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Editorial . . . . by Kyril Bonfiglioli

- C. E. Montague, the fiery particle’ who turned the
Manchester Guardian into a great paper, once wrote that
all good writers are either ‘putters<in’ or ‘takers-out’. The
first sort build a phrase round a ‘boss-werd’, a seatence
round a key-phrase, form paragraphs of carefully-matched
sentences, and inlay them with epithets until their colour
and texture is exactly what they envisage. T. B. Swann,
whose final serial draws to a close in this number, is
surely one of these: one could no more trim down his
work without damaging it hopelessly than one could clip
a few inches off the side of a good painting. The other
sort—the ‘takers-out’—tend to work as Kipling did, by
pouring out the whole of their narrative as it comes to
them, using every epithet that occurs, then putting the
whole thing away for a few weeks. Reading the MS again
with a clear mind, one finds, if one is honest with oneself,
that at least a quarter can be excised. This process can
be repeated until there is not an ounce of surplus fat on
the story and the result is a crispness and tautness which
cannot be acquired otherwise. (Kipling used a camel-hair
brush and a pot of Indian ink for his deletions.)

Keith Roberts, I suspect, must work in some such way:
his astringent little tale in this issue would have spread, in
the hands of many other writers, over three times as many
pages, yet every necessary word is there and the back-
ground. though only suggested, is as real as though he had
lavished description on it. Incidentally, this versatile man
is also responsible for our current cover, which heralds
his fatest story in the Anita series, due next month.

The rest of this issue is, I rather think, well up to
standard. Alistair Bevan repeats his former success with
“The Typewriter”, Langdon Jones gives us a long-player
—“The Empathy Machine”, there is another strange
imagining of Johnny Byme's and Douglas Davis puts a
new twist on the time-safari—one of my favourite science-
fiction topics.

There is a very promising crop of newcomers: Phibip
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- Wordley, Patricia Hocknell and Roger Jones: let us
devoutly hope that they are all stayers for science-fiction
must; I feel, receive a constant flow of new blood if it is
to grow, rather than just stay alive.

We have now, as promised, taken the plunge and gone -
monthly, as have NEW WORLDS, and have a great col-
lection of fine material on the line for-the next few issues,
including long stories-by Harry Harrison. Robert Wells,
John Rackham and—back frem his Balkan wanderings—
Brian Aldiss.

: —XKyril Bonfiglioli



PRESENT FROM
THE PAST

by Douglas Davis

The place was miles from anywhere. They drove him in
a high-speed aircar across the moors, the cushioning jets
tumbling the wild grasses in an undulating dance, leaving
a trembling trail like birds’ feathers rippled and ruffled in a
sudden breeze.

The white concrete dome of the Chronotransporter Re-
search Department moved into view from behind a low
hill, outlined against the pencil scribble of rain-heavy
clouds. Nearer, and he saw that it was completely encircled
by a high wall.

At the gate they were stopped by a guard. A flutter of
paper, a few words from the driver, and the massive steel
shutters moved apart with the noise of an angry bee. The
aircar’s retracted wheels were down; the vehicle rolled
across the wide courtyard and stopped before a door in the
side of the dome.

. He was ushered quickly and quietly into a small recep-
tion office. The official there interrogated him laconically
and unemotionally, checking off the details with a thick
sheaf of papers.
- “Your name, please?”

“Doctor William Messenger.” Messenger, tired after the
non-stop journey from London, was beginning to feel a
little irritable. After more than six months of negotiation
with the Chrono Department—six months of application,
re-application, interviews, security and medical check-ups
and form-filling—he was almost ready to drop the whole
business. No use protesting—he'd been warned by every-
one that the Chrono Department was up to its ears in red
tape and security.



“Your profession?”

“Palaeontologist.” -

“Your business?” Well, they knew more about that than
he knew himself. However . . .

Wearily, he told the official the facts that were already
set down in the sheaf of papers. His field of research?

“I'm making a special study of prehistoric amphibians
and reptiles, specifically the Cynodontia.” (Now ask me
kow you spell rhat, he thought, staring balefully at the bent
head of the civil servant. But there was no need—it was
all written down on the forms).

A few seconds later Messenger was ushered into a larger,
plusher office. This time the reception was very different.
The grey-haired Director welcomed him with palpable
non-Department friendliness—embellished, moreover, with
sherry and martini. He was introduced to high ranking
Chrone efficials and technicians. They went over the de-
tails again with a refreshing lack of official atmosphere—
and now Messenger realized that the last strand of red tape
had been cut. The real business was beginning.

Destination, Lower Triassic. Geographical location,
South Africa. Objective, observation of mammals. (Mess-
enger jibbed a little at “mammals”, but the Director
Jaughed. “We've got enough jargon of our own,” he said.
“Can’t expect us to observe your scientific subtleties. These
. things you’re going to look at are animals to all intents and
purposes—and rhat’s mammals to us.”) The period of the
visit was to be twelve hours. Messenger was to use one of
the new solo transporters—a sort of do-it-yourself version
of the big, fully manned Chronotransporter. The solo
machine was ideal for his kind of project—a short obser-
vational visit with perhaps a brief period outside. The
machine was equipped with easily-handled controls, full to
the hilt with fail-safe devices, and on automatic recall to
the Chrono dome.

“Safe as houses,” said the Director. “But watch your
step, doctor. The Triassic is a rough period. Nothing like
the Silurian or Ordovician. Cephalopods and primitive fish
are pretty straightforward compared with reptilian life.
Still—don’t need to tell you your business. You know more
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about it than I do.” Messenger smiled to himself. Tt was
the first occasion in the six-months’ ordeal by officialdom
that the Department had condescended to admit that he
knew anything at all.-

But now that he had got through the red tape, Messenger
had to admit to himself that he was lucky. Back Travel—
the official term—was a hopeless dream for anyone but a
top-ranking scientist. In the couple of years in which the
system had been perfected and the Chrono Department set
up, fewer than a dozen people had succeeded in convincing
the Department that their particular line of research would
bencfit from Back Travel. Messenger was the latest re-
cruit ‘to this highly exclusive group.

For the rest of that day he familiarized himself with the
transporter.

They gave him a mild anaesthetic to bolster him against
whizt the Director called “acceleration stress”., Then he
was lying on his back on an extremely comfortable divan
inside the transporter, his awareness gradually diminishing
asthe drug took effect ; but he was none the less amused at
the last-minute scurrying of technicians in and out of the
circular room. A little while after, he realized he was alone.
A faint humming, very far away ‘it seemed, now came to
his -ears. A dim blue light glowed overhead. Drowsy,
Messenger made an effort to concentrate. Opposite ‘the
divan, a desk console ‘built into the wall, a few pinpricks
of ruby light winking from its panel. Sliding doors that
concealed banks of electronics, apparatus and stores. An
armchair in the very centre of the floor. A large television
screen. But his brain refused any longer to attend to these
details. Instead, he found himself pleasurably contemplat-
ing the prospect of compesing a paper—a brilliant paper—
on the Cynodontia. On ‘Cynognathus in particular, with
any luck.

Cynognathus, the deg-shaped animal with dog-like teeth ;
not perhaps as imipressive as any of the bug-eyed monsters
that ‘the Saurischia or the Ornithischia could produce—
Cynognathus was no snake-necked dinosaur—but a very
‘handsome brute none the less. Or a very ugly brute #f you
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liked. The British Museum had the fossil remains of
several. Most of the Cynodontia were mammal-like rep-
tiles not much more than twelve inches long, but old Cyaog
was an eight-footer or thereabouts. Short-legged, heavily
built, a thumping great tail—this was the evidence of the
fossils. Half a reptile, half a mammal; representing (he
thought dreamily) a very interesting phase indeed. Regard
(be said to himself, thinking of that brilliant paper) the
combination of Gorgonopsian and Therocephalian features
...moh, yes, a very interesting phase indeed . . . the vestigial
features are most revealing and the mammalian tooth
differentiation, four incisors, one canine, five premolars
and four molars . . . on each side, if you please . . . a
carnivore, of course . . . but a most interesting phase, most
intetesting . . .

