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CHAPTER ONE

We were coming out of the rock tunndls from the synchrotron, out into the morning sunlight and the view
across Lake Valley from below the dliff face.

A man came across from the apron where we had parked the cars. He walked between Sara and
Strassen and put his hand upon my shoulder.

He said: 'Conference, Judgen.’
| said: 'What conference?

‘Gabraith will be a the conference,’ he said, ‘and so will al the important people." Hetook meto his
car.

He was the man who had welcomed me, stepping out from nowhere, when | had arrived at the
university the previous night. Maybe it was because he had not had time then that he had not explained
who he was and why.

The 'important peopl€e apparently did not include Strassen or Sara Francis. They were left behind
when he closed his car door and he started it and drove it towards the road that wound up the valley side
to the university.

'Curiosity isfrowned onin this part of the country,' | said. 'And people don't ask questions.’
"What do you want to know? he said.

"Your name,' | said. 'Or, failing that, if I'm to take orders from you, your rank and status."
'Carl Reckman, he said. 'Military intelligence.’

He put the car into the bends on the winding road.

'What has military intelligence to do with this? | said.

Thiswork is being done under an gppropriation for military intelligence now,' he said. ‘It hasto be
done under some appropriation. Y ou ask the Senator.’

'What Senator?
Hesad: 'Youll megt him.'

There was a hdlicopter parked on the grass between the buildings of the university. There were dso
two large cars with uniformed drivers. | wondered if the government was moving in.

Out of the car, Reckman led me up aflight of marble steps. "They're holding it in the projection room,’
he said. There'sthat about auniversity. It hasthe places.

A man at the door looked closdly even at Reckman before helet usin. Insde, thelightswereonina
room with a projector and ascreen. | saw Galbraith's great grey head even before | saw his hunched and
shambling untidy figure. There were three other men, and one in Generd's uniform.



It is hard to describe the impression Galbraith had made on me. We had had scientists, engineers and
technicians of al descriptions at the rocket base, and | had thought he would be one of them. He wasn'.
It was not adifferencein quality. He was adifferent kind of man. In some ways he was more homely and
lessredtrained. At other times, while he went on using the smplicities of ordinary speech, you found he
was losing you in the most complicated matters which he dl too obvioudy expected you easily to
understand.

'Here are Reckman and Mg or Judgen now," he said. He looked at his projectionist who wasfixing a
filmin hismachine. 'Shal we put the lights out? We may aswdll begin.’

Therewas adight delay while the introductions were performed.

'‘Magjor, thisis Secretary Stephens,’ Reckman said. The Mgor isour volunteer, Mr. Secretary. If
anyone doesthisthing, hewill. Senator, thisis Mgor Howard Judgen. ..’

| was saluting. | had recognized General Bridger. It was not from prior personal acquaintance. | had
seen his picture. Who hasn't. The sight and fact of him there gave me anew idea of the importance of
whatever it waswe weretrying to do. It put it inanew class.

'‘Areyou avolunteer, Mgor? the General asked me.
I don't know yet, sir," | told him. 'l don't know what | am volunteering for.'
He grinned, making al those assumptionsthat Generds areinclined to make.

Secretary Stephens was making an objection to Galbraith, who, to move usto the chairs, was having
his projectionist put the lights out one by one.

'l don't see why you want usto seethisfilm, Professor. Film reports and scientific records of
experiments are surely amatter of evauation by the experts!'

'Experts aren't deciding whether we send aman instead of cameras next time, Mr. Stephens;’
Gabraith said. For amoment he looked past the Secretary at me, and then at the General beside me. It
was obvious whom he thought would do the deciding. | wondered why the Secretary and the Senator
werethere at al. As Reckman had said, | soon found out. We were moving to the chairs. Galbraith's
personality or whatever it was worked. He was treating us as a captive audience.

The Senator and the Secretary were fretting. At their level of government they must have thought it a
departure from custom to begin a conference with an attempt to learn facts directly. 'How am | to tell the
appropriations committee? the Senator said. 'l can't just tell them that it's a matter of book-keeping, the
trandfer to Intelligence of an item of equipment costing ahundred million dollars!

"You can tell themit'sasecret,’ Galbraith said. "We're very secret here. If there are questions, tell
them the truth, that even we don't know quite what we're doing." And he nodded to his projectionist who
put the final light out. He said: "Why should we be ableto explainit?

We sat in the dark looking towards the blank screen, not like a conference so much asauniversity
classthat had cometo hear alecture. Then the screen cameto life.

| recognized the picture. | had just come from there. It was the big underground laboratory at the
target end of the synchrotron. But Galbraith had to tell the others.

Thisiswhere we actuate the controls and work when the synchrotron isin operation, he said. 'You
can seethat we, the operating staff, are dl on one sde of abarrier wall. Everything that happens around
thetarget is dedt with by that robot machinery you can see on the other sde. Even this camerathat took
these pictures could have been shielded had we thought it necessary.’

The screen showed us a picture of the human operating side of the laboratory aswe watched it in the
darkened room. Galbraith himself could be seen in the picture, controlling and observing the experiment.
William Strassen was standing near the barrier wall. Sara Franciswas Sitting at the control desk watching
the many dias and switches of the synchrotron itself.



The camerashowed her hand hovering over the many dias and switches and then swung up and
showed usaclock on thewall over her head reading three minutes to noon.

Thisisan actud experiment,’ Galbraith said. 'Our most recent and most rewarding, if you can call it
that. It iswhat made me cal you here. That girl is SaraFrancis, ayoung assistant. We use her because
she has perfectly mastered the art of setting up the Situation in which these events happen. | am not telling
you thisfor human interest. Shefeatureslater inthefilm.’

The cameraevidently swung again, for the picture of the laboratory swung and we found ourselves
looking across the barrier wall. The screen showed us the target area of the synchrotron. But the 'target’,
if it could be called that, at the point the beam would strike, was another camera and a group of
instruments, on aplinth, under an inverted glassbowl or bell-jar.

The other camerawas trained back on the [aboratory so that while the one that had taken the film we
were seeing saw it, it would in turn look back at our camera, at the clock on the laboratory wall, and at
Sara, Strassen and Galbraith.

"Two cameras watching one another,’ Galbraith said. ‘And what is more, two clocks.'

The screen showed us a close-up of the cameraand instruments inside the bell-jar and one of them
was a clock, the time on which corresponded with that of the clock on thewall of the [aboratory.

The other instruments were athermometer, abarometer, and aradiation meter, dl of the recording
type.
Theam isto put aman in the place of those instruments,’ Galbraith said.

In the semi-darkness of the projection room, visible only in the light reflected from the screen,
everyone was watching intently. The screen now showed us agenerd view of Saraadjusting her controls
and closing switches and of the laboratory clock at noon, and then once again it showed usthe bell-jar in
the target area on the other sde of the wall with the second cameraand the insdrumentsinsdeit.

At first nothing seemed to happen. Bdll-jar and instrumentslooked lifeless as the power of the
synchrotron was directed on them. Then the hands of one of them cameto life and began to move. It was
the clock.

Only afew seconds had passed, and yet the smal clock among the instruments was registering three
minutes past the hour. The movement of the hands became visible after that. They moved round the clock
face with increasing speed. | looked at the other instruments. The radiation meter was up abit, but not to
an extent to endanger human life.

'What isthis? Secretary Stephens said. 'Have you speeded up the film?

The camera answered him. The screen's view of the laboratory tilted and swung and we saw Sara
again, watching her control desk carefully, and thewall clock behind her. Thewall clock said two
minutes after twelve, but when the view returned to the target again, the clock among the instrumentsin
the bell-jar was reading one o'clock and the hands were speeding on.

Something €l se was happening too. It was asthough amig, acloud, wasforming in quite alarge area
around the bell-jar. It made observation of the clock, the second camera, and the other instrumentsinside
the bell-jar difficult. The clock among the instruments could just be seen to be reading something to three
and then it was obscured by adarkening fog.

What we were seeing now was amisty sphere, perhaps five feet in diameter, that totally enclosed the
bell-jar. And the sphere darkened. It became opague. Gradually it became wholly black, as though we
were seeing aholein space.

Thinking of what Gabraith had said about putting a man in the place of those instruments, cameraand
clock that had disappeared, | could not say | liked it. | did not see why they should do it, either.

"That iswhat happens,’ said Galbraith. 'The instruments go. We keep the experiment in operation for



half an hour, and then release, and they come back. Now | propose to show you the same thing, and
further, asit isrecorded on the second camerasfilm.’

He gave ordersto the projectionist to stop the film he was showing, which was showing astatic scene
inthe laboratory, and transfer to the film that had been taken from the second camera on itsreturn.

'Y ou have avolunteer who will go and sit there, in the target area of your synchrotron, and let that
gphere form round him? the Senator said. 'In what are you trying to involve the government? In licensed
suicide?

'If the recording instruments say aman can survive, then he can survive,' the Generd said. ‘Mgor
Judgen and hiskind have been into al that in their experiments.’

It was dark and then fight and then dark again in the projection room as the operator switched spools
in his projector, and then we were watching film again.

Thistimeit wasthefilm taken by the camerainsde the bell-jar.

It looked the same to begin with. There was Galbraith and Strassen, with Sara at the control desk,
and the clock above her head that said noon, al taken from the point of view | would haveif | were
sitting out there in the 'hot’ side of the laboratory and looking back at them through the mirrors above the
barrier wall.

But this cameradid not shift around as the other had. We had to watch for ourselves. We could see
Saramaking the final movements on her board in response to aword from Galbraith, and then it wasthe
|aboratory wall-clock above her that speeded up.

| looked at it and looked again. Its hands too were going round the dial with increasing speed. And
then | saw something odd in Strassen's movements as he appeared on the screen. He was adjusting the
dome of the robot-handling machinery which they kept in position around the target area, and he had to
go from one part of the laboratory to another. He moved jerkily and with increasing, and then with
fantastic speed.

Secretary Stephens said: 'Wait! There's something wrong! If it were true that timein that fishbowl
from which this film was taken was speeded up, then this clock should be shown going dower, not
fagter!’

'Y ou seewhy | wanted you to seefor yoursdlf,' said Gabraith.

'He'sright!" said the Senator. "Here you've got two clocks speeding up, each when seen from the
other's viewpoint. It casts doubt on your whole experiment!’

'I'd agree if we knew anything about time," Galbraith said. 'It seemswe don't.'

‘Beforethis, no one's succeeded in affecting it in any way,' said Bridger.

Even Reckman spoke up diffidently. "We had our experts puzzle about this," he said. They talked of
different and divergent time-tracks.'

Galbraith made no comment. | thought perhaps he did not want to get into an argument with the
Intelligence experts. He had been smpler. He had just said he did not know the answer.

But arguments and questions were stopped by what was happening on the screen. In the other film
we had seen adark opague sphere form around the camera out of which we were now looking. But the
camerain the target did not record it that way. What was obscuring the view of the laboratory and of the
clock, which said twenty to three by then, and of the view of the blurred, uncertain darting shapes of
Sara, Gabraith and Strassen (we were getting pictures of them even after the experiment was over,
Strassen told melater), was aluminous, pearly mist.

The screen suddenly showed us pictures of nothing but awavering light, and then atotal darkness.
'Over-exposed and then under-exposed,’ Galbraith said.



The screen had become light again.
"Thisiswhere the inexplicable part begins' said Galbraith.

The screen was showing us dternate light and darknessin arapid succession that was dowing down
like atelevision picture warming. And there was something in those picturesif only, Straining our eyesin
the projection room, we could see them.

Then the picture steadied. The dterations of light and dark became dower until, with alast heave, the
picture held.

| heard an audible gasp in the projection room. It wasonly as| heard it that | redlized | had joined in
it.
The picture, at first Sght, was not the same scene at al, of the laboratory, that we had seen at the

beginning of the experiment. And then, on second sight, it was too much the same, but in amost fantastic
faghion.

We seemed to be looking outwards from the interior darkness of a cave.

I can only describe the scenein detail. It wasthe crucia piece of evidence and the subject, | suddenly
redlized, of what everything else, my own presence there, and that of Genera Bridger, and Reckman,
and the Secretary and the Senator, was dl about.

The picture, that could only have been actualy taken by the camera, was aview outwards over
tumbled rocks and debris. The outer wall of the laboratory, if it was the laboratory, was gone. The
rock-face was open. And outside, beyond the wreckage, was a glimpse not of the hillsaround Lake
Valey, but of ice-pesks, high and far away, and jagged mountains.

That was what the first glance showed. The second showed that there was something all too familiar
about the cave. The rocks and debrisin the foreground, though they were dark in the camera picture,
had very much the look of the barrier wall. Jagged scraps glinted among them that could have been
remaining fragments of the mirrors. There were items visible here and there in the cave that were certainly
not rocks and certainly not natural. They had very much the look of being broken electrica equipment.

But the most important thing was shown dmost clearly in the haf-light from the entrance. It wasthe
wrecked control desk, tilted and turned over, damaged as though something heavy had falen on it from
above, but nonethe lessthere.

And besideit, dl too clearly in that inanimate scene, was a human skeleton.

The picture did not change. It just remained on the screen before us as the camera had gone on
recording it until, as Galbraith told us, it had run out of film. For the camera, clock and instruments
remained far longer on 'the other Side asit was only possibleto cal it, than they were actualy away from
the laboratory.

But Gabraith did not tell usthat. Aswe dl sat sllent in the dark projection room he began to tell us
other things.

It was apity that Sara Francis saw these pictures when wefirst took them,’ he said quite quietly,
speaking to us from the place he had taken at the end of thefirst row of the rank of chairs. "We had no
idea, when we first took them, that we were going to get ascenelike this. We had no ideawhen we took
thefirst dark pictures we were going to get a skeleton. And we had no idea until we took these last good
onesthat we were going to be able to confirm that it was hers!’

| felt asudden impulse of horror. Sitting there, looking at that screen-picture, and listening to
Gdbraith, | dl but disbelievedit. | thought of the girl | had just been talking to, not much more than an
hour ago, and her vivid life and youth and enthusiasm as she worked and talked with Strassen. But
Galbraith was inexorable. We could guess that in his mind there was nothing that could bel&ft to chance.

'We had to tell her too, you see,’ he said. 'We had to say why we wanted the X-ray photographs of



her, to compare them with the skeleton. She hersdlf isintelligent. She had to seefor hersdlf, to save us
from lying as she cdled it. She doesn't know quite dl of it. She hasn't the medical knowledge to compare
the absence of thickening of those nasal bones in the skull with hersdf as sheistoday. She knows that
that can't be apicture of her skeleton taken when she's very old. But she doesn't know how accurately
we can say that if sheisgoing to become like that, and thereforeif this disaster, this cataclysmisgoing to
happen al around the laboratory, it must be within ayear or two, or probably much, much sooner.’

We had been paradysed, not only | but the civilians present and perhaps even General Bridger, by the
disastrous picture on the screen and what Galbraith was saying about it. But the Senator got his bresth.

'For God's sake!" he said. Y ou have that, you actualy have that picture, taken out of acamerafrom
your synchrotron, and you mean you still have that girl around here? Get her out! Y ou don't mean you
gtill let her into the laboratory?

The Senator sounded as though he expected the synchrotron, the university, and al Lake Valley, to
blow up at any moment. | think we all felt that. It was, after dl, acamerapicture. And the skeleton, if it
had been proved to be Sara Francis, and ayoung Sara Francis, was damning. It was a threat, something
more than athreet, that was beyond dl believing.

'Wait!" Galbraith said. 'l called you here to this conference on the assumption that we had to act. But
do what? Thisis scientific phenomenon and we can only gpproach it scientifically. We can only amto
find out more. And we have found out alittle more dready.’

'Find out, hell!" the Senator roared. 'Get everyone out! Close down that synchrotron! And clear the
areal’

Galbraith went on, not the voice of sweet reason exactly, but ddliberately, doggedly and obstinately.
Hewent on just as though the Senator had not spoken.

'Y ou seethefirst question iswhether thisisthe future,’ he said. 'It's hard to see how we can find that
out, the status and nature of the observation, and whether or not it is somekind of illusion, unlesswe
send aman. But supposeit isthe future. As a hypothesis we have supposed it. A few thingsfollow. That
control desk inthe pictureisfairly clear. It's possible to work on the basis of the visible tarnish of the
metd parts and other things. Y ou might say that if it isthe future then this picture wastaken, if "was' isthe
word, about a hundred years ahead from now.’

'Y ou're mad, Professor,’ said Secretary Stephens softly.

‘Not mad,’ said Galbraith, concluding in the darkened room. 'Just doing what | aways have done,
which isto gpply my intelligence to what we have. This picture istaken ahundred years from now. The
disagter it records, on the face of it, isgoing to happen within the next few months. And it isn't local. Just
look at that mountain chain outside the cave. But it won't happen today, tomorrow. That skeleton
coincideswith X-ray pictures of Sara Francis quite exactly except in one particular. If you look carefully
at the dightly shadowy picture of the lower jaw, you'll seethereisjust one tooth missing. Not broken.
Dentistry. A clear and neat extraction. But in lifetoday, Sara Francis ill hasthat tooth. Shel's safe, |
think. Were dl safe, just until she has atoothache. But when shefedls she hasto have that tooth out, then
everything shown in this picture, we can only assume, is due to happen at any minute. That will bethe
time to take precautions. But asfor closing the synchrotron down, Senator, | think on the contrary we
will haveto useit to its maximum extent, and find out what we can, and act before then.’

He concluded on adeliberate and amost savage note of logic.

CHAPTER TWO

| had stood stunned in the familiar office. Through thewindow | could see the hangar, the building with
the centrifuge machine, and the distant Sight of the rocket pads. It was the office in which they told usthe
results when we had been through one of those physical or menta stress-sessions in the course of which
they had more means of ingtilling terror, we said, than had ever been known to man.



It wasin that office too that they told those of uswho had failed, when their hopes and ambitions
were suddenly at an end and they were out. But | had not expected that to happen to me.

'‘What did | do? | said. | wastrying to understand it. 'How do | know there's not been some mistake?
Wheredid | fall? Inwhat? If it wasthat acceleration test last night —!"

The Colonel looked at me steadily across his desk. He was accustomed to dedling with men in astate
of emotion without feding it himsdif.

I have aright to know!" | said.

"You did not fail, he said.

| stood there dumbly. To me it seemed that there was treachery in the world around me.
"Y ou have been appointed to other work,' he said.

| did not believe he could do it. He could, of course. A man does not sign on to become an astronaut
and fly among the stars. He signs on to do what he istold and to go to where heis sent. But | was one of
the few who had set my faithin this. | had believed in it, aimed for it, from the beginning. And | had
thought | was getting there.

I wish to resgn my commission,' | said. 'l will leavethe service!’
Y ou will think about that again, he said.

‘It should be understood,’ | said. ‘A man endures so much. If he does not fail, he has aright to know
that his attainment, his sacrifice, depends only on himself.

'Do you want meto tell you about your new work? he said.

‘No.'

He gave me asedled envelope. 'It'sin there," he said. 'As much as can be told to you about it before
you actually get there. That'sdl, Mgor Judgen.'

He dismissed me. As| turned to go, he said:

'I'm sorry, Howard.'

| went on out. He could be sorry. Hewould sit at that desk for ever and a day sending other men into
gpace, but at least he had that much connection with the rocket programme, while | was out.

| packed quickly. We adways did that. When one of uswas dropped from the flight programme he
packed and got out quickly while the others were still at work. He just disappeared. It was better than
mesting to say good-bye. There was too much fedling on either side, and it happened far too often.

It waslike cutting off alimb.

| wasin the car before | knew what | was doing. | wasin it and rolling down the highway beforel
redlized that | did not know where | was going. | had no hometo go to. | was one of the few men who
were unmarried, and that, | guessed, must have counted against me both ways, both because they
preferred the stability of married men and because | had no dependents or othersto suffer at my change
of location and change of job. But that was later thought. Just then | was driving up the highway and it
came to me as an academic thought that | might be driving in thewrong direction.

| pulled in to the Side of the highway and opened the envelope | had been given:

'Report to:

Prof. T. Gabraith,

Nucleonics Faculty,
Proton-synchrotron Laboratory,



LakeVdley Universty,
Lake Vdley, Tennessee,

the ingtructions read.

| opened theflap of the envel ope again and tipped it, waiting for whatever else would come out in the
shape of travd orders, time-schedules, ancilliary instructions, or explanations. There was nothing. |
squeezed the envelope open and looked init.

| was on my own. | was not even told how, when or by what route, | should arrive. They could leave
it, naturdly, to aman in my position. They may even have thought: 'He has acar. Hewill have hislimited
serviceman'sbelongingsin the car. It will be easer for him to drive there.’ But they did not usually do
that. They had ways of studying theindividua, but they were not those ways. When | was posted to
Canaverd, | was ordered to fly there, and it was | eft to me to collect my car the next time | had time
availablein the shape of leave, or to have it sent on asfreight. With some of us, in our service, they had
cultivated an dmost deliberate blindness.

To hdl, I thought. I could go on ablind. | could disappear for aweek or two. After being tensed up
for solong, it was a big temptation.

Instead, | started the car and drove on to the nearest town. | found an hotel and used their hall. | had
them put through a person-to-person call to Professor T. Galbraith and tell me when they got him. | sat
waiting in their lounge. | was going nowhere. Maybe the 'they' who ran my life, having selected me for
onejob, knew exactly what | would do.

'Professor T. Galbraith? | said to the phone. ThisisaMaor Howard Judgen. I've been told to
report to you. Just when exactly do you want me?"

The voice a the other end took mein its stride. He might have been arranging delivery for a
refrigerator or acooker.

"Tomorrow, Maor? Can you makeit at least by Thursday?

He spoke of me as about some item of equipment that he would be needing shortly and intended
soon to use.

'So soon? | said.

I don't mind, Mgjor.' He seemed surprised. '‘But don't you think you'd better look at it before you
risk your neck for us?

CHAPTER THREE

We were standing in an illuminated rock tunndl, degp-hewn in the cliff-face below the hillsde. We were
far back from what | understood to be the business end of the proton-synchrotron, at what they called
the start-end of the linear accelerator, in air-conditioned chambers underground, when the red-headed
young man caled William Strassen put hishand on my arm and said:

Thisisamost the classic case of scientific discovery, Judgen. Y ou have to know what isinvolved to
understand it. Y ou have to know of what his greatness consgts. In Galbraith's case it was a question of
his position, as chief and mentor of dl of us here, and his status as a scientist. He was endowed with a
research tool costing a hundred million of the Government's money. But that was not enough. That wasa
beginning. The time came when the research toal, dl thisthat you see here, these excavations, the
synchrotron, the hydro-electric generators producing power enough to feed amagjor town, and dl to his
design, just did not function. Y ou see? A lesser man would have acted in astate of panic. Hewould have
said: With so much money aready spent, and so much expected of us, let's do something, anything, to
make it work. But not Galbraith. He stood in the big, shielded underground laboratory that you'll see



down there. He said: So thisis new. Thereis some principle here that we do not fully understand. Keep
everything asit isand launch aprogramme. Theinteresting thing isjust why it does not work.’

| had arrived a Lake Valey the night before, driving up the winding valley road and seeing the
university buildingstinted pink in the evening sunlight on the hillside. | had not known what it was at the
head of the valey and had had no idea it was connected with the university. | had thought it was a power
station with the big conduits bringing down water for the hydro-electric power, and that the rest had
something to do with industry. | did not know aresearch tool could be so big. | had no acquaintance with
aproton-synchrotron.

Strassen was Gabraith's chief research assstant. And Sara Francis, hovering around himin her long
white coat, looked a him earnestly.

Tell him,' shesaid. 'Tdl himwhat it meant to aman of Galbraith's reputation that a
hundred-million-dollar research tool that he had designed, and for which atomic scientists throughout the
world were waiting, was sanding idle. Tell him how they said he was incompetent and should never have
been given the project in thefirst place, and how Gabraith stood firm and said: "Thereisabasic scientific
principle here, and something far more fundamenta to be discovered with al this machinery failing to do
what it is designed and supposed to do, than we could ever hope to discover if it were working and firing
its particles at target atoms and performing such little tricks asturning lead to gold." *

| looked at what they called the proton feeder source in the hewn rock tunnel, and at the greet array
of conduits and sectioned tubes and cables that led away in straight-line diminished distance towards the
proton-synchrotron housing at thefar end. | said:

"Just how?

They wore puzzled expressions, turning to look at me amost suspicioudy, unableto believethat |
could be s0 stupid, so | told them: 'Galbraith tried to tell me after the man who met me heretook meto
him last night. He was too advanced for me. As soon as he began to talk about this | could not
understand him.’

They looked dubious and led me to the proton feeder source, which | understood was designed to
create ararified ion cloud at the end of thelong white tube that ran the length of the tunnedl in a sequence
of jointed sections.

"Y ou know what a proton is? Sara Francis said impatiently. She trested me at high school level for a
moment. The nucleus of ahydrogen atom? Then shelooked a meinquistively, smiled momentarily and
turned her impatience on hersdf: 'We use protons as the fundamentd particle, asthe missile of our
research toal. In effect thisis agun to shoot them forwards!'

William Strassen put his hand on my arm again and began to lead me down the tunnd towardsthe
synchrotron.

'We arefollowing the route the protonstravel." He showed me section after section of the tube.
‘Theseforcesare al exerted on their tiny object. The protons are attracted forwards by a charge that
passesjust ahead of them like the curl of abreaking wave. They fdl. They fall through an eectrogtatic
field that has the order of a hundred million volts. Each section of thistubeis an accelerator in itsdlf.

‘A hundred million volts exerted on the proton'stiny mass,’ Sara Francis said, 'gives an answer that
beginsto approach the speed of light.'

v Ahead, the tube passed through a barrier that hid its destination. We went round the barrier by
steps and a passageway in the rock. We came out into achamber or curving tunnel. To right and left the
ends bent away and it was obvious that, deep underground, they would meet to form aperfect circle. It
was not atunnel in effect, but agreat hal with something massivein the centre.

The proton tube entered through the barrier and ran into ametallic housing that curved around the
centre.



Thisiswhere the power goes,' Strassen said. " The power to run atown. It's not exaggerating to say
that thisisthe world's most powerful magnetic core.' He indicated the massve centre with its coils and
windings. ‘Our proton islike aflying eectric current. We guideit in its path by magnetic forces:”

Thereisalimit to eectricd insulation,' SaraFrancissaid. ‘There isa limit to what can be achieved
by alinear accelerator in a straight drop. But herethe protonsare circling in aspird. We give them an
impulse each time they come round and make them move fagter ill.

They were enthusiagts. They must have worked on that synchrotron from the beginning and they
showed it to me asthough it was their baby. | saw objectionsin my ignorance. To them it was a passion.

'l thought you said your protons were dready travelling at near the speed of light. If | remember
anything of Eingtein at dl, he saysthat that isthe ultimate, that nothing could ever travel fagter. Or if it did,
insomefashion | can't explain, itstrangit would be, instantaneous and it would be everywhere a once!’

They looked a me suddenly asthough | had chesated them in some way, standing in the echoing hall
within the rock.

'Other people doiit,’ said William Strassen sharply. "'The European proton-synchrotron at Geneva has
afind output of twenty-five thousand-million volts!'

'‘And yours? | said. 'What'syours— all this— designed to do?
Two point five million million volts'
Thereisadifference?

‘Just a hundred times as much," Sara Francis said as though that were nothing, but confronting me no
longer asthough | were achild.

Theirsworks, your doesn't? | said. | looked around at the great rock dome and massive windings. |
believed | could see why there was alimit to the size of these things, even if they couldn't. And | was
prejudiced by what | had dready heard. They had built dl this, and instead of the hardest atom-smashing
rays ever, nothing, just nothing, came out at the end.

"Y ou've got thiswrong, Judgen,” Strassen told me serioudly. It isn't that we reach alimit at the speed
of light, whichiswhat you're thinking. Physica particles can never reach the speed of light. They beginto
gather Sze and mass. The Russans are adready using these more massive particles to bombard their
targetsin apoint five million-million synchrotron at Novorossk.'

He had calmed and become firm and clear. For ayoung man he was strangely, mentally, formidable. |
redized he knew what he wastalking about if ever anyonedid.

And asfor me, it wastrue what the girl had thought. | was no more than avisitor in their great rock
hals. Intheir particular subject | wasachildinams.

The took me on to their laboratory. It was, asthey said, the business end, in agreat rock chamber.
The protons should have come out there, flying out through adit tangentidly, and the |aboratory was
divided into two halves, asafe areabehind abarrier wall, and an unsafe area filled with robot machinery
around the target, that we could only view through mirrors. In the safe areawhere we stood was a
control desk from which, | learned, Sara Francis controlled the operation of the synchrotron, while the
effect of high-speed protons on the target was watched and recorded through instruments of fantastic
ddicacy, in theory, by Strassen and Galbraith or whoever might be the other operators alowed the use
of the machine when once they got it going.

'So what isthe answer? | asked Strassen while | looked around the spaces of the |aboratory where
students were working on apparatus and where one side was mirrors that showed usthe 'hot’ area,
which was even deeper in the rock. 'What isthe cause of your trouble, snce Galbraith told me that when
you're working the synchrotron near its maximum, and you should be getting a beam of particles striking
that target behind the wdll there, you get nothing out at al?



'Not nothing,’ said Sara Francis.
Strassen looked at me strangely.
"Theinsulation breaks down," he said.
"Y ou mean you get aspark?

Helooked at a student who was working near us, then moved me away from him. It was adeliberate
gesture. He took meto alittle table, and we bent over it, looking at some scraps of meta that had been
removed from round the target and that were looking strangely aged, and crystalline and powdery around
the edges.

Thetimeinsulation, he said. "What else? We're working very near the edge of things. Who knows
what happens when asolid particle is speeded up ever nearer to the speed of light and beginsto increase
in sze and mass?

