make for trouble .

fully aware.

by Stephen Barr

Trueg LOVE, ACCORDING TO
some people, never fades. Accord-
ing to others—dusty-minded and
clinical —it doesn’t even exist, but
both poets and scientists agree that
whether it exists or not, whether it
fades or remains forever in an im-
probable bloom, Love is around.
John Dougal was a scientist
and he was also a poet, and these
two qualities can exist simultane-
ously in one man with a degree of
mutual confidence, until he falls
in love. When this happens the
two sides of himself, Scientist (the
man of fact) and Poet (the man
of fancy) which had been so hap-
py together before, will curdle into
a strange and disparate mass:
rather like an unsuccessful coloid.
It becomes as though one had left
the milk out in freezing weather
—the cream is no longer on the
top: it is uselessly separated from
the water into congealed droplets,
and the top of the bottle has been

Scientists, Joan felt, were fanciful and easily controlled; poets,
on the other hand, went to the roots of reality, and this might
. . . True Love, of course, has special, en-
during properties of its own, of which even Joan was not
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pushed up. Who can have perpe-
trated this senseless vandalism?
Why, Love of course! The small
chap with the eye-patch and the
bottle opener!

John Dougal was in love with a
girl he had met at a scientific tea:
that is to say a tea party of scien-
tists, by scientists and for scien-
tists. She was the daughter of the
host and she was trying to be po-
lite to everyone. The host was a
scientist (rockets) but not a poet,
and the guests were also rocket
men: all, that is, except John
Dougal. He didn’t know why, but
he disliked the idea of rockets in-
tensely—they went too high and
they went much too fast. The
truth of the matter is that he was
brave as a sheep, which is surely
the bravest of all creatures because
it will face up to a wolf if it be-
comes necessary—it is easy for the
wolf to be brave with all those

teeth.

)
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But Jo
more than heigh
Joan, the daughter 0
was a girl with a mind—an
car—of her own,
when she had got
better she wo
drives. He could n
she would have to
arm when they

d

funny, but he was ashamed.

At this scientific tea the other
men, who were working with their

host Merton on the same project,
had firmly decided to avoid talk-
ing shop but their wives overruled
this, and so when John arrived
they were all discussing fuels and
cosmic radiation, and limiting ve-
locities and maximum accelera-
tion, while the ladies for various
obscure reasons were listening
avidly. Then he realized that the
pretty girl with the green eyes was
ot really listening at all. When

e tea consumption began to fall

ff he sat down next her. “I don't

think you are interested in rock-

ets, are you, Miss Merton?” he

said.

“No, and I don’t think you are,
either,” she answered. “It's all
Father ever talks about: he doesn’t
seem to mind that I don’t under-
stand a word he’s saying—he
keeps on anyway.” She smiled
s?dj)’- “Mother was a mathemati-

:;a.n and he used to tell her every-
b
, poor darling.

hn feared height and
¢ he feared speed.
f his host,

and later on
to know John
uld take him for
ot drive, and
hold onto his
went around

curves. She thought this was very
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“Oh, T wouldn’t dream of it,”
John said hurriedly.

«___that nothing can travel fast-
er than light?”

John blinked and said nothing.
Professor Merton looked at him
thoughtfully. “Hm,” he said, after
a while. “Been writing any more
poetry lately?”

Before John Dougal could an-
swer him Joan came back with
the whiskey, and on his catchin
her eye she winked at him. The
wink, of course, was intended as
a kind of sympathetic comment,
and referred to her father and
rocket talk, but for some reason
John Dougal fell in love with her
at that moment. Joan saw this at
once, and he realized that she
saw it. Women, he knew, were

equipped with a form of love-radar.

I wonder, she thought to her-
self, if I ought to marry a poet?

She gave no mind to the scien-
tist in him: she was used to scien-
tists—she regarded them as fan-
ciful and easily controlled. Poets,
on the other hand, she felt dealt in
facts. They went to the roots of

reality, and this might make for
trouble.

She was still thinking about
this a few days later when he took
her to his house to see where he
worked. It was a large sunny
room with an open fireplace and a
great many books. There seemed
to be two desks, one for poetry and
one for . . . for what? She
looked around, but apart from pa-
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pers, all the apparatus she could
see was a slide-rule lying on the
non-poetic desk.