He awoke in darkness. But when he had blinked for a
fewr seconds he realized it was not quite dark. Then that it
was becoming steadily lighter. Not, however, because of the
dim blue glow from the roof of the transporter. Something
else. He turned his head, raising himself on his elbow, and
found himself facing the three-foot television screen.

Dawn. It was dawn outside. But a wild dawn, this. A sky
slashed with ripples of flaming orange and cobalt violet,
withs acid yellows and greens tumbled in a sea of velvet
blue and black and purple. A sick dawn that threatened to
spew the sun out of the tormented sky.

He rubbed his eyes and swung himself to the edge of the
divan, scanning the big screen. Turning the dial below the
screen, he swung the camera control so that it made a
circular sweep of the entire surroundings of the transporta 2
The same on all sides. The wild sky potent with cosmic
forces. An abstract of angry colours squeezed violently on
to the canvas of the clouds. A dawn that broke one hundred
and eighty million years ago.

Messenger gaped at the scene.

The sun had been thmly obscured by cloud, but now a
flame seemed to cut the cirrus with a sudden whiplash, and
a sitreak of lightaning-bright orange-yellow ripped across
the sky. The boiling Triassic sun burst out and flooded the
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screen with dazzling light. For a second, Messenger re-
coiled as from a great heat—but then realized there was
none, none that could be experienced in the transporter, at
any rate.

"~ ~Soon all traces of the violent dawn vanished. The sun
shone in a clear milky blue sky. An hour later, after a
breakfast conjured from the manipulation of a panel of
buttons, Messenger was assessing the situation as he sat at
“the desk console. So far as he could judge, the transportec
had come to rest at the foot of a steep hill. To one side
was an open stretch of sandy sun-baked ground sparsely
dotted with small islands of fronded vegetation. Beyond
this, the edge of a forest—more likely a jungle—of tall
palm-like trees. This stretched away to right and left of
Messenger’s view without a break. Swinging the camera
around to face the opposite semicircle, he saw the steep
hiliside. There were tumbled boulders at its foot, near the
transporter itself ; a few fern-leafed trees on the lower
slopes. The open areas of ground appeared to be sandy ; he
could see how the wind swept eddies of yellow dust off the
surface. But there was no sign of life of any kind. No bird
flickered or flapped above the tree tops. Nothing crawled,
walked or hopped over the arid soil. But Messenger was
convinced that the location was right ; fossil remains of the
Cynodontia were most common in the Karroo Sandstone
formation of South Africa.

He waited. :

Within ten minutes he had spotted his first Triassic
creature—an armour-headed reptile that waddled slowly
out of the jungle; an amphibian, for water dripped from
its scaly sides. There was probably a pool or swamp con-
cealed behind the trees. Messenger kept the video camera
running continuously, determined to secure a complete
film record. He made up a snack lunch and ate it before
the screen, dropping his fork occasionally to grab a pencil
and make notes. And he was kept busy: several small
Cynodonts turned up soon after the armour-headed
creature had vanished into the trees again.

Some time later he was watching a small creature, some-
thing like a lizard or iguana. It scuttled out from behind a
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rock and dodged into a tuft of spear-like grasses. Messen-
ger lest it after a while, but almost immediately another
lizard of the same type jerked across the sand and began
sending up scurries of yellow dust as it poked about.
Messenger became intrigued by the darting creature and
began making a quick sketch of it. “There, that’s the head
~—yes, a bit like an iguana—scaly back, bluish brown
colouring. Let’s have a look at those feet ... um, yes...”

A dark shape lunged across the screen. The little lizard
seemed to turn a somersault and shoot out of view. “What
the hell!” said Messenger and turned the tracking knob.
What he saw made him tremble with excitement.

Cynognathus.

The beast filled the centre of the screen. This was the
real thing, and a big fellow, too—a six-footer at least.
Messenger’s mind grappled with impressions. A long, low
body, scaly like a crocodile, a huge thick tail tapering to a
point that brushed the ground, short stumpy scale-covered
legs with huge claws pressed into the sand, a small wedge-
shaped dog-like head, red pin-point eyes. The mouth—
Messenger shuddered a little—was champing on the re-
mains of the lizard. The canine teeth were all too obvious.

Almost bemused, Messenger stared at the reptile, saw
the lizard finished off, saw Cynog turn its ugly head so
that its features were fully seen in all their repulsiveness.
Then it moved slowly out of view.

Messenger pulled himself together and cursed, his
fingers reaching for the tracking knob. Good! Cynog was
in full view again, ambling across the sand, stili well out
in the open with the dark background of the forest beyond.
Messenger tracked the creature diligently. Now the hiliside
came into view. Cynog was apparently moving around the
transporter and probably aware of its presence, for
occasionally it turned its head so that it appeared to be
staring directly at Messenger.

“What a fantastic brute!” Messenger—he had forgotten
the eaten lizard now—could not help admiring the creature.
With a bubbling enthusiasm, he told himself that he was a
lucky man. The Chrono Department hadn’t ceased to em-
phasise that he might see nothing worth seeing, that they
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couldn’t guarantee a thing. But now Messenger feit he
could cheerfully forgive thém all the red tape he had
endured.

- Damn! The reptile had vanished again. The hillside with
its piled boulders was still on the screen, but no Cynog.
* “Messenger moved the tracking knob slowly, all the way

round, until he faced the jungle backcloth. Still no Cynog.
“ Then back again slowly to the hillside. Ah! There he was,
half hidden behind a cluster of rocks. Messenger’s fingers
tightened on the control. Then Cynog moved completely
out of sight behind the rocks. For a full minute Messenger
trained” the camera on the spot, but the reptile stayed
hidden.
It was at this point that Messenger decided to go outside.
It was, he knew, perfectly safe to do so. And he had good
rcasons. It was not enough to say he had seen a perfect
specimen-of Cynognathus ; he wanted to be able te say he
“had seen it with his own eyes, not with those of the camera.
- And he wanted a reasonable estimate of its size, a befter
~one than the screen could give. Moreover, he realized, he
wanted to see, smell and expenience that raw prehistoric
day outside.

Preparations were simple enough. Leaving the camera
pointed to the rock cluster, and glancing at the screen from
time to time, he slipped on the emergency pack provided,
and strapped on the powerful handgun that was more than
- capable of stopping Tyrammosaurus or Diplodocus, let
alone the comparatively small Cynog.

Determined- though he was, Messenger now became
aware of his nervousness as he looked again at the scene
on the screen. Was Cynog asleep behind those rocks, or
had he slipped away? There had been no movement since
-+ the creature had vanished, although Messenger had spotted
one or two small reptiles moving slowly together far over
oa the hillside. He moved to the console and poised his
- kand over the button that would set the exit doors sliding
apart. He hesitated-—then jabbed his finger down on the
button.

The air was very hot; the sun blinding, Messenger stood
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in the:open doorway, glancing nervously about him. He:
had emerged with the cluster of rocks almost exactly ahead
of kim, and the scene was exactly as he-had seen it on the
screen. But out here there was no automatic air-condition~
ing; it 'was hot, almost unbearably hot, even half in the-
shelter of the doorway. Messenger screwed up his eyes
against the glare and stepped gingerly on to the ochrous -
dust of Triassic Africa. The silence astounded him ; there
came to his ears only the faint rustle of leaves in the mild -
breeze and the shuffle of his-booted feet in the dust.

It struck him suddenly that he had not the least idea
what he intended to do. Suppose that Cynog-was indeed
behind those rocks? And suppose-that -the creature made -
an attack on -him? Messenger had the handgun; but that;:
as hiz 'well knew, was for use only in an emergency, in self-
defenge. Killing Cynog was just about the last thing he+
weuld have thought of. He hoped the creature was behind
the rocks and asleep; that way, he-could have a good lcok,
preferably while unobserved.- That would satisfy him,

His hand on the butt of the gun, he crept slowly towards -
the rocks, now only a few yards away. It was heavy going
because of his protective suit and boots, but he made it at-
last, The central rock was almost as tall as himself; on .

