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20 SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

It was apparent that he didn’t wish
to talk about himself.

Jia laughed. “You didn’t use to
be so suspicious,” she said.

“I didn’t use to be an Inspector
of Means.” There was a touch of
annoyance in his voice.

“I’m not asking about your job,”
Jia told him. “I'm asking about
you. Why can’t you trust me, Jon?”

“Why should I?” he asked sim-
ply. “Why should I trust you? I've
told you quite a bit about myself
in a general way, but would it be
wise for me to go beyond that?”

Jia looked at him thoughtfully.
“I think it would be,” she said,
“and I'm going to tell you why.
But it'll take a while. I can’t ex-
plain in one word.” _

She moved about the room pen-
sively. Jon watched her, though he
had a feeling it might be better if
he didn’t. He was in great danger,
he suddenly realized, of falling in
love with Jia all over again.

“We were in love at one time,
Jon. When we did get married it
wasn’t to each other. I was careful
never to see you again, and quite
a while ago, to be truthful, I got
over it. I almost forgot you.”

She smiled at him, and Jon
smiled back. “Then just the other
day,” Jia went on, “I was in Car-
tons, and a very pretty girl attended
to me—a girl I thought I knew.
Something in her face and voice
was familiar. I found out her naine.
She was Pet Onul—your daughter.”

“What’s unusual about my

daughter working at Cartons? If
she’s in danger, I ought to know.
And why the mystery?” insisted
Jon. “If you know about something
that’s threatening Pet, you . ..” He

_stopped abruptly. “I see,” he said

more quietly. “The Chartists.”

Jon felt a sudden, agonizing stab
of panic. Pet was the one human
being he really cared about, and
the only person he deeply loved.
But there couldn’t be any reason
for the Chartists to be after Pet, he
thought—aware, even as the fear
came fully alive, that others had
said of William Cronis: “But there
couldn’t be any reason for the
Chartists to kill a man so free of
all political taint or complicity.”

“Hold it, Jon,” said Jia sympa-
thetically. “It's not that kind of
danger. I didn’t want to tell you
anything at all, but I was quite sure
you wouldn’t help me otherwise.”

“Are you a Chartist, Jia?” Jon
asked.

“Don’t be a fool,” she said
sharply. “If I was—do you think
I'd say yes? Just tell me this. Do
you always know what Pet’s doing?
Does she confide in you?”

“No. But, Jia, I absolutely insist
you tell me—"

Suddenly and unexpectedly Jia
said a very ugly word. Jon stopped,
startled. Jia was staring at him in
exasperation which she didn’t even

_try to conceal.

“Haven’t you even been listening
to what I've been telling you?” she
asked. Her whole attitude had
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changed now. “Jon, frankly, I
thought you’d be of more help. I
even let myself believe I could be
of some help to you and Pet. But
until you get over this childish
‘I’ve-got-to-know’ attitude, I can’t
even talk to you.”

“Jia, if this concerns Pet it just
as vitally concerns me,” said Jon.
“You can’t expect me to confide
in you without reservation.”

“Forget it,” Jia said, her voice
hardening. “And I suggest you
don’t say a word about this to Pet.
Don’t probe.”

“Jia,” said Jon helplessly, “any-
thing you want to know, I'll tell
you.”

“No, Jon. I guess I expected
too much. I thought you’d trust
me, tell me things without demand-
ing a signed statement guarantee-
ing you absolute immunity. I didn’t
intend to tell you anything at all.
Now, go away, please. And re-
- member—not a word to Pet.”

v

“VERY WELL, madam, I'll send it
round,” said Pet Onul pleasantly,
and added mentally: Silly old fool!

It was Pet’s ambition, as it was
of many girls, to become a designer.
But the nearest she had got to this
so far was selling lingerie in a lead-
ing store. Eventually, she had been
promised, she’d get her big chance.

Pet glanced at the card the
woman had left, taking care to
note the address on a delivery slip.

As the significance of the address
dawned on her she went rigid, and
only by a supreme effort of will
did she manage to complete writ-
ing it down. When the card had
been lightly underscored she crum-
pled it into her pocket as if it
didn’t matter.

In urgent cases agents were
sometimes contacted in this way,
Pet knew that. But it still came as
a shock, for this was the first time
it had happened to her.

The card informed Pet that there
was to be a meeting that night at
eight-thirty. Yes, the hour was all
right. She hadn’t told her father
and mother that she wasn’t going
out. She could go home, move
about restlessly until eight-fifteen,
and then suddenly announce she
decided to see a movie.

Liz would say something sharp, -

. but her mother’s bad temper was

nothing unusual. Jon would merely
say, “Have a good time, Pet.”

Every time Pet heard the Chart-
ists mentioned she got butterflies
in the stomach. Sometimes she
wished she had never joined the
movement. But if it was frightening
being a Chartist, it was a roman-
tically exciting kind of fright.
She was somebody-—not just a girl
who worked in a store. She had a
big secret.