It was Sara Francis who told me quietly.

'We know, we believe, that we get an effect intime," she said. Acrossthe table with its exhibits she
looked at me steadily with her intelligent, frank grey eyes. 'We did not know &t first. Wetried to record
the passage of the protons, or some kind of radiation, on photographic plates. The proton beam should
have punched holes right through them. Instead, we had to put in acamerato get anything at dl. And
then, instead of arecord of the halo we thought that we were seeing, we got strange pictures.’

| looked back at the mirrors as though | might see something there in the inhuman, forbidden area
beyond the wall.

'Pictures?

"What do we know," said Strassen, 'about these strange regions where particles are gpproaching the
speed of light? Each bigger synchrotron that is built brings solid matter near to astate that is unattainable
and impossible. Y ou know that, Judgen? If aparticledid travel at the speed of light it would transit
instantaneoudy. It would be in two places smultaneously and everywhere a once. It's Size and mass
would then be infinite so it would be everywhere before it even started. Something must break down
before then. Thereis dways something happens before you touch infinity. But there are only alimited
number of parametersin afield equation, and the one that cracksistime!

CHAPTER FOUR

Genera Bridger was convinced by the time the lights came on.
'‘Come," he said to mysdlf and Reckman. Hetook usout to it in hiscar.

Wewent out of the building and got into it. The Generd took the whed himsdlf. He dismissed his
man. But he did not turn the engine or shift theignition switch. We just sat there, | beside him in the front
seat and Reckman in the back.

When the Generd did not say anything, but sat there as though he were driving at high speed to
nowhere, Reckman began to talk methodicaly, not saying anything it seemed, but going over the points
we aready knew.

'Weknow it'simpossible he said in hisflat voice. 'In the [aboratory they ended the experiment at half
past twelve. In the view taken from the camerain the bell-jar, the laboratory clock was showing twenty
of three by thetimewelost it. By then, the bell-jar and its contents had been sent, had taken al those
pictures and come back. The experiment had been dismantled. The camera had been taken out of the
bell-jar and the film taken from the camera. Y et the record was taken of atime when the camerawas not
there. All right. There was consstence. The clock and the recording instruments when they recovered
them showed an eapsed time of eight hoursten minutes. Thereisalogic within alogic. The pictures may
be genuine. Or the Professor may be giving usaline of hocus-pocus.’



The Generd sat for awhilein the car, then turned to me.

"What's your impression, Judgen? Y ou're new and fresh to this. The Professor's synchrotron won't
work. So he produces dl these pictures. Do you think he's bluffing?

He meant meto think before | answered, and so | did that.

'Y ou've found amotive, r,' | said, looking straight ahead. 'If the synchrotron was out of action for
some design-fault reason, he could be tempted to make up something to clear hisname. Thereisthat.
But | don't seehim doing it. I've seen him, I'velistened to him. To my mind he'sthe kind of man who, if
there was anything about his equipment he did not know, held cal someonedsein evenif it wasthe
nearest plumber. HEd only be interested in finding out. HE think about his name afterwards. And then
there are the other facts that make his position unimpeachable and quite certain.’

'What facts? the Generd said.

‘Sara Francis and William Strassen,' | said.

They'rein the plot? said Reckman.

'Not in amillion years and ten thousand cataclysms and disasters;' | said.
The Genera went on gitting there. | wondered what he thought of me.

Reckman after al had hisjob to do. It was hisbusinessto be suspicious. It wasthat kind of job. |
never wanted it.

"There have been famous scientific frauds,' he said. ‘Like the case of the Piltdown Man.'
Bridger turned to him and said: 'Drop it, Reckman.'

So we began to think again. | did. The General had apparently finished thinking.

He began taking to me.

"Y ou know the competition is keen for the space-ride, Mgor. Y ou might just go back there someday.
Y ou aren't dismissed from that work. It was just that we needed someone. Y ou were riding fairly high.
Y ou might have got aflight in atime or two. But your whole background is taken into consideration, for
ingtance whether you volunteer for things or not. But thisisn't likethat.'

'Sr,' | said.
'What | mean isthat you don't have to volunteer,’ he said.

| thought about it. It was hard to believein that range of mountains that had shown in the
photographs. They had looked unred, like the Himaayas. | found my thoughts tending to Sara Francis.
Shewasred. | wondered about William Strassen and whether he was married, and just what it meant to
two people to work together on athing like that, and what a stranger could do to cut him out.

'l volunteer,' | said.

General Bridger grunted. Later, when | knew him better, | found he did that in a bar when anyone put
aglass before him, or at mealswhen anyone put food on his plate.

‘Congratulations,’ said Reckman dryly.
'Let'sgo, the Generd said. He began to drive the car down in the direction of the laboratory and the
synchratron.

"It could be an atomic war," he said on theway. "The question isif even an atomic war is big enough
to create the Stuation that isvisiblein the cave. Or it could bealoca disaster. If it'salocd disaster, the
Senator'sright. Well haveto clear thearea. But if it'san atomic war the question iswho hit us. With this
instrument we may get advance warning. We can do more than that. We can get our own blow infirgt.'

| turned round in the seat and Reckman looked a me uneasily. | looked back at him. We both felt
there was some doubt about the General's andlysis, but we did not know what. We did not speak.



Down at the synchrotron we called for Strassen and Sara Francis. They met us, Strassen coming
forward. It seemed he had heard of the Genera and his connection with the affair, but not actually met
him. | performed the introductions.

"We have decided to send aman,’ the Generd said. It was not strictly true. Galbraith and the Senator
and the Secretary were dtill arguing about it, and al they could be arguing about was arecommendation
that would have to go elsewhere. But the Generd had decided and Strassen seemed to accept that. He
nodded.

"Just how can we send aman? the General said. "What do you need? What hel p can we give you? It
may take time for agreement to come through, but we can get everything prepared and ready. We can
begin now, and then when the word comes we can go.'

| thought Strassen might make objectionsto the pushing, aggressive service way. | knew that handling
the synchrotron was not like loading agun and pulling the trigger and firing it. But he took it well and told
the Generd 'Come!’ and led usinto the workings.

They had asmall work room with gpparatus-assembly benches adjacent to the laboratory, and he
took usto that. Therewas just room for us amid the variousitems of gpparatus and instrumentsin
process of congtruction but Strassen took us to the main bench where an intricate and beautiful machine
was being made and aready half finished.

Its basis was alarge transparent sphere of hard plastic, about four feet Six in diameter but at present
open on the bench and divided into two haves. Mounted in the lower half already was a mass of intricate
apparatus, a battery power pack and a series of eectric eyes and instruments al mounted on ametal
sub-frame. But aready in pride of place in the completed framework was a complicated camerawith a
turret of different lenses and machinery to change them and tilt and pan the camera and dter aperture and
focus

'‘What isit?' the Generd said.

'Our robot observer,” Strassen said. 'Able to illuminate and focus on every detail of the cave. More
than that. Ableto turn an astronomical telescope lens on the night sky outside the cave and take records
that will tell us exactly when the pictures are being taken: the date and season of the year while registering
climatic and every other kind of data. This plastic sphereitsdf,’ he tapped its hard and glass-like surface,
'isdesigned dready to take advantage of the maximum volume of materia the synchrotron can handle. If
you ingst on sending aman, then al you haveto do istake dl the machinery out and put in a seet or
whatever else you think you need to make a human observer comfortable.”

Hisvoice was cold and he was looking at the General. His attitude was restrained and remote, |
thought, and distinctly lacking in that enthusiasm of which | knew him capable. The Genera saw it too.

You sy if we"ingst" on sendingaman? hesad.
"Y our man isn't going to take observations as accurately asthis machine,' said Strassen.

'A man can get out of the sphere and climb over the rocks and ook what's outside the cave!’ the
Generd sad.

'What for? said Strassen.

Wewere dl standing crowded before the bench and we had been examining the machine, but now
we were looking at the two of them and they were the only oneswho were talking.

It was aconflict of temperament largely, | reaized, between Strassen whose approach was scientific,
who wanted observations mostly, and to whom they were most redl, most vaid and useful, when they
consisted of accurate photographs and graphs on paper, and the Genera who wanted action. But it was
something more than that.

‘Dammit, man, thisisn't just an academic scientific experiment! 1t isn't detailed photographs of the
cave we want, but to know whether it isredly there or not, and if 0 if that damned new mountain chain



isthereoutsdeit or if it'sanilluson! If it'strue, we've got to know that as soon as possible and see what
we can do about it!"

That'swhat | mean,’ said Strassen. "Y ou can't do anything.’

The General stared as though Strassen were some raw recruit who had not yet been taught that the
army did not know the meaning of 'impossiblé€.

'"Asyou say,' Strassen said, 'you want to know whether the cave of which we have got picturesistrue
or not. Y ou mean you want to know whether it isthe future or not. But if it isn't the future, you don't need
to bother. Y ou don't need to do anything about it becausein that caseit isn't so. But if it isthe future, you
can't do anything about it. The fact that you could dter it in any way would prove it was not the future.’

'Metaphysics' the Generd said.

'Not s0,' said Strassen. "Just logic. If these picturesweve got, of adisaster in our laboratory that has
become acave, do represent the future, then so far asthey are concerned whatever we are doing now
has aready happened. They mean that the futureisthere, it'sfixed, it'sfinal, emerging out of some
causation that took place in our present and its past. The future must be like that if the scientific
presumption that every event must have amaterid causeistrue. Thetheory of causationimplies
determinism. It means that whatever you do now, no matter what you do, must contribute to the future as
it'sgoing to be. No matter what you do now, your actions must be part and parce of the creation of that
future. 1t must be so or there would be no logic and no science. We would have events happening in the
present that were not caused and had no connection with anything in the past. The answer would be
chaos!

Strassen had paled dightly. He did not find it easy to stand up to the General. But his dictum was
daggering initsimplications. It was as taggering as the youthful assumption of intellectua superiority with
which he put it to the General. Y et Reckman saw his point. It was the thing he and | had been doubtful
about when the General had been talking of using the synchrotron as akind of advance-warning air-raid
dert system, when wewere arriving in the car. He camein quickly:

'Y ou mean if the synchrotron were capable of showing us pictures of a catastrophe asawarning, and
we were capable of averting the catastrophe, then the synchrotron wouldn't be showing us pictures of a
catastrophein thefirst place?

‘Exactly,” Strassen said with the chilly, daunting smile of the man of intellect confronted by the man of
action. 'l told you. The past causes the present. The present causesthe future. That isthe basic,
fundamenta assumption of science. It is determinism maybe. But the only difficulty about prediction, as
any scientist will tell you, isjust that we don't know enough. That'swhy we study. But that's what we
should do about this, and al we can do about this. Study it! See what we can learn from it! And with all
due respect, it's only a Genera who would think of taking short cuts!'

| watched Genera Bridger. | wasadarmed. | knew that a Genera, by the time he had risen to the rank
and seniority of Bridger, must have some experience of dedling with civilians. But with top civiliansand
the higher politicians, and then not without, as history showed, a cons derable degree of friction. But for
him to be confronted by acivilian of Strassen’'s youth and lack of status, and to be taunted with an
assumption of intellectua superiority in just that way, might produce an explosion, | thought, at any
moment.

Bridger behaved well. At least he kept the remnants of his dignity. If he went red it was no more than
could be expected. 'Strassen,’ he said, 'Y ou're under orders! Y ou aren't in charge here. Fortunately,

that's Galbraith. But if you were, you'd learn some e ementary facts. Y ou'd learn that when | say we send
aman, then we send aman!’

'l didn't say wewouldn't, did |7 Strassen said. 'So far as| remember the reason we came in here was
because you wanted me to show you how to do it in thefirst place.’

The event was smoothed over in that way and we went on to talk about whether | should befitted



with a space-suit and oxygen cylinders and other equipment, and if so how we would fit themin the
gphere. But Reckman and | had aword about it when we found ourselves together as we came out.

"The young man had apoint,’ he said, looking at me curioudy as we went towards the cars. 'Suppose
thisisthe future, this place you're going, and the Genera succeedsin dtering it on the basis of your report
when you come back, just where exactly, and what should we call it, the place where you have been?

I know," | said. 'l don't likeit. If | go there, and then come back, and then we alter it, it won't only be
that the place and situation where I've been won't exist any more. We will have created events that will
imply that not only doesit not exist but it never will exist and has never been. But the Generd'sright, you
know. He's had more experience of human limitations, especidly of knowledge, than Strassen. The only
thingtodoistry it

CHAPTER FIVE

Inwhat little time | had left to me before | went, | did my utmost to get to know Sara Francis.

| supposeit was natura | should fed for her. Everyone did. Herswas asituation no girl, no human
being, had ever met before. It was not merely that there was in existence a photograph of what purported
or appeared to be her skeleton after death. That was taken, so far as any of us could guess, at a period
of ahundred yearson, and dmost al of usthen living would be skeletons by then. It was more the
particular circumstances of the photograph, the fact that it was the skeleton of Saraas a young woman,
and not Saraold, and al the surrounding detail, the disaster in the working laboratory of the synchrotron,
the wrecked control desk, and al the other evidences of some vast and near disaster in the place where
she went on working. It was true there was the singular item, the saving detail of the tooth, on which
Gdbraith placed his confidence, ingsting on its absolute validity, but it was an incredible Stuation to be
hanging over anyone, and | was surprised, even shocked and allittle awed, that she bore up so well.

I went walking with her in the evening aong the pathways the students had made that led ong the
valley sdes and into the woods. We had been busy al day with the preparations, but when | asked her
what she was doing in the evening, she was free. | was wrong about her and Strassen. They worked
together, but even before she had met him he had been happily married.

'Why don't you go away? | asked her. 'It'shard to see how it could happen, the Situation in the
wrecked laboratory, if you just went to live somewhere else, ahundred or athousand miles away, and
never came near this place again. | don't think anyone would blame you. | don't see how they could. And
despite Galbraith, it might even be the most sensible thing, as a precaution, for dl of us!'

We were walking aong the path at that time towards the woods, and she glanced a me.
‘Do you think | should do that? Do you want meto?

'No," | said. 'I'd liketo say yes. My fedingstell meto say yes. But whileyou still have that tooth, |
think Galbraith'sright. | don't see how you can get round that fact. I'm being sdlfish.’

She grinned a me coolly in inquiry, teesing me alittle, wondering which way to taket.

It was true that one of the reasons Galbraith wanted to keep her there if we were to send aman was
that it would be safer for me. It was not easy to understand what was happening with the synchrotron,
and there were numbers of unknowns. No one knew exactly why, for example, the transfer was dways
to the cave a what appeared to be about the same time. They had tried it often enough, and got the same
results, but with anew operator, who might unknowingly set up adightly different field, no one knew
what would happen. But that was not what | had meant when | said it, and she guessed it.

'So you want meto stay in preference to going to live athousand miles away?
‘A thousand milesisalong way to go visting,' | said.

Her smilewas gtill cool and chdlenging, dmost agrin. ‘And it might not be worth it, anyway,’ she said.
'If | wasthekind of girl who would want to cut up and run at thefirst sign of trouble instead of staying as



long as possible to seewhat | could do about it?

| looked at the tops of the trees ahead, which were gilded in the evening light while the sun made long
danting shadows below them.

'Isthat what you fedl about it? | asked her. 'That you want to stay aslong as possible and fight back
— aslong asyou have that tooth?

'It'saperfectly good tooth," she said with some indignation. 'l never even had atoothache.’ Then she
answered my question. She had that kind of mind. To her questions were neither al galant nor rhetorical.
'| talked @out it to Strassen too,’ she said. 'I'm not in love with him, but | am influenced by him.’

'What did he say?

'Can't you guess? He said ether thisthing isa prediction, or it isn't. If it isagenuine prediction, no
matter how, then it is absolute and final. We can't do anything about it, no matter how wetry. But if it
isnt aprediction, if we admit that anything we can do can changeit, then it Smply isn't agenuine picture
of thefuture, and therefore there is nothing to worry about. Either way — hefound it hard to say this,
but he'savery honest man is Strassen — it was no good my attempting to run away.

| walked with her, feding her companionship and wanting it, but a the same time thinking of
Strassen's reasoning.

That's avery masculineway of thinking,' | said. That kind of hard "either, or" logic. It isn't thekind of
thing that would normally apped to awoman.’

'People who don't believein logic don't work with big and dangerous machines like a synchrotron,’
shesad amply.

| got it then. 1t was the kind of revelation that comes sometimesin alifetime. It isn't easy to explain. |
had been proud, | suppose, without knowing it, in my work at the rocket base. Staking our liveson logic
was our strength. We dedlt with unimaginable forces. We faced hest, explosion, the vacuum and cold of
space. We guarded againgt all contingencies, and because we were as near perfect as it was humanly
possibleto be, we got it right. Welived. Or if wefailed, we died.

Now | redlized that agirl in alaboratory could take as many risks, could cdculate even more
ingdious forces than those we dealt with more precisely, and in short had my own brand of courage with
far less show.

‘All right,' | said. 'But in this case even if it were aprediction, I'm with the General. | think we can do
something abouit it. Suppose thisisa prediction. Supposeit'san actud picture of the future. The very fact
that we have seen it changes things. We seeiit, therefore you go away. Some other events may happen,
but not exactly that Stuation in the cave. The future hasto dter! We makeit so.'

She waked with me alittle way. We entered the woods and we stopped therein the cool lengthening
shadows of the golden evening. Sheleant againgt atree.

‘Do you think so, Howard? she said. ‘Do you think | haven't thought of that? Suppose | did go away.
Suppose we trained anew operator and you used him or her when you made your attempt at a human
trangt. It'stricky, thisthing that's happening with the synchrotron. There are some mistakes an operator
could make that would result in you getting not atime effect but a proton-beam. Y ou could be killed. But
there are worse mistakes than that. Suppose instead of putting you down in the cave, in the wrecked
laboratory, which isthe one point in the future with which we have established certain contact, they
dropped you in space somewhere, or they got you out there and could not get you back!”

| said nothing. There were dangers, we al knew, but no one had put them to me quite so clearly and
bluntly as she was doing then. | wondered why.

But she stood looking a me with aclear frank ook in her grey eyes.
That's the trouble about prediction, Howard!' she said. ‘If it isaprediction, if it'satrue prediction, it



will be bound to happen. Don't you see? Do you think | haven't thought of it? This new operator they
would haveto useif | went away: he could so easily get into trouble and get you away but not be ableto
bring you back. And then what would happen? What could they do but send for me? And what could |
do but come back, if | heard they werein trouble? It would be like anightmare. | don't like nightmare
Stuations. | would come back and take over an experiment that was dready in difficulties, a Stuation that
was out of control! Who knows what would happen then? It would be something — it would havethe
inevitability of an old Greek tragedy! A Stuation aready out of control and getting more out of control.
No! | prefer to handle it from the start in away that | know that | can do!

We were close together and done in the woods. She looked fragile but determined, with a power of
mind and spirit | had not seen beforein any woman.

"There's one thing about that,’ | said. 'If you went away, you'd have to make up your mind not to
come back. Not to come back whatever happened.’

She looked away from me.
'l can't do that, Howard. Y ou are doing thisfor me, aren't you?

| put out my hand on to her arm and | saw her move as | touched her. She looked up at me quickly,
amogt afraid. Welooked into one another's eyes for amoment and recognized what we saw there,

‘After thisisover,' | said. 'Sometime— when we both can go away.’ Our eyes met and held for a
moment.

CHAPTER SIX

The experiment was timed for noon. They aways had timed the experiments for noon. It was amatter of
avoiding any confusion about the clocks.

| sood therein the safe haf of the laboratory. The place was dmost crowded since the Genera and
Reckman were present as well as Galbraith and Saraand Strassen. | was wearing a standard
high-altitude flying suit, and General Bridger watched me as | adjusted the belts and flaps. He had
decided to be present for the experiment himsalf, and it was a measure of the importance he attached to
it.

'Are you ready for him to go, Strassen? he said. He looked at Strassen, who was handling the
target-areaingtruments and the handling machinery, as though he were some kind of young subordinate
and ass stant who was not wholly to be trusted.

| did not share hisview. Strassen was against the man experiment, but once it had been accepted he
had thrown himself whally into it. He was completely engaged in the readings he was taking and the work
that he was doing, and he answered the Generd shortly: 'Hold yet!" In fact there was no onein whose
hands | would rather be than Strassen’s, except maybe Saras.

| looked a Sara. She looked alittle pale but was wholly absorbed in her work at the control desk.
Thereweretimes, in 'bringing up' the synchrotron, when it functioned normaly as asynchrotron and they
got the proton beam. They had to be sure they were past those points and that they had something
perfectly sable, in terms of the field and phase-relationships, before | could be alowed to enter the
danger area.

Galbraith watched the two of them. | was afraid that they might have been thrown off by the presence
of General Bridger and Reckman, aswell astheir usual assstants who were in the background; but
Galbraith, Saraand Strassen had a professional’s degree of concentration. Not even Bridgets assumption
that he wasin command upset them.

The laboratory clock on thewall stood at four minutes to the hour. There was an odd remark.

Galbraith looked at me briefly. 'Pity you couldn't go combat-armed,’ he said. He glanced at the clock
and then at Sara and Strassen as though he could tell just how far they had got by their attitudes and the



expression on their faces. 'Give him hisfinad ingtructions, Generd.'

"Y ou will go and take the observations as you have been instructed. Y ou will emerge and photograph
the areaimmediately around the cave,' the General said. "Y ou will then get into the capsule to come back.
Wewill take no chancesthistime.' He looked at Gabraith. 'What's this about going combat-armed? he
sad.

Galbraith himsdlf had warned usthat | was not to try to carry any wegpons. It was something dueto
the eddy-currents set up in any meta objects around the synchrotron by the magnetic fields set up by the
massive magnetic core. Firearms were out, yet now he was regretting it. He had spent the previous night
examining the films and till pictures again and | wondered what he had seen in them that none of ushad
seen before.

'Go,' said Strassen. 'l am ready now to go.' Histense voice cut across us.

The Generd, Galbraith and | were till engaged in the last minute conversation. Galbraith shook his
head. ‘It isn't very likely," he said. 'Judgen, take alook around this laboratory and imprint on your mind
everything that is here.' But he turned away from us then. He glanced at Strassen. 'Go," he said. "You're
holding now.' He turned to Sara, not speaking to her loudly. 'Strassen says go,’ he said and waited.

Thefieldis steady now," Sarasaid without looking up from her infinite concentration on the
instruments on her control desk. 'If it holds another thirty seconds, then you can go.'

Gabraith looked up at the laboratory clock, but he pulled out hiswatch aswell.
'‘Good luck, Howard,' Reckman said.
'If he obeys hisingtructions hell bedl right,’ Genera Bridger. said.

'Go,' Sarasaid in aquiet voice that was firm except for the dightest trace of acatchinit. '‘Good luck,
Howard.' She must have been carrying that last phrase, determined to say it, dl through her
concentration.

'Strassen? said Galbraith.

'Go, said Strassen.

'‘Now," Galbraith said to me. 'Go now!"
The laboratory clock said two minutesto.

We had rehearsed the next step. | looked at the barrier wall and the view we had acrossit through
the mirrors. The plagtic sphere or capsule was standing in the 'hot’ half of the laboratory with the lower
haf of it, in which a seat had been fixed, established firmly on a plinth. The upper haf was held above it
and nearby in the 'hands of some of the complex machinery that Strassen operated. There was aladder
up our side of the barrier wall. | went toit and ran up it.

Theam wasto keep mein the 'hot' side of the laboratory, where no one would normally go at al, for
asshort atime as possible. | got to the top of thewall and saw the machinery, the plinth, the sphere
directly, no longer viewing them through the mirrors. I must have been receiving some dight stray
radiation at that point despite all Sarals and Strassen's care, but a bridge had been established from the
top of the wall by the ladder to the lip of the sphere. It would have been possible for meto go round the
wall and then climb up into the sphere, but that, it had been decided, would have taken longer. | ran
acrossthe bridge in fact and got a onceinto the lower half of the sphere, which had been lead-lined. |
was getting far less radiation then. It had been estimated that it would not harm me at al if the period |
wasin it was of the order of aminute.

Behind me, | could hear Galbraith, who was ooking at his watch, begin to count: ‘One, two, three,
four..." | looked back at the safe Side of the laboratory and realized that | could see dl of them,
Gabraith, Strassen, Sara, the General and Reckman, in the mirrors. Only the clock on the [aboratory
wall above them could be viewed directly. | wondered what was going to happen. | cannot pretend that |



was not afraid. | would have sat in the nose cone of arocket in comparative certainty and comfort. This
was new. 'Good-bye, Saral’ | called. | told therest: 'O.K.!"

In fact the machinery around me, in the target area of the synchrotron, was aready moving. Thetop
of the sphere too had been lined with an internal framework on which did lead-lined dides or curtains
and it was essentid to get it down on me, and have me enclosed from the radiation as soon as possible,
Strassen had not waited for my signd. His handling machinery, controlled by the whedls and grips below
the barrier wall, was swinging into action. | had not time to think then.

An arm swung over me handing me oxygen cylinders. No vacuum had been encountered by
instrumentsin the course of the transfer, but pressure variations had been registered, and when a cage of
mice had been sent they had come back suffering apparently from dight asphyxia. The Generd was
taking no chances. He had ordered oxygen and a suit that, if necessary, could be pressurized. | had to
stow and clip on the cylinders and adjust my face-mask and plug mysdlf in. Then my roof, the upper half
of the sphere, was coming down over me.

Working in face-mask and goggles now, | steadied it with my hands and eased it into position,
making sure that the two halves mated. It enclosed mein darkness since the interior shields were drawn.
| drew one back and looked out and put my hand to the aperture and made the thumbs-up sign. | could
see them watching me from adistance through the mirrors. The [aboratory clock said one minute short of
twelve. Gabraith held up both handsto me. It wasthe signal for me to re-draw the shutter. | was
enclosed insde and could see nothing.

| had one minute to wait. It was the minute we had given oursalvesto alow for al contingencies. |
was gitting in atight-closed sphere and | could fed instruments and shelves around me. | switched ona
little light that was operated from a battery pack. | had time to glance at the instruments and see that they
were reading norma. One of them was a clock. | do not know what | expected. | expected it to speed
up, | think.

At noon precisdly | felt asense of vertigo that abolished ingtantly al other sensations whatsoever.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The sensation was one of name ess horror.

I had met, and risen above, every kind of spinning and falling sensation and zero gravity. We had
been chosen and trained at the rocket base for physical assurance and temperamenta stability. | do not
pretend to be a superman. But, Sitting enclosed in that sphere while the whole universe became chaosiit
seemed to me from the moment the transfer started, | knew that | was being called upon to endure things
that no man should be asked to endure. To say that | knew then why the mice that had been subjected to
the transfer showed signs of asphyxiawould be not quitetrue. | did not know anything. It was from the
first asensation that | could not breathe, and that stops most things. And with it came asensation thet |
was being dowly rolled over in spacein amost complicated and remorsel ess fashion and at the same
time bent in another direction so that | would, if the process continued, be turned inside ouit.

We had had no ideathat | would be subjected to these sensations. A plan had even been laid down
for me about what | wasto do as| sat in the sphere when the transfer started. | was supposed to switch
onmy little light, look a al my instruments, and record their readingsin my log book. Then | wasto open
one of the shutterswith which | was surrounded, look out through the transparent surface of the sphere,
glance a my instruments again, and record what | saw and what the instruments said. It wasto have been
amethodica scientific investigation, and just the kind of thing that 1, with my training, was supposed to be
ableto do. Yet right from thefirst, held in a paralysed horror in which | was unable even to gasp, | knew
it was utterly impossible. | could only endurein that particular nightmare sensation in which | could not
even scream.

It isimpossibleto explain how | could have had a sensation of smultaneous light and blackness.



Later, but only after | had arrived after what seemed an infinite age of endurance, | found that my light
had gone out. It was those eddy currents probably, induced by the magnetic effects of the synchrotron,
that had put unusua currentsin the circuit and blown the bulb. But | did not know that then. As| have
sad, fromthevery first ingtant | did not know anything. It was only that | felt, that | hoped rather than
knew, that all the stars | was seeing, and the bright lights and grave-dark shadows, and the sounds that
echoed through my helpless and quite horrible vertigo, were subjective sensations, and products of my
mind, and not a universe that had become amadhouse,

It was not only aphysical sensation. From thefirgt as| fell through that light-dark void, | knew | was
inafar greater danger.

It had a physica cause maybe. No doubt Galbraith or some doctor could have explained it to me. It
could have been those eddy currents maybe working down my nerve-paths and my ganglions and
through the matrix of my brain. But | did not know that during that dreadful fall through avoid that was
my period in the sphere. If | knew anything, if | could have known anything, or thought at all during that
endless period, it would have been something like this: that there were limits beyond which no man should
ever be asked to volunteer and endure, and these were not limits of pain or physica peril but something
more and worse than that, the dangers that might result in the total destruction of his personality and turn
him out at the end as adifferent kind of man.

| did not even know | was sitting in the sphere any more. All | knew was that there was a danger that
| would come out of whatever it was | wasin not as mysdlf, aswhat | believed to be aman of senseand
courage, but as some helpless, weeping, drooling thing. It wasthat | had to fight. It wasthat | had to
struggle againgt in some fearful and gigantic contest over aspiritua abyss.

And it went on. | had paid no gresat attention previoudy to just how long it took to make the transfer,
of the sphere or of instruments, from the laboratory to the cave. It had not seemed greatly important,
since | had thought | would just be gitting there and making observations and recording. Maybe | had
thought of mysalf asacamera. We dl had. There was no way we could have found out what it was|
would haveto endure. If we had sent even higher animals, gpart from mice, it would not redlly have
shown on them when they came out, for it was the very nature of the thing that the higher the man
involved, and the more developed his nervous system, his sengitivity and his capacity for reaction, the
worseit had to be. So al | knew, asthe seconds passed, and then the minutes, and the lights became
coloured, red, which indicated perhaps how the blood was beating in my brain, wasthat | might come
out of it dead or maybe, what was present as afear, agood deal worse.

