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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.


      




INTRODUCTION


For some years the present writer has been doing social science fiction, extrapolating in the field of socio-economics. During that period I have attempted to explore various future possibilities. This is the culmination. Old reader friends will recognize that I have pirated some of my own ideas in Looking Backward, From the Year 2000 from early work. They will please forgive me but the story would be impossible otherwise.


The student of political economy will also note that I have called upon the ideas of such authors of the past as Proudhon for the medium of exchange of the future, upon Daniel DeLeon for the structure of industry, upon Edward Bellamy for much of the basic idea and upon many contemporary writers such as Vance Packard, Ferdinand Lundberg, Herman Kahn and Anthony J. Wiener, Michael Young, Robert L. Heilbroner, Arthur C. Clarke, John Kenneth Galbraith and the late Frank Tannenbaum. I have also drawn extensively on the many participants in the work being done by many contributors to the American Academy’s Commission on the Year 2000 which appears in Daedalus, the Journal of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences.


I should also like to thank Raymond A. E. Klein, Director of the Eidos Theoretical Research group for his comments upon some of my pioneering ideas. A fiction writer is seldom blessed with a think tank to fall back upon.


“Man may be skeptical about following the flight of the dodo bird into extinction, but the evidence points increasingly to just such a pursuit.


“The planet and mankind are in grave danger of irreversible catastrophe if the political structure that now prevails is not drastically changed during the next few decades.


“We live in a high-risk environment, and the trends that create the present level of risk continue to increase the danger and reduce the possibilities of creatively controlling it…. There are four interconnected threats to the planet—wars of mass destruction, overpopulation, pollution and the depletion of resources. They have a cumulative effect. A problem in one area renders it more difficult to solve the problems in any other area…. The basis of all four problems is the inadequacy of the sovereign States to manage the affairs of mankind in the 20th Century.”


Professor Richard A. Falk, Princeton


“… those societies which cannot combine reverence for their symbols with freedom for their revision must ultimately decay, either from anarchy or the slow atrophy by useless shadows.”


Alfred North Whitehead


“Is America’s romance with practicality and efficiency enough to sustain it? Men serving a system with no other goal than its further advance have no transcendent aims.”


David Riesman


“Why should men struggle to maximize income when the price is many dull and dark hours of labor? Why especially should they do so as goods become more plentiful and less urgent? Why should they not seek instead to maximise the rewards of all the hours of their days? And since this is the plan and obvious aspiration of a great and growing number of the most perceptive people, why should it not be the central goal of the society?”


John Kenneth Galbraith
The Affluent Society


“The present, for men who have no utopia, is inevitably constricting; and, similarly, cultures which have no utopia remain imprisoned in the present and quickly fall back into the past, for the present can be fully alive only in tension between past and future. This is the fruitfulness of utopia—its ability to open up possibilities.” Paul Tillich


Critique and Justification of Utopia


“… through a strange alchemy of the Gods, there are a disproportionate number of kids coming along these days with IQ’s that are soaring toward a level too high to measure. These kids have very cold eyes. They are the ones who, one day, will stop playing with transistors, diodes and microcircuitry and look at Barrentown and start asking the rude questions. Or build a machine that will ask.”


John D. MacDonald
The Quick Brown Fox


“… if we have learned one thing from the history of invention and discovery, it is that in the long run—and often in the short one—the most daring prophecies turn out to be laughably conservative.”


Arthur C. Clarke
The Promise of Space


“… one must either anticipate change or be its victim.”


John K. Galbraith


“All human beings are equal in rights and dignity, and only such a system of wealth distribution can therefore be defensible as respects and secures those qualities.”


Edward Bellamy
Equality


“I know of no safe depository of the ultimate powers of the society but the people themselves, and if we think them not enlightened enough to exercise their control with a wholesome discretion, the remedy is not to take it from them, but to inform their discretion.”


Thomas Jefferson


“The major advances in civilization are processes which all but wreck the societies in which they occur.”