Pet went home a little earlier
than usual. The hours seemed al-
most to fly. She sat silently through
the dinner hour, and as soon as
she dared she hurried to her bed-
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were few, Most of the men and
women released by the MCBI
were silent, grim, and would say
nothing afterwards.

Soon hundreds of people were
being arrested every day. The num-
ber of people who had died under
questioning — information the
MCBI never attempted to conceal
—rose to fourteen, to twenty-
three, to fifty. The MCBI did not
even attempt to deny that some
of these victims had been wrongly
accused, and were probably quite
innocent. You couldn’t terrify
blond people by declaring a war on
redheads. If you wanted to frighten
a whole population, nobody could
be allowed to feel quite safe—not
even the innocent.

The public wouldn’t have coun-
tenanced the campaign if it hadn’t
been so dangerous to express hor-
ror over the situation. Most of the
people interrogated had simply
said openly and courageously that
the Chartists weren’t as black as
they were painted, that these mea-
sures were inhuman, that Senator
Smith was a monster, and that the
Million Cities had thrown oft civi-
lization and gone back to the worst
days of savagery.

People quickly learned that the
way to avoid MCBI interrogation
was to say nothing about it, show
no interest in it, and let the MCBI
get on with its grim, merciless
business in secret. Smith became
known as Butcher Smith for a
while, but not for long. Half a
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dozen people who used that verbal
“villification” in public were ar-
rested and interrogated. Two of
them died.

“It will be over soon,” Senator
Smith declared reassuringly. “We
are cutting out these Chartists like
a cancer. The men and women who
have died are almost certainly
Chartists. Every day hundreds of
new suspects are being reported
to us by the general public.”

He didn’t say, though he might
have done so, that few of these
new suspects showed any real sign
of being Chartists.

Senator Smith was sincere in his
distorted, cruel, bigoted way—as
sincere as an embattled politician
could be. He belicved that the
Chartists had to be stamped out,
and that his methods would be suc-
cessful. But he couldn’t deceive
himself into thinking that he’d
made any real progress so far.
Only one man had actually been
identified as a Chartist, and that
lone conspirator had killed him-
self in a way which suggested that
all Chartists would turn to self-
destruction as a last resort.

There were others who seemed
to be possibilities, but they had
either revealed nothing under tor-
ture or had died with their lips
sealed.

Senator Smith was uneasily
aware that many innocent people
had died, and that possibly quite
a few guilty people had escaped,
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Now things were different. If
the tests failed that meant that the
prisoner was probably a Chartist
—and the MCBI got tough.

Jia thought she had a fair chance
of deceiving the psych-test techni-
cians all the way, not only by tell-
ing them lies but by convincing
them that the lies were the truth.
But she had no desire to put her
talents to the test. She proposed
never to be questioned at all.

Just after she had completed
removing all evidence that she
had been out that evening, the
buzzer sounded. Jia had long since
gotten over all anticipation or ap-

-prehension at unexpected visits,
and went to the door with nothing
more than mild interest.

A woman completely unknown
to her stood in the doorway, a
young woman who was carelessly
dressed but very self-possessed.

“Jia Hisk?” the girl asked.

Jia nodded.

When Lorn Tenn hesitated, as
if unwilling to speak from the
doorway, Jia stepped back and
motioned her inside.

“I want to get in touch with the
Chartists,” said Lorna bluntly.
“No, don’t speak. Pretend you’re
stunned by the idea and can’t think
of anything to say. That way I can
explain why I am here, and you
won’t need to admit anything.”

She didn’t pause to give Jia a

- chance to reply at this point. Jia,
though shocked by what Loma

had said, couldn’t help admiring
her way of doing things.

Lorna introduced herself and
mentioned Rik and Tom Gest,
though not by name. It was a
strange kind of communication.
Both women seemed to sense that
a certain amount of plain speak-
ing was needed, and nothing more
than was needed should be said.
Much later, for example, when Jia
was on the verge of admitting that
she was a Chartist, so that com-
plete understanding would come
more quickly, and asked how
Lorna had known, Loma refused
to tell her, and Jia didn’t insist,
though the matter was of consider-
able importance to her.

Loma told Jia she had been in-
terrogated by the MCBI, knowing
Jia would have read about it, and
that display of candor established a
certain contact from the first.

Lorna went on, “I have access
to what would, I think, be a work-
able, safe means of travel to the
moon and the planets. Would the
Chartists back such an experi-
ment?”

“I could take steps,” Jia ad-
mitted cautiously, “to find out.”