_either side of it was-a clutter of smaller boulders. Ner=
vously, his hand still on the gun, heedged closer to the tall
rock, flattened himself against it. For a moment he stood
there, hardly daring to move further. Then he straightened
and craned forward.

Nothing. There was nothing there. Cynog was gone, and
prebably gone for good. -

The - tension broken, Messenger swore. He was deter-
mined now to get one last look at Cyneg if it were humanily -
possible. He scanned the rocky hillside that rose-up before -
him, but there was no sign of life of any kind-—no, he was -
wrong, something had moved over to the deft . . . but it
was only another of the lizard-like creatures.

Messenger turned. The sun’s high position in the sky *
suddenly reminded him of the time. He was about to look
at his watch when he became aware of something ahead of -
him. Something lying on the ground, maybe ten-yards -
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away. Messenger blinked. The sun was in his eyes. He put
up his hand to shield them.

Then he went cold with fright. Cynognathus was
crouched on the ground, his snarling mouth half open, his
pin-point eyes directed at Messenger. A few yards behind
the creature stood the transporter, incongruous against the
background of untamed jungle.

Messenger was a quiet man, unused to violence, unused,
in fact, to anything requiring physical action. Now he be-
gan to tremble while his mind struggled against panic. He
could make no guess at Cynog’s intentions, but the creature
was a carnivore—the eaten lizard flashed across his mind.
Messenger put a quivering hand on the gun and slowly
drew it from the holster. At the same time he began to
back away, his left hand feeling for the rock which a short
while ago had sheltered the reptile. His feet stumbling
against the stones, he edged towards the side of the rock
pile, not letting his gaze shift from the still snarling face of
Cynog. Then, with a deft movement, he swung himself
around and got behind the boulders.

Cynog rose and came slowly forward. His mouth opened
and a kind of rumbling grunt came from it. Messenger
tensed himself and poked the gun over the chest-high rock,
but the barrel was trembling like a wand. If he fired and
missed—by god!—he might hit the transporter, immedi-
ately behind the creature. He dared not risk causing any
damage to the transporter.

Cynog still came forward, very slowly. Messenger could
see the clawed feet whisking up the dust.

He glanced quickly behind him. There was another pile
of rocks a short way up the hillside, about twenty yards
off. With a hasty glance at the still advancing Cynog,
Messenger made up his mind to run for it. He turned and
pelted for the rocks—faster than he had thought possible
in the heavy suit and the thick boots. Gasping, the sweat
streaming down his face and into his eyes, he flung himself
behind the rocks.

Cynog had come a short way farther and then stopped.

The reptile was now looking towards him but making no
movement.
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‘Sweating and trembling, Messenger again pointed the
gun. If Cynog came after him now, he could blast away
without danger to the transporter, which was still visible
but no longer in the line of fire. It occurred to him that he
might even now send a blast over the reptile’s head and
scare him off for good. But as his finger moved over the
button, Messenger decided to wait. He was in no danger
for the moment, and he was having a damn good look at
Cynognathus—he might as well carry on being a scientist
and observe while the going was good. Still panting, he
took stock of Cynog’s size. The reptile was nearer seven
foot in length, he decided, maybe a little more . . .

Suddenly Cynog swung round and began to amble off in
the opposite direction. Now that his fright was over,
Messenger didn’t know whether to 'be relieved or dis-
appointed—a little of both, perhaps. Scared of a weak-
kneed palaeontologist, he told himself, craning his neck to
see where the creature was going. But the first pile of rocks
was' obstructing his view again. He could just sce Cynog’s
huge tail disappearing behind the boulders.

Messenger emerged cautiously from ‘behind the rocks
and began to move slowly down the hill, his gun at the
ready. But now Cynog had vanished again. Still keeping
‘his eyes on the spot where he had last seen the reptile,
Messenger moved stealthily down until he was back again
by the first rock pile. There were a number of boulders
scattered around here; Cynog might have crept behind
any one of them. Messenger paused, then began to tread
carefully about among the boulders, the gun stxll in his
hand, his finger on the button.

Soon he had covered most of the ground within a short
distance of the tramsporter, and he had a feeling now that
‘he had seen the last of Cynog. He sat down on a low
boulder facing towards the jungle and watched the fronded
tree-tops moving lazily in the hot breeze. But there was
now something nagging at the back of his mind. Some-
thing he had forgotten, that he ought not forget. He
squinted up at the high sun—and in a sudden wave of
panic, he remembered . . .

The time! The time!
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He hadn’t realized just how long he had been dodging
around these rocks in this blinding heat, chasing that
damned Cynog. The most elementary precaution of all, and
he’d forgotten it. He stumbled to his feet, fumbled at his
sleeve, pulled back the cuff and stared at his watch. The
face seemed to dance before his eyes.

Fifteen seconds to 12 o’clock.

Fifteen seconds. Now his feet seemed leaden; he was
trembling again and soaked with sweat. He raised his eyes
and saw the transporter, barely fifty yards away. It seemed
to be shimmering in heat haze—or was it just that the
sweat was trickling into his eyes and fogging his vision?
He stumbled forward, his feet kicking against the stones,
sending up showers of dust. His heart was thumping like a
“drum

Inside the transporter, a tiny green light winked .en the
console. The clock in the centre of the panel registered 12
noon. There came a soft sighing sound, and the oblong of

-brilliant sunlight that illuminated the circular room sud-
denly narrowed and vanished as the doors slid out from
the walls and clicked together.

Messenger had stumbled and fallen within a few yards
of the doorway. He lay sprawled in the yellow dust, his
fingers clawing at the ground.

Inside the Dome, the transporter settled on its ramp. A
group of technicians moved forward, the Director ameng
them. He always made a point of personally welcoming
back the distinguished Back Travellers. As the doors re-
mained closed, he signalled to a technician to operateithe
outside control. It was not uncommon for Back Travellers
to asrive back sound asleep.

This one was.

Cynognathus, dog-toothed reptuhan beast, lay sprawled
on the softly-cushioned divan, a dribble of saliva hangiag
from his jaws, his huge tail draped over the edge.

It was easily the most comfortable cave he had ever
found.

—DOUGLAS DAVIS
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THE EMPATHY
MACHINE

by Langdon Jones

The face that looked back at him from the shaving
mirror was alive. All over the face, tiny muscles twitched.
There were deep lines scored across the twitching forehead
below the silver-streaked hair, and more lines radiated
down from the bottom of the nose to branch out round
the tightly closed mouth. There were little nests of lines
coming from the corners of the eyes, and with every twitch
they jerked in a little sympathetic motion.

It was a perfectly ordinary twenty-first century face.

It was a lean face, a face that seemed to be marked by
a perpetual hunger. The eyes were deep set, and glowed
with a strange, inner light, like a madman’s eyes. With
every twitch, the face held for a second, the lopsided
grin of the idiot, before it relaxed again. The face,
strangely enough, looked no different from the way it had:
looked yesterday. Even though this terrible, earth-shaking
resolve had finally been reached, there was no difference.
The face was the same one that had always looked out at

Making up his mind to kill his wife had made him look
no different at-all.

He was the same twitching Henry Ronson that he'd
always been. The change in his mind was well hidden by
the layers ‘of jerking tissue.

Sudderily the surface of the mirror became a mass of
oily -eolours, and then resolved into the smaller image of
another man.

