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fiction since Gernsback first put out his magazine, there
has been time for three stages to develop.

The first, from 1926 to 1938, saw science fiction largely
in the hands of young writers, usually without much
formal scientific education. The stories were still “extraor-
dinary voyages.” They were primarily adventure stories,
but under the exotic conditions of outer space and distant
worlds. Science was secondary, and generally sounded as
though it were gleaned from the Sunday supplements.

In 1938, however, John W. Campbell, Jr., became
editor of Astounding Stories and promptly brought a new
and fresh atmosphere into science fiction. Himself tech-
nically trained, he insisted on reasonably accurate science
and reasonably plausible extrapolation. The science-
fiction readers had themselves grown older and more
sophisticated and were no longer content with the bang-
bang that permeated early science fiction. New writers,
with technical training and scientific education, were en-
couraged. It was in Astounding, therefore, that accurate
forecasts of the atomic bomb and of several other soon-
to-be phenomena appeared.

In 1950 came the third stage. A magazine named
Galaxy Science Fiction appeared under the editorship of
Horace L. Gold. Almost at once it began to emphasize
the social structures of the future, while retaining the
technological sophistication of the second stage. With the
spotlight moving toward society, the cast of characters
grew more markedly bisexual. Science fiction of the first
and second stages had been notoriously masculine, with
women entering in secondary roles if at all. In the third
stage, however, they began to bear a more nearly equal
share of the burden, and sex itself became noticeable.

With the reminder that the cleavage between these
stages was never clear nor clean, I can say, in summary:

Stage One (1926-1938)—adventure dominant
Stage Two (1938-1950)—technology dominant
Stage Three (1950— ? )—sociology dominant
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were also a few young people who were equally serious
and taciturn. These people neither munched sandwiches
nor drank beer. They sat very still, withdrawn into them-
selves like Brahmin priests. They were waiting for the
second part of the performance, for Hoity-Toity, whom
they had specially come to see.

During the entr’acte the only conversation had been
about Hoity-Toity’s coming performance. And now the
learned men in the front stalls began to show signs of life.
The long-awaited moment at last arrived. There was a
flourish of trumpets, the circus attendants in their red and
gold liveries lined up, the entrance curtains were drawn
wide apart and, to a round of applause from the audience,
Hoity-Toity came forward—a huge elephant, a cap em-
broidered in gold thread with strings and tassels on his
head. With his attendant, a little man in a frock-coat, who
bowed to the left and to the right, the elephant circled the
arena. Then he moved to the centre and stood still,
waiting.

“African,” whispered a grey-haired professor to his col-
league.

“I much prefer Indian elephants. Their bodies are more
rounded. They give the impression of being more cultured,
if one may use such an expression. The African elephant
is clumsier looking, more angular. When that sort of
elephant stretches out its trunk, it looks like some sort of
bird of prey.”

The little man in the frock-coat standing by the elephant
cleared his throat.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” he began. “Here I have the
honor to present to you our famous elephant, Hoity-Toity.
His body is fourteen and a half feet long, his height is
eleven and a half feet. From the tip of the trunk to the tip
of the tail is nine metres.”

Hoity-Toity suddenly raised his trunk and flourished it
in front of the attendant.

“Ah, excuse me, I'm wrong,” he said. “The trunk is two
metres long and the tail about one and a half metres. Thus,
the length from the tip of the trunk to the end of the tail is
seven and nine-tenths metres. His daily consumption is
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“Now see here, don’t be offended, Herr Jung. We wish
to arrange the experiment so that the whole affair will be
above suspicion.”

“Go ahead,” replied the trainer. “Call me when you
want the elephant led out.” He marched off to the exit.

The scientists began their experiments. The elephant
was attentive, obedient, answered questions and solved all
sorts of problems without making a mistake. What he did
was astounding. No training or trickery could explain his
prompt replies. The extraordinary intelligence, almost hu-
man intellect, that the elephant possessed simply had to be
admitted. Schmidt was half convinced by now, but he
persisted in arguing out of stubbornness.

Meanwhile the elephant had evidently grown tired of
listening to the endless arguing. Suddenly, with a deft
movement of the trunk, he took Schmidt’s watch from his
waistcoat pocket and displayed it to its owner. The hands
pointed to twelve. Then, after returning the watch, Hoity-
Toity hoisted Schmidt by the scruff of the neck and carried
him across the arena to the exit. The professor yelled in
fury, but his colleagues did nothing but laugh. Jung rushed
down the passage from the stables and began shouting at
the elephant, but Hoity-Toity ignored him. Having settled
accounts with Schmidt by setting him down in the passage-
way, he turned a baleful eye on the other scientists in the
arena.

“It’s all right, we’re just going,” said Stolz to the ele-
phant just as though he were a human being. “Now, don’t
put yourself out!”

With that, Stolz left the arena covered with embarrass-
ment and followed by the other professors.

“You were quite right, Hoity, to show them the door,”
said Jung. “We’ve a lot of work to do. Hi, Johann! Fried-
rich! Wilhelm! Where are you?”

Several workers appeared in the arena and began clear-
ing up: they raked the sand, swept the passages, carried
out the poles, ladders and hoops. The elephant, mean-
while, helped Jung to remove the decor. But somehow he
seemed unwilling to work. He was annoyed about some-
thing or just tired, perhaps, after the second session at an
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just dozing off at last, the butler tapped lightly on the bed-
room door and announced that Jung had arrived on urgent
business. Now the circus staff was well trained. Strom
knew that something most serious must have happened for
someone to be disturbing him at such an hour. He flung
on his dressing-gown, slipped his feet into his slippers and
went to the small sitting-room.

“What’s wrong, Jung?” he asked.

“Something terrible, Herr Strom! Hoity-Toity’s gone
berserk!” Jung’s eyes rolled and his arms waved about
helplessly.

“Have you quite taken leave of your senses, Jung?”
Strom inquired.

“I see, you don’t believe me!” cried Jung, taking of-
fence. “I’'m quite sober, and in my full senses. If you don’t
believe me you can ask Johann, Friedrich and Wilhelm.
They witnessed it all. The elephant wrenched the broom
from my hands and wrote in the sand on the arena: ‘I’'m
not an animal, I’'m a human being!” Then he tossed me up
to the big top sixteen times, walked off to the stables,
smashed down the gate and escaped.”

“What? Escaped! Why didn’t you say so at once, you
fool? We must set to work at once to catch him and fetch
him back, otherwise he’ll cause some mischief.”

Strom could already see the chit from the police de-
manding a fine, the long bills for damage to fields from
farmers, the summonses for the payment of large sums of
money to cover the damage the elephant would cause.

“Who’s on duty at the circus today? Have the police
been informed? What'’s been done to catch the elephant?”

“I’s my turn on duty. I've done everything I could,”
Jung replied. “I’ve not informed the police, they’ll know
soon enough. I chased after Hoity-Toity, I implored him
to return. I addressed him as baron, count, even generalis-
simo. ‘Come back, your Highness! Come back your Grace!
Forgive me for not recognizing you at once, but it was dark
in the circus and I mistook you for an elephant,’ I said. But
he just threw a glance at me, trumpeted loudly with con-
tempt and hurried on. Johann and Wilhelm are after him
on motorbykes. He got out into the Unter den Linden, fol-
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Wagner a “handshake.” He then removed Jung from his
back, picked up Wagner and seated him there instead. The
professor raised the elephant’s huge ear and whispered
something into it. The elephant nodded his head and
began to wave the tip of his trunk rapidly before Wagner’s
face. Wagner closely watched these movements.

All this secrecy was not to Strom’s taste.

“Come on, now,” he said, impatiently. “What’s the
elephant decided?”

“He expresses a desire to take a vacation in order to
have the opportunity of relating to me certain matters of
interest. He agrees to return to the circus at the end of his
holiday with one provision: that Herr Jung apologizes for
rough-handling him and promises never again to use phys-
ical force. True, the elephant cannot feel the blows, but
he is unprepared on principle to tolerate any kind of
insult.”

“You say I struck the elephant?” asked Jung, feigning
surprise.

“With a broom-handle,” replied Wagner. “You needn’t
be evasive, Jung; the elephant doesn’t lie. You should be
just as polite to the elephant as you would be to . . .”

“The President of the Republic, I suppose.”

“. .. any human being who has any sense of dignity.”

“A lord, perhaps?” said Jung, maliciously.

“That’s quite enough of that!” cried Strom. “You’re re-
sponsible for all the trouble, Jung, and I’ll see you pay for
it. When does Herr Hoity-Toity wish to take his vacation,
and where?”

“We shall go on a walking tour with him,” replied
Wagner. “It will be most agreeable. His broad back will
accommodate Denisov and myself, and he will carry us
southwards. The elephant has expressed a desire to pas-
ture in the Swiss meadows.”

Assistant Denisov was still only twenty-three, but he
had already made a number of biological discoveries in
spite of his youth. “You’ll go far,” Wagner had told him
when he took him to work in his laboratory. The young
scientist had been delighted beyond description. The pro-
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fessor, too, had reason to be pleased with his assistant and
wherever he went, Denisov went too.

“Denisov, Akim Ivanovich, these names are too long,”
Wagner had said the first day they worked together. “If I
have to say Akim Ivanovich every time I address you I
shall be spending 48 minutes a year on it. And a great
deal could be done in that 48 minutes. So I shall avoid
using any name unless I have to call you and then I shall
yell out ‘Den!’, briefly and clearly. And you can call me
Wag.” Wagner was an adept at saving time.

By morning all was ready. There was ample room on
the elephant’s back for both Wagner and Denisov. Only
essentials went with them.

In spite of the early hour, Strom was there to see them
off.

“How will you feed the elephant?” he asked.

“We shall give performances in the towns and villages,”
Wagner replied. “In exchange, the spectators will give him

. food. Sapiens will feed us, as well as himself. Good-bye.”

Slowly the elephant plodded down the street. But once
they had left the last house behind and the highway lay
ahead of the travellers, he increased the pace without
being urged to. He proceeded at the rate of 7 miles an
hour.

“It’s your job to handle the elephant now, Den. And so
that you will understand him, you must know about his
rather unusual past. Just take this notebook; it’s the diary
kept by your predecessor, Peskov. He toured the Congo
with me. Peskov had a tragicomic experience I'll tell you
about one day. Meanwhile, read the diary.”

Wagner shifted closer to the elephant’s head, unfolded
a small table and set it in front of himself, then began to
write with both hands in two notebooks simultaneously.
Wagner always did two operations at the same time.

“Come now, relate the whole story,” he said, obviously
to the elephant. The animal swung his trunk back till it
almost reached Wagner’s ear and began to make huffing
noises very rapidly at brief intervals.

“Huffi—f—fff—f—fF—fff. . ..”
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“I say, d’you mean to say the elephant we’re now rid--
ing...?

g“Yes, yes, he has a human brain,” replied Wagner with- -
out interrupting his writing. “Read on and don’t bother"
me.”

Denisov said no more but turned again to his reading.
It seemed monstrous to him that the elephant on which
they were riding had a human brain. He regarded the
animal with a feeling of uncanny curiosity, almost super-
stitious horror.

March 31. Today the elephant brain-box arrived. The
professor sawed longitudinally through the forehead.

“That’s in order to put the brain in,” he said, “and also
so that it’ll be convenient to remove it when we need to
transfer it from this brain-box to another.”

I examined the interior of the skull and was surprised
at the comparatively small space the brain was required to
fill. Externally the elephant gave the appearance of being
far “brainier.”

“Of all the land animals,” Wag continued, “the elephant
has the most highly developed frontal sinuses, see? The
entire upper part of the skull consists of air chambers
which the layman usually takes to be the brain-box. The
brain itself is comparatively small and, in the elephant, is
concealed far down, just about here; that would be ap-
proximately in the region of the ear. That’'s why shots
directed at the front of the head don’t usually reach the
target: the bullets penetrate a few bone partitions, but do
not destroy the brain.”

Together we made a number of holes in the brain-box
so that tubes could be passed through them for supplying
the brain with nutritive solution; then we carefully fittted
Ring’s brain into one half of the brain-box. The brain by
no means filled the cavity intended for it.

“Never mind, it’ll grow during the journey,” Wag as-
sured me, fitting on the other half of the skull.

I must say I've very little faith in the success of Wag’s
experiment though I am quite aware of his numerous,
extra-ordinary inventions. But this is an extremely com-
plicated business. Tremendous obstacles have to be over-
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had to march in single file along narrow paths through
forests and over steppeland. Paths are the only ways of
communication in those parts. There were twenty of us,
eighteen being carriers and guides from one of the African
tribes.

At last we reached our goal. We made a camp on the
banks of lake Tumba. Our guides are now resting; in
actual fact they are busy fishing. It is not easy to get them
away from this occupation to help us to settle in. We
have two large tents. The site chosen for the camp is a
good one, on the side of a dry hill. The grass is not tall.
We can see far into the distance all round us. Ring’s brain
travelled safely and is feeling pretty fair. It is impatiently
waiting to return to the world of sounds, colours, scents
and other sensations. Wag is comforting him with the
thought that now he has not long to wait. He is engaged in
some sort of mysterious preparations.

June 29. We’re in a grand state of commotion: the na-
tives have found some fresh tracks of a lion quite near to
our camp. I have unpacked the case of rifles and given
one to each of the natives who declare they can shoot.
After dinner we had shooting trials: it was something
terrible! The natives press the rifle-butt to stomach or
knee, turn somersaults on the recoil and the bullets fly off
about 180° from the target. But their delight exceeds all
bounds. Their shouting is incredible. I imagine their shouts
will attract every ravenous beast in the Congo basin.

June 30. Last night the lion came quite close to the
camp. He left material proof behind: he had torn a wild
boar to pieces and devoured almost the whole of it. The
boar’s skull had been cracked like a nut, the ribs crunched
into splinters. I don’t fancy being caught in such a bone-
crusher!

The natives are scared out of their wits. As soon as
night falls they huddle together by our tents, light fires and
keep the flames high all night. I’ve begun to understand
primitive man’s terror of the awful beast. When the lion
roars—and I’ve heard it roaring several times—something
just happens to me: the terror of distant ancestors stirs in
my blood and my heart misses a beat. I feel I don’t want
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merged into one misty circle and his trunk resembled a
dark nucleus. The whole business continued until Wag
reached the bottom of the hill where, after somersaulting
on level ground for a few yards, he straightened up and
walked at his normal pace towards the forest.

