REQUIEM FOR A SMALL PLANET
by RAY CUMMINGS

The last story of one of science-fiction's original greats—and as timely astomorrow's
headlines.

THE VOICE of the Hittag city was dways arestless, muttering murmur, floating here from far off
over the digtant hills. And you could see the blotch of its glow-lights. Sometimes the voice would rise as
though in anger. Sometimes the blotch would spread, then die away and surge again. Restless; active with
the struggle for accomplishment. To Jan, as he stretched sprawled on the blue sward, comfortable and
lazy with the fullness of the food inside him, it sesemed that the intruding presence of the distant Hittags
wasthe only dissonance herein hislittle world. The shimmering blue poal at hisfeet was beautiful. Maras
music, as she played and sang to hersdlf after the evening medl, was sweet and gentle like hersdlf. The
perfume of the flowers massed around the garden and Maras dwelling here, the shining opa escence of
the eternd twilight, seemed to make Jan's soul expand so that life was holding everything that one could
want.

But dways—ad|l Jan'syoung life—the jangle of the Hittag's was off there beyond the purple hills.
Now little Mara came through the dwelling entrance into the garden. Her stringed lute wasin her
hand. Her long pale hair, the pale draped robe, shimmered blue in the warm dimness. Her gentle beauty

was like an auraaround her.

" 7"

He dtirred, on the sward. "Y es, Mara? Here | am." He sat up, smiling, extended hishand as she
cameto him so that he drew her down, reclining beside him.

"Play more, Mara."

The dtirring flying things cheeped to join her music, little vivid blobs of color asthey flitted among the
blue-gold leaves. Thefountain of the pool was a soft background of harmony.

But the Hittag splotch in the blur of distance was muttering loud tonight. Jan could see that Mara's
blue eyes were troubled.

He stopped her music. "What isit, Mara? There is something wrong?”

It seemed such a momentous question.

"Old MamaMegan," she said. "To the very aged must come adivination? Don't you think so?"

"What of her?'

"She tellsme that now we should fear Hido."

That terrible word fear. Word so incongruous herein the little resllm of the Marans that one might
grow from childhood to maturity and scarcely hear it uttered. Fear Hido? How could they fear Hido who
for so long had done the few smple tasks of gathering the food from the lush fields, serving it, and
keeping their dwelling in order? Hido with his dwarfed, ugly little body, hisimp-grin and comica
gestures and jokes that dways made you laugh—why should the dread word fear be invoked, because
of him?

"Mama M egan reminds me that once he was aHittag," Marawas saying.

So long ago, when still Jan's mother and father were living and Jan was very small, Hido had come;
beaten and scourged by the Hittags, he had come like arefugee to the Marans. No Hittag had bothered
to chase him. No Hittag, busy, restlesswith his civilized struggle toward what he called achievemert,
would ever bother with anything concerning the little race of Marans off herein the secluded hills. Tothe
great Hittags, the smple Marans were savages. Unimportant in the restless Hittag world.

Jan himsdlf knew little of them, but it was enough. Their present ruler, him whom they called HittagH,
surely was a madman, lashing them on, mad with lust of power to lift himsdlf and push down otherswho
might oppose him. Life for the Hittags was a struggle dwaysto create complexities. A life of fear. A life



with violence and bloodshed, and they caled it civilization's upward struggle! To Jan, it wasthe redity of
savagery. Nature was benign herein thisworld peopled only by the Hittags and Marans. Surdly, there
was nothing to struggle againgt. Jan's father had once said a strange word, and tried to explain what it
was. Sickness. A thing that ended lives before their life-gpan of time. It was not here. Only age at last
could kill. Or sudden accident or violence. For the smple Marans, accidents wasrare. Violence, the
Hittags created. But why? Why?

Jan, now that he and Mara had reached maturity so that soon children would be coming, knew that
there was no answer to that. He could only be thankful that surely their children would be spared such
sruggle.