It was amercy when the sensations began to lessen as my bresth-starved body and my
blood-starved brain began to verge towards unconsciousness. It was amercy and yet a greater peril, for
| fdltthat if | did giveintoit, if | did let myself go into that particular unconsciousness, | would never
come out of it asmyself again.

It was as though my mind and body were dispersed, and scattered in individua atoms al through the
universe, and | had to hold it al together, hang on across the spaces of the void, and keep mysdlf
together as a coherent whole, or belost for ever more.

There was one thought, one positive actua thought that wasin my mind at sometime. It wasthat this
was not dl, thistransfer, thissingle outward journey if it could be called that. Somehow, sometime, |
would have to get back.

CHAPTER EIGHT

There was darkness and stillness, and | wasme. | did not know | wasin the cave. | ill did not 'know'
anything. | wasjust Sitting there, crouched in the sphere, asin awomb.

| was not aware that | had suffered any damage. | knew it was adanger. | knew | should not just be
stting therein total darkness. | must assert mysdlf. | must make surethat | was me.



| put out a hand and felt the sphere around me. | could feel one of the anti-radiation shutters. | did not
know it was aradiation shutter, but | drew it back.

| sat there seeing again. | could see a scene before me. At least | had not lost al my senses. | had
seen it before. It was the cave.

After atime, asense of satisfaction cameto me. | had arrived.

So what should | do now? A little light was coming into the sphere now and | had opened the shuitter.
| could see shelves around me, and alog-book, and instruments. Was | supposed to do something about
them? Write in the log-book and read the instruments? | began to move around in the sphere.

| pushed the top off. | stood up in the sphere, and then stepped out of it. | stood shakily ona
rock-strewn ground. | took off my face-mask and goggles and oxygen cylinders and put them in the
sphere. | stood looking at them. | should not have done that, | knew. Not right away. Perhaps | was not
remembering very well asyet. It would come back in alittletime.

| looked around me.

Yes, it wasafamiliar scene. | had seen it before. At least | had seen pictures of it. | wasin ashadowy
cave. Rocks were piled across it as a barrier, creating shadows, and there were more rocks towards the
entrance. Also there was a skeleton.

| started towards the skeleton.

| stopped haf-way. Somehow | did not like that skeleton. | was afraid that it was going to beredl. It
wasred. Everything wasredl. The rocks were hard and fdt like rocks. In the silence of the cave they
clattered when | moved. Y et it was not a complete silence. | could see signs of sunlight outside the cave,
and arange of snowy mountains, and somewherein the distance abird was singing. | sniffed theair. That
was the reason why | should not have taken my oxygen mask off a once. | should have tested the air
fird. Yet it smdled like normd air: cool perhaps, but dry and tingling, with less moisture than | would
have expected insde acave.

| was standing on the barrier of broken rocks that stretched across the cave between the sphere and
the skeleton. | could see two more skeletons now, that could not have been seen from the sphere. | was
supposed to do something. It wasin my mind somewhere. | was supposed to do a series of dow,
methodical things, minutely examining the scene around me, looking at al the machinery and eectricd
gpparatus, and writing in the log-book about its state.

It did not seem important somehow. | was primarily concerned with the skeleton, thefirst one, the
one | had seen before taken in a picture by acamera. What mattered was whether it was actualy there
or not. What mattered was who it was, and whether | could actudly seeit, touch it, fed it. | took my
courage and went to it.

| was feding better then. | wasfedling better al the time, though | had along way to go before | was
wholly norma. Y et crouching by that skeleton | felt sad somehow. It wastoo redl. | put out my hand to
touch it and two bonesfell apart with aclatter. | haveto be clear about this. My mind, my memories,
were disordered. Y et that did not cloud my physical impressions and responses, but heightened them.
Had there been anything wrong or false about any of my impressions, | would have fdt it. Instead my
sense had the clear, whole freshness of a child's. Things and the world are more redl to achild than they
areto an adult, just because he sees them directly and not through preconceptions, and so it was with
me

Thewhole stuation | wasin, the cave, the rocks, the smashed eectrical equipment, the wreckage of
the laboratory, the holesin the roof from which the rocks had come down, and the outer rock wall that
hed disappeared, were dl clear to mein akind of springtime freshness. And | took the skull of the
skeletonin my handsand fondled it.

There was no mistaking the smooth, cool touch of actua bone. That sensation isas clear to me today



asare childhood sensations which one remembers dways and which are dways more vivid than anything
inadult life.

So, | thought, I had it in my hands. Therewas nothing | could do about it. It wasthere. | got up with it
and took it back with me carefully, moving through the cave to the sphere, passing the broken control
desk on the way.

| carefully put the skull in the sphere and picked up the upper half of the sphere with outstretched
hands, to put it on. Then | chanced to see the log book on its shelf in the sphere.

| put down the top again and picked up the log-book. | wrote init, using the pencil that was clipped
to the book and resting it on the upper hdf of the sphere as atable to write on.

I am sending you the skull,' | wrote. 'lI cannot come back at once. Thisjourney isvery bad. If | never
come back and you send someone else, put him in aniron lung and give him sedatives before you send
him.

| looked at what | had written. As | say, my mind had the smple clarity of achild. | doubt if | even
knew who | waswriting to. A million questions remained unanswered. There was no guarantee that if |
let the sphere go back without me that day, and they sent it the next day from the laboratory, that it
would arrive on the next day in the cave. It might arrive ayear later or even earlier. But my mind was a
that time incapable of dedling with such complications. | only knew, with satisfaction, that | was doing the
best | could.

| put the log-book back in the sphere and | put the skull uponit. Then | put the top back on. | felt that
| had discharged my duty, thefirgt things | was supposed to, immediately on arrival.

Then | looked around the cave. Something was in my mind. Someone had said they wished | could
go combat-armed. That implied that there could be adanger. | could not see any. The cave looked as
dill asif it had been like that for ahundred years. | had amemory of avoice saying to me: Take alook
around the laboratory and imprint it on your mind.' It was amemory that came to me because thet, the
ability to deal with clear, actual impressions, was something | had very much just then. | wasvery
physical and actual, not less so than usual but more so, and | stood by the sphere, which | had closed in
the deep, shadowy part of the cave, and looked about me and noticed the things a child would have
noticed.

Inthelaboratory, in that position by the sphere, | would have been surrounded by the robot handling
machinery, conssting of meta bars and grips and an array of dmost human arms and joints. | looked
around for it. The natural assumption wasthat it had al been smashed and buried by the rock-falls. But |
looked for it among the rocks, and it was not there.

| looked at the skel etons again then. None of them were clothed. It was asmple and obviousfact. It
had been quite visible in the photographs. The clothing, we had al assumed, would have decayed away.
But would it, both the natural and the man-made fibres, not leaving even a scrap?

| did not remark on things or note them with surprise. That was not my frame of mind. | just assumed,
on the spot, and naturaly, that other men had been in the cave before me, along time ago. They had
come before the bodies were skeletons; before they had decayed. They had come in amatter of days
after the great catastrophe, and they had taken meta bars and clothing.

I went walking and climbing out towards the exit or entrance to the cave then. | was supposed to do
something about that, too. But | was not going to take photographs and obey my orders. | went with a
natura curiogity. | went to look.

| sat out in the sunlight in the entrance of the cave when | cametoit. | sat on sun-warmed rock and
my legs were dangling over acliff. Something had happened to the valey. It was no longer the green and
verdant Lake Vdley that | knew. Instead, | wasin abare and rocky landscape that might have been
among the mountains of the moon. The stony valley floor was two hundred feet below me, and the solid
hillside of rock that | was on must have been lifted up and tilted backwards as had other rocks on the



farther valey sde. It was only because the great dice of rock had been lifted bodily that the cave was ill
intact. Nothing else was.

Thevaley was agreat rocky canyon with jagged mountainous hills on the other sde. It waslikea
view of the earth after the mountains had been upraised but before the soil had formed. The country was
inexplicably dry and barren, too, and it was only around the great snow peaks that rose beyond the
nearer foothillsthat clouds were floating. There wasrain, or rather snow there, for the hillswereice. Even
the great conica volcano that was smoking there was iced except for adark and grimly ice-free areajust
around its crater-peak. The stream that flowed down the valley, winding along astony bed, must come
from that source. It came out of the mountains and descended into the valley by waterfalls.

My eye followed the stream down, seeing how here and there, in the surrounding grandeur and
desolation, it had encouraged little patches of green, only visible when one looked for them but significant
of the way that life was coming back. They were more prevaent further down the valey, and | believed |
could see creatures grazing on them, maybe mountain goats. My eye swept the scene, then my gaze fixed
and held.

From behind arocky outcrop, at some distance down the valley, | could seerising asingle line of
smoke.

People, | thought. No other creature made fire but man. And so they had survived then, those men
who had come into the cave, searching desperately, and taken metd bars and clothing. Somehow, even
among the sparse vegetation that was al that was | ft after the destruction of the soil, they had survived
the cataclysm that had annihilated dl their world.

Sitting therein the sunlight, and understanding al these things quite calmly, | came back to mysdlf
aufficiently to wonder what | was doing there.

| had been sent to find out what had happened, had | not? | had been sent to discover what | could
by aprocess of scientific observation and detailed, logical thought that, although | was getting better and
recovering from my journey, | did not fedl | could undertake just then.

But there were men down there, and it seemed to me that the smple, logical thing to do wasto go
down and ask them.

CHAPTER NINE

According to the clocks and the instruments that had been sent before, the sphere would remain where it
wasin the cave for about eight hours. | was remembering this now. Little by little my mind was clearing
and my memory was coming back. | was thankful for thisand | dmost felt mysdf. | had been lucky.
There had been aba ance about my mind and about my personality that had brought me through intact.
But | till did not want the strain of detailed technica thought. Instead, it came to me that what | needed
most was atrip down into the valey.

Theideaof waking and climbing, and maybe talking instead of doing technica work and trying to
think, seemed to me so attractive asto be dmaost beautiful.

| looked about me for some way across the rocks around me and down the sunlit cliff to the valley
floor. There had to be away. The cave had been ransacked. It did not look easy at first, but then | saw
it. Below me and sideways, there was aledge. From the ledge it looked possible to reach agulley. The
gulley led down, as acrack in the rock-face, to the valey floor or at least to the gresat pile of tumbled
rocksthat must have falen away from the cliff below me.

| got up and flexed my body in the sunlight. It felt al right. | went to the extreme edge of the cave
entrance and started down towards the ledge.

| had been right. My mind, my whole being felt better when | was climbing. | even believed | was
better at it than | would have been normally. | waslessimpressed than | would have been at other times



by the drop below me. | wasfull of confidence about little things, such asthat afoothold or handhold that
will hold you when three feet off the ground is equally good when you are hanging above space at two
hundred feet. | worked out along the ledge.

| had trouble in the gulley. | admired those men who must have climbed that route ahundred years
ago. They could not have been sure of what they were going to get when they got there. No more, |
thought, was|. | swung round apoint and over achock stone. At the sametime, | thought, it was
important to survive.

It was easier when | reached the great scree or rock fall that doped away down to the valley floor. It
was no more then than amatter of being careful that arock did not turn under me as| legpt on it when
going down the dope and cause meto break an ankle or give me atwisted leg.

It was hot in the sunlight. | unzipped my flying suit, but by thetime | reached the valey bottom and
wasworking aong the stream, | redlized | did not need it. | waswearing regular trousers and shirt and
sweater underneath, and | took it off, looked around for a conspicuous rock, and stowed it away
beneath it. | felt better then but found myself looking at the stream and wondering if it were good to
drink. It was certainly clear and had come down from the mountains. | did not know about radioactivity
or other dangers. | found mysdlf in my better mental state now, trying to visualize the readings of my
ingrumentsas | had last seen them when | left the sphere. | hit something awkward there. | had amental
image of the radiation meter, and it seemed to methat when | had last seenit, it had been reading less
than zero. Its needle had been hard back against the stop.

Negetive radiation isan impossibility. | decided that that meter must have been affected by the
transfer just as| had. It gave me aworry though. If my instruments had been affected by the transfer this
time, when they must have been affected by it on other occasions, when they had been sent before. We
had thought we knew there was no radioactivity or other dangersin the environment, but | waswell
aware by then that there was far too much we did not know.

All the same, | could not exist in that place and not breathe or eat or drink. | found a green patch by
the stream, one of thefirst | had cometo, and knelt by the clear water.

| drank, and then looked at the green herbage, that | thought was grass, that | was knesling on. |
looked at it dowly and then wished | had not drunk that water, or breathed that air or arrived in that
placeat al.

The'grass was composed of tiny reed-like plants. Each one was different. Some had tiny flowersand
some had none. But none of them waslike any plant | had ever seen. Among al their short, close-matted
divergty, | could see not asingle plant that | could identify as having seen before.

| looked up at the hillsides of the valey around meand | felt it dmost as an emanation, the sense of
something strange.

| ought to go back; | knew it then. | should go back to the cave, to the sphere, and sit init, wait until it
took me home, and think nothing of the shape | would arrivein. For the place was strange and the valey
was strange, and even if it wasthe future, | had no businessthere.

Then | looked down the valley. | could see what lay ahead of me more clearly now. There were low
stone walls enclosing areas by the stream where | believed | had seen the animals grazing, and | believed
| could seetheroof of abuilding. It was alow stone farm or croft-house, and must be isolated, for |
could see therewas no other building for a least amile.

| should go and look at the animals, | thought. It would be stupid to go back and have to say thet |
had not even looked at them after having already come so far. And if there were peoplein thefarm, just
anisolated family living, afew wordswith them only could probably tell us everything. | would go and
ask, exchange afew sentences with them, and then go back. It seemed ssimpleto me till, and | could see
no visible danger whatsoever.

| got up and stood for a moment, and then walked on. There were hesther-like plants, | now saw,



growing in tufts between the rocks. | could hear abird singing, and the sound reassured me. | looked for
it, being interested in little things.

| saw ahird, the same or another, as | walked on down the stream. It was sitting on thefirst of the
low stone walls that contained and penned the animals, and for amoment | was fascinated by its
behaviour. 1t was perched there and peering down intently into a crack among the stones. It wasasmall
brown bird of akind | could not easily recognize and it had an attitude of bright aertness and quick, fast
movements when it fluttered as | gpproached. | thought at first thet it was afraid of me, but it wasn'. It
was only that it was excited and eager to get at something that was hiding from it between the stones, and
it prodded from time to timeinto the crack with its hill. Its beak was not long enough, and whilel
watched as| passed it it flew down from the wall to the ground and came up again with adry stalk of
the heather. It began to poke in the crack with that and dug out and caught and ate its prey, along and
writhing insect. The action looked perfectly naturd and normdl. It was only that | felt akind of wonder
about it, such as the question whether our birds had been in the habit of using tools.

I might have thought more about the bird except that now, having reached thefirst of thewalls, | was
ableto seetheanimals.

Sheep, | thought, or goats. | looked at them as | walked dong by the wall. It was odd not to know
which. Some had the wool of sheep and others had the untidy coats of goats. None of them had quite the
right shapefor either. When | saw one that looked like a miniature milk-cow, complete with horns and
udders but about three feet high and with astraggling goat-like coat, | truly began to think.

A dog began to bark at the farm. | had come near to it now, to the windowless, blank side of the
low-roofed building, and | was approaching it between the rough stone walls. | had not thought of adog.
| had thought | would go and look before | spoke to anyone. But, picking my way through the mud, |
realized that | was committed. Someone was going to come out to see what was causing the barking of
the dog. | did not want them to see me back-view, scurrying into the distance. | did not want them to
take mefor athief. Even more, | did not want them to follow me.

I had amoment of doulbt then, of reason you might say. For thefirst timel wondered if it weretruly a
wisething to appear in an isolated valley, atotd stranger in what could only be an outlying frontier
digtrict, asking, as an excuse for his presence, about what date it was and what had happened to the
world ahundred years ago. But | only thought my mind was fully recovered. | did not seeit clearly.

Y et | wasright about the effect of the barking of the dog. A woman came around the corner of the
house. | cdl her awoman. | had no other word to use. She was about four feet six, enormoudly broad,
with large bare feet. She was wearing adark, shapeless garment, and her head had the shapethat is
usually associated with congenital idiocy. | stopped the moment | saw her. | began to think again, too
late. When | first saw her, she was turning, saying something to the dog. Then she turned and saw me.

Itisn't easy to explain the fedling as we looked at one another. It was the kind of thing that happens
when two animals see one another, strangers, of different breeds. Their hacklesbegintorise. Itisthe
sense of something Similar but at the sametime hopelesdy dien.

We solved our problem in different ways, confronting one another across the mud of the farm-yard
between the house, the field-pens and the animal sheds. | took a step towards her, trying to look friendly.
'I'm sorry to disturb you,' | said with what | was redlizing even then was enormous futility. 'l only want to
ask you—'

She began to scream.

| understood alittle. I understood why Galbraith and the General had told me to stay around the
cave. It wasonly after | had spoken that | even began to think and wonder if English weretheright
language. To useit wasitsaf an enormous presumption, presuming that her world was my world, that the
two were connected, within alimited time, by history. It was an assumption | was making thet | wasin
'‘the future', and only now, when it cameto the point, did | redize that everything | had seen sincel had



come out of the cave had seemed to place me in some space and time that was hopelesdy, impossibly
remote.

Y et it came off, that was the incredible thing. Contrary to al evidence, the words that she screamed
back at mewere Englishin afashion. | could not pretend at that time to understand the significance of it,
or the sgnificance of anything else, dther.

'Go 'way! Go 'way!" she was screaming a me asthough | were her enemy. 'We have no childers
herel’

| did not pretend to understand the meaning of the world 'childers. | only reacted to her attitude. |
told her:

I won't harm you!'

'Go 'way!" she screamed again.

'l only want to talk to you!"

'Y ou moonies!' she screamed. 'I'll et the dog! We have no childers!'
'l only want to speak.’

‘Jebl Jeb! They're here! A moony's here!’

If it was someone else she was calling to, | thought, she had no need. He would have heard her inthe
first place. But | was not sorry. It wasjust fantastically bad luck, | thought, that on making my first
contact in the new world | should have found mysdf confronted by a misshapen, femae, dwarf idiot.

| did my best.
'What'samoony? | said.

It actualy stopped her screaming. She stood at the corner of the building with her great bare feet and
statuesque ankles, that looked as though they belonged to some figure ten feet tall, planted in the mud,
and let her mouth fall open and gaped at me.

I'mnot amoony,' | said. | went towards her alittle to convince her of the peacefulness of my
intentions.
An old man appeared, coming round the other corner of the building.

At afirg glance at him | wasrelieved that he had something like the size and gppearance of anormal
man." | do not know what | had been thinking. | wasto think it again soon, but meanwhile | wasrelieved.
| even thought | could place the Situation, the old man and hisidiot daughter, the remote farm, and the
fact that helooked thin and starved, near dying maybe, but hanging on with asinewy, activelife.

I'msorry,' | said to him, turning to him. 'l only want to ask you —'
'He says he's not amoony!" the woman said.
He looked & me with darm and then with ady, tensegrin.

'He says. "What isamoony?"' the woman said, and laughed. Even dlowing for what shewas, it was
not a pleasant laugh.

'A grown archaic who isn't amoony,' the old man said looking a mewith an air of tota disbelief.
| heard a sound behind me.

I swung round. | knew it now. | wasin aStuation that was developing. It was asimple situation but |
did not understand it. | did not even understand the language, which was English with wide differences,
and | began to have afedling about the outcome.

And the man who had come round the fidld walls and animal sheds behind me madeit clear to me. |
use the word 'man' about him as | had used the word 'woman' about the woman. It isfor want of
anything better. And he was advancing from that direction as though he had gone round there ddliberately



to cut me off.

Hehad asmdll, ridiculoudly tiny head, set on the most massive pair of shoulders| had ever seen. The
neck was short and had almost the thickness of the head. But the rest of his body did not conform to
those proportions. He stood about seven feet tall, but the barrel of his chest seemed to shrink inwardsto
thewaist. His belt seemed to hold up a pair of ragged trousers precarioudy above anarrow pelvis, and it
was hislegsthat were hopeesdy long and thin. | looked at the bare feet in the mud again. By that timel
would not have been surprised to see them six-toed, or webbed like ducks, or ending in bird-like claws.
It wasjust that they wereincredibly long and thin.

Don't fight, | told mysdlf. Don't be aggressive. It was contact | wanted, only afew moments of sane,
sengble conversation. | had to tell mysdlf that for the way he was advancing on me. | could seeit. He had
taken one look at me and determined to attack. | just did not believeit.

'Moony? he said. He said it asthough it were an important but somehow dirty word. "Y ou say you
ain't nomoony? He had to say it, maybe, to get it into that tiny skull of his.

'Hean't Outlands ether,’ the old man said sgnificantly. They began to closein on me, dl three of
them. It wasjust that | could see no reason why they should attack.

Hisarmswere long. When he put them out to me, | could get nowhere near him. | did not want to
kick him. | had an ideathat | should treat them gently. | wasthinking now, at last, too late, of what
Galbraith and the General would say if | had to go back and say | had wandered from the cave and done
nothing but succeeded in rousing the fury of the inhabitants. | didn't even take it serioudy until it wastoo
lae.

He held me off, then suddenly dragged meto him in a bear-like hug. We crashed down on to the
ground. | had been right in thinking he could be no great danger with such adender middle. But the
woman and the old man ran up, the woman in particular, with akind of murderous fury. She had grabbed
astake or stone and was holding my neck to throttle me with one great hand while with the other she
struck out at my head while | fought with the pin-head creature | could not believein.

It wasthe old man to whom | owed my life. ‘Don't kill him!" he was saying, though he was kicking me
occasiondly as hewas dancing round us. 'Dont kill him! If heiswhat heis, we can sdll him to the
moonies’

| was hearing him say that when | went under, knocked out and amost torn gpart between the three
of them.

CHAPTER TEN

Their language was English. Therewas aworld of sgnificancein that.
There was darkness and an unpleasant smell. | sat up and tried to move and redlized | wastied.

| lay there for amoment thinking. My mind seemed at last to have come back to something neer its
normal. | had made a complete and utter wretched hash of it. Now | wasthinking, | could seethat. |
could not have acted more stupidly from the moment | stepped out from the sphere.

Not merely had | not done dl the things| should have done, the detailed log entries, the minute
ingpection of the cave, the statements every few minutes of just what | had done and what | proposed to
do next, but | had accomplished the gppalling folly of getting mysalf captured so that | could not go back
persondly to report.

Meanwhile, the pain from my bruised head and ribswas in competition with anew pain from my
wrigts and ankles. It was easy to explain. It just indicated the thoroughness with which | had been tied.

| thought for a moment on another tack. The creatures who had captured me. Was | sure? Or were
they just figments of my disordered brain? Thinking of them and trying to visudize them as| had seen
them. | could not be sure. If they weretrue, then | had not actudly found out anything in my excurson



from the sphere, out of the cave and into the new environment. | had only made the problem a thousand
timesworse.

But it was hard to dismiss them as figments of my mind when | waslying therein what seemed to be
an animal shed or garden tool storewith afedling of cold discomfort al around me and light, which must
be thelast of the daylight, coming in through gaps between the roof and the dry stone walls and under a
lower edge that could only be the bottom of a crude wood door.

If they had not been exactly what they seemed to me, they must have been something likeit or |
would not be there. And | remembered now. One of the jobs | was supposed to do around the sphere
wasto take star Sightsin the dusk at thistime, and establish the position of Venusif it gppeared in the
night sky as an evening star so asto date thistime and place exactly. | wasto do al that just before |
seitled mysdlf for my return journey in the sphere. And the sight of the fading daylight told me | was going
to betoo latefor it.

In the laboratory they would get back the sphere empty except for the log-book with the singlelog
entry and the skull. | did not like to think of that, of Sarabeing confronted by her own skull asfina
evidence of the redlity of theworld that | wasin. What would they do about it? Send someone else? Or
ingruments?

| felt ahdplessfury. The pain of my wrists and ankles and of the position in which | waslying had
become severe. | began to squirm and twist from the waist and try to loose my bonds. If the people were
of such low calibreas| thought, then they could not have tied me up properly, | thought. | waswrong
about that. Even if my pin-headed friend was amentally deficient farmer he had learned at sometime
how to tieup apig, and it did just aswell for aman.

Gasping and struggling, | realized that | could not break my bonds, least of al the cords or thongs that
held my wrists, which weretied behind me. But at least | could think now. The mist that had been over
my mind since | had made the transfer and suffered in the sphere had at |ast departed. | struggled and got
myself up into astting position againgt thewall. | ft the rough edges of the stone with my hands, fedling
each projection | could find with my extended finger-tips. | jerked mysdlf aong thewall until | found a
good one and then, swaying my body forward and up and down, | began to rub the thongs that bound
me againgt the quartzite of the rock.

It would take time. | knew that. | did not know how much time| had. | even had hopes of getting free
and out and back to the sphere that night to begin with. It took longer than | thought, and | had to see
those hopes fade. | rested awhile and then went on again. To get out and free was the main thing. | could
no longer see farther ahead than that.

| was dmost free and could fed adight but definite loosening around my wrists when alight showed
under the door. | kept suddenly till. 1 thought it was going past, but it came towards me.

| sat back as| was against thewall. | could only hope that what | had been doing would not be
discovered. | listened to afumbling with the door catch and bars.

The old man camein. He brought light that smoked and seemed to run on oil of mutton fat and apan
of somekind of food. He held up the light and looked at me. 'So you ain't dead,’ he said with satisfaction.
He cackled in away that seemed to me sensalessly: "You're like me. Y ou're one of the old type. You're
hard to kill.

| did not pay grest attention to what he was saying. | was thinking thet if he untied my handsto let me
feed mysdf | would throttle him, whileif he fed me | would sill have achance of getting free afterwards.

He gloated over me for awhile before he began to feed me. 'l waslike you once,' he said. Thereain't
many archaics now. How come you're not like Jeb and Molly when you're nearer to their age?

| had to pay attention. He wastelling me things unknowingly. | found it hard to believe, but what he
was saying seemed to have agrim significance about the world around me. He put the lamp down and
began to feed me by the smple expedient of putting the pan against my mouth and tilting it.



"The moonies want the archaics,' he said. 'How come the moonies haven't got you before? Maybe
you're an archaic who's escaped from the moonies.” He laughed. 'Jeb's gone to sell you back to them.
Jeb would sell me to the moonies except | amn too old.'

| spluttered at the food and pushed it away with my chin. | licked it off my lipsand he looked a me
solicitoudy. Therewasno harmin him, | thought. And then | thought maybe it was something se. He
was thinking of the price they could get for me. He said they were going to sell me.

'‘What isamoony? | said. | had asked that question before, before they captured me. It seemed safer
to ask it again than to ask what was an archaic. Besides, | had guessed what an archaic was. It was
someone who looked like me.

The word 'moony’ was what shook me. If anything and in my desperate state of ignorance, |
supposed it implied that the world had been invaded by creatures from the moon. | could even imagine
mysdf telling that to the Generd if | did get out.

Hisreaction wasto look angry and disgusted. A wretched look came into his eyes. He was
disappointed. He had been hoping too much. It was like something at the dead lowest point of human
experience. ‘It could be your head,” he muttered, but he was talking to himsdlf, not me. It was only about
me, as he held the pan at me again: 'It's your memory. They won't buy you if you'relike that.' He took the
pan away.

He could keep the pan so far as| was concerned. | was hungry, but not that badly. 'What'sa
moony? | said. "Y ou'reright, I've lost my memory. What isamoony?

There may be lower thingsin life, in amore wretched Sate, than my conversation with the old man,
but if s0 | have not come across them. The whole fact of being in hisworld with him, and taking it as
representative, that cattle-shed or outhouse, had agrim macabre qudity. Even to say it was grim was not
quiteright. It was something worse.

He shook his head over me and began to talk, partly to himself and partly to mein adoleful voice, in
an old man'sway. He held the pan but did not seem sure whether he was going to giveit to me again or
not. It looked as though he would rather keep it for himsdlf.

'I knew one once,' he said. 'Third generation, grand-childer like you. Looked fine too, but had no
memory." His eyes became misty. He was|ooking into the distance. 'Right shape, right size. Maybe
fifteen years old, thiskid was, by thetime | knew him. Parents had hid him. Can you believe that. Living
in moonity territory, they hid him. They kept him for themsalves. They were crazy. These days, who can
trust their neighbours?

Hetook ataste from the pan himsdlf. He had lost sight of hisaim to feed it dl to me. He seemed to
likeit.

"They could have known that by fourteen, fifteen held begin to wander around alittle,' he said. 'Even
here, inthisvalley, on the fringe of the Outlands, they couldn't keep him secret. Someone must have give
him away. They say Garman, three farms down the valey, got a pasture mower. The moonies came and
took him. Parents were punished too. They'd had him all that time, ared archaic so far as anyone could
see. So they were punished, and then the moonies didn't keep him. No memory, you see. Hewasn't a
real archaic. Not atoolmaker. He only looked it. So they'd lost their farm, but they got him back.
Decaiving themsdves, | guess. Thinking he, not the farm, was athing of value:’

He ate out of the pan methodically, stting there in the smoky light in the outhouse. He too was
deceiving himsdlf, | thought. He was going to tell someone he had given dl that to me. He used hisfingers
to get the food out, then licked them one by onereflectively.

