarrassed, or al arned.

"Go get the hamrer, Chris!" Ish repeated, thinking that possibly Chris had
been day-dream ng, and had nmerely heard his nane w thout noting the words
that went before.

"I--1 don't want to!" said Chris, hesitantly. Chris was eight years old, and
not given to being a cry-baby, and yet Ish could see that Chris was, for
sonme reason, close to tears. He dropped the matter with Chris. "Bring ne

the hanmer, one of you others," he said. Wston | ooked at Walt, and Barbara
and Betty, the sisters, |ooked at each other too. Those four were the

ol dest. Al four of them | ooked back and forth, and did not nmake a nmove to
rise. Naturally, the little ones did nothing. But Ish could see all the
children glancing furtively at each other.

Al t hough Ish was wholly puzzled, he saw no reason to nmake an issue of the
matter, and he was just about to get the hamrer hinself when sonething el se
strange began to happen

Joey rose. He wal ked over toward the mantel piece. All the children's eyes
followed him The room Ish realized, was deathly quiet. Joey stood at the
mant el pi ece. He reached out his hand, and took the hammer. There was a
strange little cry fromone of the smaller girls. In the hush that
fol |l owed, Joey wal ked back fromthe mantel pi ece, and gave the hammer to
Ish. Joey went back to where he had been sitting.

The roomwas still, and the children were |ooking at Joey. Joey sat down,
and Ish broke the silence by pounding on a nut with the hamer. At that
noi se the tension, whatever it was, seened to break

Only after it had cone to noon and he had di sm ssed school did Ish have
time to think the matter over and cone, with a start, to the conclusion
that it had been a case of pure superstition. The hamer--all the children
associated it vaguely with sonmething strange and mystical in the far past!
It was used on state occasions; it stood on the mantel pi ece by itself.
General | y speaking, no one touched it except |Ish. Even Bob, |sh now
renmenbered, had handled it with reluctance on that occasi on when they had
started out with the dog-teams. The children had come to think it an

i mpl ement of power, dangerous for any of themto touch. He could see how
such an idea m ght have begun half seriously as a ganme and in a few years
have conme to be taken seriously. And as for Joey, again he realized that
Joey was the one who stood out fromthe crowd. Perhaps Joey had not
rationally figured out that Ish's harnner was only |ike any other hamer.
Per haps, he had nmerely let his superstition work at a higher |evel, and
assuned that he had sonething in conmon with his father, such as was shown
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by his reading, so that he, as the High Priest's child, the Son of the

Bl essing, might touch the relics which would blast the others. Possibly
even, he nmight be capable of it, Joey had hel ped build up the superstition
in the others in order to build up his own inportance. It could not be nuch
work, 1sh decided, to overcone this superstition

Yet that sane afternoon he began to have doubts. On the sidewalk in front
of the house some children were playing. As they played, they were junping
fromone bl ock of the sidewal k to another and crying out that old rhyne:

Step on a crack,
Break your nother's back!

Ish had heard children singing it often in the Ad Tinmes. It nmeant nothing
then, just a little childish rhyne. Children, as they got ol der, had al ways
| earned that such things were nerely childish. But now, he thought, what
woul d there be to teach the children that such things were nere
superstition? Here was a society with alnost no stored-up tradition, and
apparently a society that was not going to develop its traditions greatly
by reading.

He sat in his easy-chair in the living-room and heard the children

out side, playing and shouting their rhyme. As the snoke of his cigarette
curled up, he renmenbered nore and nore disturbing evidences of
superstition. Ezra carried his pocket-piece, the old Victorian penny, and
doubt |l ess the children | ooked on that nuch as they | ooked on the hanmer.
Mol ly was a confirned rapper on wood; |sh was disturbed when, now that he
consi dered, he renenbered the children al so rapping on wood. Wbul d t hey
ever learn that that was just the thing that sonmeone did to make hinself
feel more confortable, although it had no real neani ng?

Yes, he reluctantly concluded, this matter of the children's beliefs was
extrenely serious. In the Od Tines the beliefs held by the children of any
famly or small group of famlies m ght be nonentous enough, but stil

those children on growing up would cone into contact with other beliefs and
make adj ustnents. Besides, there had been a great, even overwhel m ng, nass
of tradition--the tradition of Christianity, or of Wstern civilization, or
of I ndo-European fol kways, or of Anglo-Anerican culture. Call it what you
wi shed, it was still so tremendous that you might say it was omi potent,
for good or bad absorbing the individual

But now their little community had | ost nmuch of the tradition. Part of it
had been | ost because no seven survivors (Evie did not count) could
preserve and transmit all of it. Part had been | ost because for so long a
time there had been no big children to pass on the tradition to the snall
ones. The ol dest of the younger generation had been taught games by their
parents, not by ol der conrades. The community should therefore be plastic
to an unprecedented degree. This was an opportunity, but also a

responsi bility--and a danger.

It woul d be a danger--and he shuddered at the thought--if any evil force,
such as a demagogue, should begin to work.

To be sure, he recollected wyly, he had not found the children
particularly plastic as regards learning to read! Yet that m ght be only
that a stronger force---the whol e environnent--was al ready working agai nst
his efforts.

But take now again this matter of superstition. Perhaps this all had grown
up because, as it happened, there was no one in The Tribe who was
creatively religious. Perhaps there was sonme kind of vacuumin the childish
mnd, and it had to be filled up with supernatural beliefs. Perhaps al
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this represented sone kind of subconscious straining toward an expl anati on
of the basis of life itself.

Years ago they had organi zed those church services, and then discontinued
them as neani ngl ess. That di sconti nuance mi ght have been a m st ake.

Now, nore certainly even than before, he knew that he had the opportunity
to be the founder of a religion for a whole people. What he told the
children in school, they woul d probably believe. He could insure their
menory of it by nere insistence and iteration. He could tell themthat the
Lord God created the world in six days, and found it good. They woul d
believe. He could tell thema local Indian |legend that the world was the
work of O d Man Coyote. They woul d believe.

Yet what could he really tell themin honesty? He might tell them any one
of half a dozen theories of cosnogony which he renmenbered fromhis old
studi es. Probably they would believe these too, although their
conmplications did not nake for quite as good a story as one of those

ot hers.

Actually, no matter what he said, it mght easily be twi sted and made into
some kind of religion. Again, as years before, he revolted fromthe idea,
for he treasured the honesty of his own skepticism

"It's better," he thought in words, renenbering sone bit of reading, "to
have no opinion of God at all than to have one that is unworthy of Hm™"

He |ighted another cigarette, and settled back into the chair again... Yet
this matter of the vacuum It worried him Unless it could be positively
filled, his own descendants at the third or fourth generation night be
practicing primtive rites of incantation, trenbling in terror of
witchcraft, and experimenting with ritualistic cannibalism They m ght
believe in voodoo, in shamanism in taboo...

He started, alnost guiltily. Yes, already there were beliefs in The Tribe
whi ch approached the intensity of taboo, and he hinself was inadvertently
their chief author.

There was the matter of Evie, for instance. He and Em and Ezra had tal ked
it over long ago. They wanted no half-witted children of Evie's--to be a
care and drag. So they had nade her, at |east for the boys, a kind of
untouchabl e. Evie, with her blond hair and startled blue eyes, was perhaps
the best-looking girl of themall. But Ish was sure that none of the boys
had even seriously considered her. Probably they had no specific idea that
anyt hi ng woul d happen to themif they did, but such action was nerely
outside their scope of imagination. The prohibition was stronger than | aw.
Such a one you could only call taboo.

Again, there was all the allied natter of fidelity. A ways fearing the

di sruption of quarrels arising fromjeal ousy, the older nen had not so nuch
taught nmarital fidelity as assumed it. Young people had been nmarried at the
earliest possible nonment. Ezra's bigany, having al ways been present, was
not questioned. Although Ish did not doubt the utility of this practice for
their particular situation, still its acceptance as a matter of faith

rat her than of reason seened to conme close to taboo. The first

viol ation--and there would surely be one--m ght bring a trenmendous shock

A third possible exanple of taboo, though a minor nmatter perhaps, was the
turning of the University Library into a sacrosanct buil ding. Once, when
the ol dest boys were youngsters, |Ish had gone with themon a | ong wal k
whi ch had taken themto the campus. While he was napping, two of them had
wor ked | oose a board which, |long before, he had nail ed across the broken
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wi ndow; they had gone into the stacks, and started throw ng books onto the
floor. Horror-stricken with a sense of the violation of that great treasure
house, Ish had followed them He had been ashanmed of hinself |ater, but at
the nmonent he had been outraged beyond reason and had beaten the boys. The
very unreasoning quality of his rage and horror must have inpressed them
much nore than the beating. They had certainly passed this inpression on to
the younger children. The Library had been safe, and |Ish had been pl eased.
But this might also be called an exanpl e of taboo, and now he wondered.

There was a fourth one too, of course--but this brought himback to where he
had started. He got out of the chair and went to the mantel pi ece.

The hamrer was there, as he hinself had replaced it. He had not asked any
child to take it back, not even Joey. He had preferred not to raise the
i ssue again.

There it stood, balanced on its four-pound head of dull, rust-pitted steel
The hamrer had been with hima long tine. He had found it just before the
rattl esnake had struck him and so it mght be called his oldest friend. It
had been with him |l onger than Emor Ezra.

He | ooked at it curiously, considering it carefully and sel fconsciously.
The handl e was actually in bad shape. It had weathered fromlying so | ong
in the open, and even before the hammer had been left to lie, the handle
had apparently been banged accidentally against a rock and cracked a
little. What was the wood? He really did not know. Ash or hickory, he
supposed. Hickory, nost likely.

The sinplest thing, he concluded inpetuously, would be to get rid of the
hamrer. He could throwit into the Bay. No, he reconsidered, that would be
nmerely treating the ssynptom not the disease. Wth the hamer renoved, the
children's tendency to superstition would still remain, and would nerely
fix upon sonething else, and perhaps take sone nore sinister form

He t hought of destroying the hamrer, as a synbolical |eson to the children
that it had no strength in itself. But he renenbered that he did not
actually have the power to destroy it. The handl e he could burn easily, but
the steel head was next to indestructible by any nmeans at his disposal

Even if he found a carboy of acid and dissolved the steel init, togoto
so much trouble woul d nake the children think that the hamer nust really
have possessed sone deep-seated power.

So he | ooked at the hamer with new interest, as sonething which was com ng
to have a life and power of its own. Yes, it had the qualities which went
toward the nmaki ng of a good symnbol --permanence, entity, strength. Its

phal l'i ¢ suggestion was obvious. Curiously, as he thought now, he had never
naned it, though nen were likely to give nanes to weapons, which al so were
synmbol s of power--Madel on and Brown Bess and Kill deer and Excal i bur. Hamers
had been signs of godhead before this; Thor had carried a hanmer, probably
ot her gods too. Anpbng kings there had been that ol d Franki sh one who drove
back the Saracens--Martel, they had called him Charles of the Hamrer! *Ish
of the Hammer!*

Thus, for one reason or another, when the children reassenbled in schoo
the next norning, Ish said nothing about superstition. It would be better,
he told hinself, to bide his tine alittle, to observe nore closely for a
day or two, or a week. Most of all, he wished to | earn nore about Joey.

As the result of this observation, over a period of sone weeks, Ish cane to
the concl usi on, somewhat reluctantly, that Joey had many of the qualities
of a first-class brat. He had passed his tenth birthday during the sunmer.
Hi s precocity was sonetinmes painful; he was, in the old phrase, "too big
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for his britches." In age, he was half way between Walt and Weston, who
were twelve, and Chris, who was eight. But Joey's precocity put him
naturally into the conpany of the two ol der boys, and he and the younger
one had nothing in comon. This nust be hard on Joey, |sh concl uded,
because he was al ways overreaching to attain the physical power of boys two
years older and naturally stronger as well. Josey, his own twin, he

negl ected al so, for he was at a stage when boys had no interest in girls,
and Josey, besides, was not nearly so bright as he.

There was thus, Ish saw, always a kind of strain about what Joey was doi ng
or trying to do. Again and again Ish thought of that little incident in
whi ch the other children had been afraid to pick up the hanmer, but had
acqui esced in Joey's doing sonmething that they thenmsel ves did not dare to
do. Obviously, in their mnds, there was sone kind of power inherent in
Joey. Ish thought far back to the times of his studies, and he renmenbered
the wi de-spread belief that certain nmenbers of a tribe had a special power
within them *Mana,* the anthropol ogists had called it. Perhaps the
children believed that Joey had *mana;* possibly Joey hinself believed it.

Yet, though Ish recognized Joey's limtations and disabilities and bad
qualities, still he kept his thought centered nore on Joey than on any of
the others. Joey held the hope for the future. Only by the power of
intelligence, Ish believed firmy, had mankind ever risen to civilization,
and only by further exercise of that sane power, would mankind ever rise
again. And Joey possessed intelligence. Possibly al so he possessed that

ot her power. *Mana* m ght be a fallacy of sinple minds, but even the nobst
civilized peoples had realized that certain individuals carried within them
sonme strange power that went for |eadership. Had anyone ever expl ai ned why
certain nmen becane | eaders, and others, though they seened better
qualified, did not?

How nmuch of all this did Joey realize? Many tinmes |sh asked hinself the
question, but he could not as yet answer it. Yet nore and nore, as the
sunmmer progressed, he felt that in Joey lay the hope of the future.

Al'l mysticismaside! Al idea of *mana* discounted! Still, only Joey could
keep the light burning through this dark tine.

Only he could store up and transmt the great tradition of nankind!

But nmere acquisition of know edge was not all in which Joey excelled. Even
t hough he was only ten, he was beginning to branch out for hinself, to
experinent, to discover things on his own. Indeed, that was the way he had
really taught hinself to read in the beginning. To be sure, all this

devel opnment was still at a childish |Ievel

There was that matter of the jig-saw puzzles, for instance. The children
had devel oped a sudden craze for the puzzles, and had set about rifling
some of the stores. Ish had watched themat their play, and at first Joey
had not been as good as the others. He seened to | ack sonme basic spatia
sense. Sonetimes he tried to join pieces which obviously did not fit, and
the others indignantly told himso. Joey had been irked at his inferiority,
and for a while had withdrawn fromthe gane.

Then Joey had suddenly got a new idea of how to go about it. He collected
hi nsel f a nunmber of pieces bearing the sane shade of yellow, and thus was
able to put themtogether nore rapidly and nake better progress than the
ot her children.

When he proudly displayed what he had done, the others were inpressed. But
even after he had explained his system they did not want to adopt it.
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"What's the use anyway!" Weston had argued. "W night be able to do it
faster your way, but it wouldn't be any nore fun, and nobody cares how soon
we get this finished."

Betty had agreed. "Yes, it's no fun just going through all the work,
pi cking up the yell ow pieces and the blue pieces and the red pieces, and
putting themin different places!”

Joey, Ish noticed, could not put up a good argurent for his nmethod, and yet
Ish could understand his nmotives. In the first place, granted there was no
need to finish the puzzle in a hurry, still to work efficiently was just as
natural and as pleasant for Joey as not to crawl when he coul d wal k.

Besi des, he had the conpetitive spirit, the old-time drive, so
characteristic of Anericans, for getting to the front. Lacking a native
gift for distinguishing shapes, really as much a physical endowrent as
havi ng strong nuscles, he had seen the way to take the | ead by intellectua
means. He had "used his head," as they once had liked to say.

Though the "di scovery" was at all remarkable only because nade by so young
a child, still Ish was pleased to note that it was the discovery of one
phase of classification, that basic tool of nan's progress. Logic rested
upon cl assification; |anguage, too--by its nouns and verbs grouping things
and actions into neat workabl e conmpartnents. Only by his discovery of
classification had nman been able to i npose sone workabl e degree of order
upon the infinite apparent disorder of the natural world.

Ish saw Joey's experinental mnd also at work with | anguage. To him

| anguage was not nerely a practical matter, an unconscious inplenent used
to express wants and feelings. Language to himwas al so a wonderfu

pl aything. He had, for instance, a sense of puns and of rhynes, although
none of the other children showed much interest in such things. He |iked
riddles.

One day Ish heard himasking a riddle of the other children. "I nmade this
one up nysel f," Joey was saying proudly. "Wiy are a man, a bull, a fish,
and a snake all alike?"

The other children were not nuch interested.

"Because they all eat things," Betty suggested |anguidly.

"That's too sinple," said Joey. "Everything eats things. Birds eat things
too."

They nmade one or two ot her suggestions, and then there canme up a suggestion
to run off and do sonething el se. Joey saw that he was in i mmedi ate danger
of losing his audience; to prevent conplete anticlinmax, he had to cone out
with his own answer. "Wy, they're all alike because not one of them can

flyr®

At the noment Ish was not inpressed with the riddle, but as he thought
about it afterwards. he felt that it was a highly devel oped and curi ous
kind of ten-year-old mnd which could evolve the idea of negative |ikeness.
And into Ish's mnd popped suddenly an old definition: "Genius is the
capacity for seeing what is not there." O course, |ike every other
definition of genius, that one could be shot to pieces al so, because it

obvi ously included the madman, as well as the genius. Yet there night be
something in it, too; the great thinkers of the world nust necessarily have
made their reputations by sensing what was not there and | ooking for it and
di scovering it, but the first requisite for making the discovery, unless it
depended upon nere |uck, was the realization that something unseen was
there to be discovered, sonething |lacking in the picture.
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This was Joey's sumer for experinent apparently, and one day he cane hone
reeling strangely and with a strong snell of liquor on his breath. The
story came out that he, along with Walt and Weston, had visited one of the
liquorstores in the nearest business district. This was a problemthat Ish
had often consi dered. He had once even gone into one of the stores and
started opening and enptying the bottles. After an hour's work, however, he
had found that he had made too little progress; the project was obviously
i mpossi bl e, and the children nmust take their chances with an unlinited
l'iquor supply. And yet, when he thought about it, the situation for his
children was not so different fromthat which he hinself had experienced.
In those days his father had always had a shelf holding a bottle or two of
whi skey and brandy and sherry, and there woul d have been nothing to stop
Ish fromcarrying on a clandestine experinent of his own. He had not, and
so also his own children and grandchil dren apparently were not greatly
attracted by the unlimted stores available to them In fact, drunkenness

had never been a problemin the conmunity at all. Perhaps the sinpler life
they were | eading took away the need for such stimulation, or perhaps the
mere fact that alcohol, like air, was free to everyone, renoved the |ure of

difficulty which had previously surrounded it.

As for Joey, Ish was pleased to see that the little fellow had still been
sufficiently clever to drink only a small anobunt--not enough to nmake him
really sick or even to nake hi mpass out. He had obvi ously again been
showi ng of f before the ol der boys, and had agai n succeeded in inpressing
them they had come honme in worse shape than he.

Nevert hel ess Joey was definitely tipsy, and nade no objection to being put

i mediately to bed. ish took the opportunity to sit at the bedside, and to
deliver a lecture on the dangers of too nmuch and too reckl ess
experinentation, particularly if it was designed chiefly to show off before
others. He | ooked down at the small face in the bed, with its big eyes.
There was intelligence in the eyes, and he knew that in spite of being

ti psy, Joey was conprehendi ng. There was al so synpathy in the eyes, as if
they were again saying to Ish, "W understand together. W both know
things. W are not |ike these others."

In a sudden flood of affection for his youngest son, |sh reached down and
took one of the little hands in his own. He saw an answering | ook of

af fection cone into the big eyes, and suddenly |Ish knew that behind all the
boyi sh bunpti ousness, Joey was really a tinmd. sensitive child, just as he
hi nsel f had once been. In fact, Joey's brashness was only the expression of
timdity gone too far the other way.

"Joey, boy," he said inpulsively, "why do you keep straining so hard?
Weston and Walt-they're two years older than you are. Wiy don't you go
easier? In ten years-twenty years-you'll be away ahead of anything they can
do. "

He saw the boy snile slightly, happily. But Ish knew that the happi ness was
merely that a new found synpathy with his father, not at an inpression that
the words mi ght have nade. Any child, even a precocious one |ike Joey,
lived in the present; to talk of ten years away was nerely, for a child, to
tal k of centuries.

Ish looked at the little face again, and he saw the eyes roll slightly
outward with drunkenness and sl eepi ness, and there was incongruity in the
two. Yet Ish felt this love for his son welling up nmore strongly than ever
within him "This one, this one," he thought, "is the Child of the

Bl essing! This one will carry on!"

He saw the eyes | ose focus. and the eyelids drop shut, and so he spoke no
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nmore, but he sat there by the bed, holding the hand in his own. Then,

per haps because sleep is so |ike death, a horrible fear swept in upon him
"Hostages to fortune!" he thought. When a nan |oved greatly, he laid

hi nsel f open. He hinself had had good luck. He had |oved greatly with Em
and now, again perhaps, with Joey. Wth Em he had had the |uck--but then one
coul d never even think of Emin terms of death. She was the stronger. Wth
Joey it was different. Hol ding the hand, he could feel the faint throb of
the pulse in the wist, and it seenmed very close to the surface. A nere
scratch woul d be enough. What were the chances for a little boy, not strong
of body, driven on always by too powerful a mind?

Yet, this mght be the one who could shape the whole future. He had only to
grow in stature and in mnd, to gain wisdomw th the years, and to |ive.

*Between the plan and the fulfillnment |ies always the hazard. Heart-beat
flutters, knife flashes, horse stunbles, cancer grows, nore subtle foes
i nvade. ...*

*Then they sit around the fire at the cave-nmouth, and say, "Wat shall we
do? Now that he is no longer here to lead us!" O, while the great bel
tolls, they gather in the courtyard, and say, "It should not have happened
so. Who is there now to give us counsel?" O they neet at the
street-corner, and say sadly, "Wiy did it have to be this way? Now there is
no one to take his place. "*

*Through all of history it runs as a plaint. "If the young king had not
fallen ill.... If the prince had lived.... If the general had not so
reckl essly exposed hinmself.... If the president had not overworked...."*

*Between the plan and the fulfillment stands always the frail barrier of a
human life. *

Once nore the fogs thinned out, and then cane the first hot days. "I have
seen it again," Ish thought to hinmself. "The great pageant of the year! Now
is the tine of dryness and death. Now the god |ies dying. Soon the rains
will come, and then the hills will be green. At |ast one norning | shal

| ook out westward, here fromthe porch, and | shall see the sun setting far
to the south. Then we shall all go together, and | shall carve the nunber
into the rock. What shall we call this Year, | wonder!"

By now also it was tinme to be expecting Dick and Bob to return fromtheir
expedition in the jeep. Ish still worried and felt guilty sometines at
havi ng all owed the boys to go, but now they had been gone so long that he
was somewhat accustonmed to the idea and did not feel the strain so nuch as
he had earlier. And at the same tine he had another worry and sense of
guilt that tended to counteract this one

The children! Their superstition and their ideas about religion! He had
said to hinself that all this would be easy to counteract; he had said that
he woul d do sonet hing that next day. Yet all sunmer he had been flinching.

Was it actually that he did not want to do anything? Did he really want the
children to think of Joey as the possessor of sone special power? Deep
within hinmself, did he want the children to think of him Ish, as a god?
Not every day or every year could a nan have reason to play with the

i ntoxicating idea that he was beconming a god. Ch, well--say, at |east a
dem -god, a being of sonme degree of special power!

Ever since the incident of the hamer, he had been studying curiously the

children's attitude toward him It was changeabl e and uncertain. Sometines,
he sensed that feeling of awme which he had seen on that day of the incident
with the hanmer. He, |ike Joey, but even nore so, had *mana* within him He
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coul d performstrange feats. He knew the neanings of the puzzling words. He
knew t he curious ways of nunbers. He knew, by sone strange power, what the
world was |ike, away beyond the horizon, out through the Golden Gate, that
there were islands far in the ocean beyond the little rock-tips of the
Faral | ones, that they sometines saw standing up above the horizon on clear
days.

The children, he cane to realize, were not only children, but they were

al so unsophi sticated and i nexperienced as children in the Add Tines had
rarely been. None of them had ever seen nore than a few dozen peopl e.
Though their lives, he believed, had been happy, they had been happy with
the sinplicity of a few satisfying experiences, repeated again and again.
They had not suffered the continual shock of change which had so affected
children in the old days, both for good and for bad, naking them nervous on
the one hand, and yet alert on the other.

Chil dren so unsophisticated nmight easily cone to feel a certain dread of
him to regard himas a being with powers different fromtheir own, not
altogether earthly. At tinmes he sensed this feeling and even saw definite
evi dences of it.

Yet at other tinmes, indeed generally, he was nerely their own father or
grandfather, or Uncle Ish, a person they had known all their lives, with
whom t hey had ronped on the floor when they were little. They had no nore
respect for such a person than children ever had. In fact the bigger ones
al ready showed the adol escent feeling that the ol der nman was bl undering and
quite obtuse. Perhaps they stood in sone awe, but still they played tricks
on him

Once, not a week after the incident of the hammer, they had set a tack for
himin his chair, though that was one of the oldest of all tricks to play
on a teacher. And again, after they had left the roomw th much suppressed
giggling, Ish discovered that soneone had worked that other old trick of
pinning a strip of cloth to his rear, so that it hung down |like a white
tail behind.

I sh accepted such tricks in good spirit, and did not attenpt to find out

whi ch one of the children had done themor to inflict any punishnment. In
sonme ways the tricks pleased him for they showed himthat children

consi dered hi mone of thenselves. But the tricks also chagrined hima
little. H's ego was not above being pleased with the belief that he was a
fol k-hero or dem -god. Was this a way to treat a demi-god, by putting tacks
on his chair or pinning a tail on him behind? Yet, as he thought farther,
he realized that the two attitudes were not inconpatible or altogether

unpr ecedent ed.

*That is a strange thing--to be a god! They bring the fat ox with the gil ded
horns, and at your altar they strike himdowm Wth the pol e-ax. You are
proud of the sacrifice. But then they take head and horns and tail and

hide, and in the hide they wap the entrails. Al this noisoneness they

burn before your altar, and then go to feast thenselves on the fat

haunches! You see the deceit, and you are angry with a god's anger. You
gather the thunderbolts, and your black cl ouds assenble. But, no, you think
then, "They are ny people!" This year they are fat and proud and

i nsol ent --but who woul d wi sh his people to be nean and neechi ng? Next year,
if there is pestilence, they will really burn the ox--nay, nmany oxen! So you
pass it off, with only a little thunder, scarcely noticed in the pl easant
confusion of the feasting. "I amnot stupid," you say to The Son, "but

there are tinmes when a god should seem stupid!'" Then you wonder if you
shoul d have shared with himany secret of godship, but rather have | ooked
for a convenient mountain to pile upon him He is altogether too handy with
a sickle these days.... *
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*Even you terrible ones who call for human sacrifice, you too nust w nk!

Ah, it is magnificently horrible! The shrieks of his wife and the nmoans of
the victimand the flailing axes of the killers! There he lies, covered
with bl ood, his tongue hanging out, a picture of |oathsonme death! Yet soon,
in the confusion of the dance, he rises suddenly and dances with the others
and the red mulberry juice mngles with his sweat and di sappears. Then you,
the terrible one, nust be a wise god and renenber only the horror of the
seem ng death, though every child in the village knows you are tricked....*

*"No, there is no need to grovel and rub the face in the dirt. Merely bow
the head, as you enter, ever so slightly." *

Yet in the end, though he half feared the test, Ish could not resist an
experinment. Perhaps the incident of the hammer had really nmeant nothing. He
was curious.

He picked the time carefully--late one norning, when it was only a few

m nutes before dismissal. He was preparing hinself a retreat, if things got
too enbarrassing. There was no difficulty, since he was the teacher, in
bringi ng a discussion around to the point where he could put the question
casual | y enough.

"How was it. do you think, that all these things..." he gestured w dely
with his hands, "how was it that the world happened to be nade?"

The answer cane quickly. Weston was the spokesman, although apparently any
of the children could have answered: "Wy, the *Anericans* nade
everything."

Ish caught his breath. Yet, imrediately, he saw how the idea had arisen
After all, if a child asked who nmade the houses or the streets or the
canned food, any of the ol der ones would have said naturally that the
Anericans did. He followed up with another question

"And the Anericans--what about then"
"Ch, the Anericans were the old people."”

