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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




CHAPTER ONE


There will be Love in it




If I missed my other glimpses of infinity I may find it in a blade of grass.





DEMETRIOS.


The old man swung his walnut stick, enjoying the heft of it but not dependent on it; he was no more blind than Homer. Ambling down Harrow Street, he encountered a boy leading a horse to the blacksmith, and some girls who had toiled up from the creek with laundry baskets. “A good day to you, Garth! How’s Frankie?”


“And to you, Demetrios,” the boy said, smiling with warmth and shyness. “Frankie, he’s fine.” Garth stood idle, rubbing his horse’s neck, watchful of the girls in their damp smocks, who had set down their baskets and were poking at their hair, but he was mindful of the old man too. No one ignored the storyteller.


Demetrios’s peregrine face appeared to fly toward you even when motionless. His long right hand, prominent in the joints, might rest on his walnut staff and still point toward the outlands, the foreign visions. Demetrios stood tall—advantageous for one gazing over preoccupied heads. His gray hair, lightly silvered, fell straight to his shoulders. He was sixty, not old but seasoned, like his walnut stick, like a wine held long enough in the cask to have ripened in a way that might not suit everyone. The boy Garth, at an age when a good heart’s love must flow outward, adored him—what other ancient would remember a stable boy’s name and his little brother too? And some were caught by Demetrios’s professional skill as a storyteller, neither liking nor disliking him, but granting some tribute of listening. A girl named Solitaire desired him and was desired.


From a side street a peddler, a ragpicker older than Demetrios, pushed his two-wheel barrow near them and rested it on its one-leg stand, mopping his face with a grimy cloth. The afternoon hung heavy with July; a wind heaving gray masses through the mountain air was not felt here, not yet, though before long a thunderstorm might drop on the meager makeshift town, stirring the mud, trash, and sewage in Nuber’s streets and flushing a portion of the filth down the channels of the central ditches, shifting corruption from one spot to another as human society has done so long, so long. Time-beaten himself and practiced in impudence (any publicity is good publicity, they used to say in Old Time, so I’m told, until they choked on it) the peddler felt privileged to croak: “Dimmy, you old blast of wind! Got a story for us—one with balls to it?”


“Yours hanging low, Potterfield?” Dsmetrios’s softer tone could have been heard sixty feet down the block. One of the girls giggled, spreading a laundry-pink hand over, her mouth and watching Garth, who blushed easily; he wasn’t over fifteen. Raised to reach the back row of a crowd, Demetrios’s baritone sometimes sounded high in pitch. He had sung a little once, until a musician told him his ear was not quite true; his voice was better for spoken dreams. A woman leaned generously from a first-floor window with a dustcloth over her hair, and Demetrios asked: “May I sit myself here, Mam, while I tell you a tale of some sort if you want one?”


“The ssph—” she spat a peach pit into the sunken entryway below her window, and settled herself—”the steps a’n’t ourn, we only rent. Sit anyhow and tell your tale, dear soul. I’ll fight any sunny-bitch says you can’t.”


“So maybe I’ll make it a tale for you, yourself it is, and there will be love in it, and Potterfield must put up with it.”


“I got no cause against love,” grumbled Potterfield, “as the fly said when his poor arse got jammed into the honey.”


Demetrios sat in the shade and rested his hands on the knob of his walnut stick, and shut his eyes a summoning while, watching the midnight ocean of memory and reflection for whatever cargo might seek the industrious wharves and warehouses of his mind. He knew a familiar fear, that on this day no ships had sailed: such days do arrive to afflict us. “I was a child,” he said. “I think I’ve told no tales of childhood. There was once—no, not that one. Let me mull it over. Wind’s in the east—that’s not one of the fair-blowing winds. … All stories begin in childhood. Before speech.


“Hear then that I who talk to you was born in a small town that might seem large to you. Its population was about three thousand before the Twenty-Minute War, which marks the Year One of our calendar, and I suppose the present population here in the city of Nuber is hardly more than that—four thousand possibly, four thousand loyal subjects of the King’s republic,” he said, and nobody laughed.