"Mama Megan wishes you to cometo her," Marawas saying.

"Come now?'

"Y es, that would be best. Soon she will be deeping.”

JAN ROSE to hisfest, stretching hislong, dy body. He was much taller than Mara. Taller, redly,
than most of the Marans. A little different, too. His eyeswere blue, like Maras; his blond hair was cut
shorter, but still it was like hers. Y et about him there was something very different. A different cast of
feature, perhaps asort of sternness, incongruous to his gentle nature. He could remember that his father
had been the same, perhaps even his mother aso.

Therewas amystery about Jan. It used to trouble him alittle, when he was a questioning child. Now
suddenly it was troubling him again. Old Mama Megan would know. With her great age and wisdom,
surdly shewould be ableto tell him. He thought now that tonight he would ask her.

Pulling Mara by the hand, Jan strode into the dwelling room, where Hido was removing the evening
food. The misshapen dwarf, with hisugly grinning face, pointed chin and bulbous nose, set down histray
and did alittle mock dance, waving histhick arms and jigging o that his stone braceletstinkled.

"Laugh," he said. "Who but Hido shdl aways make you laugh? Go hasten to your love-couch, | wish
youwdl."

"Hido, shush," Marasad.

"And lifeismerry and we arewise to keep it 0." Hewas lill jigging as he vanished with histray.

They found old Megan in her wood-chair, quiescent with the weight of great age. The opa sheen
form outside lay spread on her thin wrinkled face, asthough it were asort of glory. Her hands were
folded in her lap among the leaves of her robe. She was so old now that to Jan it seemed that only her
glowing eyeswereredly dive.

She greeted them silently, with one hand gtirring into a gesture so that they sat down on the
leaf-strewn floor before her, hand in hand like little children who had been summoned.

Then shesaid, "I have not told you, but now | should. It will be soon now that | am gone from you.”
"MamaMegan—" Maragavealittle cry; Jan just slently stared. It istheway of life, but you can
never quite get useto it, the inevitable passing of the old whom you love. Mara's mother, and her mother

and hers, were here, with no thought yet of dying. Now Megan, oldest of them dl, had found her time
drained out. Jan redized it; so many of the old had tried to explain it. Nature tellsyou, with little warning
sgnasthat you cannot miss,

And now old Megan knew, so that she had sent for them.

"MamaMegan—" Jan touched her hand with a caress, but she smiled gently.

"Itisnot for sorrow, the ways of wise nature,” Megan said. "But there are things now, | must tell you.
Things of the Maran Secret. | have been its Custodian, you know."

They knew it, of course. The Maran Secret. To dl the young it was amysterious thing, athing you
could not even begin to understand. A legend. A tradition. Y et everyone knew it was very real. From out
of the dim past, down through the generations unnumbered, someone always was the Custodian. Near
the end, warned by nature that time had run out, always the Custodian must passit on to someone else,
this knowledge of the Maran Secret.

"To us both, MamaMegan?' Jan and Mara spoke together.

"Yes, | have decided. Y ou two, still so young yet being as one, with your coming children.”



"Now?" They held their breath.

"Y es. Perhaps you will be surprised. Thereisnothing that | can tell you save whereitis”

"The Secret?' Her words were puzzling. Always Jan had thought it was something which wasto be
explained. But now old Megan wastelling them it was nothing of that. Merdly it was something that was
hidden here, with Megan's knowledge only that she knew where it was hidden.

"But what isit?" Jan murmured.

Her grey, palsied head shook with negation. "I do not know. Through the ages, dwaysit has been
here. They say it has acontainer, indestructible by time. It liesthere, buried in the ground.”

Shewastdling them the place. Not far from here, out in the nearest little valey between the twin hills.
Now they were the Custodians and could find it if need be.

"Find it if need be?' Jan echoed. "If need be for what? And you don't know what it is? Y ou talk
riddies, MamaMegan."