Alfred North Whitehead




I




The transformation we’re now seeing will make the Industrial Revolution of the 18th Century look like a pink tea.





Louis Levine
Chief Analyst in Employment Security
U.S. Department of Labor


Now


“Thirty years,” Julian West said. “You mean all this has taken place in a third of a century?”


Leete nodded. “Don’t underestimate thirty odd years in terms of history when times are ripe for change.” He thought about it for a moment, pursing his lips as he attempted to put his finger on the illustration he wanted to use. “The Egyptians managed to go through thirty dynasties without any substantial changes in their culture, their socio-economic system, their science. It was during their early fourth dynasty that the great pyramid, that of Khufu, or Cheops as we usually call him, was built. Two thousand years later at the time of the Persian and then the Macedonian conquests, the Egyptians were substantially the same, their society fundamentally unchanged. They aren’t the sole example. The Mayans of Guatemala and Yucatan came on the scene with a surprisingly advanced culture—we’re not sure, perhaps inherited from the Olmecs. They maintained this culture for a millennium, for all practical purposes unchanged.”


“That’s what I mean,” Julian West said. “It would take… why, a thousand years to—”


The other was shaking his head. “No. I was giving you the reverse of the coin. But take the United States in, say, 1840. She was a small, new country and, although the Louisiana Purchase had given her large portions of the West, had hardly penetrated beyond the Mississippi. Her economy was largely agricultural and based on slavery in the South. In world affairs she was a third-rate power, at best. Thirty-three years later she had spread from coast to coast, engulfing such areas as Texas, New Mexico, Arizona and California and had become the most powerful country in the world, though it took Europe a time to realize the fact. The economy had become industrial, railroads spanned the continent, development had become a geometric progression.


“But perhaps that isn’t the best example of what a third of a century can do in history. Consider Europe in June of 1914. All had been peace and progress since Napoleon’s era. William Hohenzollern was Kaiser of Germany; Franz Josef, Emperor of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; Czar Nicholas the Second, Czar of Russia; all seemingly secure on their thrones. The airplane was a flimsy affair, not considered a serious military weapon. The submarine was in its infancy and when submerged most of the crew would sit on the floor, unmoving, to preserve trim. Weapons? The most dangerous were probably heavy cannon and the recently evolved Maxim machine gun. Lenin, unknown to the world as a whole, was a shabby refugee in Switzerland. Hitler was a paper-hanger in Vienna, Mussolini the editor of a small so-called socialist newspaper. Thirty years later? Consider for a moment. The Nazi armies were reeling back from the interior of Communist Russia. The V-2 rockets, the first spaceships, were bombing England. The first atomic bomb was about to be tested in Alamagordo. In China, Mao’s guerrillas were already making their plans to take over the most populous country in the world. Tito was largely in control of Yugoslavia, and shortly the Eastern half of Europe was to be under communist control. Fascism, a word unknown in 1914, was already a dead duck and within a year Hitler was to be a suicide and Mussolini hanging by his heels.”


Julian West said, “You make your point. A lot of history can happen in thirty years. But all this—”


The other waggled a finger at him. “But there are new elements at work now. Back in your time, someone mentioned that ninety percent—or was it ninety-five?—of all scientists who had ever lived were presently alive and working. What would you say the percentage was today?”


“Why, I don’t know. I haven’t the vaguest idea.”


“Approximately the same. Ninety percent of all the scientists who have ever lived are at present alive and working. You see, during the past thirty years our universities have doubled, tripled and quadrupled the out-turn of scientists, engineers, technicians. We have become a nation of such. I would estimate that at least half of our adults of the working years are scientists, engineers or technicians.


“But there is still another factor in which we differ from the past. About the year 1950 Dr. Robert Oppenheimer pointed out that human knowledge was doubling every eight years. Since that time, in some fields, at least, progress has accelerated. Of course, I don’t mean that this is a progress that is steady and easily measurable. It comes in fits and starts. One sciene will forge ahead dramatically under the influence of several new breakthroughs, another will plod along. Archeology, for instance, is usually a plodder, although from time to time such discoveries as carbon dating will revolutionize the field. But medicine, physics, astronomy, biology, chemistry? Each discovery made leads for two or more others. Were it not for the International Computer Data Banks, no man could begin to keep up. Even with them, it is all but impossible, no matter how narrow your sub-specialization.”