She believed Loma, and to a
certain extent trusted her. Jia knew
about Rik from the reports of
Lorna’s interrogation, and was
fully aware that Lorna would ex-
pect her to know. As for the
scheme itself, the amount of cre-
dence one gave to a thing like that
depended largely on its source.
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“Jon, just listen to me for a
minute,” she said quickly, not giv-
ing herself time to think about what
she was saying, because she knew
that if she did she wouldn’t say it.
“When people make a mistake, it’s
silly to go on pretending it wasn’t
a mistake. Can’t we start again? I
loved you, and I spent twenty years
telling myself I could stop loving
you. I thought I'd succeeded, but
I was wrong. Why don’t you—"

“No, Jia,” said Jon quietly. “I
can’t leave Liz.”

Jia saw the pain in his eyes and
said no more.

Jon got to his feet and looked
about him awkwardly. “I guess I
have to go,” he said. “There isn’t
any more to say, is there?”

“If you mean what you just
said,” Jia replied, “no.- Not now
or ever.”

A crowd had gathered outside
Senator Smith’s house, and the
police were powerless. They had
expected a single assassin, or a
group of assassins—not a multi-
tude.

There was no possibility of using
gas inside the Cities. The purity
of the air was so important and
so clearly understood by everyone
that nobody had ever tried to sabo-
tage the air-conditioning system.
No form of gas was used in the
Million Cities except under very
strict supervision.

The crowd shouted and chanted:

“Murderer! You killed three hun-
dred people today!”

Senator Smith, with three police-
men in the house, smiled a tight,
humorless smile. Undoubtedly Ron
had known what he was talking
about. The mob had identified him,
with all that was merciless in the
battle against the Chartists—with
every single one of the Reorgani-
zation Committee’s harsh recom-
mendations. He was the man who
had closed the Park. He was re-
sponsible for the deaths of the three
hundred men and women who had
died breaking his law.

“They’re trying to get in!” one
of the policemen shouted,

“They will get in if they really
mean it,” Senator Smith said quite
calmly, “and I think they mean it.”

Yes, Ron had been quite right.
He'd tried to move a mountain,
had succeeded in moving some of
it, and now the rest of it was caving
in on him. He had known all along
that the mob meant business. He
could sense it. He was glad of one
thing—Ron wasn’t here. He had
gone out earlier in the evening.

There was a crashing, tearing
sound. More people were dying in
this demonstration to avenge those
who died already. The final act of
the drama was brief and terrible.
The rioters poured into the house,
into the rooms, towards the back.
The men who were with Senator
Smith fired. The men behind the
leaders of the mob pressed on and
though many fell the crowd rushed
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own terms, as prime movers in the
space experiment but allies — not
actual members of the organiza-
tion. Neither Rik nor Lorna did
anything not directly or indirectly
connected with the space project,
and neither of them learned much
about the Chartists except that they
could get things done.

Lorna spent most of her time
away from the site linking up the
various parts of the project. Rik
was nearly always at base, supervi-
sing the construction work. Some-
times it puzzled him that the
Chartists gave them such an im-
portant part to play. He’'d expected
that there would be Chartist head
men on the job, but all the people
Rik ever saw were evasive, like
Westerman, or servile and unim-
portant.

Rik wasn’t deceived. The Chart-
ists let him boss the show because
they’d decided he was capable of
it. And if he made any mistakes
someone always pointed them out
to him. He was a figurehead, no
more.

He didn’t mind. If everything he
did was checked by people he
never saw—well, someone had to
give the orders on the spot any-
way. And so long as the Chartists
had no idea of making him and
Lorna the scapegoats for failure—
if failure should occur—he didn’t
mind being the nominal boss on the
project.

“Rik didn’t believe they were

being set up as scapegoats. For one

thing, Rik was in charge only as
far as the Chartist technicians were
concerned. It wasn’t as if the
scheme and its nominal head were
kept in the public eye. On the con-
trary, they were very -carefully
kept out of it.

What he did see very clearly,
though he was neither a scientist
nor an engineer, was that this job
was being carried through at peak
efticiency. It was being carried
through morec quickly and much
more smoothly and skillfully than
would have been the case if the
Senate had taken up the scheme.

Rik’s respect for the Chartists
grew. He had half-feared that when
he came to work with them he
would find that they were a collec-
tion. of crackpots, idealistic and im-
practical. But he quickly changed
his mind in that respect.

If Tom Gest was right—if Tom’s
plans had no serious flaw—they
were getting the best possible
chance to come to glorious fruition.
If no unexpected obstacle arose,
the Million Cities would have space
travel very, very soon.

RON SAT IN an empty house. His
mother was away, staying - with
friends, and the police guard had
been removed. As Ron had pointed
out bitterly, and with a grief-
stricken shrug of his shoulders, it
hadn’t been much good anyway.

The worst of it all was, Ron
should have known exactly what
would happen. His father should
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“Not exactly, but your guess is
near enough for the moment. Just
do some listening for a while, Jon.
Don’t interrupt and don’t refuse to
believe every word I say, or we’ll
get nowhere.”