She was 4ill gently smiling. "Thenew Custodians must know what | know. | must tell you now
something of the history of the Marans. Y ou have not been taught it. Perhaps that is because we Marans
fed itisalittle shameful. There was once atime when the Marans here were struggling upward, building a
grest civilizetion."

"LiketheHittags," Mara breathed.

The smile on Megan's pdlid lipswasironic. "Y es. Like the Hittags. The Hittags were primitive
then—judt little roving tribesfar away. The Marans were the Great Race. They were learned in science.
They built greeat cities—vast, complicated ways of living, working very hard with frantic urge to satisfy
needs which they created for themsalves.”

Megan'sthin, shaking arm gestured vagudly toward the window ova whereit shone with the
opdescent distance outside. "Their cities are out there now, buried in the ruins of time. And we, here, are
dl thatisleft.

"But what happened?' Jan demanded. "They got tired of working? Tired of working, for nothing at
al?

"Perhaps they reached the peak that man isalowed to go," Megan said. "I do not know. | am not
wise enough to interpret the ways of God. | know only that their science at last tampered with nature too
fredy. Some engine of deeth which they had found with which to murder each other, at last turned against
them. There was the Great Catastrophe. And then there was nothing left but aworld in ruins, and little
remnants of struggling beings|eft in the chaos.™

"And that's—us?' Jan murmured.

"Out of them, our world aswe have it here now, has come," Megan said. "The span of ten timesmy
long life. But these Maranswho were left—surdly they had learned their lesson.” Her thin, quavering old
voice took on asudden warmth, amost as though in talking of this, she were young again. "A lesson
learned from the lash of an unthinkable horror. Those chastened Marans, suddenly saw what foolstheir
forebears had been. And they lived for the thingsthat al mankind redly wants. So that now, asyou see
and fed, we are happy here"

"And now the Hittags are doing it al over again." Marasaid.

"Yes. | suppose s0.”

"But MamaMegan," Jan said. "Y ou forget to tell us about the Maran Secret.” 1t was something left
from the great Maran civilization. Something the pitiful survivorsfound intact intheruins. They had a
temptation to preserveit, so that alwaysto now, it had been kept hidden here.

"To beused if need be" Jan said. "What did you mean by that?"

Old Megan shook her head. "Words that the Custodian before me passed down. Perhaps, originaly,
one might have thought he could have aneed to use the hidden thing, whatever it is. We cannot imagine
that—not now—becauseit isathing diabolic."

How different from what Jan and Mara always had pictured the Maran Secret to be! Just a
shuddering, unknown thing, diabolic.

OLD MEGAN'S eyesight was dim, her hearing blurred. Jan and Mara had their backs to the door



ovd; they wereintent, so that the little noise there behind them went unnoticed. Megan did not seethe
moving shadow asnow it did away.

Megan was saying, "Thereis no onein the world now—jperhaps even among the Hittags save their
madman rule—who would want our Secret. But dways | have remembered that Hido isa Hittag. |
wanted to tell you that—though perhaps it means so little asawarning that | do grest injustice to the
clowning fellow. But they say now that HittagH is desperate. There is Someone el se there among them
who lugtsfor the Leadership.”

Jan had heard of it. In hismind there was adim picture of the boastful madman, lurkingin his
tower—the Gresat L eader, yet fearing everybody and everything. Hismind, warped, twisted, bringing
med fits of rage, so that alternately he would order murder done, and threaten suicideif ever his power
were successfully assailed.

Suddenly Jan remembered what he had wanted to ask her. "MamaMegan,” he said. "My father and
my mother—how isit they were not very old, like you, yet they passed and were gone?”

Megan's face clouded. Her eyeslooked away. "They died,” she said. "One quite soon after the other.
Youwerevery smdl."

"Yes, | know. | can remember them alittle. Wasit an accident?”’

"No."

"Violence?' A shudder waswithin Jan.

"Violence?' she echoed. "Oh no. They were here. Right herein thishouse. | waswith them.”