I was absolutely mystified and the natives even more so.
They were not just surprised, they were terrified. To them
what they had seen was something supernatural. To me,
this somersauting was just one of the riddles that Wag was
constantly confronting me with.

But riddles are all very well, what about the lion? Surely
Wag was being over-confident this time. I know dogs are
afraid of the supernatural: just try tying a string or horse
hair to a bone and tossing it to a dog. Then, when the dog
is just going to take the bone, tug gently on the string.
When the bone moves across the ground as though escap-
ing from the dog, the animal will tuck in its tail and hare
away from what it imagines is a “live bone.” But is a lion:
likely to do the same if it sees Wag somersauting in the:
air? That’s the question. I felt I could not leave Wag un-
protected.

I grabbed a rifle and set off after him with four of the:
more courageous and intelligent of the natives. He was:
unaware of our presence as he strode forward along the:
fairly broad track the elephants had made in the forest..
Thousands of beasts had trampled it down. In only one or:
two places did we encounter small, fallen tree trunks or:
dry twigs. But when Wag came to these obstacles, he:
hesitated, lifted his leg much higher than seemed necessary:
and with a strange movement took a long step over them..
At one moment his body was inclined straight-forward,,
not at all bent, the next he had straightened up again and!
proceeded on his way. We continued to follow him ati
some little distance. At last a bright patch of light ap--
peared ahead of us, the path broadened and led us to a:
forest clearing.

Wag had already left the shade of the forest and was:
striding across the sunlit clearing when I heard a strange, .
low roaring or rumbling; it could only have come from a:
large beast that was angered or alarmed. But it did noti
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much as three or more yards from the ground and still did
not break when it came down. But Wag was beginning to
tire. It is not possible to remain stretched out with the
muscles tensed for very long. Suddenly I saw Wag double
up and fall to the bottom of the ball.

Things had now taken a serious turn. We had to be
more than spectators now. I cried out to the natives, made
them pick up their rifles and together we moved towards
the ball. I warned the natives not to shoot until I gave the
order, fearing they might accidentally hit Wag. I was not
sure whether the invisible ball was bullet-proof or not.
Moreover, there must be some sort of opening in the ball,
otherwise Wag would have been unable to breathe; a
bullet might go through it.

We made a great deal of noise and shouting to draw
attention to ourselves; and we succeeded. The male gorilla
was the first to turn its head towards us; it growled menac-
ingly. As this apparently made no impression on us, it
began to come towards us. The moment it was out of the
range of the ball, I fired. The bullet caught the gorilla in
the chest; I saw blood trickling down the greyish-brown
hair. The beast yelped and clapped a hand to the wound,
but remained standing. Then it hurried faster towards me.
I fired a second time, hitting it in the shoulder, by which
time it was close to me and making a sudden grab at the
barrel of my rifle. Its hand jerked the rifle from me with
extraordinary force, it bent and broke the barrel before
my eyes. As if this had not satisfied it, the gorilla bit at it
and tried to gnaw it as though it were a bone. Then it
staggered and dropped to the ground; its limbs twitched
convulsively, though it was still clutching the mutilated
rifie. The female gorilla meanwhile hurried back to shelter.

“Are you very much hurt?” said Wag, his voice seeming
to come from some distance. Could I really have become
hard of hearing just because a gorilla had brushed against
my side?

I looked up and saw Wag standing over me. Now that
he was close I could see a sort of cloudy membrane round
his body. Peering more closely I realized that it was not
the actual membrane I could see, for it was absolutely
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fectly harmless method of doing it; it acts better than
alcohol.”

For several hours Wag worked in his laboratory; finally
he brought out a bucketful of what he called “elephant
vodka.” The liquid was poured into the pond. Meanwhile
we all climbed trees and settled down to take observations.

“But will the elephants drink the vodka?” I asked.

“I'm only hoping they’ll find it tasty. After all, bears
like vodka; in fact they’ve been known to become regular
drunkards. Sh! Something’s coming.”

I looked round the “arena,” which was very large.

But here I will diverge a little, because I should mention
that 1 never ceased to be astonished at the picturesque
nature and “architectural” variety of the tropical forest.
From time to time one finds oneself passing through a
“three-tiered” forest: a little area of scrub and low trees
scarcely higher than a man; above this—a second forest
with trees roughly as high as those in our own northern
forests; finally, rising higher still, a third forest of huge
trees. Between the tops of the first and second rows of
trees was an area of ropes and cables from all kinds of
climbing plants. A three-tiered forest of this kind is an
amazingly beautiful sight! High overhead the green caves,
green waterfalls tumbling in cascades, green-blue moun-
tains disappearing skywards, and the whole splashed with
the brightly coloured plumage of birds, the exquisite
colours of orchids.

Sometimes one suddenly finds oneself in something like
a magnificent gothic cathedral, a forest of gigantic col-
umns rising from the mossy earth to a scarcely visible
dome. Then, a few steps farther on, everything is trans-
formed: a labyrinth of impenetrable thicket. Leaves to the
left, leaves to the right, leaves in front, behind and over-
head. Moss, grasses, leaves and flowers below, reaching
shoulder high. It was like floundering in a green whirl-
pool, legs entangled in lush vegetation, feet stumbling
against fallen trees. When one is almost worn out and
apparently in a hopeless confusion of dense undergrowth,
the scrub recedes and one stands transfixed: a green,
vaulted, circular cave, its vast dome supported by a
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than those of a real elephant. But Ring’s subtle auditory
and olfactory apparatuses are already giving him a tre-
mendous advantage over us.” He turned to the elephant.
“Im hoping it will not be too burdensome for you,
Sapiens, if we travel back to the hill camp on your back.”

Sapiens benevolently agreed to the proposal and nodded
his head. We loaded part of the baggage on to his back
and in his trunk he lifted Wagner and me and put us on
his back, too. Off we went, the natives following on foot.

“I think Sapiens will be perfectly well in a couple of
weeks; then he will carry us to Bom, and from there we
shall travel home by sea.”

We set up our camp on the hill.

“There’s plently of fodder for you here,” said Wag to
Sapiens. “But please don’t go too far from the camp,
particularly at night. There may be all kinds of danger
lurking for you, which a real elephant, of course, could
easily cope with.”

The elephant nodded and began to use his trunk to
break off the branches of nearby trees.

Suddenly he squealed, rolled up his trunk and hurried
to Wag.

“What’s up?” asked Wag. The elephant thrust his trunk
almost into Wag’s face.

“Dear me!” exclaimed Wag, reproachfully. He called
me over and pointed to the finger-like end of the ele-
phant’s trunk. “This little finger is more sensitive than
the fingers of a blind man. In fact, it’s the elephant’s most
sensitive organ. Look here, our Sapiens has contrived to
prick his finger on a thorn.”

Gently Wag removed the thorn, then cautioned the
elephant.

“Now, you’ve got to be very careful. An elephant with
an injured trunk is an invalid. You’ll find you can’t even
drink water, then you’ll have to go down to the river or
lake whenever you’re thirsty and drink through your
mouth instead of using your trunk, as elephants do, and
pouring the water into your mouth. There are lots of
prickly plants here. Search a little farther away; you’ll
soon learn to distinguish the different species.”

i
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harm me. Since then I have even taken some pleasure in
crushing underfoot any snake that is slow to clear out of
my way.

Still, there was something that could fill me with terror.
At night I was afraid of being attacked by the larger wild
beasts, the lion and the leopard. I was stronger and better
equipped than they, but I had had no personal experience
of combat and I lacked the instincts that would have
equipped me for the role of combatant. And even during
the daytime I was afraid of big game hunters, particularly
white men. Ah, those white men! They are the most
dangerous of all the wild beasts. I was not afraid of their
traps and snares and pits. Nor was it easy to drive me into
an enclosure by trying to scare me with bonfires and
clappers. As far as I was concerned, the menace was the
camouflaged pit into which I might fall; so I was always
very careful to examine the path ahead of me.

I could catch the wind of a village when several miles
away from it, and I did my best to give all human habita-
tions a very wide berth. I could even distinguish the differ-
ent native tribes through my sense of smell. Some were a
greater danger to me and others—Iless dangerous; some
were no danger at all.

One day as I was feeling the wind with my outstretched
trunk, I sensed a new smell; I could not decide whether
it was from a wild beast or a man. Most likely from a man.
I became inquisitive. After all, I was trying to learn every-
thing I could about the forest. I had to know something
about everything that was likely to be a danger to me. I
followed the smell as one might follow a compass, moving
very cautiously. It was during the night, at an hour when
the natives are fast asleep. I continued on my way, while
the scent grew stronger and stronger. I went as stealthily
as possible, at the same time keeping a wary eye on the
path ahead of me.

By morning I had reached the edge of a forest. I looked
at the clearing before me, keeping myself concealed in the
thick undergrowth. A pale moon hung over the forest,
throwing an ashen light on a number of low, sharply-
pointed huts. Huts of this kind could only give shelter to
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a man of medium height when crouched in a sitting posi-
tion. All was quiet, not a dog was barking. I approached
from the leeward side. I wondered who could be living in
these tiny huts which seemed to have been built by chil-
dren at play.

All at once a small creature resembling a man clam-
bered through a hole in the ground. He rose to his feet
and let out a low whistle. In response another creature
leapt to the ground from the branch of a tree. Two more
clambered out. They crowded round a larger hut about
five feet high and went into some sort of conference. As
the first rays of the sun shone from the sky I was able to
see the pygmies—for this is the word for these strange
creatures. I realized I had wandered into one of the
villages of these smallest people in the world. Their skin
was light brown, their hair almost red. Their bodies were
shapely and well-proportioned, but they were not more
than three to four feet tall. Some of these ‘“children” had
thick, curly beards. They conversed rapidly in high,
squeaky voices.

It was a most interesting spectacle, yet I felt terrified. I
would rather have encountered giants than these dwarfs
who could strike such terror into me. In fact, I would
rather have met a white man. Though they are so small,
pygmies are the elephant’s deadliest enemies. I knew this
before I became an elephant. They are excellent archers
and javelin-throwers. They use poisoned arrows, a prick
from one of which can kill an elephant. They creep up
stealthily from behind, throw a net over the elephant’s
hind legs or plunge a sharp knife into the tendon of the
Achilles, cutting it through. They scatter poisoned hooks
and sticks round their villages.

Quickly I turned and began to run as fast as I had done
when fleeing from the leopard. I heard shouts behind me
and sounds of hot pursuit. If the path had been level I
could easily have outdistanced them, but I had to avoid
insurmountable obstacles as I hurried through the forest.
And my pursuers were as nimble as monkeys, mobile as
lizards, indefatigable as the Borzoi; they ran swiftly as
though nothing was an obstacle to them. The pursuers
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drew closer and several javelins were hurled at me; but
the dense vegetation served to protect me. By now I was
panting and could have dropped to the ground out of
weariness. Yet the little folk neither tripped nor stumbled,
never for a moment fell back; they continued to pursue
me.
I discovered by bitter experience that being an elephant
was no easy matter; the entire life of an animal as huge
and strong as the elephant consists of one constant strug-
gle for existence which never abates for a single moment.
I felt it was highly improbable that any elephant could
really live to be 100 years old or more. With all the
worries they have to contend with, they should surely die
long before human beings do. But perhaps real elephants
do not worry as I did. My human brain was too highly-
strung, too easily agitated. I assure you that during those
moments death itself seemed to me preferable to life with
death always dogging me. Should I give up? Should I
stand and face the poisoned javelins and arrows of my
biped torturers? I was quite prepared to do just that; but
my mood changed. To my great surprise my trunk picked
up the strong smell of a herd of elephants. Could I,
perhaps, find safety among the elephants?

The dense forest began to thin out and gradually
merged into the savannah with its high, separated trees
which still afforded me a chance of sheltering from the
arrows of my pursuers.

I hurried forward zigzag fashion. Here it was not so
easy for the pygmies as it had been in the forest. Although
I was making a broad track, they were hampered by the
strong stems of the savannah plants and grasses. The smell
of elephants grew stronger, although I could not see them.

In my path I encountered deep pits with elephants cap-
tured in them; they looked like hens squatting in the sand.
From time to time I saw heaps of dung. As I reached the
first clymp of trees I caught sight of a group of elephants
sprawhng. on the ground. Others were standing by the
trees, their trunks flourishing branches of trees like fans,
their tails wagging to and fro. Their ears were raised
high like sun-shades. Others were bathing in a stream. I
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of them came up and sniffed at me with their trunks; theyy
looked me over or merely walked round me. They mades
soft, muttering noises, apparently asking me somethings
but I could not reply. I didn’t even understand the mean—
ing of the sounds they made, whether they were of dis—
approval or of satisfaction.

Most of all I feared the lead elephant. I knew I hadi
been a lead elephant before Wagner operated on me.,
Suppose this was the same herd; suppose the new lead]
elephant were to begin disputing with me for power? II
confess I became very nervous when the huge, strong
lead elephant came close and, as though by accident, itss
tusk prodded my side. But I remained submissive. A sec-+
ond time he prodded me, as though challenging me to)
combat. But I refused the challenge and merely movedi
aside. Then the elephant rolled up its trunk and, holding}
it lightly between the lips, stuffed it into its mouth. Laterr
I learned that this is the elephant’s way of expressing}
dismay or surprise. The lead elephant was evidently puz--
zled at my submissiveness; he was at a loss to know how/
to behave. At the same time I had not learned the lan--
guage of elephants, so thinking this was its way off
welcoming me, I also stuffed my trunk into my mouth..
The elephant squealed and moved away.