This time Ish found it a little harder to adjust quickly. In "the old
peopl e" he sensed not nerely a reference to tine, but also sonething close
to superstition. "The old people"--that had once neant fairies, people of
the Gher-world. That night be its nmeaning now agai n. Here was sonething he
shoul d work to counteract.

"I was..." He began sinply. Then he paused and corrected hinself, seeing no
reason to use the past tense.

*"| am an Anerican."*

Wien he spoke, though they were the sinplest of words, he had a curious
feeling of pride conme over him as if flags were flying and bands pl ayi ng.
It had been a great thing, in those Od Tines, to be an Anerican. You had
been deeply conscious of being one of a great nation. It was no nere natter
of pride, but also there went with it a profound sense of confidence and
security in life, and a conradeship of nmillions. Yet now he had hesitated
to speak in the present tense.

In the silence of his pause he saw the children | ooking at him and then
suddenly he sensed that his explanation had missed fire. He had nerely been
trying to explain that there was nothing supernatural in those old people
who had been the Americans. He had tried nerely to say, "Look at me, I'm
Ish, father of some of you, granddad of one. |I've rolled on the floor with
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you. You've nussed ny hair. Yes, I'monly Ish. And now when | say, 'I'man
American,' | nean that there is nothing supernatural about Anmericans. They
were only people too."

Thi s was what he had thought they would understand, but it had gone the

ot her way round. Wen he had said, "I aman Anerican," they had nodded
inwardly, interpreting, "Yes, naturally, you are an American. You have many
strange know edges which we sinple ones do not have. You teach us reading
and writing. You tell tales about the world being round. You tal k about
nunbers. You carry the hamrer. Yes, it is plain that people |Iike you rmade
all the world, and you are nerely one who lingers over fromthe Od Tines.
You *are* one of the A d People. Yes, naturally *you* are an American!"

As he | ooked about, alnpbst wildly at this new thought, the silence was
deep, and he saw Joey smling at him It was a knowing smle, as if Joey

was saying, "W two have something in common. | amlike one of the AOd
Peopl e who has been left over. | can read; | understand those things.
Wthout being hurt, | carry the hamrer."

Ish was glad that he had had the foresight to ask his question just before
noon. There was nothing he could nuster now, either for question or reply.
"School disnissed,"” he said. *"School dismssed!"*

*Chapter 6*

One | ate afternoon Ish was talking with Joey, or actually they were
continui ng Joey's education by nmeans of playschool. |Ish had collected sone
money, and was teaching Joey a little about history and the old economi cs.
Joey liked the bright jingly nickels with the figure of the strange humped
animal . As a young child woul d have done even in the Ad Times, he
preferred the nickels to the uninteresting bills with their picture of a
bearded man who | ooked sonmething |like Uncle George. Ish was trying to find
ways to expl ain.

Just as he thought he had put the point across, he heard a strange and yet
old and famliar sound. He lifted his head and waited tensely, nouth open
to listen. It cane again, nuch closer--the *toot-a-toot-toot* of a horn

"Hey, Em" he yelled. "They're back!" He junped up, letting the bills
scatter fromhis hand to the floor

He and Em and the children all canme rushing out, and there was a universa
runni ng and yappi ng of dogs, just as the jeep cane down the road. It was
dirty and travel -worn and banged-about, but it had got through. Ish had
still a nonent of tension. Then the boys jumped out, yelling |oudly,
obviously alive and well. A sudden sense of profound relief |et himknow
how much he had really been worryi ng about them

The boys stood there, surrounded by a little mob of yelling children. Ish
hel d back, alnpst diffident. Then his eyes caught another movenent. There
must be soneone else in the jeep. Yes, now the person was starting to get
out. Ish had a sharp sensation of alarm of resentment, at the intruder.

First, as the head was thrust out fromthe | ow door, |Ish saw a bald crown
and a brown beard, which would have been handsone if it had not been
stained with tobacco and dirty-1ooking, and scraggly around the edges where
it had been haggled with scissors. The man stepped out, and slowy
strai ght ened up.

Ish, alnmost in panic, appraised him A big fellow-tall and | arge-framed and
heavy! He was powerful, and yet there had been little vigor in his novenent
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as he straightened up. Yes, powerful, but with some inner trouble, and too
heavy! The pudgy fat of the thick-featured face had squeezed in upon the
eyes, harrow ng them

"Pi g-eyes!" thought Ish, still in resentnent.

The children were milling around, and the man stood in their mdst, just as
he had stepped down fromthe car. He | ooked up, and saw I sh, and their
glances met. The man's little fat-encroached eyes were bright blue. He
smiled at Ish.

Ish sm|ed back, though he raised the corners of his nouth only by
conscious effort. "Should have smiled first," he was thinking. "He put ne
at ny ease. | should have done it with him He's powerful, even though his
fat |1 ooks soft and unhealthy. "

Ish broke up the situation by striding forward to grasp Bob's hand. But
even as he did so, the newconer was still in his mind--"About ny age," he
was thinking. Now Bob was making the introduction

"This is our friend Charlie!" he said sinply, and he slapped Charlie on the
back.

"G ad to see you!" Ish nmanaged to say, but even the ol d neani ngl ess words
did not slide out naturally. He | ooked straight at the narrow bl ue eyes,
and in the tenseness of his | ook there was perhaps a consci ous defi ance.
No, those others were not pig-eyes. Boar's eyes! Strength and ferocity
behi nd t he baby-blue. As they shook hands, Ish felt his own grasp the
weaker. The ot her could have squeezed and hurt himif he had w shed.

Now Bob had taken Charlie away, to introduce himto the others. Ish felt
his resentnent growi ng, not decreasing. "Careful!" he thought.

But he had imagined the return as a reunion with no di scordant el ements.
And here was Charli e!

Handsonme, no doubt--in a way! A good conpanion--so the actions of the boys
seened to testify! But--yes--Charlie was dirty. That thought gave a
background of rationality to the unreasoning dislike. Charlie was dirty,
and frominner reaction Ish felt hinself going on to think that Charlie
must be in some way dirty inside, through and through, as well as outside.

Dirt--the ever-present dirt of the earth--that was sonethi ng which bot hered
Ish no nore than it bothered anyone el se these days. But the inpression of
dirt that Ish gained fromCharlie was sonething different. Perhaps, he

anal yzed quickly, it was the clothes. Charlie was wearing what had in late
years becone a rarity, a business suit. He was even wearing the vest,
because the afternoon was cold with lowdrifting clouds. But the suit
seened greasy, and you would have said that it was egg-spotted, if there
had been possibility of a man's having had eggs to eat recently.

They all went trooping up to the house suddenly, Ish with them not

| eadi ng. The living-roomwas jamred. The two boys, and Charlie, held the

center. The children | ooked marveling at the boys, as explorers returned

froma far expedition, and they eyed Charlie with as nmuch wonder, because
they were unused to seeing any stranger. It was one of the biggest

occasi ons that anyone could well imagine. Ish thought to hinmself it was a
time to open chanpagne, if he had any ice. Then he wondered why the idea

seemed i ronic.

"Did you nake it?" everyone was asking at once. "How far did you get? Wat
about that big city--what's its nanme?"
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Yet in the mdst of all the excitenment, Ish felt hinself sliding sidelong
| ooks at the greasy beard and spotted vest, and gradually resenting Charlie
nmore than ever.

"Watch your step," he thought to hinself. "You're just being the
provincial, resenting the intrusion of anyone el se who may have different
manners and i deas. You keep saying that the community needs the stinulation
of new thoughts, and yet when soneone el se cones in, you start resenting
him and rationalizing to yourself, because you say, 'He's dirty on the
outside, and so nust have sonmething dirty about himon the inside.'

Rel ax--this is a great day!" Nevertheless, all thought of its being a great
day went sour inside him

"No," Bob was saying, "we never got to New York. W got to that other big
city--Chicago. But past there the roads kept getting worse and worse--trees
grown up, trees fallen around everywhere, |ots of washouts, bridges gone.
So we had to shift one way or the other, looking for..."

Soneone cut in with another question before Bob could even finish his
answer. There were half a dozen questions, each one canceling out the one
before. In the hubbub, 1sh caught Ezra's eye. In that gl ance he seened
monentariiy to sense danger, and he knew that Ezra too was watching
Charlie.

Ish felt hinself both reassured and justified. Ezra knew people, Ezra |liked
people. If Ezra was so quickly perturbed at Charlie, there nust be
sonet hi ng about which to be wary. Ish trusted Ezra in such a case nuch
better than he trusted hinself.

"Conme on," he thought again. "You don't really know at all what Ezra's

t hi nki ng. Maybe he's di sturbed because he senses what you're thinking. And
what's that? Maybe I'monly thrown off because |'mlike any snall

tri besman, and fear the horrible stranger with his new ideas and his new
gods to fight against mne."

He brought hinself back to what was bei ng said. wear funny cl ot hes,"
he heard Dick's voice saying. "Long white gowns, sort of, | don't know what
you call them and they have |ong white sleeves in them The nmen and the
worren both wear them They threw stones at us. They yelled, 'Unclean,

uncl ean!' They kept crying, 'We are the people of God!' They made us keep
away. "

Then Em spoke. The rich roll of her voice, deep but fem nine, seened to cut
in beneath the high-pitched al nost yel pi ng noises of the excited little
crowd. Any of the others would have had to pound on the table and shout for
attention. For her, the roomgrew quickly quiet, even though she did not
rai se her voice and the words were common- pl ace:

"It's late," she was saying. "Tinme for dinner. The boys are hungry...."

Hal f-witted Evie gave one last little senseless giggle, and then she too
was qui et .

Em was saying that everyone should go hone now, and cone back later. Ish
wat ched Charlie, and saw that Ezra was still watching himtoo. Charlie's
eyes | ooked at Em perhaps a nmonent too long. His glance shifted to Evie's
bl ond hair, and took on, it m ght have been, an appraising |ook. Then
everyone was getting up, starting to go. Dick took Charlie off to dinner at
Ezra's.

After dinner had been got on the table and they were seated, there were a
great many questions to ask. Ish et Emdo npost of the talking with Bob
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She had all the nother's worries to settle. Had they been sick? Found
plenty to eat? Slept warn? Discussion of the trip itself was being reserved
until the others returned after dinner, and Ish felt also that he should
not punp Bob about Charlie. Yet he could not resist the tenptation
entirely, and Bob showed no reticence.

"Ch," he said. "Charlie? Sure, we just picked himup about ten days ago,
down near Los Angeles. There are quite a few people, | guess, living around
Los Angeles. There are sone all together, like us, and a few just

scattered. Charlie was by hinself."

"Did you ask himto cone along, or did he just come with you?"

Ish wat ched, carefully. He saw that Bob was surprised by the question, but
apparently not disturbed.

"Ch, | don't just renmenber. | don't know that | asked him Maybe Dick did."

Ish dived into his thoughts again. Perhaps Charlie had reasons for wanting
to get fromLos Angeles to sone other place. No, that was nerely sl andering
a man out of prejudice without trial, and then he heard Bob goi ng on

"He tells lots of funny stories, Charlie does. He's a very good guy." Funny
stories, yes, and one could i magi ne what kind. They were frank enough in
all their |anguage, these days; the concept of obscenity, you m ght say,
had di sappeared, |argely because there was only one word for things in
their vocabul ary, at |east anong the younger ones. (bscenity seenmed to have
died a natural death, possibly as a counterpart to the death of romantic

| ove. But Charlie--he mght still be able to tell a dirty story. Although

I sh had never been a prude about stories, still he felt his origina
resentment shifting to a kind of righteous indignation, in spite of his
continually telling hinself that he really knew nothing about Charlie,
except the boys' opinions that he was a very fine person. Ish felt hinself
wi shing that the water had never gone off, and shocked theminto doing
sonet hing about the future, and thus bringing an outsider in anpong them

After dinner, they all built up a big bonfire on the hillside, and gathered
about it. There was much singing and skyl arki ng of the youngsters. It was a
time of celebration.

There was much excitenment, but the boys gradually got their story told...
They had encountered only a few m nor washouts and | andslides on the

hi ghway to Los Angel es, nothing that the jeep could not negotiate in
four-wheel drive. The group of religious fanatics, wearing white nightgowns
and calling themsel ves the People of God, lived in Los Angel es. They had
focused upon religion, Ish assumed, under the influence of some strong

| eader who had happened to survive, just as in The Tribe for lack of such a
| eader, they had devel oped al nost no interest in such things.

Qut of Los Angeles, the boys had taken 66 eastward, just as |sh renenbered
so vividly he had done in the days followi ng the Great Disaster, when he
had not been nuch ol der than the boys were now. The hi ghway across the
desert was easy and open, except for an occasional stretch where sand had
bl owmn across. They had gone along with no nore trouble than bl owouts here
and there. The Colorado River bridge they had found shaky, but stil
passabl e.

The next community was apparently at one of the old |Indian puebl os near

Al buquer que. From what he coul d nake out fromthe boys' description, Ish

concl uded that nost of the few dozen people at this little community were
not very dark in conplexion, but that the donminant spirit nust be I|ndian,
because their pattern of |life was based on growi ng com and beans as the
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Puebl o I ndi ans had done for nmany hundreds of years. Only sone of the ol der
peopl e tal ked English. This comunity also had drawn inward upon itself,
and | ooked with suspicion upon the strangers. The peopl e there had horses.
They did not drive autonobiles, and they rarely went into any town.

Fromthere, the boys had swng north to Denver, and then out eastward
across the plains.

"We followed a road," said Bob. "It's like 66, only just part of it." He
paused, hesitant. Ish thought for a mnute, and then realized that the boy
was trying to describe H ghway 6. Sonme of the markers would still be
standing along it, and Bob had sensed that they were the sane shape as the
nuneral s on 66, although there was only one of them |sh was enbarrassed
that his own son was not sure of the nunerals.

H ghway 6 had |l ed themon through the coner of Col orado, and across the
pl ai ns of Nebraska.

"Lots of cattle everywhere!" Here Dick was taking up the story. "Cattle
everywhere, you al ways see cattle."

"Did you ever see the big brown ones with hunps on their shoul ders?" asked
I sh.

"Yes, once we saw a few of them" said Dick

"How about the grass? Does any of it grow straight and stiff |ooking, with
a head on the end, and little grains form ng. Wien you went through they
shoul d have been still soft and m | ky, perhaps. Wen you cane back, you

m ght have seen it somewhere standing all golden. with the grain hard. W
called it'wheat."'"

"No. We saw nothing like that."

"And how about con®? You know what that is. They were growing it there by
the Rio Gande."

"No, there is no corn growing wild anywhere."

Onward still they had gone, finding the roads now bl ocked nore often, since
they had cone to the wetter country with ranker and faster growth and
heavi er rains, conbined with hard frosts in winter. The hi ghways were
splitting up into great chunks and bl ocks as the frost worked under them
wherever the surface was cracked, grass and weeds, and even bushes and
young trees were springing up to block the way. Yet they had crossed what
was once | owa.

"W cane to the big river," said Bob. "it is the biggest of all, but the
bri dge was good. "

They had cone to Chicago, but it was a nere desert of enpty streets. It
woul d be an inhospitable place, thought Ish, when the winter wi nds swept in
from Lake M chigan. He was not surprised that people, with the whol e
continent to choose from had drifted away fromthe once great city by the
| ake, leaving it ghost-Iike behind.

Leavi ng Chi cago, the boys had | ost thenselves in the nmaze of roads in the
outskirts, and had ended up (the day was cloudy, and they |ost direction)
by going south instead of east.

"After that," said Bob, "we got one of these things out of a store. It
points direction--" And he |ooked at Ish for the word.
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"Yes, a conpass," said Ish

"W hadn't needed one before, but now we used it and got goi ng east again,
until we canme to the river we couldn't cross."

Ish figured out quickly that it m ght have been the Wabash. Fl oods of
twenty-two years, or--nore |likely--just one great flood, had swept away the
bridges. After exploring southward and finding no passage, the boys had had
to go northward to Hi ghway 6 again, which nore or less followed a height of
| and.

The progress eastward had becone nore and nore | aborious. Floods,

wi ndstorns, and frost had transforned the once open and snoot h hi ghways
into rough lines of concrete chunks strewn with gravel from washouts,
overgrown with vegetation, and crisscrossed with fallen tree-trunks.
Sonetinmes the jeep could push through the bushes or detour the tree-trunks.
But often the boys had had to nmake a passageway with ax or shovel, and the
constant work wore them down. Also the |oneliness began to oppress them

"There was a cold day with a north wind," Dick confessed, "and we were
afraid. W renmenbered what you used to tell us about snow, and we thought
we m ght never get hone."

Sonewher e, probably near Tol edo, they had turned back. At turning back, a
ki nd of panic cane upon them At the same tinme heavy rains began to fall
and the roads were often flooded. They had the fear that sone of the
bridges over the larger rivers mght be carried away, |eaving themcut off
fromtheir own people. They had not tried to go south, as Ish had w shed,
but had back-tracked along their own trail, gradually being reassured by
their ability to get back to places that they had seen already. On their
return hone, therefore, they had learned little that they had not |earned
on the way east.

Ish did not blane themat all. In fact, he thought that they had acted with
great determ nation and intelligence. He blanmed hinself, if anyone--for
sendi ng the boys toward Chicago and New York, the great cities of the Ad
Ti mes. He mi ght have done better to have chosen sone southern route toward
Houston and New Ol eans, instead of a route into the inhospitable country
of northern winters. And yet, east of Houston at |east, floods would have
been nore severe and growm h of vegetation nuch nore rapid than farther
north. Because of the climate, Arkansas and Loui siana woul d have reverted
to inpassabl e wi | derness nmuch sooner than lowa and Illinois.

The chil dren were dancing and shouting around the bonfire. Was there a kind
of wild primtiveness in the scene, or was that nerely his imagining?

Per haps any children woul d have done the same. Evie, who of course was
mentally a child, was dancing with them Her blond hair streamnmed

spect acul arly behind her.

Ish sat, looking on, and thinking. Well, the chief result of the expedition
was not the discovery that the country was returning to the wl derness.
Anybody woul d have known that! The inportant thing was the nmaki ng of
contact with two other conmunities. That is, if you could call it contact,
when the other communities were fighting off all advances from strangers.
Was that frommere blind prejudice, or was it from sone deep instinct of

sel f-preservation?

Yet, at least, to know that there were people in Los Angel es and near
Al buquer que--growi ng comunities--took away a little of that basic feeling of
| onel i ness.

Two little groups of people, discovered on a single trip, going and com ng

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (151 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

by the sane road! At that rate, there should be several dozen in the area
of the whole United States. He renenbered the Negroes whom he had seen in
Arkansas, long ago. In that rich country of easy winters, there was no
reason in the world why those three should not have survived and becone a
nucl eus to which others, either black or white, could attach thensel ves.
Yet that community in its ways of life and thought would be vastly
different fromthe one in New Mexico and fromeither of the two in
California. This divergence opened vast questions for the distant future.

But this was no tine to be carrying phil osophical speculation far into the
future. The dancing and shouting of the children around the fire had becone
even nore bacchanalian. In the excitement the ol der boys, even some of the
married ones, were joining the revel. They were playing crack-the-whip, an
the nmore exciting because the one who was thrown off the end of the whip
had to dodge the fire. Suddenly Ish felt hinmself stiffen. Charlie was
playing! In the line, linked between Dick and Evie, he was sw nging the
whi p. The children were obviously delighted to have a grown-up, especially
this stranger, playing with them

Ish tried to argue down his resentnent. Wiy not? Wy shouldn't one of the

ol der ones play that way? Me--1'"mjust as bad as those people in Los Angel es
and Al buquerque, not wanting to accept the stranger! Yet | don't think I'd
have m nded, if Charlie had been a different kind of person

But, try as he could, Ish felt hinmself unable to stifle sone deep-seated
sense of dislike. He began to revise his estimate of the inportance of the
boys' trip. However inportant the discovery of the other communities could
be for the distant future, the i medi ate problemwas Charlie.

By nowit was getting late. and nmothers were gathering their children. But
after the celebration was over, nost of the ol der ones went hone with Ish
and Em to hear still nore fromthe two boys and from Charli e.

"Sit here," said Ezra to Charlie, pointing to the big chair in front of the
fireplace. It was a place of honor, and confort too, and |Ish thought how
characteristic that was of Ezra, to sense the human rel ationship so

qui ckly. He hinself, though he was host, had not thought of it, and so had
not been able to nmake Charlie feel really welcome. And then he wondered, in
qui ck reaction, whether he really wanted to nake Charlie feel at hone.

It was a chilly evening, and Ezra called for a fire. The boys brought sone
wood, and before long the sticks were blazing cheerily. The room grew
confortably warm

They tal ked, Ezra |eading the conversation, as usual. Charlie asked if he
m ght have a drink. Jack brought hima bottle of brandy and a gl ass. He
drank steadily, but with the habitual drinker's slow absorption. He gave no
sign of either excitement or drunkenness.

"I"'mstill chilly," said Ezra
"You're not getting sick, are you?" said Em

Ish hinself felt alittle chill of uneasiness. Sickness was sSo unconmon
with themthat any occurrence of it was a matter of note.

"Don't know," said Ezra. "If this was the Od Tines, I'd think | was
getting a cold. O course, it can't be that now "

They piled more wood on the fire, and the roomgrew so unconfortable to |sh
that he took off his sweater and sat in his shirt sleeves. Then Charlie
took off his coat also, and unbuttoned his vest, but did not take it off.
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George confortably settled down into his end of the davenport, and went to
sl eep. Hi s absence did not nake nuch difference in the conversation
Charlie continued his work on the bottle of brandy, but still it nade no
difference to himexcept that fromthe heat of the fire and fromthe
brandy, his forehead was greasy with perspiration

Ish could tell now that Ezra was swi nging the conversation around, this way
and that, to get nore information about Charlie's background. But finesse
seenmed not to be required, for Charlie tal ked frankly enough whenever the
subj ect came close to him

"So after she croaked--" he said. "That was after we'd lived together for

quite a few years, ten or twelve, | guess. Well, after ny worman died,
didn't want to stay there no nore, not around that place. So, when your
boys cane along, and | |liked them | picked up and cane."

As Charlie talked, |Ish began to feel hinself swinging in the other
direction again. The boys liked Charlie imensely, and they had been with
himfor sone tine already. There was strength in Charlie, and charm al so.
Per haps he woul d be a good man to add to the conmunity. He noticed now that
whol e beads of sweat were standing out on Charlie's forehead.

"Charlie," he said, "you'd better take that vest off and be confortable."
Charlie started, but did not say anything.

"I"'msorry," Ezra said. "I don't know what's wong with ne. Maybe |I'd
better go hone, get to bed." But he nmade no nove to go

"Surely you can't be getting a cold, Ez," said Em "There's never been a
cold!"

They persuaded Charlie to nove, hinself and his brandy bottle, to a pl ace
farther fromthe fire, but he kept his vest on.

Charlie sat there, and the two house-dogs came nuzzling around him

Qovi ously, even the dogs were interested in the stranger; he nust nean a

| ot of new snells. But they sensed that the stranger had been received.

Al though at first they were nerely neutral, soon they rel axed confortably
under Charlie's pulling of their ears and scratching of their backs. Their
tail s wagged.

Ish, always realizing that people were likely to baffle him felt hinself
swi ng back and forth. Now he sensed both power and charmin Charlie, and
felt alnost warmtoward him And then the very sense of power and charm

caused himto react, perhaps with fear for his own position as a doni nant
force in the community, and he felt Charlie only as a thing of evil

At | ast George woke fromhis nap, stretched his big body and rose, saying
that it was time for himto get hone to bed. The others made ready to go
with him Ish knew that Ezra would want to say a word to himpersonally
bef ore going, and so he drew Ezra aside into the kitchen

"You feeling bad?"
"Me? No," said Ezra. "Never felt better inny life."
Ezra smiled, and Ish began to see light. "You weren't chilly?" he asked.

"Never felt less chilly inny life," said Ezra. "Just wanted to see if we
coul d make Charlie take his vest off. | didn't think we could. He don't
like to be away fromit. Makes nme pretty sure about what | think | see
anyway. He's got a vest-pocket he's deepened hinself, enlarged it. He's got
init one of those little things they used to nake for ladies to carry
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around in their purses--just a snall piece of hardware!"

Ish had a sudden sense of relief. Anything as sinple and concrete as a
pistol--that could be handled! His relief faded as Ezra went on

"I wish | was sure about him Sonetines | think there's sonething ugly and
dirty and nean--clear to the mddle of him Sonetimes | think he'll be ny
best friend. Al ways, though, | know he's one that knows what he wants and
generally gets it."

When they went back to the living-room GCeorge was just |eaving.

"This is the best thing that's happened to us for a long tine," he was
saying to Charlie. "W've needed another strong nan. W hope you stay with
us."

There was a general confirmation chorus fromthe others, as all of them
Charlie and Ezra included, went out the door.

Ish was left standing with his thoughts. He had tried to join in the choru,
but his tongue had been suddenly stiff and his nmouth dry. Al he could
think now was: "Sonmething dirty and ugly and nean--clear to the mddl e of
him ™"

*Chapter 7*

After they had gone, Ish thought of sonething that he had not done during
all those years. In fact, after he had decided to do it, he was not sure
whet her he still could. Yet, when he went into the kitchen, he found that
there was a bolt on the back door. He could remenber his nother having had
it put there because she never trusted ordinary |ocks. He shot that bolt.
Then he went to the front door, and found that there was still a workable
ni ght -1 atch.

In all these years, there had been no need to secure a door. No one in the
community was to be feared; no stranger, if there had been one, would have
had a chance of getting through the cordon of dogs. But now there was
someone, perhaps not to be trusted, and he had made friends with the dogs.
Had that patting of the dogs had cal cul ation behind it?

When |Ish had gone to bed and shared his apprehensions with Em he found her
not very responsive. Sonetinmes, he realized, she was too all-accepting for
hi m

"What's so remarkabl e about himcarrying a gun?" she said. "You carry one
yourself, lots of the time, don't you?"

"Not conceal ed! And I'mnot afraid to take ny vest off, and be away from ny
weapon. "

"Yes, but maybe you should give hima break for being nervous and
unconfortable, too. You don't |ike his | ooks; naybe he don't |ike yours.
He's anpbng strangers--surrounded!"

Ish felt a surge of resentnent, al nbst anger, against Charlie, the
i ntruder.

"Yes," he said, "but we are on the ground here; this is our place; he cones
breaking in; he nust adapt hinself to us; not we to him"

"You're right, darling, | guess. But anyway, let's don't talk about it any
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more now. |'mgoing to sleep.”

If there was any one thing that Ish had always envied in Em it was her
capacity to go to sleep nerely by saying so. As for him the harder he

t hought about going to sleep, the longer he was likely to take, and he
coul d never slow down his mnd as he wanted to. Now again he felt it settle
to work. For suddenly he had had a new idea, and a di sturbing one. The
troubl e was, he decided, that he had to think of hinmself as pitted agai nst
Charlie in a personal struggle. If The Tribe had been really drawn together
already into some firmorgani zation, if there were sone synbolic unity by
whi ch they presented an unbroken front, then the nmere advent of any
stranger, strong though he m ght be as an individual, would be of little
monent. Now it might be too |ate. The stranger had cone al ready, and he
must be met as man to nan.

And Charlie would be no nean opponent. Already he had won the loyalty and
friendship of Dick and Bob, and doubtless of others of the younger ones.
George was obviously inpressed. Ezra seened doubtful. Wat was this strange
charm backed by strength?

Ish could not sense why anyone felt a liking for Charlie, but the fact was
that they did. And the fact might be also that he hinmself was too narrowy
prejudi ced agai nst the nman, out of a spirit of rivalry, to feel Charlie's
real strength. But of one thing he began to feel certain. There woul d be
sone contest between the two of them Just what formthis contest would
take, he could not yet know. But since they |acked the solidarity of
anything that could be called a state, the contest would be an indivi dua
one.

O at worst, it would be a struggle of factions with two opposing | eaders.
On whom coul d be, Ish, depend? He was not really a | eader. He had been a

| eader so far, doubtless, by default-because George had been too stupid and
Ezra too easygoing to offer any conpetition. Oh, intellectual |eadership,
yes! But in any basic struggle for power, the intellectual man went under.
He thought of the deceptively pretty eyes of baby-blue; yet they had a

col dness such as dark eyes coul d never show.