"They might have known. Hewas abit like you," he said. 'Not that he couldn't speak. Held learn the
words and then forget them. Learn quick, too. Hed learn to speak in the course of every day. Then the
next day he'd forgotten and have to start again. They were glad to have him back. He looked al right.
Even behaved well in akind of way. Then one night he took aknife to his mother. Hisfather had to kil



him. Thought his mother was hisgirl-friend. | guess he had forgotten. The sort of thing amutant kid might
do. Welve had alot like that.’

He seemed to derive a satisfaction from his macabre story, as much as from the food. He looked at
mein ahopeful, puzzled way.

"You try to remember,' he said. 'Y ou try to look and behave like aredl archaic, at least until they've
paid for you.'

He got up then. He turned to the lamp and took the pan with him. | thought he was going out. But he
did not gtart for the door as | expected. He turned to me.

Turn over, son. | want to see your wrigt-tie.'

| had thought | was dl right. | had let him go on talking, and then, at the last moment, he remembered
to seeif | was still well tied. | strained at the thongs around my wrists but | had just not got far enough
and they would not break.

Turn over!" he said and began to kick me. In another moment he was caling 'Molly! Molly!'

They tied me up again, and anchored me to aspot where| could do no harm, and left me there all
night.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

| had had timeto reflect. They told me that the moonies were coming for mein themorning and |
wondered if they would have long bodies and heads on stalks and perhaps six legs. They hadn't. But |
was only just discovering that the big thing about a quite new environment isthat you don't know just
how new itis.

| heard voices outsde the outhouse, drifting in like the full morning daylight from under the door. They
sounded like human voices. They even had an English, or rather American, inflexion. It was one of those
questions | could not solve. The people seemed to be talking my language in aworld that had no
connection with my world. Either we were wrong about the time-scale, | thought, and the time was not a
hundred years but maybe afew thousand years ahead, perhaps amillion, or something far more radica
had happened to our world, far more sudden and fundamental, than even we had suspected.

The door opened and a blonde stood framed in the doorway, standing against the sunlight. The
climate was like that. Except over the high mountains where clouds drifted they had constant cloudless
sunshine

| checked, looking dowly up at her from the feet. | was taking nothing for granted now. The feet
could be norma. They were encased in rough effective leather boots that looked as though they had
done plenty of walking, like afoot soldier. | hoped for something of the legs, but they were human, too
human, and on the plump side, which was emphasized by the fact that she wore rough and probably
home-spun trousers. Her hips were of the beamy kind that ook worst when encased in hard-boned
corsets and best when in the nude. Her sheepskin jacket was open, showing the proportions of a
well-devel oped and not-young female. At least she was human, | thought. Then | recognized that she was
more than blonde. She was an abino.

'Have them bring him out!" she said, coming in then backing out again. 'We don't want to examinehim
there!’

Jeb camein, eager and anxious to please. He began to drag me out and then thought better of it and
cut my foot bonds. He prevailed on meto get up, and | managed to stagger, fedling pinsand needles
through my feet. But | went out, out into the blessed sunshine and open air and swore | would die rather
than go into that hole again.

Molly and the old man were stlanding around too with that same eager look. It might have been an
attempt to sl acow. The girl albino had someone el se with her, aman of the same proportions who was



equdly an abino. They might have been brother and sister, and later | redlized they probably were.

Just the fact that they had been summoned and had come seemed to indicate that there was
something, however, beyond the valey. Not the whole world waslike | had seen it in the valley and the
mountains. There had to be acivilization somewhere, of some kind, down in the direction to which the
valey led.

'Areyou going to untie my handsaswell? | said. There was nothing like hoping.
They had both spent about twenty seconds examining me narrowly.

'‘An archaic,' the girl said postively, having assured hersdf at lagt. It was like a bird-watcher will point
definitely and say: 'Look, aring-necked double-quilled ouzel-touzd!"

Her twin brother's view of the Situation was more dispassionate than hers. Hewaswearing agunina
holster, which gave him an authority of position, and even though it was just an ordinary and even rather
large and therefore out-of-date style of gun by our standards, he had a deliberate restraint and was
looking a my clothes.

'He doesn't make much sense,' he said.

| kept my mouth shut. | had afeding that, given that Situation in that farmyard | was not going to make
much sense whatever | said.

'What isit that he'swearing,’ the girl said..

| was wearing my Swester, shirt and trousers, and it isunkind to say this, but though most of my
garments contained a proportion of artificial man-made fibres, and | had spent the night in them, and in
the outhouse, they were il better, in better shape and neater, than anything anyone was wearing round
me

"This could be big trouble,’ the man said. 'Those are genuine antiques. He must have found a source of
supply somewhere. He must have dug them up.’

He madeit sound asthough | had committed a crime by acquiring and wearing garments that
conspicuoudy dated from my own civilization. Y et it waswhat | would have doneif | could and if | had
been in their position. What | had was conspicuoudly better than theirs.

| thought about it. It seemed to me that the game was up. He had the gun and my hands were ill
tied, and there was an uncertain future ahead of me. Sooner or later | was going to haveto tell them, or
try to tell them, the truth. | was not going to be able to get avay with some invented story to explain my
presence, because in their environment, and in connection with their unknown civilization, | did not know
what story to invent.

"These clothes do come from adifferent period of history,’ | said. 'Our estimate isthat it's ahundred
years ago. Y ou areright except for onething. | didn't dig them up or steal them. | myself come from
then.’

It was agood try anyway. My statement was received in dead silence.

'‘An Antiquist!" the girl said.

It was anew word. Y ou know how it iswhen you learn alanguage. To begin with | was confused
between'An Antiquist’ and 'archaic'.

'‘Anarchaic Antiquist!" the man said, and whistled softly.

| saw Jeb looking puzzled and at the same time hopefully avaricious as he watched us. Perhaps he
hoped to get paid more for that.

"Where do you say you come from? the girl said to me.

| pointed generaly up the valley, of which we had agood view from the farmyard. | could seethe
cave from there, but | was not going to point it out to them unless or until my -story was accepted and |



could seein what attitude it would be received. 'l came down from there,' | said.
'An Outlander!" the girl said.
'An archaic, Outlander Antiquist!’ the man said.
| had only to listen to histone of voice to know | had got in deeper.

Helooked at the girl. "Weve got to be careful,’ he said. 'Before we know where we are we will find
oursalves suspected for having been exposed to contact.'

Shelooked at me and she looked at him. 'l suppose we'd better take himin,' she said. 'l don't think
there's anything about thet?

I will get paid? Jeb said in athin, high, eager voice.
'Y ou shut up,’ the man said. 'Y ou'll get paid sometime, if at all.'
‘I mean it'sathree-hour walk,' the girl said. "That's along time to be exposed to contact.'

| wondered if they were mad or if | was. With my hands il tied behind me, | stared at each of them
and at Jeb and Molly and the old man. "What's this about contact? | said. 'l come from apast time. |
know that sounds atall story. | don't even expect you to believeit right away. | agree you should take me
to someone who will believe me, someone with knowledge of the past to whom | can proveit. But thisis
urgent! I've got to get back to the thing that brought me here. I'm in peril of being marooned here. But
don't start talking about the dangers of contact. It's not as though I've been exposed to some disease!’

It was quite a gpeech, and, considering the pogition | wasin, | said it firmly, in away that | believed
would carry weight.

Consdering the man with the gun was an abino, it wasimpossibleto say, but | believe he paded a
little.

"You'reright,' he said to hissister. 'He'sa bad case. He's carried it to the point when he actualy
believes he comes from the past, by somekind of self-hypnosis. I'm going to radio themto send a
psycho!

"The helicopter? she said. 'Oh, Dan, be careful!’

'‘What's it for? he said. 'Except in an emergency?

‘But if wecdl it out and it isn't needed —!"

"Y ou want to be suspected of Antiquism al your life? he said. And he hurried away, around the
corner of one of the walls. He came back with a portable pack they must have brought with them and
dumped at the first opportunity. It looked like awakie-talkie from World War Two. He began to run up
an agrid antenna,

As he began to be busy, | began to look at the way out between the walls and down to the stream
and up thevalley. | sill had .my handstied, but | believed | had a chance. There are probably difficulties
any time, in any civilization, anywhere, in convincing people that you come from another era, another age.
The normal fate of anyone who saysit is probably to be locked up asalunatic or aspy. But in their age,
intheir society, there were very particular difficulties, as| was beginning by then to gather.

It was not that Dan saw me looking or guessed my intention to make abolt, hands-tied, up the valey.
He thought of something else. Heleft hisbulky and awkward transmitter pack and came and gave the girl
hisgun.

'Keep him covered,' he said. 'If hetalksto you in any way that seemslikely to convince you, shoot
himin the heed. It'll savealot of trouble.’

‘Right,’ said the girl, pointing the gun at me as he went back. ‘'Now you can tell me the true story and
explain yoursdlf. You tdl me. Y ou are an Outlander? We badly need some information about the
Outlands!’



'‘Abracadabra-cadee,’ | said. | could see she had that gun cocked and ready and would be all too
camly ready to firea me. | wasin my right mind now. My intelligence was working one hundred per
cent. What it told mewas that | was sinking ever deeper into a Situation that did not make senseand in
which | could not win. Inthat case, | worked it out, | could do worse than feign Smple madness.

But Dan was busy working with hisradio pack and talking into the built-in microphone. It was dl
wrong. | had an awful feding just how much it was dl wrong. Theradio itsef was more than hdf the
trouble. Even in our time all such radios had been trans storized and made much smaler. Then therewere
their clothes, and the gun the girl was holding. It was not ardlic, or | thought it was not. It looked quite
new. But the design was that of an old-fashioned revolver of an early date, the kind of thing that required
no great intricacy of workmanship or casting.

Even when, an hour later, the helicopter came whirring up the valey, | looked at it with awe. | had
never seen a crate that looked quite so patched. It looked arelic. And it al added up to the supposition,
which was somewhere in my mind, that the world had not gone forward, but dipped back at least a
hundred years.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Thank God, | thought. If the conversation was no better, and made no more sense at least it was more
sophisticated now.

Wewerein the helicopter, flying down the valley, inwhich | could see the scattered farmsteads. |
could see one larger building in the distance, which was where Dan and his sister were going to take me
at the end of the three-hour walk. The helicopter was not going there.

'Y ou can talk to me!" he said reassuringly, as reassuringly as atone can bewhenitisbawled outin a
helicopter. "Y ou can even talk of Antiquismto me! | don't have to shoot you. | have dealt with too many
cases. | amimmune!’

His namewas Liebnitz. | had asked if that was hisfather's name, working on that principlethat | had
once known aLiebnitz. He had looked at me queerly and said stiffly that he had chosenit.

| wasin handcuffs and he was a smal man with small features and alarge head. He was taking no
chances. Aswell as having me secured, he had the helicopter pilot to help to handle me. The helicopter
pilot was anormal, straightforward six-foot male, who handled the machine with akind of fatdistic
caution. | did not blame him. | too fdlt it wasliable to die or break apart beneath us at any moment. But
Liebnitz trested pilot and helicopter aike with asublime indifference, the indifference of the large-headed,
intellectual and wholly non-mechanica man. In our world he would have been another freak, another
kind of misshapen dwarf, but there he had authority, he talked in away that he at least seemed sure made
some kind of sense, and | had to treat him hopefully as though he were some kind of human.

'Can you understand this? | bellowed back to him above the engine noise. 'l don't want to talk to you
about Antiquism or any other kind of theory! | don't expect you to believe my story. It isn't the kind of
story anyone normally would believe. But why don't you check it? Why assume | came from somewhere
elsewhen | can take you and show you and prove to you that the first time | stepped out into your world
was from acave?

Through the nose of the helicopter | could see beyond the valey now. The hillsfell away in barren,
sweeping stony hillsdes, and beyond them wasaplain.

I sympathize!" he said in hishigh and intelligent but dightly squeaky voice. Y ou nomad Outlanders
naturaly want to keep your resting places a secret. But that doesn't mean you have to invent some
fantagtic sory!"

‘I am not an Outlander!” | said. 'If | were, don't you think | would invent some story that wasn't quite

so fantastic? Do | seem to you like one of those creatures in the place where you found me, who have no
intelligence whatsoever?



In the confined space in the helicopter he put his big head nearer to me to cut down the need for
shouting.

'On the contrary, you strike me as very intelligent. We are very pleased to get you. With luck, | hope
to make plansto use you. Most Outlanders we get are of the wild kind. We know you exist, of course,
you Outlanders of a higher class, but you don't usualy come wandering into the jurisdiction of the
Community!"

"Then why the hell should I —!" | stopped. Community, | thought. Moonies! Had someone said: ‘the
'moonity"? Things were a the same time smpler and more complicated than | thought. In the helicopter |
was sSmultaneoudly trying to build up apicture of the world around me from words and phrases and hints
and hdf-hints, and at the same time argue with aman caled Liebnitz who became moreingeniousin his
mistakenness every minute.

‘Ligten!" he said. Asthe helicopter bobbed in an air-pocket, he laid a hand on my manacled arm. 'We
know you are an Antiquist. Most Outlanders are! Why el se should they be Outlanders and either have
refused to join or a some time left the Community? But | am a psychologist. Y ou don't haveto try to
hide these things from me. | know why you tell methis extraordinary story of coming from the past. All
dightly mental peopledoit! They try to hidetheir red bdiefs, but a the sametimethey reved them, as
though in aparable, another way. | only had to hear you begin to speak and | knew it was your Antiquist
sympathies you were reveding to mein this story of coming from the past!"

You can't win, | thought. Least of al can you ever win with apsychologist. Liebnitz wasthe kind of
man who, if you said black's white would say that proved you were insane and if you said white was
white would say that proved you were concedling something. They had advanced al right in oneway ina
hundred years, | thought looking out across the plain ahead. They were even more ingenious than they
had been in our time.

The plain was mostly dusty and barren, but there were farms and green patches here and there where
the streams from the mountains wandered and meandered into it. | tried to see what was ahead.

'Y ou say you have plansto use me? | said desperately. 'Just what doesthat entail ? | had reached the
point where | felt that the best | could do would be to get to know the worst.

'‘Ahl" hesaid. 'Y ou are an archaic, like the pilot here, and that means of course that you will be under
the jurisdiction of my friends the biologists.' The hdlicopter lurched, and he had to pause. | did not know
if it wasan air pocket thistime, or if it was just that the pilot was sitting with his ears pinned back and
could hear our conversation and did not like the reference to himself. '‘But | have plansfor you too!"
Liebnitz went on. 'Even as an Outlander, aman of your intelligenceis educable. I'm sureyou are!’

| could see adistant sheen through the haze across the plain ahead. The ses, | thought! But the seain
the middle of Tennessee? It wasn't. | had the relief of knowing that. | could see thefaint, hazy shapes of
mountains beyond it. It must be alake.

'I wonder if | can convince you that | haven't timeto wait to be educated? | said.

'‘Outlander antiquism isanaturd but only a superficia growth," he said. ‘It isonly ignorance. It does
not have the vicious quality of the Antiquist Heresy among the disaffected dementsin the city.’

We seemed to be talking different languages.

‘After dl, it istime the Community began to expand,’ he said with aglance a me. 'We are strong
enough now to increase the territory we hold around the city. It isamatter of reintroducing civilization
acrosstheworld. It will be aconvenienceif you are educable. We don't want to haveto kill you dl!*

His glance was asking me how |, as an Outlander, reacted to the idea of being ruled by the
Community, which | interpreted as being ruled by men like him. | didn't. Not being an Outlander, | had
no reaction a al, and besides, | was only attending to him with half my mind. | wastrying to make out
what it was | could see by the lake ahead.



It will greetly affect our plansif | can show that you can be educated to become agood and loya and
orthodox member of the community,’ he said.

'How soon, if | co-operate and become educated, can | get for mysalf the ordinary freedom of a
member of your Community? | said.

It was, ashe said, acity. The ground was greener towards the great patch of silver water that wasthe
lake, and | could see buildings and an urban area spread out in a sprawl by the lake-shore right ahead.
There was no doubt about it that that was where we were going, and | was glad it was not farther from
the cave. But the lake was vast. | could see now that it was virtudly an inland sea. The mountainsfar
beyond it were still hazy ice-topped peaks. They hung in the distance al round the horizon, and there
seemed to be no outlet. The lake wasfed by the rivers from the mountains, and it must keep pace with
their input by evaporation in that rainlessarea. My God, | thought. The climatic and geographic change
was such that it must involve dl theworld.

'‘As an archaic, you can expect to be under some surveillance dways,' Liebnitz told me. 'Genetically,
asan archaic Outlander, you will naturaly be of great interest to our biologists, and, forgive me for saying
this, but there is bound to be some doubt about your loyalty: it isto be expected that you will have
hankering for the Situation before the Great Catastrophe.’

The helicopter was danting in towards the city.

| felt tensoninsgde me. Thiswasit, | thought. For thefirst time | had achanceto ask it, of an
intelligent man who knew. Thiswaswhat | had comefor. | had the chance to get theinformation even if,
asyet, | could see no way to take it back.

| said: 'What was the Great Catastrophe?
| found Liebnitz staring at me asthough | had let him down.

'Don't do that!" he said, 'l thought you were going to cooperate and we were going to try to see what
we could do together! And what good is that? And who do you expect to fool by those tactics? What
good doesit do, least of al with me, to pretend to an ignorance that you can't possibly have?

The only effect of my question was to make him thoroughly disgusted with me asthe helicopter came
in downwards, danting towardsthe city, at which | stared unbelievingly sinceit wasnot in the least what |

expected.
CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Aswe came down, dropping out of the sky towards the roofstops, the pilot turned to me and said: 'We
cdl it Center City!"

They might, | thought. They might have some such name for thisnoble city of the future. | looked
around for the skyscrapers, for the innumerable helicopters hovering in the air, for the magnificent
parkways and the buildingslaid out in pastel shades. There weren't any.

| was gill under difficulties with preconceptionsin my mind. Ask anyone what acity or place will be
like ahundred years from now and helll tell you it must be one of two ways, either amagnificence and a
store of wonders or aburnt-out crater, a shell of atomic ash.

The actua Center City as| saw it had that force that comes from being in the centre between
extremes. | had an idea about the atomic ash business. | had seen enough of the inhabitants of the world
by then. The reduced population of the world, the freakish nature of the men who were there, and the
variationsin the anima and even the vegetable species, to my mind, made the Generd's thesis the most
likely. | wasin a post-catasirophe erafollowing an atomic war. | had yet to discover if the hypothesis
wastenable. Theonly things | could not reconcile with it were the changes in the geography, the climate,
and the mountains.

It did not explain the low, stone-faced houses or the horse-drawn transport in the cobbled streets.



Horses? Wdll, they looked like horses from above as we danted down to the grass-grown airgtrip,
that was an airstrip because it had not been built upon but which was otherwise neglected.

The city was one of those places that had grown and not been planned. It had been built by men
picking up stones and making houses for themsel ves wherever they could find avacant plot of ground.
The resultswere, shal we say, picturesque. There seemed to have been agreat variety of men building a
great variety of different kinds of houses. | could see afew notable public buildings, maybe hospitals or
schools, and one big one away on aheadland or hill that placed it in Slhouette against the lake. But the
rest was an al-to-human muddle of unplanned conflict of ideas and winding streets. And thiswasthe city,
without acar, a public service vehicle, or even arailway track in sght, that Liebnitz had just told mewas
out to restore civilization and conquer the known world, which | took to be the meaning of the Outlands.

'Hold on,’ said the pilot. 'She doesn't manoeuvre very easily when were near the ground.”

He played safe with the ancient helicopter and came down and landed us well away from any of the
buildings around the landing-strip. Looking out of the helicopter | saw one hangar and one other aircraft
there, apparently under repair for it wasin pieces. For acommunity about to go to war, | thought, the
city people had the least mechanical sense of any | had met.

It was not just an abstract speculation. Service vehicles were coming out across the strip to meet us,
and they were horse-drawn.

| took it in dowly. It was not that | was mentally dumb or stupid. It wasjust that it took alittletimeto
takeitin.

A fue tanker was coming out to the helicopter. It consisted of abarrel or drum on whedls drawn by a
long-haired, big-footed creature | took to be apony. The driver could have been human. He might also
have been an unusudly dark-skinned and shrivelled chimpanzee.

Atomic disaster or whatever it had been, | could see they had had difficulties to contend with in
getting dvilization going again.

A trap was a'so coming out across the landing strip. | mean atwo-wheeled vehicle drawn by what
might best be described as along-legged, high-stepping donkey. It had two men in black uniformsiniit.
Generally speaking, they belonged to Jeb'stype: small round heads over bodies that might have belonged
to Greek gods except that an excess of shoulders gave them adisproportion. Intelligence, presumably an
intelligence of the calibre of Liebnitz, had been at work, | could see. Given the varietiesinto which
humanity had split up following the genetic effects of atomic disaster or whatever it was, | could not think
of abetter suitability for police.

The only vehicle that was coming to us the purpose of which | did not wholly understand wasa
horse-drawn four-wheeled carriage. The creature was amost presentable. It had a vague resemblance to
ahorsethat had not, shall we say, had too many cowsin itsancestry. It was driven by atal,
Asatic-looking, eongated and swan-necked driver. And in the back of the carriage, travelling in some
date, and lord of al he surveyed, was another big-headed, pint-sized, dender-bodied dwarf like
Liebnitz.

'Doctor Sewyn iscoming,’ Libenitz said. 'Stay where you are for amoment." And he began to get
down from the hdlicopter.

| looked at Liebnitz and the newcomer as he went out to meet the carriage. They were of atypeadl
right. Perhaps, | thought, there were only alimited number of typesthat humanity could split up into,
assuming diversification over aperiod of afew generations following genetic damage. But Liebnitz had a
kind of intriguing, human curvingness, while the newcomer, who had been named to me as Selwyn, had a
firmer, harder outline. He might have been blueprinted by Picasso, | thought. Lifeimitates art. Itisthe
best argument | know for the suppression of the artist.

The pilot had turned to me quickly when Liebnitz got out. He kept his voice down.



'Who areyou? he said. 'Have you any power where you come from in the Outlands?

Hewastaking swiftly and intensely. It wasthat | think that convinced me that there was life going on
and whedlswithin whedls and that | had better learn asfast as | could about the way thingsworked in
Center City.

'l don't come from the Outlands,' | said, eyeing him cautioudy. The story that | told your big-headed
friend isthetruth.’

‘Don't give methat,’ he said. There was an anxious, dmost despairing note in hisvoice. 'We haven't
got thetime!'

| looked at him steadily. He was not going to believe me any more than anyone else was. He was
trying to get somewhere, to get something out of me, too. What could | do?1 played it for what it was
worth:

'Yes,'| said. 'l amimportant. | have some power.'

It sounded agood, safe thing to say. Human nature could not have changed that much, even in Center
City.

'Will you help us? hesaid.

Hewasanorma man, what | knew they now called an archaic.

'How about helping meto get out of these? | showed him my handcuffed hands.

'‘WEIl help you," he said hurriedly. 'Not here. Not now. Thisisn't the time or place.’

Liebnitz had said afew wordsto the Picasso dwarf in the carriage. He was coming back.

'Whenis? | sad.

"WEell contact you,' he said.

Liebnitz was coming to the hdlicopter and waving to me to come out to him. The pilot turned away
and began to look at the instruments on his panel as though there was something wrong with them or as
though he had some urgent work.

'Makeit soon," | said to the pilot, and got out of the helicopter. The pilot's back painfully paid no
attention to me.

Liebnitz indicated that | should get in the carriage. The police were Stting motionless but watching me
with the steady hopeful patience of strong-arm men.

| waved the handcuffs at Liebnitz. | had difficulty in getting down from one vehicle and up into the
other. 'What's the matter, do you think I'll subvert your city? | said to him. He looked a me narrowly.

The Dr. Selwyn looked a me narrowly too, running his eyes over me with an anatomica and explicit
interest. He seemed pleased by what he saw. 'We could release him now,' he said. 'HE'll not' escape now
he'sin the city; the women will seetothat.’

‘I'm not so sure,’ said Liebnitz. 'There's been achangein his state of mind.'

All the same, asthe carriage moved off, with the police following, he took out akey and released my
wrists, maybe so they would not have to take me as a prisoner through the streets towards which we
were heading through the airfield gate. | promptly looked around for away to escape. Neither of them
could stop meif | legpt from the carriage, | guessed. It wasjust amatter of finding an alley to duck down
to escape from the police. It wastrue | had been heartened by my talk with the pilot but | wasfar from
placing too much confidence in him. He had too little confidence in himsdif.

| only understood what Selwyn meant when we began to move out into the Streets of the town. It was
likearoya progress but productive of the utmost of embarrassment. The first woman we passed was tall
and swan-necked, an ethereal vision that had somehow gone oddly wrong. She turned to ook, then
looked again and waved and began to follow the carriage. She attracted the attention of a matron who



was tubby round the middle, who looked and began to follow too. They cut through the traffic and al the
other pedestrians, and soon we had afollowing of females of al shapes and sizes. | wanted to crawl
under the seat at that point. | had never attracted such enthusiasm before. | did not likeit. It waslike
being afertility symbol produced naked and exposed, and there was not one of the growing crowd of
women who was natural, normal, or whom | would not have run to get away from.

'Y our friend seemsto have apeculiar innocence, said Sewyn with amdicious grin asideto Liebnitz.
'Canit be that he has been unaware of therole of an archaic in our Community?

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

They spoke to the driver, who whipped up hishorsefor alittle and succeeded in leaving the growing
femae crowd. It did not last for long. Another began to collect. The process had to be repeated at
intervals. And thiswasthetime | wastrying to get aview in detail of Center City.

We were heading down amain thoroughfare so far as| could gather in the genera direction of the
lake, and | looked around at the low-fronted, stone-built, date-roofed houses, the variety of vehiclesand
the even more varied pedestrians who formed the population of the city. We were Sitting facing one
another in the open carriage, and | said, maybe sharply, to Selwyn:

'What isthe role of an archaic in your Community?
| wastoo worried to stick at describing mysdlf asan archaic.

Liebnitz and Selwyn exchanged those malicious smiles aswe made our roya progress. | had a
sudden awful feding. What wastheir reaction, envy? | wondered about something of which | had not
dreamed of thinking before: about just how their kind, with their exceptiondly large heads and
exceptionaly smdl bodies, would breed. It didn't seem probable or even likely. And as | looked around
me at the enormous variety of humanity and post-humanity in the streets of the city, | found my mind was
full of quettions.

'Heisin that state of ignorance? Sdwyn said to Liebnitz.
'l told him he would be in charge of the biologists,' Leibnitz said to Selwyn.

'All that you weretdling me!' | said to Liebnitz. | felt indignant. | looked about me. | felt | might have
done better to escape by leaping out of the helicopter. — All that about how you needed mefor
psychological reasons, as an experiment in education —'

"That too," said Liebnitz smoothly. 'Dr. Selwyn and | are friends. We work together.’
Inwhat?— Towhat? | stared at Selwyn. "What do you do?
Aswerolled through the city, Sewyn looked at me with measured pride and satisfaction.

‘Naturally, as a human biologist and geneticist in the radiation and post-catastrophe era, | work to find
theline!

He was complacent about it, as though it were something overwhelming and quite obvious.
The Line? What line? I'm not with you. As| told your friend Liebnitz—!"

'Please don't begin on your fantasies again,’ Liebnitz said. 'We know you are an Antiquist with dreams
of ancient grandeur. But fortunately, from Selwyn's point of view, it does not affect the genes!'

Sdwyn raised adightly languid hand and indicated a building we were passing. Set back alittle from
the thoroughfare that led through the city towards the lake, it was a school.

| was observing like mad. It was not until | saw the more varied children that | realized that | had
been becoming accustomed to the pedestrian sdewalk crowd of adultsthet filled the city. They were not
infinitely varidble. If you listed five main types, the dbinas, the tal wide-shouldered like Jeb, the squat like
Molly, the big-heads like Selwyn and Liebnitz, and the small and chimpanzee-like, then the mgor



remaining differences were between the sexes. The swan-necks like our driver and a proportion of the
women could be an F2 cross. | wished | could remember more biology. | wished | could remember the
elementary principles of genetics. For amoment | even wished | was not aphysics-and
engineering-trained rocket man.

For the children were ariot.

They were seething in a playground. We were passing the schoal at atime when they wereindulging
in the normally humanly-murderous activities of children turned out to play in aleve stretch enclosed by
buildings. But they had swan necks and squat middles. They had abino hair combined with large
shoulders and/or long legs. They had the bodies of one kind and the threshing limbs of another. And
some were like nothing on earth. | even saw one who looked as though he were covered with narrow
scales.

'We have not got the Line yet,” Sdlwyn said as we drove past in the carriage. "We never will,
uniformly, of course. There are bound to be anumber of divergent kinds. But al the same, you must
admit that we do better than you do with your unrestricted breeding in the Outlands.’

‘Better than | do—!" | said. For amoment | found it hard to remember that they unshakably believed
me to be an Outlander, amember of another community or way of life of which | could not begin to
imaginethe details.

The Line,' said Liebnitz, speaking to me patiently asthe carriage moved on, telling methingsthat |, as
an Outlander, could not be expected to know too clearly, ‘isthe eventua supra-human stock which must
obvioudy emerge when the period of Discontinuity, the Rift, isover.'

Morewords, | thought hopelessy. How could | understand the period, the place, the situation | was
in, the fantastic and full-blown complexity of acivilization, even though they werewilling to tell me, when
| did not know the words? Driving through that fantastic city | had a sense of disorientation. | was
becoming logt.