"Then—what?" he demanded.

"They cdled it ameaninglessword,” shesaid. "A sckness. Perhaps, like | fed now. Jan, child,
guestion me no more. Y our father told melittle. Almost nothing. What littleit was, | could not
understand.”

"l am not just like the Marans,” Jan declared. "I know it. Thereis something different.”

"Question me not. Y our father eft you amessage. Y ou have it written down.”

"To be opened, only if ever great and terrible danger comesto me," Jan said bitterly. "Yes, | haveit.”
Hetouched hischest. "I have it dways on me, asyou told mel must. Y et never can | openit, of course.
For how can great and terrible danger cometo aMaran?' A little while ago he could have said that
sincerely. Y et now, somehow, it sounded empty, fatuous.

Old Megan was sagging in her chair, her little strength drained from the talk. Marasaid, "Jan, we
must go."

Then they |eft her. Presently on their couch Jan lay with Marain hisarmswith the soft warm
redolence of the opaescent air caressing them. Thelittle shining pool outside their window splashed with
music to lull them. Surdly they felt older. Not children now. The new Custodians.

Jan wasthinking of the mystery of it. A thing diabolic, so ironicaly to be treasured from generation to
generation just because that was the tradition, the command of ancestorslong gone. He was thinking too
of the mystery of himself, the message from hisfather that he could not open. Never had he wondered
about it more than now.

And hewasthinking of hislovefor Maraand hersfor him. And their coming child. Surely they were
very sngularly blessed...

He knew that he had been adeep. Mara, warm herein hisarms, was adeep. But something had
awakened him. Something horrible. Then he knew it was a scream he had heard, because now it was
repeated—a scream, gurgling off horribly into amoan. It awakened Mara. She gasped in fear, with her
amsaround him.

"l

"That was Megan! Surely that was Megan!”

IN THAT MOMENT, as he and the trembling Mara flung on their leaf-robes, it seemed that a
bridge was crossed by Jan. A great gulf spanned. A transition, as though from one world to another. For
abrief interva he stood dazed, trying to encompassit. All hislife, here among the Marans, the thought of
violence was adistant thing. Something gpart. Something to be contemplated abstractly as happening



somewhere to others, but never to onesdlf. Y et here now, embodied in that scream, was the presage of
violence. Something—someone—forcing violence.

Perhaps Marawas feding the same. She clung to him. She was gasping, "M egan—in danger—"
Then as he turned and dashed through the dim and silent cubby rooms, Mara was running behind him.

Old Megan was not in her chair. She was not on her deep-couch. Shewaslying on the flooring.
Dead? Asthey bent over her, the blue-veined waxen eyelids fluttered up. She murmured,

"Hido came. He must have listened as | made you Custodians—yet he—did not think he had heard
clearly enough." That grinning, hideous dwarf, trying to force more information from Megan, findly had
knocked her from her couch. Her dow gasping voice now was barely audible.

"Jan—other Hittags were here. | saw them here lurking in my corridor. If they—find now the Maran
Secret—if the madman Leader getsit—our little world isgone, Jan."

"Megan! Megan!" Marawas bending down, sobbing. Shetried to hold the old woman's head in her
warm arms.

But Jan only stood mute, with the turmoil of his thoughts flooding him. Now Megan'sfaint voice was
saying, "Remember your father's message—so that at least you and Maramay save yoursalves. |I—love
you both—my children—good-bye—"

Shelay so Hill. Thewaxen shell of her lay till, and the evanescent thing which was Megan had fled
away.

Violence. Megan had died by violence. Unthinkable thing, yet hereit was. Ashefaced it, groped
with the redity of it, unprecedented fury rosein Jan. It blurred him, this coping with awild rush of new
emotions. Then he turned, shouted something at Mara. He hardly knew what it was.

"Mara—wait—don't come!"

The opaescent dimness outside, the eternd glowing, shimmering twilight of the little Maran redm,
enveloped Jan as heran. And now he knew that Marawas coming behind him, running with flashing pale
limbs and her robe and pale tresses fluttering behind her.