Jon was still stunned. Presum-
ably the Chartists would have
taken reasonable precautions to
make sure the crash was minor,
with very little damage. But . . .

Suddenly he realized Jia was
taking him right down to the bot-
tom levels — and that she’d been
reassured when he told her Pet was
with Ron, deep down in Cue.

“Hasn’t it ever struck you as
strange,” said Jia softly, “that
Earth has been left entirely alone
for thousands of years? No visitors
from Rigel, Capella, Alpha Cen-
tauris, Sirius, Procyon, Arcturus
...But maybe there aren’t any
living creatures on Rigel, Capella,
Alpha Centauris and Arcturus?
Are we. going to believe that and
say there’s no problem?

“Long ago scientists estimated
mathematically that the chances of
life occurring on any planet were
...I don’t know, umpteen thou-
sand to one against. But the answer
here is that something so unlikely
wouldn’t have happened on Earth
cither. As a matter of fact, no
planet which can support life of
any sort—and you’d be surprised
how hot or cold they’ve got to be
before they can’t—ever lacks it.

“Life either forms on the planet
itself, or gets brought from some-
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where else. Of course, I don’t mean
human life. I don’t even mean in-
sect or reptilian life or bacterial
life. Sometimes it’s life in so rudi-
mentary a stage you wouldn’t
recognize it as life. But always
there’s life. And any life that ever
forms moves towards intelligence.
And as a species gets more intelli-
gent it propagates. It kills off its
enemies, stops Kkilling itself and
stops anything else from killing it.”

“Look, is this myth, theory or
fact?” Jon demanded.

“Fact.”

“How do you know?”

“Well, that’s difficult to say,”
said Jia judicially. “I’ve been told
most of it, so I guess you’d say I
couldn’t know it. But I've talked
with a man from Rigel . . . I call
him a man and I say I’ve talked
with him because it would take too
long to explain what he was and
how we communicated, and you
wouldn’t believe me anyway. Inci-
dentally, I don’t really expect you
to believe all this until you’ve met
an alien face to face.

“I’'m afraid they’re all aliens,”
she added apologetically. “There’s
nothing remotely like us in the
galaxy. It’s heads chiefly that make
us different. I don’t think any other
species has a head containing eyes,
mouth, brains and breathing inlets. -
A lot of species have heads with
mouths and eyes, but they keep
the other things in safer places. The
Martians are nearest—"
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We’re going to prove, Esther and
1, that everything I asserted was
true, and that Professor Wintrop
has done me a great injustice.
" Esther and I are going on a long
trip. We need to confirm certain
facts, and I’'m afraid it will take a
long time. It will be quite impossi-
ble for either of us to communicate
with you before at least seven
years. We've arranged for our
savings at the bank to be trans-
ferred to your account—if you do
not hear from us by the end of
ten years. But I'm sure we’ll be
back long before that. Kiss little
Eve for me, please. Goodbye
Mother, darling and don’t worry.”

That was all.

Mrs. MacCallum turned the
switch back, and the message-box
repeated the identical words. She
re-adjusted the machine’s sound
track, so that the letter could be
recorded permancntly on a small
metal disk. Then she sat down
and heard the message a third
time. It was startling, incredible,
frightening. Why must Lenny and
Esther disappear? And what was
this business about bank-accounts?

Tmmediately she put a call
through to her son’s bungalow.

The Phone-Roboter answered.
“Nobody in. House empty. No-
body in. House empty.”

“Heaven help me,” said Mrs.
MacCallum, and this was a very
depressing expression, coming
from a specialist in infant-psy-
chology.

Hardly able to control her agi-
tation, she went to Eve’s bedroom.
Eve was twenty years younger
then Lenny, but since women had
the right to give birth to only one
child every ten years, a twenty-
year age difference was quite nor-
mal between brothers and sisters.

The child was sleeping soundly,
her dark curls spread on the pil-
low, around her rosy face. The
message-box in the corner of the
room blinked. Mrs. MacCallum
was unable to respond, as it was
fixed on the child’s fingerprints.

“Hello, darling,” she said softly,
“I think there’s a letter for you.”

Eve sat up slowly, smiled and
whistled the appropriate tune. The
message-box moved slowly over to
her bed. She put her fingers on the
switch, and almost immediately
the box returned to the corner of
the room and Esther’s voice was
hcard.

“Eve, I'm sorry but I won’t be
able to teach you biology any
longer. My friend Harriet has
promised, however, to take my
place. Lenny and I are taking a
long trip. When we come back in
ahout seven years, you’ll be the
very first person wholl know.
So long, darling, and continue to
study biology. It's very important.
Lenny sends you his love.”

Eve yawned. “I’'m six now,” she
said. “Six and seven makes thir-
teen. I'll be quite grown by that
time!”