"Who will follow ny banner?" he questioned dramatically. Even Em seened to
be failing him She had nmade |ight of things, alnost defended Charlie. Al

at once Ish felt hinself the scared little boy of the Ad Tines. O al

t hese peopl e Joey al one was the one who coul d thoroughly understand, the
only one on whom he coul d al ways count. And Joey was a little boy,
physically frail even for his years. Wat help could he be against the rush
of Charlie's power? No, not pig-eyes, he thought again. They are a boar's
eyes!

Finally, however, he said to hinself, "This is the nere nadness of

m dni ght; these are only the wild fantasies that cone to a nan in the
darkness when he cannot sleep." And he managed, at last, to dismiss the
thoughts fromhis mnd, and to sl eep

In the norning things indeed | ooked better--not altogether rosy, perhaps,
but at |east not too dark. He ate breakfast in a good enough nood. He was
happy to see Bob at the breakfast table again, and by questioning got from
hi m some nore details of the trip.

Then, just as he was beginning to feel confortable, the whole thing broke
| oose on hi mwhen Bob spoke.

"l guess," he said, "I'll go over and see Charlie now "

Ish felt a sudden desire to snap out a bit of fatherly advice, "I wouldn't
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see so much of that fellow, if | were you." But he saw Eni s eyes sayi ng no,
and he hinself knew that such advice would only nake Charlie seem forbi dden
and nore attractive. He still kept wondering what fascination Charlie
exerci sed upon the two boys.

Bob went, and after the nmorning chores were finished, the other children
drifted off too. "What is the fascination?" said Ish to Em

"Ch, don't worry," she said. "It's just the attraction of a stranger,
sonet hing new. Isn't that natural ?"

"There is troubl e ahead!"

"Perhaps," said Em and Ish suddenly realized that that was the first tine
she had admitted the possibility, and then she changed the direction of his
thoughts with a second remark, "But be careful that you're not the one who
starts the trouble. "

"What do you nean?" he snapped, angrily, although he did not often get
angry at Em "You nean that this is just a fight for dom nation?"

"I think that you'd better go over and see what's happeni ng now," she said,
di sregarding his last question

The advi ce seened good in any case, for perhaps he too was curious. He
started to followit, and just as he was opening the front door, he had a
feeling of uncertainty. He closed the door behind him and stood on the
front porch wondering. His hands felt strangely enpty; he needed sonet hi ng.
He felt defensel ess, and he considered going back into the house to strap a
pistol on. In the vicinity of the houses they never needed to carry
firearns any nore, because the dogs gave plentiful warning; but he could
make an excuse that he was goi ng somewhere farther off. Still, he
hesitated, realizing that to carry a pistol would | ook Iike

aggressi on--besides, it would be a confession of his own weakness and
insecurity. Yet he could not deny his feeling of uncertainty.

He went back into the house, and i medi ately saw the hamrer on the
mant el piece. "So that's it!" he thought irritably. "You're as bad as the
children. You're letting the children's ideas work into you!" Neverthel ess
he picked up the hammer and took it along. Its weight and solidity gave him
confort. The handle's firmhardness filled up the enptiness of his right
hand.

Over fromwhere the bonfire had been, he heard a sound of people |aughing,
and he wal ked that way. He was al one, and then suddenly he felt again the
G eat Loneliness.

It cane upon himwi th paralyzing force. Once nmore he was the ant |ost from
the hill, the bee fromthe destroyed hive, the notherless child! He paused
and stood still, feeling the cold sweat start. No, the United States of
America was only a nane far in the past! He nmust act by hinself, or with
what support he hinmself could rally. There was no policeman or sheriff, or
district attorney or judge, anywhere, to whom he coul d | ook

He was gripping the hammer-handl e so hard that his knuckles hurt. "I can't
go back!" he thought. Then he nustered all his courage, and slid one foot
forward in front of the other

Once he was novi ng agai n, once action had succeeded thought, he felt
better. He saw t hem now, ahead, as he had expected, at the ashes of the
bonfire. Alnost all the younger ones were there, and Ezra with them They
stood and sat and | ounged around Charlie, and he was telling themthings,

| aughi ng and joking as he went along. Al this was just about what |sh had
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expected, and only when he had | ooked nore closely did a sudden feeling of
col dness seemto begin at his stomach and then flow out until it cane clear
to the ends of his fingers and toes. His right hand had gri pped harder,
vise-like, on the hamer-handl e.

Close to the center of the group, right beside Charlie, Evie was sitting,
the half-witted one, and there was a | ook on her face that |sh had never
seen there before.

I sh was about ten paces from Charlie when he noticed. He halted. Sone of
the children had seen him but they were interested in the story, and no
one had paid himany attention. He stood there, as if not yet officially
present.

He paused. It seened a long tinme. But he could feel his heart throbbing,
and it did not pound nore than a few ti nes.

He felt the col dness ooze away. Now he was ready for action. He was al nost
happy. The probl em had suddenly taken form and even the worst problemin
definite formwas better than a fog lurking in corners. You could not
conbat a nere suggestion of evil

Still, through the long period of a few nore heart-beats, he stood there.
The problem had revealed itself and taken shape suddenly. That too was part
of their present way of life. In the Od Days a crisis simered and stewed,
and you read the newspapers for weeks and nonths before the strike broke or
the bonbs fell. Wen you were dealing with only a few people, a crisis cane
qui ckly.

He | ooked. Evie was at the center of the group, and usually you could count
upon her being sonewhere on the outskirts. Usually she paid only furtive
attention to what was happeni ng; now she kept her face directed at
Charlie's, seeming to drink his words in, although she certainly did not
under stand nmuch of what he was saying. There was sonething nore there than
the desire to understand his words. They were sitting cl ose together

Was it for this, Ish thought with bitterness, that they had cared for Evie?
Ezra had found her--dirty, groveling, and unkenpt, living in filth with
merely enough intelligence to open cans to feed herself on whatever they
contai ned, without cooking or preparation. It would have been better, he
had often thought, if they had nerely put a can of sweet ant-poison within
her reach sonewhere. As it was, they had cared for her through so many
years, and she had certainly been no pleasure to them and probably no

pl easure to herself. Their caring for her had been, he thought sonetines,
merely a curious lingering of an ol d standard of humanitariani sm

Now he | ooked again at the group before him and in Evie he noticed
somet hi ng that had never been so apparent to him before. That was the
trouble of too long famliarity; just as a picture on the wall became

somet hing you did not notice at all, so a person whom you knew for many
years tended to | ose individual characteristics. Evie, he realized now, was
a fully devel oped woman, startlingly blond, in a special way, beautiful

You had to forget, of course, the strangeness of her eyes, and a vacancy in
her face. And that was something which he, Ish, could never really do. But
to a man like Charlie, such matters were not inportant. Yes, as Ezra had
said, Charlie knew what he wanted, and what he wanted he wanted quickly.

I ndeed, was there any reason why he shoul d del ay?

Ish gripped hard on the hammer-handl e. He took confort fromit, but he had
becone very conscious that it was not a pistol

A sudden burst of |aughter cane at sonething which Charlie was saying.
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Looki ng at Evie again, Ish saw that she too was |aughing in a high,
uncontrol l ed giggle; as she laughed, Charlie reached across and pi nched her
in the ribs. She screaned girlishly, high and shrill. Then as |Ish drew
near, his presence all at once seened to becone official, and everyone
turned to look at him Instantly, Ish realized that they had been waiting
for him that the new situation had disturbed themall, and that they were
| ooki ng for some suggestion of what to do. He wal ked forward steadily
toward Charlie, still gripping hard with his right hand, but taking care
not to clench his left fist, in spite of his rising anger

As Ish drew near, Charlie--nonchalantly al nost--reached out with his right
arm and put it around Evie and drew her close to him She seened
surprised, but yielded confortably. Charlie | ooked at Ish, and |Ish knew
that this was the crisis of open defiance.

Ish mutely accepted the challenge; he felt calnmer now This was no tine to
| et anger disturb one's thoughts. Now that there was action, he could think
nmore clearly.

"Al'l of you go sonewhere for a while!" he said |loudly. There was no need
for finesse or excuses; they all knew sonething was goi ng to happen

"I want to talk to Charlie here alone for a few m nutes. Ezra, you take
Evie over to Molly's. She needs her hair conbed."”

There was no argunent; everybody left so readily that they nust really have
been a little frightened. By having Ezra go, Ish was losing his best ally,
but to have had himstay woul d have been a confessi on of weakness before
all of the others, including Charlie.

Then the two of themwere left there alone--1sh standing, as he had been

when he spoke; Charlie, still sitting. Charlie nmade no gesture of rising;
so Ish too sat down. He woul d not stand when the other sat so lazily.
Charlie was still wearing his vest, although he had no coat on and had

unbuttoned the vest so that it hung | oosely fromhim There were six feet
bet ween them as they sat on the ground and | ooked at each other. Ish saw no
reason to beat about the bush.

"All I want to say is that you nust quit this with Evie."
Charlie was equally direct.
"Who says so?"

Ish considered for words. He might say "we" but that was vague. |If he could
have said "We, the people" that would have been better, but he knew that
Charlie would think it ridiculous. He did not want to pause |onger, and so
he spoke. "l say so."

Charlie said nothing in return; he sat there. He picked up a fewlittle
pebbles fromthe ground and idly twitched themwth his |left hand, throw ng
them here and there. He could not have stated, any nore clearly, his

di srespect.

At last Charlie spoke. "There's lots of old w se-cracks you can say when
any guy says to you 'l say so.' You know what they are; so let's skip them
I'"mreasonabl e, though. Wiy don't you tell nme just why you want nme to |ay
of f Evie? She your girl, maybe?"

I sh spoke qui ckly.

"This is it," he said. "It's sinple enough. We're a pretty good bunch of
peopl e here, not nental giants, any of us | guess, but still nobody too
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downright stupid. W don't want a lot of little half-witted brats running
in on us, the sort of children Evie would have."

Only when he had stopped speaking, did he realize that by speaking at all
inreply to Charlie's question, he had nmade a m stake. Like any
intellectual, he had been happy to stop commandi ng and begi n argui ng, and
so he had adnitted that his conmand was non-effective. Now, in spite of
hinsel f, he felt in second place, with Charlie the |eader.

"HelI!'" said Charlie. "What makes you think she's been around here all this
time and not had plenty of chances to have kids with all those boys around,
if she was going to have any?"

"The boys never touched Evie," said Ish. "She was sonething they grew up
wi th; she was taboo. And besides, all the boys were married off as early as
they could be."

He was still arguing, and was perhaps at the bad end of the argunent.

"So *you* say again!" Charlie's words had the confident ring of the voice
of a man feeling hinself in control. "Wat you really ought to be glad for
is that | picked on that one around here, the only one old enough who ain't
married already. What if I'd liked one of the others, and she, ne? Then you
m ght have a pretty ness on your hands. You better be glad | was so
agreeabl e. "

Ish thought wildly for something to say. What nore coul d be said? You could
not threaten with the police or say that the district attorney might be
interested. He had flung the chall enge and been net head on

No, there was nothing nore to say. Ish got up, turned on his heel, and

wal ked of f. He had a sudden quick nenory in his mnd of once | ong before,
when he had met a man just after the Great Disaster, and had turned, and
wal ked away with the feeling that he m ght be shot in the back. Yet, after
that first nenory, he was not afraid, and it was the nore humliating that
he was not. He realized that Charlie would think there was no need of
shooting. He, Ish, had cone off second-best.

He was in the depths of bitterness as he wal ked back toward his own house,
He had forgotten how deep humiliation would be. The hammer was nere wei ght
now, not a synbol of power. For years things had gone easily, and he had
been a | eader. But after all he was not so different fromthe strange youth
that he now could hardly remenber. The youth who had existed in the old
days before the Great Disaster; the one who was afraid to go to dances, the
one who was never quite at ease with other people, and had never been a

| eader. He had changed nuch, he had outgrown nuch, but he could not outgrow
it all

Then as he cane, deep in bitterness, through the door of the old house, Em
was there waiting for him He |aid down the hammer. He took her into his
arnms, or perhaps she took himinto hers, he was not sure. But after that he
felt suddenly a new confidence. Sometimes she did not agree with him They
had argued just the night before about Charlie, but in the end he knew that
he woul d renew his confidence from her

They sat on the davenport, and he poured out the story. He did not wait to
hear what she thought, but he felt her synpathy flow out and enfold him He
felt the raw edge of his humliation healing over. She spoke at |ast:

"You shouldn't have done it! You should have had the boys to back you. He
m ght have shot you right there. You're strong at thinking and know ng
things, not in neeting a man |ike that."
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Then it was she was began to take the next action

"Go get Ezra and George and the boys," she said. "No, I'l|l send one of the
children. No one can nove in on us like this, and say what he and we are
going to do!"

Yes, Ish realized, he had been wong. There had been no need to feel again
the Great Loneliness. Small and weak though it mght be, there was stil
the strength of The Tribe to rally warmy about him

George was the first to come, and after him Ezra. |Ish caught the novenent
as Ezra's quick eyes shifted from George to Em and back again. "He has
somet hing," Ish thought, "he wants to say to ne alone." But Ezra nmade no
attenpt to gain the opportunity. Instead he ended by looking at Emin a
hal f - enbar rassed manner.

"Molly's had to lock Evie up in one of the upstairs roons," he said. Ish
could tell what a hard matter it was for Ezra, a highly polite and
civilized person, to have to speak in public thus about the burst of
passi on that had suddenly cone upon a half-witted girl at a man's caresses.

"What's to keep her from junping out the wi ndow anyway?" said |sh

"Not hi ng, | guess," said Ezra.

"I could fix up sone bars," said George, eagerly. "W could put sonething
across the window, all right."

They all laughed a little in spite of the seriousness. CGeorge was al ways so
happy to do a little more carpentry somewhere on the houses. But it was
obvi ously inpossible to keep Evie | ocked up for the rest of her life.

Just then Jack and Roger, Ish's own sons, canme in; after them Ralph, who
was the last of that trio.

At the boys' coming, there was a little relaxing, and people began to sit
down and nake thensel ves confortable. In a nonent, Ish knew they would al
expect himto begin to say sonething and he felt again that this was al
happening too rapidly. Wat he was actually facing was al nost |ike the
organi zation of a new state. And yet, they could not sit down quietly and
start out by witing a constitution with a good ol d-fashi oned preanble. No,
a particular and troubl esone situation faced them and they nust act in the
face of it.

He put the question sharply: "Wat are we going to do about Evie and this
Charlie?"

There was a babble of talk, and alnost inmrediately Ish had the chilly
feeling that of all the nen, only Ezra was solidly with him The boys, even
George, seened to think that Charlie mght bring a new force fromthe
outside to enliven and enrich the life of The Tribe. If he liked Evie, so
much the better. They had enough loyalty to Ish to insist that Charlie nust
apol ogi ze for what had happened this norning. But it was evident also, Ish
felt, that they all considered himto have acted precipitously--he should
have tal ked with the rest of them before confronting Charlie.

I sh brought up the argunent that they could not afford to let Evie start a
line of half-witted children. But his words nade | ess inpression than he
had t hought they woul d. Evie had al ways been a part of the boys' life, and
the thought that there would be others around of the sane kind nade little
i mpression upon them They could not think far enough ahead to conceive
that the descendants of Evie would necessarily mngle with the rest of the
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group and bring the whole | evel down.

Then curiously enough, George's slow mnd brought forth an even sounder
argunent. "How do we know," he said, "that she really is half-witted
anyway? Maybe it was just all that trouble she had when she was a little
girl when everybody died and left her all alone to take care of herself.
That woul d put anybody crazy. Maybe she's just as bright as any of us
really, and so her children will be all right."

Though Ish could not inagine Evie's ever having nornmal children, stil

there mght be sonmething to the argunent, and he saw that it inpressed the
others, except Ezra. In fact, there was alnost a feeling that Charlie was a
benefactor to the comunity, and was going to bring Evie into it again as a
normal Part. And just then Ish noticed that Ezra was really wanting to say
sonet hi ng.

Ezra stood up. That was unusual of him too, being so fornmal. And it was
al so unusual that he seened to be enbarrassed. His florid face was even
redder than usual, and he gl anced back and forth, particularly at Em it
seened, in an uncertain manner.

"I'"ve got to say sonething nore," he said. "I talked with that fellow,
Charlie, last night after we went hone, quite a while. He'd been drinking a
|l ot, you know -talked pretty freely." He paused, and |Ish noticed again his
hal f - embarrassed gl ance toward Em "He boasted, kind of, you know. " And now
Ezra gl anced toward the boys, as if realizing that they, poor half-savages,
woul d not know really what a civilized man was discussing. "He told ne
quite a bit about hinself, which was what | was after."

Agai n he paused, and Ish could not renenber Ezra ever having been like this
before. "Cone on, Ezra," he said. "Tell us. This is just us."

Suddenly the bonds of Ezra's reticence broke. *"This guy, Charlie!"* he
burst out. "He's rotten inside as a ten-day fish. Diseases, Cupid's
di seases, | nmean. Hell, he's got all of themthere are!"

Ish saw the news visibly shake George's big body as if it had been a
jolting blow on the chest. He saw the flush spread over Enml s creany-col ored
face. To the boys the news was nothing. They did not know what Ezra was
tal ki ng about.

Ezra would not even try to explain to the boys until Emhad left the room
and then he had difficulties because the whol e conception of disease was
very hazy to the boys.

As Ezra tried his explanation, Ish sat feeling his thoughts run by him
fast. This was sonmething for which neither the old life nor the newlife
hel d precedent. He knew vaguely that |epers had been restrained by |law, and
he renenbered stories of |eper colonies. A typhoid-fever carrier mght, he
thought, be legally kept fromworking in a restaurant. But what use was it
to renmenber such precedents anyway? Now there was no | aw of the |and.

"Let the boys go," he said suddenly to Ezra. "This is for us to talk over
and decide on." The boys, he realized suddenly, were disqualified in two
ways--they did not know the dangers of disease to a community, and they did
not know the force which any society was privileged to exert inits own

def ense.

The boys filed out, in spite of their years and inches and paternity,
seem ng nmere children again. "Keep quiet about this," Ezra told them

The three ol der nmen turned to each other again after the younger ones had
gone.
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"Let's get Em back in," said Ezra. She joined them and then there were
four.

They stood for a minute in silence as if under the actual threat of danger.
There was a feeling of death in the air, not of clean death in the open,
but of a nean and defiling death.

"Wel |, what about it?" said Ish, knowi ng that he nust take the | ead again.

Once the silence was broken, they discussed the situation fully. They were
agreed, first of all, that The Tribe had the right to protect itself and
must do so. They would | ook for no nore | aw or precedent than the prinmary
one of self-defense, which could be applied to a conmunity, as well as to a
person.

Granted the right, however, and the necessity, what could be the neans?
Mere warning, "Do this or else!" they all agreed, would probably be usel ess
and woul d certainly offer no sure protection. Once the thing was done, the
puni shrent whi ch they could nete out to Charlie would be nere socia
vengeance, and no avail against the spread of the di seases. They had no
means of actually inprisoning Charlie, and the weight of all that
responsibility, if they should inprovise a jail of bars and | ocks, would be
too much for a small comunity to enforce indefinitely. The obvious thing
was bani shmrent. They could nerely take himaway fromthe comunity and tel
himto go on. He could manage to live well enough. |If he returned, the
penalty woul d be deat h.

Deat h--they stirred uneasily even at the nention of it! Now it had been a
long tine since there had been either war or execution. That their society
m ght have to inflict such a final penalty, the very thought was strangely
di sturbing to all their m nds.

"But what about it?" Em seened to voice all their fears. "Wiat if he sneaks
back sonewhere? After all, there are only a few of us ol der people, and he
makes friends easily with the younger ones. Wat if he nakes friends with
sonme of the boys and they protect hin? And he coul d nmake friends with sone
of the girls, too, not necessarily Evie."

"W night take hima long way down the road," said Ezra. "W could take him
in the jeep and drop himoff fifty mles, maybe a hundred mles, away." And
then after a pause, he corrected his own judgnent. "Yes, but still, he
could get back easy in a nonth or so--and then... well, | was just thinking,
what woul d keep himfrom hanging round with a rifle and bushwhacki ng one of
us. Ch, maybe the boys could run himdown with the dogs afterwards, but one
of us woul d be good and dead anyway! | don't want to spend the rest of ny
life being afraid to get within rifle-range of every clunp of bushes.”

"You can't punish a man for sonething he ain't done yet,'
stolidly.

sai d George

*"Whay not!"* said Emsharply. They all turned quickly toward her, but she
was silent.

"Why... you can't... of course, you can't." George was | aboriously stating
the case. "He's got to do something, and then there's... a joo-rie. It says
So... the *law."

*"What | aw?"*

There was a pause, and then the talk shifted away, as if no one quite had
the courage to follow Em
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Ish, feeling that he nust be fair, brought up another matter.

"Of course we don't know he really has any di seases at all. W' ve no doctor
to find out. Maybe he had something a long time ago. Maybe he's just
boasting. Sone nen woul d!"

"That's just it!" said Ezra. "Not having a doctor, we don't know. Yes, he
m ght be just boasting. Do we want to take a chance? If this thing ever
gets started.... Besides, | think the guy is sick. He noves slow, |ike
sonet hing was wearing on him"

"They say sulfa pills work," said Ish, trying still to be fair, to suppress
that deep feeling of triunph.

Then, as he | ooked at George, he was al nost appalled at the horror and
revul sion that he saw -George, the mddle-class citizen, full of
superstitions against the "social diseases"; CGeorge, the deacon,
renmenbering that text about "the sins of the fathers." But Em was speaki ng:

"l asked 'What |aw ?" she said. "There are the laws in the old | aw books
still, | guess. They don't nean nuch to us, now that things are different.
That old law, |ike George said--it waited till sonebody did sonething, and
then it punished. But the thing was done. Can we take that responsibility
now? There are all the children."

Suddenly there seenmed nothing nore to say. They all sat silent, each
consi dering possibilities.

"No," Ish found hinself thinking, she does not have a phil osophy. She
mentions the children and makes it a special case, Yet there is perhaps
somet hi ng deeper even than a phil osophy in her. She is the nother; she
thinks close to all the basic things of life."

Probably it was not so nuch a long tinme that passed as what seened a | ong
time. Then Ezra spoke.

"While we sit here, even--things happen fast these days! We'd better do

sonmet hing." And then he added, nore as if thinking aloud, "I saw, in those
days--yes, | saw lots of good ones die. Yes, a |lot of good ones have died. |
al nost got used to death ... no, never quite."

"Shoul d we take a vote?" asked |sh.
"What on?" said George

Again there was a pause

"W can run himout," said Ezra,
and what else is there?"

or ... the other. W can't inprison him

Then Em faced the issue squarely.
"We can vote Bani shnent, or we can vote Death."”

There was plenty of paper in the living-roomdesk. The children enjoyed
drawi ng pictures on it. After a little hunting around, Em | ocated four
pencils. Ish tore a sheet of paper into four small ballots, kept one

hi nsel f, and gave one to each of the others. Wth four people to vote,
there nmight, of course, be a tie.

Ish took his own slip of paper, and wote a big B on it, and then paused.

*This we do, not hastily; this we do, not in passion; this we do, wthout
hatred. *
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*This is not the battle, when a man strikes fiercely and fear drives him
on. This is not the hot quarrel when two strive for place or the love of a
woman. *

*Knot the rope; whet the ax; pour the poison; pile the faggots.*

*This is the one who killed his fell ow unprovoked; this is the one who
stole the child away; this is the one who spat upon the image of our God;
this is the one who | eagued hinself with the Devil to be a witch; this is
the one who corrupted our youth; this is the one who told the eneny of our
secret places.*

*We are afraid, but we do not talk of fear. W have nmany deep thoughts and
doubts, but we do not speak them W say, "Justice"; we say, "The Law'; we
say, "We, the people"; we say, "The State." *

Still Ish sat with his pencil poised above the B on his slip of paper. He
knew, far within the deeper reaches of his thought, that Charlie's
bani shment would, in all likelihood, not solve the situation. Charlie would

be back; he was a strong and dangerous man, and coul d exert rmuch influence
upon the younger people. "Wat's the matter?" Ish was thinking. "Am 1 stil

just worrying about the | eadership? AmI| worrying that Charlie will replace
me?" He could not be sure. Yet, at the sane tine, he knew that The Tribe
faced here sonething real and dangerous and even dreadful, in the |long run

threatening its very existence. In that final realization he knew that he
could wite only the one word there, out of |ove and responsibility for his
children and grandchildren. He scratched out the B and wote the other
word. Its five letters stared back vacantly at him and then for a nmonent
he had a sudden revul sion of feeling. WAs this ever right? By witing that
word, was he not bringing back into the world all the begi nnings of war and
tyranny, of the oppression of the individual by the mass, in thensel ves

di seases worse than any which Charlie could carry. And why did it all have
to nove so fast?

He started to scratch the word out, but stopped again. No, he was torn two
ways, but he could not quite scratch it. If Charlie should kill soneone,
that mght nake it easier to inflict the final penalty, and yet that was
only the old conventional way of thinking. The eye for the eye, and the
tooth for the tooth! To execute the murderer never brought back the

nmur der ed, and was only vengeance. To be effective, punishment should not be
retribution so nuch as a prevention

How | ong had he paused? He suddenly canme to the realization that he was
sitting there silent, staring at the paper, while the other three were
waiting for him After all, his was only one vote; the others could
out-vote him and so he could have his conscience to hinmself and stil
Charlie would only be banished. "G ve ne your slips," he said.

They passed themin, and he laid themface up before himon the desk. Four
times he | ooked, and he read: "Death ... death ... death ... death."

*Chapter 8*

They shovel ed the dirt back into the grave beneath the oak tree. They
dragged branches and carried heavy stones to cover it, so that what |ay
beneat h woul d be safe from burrowi ng coyotes. After that, they all wal ked
back, the long nile.

They kept close together, as if needing one another's support. |sh wal ked
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among them swinging his hammer in his tight hand. He had had no use for
the hanmer, but still he had taken it along. Now the downward pull of its
wei ght seened to keep himfirmy on the ground. He had held it in his hand,
li ke a badge of office, when they had gone to find Charlie and, flanked by
the boys' leveled rifles, Ish had said the words and heard Charlie begin to
curse obscenely.

Now it woul d never be the sane again. Ish did not Iike to think of what had
happened, and when he did think of it, he felt a little sick, physically.
Perhaps, if it had not been for George's solidity, they could never have
gone through with it finally. George, with his practical skill, had knotted
the rope and set up the | adder.

No, he would never like to think of it in the future, either. He was sure
of that also. This was an end, and this was al so a beginning. It was the
end of those twenty-one years when they had |ived, now he thought, in a
kind of idyllic state, as it m ght have been in sone old Garden of Eden
They had known their troubles; they had even known death. But it had been
sinple, as he | ooked back toward it. This was an end; Yet, it was also a
beginning, and a long road | ay ahead. In the past, there had been only a
little group of people, scarcely nore than an overgrown famly. In the
future, there would be the State,

Yet there was an irony. The State--it should be a kind of nourishing nother,
protecting the individuals in their weakness, pernitting a fuller life. And
now the first act of the State, its originating function, had been to bring
death. Well, who could say? Likely enough, in the di mpast reaches of tineg,
the State had always sprung fromthe need to crystallize power in sone
troublous tinme, and primtive power nust often have expressed itself in

deat h.

"It was necessary.... It was necessary," he kept saying to hinself. Yes, he
could justify the act on the highest of all grounds--the safety and

happi ness of The Tribe. By the one sharp act, evil and ugly though it

seenmed, he and the others had prevented--so at |east they would hope--al

that chain of ugliness and evil which ran on, once started, through the
years. Now-so at |east they would hope--there woul d be no endl ess succession
of blind babies, and of trenbling, witless old nmen, and of marriages

defiled even in their consummati on.

Yet he did not like to think about it. He could justify it rationally. Even
though the facts were not wholly proved, the chance had been too great to
t ake.