“I smoke Pop panatellas,” he said. “Do you smoke
Pop panatellas? You should smoke Pop panatellas, Why
dom’t you smoke Pop panatellas? Why don’t yor smoke
Pop - panatellas?” The man blew a puff of smoke which
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filled the mirror. “I smoke Pop panatellas for peace—
calm—happiness.” The smoke cleared, showing a peace-
ful pastoral scene, while soft banks of violins shimmered
in the wood-smoke, sunset air. “You need to smoke Pop

panatellas too, like me . . . Enjoy your moments of peace,
like me . . .”
Ronson’s twitch grew a little worse. “Peace . . .” he said

quietly. BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM!
BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM!
BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM!

B A M !

A softly seductive face filled the mirror.

“Are you a—man?” the girl whispered. She gave a soft
little moué, which somehow gave the impression of strange
hungers, and a strange mixture of desire and satiation.

“Then you shave with Shavicream?” she said, licking her
lips wetly. Then she moved back suddenly, an expression
of surprise on her face. “No? NO?” She didn’t say another
word, but turned and walked away. As she walked she
suddenly made a disgusting noise, and- before his eyes
dissolved into an old hag, hobbling away.

He felt suddenly sick. There were six more coms to
wait before he could have his mirror for completing his
shave, and he decided that it wasn’t worth the wait, He
wiped the cream from his face, trusting that he had
covered his face properly. Then he turned and walked
towards the bathroom door.

3 It dzidsn"t open.

“Oh, Christ!” he said.

A trio of tiny high voices came from the door.

“Check my relays,” sang the door. “Check my relays,
check my relays,
check my relays,
and fit Price’s,
and fit Price’s,
and fit Price’s,
and fit Price’s,
and fit Price’s.”

The house suddenly rumbled as a rocket strained up
from the nearby drome. The door swung open, condescend-
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ing to let him through. He strode into the other room, his
stomach tense. He pushed his hair back nervously, then
sat in one of the small armchairs, Immediately the chair
began to rock backwards and forwards. He braced his
feet on the floor, knowing it was hopeless, and the chair
continued to rock.

“Oh stop it! For Christ’s sake!”

He leapt to his feet, and then sat on one of the smaller
chalirs. Suddenly the wall screen flared with light. He cried
out, and covered his eyes. The flare died into a picture.
It was a woman; not seductive this time, but efficient.
As she spoke, certain words were flashed onto the screen
as she said them.

“Ladies,” she said, “have you tried Esstees? You'll
agree with me that they’re the best there is. And don’t
forget, when the Famly Doktor comes round, all you.
have to do is say why you like Esstees and answer a
simple . . .”

“Oh Jesus,” he said, “I'm in hell. I’ve sinned and died,
and I've gone to hell with all the other damned souls. I'm
here for eternity. I've got this for ever.” Suddenly a chime
announced the return of his own, personal Tormenting
Demon. A ball of rage rose within him ; his fists clenched,
his stomach lurched.

“....and you will agree that Esstees are the best there
is!”

The shoe caught the woman right in the mouth, and the
picture broke up as the wall screen shattered. Slivers of
screen slid down the walls, and smoke drifted lazily up
from the wreckage.

“The best what, for Christ’s sake? The best what?”

He was trembling as he sat back in the chair.

At least he had the satisfaction of limagining a slightly
reproachful look in the efficient woman’s eye as she had
broken apart. He hoped that the satisfaction of that would
last him through the next ordeal.

“Henry!” came the voice of his wife; his dear, fat,
loving wife. “Henry, what have you done?”

“I should think that’s perfectly obvious. Even to you.
His teeth gritted as he spoke.
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As he had speken; his wife had walked into the room;
and she now stood, bewildered.

“There was this woman,” he said, “and I got her right in
the ‘mouth with my shoe.”

Marian walked across the room, and looked down at
the wreckage with disbelieving eyes. She sniffed.

“Oh no,” he thought, “For God’s sake don’t cry. I
swear-I won’t be able to stand it if you cry.”

His' wife had the capacity for crying often and: easily.
She 'was one of those women who cry with reproach, a
martyred look in their tear-filled eyes. Every time she eried,
Ronsen hated her all the more.

She didn’t cry, however. She looked up with brmmng‘
eyes ithat never quite spilled over.

“Think of the money, Henry,” she said qmetl'y, “and
look at the mess.” She looked up at the black recess in
the wall, filled with the silver traceries of the circuit, -
where the screen had been.

“Oh Henry,” she said, “my lovely wall-screen.”

“It was worth the money. Just to get that wemaa in
the mouth. And when the police come round to find out
why our screen is not operating, well we had a Hhiftle
accident.”

“Yes, Henry,” she said, and she got down on her knees
and began to clear up the fluoroglass.

“Yes, Henry,” he mimicked, viciously. He came out
of his seat and grabbed her by the shoulders, almost
shaking her in his intensity. “Is that all you can say?
Haven't you got any fight left in you at all?” She said
nothing, just looked at the floor. He pushed her away,
then turned and strode from the room. He went to his
bedroom and sat down on the bed. He was a fool.: Why
did ‘he always have to take the bait? She had him just
where she wanted him. Her~ docile approach was" cal-
culated—correctly—to inflame him. She knew it and he
knew it. It was a gambit that couldn’t be broken. How could
one 'win against passivity and tears? He knew that he'd
have to go back ‘and apologise, and he could bitterly
imagine her smugness -when she realised she’d won again.
Worst of all, these scenes had no cathartic -effect at all..
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- Painn was still spearing his stomach ; his face was still
twiitching.
Marian’s digestion was fine ; so was her face, save for
the ésolated blemish ; she loved the coms and the noise and
- the frenetic competitive hurry. She was insane. And he
had to apologise to her. Still, he would grant her this
apology as one grants a cigarette to a condemned man.
He would avenge all the apologies, all the humiliations
in one burst of cathartic, destructive frenzy. She would
die ; what was one apology more or less?
As he walked back into the room he was almost jaunty.
“I'm sorry, honey,” he said, “I don’t know what’s been
coming over me lately.”
He put his hand on her shoulder, and she reached up
her hands and clasped it, still on her knees.
“That’s all right, darling,” she said, “we both geally
need this holiday.” s
“Yes,” he said, “it will be good to get away to Mars;
away from this bustle for a while.”
For that was where the deed was to be done. Out on the
~great uncharted deserts of Mars. The planet had been
colonised, if one could call a large dome a colony, but
thexe were still vast areas of desert which were unchasted
and unexplored. It would be a long time before the
body of Marian would be found. There were, he had
heard, little patches of soft sand, and if one stepped oa
_them, one would sink as if they were water. All he had
ta say was that Marian had wandered off and disappeared.
As far as they would be concerned, Marian would be
bunied beneath the soft sand, Well, so she would, but she
wouldn’t be buried very far. Just far enough to make her
déscovery long enough delayed.
“It sounds_so romantic!” she breathed, and he started,
aad felt a guilty flush spread over his face.
“Yes,” he agreed, “it-will be wonderful”
Marian spoke again.
“It will be just like a second honey—" thm she abruptly

-stopped. His mind flashed for something to say to break
sise heavy silence.
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~*Yes,” he said, “it will be very nice. Expensive, but
worth it. Definitely worth it.”

-~ A-face appeared on a screen by the door; a glamorous
female face.

“Someone at the door,” sighed the doorbelle, “Use
Price’s relays.”

- Ronson turned from his wife, and made for the door
He passed his hand over the release catch, and the door
slid open. Outside stood two policemen.

“Mr. Ronson?” asked one of the policemen. His heart
pounded in his ears with a kind of premature guilt.

“Yes.”

“We notice that your wall screen isn’t functioning, sir.”

Romnson breathed a sigh of relief. For a moment he had
almost expected one of them to say, “We hear that you are
planning to kill your wife.”

“Er—no. No, it’s not. We had a little accident.”

One of the policemen indicated something to the other
with his truncheon, pointing it down towards Ronson’s
feet. He looked down and with horror saw that he hadn’t
yet put on his shoe. The policemen both walked forward,
forcing him to retreat down the hall. His thoughts were
whirling.

“I bet the little bitch deliberately leaves my shoe in
the wreckage!” he thought desperately to himself, knowing
that she would. Oh hell! What a situation.