It did not improve my situation that Selwyn began to speak to me severely. Hewas abiologist, | had
understood. But he chided me. Maybe his science was areligion. At least it produced amorality:

'Y ou are wrong in your wild, unprincipled breeding in the Outlands, whether you bdievein it on the
grounds of Antiquism or not," hetold me coldly. 'Y ou dont, | imagine. You just dideinto it from your
sckening desiresand lugts. | don't know if Liebnitz can ever reform you. | would not attempt the thing
mysdlf. But our amisto save amillion years of anguish, pain and conflict. Y ou do not know it, you do
not understand it, but in nature there is nothing more terrible and crue than the surviva of the fittest. What
worse method isthere than dow war, starvation, conquest and extermination to find out which isthe
higher species? Y et amillion years of terror iswhat you will bring into being by your refusal to think, your
reaction to the Great Catastrophe, your conduct in the Outlands.’

Selwyn spoke coldly and severdly, like a school-teacher on an outing who had cause to reprimand a
wayward child, but Liebnitz took him up and seemed momentarily inspired by him.

Itisnot only that!" he said, looking at me with an excitement that sesemed to come frominside him.
'What kind of super-man will the emergent species be when the Rift, the Discontinuity, the period of
radiation ends? What do we want him to be? A man like you archaics, atoolmaker with mechanica
geniuswho isskilled in war? Or something still more fiendish and effective? A magter of treachery,
savagery, heartlessand fiendish in dl his actions? Those are the survival-virtues! That iswhat may come
out of human sdection inits next stage! But we impose on life our will, our purpose. It istime that man
took charge of his own destiny and did not leave it in the hands of a God called Nature!'

"To create a creature of peace and beneficence and refinement,’ Selwyn said. That isour object in
controlling breeding in this period of change that your people, the archaics, our ancestors, have left us. To
seethat it isnot aworse man who triumphs, but a better man. In fact to create him. To use cregtive
biology, the greatest genius of man, to build him. To bring him into being before the Rift-period of



radiation ends. Isthat not agood thing? Then why do you fight us and defy us and deny us? It isno more
than ignorance and superdtition in you, you Outlanders and Antiquists:”

They were talking so much, and | was so confused, that | did not redize we were arriving until the
carriage rumbled through aguarded gateway into the courtyard of abuilding. | was Stting with my back
to the direction we were going and | only turned in time to get aglimpse of it aswewent in.

It wasthe big building | had seen in the distance at the time when we were landing. It was the one
magnificent edificein the city, in the centre of the city but on higher land and above the lake shore. It was
atemple, | thought, or the city's centra offices, or the prison, the Badtille, of adictatorid and oppressve
government, or perhapsdl three.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

We emerged on to amosaic-tiled terrace with buildings with galeries on pillars on three sdes around,
and | thought | had never seen a place before that so much combined the atmospheres of apalace and a
prison.

Theinner entrance, through which we passed when we | eft the carriage, was a so guarded, and then,
aswe came out on to the terrace, | saw that its fourth side was a parapet above the lake and | sensed the
atmosphere of strangeness and luxury.

What was strange was that, after the city we had just passed through, | should find it strange to see
that the people, and above dl the girlswho were sitting on or standing by the parapet and idly talking until
they turned on hearing us enter, were normal, hedthy young women of my own kind, and what everyone
elsecdled 'archaics. Until then, | had not seen one normd girl or femae of any age, and now there were
adozen at leadt, with the lake and whedling white birds as a background, and | could hear other female
voices, and some male, on the gdleries of the surrounding buildings.

| had stopped as soon as | entered. | had come so far only because we had been closely attended by
the guards, but now they had dropped back as though to give theillusion of an area of freedom within
what, from the outside, had certainly looked aprison. | said to Selwyn who with Liebnitz had
accompanied me purposefully into the paatid interior:

What isthis place?

"The Eugenics Centre of Center City.' He looked at me with dight amazement, as though he could not
quite get used to theidearthat | did not know.

Eugenics Centre? | wondered. The girls had al turned and were looking a mein acertain way, witha
distinct and surprised interest. | wondered what | had got myself into. | thought: Oh no! But the more|
thought, the more likely it seemed. The guarded palace atmosphere reminded me unmistakably of a
harem, of the women's gpartments of a Sultan's palace. My mind began to fill with wild idess.

'Hold it!" | said. 'Just what goes on here? By stopping | had forced Liebnitz and Selwyn to turn back
to me, and now they were looking at me aswell asall thegirls, and | could see other heads appearing at
therallsand walsdong the gdleries.

‘Don't imagine too much,’ Liebnitz told me with that expression on hisfacethat | had seen when we
were coming through the city, of cynicism and envy. 'As an Outlander we certainly aren't satisfied with
you yet after what must be three or four generations of breeding in thewilds. A severe physical
examination will be necessary before you get the run of this place.’

Thegirls, after looking a me, and while till looking at me with their intent and particular interest, had
begun to talk and giggle and whisper among themselves.

"Thequestion is, are you atrue archaic? Sewyn said. 'Y ou are rare enough even in the city, where
we havetried to maintain our primary breeding stock. That you have survived in the old shapein the
Outlandsis remarkable enough, but that aone doesn't entitle you to breeding here!'



They meant it. | found it appalling. They implied that it was a privilege that they had brought me there.
They werelooking at me impatiently, asthough it were the last thing that they expected, that | should
hang back. But hang back from what? | looked at the girls and tried to see what their eyeswere saying. |
stood where | was, and since the guards had stopped at the inner entrance, | would not move an inch.

'l don't getit!" | said. 'Eugenics? Breeding?
Watching me, the girlslaughed.
'Heis more ignorant than we thought, as an Outlander,’ Liebnitz said.

‘Archaic children arerare’ Sdwyn said impatiently, with the air of explaining something that should be
whoally obviousto me. 'While the radiation of the Rift continues there are variationsin every generation.
Archaics get fewer. Y et we need them to produce even the primary variations with which we are
experimenting. Even Liebnitz and | and our kind need archaics not two generations back in our ancestry
if we areto be reproduced. But true archaics! Don't imagine you have aright to thiseven if our
examination shows you are yoursdlf archaic. Y ou must breed true on test to stay here. Otherwise, like
our helicopter pilot, you will be out!

They were threatening me, it seemed, with just that expulsion from the paatid prison that | wanted.
But not, apparently if | proved true-breeding. | tried to imagine what that implied. 'On test,’ they said. Did
that imply that | would have to wait nine months? And also—

Another thought came into my mind. He had mentioned the helicopter pilot, whom | knew, though
Sdwyn did not, to be arevolutionary, a dissatisfied member of the Community, and probably an
Antiquist, an upholder of that heresy or doctrinethat | did not understand but which they abhorred. He
had said he would contact me, and | had been hoping ultimately that he would help me to escape. But
what Sewyn said now cast alight on that. If the pilot was dissatisfied because he had once been in this
place and been rgjected, if that was the kind of grounds on which Antiquism flourished and gained its
revolutionary impetus, then | wasin athorough net, in aclosed circle, and | could fed the complications
cdosing in diflingly al around me. | tried to break it.

‘Ligen!" | said. For amoment | stood in the middle of their terrace with what must have seemed to
them to be stupid, bull-like obstinacy, and would not budge. 'I've given up trying to convince you,
because you won't believe me. But thisisthe truth! I'm not an archaic, an atavistic throw-back to a
previous generation as you seem to think. | actualy do come from an earlier time! And | don't understand
thig! 1 don't understand what has happened to the world, or what its cause was, or what it is. | don't fit
into your way of lifeat al —!" | looked at the entrance where the guards were watching me, and then at
the parapet, which | could see was high above the lake. | had to escape then, and | knew | had, or |
could see mysdif incarcerated in that building for ever more.

| was scared two ways at once. Onewasthat | did not like their talk of radiation, or aRift or
Discontinuity, or whatever they said it was. It wastrue | did not understand it, but | had seen its effects all
around meinthecity. | was scared that every day, every hour | spent in that environment, might affect
mein someway sothat if | ever did choose, after getting back to my own time, voluntarily to become a
father... | did not liketo think of that.

'What isit? | sadd while the girls looked wide-eyed a me, pleased even | thought, though at the same
time giggling, to see me cregte adiversion in what everyone seemed to regard as dmost sacred precincts.
'What isyour world? | said to Liebnitz who was shaking his head at me. 'Are you suffering from the
aftermath of an atomic war?

The other thing | was scared of, of course, was that | would not be affected by the radiation, that
since | had beenin it such acomparatively short time, they would 'prove me true-breeding’ asthey said
and keep methere for ever. Aswhat? Asakind of zoo creature on stud? It looked extraordinarily likeit.

'l don't think you redlize your position, Outlander,’ Liebnitz told me sharply. He seemed to be taking
the attitude that by raising objections and not co-operating with him and Sewyn | had somehow let him



down. "When Selwyn speaks of you being rejected here, that does not imply, in your case, that you can
be put to flying helicopters or working the eectricity supply or doing any of the things rejected archaics
can do, in their capacity asingenious toolmakers, in the shape of useful work. Y ou are an Outlander and
S0 your very surviva, as other than an experimenta animal, depends on my ability to educate you! And
for that, at the very least, | must have your co-operation. Would you prefer to die?

| thought of fighting then. | had thought already of taking arun and legping over the parapet. If it had
been water immediately below, even after adrop of fifty or sixty feet, | believe | would have doneit. But
| could see the dliffs beyond the building. They seemed to enclose abeach. And eveniif | survived the
drop on to sand or rocks, and could swim out into the lake, | knew that the city stretched away on both
sdesand | would have to get through it to reach the country | would have to crossto get back to the
cave.

It was hopeless, | redized. | could curse mysdlf for not having escaped earlier (though | could not
think when), but being where | was there was nothing but to set mysdlf to learn, to understand the
gtuation | wasin, then to use my knowledge when | had it to engineer my escape by more subtle means.

‘All right!" | said, and tried not to show my hopelessness.
'No more fantas es about having come from a past time or Antiquist heresies? Liebnitz said sharply.
‘No!'

'‘Good,' said Sewyn. Then we can proceed! We will give you athorough medical examination, and
then if you Hill look like an orthodox archaic, and prove hedlthy from the blood tests, we will consider
using you in aday or two for atria breeding.

Hiswords produced a sound of excitement from the girls, atitter of laughter that made mefor thefirst
timeredly look &t them.

The dozen on the terrace and on or by the parapet were of al agesfrom sixteen to thirty. They were
smply but colourfully dressed, and they had an air about them, atendency to cling together and exchange
secrets as though they were an enclosed and protected sisterhood. Y et they had not been shocked by
thetalk of breeding. It was the atmosphere of the seraglio, of women so enclosed and sheltered that they
saw themsalvesin asinglelight and had but asingleaim. And yet it struck methat they and | and any
others there might be like us, who were prisonersin that building, were the |ast representatives of
humanity as | had known it. We were like cresturesin a zoo, last products of an al but extinct and dying
Species, yet kept obvioudy asthings of vaue, for breeding purposes, the nature of which Sewyn and
Liebnitz had explained to me, but of which they, not we, were masters.

"What room? said Selwyn to one of the entrance guards.
It was the end one on the ground floor, with access directly from the terrace.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

'l bring thelight,' she said after she had dipped diffidently into my room.

| looked at her. She was one of the younger but not the youngest girls. She was about nineteen or
twenty. She had comein hurriedly and closed the door quickly behind her as though she had had
difficulty in getting away from the others and had been anxious that they should not see her enter.

Shewas carrying no lamp. Shewas carrying nothing at dl in fact except hersalf and her loose-flowing
dress. | looked up at the éectric light fitting in the calling. Electricity, | had aready seen, was one of the
few concessions to modernity that Center City made.

'If that is meant to be acryptic utterance,' | said, 'you'll haveto explainit to me. I'm not yet used to
your city ways.'

'Oh!" shesaid. 'l thought that even in the Outlands they'd know the greeting of an Antiquist!”



| looked at her again, more sharply now. So thiswastheterror, the peril, that Sdwyn and Liebnitz
had been warning me againgt. It was hard to take it serioudly in the form of adender and pretty girl. | had
to tell myself that we in our time were deeply concerned about Communist agents no matter how they
looked, but al 1 succeeded in doing was in making myself wonder if we wereright to take Communist
agents so serioudy either.

You— arean Antiquist? | said.
'Not so loudly!" sheimplored me.

'‘Come and Sit beside me,' | said. There was a shortage of wood in Center City. The room had stone
couches with upholstery and cushioning.

She came diffidently. 'People are ligble to misinterpret when two are together on acouch inaplace
likethis,' she said. '‘Besides, you haven't been passed yet.'

I thought wildly for amoment of asking her what her attitude would beif | had been. She made it
sound as though my being passed would be equivaent to our being married. | decided to bypassit, my
position there being bad enough aready. | would meet that Situation when the time came.

"We know better,' | said. Tell meal about Antiquism.’

Shelifted her big blue eyes and looked a me with amazement. 'Don't you know? she said. 'l thought
al Outlanderswere naturd Antiquists and you had families and —' She blushed. That kind of thing.’

| could seel wasin aposition of delicacy. If | were passed as medically fit by Liebnitz and Selwyn
then anything went between me and her, but when she talked of families she blushed. | was going to have
to walk atightrope not to appear amora boor.

‘What do | cdl you? | said.

Trimia’

‘Ligten, Irimia, dl that you were talking about, familiesand al that, seems natura to me. What | don't
know isthe doctrine of Antiquism and how it affects Sdwyn and Liebnitz and the authoritiesin thiscity.’

Shelooked a me with big eyes.

'Oh, | don't know that | can tell you that. | was just told to contact you through the channels of our
organization, when we heard you werein here.’

Try,' | said.

'Y ou know about Selwyn and Liebnitz and their hybrid people? she said.

Their what?

'Hybrids,' shesaid. 'We call them hybrids. Y ou know what they say about using the radiation period
of the Rift, and theway dl children are different from their parents now, to evolve anew kind of man? It
isn't true. They don't want to invent anything new at al. It's only themsdlves they want to produce, and
that'swhy we archaics are kept here, because we are the first kind from which they are evolved.

| sat quietly looking at her. It might betrue. It tied up with what Sewyn himself had told mein one
way. But it might be scurrilous gossip. Thefact that she innocently believed it made no difference.

"They seemed sincere when they told me they were trying to evolve anew kind of man,' | said. |
remembered it: A higher man dedicated to peace and ahigher consciousness or something. It would only
be amore savage and warlike man that would be evolved by competition and surviva of thefittest in the
wild.

She looked amazed that | had believed so much.

'Oh, they are sincere!’ she said. 'Naturaly, they think they are the higher kind of man. All kinds do.
That iswhat Antiquism teaches. The hybridsthink they are ahigher kind of man because they have an
intellectud capacity beyond the rest of us. Only they are— wall, hybrids. They haveto get over that.'



I only know about flowers being hybrids,' | said.
She evidently found it difficult to teach an ignorant Outlander even the most amplefacts of life.

'Have you ever seen a hybrid woman? she said. 'A woman like Selwyn and Liebnitz? They arethe
same. Their bodies. ... And have you ever seen ahybrid baby? Most babies have big heads, but they —
it doesn't work.'

'How are they born?

'From two different kinds. From the big squat women and a different kind of man. It'svery
complicated. It's something to do with recessive genes. And the kind of men they need are only born
from usarchaics. So they aren't arace, you see, Selwyn and Liebnitz and their kind. They were only
produced in the early stages of the Rift by accident, by crossing. They think they're better than al of us,
but they can't arrange for their continuance because the kind of men who are their fathers aren't
true-breeding ether. It'sadifficult problem for them. But that's what they mean by evolving ahigher kind
of man. They will solveit when they find someway of bringing men like themsdvesinto being regularly,
by their socid breeding laws, and not just by accident, from timeto time.'

She waslooking a meinnocently. She hadn't blushed when she told me the anatomica and genetic
details, and, complicated asthe story was, | did not think she could have invented it.

‘SothisisAntiquism,' | said dowly. "The dreadful crime.’

'Oh no!" Shelooked at me pleadingly and passionately. 'Antiquism is much more than that! There's
more, much more— I'vetold it very badly!"

'More? | looked at her suspicioudly. 'Such aswhat?

'Antiquism isabout evolution. It saysal crestures must fight against their own successorsif they're
redly new and different.’

| stared at her.

'Oh, the hybrids are right about some things!' she said. 'It'sawful, but what they say about usistrue.
We are just toolmakers. We're animals that because of what we are have an urge to make and do.
Liebnitz will tel you! Hell point out that archaic science— the science our ancestors had when they had
abig materid civilization— wasredly just alist of ways of doing things. And it'struel We can't get past
it. Look at any of our old scientific-textbooks. All the theorizing, al the deep thinking about what things
are, and why, just disappears after ayear or two. New things used to be found out that made it
nonsense. But theingructions for doing things, oh, experiments and way's of making things, they
remained! That wasour kind of mind. And that iswhy we hate the hybrids, who haven't got that kind of
mind. They aren't interested in doing and making materid thingsfor their own sake. Surely you must see
that!"

| did. Oneview of Center City had taught me that the hybrids had no mechanical senseat al. Yet |
felt dazed, wondering what the girl wastrying to tell me.

'But that doesn't mean you must hate them! That doesn't mean that they can't make aNew Man!'
She gared a me, despairing at what she had to explain.

It does! Don't you seethat if we wereinventing our own successors we would not have aimed a
anything like the hybridsl We'd have aimed at aNew Man more like us, better able to make and do,
because those are our ams! Something big and beautiful, like us but more so. But the same appliesto the
hybrids! It'salaw of nature that they too must think of the New Man as being like them — because he
would have to be like them to have their aims! So they would never produce any realy new creature
voluntarily. No living creasture would! Would the reptiles have voluntarily produced the mammals? They
would have hated them! So living creatures can't take the destiny of their speciesin their own hands.
Nature and evolution have forcesin them that are beyond our understanding. Free breeding and surviva
of thefittest are the only way. Antiquism seesthe need for the free operation of the laws of nature!’



For an ingtant, | was not only dazed but dazzled. It was rightly called Antiquism, thisdoctrine, |
thought. Our eyes met, and, remembering the basis for our fight for freedom in the past, | said:

‘Irimial So what you redly believe— it isn't as new asyou think, al this— Do you believein God?
She was looking at me wide-eyed, but her mouth fell open. She looked pained and lost.
'What is"God"? she said.

| stared back at her aswe sat on the stone couch in the precarious quiet of the room. | felt a sense of
loss and anguish. For amoment | had been hoping — for what? For ameeting of minds across a
century? That she would know what she was doing in restating our old doctrinein her new form? It was
too much to hope.

‘All right, Irimia,' | said heavily. "What do we do about it? | could not say more.

Her expresson became pleading again.

"You must help us,’ she said.

| said dowly: ‘I must help you?"

'Y ou are apower in the Outlands, aren't you? She waslooking a me with adight amazement.

It wastrue | had told the helicopter pilot that. | had doneit to give him an interest in me, he and any
forcesthat might help to get me out of the net in which | found mysdf. And it had worked. The girl would
not have been with me now if | had not said that. But | had not expected them — her — to put so much
fathinme,

"You are aleader, she said, suddenly looking at me and believing it. 'Y ou are aleader of noble
savages! And look at you, atrue archaic! Y ou are avindication of our theories. Y ou give us hope our
specieswill survive. And so you must help us! Y ou must help usto bring back to the city in this period of
the Rift the freedom you practise in the Outlands! Y ou must help usto seizethe city! Y ou must!
Otherwise the hybrids will make their war on you. They will organize their army of the lesser breedsto
conquer you. For your own sake — our objects are the same — you must, must help us!’

Shewas carried away. And were our objects the same? Mine was — and had to be — to get back
to my own time. And yet for the immediate move they were.

‘Irimia, don't you see? First | must get out of here!” | began to fed atraitor.

‘But you— We thought that you would find away!"

| could only gasp at the extent of their faith.

Tdl me. Has anyone escaped from this Eugenics Centre ever? Irimia, do you know how?
She thought, amazed.

Therewas agirl once. She had alover. A man on the lake. He brought a boat. They escaped, we
think. They escaped into the Outlands!’

'‘Good,' | said. 'Now tdll thisto your people. | can't do anything for them while I'm in here. They must
get me out. To do that, they must have aboat lying off shore for me here at midnight. It must liea
hundred yards off, darkened, and it must be there at midnight.’

‘Not tonight!" she said. "Y ou must give them time. And do you think it is easy for usto pass messages
inand out of this place?

Tonight!" | sad firmly, thinking how even that meant that the sphere would have to cometo the cave
again, and go back empty once more before | could reachit. I could not guess how often they would
continue to send it with no result. ‘And another thing. They must arrange to get me back to the Outlands,
not just anywhere, but to the place fromwhich | started.’

Shedid not ook hopeful. Perhaps she knew her own organization, | thought. They were much talked



about in Center City, but they were about as effective, | thought, and with as much chance of success, as
the Communigtsinthe U.SA.

A bel began to ring somewhere in the building. She got up at once.
I must go!' she said. 'We areto assemble. | will be missed!
'Y ou will arrange that?

I'll get the message out.' She looked at me asthough | were asking for the moon. 'l can't promise.
Y ou don't know wheat difficulties we have. The hybrids are so very clever!” She was dmost running to the
door.

‘Irimial’ | stopped her. Sheturned to look at me, scared now, for just amoment. Her expression was
that of anun who feared that she was about to be caught in mortal sin.

'Do you want to escape with me tonight? | said.
'Oh no!" She was shocked by theidea. ‘It ismy duty,’ she said virtuoudy. ‘| must stay here!’

Then shewas away, dipping out through my door with ayoungly determined expression of sincerity
and innocence.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

| was not to know Liebnitz would tantalize me so much without telling me anything.

| had to know. If there were any prospect of my getting back to my owntimeat all, it wasthe drive
and purpose of my lifeto get to know. | went to the window of my room and parted the hangings that
had been drawn earlier againgt the glare of the sunlight from the lake. The sun had moved to the west
now and the glare was less. | looked out and wondered how | was going to get out that night. There
were no bars across the window, and it opened, but there was a sixty foot drop on to rocks below.
Someone had thought that that was sufficient, and | believed that they wereright. | looked at the hangings
and the covers on the bed, and saw that they were not enough. There was a patch of sand below the
building, but that was right below the terrace. | withdrew from the window quickly, hearing steps outside
the door.

One of the big-bodied pin-headed men entered. He was bringing food.
'What happened to the world? | asked him. 'What caused the radiation? What isthe Rift?

He put the food down on the stone-topped table. Y ou eat done. Y ou are not alowed to mix until
your tests are done," he said. He had a high, squeaky voice. He was the kind of guard they would have, |
thought, in aplace like that. 'Stay in your room," he said.

| wondered why they used the words 'rift' and ‘discontinuity’ to describe a process of genetic variation
and mutation that we had only envisaged as being possible, along with ahigh incidence of cancer and vast
infant mortality, as an outcome of an atomic war. | ate the food and waited. The man cameto take the
soneware plates out. Later, Liebnitz camein. Thiswasit.

He settled himsdlf in one of my chairs and opened a formidable notebook, hissmall featuresin hisbig
head frowning as he made a heading and drew aline. "Y ou will thank me sooner or later for theinterest |
amtaking in your case," he said. "When we have made a useful citizen of you and you are dlowed a
certain amount of freedom.’

| walked across the room and turned back to look at him. 'Suppose you don't? | said. 'Suppose all
you can get out of meiswhat you can expect from an Outlander and an Antiquist: the maximum amount
of non-co-operation?

Helooked at me mildly, and if not benignly at least with a professiona lack of antipathy.
That will make absolutdly no difference to your usefulnessto us," he said. ‘It will only disappoint me



and prove my methods useless and result in the utmaost inconvenience and discomfort for you.'

| looked at him grimly. He was too confident and self-satisfied for my purpose. 'Have you ever heard
the saying you can take a horse to water but you can't make it drink? Y ou have me here for breeding.
But suppose | just refuse?

'‘Wewill get over that.'
‘But how?

"There are drugs we can use. They are not very good for the mind, but we are not concerned with
that. Damage to the mind does not affect the genes. And then there are techniques of artificial
insemination. We often have cause to use them.’

They would, | thought. | went back to it on the couch. | watched him writing in his notebook. | could
even guesswhat it was: 'Subject antagonistic and non-co-operdive.'

'Why are you so much againgt archaics? | said. 'Why do you hate us?

| had made an impression. He looked up shocked.

That isnonsense! Arewe not doing everything possible, often against your own wishes, to maintain
your species?

'Only to re-create yourselves,' | said.

Helooked at me narrowly. 'So you are a sophisticated Antiquist? Y ou know the latest scanda!’

| saw he did not writeit in his notebook.

'‘What isit? | said. 'Envy, because we are true-breeding?

| was getting through. His face twisted. There was something there. It had been aguess on my part.

"You!" hesaid. Y ou with your limited mechanica minds, your materialism, your constant making and
destroying. Do you think anyone can envy you when the world would not bein the sateit isif it were not
for you?

'We? | sad. | wasthere. It wasthe vital information and he was going to giveit to me.

"You!" He had an expression of malice now. Y ou and the wretched, busy, materidist civilization you
set up. They were like you, your ancestors. Y ou are just the same today. Y ou want to do something.
Y ou don't think why. Endless doing for no objective. Do you know what your ancestors were like? They
had an endless trangport system that stretched around the globe. And they had no need for it. They had
wedlth and they had ability and they wereliving in avast unexploited country. They above everyone had
no need to do anything, no need to get away!'

| wondered if it were hisideaof educating me and whether he hoped to win meto him. | said: 'What
did we do?

Hewasasclever aslrimiasaid. Heredized dmost ingtantly that if hisaim wasto win me he had
taken the wrong linewith me. But | did not know it.

‘But it was not your fault,’ he said coldly. "We understand that. Y ou were not to know that the
specidization that had enabled you to build up your indugtria civilization would destroy you. Perhaps no
onedid. Even we might not have known it if we had not your example. That iswhy we use no more
knowledge than can be contained in one human mind today .

| fdlt it dipping away again. He had been about to tell me, and then he had not done so. | had thought
it would come eadly, and instead | had to fight.

I don't believeyou,' | said. 'Those are abstractions, generdities. If you want to convince meyoull
have to proveit and tel me just what happened.’

He gave me aknowing grin. 'Y ou know well enough,' he said. "Y ou know what | mean by



specidization. Every man knowing his own work, his own subject, and not that of any others. Trust that
everything would work out for the best when your sciences even used different languages! You redize
that aman trained in socia psychology could not even understand the wordsin abook of biochemistry?

| kept hammering away. | looked at him scornfully: 'What wasit then?

'‘Worse than that,' he said. 'And this you probably don't know. Y our ancestors were reasonablein
that. So long asthey trusted the men. who were trained in various subjects they had no reason then to
know that mistakes could be made. The didn't know that acommunity of isolated specidigtsislikeaman
with asplit mind. But they aggravated the Stuation. They had something called Security. It wasn't only
that scientistsworking in different subjects could not criticize one another'swork or see how it was
beginning to affect their own. They were not dlowed to do so. Can you understand that? The insanity of
it? Only an archaic mind could conceive of it. They had specidistsin Security whose businessit wasto
prevent some scientists knowing what othersdid.’

| had asinking feding. It was adistorted picture of our world he was giving me, but it was
recognizable. Yet | thought not only of the people and the socid system of Center City but the mountain
chains, the changesin climate and geography. It wasthat above dl. | had to know how it had come
about. | thought I could know. "And so you say we caused it?

Helooked calmly a me now. | did not know how it affected what he wastelling me but he had
recovered from the anger into which | had thrown him. He even amiled thinly, asthough with pity for my
ignorance, to show me maybe how if | listened to him and believed him he could set me on theright
track.

‘Ligten,' he said. 'Let me give you an example. The state of knowledge asit wasin your world a
hundred years ago: in the world of your ancestors, when the archaic civilization flourished. Theearthis
hot inside. Y ou know that? So did your ancestors. They said it had been hot once, like the sun, and was
cooling down. That explanation satisfied nine tenths of your population. Why not? It was not their
subject. They accepted the ssimple, facile explanation. It was your peoplesway. What matter that the
earth had been asit was, demonsirably, for ahundred million years? They were busy. They were making
things. It was not their businessto think how long it would have taken ahot body to cool downin the
cold of space. They even knew there were volcanoes. It was an effect of the hotness. It was not their
businessto wonder why. A plumber was a plumber, not aseismologist. A baker was a baker, not a
geophysicigt. That wastheleve of understanding of your population asawhole. A single skill satisfied
them. It more than satisfied them. If they knew something about one thing it excused them for inagbility to
think and crassignorance in every other branch whatsoever. Y ou had not even curiosity, you archaics,
except of arudimentary kind when children. It was not only that you knew nothing of the world you lived
on. The vast mgority of you did not even want to know.'

Despite mysdif, | found mysdlf becoming involved in hiscriticism. | wastrying to use him, to turn his
effortsto 'educate’ meinto telling me just what | wanted to know. Ingtead, | found mysdlf wanting to
defend my world, to fend off his sharp criticism that he thought was directed against my ancestors, the
origind archaics, and that to me seemed directed againgt myself, Sara, Gabraith, the Genera, and
everyone | knew.

'Why not? | said. 'Why shouldn't we archaics have taken that attitude? What was the use of the man
in the street knowing in detail about the construction of the world? He couldn't do anything about it. What
useisany knowledge about things you can't affect or ater in any way?

Helooked coldly a me. | do not know if | have mentioned the quality of Liebnitz's eyes. They
seemed to look into me and through me and make me shrivel.

‘Isn't that it? he said. The archaic attitude to knowledge even in you? Nothing is of useto you unless
it enablesyou to do something. Like achild out of your own lipsyou condemn yourself.'

'What good was it? What good would it have been if they had known everything there was to know



about the interior and congtruction of the earth?
I thought of those mountain chains even as| asked my questions.