“My birth-town was named Hesterville, and it was not many miles up a great river from the city of Hannibal in what was the state of Missouri. Missouri’s a long way west—no matter if you never heard of it. A man named Sam Clemens was born at Hannibal, by the way, one hundred and forty-five years before my birth at Hesterville. I think of him because he was a storyteller too, but a great one. His tales were written in books, the books multiplied to thousands—that’s called printing and you’ve heard of it; I’m told there’s a hand press here at Nuber, I mean another besides the legal one they use in the Inner City. So Qemens’s stories were read and preserved all over the world, which was larger then, dear souls, and quite round He wrote them under the invented name of Mark Twain better known than his original name. Names are important: with them we can talk to each other, a little. Mark Twain’s stories will last, unless all books are lost and destroyed; even then bits of them will be told for a while. My stories are written on the air. Who knows where a story goes after the poet gives it to the winds?”


Then, I know, the old man brooded, whether to give them some of Huck Finn’s tale—The contexts are gone. There was a slavery in 1993, but the method and the idiom of it were altogether different. It was supervised by po-faced experts who gave it the name of Temporary Suspension of Normalcy. What could these ignorant friendly folk make of openly admitted slavery? Or of Nigger Jim? “All right, I’ll GO to Hell!”—what could they make of that? Contexts gone. As for Huck’s antebellum world, lost so long ago that even to my boyhood reading, it seemed remoter than Pan’s Arcadia—why, of that they might understand a little if I could transmit it to them. It is nearer to us than it was at any time in the 20th Century, now that the flabby plastic carcass of industrialism is buried. Gradually the air loses that foulness; the earth, and even the tortured and degraded sea, begin to regain some of the beauty that dollar-progress ravaged and smeared. There’s loss too. So be it. If I missed my other glimpses of infinity I may find it in a blade of grass.


He knew he had been keeping silent too long. He opened his eyes and beamed on his audience with a practiced shrewdness, to let them know he had not dozed off senile and forgetful. They were attentive; one or two smiled back. Others had strolled up during his abstraction; he had been aware of their coming but had wanted to follow his thought further. In a time when literacy is rare the storyteller and newsbearer come into their own; and the memories of some listeners develop astonishing powers that an age of typewriter and newspaper must have lost or submerged. Demetrios studied the little crowd, some of the faces dubiously familiar but all without names except the plump sweet face of Garth.


In the canvas cap that he had dropped upside down near his feet a few coins were lying. Most of these were the brass pennies of the King’s Republic of Katskil, crudely stamped with the slab-jawed face of Brian n. (Like his father Brian I, he called his monarchy a Provisional Government, its holy aim the restoration of the United States of America, which alas was not quite practical right now.) Among the pennies shone a startling fragment of the past, accepted legal tender but a great rarity, an Old-Time silver dime worth at least fifty of the Katskil pennies. Who in this group would have been that munificent?


It was almost certainly the dark-haired youth who sat apart from the rest holding the leash of a gray wolfhound. His linen tunic and loincloth were cream-white, unofficial sign of the aristocracy; though not a matter of law, none but they wore the expensive bleached linen in public; commoners put up with clothes slung together by the inexpert housewife or sweatshop serf from ill-woven drab-colored wool, or linsey-woolsey—wool and linen remnants and scraps. The aristocracy took pride in cleanness, while on some levels dirt was equated with virtue. This youth’s deerhide hip satchel and moccasins would have been made by the bonded servants, virtually slaves, who did such labor for the Inner City and the large estates in the suburbs. The boy’s direct and innocent gaze troubled Demetrios, who was haunted by another world dead for nearly half a century. “I think a story goes wherever there’s a spark of hearing life. In Hesterville we had those devices that seem fairy-tale fancies to anyone too young to have seen them. Nobody here except Potterfield would recall them as I do—telephones, automobiles, radio, earth-moving machines, aircraft. Naturally you find it hard to believe in them. Remember space flight, Potterfield?”


“Shit,” said the peddler. “Made that one up, di’n’t they? I never seen no sacklite go up except like on the teevy same as them other space-opries with made-up people.”


“What happened to your teevy?” asked the dark-haired boy.


“Busted,” said Potterfield. “Busted, sir. See, when the power went bleh, wouldn’t nothing work.” He winked at Demetrios, sharing an ancient half-wisdom gone useless and sour. “So my girl friend flang a bottle of hand lotion into it—an empty one. Was her teevy actually. Was shacking up with her at the time, fifty years ago nearabout. I’m seventy now by Jesus, since you ask.”


“You remember the cans too,” said Demetrios. “Remember the telephones? Jet planes?”