Thedim hills shone ahead of him asheran, for thelittle valey between them. Then suddenly afigure
rose up from aleafy copsein front of him. Hido. The dwarf jumped. He flung arock, but Jan ducked
down and then was upon him.

It wasablur of horror, thisweird new thing that Jan knew wasthe lust to kill. The gibbering dwarf
was hard with muscle. Jan could fed it asthey rolled, pounding wildly at each other. Marawas standing
with ahand againgt her mouth, her wide blue eyes saring &t thisincredible scene of violence.

Now the dwarf had him down, astride him, trying to grip histhroat. But the smple work of thefields
hardens one. Jan too, had the strength and the youth, so that now he had heaved the heavy dwarf away
and legped to hisfeet. And plunged again. Jan knew that thistime his antagonist was under him; Hido
was screaming from the blowsin hisugly face.

Hewas finished, but Jan did not know it, nor care. How could he know anything, save that he was
fighting something which had to be killed? He was on hisfeet again. Incredibly there was frenzied strength
in him, enough to lift Hido up. A great jagged rock, Jan's height, was nearby; and now he was jamming
Hido againgt it, pounding the dwarf's head against the pointed rock.

"Jan! Jan!"

He hardly heard Maras cry of horror. The dead twisted thing was at his feet, but once more he
picked it up, panting, Swesating as again he heaved it headfirst to crash soddenly against the rock.
Incredible, thislust. It was like a water-mael strom bursting loose ingde him, athing once surging that was
not to be checked.

"Y ou—you—" Histongue had no epithet, though weirdly he wanted one.

He was hurling the limp body, and picking it up and heaving it again...then pounding it with arock
held in hishand until at last his strength and breath gave out and he dropped back besideit on the
ground, spent and trembling.

Violence. Hisfirst experience with violence. In that moment Jan knew he hated it, would aways hate
it, with arevulson so terrible that it made his gorge rise. The dim opal escent scene swim dizzily around
him. Hefelt Maras shaking arms holding him.



Megan had said there were other Hittags here. Jan was Custodian. The thought made him legp to his
feet and he drew Mara up with him. She understood, of course, because now again she was running
behind him, trying to keegp with him as he dashed into the glowing little valley.

HE KNEW hewastoo late, because far up there ahead of him, shapeswere fleeing. The Hittags.
Therewas agroup of them. In that moment they bounded away and were gonein the twilight glow, little
dots vanishing in the distance beyond which the Hittag city was ablotch in the sky ...

He paused to stare, and Mara caught up with him. "Jan, that was the Hittags?'

"Yes, | think 0. They may have gotten it.”

Then at last he and Marawere gazing blankly at the hidden rock which aready had been found and
moved, revealing the hole down into which he and Mara climbed to find the hidden little place
underground. Evidence of strange science was here. The forgotten science of so long ago—smooth and
glistening polished walls here underground; alittle meta casket here, of a strange smooth substance
imperviousto time. And the casket was open; itstiny mysterious contents was gone...

The new Cugtodians. Children, redlly, so short atime ago. Perhaps all the Marans—so smple and
trusting and gentle a people now—uwere not much more than children. Even old Megan, mistrusting Hido,
yet had made Jan and Mara Cusgtodiansin smple fashion. Only those who live by violence, trained to it,
will think to guard in advance againgt amurderous enemy.

"Mara, what can we do?' But Jan knew then that it was an irrevocable thing. She was standing
staring a him. And because she was a girl; and more perhaps because she was awoman whose child
was coming—and the horror of the first violence she had seen was flooding her—suddenly now the color
of lifefaded from her face. She stood staring at Jan, puzzled, bewildered by the fedings within her.
Perhaps she thought it was death now rushing at her. She gave asoft little cry; her hand went out as
though to clutch at him, and she wilted down, lay &t hisfest.