One of the policemen roughly pushed him into the room.
Marian was now standing in the centre of the room, And
thére—and there lin a conspicuous position in the centre
of the wreckage was his shoe. The bitch!

“““All right, lady,” said one of the cops, “get out of here,”
and he pushed her roughly into one of the bedreoms.
Ronson felt sick with fear. It was no use trying to fight the
cops. They had absolute power. You do what the cops. tell
you."You don’t argue. Not unless you want to be beaten
up or killed. The cops never came round on their -
own. There were always two of them. They always
carried truncheons and guns,

One of the cops walked across to the wreckage, pre-
tending not to see‘the shoe.
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“Oh dear, sir,” he said, “you have had an accideat,
haven't you? A most unfortunate accident. Oh, what an
accident, indeed.” He pushed at the fluoroglass with his
foot, and shook his head sadly. “Still,” he continued, ‘it’s
lucky that it was an accident, otherwise you would have
been in trouble.”

“Maybe,” thought Ronson wildly, “maybe he hasn’t sesn
the shoe!”

But as the wild hope flared, the cop bent down and
picked up the shoe.

He walked up to Ronson.

“All right,” he said, “you deliberately smashed that
screen, didn’t you?” :

The bitch! He would get her for this!

“No,” he said, shakily, “no, I didn’t.”

“You smashed it, didn’t you?”

‘6N0.”

“Yes, you did.”

“No I didnt.”

“Is it your shoe?”

GSYes.Q’

“How did it get there?”

“Well, I—>

“You threw it, didn’t you?”

“No.”

The policeman suddenly grabbed the front of Ronson’s
coat, and lifted his fist painfully.

“Don’t mess about with me!”

Ronson stayed where he was, not saying anything. He
remembered the advice of friends, “the more you fight, the
more you'll get hurt; they cant fight someone lying on
the floor, they’ll just kick a few times and then lose
interest.” “For God’s sake never hit them back. The ones
that die ; those are the ones that hit them back.”

Suddenly the first policeman released his grip en
Ronson’s coat. He looked across at the other one.

“You know what, Joe?” he said, elaborately and slowly.

“What?”

“I think this guy did it.”

“Tut-tut.”
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“We can’t prove anything, thotigh. We can’t prowve it
wasn’t an accident. He's geing to walk around unpunished
for «this. I think that’s bad.”

“Unpunished criminals walking about the place,” said
the other policeman.

Suddenly the first one whirled, and his fist crashed into
Ronson’s stomach, filling him with white pain. He struggled
instinctively to keep upright, to ward off any attack. The
policeman in front of him was getting out his truncheon.
It was nearly two feet long, and was made of shining
ebony. He heard strange noises, and realised that ¢hey
were: coming from him, as he gasped to take a breath. He
felt cold sweat running down his face. The policeman
turned to look at him, and leisurely raised his truncheon
above his head. :

There was a sudden high-pitched whistle. The policerman
brought the truncheon down half-heartedly, and it glanced
~“fromn Ronson’s head and hit his shoulder, sending him -
sprawling to the floor. The policeman picked a slim {ube
out of his pocket and inserted it into his ear. The whistling
stopped. He listened for a while, then motioned to- the
other cop, and they both walked out of the apartment,
teaving Ronson lying there on the floor. When he heard
the cops finally go, he painfully clambered to his feet. He
- felt a little stream of blood trickling down the side of his
face. He bent almost double with the pain in his. stomach.

Suddenly he felt his wife’s arm around his shoulders.
He felt genuine fear, wondering what she would do-while
he-was thus unprotected, But she did nothing, probably
because two attempts at murder in five minutes would be
teo much of a coincidence. Instead she just murmured into
his ear; and he looked round to see tears in her eyes, and
spilling a little down her cheeks. “You goddam murdering
- bitch!” he wanted to say. But his voice was not there any
- mere ; now it was all he could do to draw a breath.
“Murderess!” he gasped ; but it just came out as a grunt.
“Yes darling,” she said.

Later that night in his bedroom, he felt lonely. He
felt like being with Sheila. She was a sweet girl, Sheila.
She was unintelligent, and her emotions were all of the
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most superficial, but she could give him what he had
never had from Marian. She would respond {o him; she
would love him, And if it was only love of a most limited
kind, at least it was love. At least, she used to make him
feel like a man. Marian had never been a real woman,
from the time they had first married. It was strange,
really ; he was sure that Marian did love him, dn her
own way.

He knew though, that the only reason that Marian
married him was because of the apartment. This three-
roomed apartment represented his fortune: not a very
great fortune, but a fortune nonetheless. Marian had been
poor ; she had been raised in a community home. From a
life of fifty people to a small hall, a three-roomed apart-
ment just for the two of them was undreamed luxury to
her. As it would have been to most people. She probably
used to dream about a one-room 8 X 8 cell, in the gigantic
honeycomb of the city. Just enough room for a bed and
a cooker. And she had ended up here, in this luxury. A
thres-room apartment with carpets and automatic doors,
and its own toilet. All of which she would get when he
died.

_She had tried at first to be subtle. To urge him closer
_and closer towards suicide. Everything that he had done,
she had tried to frustrate. In fact her coldness might

_just have been another thing like this. Still, it didn’t
metter ; now he had Sheila he didn’t go to her at night.
_She had failed. He didn’t kill himself. He had suffered too
much from the society as it was; the little added things
counted for nothing. And so now she had descended to
“more direct means, It was obvious that she had left his
shoe in the wreckage deliberately, hoping that he would
be killed by the police. With a shock, he realised that now
he was fighting for his own survival. But, with some satis-
faction, he remembered that the fight would soon be over.

* The wall clock suddenly chimed: —

“It’s midnight dead,
it’s midnight dead,
not asleep yet?
not asleep yet?
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Stay in bed,
stay in bed,
with sleepihed,
with sleepihed,
sleepihed!

As he walked from the air-lock, Henry Ronson felt
supremely happy. There had been a few coms on the
rocket, but at least they had been in tolerable quamtities.
Marian linked her arm in his as they walked down the
ramp. He found that the discomfort, and the hissing sound
of the nose unit, was disconcerting, but he guessed thdt he
would soon get used to it. The gravity, after his period
in free-fall, seemed almost normal, and apart from that it
might just have been a cold day at home. But what caused
themn both to gasp in amazement was the wide space of
the desert, that stretched in its flatness for miles around
- them. For a moment they both felt panic; as city-dwellers
the longest distance they were used to was the length of the
unit halls, no more than a hundred yards. For a moment
they both felt as though they were drowning in the vast-
ness of it all ; they felt insecure, as if they would suddenly
fall. But slowly the feeling passed, and they were able to
look at the scenery more objectively. The desert rolled
gently to the horizon. There were some hills, but they
were gentle and rounded. The sand was multicoloured, It
was mainly red, with yellow streaks, but here and there
were patches of green and blue. Despite the coldness of the
air, everything gave a terrific impression of—dryness. One
could sense that this was a parched land. The sand was
soft and dry, the air felt sterile and dead. But it was not
as depressing as Henry might have expected. It was dead,
but in its deadness it had gained a new kind of beauty. It
was the clean, graceful beauty of the skeleton, as opposed to
the softness of the flesh. The soft redness of the sand was
beautiful ; the rounded, dead hills were beautiful, like the
dead breasts of a marble statue. It was a timeless land,
and it was all his to explore.

“It’s pretty, isn’t it?” said Marian, and he looked down
with a start at his wife; for a moment he had forgotten
her. Yes, he felt that Mars was going to be a friend.
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“Here is the vehicle,” said the attendant, “No. 23. It’s:
giving out a constant signal, so we shall be able to check
up on where you are all the time. And remember, check
the sand each time before you step out. There are gquite
a lot of dangerous spots about here.”