“Harriet is to give you lessons?”



WINGED

Mrs. MacCallum’s voice rose so
sharply the question seemed like a
demand. Mrs. MacCallum be-
lieved in Education Program OX
46—and it did not recommend
biology at six. “You needn’t learn
biology now,” she insisted. ‘“You
don’t have to.” T

“I like biology,” the girl re-
plied, and her mouth looked just
as sulky as Lenny’s did sometimes.
“I know you always want me to
follow OX Forty-six. But I've
asked for a special testing and
‘they said I could follow BY Fifty-
two, which permits biology at
five.”

Mrs. MacCallum shook her
head. She was desperate. First her
son’s strange message, and now
her small daughter wanting to
follow an education-program the
mother couldn’t approve of.

Nobody saw Esther or Lenny
depart. The Security Police ques-
tioned several people. But their
evidence was in no way conclu-
sive. As everybody wore flying
mantles and as the head was hid-
den under the wings for protec-
tion against the wind, it was dif-
ficult to recognize a man or wom-
an in flight.

Mrs. MacCallum flew straight
to Lenny’s bungalow. It had been
made secure against intruders
by the fingerprint-system, which
meant, of course, that nobody but
Esther or Lenny could open it.
However, it looked as spic-and-
span as it always did, and she
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could even see the cleaning-ro-
boter drawing the curtains when
she tried to peep through the air-
holes. It would have been only
natural to assume that the couple
had merely gone on a week-end
trip, if it had not been for the
records.

Mrs. MacCallum had the ex-
perts examine the two recorded
messages. They agreed that the
voices were authentic. The analy-
sis also proved that no compulsion
had been exerted. The couple had
been perfectly free to speak their
minds.

“Definitely no indication of sui-
cidal intent here,” one of the ex-
perts took great pains to point out.

But where could they go for
seven years? And apparently they
had nothing but their flying-
mantles. They had taken no mon-
ey. They had put, each of them,
the exact amount of their’ final
week’s wages in their bank ac-
counts with instructions as to its
disposition if they weren’t back in
ten years.

People rarely disappeared in
2371. There was no sensible rea-
son to do so. For centuries peace
and liberty had been spread all
over the world, and Science stood
guardian against disease, physical
and psychological pain.

“It’s entirely Professor Win-
trop’s fault,” said Mrs. MacCal-
lum, “because he was deliberately
malicious.”

But nobody wanted to listen to
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has been lost to mankind for thou-
sands of years. The later, middle-
Dynasty Egyptians must have had
a vague memory of it. But by
putting dead men and women in
the pyramids they of course ig-
nored what had to be done first.

“It wasn’t easy, and I'm con-
vinced I could never have suc-
ceeded without Esther’s assistance.
Her biological knowledge was in-
valuable to me. . . . Recall for a
moment the strange aspect of
many ancient statues—only the
head emerging and the body in a
tight envelope resembling a co-
coon. Professor Wintrop, it was a
cocoon. And what emerged was
something strangely beautiful—a
kind of human butterfly.

“When the Flood came, these
transformed men and women left
the Earth and flew to Venus. We
have already contacted the inhabi-
tants of Venus, and we know now
why modern man, even with his
atomic-powered space-ships has
never succeeded in landing on
Venus.

The people there, our winged
cousins, refused to permit it. They
teared that man in his present
state of knowledge would alter the
great beauty of their way of life.
For the wings are not only physi-
cal. They embrace psychic factors
as well. We can see in the dark-
ness. We are able to transmit and
receive the thoughts of other peo-
ple like ourselves. But we can also
contact less evolved minds.

Now the bars against men can
be lowered—if their courage is
great enough under the stars. Men
and women of courage, who seek
to enrich their lives, are welcome
to follow us. Where our bunga-
low stood you’ll now find the hol-
low trunk of a tree. The bunga-
low was destroyed by us when we
left our cocoons. You will find on
the tree trunk a little, dark patch
where the bark has been removed.
Those of you who want to follow
us must remember to put their
fingers on the dark patch. The
dark patch will lead to a new
world of light and grace and beau-
ty. Our civilization is a fingerprint-
civilization, precisely as this one
is. With our fingerprints we open
and shut our houses and safes and
make our roboters work. But we
also know how to read finger-
prints.

“If you would like to know
why we do not present ourselves
to a medical research center to be
examined and seen by everyone
—I have only this to say. Most
men and women are sO consti-
tuted that they will have to stay
axolots until the end of their days.
We do not want to disturb and
frighten anyone. Besides, we know
that what even ordinarily well-
meaning men and women do not
understand they hate and try to
destroy.”

It was signed, LENNY MACCAL-
LUM.

Eve told her mother about the
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- onds hands of a
futurity.