I understand every elephant sound now. I know that the:
soft, rumbling sort of sound and the squealing sound both1
signify satisfaction. Terror is expressed by a loud, roaring!
sound; sudden fright by a short, sharp sound. When I firstt
made my appearance, the herd had responded with justt
such short, sharp sounds. When in a frenzy, because in--
jured or being tormented, they make deep, glottal sounds. .
One of the elephants left by the river bank made this;
sound when the pygmies attacked. Perhaps a poisoned |
arrow had mortally wounded him. When elephants attack :
an enemy, they let out a penetrating, screeching sound. I:
am giving here only the basic “words” of the elephant:
vocabulary, those which express the more important sen- -
sations. But there are shades of meaning to these “words.” '

At first I very much feared the elephants would guess :
that I was no ordinary elephant and that they would chase :
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would begin firing and shouting, while at the other end:
either pits or enclosures awaited us. It all depended on.
whether the hunters wanted to catch us alive or dead. If’
we fell into the pits, we would break a leg and be good:
for nothing but slaughter; in the enclosures, a life of

slavery awaited us. Elephants are afraid of fire. In general,

when noise awakens them, they show cowardice apd rush .
off in the direction away from the fires and noise; but

there the silent trap or death awaits them.

I alone of the whole herd understood the situation. But
was this an advantage? What should I do? Should I go
towards the fires? There I would meet armed men. I
might have the good fortune to break through the block-
ade, but then I would have to be separated from the herd
and begin life as a hermit elephant. Sooner or later a
bullet, a poisoned arrow or the fangs of some wild beast
would kill me.

I still seemed to be hesitating, yet actually my choice
had already been made for, without realising it, I had
withdrawn a little from the others, in order that when the
awakened herd stampeded, I would not be drawn into
catastrophe in the whirlpool of elephant bodies.

By now the hunters were shouting, beating drums,
flourishing rattles, whistling and firing. I let out a deep,
trumpeting call. The elephants woke up and trampled
about in terror, trumpeting their loudest. The extraor-
dinary din seemed to rock the ground. The animals looked
about them and saw the fires apparently creeping closer
and closer. Actually they were being carried nearer and
nearer. The elephants ceased their trumpeting and rushed
off in one direction, but the sound of the hunters grew
louder and they made off in the opposite direction . . .
to destruction. True, death was not yet so very near. The
hunt continues for several days. The fires would continue
to close in, the hunters would come closer and closer and
drive the elephants slowly forward until finally they would
find themselves in the pits or the enclosures.

But I did not go with the elephants; I remained alone.
The panicky terror which had seized the entire herd had
been transmitted to my elephant nerves and from them to
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“Including Brown. His skin’s whiter than ours, so his
soul’s blacker. Brown, you’re a scoundrel too.”

But Brown did not reply.

“He’s unconscious again.”

“So much the better, and better still if he dies. He’s
not much use to us now; he’s only a hindrance.”

“But if he recovers, he’ll be worth two of us.”

“That’s a lot of satisfaction! Why can’t you understand
he’s just one too many?”

Brown muttered something in his delirium, and the
conversation came to an end.

“Hi, you what’s your name?”

“M-pepo. . ..”

“Hobble the elephant and tie it to a tree, so he doesn’t
get away.”

“No, he won’t go away,” replied Mpepo, stroking my
leg.

The next morning I took a closer look at my new
masters. Best of all I liked Mpepo. He was always cheer-
ful and smiling, his white teeth, a little disfigured because
of the absence of two upper incisors, gleaming white.
Mpepo evidently liked elephants and he took good care
of me. He washed my ears, eyes and legs and the heavy
folds of skin. He brought me gifts—delicious fruits and
berries which he searched out specially for me.

Brown was still a sick man, and I could get no real
impression of what he was like. His face attracted me
and also his direct manner of talking to his companions.
But I felt a decided dislike for Bakala and Cox. Bakala in
particular made a very strange and unpleasant impres-
sion, in his dirty, ragged suit. It was well-cut and of the
finest material and may have belonged to an extremely
wealthy traveller. I felt that Bakala had acquired both
the suit and the tent by underhand means. Perhaps he had
robbed and then murdered some famous British explorer.
The magnificent rifle could also have belonged to an
Englishman. And he carried a large revolver and a knife
of terrifying proportions in his broad belt. He was Portu-
guese or Spanish, a sort of outlaw with no country, no
family, no definite occupation.
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him lightly on the shoulder. The native, who was keeping
watch, smiled broadly, his teeth gleaming. Brown beck-
oned him aside, led him up to me and ordered him to
mount. At a sign from Mpepo I knelt down and they both
mounted; I carried them along by the edge of the forest.

“] want to take them a present. They think I'm ill, but
I'm all right. During the night I killed an enormous ele-
phant with magnificent tusks. It will be a surprise for
Bakala and Cox.”

By the light of the rising sun I saw the enormous
swollen elephant carcase lying on its side in a thicket of
coffee bushes by the river bank.

When the work on the tusks was finished, we set off for
the camp—to meet our doom. Brown and Mpepo would
soon encounter death, and I was to share their fate at a
later date. Of course, I could always escape from the men.
But as no immediate danger threatened me and I wanted,
if I could, to save Brown and Mpepo, I made no attempt
to get away. I was particularly sorry for Mpepo; he was
such a happy, carefree youth, with the body of an Apollo.
But how could I warn them? I couldn’t tell them of the
danger they faced . . . but I could refuse to carry them
to the camp, perhaps? '

Immediately I turned sharply off the path and headed
for the Congo river. I thought that once we had reached
the river we might meet some human beings, and Brown
would be able to return to some civilized country. But he
did not understand why I was so stubborn and he began
to strike me on the neck with a pointed iron bar. The
point pricked my skin which is very sensitive and turns
septic easily. I remembered how long it had taken for the
wound from the Englishman’s bullet to heal, after he had
fired at me from the boat. I heard Mpepo pleading with
Brown not to pierce the skin on my neck; but the man was
so infuriated because of my disobedience that he only
prodded harder and deeper.

In an effort to persuade me, Mpepo spoke comforting
words to me in his own language, though I couldn’t
understand a word of it. But the tone of voice is under-
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behind me. Then I made a dash for the thicket before he
could fire at me.

At last they were gone. Yet I didn’t want to leave them
to their fate. After waiting a while, I went back to the
path, made a detour and reached the camp before -them.
Cox and Bakala were most surprised to see me without
any riders, but with good tusks on my back. )

“Can the elephants and wild beasts have aided us in
getting rid of Brown and Mpepo?” asked Cox, as he
untied the ropes.

But their pleasure was premature. Soon Brown arrived
cursing; Mpepo was with him. When Brown saw me he
let out a fresh torrent of oaths. He related the story of
how I had played a prank on them; he tried to get them
to kill me outright. Cox, calculating as usual, was against
the idea and simply went on with his job. He and Bakala
said how pleased he was that Brown was well again and
that he had returned safely to the camp, particularly with
such a magnificent pair of tusks.

XIV. Four Bodies and Ivory

They all turned in early. Mpepo slept like an infant.
Brown, quite worn out, slept soundly too. Cox was keep-
ing watch and Bakala was tossing under his blanket, evi-
dently wakeful. Several times Bakala raised his head and
looked enquiringly at Cox, who shook his head to denote
it was not yet time.

The warning moon appeared beyond the forest, shed-
ding a dim light over the clearing. There was a pitiful
cry, like that of an infant; somewhere in the forest a
small creature was probably caught and held in the teeth
of a wild beast. The sound did not rouse Brown who was
evidently still sleeping soundly. Cox gave a nod and
Bakala, who had been watching his every movement,
rose at once, his hand feeling behind him for the revolver
in his back pocket. I decided it was time for me, too, to
act. I did what Indian elephants do in order to scare the
enemy: I pressed the tip of my trunk to the ground and
blew hard. The result was a strange, frightening noise,
something between a crackling and gurgling and snuffling
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“of me the children stood amazed. I was so overjoyed that
they did not cry or run away that I began to caper about
and perform in a way no propertly trained elephant would
have dreamed of doing. The boy was the first to show his
pleasure by bursting into fits of laughter, while the little
girl clapped her hands. I went on dancing and gamboling
about, standing first on my forelegs, then on my hind legs
and curvetting around.

Growing bolder the children came closer, until finally I
stretched out my trunk, inviting the boy to take a swing
on it. After some hesitation he sat himself on the end of
my curved trunk and swung on it. Then I gave the little
girl a swing, too. I must say I was so glad of the company
of these carefree little white children that I became quite
engrossed in playing with them; I did not notice a tall,
lean man approaching. His complexion was yellowish, his
eyes hollow; he had evidently only recently recovered
from an attack of tropical fever. He stood and watched
dumbfounded and indescribably astounded.

“Papa, Papa!” cried the boy. “See what a hoity-toity
we’ve got!”

“Hoity-Toity!” echoed the father, hoarsely. He con-
tinued to stand quite still, his arms hanging loosely at his
sides; he had no idea what to do. I made elephant bows
to him, I even dropped on my knees. The man shook me
by the trunk and smiled.

“Ah! Victory at last!” I thought, rejoicing.

* * *

And here the elephant’s story ends. His entire history
could really end here; what ultimately happened to him is
of no particular interest. However, Wagner, Denisov and
the elephant went on an excellent tour of Switzerland.
Much to the surprise of the tourists, the elephant strolled
about the outskirts of Vevey, which in earlier days Ring
had loved to visit. Sometimes the animal bathed in the
Lac de Geneve, but the cold weather arrived rather early
that year, unfortunately, driving our tourists back to
Berlin by special goods van.

Hoity-Toity is still performing at the Busch Circus earn-
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hear it perfectly. The daylight lamps under the ceiling
were extinguished, but Urm could see the room perfectly
well by infra-red light and by the vibrations reaching his
locators.

And so Urm was bored, and he decided to set out in
search of new impressions. Half an hour had passed since
the Master had left and he knew by experience that the
Master would not return very soon. This was very impor-
tant, because Urm had once taken a walk round the room
without the order being given, and when the Master found
him occupied in this way he fixed things so that Urm was
able to be tortured with curiosity but was unable to move
even a locator horn. There was evidently no fear of this
now.

Urm staggered and moved heavily forward. The cement
floor echoed under his heavy rubber soles and Urm
stopped for a moment to listen; he even bent down. But
there was nothing unfamiliar in the gamut of sounds
emanating from the vibrating cement, and Urm hurried
again towards the opposite wall. He went right up to it
and sniffed. The wall smelt of damp concrete and rusty
iron. Nothing new. Then Urm turned round, scratching
the wall with his sharp steel elbow, crossed the room
diagonally and stopped in front of the door. It was not
so easy to open the door and for a time Urm examined
the lock, comparing what he saw with what he already
knew. Finally he stretched out the toothed claw of his
left hand, skilfully grasped the small lever of the lock
and turned it. The door opened with a feeble, prolonged
creak. That was something interesting at last, and Urm
spent several minutes opening and shutting the door, at
first quickly, then slowly, listening and remembering.
Then he stepped over the threshold and found a staircase
in front of him. It was a narrow one, with stone steps,
and it was fairly high—in a moment Urm had continued
eighteen steps up to the first landing, where a light was
burning. Urm knew what steps were and began to mount
them leisurely. From the landing another staircase, a
wooden one, went up higher; it had ten steps. To the
right was a broad passage. After hesitating for a moment,
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Urm turned to the right. He did not know why he did so.
The passage was no more interesting than the staircase.
True, the staircase was considerably narrower.

Warm air came from the corridor and it was brightly
lit by infra-red light. This light was radiated by ribbed
cylinders standing low over the floor. Urm had never be-
fore seen the radiators of steam central heating. At any
rate, the ribbed cylinders interested him. He bent down
and clapped both claws round one of them. There was a
sharp metallic crack and a grinding sound; a thick cloud
of hot steam, shining like a scrap of the sun, rose to the
ceiling. A jet of boiling water gushed round Urm’s feet. He
raised the cylinder to his head and examined it closely;
then he extended the flexible feelers of his micromanipula-
tors from his breastplate and carefully investigated the
torn edge of the tube. Then the feelers were tucked away
again, the cylinder fell to the floor and Urm’s rubber soles
splashed through the puddles. He went as far as the end of
the passage. Over a low door there, a red inscription shone
out: “Caution! No entrance without special clothing!” read
Urm. He knew the word “caution,” but he also knew that
the word always referred to people. The word could not
refer to him, Urm. He put out a hand and pushed the
door.

Yes, here there was much that was interesting and new.
He stood at the entrance to a spacious hall, filled with
metal, stone and plastic objects. In the centre of the hall
was a metre high concrete erection, resembling a flat
pedestal covered with an iron or lead shield. Numerous
cables ran from it to the walls along which stretched
marble tiles with shining instruments and the switch
handles of electric switches. The concrete pedestal was
surrounded by a fence of copper wire, and shining elbow-
like sticks hung from the ceiling. The sticks ended in
pincers and claws like those on Urm’s arms.

Moving softly over the tiled floor, Urm approached the
copper wire fence, walked round it and then stood still.
Then he walked round it a second time. He could find no
way through the wire netting. So he raised his foot and
walked through it without effort. Ragged pieces of copper
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netting hung from his shoulders. But before he had taken
two steps towards the concrete pedestal he stopped short.
His head, round as a schoolroom globe, turned watchfully
from side to side, the ebonite shells of his acoustic recep-
tors were thrust out and waved about, the locator horns
quivered. The leaden lid of the pedestal was radiating
infra-red light, noticeable even in this heated hall. But in
addition some sort of ultra-violet radiation was coming
from it. Urm could see very well in X-rays and gamma-
rays and it seemed to him that the lid was transparent and
that beneath it lay a narrow, bottomless well full of shining
dust. In the depths of his memory swam the command:
leave this place at once! Urm did not know when the order
had been given or by whom. Probably, he already knew it
when he came into existence, just as he knew much more
than he had ever seen or experienced. But Urm did not
obey the order. Curiosity got the better of him. He bent
over the pedestal, extended his claw-like hands and with
something of an effort raised the lid.

A flood of gamma-rays blinded him. Red lights winked
alarmingly on marble control panels, a siren howled. For
a moment, through the transparent silhouettes of his hands
he saw the inside of the concrete pit, then he threw down
the lid and pronounced in a low, husky voice:

“Opasnost! Gefahr! Danger! Wei hsien! Abunai!”