“Of course. Even now if I have to gosemplace I think, oh, I’ll just phone, and then I think, well, shit.” Potterfield scratched under his soggy loin-rag, irritated by many griefs, old age not the least of them. Crablice, rats, and fleas had survived the long-ago holocaust abundantly. During the last two or three decades, as the risen waters held their level with only slight fluctuations, a small, aggressive variety of short-tailed rat was doing especially well—dark-pelted, savage, with a liking for the new cheap human dwellings that were no longer built set up on concrete foundations. It might be a sport from the prolific meadow-mouse of Old Time, Demetrios thought, but there was no one to discuss it with him who would even know the word “genetics.” “Better off, ain’t we?” said Potterfield. He would have been about twenty, Demetrios reflected, when fire scourged the cities and the short plagues followed, radiation deaths and epidemics of crushing virulence with no means for study or control. The great Red Plague did not come until sixteen years later, when Demetrios was twenty-nine, and living at Nuber. Potterfield must have been a simple young man (if any human being ever answered that description) with a hunger for simple satisfactions (if there are any satisfactions that don’t spread like pond ripples to infinity). There had been so many like him! Male and female of all ages, passing four billion by the estimates of 1990, in spite of a slight drop in the birthrate and the desolating famines of the late 1970s and early 1980s. “Better off, not so much crap all the time flying at you. Man has a chance to think,” said Potterfield. “You wouldn’t believe the amount of deep thinking I get through nowadays. Get on with your story, Dimmy—I set down here to be entertained, didn’t I?”


“You shall be, if you stay awake. I grew up in that world,” said Demetrios, “to the age of thirteen, not comfortable, for nobody was then except the unthinking who can be comfortable on the side of a volcano. Being a child, of course I was often unthinking too. I—”


“Aw, Demetrios!” The woman in the window had finished her peach and wiped her mouth on her arm. “Volcano? You got to use all them big words? What’s a volcano?”


“Sorry, Mam. A volcano is a mountain with a hole in its top. From time to time the hole lets out the fire of the earth, in a molten river that rolls down the mountain burning everything. Did you know, my darling, the inside of the earth is a core of fire? Every day you walk above a cellar of fire, my darling. Now no more questions or I stop my tale.” But it was the boy Garth who showed alarm, and even glanced sheepishly down toward his feet; the woman was only amused and not believing. “Yes, I grew up in that world, my father a doctor and a wise man. My mother was a painter of pictures. There are some in Nuber; she was more skillful than any you know—and had better materials to work with, of course. My father was known as Dr. Isaac Freeman of Hesterville, and my name—why, my name was Adam Freeman. I have not told of these things before.” And what comes over you now, to go so falteringly toward the telling of them? They don’t want this, Demetrios. They want romances, fairy tales, even allegory if you’re careful—words to ease the sting of daily hardships, but certainly not the story of how things really were! Well, the wind is in the east. “I must feel my way, dear souls. My name was not then Demetrios. It was Adam Freeman.


“My name has been Demetrios for forty-seven years—long enough to have seen these near waters rise and become the Hudson Sea. I have beheld one more messiah, seventeen years ago, and his martyrdom by those he sought to save. I speak of the man Abraham whom some call prophet, bound on the wheel in Gallows Square of this town.”


“Was he not a prophet?” asked the youth with the wolfhound. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to interrupt”


“All men are prophets,” said Demetrios, studying him. His presence here was only a little odd. Citizens of the Inner City, who could go wherever they pleased, were not uncommonly seen in the open streets, especially with protecting dogs or servants, and though they seldom bothered to pause for streetcorner storytellers, there was no reason to wonder at it. “And since men never agree, perhaps no man should have the name. My name is Demetrios. It means ‘belonging to the earth’—‘sacred to the earth.’ In ancient times a goddess Demeter was worshiped as the spirit of the earth, the all-mother—worshiped under other names too. Demeter was the name given her by the Greeks—you know of them, sir?”


The boy looked bothered, perhaps by the “sir” from one so much older; but most people wearing such linen would take it as their natural right “I do know of them,” he said, and smiled, not arrogantly. “I know some of the books.”


Demetrios nodded. “Then you will have found there’s life in them. I am Demetrios. If anyone called me on the street by that name Adam Freeman I might not understand it was meant for me. My father used to call me Ad; to my mother, who was Welsh, I was Adam-bach.