But he woul d never be sure how nmuch other notives, secondary and personal,
had swayed him @uiltily he renmenbered how his heart had | eaped when Ezra's
wor ds had given support to his own dislike and fear, and to his
apprehension that his | eadership was chafl enged. Well, he would never know.
Now, in any case, it was finished. No, he would only say, "It is done." Too
often, he renmenbered his history, executions had finished nothing, and dead
men had risen fromtheir graves, and their souls had marched on. But
Charlie had not seened to have nuch of a soul

He wal ked with the others. They were all silent, except that the three boys
were beginning to recover their spirits and chaff back and forth at one
anot her. There was no reason why they should be | ess concerned than the

ol der nen. The boys had not voted originally, but they had concurred.
"Yes," Ish thought, "if anyone is guilty, we are all guilty together, and
intime to come no one can raise a word agai nst any ot her one."

Along the littered and grass-grown streets, between the rows of hal f-ruined
houses, there was never a longer mile than that one back fromthe new grave
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beneath the oak tree to the houses on San Lupo Drive.

VWhen he went into his own house, Ish went to the mantel pi ece, and set the
hamrer there, head down, handle sticking stiffly upward. Yes, it vvas an
old friend, but his thought of the twenty-two years altered a little when
he renenbered the day when he had first used the hamer. Those
year s- perhaps they had been lived, as he had thought a little while ago, in
a kind of Garden of Eden! Yet, also, they had been the years of anarchy,
when there was no strong force to protect the individual against whatever

m ght rise up against him He remenbered that day vividly still--the one
when he had first come driving dowmn fromthe nountains and had stood in the
street of the little town of Hutsonville, pausing for a nonment, hesitant,

| ooki ng up and down the street, realizing that he was about to do somet hing
illegal and irrevocable and terrible. Then, he still remenbered the
feeling, he had drawn back deliberately with the hammer and smashed the
flinsy door of the little pool-roomand gone inside to read the newspaper.
Oh, yes--when you had had the United States of America around and about you,
as all-present as the air you breathed, then you had thought little of it
except to conpl ain about income-tax and regul ations, and you felt yourself
the strong individual. But when it had vani shed! How was it the old line
had gone?--"Hi s hand shall be against every man's and every nan's hand
against him" So it had been. Even though he had George and Ezra, they had
all acted only fromday to day; no battle-tested synmbol of unity had bound
them Though things had worked confortably and pleasantly in all these
years, that mght only have been good | uck

Now from across the street he heard the sound of a saw, and he realized
that George was back at work with his bel oved wood. George woul d not spend
much tine thinking about what had happened. Neither would Ezra, or the
boys. O themall, only he, Ish, thought nuch. And now, since he could not
help it, he thought back again. Again he wondered, as so often before, what
really were springs of action. Did it come fromthe man inside? O fromthe
worl d, the outside? Take all this that had just happened. The water had
failed, and then they had sent the boys on their expedition as the result
of losing the water, and fromthe expedition had cone Charlie, and from
Charlie, who was part of the outside, had come all that had happened
afterwards. Yet he could not say, either, that this was all an inevitable
successi on of happenings fromthe initial failure of the water. H's own

m nd had worked creatively, throwi ng out the suggestion for the expedition,
seei ng i magi nati vely what m ght be done. And then again he thought of Joey,
that other one who saw what was not there, who | ooked to the future.

Em cane in. She had not been at the oak tree; that was not worman's worKk.
But she too had witten the word upon the ballot. Yet Em he realized,
woul d not consider too much or worry. She was a person too unified in
nat ur e.

She spoke: "Don't think about it now Don't worry about it.

He took her hand in his, and pressed it against his cheek. For a nonment it
was cool, and then he felt it warmto the flush of his own skin. Many years
it was now since he had first seen her standing in the light of the

doorway, and heard her speak, not a challenge or a question, but in quiet
affirmati on. Twenty-one, twenty-*two,* years--and now he knew that no matter
what happened there would be no question in the final relationship between
the two of them They would have no nore children; yet that relationship
still was warm She was ten years ol der than he. Sone m ght say that she
was the nother nore than the wife for him Let it be! As things were, so

| et them stand.

"I''"l'l never keep fromit!" he said at last. "Fromworrying, | nean. |
suppose | really get pleasure fromit. But | have to try to | ook ahead,
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peering into the mst. | guess | had picked out the right profession for
myself in the Ad Tines; |I'd have nade a good research professor. But it's
sonet hing of a bad joke, | think, that | was |eft as one of the survivors.

What was needed was only nen |i ke George and Ezra; they drift without

thi nki ng much, or acting, either. O else the new tinmes needed nen who

could act, be |eaders, w thout too nmuch thinking. Men, maybe--well, maybe
Charlie was really that kind. Me, | only try. I'"'mnot one |ike Mises, or

Sol on--or, or--Lycurgus. Those were the ones who nade the | aws and founded
nati ons. \What has happened--yes, what is going to happen to us all--it would
all be different if | were different."

She pressed her cheek against his for a nmonent.

"Anyway, " she said, "I don't want you different."
Well, that was what a wife should say! It was trite, but it was conforting.
"Besi des," she went on, "how do you know? Even if you were Modses, or--one of

those others with the funny names--still you couldn't control what the world
does, all of it, pressing in around us."

One of the children called,and Em went away. |sh rose, and went to the
desk, and fromone of the drawers he drew out the little cardboard box

whi ch the boys had brought back with themfromthe tiny conmunity near the
Ri o Grande. Ish knew what was in it, but because of all that had been
happeni ng with such incredible speed he had not yet had the time, or the
peace of mind, to examne it.

He opened the little box, and put his fingers down anong the cool and
snoot h kernels. He squeezed sone of themin his palm took a handful out,
and | ooked at them They were red and black, small, pointed at the ends--not
the large flat kernels, yellow or white, that he had expected to see. Yet
this was what he *shoul d* have expected. The large kernels were froma

hi ghl y devel oped, perhaps even artificially hybridized, variety of corn

The little black and red ones were nore prinitive, what the Pueblo Indians
had al ways rai sed

He took the box back to his chair. Again he put his hand into it; he picked
up nore of the black and red kernels, and let themrun into the box again
through his fingers. He played with them and as he played, nercifu
forgetful ness noved in upon him and there was a new peace in his heart.
This al so had cone fromthe expedition eastwards. In the corn was |ife, and
the future

Looki ng up, he saw Joey-ever the curious one-gazing at himfrom across the
roomwith interest. He felt hinself warmtoward Joey, and called to himto
come and see. Joey was interested, as always. |Ish explained to himabout
the com During the passage of the years their own conmunity had del ayed so
long in trying to raise comthat in the end he had not been able to find
any still living seed. Now there was anot her chance.

Then, even though it seened a terrible thing to do, Ish took the little
box, and went out into the kitchen with Joey. They lighted a burner in the
gasoline stove, and took a frying-pan. Carefully, allow ng thenselves only
two dozen kernels, they poured sone corn into the frying-pan, and parched
the kernels over the flane.

Even though they thus wasted some of the seeds, Ish felt too Mich noved
emotionally to resist the tenptation, and he justified himself by thinking
that the actual denonstration to Joey, inmediately, was necessary.

The corn did not parch well, and was barely edible. Neither of them cared

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (167 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

for it much. Actually Ish could only renenber having eaten parched corn as
a sophisticated cocktail-relish, but he explained to Joey that parched corn
had been a regular food on the Anmerican frontier and that his ancestors
must often have depended | argely upon it.

The big eyes, bright in the thin little face, showed that Joey appreciated
the story.

"I wish," thought Ish, "that he m ght grow stronger, and be sonet hing
firmer to count on. Well, | have wasted two dozen of them but perhaps in
Joey's mind | have planted a nore inportant seed."

*Wheat and corn--they too, |ike dog and horse, marched and shared with nan,
friends and hel pers on the |long way...*

*Far in some dry corner of the AOd Wrld the little spiked grass sprouted
nmore thickly around the edges of the canpsites where the disturbing and
enrichnment of the soil gave it ground to its liking. So first, perhaps, it
adopted man, but soon nan adopted it. The nore it repaid his care, the nore
he coddled it. Wth his fostering it grew taller and stronger, yielding
nore seed; but also it came to demand the tilled soil and the seedbed free
of the conpetition of the wlder grasses.*

*The first Year after there were no nore plowed fields, the volunteer wheat
sprang up on thousands of acres, but soon there was less of it and then
still less. Like wolves upon the sheep, the fierce native grasses returned.
They fornmed tough sod; year after year, they grew fromthe sane roots,
thriving the better for lack of cultivation.*

*After a while there was no nore wheat, except that far off in the dry

| ands of Asia and Africa, here and there, the little spiked grass still was
growi ng, as it had grown before an incident called Agriculture.... So al so
with the maize. Fromthe tropics of Anerica, it too journeyed far with man.
Li ke the sheep it traded its freedomfor a fat and panpered life. It could
no |l onger even shed its own seeds, held tight within the tough husk. Even
sooner than the wheat, the naize vanished. Only, on the Mexican Hi gh | ands,
in thick clunps the wild teosinte still pushed up tassel ed tops against the
high sun....*

*So it will go, unless here and there a few men still linger. For if man
cannot prosper wthout the wheat and the corn, still |ess can they prosper
wi thout man. *

Al t hough George and Maurine kept track of the nonths and the days of the
mont hs (or thought they did), all the rest went nore by the position of the
sun and the state of the vegetation. Ish took pride in being able to
estimate the time of the year, and when he conpared notes with George's

cal endar, he was generally pleased to see that he was not nore than a week
or so wong--if indeed he mght not be right and George wong, for |Ish had
no strong faith in George's accuracy.

In any case, a week or two made no difference when it cane to planting the
corn. Qbviously the season was too far advanced. The cold weat her woul d
arrive before the corn was nmore than well sprouted. Next year they would
try it.

In the next few days, however, Ish spent some time scouting about in the
vicinity, trying to |locate a good spot for the conpatch. He took Joey al ong
with him and the two were soon tal king | earnedly about exposures, soil

and possibilities for keeping the wild cattle out. Actually, Ish realized,
their particular region was about the worst place in the United States for
comgrowi ng. A variety which was adapted to the dry and hot R o G ande

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (168 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

vall ey nmight not even mature at all in the chilly and fog-bl anketed sumrers
near San Franci sco Bay. Moreover, he hinself was not a farnmer, and had
never even had a green thunmb for gardening. H s know edge of plants and
soils was nostly theoretical, gained fromhis studies in geography. He
remenber ed how podzol s and chernozens were fornmed and he thought he m ght
even recogni ze them when he saw them but that did not nmake hima farner.
No one else in The Tribe had been one either, although Maurine had grown up
on a farm This accident, so you mght call it, that they had no one who
was close to the soil, had already been of nuch inportance in deternining
their comunal outl ook on life.

One day--nore than a week had passed, and the nenory of Charlie and the oak
tree had faded somewhat--1sh and Joey cane back to the house after having

| ocat ed what seened the nost favorable site they had yet seen. Em came out
on the porch to meet them and |Ish knew i mredi ately that sonethi ng had
happened. "What's the matter?" he asked quickly.

"Ch, nothing nmuch," she said, "I hope anyway. Bob seens to be sick, a
little." Ish stopped dead on the porch, and | ooked at her

"No, | don't think so," she said. "I'mno doctor, but | don't think it's
anything like that. | don't even see how it *could* be. Cone and take a
look at him He says he's felt a little bad for the |last few days."

During the years Ish had usually taken the responsibility of doctoring. He
had devel oped sonme skill at treating cuts and bruises and sprains, and had
once set a broken arm But he had gai ned practically no experience with

di sease, because there were only the two that seemed to exist in The Tribe.

"Bob hasn't just got a case of that sore throat?" he asked. "I can fix that
soon enough!"

"No," she said, as he had known she woul d--she woul d not be so obviously
worrying about the sore throat. "No," she repeated, "he hasn't got a sore
throat at all. He just seens laid out, flat."

"Sulfa will probably do the job anyway," said Ish, cheerfully. "As |l ong as

there are thousands of pills in the drug stores, and still good, we're
lucky! And if sulfa won't work, I'Il take a chance with penicillin."
He went upstairs quickly. Bob was lying in bed, lying very still with his

face turned away fromthe |ight.
"Ch, I'm*all right*!" he said, irritably. "Mther gets excited!"

Proof enough to the contrary, thought Ish, lay in his taking to bed. A
si xteen-year-old did not go to bed, before he was too sick to stand.

I sh | ooked around and saw Joey, peering curiously at his brother
"Joey, get out of here!" he snapped.
"I"d like to see. | want to know about being sick!"

"No, you keep your nose out of *this.* Wen you get bigger and stronger,
I"l'l show you, and teach you. But we don't want you getting sick too. The
first thing to |l earn about sickness is that it may go fromone person to
anot her."

Joey backed out reluctantly, his curiosity stronger than any theoretica
fear of being sick. The Tribe had had so little experience with disease
that the children had no respect for it.
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Bob conpl ai ned of a headache, and a general sense of unlocalized

di sconfort. He kept very still in bed, obviously prostrated. Ish took his
tenperature and found it just under 101, not too good or too bad. He
prescribed two sulfa pills and a full glass of water. Bob gagged over the
pills; he was not used to swall ow ng such things.

Telling Bob to get some sleep, Ish went out, and cl osed the door.

"What is it?" Em asked him

He shrugged his shoul ders. "Nothing that sulfa won't cure, | guess."

"I don't like it, though. So soon..."

"Yes. There's such a thing, however, as coincidence, you renenber."”

"I know *that.* But you're the one that will be worrying."

"I'"ll give the pills every four hours, overnight at |east, before | begin.”
"That's fine, if it's so!" she said as a |ast word, and went off.

And |sh, before even he had got all the way downstairs, knew that her
skepticismwas justified. After all, why should a nan not worry? In the AOd
Ti mes when you lived with all the protection of doctors and public-health
services, even then the nysterious and sudden onset of disease was
terrifying. How nmuch nore so, now

Now, just as man | acked the all-enbracing power of a nation around him so
al so he felt himself bare and exposed and hel pl ess for |lack of that age-old
tradition of nedical skill

"It's ny fault!" he thought. "All these years of grace! | should have been
studyi ng the nedi cal books. | should have nmade nyself into a doctor."

Yet the study of nedicine had never appealed to him even far back in the
A d Times when he had been thinking about a profession. And a nan coul dn't
be a universal genius! Besides, there had been no pressure, when nearlv al
the di seases seenmed to have died out.

That fact, when he thought of it, sometines even made the G eat Disaster
seem beneficent--a magnificent wiping off of the state which allowed nan as
a species to escape fromnost O the aches and pai ns he had been

accunul ating for so many centuries, and start anew. Oiginally each little
i solated tribe nust have devel oped and mmintained its own specia
infections. If the evidence had been avail abl e, the anthropol ogi sts woul d
probably have said that the Neanderthal men could be identified as well by
their own special parasites as by their own special ways of chipping flint.
I n archeol ogy, when you found one culture just on top of another one, you
assuned that Tribe B had wi ped out Tribe A So doubtless it had. But its
weapons had probably been stronger parasites nore often than | onger spears.

As he thought, he grew nore al arned. Although |Iess than half an hour had
passed, he went upstairs, and | ooked in at Bob. Evening had cone, and Bob
lay quietly in the half-dark room Ish did not want to disturb him and so
went downstairs again.

He sat in a big chair and snoked. He woul d have liked to talk the matter
over with sonmeone, but Emdid not have the background, and Joey was stil
too i nexperienced. So he thought to hinself.

The Tribe--they thensel ves, that is--had preserved neasles and sonme kind of
sore throat. Someone, he hinself perhaps, had been the carrier, or else the
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germs were nai ntained by sone aninmal with which they were in contact-the
dogs, or the cattle, or any one of a hundred snmaller ones. But the people
in Los Angeles might be free of measles, and have preserved nmunps and
whoopi ng- cough. And those on the R o Grande woul d probably have kept
dysentery.

And now Charlie! Even if he had not had those particul ar di seases of which
he boasted, he mi ght well have been a carrier of whatever happened to be
preval ent around Los Angel es. That had not been such a fine idea--sending
the boys off to explore! Suddenly Ish began to feel an unreasoning fear of
any stranger. G ve themtwo-hundred-yards |law, that was the idea, and then
| ook at them over the sights of a good rifle!

A fly buzzed in front of his nose, and the overenphatic way he struck at it
showed that his nerves were tense. Josey called for himto cone in to
di nner.

*Unli ke the human lice, the house-fly--not having irrevocably linked its
destiny with man' s--had suffered nothing that approached anni hilation. Like
the house rat, the house nouse, the human flea, and the cockroach, this
other intimate househol d conpani on had suffered only a consi derabl e
reverse. Wiere fornmerly it had buzzed by hundreds and thousands, now it was
reduced to its twenties or tens. Nevertheless, it survived.*

*For, like that lord whom Price Ham et calls a "water-fly," the house-fly
al so was secure in "the possession of dirt," though for it* dirt *nust

mean, not | ands and estates, but the word in its dysphemnistic sense, as
when the Bible of King James declares primy that Ehud struck King Eglon in
the belly, "and the dirt cane out." Thus, even though man shoul d be reduced
to the vani shing point or disappear altogether, the house-fly was secure as
long as the larger animals still lived and continued to | eave droppings
behind them The eggs of the fly, thus deposited, soon hatched out, and the
| arvae found thensel ves enbowered in rich and succul ent food on which to
feast, as snakes upon rats, woodpeckers upon grubs, and men on the flesh of
dead ani mal s. *

*Still, with man eclipsed, times were hard. No |onger did barnyards offer
sites as rich as the ancient gift of the Nile, no |l onger was the
countrysi de studded with beneficently unscreened privies, no |onger did

i nnunerabl e sluns offer their choice piles of garbage and filth. Only here
and there some few accunul ati ons of nourishing excrenent permtted the
house-fly to | ay nunmerous eggs and breed up well-fostered | arvae and send
forth vigorous and busily traveling adults. *

A week later the epidemic was in full course. Dick, Bob's conpanion on the
expedi tion, had been the next to go down. But now Ezra and five of the
children lay stricken. In proportion to its nunbers, the conmunity was in

the grip of a devastating outbreak of what nust be--Ish felt certain--typhoid
fever.

Sone of the adults had been inoculated in the Ad Times, but their immunity
must | ong since have lapsed. Al the children were totally unguarded. Even
with all the old-tinme nmedical skill typhoid had been conbatted chiefly by
prevention. Once the di sease was established, there was no remedy but to
let it run its long and sinister course.

Easy enough now, thought Ish, to do some second thinking! Easy enough, he
thought bitterly, to know that Charlie, no matter what other diseases he

m ght have had or thought he had, was really carrying the gernms froman
attack of typhoid fever! Perhaps he had been sick years before; perhaps he
had been sick recently, for quite possibly the di sease had made the passage
in the area where he had |ived. They woul d never know. And now, what did it
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matter?

VWhat they knew for certain was that Charlie, obviously unclean in persona
habits, had eaten with the two boys for nore than a week. In addition, the
not too carefully constructed outhouses and the flies offered an obvi ous
route of general infection

They began to boil all drinking-water. They burned the old latrines and
filled the old pits. They kept the new ones so well sprayed with DDT that
no fly could alight and live. Al such Precautions were obviously too |ate.
Al ready every individual nust have been exposed to infection. Those who had
not yet succunbed nust either by good | uck possess natural immnity, or

el se the disease was still lying dormant in them building up strength
through its period of incubation

Day by day, one or nore took to bed. Bob, now in his second week, |ay
tossing in delirium a grimindication of the long road all the others nust
foll ow before they could grow better. Already those still on their feet
were being worn down by the strain of nursing.

They had scarcely tinme to give any thought to fear, and yet fear lay al
around them daily drawing its circle closer. There had been no deaths as
yet, but neither had anyone passed the crisis of the fever. As in earlier
years each birth had seened to force back the circle of darkness, so now
with each newmy stricken one the darkness noved a step inward, bringing
annihilation with it. Even if they did not all die in the epidemc, the

| oss of any |arge nunber m ght break, it seenmed, the communal will to live.

George and Maurine and Molly had taken to prayer, and sone of the younger
ones had joined with them They were afraid that God was exacting
retribution upon themfor the death of Charlie. Ralph was just on the point
of taking his famly, as yet not stricken, and fleeing off sonewhere. Ish
di ssuaded him for the nonent at |east, arguing that any of them m ght

al ready be infected and that to be taken sick as a snmall and isol ated group
woul d be much nore dangerous than to share with the whole comunity.

"W are close to panic!" thought Ish. and then the next norning he hinself
awoke- - depressed, feverish, and hal f-prostrated. He forced hinself to his
feet, made light of Ems inquiries, and avoi ded her gl ances. Bob was very
bad, and took nost of Emis tinme. Ish tended Joey and Josey, who were both
in the early stages. Walt, they had sent off to help in one of the other
houses.

In the afternoon, |eaning over Joey's bed, Ish felt hinself coll apsing.
Wth his last effort he nanaged to get to his own bed, and fall upon it.

Hours later, it seened, he came to hinself. Emwas | ooking dowmn at him She
had managed to undress himand get himinto bed.

He | ooked up at her, feeling small. He gazed as a child m ght have
gazed--above all, fearing that he would see fear. If she was afraid, all was
| ost!

But in her face he saw no fear.

The dark, w de-set eyes |looked calnily at him Oh, Mther of Nations! And
then he sl ept.

In his days and nights of delirium he knew little of what happened.
Through his fever the great vague dream shapes noved in and pressed upon
himfromthe dark outside--horrible, inchoate as fog, not to be conbatted.
Then sometimes he called out for someone to bring himhis hamrer, and he
called the nane of Joey sonetines, and again (worst of all) the nane of
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Charlie. But also in his terrors he called sonetines on the nane of Em and
then it mght be that he awke at the pressure of her hand and | ooked up
Al ways he | ooked for fear, but there was no fear

Then there was a week when he lay quieter but so prostrated that at tines
his life seemed to himto be fluttering weakly to take flight and go--and he
cared little. Only, when he | ooked up and saw Em he felt courage and
strength nove out fromher, and he held his lips hard together, for he
thought life itself pressed close behind his lips and that if he opened its
mouth it would escape like a butterfly. But as |ong as he | ooked up at Em
he knew that he would have strength to hold that little, faintly struggling
thing within him

Only, when she had gone, he said to hinself, now that he could think a
little, "She will break! Some time she must break! She may not get the
fever. W may hope for that good |uck! But she cannot carry the burden for
all of us."

Now he realized nore of what was happening. There had been deaths, he knew,
but not who or how many. He dared not ask

Once he heard Jeanie cone, wailing hysterically at the death of a child, Em
said little, but strangely the spirit noved out from her, and Jeani e went
away with courage to fight on. George cane, unwashed and filth-sneared, a
terror-stricken old man--Maurine had suffered a relapse, and their
grandchild |l ay gasping. Em said nothing about God, but again a spirit went
out from her, and George wal ked away with head high, and saying the words,
"Yea, though He slay ne...." Thus even when the shadows drew i n nost
closely and the little candl e seened flickering and snoky, she knew no
despair and sustained themall.

"It is strange," thought Ish. "She has none of those things on which | used
to count so much--not education, not even high intelligence. She supplies no
i deas. Yet she has a greatness within her and the final affinnation

Wthout her, in these |ast few weeks, we woul d have despaired and | ost hold
of life and gone under." And he felt hinself hunbl e beside her.

At | ast one day he saw her sitting near him and on her face was such great
weari ness as he had never seen on a face before. He was appall ed. Then
suddenly he was happy, for he knew that she would never have sat there and
| et her weariness show unless the future was safe. Yet it was such a

weari ness as he scarcely thought could exist. Suddenly he knew that behind
such weariness nust also lie great grief.

At that nonment too he realized that he hinself was now on the road to
conval escence, probably |ess weary than she, able to share the | oad.

He | ooked at her and sm | ed, and even in her weariness she sm | ed back
"Tell nme," he said gently.

She hesitated, and he was thinking wildly. *Walt?*--no, Walt was not sick

He brought nme a glass of water today. Jack?--no, | amsure that | have heard
his voice; he was very strong. Josey would it be? O Mary? It mght be nore
t han one.

"Share it with me," he said to her. | amwell enough now " And still he was
thinking wildly. It nust not be *that one.* He was not strong, but the
weakest often endure illness the best. *No, not hel*

"Five--up and down the street--five are dead."

"Wi ch ones?" he said, bracing hinself.
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"They are all children."

"Wat - - about ours?" he said, knowi ng that she was sheltering himstill, his
fear suddenly dom nating. "Yes, five days ago," she said.

Then he saw her lips start to formthe word, and he knew, even before he
heard the sounds: "Joey."

VWhat is the good of anything? (So he thought, and he asked not hing nore.)
The Chosen One! The rest night have followed; he only could carry the
light. The Child of the Promi se! Then he closed his eyes, and lay still.

*Chapter 9*

The weeks of his conval escence dragged al ong. Very slowy, his physica
strength canme back to him Yet, even behind his physical strength, his
ment al vigor |agged. Looking in a mrror, he saw his hair now show ng
streaks of gray. "Am| old already?" he thought. "No, not really old!'" At
| east he knew that in some ways he woul d never be the sane. Sone fine
yout hf ul courage and confidence had faded.

Al ways he had prided hinmself on being able to think honestly, to face
intellectually whatever nust be faced. Now he found his mnd swerving off
when his thoughts drew near to certain subjects. Wll, he was still weak;
after a while, he would go ahead once nore.

Sonetinmes (and this frightened hin) he found hinself refusing to adnit the
actuality, making plans as if Joey were still there, escaping into the
happi ness of fantasy. He realized that he had al ways had sonething of this
tendency. At tinmes it had been an advantage, as when it had enabled himto
readj ust inmaginatively when he had first been |eft al one. But now he was
escapi ng because the reality seened too bleak to be faced. Repeatedly a
l'ine of poetry, fromthe wide reading of all those years, cane into his
head when he tried to breast reality:

Never gl ad confident norning again!

No, never again! Joey was gone, and Charlie's shadow | ay over them and the
all -necessary State had arisen, with death in its hands. And everything
that he had tried to do so hopefully in that glad norning had failed. He
questioned why. Then often in nere despair he fled into fantasy.

When he could think nore calmy, the irony of all things inpressed himnore
and nore. What you were preparing agai nst--that never happened! Al the
best-laid plans could not prevent the disaster agai nst which no plans had
been | ai d.

Most of the tinme he had to be alone. Sone of the others still needed care,
and what strength remained in Emhad to be devoted to them He would have
liked to talk to Ezra, but Ezra too was not yet out of bed. Except for Em
and Ezra, now that Joey was gone, there was no one to whomhis heart really
went out.

One afternoon he awoke froma nap, and saw Emsitting near his bed. Wth
only hal f-opened eyes, he | ooked at her. She had not yet noticed that he
was awake. She was still weary-1looking, but no longer with the terrible
weari ness that he had seen before. There was grief too, but a cal mcovered
it. There was no despair. As for fear, he no | onger even thought of
searching for that!
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She | ooked at him and noticed his opened eyes, and sniled quickly.
Suddenly he knew that this was the tinme when he nust face it.

"I must talk with you," he said, though his voice was scarcely nore than a
whi sper, as if he were still asleep. Then he paused.

"Yes," she said quietly, "I amhere.... Go on.... | am here.

"I must talk with you," he repeated, still afraid really to begin. He felt
hi nsel f hunbl e before her, the child who nust ask questions of the
grown-up, the frightened child trying to drive fear away and renew
confidence. Yet, not being really a child, he feared that even she could
make no answer that would bring that security.

"I want to ask you some questions,’
bravely, and then paused agai n.

he went on. "Howis it..." he began

She only smled at him realizing his weakness, but she did not tell himto
wait till another tine.

"This is it!" he said desperately. "lIs this the way of it? | know what
George is thinking, and the others perhaps too! | heard sonething, even
through ny fever. Is it... is it a punishnent?"

Then he | ooked at her, and for the first time in all those terrible weeks
he saw in her face sonething which was fear, or might be. Even | have
failed her, he thought in panic. Yet he knew that now he nust go on, or
el se a wall of doubt and di shonesty woul d ari se between them forever.

So he blurted on: "You know what | nean! |s it because we killed Charlie?

D d sonet hing--did God--strike back at us? An eye for an eye, and a tooth for

a tooth! Is this why they all--why Joey?--died? Did--what it was--*He*--use the
di sease that Charlie was carrying--so that we should all be sure howit was
meant ?"