To Jan, she was dead. Fainting was something beyond his experience or knowledge. He crouched,
holding her in hisarms, hisgrief blurring him. Maraand their child, both gone. There was nothing here
with Jan but a greet, drab void of emptiness, with everything which had been hislife suddenly taken
away.

Then he saw that she was bregthing. It brought hope.

"Maral Oh, my Mara—"

So much time passed. He could not guess how long he sat there in the cold and dank little vault with
hisdying onein hisarms. But degth held off. Now alittle of the rose-color was coming into her cheeks
and lips. She stirred.

Her eyes opened. She had come back to him. She and their child. The flooding thankfulness of it
misted hisvision, choked hisvoice so that he could only hold her with his cheek againgt hersand his
fingerswinding in her tossed, pale hair.

It may have been thefull time that one would deep while he sat there, holding Mara and both of them
wondering when desth would come. But she was strong with color now. Gradudly it came to them that
shewould not die.

"The Hittags took the Maran Secret,” she murmured. "Oh, Jan, what shall we do?' Therewas
nothing they could do. They Ieft the vault open asthey had found it. Thelittle valley between thetwin
peaks glowed around them as they stood wondering what they could do. To Jan then came the presage
that though the valley looked the same, certainly everything was different now with the Maran Secret
gone. A new era, just beginning. An eraof danger, of horror...

THE VALLEY herewasno longer the same. Alwaysit had been like everything here, shimmering
with quiet peace and security. Now there were voices Marans running here, shouting, babbling with the
new emotion of terror.

"Doomed. Desth—death iscoming to usal!”

"The end of theworld—"

"Where shdl we go—what can we do?'



A littleway down the valey, as Jan and Maratoo were running, they came upon an old Maran sitting
on arock with his hands dangling and on hisface the vacancy of bewilderment. Jan seized him. "Tell
me—"

He stared. "My Meeta," he mumbled. "I cannot find her. I do not know where sheis. | tried to find
her —"

"They tak of doom and desth,” Jan gasped. "The end of the world!"

"Yes" the old Maran said. "The Secret was stolen—have you not heard that? Already news has
cometo usfrom the Hittag city. The Hittags themselves fleeing here—fools! What foals, those men who
cdl themsdvesaivilized."

Jan was shaking him. "Doom?"

"Their madman leader has the Secret. In hisimpregnable tower he sandslaughing at hisenemies
because with the Secret heis bringing the end of the world, and he laughs and jibes because heisa

Now Jan and Marawere running again, with the babbling chaos of terror around them. And others
were tdlling them—the horrible, diabolic science with amadman usingit...

Suddenly in alittle blue-green glade with the tinkling splash of abrook at their feet, Jan remembered.
He stopped the amless panic of their flight.

"Jan, what isit?' Mara gasped.

"That message my feather left me." He remembered it now againgt the flesh of hischest, under his
leaf-robe. "He said, if there were ever terrible danger.” Now Jan drew it out. He sat down by the brook,
opening the small flat package with the wondering, awed Mara beside him.

"Jan, what isit? What does he say?'

There were very many wordsin hisfather's small, neat script. For along time Jan sat reading, hisface
grim, hiseyes puzzled.

"Jan, what doeshe say?' "So much that | cannot understand.”

A chance a least to save just him and Mara—and their child who was coming. That much seemed
clear. Now Jan knew that his mother and father, and he himsalf who had not yet been born, had come
here from some strange and distant place. Why of course!

A strange and distant place so that they were not just like the Marans. Here was the chance for Jan
and Marato return there. A haven... Jan felt it so. An escape...

Hetried to explain it to Mara. "We must go oursalves and our unborn child.”

Hiswhole world was here by the brook, as he stood with hisarms around Mara. Everything else was
doomed by amadman.

"Thereisenough, just for ustwo—"

Therewasaflat little vial, and as he opened it, tiny pelletsrolled out into the palm of his hand.