A deep echo rolled round the hall and died away. Urm
turned the upper part of his body 180° and hurriedly
moved to the exit. The shock caused by the flood of radio-
active particles in the control counters drove him from the
concrete pedestal. Of course, the cruellest rays, the most
powerful flood of particles could not cause Urm the slight-
est harm; even being in the active zone of the reactor
could not have serious consequences for him. But, in con-
structing Urm, the Master had put in him a desire to keep
as far away as possible from sources of intense radiation.

Urm went out into the corridor and carefully shut the
door behind him. Stepping over the ribbed cylinder of the
steam heating system, he found himself once more on the
staircase landing. There he immediately caught sight of
someone hurriedly descending the wooden staircase.
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case and thick files. While Urm was busily moving boxes,
untying files and reading aloud the inscriptions written
clearly in black Indian ink on the edges of the blue prints,
the girl slipped away to the next room, took cover behind
a divan and seized the telephone receiver. Urm saw this
because he had an optical receiver at the back of his neck,
but the little long-haired person did not interest him any
more. Stepping over the papers scattered on the floor, he
proceeded further. Behind him the girl was shouting into
the telephone:

“Is that Nikolai Petrovich? This is Galya! Nikolai Petro-
vich, your Urm has broken in on us! Urm! Uliana-Robert-
Mama. . . . Yes! I don’t know. . . . I met him coming out
of the big reactor hall. . . . Yes, yes, he had been in the
reactor room. . . . What? Evidently not.”

Urm stopped listening. He went out into the foyer and
stood there, rooted to the spot, rapidly moving the black
horns of his locators. He was astounded. On the opposite
wall hung something large, shining and cold. In infra-red
light it seemed like a grey, impenetrable rectangle and it
shone and turned silver in ordinary rays, but this was not
the object that dismayed Urm. In the strange rectangle
stood a black monster with a head that was as round as a
schoolroom globe and surmounted by quivering horns.
Urm could not understand where it was. His visual dis-
tance-meter informed him that twelve metres and eight
centimetres separated him from the unfamiliar object, yet
the locator contradicted this. “There is no object at all.
There is only a smooth, almost vertical surface at a dis-
tance of six metres and eight centimetres.” Never before
had Urm seen anything of the kind, and never had the
locator and the visual receiver given him such contradic-
tory information. From the outset something had been
inserted in his organism that demanded that he make clear
and comprehensible everything he might have to touch, so
he moved resolutely forward, incidentally noting and stor-
ing in his memory the governing rule in this case: “the
distance according to the visual distance-meter is twice
the distance according to the locator. . . .” He walked into
the mirror. The glass broke into a tinkling shower of splin-












98 / Soviet Science Fiction

“But I do. It’s obvious. Yet who would have thought of
it? Everything was going so well.”

“Look over there!” cried Kostenko, jumping to his feet.

A flickering blue flare illuminated the grey-black sky
over the institute and against this background the sil-
houettes of dark buildings, surprisingly clear-cut and yet
somehow unreal, emerged from the whirling snow-storm.
The thin chain of lights which marked the boundaries of
the institute blinked and then died out.

“That’s the transformer gone!” said Piskunov huskily.
“The sub-station is exactly opposite the reactor tower!
Urm’s there. . . . But what about the guards. . .?”

“Come on, let’s run!” suggested Kostenko.

Together they ran forward, but it was not so easy. In
the teeth of the wind, they floundered in snow-concealed
ruts, fell down, picked themselves up only to fall down
again.

“Come on, hurry!” urged Piskunov.

His agitation and the biting wind drew tears from
his eyes. They trickled down his face, froze in icicles
on his eyelashes, making it difficult to see. He grabbed
Kostenko by the arm and dragged him along, still mutter-
ing hoarsely: “Hurry, hurry!”

The flash over the institute had evidently been seen in
the settlement. A siren was whining the alarm, lights
sprang up in the cottages where the guards lived, the
blinding shaft of a searchlight swept the field. Out of the
gloom it picked up the snow-drifts, the latticed pylons of
the high-tension wires, glided over the brick wall surround-
ing the institute and then pin-pointed the gate. Small
black figures were moving hurriedly by the gates.

“Who’s that, over there?” asked Kostenko, panting.

“The guards, probably the militia, too.” Piskunov
stopped and rubbed his eyes.

“The gates . . . they’ve shut them,” he said with a break
in his voice. “Good fellows! That means Urm’s still there.”

Clearly everyone had now been alerted. Already the
beams from three searchlights were probing along the
institute walls. Snow-flakes danced in the blue light.
Through the noise and howling of wind, there was shout-
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striking them with his armoured breast. The voices on the
other side of the gates were silenced. Then someone cried
out, falteringly:

“Get back. Hi, there! Don’t shoot at the devil!”

“Good day, how do you do?” said Urm, then made
another rush and struck again. The gates crumpled. The
bolts appeared to be stronger than the hinges in the con-
crete wall, for the gates lay flat on the snow like duck-
boards. Urm walked over them, past the fleeing militiamen
and plunged into the snow-storm raging in the open field.

He strode forward, hardly able to keep his equilibrium
on the uneven ground covered with an undulating sea of
dry snow. At one point he found nothing under his foot
and he fell to the ground. The snow sizzled under him. He
had never fallen down before, yet the next moment he had
his arms pressed against the ground, stretched to their full
extent, and was drawing up his legs under him.

Once more on his feet, he stood still looking round.
Ahead glimmered the lights from the cottages. To the left,
three human figures loomed out of the darkness; farther
away a chain of bulldozers with engines roaring were
driving towards the gates. Urm turned to the left. As he
walked past the men, he greeted them and at once recog-
nised one of them as the Master. The Master could de-
prive him of the possibility of moving. Urm remembered
that perfectly well and began to walk faster. The Master
was lost in the whirling snow-storm behind him.

He came to a flat, smooth patch of ground. A bright
light illuminated him from head to foot. Cumbersome,
metal monsters with heavy shields in front of them were
rolling towards him; they came to a halt, snorting angrily.

Urm stood five paces away from the leading bulldozer,
slowly turning his round head from side to side and re-
peating the words:

“Good day, how do you do?”

4

Nikolai Petrovich jumped down from the tractor.
“Where are you off to?” yelled the driver, terrified.
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A Visitor from Outer Space






“WE’LL BE HAVING a get-together with the scientists this
evening,” Boris Yefimovich informed me one day.

I knew that besides Nizovsky, the paleontologist, we
also had on board a geographer named Vasilyev, who was
in charge of an expedition to the distant archipelago.

Then there was an astronomer on the ship too. He had
come aboard while the Georgy Sedov was lying off Ustye,
delivering some dinghies to an unfortunate captain who
had lost his ship’s boats in a storm. I had gone on deck
early that morning to catch a glimpse, even from a dis-
tance, of the mainland. We had not sighted land for
several months. And now . . . there it was on the horizon,
just a narrow, hazy strip. Yet it was the coastline of the
Great Continent.

A motor boat was ploughing its way towards us, across
waters orange-tinted as the sky at dawn.

“More passengers,” remarked the first mate, who was
supervising the lowering of the dinghies. “Three members
of an astronomical expedition.”

“An astronomical expedition, here in the North? What-
ever for?”

The first mate offered no explanation.

The motor boat drew alongside and three people
climbed the rope ladder. The first was short, big-boned
and lean, with an angular, sun-tanned face. He wore horn-
rimmed spectacles and his bulging forehead gave him a
rather queer expression. I noticed the slight slant of his
unusually elongated eyes.
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- “No, at this time of year Mars is not usually clearly
visible.”

“You’re suggesting that these people intend to study
Mars in the Arctic, without even looking at the sky?” I
persisted.

“Our study of Mars is being made at the Alma-Ata
Observatory, but up here. . . .”

“Well, what about here?”

“We’re looking for proof of the existence of life on
Mars.”

“That’s most interesting!” exclaimed Nizovsky. “Ever
since I was a child I've been interested in the canals on
Mars! Schiaparelli, Lowell, weren't they the scientists who
made a study of Mars?”

“Tikhov,” added Krymov, didactically. “Gavriil Andri-
anovich Tikhov.”

“He founded the new science—astrobotany!” explained
the young woman brightly.

“Astrobotany?” I queried. “Astra—a star . . . and
‘then botany? I can’t see the connection.”

Natasha burst out laughing.

“Of course there’s such a thing as astrobotany!” she
declared. “The science of vegetation on other planets!”

“On Mars,” interjected Krymov.

“At the Academy of the Kazakh S.S.R. we now have a
department of this new Soviet science, astrobotany,”
Natasha proudly explained.

“What’s this I hear? Astronomers, and in the Arctic?”
asked the captain.

“You see, it’s like this,” began Krymov. “We've got to
* find conditions similar to those which exist on Mars. It’s
- one and a half times farther from the sun than the Earth.
Its atmosphere is as rarefied as it is here at a height of
~ fifteen kilometres. The climate there is harsh and severe.”

“Just think,” intervened Natasha, “at the Equator it is
20°C above zero in the daytime and—70°C at night.”

“Tough going,” remarked the captain.

“In the middle zone,” Krymov continued, “it is 80°C
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Krymov became extremely serious.

“It’s very complicated,” he began pensively, his hand
{smoothing his bulging brow, “and it will take a long time
to tell.”

We all began to persuade him. Natasha was devouring
Ithe chief with her eyes. Evidently she, too, knew little of
his background.

“All right then, I'll tell you,” said Krymov, finally
iacquiescing. “I was born in an Evenki nomad camp. The
i Evenki used to be called the Tungus.”

“So you’re an Evenk!” exclaimed Natasha.

Krymov nodded.

“I was born in an Evenki tent the very year when in
the taiga. . . . But you've all probably heard about the
Tungus meteorite that fell in the taiga?”

“We’ve heard a little. But tell us more about it, it’s all
very interesting,” begged Nizovsky.

“It was an extraordinary occurrence,” Krymov went
on, animatedly. “Thousands of people saw a fiery ball,
brighter than the sun, above the taiga. A fiery column
pierced the cloudless sky. Then followed a shock, the
force of which cannot be compared with anything known.
It reverberated throughout the entire globe. It was heard
more than a thousand kilometres from the place of the
catastrophe; it is on record that a train was stopped near
Kansk nearly eight hundred kilometres away. The engine-
driver testified that it seemed to him that something ex-
ploded in his train. An unprecedented hurricane swept
the earth. Roofs were blown off and fences fell down four
hundred kilometres from where the explosion had oc-
curred. Still farther away kitchen utensils shook and
clocks stopped, as happens during earthquakes. The shock
was registered at several seismological stations: in Tash-
kent, in Jena (Germany), and in Irkutsk where eye-
witness accounts were collected.”

“What was it, actually?” asked Nizovsky. “The shock
from a meteorite hitting the earth?”

“That’s what was thought at the time,” replied Krymoyv,
evasively. “The air wave went twice round the globe. It
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“With Kulik we arrived at the centre of the catastrophe.
We discovered that all the countless trees, the millions of
verthrown tree trunks, were lying with their roots point-

g in the direction of one spot, the centre of the catas-

rophe. When we examined the centre itself, we were
stounded. For there where the destruction caused by a
allen meteorite should have been greatest, the forest
tood upright. It was inexplicable not only to me, but even
0 the Russian scientist. I could see as much from the
xpression on his face.

“The trees were standing upright, but they were dead
Eees—no twigs, no tops, looking like poles driven into

e earth.

“In the middle of the forest of trees there was water—a
lake or swamp.

“Kulik assumed that this was the hole made by the
Fallen meteorite.

“Simply and kindly he explained to us hunters, just as
!though we were his scientific assistants, that somewhere
in the Arizona desert in America there is a huge crater
|about a mile in diameter and about 600 feet deep. It was
formed thousands of years ago by the falling of a gigantic
heavenly body, a meteorite, like that which had fallen here
and which it was essential to find. From then on I was
consumed with a desire to help the Russian professor.

“The following year Kulik returned to the taiga with a
large expedition. He hired workmen. Of course, I was the
first to join him. We searched for pieces of the meteorite.
We dried out the central swamp in the dead forest, in-
vestigated all the hollows, but we not only found no trace
of the meteorite, but none of any crater left by it either.

“For ten years Kulik returned each year to the taiga;
for ten years I accompanied him in his fruitless search.
The meteorite had vanished.

“Kulik assumed that it had fallen into the swamp and
that the swamp had swallowed up the crater. But we
drilled through the soil and came up against an un-
damaged stratum of eternally frozen rock. After drilling,
a jet of water burst through the bore-hole. If the mete-
orite had penetrated and melted this frozen stratum, it
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could not have been restored. Even in the winter the earth
does not now freeze below about six feet.

“After the second year of the expedition’s work I went
with Kulik to Moscow and began to study there. But
every summer I returned to search for the meteorite near
my native home. Kulik’s efforts continued. I always ac-
companied him. I was no longer a semi-literate hunter
from the taiga. I was a university student, I had read a
great deal and had even begun to contribute my own criti-
cism in the scientific field. But I said nothing of this to
Kulik. I knew with what iron will, with what passionate
certainty he was searching for his meteorite; he had even
dedicated some verses to it. . . . How could I tell him that
I had come to the conviction that there had never been
a meteorite?”

“What d’you mean, there had never been one?” ex-
claimed Nizovsky. “What about the marks of the catas-
trophe and the stricken trees?”

“There was a catastrophe all right, but not a meteorite,”
said Krymov impressively. “I’ve thought a lot about how
the trees could have remained standing at the centre of
the catastrophe. What causes the explosion when a mete-
orite drops? The meteorite flies into the earth’s atmos-
phere at a cosmic speed of 30-60 kilometres a second.
With its great mass and gigantic speed, the meteorite has
tremendous kinetic energy. When it is brought to a stand-
still by hitting the earth all this energy has to pass into
heat; it’s this that causes the terrifically powerful explo-
sion. But in our case, this didn’t happen. There was no
encounter between the meteorite and the earth. To me it
was obvious. The existence of the dead timber led me to
think that the explosion had occurred in the air, at a
height of approximately three hundred metres, and exactly
over these trees.”

“How, in the air?” remarked Nizovsky incredulously.