Then, as he paused, he saw that her face was contorted with horror

"No, *no!"* she cried. "Not you too! | faced the others so often al one when
you were sick! | knew no argunents, but | knew that it could not be so. |
could give themno arguments. All | could give themwas ny courage!"

She paused, as if the sudden vehenence had exhausted her

"Yes," she went on, "I felt courage flow out fromne |ike blood! It flowed

out to themall, and | grew weaker as it flowed, and | wondered 'WII there
be enough? *WII| there be enough?' * And you were tal king of Charlie through
your fever."

She was silent again, but he could say not hing.

"Ch," she cried, "do not ask nme for nore courage! | do not know the
argunents. | never went to college. All | knowis that we did what we
thought best. If there is a God who made us and we did wong before His
eyes--as George says--at |least we did wong only because we were as God nade
us, and | do not think that He should set traps. Ch, you should know better
than George! Let us not bring all that back into the world again--the angry
God, the nean God--the one who does not tell us the rules of the gane, and
then strikes us when we break them Let us not bring H m back! Not you

too!™

Then she stopped. and he saw that her face was between her hands, so that
he could not tell whether or not there was fear in it. But he knew that she
was crying.
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And again he felt small and very hunbl e before her. (Once nore she had not
failed him) But nmost of all he felt cal mand peaceful and reassured. Yes,
he shoul d have known. He, ampong them all, should not have doubted. Reaching
out, he took one of her hands.

"Do not be afraid,"” he found hinself saying, though for himto be saying so

to her was ironic. "You are right; you are right! | shall not think such

things again. | know the argunents. But when there is death and a nan has
been very sick, he is weak. Yes, you nust renenber, | amstill--not quite
mysel f."

Then suddenly she was kissing himthrough warmtears, and had gone fromthe
room Again, he knew, she was strong. Again courage could flow outward from
her. GCh, Mdther of Nations!

He also, as he lay there still weak--he also felt courage again, whether he
had drawn it from her store or whether her words had nmerely caused himto
build up his own.

Yes, he thought--and did not flee fromthe thought--yes, Joey is gone. Joey
is *dead.* He will not be back. He will not--ever again--cone running to see
what is happening. Yet, there will be a future. Though I am gray-haired

now, yet still there is Em-and the others--and | nmay even be happy. It will
be nothing like the future |I planned--now that Joey is dead. Still, | shal
do what | can.

Again he felt small and hunmble. He felt all the great forces of the world
at work against him against the only nan still alive who could think and
plan for the future. He had tried to face them head-on, and they had roll ed
over him Yes, they mght well have been too nuch, even if Joey had |ived.
He must plan nore shrewdly now, work nore subtly, select smaller and nore
practical objectives, be the fox and not the lion

But first he nust regain physical strength. Two or three weeks nore, it
woul d take him Even so, well before the end of the year, he would be able
to do sonet hi ng.

I medi ately he felt his mnd turn over and start to work. A good nmind! He
found hinself appraising his ow brain, as if it were a trusty instrunent
or machi ne--old, but still functioning snoothly.

Yet he was very weak, and before he had done much thinking, he slept again.

*Per haps there were too nany people, too many ol d ways of thinking, too
many books. Perhaps the ruts of thinking had grown too deep and the refuse
of the past lay too heavy around us, like piles of garbage and ol d cl ot hes?
Why shoul d not the phil osopher wel come the wi ping-out of it all and a new
start and men playing the game with fresh rul es? There woul d be, perhaps,
more gain than loss.* During the weeks of the epidem c, the few who

remai ned well had been able to give only hasty burial to those who died.

After the conval escents were again on their feet, George and Maurine and
Mol Iy raised the question of a funeral service.

Ish, and Emwith him would have been glad to let the situation rest as it
was. He realized, however, that the others would be happier if a service
shoul d be perfornmed. A service nmight also be of sone practical value, to
mark a definite end to this period of enmergency and fear and death, and
signalize a return to a normal and forward-looking Iife. Al though he
dreaded the renewal of grief for Joey that such a service mght bring him
personally, still he felt that after it he could nobve on toward whatever
nmore nodest plans for the future he could finally work out.
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So he made the suggestion that the services should be held and that on the
day following themall normal activities should be resuned. Although he had
not given any special thought to the resunption of school, he found that
the others naturally assunmed it, and he could only acqui esce.

By conmmon consent Ezra was placed in charge of the services. He chose to
hold them very early in the norning.

As in any community where artificial |ight was inadequate,
rising-with-the-sun was a habit, and they did not have to get out of bed
much earlier than usual to be standing at the little row of nounds before
the light was yet full. The sky was clear, but the western slope of the
hills was all in shade. Sone tall pine trees standing by the graves did not
yet cast shadows.

The season was too late for wild flowers, but the older children, at Ezra's
direction, had cut green pine-boughs and covered the nounds. Although there
were only five graves, this loss represented a maj or catastrophe. In
conmparison with the small nunbers of The Tribe, five deaths were nore than
a hundred thousand woul d have been in a city of a nillion people.

The survivors were all there--babies in their nothers' arms, little boys or
girls holding their fathers' hands.

Ish stood, feeling the weight of the hanmer in his right hand. It dragged
himsolidly dowmm to the earth. He had started without it, but Josey had
rem nded him assum ng that he was nerely forgetful. The hamrer, in the

m nds of all the younger ones, marked a formal occasion. A few nonths ago,

I sh woul d not have yielded, and he would have nmade a point of talking to
Josey about superstition. But today he had brought the hamrer. Actually, he
was forced to admt, he hinself was drawing confort fromit. He was hunbl er
now, after all that had happened. |If The Tri be needed a synbol of strength
and unity, if they were happier with the hanmer as a rallying point--who was
he to enforce rationalisn? Perhaps rationalism-1like so nuch el se--had only
been one of the luxuries which nen could afford under civilization

They had now all arranged thenselves in an irregular halfcircle, facing the
graves, each fam |y grouped together. Fromhis position in the center Ish

| ooked first the one way and then the other. George was wearing a
conservative-1 ooking dark-gray suit, the very one probably that he used to
wear to funerals when he had been a deacon in the A d Times--or, if not the
sane one, its twin. Maurine stood beside himin solid black, with a veil.

At least while those two lived, the ancient proprieties would survive. But
all the others were clothed in the haphazard but confortable |eavings of
civilization. The nen and boys wore blue jeans and sport shirts, with |ight
wi nd- br eaker jackets over their shirts against the early norning chill. A
few of the smaller girls were al nbst indistinguishable fromthe boys,

except for their longer hair, but the wonen and nost of the girls declared
their femninity with skirts, and |l ent color by nmeans of red or green or

bl ue shawl s or scarfs.

Ezra was wal king forward to the center, getting ready to begin. The |ight
of the sun behind the hill was brighter gold now, the hush was deeper. I|sh
felt his throat full. He was noved, even though he felt the ceremony to be
meani ngl ess, and talk in the presence of death to be al nost an

i mpertinence. Yet also he felt hinself close to something very ancient in
humani ty, perhaps sonmething also very significant for the future. Suddenly
he was i magi ning hinmself an ant hropol ogi st of thousands of years in the
future, one who was investigating the life of people just subsequent to the
G eat Disaster. "Little is known of their culture,” he would wite. "From
the di scovery of certain graves, however, it is known that they practiced
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i nhumation."

When Ezra began to talk, Ish becane a little fearful; there were nmany
things that might be said wong on the occasion. But as soon as Ezra was
wel | started, Ish knew that he shoul d have had nore trust. Ezra had not

| ooked up old funeral services. He did not nouth traditional words. He did
not speak of a hope beyond the grave. O all who stood there, only George
and Maurine, and perhaps Mdlly, would have found confort in such words. You
found it hard to think of such a thing when across the tradition of the
past lay the broad bl ack mark of the Great Disaster

So Ezra, who knew people, talked a little of each of the children. He told
sonme small pleasing story of each of them sonething which he renenbered
and which the others mght |ike to renmenber.

Last of all, he began to talk of Joey, and Ish felt hinmself suddenly weak.
But Ezra did not talk of any renarkabl e thing that Joey had done and did
not even nention that a year had been nanmed for him |nstead, he began to
tell of some little incident of play, as with the others.

As Ezra tal ked of Joey, Ish saw sone of the children begin to cast quick
sidel ong gl ances at him They knew the special bond that had connected Joey
and his father. Wre they wondering whether he, Ish, would step forward at
the last monent? He, the O d One, the Anerican, who knew all that strange
know edge--woul d he step forward at the |last noment, and hold his hamrer
before himstiffly, and declare that Joey was not gone, that Joey stil
lived, that Joey would cone back to then? Would the earth of that little
mound begin to stir?

But Ish noticed only their quick glances, sidelong and furtive. They said
not hi ng. And what ever they thought, he knew that he could work no mracle.

When Ezra finished tal king of Joey, he continued speaking nore in general
Way did he not stop? Ish felt sonething wong. This service should not drag
on!

Then abruptly Ezra brought hinmself to a close, and at the same noment |sh
becane consci ous of another change. Al the world was suddenly brighter.
The first edge of the sun had risen above the ridge-line!

I sh suddenly did not know whether to be pleased or dismayed. "Wl

pl anned! " he thought. "But a stage-trick!" Then, |ooking around, he saw
that the others were happy. He too rel axed, and even though he recogni zed
the theatrical touch, he was conforted.

The return of the sun! That age-old synbol! Ezra had been too honest to

promise imortality, but he had chosen his timng, and had the luck of a
cl ear norni ng. Wether you thought of personal resurrection or nerely of
the continuance of the race, the synmbol was there.

Now t he | anes of yellow sunlight stretched out between the | ong shadows of
the tall dark trees.

*In this also we are nen, that we think of the dead. Once it was not so,
and when one of us died, he lay where he lay by the cave-nmouth and we ran
in and out there, not standing quite upright as we ran. Now we stand
upright, and now al so we think of the dead.*

*So, when the conrade lies there, we do not let himlie where he died. And
we do not take himby the |l egs carelessly, and drag himinto the forest for
the foxes and woodrats to gnaw on. We do not cast himinto the river
carelessly for the streamto float himaway.*
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*No, but rather we lay himwhere the ground is hollowed out a little and
there cover himwi th | eaves and branches. So he shall return to the earth,
whence all things cane.*

*O else we lay himto rest anong the tree-branches, and give himto the
air. Then, if the black birds cone streaming fromfar to pluck at him that
too is right, for they are the creatures of the air.*

*O else we give himto the bright and hot cleanliness of fire.*

*Then we go about our |ife as before, and soon we forget, |ike the beasts.
But this at |east we have done, and when we shall no longer do it, then we
shall no | onger be men. *

After the cerenpbny at the graves was over, they all wal ked back to the
houses through the early sunshine. |Ish began to wish that he could be
alone. He did not feel it right, however, to |leave Emat this tine. Before
| ong she nust have sensed how he was feeling, and she took the initiative.

"Go on," she said. "It will be better for you to take a wal k, and be by
yourself for a while."

He decided to go. As he had feared, the funeral service had stirred him
deeply. Some peopl e sought conpany in tine of grief, but he was one who
rat her should be alone. He did not worry about Em she was stronger than
he.

He took no lunch with him because he did not feel hungry. In any case he
could always step into a store, and pick out some cans. He did not strap
his pistol-belt around him though it was routine not to go far fromthe
houses without some kind of weapon. At the |ast noment, however, he
hesitated uncertainly, and then took the hammer fromthe mantel pi ece.

The very fact that he took it troubled hima little. Wiy was it coming to
|l oomso large in his thoughts? It was by no neans his ol dest possessi on,
because scattered throughout the house were things which he had owned and
coul d renenber even fromthe tine of his small boyhood. But still none of
themwas |ike the hammer. Perhaps it was because he associated it
particularly with his survival in the first days. And yet he did not
bel i eve what the children seenmed to believe about the hamrer.

He wal ked away fromthe house, not caring in what direction he wandered, so
I ong as he could be by hinmself. The hamer dangling fromone hand was a

nui sance. He began to feel an irritation against it. Was it really comng
to be a superstitionin his mnd too, as it was in the mnds of the

chil dren?

Well, why did he not sinply lay the hamrer down, and pick it up on his way
honme? O pick it up tonmorrow? Yet, he did not lay it down.

He realized that not nerely the tenporary inconveni ence of the hamrer was
irritating himagainst it, but rather his feeling that it was com ng to be
a fixation with him He nmade a sudden resolve to be done with it. He would
not let his mnd be inposed upon. As he had once before imagi ned hinsel f
doi ng, he would wal k down to the Bay, and out on the old wharf, then he
woul d throw the hamer violently, far out into the waves. It woul d sink
through them deep into the soft nud beneath, and that would be the end. He
wal ked on. Then the nenory of Joey flooded over him again, and as he

wal ked, he thought no nore of the hammer.

After a while he cane out of his sorrow, and realized that he was actually
wal ki ng and carrying the hamrer. Then he knew that he was not headi ng
toward the Bay, in spite of his decision. He was wal ki ng south, not west.
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"It would be a long walk to the Bay, and | amstill not strong," he said to
hinsel f. "There is no use walking so far just to get rid of this old
hamrer. | can throw it into any gully anbng the bushes, and | shall soon

forget where | threwit."

Then he knew again that his mind was trying to deceive himand that even if
he threw the hamrer into a gully he would not forget where he had thrown it
and would not lose it in that way. He quit his pretense, for he knew that
he did not want to be separated fromthe hammer and that it had come to
mean a great deal to himin sone strange way. At the same time he realized
why he was wal ki ng south and where subconsciously his mnd was al ready
directing his feet.

He was followi ng the broad street which |l ed toward the University canpus.
He had not been there for a long tine. As he wal ked, his sorrow was stil

with him but in sone way now it had ceased to be so overwhelnmng, as if

hi s deci si on about the hamer had nade sone change.

Now, as so often before, he | ooked around him and the mere pageant of the
years seized his interest, and took his mind away fromhis grief. This
particul ar section had suffered badly in the earthquake. There was a gully
all the way across the old concrete pavenent; sone crack of the earthquake
had nmade the break; rain and running water had w dened and deepened it, and
now trees and bushes were standing up fromthe Iine of the gully all the
way across the wide street. Swinging the hamrer to give hi mnonmentum he
junped the four-foot gap fromone edge of the pavenent to the other, and
was pl eased that his legs, in spite of his illness, were not too weak.

As he wal ked al ong, he saw t he houses on both sides of the street, fallen
into ruin now, what with the earthquake and the mere passage of tinme. Vines
climbed high upon them Encroaching trees had thrown porches out of line.

Ever ywhere he observed the struggl e between the native plants which were
nmovi ng back into the gardens, and the exotics which once had been pl anted
there and carefully tended.

He | ooked cl osely at these overgrown gardens, thus to take his mnd off
worse things. He tried to discover what plants were no | onger in existence.
He saw no wisteria or canellia or coprosma though they had once been

comon. But the tall clinbing rose-vines were still vigorous. A large and
handsonme evergreen tree he recogni zed as a deodar, native to the Hi nmal ayas.
It was still grow ng vigorously, but |ooking beneath it, he found no

seedlings. Apparently it could live there, but would not reproduce. On the
ot her hand beneath a eucal yptus tree, a species native to Australia, he
found seedlings which had sprouted up through the litter of |eaves in which
not hi ng el se woul d grow.

Conming to the campus, he passed first through a grove of Italian

stone-pi nes. Here, everything | ooked | ess confused than it had in the
gardens along the street, because the pines had spread and formed a canopy
beneath which little grass grew. The effect was still park-1like.

Near one of the trees he saw a large rattlesnake lying in the sunshine. It

seened torpid, not yet quite revived fromthe chill of the night. He could
easily kill it. He hesitated a nonment, but went on
No- - he had once been bitten and still renenbered sonething of that horror

But he held no enmity to the whole tribe of rattlesnakes. In fact, that
bite had possibly saved his |ife. Perhaps, rather than being hostile, he
shoul d be grateful, and forma rattl esnake clan around that totem No, not
that either. He woul d be neutral

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (180 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

Then he realized that this attitude of his applied to nmore than just

rattl esnakes. He had noticed it in the younger people also. In the tinmes of
civilization men had really felt themsel ves as the masters of creation
Everyt hi ng had been good or bad in relation to man. So you kill ed

rattl esnakes. But now nature had beconme so overwhel mi ng that any attenpt at
its control was nerely outside anyone's circle of thought. You lived as
part of it, not as its dom nating power. To bother with killing one

rattl esnake was foolish, because you had no chance of exterritinating them
or even of appreciably changing their nunber. If one of them came near the
houses, you killed it of course, to protect the children. But you did not
go crusadi ng agai nst rattlesnakes, any nore than you did agai nst
nmount ai n-1i ons.

He passed on, went down an al nbst overgrown stone stairway, and crossed a
wooden bridge. He felt it shaky with rot beneath his feet. It had been an
ol d bridge, he renenbered, even when he was a boy. Along the streamthe
thi cket was dense, and he had to push his way through, although underfoot
he felt that he was still on an asphalt wal k.

He heard a rustle sonmewhere in the thicket, and for a nonent was nervous to
be wi thout a weapon. It mnight be a nountain-lion. Wlves or wild dogs al so
were likely to haunt these thickety stream courses

But as he burst through into the open again, he saw only some deer | oping
of f through the trees.

High on his left, now, rose up one of the University buildings. He could
not renmenber what departnent had been housed there. The shrubbery, which
once had been kept neatly trimed, had now grown up hi gh and shaggy,
maski ng the | ower w ndows.

He went on toward his goal. It was only a little way ahead, now. He burst
t hrough anot her thicket, and saw the great Library buil ding.

He | ooked. This building also was hal f nasked by the shrubbery. One w ndow
was broken, apparently because the branch of a pine tree had grown out
across it, and then sl apped back and forth in sone high wind. That accident
had happened since he had | ast been here, several years back. He kept the
University Library as a reserve for the future. He had even taught the
children to respect it. Yes, he had even, he was afraid, put a kind of
taboo upon it. In fact, not only here but everywhere, he had always tried
to inmpress the children with an al nost nystical value of books. Still he
kept the synbol of the burning of the books as one of the worst things that
men coul d do.

He circled the Library, here and there having difficulty in breaking his
way through bushes. Once he had to craw over the fallen trunk of a pine
tree. The building, as far as he could see, was still in sound condition.
He cane at | ast to the wi ndow whi ch he had broken many years before, and
then boarded up. Wth the hammer he began to knock off a board. He was
careful not to break the board, so that he could replace it. After all, he
realized with pleasure, there had been a rational background for his
bringing the hanmer along with him

Havi ng knocked of f the board, he was able to clinb through into the
bui l ding. Now he recalled the first tine that he had gai ned entrance

t hrough the wi ndow. He had cone when Em had told him she was going to have
a baby, and he had been hunting for books on obstetrics. Al that had
seenmed a trenendous problemat the tine, and yet it had solved itself
without difficulty. Wiy could he never learn to worry | ess about problens?
Probl ens not infrequently sol ved thensel ves.
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He went on through the hall, and found the old door into the stacks. Things
were not as clean as they might be. In spite of his precautions, bats had
apparently found their way into the building, perhaps through the recently
broken wi ndow. There was also the litter of sone kind of rodent. But the
droppi ngs had done no damage to the books. He put out a finger, rubbed the
tops of some books, and brought it away dusty. That was natural, and there
was not even a very surprising anpunt of dust.

Yes, they were all still there--well over a mllion volunes, alnost all the
accunul ated learning of the world still safe within these four wals. He
felt a sudden sense of security and safety and hope. He gloated, like a

m ser.

He went down one flight of the little circular stairway, and headed toward

the part of the library, the geography section, which as a graduate student
he had known best. He cane to the fam liar alcoves, and in spite of all the
years he felt a sense of having cone honme. Looking at the shelves, he began
to spot books which he had read and studi ed.

One, in particular, caught his attention, a well-worn vol ume, rebound in
red buckram He stretched out a hand, took it fromthe shelf, and blew the
dust fromits top. Looking at his find, he saw the nane *Brooks* and the
title. *Aimte through the Ages.* He renenbered the book. Opening it, he
saw the card, and noticed that the |ast borrower of the book--the date only
a nonth before the Geat Disaster--had been soneone naned with the unusua
nanme of |sherwood Wllianms. Only after a few seconds did he realize that he
hi nsel f was | sherwood WIlians. Nobody had called himby his full name for
many years. Now he could actually renenber that he had been reading this
book during his last senester. It was a good book and interesting, although
| argely superseded, he curiously found hinself renenbering, by the |ater
studies of--well, someone with a German name--Zei mer, perhaps.

He |l aid the hammer down, so as to have both hands for the book. Then he
went to where light shone in through a dusty wi ndow, and | ooked curiously
through the pages. Actually, this book was not of the slightest value to
human progress. Climatic change was not a practical problem In any case,
this book had been superseded. He could just as well throw it away or tear
it to pieces, but he did not. He went back, and put it alnbst reverently
into its place.

He wal ked away, and then suddenly everything was dust and ashes in his mnind
again. What woul d be the use of all these books now? Way worry about one of
then? Why worry about all the millions of then? There was no one left, now,
to carry on. Books thensel ves, nmere wood-pul p and | anp-bl ack, were

not hi ng--without a mnd to use them

Sorrowful |y he went away, and he was just starting to clinb the circular
stairway when he realized that sonething was m ssing. He no | onger had the
hamrer. He was suddenly frightened, and returned rapidly to the al cove from
whi ch he had taken the book. He had a great feeling of relief when he saw
the hammer still resting where he had laid it on the floor when he wanted
bot h hands for the book. He took it up and retraced his steps.

He clinbed out through the broken wi ndow, and automatically started to
repl ace the board. Then, he stopped. The great feeling of desol ation cane
over him again. Wiy replace the board? It would nake no difference. No one
was | eft who would cone here, in the future, to read. He paused, sw nging
the hammer idly.

At last, slowy, wthout enthusiasm he picked up the board, and with the
hamrer pounded the nails in again. There was no enthusiasm There was no
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hope. Yet this was nerely part of his life. Just as George woul d al ways
work at his carpentry, just as Ezra would al ways be good with people, so
he, Ish, would keep sone illusion of books, and the future.

After that he went around and sat down to rest on the granite steps at the
front of the Library. Everything was overgrown and hal f ruinous. He thought
of an old picture which he remenbered. Who was it--Caesar?

Hanni bal ?- - soneone, sitting in the ruins of Carthage? He pounded idly with
hi s hammrer at the edge of one of the granite steps. It was sheer vandalism
He did not ordinarily do such a thing. The edge of the step chipped off.
Still, wantonly, he pounded harder. A three-inch flake |oosened and fell.
The fresh edge of the broken granite | ooked out roughly at him

As he sat there still pounding gently with the hamtmer, he felt hinself for
the first tinme remenber Joey without nerely dissolving into sorrow. How
woul d it have been anyway? Joey night not have been able to do anything. He
was only a bright little boy. He could not have changed things. He could
not have stood against all the pressing current of this altered world. He
woul d only have struggled and struggled, and in the end he woul d not have
succeeded. He woul d have been unhappy.

"Joey," he thought, and he put the thoughts into words. "Joey was too nuch
like me. | always struggle. | can never nerely be happy."

He concentrated on a small chip of granite, and vindictively pounded it
into bits.

"Rel ax, relax!" he again thought in words. "It's time to relax."

*Thoreau and Gaugui n--we renmenber* them *But should we forget the tens of
t housands of others? They neither wote books nor painted pictures, but
equal Iy they renounced. And what of those others, the nillions who turned
their backs on inagi nati on?*

*You have heard them speak, and seen their eyes... "It was fine there,
where we canped on our fishing-trip--sonmetinmes | w shed--of course | had to
get back for the sales-conference.” ... "Do you ever think, Ceorge, of a
desert island?" ... "Just a cabin, in the woods, no tel ephone.” ... "The
sand-spit by the lagoon, | |like to fancy--but, you know, there's Maud, and
the children."*

*What a strange thing then is this great civilization, that no sooner have
men attained it than they seek to flee fromit!*

*The Chal deans told that Gannes the fish-god came up fromthe sea and
taught nmen these new ways. But was he god or denon?*

*Why do the | egends | ook back toward sone gol den day of sinplicity?*

*Must we not think then that this great civilization grew up, not by nen's
desires, but rather by Forces and Pressures. Step by step, as villages grew
| arger, nmen nust give up the free wandering |ife of berry-picking and
seed-gathering and tie thenselves to the security (and drudgery) of
agriculture. Step by step, as villages grew nore numerous, nmen nust
renounce the excitenment of the hunt for the security (and drudgery) of

cattl e-keeping. *

*Then at last it was |like Frankenstein's vast nonster. They had not willed
it, but it ruled themall. And so by a thousand little surreptitious paths
they tried to escape.*

*How t hen, once overthrown, shall this great civilization, except by
renewed Forces and Pressures, ever conme again? *
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And then suddenly he knew that he was old. In years he was only in his
forties, but he was the youngest of the ol der group, and beneath hima | ong
gap opened before you cane to the ol dest of the younger ones. It was a |ong
gap in Years, and an inmensely longer gap in culture and tradition. Never
had there been--never could there possibly have been--such anot her gap

bet ween the ol der and the younger generations.

Sitting there, on the Library steps, pounding the chip of granite into
smal l er and small er grains, he began now to have what seened a little
clearer vision of the future. It was all tied up in that same old question
How rmuch did nan strike outward to affect all his surroundi ngs and how nuch
did the surroundings press in upon hin D d the Napol eonic age produce
Napol eon or did *he* produce *it*? So, even if Joey had lived, the welter
of circunmstances, the circunstances that nmade Jack and Roger and Ral ph
woul d probably have affected Joey too, and one small boy was not nuch to
set up against all of that. Yes, even if Joey had lived, things would
probably have continued to nove in the way they already seened to be

nmovi ng. Now that Joey was dead, it was certain--certain, that is, as far as
anyone coul d reasonably expect, granting always sonme unforeseeabl e

acci dent.

*The stars in their courses!* (The chip of granite was nothing but powder
under the blows of the harnnmer.) *The stars in their courses!* No, he did
not believe in astrol ogy, and yet the shifting of the stars showed that the
sol ar systemtoo was changing, and that the earth itself was beconming a
more or a |l ess habitable place for man. Thus, at sone profounder depth of
reality, astrology mght be right, and the changes in the sky could be
taken as synbol of all the grinding wheels of circunstance. *The stars in
their courses!* What was man, little nan, to w thstand thenf

Yes, the future was certain. The Tribe was not going to restore
civilization. It did not want civilization. For a while the scavengi ng
woul d go on--this opening of cans, this expending of cartridges and natches
stored up fromthe past, all this uncreative but happy manner of life. Then
at last, sooner or later, there would be nmore and nore people, and the
supplies would fail. There woul d perhaps be no qui ck catastrophe because
many cattle could be had for the taking, and life would go on. So, he
thought, and then a new idea came to himw th a sudden inpact. Even though
cattle were left, though there was nuch food, what woul d happen when the
ammunition for the rifles was exhasted? Wen the matches were gone? In
fact, one mght not even have to wait until the amunition was exhaust ed.
Powder deteriorated with time. Three or four generations, and all who were
left mght be merely sone groveling prinitives who had | ost civilization
and yet, on the other hand, had not |earned all those thousand basic skills
whi ch enabl ed savages to live with sone degree of stability and confort!
Possi bl y, indeed--and perhaps this would best--in three or four generations
the race would not be able to survive at all, would not be able to make the
transition between the scavengi ng, uncreative life, and sone new | evel of
life at which they could remain permanently, or fromwhich they could once
more begin a sl ow advance.

Agai n he pounded heavily on the edge of the step. Another chunk of the
granite fell off. He looked at it gloom|y. He had just decided not to
worry, and here he was, hard at it again. Wuat could he know about what
woul d be happening three or four generations fromnow? He got up and
started to wal k hone. He was qui eter now.

"Yes," he thought, again shaping words, "a | eopard can't change its spots,

and 1'll always be a worrier, even though |'ve lived with Emfor twenty-two
years. | | ook before and after. Relax! Yes, | should relax a little. Wat |
have been trying to do--that has failed. I'Il adnmit it. Just the sanme, |'m
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certain I'Il never stop trying a little. Now, perhaps, if | try for
sonething less, | may in the end attain sonething nore."