“Well, there it is,” he said

proudly. He was a small wiry man
with pale hair.

“It is?” she replied. “I don’t see
it. Where's the machine, or what-
ever it is?”

He smiled at her. “Oh, 1
haven’'t bothered with that yet.

There may not even have to be a
machine.”

This was reassuring. This was
more like what she would expect
from a scientist. A poet, on the
other hand, wouldn’t be so ab-
surd: if he had an idea for a poem
he would go ahead and do it, at
once, right away. She looked at
him carefully: he has a dear smile,
she told herself, and smiled back
at him.

John’s heart stepped up its ac-
tivity. “Joan,” he said, “Joan . . .
I ...” The radar developed her-
ringbone patterns and jammed up.

“Yes, dear,” she said, “yes, I
know.” This, she thought, is True
Love, and it will outlive us.

Spring came. John Dougal’s
powers of concentration fell to a
new low, and he made the disco?—
ery that love is no help to poetic
inspiration: it leads to cliché and
over-obvious rhymes. And of
course it is ruination to science.

“When are we going to get mar-
ried?” he asked her.

“When are you going to travel




s she said. They were
d he had come 0 th’e

almost
so love has its
eight in the

with

> he asked. .
me"Of course,” she said, sensibly.
«And we'd better put on warm

very cold up

things—it looks
thcreg. will we be able to get back

all right?”
“If we can g

He looked up at

o we can return.”
the soft May sky

where Orion stood in his glittering
belt, his bright dog Sirius at his
side. “You asked me once why 1
had built no machine, Joan, and
I said that perhaps there would b?
no machine. Well, there is none. :
“What is it then, dear?”

“It's a diagram. If an idea is

complete within itself, then it 1s

real.”
“But, John, dear: just a dia-

gram?”
tion that

“It was just an equa
split the atom. In the beginning

was the Word.”
“1¢t sounds like some kind of

magic.”

“Not half so magical as your
father’s rocket. You went past the
gate.”

“So T did—oh dear.”
“Let's go on driving, Joan.”

“All right, darling.”

When they got back to her
father’s house, he welcomed them
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John. “You won't be bothered with
that, will you?”

“Hell, no . . .” John
“You see, I'll be—"

“Because,” Professor Merton
went on, “it’ll all be in the mind,
I think you said.”

“No, sir. I said I won’t be travel-
ling physically in the ordinary ac-
cepted sense. I'll be going faster
than light, yes, but as if 1 were
going in a negative direction

said.

«Then I'd think you'd stay right
here,” Professor Merton said.

“No, Father,” Joan said. “It
means well be facing the wrong
way, is all. And what do you
mean?” she added to John, Tl
be doing this and I'll be travel-
ling that?’ I thought it was us—
both of us.”

For the first time Professor Mer-
ton realized what was afoot. If
John liked to talk moonshine about
an impossible journey, that was
one thing, but if Joan said she
was going too, why then she was.
Still, he reflected, it was only on
paper as yet. Time enough to talk
about it when he got back from
Mars. In a way his assumption
was wrong, and yet his intuition
was right.

“Oh,” he said, looking at John
in a new way. “I see. Well. Well,
well.”

“Quite so,” said John.

John Dougal and Joan were
married the next day, for, as he

pointed out, it would not be pro-
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per to go on a trip together singly.
“You know what 1 mean,” he add-

ed. “Go singly, together.”

“Yes, dear,” she said. “You're
perfectly right. It wouldn’t do,
even in a diagram.”

They said goodby to Professor
Merton, who was taking a later,
faster plane, because of the wed-
ding. He shook hands with John
rather solemnly. “I suppose you'll
be passing us on the way,” he said.
All trace of the professorial smile
had vanished. “I believe you said
you were going to the Andromeda
nebula—that’s in the same direc-
tion, isn’t it?” -

«Well, sir,” John looked em-
barrassed, “we’ll be there firsty
Pt e

“We'll be travelling in the op-
posite direction!” Joan finished for
him. She was beginning to catch
on: she had a quick mind.

“Well . . . sort of,” John ad-
mitted.