“The explosive wave went in all directions,” Krymov
continued confidently. “Where the trees were perpendicu-
lar to its front, that is, directly under the explosion, the
wave did not fell the trees, it simply lopped off all the
branches and broke the tree-tops. Where its blow came at
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“The atomic explosions in Japan convinced me about the
kind of fuel that was on the space-ship.

“After the war ended I devoted myself to the problem
of Mars. I had to prove the existence of life on thal
planet. I began to study under Tikhov. And now here ]
am with the expedition that is to make a study of the
absorption of heat rays by arctic plants.”

“And what will that prove?” The words came from the
captain.

“As far back as last century Timiryazev proposed trying
to discover chlorophyll on Mars. That would have proved
that the green patches on Mars, which change colour
according to the seasons of the year just as vegetation
changes colour on the earth, are areas covered with
vegetation.”

“Well, was chlorophyll discovered?”

“No, there was no such luck. There is no absorption
band of the spectrum characteristic of chlorophyll to be
found on Mars. Moreover, when the green patches on
Mars are photographed in infra-red rays, they do not ap-
pear white, as with vegetation on the earth. Everything
seemed to point to there being no vegetation on Mars at
all. But Gavriil Andrianovich Tikhov offered a marvellous
suggestion. Why does the vegetation of the Earth appear
white in such photographs? Because it reflects the heat
rays it does not need. But on Mars the sun does not shine
brightly. There the vegetation has to try to use all the
possible heat. Might not that be the reason why the green
patches did not become white in infra-red rays?

“Strickly speaking, this is the reason why we astrono-
mers are in the Arctic. We want to verify whether the
arctic vegetation reflects heat rays.”

“Well, does it?” we all asked in chorus.

“No, it doesn’t! Northern plants absorb it, just like the
plants on Mars,” shouted Natasha. Her eyes were shining.
“We can prove that life on Mars does exist, that the green
patches are vast coniferous forests! That the famous
canals on Mars are strips of vegetation from 100 to 600
kilometres wide!”
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“Now just a minute, Natasha,” said the astronomer,
interrupting his assistant.

“Canals?” repeated Nizovsky. “Then they do exist. But
not so long ago people were saying it was all an optical
illusion.”

“The canals on Mars have been photographed and
photographs don’t lie. More than a thousand of them have
been photographed. They have been studied. It has been
proved that they appear and gradually lengthen from the
poles to the equator as the polar ice on Mars melts.”

“The strips of vegetation lengthen at a speed of three
and a half kilometres an hour,” interjected Natasha who
was quite unable to keep silent.

“At the same speed as a current of water in a whirl-
pool?” queried the astounded geographer.

“Yes, at the very same speed,” confirmed the astrono-
mer. “It seems amazing that this whole network of strips
of vegetation consists of ideally straight lines, the chief
of which, like arteries, run from the melting polar ice to
the equator.”

“Without doubt, then, this is a vast irrigation network
created by the Martians for irrigating the fields, and we
have taken them for canals. But there are no canals, of
course. There are pipes laid down on the earth,” sug-
gested Nizovsky, carried away by the subject.

Krymov corrected him with a smile.

“Laid down on Mars, not on the Earth.”

“Then there is life on Mars! Then, you’re right,” con-
tinued Nizovsky.

“All we can say with certainty so far is that life on
Mars is not impossible.”

“For all we know the Martians really could have flown
to the Earth in 1908,” said the captain.

“Yes, they could,” replied Krymov, unperturbed.

“Martians on Earth of all things!” muttered Boris
Yefimovich, pulling on his pipe.

“Mars is a planet of dying life. As it is smaller in size
:and has a smaller force of gravitation than the Earth,
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Mars could not retain the original atmosphere. Its parti-
cles broke away from the planet and flew into outer space.
The air on Mars became rarefied, the oceans began to
evaporate and the air vapour vanished in the depths of
outer space. So little water remained on Mars that it could
be contained in our Baikal alone.” '

“Then they flew out in order to seize our Earth,” de-
cided Nizovsky. “They wanted our flourishing planet!”

“As if we hadn’t enough Hitlers, Trumans and Mac-
Arthurs,” growled the captain. “Now we have to cope
also with Martians!”

“I think you’re wrong. Wells and other Western writers,
when they imagine the worlds coming together, can only
think in terms of invasions and wars. To my mind, know-
ing the state of things as regards water on Mars, and
seeing the vast irrigation works of the Martians, we can
draw certain conclusions about their social system which
promotes the carrying out of planned economy on the
scale of the entire planet.”

“You mean they have some sort of perfect social sys-
tem there?” asked Nizovsky.

“The development of the social life of rational beings
can lead to nothing else,” said the geographer with con-
viction.

“Undoubtedly,” confirmed Krymov. “But water is dis-
appearing from Mars all the time. Its inhabitants have to
see to it that life continues to be possible for future
generations, just as our contemporaries are attending to
the life of future generations here. The Martians must get
water for Mars. Water exists! It exists on the planets
closest to Mars and in abundance, primarily, on the
Earth. Take Greenland. It is covered with a layer of ice
three kilometres thick. If it were removed, the climate
of Europe would be considerably improved. Oranges
would grow in the countryside round Moscow. And if
the ice were carried to Mars it would melt there and cover
the entire planet with a layer 50 metres deep; it would
practically fill up the hollows of former oceans and the
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planet would come to life again for many millions of
years!”

“Then the Martians only want the Earth’s water, and
not the Earth itself?” asked Nizovsky.

“Of course. Living conditions on the Earth are so dif-
ferent from those on Mars that the Martians could not
breathe or move about freely on our Earth; they would
weigh twice as much here. Just imagine being double your
~ weight. The Martians have no reason to conquer the
Earth. What’s more, as they have reached a high level of
culture and have a perfect social system, they probably
only know about wars from their own historical re-
searches. They would come to us here as friends, for help,
for ice.”

“The friendships of the planets!” ejaculated Nizovsky.
“But how can Greenland’s ice be transferred to Mars?”

“If a metal space-ship can make the inter-planetary
journey, then a space-ship made of ice or filled with ice
could do the same journey. Millions of such space-ships
sent from the Earth to Mars, not all at once of course,
perhaps over a period of centuries, would finally transfer
the whole of Greenland’s ice to Mars, which in the interim
would be adapting itself to new conditions that would be
better than before. Atomic energy will give the space-ship
the power it needs.”

“Atomic energy!” said the geographer. “Then you are
convinced it was atomic fuel that blew up in the Tungus
taiga?”

“I'm absolutely sure it was. There are many proofs of
it. Besides what I have said already, I may add something.
Do you remember the luminescent clouds? They gave out
more than reflected white sunlight. During the nights a
greenish and pinkish light was observed which even pene-
trated through the clouds. It was undoubtedly caused by
the luminescence of the air. The moment the space-ship
blew up all the matter was vapourized and rose in the air
where the remnants of radioactive substance continued to
disintegrate, making the air luminescent. You should re-
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arth, keeping between them all the time, should have
Errived on the Earth a few days before the opposition of
enus and the Earth.”
“Of course, it was inhabitants from Venus! It’s indis-
dutable!” said Nizovsky, heatedly.
“I don’t think so. . . .” objected the astronomer, stub-
ornly. “There is too much carbon dioxide on Venus, and
[here are some indications of poisonous gases there. It is
ard to imagine highly-developed animal life on Venus.”
“But nevertheless they did fly here. That means they do
xist,” insisted Nizovsky. “You’re not going to say that
artians flew here from Venus.”
“You've guessed right. That is just what I imagine.”
“Well, I must say!” said Nizovsky, shattered, “What
proofs have you?”
“The proofs exist. It is perfectly rational to suppose
at in the search for water that could be made use of the
artians decided to investigate both neighbouring planets,
enus and the Earth. At first, at the most suitable time
ey flew to Venus and then, on May 20, 1908, they flew
om Venus to the Earth. Evidently the explorers died en
oute from the action of cosmic rays, through encounter-
g a meteorite or from some other cause. It was an un-
ided space-ship, resembling a meteorite in every respect,
at was approaching the Earth. That is why it flew into
e atmosphere without reducing its speed by braking.
IlBecause of air friction on the space-ship it grew hot, like
a meteorite does. Its outer covering melted and the atomic
fuel was then in conditions where a chain reaction became
possible. An atomic explosion occurred in the air. Thus
the visitors from outer space died on the very day when
their rocket, as precise calculations now show, should
have landed on the Earth. It is possible that the day was
awaited with alarm on Mars.”
“Why do you think so?”
“Because in 1909, during the great opposition, many
astronomers on our Earth were agitated by bursts of light
observed on Mars.”
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conditions than on Mars. We shall fly to it sooner and
more successfully than they did. . . .”

Krymov was silent for a moment, then laughed aloud.

“So now you see why I became an astronomer. I think
" I've told you far more than I intended, thanks to the
brandy.”

“Just a moment,” said Nizovsky, “I’'m a palaeontologist.
We can restore the image of an animal that once lived on
the Earth by examining bits of bones. Can you not imagine
to yourself what a rational inhabitant of Mars looks like?
You know all the conditions of his existence. Describe to
us what a visitor from outer space would look like.”

Krymov smiled.

“I’'ve thought about that. If you like, I'll tell you. . ..
Incidentally I have read suppositions put forward by one
of your colleagues, Professor Yefremov, the palaeontolo-
gist and writer. I agree with much of what he has written.
. . . A single brain centre and, close to it, organs of
stereoscopic sight and hearing. . . . All that is essential.
Then, of course, the Martian must have an upright posi-
tion to give the broadest view of the locality. As for out-
ward appearance, the climate is severe on Mars, there are
sharp temperature changes. The Martians are probably
not very handsome. They must have some sort of protec-
tive covering, a thick layer of fat, thick fur or skin of a
violet colour which, like the Martian vegetation, absorbs
heat rays. Martians cannot be very tall. . . . the force of
gravity is not great there. . . . their muscles must be less
developed than ours. . . . What else, now? Ah, yes! The
respiratory organs. Theirs must be most highly-developed,
for they have to make use of the insignificant amount of
oxygen available in the Martian atmosphere. Actually I
can’t answer for the accuracy of all this.”

“And what would be the appearance of rational beings
living on Venus?” asked Nizovsky, thoughtfully.

The astronomer guffawed.

“I’ve nothing to say on the score, we still know so
little.”

“Yet they flew from Venus,” said Nizovsky softly.
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very much like to do something for science. I’'ve heard it

s intended to send up a dog in the artificial earth satellite.
t would be much more important for science if a man was

sent up. Please tell me how I can offer my services for an
xperimental flight into outer space. I'm sure I could radio
ack all my sensations. . . . And I shall be able to see the
arth as it looks from the stars!”

Another letter was from a woman. “I’m 46 and a house-

ife. I've done so little in my life. Let me serve science

d offer myself for a study of the state of the human

rganism during space flight. I quite understand that not
very rocket can return to earth. . ..”

An engine-driver from Transbaikal wrote: “I’'m very
fond of mechanical things. I have a good understanding of
machinery and am willing to learn. I might be useful as
one of a crew in a space-ship. . . .”

Actually there are already tens of thousands of people
here in the Soviet Union and abroad who are longing to
join in the space flights of the future.

Sitting there in the club I pondered over this astonish-
ing side of the human character. What was this force that
'drew man to the stars and away from the Earth? Just the
unbridled, insatiable, unconquerable thirst for knowledge!
The same force that impelled the passionate, courageous
polar explorers, some of whom fell only to rise again,
some of whom perished, but who nevertheless struggled
on through impenetrable ice, blizzards and frost towards
the mysterious spot that is indicated by a white spot on
the globe and is called the Pole. The same force impelled
courageous ocean navigators to venture through the wide
expanses and fierce storms of the oceans to discover un-
explored lands that were splendid because they were un-
known. The same force that drives a galaxy of daring,
courageous climbers up icy slopes to inaccessible, uncon-
quered mountain peaks, where there is nothing but raging
winds, where the dazling brightness blinds you and there
is a cleansing, intoxicating, positive sense of tremendous
height.

The aims and heights towards which man strives today
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make a study of the fields of science which would one
ay make him a useful astronaut.

In some incomprehensible way he understood my feel-
gs, for he said he was neither an astronaut, a geologist,
doctor nor an engineer, although—he seemed almost to
op breathing for a second—although he could become

y one of them. All the same, he was counting on our
npport; he wanted to be sure that he would be one of the
rew of the first space-ship to fly to Mars, because every-
me had the right to . . . return!

I became quite uneasy. I remembered reading, in 1940,

letter from the manager of a department store in
verdlovsk who had also asked to be assisted to return to

ars! It was said that in all other respects the man was a
erfectly normal person.

My visitor smiled. I read in his eyes that he had again

derstood me.

Good God! I thought. Perhaps it was really true that the
tmosphere in Mars is extremely rarefied and that long ago
s inhabitants had abandoned the method of transmitting

oughts by means of sound waves, that is, by means of

vibrations. I caught myself imagining that not only
ould he guess my thoughts, but that I could guess his.

e best thing to do was to regard him as a sick man.

“Yes,” continued my visitor. “In the early days I found
Elyself in a lunatic asylum, until I realized it was quite

seless to try to convince people.”

I wondered whether it was perhaps his letter that I had
tead some time before the war.

My visitor pointed to the manuscript.

“I could have written it in Russian or English, French

r Dutch, in German, Chinese or Japanese, using one of

e written languages current on this earth.”

Trying to be civil, I unrolled the manuscript and
frowned over the pages peppered with strange hierogly-
phics. What was it? A mystery, or a symptom of disease?

“It is impossible,” continued the visitor, “for a rational
being, no matter who he is, to conceive in solitude an
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l:‘dov. You’ve been spending several months with me in
is ship’s saloon.

“Just a minute!” cried Netayev, almost indignantly. His
lﬂe goggling eyes looked up at me. “What about the

anuscript?”’

Noisy talk broke out in the saloon.

“Stories about madmen are always entertaining, some-
#ow,” someone remarked.

Netayev turned angrily on the speaker.

“In my opinion, the story’s not finished,” said the cap-
&in. He looked expectantly at me.

“I suppose it isn’t,” I concurred. “I shall be seeing him
jgain.”

“And have you the manuscript with you? May we look
#t it?” asked Netayev, eagerly.