*Chapt er 10*

By the tinme he had finished the long walk up the hill to the houses, his
vague plans had shaped thensel ves, but he would have to wait until norning
to begin.

That ni ght, however, an autumm storm began, and he awoke in the norning to
a world of lowlying cloud and steady dropping. He felt surprise, for with
all the recent troubles he had failed to realize that tinme was slipping
away. Now, however, when he thought of the natter, he renenbered that the
sun had been setting well toward the south and that the nonth, if one could
still think in such ternms, would be Novenber. The rain interfered with the
imediate fulfillnent of his plans, but there was plenty of tine, and he
could mature his ideas with thought.

So completely had his attitudes changed within the |ast day that the sounds
of the assenbling children, that nmorning, came to himas a shock. "Of
course!" he thought. "They are expecting to have school again."

He went downstairs to neet with them They were all there--all except Joey,
and two younger ones. He looked into their faces, as they sat on chairs
wiggling, or squatted nore confortably on the floor. They were | ooking
back at him he imagined, with nore al ertness than usual. Joey was gone,
and t hey nust be wondering how this would affect school. Yet the change, he
knew, must be only tenporary, and behind this alertness nmust lurk stil

that basic |ack of interest against which he had al ready struggl ed.

He I et his glance run over the little group, pausing individually upon each
face. They were fine children, not really stupid, but they |acked the
flair. No, there was not one! He nade his decision, and he felt no pain in
it.

"School is dismssed," he said.

There was a nonentary | ook al nbost as of consternation in all the faces, and
then he saw that they were suddenly pl eased, although they were nmaki ng sone
effort not to show their pleasure.

"School is dismssed!" he repeated, feeling that he was being dramatic
about it in spite of hinself. "There will be no nore school --ever!"”

Again he saw a | ook of consternation conme into the faces, and this tinme no
pl easure showed afterwards. They stirred uneasily in their seats. Some of
them got up to go. But they knew that sonethi ng had happened, somet hing
deeper than their minds could grasp.

They went out slowy and quietly. During as nuch as a mnute after they had
gone out into the dripping of the rain, there was silence. Then he heard

t hem suddenly shout, and they were children again. School had been a
passing incident. Probably they would never think of it again; certainly
they woul d never regret it. For a nonent Ish felt a heaviness within him
"Joey, Joey!" he thought. But he had no regret for what he had just done,
and he knew that he had made the right decision. "School is dismssed! " he
t hought. "School disnissed!'"™ And he renmenbered suddenly that he had sat in
this same room many years before, and watched the electric |lights fade out.

Three days of rain gave himplenty of time to think things over and mature
all his plans. At last a norning dawned with blue sky and a chilly w nd
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fromthe north. The sun cane out, the vegetation dried. Now was the tine.

He hunted through the deserted and overgrown gardens. This had never been
an area where citrus fruits were growmn commercially, but |enons had
produced wel |l enough, and here and there soneone had nursed a | enbn tree in
hi s garden. That wood, he renenbered, was suitable. O course he could have
read any nunber of books, but his approach had changed. He woul d read no
books on this matter. He could do well enough by hinself.

Two bl ocks up the street there had once been a | arge and showy garden
There he found a lenon tree. It was still living, although nearly crowded
out by the growth of two pines -Mreover, it had suffered badly in a frost
of some years previous. Never having been pruned after the frost, the tree
was only a weck of itself. Long suckers had shot up fromits base after
the frost, and some of these again had died.

Avoiding the long thorns, Ish pressed his way into the tangle, found a

sui tabl e shoot, and took out his pocket-knife. The shoot at its base was
nearly as big as his thunb. The dead | enobn wood was al nost as hard as bone,
but after a while he whittled it through with his knife and pulled it out
fromthe tangle. The shoot was seven feet |ong, straight for four feet

bef ore other branches had begun to interfere and it had grown crooked. At
his shaking, it was stiff, but when he | eaned against it, it bent and

strai ghtened sharply as he rel eased the pressure. It would suffice.

"Yes,
needs. "

he thought a little bitterly, "it will be good enough for all ny

He carried the | enmon-shoot back to the house, and sat on the porch, in the
sun, whittling. First he cut off the crooked end of the shoot so that he
had four feet of straight wood remaining.

Then he stripped off the dead bark, and began to taper the shoot at both
ends. The work was very slow, and he paused frequently to sharpen the knife
on a whetstone. The white tough-grained wood seened to turn the edge after
ouly a few strokes.

Walt and Josey had been off playing with the other children, but at
lunch-time they came back. "Wat are you doi ng?" Josey asked him

"I"'mgetting ready to play a game," Ish answered her. He woul d not nake the
m st ake, he had decided, of trying to tie this up with anything practical,
as he had with the school. Here he would try to harness that |ove of play
whi ch seemed so deep-seated in the human race

After lunch the children nmust have carried the word around. In the
af t ernoon George canme over.

"Why don't you cone to ny place." Ceorge said, "and use a vise and ny
spoke-shave? You could work a | ot faster."

Ish thanked him but continued to work with the knife, even though his hand
was getting sore. Neverthel ess he thought that he would do all this work
with the sinplest inplenments.

By the end of the afternoon his hand was beginning to blister where he held
the knife, but he judged that the work was done. A four-foot length of the
| enon-shoot was now symetrically tapered toward both ends. He set one end
of it against the ground, pressed it to a half circle, and felt it spring
back sharply into straightness. Satisfied, he cut notches close to each
end, and gladly put the knife away.

The next norning he continued the work. There was plenty of stout string
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avai | abl e, and he considered taking sone nylon fish line and braiding it
into the proper size.

"No," he thought, "I'lIl work fromthings they can al ways get for
t hensel ves. "

He found the skin of a recently killed calf. Fromit he cut a |long thong of
rawhi de. The work went slowy, but he had plenty of tine. He shaved the
hair fromthe strip, and shaved the strip itself until it was no |arger
than a small cord. Then he braided three strips together to make a heavy
cord, and estimating the proper length, he tied each end into a little

| oop.

He hel d the | enon-shoot in one hand and the braided thong in the other, and
| ooked at them Either by itself ampunted to little. Then, bending the
shoot, he hooked the | oops of the thong into the notches at the ends of the
shoot, and the two becane one. Since the thong was shorter, the tapered
shoot now bent in a clean symretrical arc. The thong itself cut strai-ht
across between the points of the arc. Stick and cord, joined, had suddenly
becone sonet hi ng new.

He | ooked at the bow, and knew that creative force had again returned to
the world. He could have gone to any sporting-goods store, and picked out a
much better bow a sixfoot toy for archery. But he had not done so. He had
made hinself a bow fromthe wood itself carved with the sinplest of

i mpl ements, and a string fromthe hide of a newkilled calf.

He plucked at the thong. It scarcely twanged, but it gave forth a
satisfactory dull throbbing vibration. He considered that his work for the
day was finished. He unstrung the bow.

The next day, for an arrow, he cut hinself a straight branch of a pine
tree. The soft green wood cut easily, and he had shaped the arrow and
notched it in half an hour. Wen he had finished it, he called for the
children. Walt and Josey cane, and Wston with them "Let's see how she
wor ks, " Ish said.

He drew the arrow back, and loosed it. Unfeathered, it flew with a wobbly
flight, but he had pointed it at a high angle, and it covered fifty feet
before it struck, by chance, pointing upward fromthe ground.

Instantly he knew that he had won success. The three children had never
seen anything like this before, and they stood w de-eyed for a nonment, then
with shouts they broke into a run, and went to retrieve the arrow. |sh shot
it for them again and again.

At |ast canme the inevitable request for which |Ish had been waiting.
"Let me try it, Daddy," said Walt.

Walt's first shot wobbled a bare twenty feet, but he was pleased. Then
Josey tried it, and then Weston

Before dinner-time, every child in The Tri be was busy at work whittling on
a bow of his own.

Everyt hi ng worked even better than Ish had dared to hope. Wthin a week the
air around the houses seened to be full of badly shot arrows. Modthers began
to worry about |ost eyesight, and two children cane in crying after having
received arrows in various parts of their anatomi es. But since the arrows
wer e headl ess and shot from weak bows, no real harmresulted.

Rul es had to be established. "You nustn't shoot in the direction of anyone.

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (187 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt
You nmustn't shoot close to the houses."

Conpetition devel oped. Having |l earned the trick fromthe ol der boys who
shot fromrifles, children began to hold contests against a mark. They
experinented with different | engths and types of bows. Wen Josey
compl ai ned that Walt al ways beat her at shooting, Ish subtly nade the
suggestion that she mght try fixing some quail pinions to the butt-end of
her arrow. She did so, and beat Walt, and then suddenly all the arrows had
quai |l pinions at one end, and they were flying farther and truer. Even the
ol der boys became interested, and some of them nmade bows alt hough they were
allowed to use rifles. But archery still continued to flourish chiefly
anong the ones who were too young for rifles.

Ish bided his time. The early rains had sprouted the grass seed, and now
the land was green. At evening the sun set behind the hills to the south of
the Col den Gate.

Walt and Weston, the twel ve-year-olds, were now deep in sone kind of boyish
pl ot. They worked hard with bows and arrows, shaping and perfecting them
They were gone | ong hours during the day.

Then one day toward evening |Ish heard the sound of excited boys' feet
running up the steps outside. Walt and Weston burst into the room

"Look Daddy," Walt cried, and he held up for Ish the pathetic-Iooking body
of a big rabbit pierced through the side with a headl ess wooden arrow.

"Look!" WAlIt cried again. "I hid behind a bush, and waited till he hopped
up close to me, and then | shot himright through.”

Ish, as he | ooked, felt a synpathy and pity for the poor dangling body,
even though he knew that it was a symbol of his triunmph. Too bad, he
thought, that even creation nmust make use of death al so.

"That's fine!" he said. "That's fine, Walt! That was a good shot!"

*Chapt er 10*

Day after day still, the sun set in the cloudless sky farther to the south.
Now it was very close to its turning. The clear weather still held.

One day, so suddenly that you m ght alnbst say just at that particul ar
moment it happened, the children becane tired of playing with bows and
arrows, and went off on sone new enthusiasm Ish did not worry. He knew
that after the ways of children they would cone back again, perhaps at the
sanme time of year. The making of bows and the shooting of arrows woul d not
be forgotten. During twenty years, during one hundred years if need were,
the bow m ght remain a children's plaything. In the end, after the
ammunition had failed, it would still be there. It was the greatest weapon
that primtive man had ever known and the nost difficult to invent. If he
had saved that for the future, he had saved nuch. After the rifles were
usel ess, his great-grandchildren would not have to neet the bear's rush
enpty- handed or starve in the nidst of the cattle herds. His

great -grandchil dren woul d never know civilization, but at |east they would
not be groveling hal f-apes, but would wal k erect as freenen, bow in hand.
Even if they should no | onger have netal knives, they could still scrape
out bows with sharp stones.

He pl anned one nore experinent, but he was in no hurry. Now that they had
bows he could nake a bowdrill and teach the children its use. Then after
the mat ches were exhausted, The Tribe would still know how to kindle fire.
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Yet, as with the children, his own enthusiasmtoo grew cool through the
passi ng of the weeks. He thought |ess upon his own triunph in inventing the
bow and tricking the children into enjoying it. He thought rather upon all
the disasters of the year. Joey was gone, and that | oss could never be
redeened.

Al'so a kind of fresh innocence had faded fromthe world when the four of
them had witten that word upon their ballots. And al so a great confidence
and trust had gone from hinsel f when he had realized at |ast that he nust
give up his dream of re-establishing the ways of civilization

Now t he sun was so near the limt of its southern course that a day or two
woul d bring its turning. Everyone was mnmaking ready for the holiday, and the
carving of the nunber in the rock and the naming of the year. This was
their great holiday of all, combining as it did, both Christmas and New
Years of the Od Tines, and yet including along with those two sonething of
their individual own. Like so much else the holidays had suffered strange
transitions in the passage of one world to the other. They still observed
Thanksgiving Day with a big dinner, but the Fourth of July and all the
other patriotic holidays had | apsed. CGeorge, who was a traditionalist and
had been a good union man, always knocked off whatever he was doi ng and
wore his best clothes when he judged it should be Labor Day. But no one

el se celebrated it with him Curiously, or perhaps rather it was natura
enough, the old fol k-holidays survived better than those established by
law. The children still celebrated April Fool's Day and Hal | oween with
great enthusiasmand with nuch of the traditional cerenony, although they
had had to | earn such things fromtheir fathers and nothers. Al so six weeks
after the winter solstice, they tal ked about G ound-squirrel Day and

whet her the squirrel could see his shadow, for there were no ground-hogs in
this area and they had substituted the ground-squirrel instead. Yet all
these were nothing, conpared with their own great festival when they cut
the nunber in the rock and naned the year

Now | sh began to hear the children discussing the matter and specul ating
upon what the name woul d be. The younger ones were saying that it should be
called the Year of the Bow and Arrow. But the slightly ol der ones, who
could remenber more vividly the whole year, said that rather it should be
called the Year of the Journey. But those who were still ol der thought of
other things also, and often they grew qui et and seemed enbarrassed, and
Ish knew that they were thinking of Charlie and of all the other deaths.
Ish himself thought first of all about Joey, and then of all the changes of
attitude which he hinmself had had to make during the year.

Then finally, as they | ooked out one evening, they saw that the sun set in
the sane place or perhaps a little to the north fromwhere it had set the
ni ght before, and the older ones said, to the great excitenent of the
children, that tonorrow would be the day.

So again, at the end of the twenty-second year, they gathered at the rock,
and Ish with his harnmer and col d-chisel cut 22 into the surface of the
rock just below 21. They were all there at the rock, because the day was
fair, and warmfor winter, and the nothers had brought even the youngest
babi es. Then after the numeral had been cut, all those who were ol d enough
to talk called out Happy New Year as it had been in the AOd Tines, and as
it was still at this tine.

But when |Ish asked, following the ritual set in the |ast years, what should
be the nanme of the year, there cane only sudden silence.

At last the one to speak was Ezra, the good hel per, who knew t he ways of
nen:
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"Too much has happened this year, and whatever name we give the year wll
have a bad sound to us. People find confort in nunbers, and no bad
thoughts. Let us give this year no nane, but renenber it only as the Year
22."

*Here ends Part |1. The second inter-chapter called* Quick Years
*follows, without tinme-interval.*

*Qui ck Years*

Once again the years flowed quickly, and now no | onger he struggled and
threshed, but instead, floated easily with the current.

In these years they grewa little corn, not nuch, but enough to harvest a
small crop and to keep the seeds alive. Every autum--as if the falling of
the first rain gave a signal--the children played with bows and arrows for a
while before they tired of the gane. Now and then all the adults drew
together to a conference, like a town-neeting, and what was deci ded there,
each one knew, was bindi ng upon themall.

"These things at least!" Ish thought. "These things at |east, | have
assured for the future." Yet in the meetings, nore and nore with every
year, those who spoke and took action were young men. Ish, to be sure,
presided. He sat facing all the others, and those w shing to speak rose and
addressed himrespectfully. He sat there, holding his hamrer or bal anci ng
it beside him Wen argunment between two of the young nen becane too

heat ed, 1sh pounded with the hamrer, and the young nmen were suddenly qui et
and deferential. But if he himself spoke, though they listened intently,
often they paid no attention to his ideas afterward.

So the years flowed--The Year 23 "OF the Mad WIf," the Year 24 "Of the
Bl ackberries," the Year 25 "Of the Long Rain."

Then came the Year 26, and old George was with them no nore. He had been
painting on a | adder. Whether his heart stopped and he fell, or whether he
fell accidentally and killed hinself by falling, no one ever knew. But he
was gone, and after his death the roofs were never in such good repair, and
the trimwas never painted. Maurine lived on, for a while, in the neat
house where the pink-fringed bridge-lanps would not |ight and the consol e
radio would not play and the scarves were crunpled on the tables. But she
too was old, and she died before the year was out. So they called it the
Year when George and Maurine Died.

And still they ran on--27, 28, 29, 30. It was hard to renenber now the
nanes, and how t hey came. Was the Good-Corn Year, before the Red-Sunset
Year, and did that cone after the Year Wen Evie Died?

Poor Evie! They buried her next to the others, and in her grave at | east
she was no different. Al those years she had lived with them and whether
she had been happy no one knew, and whether they had done well to keep her
living. Only once in all those years had she mattered nuch, and yet for

that little time, when Charlie had cone, she had seened very inmportant. Now
that she was gone, the young people scarcely nissed her; neverthel ess the
ol der ones renenbered that her going marked still another broken link with
the A d Tines.

Wth Evie gone, only five of the original ones renai ned. Jean and Ish were
the youngest of these five, and age showed | east in them although I|sh
l'inped nore and nore fromhis old wound. Ml Iy conpl ai ned of vague
illnesses and wept often. Ezra coughed with his dry cough. Even Em wal ked
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with a less sure and regal grace. Yet actually they all enjoyed amazingly
good health for people of their years, and their various decrepitudes
sprang chiefly from approachi ng ol d age.

The Year 34--that was an inportant one! They had known for sone tine that
there was another but smaller group of people living across north of the
Bay, but in this year the surprise was that the other people sent a
messenger with the proposal of a union. Ish made the young nan keep
di stance, for he wanted no repetition of that business of Charlie. Having
got all the information he could fromthe nmessenger, he called a neeting.

Ish sat with his hamrer, for it was a time of great state. There was a hot
argunent. Reinforcing the fear of disease was a prejudi ce agai nst strangers
and all their strange ways. On the other hand, a kind of fascination in the
very strangeness conbatted the prejudice. Besides, there was the strong
desire to strengthen the nunbers of The Tribe, and particularly to obtain
wives. For, in late years, fewer girls than boys had been born and sone of
the young men had nowhere to | ook. To Ish also there was the argunent that
the in-breeding of The Tribe m ght be dangerous, for now bl ood-rel ationship
was uni versal and everyone had to marry his cousin.

But Ish hinself, along with Ezra, opposed the union. |In overwhel mng fear
of disease, and Jack and Ral ph and Roger, the ol dest of the younger nen,
renenbered the Year 22, and supported Ish and Ezra. But the still younger
men, especially the unmarried ones, clanored for the union, and Ish could
see that the thought of the girls of that other tribe excited them

Then Em spoke. Her hair was wholly gray now, but her cal mvoice held them
"I have said it before," she said. "Life is not |lived by denying life. CQur
sons and grandsons will need wi ves. Perhaps death will come al so, but that
too we nust face."

Not so much by what she said as by the spirit that flowed out from her
they all had courage. They voted w thout dissent to admt the others.

This time luck was with them for the only epidemic was that The Ot hers
contracted neasles, and soon were well again.

After that tine there was always a division within The Tri be, as of two
clans--The First Ones and The Others. Wen they internmarried, the children
were of their father's clan, although |Ish had wondered whet her

nmot her -1 i neage m ght not prevail, as with nany prinitive people. But the
old tradition of the Anericans was too strong.

Then in the next year Ish realized nore than ever that Em wal ked no | onger
with that regal grace; suddenly when he | ooked at her, he saw strange lines
in her face, not the lines of old age, but the Iines of pain. Behind the
darkness of the cheeks there was not the glow of red but an ashy gray. Deep
within himhe felt chill and fear, and he knew that this also had cone
close to its end.

Sonetinmes, in those grimnonths that followed, he thought to hinself, "This
may be nerely appendicitis, The pain is in that place. Wiy can | not
operate? | can read the books. | could find out howit is done. One of the
boys coul d manage the ether. At worst, | would only end the pain."

But always he realized that it could not be--for his hands were no | onger
young and sure, and his courage too perhaps had grown weak, so that he
dared not draw the knife-edge across the side of her whomhe |oved. So he
knew that Em nust face the future al one.

Bef ore 1 ong, too, he knew that this was not appendicitis. As the sun swung
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sout hwar d agai n, she weakened and wal ked no nore. He hunted in the ruinous
drug stores, and found powders and syrups, so that at |east she suffered
little. After she had taken the nedicine, she would sleep or lie quietly,
smling. Then after a while, when the pain again began to make her toss, he
woul d think: "Perhaps | should nake the dose larger still, and bring a
finish to all pain."

But he did not. For she, he knew, had al ways reached out toward life, and
her courage woul d not fail

So he sat long hours by the bed, holding her hand, and now and then they
tal ked.

As it always had been, she was the one who conforted him although she was
the one who lay in pain and was goi ng. Yes, he realized, she had been
nmot her as well as wife.

"Don't worry," she said once, "about the children, | nean--and the
grandchi l dren and all those that will cone after. They will be happy, |
think. At least, they may be as happy as they woul d have been ot herw se.
Don't care too nuch about that civilization. They will go on!"

Had she known all al ong? He wondered. Had she known that he would fail? Had
she sensed how it woul d be? Perhaps because she was a wonan? Per haps
because within her veins ran a different strain of blood? And again he
puzzl ed over what nmade greatness--either in nan or wonan.

Josey cared for the house now, and for her nother--Josey, herself a nother,
straight and full-breasted and wal king with easy grace. O themall, she
had grown to be nost |ike Em

The others canme also to the bedside--the tall sons and the strong daughters
and the grandchildren. Already the ol dest grandsons were shooting up tal
and on bodi es of the granddaughters the fullness of their womanhood was
showi ng.

Looking at them as they passed the bedside, |Ish knew that Emwas ri ght.
"They will go on!" he thought. "The sinple ones are al so the strong ones.
They will go on!"

At | ast one day he sat, again holding her hand. She was very weak, and then
suddenly he knew that a third and dark presence was there beside them She
spoke no nore and only once he felt a light flutter of her fingers within
hi s hand.

"Ch, Mdther of Nations!" he thought. "Her sons shall praise, and her
daughters call her blessed!"

Then where there had been three, now there was only one, for Death had gone
and she too. He sat there bowed and dry-eyed. That too was finished. They
woul d bury her, Mther of Nations, and place no marker, for that was their
custom And, as it was in the beginning, since love first and sorrow with
it came to the world, he sat with his dead. And he knew that greatness had
passed from them

Yet still the years flowed, and the sun swung fromnorth of the nountain.
south past the CGolden Gate, and back again. More years were carved into the
rock.

One spring Ml ly died suddenly of what they took to be heart-failure. That
same year a great tumor grew within Jean--swiftly, like a nightmare growt h.
There was no one who knew how to hel p her, and when she had died by her own
hand, there was no one who bl aned her.
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"W are going, we are going!" thought Ish. "W Anericans are old, and are
dropping like last spring' s | eaves." So sometinmes he was sad. Yet, as he
wal ked al ong the hillside, he saw many children playing busily, and young
men shouting to one another, and nothers nursing their babies--and little
sadness, and nuch nerriment.

One day Ezra cane to him saying: "You should take another wife." Ish

| ooked at himwi th questioning eyes. "No," said Ezra, "I amtoo old. You
are younger. There is a young woman of The Qthers, and no man to marry her
Except for an old man, it is better not to be alone. And there should be
nmore children.”

He felt no love, but he took her. She conforted himin the long nights, for
he was still a man in his strength. She bore himchildren, though the
children seenmed always a little strange to him-scarcely his, because they
were not al so Enis.

More years were carved in the rock. Except for Ish and Ezra, all the

Anmeri cans now were gone, and Ezra was a little dried-up winkled man who
coughed and grew thinner and thinner. Ish hinmself was wholly gray-haired
now. Though he was not heavy, his paunch stuck out, and he was thin-Iegged
in the manner of old nmen. His side hurt himwhere the nmountain-lion had

cl awed hi myears back; so he walked little. Yet still his young wife bore
hima child in the Year 42. He was not greatly interested in that child,
and al so now he had great-grandchildren

On the day when the Year 43 had ended, Ish did not feel |ike walking as far
as the flat rock where they carved the nunerals, and Ezra was too frail. So
they put off carving the date in the rock or giving a nanme. They said to
each other now and then that really they nust do it, or else arrange with
sone of the younger nmen to carve the nunerals, and sonetines also the
younger nen and even the children talked of it. But in a way that such
things go, once it had been put off, still it was put off again. "Today is
rainy," or "It is too cold,"” or "W are going fishing, and shall do it
|later." So the nunerals were not carved, and the nanme was not given, and
life went on with no one caring greatly. After that, no one knew how many
years passed

Now no nore children were born to Ish's young wife. Then one day she cane
to himw th a younger man, and the two asked, respectfully, that Ish should
give her to that one.

Then at last Ish realized that in this his curious Iife, he had now come
close to the last stage of all. Mire and nore often, after that, he and
Ezra sat together as two old nen.

There was not hing strange that two old nen should sit together and talk,
but what was strange here was that there were no other old people at all
El sewhere everything was youth, at |east by conparison. There were births
and there were deaths, but always there were nore births than deaths, and
because everyone was youthful, there was much | aughter

As the quick years passed and the two old nen sat on the hillside in the
sun, they began to talk nore and nore about what had happened | ong ago.
There was little that anyone--they, at least--could talk about as far as
these years now were concerned. Sone years were call ed good years and sone
were called bad years, but there was not nuch difference. So chiefly the
two old nen tal ked about things of |ong ago, and occasionally they

specul ated about Ilife.

O'ten, when they talked, Ish realized that there was still w sdom and hel p
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in Ezra.

"Atribe is like a child," he said once, in that thin piping old-man's

voi ce, which every day seenmed nore like a bird' s--and then he coughed. Wen
he recovered, he spoke again, "Yes, a tribe is like a child. You can show
it the way by which it should grow up, and perhaps you can direct it a

little, but in the end the child will go his own way, and so will the
tribe."
"Yes," he said again on sone other day, "tine nakes all things clear

Everything seens plainer to ne nowthan it once did, and if | should live
for a hundred years nore, perhaps everything that has happened so far woul d
seemvery plain and sinple."

O'ten they tal ked of the other Americans, those who now were gone. They

| aughed, renenbering good old George, and Maurine with her fine radio that
woul d never play. They snmiled when they recalled Jean, and her refusal to
go to church.

"Yes," said Ezra, "it is all clearer nowwth tine. Wiy each of them
survived the Great Disaster--that | still do not know. But | think |I can see
why each of them survived the shock that came afterwards, when so many went
under. George and Maurine, and perhaps Mlly too, they lived on and did not
go crazy because they were stolid and had no i magi nati on. And Jean survived
because she had her tenper and fought back at life; and I, because | went
out fromnyself and shared the lives of other people. And you and Em.."

But here Ezra paused, so that Ish hinself coul d speak

"Yes," said Ish, "you are right, | think.... And I, | could live because
stood at one side and watched what was happening. And as for Em.."

There he too paused, and Ezra spoke again.

"Well, as we were, so The Tribe will be. It will not be brilliant because
we were not like that. Perhaps the brilliant ones were not suited to
survive.... But as for Em there is no need to explain, for we know t hat
she was the strongest of us all. Yes, we needed nmany things. W needed
George and his carpentry, and we needed your foresight, and perhaps we
needed ny knack of maki ng one person work better with another, even though
| didlittle by nyself. But nost of all, | think, we needed Em for she
gave us courage, and wi thout courage there is only a slow dying, not life."

Al nost while they sat there, it seenmed to Ish, a fast-growing tree sprang
up on the hillside below them and grew until it cut off the view across
the Bay, where the rust-red towers of the great bridge still stood high
And then after a while the tree seened to sicken and die and fall. Again,
fromwhere he liked to sit in the sun on the hillside, he could | ook out
and see the bridge. And once, as he | ooked, there was great fire raging in
the ruinous city beyond the Bay, and he renenbered that far, far back--even
bef ore he had been born--that city had burned before. Now it burned for a
week, with the dry north wind driving the flanes; there was no one to put
it out, and no one even to care whether it burned. Wen the flanmes died
down, nothing was left to burn

There canme a time when even tal king seemed a | abor. So nostly now I sh
merely sat confortably in the sun, and beside himsat an even ol der man who
coughed and grew thinner. It was hard to tell just how the days passed and
how they ran into weeks, and even the years seened to flowwith a man's
scarcely noticing them Yet Ezra renai ned, and sometines |Ish thought to

hi nsel f, "Though he coughs and coughs and grows thinner, yet he wll
outlive me."
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But now, since even talking was a labor, the mind turned inward on itself,
and Ish thought of all this strange life. What was the difference in the
end? Even if there had been no Great Disaster, he would now be a very old
man. Now doubtless, if it had not happened ot herw se, he would be Professor
Emeritus, puttering around, taking some books out of the Library and
intending to do sonme research, a little of a nuisance to the younger nen in
their fifties and sixties who now ran the Departnent--though they m ght say
loyally to the graduate students, "That's Professor WIlIlians--a great

schol ar, once. We're very proud of him"

Now the A d Tines were deeper buried than Ni neveh or Mhenjodaro. He

hi nsel f had seen everything crash and go under. Yet curiously, too, al
that crash had not been able to destroy his personality. He was still the
sanme person he woul d have been as Professor Eneritus, even though now the
shadows were closing in on his mnd while he sat on a lonely hillside as
the dying patriarch of a primtive tribe.