“You hear that, honey?” Ronson said to Marian. Then
he turned to the attendant. “She’s always doing silly
things.” Not true, but Marian didn’t say anything. That
was good; he could just imagine it at the inquest. k
would be one of those little touches that are tunbiy
convincing. :

He put the little bag of provisions in the back of the
car, and pressed a tip into the ready hand of the attendant.
Then he helped Marian into her seat, then stepped over the
edge of the oval-shaped car and into the driving seat. He
pressed the starting button, and with a whine, the car
jerked, then rose smoothly. Now it was even more like a
boat as it rode its air cushion, and it bobbed a little: as
he shifted his weight in the seat. He felt like ironically
humming something about Davy Jones, but knew ne
shanties that would apply. It would be rather a pretentious
touch anyway. He pressed his foot gently on the accelera-
tor, and the craft moved forward slowly into the air leck.
As soon as the door closed behind him, the one in front
began to open, and as he moved the car forward, out. of
the dome and into the Martian air, their nose-units began
their hissing again.

He pressed his foot down even harder, and soon ehe
craft was skimming across the sand at a tremendous rate.
Behind them was a giant dust-cloud that had been left
by their passing, and the dome was already hidden in the
dust.

“Oh boy,” he cried, “It’s so good to get away frem

12

those damn coms! :
“I don’t mind them,” said Marian, “in fact I miss shem
in a way.”
Marian was not like him. She was a born city-dweller.

She had been brainwashed from childhood, and she
belonged to the city. Here she was like a fish out of water,
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and the thought caused him a malicious gleam of pleasure.
He wasn’t like her. His mind had been sharpened by the
years of struggle to attain his position. Although he

. suffered, at least his mind was his own, It was strange ;

people in the city seemed to be divided into two groups.

_Those like Marian and those like him. Every year there

seemed to be more and more like Marian, with their
waworried faces, and their cemplacent expressions. He
wondered just how long it would be before the City
swallowed up all human thought, and was inhabited by
mindless shells in the shape of people.

“Where are we going?”’ called Marian,

“I don’'t know where you're going, dear,” he mutiered.

“Pardon?”

He indicated a hill on the horizon. “We'll head for
thope,” he said, “that looks interesting. It shouldn't take us

- too long to get there.” And he pushed the pedal down to

~its fullest extent, and the car skimmed even more swiftly

towairds the hill. He feit a great exhilaration as the car
sped on its way, and he felt down in his left hand pocket,
to check on the cool smoothness of the gun. As he fondled
the weapon he looked up at his wife’s face. She was
clearly enjoying the ride; there was a smile on her face,
and her eyes were half-closed with the pleasure of the

‘speed. “Enjoy it,” he thought, “enjoy it for all you're

worth,” and he curled his finger lightly around the trigger.
She had put on a lot of weight since they had marsied, and
mnow her face was rounded and puffy. The fiesh had

X swamped her bones, and with the pinkness of her skin, she
. looked as if she had been fashioned out of some plastic.

" He felt that were he to lean over and touch her chin, it

o

wiould be hard and smooth, and it would have plastic
stimdness. She ate enormously and indiscriminately, and

’ :as a result, her forehead was dotted by little bright red
" pisaples. God, what did 1 ever see in you! he thought. But

e hair was the same ; naturally fair, it hung softly down
the back of her neck. He wished that the car didn’t have a

. wandshield ; he would have liked to have seen it streaming

out behind her.
Her figure too, despite its plumpness, still had some
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measure of grace, and sometimes, watching her, he could
stifl feel some degree of animal desire. It was alveays
unexpected, and always annoying, as he knew that she
would never be able to completely satisfy that desire. It
was strange ; during their courtship, she had been warm
and passionate ; too much so really. On many occasions
they had tottered on the brink of love, and had parted
trembling and unhappy. He wondered what would have
happened if they had made love before they were magried.
Would they have got away with it? Imagine being sent to
prison for the sake of loving that! He remembered how,
at the time, the law had secemed so unfair. He wondered
just how many couples had taken the risk. Tt was a thought
that made him shudder at the sheer evilmess of i all.
Now he could see the reason for the law. Imagine couples
copulating freely, whether they intended marriage or not.
He drew his thoughts delicately away from the subject.
Sheila now, she was different, She was there to fill 'a seed
that could not be filled by his wife. Making fove to. Sheila
was legal, for was it not necessary to his own well-being?
In fact vhen he returned, he would marry Sheila, if he
could get a permit. He would marry her for, with fis
wife dead, their relationship would automatically become
illegal. It was either that, or resign himself to celibacy.
Things would certainly be different with his wife dead. ¥e
hopeddesperatelythathewmﬂdbeablewgetapem
Somehow he just couldn’t visualise celibacy. =~ -

He drew his eyes back to the windscreen. They were
now almost at the hills. He noticed with surprisc ibat
here and there were a few scrubby bushes. Life of aay
sort was something he just hadn’t expected to see here,
and he wondered just how much those bushes had beem
forced to adapt, that they might cling to a last renmm
of life, How many hundreds of feet did their roots eﬂmd
down, to find traces of water?

As the hill rapidly approached, he gently eased &he

pressure on the pedal. and the car gently began to siow.

- He saw a little plateau, a small platform below a great

cleft in the hill, and he banked the car up on the first rise.

Round the car went, following the gentle line of the hiil,
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uatil he levelled it out on the plateau itself, and brought
it to & gentle halt.

The hill, he now saw, was of a completely different shape
from its appearamnce at the dome. A gigantic “V” was cut
out of the centre ; a cleft more than a valley, so that the
sides were almost two hills. The cleft didn’t quite meet
at the bottom, and there was a black area extending across,
in which could be seen vague details of something below.
He looked back the way they had come, and near the
horizen he saw the dome, a tiny silver bubble.

He suddenly looked at his wife, as she strained across,
tryiag to see something. He fingered the gun. Should he
do it now, or would he give her a little while longer?

“Look!” came his wife’s astonished whisper, and he
lecked in the direction she was watching. For a moment
nothing registered, but then he saw it.

It was its size that had made him miss it. It was big, and
neither of them had consciously looked at it. If they had
seen it out of the corner of their eyes, they would not have
realised how incredible it was. On Earth it would have
been normal. Here it was impossible.

It was a spire; a white stone spire, and it came up
through the black fissure in the ground to tower at least
fifty feet in the air, between the hillsides. It was very
sk, and it looked delicate and fragile. It was obviously
artificial, and yet somehow—different. In the instant he
saw #t, he knew that, however incredible it seemed, that
spire bad not been raised by Earth hands. He suddenly
feit a cold fear wash down his spine.

“Oh God,” he said, “what have we found?”

They both stared for a full five minutes at the spire,
as if mesmerised, neither of them speaking. Suddenly
Roason turned to his wife.

“We've got to go down there,” he said.

Manian looked round at him wildly.

“No!” she said, fear in her eyes, “we can’t. Let’s go
back and tell them at the dome.”

“Don’t you realise?” he said impatiently, “if we tell
them we shall never see this place again? They’ll come
out here and seal it off, and all we shall ever see will be
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photographs? Can’t you see the opportunity we have?
Don’t you realise what this is?”

“Oh, Henry,” she wailed, “I cant; I'm soared'”

“Well, I'll go down alone, then.”