“No, I haven’t got it with me. The story actually has a
ontinuation. Soon after our encounter a world-famous
cientist called in at the Writers’ Union. He is held in
spect by the mathematicians of the world. A most inter-
sting chap, the new type of scientist! Tall, upstanding,
ith the build of an athlete, plays chess and is very knowl-
dgeable about literature. We were always arguing on
terary subjects. He was only sixteen when he entered
iversity. At twenty he alrcady had a post graduate
cience degree and at twenty-eight became an academi-
ian.”

“I know whom you mean!” exclaimed Netayev.

“Well, this scientist told us all about electronic comput-
g machines. Of course, you’ve heard about cybernetic
achines that can not only perform the most difficult
athematical calculations that it would take a man several
enerations to do, but also solve problems of logic. They
ave what’s called an electronic memory, a sort of auto-
atic dictionary, and they can translate from one language
into another and even edit their own translations.
~ “Now, while I was driving the academician home in my
car, he told me of a daring experiment he had made. He
had given the great electronic computer of the Academy
of Sciences—which, incidentally, could play a fair game of
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chess problems and mathematical tricks with dramas. It
was he who suggested I should try to persuade his young
colleagues, yet when I presented myself to him at the
Academy of Sciences, I found them already thoroughly
roused by their indefatigable chief and waiting impatiently
for me. They hurled themselves on the manuscript and
began turning the pages and arguing about the programme
they should feed to the machine to get them deciphered.

“What a business it was with the deciphering pro-
gramme! You’d never guess the number of times it had to
be changed!”

“Then it didn’t work?” Netayev inquired anxiously.

“Absolutely nothing came of it. Several of the research
people lost heart. But the academician continued to laugh
and banter; then . . . he took a hand and produced another
programme.”

“And what happened?”

“Months went by and—would you believe it—the acad-
emician continued to say that if we only tried hard enough
we could get the cybernetic computer to decipher the city’s
night lights in the form of a poem. I don’t know whether
it was something to do with the peculiar features of the
theory of probability or what it was, but one fine day we
began to get something. The academician no longer ban-
tered, but became angry and exacting. Now the machine
was made to operate throughout the day as well as at
night. Some delay was caused by calculations connected
with filtering water through a dam. Someone raised a row
about it. . . . In great agitation we added up the already
rational conceptions and set the machine a programme
again with more confidence.”

“And you were able to read it?” asked Netayev, panting
with excitement.

“Er, ye-es. The first few pages.”

“Well, and what then? Stop tormenting us!”

“Well, the electronic computer, which increases the
capacity of the human brain just like a steam excavator
increases the power of human muscles, this machine deci-
phered the first pages of a diary written day after day,
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here on the Earth, by a Martian who had been left behind
in the taiga in tragic circumstances in the year 1908. . . .

“You can imagine my agitation as, through the eyes of
a being from another world of arid deserts, I saw the
bounteous, lavish beauty of our own planet with its infinite
number of plants, the incomprehensible variety of which
astounded the imagination of our strange visitor; with its
animal world which has evolved through myriads of tiny,
independent streams of life, each completely beautiful in
its own way and, at the summit—man who has learned to
understand nature. Then, to crown everything, this visitor,
arrived from another planet, met this man.

“How astounded he must have been at the encounter!
The creatures on the Earth were like him, like this inhab-
itant of far-distant Mars! That meant that the supreme
rationality of evolution is narrow, for a rational being it
can only select similar forms! These earthly beings, people,
were able to think and they exchanged thoughts, although
by a strange method, resorting to air vibrations, to sound,
by means of which they could not only transmit their
thoughts, but also conceal them. . . .

“He tried to imitate people, this visitor from another
planet; he tried to produce sounds in order to tell people
who he was. He did, indeed, tell them, but the Siberian
merchants and village police merely took him for a for-
eigner, and an imbecile at that, and clapped him into a
lunatic asylum.

“For half a century the Visitor from Outer Space lived
among people, keeping his diary. We haven’t read all the
pages yet, but I promise to get them all deciphered and
published in my novel The Martian, of which this story
will be the beginning. In the Martian’s diary, we shall be
seeing through alien eyes, through the eyes of a representa-
tive of a wise and ancient race of beings, who on their
decrepit planet reached the highest form of society, who
passed our present phase of development millions of years
ago. Through the eyes of the Martian we shall see our own
life, ourselves, our actions and, laid bare by magic spec-
tacles, the relations between people. We shall see lies and
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hypocrisy, which cannot exist when thoughts are not con-
cealed by air vibrations . . . and which will cease to exist
when the spirit of the people has become adult.

“How did we appear to him during the early days of his
association with us? And later, when he became our con-
temporary in two world wars: what did he think of those
who decided arguments by shedding blood, who compelled
people to work for them by force, who made some people
happy, others miserable?

“When we read the Martian’s diary we shall see life on
the Earth as it is seen from outside!

“Then, in the last pages of the diary, we shall learn how
much he had always longed to visit the country where
people have begun to build the foundations of a society to
which he is accustomed; we shall learn how, by living with
the people, he came to change his opinion of them. Filled
. with admiration for the impetuous development of their
culture, during one century of which a whole stage of his-
tory was traversed, a stage which required millions of
years on Mars, the Martian dreams that the earthly beings,
more successful and energetic than the beings of his own
race, will return him to his rugged, but beloved Mars. He
dreams of returning to Mars, taking with him the inex-
haustible, vital energy that is finding outlet in our people,
the energy that will help to prolong life on withering Mars
for millions of years to come!

“We shall read his diary, we shall learn about his life on
our Earth, what sort of a man he was! Or rather, what sort
of a Martian he was!

“Yes, I'm thrilled at the prospect of another meeting
with him. Will not all of us feel this thrill at the mere
thought that we have by our side someone who has, as it
were, come to us from our future and is judging us by the
laws of our own aspirations! We do not want him to con-
demn us for anything, not for a single moment.

“And that’s the end of my story.”

“I"d love to read the whole diary,” mused Netayev.

“I promise you, you shall,” I assured him, and then
I suddenly remembered something. “Half a minute, I
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BLACK CIRCLE floats over the shining sea of stars—a

atte saucer with rather misty edges. At one edge the stars
are eclipsed, only to be born again at the other edge half
_.er hour later. Familiar constellations, only here they are
brighter and their pattern more complicated and delicate.
Only one of them—the Flying Fish—has an extra star,
the brightest in the sky, the most beautiful—our own sun.

But we are not looking at the sun, or enjoying the
delicate pattern of stellar embroidery. Our eyes are fixed
on the black circle, although no details are distinguishable
in the dense obscurity, either with the naked eye or
through the telescope. There are six of us—the entire crew
of a space-ship: Charushin, the old man leading the expe-
dition whom we call Grandpa, the Varentsovs—husband
and wife, the Yuldashevs—also husband and wife, and
myself, Rady Blokhin.

“Well, shall we go back?” asked Grandpa Charushin.

“There’s nothing for it,” replied Tolya Varentsov, the
chief engineer. “The rocket is adapted for landing on dry
land, and over there it’s water, nothing but ocean. We have
hand lathes, home-made at that, and six people to work,
all semi-skilled. We would be hanging about for a year
contriving something and then we’d drown when making
the landing on the water. We can’t take the risk.”

“What’s more, our fuel’s running out,” added Rahim
Yuldashev. “We calculated it with you. A landing means
a delay of seven years. We haven’t enough air for an extra
seven years. And we’re not young.”
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was already obvious that all the planets were unsuitable
for habitation and almost all of them of no use to us. So I
was suggesting they should be shuffled around. Venus and
Mars were to be driven into the Earth’s orbit, Mars to be
supplied with an artificial atmosphere and Venus’s atmos-
phere to be purified of carbonic acid gas. 1 had further
proposed that Saturn, Uranus and Neptune should be split
up into parts to reduce the force of gravity there, and the
various parts driven singly closer to the Sun, by means of
atomic explosions. I proposed settling a colony of ex-
plorers on Triton and sending them out on an inter-stellar
cruise. According to my calculations, Triton could circum-
navigate all the neighbouring stellar systems in about a
thousand years. In addition I intended educating children
on Jupiter in conditions of heightened gravity, so that their
young bones and muscles would grow strong, and then
they would all be strong men on the Earth.

To my great surprise all these magnificent projects were
invariably turned down. However, I did not give up but
stubbornly traipsed from one institution to thc next and
called on prominent experts. It was natural that I should
also turn to Charushin, and so I went to the trouble of
flying out to the Kuibyshev Sea. Many people turned to
him: young people who dreamed of working in outer
space, authors of books, budding scientists, and the people
of the local region whom he represented as a deputy. His
name, too, constantly appeared in the newspapers. Charu-
shin’s signature was appended to the treaty on the Final
Disarmament of Nations. At the world Peace Celebrations,
Charushin travelled with Chinese, Americans and Ger-
mans on the first wagon-load of machine-guns and mortars
en route to the open-hearth furnaces for smelting. Without
doubt he was one of the most prominent people of his
time.

Like many other people, the old man listened to what I
had to say with a smile that was benevolently condescend-
ing.
“The trouble with you, Rady Grigoryevich,” he said, “is
that you’re rushing too far ahead. There’s no need for us
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to settle ourselves all over the solar system, there’s enough
room here on the Earth where it’s comfortable. Your ideas
will be needed in three hundred years’ time. No doubt you
say to yourself: see how perspicacious I am! And all to no
purpose. No good comes of occupying yourself with prob-
lems not of our time. When it becomes necessary and
possible, people will set about reconstructing the planets.
And then they’ll easily think of all the things you are so
occupied with today.”

I did not agree with the old man, but I did not take
offence. I felt it was praiseworthy to live in the future in
one’s own thoughts. So I continued to bore Pavel Alex-
androvich with the details of my project. With a smile,
Grandpa tore holes in my ideas, but he invariably invited
me over on my next free day. He probably liked my youth-

“ful cocksureness. And he found the country cottage a
solitary place enough. It was different in the summer
months when his grandchildren and great-grandchildren
took possession of it and the chatter of children’s voices
filled the garden. But in the winter months there were only
letters and telephone calls.

So Pavel Alexandrovich used to listen to me and then I
would listen to him dictating his famous memoirs to an
electronic shorthand machine. They had just begun to be
printed in the Komsomolskaya Pravda. You recall, of
course, the beginning, the first few lines:

“Our expedition flew to the Moon to begin preparations
for. . ..”

I remember saying to the old man at the time:

“You can’t start off like that, Pavel Alexandrovich.
People start their memoirs with childhood, the day of their
birth, or even with a genealogical table. And here you are |
leaving out a quarter of your life and beginning: ‘Our
expedition flew. ... ”

It was then I first heard him say:

“Rady, we space experts have our own way of counting.
We measure life not in years, but in discoveries, explora-
tions. So I've begun my book with the story of the first
occurrence.”

“But the reader is interested in knowing what sort of
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Eon you are, what your childhood was like and how you
e to explore the planets.”

The old man would not agree.

“You're wrong, young man. People are not interested

me, but in what I do. Every epoch has its favourite

ofession. One honours sailors, another—writers, airmen,
ventors. We space navigators are the favourites of the
enty-first century; we are always remembered, are the
st to be sent invitations, are given seats in thc front
ow.”
| These words are to be found in the postscript to the first
olume of the Memoirs, and also the following:

“I was lucky enough to be born at the dawn of the
poch of great discoveries in outer space. The years of my
hildhood coincided with the infancy of astronavigation.
3efore I reached manhood the Moon had been mastered
’y man. As a young man I dreamed of meeting Venus, as
1 mature man of years—Jupiter, as an old man—OIld Man
Neptune. Technical progress made my dreams come true.
1 less than a century, during my lifetime, speed increased
‘rom 8 to 800 kilometres a second. Man’s command of
jpace became immeasurably wider. In the middle of the
ast century he had one planet—a sphere with a radius of
5,300 kilometres; today he has a sphere with a radius of
4,000 million kilometres. We have become stronger and
wiser; we have enriched physics, astronomy, geology,
diology, by comparing our world with others. Only one
dream has not been fulfilled: we have not met other
rational beings. We have not grown tired, but at present it
is not possible to go farther. We have already reached the
limit of the solar system, visited all the planets; ahead of
us now is inter-stellar space. A distance of four light hours
has been covered, but it is four light years to the nearest
star. We have a speed of 800 kiometres a second, we need
a hundred times more. Obviously we shall not soon move
to other suns, some people say we never shall. The photop
rocket and other still bolder projects are so far only proj-
ects. The era of discoveries in outer space will suffer an
mterruption of probably three or four centqries.”

People journeyed into outer space for various reasons.



156 / Soviet Science Fiction

I, for example, as an engineer was attracted by the idea a
building on an unprecedented planetary scale. And Pave
Charushin had hoped to discover rational beings. Hopin)
to meet them, he had flown off to discover new worldg:
Now we had come to a dead end. There was nothing mort
to discover, and he did not want to become merely :
cosmic pilot. Peace, honour, grandchildren, memoirs, tha
country home. . . . And he would have ended his life thert
in a backwater, but for the sudden idea of the possibilitt
of infra-suns that came into my head.

Actually it was he who in some measure suggested tha
idea to me; he could not reconcile himself to the idea thae
there was nowhere else to fly to.

How did I reason it out?

To the limits of the solar system it is four light hours, t¢
the nearest star—four light years. A vast ocean of void
But is it certain that it is all void? We only know that there
are no bright stars there, otherwise they would be visible
But perhaps there are dark, not bright, bodies there. Pen
haps our celestial maps, like most of our terrestrial maps:
indicate only the star-capitals, and leave out the stan
villages.

Take, for example, a sphere with a diameter of 15 light
years. There will be four suns in it—our Sun, Alphas
Centaurus, Sirius and Procyon. We can reckon that therc
are seven suns, because apart from our own, all the other:
are double stars.

But in the same area of space there are some scores ot
feeble, dim stars—red-dwarfs, sub-dwarfs, white-dwarfs:
These are the stars near to us, but almost all of them arx
invisible to the naked eye and it was only in the twentietl
century that we learned that they are so near.