“I was thirteen in the year 1993, old calendar. Now remember, dear souls, a whole continent extends to the west north, and south of here—what the ocean hasn’t submerged—and in that region our entire nation of Katskil would amount to a fingernail wedge of dirt on a big blanket. That’s the vast region you’re speaking of when you say ‘United States of America.’ Up to the year 1993, after which there’s no written history we know of except for our little fingernail wedge, the rest of the world was marked off into other territorial divisions large and small—maybe it still is, but no one speaks across the oceans any more. Those divisions all called themselves nations, and were quite free to make war on each other with weapons that could turn the earth into a slag-heap—as it is today any more. Those divisions all called themselves nations and alliances of nations, dear souls, have not the mother wit to avoid the stupid passion of war. Nations are no more capable of justice or charity than of love, for they are, essentially, organized crowds. Individual persons can love and be loved; they can be generous and kind, forbearing, even brave; nations, never. A crowd can neither think nor feel. Thinking is lonely work, dear souls, and feeling is the experience of the separate heart”


A close-faced man among the listeners made up his mind about something and walked away. His lingering image annoyed Demetrios; his features would have been hard to swear to on a second meeting—neutral, bland, cold.


“In 1993, at thirteen, I was reading the scanty censored newspaper from Chicago for what emerged between the lines, with my father’s grim interpretations. We—my parents who treated me like a grown-up and I—we learned from radio and television what we were expected to think, so that we could appear to think it in the presence of strangers. We knew—”


“Look,” said Potterfield, “you ain’t telling no story, you’re just beating your gums about old times—who needs it?”


“Ah, Potterfield! Once upon a time there were two little married people named Adam and Eve, and they had two little boys, one named Cain and—”


“Oh, shit! Forget I said anything.”


“We knew the war would come, and in 1993 it came: the 24th day of June 1993—according to an old religion which was even then rapidly fading, that was the day of St. John the Baptist, though I can’t say whether anyone noticed it. The Twenty-Minute War we call it now, though actually I remember seeing a bomb-flare over the horizon on the second night. It’s impossible to say which major division of the world had elected to try for suicide. We—”


“Why,” said Potterfield, “it was the Russians.”


“So you were told automatically by the teevy until the power went off. I remember a broadcast from South America on our car radio, accusing us. The battery radio soon ran down, then the big silence. My guess is that the United States touched off the final lunacy, but does it matter now? Other nations were almost as rotten-ripe, the whole society watergated—”


“Hell!” Potterfield lurched to his feet and grabbed the handle of his cart “I won’t sit around listening to no such wickedness as that.” He rattled away, halting at the corner to thrust his hand toward Demetrios, fingers pronged against the evil eye.


Mainly for the dark-haired boy, Demetrios remarked: “There goes maybe the last American patriot.” One of the four laundry girls got up to go, but her companion checked her dubiously.


Garth let his old plug clump a step or two nearer. “Old Potterfield never had no sense.”


“Aye,” said Demetrios, “that’s what makes him different from you and me.” The woman in the window seemed undisturbed. “The bombs were for the great cities and launching areas. One direct hit obliterated Chicago, two hundred and fifty miles from Hesterville. The bombs were of the kind described, in the insane jargon of the age, as ‘clean.’ This meant simply that they killed more people by impact and fire than by a poisoning of the atmosphere that he senders of the bombs might have found inconvenient—for they had persistent delusions about staying alive while they defended freedom or whatever the hell they were doing. I suppose all through history people have imagined that giving horror a pretty name makes it no longer horror.


“I have made up my mind. I will tell you how I acquired the name of Demetrios, and only that story. Never mind the cars, airplanes, bombs, all that trash. You’ve heard of it before: let it rust. And bear with me: in order to tell the story about my name I must say a little more about the ending of Old Time.


“There were the short plagues, sicknesses that raged for a few days and passed like firestorms, leaving their dead. Different from the radiation deaths.”


“Red Plague?” said the dark-haired boy.


“No; that came sixteen years later, only—let me think—thirty-one years ago. No, the short plagues—they may have come from the war laboratories, our own, likely, torn apart and scattered. Such methods of warfare were supposed to have been discontinued much earlier, but that happy announcement had been made by a government that lied about virtually all its other activities, and later—this was before my time—later it developed that the Pentagon’s only concern was to develop gases and diseases that would be safe for the users to handle—you know, clean ways of destroying other people who were so inconsiderate as to be foreigners.”


“Pentagon?”


“Oh—that was the nightmare building in the city of Washington that housed the war machine—called, of course, the Defense Department Yes, I think it’s likely the short plagues were man-made, but you understand, there was neither time nor means to study them when they were destroying us. Certainly the military mind is incapable of abandoning such toys.