“I see,” his father-in-law said,
but he didn't at all. They'll be go-
ing around the long way, he
thought to himself, the full circuit
of the finite universe. . . . He
kissed Joan and left, and Mr. and
Mrs. Dougal went home to the
diagram.

When they got to the work-
room she said, “What do we do?
Just look at it or stand on it?”

John shook his head. “Under-
stand it. Sit closer to me and T'll
explain it to you.”

“But how can we be going fast-
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's ﬁfty-ﬁfty,” he said.
“And if our consciousness 18 the
most important thing in US, that’s
whatll be gong: And I think it
will sort of pull our bodies along
with it.”

Joan stared at the diagram in
silence.

“Whatever
us,” John repeated,

go0.

She thought about this—but
she didn’t have to think very hard.
She knew what was the most im-

John.”
“I think it
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Nothing times nothing, times
nothing . . . forever . . .

Finstein said the universe is
not endless—it comes back to it-
self like the oceans of the world,
and if you point you are pointing
at your own back. The ancients
thought that of the four Elements,
Earth and Water were heavy, and
that Air had no weight. But Fire
. . what did Fire have? Un-
weight? And what did they think
of un-direction? Would it be in-
ward . . . in to the inner-mind?

That was where he felt himself
to be—but when you know that
you are dreaming, in that instant
you are awake. John looked about
him.

It was summer on this planet:

and that was the way it should be
—and quite like Earth, but the
diagram would see to that, so it
was no coincidence. All the four
Elements were there: the ground
beneath his feet, a brook that ran
beside him, and air all about him,
and above in the blue sky he saw
the fiery sun of this planet. Every-
where were those things the an-
cients believed to be compounded
of all four elements together: live
things, grass and plants, and in
the distance trees. Birds flew in
the sky and animals ate the grass
but was that number really four?
He tried to count and found that
he had forgotten how, or perhaps
he could not remember how many
legs they had at home. He felt diz-
zy and sat down.
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«] have a physical body again,
at all events,” he said. There was
no answer, and he realized for the
first time that he was alone. He
looked around him again and
stood up, swaying from side to
side.

Joan, Joan, he called, and it
echoed in his mind, but there was
no answer. Only the birds twitter-
ing and the wind in the bushes.

From over a nearby heath-cov-
ered rise in the ground some peo-
ple came toward him, and when
they saw him they ran up and
looked at him with distress and
compassion. Where can she be? he
thought. Why isn't she with me?
Perhaps she is still in the work-
room—but no, she had wunder-
stood. Had she gone by some
dreadful mistake to a different and
distant planet?

Sit down, the people said to
him, and take this food —
it will make you feel better. He
thanked them, but no: it was all
impossible. The diagram could lead
only to one planet—the one most
like the Earth. She must be here

somewhere. Miles away perhaps,
but here on this planet. He would
have to start looking immediately.
Maybe these people would know.
He looked at their faces: how
could this be—they were human!
Well, on a planet very like Earth,
human beings might evolve, but
they spoke to him in English! No
—not in English. They are not
really speaking, SO this must be
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telepathy; yet surely it takes tVO
to nI:akeytelepathy. Evidently not:
it was very strang€.

Where have YOU just
from? one of them asked him-
are you? This man was
abou}t, forty years old to 1
him, and he wore cloth
seemed fami]iar—-—]ohn
had seen a picture ©

come

] was wi

holding back. ] must
have you seen her? Have you se€nl

Joan?
They were puzzled. We saw 119
one else; is she your companion

He nodded.
What is your name? asked the

tall man.
My name is John Dougal. How

absurd it sounded! How foolish
this is, he thought. What can our
pames mean to them? What's in a
name, and what does Mary mean?
Well, that depends who Mary is.

What is your name? he asked

the tall man.

B -
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About twenty-five hours
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girl whose name seemed to him to
be Mary. So, then it was much
like Earth in this respect also.
And this is summer?
Summer? Oh, yes, the season:
we have no seasons now—they
changed all that a long time ago.
Well, perhaps a little of seasons;
spring leading through this to a
golden fall so the trees can rencw
themselves, and then spring again.

What bliss, thought John, who
hated cold, but then he thought,
what a pity. No snow—no fire to
sit around. But that, over there,
must be a fireplace: perhaps the
nights were cold. Where was
Joan? Would she be cold tonight?
He stood up. I must find her now!