They were voters? he said. 'Y ou have heard of their governmenta system, ademocracy? Can you
conceive of anything worse, an elite of knowledge without power, and an eectorate priding themselves
on their supidity and ignorance? But even those of your people who did know facts about the world
knew them separatdly, in isolation, as separate facts, that, because of the division of the sciences, were
never put together. The knowledge was there, you see! It was known, by the geophysicidts, that the heat
of the earth was engendered by atomic forces. The specidistsin earthquakes knew that they were
engendered by the heating of radioactive mineralsin the lower rocks. The specidists even knew the
causes of volcanoes. But there was no oneto put al this knowledge together and describe the earth as
that nearly living thing, an active atomic pile. And asfor the paeontologists and specidistsin organic
evolution putting their knowledge together, and working with the geologigts, to see the whole quite
clearly, such things were never done! What good would it do? How many dollarswould it have earned?
How many shipswould it have launched? What enemieswould it have conquered?

He taunted me.
'We had scientific symposums—!" | said. ‘All right! Then tell me: what happened; what did we do?

His small face looked at me with ableak intelligence. 'Y ou don't know? he said. Y ou want to know
the details? | must remember that. It isthe most crucid thing for ateacher to find out, to discover in his
pupil, aspecific lack of knowledge that he knows he has. It will do as apeg on which to hang my later
lecturesto you.'

| realized suddenly that he had been playing with me. From the moment | had made him angry and set
out to use him he had understood my objectives. He wasintdlligent. Irimia had been right. He had had no
reason to beieve that | wastrying to discover something, and yet he had sensed it, working solely on
what | said. And he had done what he wished to do. He had used my desiresto fill my mind with all
kinds of usdless knowledgethat | did not want while he had kept back the main fact. It waswith asense
of being hopelesdy outwitted by him, of being in greater danger in that Eugenics Centre, of mind and soul
than | had ever been of body, that | said:

'So you know what | want to know and you aren't going to tell me?

He smiled and wrote something in his notebook, then closed it and got up and went towards the
door. He turned back calmly and looked at me.

T'll tell you this," he said. 'I'll tell you what your people did not understand. They knew, some of them,
that the world was, in one sense, an atomic pile. They knew it was a dower-burning source of solar
energy than the sun. And others of them knew that life evolving on the earth had progressed not steadily,
in agtraight-line pattern of evolution, but by legps and bounds. The cartiligious fish had progressed
steadily for half amillion years, then suddenly, after arift in the rocks that could have denoted some kind
of volcanic action, their fossils are accompanied by the true-boned fish. A Rift: you understand? A
Discontinuity, such asthat which obscured the fossil record of just how the fish came out and popul ated
theland asreptiles. A volcanic period, such as marked the great changes in the landscape when the
reptiles gave place to mammals. Changes of climate, such as accompanied theice-agesthat marked the
appearance of true prehistoric man. And such volcanic periods could only have been caused by specid
radioactivity within the earth. And evolution, variation and mutetion, is caused primarily by radiation that
damages or affectsthe genesin reproducing cells. Now do you understand the answer? Do you know
what it was our ancestors did?

His smdll and wizened-looking face looked at me mockingly. He knew | could not guess, but he
turned towards the door.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN



| stood looking out of the window in the moonlit darkness on to the sixty-foot drop to the rocks below. |
knew | had to go. It wasjust because Liebnitz knew what | wanted to know now that it was no use my

daying.

| could not see aboat out there on the lake in the darkness. But if there were one, or if | could get in
touch with the Antiquists outside the Eugenics Centre, it would be better to ask them, or anyone, than to
let Liebnitz brain-wash me while he tantalized me with my lack of knowledge.

There were so many things | wished to know. | wished | knew how the city, the Community, had
started. A place that had been spared, | wondered, in the vast cataclysm that had destroyed the rest of
civilization on the earth? Or the people in some surviva-shdter, digging themselves out after what they
too might have thought was some episode in World War Three, after days or perhaps weeks of effort, to
find themsalvesin aworld that had changed around them?

I would like to have heard the history, the dow dawning knowledge, the awareness of the radiation,
the redlization of what was happening first with the Sght of insects and the lower animads, and then the
birth of the first human children. What had they done, decided to kill al non-human children? Had the
couples who had produced such monsters promptly parted, and remarried or goneto live with someone
else of the other sex until it was proved which of them had suffered some genetic damage? There would
have been no sureway to tell, except by the event, in acommunity struggling for surviva in abarren,
earthquake-ridden and rock-strewn world. Savage mating laws must have been indtituted at an early
date, of necessity, in away that cut right across the rights of marriage. Racid envy and racid hatred must
have turned to species envy and species hatred as, maybe in ageneration or two, new species grew up
and their lines crossed and parted. Liebnitz wasright in oneway. | shuddered to think what must be
happening in asate of sheer surviva of thefittest, in the Outlands, in the wild.

Yetif | wanted to know any of these thingsit would be better to ask anyone, even atota stranger,
rather than someone in the Eugenics Centre now Liebnitz had satisfied himsdlf about my specific lack of
knowledge. | |eft the window and went to my door and listened. | had dready put the light out and | eft
my room in darkness.

The buildings were quiet. Outside, across the terrace and seemingly from above, | could hear faint
male and femae voices, and aburst of laughter. | tried to imaginewhat it wasliketo livedwaysin sucha
place, with no interest but breeding and genetics and a series of regulated lovesto order. Such wasthe
fate of thelast of humanity, | thought, the last of humankind. | went back to the window and took down
the hanging curtains. It was haf an hour to midnight, and | knotted them together and began to strip the
bed.

When | had finished, | went to the window and sat silently on the ledge for alittle while. | had my
improvised rope with me, and | fastened it to my middle. | lowered mysdf from the window, and with my
toes | found aledge.

It wasthe way | had decided to get out. It was the only way. Hanging over the sixty foot drop outside
the building | thought for amoment and then began to work my way dong the ledge, handsfiat againgt
the dark wall, towards the terrace.

There was only one advantage in working towards the terrace parapet outside the building instead of
opening my room door and walking to it. It wasthat thisway | would not be seen. But that was vitd.

| wished | werein that dim-witted, euphoric happy state | had been in when | had climbed out of the
cave and down the cliff. Then, | had been careless of heights. Now my palms were sweeting as| pressed
them againgt thewall with the gentlest pressure. If | were forced outwards even afraction of aninch I
would fal over backwardsinto the drop.

When | had worked aong to the parapet of the terrace, | had another thing to do. | dare not emerge
around the corner of the building againgt the sky. The terrace was watched as | had already discovered. |
had to take one foot off the ledge, and, with no handhold, dowly bend the other leg. With my freetoe



balancing me by itstouch on the wal below, | had to lower my body below the level of the parapet.

The guards were on the other sidein the darkness. | had to trust that they would not see my
finger-tipsas| took hold of thelip of the parapet and eased mysdlf aong.

I made my rope fast to one of the ornamentd pillarsthat were cut into the wall. | began to lower
mysalf down it. Below me, | could see alighter areathat | hoped was sand.

It had to be. The bottom of my rope left me hanging between twenty and thirty feet above the ground.
| could not have gone back if | had tried. | felt that the improvised ropewas giving. | let go and fell
through the air. Going down, | thought that the one place the parachute landings | had practised were
difficult was up against awal. Only acat can make a perfectly controlled landing in that Situation after a
drop of thirty feet.

I lay in the dark shadow under the wall on the sand on which I had landed with athud. | waited for
sounds on the terrace above me. When they did not come, | stretched my limbs.

| waswhole. My left ankle was distinctly painful. Only timewould tell if it would get better or worse.
When | first tried my weight onit, it gave me astab of pain. | looked out to seawards acrossthe lake.

| could see no boat. | had placed too much rdliance on Irimiaand the Antiquists.

| went cautioudy down towards the water and worked a ong the beach. My ankle was no more
painful than it wasto begin with, but | dare not trust it on the rocks. When | came to where the only other
waly of progresswas to climb and attempt to cross or scale acliff, | took to the water, waded in, and
began to swim.

Theblack water was dightly salt, and cold. It was better for my ankle. | could need it, | thought, for
walking later. | swam out to begin with, and then along in the dark shadow of the cliff. The rockslooked
smooth and unclimbable and after a hundred yards | began to wonder how far | would have to go to the
firg landinginthecity.

| was weakening, swimming in shoes and clothes, when | heard a soft voice sounding over the water
behind me:

"Where do you think you're going, Outlander?

The bow of aboat did up beside me with the soft trickling sound of backed oars, cutting off my view
acrossthelake. A hand came down to help meintoit.

It'saswell you decided to swim thisway,' the voice said. 'If you'd gone the other, I'd never have
been able to find you in the darkness!'

CHAPTER NINETEEN

| was streaming water as| sat in the boat which he allowed to drift in the night on the placid water. He
did not say anything at firg, just sitting quietly and looking a me as he held his oars as though to see what
kind of fish he had caught.

'Who areyou? | said. | thought he would take me somewhere, but hewasin no hurry. A boat on the
lake was as good a place to talk as any.

'Cdl me Smith.'

Hisvoice was sardonic. It had a different tone from that of the helicopter pilot. It wasthe voice of a
man who contended with difficulties but who believed he knew what he was doing.

'A good namefor an archaic,' | said.

'Y ou think you could just swim to alanding and walk through the city in wet clothes? he said.
'I've got to get back to the Outlands.'

Hetook a pull with the oars and let the boat drift again.



"You're aleader of the Antiquists? | said.

He laughed grimly. 'Y ou didn't give usmuch time!'

'Maybe you can tell me something. In the place I've just come from they've been feeding me alot of
stuff about how we archaics are responsible for the state of the world asit istoday. Y ou cantell me
about it."

'We made our mistakesin the past.'

'What did we do?

‘At least we always did things on the grand scale," he said.

| sat quiet. He was not keen to pursue what to him was an academic question. | had made amistake
to mention it.

'So you claim you can deliver the goods,' he said.
'Give you support from the Outlands? Maybe.'

Heleant forward on hisoars. 'Y ou redize well dl bekilled if things go wrong? he said. They don't
need us, themales. A lot of us, who produce children of the old norma archaic human pattern are
tolerated and given mechanica and engineering jobs around the city. But they don't redlly need usfor
that. They don't want usfor breeding. They only want the few who produce the particular mutant types
they want for their kind. We start arevolt that failsand it won't be toleration; it'll be extermination.’

"They need to keep you for one reason. They need to keep the old archaic stock going.'

"They have enough of us, the only part they want of us, in laboratory cold storage, to last a
generation.

| had heard about artificid insemination techniques. | was afraid that he wasright. Evenin our timeit
was common to keep anima semen in cold storage for ayear or two and it had been said on good
authority that if ever it was necessary to keep human semen for ageneration or two, asin the case of
atomic war, it could be done.

Hisvoicerosealittle, not loudly but becoming harder. ‘Thisissurviva of thefittest,' hesaid. Thisis
the last chance of our particular species. Unless we can get our women out, and set up a colony of usto
breed normally again, as a specieswe are doomed. Only survivd isn't fought out in the jungle here. Itis
fought in al the treachery and complexity of city palitics. And it isfought on aworld scde. Whoever
dominatesthis city now must dominate the earth in afew years time. Y ou Outlanders won't stand a
chance'

Helet the boat drift in the night. He was waiting for me to speek. | had to think what it was he wanted
meto say.

‘All right. What isit you want meto do?
"That's better,’ he said.
But he gave only one pull to the oars and let the boat drift again.

'Y ou can't expect miraclesfromme," | said. "Y ou said yourself we Outlanders wouldn't tand a
chance.' | wastroubled because | did not truly know the conditionsin the Outlands.

At the sametime, | wastroubled. He had spoken of treachery. He had told me, and | believed him,
that he wasfighting for the surviva of what | regarded as the human species. And al | wastrying to do
with him wasto get him to use his organization to deliver me to some point on the fringe of the Outlands
from which | could get back to the cave.

He was not amind-reader. He sat in the darkness resting forward on his oars and he believed | was
being honest now.

"You Outlanders,’ he said. 'Y ou fight aguerrillawarfare. When a column from the city enters your



territory, you retreat beforeit. Y ou've got into the habit of thinking it will withdraw and waiting for it to do
that. Thistime, you can't afford to do it. The city isready to make amove. It won't be a punitive
expedition they'll send againgt you. The intention will be to occupy, to rule, to govern. And you are going
to haveto fight a battle against them. Y ou must pin them down.’

It was difficult for me, drifting in aboat on the dark lake, bargaining with him about asituation, a
peoplethat | did not even know. Before, | had tried to convince everyone that | was not an
Out-Outlander. Now | had to keep him thinking | was an Outlander if | hoped to get back to the cavein
timeatdl.

| said: 'l don't know that we have the strength to do that. We will lose that battle.

'Y ou must be prepared to lose the battle. Y ou must hold out long enough to get the city to send out its
reserves. Then, with the city forces committed outside, we strike from inside and take the city. It's your
only hopefor survivd inthelong run.’

He waited then. He had put his cards on thetable. In the dim light | could barely see him, but | knew
there was something about the man who called himself Smith. Hiswas the way men always had worked,
with courage and intelligence and determination, for sheer surviva. The difference wasthat, in aworld
that had turned aien, he wasfighting for the surviva of his speciesasawhole.

It was my speciestoo, yet | was only concerned to get him to transport me back to the cave.

'Or haven't you the guts and power to do it? He said. 'Don't you think you can whip up your
miscreant Outlandersto fighting asingle battle?

| took arisk. | wanted to tell him that | was not an Outlander, that al | wanted to do wasto get off
that lake, to get back to the cave, to get back to my own time that was situated comfortably in the past. |
could not do that. Too much in my own time hung onit. | thought of Saral's skeleton. | had to get back.
Yet | tried to tell him that he should not depend too much on me.

| said: 'They aren't dl archaics. The Outlanders. Y ou know what they are. | am ararity. Why should
they diefor you?

| wondered if | had gonetoo far, if | had convinced him that | could be of no useto him. If that
happened, | knew, he would have no further purposein helping me. A man in his position could not take
risksthat in no way helped his purpose.

It's il the same," he said. ‘It won't be the archaics they will be fighting for, but for their liberty.'

He had the answer, but with it he almost offered himsdf to me. He was so anxious for what he
believed | had to offer that he made himsdlf clay in my hands, and al his cause.

| only had to say the word to get him to use his organi zation to smuggle me out of the city and
trangport me, in some fashion | could not guess, back acrossthe plain to the fringe of the Outlands from
which | could reach the cave.

| sadit.

'‘Agreed,’ | said. 'l can't promise anything. But I'll do my best.’

Helet go of one oar. He put out a hand to take mine in the darkness. It was a survival, | guessed, of

an ancient custom. | had not seen Sdwyn or Liebnitz useit. It must have survived exclusvely among
archaics. But what it made mefed like when he did it is something | would rather not say.

CHAPTER TWENTY

| lay in acrate under abae of straw in the back of afarm cart. We werejolting and bumping endlesdy
aong astraight and dusty road. By putting my hand through adit in the crate and parting the straw | got a
narrow glimpse of dusty earth, the roadside, and occasional low farm building set back and isolated in the
plain. Sometimes, when the road passed near a stream, there was a patch of green.



| had been in therefor along time.

| had dept alittle. At least we were out of the city. Smith had been as good as hisword, hiding mein
the cart in alakes de warehouse before the dawn. Now, al my life, | seemed to have been crossing that
plaininaformidable, dow progression.

| tried not to think of Smith.

Irimia. She was another one. She had accepted her life, her fate in the Eugenics Centre. Perhaps all
the women did, accepting what was common and usua for them in their place and time. Mordity wasthe
custom of the Community, of the tribe, and mordity and triba customs bore harder on the women than
they did on men. But she had not quite accepted it. She had passed messages to and fro and had come
to me. Some people might say it wasthe highest brand of ethics, to obey those customs and sociad habits
that were the will of the Community whiletrying dl the same to change them.

We had made amistake, we archaics, we representatives of the primary human stock that had since
expanded into many branches. | fill did not know what that mistake was, or how in the midst of our
great materid civilization we had destroyed our world. | could only hope that we could pieceit together,
like parts from a puzzle, from what | already knew, if | got back. Y et we had had virtuestoo, | thought
as| lay therein thejolting crate. We were not very logical, perhaps not even very clever, but we had
courage and something else, aword we used: humanity.

| turned stiffly and moved my aching limbs on the thin layer of straw that separated me from the dats
of thecrateinwhich | lay. | looked out again and saw the same endless scene, the desolation, the rocky
and arid dust-bowl which we had made of our world. How? By some means, | now believed, other than
alomic war.

Irimiaand her kind would perish too. They would live their lives out in the Eugenics Centre, producing
mongters. Maybe there would even be others who would succeed them, another generation of women
living there and afew carefully nurtured males. But Smith wasright. It was azoo existence, comparable
only with the lives of those dl but extinct and exterminated animalsthat were preserved as curiosties and
for possible ultimate scientific use in our own zoos. Once the rest of the species, the men like Smith, and
any Outlanders there might be who were still archaics had ceased to exist in the wild, the species as such
was doomed. It was like the pterodactyl, like the Brontosaurus. Men, or some man-like creaturesin the
future, might speculate asto what we were like, and what we thought, and how we lived, but it would be
amatter of history only, and there could never be a come-back.

Yet | had to get back to the cave. | thought about it amost continuoudy in the crate. | had to get
back. | should never have left the cave in the firgt place. | had been mad, deranged, to disobey my
orders. My duty wasto my own time, to my country, to the army, to the Generd.

My country right or wrong, | thought as the front whedl of the cart hit a pot-hole and then the back
went into it. It was, it aways had been, with us, amatter of alegiance to a country, and never to the
Species.

Perhapsthat wasit, | thought in the heat and choking dust that filled the crate. My mind filled with our
old dogans, so seemingly irrdlevant now in the country and the century through which | waspassing asa
congpirator, asaspy. My country right or wrong. And: Better dead than Red. Maybe we should have
thought more about what that implied and where we would have been if our distant ancestors had dways
decided to die before they dlowed themsalves to lose a battle. Suicide pacts were gresat, but they did not
build netions.

Y et no one had told me exactly what we had done. It might have nothing to do with war. And there
was that too. | had seen and discovered more than anyone could possibly have expected, but | was
going back without the vitd thing.

| went into akind of comainthe crate. | lay there dl that day, in the heat under the bale of straw as
the cart maintained its creaking progression across the arid countryside. | did not even know who was



driving it. | dept again.

| was roused by the redlization that the cart had stopped. Some one was clattering on the box and
getting down. The straw began to shift over me. Thetop of the crate lifted and the face of one of the
sguat women was looking down.

"Yec'nget out now,' shesaid. 'My farm's over there. Y ou can stay the night.'

| sat up. For amoment | did not know where | was. There were hills ahead nearby in the direction
the cart was pointing. From the position of the sun it was after the middle of the afternoon.

| got out. I hardly looked in the direction of the woman'sfarm. | hardly thanked her. | began to run.

| was at thefoot of the valley. | ran dong the dusty road for alittle way, then Ieft it when | saw afarm
ahead. | went toiling up along dry dopeto cut the corner of the valley and avoid the farms. | was running
across country, running from cover to cover and avoiding people. When | looked back, | could seethe
cart still stopped below me and the woman staring. But | had to get back to the cave. | thought of nothing
else but that. | had to run across the barren hillsides, and | had only just barely time.

If they had kept to their regular schedule of sending the sphere, it would be there, in the cave, until
just after nightfal. At one moment | believed that | could get to the head of the valley and the cave by
nightfall, and the next | believed | couldn't. But | had to try. | was not thinking now. All my energieswere
devoted to forcing my body over that arid waste of countryside.

| could see people sometimes in the fields and farms below me. When | entered the vdley, | ill kept
up the hillside. | hoped they would not see me. If they had, | do not think it would have made any
difference. | was getting back to the cave. If | arrived aslate as| expected, | would only need alittletime
there.

Far up thevaley, | stopped. | waslooking down on Jeb'sand Molly'sfarm. | began to think again
then, alittle. | thought: my flying-suit. | would have to go down to get it. | started down the valey side,
coming down to the stream beyond their isolated farm, the last before the valley head. | searched for a
short while desperately. | had it in my mind that | needed that flying-suit to survive the journey back.
Then | found it. | snatched it up and started off again, heading for the rocksthistime, the gulley, and the
cave.

| stopped on the ledge outside the cave. | had a precarious stance and | had only a short distanceto
go to enter the caveitsalf and seeif the spherewas there, but | looked down on the peaceful valley. No
one seemed to have seen me, o, if they had, they had not troubled to chase me. | was going to say
goodbyetoit, | thought. If the sphere wasthere, in the cave, | knew | would get into it, glad to be back
initsfamiliar redity whatever the transfer back entailed. But why was | stopping then? Why was|
reluctant to take that single look into the cave that, if the sphere were there, would make my future
actions uncontrollable, make the desire | felt to get back to my own time beyond al bearing?

| found | wasturning, still balancing on the narrow ledge. | began to edge back along it, back towards
thegulley. | wasinthegulley again and | looked dong it on and upwards. | could see only the ridge of
the hill up there, and barren rock. | went up it, heading for the Outlands.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

| had never contemplated entering the Outlands, that mountain country beyond the cave. | went up the
dopeto the ridge-crest with the expectation of anyone taking aview of unknown land. | reached the
crest and crossed it as the sun was setting, and | stood looking out across awilderness, ridge upon ridge
disappearing into the distance, and | was conscious of my own futility.

Wherewas my dlegiance, to my own timethat stood in peril, to Sarawhose ultimate fate might be
working itsalf out finally as| stood there, or to Smith, Irimia, and those of my own kind to whom | had
given a promise when they hel ped me to escape? The land before me was empty so far as| could see.



Beneseth the frowning mountains, pink in the evening light, it was torn and folded into ravines and wild
gorges. Yet there, if | wasto keep my promise, | wasto find apeople, awilder, stranger people than any
| had met so far. And | needed more knowledge yet, | knew. | knew in part what had happened to our
world, but | did not know what single act had caused it. That | should even find the Outlanders seemed
unlikely, far lessthat | should make contact with them, and warn them about the intentions of the city,
whilethat | should get knowledge from them seemed so remote asto beimpaossible. | could not imagine
them telling me what had happened to our world even if they knew.

| went on. | had reached the bare hilltop in the last of the sun'salmost level rayswhile the gorges of
the ravaged country before me were folded in degp shadows and | went on into it across barren rocky
ground. Below methe ground fell away into the first of many valleys and even as| waked over the crest
of the hill and began the unknown and perilous descent, | was starting at the wrong time of day | knew.

| went along arocky ledge and then climbed down it. | was working down into shadows and the
night. And yet | was obsessed by time. Asthe sun'slight left the hilltops, and | found myself on avaley
Sde steeper and wilder than the one | had left, with a stream at the bottom in agorge-like cleft that
flowed in adifferent direction from the onesthat fed the plain, | thought | must go asfar as| could that
night. At thelatest tomorrow, | thought, or rather | hoped quite wildly, I must come back again and reach
the cave. | hurried on to cover the most ground | could, and legpt into shadows and took risksin the
growing darkness. Y et | was deceiving mysdlf | believed | knew. If | did not cover agreat, an amost
imposs ble distance while the light lasted and before darkness finally stopped me, it could take days or
even weeksto penetrate that wild and savage country, and | was balanced on a knife-edge between
haste and sheer disaster.

How | escaped killing mysdlf that night | do not know. | went down the valey sde and dong thelip
of the gorge, seeking away to crossit and penetrating deeper into the Outlands a an almost running
pacein thelast of the light even two hours after sunset. | was behaving as though pursued, and perhaps |
was pursued, by a sense of failure, because | had seen so much in Center City, and learned so much and
yet not the right things, and only escaped by giving promises| knew | could not keep. And yet |
discovered that it was only in men that land was lacking. As| turned a corner of arock-face, swinging
round it on aledge in away that would have been fata for me had it not continued on the other Side, it
seemed to me that the rocks had come dive. It was aherd of ibex or mountain goat-like creatures that
went away from me like shadows, moving ahead and then up a dope that was watered by wind-blown
spray from awaterfal and that was uncertain underfoot with tufts of grass-like plants.

| reached my limit shortly after that. Already the strongest light was coming from the gars. | found
myself arough shelter beneath arock and | wasthankful for my flying-suit intheicy air. | lay awhile and
thought.

Suppose | did get back, | thought. Suppose | did not destroy myself in thisjourney of futility, how
would | tell what | had seen to peoplein my own time? |, and more especialy they, had not the words. In
my own mind now, | could only tell myself what | had seen and known by using words like 'archaic’ and
‘Antiquist’ and ‘hybrid'. To tell them anything, | would have to teach them alanguage to begin with.

| lay therelooking out from my rock, that formed a shelter and shadow over me, acrossthevaley at
thefarther valley Sde, a apart that | had not seen in daylight, and a the mountain crags and s opes and
hilltopsthat | could seefaintly as adarkness againgt the sky beyond. And | was like the chief of some
savagetribe, | thought, that had been transported by air for politica reasons and shown the wonders of
New Y ork. 'Go back and tell your people what you have seen,’ they might say to him. But | knew now
how futile that was. He would be talking aforeign language if hetried to tell them. 1t would be pointless
for him to talk of the wonders of the buildings and the city transport system when they could not envisage
acity inthefirst place and had no wordsfor ‘train’ or 'bus.

It was deeper than that, | thought, looking at those black crags againgt the tars. Lacking the words,
they would not even have the concepts. And then alight shone out.



| want to be clear about it. It seemed to meto bealight. It waslike asearchlight revolving, or a
far-away lighthouse beam rotating, on aninfinitey distant crag, and | thought at the time that could not be.
| wasin aland that was said to be populated by the wildest savages.

Thelight wasthereto my eyes and senses. It flicked on and off in the spaces of the darkness, afixed
point in the infinite solitude of open country. And, strangely, it seemed to affect my mind and fill my soul
withlonging.

It was my imagination probably, | thought, that the light, having revolved and swept the country, came
back and settled itsdlf, for afew seconds duration of a steady beam. It seemed it shone on me.

It was gone, and the night was as dark and empty as before. A camp-fire, | thought, of some distant
nomadic people. | knew there were some people somewhere.

| tried to persuade mysdlf that the light had had the flickering form of firdlight. | lay looking out into the
night for along time before| fell adeep.

| was awake an hour before dawn and cold and hungry, believing nothing except that | should get
back to the cave and go back and tell my story. | remembered the light in the night and looked at the
distant crags. | could see nothing there. | felt in the pockets of my flying suit and found an emergency
pack, aflat can of food, enough for asingle meal. That settled it, | thought. | ate the food but had to wait
until later, until | crossed astream, to get adrink. | would go on, not in awild rush but steadily, until an
hour before noon. Then | would have to begin my journey back.

| went on, and nothing happened. The stream in the gorge, | discovered, sank ever deeper into arock
cleft that became virtualy atunne, and when | cameto arocky bridge where adab from alandfdl had
falen acrossthe gorge, | crossed it. | sought the high ground again then, attempting to follow aridge that
led in what was generdly theright direction, keeping my back to the cave and running deeper into the
Outlands.

It was at thistimethat | began to be troubled by visons.

They were not credible visons. At least at first there seemed to be no deception in them. Naturally
their first effect on me was to make me worry about my state of mind. When | saw what seemed to have
the form and shape of an old Germanic warrior standing on arocky outcrop about a quarter of amile
away, and when | looked again he vanished, | thought of the strain | had undergone, the strangeness, and
| wondered what happened to people who werein atotaly dien environment for along time.

| went on. It was not yet mid morning. | reacted in the way people do when they first fed themsdves
troubled by halucinations. | refused to accept that | had seen anything at al. Whilel might have taken it
that it wasasign | should go back, | became a shade more obstinate. | was al right, | felt. | waseven
feding quite wdl by then, and | refused to believein visionsin country of ingpiring grandeur, wherel was
walking and making tiny, even trivial progress under the shadow of grest white peaksthat hung in the sky
to my left, in clear mountain air. It was certainly not going to make much difference. | would go ontill
noon.

| turned and surveyed the country from my ridge. | had afeeling then as though someone was
reaching for my mind. | resisted it strongly as people do a stranger's deliberate touch. And then | redlized
| could seeatiny trail of human beings crossing adistant hill dope.

Humans? They could be. The leader, seen from that distance, seemed to be a generoudy
proportioned, hairy man in furs. He was followed by two or three smadler and more dender figures
smilarly dressed, one of whom seemed to be carrying something in her arms. Behind them was astraggle
of youthsand children.

They fitted my preconceptions, theideas | had acquired about the Outlands. But | took my eyes off
them for amoment and they were gone.

Not only were they gone, but assuming that the hilldope waswhere now saw it was, | could not



have seen them as | had in the first place. They would have been far too small and distant. They must
have been enlarged. They were another vison.

| felt the reaching for my mind again, asensation that was soft and quite insgstent. Dimly, | seemed to
hear avoice. It said: 'Who are you and what are you? Y ou are not the right kind. Y ou should go back.'

| do not believein telepathy. It isone of those ary nothingsthat people liketo beievein asafancy.
The way the eventsimpressed me wasthat in broad daylight, in dangerous mountain country, | was
hearing voices and seeing visons.

| good where | was on aflat shelf of rock, on the ridge with avalley and mountain crags beyond, and
thought: 1 am not mad; | am a hard-headed materidist archaic; | was even chosen, long ago at the rocket
base, for my equilibrium of character; and | have every intention of going on at least till noon.

"Thank you,' the voice said. 'l see your mind unclearly, but you must go back.'

It had answered my thoughts. | went forward. | had not come dl thisway for nothing. | found mysalf
confronting amachine-gun post, two men in afox-hole with agun trained in my direction, ahundred
yards ahead. | went towards it. The movement was automatic. | had come to make contact and that was
what | intended to do. | had even begun to raise my hands. It disappeared.