Very cautiously, for I remem-
bered my former headlong fall, I
began to reverse my motion.
Slower and slower went the cir-
cling hands until the thousands one
seemed motionless and the daily
one was no longer a mere mist
upon its scale. Still slower, until
the grey haze around me became
distincter and dim outlines of an
undulating waste grew visible.

I stopped. I was on a bleak
moorland, covered with a sparse
vegetation, and grey with a thin
hoarfrost. The time was midday,
the orange sun, shomn of its efful-
gence, brooded near the meridian
in a sky of drabby grey. Only a few
black bushes broke the monotony
of the scene. The great buildings of
the decadent men among whom, it
seemed to me, I had been so re-
cently, had vanished and left no
trace: not a mound cven marked
their position. Hill and valley, sea
and river—all, under the wear and
work of the rain and frost, had
melted into new forms. No doubt,
too, the rain and snow had long
since washed out the Morlock tun-
nels.

A - nipping breeze stung my
hands and face. So far as I could
see there were neither hills, nor
trees, nor rivers: only an uneven
stretch of cheerless plateau.

Then suddenly a dark bulk rose
out of the moor, something that
gleamed like a serrated row of iron

watch—into
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plates, and vanished almost imme-
diately in a depression. And then
I became aware of a number of
faint-grey things, coloured to al-
most the exact tint of the frost-
bitten soil, which were browsing
here and there upon its scanty
grass, and running to and fro. I saw
one jump with a sudden start, and
then my eye detected perhaps a
score of them.

At first I thought they were rab-
bits, or some small breed of kan-
garoo. Then, as one came hopping
near me, I percecived that it be-
longed to neither of these groups.
It was plantigrade, its hind legs
rather the longer; it was tailless,
and covered with a straight greyish
hair that thickened about the head
into a Skye terrier’s mane. As I
had understood that in the Golden
Age man had killed out almost all
the other animals, sparing only a
few of the more ornamental, I was
naturally curious about the crea-
tures. They did not seem afraid of
me, but browsed on, much as rab-
bits would do in a place unfre-
quented by men; and it occurred to
me that I might perhaps secure a
specimen.

I got off the machine, and
picked up a big stone. I had
scarcely done so when one of the
little creatures came within easy
range. I was so lucky as to hit it
on the head, and it rolled over at
once and lay motionless. I ran to
it at once. It remained still, almost
as if it were killed. I was surprised
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ment he’d had the definite im-
pression that big snakes had been
gliding effortlessly along the curb-
ing. He hadn’t been particularly
afraid of them.

He was sweating. He looked
about himself wildly. For a mo-
ment his ego seemed to hover
bee-like in the air above him—
above the little girl with the pink
parasol, above the brown paper
parcel the brisk old lady was car-
rying, above the wide furry dog
who was irrigating a lamp post.
He was all of them, he was none
of them. Who was he?

His eye fell on a manure bun
in the street, relic of one of the
horse-drawn carriages that were
currently fashionable. No. No.
Not it. He wasn’t, he wouldn’t.
He recalled himself into his body
desperately. He was Wilmer Bel-
lows, that’s who he was. Wilmer
Bellows. He made the rest of the
distance to the aquarium almost
at a run.

The echoing, wet-smelling
building soothed him. Early as it
was, there were quite a few peo-
ple looking into the greenish light
of the cases, and that soothed
him too.

He looked at a case with sea
horses, sea stars, and a lobster.
He looked at a case with sea
roses and sea anemones. He
looked at a case with a flat fish
and two ugly, poisonous Scor-
paena. He looked at a case wi—

Suddenly the hovering deper-

105

sonalization descended on him
crashingly. Descended? No, he
was being sucked up into it. He
was being drawn up a varnished
staircase into a hideous vacuum,
a spiral of emptiness.

He had to stop somewhere, he
couldn’t go on. The little girl, the
parcel, the dog, the manure bun?
He must be one of them, he must
be somebody, he—

His cyes were fixed wildly on
the glass of the tank before him.
His hand had gone to the knot
of his tie. He didn’t know who
he was any longer, but he was
aware of sweat pouring down his
back. If he had had enough ego
left for prayer, he would have
prayed.

Lib—invest—if he could lov—
There was a sort of click and a
feeling of pressure released in his
ears.

He drew a long, shaky breath.
A weak smile of gratitude spread
over his face. He knew who he
was at last, at last he loved him-
self. It was the squid in the tank
before him. He loved the squid.
Because he was the squid.

The green water slid over his
back. He sucked in deliciously
salty water, pushed it on out, and
jetted backward silkily. A frond
of tentacles moved to his beak
and then away again. He jetted
backward exuberantly once more.

How much of his new sensa-
tions was hallucinatory and how
much was a genuine empathy can-
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Earth’s surface and the miniscule
scientific information of the period
to send their fancies roving at will.
The ancient authors and titles of
dozens of scroll-inscribed adven-
tures are known, even today, and
there is no telling how many more
may have been erased by the slow
passage of time.