Yes, they said. We will help
you find her.

But I cannot wait! I must start
at once—it will be night soon!

It is already night, Michael
said. Mary will guide you. She
knows best of all of us how to
look for things.

How shall we go? he asked her.
Can you fly, here?

Yes, some of us can. See: he
can.

She held up her hand and a
small bird flew to it from the raft-
ers. He hopped along her arm and
seemed to say something into her
ear and she laughed and he flew
in a spiral, and went back to his
rafter. All right, she said. Come
along.

She led him outside, and he
looked up at the clear sky where

13

the stars gleamed in unfamiliar
patterns. Too bad he knew so little

of astronomy—they were all hig-

gledy-piggledy, but no astrono-

mer back at home on Earth could

possibly tell how the stars would
look in the cloudy mass of this far-
off nebula.

Perhaps, then, we had better

fly, she said. How did you come
here?

John explained, but when he
told it, it sounded like a penta-
gram and medieval incantations.
Also he could not remember it very
well. but he’'d be able to work it

out later . . . when he found
Joan.

You know, Mary said, it re-
minds me of the way we fly.

No flying machine? John asked.

No flying machine.

It roused an echo. She took his
hand and looked at him steadily.
You're much too heavy for me to
carry, so you must help. I'll try
and explain how to do it. She
smiled. Are most of the people on
your Earth your size?

Most of the men are a little
Jarger.

Then it will be easier for you,
she said.

He looked down and saw their
village was below them: but he
was no longer afraid of height.
They began to drift away from it,
and then faster and faster until
they were going in a rush through
the cool air, but he was not afraid
of the speed. Who minds speed
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and height if they will help

the quicker to find Joan?

If we go too far away mightn’t
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Mary was still laughing. Yes,
of course, and other things, too.
Some work at finding out things
__like Michael—and some like to
make things: enormously difficult
things that others stand around
and admire. And I know of one
man who spent a summer finding
some flowers of a certain kind and
shape. He made it into a necklace
and it only lasted a day. No one
saw it but he.

she must.) Aren’t you tired? he
said.

No, but you are. We'll go to the
town and rest. You have come 2
long way and you are worried and
frightened. You are in love with
her. What is she like, John?

She . . . I cannot describe her
to you. She has green eyes, and she
came with me and she must be
here. I can’t rest till we find her—
what will happen to her if 1 don't

Suddenly John cried out. There
she is! He pointed at someone
standing in a field looking up.

No: that isn’t your companion.

I tell you it is!!

Then we’ll go down and talk to
her, but I know who she is.

When they were close enough
John saw that it was not Joan.

I'm walking in my sleep, the
girl in the field said. She seemed

very much awake, though. To-
night 1 want to walk and look at
everything by moonlight: I'm in
love, and tomorrow everything
will look strange to me.

When they rose again into the
sky John saw that dawn was com-
ing. It lighted the horizon of the
distant sea and the air was colder.
Near to the water he saw many
lights close together, and Mary
said, Look—there is a town.

Are those boats in the harbor
beyond? Why do you need boats?

Yes, those are boats. Don’t you
like to sail?

( But where was Joan? He must
find her—she must be somewhere,

find her?

Nothing, John. She will be
looked after.

Suppose she lands in a desert?

Did you land in a desert?

No, but . . . (Did the dia-
gram also see to that? Yes, of
course it did.) I am not tired, he
said, I cannot sleep. I'm like that
girl in the field . . .

He fell asleep as they were still
flying.

When he awoke it was the mid-
dle of the day, and it was almost
hot. The sun shone into the win-
dows of the room where he had
slept, the bed was like any bed—
when you are exhausted. He
threw back the cover—it was a
single smooth blanket—and went
to the windows. Outside in the
street below were a number of
people, dressed in variations of the
clothes he himself had worn. Then
he remembered everything and his
heart sank.

A man came into the room and
stopped when he saw him. I'm sor-
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ened together;
imagine Joan frightened of any-
thing—only indignant. 1 was the
coward of the two. He looked at
the others: the man seemed kind
but a little stupid—no, not stupid,
but could he be trusted to help
them? It would take imagination
__he and his wife were oddly in-
curious about where he had come
from. But perhaps they were only
being polite. Mary, though . . .
She was very different, yet she,
too, asked few questions. It must
be the right way to behave here.