“No!” she cried; as he walked away from her, towards
the near edge of the cleft. As he strained down, trying
to see into the blackness, he heard her scramble up and
arrive beside him. Without a word he stood up, and began
to walk along the edge of the cleft. At this end of the
cleft there was no overhang, but the walls dropped straight
down, and it was impossible to get down there without
ropes, But as he walked along, he suddenly found a place
that. seemed a lot more accessible. At some time in the
distant past there had been a rockfall over the edge of
the cleft. Rocks and boulders were piled up, right up to
the edge, and sloped their way down into the darkness,
providing, almost, a natural staircase. He swung himself
off the edge, and found his footing on the top of ‘the
giant rock-pile. Then he began the long climb down, test-
ing each rock before he put his foot on it, and gingerly
stepping down and backwards, Marian scrambled ungrace-
fully over the top, and began to follow him, climbing down
better than he would have expected. The going got easier
and easier as the slope levelled out, and soon the incline
had. levelled to such an extent that he was able to stop
and get to his feet. As he waited for Marian to catch up,
he turned, and tried to see what was a little distance below,
on the bottom of the cleft. However, it was still too dim
to be able to make out anything. He looked upwards then,
and saw the narrow strip of dazzling light that was the
sky. He could see, then, that what they were in was almost .
a vast underground chamber. It stretched away a long
distance on either side of the strip of light. He drew his
eyes away from the light, so that they might become
accustomed to the dimness and, as he heard Marian
scrambling after him, began walking carefully down the
rocky slope.

As he got lower and lower, so more and more became
visible. He felt a thrill of excitement as suddenly he began
to make out the dim, bleached outlines of more buildings.
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Hew big was: this place? As he got still lower, the reatisa-
tion graduaily dawned on him that there was a complete
underground community. He could see hundreds of vague,
spectral buildings in the dim light that filtered down, but
mo details were visible at all. Soon he had got to rooftop
level. The nearest buildings had been ruined by the rock
fall, but here and there, spider traceries hung in the air;
curved, delicate buttresses soared; thin, curved walls
stoed delicately.
: “What have we found?” he whispered, and his voice was
lest in the vastness of the cavern. Soon he arrived at the
boitom of the fall, and found himself up against one of
the walls. He stretched out a cautious hand to touch it. It
felt like bone china beneath his hand. Marian came up
beside him in a flurry of stones.
“©h loek at it!” he cried, “A genuine Martian city! I
weonder how many millions of years it has been here.”
As his eyes became meore and more accustomed to the
d@m light, so he was able to see more and more clearly,
until; after a few moments, it was almost like being in a
dim: day back on Earth. He moved on, round the ruined
wall. He came face to face with what had obviously been
#ive main highway through the community. It was wide,
and if stretched at least two miles, right to the other end
of the city. At the far end could be seen the bottom of the
spire;, much thicker, and tapering as it went towards the
ceiling of the cavern. Here and there a little wreckage was
lying about on the road; which was lined by buildings.
They began to walk forward, as if dazed, away from
tho ruined buildings of the rock-fall, and towards the
centre of the city. As they walked, so the buildings on
gither side of the road became more and more complete,
until i was possible to: get quite a clear idea of what they
had origimally looked like. It was easy to see that no two
buildings had looked alike; although they were all delicate
amd tall. Some had been supported on struts, like thin bone
fingers ; some had gently curving walis, others were flat;
some had arches and gracile bridges, others were flat-
fentured and textured: Ower all there was. an essence of
wmaelessness that stiffed the lungs and turned the bleed
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into thickness and slowness. One sensed that these build-
ings had been here an eternity, an unimaginable period of
time. It was as if a mountain of millenia were pressing
down, suffocating. There was so much time locked up here,
that it was as if the sense of time had disappeared alto-
gether, and one moment merged soundlessly with the next.

The sounds of their footsteps were rude in this vaulted
mausoleum, and as they walked, they unconsciously tip-
toed, trying to stop the sounds of their steps.

After a time, they stopped outside one of the buildings.

“Im geoing in to have a look,” Ronson whispered,
“Coming?”

Marian nodded, and he turned and walked through a
slender archway into the dimness of the building,

“What was that?” hissed Marian, freezing the blood in
his veins.

“What?” he whispered back.

“F heard a noise.” :

“Imagination,” he muttered, as he groped forward into
the darkness of the interior.

“I swear I heard something!” she whispered, close be-
hind him, and she sounded terrified. Her fear communi-
cated itself to him, and he strained his ears for sound.
Hearing nothing, he stepped forward again.

“There it is again. There is something! Oh, Hem'y Y
scared!”

This time he had heard the noise. He could not have
described the sound, he heard it almost unconsciously. Al
he could have said was that it was a noise that definitely
hadn’t been made by either of them. It was a sort of
muted click.

There was a blaze of sudden light. Marian screamed,
her veice echoing sheckingly in the cavern. He saw her
with her fists pressed to her face. His heart lurched and
his stomach turned. His head shot round, vainly searching
for something on which he could fix his eyes. A tangible
danger that he:could fight. There was nothing. The light
remained, casting its radiance on the bleached white walls.

“Geod God,” he muttered, as his heart subsided.

“What is it?” came Marian’s panicky voice,
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“Automatic lighting,” he said, “It comes on as you step
in. And it still works, after all this time.”

Marian sighed heavily, and seemed to slump.

“I’'m scared,” she said, in a dead voice, “I’'m scared.”

“There’s no need to be,” he said, “This is wonderful.”

He turned and motioned her out of the house again. A
few seconds after they had stepped from the door, there
was a click, and the lights plunged out. He stepped back
inside the entrance, and, much quicker this time, the lights
came on again.

Now he looked round at what they revealed. The inside
of the building was reminiscent of a castle. The first room
had a sloping, domed roof, and in each corner of the room
a column rose, becoming more and more decorated, until
it joined the ceiling and became just ceiling decoration,
which merged in the carved centrepiece. There were two
entrances to the room, apart from the one through which
they had just come, and they were arches, fatly curving.
He walked across to one of the arches and went through.
In the next room there were some spidery chairs that
would never have supported the weight of a human body.
In the corner stood a metal construction with little tubes
of glass set into the surface. It looked as if it was electrical
in nature, but he could see no way of operating it, even
if it did still work. The next room was featureless, save
for some round metal plates stacked in one corner.

“Let’s try somewhere else,” he said, “There might be
more to see.”

As they walked out of the building, the lights flicked
off, leaving them in gloom.

“They must have had some method of lighting the whole
cavern,” said Ronson, “It’s obvious that they were as used
to bright light as we are. Come to think of it, I wonder
why they built the city down here. Defence, perhaps.”

The next building was low and square. He stepped in-
side, and light flooded the interior. Along each wall were
sows of cubicles, and in the centre of the floor was a large
desk, the bulky top of which was held by one steel support
that was only about two and a half feet high, but which
tapered from a diameter of a yard to incredible slender-
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ness, about half an inch, where it joined the desk. Ronson
walked across to one of the cubicles. -

“Good Lord!” he said.

“What is it?” called Marian, and she hurried over.

A red light was pulsing behind a glass circle set into
the wall.

“Whatever it is, it’s still working,” he said, shaking his
head in amazement. Marian looked over his shoulder at
the compartment. It could be seen that this, and all the
other compartments were divided into two by thin parti-
tions that only stretched out about a quarter of the dis-
tance of the main cubicle partitions, Inside the larger half
was a couch, set against one wall, and a small domed
object rested on the couch, with a wire that led to the wall.
Ronson went over and held the object in his hands, turning
it over curiously.

“It seems to be some kind of headpiece,” he said, “But
it isn’t designed for humans; it’s much too large.”