Y ou must go back!' thevoice said firmly. | believed | detected in it anote of annoyance. It was
searching in my mind for more visons. It was from my own mind these visonscame. | knew its
weakness. It could only show mewhat | already had.

'Show yourself!" | said. | did not need to say the words. The thought was enough, but | looked
around from that high ridge and there was no one there. The ground was a series of steps and rocks
aong theridge. | went dong them towards the mountain, towards the valley at the other side. 'Y ou can't
stop me,' | said.

T will.!
‘But how?
'l will show you another vison.'

| laughed grimly. If visons of amachine-gun pogt, of sone-age man and a Germanic warrior did not
stop me, | could not see that anything else would. | was going to make him show himself. | was under the
impression that he wasthere.

| stepped from rock to rock. Some of the gapswere big. | wasin the air, stepping out for arock,
when | saw it was not there. The rock towards which | had launched mysdlf had vanished.

| fdll heavily on rocky ground, twisting my ankle and striking my head against astone. | must have
been unconsciousfor alittletime.

It was the same ankle, the one | had damaged when escaping from Center City.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

| had known, even as| fell, that | was going to bein adesperate situation if | injured mysdlf while adone,
so far from the cave, and in an exposed position in the Outland mountains.

I knew it was gone, my hope that alone and unaided | would get back to the cave that night. | did not
know if | would ever get back over dl that land that | had crossed. The sphere, the laboratory and
Galbraith and Sara had never seemed so far away.

What | heard was voices.

'An archaic moony. There were some items of his private experience | did not get, but he described
himsdlf asan archaic

'How clear have you got him?Is hein good range of the transmitter now? Can you scan him clearly?



'He's on the line-of-sight beam. | should have the pattern complete, when he comes dive, indde two
minutes.’
| wondered where | was. | was sprawled on the ground. The view before my eyes, when | opened

them, was a chain of mountains, white peaks and a volcano anong them, leaning over a an impossible
angle. | adjusted my idea of the horizon and discovered which way was up. | began to struggle.

'Heron? Thisis Widgeon here. He's got some memory of rocket firing. | don't get this pattern.
Moonshot rockets aren't in the technology of the city, arethey?

"Y ou must be mistaken, Widgeon. The only people remotely dreaming of that technology today are
those on the Atlantic continent. We ourselveswon't touch it. It'stoo expensive.’

Wheat about China? He doesn't seem Chinese. But these memories are quite clear. I'm getting
congtant pictures of big machines. There's even something about a synchrotron. Wheres Ted? Ted, I'm
cdling you inthe Yang-Tseidands. ThisisWidgeon, Cdifornia

'Hello, Widgeon. | am working Seagull, France. Isthisimportant?

'Subject here, Teal, showsimages of rocket firing and something caled a synchrotron. How
advanced recently isthe Tibetan pocket of technology? I'm trying to trace him.’

A femdevoicecutin;

Widgeon and Ted. Thisis Seagull, France. Widgeon is making Class Two mistake | think. He's
confusing live memorieswith reading, fiction. | know, | did it recently.’

| sat up. It was natura to hear voices and singing sounds after ablow on the head, | thought. | looked
a the mountains, the desol ate scene around me. How was | going to get back? | tried to get up and pain
shot up my leg. | collapsed back to the ground again and crouched and held my ankle.

'With al due respects, Seagull, | don't make mistakeslike that.
"Widgeon, thisis Heron. In thisworld, such memoriesareimpossble.’
'Y ou suggesting he dropped from the sky, from Mars? His most recent memories are of the city.’

| sat quite till. The voices were clear and loud now. They faded when | bent to hold my ankle and
put my head behind arock. | lifted my head and looked over the rock. High on acrag on amountain
acrossthevdley | could see what looked like an autometic radio transmitter that | had not picked out
before. For amoment | thought it was another vison. Then | saw that that would be the place, and the
height, from which | believed | had seen the light, the rotating beam, the night before.

'Widgeon? Thisis Ted. Did you say asynchrotron? Thisisinteresting. | suggest you hook him into
cireuit.
Transmitter, | thought! | wondered if it were possible. Thetiny eectric currents, the cellular circuits of

the brain. But we, with our most sensitive instruments, had only been able to record the most generd
wave-patterns of electrica energy inthebrain.

'He'sin. I'm not sure he knowsiit.'

| looked down into the valley. There was nothing there. Some patches of green and astunted bush or
two in thevalley bottom. | wasin wild and desolate country. | was going to have enormous difficulty
getting back. | could fed the state of my ankle now. It was possible that | was delirious. | decided to
treat the voices asredl.

I know I'min," | said. "Who are you? I've come here to bring Outlanders amessage from the city.'

| was met with aresponse of silence through which | could fed at least half adozen people, scattered
round the world, just listening to my mental voice. | do not know how | knew it. | just did. Assoon as|
threw mysdlf into the contact | seemed to be aware, smultaneoudy, of amillion things, of ascene through
awindow on to awooded tree-dope, of a haf-barren, crop-bearing idand in the middle of ayellow



flood, of arocky, cliff-top eyrie above araging sea. And there was something more than that, an elusive
qudity. | wasin contact, | knew instantly, with adifferent type of mind. It was akind that persisted
through dl theindividuds. It was not like mine.

| had a sense of acrowd of individuals pressing up to look and then withdrawing. | knew what it was.
| could fed it astheir withdrawa-reaction. If they were dien to me, | was even more dien to them. It was
asensation we might have if we had tentatively offered intimate contact to a chimpanzee and found he
took it and pressed hisface against us.

It left me disillusioned.

'What isthis message you say you were bringing to the Outlanders from the city? The voice cameto
me formaly and seemingly from far away.

| wished | could see them. It was that more than anything that | lacked. They were beings, creatures |
imagined of warmth and light. | had, for an instant, been alowed close contact with them. During that
period | had even been able to see out through their eyes and sense their quaity of mind. But none of
them, | guessed, had been looking in amirror. And now once again, and from then on, | wasonly hearing
voices. | wished | had known that that moment was coming, and what it meant, so that | could have
taken greater advantage of it when it came.

| cannot explain this. As| have said, it is partly that | do not have the words and partly that | do not
even have the mental conceptsto tell what | saw and fdlt. It waswhat Irimiahad told me. | had asense
of only adozen or so of them, rare creatures, scattered around the world. | was conscious of their
difference from mysdlf. But it wasthe nature of that difference that set up in me ahopdesslonging. Their
whole aim, the nature of their liveswas different as Irimiahad told me it would be and must bein quite
new crestures.

And 1, by their withdrawal, by their use of formal words, was rendered lonely. | had asense of their
eyeslooking & mewhile | could not see back. | was aone again on asilent summit, and | knew they
could see metherewhile | could not see them.

| was alone creature, injured, with adamaged ankle and far from my base, my lair, and | knew they
would have sympathy with me, aswe would with any injured animal, except that there was something
elsefor them, some other, larger plan, the nature of which | tried to, but could not, grasp.

"The city isabout to invade the Outlands,' | said. | was met with asilence, not words but a sense that
they knew that aready. 'l wasto organizethewild Outlandstribestoress,’ | said.'l cannot doit. Itisa
matter of the surviva of the archaicswithin the city.'

| was throwing myself on their mercy as | confessed. It wasdl | could do. They were not the
Outlanders | had cometo find. They were a once far fewer, and farther away, and infinitely greater.

Their words came to me clearly, but coolly and without expression as they communicated with one
another.

'Y ou having trouble with the American City, Widgeon?

‘Not greatly. It isat present ruled by the hybrids who are an evolutionary cul de sac. That must be
atered.

"Y ou will not intervene on behdf of the archaics, surely?

'Not exactly. They are an impossible politica influence. Their descendents have not mastered it any
more than their ancestors did. There is aswan-necked variety there that hasthe virtue at least of
tolerance!

So much for Smith and Irimia, | suddenly thought and realized. They would maketheir revolution and
someone e'sewould clamit. | did not know how the Voiceswould manageit. | thought bitterly, resting
on one knee with my hand on arock like aman communing with himself on my loney summit. But they
would do it. Few of them there might be, but | had a sense of power, of certainty, of unknown aimsto be



accomplished in every inflexion of their voices

Then | fdt them turn their attention to me again, not maevolently but ingstently. That was one of the
waysinwhich they differed from us, their lack of indifference. | was something they did not understand,
and therefore they had to know.

'Who are you? Thistimeit was aslent question from many voices.
| attempted defiance. 'Who areyou? | said.

They began to take me apart. | could fed them stedling, quite irresistibly, across my memories. It was
like aprocess of dissection, but mentd, like knives and deep dredges entering my mind and bringing up
my mogt trivid memoriesto the surface, even memories| did not know | had and things| believed | had
forgotten. | did not know if I would survive the process, and if | did I knew | would be a changed man,
as people are said to be after totd psychoandysis.

'Stop!" | cried.

They stopped. They did not wish to harm me. It was only what they had to do in pursuance of some
plan that was greater than anything | could think of. And if | co-operated, | fdlt, asthough awarm current
were flowing round my mind, heding their incisons, there was no need of it.

'We are the Seed,' the female voice of Seagull told me gently. The survivors and progenitors. Our
children are the new beginning, the inheritorsfrom the Rift.’

Shetold me knowing that | would not understand it, as an adult will reason with a child.
'I have come out of time," | said.

| expected at least some surprise, but there was none.

"That,' said Heron quietly, 'is exactly what we were afraid of '

Tl me,' | said desperately. | could not seethem. | fixed my gaze on the distant mountains. "What
wasit, thisRift? | must find out. That iswhat | am hereto do! | must find out what caused it'

Their voicestalked among themselves then. They did not address themselvesto me.

'He knowstoo much dready,’ Ted said, that voicethat, if | wasto believe them, wasin far-off China.
It isaquestion of whether | can let him go back, said Widgeon. What can | do with him?

'We do not kill, said Seaqgull.

'It may be necessary,’ said Heron, 'to maroon him somewhere.!

| cried out to them, actually speaking the words out loud, | believe, so that they echoed over the sillent
mountains. ‘| don't know, but I must know! It isaquestion of the surviva of our world!"

They were sllent, gpparently in somekind of contemplation.
'l proposeto let him go back,' said Widgeon.
The silence took on atone of gravity and dissent.

'Heisagsmdl thing,' said Widgeon findly, having noted their feding but going againgt it. Though he
has tampered with time, | do not think he has the strength and intelligence to do usany harm.’

He addressed himsdf to me.

Y ou will go back," he said. Y ou will go straight back, at once. And you will not attempt to come this
way again. You will find out nothing.'

| looked at the rocks around me. | moved my ankle and winced with pain. He 'saw' my thought.
'Sit down," he said.
| sat down.



'‘Now take your foot in one hand and your leg in the other. Let me direct you!" He sounded near.

| felt that someone was reaching into my hands. He was putting on my hands and armslike apair of
gloves. | relaxed and tried to let him treat me as a doctor. My own hands gripped my leg and my foot. |
had amoment of excruciating pain as he pulled and twisted. It wasincredible that | could bear to do it.
But it was hewho had control of the motor nerves of my arms and hands, not me. | felt him withdraw like
an actua body moving away from just behind me then flicking into the distance.

Itisfinished," hisvoicetold me. It sounded away in circuit again, no doubt from California.

'How doyou doit? | said. | stood up on my leg again. It felt stiff and it hurt, but it worked. Thank
you.'

‘It isthe particular tendency of our development that has enabled usto speciaizein neura-eectrical
techniques and dectrica propogation,’ he said. He spoke with perfunctory cheerfulness. ‘It isthe ultimate
power.'

| turned and began to walk down the hill and the mountainside, back theway | had come. It was
pointlessto argue with him or any of them. | knew that now.

The sun had moved to the west. | knew | was not going to get back that day.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

| thought about it as | camped under the rock again that night, arriving to afoodless camp after alimping
progress.

What was it? What had | heard and seen and done? | had falen, and struck my head against arock
and twisted my ankle. | had been light-headed.

| lay there watching the last of the light fade from the peaks and the shadows creep up the valey and
the darkness deepen to the sound of falling water from the gorge. | watched, looking awvay over the
vdley a the distant crag.

Irimiahad said no creature could contempl ate its own successor. Liebnitz had said that for man, his
kind of man, to control and guide evolution, would be the only way of avoiding strife and bloodshed and
the crudty of surviva of thefittest for amillion years. But both of them were theorizing. Neither had been
to see, asatrue scientist would, what was actually happening in the Outlands.

| had been into the Outlands. | was till in them, against my will. And I must not deep, | thought. |
must wait to seeif that beam shone out again, asit had the previous night. | must find out if what | had
seen, or rather what | had heard and felt, wasredl.

How had they set up that transmitter, if it was one? How had they done anything, a dozen creatures,
separated and i solated around the world? But then how had man ever done anything, homo sapiens, our
own species, bornincredibly in Central Asain anice age?

| must not deep, | thought.

Man had had one great gift, hisuse of. tools. But that was past now, in thisage and time. | had seen a
bird useatoal, | remembered, when | had first come into the new environment. Tool-using, tool-making
even, was no longer Man's unique possession, and the birds, many species of them, were even later in
the evolutionary chain than man. They were ready, they were waiting to take over if anything happened to
man and his many descendents of human kind.

But the people who caled themsalves the Seed, | thought, had no need actudly to come to the place
to set up that transmitter. It must be within range of another transmitter, be one of achain. And if they
wanted anything done they had only to take over some other creature as Widgeon had taken over my
arms and hands as he had set my ankle. Any creature would do for them, provided it had abrain and
hands. | understood what he meant when he camly said they had the ultimate power.



A new kind of tool. A new kind of ability. But not only that. A new kind of experiencetoo. | had
been granted, if only for an instant, an entry into their communion. It was sad, | thought, that | had not
known what pure intimacy and understanding was before. | had not realized that we humans, we homo
sapiens were limited, that we were not the best kind that could ever be. And | did not find it an easy
knowledge.

Our communications systems, proud as we were of them, wereinfinitely laborious by comparison.
We could span the world with words, we said. And so we could, with the aid of avocabulary that it took
usathird of alifetimeto acquire, with the aid of agiant industry devoted to turning those inadequate
symbolsfor our ideas into e ectro-magnetic waves, then turning them back again into sounds, so thet air
waves reached the ears of alistener and resulted, al too often, in misunderstanding.

The Seed, the Voices, communicated directly, by eectrical impulses, from mind to mind. | had heard
them aswords, true, but they could communicate aswell by images. Their memory storewas held in
common. They knew, they did not interpret, one another's feeling. Speech had been man's greatest and
most useful tool, but they had far outstripped it. They wereliving in aquite new sphere of experience and
existence, and because of that alone they were man's successors.

Lying there, watching the stars move dowly overhead, | found mysdlf looking out at the Sky asinto
the depths of the universe. Irimiahad not known what she was saying, | thought, when she had asked me:
'What is God? Dull earth had taken life upon itself and become humble crawling creatures. In aflash of
time, as eternity went, it had become beings who |ooked to the universe as awhole and thought of it with
wonder asthey tried to comprehend it, and who sought to claim it. Maybe we, man, never would claimiit
now, | thought. But lifewould. Life moved like agrowing blaze across and through those
electro-magnetic fields that were the endless evolutions of the stars. Through a universe of space and
meatter that science, asit comprehended it, made steadily more abstract, life moved as an expression of
will and power and purpose. And we, dull humanity, had never understood but only wondered about our
ams

Weflickered into consciousness here and there, tiny eyes and minds and mouthsin the stream of life,
We came, and opened our eyesin wonder, and we went. Thislife of ours seemed puny, useless, so full
wasit of questions that remained unanswered. Y et each eye was brighter, each mind waslarger, clearer,
more comprehensive. With each new being, poet, scientist or musician, aworld was born. What did it
meatter if, as Liebnitz said, al our science, dl our knowledge, was just another tool, afiction to describe
events aswere the old religions, and ameansfor the furtherance of our desires? Our desiresthemselves
were the thing, the ability and the craft to hope and fedl. It was that which wastheroot of life, not 'l think
therefore | am’, which would give existence naively to man done, but 'l fed therefore | live which gave
sgnificance and tremendousimport to dl life, from the lowest amoebato the Seed.

Or was| ddirious ill, | thought, since | wasthinking thisway? The night air was chill, and |
wondered if | had been delirious dl the day.

Andthen| saw it.

The great beam of light swung out, for | knew it must be agresat beam now. It circled the earth as |
knew it must be circling from other stations, shining beneficently through the darkness and sweeping over
hillsand valeys and taking cognizance of dl living things.

'Not a creature shdl cometo harm,’ | thought, 'but | shall know of it." Who were the Seed?
Voices, | thought; voices who gave themselves bird-names and who were watching through the night.
| dept then, after | had seen the beam from that distant lonely station shine out over me.

Thefollowing morning my ankle, though stiff &t first, was better than it had been the day before, and |
went on steadily towards the cave. | had not got what | had come for, | knew. | had not discovered that
sngleitem of knowledge by possession of which wein our time could prevent the new world coming into
being. Indeed, | was no longer sure | wished to find it, or that we had any right to do that, but | was



content to go back with what | had and leave the future for eventsto prove.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

It was adow awakening out of adeep unconsciousness. My eye saw arock-hewn ceiling and moved on
to the angle of awhite lined wal. Somewherein my fied of vison was dectricd gpparausof a
complicated kind. | wasflat on my back and | did not know where | was, but | was content to lie there.

A voicethat seemed to come from adistance, but a known and familiar and careworn femae voice,
said: 'Doctor! | think he's coming round.’

| did not know how or why, but | was glad to hear that voice.

Therewasaglint of glass, amirror in my field of vison. Below the mirror was somekind of wall. |
beganto fed | should know that place. It was familiar with itswarm and infinitely comforting smel| of
ar-conditioned air. There was alingering smell of ozone from high voltage machinery somewhere. | tried
to see something | could seein the mirror. It was atrangparent sphere, now open and in two halves, set
on aplinth and with the upper haf lifted, like an egg broken open.

I knew then. | had a sense of vertigo, some memory of an experience recently undergone. But | was
back!

| remembered. | remembered coming back from ajourney, where was it? Into the Outlands. It was
al coming back to me. There was the cave, aclimb adong arocky ledge and entering the cave, and then,
miracle of miracles, the spherein it. Opening the sphere and getting in. Waiting in gpprehension,
remembering the sensations of the transfer, wondering if | would surviveit.

There was something €l se. There had been something in the sphere. A box containing two tiny
capsules, and anote: 'Judgen. Take these on your tongue. Keep them in your mouth and bite on them as
soon asthe transfer starts.” Drugs. They had got my report about the outward journey. That waswhy |
had been unconscious.

| tried to it up. | knew where | was now. | was back in the laboratory, on the safe Side, after being
taken unconscious from the sphere. As| moved my head | saw adoctor standing over mewith a
hypodermic needle, Sara standing beside him with an expression of care and anxiety on aharrowed face,
Strassen stripping off a protective suit, and Galbraith and three people | did not know with the Generd in
the background.

'Howard!" Sarasaid. 'Lie gtill! Don't spail it now. If you knew how we've waited for you these last
two weeks —!"

Two weeks. It did not register in my mind at first. | was lying back again, thinking how well they had
prepared for my return, adoctor and specidistsin attendance, and even a couch for meto lieon and
Strassen ready to go in and get me from the sphere. And then | thought: two weeks!

| sat up abruptly. | said: Two weeks? | stared at them, no longer hazy mentally now. Their drugs,
whatever they were, had saved me from that. But | began to work it out: the day | |€ft, the day in Center
City, the day of my escape— It was nothing like two weeks!

Takeit easy, Judgen!" Galbraith said. 'Time doesn't run at the same rate at the place you've been to
asit doesback here. We've found that out!'

Sarahad come to me. She was standing by the couch on which | had been lying. Her hand was on
me and her arm around my shoulders, trying to ease me back. 'Wait, Howard, wait!" she was saying. But
| put my arm around her waist and dropped my feet off the couch. | sat up and faced them.

‘But you don't know —!" | said.

'No,' said Strassen, taking hisfoot out of the leg of the silver-coated protective suit. "We don't know
where you've been or what you've been doing since the sphere came back empty except for the



log-book with that inexplicable, crazy message of yours!'
| smply sat there staring at them.
Gdlbraith, looking queerly a me, said: 'It's been particularly hard on Sara’

| took her hand. | was sureit had. Sending the sphere repeatedly and having it come back empty.
Sending it — but there just had not been that number of days over therefor it to appear. | was back al
right. We were faced with amgjor discrepancy in al our thoughts and theories.

They werelooking at me expectantly. The doctor leaned over me and pulled back my eyelid and
looked at the pupil. 'He's al right,” he said. 'Hed better not move or try to go anywhere yet awhile, but
he cantak.' And | sat sllent knowing that | had better be careful just what | said.

The Genera had been patient. His expression was savage. He knew aswell as| did that there had
been things we had not expected. The effects of the transfer on me had not been something | could help
and he was not suggesting that | be court-martialed for breach of orders. But he was waiting with
growing impatience for the explanation.

‘All right, Mgor! You can talk!"

‘Just aminute, Sir. I've along report to make. There's awhole world over there. Y ou don't expect me
to tdl awholeworld in afew words!’

Strassen had freed himself from the suit. He had come over and was|looking down a me. Gabraith's
eyes had narrowed.

Reckman, whom | had not noticed somewhere in the background, was indefatigably pursuing the
Security angle. Hewas saying formdly and ingstently, 'Will dl civilians and personnel not actively engaged
in the experiment please |eave the room!'

| watched them going, the doctor taking alast look at me, not hiding his annoyance that he had been
cdled in, kept waiting maybe a dozen times for nothing, and now, when things were interesting, he had
been dismissed. But it was acloser, and at the same time more intimate and harder gathering that was left
behind in the dl-too-familiar underground laboratory.

'It's something Strassen said just now!" | said.
'‘Does he have to? Sarawas standing at my side and looking angrily at the Generd. 'Does he haveto
talk when he's just come round and the moment he'sjust got back?

| squeezed her hand. 'Did you haveto Sit at that control desk? | asked her softly. | looked up at
Strassen. "Y ou said you got my message? The log-book, when the spherefirst came back without me, on
that first day?

They were dl watching me. They did not know what it was about, but they were watching. Strassen
in particular glanced a me then went across the floor of the laboratory and around the control desk. He
went to a bookshelf where they kept technica notes and datain solid files. He brought my origina
log-book to me, the one that was empty except for asingle entry. He gave it to me, and | read what |
had written again, the entry in the middle of a page written in a scrawled handwriting that | could hardly
recognize asmine. It waslikeachild's. | read it out to them; first saying:

"Y ou say the sphere came back empty, gpart from this?
'Yes!' said Strassen.

™| am sending you the skull," | read. ™' cannot come back a once. Thisjourney isvery bad. If you
send someone ese, put himin aniron lung and give him sedatives before you send him!™

| looked at them dll, first at the Genera and then specificaly a Gabraith.
"What happened to the skull? | said.
They looked as though they did not understand me, or did not believe me or thought | was



introducing something for their confusion.
"Y ou mean you sent it? Strassen said.

I sentit,’ | said. 'l put the log-book in the sphere and the skull on top of it. And I'm not just
remembering, and relying on recollections of the hazy mental processes| had at that time. It happened to
me at what by my timeis only an hour or two ago. | came back into the cave and saw the sphere was
there! | cametoit to get into it. And on the way, | passed the headless skeleton. | looked at it most
carefully, and wished it wasn't there, with dl that it implied, when | was climbing through the cave again
across therocks!'

From their expressions as they stood looking a me in the |aboratory that they must dmost have lived
in and occupied dmost night and day for fourteen days | saw that they were redizing for the first time that
something red had happened to me during the period | had been away.

Red not for me, but for them. Except for the missing skull.
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

The projection room in the university was blue with smoke. The lights were on, and round the room were
tables at which sat Reckman's saff of Intelligence department's recordists and transcribers. On the
screen was afaded picture, disregarded now the lights were on and al but obliterated by the competing
midnight illumination. It was a picture they had had to send a camerato get to check my story, the cave
with anow headless skeleton, but no one had looked at it for along time, not since they had lowered the
lightstemporarily and flashed it on there when it came back from processing in the middle of my telling of
the story that it confirmed.

'So | came back from the Outlands;' | said. 'l had been there why? On amission for us? On amission
from Center City? And | lay under that rock again, waiting for the night to end and looked up into the
night sky and felt what | wastdling you until thet rotating beam flashed out —'

'Y ou stayed there the night and then came back to the cave, Mgor? the Generd said. 'It'sthat we're
interested in, what you did, and not your fedings!'

'Yes, grl'| said. It seemsto meit was part of it.’
'Why? said Strassen.

They were tense after thetime | had taken in the detailed telling of it al. A day had elapsed since |
had come back, aday broken by one period of rest and one experiment, but a day without let-up so that
everything that happened seemed part of a constant and continuous process. The Generd was
grim-faced and Strassen was sharp and light. | quitted my place by the screen, where | had stood while |
told my story. | had finished my narrative if they wanted to take it that way. | went to sit with Galbraith
and Saraand Reckman on the chairs. Our company had ceased to be alecture, areport, and become a
conference, though the time was midnight: it wastrue, asit had been from the beginning, that we did not
know how much time we had.

'Why? said Strassen, ingstently.

I looked at him across the semi-circle of the chairs and through the cloud of blue smoke from
Gabraith's pipe.

'‘Because that was part of it, to my mind,' | said. 'Just who those people | heard as voices were, and
what risk they took, and why they took it, when they allowed me to come back to my own time.
Because my inference from everything that has happened so far isthis: that if we do succeed in
discovering what we did, our peoplein our time, to cause the earth to erupt, and its atomic firesto burn
more fiercely and send out the radiation that causes a genetic rift, then their world, and that particular
future that they belong to, will ceaseto be!

Gabraith shifted hisbig head, took his pipe from his mouth and glanced a me. 'It's done something to



you, Judgen. Y ou're bigger now.'

"Voices!' Generad Bridgets tone crackled. 'Y ou're a serviceman, Mgor. | thought you were agood
one. Y ou should know what to think of those!"

'Srl" | said, 'l think that'swhat worried them: that, without knowing what we were doing, we were
playing with thefate of worldd!'

We watched one another. We saw one another as people, not as government departments secretly
involved. We were on the edge of human understanding too, and | saw Saras face dowly set asthough
she were coming to adecision. She had been unusudly silent while | had told my story and after it, but |
waited for her to speak now.

Strassen came infirst. He said: "It follows. | told you before we started that if the future exigts, so that
we can photograph it and even go there, then everything we do, whatever it is, must conspire to produce
that future. It istheinevitability, the predetermination of cause and effect, which isthebass of dl science.
But thereis only one way we can break that chain of logic. Thisfuture, aswe have learned about it, must
cease to exist and be supplanted by another!”

Sarabroke in there. She cut across Strassen:

I have made up my mind! | am sorry if this disappoints anyone, but | am going to step out of this. |
am resigning my connection with the synchrotron! I'm going to find some other work!"

Galbraith looked at her quickly, his dark eyes shooting acrossto her asthey sat besde me.

"That does disappoint me. There was one experiment | wanted to do. Just one more! | hoped wed
work tomorrow.'

The Genera was adready speaking harshly over Gabraith'svoice.

"Y ou can accuse me of not being squeamish! | can't respect these qualms. Mgor, | did not expect to
have to remind you that your alegianceisto your own time.' | thought he had finished, but he hadn't. His
voice rose a shade and took on a note of dedicated passion: 'Look at this, dl of you! Look around
you here! Thisisred. Thisisud I'm not saying that all Judgen experienced isan evil dream, from thetime
he left herein that sphereto the time that he returned. But it has not acomparable redity! Y ou look at
one another and ask yourselves what you're working for in the here and now!"

His hard, sharp eyesfdl on me as he said that, then moved acrossto Sara
| knew what he meant al right.
Gdbraith also looked a me.

"That skeleton has dready logt itsredlity in one particular,’ he said. ‘It haslost its head! It is neither
here nor there!'

We weretaking about Sara. They weretelling me clearly what | dready knew, that for those
bird-named voicesto comeinto existence those events must transpire that included that Sara should
become the skeleton.

They wereforcing aclear choice on me, on themsalves, on al of us.
Only Strassen was thinking ahead now, pursuing aline of hisown with his specia brand of logic.

I was thinking of that. There are two conclusions we can come to from the disappearance of the
skull! Oneisthat actua and permanent transfer of solid objects from one time to another isjust
impossible. There are implications here! If we had got that skull, and it had proved to be Saras by any
tests we cared to make, we never would have sent it back again. It would have been coexistent in our
owntime, askull inlife and its counterpart after deeth, and that is an affront to reason! Why isit?
Because those two skulls, the very atoms and materid in them, would have gone on, from our time
forward, and there would, even in eternity, have been no point of origin for the second one! Until thefirgt
one, that isnow in Sara, live, became a skeleton and lay there, then disappeared, and that would imply



that there would positively have to be that future!'

'And the second dternative? Galbraith said, looking at Strassen curioudy, asthough hewere a
brilliant child, not very stable yet, but doing well.

‘Thedternative!' Strassen said. He looked at Galbraith and then at me. ‘It isthe one aternative that
fitsthe facts. The skull should never have been sent back! It should have gone on existing as aconditiona
future, afuture that was dependent on asingle event that has not yet transpired in time. But it was sent
back. Judgen forgot everything else when hefirst arrived, but he did not forget that. He sent it back. But
it did not arrive. And that proves, and only can prove, that that particular future does not exist!'

'Conditiondly,' | said. 'Conditional on our discovering what it was we did to cause their world, and
then not doing it. Otherwise, you'd better keep a sharp look-out on the floor of the laboratory. The skull
may just arivel'

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

The next day wasthe day Sara had her toothache and decided she must see her dentist, and the day |
went to Nevada.