Thus, there are isolated stars visible to the naked eye:
and dozens more visible through the telescope. Coula
there not be in the same space hundreds of heavenly
bodies which the telescope has not noticed? It is, ot
course, terribly difficult, among the thousand million fee:
ble stars known to us, to pick out a hundred small one:
that are near us!
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And the temperatures suggest the same conclusion.

In the world of stars the rule is: the larger the star, the
r it is; the smaller—the cooler. The red-dwarfs are
times smaller than the Sun, their temperature is 2000°-
000°C. Let us suppose that there exist some bodies ten
imes smaller than the red-dwarfs. What would their tem-
rature be? Probably 1000, 600°, 300° or 100°C. The
uminosity of the largest would be insignificant, that of the
rs—nil. With a temperature of less than 600°, bodies
d out only invisible infra-red rays. Invisible, dark black
! And among them of special interest to us dark,
arm planets heated from within, with a surface tempera-
re of 30°C above zero.

! Why have they not been found before? Partly because
00 one looked for them, partly because it was difficult to
find them. In general, from the Earth it is impossible to
see dark planets. For our earth radiates infra-red light, we
live in a sea of infra-red flame. It is hardly possible to live
in a flame and yet notice the light of a distant sinall star!

Timidly, I outlined all this to Pavel Alexandrovich. Out
of the corner of my eye I watched the condescending smile
fade from the old man’s face, the shaggy eyebrows form
into a frown. I thought I was reasoning so logically. Could
there be some unforeseen objection? I somehow floun-
dered on to the end; then I waited to be routed.

“Now that is interesting, Rady,” he began. “A planet
beated internally, a world inside out. And everything
different from what is on the Earth. There will be life
there, don’t you think? Of course, if there is no light, there
cannot be vegetation. But animal life? On the Earth there
are animals that live in darkness, in caves and in the
ocean depths. The animal world in general is older than
that of plants. But higher forms, what about them? Can
higher forms arise in eternal darkness?”

Then he burst out laughing and clapped me on the
shoulder.

“Perhaps you and I will be off into outer space again,
Rady! Are you ready to fly off in search of your infras?”

“What about you, Pavel Alexandrovich?”







G. Gurevich. Infra Draconis / 159

The first days of the flight were just like my first excur-
sion to Moscow: enthrallingly interesting, everything per-
fectly familiar. I had read about it all a hundred times and
seen it all a hundred times at the cinema. From a height,
the Earth appears as a gigantic globe casting a shadow
across the sky. Fourfold gravity, then the miracle of
weightlessness. The Moon was a strange, black-and-white
world, its face pock-marked. Smooth lunar leaps, deep
black shadows, abysses, age-old dust. I had read about it,
imagined it; now I saw it and was astounded. Then came
the monotonous days of our everyday life, which the
writers omit from their descriptions. A tiny sleeping-cabin,
three metres by three, hammocks, a table, a cupboard.
Beyond its wall, a work-room just a trifle larger containing
a telescope, the control panel, instruments, computers.
Farther on—the stores, the engine-room and half a kilo-
metre of cans with fuel. If you like, you can take a walk
alongside the cans; if you like, you can get into a flying-
suit and tumble about in space. Then once more the
hammock, the table and cupboard. In fact—a prison cell.
Thirty years in solitary confinement.

Darkness and the stars, the stars and darkness. There
are 24 divisions on our watches, otherwise we could get
confused. Day or night, there is no difference. Electricity
by day in the cabin, at night—more electricity. Stars
through the windows by day, stars by night. Silence. Peace.
Yet actually we are flying—a state of steady movement in
a straight line, almost one and a half million kilometres an
hour, 35 million each day. We write up the log: “May 23,
we have traversed a thousand million kilometres. June 1,
we have crossed Saturn’s orbit.” When that happened we
had a ceremonial dinner, sang songs and celebrated. But
actually it was a purely conventional milestone because
there was nothing but void before reaching the orbit and
pothing but void after it. In point of fact the orbit itself
was far away on one side of us. And Saturn was no more
clearly seen than from the Earth, looking like an ordinary
little star.

It was Pavel Alexandrovich who devised all kinds of






G. Gurevich. Infra Draconis / 161

now a thousand times farther from the Sun, the base of
our triangle was a thousand times larger, the distances
could be measured a thousand times more accurately.
That applies, roughly speaking, to all the stars that are
visible in the telescope. Here then was an occupation to
last us for the whole journey: measuring and calculating,
measuring and calculating. Then the entries in the log-
book: Catalogue No. so and so, spectral class AO distance
—7118 light years. Sometimes as we wrote we would get
infuriated. We were spending a whole lifetime on seven
light days, and here we were dealing with seven thousand
light years. No one would ever fly such a distance, to this
sun of class AO.

Boredom, tedious monotony, and yet—continual vigi-
lance. Nothing happens for whole years, yet every second
might bring a catastrophe. For space is not entirely empty,
there were meteorites and meteorite dust flying about. At
the speed at which we were travellng even gas clouds
would be dangerous; it could be like plunging into water.
We did encounter in outer space some dense zones un-
known to science. When we entered them, everything
started shifting and one’s chest felt constricted. It is not
clear why. Meteorite dust corrodes the sheathing, metal
gets fatigued, and stray currents appear. So gradually
everything wears out. Then we find an air leak, or the
steering goes out of order, or the instruments let us down.
For years nothing happens, then suddenly. . . . Conse-
quently, someone has to be on duty all the time.

The hours of solitary duty are worst of all. You think of
the Earth. You want to walk in the fields and woods. You
want to see moondaisies in bloom and larks singing in the
blue sky. You long for crowds, the Metro, the sports
stadium, meetings. You want to hear loud shouting, not
silence, to have your elbows jostled by the crowds round
you, lots and lots of people, all strangers to you, and
women and girls. You close your eyes—the Red Square,
the Kremlin, demonstrations, bright banners . . . you open
your eyes—the hammock, the table, the cupboard and
through the window the stars and darkness.

And so day after day, month after month. There were
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temperature as 10°C above zero, but it turned out to be
6°C below. There were gases in the atmosphere: methane
and ammonia as on Jupiter, carbon dioxide as on Venus,
a great deal of hydrogen and water vapour—dense clouds.
Beneath them was a frozen ocean—ice, snow-fields, ice-
hummocks. The ice was tens and hundreds of kilometres
thick. We used explosives to measure it.

Was it worth while flying for fourteen years to see an
ordinary arctic night!

Grandpa was thoroughly despondent. The last attempt
had failed! The dream of his life had not come true.

It was then we came to the decision to visit Infra B as
well.

At first glance this seemed natural enough. We were
near it, so why not go there. But outer space has its own
basis of calculation. There everything depends on fuel. On
the Earth, fuel determines the distance traversed, the kilo-
metres, but in outer space it determines only the speed.
Fuel is not spent all the time, only when tzking off and
slowing down. Most frequently enough is taken for two
take-offs and for slowing down twice. To visit the second
Infra meant delaying our return for three or four years.
We did not want to add extra years to the journey, but
where thirty years have already been spent, three years do
not count much. None of us wished to turn his back on
the unexplored world.

For a whole year we slowly crept from one Infra to the
other, and now the black spot had enlarged and become a
coal-black disc. We slowed down again, became a tempo-
rary satellite, and sent the automatic scout into the dark-
ness. We saw for ourselves, for this time the darkness was
not complete. There was summer lightning and at times
storms in the atmosphere. Cloud contours were visible on
the screen. A radio report came from the automatic scout
—the air temperature was 24°C above zero. Perhaps as-
tronomers on the Earth had made their mistake because
they had combined the rays from the ice-bound Infra with
this stormy Infra. It turned out that an average of 10°C
above zero was not so far off the truth.

But we must have omitted something in our calcula-
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tion is asked. Yes, we shall have to go back, we cannot
contrive anything to meet the situation.

“Then there’s only one way out,” Grandpa announced.

We looked at our chief, puzzled. Ayesha was the first to
catch on to his meaning.

“On no account,” she almost shrieked. “I know, you
want to go down in the bathysphere.”

We were all filled with consternation. It was quite
possible to make the descent in the bathysphere, but the
question was how to return. The automatic scout cannot
fly. The bathysphere would remain there for ever . . . and
with a man inside it.

“We simply won’t let you!” insisted Ayesha.

But Grandpa merely shrugged his shoulders.

“You know, Ayesha,” he said, “you’re stuffed with
medical prejudice. You imagine a man only has the right
to die of some serious illness. We space experts have our
own calculation of life. We measure it in deeds, not
years.”

“It’s an unnecessary sacrifice!” declared Rahim. “We
must work consistently, return to the Earth and report.
The next expedition will be specially prepared and will
make a study of the bed of the ocean.”

The next! But when? In thirty years’ time?

Tolya Varentsov was about to intervene and volunteer
to go himself. Galya seized him by the sleeve. Then I in-
sisted that I shoud be the candidate.

“The decision has been made,” announced Grandpa.
“So don’t waste time arguing about nothing. I command
you to start preparations for the descent.”

The last preparations were in progress, yet we still could
hardly take it all in. The eve of the take-off arrived. The
old captain gave orders for a farewell supper; he drew up
the menu himself. We played our favourite record—from
the newsfilm On the Streets of Moscow. Then we listened
to Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. The old man was fond
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sea. An enamel-black surface. Small waves like ripples.
I'm falling slowly, the air is very demse. The gravity is
incredible, it’s difficult to move. It’s the same as on the
Infra glaciers. It’s even difficult to move my tongue.”

Suddenly there was a joyful exclamation:

“Birds! Luminescent birds! Another, and another.
Three at once. They flashed by and were gone. Does the
television screen show it? I managed to see a round head,
thick body and small, fluttering wings. They look rather
like our flying fish. Perhaps they are fish, and not birds.
But they were flying high.”

A heavy splash, then a pause.

“Did you hear that noise? It was me, falling into the
water. I struck it hard. Still, it doesn’t matter. I've
switched off the light. I'm getting accustomed to the
darkness.”

And then a little later:

“I'm going down slowly, at the rate of two metres a
second. I've switched on the searchlight again. Through
the window there’s fiery blizzard—shining whirlwinds,
waves, clouds. What a lot of small creatures there are
here! Probably similar to our shrimps. The deeper I go,
the thicker they are. It’s just the opposite on the Earth,
where life is scarcer deep down. But there, the warmth
comes from the top, here it’s from below.

“And what’s this? Long and dark, no head, no tail. A
whale, a sperm-whale? It moves quickly, a shining stream
in its wake. A row of lights along the sides, portholes as
it were. Could it be a submarine? Or something else, not
comparable to anything. I'll give it a signal from the
searchlight in any case: two-two-four, two-three-six, two-
two-four.

“It paid no attention. It has gone off to the right. It’s
out of sight.

“Here are some more monsters—something between a
turtle and an octopus. I’'m calling them octopuses by way
of comparison, actually they have five legs. Five tentacles,
one at the back like a rudder, four at the sides. The ends
are thickened, with suckers. One of the front tentacles has
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“The sea bed slopes. There’s no end to the weeds. But
the strange thing is that the plants are in straight rows as
in an orchard. Something enormous is slowly moving,
cutting down whole bushes at the roots. The voracious
monster is swallowing the bushes. I can’t see very well,
somewhere to the side this living combine is creeping
along. There’s a heap of rock ahead. We’ve sailed through
it. A black chasm. The bathysphere is going down. The
pressure is increasing. Good-bye! Greetings to Moscow!”

A second’s pause. Then suddenly a shout, almost a yell.

“A crack!!!”

There was a sound of ever more frequent ringing blows.
Evidently water had burst into the chamber.

The old man gulped. Probably he had swallowed some
_water, too. Then a stream of words came tumbling out in
swift succession.

“There are buildings at the bottom of the chasm. A
town. Street-lights. A dome, spheres. Swimming turrets.
Strange creatures . . . they’re everywhere. . . . Can they
possibly be. . . .”

A loud crash. A cry of pain. A gurgling sound.

Then the triumphant, prolonged howling and loud whis-
tling of atmospheric interference.

In profound silence five people watched the black circle
though there was nothing to be distinguished with the
naked eye or through the telescope.

“We’ll come back here in thirty years’ time,” said Tolya
Varentsov, now chief of the expedition. And Galya softly
sang:

Perhaps we need eternity

To discover the whole of infinity

But before the goal is reached

The captain departs from us,

But others will be found, if need be. . ..

Will they be found?






Viadimir Savchenko

Professor Bern’s Awakening






IN 1952, wWHEN the greatest stupidity of the twentieth
century, the “cold war,” had the whole world in its grip,
a vast audience of people heard Professor Bern quote
Einstein’s gloomy epigram: “If world war three is fought
with atom bombs, then world war four will be fought with
clubs. . . .”

This created a more powerful impression than a com-
monplace witticism would have done, coming as it did
from Professor Bern, who was known as “the most uni-
versal scientist of the twentieth century.” A flood of letters
followed, but Bern was unable to reply to them; he died in
the autumn of the same year, while on his second geo-
physical expedition to Central Asia.

Engineer Niemayer, who was his sole companion on
this little expedition declared later:

“We had moved our base by helicopter to the interior
of the Gobi desert. When the instruments and explosives
for seismological investigations had been loaded, the pro-
fessor set off on the first trip. I was to stay behind to see
to the rest of the equipment. As the helicopter was taking
off, something went wrong with the engine. It began to
misfire and finally stopped altogether. The helicopter had
not yet got up speed, so it rapidly dropped vertically from
an altitude of a hundred metres. As it struck the ground
there were two violent explosions. The descent had been
so precipitate that the sudden impact must have detonated
the kieselguhr—dynamite. Professor Bern, the helicopter
and everything in it were literally blasted to bits. . . .”
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Word for word, Niemayer repeated the story to corre--
spondents crowding round him, adding nothing, omitting}
nothing. The experts found it convincing. Indeed, since ai
loaded helicopter loses height abnormally rapidly. in the:
hot, rarefied air of a desert high up in the mountains, tl§e:
impact on striking the ground could have just sucl} tragic:
consequences. The commission which flew out to investi--
gate the catastrophe confirmed these suggestions. Nie--
mayer alone knew that this was not actually what hap--
pened. But even on his deathbed he continued to keep)
Professor Bern’s secret.