Nearly as old as the Travel Tale
is the still very much alive, crea-
tively imaginative form of science
fiction known as the Future Utopia.
Such stories were usually pure fab-
rications, carefully voicing the
author’s discontent with the state
of the world in which he found
himself, and taking the reader on
a tour of an ideally constructed
civilization closer to his heart’s de-
sire.

Some of these stories were ex-
ccedingly satiric in tone and
though they often incorporated
elements of the Travel Tale, were
differentiated sharply by the fact
that intellectual concepts, rather
than a desire to entertain, domi-
nated the thinking of almost all
Utopian-minded writers. Outstand-
ing Utopias are The Republic and
Critias by Plato, Utopia by Thomas
More, The New Atlantis by Fran-
cis Bacon and Oceana by James
Harrington.

The third major category, in
which an extrapolation upon the
physical sciences and the social
sciences is very much in evidence,
was the last type to arrive on the
scene. Previous to 1800, science
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stories received scant attention,
the two major examples of fiction
stressing  scientific theory being
Somnium: or the Astronomy of the
Moon by Johannes Kepler, first
published in 1634 and Voyage to
the Moon by Cyrano de Bergerac,
first published in 1657,

The old Travel Tale was primari-
ly looked upon as a literature of
escape. The prophetic Utopia was
a literature of political and social
reform through philosophical as
well as material change, and the
science story was a kind of ex-
periment in public education
through sugar-coated science on a
fireside journal plane. Before Mary
Shelley, these three forms tended
to be very sharply differentiated.
Frankenstein proved that it was
possible to blend and enrich them
with a single compelling purpose
in mind—to turn out a work of
fiction that was entertaining as well
as thought-provoking.

Frankenstein; or, The Modern
Prometheus was first published in
three volumes by Lackington,
Huges, Harding, Mayor & Jones;
Finsbury Square, London, on
March 11, 1818. At the time the
novel appeared, Mary Shelley was
twenty, but she began writing the
story sometime during May, 1816,
when she was only eighteen.

The work was an instant sensa-
tion. Though horrified by its sub-
ject matter, the critical journals
of the day unanimously lauded
the excellence of its writing and
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the forthrightness of its execution.
'THE EDINBURGH MAGAZINE AND
LITERARY MISCELLANY for March,
1818, said in part: “There never
was a wilder story imagined; yet,
like most of the fiction of this age,
it has an air of reality attached
to it, by being connected to the
favorite projects and passions of
the times.”

BLACKWOOD’S EDINBURGH MAGA-
ZINE for March, 1818, said: “Upon
the whole, the work impresses us
with the high idea of the author’s
original genius and happy power
of expression. We shall be de-
lighted to hear that he had aspired
to paullo majora; and in the mean-
time, congratulate our readers
upon a novel which excites new
reflections and untried sources of
emotion.”

Published anonymously, the
work was universally believed to
be that of a man, the most in-
formed guesses attributing it to
Percy Bysshe Shelley, probably be-
cause he had written an introduc-
tion to the volume. The appearance
of a second novel by Mary Shelley
in 1823, a non-fantasy titled Val-

perga, helped to dispel these mis-

conceptions. In BLACKWOOD’S EDIN-
BURGH MAGAZINE for March, 1823,
a reviewer confessed: “Franken-
stein, at the time of its appearance,
we certainly did not suspect to be
the work of a female hand. The
name of Shelley was whispered,
and we did not hesitate to attribute
the book to Mr. Shelley himself.
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Soon, however, we were set right.
We learned that Frankenstein was
written by Mrs. Shelley; and then
we most undoubtedly said to our-
selves, ‘For a man it was excellent,
but for a woman it was wonder-
ful.””

What sort of upbringing could
inspire a teen-age girl to write a
novel that even today is generally
regarded as the single greatest
novel in the horror story tradition
ever written? Mary Wollstone-
craft Shelley’s life is even more
fantastic than her monstrous crea-
tion. Born August 30, 1797 at the
Polygon, Somers Town, England,
her mother, Mary Wollstonecraft,
died only ten days after her birth.
Her father, William Godwin, has
been referred to as a second-rate
Samuel Johnson with proper table
manners. In his day he was widely
heralded as the head of a move-
ment of free thinkers.

Though trained for the clergy he
believed firmly in free love, atheism
and anarchy. He believed that the:
proper use of logic and reason
could solve all of man’s problems.
He was opposed to the intrusion
of emotions into the fabric of the
orderly life, and denounced the’
age’s obsession with selfish mate-
rialism and accumulation of wealth.