He got the plane, commandeered it virtudly, usng the Generd's name; | flew it. After we left
Tennesseg, it wasthe plain beneath us.

"You're sureyou'reright? he said. "Why me?

'What else? | said. "Y ou expect meto bring the Genera? Why didn't you tell him before you used his
nameto get this plane?

He looked at me across the cabin of the small army-co-operation aircraft.
'He might have agreed, he might not," he said.

'Exactly,' | sad. 'But worsethan that. If | told him what I'm telling you, he might have felt it necessary
to go asfar asthe President to get some action. And by that time, it could have been too late.’

Isthat all?

He waswatching me as| flew the machine, keeping the engine-revs just above the point that
someone had intended to be the maximum.

'If it'sanyone's mistake, it's your department's. | thought 1'd give you the chance to rectify it."

'How'sthat? He was listening to me carefully, not ready to say yesor no.

'Y ou remember what those people told me, Selwyn and Liebnitz? They gave me some spiel not only
about our departmentalism, our segregation and sectarianism in science, which they seemed to infer
meant that we don't et our right hand know what our left is doing. They said there was something else.
We called the thing Security. It shut off criticism. It meant that projects went forward without being

subject to proper scrutiny from the origins of scientific knowledge acrossthe world.' | looked at
Reckman.

"That isn't true. We take care to bring the expertsin. It's only aquestion of who has clearance.’
'Sure. What kind of experts?

'Enough. All the experts on the lists, in government employment, and on that line." He spoke dowly
and deliberately above the engine roar: 'The papers are passed to them for just that purpose. For scrutiny
and criticism. And more than that. To check the mathematics:'

'And the men in other lines?

"What do you expect usto do? Clear chemical employeesin armaments factories for possession of
our most recent developmentsin atcomic physics?



‘Something like that. Remember what they said? About their genetic rift and the cause of the radiation
from the earth? It would take a paleontologist, a geophysicist and an atomic scientist working together to
seeit. But your paeontologist and your geophysicist wouldn't have clearance. They wouldn't be alowed
to know what you were doing with atomic bombs or even that therewas arisk.'

Hewasdlent. | could see him regretting that he had given way to my urgency and urging and taken
the Generd's plane on what must seem to him awild-goose chase across the country on something
remote from what we were doing.

| told him what | had told him before:

It'sgot to be something that will stimulate the underground nuclear forces of the earth.’

'I've agreed to investigate it with you,' he said. "Y ou can't expect meto believeit.'

'‘What would start up the earth's atomic forces? Suppose you regard the earth as an atomic pile,
producing interna heat and powering all volcanoes. There's amolten furnace down there. Not just
pockets of uranium scattered in the rocks. We've got past that view in recent years. The drift currents

and the electrica and neutron flow in the earth's atomic furnace cause the earth's magnetic field. If you
want to stimulate an atomic pileit'sagood ideato introduce a source of neutrons, ions.'

He watched my flying the plane, which wasthejob | had been originally trained to do.

'Y ou know alot about this?

'Studying theionic layers and the theory of the earth's magnetic field playsabig part in spaceflight.

He amost wanted to believe. | could seeit. But it was the wrong idea from the wrong source. | did
not have a degree from any university in geophysics and the people who did have the degrees did not
have the specia knowledge he and | had of what we were doing in terms of ballistic missles and
thermo-nuclear warheads. 'Y ou can't get past it,’ he said. 'We have theword of al the expertsthat these

bombs won't produce more than the equivaent of fifty megatonsof T.N.T. And that, the geologiststell
us, isnot even the power of asmal volcano.’

‘All right,' | said.
He hung on while the plane dipped in asmall air pocket. We could see the mountains up ahead.
'How do you get past it?

Y our geologists are thinking of these thermo-nuclear devicesthey explode underground in Nevada as
just that, as so many megatonsof T.N.T. They arethinking of physical, explosveforces. That'swhy |
said not "geologigt” but "geophysicigt”: aman who will caculate not only physica forces and pressure
waves but aso the release of hard rays and aflow of penetrative neutrons from dirty bombs!'

| checked the atimeter and the fuel gauge. It was awkward. We were going to haveto land for gas. |
saw he did not answer.

"We know less about our earth,’ | said; 'even ageophysicist knows less about the interior of our earth
beyond ten miles down than a cosmol ogist knows about the interior of ared-dwarf star at a distance of
fifty million parsecs.’

I had him coming round. He said: 'l do know about this particular batch of bombs they're exploding
underground tomorrow in Nevada. The reason they're not exploding them in the amosphereisthat
they're particularly dirty bombs!

It lasted while we landed to take on fuel and then he thought again after we had climbed and hungin
the sky above the Utah mountains.

'I don't believeyou," he said. 'l can't believe our men would make amistake like that.'
'It'sthe kind of mistake they said we would make.'
'l don't believeyou.'



Weflew on through the day and it was the same when we saw the Nevada dopes, the areainsde a
cordon on the surface, of barren empty land where they had dug deep mine shafts benesth the hillsand
had asemicircle of tiny huts facing out towards amountain dope. On the surface we would never have
got insde that cordon. We would have stopped at the first fence, been hated by our lack of specia
passes. But they did not shoot down the army plane as| circled once and camein to land on their specia
gripinthemiddle of dl that wild and open country.

The huts looked bigger from the ground. They had messrooms for mining engineers and specia
bunk-housesfor dl the scientistswho were to observe. Aircraft had been pouring in dl that day. We
were just another, but | had to make our weight felt. 'We are working under the personal orders of
General Bridger,' | told the Colonel who formed the barrier who should have stopped us. 'Y ou can
check with Washington. Judgen and Reckman under Bridger from the proton-synchrotron. Something
new has come up in our line of atomicsthere. We have to investigate its specific relation to these bombs.'

It was bluff. It was bluff that would work so long as they communicated with Washington and not
with Bridger. All he knew was that we had gone and taken his persona plane. We had to work fast, and
we could not work fast even when | inserted mysdlf in agroup of the higher scientists and told them that
we had specia information derived from our work on the synchrotron that their bombswould lesk a
penetrative radiation into the earth with unknown results.

They wereinterested. They gathered around, a group of unoccupied scientists round atablein a
saff-hut waiting for the show that wasto be put on the following day under the mountain dope across
which the shadows had descended acrossthe valley. But they discovered rapidly that | did not know
enough and someone camein and said: "Are you the man under General Bridger? A message came
through to say he'son hisway here. Helooked a me significantly and said: Y ou don't seemto bein
good odour with him." And one of the scientists said: "What exactly are these results you've been getting
with the synchrotron? | fdt it was dl up after that. They wereright of course. | was making charges
about their bombs and | had nothing to substantiate them with except a story that | guessed would cause
them to put mein amadhouseiif | told it. Reckman had gone off and was making some security
investigation, which | felt surewasfutile and irrelevant, of hisown.

Generd Bridger arrived, and | knew it when | got acall to go a onceto the C.O.'s office. He was
more grimly sorrowful than angry.

'l had hopes of you, Judgen,’ he said. 'That you were equable, balanced and reliable. Thisfinishes
you, | guess. I've come here persondly instead of having you arrested to get back my plane. All the way
to Nevada at the cost of diverting aspecia jet, but that's for your past record and not making any
alowancefor your actions now. What isthis hare-brained story you've been telling?

| told him, and he said: 'Why didn't you leave it to the judgment of the men who know? Why didn't
you tdll it to me, and I'd have had it wired out here for investigation?

'I thought the investigation would have to be persond and immediate and on the spot,’ | said. "'Sent
over thewiresit would have the shape of an inquiry best answered by exploding the bombs and telling
you what happened tomorrow morning.'

He gave meahard look, grim-faced with experience. 'What else do you think will happen now? he
said. 'Y ou think even | could order an investigation of the atomics departments and their procedures that
wouldn't take months or years? It's a pity, Judgen. | liked you. | thought you had the balance and
something more, but you've finished yourself now not only for thiskind of work but for the rocket strip.’

Reckman camein at that point, entering the Nevada testing ground C.O.'s office.

'Y ou!' the General said. Y ou are the one who ordered my pilot to come to me while you took my
plane’

It'saswel | did," Reckman said. 'Genera, can you stop these bomb tests? He had afilein hishands
and helaid it onthetable.



Generd Bridger looked hard at him and Reckman looked back.

I don't know," Reckman said. 'It's only that things are beginning to add up alittle. I don't know about
these tests. I'm not an expert. It'san interesting story. | have it here." He tapped thefile.

'Y ou need more than astory to stop bomb tests that have been laid on at the cost of multi-million
dollars,' the Genera said.

'It beginsin Siberia e ghteen months ago,’ said Reckman. 'An agent of ours. He was nothing very
specid. We might have Wondered about it when he brought off the coup. The complete specification of
anew Russian devicefor increasing the power of thermo-nuclear bombs. Consdering held never been
particularly bright before my department might have wondered, | know | would myself, how he got such
athing so easily. What would you do, Generd, if one of our inventors came up with a device so new, so
basic and so smple, that it would be too dangerousto test it in any test you could observe?

The General stared at him. For an instant he wasrrigid, then his eyestook on a haunted look.
'Not lesk it to the Russians!' he said. But it was an answer he gavein hope, still thinking.

'No? Reckman sat down before the file. ‘It would have advantages, Generd,' he said insdioudly.
'Y ou would be able to use the device if the other Sde tested it and survived. Y ou'd shed no tearsif they
tested it and didn't. And it isn't you, you seg, it'sthem. They know we can destroy them anyway. What
have they got to lose, by showing usthat they can do the same? A dilemmafor us? Our doubt about
whether their device works or not? They may not know — but we have to know!" He tapped the file.
'It'shere Generd. Thisisthefile on thesetests. Thisiswhat they are dl about.’

| watched General Bridger. It was new to him. | could seeit by his haunted look. And yet what could
he do? Even if we wereright, the Situation was gill the same. The Russians had no need to try the device
until it cameto warfare, but since they had it, we most certainly had. And yet if wewereright... |
watched him. It was he now who was suffering the temptation | had felt, the choice between the good of
his country and the good of humanity at large.

Yet | saw it. | had an awful sense of it. Because of what he was, it was inevitable what he had to say.
"The tests must go on. Reckman, that isfina!"

Despair, | thought? But there was something more. He looked straight at both of us. Y ou will go
back to Tennessee, he said. "Y ou will take the jet. These are your orders. Galbraith has thought of
something, some new crucia experiment a noon tomorrow. Y ou will observe—'

'An experiment!’ | said.

Helooked at me.

He turned to Reckman. 'Y ou will observethere,’ he said, 'while | watch thisend.'

He was putting the two things together, | saw. Even he! He was connecting them despite himsdif.

But what he said dryly to Reckman was. 'If there are any developments here, I'll let you know.' It was
despair. Or ahaunted feding that he should do something. Y et all he did about it wasto stay in Nevada
while he sent us back to Tennessee. Asthough, | thought, that were useful now!

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

| cannot hope to describe, to do justice to those final scenesin the laboratory.

Sara, Sitting at the control desk, looked across to me and nodded. It was an answer to my slent
question about what had happened at the dentist the previous day.

| wasincredulous. | could not believe they were doing it. | had a sense of fatdity, of inevitability, of
findity. But that, | learned in the underground laboratory, where we had only arrived asit was beginning,
waswhat it was al abouit.



We had only just arrived after travelling through the night and morning, and yet it was asthough
we had never been away. Galbraith came forward.

'InNevada—!" | said. | wondered if anyone would understand. | looked even a Sara accusingly.

He stopped meinterrupting her, even then, in the midst of the work she was dready doing, while he
told me: 'Don't blame Sara, Judgen. | have asked her, told her she must complete this series of
experiments. She can't refuse!l’ He was ready for our entry, while we paused.

‘But now —!" | said. | turned to Strassen as he worked at the barrier wall in the familiar surroundings
of the laboratory with its machines and mirrors. Someone, | thought, must have retained some sanity. |
looked at Sara again and she shook her head at me. Galbraith wasright. When he asked afinal piece of
work from her she could not refuse him. | went to Strassen.

'‘What are you doing? | said. 'Are you determined to help it — to prove that events are predestined
— Even faced with amateria future, do you haveto give it amaterid cause? | could think of nothing
dse

He turned to me from the mirror and his controls.

"Thereisno choice,' he said. He looked at me sardonically. "We're driven by our own causes, Judgen
— haven't you redlized that yet? We're as predictable as the motions of the stars— asthe behaviour of
arabbit when it'sdriven by the chemistry of itsglands. It'swhat | told you: that every moment of the
future is determined by the causesin the past!' But then he looked at Galbraith. 'Except that he doesn't
believe me," he told me. 'Even that works out. Because he doesn't believe me, he says he's going to
proveit— and so hefulfilsit!"

Standing in the laboratory with Reckman, | turned to Galbraith. | redized it then. He was the clue. He
held the answer. Hiswas the mgjor part. | saw it now.

'Y ou are doing thisto prove Strassen wrong? | said. | looked at Sara and the control desk. 'Y ou
think you've found away?

In hislaboratory he looked a me camly and formidably. It was he | had to talk to, to understand.
'It'san experiment of classica amplicity. I'm surprised we didn't think of it before," he camly told me.

What | thought of was of the Generd in Nevada, and of the Situation in the |aboratory, so like the
cave. | wassureof it now. | could not let it happen. | had to hold him up in argument.

Except that they went on setting up the experiment as we talked.

"To prove or disprove an academic theory, Professor — even ametaphysical theory — you risk dl
thid'

'An academic point? He answered me while Saraand Strassen went on working, talking whilea
deep hum began to fill the laboratory from the great magnetic core.

'Y ou cdll it an academic point, whether man has free will or not, whether we can control the future or
whether we are in its control ? he said. His eyeslooked keenly a me.

‘But that isit!" | said. 'Perhapsthat isjust it, that we only think we have free will!"

'Why? he said. He looked hard at me, compelling my attention. 'Because a biochemist tells you that
lifeitsdf isonly an extension of atomic matter? Because abehaviourist saysyour behaviour isa
conditioned reflex? Have you been listening to Strassen? Do you truly think you're quite predictable,
Judgen, because you're the son of your fathers and wear their kind of clothes and think their thoughts?

Hewastaking in abstractions yet Sarawas working at the control panel then and there.
‘Doesthat matter, Professor. Thisisit! Doesthat truly matter? Compared to this? | waved ahand.

He was aman of power. | had seenit. | had seen him deal with other people. And now, as he looked
a megrimly, he dedlt with me. It was not only what he said:



'It metters, hetold me. ‘Listen! If Strassen isright and the future is predestinate and predictable, then
the universeiswhat he saysit is. Not merdly materid, but mechanical! Do you like that, Judgen? To be
part of apiece of clockwork that is running down? But supposeit isn't! Suppose aman, by hiswill and
choice, can dter the futurein any little way? Then the converse holds. Do you think we do thisfor
nothing? Isit nothing if aman can act by will done, produce materia events with no materid cause? Are
you afoal, Judgen, or can you not see that the whole universe is contained in that? It is the transcendenta
question. For if one event can happen in the universe that has no materia cause, then thereis something
more than matter and material!"

‘But what? He had caught me. | was struggling in my mind. | saw Saralooking at mefor amoment
with sympathy. In this apparently we were together.

'Areyou trying to produce a scientific proof of God, Professor? A life-force? A spirit or something
beyond the laws of solid matter —!" | was awed.

Helooked at me strangely. 'If we could do that, he said. 'Wouldn't it be something greater than any
risk? And then he turned. He knew he had me. He turned to Strassen: 'Go? It wasit, the time.

Strassen was working his machinery to establish a cameraon the plinth. It was another of those
experiments. To meit seemed just another. And yet... The camerawasin the old bell-jar. | could seeit
inthe mirrors, turned back on us.

'Ready,’ said Strassen, cam in the laboratory. 'Ready now to go.'

The camera, | saw, looking in the mirrors, was turned to give aview of the clock on the laboratory
wall above us, and of al our actions. And Sarawas how totally engaged at her control desk. Galbraith
looked at her with an expression of intentness and concentration.

'Ready, Sara?

'Go," said Sara, watching only what she was doing now. Y et she glanced at me.

'Gol'

The laboratory clock said noon. | saw Sara's hand go down and | sensed a degper note in the hum
that filled the laboratory and dl the underground chambers of the synchrotron. | looked quickly through
the mirrors at the camerain the bell-jar, then back at the clock.

The clock hand moved to alittle beyond the hour. After an eapse of one minute nothing wasvisible
around the camera and the bell-jar, but after that | began to seeit, the formation of the silver mist again,
the enclosing sphere that in amatter of minuteswould remove cameraand bell-jar from our sight.

'What isthis experiment? | said. 'What are you doing thistime? But no one answered me.

It was three minutes after the hour now, and the mist around the camera and bell-jar, as seen through
the mirrors, was perceptible now. But Galbraith began to act. He performed a ssimple action that seemed
to meinexplicable. He stood for awhilein thought, as though deciding just what to do, and then he
walked across our side of the laboratory, took a chair and placed it against thewall, and climbed upon it.

Reaching up to the clock, he stopped it. While the fingers were registering alittle beyond three
minutes after the hour, he stopped them, then moved them back to noon and held them until the clock
stopped, and then got down.

Helooked at hiswatch.

'Keep the experiment going one more minute,’ he said, 'then ease everything down. We want to get
the cameraback and get the film out and examineit right away.'

It wasalittle, smple thing, so easy when you knew.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT



| had aghastly sense of the ticking seconds.
They wereusing aviewer in the laboratory.

We were crowded together, in the small space and angle from which it was possible to watch the
viewer-screen.

It was showing the experiment we had just seen, but from the cameraangle, looking back at us. The
laboratory was visiblein adiminished picture on the screen, with al of uspresent init in the placeswe
had occupied, and the clock above us on the wall.

The clock wastiny in the picture, but just large enough for usto see thetime clearly by it. | wondered
why.

"The significance of thisexperiment,’ Galbraith said, 'isthat at thistime, asyou seeit now, with the
experiment beginning, | had not decided what | was going to do. That isthe essence. That iswhy | could
not tell you in advance.'

He watched. The experiment as seen in the viewer had begun now. The clock hands had begun to
move forward past noon and there was avisible speeding up of their movement and of our actionsin the
picture, as dways when seen from the position of the forming sphere.

'l thought | would stand with a handkerchief held above my head,' Galbraith said. Therewasa
strange dry tension and excitement in hisvoice. 'But at this point, now, | decided | would stop the clock!”

His movements were fast in the picture we were watching. He moved al right, but it was not possible
to seewhat he did. He had become ablur. The clock was not ablur however. It was clear with its
fingers marking three minutes after the hour, and moving on.

Then | looked and looked again. | could not believe what | was seeing.

For the clock hands, seen clearly in the diminished picture on the screen, were sweeping on
inexorably. They were moving faster asthey awaysdid, or had. But thistime | knew that the clock had
been stopped.

Thefuture, | thought? It had been the future a the timeit was recording it. It was something €l se now.

Who had sad...? It was Reckman, when we had first seen the pictures, talking to the Generd in the
car. 'What the Professor has been showing usisimpossible.” But he had not seen anything then!

| could not understand it. The camera showed us afuture that had been going to happen — and yet
onethat had not in fact happened.

Inthat incredible Stuation, it was Strassen's ideas about the universe that were most affronted. He
swept round on Galbraith.

Y ou knew —!" It was amazement, incredulity, more than wonder. "Y ou knew — you even guessed
that something like thiswould happen?

Galbraith looked at him first quietly. It wastruth, not triumph: 'Y es, thisisit, isn't it? he quietly said.
‘The future you thought wasfixed and find! By will and effort it can be changed.’

| felt dazed and dazzled, trying to understand.
Thefuture? | said. | fought for words. "Y ou cdll it the future— but what do you mean by that?
At least | could accept it, though Strassen could not.

‘But what —? he said, astounded. He was deeply shaken. He looked not like a man who had been
conducting ascientific experiment, but like aman who had seen aghogt. 'Y ou mean that is the nature of
the future?

He made atremendous attempt to pull himself together:
'Yet it was some kind of forecast! What € se could it be? It showed afuture— but afuture with the



clock going!'

He looked unbdlievingly at the viewer, where the short film had run out and coiled itself around its
spoal.

‘Ligten, Galbraith said. He quietly looked at al of us. 'It showed the future asit was at the beginning

of the experiment.’ He paused. 'Not the future as it was in the middle of the experiment, when | took a
hand and dtered it. Think! That isthe nature of the future!’

| looked at him dazedly. The others were doing the same. We saw it was.
Andthen| redlized: or thought | did: suddenly.

"Y ou mean the cave— and Center City, and the Outlands— That's what the V oices were afraid of
— it could, be changed? | had atremendous vision.

He looked a me closely and severely, not agreeing.

'So eadily, Judgen?'Y ou think we could change al that so easily? How much thought do you think it
took on my part to invent this experiment, to stop the clock? Don't you realize what this means? The
futureisbuilt up gradually from the past! A whole world you saw, not just aclock! A million
inevitabilities. And | changed the futurein onetiny way!'

| tried to understand it. A world, | thought. A future that was built up, little by little, from the past. A
future, he meant, that came into being dowly. Already the future existed, even ahundred years from now!
Wemadeit. Wedrew it like an artist drew apicture... Y et what he seemed to say wasthat we could
changeit, like an artist who scraped off hisoilsand repainted alittle detail. ... But that till left my world,
my world of Center City, which | had thought the experiment disposed of, still intact! | looked around for
Reckman, to ask him what he had said exactly to the Generd and mysdlf on that first day when we were
gtting inthecar.

Reckman was not there! | looked around, but he seemed to have gone out. And Galbraith was
taking.
It was not to any one of us. It might have been to himsdlf.

‘A futurethat is predictable and inevitable, he was saying. ‘A greet canvas dready painted inits
outlines. Itis, indl itsgreat events. Thetides. The mgestic movements of the stars. The shape of the
Gdaxy, that can be predicted for amillion years. But life, thelittle and new thing... Some spirit? Or God
in the shape of an uncertainty principle that is growing. The rest of the universe runs down from hot to
cold, but life builds up. Gresater... We can shape the smal events and may some day shape the big ones.
And yet our future hangs upon us. It hangs upon you, Sara, like aheavy imminence. | thought to remove
it by this experiment, and now | seel did not...'

Reckman came back then. He had been called out to recelve amessage.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

The ultimate. The mercy.
It was hard to believe it when it happened.
Reckman re-entered the laboratory. He hardly looked at anyone. He came to me. 'For you!" he said.
He handed me amessage, with aworld of meaning.
| looked at hisface, at the others who stood around. | opened the message and dowly read it.
It was the news from Nevada:

BOMB TESTSTO CONTINUE ASORDERED. BUT NOT NEVADA.



CHANGE. NOW INTENDED OUT OF ATMOSPHERE. IN SPACE.
SUGGESTED OVER RUSSIA.
BRIDGER

| looked at the paper in my hand.
| seemed to see Genera Bridger, haunted after adeepless night, deciding...

The words seemed to blaze on the paper. | felt Sick, it looked like such relief. | wondered only if it
was enough. 'Over Russa..." It did not seem the end.

| looked around the laboratory. We were still there. | believed it had done that. It was the reason we
weredill dive.

| turned to Gabraith withthe signdl.

'Hesays"achange',' | said. ‘But isit? Isthis something too that will only changethe futurein asmall
way? | asked as though he could know.

Heread the signal and passed it on to Sara.

Reckman spoke with quiet intensity: "That's what the Generd wantsto know! | heard him on the
phone. But he wants more than that, Judgen. He wants to know if this has changed the pictures you get
with the synchrotron, or if thistoo iswasted effort!"

Weadl looked at Reckman.

And then we saw it, how the General too had thought, had wondered, even trying it at last to seeiif
the kind of action he could take made any change.

‘All right!" said Galbraith. 'Francis! Strassen!”

He had the determination to try again.

And the experiment was amost set up. With everything there, we had it ready. | saw Saradareto
amile

Her eyeswerefull of longing. She showed eagerness and hope. At last maybe the clouds werefaling
away from round her. There was a chance now, | could see she believed. A chance of changing fate...

‘Do you il think we can't do anything againgt predictions? | asked her in those moments as she went
back to her control desk. 'Do we know? her eyes asked.

‘A delayed run with the self-processing camera? Strassen was saying to Gabraith. They werefixing
the technicd details: ‘A ill would do—!"

'Run up!" said Galbraith to Sara as she reached her desk. | watched her hands cross the control
board.

| had bitter qualms. | thought what the experiment would mean if the camera came back and showed
usthe scenein the cave asit was before, just as| had left it. What would we do then? Get Saraout, |
thought! Thiswasthelast. | was determined to stop it now. The future— | clung to the thought — could
be changed in smdl ways.

Big ones? We did not know.

The magnetic hum despened again. | thought of my Voicesin the Outlands, of Ted and Widgeon.
They had not wanted Widgeon to let me come back in time. They knew, | redlized, what we were only
finding out. But Widgeon had sent me back. He believed that | could only change histimein smal ways,
ifadl...

The sphere around the camera darkened as we watched it in the mirrors. The cameraand its
container vanished, and then came back.



Came back?We could not believeit.

Welooked with horror at the fading sphere, straining unbelieving to see the plinth. 1t seemed disaster.
The bell-jar had been smashed as though crushed by an iron hand, and the cameratoo!

We drained to see, not even understanding yet what we were seeing.

Strassen cried out. We looked at what had come back to us with nameless horror.

Strassen had the best view through the mirrors above the wall. He had seen first and, despite himself,
he understood it. 'The caveisn't there any more!" he declared to us. 'The camera— the bell-jar! 1t looks
asthough weve tried to smash them through a hillside, to insert them bodily into solid rock!'

Heturned and looked at Galbraith, and so did we dl. But Galbraith was smply looking through the
mirrors at the wreck.

"The future "has changed,’ he said. "We have no access now to — to the Stuation in the cave. It's
gone!'

Weknew that. It cameto dl of us, quickly or dowly. The coincidence of thisfollowing the Generd's
signa wastoo much. The cause and effect in it was apparent even to Strassen, even though hetried to
refuseto believeit.

Sara spoke. She had stood by Galbraith loyally, even at the end. Now the cave had gone, and she
was gill there, she might have been permitted areaction. But she said:

"The future's changed, but changed to what?

'How much hasit changed? Reckman said. He took up the point. The Genera's going to want to
know, Professor! Has it changed in detail, or isthere going to be quite another future?

Galbraith amply looked at him. It was as apparent to Reckman as to anyone what had happened
when he had tried to find out. If the future of the place where the synchrotron was situated wasto be
solid rock, then that was al they werelikely to find out now with Galbraith's machine, unlessthey built
another.

'If we build another synchrotron,” Galbraith said quietly, ‘it still may lead to solid rock, or out to some
point in space. We don't know! We are il ignorant entirely of the kind of warp thismachine setsupin
time!

Reckman looked dazed at the prospect of building another synchrotron, at a cost of hundreds of
millions, at aste chosen at random, and with unknown results. But that was again the way it was about
thefuture.

Sarahad cometo me. | took her hand in mine. It was coming to us that we had reached an impasse.
She had not |eft her work, but found it ended suddenly.

We could go! | could hardly believe it but that was the way it was. We could go with the world still
there and the future now unknown!

Even 50, | spoke: suddenly very desperate.

'Professor, that world was very real!”

Galbraith looked at me suddenly, sombrely. He should have been glad, | thought. We were relieved,
after dl, of thethrest of the Situation in the cave.

'‘Soisthearmsrace,’ Gabraith grimly said to me.

He did not say any more, and yet | understood. What had he told me? That the future was built up,
little by little, from the past. | thought again of Widgeon and Tea and my bird-named voices. They would
not have alowed me to come back if they had thought that the future, my future and their present, could
be changed in itsentirety.



The cave was gone, but theworld of Center City and the Outlands might sill be there, an inevitable
product not of one but of many causes. It might or it might not. We could not know. It could be that the
Generd's signd indicated a change in human history. But they were gtill going to hold the bomb tests, he
said, in space, over Russia; and then inevitably, if the world went on asit was, there would be others.

| redlized what Galbraith meant. We had not proved anything about the future. We were back where
we started, and it was only that we did not know. Y et the world of Center City would be hanging over us
awaysnow.

Perhapsit too was athreat that aways had been there.

| turned, and put my arm round Saraswaist. She looked up at me. 'It'saswell | have you, Howard!'
shesaid. It looks asthough I'm out of ajob. This synchrotronisfinished. But | can't say I'm sorry!”

She moved as | took her out.

We came out, out of the underground passages. We emerged to the view of Lake Valley, the
sunlight, and the open air.

It'stime!’ shesaid. 'l told you | was giving up!’

It was not what she meant exactly, but | understood as we looked out on the world together.

* k% *

For that isthe way it istoday.

Saraand | areliving at the rocket base now. In April we expect what we hope will be thefirst of our
many, and, we fervently hope, quite norma children. In May thereisjust achancethat | may becomethe
second or third man to make acircuit of the moon. The Generd has come round to me again, following
his decision about Nevada. And athough they are building another synchrotron on the pattern of Lake
Valey, on amore open but at the same time less exposed site, it will not be finished for about three
years, S0 in the meantime his guess about the future, or yours, isjust as good as mine.

And, meanwhile, thereis only one other thing.

They hope to know more about the interior of the earth, and just how it could be affected by the
explosion of nuclear bombs below the surface, when they have completed the M ohole boring, but they
arent waiting for it of course.

Y ou may have heard of it. As an off-shore boring, down through the sea-bed where the crust of the
earthisthin, it isaproject expected to add grestly to our knowledge of the earth'sinterior.

If the Senator gets the appropriation, that is. Otherwise the people | talk to seem happy to go on
knowing nothing. They prefer quite blindly to take therisk.