At sone time in those years sonething el se strange began to happen. The
younger nen had al ways conme to Ish for advice, but now-even though the
shadows were closing in on his nmind--they began to cone in a different way.
Whet her he sat on the hillside in the sun, or whether, during rain and fog,
he sat in the house, still they began to conme to himbearing little gifts--a
handful of ripe berries of which he was fond, or a bright stone or piece of
colored glass to flash in the sun. Ish did not care for the glass or
stones, even though the stones were sonetines sapphires or eneral ds taken
froma jewelry store, but he appreciated the gifts because he realized that
the young men were giving himthings by which they thenmsel ves woul d be

pl eased.

Havi ng gi ven hi m somet hing, they would formally ask a question, while he
sat hol ding his hammer. Sonetines they asked about the weather, and then
Ish was glad to answer. He could still look at his father's baroneter, and
so he could often say--what the young nen could not know- -whether the |ow
cl ouds woul d soon vani sh before the sun's heat or they indicated an
approachi ng storm

But sonetines they asked hi mother questions--as, for instance, in which
direction they should go for good hunting. Then Ish did not wish to answer,
for he knew not hing of such matters. But when he did not answer, the young
men were displ eased, and then they woul d pi nch hi mroughly. Because he was
in pain he answered them even though he knew nothing. He would cry out,
"Go south!" or "Go beyond the hills!" Then the young nen were pl eased and
went off. Ish sonetines feared that they would come back and pinch him
because they had not found good hunting, but they never did.

Duri ng those years, there were days when he thought clearly, and other days
when a fog seemed to hang in all the corners of his brain. But one day when
they cane to ask hima question and he was cl ear-minded, he realized that
he must have become a god, or at |east an oracle by which a god spoke. Then
he renenbered that tine | ong ago when the children had been afraid to carry
t he hammer and when they had nodded know ngly at his saying he was an

Ameri can. Yet he had never wished to be a god.

One day Ish sat on the hillside in the sun, and after a while he | ooked at
his left side, and saw that no one sat there. Then he realized that at | ast
Ezra, the good hel per, was gone, and that no one would ever sit there
beside himon the hillside again. At that thought he gripped the handl e of
the hanmmer, which in these days was very heavy for himto lift, even with
bot h hands.

"It is called a single-jack," he thought, "but nowit is too heavy for ny
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one hand. Yet now it has becone the synbol of a tribal god, and it is stil
with ne, though all the others, even Ezra, have gone."

Then, because the shock of that sudden know edge about Ezra had nade him
think and see nore clearly, he |looked alertly about him and observed that
he was sitting on the slope of the hill where many years before there had
been a neat garden and was now only a tranpled place of tall grass in the
m dst of overgrown bushes and high trees, with a hal f-rui ned house standing
up from anong the tangle.

Then he | ooked at the sun, and saw that it was in the east, not in the
west, as he had thought it would be. Also, it was far to the north, so that
the season nust be nearly md-sunmer, whereas he had thought it should be
early spring. Yes, in all those years, as he had sat on the hillside, he
had | ost hold of tinme itself, so that the swi nging of the sun fromeast to
west with the passing of the day seened nuch the same as the sw nging of
the sun fromnorth to south with the passing of the seasons, and he had

| ost track of them both. This thought nmade himfeel very old and very sad.

Per haps t hat sadness brought back to himthe thought of other sadness al so,
and he thought:

"Yes, Emis gone, and Joey, and even Ezra, ny hel per, is gone now "

When he thus recalled all that had happened, and his |oneliness, he began
to cry gently, for he was an old man, and he could not control what he did.
And he thought to hinself, "Yes, they are all gone! | amthe |ast
Anerican!"

*End of the second inter-chapter called* Quick Years.

*3*
*The Last Anerican*

"Tis merry, 'tis nerry in good greenwood.

*Chapter 1*

Perhaps it was that sane day or perhaps it was only that same summer or

per haps even it was anot her year.... Wen |Ish | ooked up, he saw, very
clearly, a young nman standing in front of him The young man wore a
neat - enough pair of blue jeans with copper rivets shining brightly, and yet
over his shoulders he wore a tawny hide with sharp claws dangling fromit.
In his hand he held a strong bow, and over his shoulder was a quiver with
the feathered ends of arrows sticking fromit. Ish blinked, for in his old
eyes the sunshine was strong.

"Who are you?" said Ish

The young man answered respectfully, "I am Jack, Ish, as indeed you
yoursel f well know. "

The way he said "Ish" did not indicate that he was trying to be unduly
famliar with an old man, thus calling himby a nicknane, but rather it
carried sonething of great respect and even of awe, and as if "lIsh" stood
for much nore than nerely the name of an old man.

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (196 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:52 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

But Ish hinself was confused, and he squinted, peering nore carefully,
because at short distances he no | onger saw clearly. But he was sure that
Jack shoul d have dark hair, or perhaps turned somewhat gray by now, and
this one who called hinmself Jack had | ong wavy yell ow hair.

"You should not nmake jokes with an old man," said Ish. "Jack is ny ol dest
son, and | would recognize him He has dark hair, and he is ol der than
you."

The young man | aughed, but politely, and said, "You are talking, Ish, of ny
grandfather, as indeed you yourself well know " Again the way in which he
said "Ish" had a certain strange sound to it, and now Ish noticed also the
strangeness of his other repeated words, "as indeed you yourself well

know. "

"Are you of the First Ones?" Ish asked. "Or of the O hers?”
"Of the First Ones," he said.

Then, as Ish still |ooked, he was puzzled that the young man, who was
certainly not a child, was carrying a bow instead of a rifle. "Wy do you
not have a rifle?" he asked.

"Rifl es are good for playthings!" the young man said, and he | aughed, a
little scornfully perhaps. "You cannot be sure of arifle, as indeed you
yoursel f, Ish, well know Sometines the rifle works, and it makes the big
noi se, but other times you pull the trigger, and it only goes 'click.""
Here he snapped his fingers. "So you cannot use the rifles for rea

hunti ng, although the older nen say that this was not so in the |ong past
years. But now we use the arrow because it is sure, and never refuses to
fly and besides," here the young man held hinself proudly, "besides, it is
a matter of strength and skill to shoot with the bow-but anyone, they say,
could shoot with a rifle, as you yourself, Ish, well know"

"Let nme see an arrow," said Ish

The young man took an arrow fromthe quiver, and | ooked at it, and then
handed it across.

"That is a good arrow," he said. "I made it nyself."

Ish | ooked at the arrow and felt the weight of it. This was no plaything
for a child. The shaft was nearly a yard long, split cleanly froma billet
of flaw ess straight-grained wood, and then rounded and snoothed. It was
wel | feathered, with pinions of sone kind, although Ish could not see well
enough to know what bird had yielded the feathers. By feeling, however, he
could tell that they were arranged carefully so that the arrow in flight
would spin like arifle-bullet, and thus keep its true course and carry
farther.

Then he observed the arrowhead, again nore by feel than by sight. The
arrowhead was very sharp both at the point and along the edges. Ish nearly
pricked his thunb. It had the bunpy yet slick feel which told himthat it
was of hamrered netal. Though he could not see very clearly, he nade the
color out as silvery-white.

"What is *that* nade of ?" he asked.

"It is fromone of the little round things. They have faces on them The
old nen have a nane for them but | do not renenber exactly. It is
sonet hing like *corns. *"
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The young nman paused, as if to be told the right word, but when he had no
reply, he went on again, being obviously eager to show of f his know edge
about arrowheads.

"We find these little round things in the old buildings. Oten there are
many- - many--of themin the boxes and drawers. Sonetimes they are rolled up
together in bundles like short round sticks, but heavier than sticks. Some

are red and sone are white, like this one, and there are two kinds of the
white. The one kind of white--the one that has the picture of the
hunp- backed bull--we do not use those because they are harder to pound."

I sh considered, and thought that he under st ood.

"And this white one here?" he asked. "WAs there a relief--picture--on this
one?"

The young man took the arrow fromlsh, and | ooked at it, and then handed it
back.

"They all have pictures,” he said. "But | was |ooking to see if | could
still make out what picture was on this one. It has not quite all gone
because of the hamrering. This was one of the littlest ones, and it had the
picture of the woman with the wi ngs growi ng out of her head. Sone of them
have pictures of hawks--but not real hawks." The young nan was tal king very
happily. "Qthers have nen; at |least, they look |ike nen--one with a beard,
and one with long hair hangi ng behind himand another with a strong-I ooking
face, without a beard and with short hair, and heavy-jawed."

"And who--who do you think--were all these nen?"
The young man gl anced both ways, as if a little nervous.

"These--oh, these--yes! These, we think--as you yourself, Ish, well know-these
were the dd Ones that were before our Od Ones!"

When there was no thunder from heaven and when the young man coul d see that
Ish was not displeased, he went on

"Yes, that nust be it--as you yourself, Ish, well know. These nmen, and the
hawks, and the bull! Perhaps the woman with the wi ngs growi ng from her head
sprang fromthe marriage of a hawk and a wonan. But, however it is, they do
not seemto mnd our taking their pictures and hamrering themup for
arrowheads. | have wondered about it. Perhaps they are too great to care
about little things, or perhaps they did their work a long tine ago and
have now grown ol d and weak.

He stopped tal king, but Ish could see that he was pleased with hinself, and
liked to talk, and was thinking quickly of something nore to say. He, at
| east, had inmagination.

"Yes," the young man continued, "I have an idea. Qur O d Ones--they were the
Aneri cans--nade the houses and bridges and the little round things that we
hamrer out for arrowheads. But those others--the O d Ones of the Ad
Ones--perhaps they made the hills and the sun, and the Anericans

t hensel ves. "

Then, though it was a cheap trick to play on the young man, Ish could not
resist tal king in doubl e neaning.

"Yes," he said, "I have heard it said that those older Od Ones produced
the Anericans--but | rather doubt that they made the hills and the sun."

Though he coul d not have understood, perhaps the young man caught the irony
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in the tone, and so said nothing.

"But, go on," Ish continued then. "Tell ne nore about the arrowheads
thenselves. | amnot interested in your cosnmogony." He used the |ast word

i n good-hunored malice, knowi ng that the other would not understand it, but
woul d be inpressed by its length and strange sound.

"Yes, about the arrowheads," the young nman said, hesitating a nonent, and
then regai ning confidence. "W use both the red and the white. The red are
good for shooting cattle and lions. The white are for deer and other gane."

"Why is that?" Ish asked sharply, for he felt his old-tine rationalism
stirring at the thought of all such magi ¢ and hocus-pocus. The question,
however, seenmed only to surprise and confuse the young nan.

"Why?" he asked. "Why? How coul d anyone know why? Except you yourself, Ish
This matter of the red and white arrowheads is nmerely sonething that *is.*
It is like--" He hesitated, and then the sunlight seemed to catch his
attention. "Yes, it is like the sun that keeps on going round the earth,
but naturally no one knows why, or asks why. *Why* shoul d there be a

*Why* "

Havi ng said these | ast words, the young man was obviously very pleased with
hinself as if he had propounded sone great philosophical dictum although
undoubt edl y he had spoken only in great sinplicity. But when Ish turned the
matter over in his mnd, he was not sure. Perhaps even in this sinplicity
there was a depth. Was there ever an answer to "why"? Did not things just
exist in the present?

Yet, Ish was certain, a fallacy |urked somewhere in the argunent. A sense
of cause-and-effect was necessary for the life at the hunan level, and this
matter of the different-col ored arrowheads was a proof of it, not the
contrary. Only, the sense of causation here was faulty and irrational. The
young nan was nai ntai ning an absurdity--that cattle and lions could be
better killed with copper arrowheads hamrered from penni es, whereas deer
were better killed with silver ones hamrered fromdines or quarters. Yet
there coul d obviously not be enough difference in hardness or sharpness to
matter. Only, in these primtive mnds, the secondary natter of col or had
in some way conme to be considered--this was rank superstition!--the
determning factor.

Deep within him Ish again felt his old hatred of |oose thinking boil up
Though he was an old man, still he nmight do somet hing.

*"No!"* he said, so sharply that the young nan started. *"No!* That is not
right. The white arrowheads and the red! One just as well as...."

Then, slowy his voice trailed off. No, he thought, that was not the way it
was destined to be. He heard a rich contralto voice saying to him "Relax!"
Per haps he m ght persuade this young nman nanmed Jack, who was undoubtedly a
remarkably intelligent and inagi native young man, possibly even sonewhat
like that little one naned Joey. But what would it acconplish? Only,
perhaps to nmake the young man confused and ill at ease anobng all the
others. And what was really the difference? At |east, copper arrowheads
were not *less* effective against lions, and if the bowran thought them
*nore* effective, the thought gave hi mcourage and steadi ed his hand.

So Ish said nothing nore about the matter, and smiled at the young nan
reassuringly, and | ooked again at the arrow. Another thought came to him
and he asked:

"Can you always find plenty of those little round things?"
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The young man | aughed nerrily, as if this were a strange questi on.

"Ch, vyes," he said. "There are so many that if all of us spent all our tine
poundi ng out arrowheads, still we should never run short."

I sh considered. Yes, that was probably true. Even if there were a hundred
men in The Tribe by now, there nust be thousands and thousands of coins
readily to be found in tills and cash-boxes, even in this one corner of the
city. And if the coins shoul d be exhausted, there would be thousands of

m | es of copper tel ephone wire. Wien he had first made an arrow, he
recol |l ected, he had i magi ned that The Tribe would revert to stone
arrowheads. |Instead they had taken a short-cut, and were already fashioning
metal . So perhaps The Tribe, his own descendants, had al ready passed the
turni ng-point, were no longer forgetting nore old things than they were

| earni ng new things, and were no | onger sinking toward savagery, but were
mai ntai ning a stable | evel or perhaps gradually beginning to win new
security. By showi ng them how to nmake bows, he had hel ped, and he felt
greatly conforted.

Then, having finished | ooking at the arrow, |Ish handed it back. "It seens
to be a very good arrow," he said, although he did not really know ruch
about arrows.

Nevert hel ess the young man smiled with great happiness at this praise of
his arrow, and Ish noted that he nmade a mark on it before he put it back
into the quiver, as if he wished to know it and distinguish it from other
arrows after what had happened. Then, as he still |ooked at the young man,
Ish felt a sudden great |ove for him and he had not been so noved for a
long tine since he had been sitting as an old nan on the hillside. This
Jack, who was of the First Ones, nust be Ish's great-grandson in the nale
line, and he was also Enis great-grandson. So, as |sh |ooked, his heart
yearned outwards, and he asked a strange question

"Young man," he said, "are you happy?" The young man nanmed Jack | ooked
startled at this question, and he glanced in both directions before
answering, and then he spoke.

"Yes, | am happy. Things are as they are, and | ampart of them"

Ish began to think of what this m ght mean and to wonder agai n whether the
wor ds had been spoken only in sinplicity or whether there was sone deep
phi | osophy behind them but he could not decide. At his trying to think,
the fog seened again to nove in at the corners of his brain. But still he
recol | ected vaguely that the words--strange as they were--had a ring of
famliarity about them He had not perhaps ever heard those exact words
before, but they were words that sonmeone whom he had once known m ght wel |l
have spoken. For in his words the young man had not questioned, but had
accepted. Ish could not recall this person exactly, but he renenbered
softness and warnth, and warm feelings flowed through him

When he canme out of his reverie and | ooked up again, no one was standing in
front of him In fact, Ish woul d have been unable to say surely whether the
young nman named Jack had been there that sanme day, or whether this was now
sonme ot her day, or perhaps even anot her sunmer.

*Chapter 2*
He awoke so early, one norning, that the roomwas still in half-darkness.

He lay quiet for a nonent, wondering where he was, and for a nonent he
t hought that he was a small boy again and had craw ed into his nother's bed
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for confort in the early norning. Then he realized that it could not be so,
and he thought that if he stretched out his hand he would find Em|ying
there beside him But that was not so, either. Then he thought of his young
wi fe. But no, she would not be there either, for |ong ago he had given her
to a younger man because it is right that a woman should bear children so
that the tribe will increase and the darkness draw farther back. So then at
| ast he realized that he was a very old man, and was lying in the bed by

hi msel f. Nevertheless, it was the sane bed and the same room

There was a strange dryness in his throat. After a nmnute he slowy got out
of bed, and uncertainly on his old stiff |egs he wal ked to the bathroom for
a drink of water. As he went into the bathroom he stretched out his right
hand, and flipped the electric-light switch. It nmade the fam liar click,
and suddenly the roomwas brilliant to his eyes. Then after a nonent he
found hinself in the half-darkness of dawn again, and he realized that the
electric light had not flashed on. It had not so flashed for years, and
woul d never again--and the famliar click had merely fooled his old brain,
so that for a nonment the room had seened light. Al this did not bother
him because it had thus happened before.

Al so, when he turned the stiff faucet-handl e at the washbow , no water
gushed out nerrily. Then he renenbered that years ago the water had ceased
to run.

He coul d not get his drink of water, but he was not so much thirsty as
nmerely bothered by that dryness in the throat.

After he had swallowed a fewtines, he felt better. Wen he stood by the
bedsi de again, he hesitated, sniffing. He could remenber many changes of
snells through the years. Far back there had been the snell of a great

city. That had given way to the clean snmell of green things and growth. But
that al so had yiel ded, and now there was about the old house a snell of age
and decay. That snell, however, was fam liar and was not bothering him

What he was trying to assay was a kind of dry snokiness. That dryness, he
consi dered, had made hi m wake up so early. But he felt no fear, and craw ed
i nto bed again.

A steady wind was blowing fromthe north. It tossed the pine trees that now
grew cl osely around the house, and the branches sw shed and knocked agai nst
the wi ndows and against the walls of the house.

The noi se kept hi mawake, and he lay there listening. He w shed that he
knew the tinme, but he no longer kept a clock wound. Tine in its old sense
of appointnents to be kept and things to be done--all that had | ong since
ceased to exist, both because the way of |ife had changed and because he
hinself was so old as to be alnost out of l[ife. In certain ways he had
already, as it seened, passed fromtinme to eternity.

Now he lay by hinself in the old and hal f-ruined house. The others slept in
ot her houses, or in good weather lay in the open. Perhaps they felt that
ghosts wal ked in this old house. Well, perhaps! To Ish hinself the thoughts
of those who had been | ong dead were often nmore i nmedi ately present than

t he bodi es of those now |iving.

Though he had no clock, the half-light told himthat the tine could not be
much before sunrise. Perhaps he had slept as long as an old man needed to
sleep. He would lie there, turning hinself over occasionally, until the sun
had risen, and soneone--he hoped it would be the young man cal |l ed Jack--came
to bring himhis breakfast. There would be a well-brai sed beef bone on

whi ch he coul d suck, and sone corn-neal boiled into a nmush. The Tribe took
good care of him an old man. They | et him have corn-neal though that was
something of a rarity with them They sent soneone to carry his hanmer and
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hel p hi m outdoors, so that he could sit on the hillside when there was
sunshine. O'ten the one who cane to help hi mwas Jack. Yes, they took very
good care of him even though he was a useless old man. Sonetines they grew
angry with himand pinched him but that was only because they thought he
was a god.

The wind still blew, and the branches brushed and sl apped agai nst the
house. But he had apparently not slept as nmuch as he needed to sl eep, and
after a while he drowsed off, in spite of the noises.

*The cuts in the hills and the | ong enbanknents for the roads--they will
still show as narrow valleys and ridges even after ten thousand years have
passed. The great masses of concrete that were the dans--they will remain
like the dikes of the granite itself.*

*But the steel and the wood will pass quickly. The three fires will take
them *

*Slowest of all is the fire of rust that burns at the steel. Yet give it
some short centuries, and the high trestle that spans the canyon will be
only a line of red soil on the slopes bel ow *

*Faster by far is the fire of decay that feeds on the wood. *
*But fastest of all is the fire of the flanes.*

Then suddenly someone was shaking himhard. He awoke with a great shock. As
he focused his old eyes, he saw that the person who was shaking himwas the
young man named Jack, and that Jack's face was tense with fear.

"Get up! Get up quick!" Jack was saying. Wth the shock of the sudden
awakening, Ish's nmnd seened clearer than before, and both his body and his
m nd reacted faster. He noved quickly, pulling on some clothes. Jack hel ped
hi m Snoke was heavy in the roomnow, no |longer a nmere snell. Ish coughed,
and his eyes watered. He heard a crackle and a dull roar. They went
downstairs quickly, and out the front door, and down the steps toward the
street. Only when he was out of the house did Ish realize how strongly the
wi nd was bl owi ng. Snoke rolled before it, and bits of burning | eaves and
bark swirled al ong.

Ish was not surprised. He had known always that this must happen sone tine.
Every year the oat-grass grew tall, and then ripened and dried where it
stood. Every year the bushes of the deserted gardens had grown nore thick,
and the dead | eaves had fallen anong them It was only a question of tineg,
he had al ways known, until sone hunter's canpfire would escape from him
and with a strong wind driving it, the fire would make a cl ean sweep on
this side of the Bay, as it had on the other

Just as they reached the sidewal k, the thick clunp of underbrush around the
next house to the north suddenly went up in a roar of flanme so that Ish
shrank away fromthe heat. Jack began to hurry him along the sidewal k away
fromthe approaching fire, and just at that nmoment Ish realized that he had
forgotten somet hing although he could not rememnber just what.

They canme to two other young men who were standing there | ooking at the
approaching flames. Then Ish renenbered

"My hamrer!" he cried out. "Were is ny hanmmer?"

As soon as he had cried out, he was ashaned of hinself to have made so mnuch
fuss about a trifle in a tinme of energency. After all, the hammer was of no
i mportance. Then he was amazed to see what a trenmendous inpression his
words had made upon the three young nmen. They | ooked at each other as if
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they were panic-stricken. Suddenly, Jack dashed back toward the house, even
t hough the bushes in the garden itself were now begi nning to snoke.

"Come back! Cone back!" Ish called after him but his voice was not very
strong, and he was hal f choki ng on account of the snoke.

This was a terrible thing, Ish was thinking to hinself, that Jack should be
burned in the fire about such a small matter as a hanmer.

But then Jack cane running out. Hi s lion-skin cloak was singed, and he
hi nsel f was rubbi ng at some burns where sparks had fallen on him But

ot herwi se he was not hurt. The other young nen seened strangely relieved
that he was carrying the hamrer in his hand.

Qovi ously, they could not stay where they were very | ong because the flanes
wer e beari ng down upon them

"Where shall we go, Ish?" one of themasked. Ish felt that this was a
strange question for anyone to ask of him who was only an old man and
woul d scarcely know what to do as well as the young ones woul d. Then he
renenbered that they sonetinmes asked himwhich direction they should take
for their hunting. Wien he did not answer, they pinched him He did not
like to be pinched, and so he thought hard now, as to which way they shoul d
go. The young nen thensel ves, he realized, could outrun the fire, but he

hi nsel f woul d not be strong enough. So he thought nore intensely than he
had thought for a long tinme, both because he w shed to save his own life
and the lives of the young nen, and al so because he was afraid that they
woul d pinch him Thinking so intently, he renenbered the bare flat rock
where they had carved the nunerals of the years in the tinme |long ago. Round
this flat rock were other high rocks where nothing grew, and in the spaces
anong these rocks they could find shelter because nothing was there to

bur n.

"Let us go to the rocks!" he said then, being sure that they would know
what rocks he neant.

Even t hough the young nmen hel ped him Ish was very tired when they got to
the safety of the rocks. Once they were there, however, he lay quietly,
panting and recovering his strength. The fire was soon burning all around,
but anmong the rocks they were not in danger. There was an overhang to the
one rock, and another tall rock close by, so that they were alnpbst in a
cave.

As he lay there, Ish dozed off with his weariness, or perhaps it was nore
as if he had fainted, because his old heart was pounding wildly after the
dash ahead of the flanmes. But after a while he came to hinself, and | ay
there quietly, and his mnd seened closer than it had been for a long tine.

Yes, he thought, it is nowthe dry autum, and the tine of bad fires
because of dry north winds. And this is the autum follow ng that sumrer
when | first came to know Jack, and tal ked to himabout the arrowheads.

Si nce then Jack has been the one who has chiefly taken care of nme, as The

Tribe at its neeting has undoubtedly ordered himto do. After all, | am
very important. | ama god. No, | amnot a god. But perhaps | amthe
nmout h- pi ece of a god. No, | know that | amnot that either. But at |east

they give nme care, and | have confort, because | amthe |last Anmerican

Then again, since he was exhausted fromhis flight in front of the flames,
he fell asleep, or perhaps fainted.

After a while he cane to hinself once nore. He could not have been
unconscious for very long, for he heard the flanmes still crackling. Wen he
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opened his eyes, all he could see was the grayness of the rock-overhang
above him and he realized that he nust be lying on his back. He heard
little noises of scuffling and the playful growls of a dog.

But now with this return to consciousness his mnd seened even cl earer than
before, so clear indeed that he was startled at first, and then a little
frightened. For he seenmed to know all the past and all the future too, as
wel |l as what was actually present.

"This second world--it has gone too." The thoughts flickered through his
mnd. "I saw the great world go. Nowthis little world, ny second world, is
going. It is going by fire. This fire that we have known so long--fire that
warns us; fire that destroys us. They used to say that because of the bonbs
we would go back and live in caves. Wll, here is a cave--but we have not
mar ched by the road that anyone inagined. | survived the |oss of that, ny
great world, but | shall not outlast the destruction of this, nmy little
world. | aman old man now, and also ny mnd is too clear. | know. This is
near the end. Fromthe cave we cane, and to the cave we return."”

Just as his nmind had grown clearer, so also his sight seened clearer than
usual . After a while, feeling stronger, he sat up, and then he could see
all the others. At first he was surprised because there were not only three
young nen but also two dogs. He did not renenber having seen the dogs
before. They were ordi nary dogs of the kind used for hunting--not |arge,

I ong haired, nostly black with some white on them a kind of sheep dog, he
supposed they woul d have been called in the Od Tines. They were
intelligent dogs, and even well-mannered. They lay quietly now in the
cave-li ke overhang of the rocks, and did not make any excitenent of

bar ki ng.

Then Ish | ooked at the young nmen. Since now, all at once, he seened to see
the past and the future as well as the present, he could |look nore clearly
at the young nmen for the mixture of the past, present and future that they
really were. Their clothing was |ike Jack's. They had soft, well-fashioned
nmoccasi n-1i ke footgear of deer-hide; they also wore blue jeans with bright
copper rivets in them Above their waists they had only the tawny
lion-skins with the dangling paws and the claws still attached. Each one of
them had his bow and quiver O arrows, and each wore a knife at his belt,
al t hough they could not nmake knives. One of them had a spear with a shaft
as tall as hinself, and extending above the shaft, a spear-head. Wen Ish

| ooked at it more carefully, he sawthat it was really an old butcher-knife
with an ei ghteen-inch blade. The bl ade had been socketed into the end of
the spear-shaft, and since the blade was very sharp-pointed, this was a
form dabl e weapon for the close fighting.

Then at last Ish | ooked at the faces of the young nen, and he saw that they
were different fromthe faces of the nen of |ong ago. These faces were
young, but also they were calm and they seenmed to bear on themfew |lines
of strain and worry and fear.

"See!" said one of them and he was nodding in the direction of I|sh
"See--he is better now He is |ooking around.” Ish realized that the voice
was kindly, and he felt a great love for the young man even though a little
whil e ago he had been afraid that that particular one would be the first to
pi nch him

Sonet hing el se that was strange al so, Ish thought now, was that after al
these years the young men still talked a | anguage whi ch peopl e had once
call ed Engli sh.