As her husband spoke, Marian left him and went into
the other section of the cubicle. As she walked away, Ron-
son turned the headpiece over to look curiously at the.
inside, and then he carefully lifted it onto his head, to see
what it felt like. Without him noticing it, the red light went
out. Marian walked into the next compartment. This was
much smaller and was featureless, save for what appeared
to be a silver handle set into the wall. She looked about
her idly for a while, and then went over to examine the
handle which was the only real feature of the room. It was
quite thick, and the surface of it looked vaguely prickly,
as if it were a silver cactus. She curiously put out a hand to
touch the strangely textured surface. She touched it,

void
space
black
nothing
Where was he?
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Awareness. ldentity. Something something falling en-
closed. I. The concept ; theidea, hold that ideal . I. Me: An
existence, an entity. In nothing. An entity enclosed in
nothing. Al blackness, and a cowering entity..I. Who am
¥?7 Where am 1?2 I am no-one. I am nowhere: Time has
been passing, an incredible, unimaginable time. Time of
what? There .is.no-time:: Nothing: Relaxation. Thought.
Whatwas 1? Wheres was 1?70 Gone: What? Gone whege?
What- has:gone? Something. Something before. Before
what? Before this. What is this? Where-am 1?: Self. I
exist. I am [. Memories-. . . OF WHAT? I. Memories of
me:.-I am; 1 am a man. Henry Ronson. I remember! But
what am I now? Where am I now? What is this darkness?
Where is my body? I have no body. I am-an idea; an
entity. But how did I get-here? The machine! The head-:
piece, the cubicles, the city. :

A sudden gush of memory filled his mind. A mind. He
was just a mind enclosed in nothingness. But suddenly he
realised that he would be-able to move. He' knew that he
could move. He' cautiously made'a small movement, and
he knew somehow that he had succeeded. Different co-
ordinates; different feeling. -He' slowly began to move
again. As he travelled along he got definite impressions
from his surroundings. Vague turbulence boiled up at him.
An impression of things happening. He' plunged:-down to-
wards this strangeness.

He reeled back, shattered. His mind contracted towards
nothing, and then recovered a little and began to collect
itself. He was too frightened to move, There had been
nothing but WANT. But the WANT was so powerful that
it had been completely overwhelming. He had never known
such a power of wanting before; he never knew that it
could exist to such a degree. But then he realised that
nothing he would have to face could be worse than that,
and he gained a little confidence. He slowly, cautiously
began to move again.

As he moved he became aware of something ahead. It
was a sort of strip of impressions that soared upwards to
infinity. He was near the bottom of this strip, he knsw.
He plunged in.
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“He saw a picture. But it-was clearer than that, He was
in ‘the picture. It was almost as if he were watching the
picture 'with:his'own eyes.-But he knew that-he was power-
lessto do anything but watch ; he was an observer only.

“There was a misty world: around him. In front of him
appeared the world. The world was a clump of ‘things:in
dront of his face. The observer noted that they appeared
to be fingers, and this was his® world.  The ‘world ‘was
fingers. Then everything changed. Perspective altered; he
was ‘drawn ‘into something. It was nice. The thing was
drawing him in. The thing that had lifted him. Where was
‘that part of the thing that he liked so much? Here it was!
It came swooping towards him in its whiteness, He felt
himseif responding . eagerly, and ‘he - grasped it .with
pleasure. The observer gave a mental gasp. That had been
a baby’s bottle! He withdrew into the blackness. He didn’t
understand | He regarded the strip. He could sense that the
thing plunged straight down into the centre of this strange
world. He decided to follow it ; it-wasn’t far to. go.

“He plunged down, following the strip. It became fainter
and fainter, until it was a mere thread. And then he caught
the first impression from the interior. He slowed his-ad-
vance desperately, as it threatened to destroy his recently
fournd equilibrium.

“The impression he was getting, as he hovered on the
outskirts, was an timpression of self..‘He could ‘tell that
further down it was of unimaginable strength. But here he
could just tolerate it if it got no stronger. No wonder it
‘had nearly disoriented him. It.was a strong impression of
self—but it was a different self!

+4¥;” .said the centre, “I- am.-Marian Ro-nson, Marian
Ronson—the name of his-wife!

“Suddenly everythmg came clear to him; and the remain-
der ‘of his memories flooded"back.Somehow the machine
had put him inside the'mind of his wife. He had a'moment
of spanic, like:a drowning swimmer,-and he struck “out
“blindly for the surface: How could -he get out? How could
he escape? “Nearer and nearer ‘the: surface he.came, but
when he was only a few seconds:away;:he blundered: into
the strip.
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She was in bed with her husband. He was kissing her.
“Good God,” thought the observer, “It’'s my wedding
night!” Her body responded eagerly and warmly to his
hands, She was full of overwhelming love and desire for
her man. The feelings were almost too much for the ob-
server to bear. She loved him, how she loved him! She
loved him so much, that she gently moved to do something
that would show him how she loved him, Suddenly his
hand caught her chin roughly, and lifted her face. His
mouth was twisted, and she felt sudden fear. What had
happened?

He lifted his hand, and hit her viciously across the
mouth.

“You filthy, perverted little bitch!” he shouted.

And then followed such an incredible torrent of pain
and suffering and agony, that the observer blundered wildly
out of the strip, his mind reeling under the impact of such
strong pain. It was a long time before any coherent thought
could emerge, but gradually, against his will, almost, he
regained some rationality. “Oh God,” he thought, “No
wonder she was frigid.” He could not feel, he could only
observe, but he knew that when he returned to his body,
the full impact of what he had seen would hit him. But
now his mind was clear and incisive, and it moved logically
from thought to thought, although he tried not to think.
No wonder she couldn’t respond to him after that! No
wonder she began eating compulswely, to try to forget her
sense of failure and her misery.

He remembered other things he had picked up from her
mind. The sympathy she felt for her husband, who was
one of those who didn’t fit in with society. Humanity was
changing, slowly, to meet new circumstances. But some
didn’t change, the ones like Henry. They would fight all the
way and they would never win. But she didn’t blame him.
He couldn’t help his own blindness, and she loved him.
She could easily forgive him for all the things he did to
hurt her ; he didn’t mean them. And if his unpredictability
forbade her having any kind of social life, then that was
all right, She married him.

Now everything was clear. Too clear. He knew her,
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through and through. She didn’t cry easily. She only cried
when she was suffering great pain. She cried often because
she was often suffering great pain. Pain that was caused
by him. And yet no part of her mind blamed him. It was
her fault because she didn’t understand him, and she had
failed him. She loved him, desperately. And in his para-
moic way, he had misconstrued her simple love as hate!
She loved him and needed him, and he gave her nothing
but pain, She gave all she had, and was rewarded by grief.
Everything wrong with the marriage had been his fauit,
and he had been too blind to see it.

Suddenly he realised that he was about to break surface.

He was looking out of her eyes, a strange, still picture.
Her arm was touching the handle in her cubicle. He saw
something out of the corner of her eyes, and he turned his
full attention to this. It was a fuzzy, unfocused picture of
the cubicles. A pair of legs was lying on the floor, stretch-
ing out of one of them. His legs. His body. It was just a
dittle more . . . a little more . . .

As he recovered consciousness, he heard her scream, and
come round to him.

“Henry, darling, what’s the matter? What’s happened?”

He felt tears running down his nose and cheeks as he
pulled himself to his knees. As he heard her coming round
to stand beside him, he gave way to the tears completely.
" He lunged forward, and pressed his face to her legs, crying
like a child.

“Oh Marian,” he sobbed, “Will you ever be able to for-
give me?”

There was a little silence, then Marian spoke.

“Feorgive you?” she said, “Forgive you for what?”

—LANGDON JoNES

5 )



HARVEST

by Johnny Byrne

1. There had never been a time when the War outside the
Vzaliey was not banging and thundering away hidden by
the mountains, No one calied it a War. To the people whe
lived and worked in the Valley it was a constant unname-
able presence; obscurc and yet familiar like the wind.
In Winter the frozen echoes of despairing armies raked
the.Valley ; in Spring drifted across the mountains the
renewed murmur of combat as the armies strained like
clumsy dancers. Nobody knew the secret of the War.
Nobody called it a War. Nobody cared.

2. Time fingers lengthen.. Aged bone no longer white but
yellow.. She slept upstairs lulled by the bony creaking.
Pasted to her shrivelled breast the child whined tighteyed
and eager. Downstairs he tossed in and out of sleep talking.
cloudy pictures to the winter room. Outside the loud silence
of snow and wind nibbling the night from the stiffened dawn.

3. During their first Spring together Martin took - her
outside every evening after he had eaten and would place
her in the special swing he had made for her and rock her
gently.- Then he would whisper secret songs about the
beautiful ;things that would soon be growing in the fields, -
Trudy didn’t understand the endless songs about planting.
and grow