The works which established
Godwin’s reputation were The In-
quiry Concerning Political Justice,
published in 1793, and Things As
They Are: or, The Adventures of
"Caleb Williams, which first ap-
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two volumes in 1805, nor is her
novel destined to become the
classic presentation of the theme.
Nevertheless it eliminated the pos-
sibility that her youthful venture
into science fiction in Frankenstein
was a mere coincidence.

Mary Shelley also wrote a num-
ber of short stories, most of which
were collected into a volume called
Tales and Stories, edited by Richard
Garnett and published by William
Patterson & Co., London, in 1891.
Two of the stories in this book are
fantasy. The first of these, Trans-
formation, originally published in
the annual Keepsake for 1831, tells
of a young wastrel, who, fleeing
from the problems of his excesses,
meets, floating into shore atop a
sea chest, “a misshapen dwarf with
squinting eyes, distorted features
and body deformed, till it became
a horror to behold.” This dwarf,
who has supernatural powers, offers
to swap the sea chest filled with
jewels for the use of the young
man’s body for a short time.

The young man, after some
thought, agrees to the proposal.
When the strange creature does not
return at the allotted time, the
young man, now in the dwarf’s
grotesque frame, goes searching
and finds this creature wooing his
girl. Convinced that the dwarf will
not keep his promise, he engages
himself in combat, is run through,
stabs his antagonist in return and
awakes to find himself once again
in his own body.
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The second tale, The Mortal
Immortal, originally published in
the Keepsake for 1834, appears to
have been inspired by William
Godwin’s book, St. Leon, and deals
with an alchemist’s helper, who, by
chance drinks an elixir of immor-
tality. The problems which he en-
counters when he later marries and
his wife grows old while he remains
young are excellently related. At
the tale’s end, his wife has died
and he plans a venture — not re-
vealed—which may cause his death.
If the theme had not been done so
many, many times since in just the
same way and if surprise endings
had not come into vogue, this story
might be rated, even currently, as
above average.

What we know of Mary Woll-
stonecraft Shelley through her let-
ters, is today preserved and read
primarily for the light it sheds on
her famous husband and only sec-
ondarily because she authored the
great horror novel Frankenstein.
Yet, the future students of the his-
tory of science fiction may be grate-
ful that, because of this fortuitous
circumstance, the motivating fac-
tors are apparent in the life of the
woman who wrote the novel which
truly began an unbroken chain of
science fiction development — a
chain which produced more promi-
nent literary heirs than the moving
pictures are likely to provide sequels
to her inspired work, Frankenstein.
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made a fortune with those rare
metals they’ve been peddling here
on Earth. This much money is
just petty larceny to them. They
can afford to laugh it off. It’ll be a
good, cheap education for them.”

Sure enough, the aliens were
back at one o’clock, and Blackie
sold them the moon. All of it. He
passed over a fistful of impressive-
looking papers, and they passed
over a suitcase full of money.
Blackie made their deed effective
at midnight on the sixteenth, which
gave us three days to make a sud-
den disappearance.

We congratulatcd thecm on their
purchase, and they thanked us for
our courteous service, and Blackie
got out a bottle and we drank
toasts to each other. I sat there
with my hands sweating waiting
for them to go, and they didn’t
seem to be in any hurry at all.

“What doesss thisss mean,” Sim
said finally, “Sssurplusss Property
Disssposssal Unit.”

I could see Blackie’s eyes light
up. “Just what it says,” he told
him. “We dispose of all kinds of
property. Could we interest you in
anything else?”

“Yesss, it isss quite possssible
that we might like sssomething
elssse.”

Blackie sat there behind the
desk, drawing dollar signs on a
pad of paper, and the aliens
waited for him to say something. I
was too nervous to open my
mouth, from wondering what the
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aliens might be’ thinking. Those
faces of theirs are just about the
ultimate in dead-pans.

“I’'m afraid the property is pret-
ty well scattered,” Blackie said.:
“It would take a great deal of
time to show it to you.’

“Not at all,” Sim said, once he
understood what Blackie meant.
“We would be glad to furnisssh
the transssportasssion.”

Which is how Blackie and I got
a ride in one of their space ships.
I won’t brag about it. I was sick .
from the minute we took off. It
didn’t affect Blackie. He was all
over the thing, but he said after-
wards that he couldn’t make head
nor tail of it.

Anyway, we went along with
them, with Blackie keeping that
suitcase clamped under one arm.
Our first stop was New York, and
Blackie started things off by sell-
ing them the Brooklyn Bridge: :

It took some selling. They had
a tough time understanding just
what the thing was for, and after
that, I suppose, figuring out what
good it might be to them. They
stalked along the bridge, looking it
over, and a police patrol car
stopped to see what was up, and
since the official policy is to be
friendly to aliens, the police coop-
erated by keeping the crowds back,
which lent an official atmosphere
to our expedition.

They finally got it across to us
that it was the river that bothered
them. I thought at the time that