“We let that mind win, by default. We overpopulated the earth, spawning to the point of famine, exhausting natural resources with no restraint, no thought for future needs, and piling up corruption. Our breed grew like a tumor. The surgery that ended the overgrowth was performed, not by reason as it might have been, but by famine, pestilence, and a war of idiots.”


Round-eyed and indignant, the laundry girl who wanted to go snatched up her basket and dragged her friend along with her. If the people of Nuber believed anything in these years, they believed that the King’s Republic was engaged in the imminent restoration of the United States of America and the Golden Age. But the other two girls lingered, and Garth, and a tired friendly-faced woman with a market basket, and a young couple hand in hand who might not have been listening much, and the dark-haired boy with the wolfhound. The dog stretched and yawned open his fearsome teeth, laughing with a big pink tongue.


“And that surgery was presently aided,” said Demetrios, “by the sterility and birth deformities brought on by radiation—from atomic industry as well as weapons—which may pursue us for another thousand years, or five thousand, if we can last that long.”


“I bore a mue two years ago,” said the woman in the window. “He had no anus. Lived a day. I ha’n’t conceived since. Nor tried to prevent it. My husband says it’s all God’s punishment on us.”


“A woman who was like a wife to me long ago,” said Demetrios, “Elizabeth of Hartford, conceived a mue with a swollen eggshell skull. It cracked dining the delivery that destroyed her own life. Now what do you imagine you did to be so punished, Mam?”


“We don’t know. My husband says it’ll all be explained with the coming of the Messiah, and he could come like anybody, you know. Like that Abraham like you, yourself it is.”


“Nay-nay, I’m a rusty storyteller, nothing more.”


“Then get on with the story about your name, dear soul.”




CHAPTER TWO


A Music of Surviving Birds




… For as this appalling ocean surrounds the verdant land, so in the soul of man there lies one insular Tahiti, full of peace and joy, but encompassed by all the horrors of the half-known life.





—Herman Melville, MOBY DICK.


“My name is Demetrios.


“My father and mother died within hours of each other, in coma following a few hours of paroxysmal cramps and high fever—I have no name for the sickness. In the uncanny manner of the short plagues, I was untouched, though death prevailed all around me and hardly any were left to attempt the burials. Perhaps I and a few others had a light infection of the same thing, whatever it was. That’s only speculation, for science as men had known it was ended. Civilization ended with a writhing in the streets and a stillness.


“Hesterville had been a town of about three thousand. A few weeks after the Twenty-Minute War I don’t suppose more than five hundred were left alive. Can you imagine the empty houses and the reek of death? A hot July: the earth steamed to the sun through short intermissions of intolerable rains—those rains!—but it was hot rain that did nothing to lighten the corruption it could not wash away. A listless, sodden, windless rain; the sky was bleeding water like a sacrifice.


“One person left alone, as I was, could survive only as a slinking animal. Food was where you found it, all shadows a threat and all strangers. Our house where my parents lay dead was looted by a gang of half a dozen louts who ran through the remnants of our town like a twister off the plains. I escaped them unseen. Later I saw a couple of them shot down from a window by someone with a repeating rifle, who I suppose took the law on himself because it existed nowhere else; they twitched a while under the rain.


“Hesterville—why, I think it’s under water now. Sometimes a dream takes me to it, a place of whitened bones; once, in that way, I found it a place of seaweed wavering, swaying over a white statue that stood benign but unanswering in the green depth—it looked like my mother, and I would have embraced it but the water held me away like impenetrable glass.


“The day after I escaped the looters I took the road out of Hesterville, without a goal and hungry. Government, I knew, did not exist. You know most of the important things at thirteen—the rest is comment and filling-in. Can I make it understandable? You and I, all of us, dear souls, are used to government of a sort here at Nuber, maybe too much. There’s been more continuity here than in most places, ever since the Twenty-Minute War and the other disasters. People preserve government in some form because they must. True anarchy’s intolerable: the wolves, the wild deer, don’t live in anarchy, they follow strict laws, some of them even self-imposed, and the lawbreakers usually perish. Well, forty-seven years ago, at Hesterville and a million other places, government for a short while was wholly smashed, a gone mechanism. I escaped into a nearly silent world, but I knew that wherever I should encounter human eyes hell might be simmering behind them.