"Now, Mara—"

"Oh, Jan, whatever you ssy—" Shewas docile, trusting because he gently smiled at her, trying not to
show hisfear.

THE PELLETS were swest to the taste. They bubbled on the tongue and were gone. Now Jan and
Marasat by the brook, clutching at each other with avast and terrible dizziness sweeping them so that
they closed their eyes. But il the world siwvam and swayed with soundless clgpping in their heads.
Perhapsit was yet another form of dying?

But then Jan opened his eyes. The dizziness passed. With an incredible amazement, even though his
father's message had warned and tried to explain, Jan and Marastared at the strange scene around them.
It seemed all, in motion. Everything was dwindling. And drawing closer. The nearby blue-green trees
were shrinking down and coming nearer. Thelittle shining brook was narrowing and dready it was
lapping againgt them. Jan could fedl the movement under him. But he knew, what the message had said, it
was his own body which was moving. Growing larger. He and Mara, swiftly now and with steady
acceleration, growing gigantic so that everything e se seemed dwindling into littleness...

Already the giant bodies of the two of them were sprawled over the ribbon of brook...



Jan staggered to hisfeet. To him, Marawas the same, unchanging.

"Quick now!" Hetried to smile a her again. "Don't be frightened. | will lead us."

Theletter had warned him what to do. The trees here now were down at their knees. Thewalls of
the shining valey were shrinking, rushing forward. For amoment the voices of the panic-stricken Marans
and Hittags were little squesks down among the tiny trees. The valey walls came with asoundlessdiding
rush. Then one of them was here at hand, hardly waist high so that. Jan lesped up to what aways before
he had seen as a hilltop.

“I'll lift you, Mara. Quick."

Then he had drawn her up. There was amoment when the valley seemed just alittle narrowing rift in
the ground beside them. A moment more and it was a crack, so small that when they staggered to their
feet again, hardly could they noticeit.

Now anew vista of rocks and distant mountains was around them. Mountains that shrank with ever
increasing speed, coming down, shifting forward. The scene closing together, until again, monstrous
titans, they drew themselves upward.

There was no sense of time. Jan could tdll nothing of that. It seemed ajourney endless. Journey into
largeness. He could envisage now that somewhere down among thetiny cracks and crevices a hisfeet
lay theinfinites ma space which held the Maran and Hittag world...

Now the scene here, dwindling and closing together so swiftly, was shining with anew radiance.
Long since, the shimmering opa escence of the little world down there, had gone. The boulders, crags,
and closing, shrinking mountains, were glittering with cold nakedness. Rocks of many facets, prismatic
withlight.

Overhead the sky was changing. It was ablur now; but in the blur there seemed to be light which
wasyellow. A blur of it far off to onesde.

NOW A definite horizon seemed to have come around them. As Jan and Mara stood together,
clutching at each other with the glittering ground shrinking under their feet, Jan could see that the tumbled
landscape was all down lower than their heads. It spread out and stopped at an abyss. The brink made a
digtant circle around them. Beyond it, there was the blur of empty sky coming down. There were
shadowsin the sky now. High up, monstrous moving shapes with the blur of yellow light on them.

The shrinking circle of the abyss came closer. And suddenly Jan's viewpoint changed so that he saw
himsdf and Marastanding here gigantic. Enlarging giantswith alittle circular spread of glittering rock
under them—accircle shrinking until presently in astep he reached its edge.

"Jump, Maral Wait, I'll gofird."

Hejumped, and it was less than the .height of hishead. Only waist high when he had lifted Mara
down and they stood on ablack undulating plain. Beside them now the white glitter of rock from which
they had jumped was alittle boulder. It shrank. A rock as big asone's head. Then smdler ...

Mara gasped, shaking as she clutched Jan. And dl the world now was a chaos because there were
immense titans who seemed to be standing in the far distance, back beyond the edge of the black plain.
Human shapeslooming far up, with great spread of pink-white faces. They moved, and there was wind
here.