The spot in the Gobi desert which Bern’s expeditiont
reached was in no way different from its surroundings..
The same hard wayes of sand-hills, indicating the direc--
tion in which the last wind had driven them; the same:
grey-golden sand crunching underfoot, gritty to the teeth;;
the same sun, white and blinding by day, purple-crimsoni
towards nightfall, and describing an almost vertical arc im
the sky each day. Not a tree or bird; not a wisp of cloud,,
not even the smallest pebble in the sand.

As soon as they reached their goal and found the shaftt
dug out during an earlier expedition, Professor Bern sett
fire to the page of his notebook which recorded the exact!
location of the site. Now only one thing distinguished this:
desert spot from its surroundings: the presence there ofi
Bern and Niemayer. They were lounging in deck-chairs:
outside the tent. Not far away the silvery fuselage and!
propeller blades of the helicopter shone in the sun, look--
ing like a huge dragon-fly that had settled on the desert!
sands. The last rays of the sun were almost horizontal and:
tent and helicopter cast peculiar, long shadows across the:
sand-hills.

“A medical man in the Middle Ages once suggested a:
simple means of prolonging life indefinitely,” Professon
Bern was saying. “All you have to do is to freeze your-
self and remain in that state in a cellar somewhere for
ninety or a hundred years. Then you warm yourself up
and come alive again. You could live for ten years in one
century and then freeze yourself again until better times.
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« . . True, for some reason the doctor himself had no
desire to live for an extra thousand years and died a
natural death in his sixties.” Bern screwed up his eyes
with their merry twinkle, cleaned his cigarette-holder and
fitted in another cigarette.

“Hm, the Middle Ages. . . . Our unbelievable twentieth
century is busy carrying out the craziest of the ideas of
the Middle Ages. Radium is now the philosopher’s stone
for converting mercury or lead into gold. We’ve not yet
invented perpetual motion—it’s all against the laws of
nature—but we’ve discovered eternal and self-renewing
sources of nuclear energy. . . . And then, another of their
ideas: in 1666 almost all Europe was expecting the end
of the world. In those days the reason for it was merely
the cabbalistic meaning of the number 666 and blind faith
in the Apocalypse, but today there is a solid basis for the
end of the world idea owing to the atomic and hydrogen
bombs. But to return to freezing. . . . The mediaeval
doctor’s naive idea has scientific meaning nowadays.
You’ve heard of anabiosis, haven’t you? Leeuwenhoek
discovered it in 1701. It means slowing down life proc-
esses by means of cold or dehydration. You see, cold and
absence of humidity seriously reduce the rate of all chemi-
cal and biological processes. Scientists long ago succeeded
in achieving the anabiosis of fish and bats; cold does not
kill, but preserves them. Moderate cold, of course. Then
there is another state—clinical death. The point is, when
the heart stops or breathing ceases, an animal or human
being does not die immediately. Not at all. The last war
gave doctors the opportunity to make a serious study of
clinical death. It was found possible for some gravely
wounded men to be brought to life again even when the
heart had already stopped beating for several minutes;
and these were mortally wounded men, mind you! You’re
a physicist and perhaps you don’t know. . . .”

“I have heard something about it,” said Niemayer, with
a nod.

“The word ‘death’ loses some of its terror when the
medical label ‘clinical’ is attached to it, doesn’t it? Actu-
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—appeared on one of these spheres. How did mankind
originate? There are countless legends and hypotheses
about it.

“One thing, though, is certain: the birth of mankind
required some tremendous cataclysm—the geological up-
heaval on our planet that changed the conditions of life of
the highest animals, the apes. The consensus of opinion
is that this cataclysm was glaciation. The rapid cooling of
the northern hemisphere, the scarcity of plant food
forced the higher apes to take stones and clubs into their
hands in order to get meat, forced them to adapt them-
selves to working and to love fire.”

“That’s all very likely,” agreed Niemayer.

“And why were there glaciers? Why is it that once upon

" a time this desert, and even the Sahara, were not deserts
at all and plant and animal life developed in them? There
is only one logical hypothesis—it connects the ice age with
the precession of the Earth’s axis. As with every imper-
fect spinning-top, the Earth’s spinning axis precesses—
describes slow revolutions, very slow ones: one revolution
in twenty-six thousand years. Have a look at this,” urged
the professor, and with a match he drew an ellipse in the
sand, then a little sun at its focus and a small sphere with
an inclined axis—the Earth. “As you know, the Earth’s
axis is inclined to the axis of the ecliptic at an angle of
23°27’. And the Earth’s axis describes a cone in space
that has a central angle, like this. . . . You’ll forgive me
I know for telling you what has been known for ages, but
it’s important to me, Niemayer. It isn’t really a question
of an axis, which the Earth hasn’t got, anyway. What is
important is that in the course of a thousand years changes
occur in the position of the Earth relative to the Sun!

“Now, forty thousand years ago, the southern hemi-
sphere was turned towards the Sun and the ice was on the
move here in the north. In various places—most probably
in Central Asia—tribes of man-apes appeared, herded
together by stern geophysical necessity. During this cycle
of the precession the first cultures arose. Thirteen thou-
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sand years later the northern and southern hemispheres i
changed places in relation to the Sun, and tribes appeared |
also in the southern hemisphere.

“The next ice age in the northern hemisphere will begin
after twelve or thirteen thousand years. The human race:
is now incomparably more powerful and capable of coping !
with this danger . . . if mankind still continues to exist at:
all. But I feel sure that it will be non-existent. With ever:
increasing speed, made possible my modern science, we:
are approaching our own end. . . . I have lived through:
two world wars: the first as a soldier, the second—in!
Maidanek. I have been present at atomic and hydrogen:
bomb tests, and all the same I cannot imagine what a.
third world war will be like. It is horrible to contemplate!
But still worse are the people who, with scientific pre--
cision, declare that war will begin in so many months’"
time. Massed atomic blows against the enemy’s industrial :
centres. Vast radioactive deserts. That’s the way some:
scientists are talking! What’s more, they’re calculating:
how to ensure the most effective poisoning of the soil,
water and air by radiation. I read an American scientific
book recently in which it was proved that an atomic bomb
should penetrate not less than 50 feet into the ground in
order to throw up the maximum amount of radioactive
earth. It’s a scientific nightmare!”

Bern leapt to his feet, his hands clutching his head.

The sun had already set and the hot night had begun.
A few still, dim stars hung in the dark-blue, swiftly
blackening space. The desert, too, was black; only the
stars distinguished the sky from the desert.

The professor calmed down and continued talking in a
thoughtful, almost expressionless tone of voice. In spite
of r:he heat Niemayer shivered at what the professor was
saying in almost a monotone.

“Nuclear bombs will probably not reduce the entire
planet to ashes. That won’t be essential; but they will
saturate the Earth’s atmosphere with excessive radioac-
tivity. And you know the effect of radiation on childbirth.
For several generations what remains of the human race
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earth. Niemayer looked round him; it felt eerie in the
suddenly silent desert. Then he walked slowly to the heli-
copter.

Some five days after he had conscientiously blown up
the helicopter, he reached a small Mongolian settlement.

Just one week later the autumn winds began to drive
the sand-hills from one part of the desert to the other,
removing all traces of the hollow. The sands, countless as
time itself, smoothed out the last camp of Bern’s small
expedition; nothing remained to distinguish the spot from
its surroundings.

A flickering, diffused green light appeared slowly out
of the darkness. When it became stzady, Professor Bern
realized that this was the signal lamp of the radioactive
relay. So it had worked!

His conscious mind gradually cleared. To the left he
saw the fallen plates of the electroscope of the perpetual
clock—it marked between “19” and “20.” “[he middle
of the twentieth millennium,” his brain was working ac-
curately and he was filled with a sensation of restrained
agitation.

“Now to test the body.” Cautiously he moved arms,
legs and neck; he opened and shut his mouth. The body
was responding, except for the right leg, which was still
numb. It had evidently “gone to sleep,” or else the tem-
perature had risen too rapidly. He made a few more en-
ergetic movements to warm himself up; then he stood up.
He took a look at the instruments and found the hands
of the voltmeters had dropped. Evidently, the accumu-
lators had run down a little during the defrosting. Bern
switched on all the thermal batteries and the hands im-
mediately quivered and moved upwards. At once his
thoughts turned to Niemayer: the thermoelements had not
let him down. The memory evoked a strange, painful
duality of thought: “But it’s ages since Niemayer existed;
nobody exists any more. . . .”
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His glance turned to the metal sphere in the .ceilin-g; it
was dark, not shining at all. Bern began to get impatient.
Again he looked at the voltmeters: the accumulat9rs were
not charging very well, but if the thermo-batteries were
switched on as well there should be sufficient power for
the ascent to the surface. He changed his clothing and
went up through the trapdoor in the ceiling of the chamber
to the cover with its automatic screwhead.

He pulled down the switch and the electric motors
hummed as they began to revolve. The screw of the cover
had begun to bore into the soil. The floor of the chamber
shifted slightly. With a sense of relief Bern perceived that
the cover was slowly moving upwards. .

Finally the dry crunching of stones against metal came
to an end; the cover had reached the surface. Bern tried
to unscrew the nuts on the door with a special key, but
it was not easy and he scratched his fingers. The bluish
light of dusk.showed through a crack. A few more efforts
and the professor emerged from the cover.

The dark, silent forest lay all round in the fresh evening
dusk. The cone of the cover had bored through the soil
near the roots of a tree; its mighty trunk carried a thick
crown of leaves high into the darkening sky. Bern was |
borrified at the thought of what he had escaped: sup-
posing the tree had been growing just half a yard to the
left! He went up to the tree and felt it; the porous bark
was damp to the touch. What kind of tree was it? He
would have to wait until morning to find out.

Professor Bern returned to the cover and checked his
supplies: tins of food and water, compass, revolver. He
lit a cigarette. “So far my idea was correct,” was the
thought uppermost in his mind. “The desert is covered
with forest. I must see whether the radioactive clocks
have kept good time, but how?”

The trees were not very close together and between
them the stars shining in the sky were clearly visible. Bern
looked up and an idea flashed through his mind: Vega
should now be the “polar star.” -

He picked up his compass and set off in the darkness to
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- find a tree with low branches. Clumsily he began to
climb it. The branches scraped against his face and their
rustling scared a bird which flew off the branch with a loud
squawk, striking Bern a painful blow on the cheek. Its
strange cry resounded in the forest for some time. Panting
for breath, the professor seated himself on an upper
branch and looked up into the sky.

By now it was quite dark. Above him spread the totally
unfamiliar sky with its abundance of bright stars. His eyes
searched for the familiar constellations: whei¢ was the
Great Bear and Cassiopea? Not there, and, indeed, how
could they be? After thousands of years the stars had
moved and thrown all the old charts of the stars into con-
fusion. But the Milky Way still spanned the sky in a
misty strip of star-dust. Professor Bern brought the com-
pass close to his eyes and watched the feebly luminous
needle pointing to the north. He turned his gaze north-
wards. Low above the black horizon where the starry sky
ended, Vega, the brightest star in the sky, shed its green-
ish, almost still light! Near by smaller stars shone out,
the distorted constellation of Lyra.

All doubts were now dispelled. Bern was indeed at the
beginning of the new cycle of the precession—in the
twentieth millennium.

He spent the night in reflection. He could not sleep and
was impatient for the dawn. At last the stars grew dim
and finally disappeared, and a grey, transparent mist rose
among the trees. Bern looked at the thick, tall grass at
his feet and discovered it was a most gigantic moss! Just
as he had expected, fern-like vegetation, the most primi-
tive, the hardiest, had begun to develop after the glacial
period.

With heightened interest Bern strode through the forest.
His feet became entangled in the long, pliant stalks of the
moss, the heavy dew quickly soaked his shoes. Obviously
the season was already autumn. The leaves on the trees
were a riot of green, red, yellow and orange. The trees
themselves and their coppery-red bark attracted his atten-
tion. The leaves stood out against the other fresh, darkish-
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i“five fingers, low foreheads sloping back from prominent
* bumps over the brows, which protruded above the tiny
nose and the jaw. He noticed that two of them had some
sort of skin cloak slung over their shoulders.

So it had really happened! Bern suddenly experienced a
feeling of angry, nostalgic isolation. “Here we are, full
cycle: what existed tens of thousands of years ago has
returned after thousands of years of the future. . . .”

Meanwhile one of the anthropoid apes moved towards
Bern and gave a shout; the cry sounded imperative. Pro-
fessor Bern noticed that he carried a heavy tree club in
his hand. He was evidently the leader; the others moved
forward behind him. Only then did he realize the danger.
The apes came closer, hobbling clumsily but quite rapidly
on their half-bent legs. The professor fired all the car-
tridges from his revolver into the air and fled into the
forest.

That was his mistake. Had he run out into the open,
the apes would most likely not have overtaken him, as
their feet were still poorly adapted to upright walking. But
in the forest they had the advantage. They swung from
the branches of one tree to the next with sharp, trium-
phant cries. Some of them took huge, swinging leaps. In
front of them all was the “leader” with his club.

Behind him the professor heard exultant, savage shouts
as the man-apes overtook him. For some reason the
thought flashed through his mind that it was something
like a lynching. He should not have run away; the fleer is
always defeated. His heart beat fast, the sweat streamed
down his face, his legs seemed to be stuffed with cotton
wool. Suddenly his terror vanished, expelled by a lucid,
relentless thought “Why run away? What is there to es-
cape from? This is the end of the experiment.” He
stopped runing, twined his arms round a tree trunk and
turned to face his pursuers.

The “leader” was in the front of the chase. He was
brandishing the club over his head. Professor Bern saw
his small, fierce yet cowardly eyes with the reddish, hairy
lids, the bared teeth. The hair on the right shoulder was
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of these man-apes inhabited the area close to the place
where the Man of the Past was found. It seems likely that
it was their encountering him that ended so tragically for
him.

“The palaeontological section of the Academy proposes
that a closer watch should be kept on the reserve in the
future. Special attention should be paid to ensuring that
the man-apes do not use their working tools as weapons
of slaughter, since were they to do so, it would have a
harmful effect on the development of their intellect.

“Presidium of the World Academy.”
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