Only, as he considered nore carefully, he realized that the | anguage too
had changed. Wen the young man had said the word "see," the sound was not
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quite as it should be. Instead it sounded nore as if it were "tsee," or
per haps, "tchee."

Sone snoke was drifting in between the rocks now, so that they coughed a
little. Qutside, there was a great crackle of flane; a clunp of trees or a
near - by house must be burning. The dogs whined a little. Yet the air

remai ned cool enough, so that Ish was not afraid.

He wondered what had become of all the others. There nmust be severa

hundred people in The Tri be now. The | abor of asking questions seened too
much, and he could tell fromthe cal nmmess of the young nen that there could
have been no disaster. Mst l|ikely, he thought, the others had left at the
first threat of fire, and perhaps only at the |last nonent Jack had
renenbered the old man--who was al so a god--who was sl eeping alone in the
house.

Yes, now it was easier nmerely to sit and | ook and think, without asking
guestions. So he | ooked at the faces again.

Now one of the young nen was playing with a dog. He put out his hand, and
then jerked it away quickly, and the dog snapped playfully and growl ed. The
dog and the young man seened al nost to neet at the sane |evel, and both
seenmed happy. One of the others was carving a piece of wood. The sharp
knife bit deeply into the soft wood, and a figure took shape as Ish

wat ched. Ish snmiled quietly to hinmself, for he saw that the figure had w de
hi ps and generous breasts, and he realized that young nmen had not changed
al t oget her. Though he did not even know their nanes, except for Jack, yet
they must all be his grandsons or great-grandsons. Here they sat in the
cave-li ke gap between two high rocks, and they played with a dog or carved
lusty little imges while outside the fire crackled. CGvilization had gone
years ago, and now the last of the city was burning around them and yet
the young men were happy.

Was it all for the best? Fromthe cave we cone and to the cave we go! If
that other one had lived, if there had been others like him it mght have
been different. Again he thought of Joey--Joey! And yet would that have been
better? He w shed suddenly that he could live for along tine still--for a
hundred years nore, or even a hundred after that. Al his |ife now he had
observed the ways of the peoples on the earth, and he w shed that he could
still observe in the future. The next century and the next m || enni um woul d
be interesting.

And then for a while, in the way of very old nen, he nerely sat quietly,
not sleeping, and yet not quite thinking either

*Again, in that day each little tribe will live by itself and to itself and
go its own way, and their differences will soon be nore than they were even
in the first days of Man, according to the accidents of survival and of

pl ace....*

*Here they live always in awe of the Gther-world, and scarcely dare make
water without a prayer. They have skill with boats anpbng tidal channels. To
eat, they catch fish and dig clans, and gather seeds of wld-grasses....*

*Here they are darker-skinned and tal k anot her |anguage, and worship a

dar k- ski nned not her and child. They keep horses and turkeys, and grow corn
inthe flat by the river. Thev catch rabbits in snares, but have no
bows....*

*Here they are still darker. They speak English, but say nor's, and their
speech is thick. They keep pigs and chickens, and raise corn. Al so they
rai se cotton, but make no use of it, except to offer a little to their god,
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knowing it fromof old to be a thing of power. Their god has the form of an
alligator, and they call himdsaytn....*

*Here they shoot with the bow, skillfully, and their hunting-dogs are
trained to give tongue. They |ove assenbly and debate. Their wonenfol k wal k
proudly. The synbol of their god is a hamer, but they pay himno great
reverence....*

*Many others there are too, each differing. In the distant years after
these first years, the tribes will grow nore nunerous and cone together,
and cross-fertilize in body and in m nd. Then, doubtless, blindly and of no
one's planning, will conme new civilizations and the new wars. *

After a while they grew hungry and very thirsty. Since the fire had now

di ed down in places, one of the young nen sallied out. Wen he cane back,
he was carrying an old alum numtea-kettle. Ish recognized it as the one
whi ch had been kept at the near-by spring. The young nan offered it first
to Ish, and he took a long drink of the cool water. Then the others drank

Afterwards the same young man pulled a flat tin can out of the hip-pocket
of his blue jeans. The | abel had long since fallen away fromthe can, and
the metal was well rusted. The three discussed vigorously anong thensel ves
whet her they shoul d eat whatever might be in the can. Some peopl e had died,
one of them argued, from eating out of cans. They argued vigorously, but
did not ask Ish's advice. If there was a picture of a fish or sonme fruit on
the outside of the can, then you knew that that kind of food was inside.

But even, one of them declared, a rusty can m ght be dangerous when you
knew what was init, for in some way, if the rust went clear through the
can, then what was inside mght be spoil ed.

As Ish, who was not in the argunment, could have told them the obvious
thing to do was to open the can and see in what condition the food inside
m ght be. But being a very old man and havi ng gai ned sone wisdomwth life,
he realized that they were arguing nerely for the fun of it, and that
eventual ly they would get around to a deci sion

After a while, indeed, they hacked the can open with one of the knives, and
i nside was some reddish brown material. To Ish it was obviously a can of

sal mon. They snelled at it inquisitively, and decided that it was not
spoiled. Also they inspected the inside of the can, and found that no rust
had penetrated through it. They divided the salnon, and gave a share to

I sh.

Ish had not seen or eaten any canned salmon for a long tine. The neat

| ooked nuch darker to himthan it should | ook and it was lacking in flavor.
But its taste--or |ack of taste--he decided, mght be partly the result of
his own dull ness of palate at his age. If it had not been so nmuch trouble
to talk, he would have liked to deliver a lecture to the young nen about
all the mracles that lay behind their eating this little snack of sal non
The fish nust have been caught many years before, probably off the coast of
Al aska, a thousand niles and nore fromthe place where they were now eating
it. But even if it had not been so nuch trouble to talk, still he
recol l ected he could not even have made the young men under stand what he
was tal king about. They had seen the ocean, perhaps, because it was not
very far fromwhere they lived, but they would have no conception of a
great ship sailing the ocean, and they woul d have not known what he neant
when he tal ked of a thousand m | es.

So he ate quietly, and let his eyes rove fromone of the young nen to
another. Mre and nore often, however, his eyes cane to rest upon that
particul ar one who was call ed Jack. Life could not have been altogether
easy for Jack. He had a scar on his right arm and, unless Ish's eyes

file:/lIF|/rah/George%20A.%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth%20Abides.txt (206 of 214) [1/17/03 5:02:52 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%20A .%20Stewart/Stewart,%20George%20R%20-%20Earth920A bides.txt

deceived him the left hand had suffered sone kind of accident and was a
little twisted. Yes, Jack must have suffered, and yet his face, |ike those
of the others, was clear of lines and free in all its novenents.

Again Ish felt his heart yearn toward the young man, for in spite of the
scar and the tw sted hand the young man seened child-like and i nnocent, and
Ish was afraid that at some tinme the world would strike back hard agai nst
himand find hi munprepared. Once Ish recollected that he had asked a
question of this young man named Jack. He had asked him "Are you happy?"
And the young man had answered in such a strange way that |Ish had doubted
whet her he had understood what the words nmeant. That was the way the things
happened over all these years; though the | anguage itself had not changed
more than a little, yet there were ideas and differences that had gone out
of people's thought. No | onger perhaps did they nake that sharp distinction
bet ween pl easure and sorrow t hat people had once nade in the times of
civilization. Perhaps other distinctions too had faded out.

So Jack may not even have understood the question exactly when he had
replied then: "Yes, | am happy. Things are as they are, and | am part of
them "

But at least nerrinent had not gone out of the world. As Ish rested beneath
the rock-overhang, he saw the others playing with their dogs or joking with

one another. They | aughed easily and often. And, as that one still carved
at his wooden figurine, he whistled a tune. It was a gay tune, and Ish
remenbered its lilt but not its name or the words to sing with it. Yet it

brought to hima feeling of small bells, and snow, and little glowi ng red
and green lights, and festivity. Yes, that nust have been a gay song even
in the dd Days, and now it sounded gayer than ever. Giety--that had
survived the Great Disaster!

The Great Disaster! Ish had not thought of those words for a long tinme. Now
they seened to have | ost meani ng. Those peopl e who had di ed then woul d now
be dead anyway, from mere passage of time. Now it seermed to make little

di fference whether they had all died in one year, or slowy over many

years. And as for the loss of civilization--about that too he had | ong

doubt ed.

The young nman still whistled gaily, and Ish thought that he could renenber
the words "Ch, what fun it is..." He could ask the young nman about the
words. As he sat there in the deep cleft between the two rocks, however,
Ish still found hinself too tired to bother asking questions. Neverthel ess
his mnd was clear. It was frighteningly clear, and he coul d not renenber
when before he had been able to think so deeply in behind the surface of

t hi ngs.

"What is all this?" he thought to hinself. "Wiy is nmy mnd so keen today?"
He thought that perhaps it might be fromthe shock of being pulled out of
bed so roughly and forced to | eave the burning house. But he was not sure.
Al'l he knew was that he thought nore clearly than he had been able to do
si nce he coul d renenber.

Still he wondered at the faces of the young nmen and their confidence, when
out si de everything was burning. Though Ish could not solve that problem

yet he thought rmuch about it, and had various ideas. Perhaps, he thought,
the difference lay sonewhere in the difference between civilization and the
times in which they now were living. In civilization, he thought, these
young nen woul d have all been considering one another as rivals, because in
the days of civilization there were many nmen. They did not think nuch about
the world outside of them because man seenmed to be greatly stronger than
all that outside world. So they thought nostly about how they could get the
better of other people, and so they were likely not to trust each other
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al together, not even brother and brother. But now, he thought, when nmen are
very few, each of these young men wanders freely with his bow in hand and
his dog at heel, but needs his conrade close at call. Nevertheless Ish did
not know, and though his mnd thought very clearly and very deeply in those
hours, still he was not sure.

By mid-afternoon the fire had swept past them and was burning far off to
the south. They left the shelter of the rocks; avoiding places where the
fire was still snouldering and where enbers lay hot, they nade their way
sout hward down the slope of the hill gradually, wi thout nuch difficulty.
Evidently the young men knew what they were doing. Ish did not bother to
ask questions because he needed all his strength merely to keep noving.
They waited for himpatiently, and often they helped him letting himrest
his arms across their shoul ders. Toward eveni ng, when his strength was
failing, they made canp near a stream Because of sonme freak of the w nd
and al so because of the greater growth there, the fire had left a snal
spot unbur ned.

Alittle water was running in the streambed. The |larger gane all seened to
have run before the flanes, but many quail and rabbits had taken shelter

al ong the stream bed, and the young nmen, scattering with their bows, soon
canme back with plenty of food

One of them apparently out of nere habit, began to nake a fire with a
bowdrill. But the others |aughed at him and soon gathered together sone
still glowing and snoul dering sticks fromwhere the fire had swept through

After he had eaten a little and felt stronger, Ish |ooked around, and saw
by the gutted ruins of a great building that they had canped on what had

| ong ago been the canpus of the University. Though he was still tired, he
stood up curiously, and made out the shape of the Library a hundred yards
or so distant. The trees around it had burned, but the building itself was
still intact. Nearly all of its volumes, the whole record of nankind, would
probably be still available. *Avail able for whon?* Ish did not try to
answer the question that rose so spontaneously in his mnd. In some way,
the rules of the gane had changed. He woul d not say whether they had
changed for better or for worse. In any case, the Library--its preservation
or its destruction--seenmed to nmake very little difference in his thoughts
now. Perhaps, this was the wi sdom of old age. Perhaps, it was only despair
and resignati on.

"This will be a strange place for nme to sleep tonight,"” Ish thought. "WII
the ghosts of ny old professors nove before ne after all these years? WI|
I dreamof a nmillion books passing in endl ess procession, |ooking
reproachfully upon nme because after so long | have begun to have doubts in
themand all they stood for?"

That ni ght, however, though he often woke and was cold and envi ed the young
men sl eeping soundly, yet between times of waking he slept well and had no
dreans, because he was very tired fromall that had happened during the
day.

*Chapter 3*
In the dawn, when he awoke finally, he was weak but cl ear-headed.

"This is very strange," he thought, "because in the last few years | know
that frequently |I have not been wholly conscious of what was happeni ng, and
that is the way a very old man often is. But now, as it was yesterday,

see everything very clearly. | wonder what this can nmean?"
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He watched the young nen maki ng breakfast ready. That sanme one was
whistling gaily at the same tune, and again it brought to Ish the thought
of little bells and happi ness, although he could not remenber its name. But
still his mnd was clear--"clear as a bell,"” the old words cane to him
since the idea of bells was already with him

"l have heard," he thought, putting the thoughts into silent sentences, as
he had al ways had a habit of doing, and now as an old man was nore prone

than ever to do. "Yes, | have heard, or nore likely | have read it in one
of all those books--at |east, from sonmewhere | have got the idea that a
man's mnd becones clear just before he is to die. Wll, | amvery old, and
it is likely enough, and nothing certainly to be unhappy about. If |I were a
Catholic now and if things were different, | should wish to confess."

Then by the little stream with the snell of snoke still in his nostrils

and with the old University buildings | oomng up around him he thought for
a monent of his life, and considered what he had piled up of sins and of
virtues. For he realized that a nan shoul d nmake peace with hinself, even
though all conditions changed, and that a nan should face the question of
whether in his life he had satisfied the ideas which he had built up within
hinsel f as to what he should be, and that all this was not a matter of
priests and religion but of a man hinself.

After he had considered his life, he did not feel perturbed. He had nade

m st akes, but also he had sonetimes done the right thing, as always--or at

|l east in general--he had tried to do. The G eat Disaster had placed himin a
position for which he had no training; still he had acconplished certain
things, and had lived, he trusted, not altogether ignobly.

Just then one of them brought hima norsel of sonething that had been
roasted on a stick before the fire.

"This is for you," said the young man. "It is the breast of a quail as you
yoursel f, Ish, well know. "

Ish thanked himpolitely, and chewed at the neat, being glad that he had
teeth left. The smoky tang of the open fire was in the neat, and the taste
was delicious.

"Way shoul d | consider dying?" he thought. "Life is still good, and | am
the | ast American."

But he did not bother to comment on anything that was happening or to ask
questions as to what they would do that day. He felt in sonme strange way
drawn fromthe world, although he was still so fully conscious of it.

After breakfast there cane a shouting fromfarther down the stream and
soon a newconer arrived. There was a long talk then, but Ish did not pay
much attention. He gathered, in general, that the whole tribe was noving
toward a place where there were sone | akes and where the fire had not
swept. It was very good country, according to what the newconer said. The
three young men who had been with Ish were at first inclined to argue about
this, because they had not been consulted in the decision. But the other
expl ai ned that the whol e question had been put up before the assenbly of
The Tribe, and so decided. The three then yielded, granting that what The
Tri be had deci ded was bi ndi ng upon them al so.

Though this was doubtless a very small incident, Ish found it particularly
gratifying. That was sonething which he had taught them|ong ago. But the
t hought, though it was pleasant, al so brought himsorrow and even
enbarrassnment when he renenbered Charli e.
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Soon they made preparations to begin the march, but Ish was so weak that he
could hardly wal k at all. The young nmen then decided that they would carry
hi m pi ckaback by turns, and so they started. Carrying him they managed to
move nore rapidly than they had noved on the precedi ng day when he had

wal ked. They made j okes, one with another, about how Iight an old man grew
to be--happy jokes with a lusty vein running through them as to why an old
man was so light. But Ish at |east was glad that he was no great burden
upon them in fact, one of themsaid that to carry the hamrer was as heavy
a load as to carry Ish hinself.

Once they were noving in this fashion, perhaps the joggling of being
carried pickaback affected Ish, and he found the fog again creeping in upon
his brain. He did not even know just where they were going or in what
direction they were noving. Only, now and then, sone incident stood out
clearly before him

After a while they passed out of the burned area, and canme to a part of the
city past which the fire had swept, leaving it uninjured. Fromthe danpness
in the air which made himshiver a little Ish realized that the wi nd had
changed and that this area nust be close to the Bay. There were ruins of
factory buildings in this section. Once he noticed the paralleled rust
lines of a railroad track. Everything was much grown up with bushes and
sonme tall trees, but the long dry summrers had prevented the country from
returning to forest, and so there was al ways a good deal of grassy expanse
t hrough whi ch the young nmen had no difficulty in finding a way. Oten,
noreover, they Ilowed the actual lines of streets where the asphalt stil
showed in places, in spite of the weeds growi ng up through its cracks and
the grass encroaching upon its sides where the bl own dust of all these
years had supplied a skin of soil to the surface. But generally the young
men seened to steer nore by the position of the sun or by sonme distant

| andmark than to nake their way along the lines of streets.

As they were passing a thicket, sonething caught Ish's eye, and he reached
out his hand and cried for it, suddenly, as a child mght. The young nen
saw what he was doing. They stopped, |laughing merrily, to humor him One of
themwent to get the thing for which he had cried out. Wen they brought
it, Ish was delighted, and now they laughed at himas if he really were a
child, good-naturedly.

Ish did not m nd. He had what he wanted. It was a scarlet flower--a
gerani um which had adapted itself to the newlife and lived through these
years. It was not the flower but the color, Ish realized, that had given
hi m t hat sudden pang and made himcry out. There was not enough red in the
wor |l d anynore. Being old, he could renenber a world in which dyes and
lights flamed with scarlet and vermilion. But now the world had sunk back
into a quiet harnony of blues and greens and browns--and reds no | onger

bl azed everywhere

But as he jogged al ong pi ckaback, he | ost the sense of what was happening,
and when he cane to hinself again, they were all seated on the ground
taking a rest, and sonewhere he had dropped the flower. Now, as he | ooked
up, his eyes saw sonething a little distance away, and when he focused, he
saw that it was a road-marker. It was shiel d-shaped, and he read U.S. and
CALI FORNI A, and in large nunerals, 4 and 0. He was so unused to seeing
nunerals that it was a nonent before he could put the two together and form
on his tongue the word "Forty."

"This, then," he thought, "this road which | can barely nake out because of
all the things growing on it, this is old U S. 40--the East Shore H ghway.
It used to be six |anes wide. W nust be heading toward the Bay Bridge."
And then again he did not renmenber clearly anything nore.
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There was still another incident of that nmorning' s march which came to him
clearly out of the dimess of the fog pressing in around him Again they
had halted, but this tine they were not sitting. The young man call ed Jack
was carrying himat this monent, and as Ish | ooked out over Jack's left
shoul der, he saw the one with the spear right in front of them one on each
side, stood the two other young nen, each with his bow hal f-drawn and an
arrow nocked ready on the string. The two dogs crouched at heel, and they
were growl i ng deeply. Then, |ooking farther on, Ish saw a huge
mountain-lion in the path.

The lion crouched, threatening, on one side. And on the other side, the nen
and dogs stood their ground. Thus they renmi ned for perhaps a dozen
br eat hs.

Then the one with the spear said, "He is not going to spring." He spoke
quietly and in a natter-of-fact voice.

"Shall | shoot?" said one of the others.
"Don't be a fool!" said the one with the spear, calnly.

They all went back a little way, and nade a detour off to the right, naking
the dogs keep close at heel, so that they would not rush off and al arm or
disturb the lion. In this way they went around the lion, |eaving him
possession of the direct way, but avoiding trouble. Ish wondered greatly
about all this. As far as he could see the nen were not afraid of the beast
but were nerely avoiding trouble, and on the other hand the beast did not
seemto be afraid of the nen. Perhaps it was because there were no nore
rifles being used, or perhaps it was because there were so few nen that a
lion rarely saw one and could not realize how dangerous these not very
danger ous-1 ooki ng creatures could be. O perhaps, if the young nen had not
been encunbered with a hel pl ess old one, they m ght have attacked.

Yet certainly he could not help thinking that the men had |lost that old
dom nance and the arrogance with which they had once viewed the animals,
and were now acting nmore or less as equals with them He felt that this was
too bad, and yet the young nen were going al ong just as unconcerned as
ever, cracking their little jokes and not feeling that they had been at all
hum | i ated by having to detour the lion, any nmore than if they had had to
detour around a fallen tree-trunk or a ruined building.

When he next began to pay attention, they were approaching the bridge. Ish
becane interested, and again he w shed that he could tell the young nen
sonmet hing of the A d Tines, of what the bridge used to be |like when traffic
was pouring across it in both directions and all six |anes were so full of
whi zzing cars that you could not have run fromone side to the other and
remai ned alive

Now, however, as they slowy wal ked up the | ong approach and cane to the
first span on the East Bay side, |Ish could see that the bridge as a whol e,

t hough rust-covered, was still intact. The pavenent, however, was badly
gone to pieces, and whol e sections of the highway sagged a little, and sone
of the towers were noticeably out of line.

At one place they had to walk for a few feet across a single girder which
of fered the only passageway. Looking down fromthe young man's back, |sh
could see clear down to where the waves were slushing back and forth, and
he noticed that the metal of the bridge, where salt water had spl ashed on
it for all these years, was deeply corroded, and saggi hg and breaki ng.

*This is the road that no man finishes traveling. This is the river so |ong
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that no vovager finds the sea. This is the path wi nding anong the hills,
and still winding. This is the bridge that no man crosses whol |l y--lucky is
he who through the mists and rain clouds sees, or even believes he dinmy
sees, the farther shore. *

After that, Ish was not sure of anything again until at |ast he realized
that he was sitting on something hard and | eani ng agai nst sonet hi ng hard,
and that his feet were very cold. Next he knew that sonebody was chafing
hi s hands, and then slowy he came into consci ousness.

He found that he was sitting on the pavenent at the edge of the bridge,
propped against the railing. The first thing that he really noticed was his
hamrer on the pavenent in front of him the handle pointing stiffly in the
air. On each side of him a young man was chafing one of his hands, as if
trying to get sone blood back into them The other two young nmen were near
al so, and they all seened greatly disturbed.

Ish realized that his feet and even his | ower |egs were cold, or perhaps
they had really lost all feeling in a kind of cold that nmight be called
deathly. He knew then, his mnd again becoming clearer, that he had not

been nmerely passing through one of his | apses of old age but that he nust
actual |y have suffered sone kind of seizure--a stroke or a heart attack--and
that the others were frightened

He saw Jack nmoving his lips as if he were tal king, and yet maki ng no noi se.
A strange thing to do! The Iips noved nmore and nore vigorously, as if Jack
were shouting. Then Ish realized that he hinmself was not hearing. This
thought did not pain him but rather pleased him because he knew t hat he
woul d now not have the world press in upon him as it must always upon a
man who can hear.

The others began talking, that is, noving their lips in the same way, and
Ish saw that they were trying definitely, even desperately, to tell him
sonet hing. He shook his head, puzzled. Then he tried to tell themthat he
coul d not hear, but he realized that he did not have control over his
speech. This disturbed him for he realized that it would be a nuisance to
live in the world when he could not comruni cate by tal ki ng and when nobody
coul d understand what he wote.

The young nmen had been very respectful and friendly all day. But now they
becane irritated. They gesticulated, and Ish could see they were insistent
that he should do sonething, and were even frightened that he mi ght not be
able to do it. They made gestures toward the hamer, but Ish did not fee
it worthwhile to try very hard to understand.

Soon, however, the young nen were even nore insistent, and then they began
to pinch him Ish felt the pain because his body was still sensitive, and
he cried out, and tears even cane to his eyes, though he was ashaned of
that, and felt that it was not fitting for the |last Anerican

"It is a strange thing," he thought, "to be an old god. They worship you,
and yet they mistreat you. If you do not want to do what they wi sh, they
make you. It is not fair."

Then, by thinking hard and by watching their gestures, he thought that they
wanted himto indicate one of themto whomthe hanmer shoul d be given. The
hamrer had been Ish's own for a long tine, and no one had ever suggested
that he should give it to anyone else, but he did not care, besides he

wi shed themto stop pinching him He could still nobve his arns, and so with
a gesture he indicated that the young man call ed Jack shoul d have the
hamer .
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Jack picked up the hamrer, and stood with it dangling fromhis right hand.
The other three then drew off a little, and Ish felt within hinself a
strange pang of sorrow for the young man to whom the hamer had descended.

But at least they all seemed to be relieved, now that the inheritance of
the hanmer was settled, and they did not bother 1sh any nore.

He rested there quietly then, as if he had done all in this world that he
needed to do, and had made his peace. He was dying on the bridge, and he
knew it now. Many others, he remenbered, had died on that bridge. He m ght
have di ed there many years before in sone nere crash of autonpbiles. Now he
had lived clear out of his own world, and still he was dying there. One way
or another, he now was contented. He hal f-renmenbered a |ine which he had
read in sone book at sone tine during all those years when he had read so
many books. "Men go and cone..." But that was trite and neani ngl ess w t hout
its other half.

He | ooked now at the others, although there was a little m st before his
eyes and he could not see very well. Yet he noticed the two dogs |ying

qui etly, and the four young men--three of themapart fromthe other one

now -who squatted on the bridge in a half circle around him watching. They
were very young in age, at |east by conparison with him and in the cycle
of manki nd they were many thousands of years younger than he. He was the

| ast of the old; they were the first of the new But whether the new would
foll ow the course which the old had followed, that he did not know, and now
at last he was alnost certain that he did not even desire that the cycle
shoul d be repeated. He suddenly thought of all that had gone to build
civilization--of slavery and conquest and war and oppression

But now he | ooked beyond the young nmen, toward the bridge itself. Now that
he woul d soon be dead, he felt hinmself nore a conpanion of the bridge than
of the men. It too had been part of civilization

Alittle distance off, he was surprised to see a car standing, or what was
|l eft of a car. Then he renenbered the little coupé which had been parked
there during all those years. Now the paint had weathered off al nost
entirely; not only were the tires flat but also the springs had grown weak,
so that the whole car had settled downwards. Al its upper parts were white
with bird-droppings. Curiously, although it was a matter of no inportance,
he could still remenber that the owner of the car had been John Robertson
(with a middle initial which was E. or T. or P., or sonething |ike that)
and that he had lived on one of the nunbered streets in Oakl and.

But Ish et his gaze rest upon the little coupé only for a noment. Then his
eyes noved higher, and he saw the tall towers and the great cables, stil
dipping in perfect curves. This part of the bridge seened to be in a good
state of preservation. It would apparently stand for a long tinme still,
perhaps during the lives of nany generations of nmen. The railings, the
towers, and the cables--all were rusted red. But he knew that that rust nust
be superficial. The tops of the towers, however, were not red, but were
shining white with the droppings of generations of seagulls.

Yet though the bridge might last still for many years, the rust woul d eat
deeper and deeper. The earthquake woul d shake the foundations, and then on
some storny day a span would go down. Like the man, so the creation of nan
woul d not | ast forever.

He shut his eyes for a nonment, and inagined the whole sweep of the hills
around the bay, though he could not turn his head to see them They had not
changed their profile since the destruction of civilization; as nmeasured by
man's tinme, they would not change. As far as the bay and the hills went, he
was still dying in the sanme world to which he had been born
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Opening his eyes, he now | ooked and was able to see the two pointed peaks
at the crest of the ridge. "Twin Breasts" they had once been called, and
the sight of them made himthink of Em and even further back, of his own
mot her. The earth and Em and the nother all mingled in his dying mnd, and
he felt glad to return.

"But, no," he thought, after a nonent, "I nust die as | have lived--by the
light of ny owmn mind, by what light it gives nme. Those hills, though they
may take the shape of breasts, they are not Iike Emor like my nother. They
will receive ne--they will receive ny body--but they will not |ove nme. They
do not care. And also | am one who has studied the ways of the earth, and
know that the hills thensel ves, though nmen call themeternal--they too are
changi ng al ways. "

Yet as a weary and dying old man, he needed sonething toward which he could
| ook and from whi ch he coul d expect no change. He was cold now around the
wai st, and his fingers were nunb. H s sight was fading.

He fixed his eyes on the distant hills. He had tried very hard. He had
struggl ed. He had | ooked to the past and to the future. Wat did it matter?
VWhat had he acconpli shed?

Now certainly it made no difference. He would rest, and he would return to
the hills. And they--in conparison at |least with the passing of man's
generations--renmmi ned without changing. And if the shape of the hills was
li ke the shape of a woman's breasts, perhaps that too was not without its
meani ng and confort.

Then, though his sight was now very dim he |ooked again at the young nen.
"They will commt ne to the earth,” he thought. "Yet | also conmit themto
the earth. There is nothing el se by which nen live. *Men go and cone, but
earth abides.*"
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