Then ahuman hand came dowly down toward them. A hand far bigger than their bodies. A voice,
roaring from high up overhead, said, "Careful, Hal. Not too fast.”

A drange language. But Jan remembered. The message had reminded him of the queer language
which hisfather and mother had taught him when hewas il achild. They said it wasthefirst language he
had ever spoken. They had begged him never to forget it. When they had died, he had practiced it with
Mara Queer words. His father had called them English.

"Careful, Hd—"

Now the monstrous hand had grasped them so that they were cradled in it. With arush of wind they
were off the black plain and down on awooden ground, with the towering legs of agiant stretching up
over their heads. But the giantswere dwindling...

Then at last the growth had stopped, and Jan and Marawith agroup of grave-faced menin szelike



themselves around them, stood in aroom. Lights were overhead. Windows were there, with strangeness
that Jan remembered he should cal daylight outside them. Strange things, strange sounds out there.

HISFATHER'S MESSAGE had told him what to expect. Thiswould be aroom in the Bureau of
Standards, in aplace caled Washington. His new world. Strange new world for him and Mara and their
child...

He stood holding Mara. Someone said, "They seemed to understand us.”

"Yes" Jan sad. "My father taught me."

Now he saw that the black plain was a smooth square of marble, with ahooded light over it. Andin
its center, atiny grain of crystd quartz which held the world into which hisfather and mother had gone,
when his scientist father had discovered the strange drugs so many years ago. Explorer into smallness.
Hisfather and mother had remained there and guards night and day had watched the tiny fragment of
quartz...

There was one scientist here they caled Ha Matheson—a youngish, goggled fellow, thin-faced with
somber eyes. "My father was here to seethem go," he said. "Then you would be Blanchard's boy? Y our
mother said, if you were aboy you would be caled Jan."

"l am Jan," he said. Then he explained about Mara. "We came," he said. "My father's message told
meto come, if terrible danger threatened—"

It was as though hiswords were timed by fate. One of the men cried out. As Jan turned to gaze at
the marble dab, there seemed atiny aura of something around the grain of quartz. Premonitory aura, and
in that same split-second, therewas atiny puff of light. The grain was gone.

Theend of aworld. It was as swift, as Smple as that—And as unimportant. Certainly of no moment
herein the vastness of this other, teeming world...

Save perhaps as a symbol—A presage...awarning...

Someone herein the room laughed grimly. " Dissolution—hah! That could happen to the best of
Us—"

"Shut up, Hal! Don't be ghoulish—"

Asthough with macabre prophecy he had spoken at just the right ingtant; the windows brightened
with aglare. Jan and Marafelt themsalvesfdling, or knocked down. A whiteness so blinding beat here at
the windows that they flung their handsto their closed eyes, yet still could not shut it out. Then it was
gone, but therewas agreat clatter and roaring and breaking glass and the room shuddering around them
and outside, aterrible, distant, immense roaring of horror...

Through the shattered window it seemed that Jan could see avast column of vapour surging
upward...

The voices and the shouts and running footsteps were a bewildering chaos, so that Jan could only
crouch and hold Marawith her questioning gaze on him like afrightened

The voices were shouting such strange things...

"AnH-bombfdl inVirginia—"

"Mised usand fell in Virginia—"

"It'swar! Warl"

"Sowhat?' That ironic, ghoulish laugh again. Y ou knew if we waited, we'd get thefirst one, didn't
you?’
War ..War...Thecries of it were spreading everywhere...

And Jan crouched huddled, holding Mara....

Violence... Violence... He could think of nothing ese. The horror of man wanting to create violence...
Then he wasthinking of the blue-green sward outside Maras dwelling, the tinkling splashing of the
shimmering pool abackground to Maras music... Surely things like that must be the essence of what man
redly wants. .. If only he knew it ... Now Jan and Marawere questioning each other with gazes of mute
bewilderment. It seemed that their last haven had gone.

THEEND