“I walked some miles before I came on a car slantwise across the road—I’m speaking of an Old-Time motor vehicle, an automobile. Cars were no longer numerous in 1993; the great swarm of them was before my time. The seventy-year gasoline joyride sputtered out to a silly finish in the 1970s; alternative methods were developing, and could have amounted to something in time but got off to a bad start, partly because the oil and automobile companies had too long prevented any rational trial and research along that line, partly because of a general sag of energy—I mean human energy. What we called civilization had pretty well worn us out. … In that stalled car a well-dressed man was slumped lifeless across the wheel and there was a dead baby in the rear seat. Sickness must have struck him while he drove—no mark of violence. He may have hoped that being on the move would help; Americans used to believe that activity, however aimless and wrongheaded, must be a good in itself. The bodies were not convulsed. That had passed for my people also, during the coma; I think those two died from the same destroyer. Once sentient flesh, they had come to a certain position in time and space, and there ceased, with quiet faces. I took some of the food I found in the car. I remember a music of surviving birds.”


“Bless them!” said the woman in the window.


“Yes, in 1993 nonhuman life was recovering, here and there, from the ravages of industry. There was no such morning music as we can enjoy now, but they sang. In forty-seven years, Mam, I think a few more species have died out from the long-lasting poisons, but others have survived and multiplied. In our vanity we still imagine it’s for us they sing. I wish there were robins.


“Later that day I heard a bell tinkle behind me when the rain was briefly quieting, and a boy and girl rode up on bicycles. They were fresh-faced and kind, and after a first stare, not afraid of me. The girl said: ‘We’re friends, man—don’t be spookered.’ They were, and remained so. That was Laura Wilmot, and the boy was George Wilmot, her cousin. They were acting as advance scouts for a group of seven people who were following the leadership of a rugged old man, Judd Wilmot—Laura’s uncle, George’s father—and they told me as soon as they knew I was alone, without any other questioning, that I was one of them.


“Their kindness broke me down. ‘Why, cry it out!’ says Laura, and opened her raincoat and mine, to hug me. What’s your name?’ ‘Adam,’ I said. ‘Well, dear Father Adam,’ said Laura, to make me laugh; and George, who never said much, was making kind noises. I was a small snip of thirteen just beginning a spurt of growth. George was nineteen I think, large and bland.


“Judd Wilmot I would call a natural commander. He also was kind, in his own fashion, and possessed organizing sense, ability to guide and give orders. Fanatic: an idea once stuck in his skull couldn’t be dislodged. One of these ideas was a conviction, heaven knows the source, that things must be better to the east of us, and he would prove it if it meant going all the way to the Atlantic and jumping in. He could be severe, as a commander must, and either he never had any sense of humor or it was shocked out of him by the horrors of the time. I never knew him to be mean or stupid or unjust.


‘There was Judd’s wife Miranda, soft and self-effacing, and Judd’s gloomy younger brother Howard who was Laura’s father, a widow named Andromache Makarios—she had been a neighbor of the Wilmots in their Kansas town—and Andromache’s eighteen-year-old son Demetrios.


“Within a few months, by the way, those bicycles were as useless as the cars. Tires and bearings—no replacements. Last drop of machine oil—no replacement That’s how a world ran down, in a clutter of midget failures after the large ones, leaving us more helpless than people of ancient tunes who never dreamed of an industrial age.


“Andromache was lonely and passionate, perhaps always had been. Her husband, one of the few who still tried to live by farming instead of mining the exhausted earth for dollars, had died on the day of the Twenty-Minute War—of a heart attack. Like all who survived the disasters including myself, she was still in shock. I remember more than once she fell behind, and halting for her we saw her just standing with her face uplifted to the rain; and Judd, or Demetrios, would go back to rouse her from the partial trance. She had not given up, and would not while she could cling to Demetrios, and Demetrios at eighteen understood that. After we became friends he told me he had been on the point of leaving home, longing to, breaking the chains of gossamer as he called it himself, a son’s necessary escape. His father had been well able to care for fey Andromache, and wanted him to go for his own sake; but now that comprehending man was dead, and so was the world.


“How shall I give you an image of that Demetrios who was my friend, who seemed so marvelously old to me then and now would seem like a boy? Judd and Howard both commented on a likeness between us as strong as if we had been brothers, though Laura said she couldn’t see it. We were both dark, with this straight high-bridged nose and full underlip; maybe that’s all it amounted to. When I remember his face I see no image of myself, but another person whom I loved as a very separate being.
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