A spotted house cat came into
the room and rubbed against the
man’s leg. When will we hear
from the alarm you sent out?
John asked.

That's hard to say, said the
man’s wife. Particularly if your
companion—%f, your wife, isn't
it?>—could be anywhere in the
whole world.

Michael said she would be close
by, Mary said.

But she might not, John said
unhappily. Perhaps she fell into
the seal

Michael didn’t think so.

Then perhaps she is lost and her
mind is wandering.

Where would it wander to?
Mary looked at him. (She has
green eyes, too—no, they just
seem green. Unworthy John.)

At all events, John said, I can’t
sit here and discuss it all day

Then we can look again, Mary
said. I think now you want to go
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but he couldn’t back and look in the country about

the village, but—

I don't care where we look, he

interrupted, just so long as we £0
on looking, and start now! He got
up, and the spotted cat moved out
of sight behind a piece of furni-
ture: it evidently was not accus-
tomed to such a display. Where
had he seen a spotted cat before?
It was not a small leopard—just a
cat. Egyptian tomb-paintings, he
decided. Things were not quite
like Earth after all.

Mary got up also and they went
out onto the street, and now ev-
erything had as strange a look as

s a man’s face when after a fe-
ver he looks in a mirror. The air
had a strange tang. The people
moved more slowly.

He's a pretty cat—the one they
have, Mary said, isn't he?

Yes.

All right. I know you don’t want
to talk about cats. You know,
John, you were wrong in thinking
1 was not curious about you. I've
been learning all the time. You
scem very familiar to me Now.

So do you to me, he said. But
that man and his wife—they're
very kind of course, but are we to
go back and look in the fields and
leave the rest of the world to them?

She nodded. I'm afraid you in-
sulted him, John. But I know you
didn’t mean to.

1 did> How?

You didn’t trust him. And you
insulted Michael, too. You were
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es and beyond them he could
tre acly see some immense mounds

:;:gt he had not noticed before

fr:Jm above: perhaps they had

peen toO foreshortened. S}_le looked
at him seriously. You t}.nnk I am
holding You back, she said.

(Her eyes were green—he was

B Ares they, WEICHasig or almost.)

But I know, she went on, 1
know that you will find her.

They rested for a while and

walked a little to stretch their legs,
and the mounds came into view
as they got beyond the clump of
¢rees. There were three of these
mounds—Vvast and triangular,
and not of earth, but stone. Some-
thing stirred in John’s memory.

Mary, he said, I want to look
. . to look on the other side of
those . . . He pointed.

Ghe turned. Oh, those? They
are the ancient monuments, and
there’s nothing on the other side:
only the lion. What is the matter?

But he didn’t answer, and they
flew- across, and then around, and
John saw in front of him, pre-
served by a glassy coat of silica,
the Sphynx: and he knew where
he was.

She put an arm around him to
steady him. Sit down, sit down;
now tell me.

We . . . I have come around
gull circle! I missed the planets, so
there is no planet like Earth but
the Earth itself, and I am back
where I started! Where is Joan?
A million million years have
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passed! Where is she? He looked
up at Mary and she knelt down in

front of him.

She left with you, John?

1f she didn’t she’s a million
years in the past! A million mil-
lion . . . Einstein said the faster
you go the faster goes ime . . .
for the others! When 1 looked at

the stars 1 recognized nothing—
the very stars have moved.
I know she left with you, John.
He looked at her again, closely.
(Green eyes . .

I don’t know. I left all at once—
in a flash, but perhaps she left
gradually . . .

Or perhaps, Mary said, she
didn’t all leave—only the part
that counts. (Green eyes—loving
eyes.)

I think . . . John said.
Yes?

I think my search is over.

So is mine, John, and I have
been searching all my life.

But 1 got here only yesterday.
Yes, she said sensibly, 1 began
living only yesterday.

John Dougal’s house had burned
to the ground in the intense flash
of their going, and all that re-
mained of him and his Joan were
their white bones. All, that is,
that doth fade: all that remains in
this nowaday and unkind present.
But in the far future that awaited
them they were together, for as
some people will have it True
Love never fades.