He leaned forward in emphasis. “Consider the ramifications, Julian. Let us assume that when you took on your experiment the sum of human knowledge was expressed by the number one. In eight years, it had doubled to two. In sixteen years, it was four, in twenty-four years, eight. Today we have more than sixteen times as much information at our disposal as was available in your period, and in a few years it will be thirty-two times.”


Julian West made a gesture of despair. “Even then, I was far from being up on most of the sciences.”




II




Most Americans—citizens of the wealthiest, most powerful and most ideal-swathed country in the world—by a very wide margin own nothing more than their household goods, a few glittering gadgets such as automobiles and television sets (usuually purchased on the installment plan, many at second hand) and the clothes on their backs. A horde if not the majority of Americans live in shacks, cabins, hovels, shanties, hand-me-down Victorian eyesores, rickety tenements and flaky apartment buildings…. At the same time, a relative handful of Americans are extravagantly endowed, like princes in the Arabian Nights tales. Their agents deafen a baffled world with a never-ceasing chant about the occult merits of private-property ownership… and the vaulting puissance of the American owners… It would be difficult in the 1960s for a large majarity of Americans to show fewer significant possessions if the country had long labored under a grasping dictatorship.





Ferdinand Lundberg
The Rich and the Super-Rich


Then


Julian West said, “All right. How much time do I have?” There was a slight tic at the side of his mouth.


“If you take care, every care, you might have as much as a year, or even two.”


“And if I don’t?”


The doctor said slowly, “You might go next week, next month—or even tomorrow.”


“I see. And what do you mean by taking care?”


“You must give up smoking and alcohol. And all other stimulants for that matter. Coffee, tea, cocoa. Even such beverages as Cocoa Cola or Pepsi Cola, both of which have a rather high caffeine content.”


“So, I can’t even drink a coke, eh?”


“Above all, you must avoid physical exertion. Never allow yourself to grow tired. Avoid ascending stairs. When you walk, walk slowly. And you must avoid as well, emotional upset. Don’t get into arguments. Don’t participate in sex.”


Absently, Julian West fished his pipe from his jacket pocket. It was a gold-bound Barling shell briar, a gift from his fiancée, Edith Bartlett. The doctor looked at it expressionlessly. His patient ignored him, brought a tobacco pouch from his other pocket and began to load up.


He said, “I’ve been reading quite a bit about heart transplants recently. Down in South Africa and so forth.”


The doctor nodded. “The field of organ transplant is in its infancy. I, myself, have performed three heart transplants. The most successful patient lived for six months. One died on the operating table, the other lived eight days.”


“However, there wouldn’t seem to be much choice in my case.” Julian West brought a gold lighter from his pants pocket, fired his pipe, and sucked aromatic British tobacco smoke into his mouth. He exhaled through his nostrils.


In his mid-thirties, Julian West’s hair was thick and dark, but there were touches of premature gray at the temples and a small amount in his mustache. However, these signs of age were an attractive counterbalance to his otherwise youthfully fresh complexion, to his flat stomach, square shoulders and strong arms and legs. He had never known it but the women who had loved him in his time had usually been attracted to the certain vulnerable quality about his eyes and mouth.


The doctor was shaking his head. “Were you otherwise in good shape, I might consider it. However, neither your kidneys nor your liver are up to the strain involved. Even though the heart operation was a success—” He let the sentence dribble away.


“In short, you offer me no hope whatsoever.”


The doctor shifted in his chair, unhappily. “Mr. West, there is always hope. As I said, the field of organ transplant is in its infancy. However, amazing progress is already being made. Perhaps within six months or so major discoveries will be hit upon which would make an operation on you worth the risk.”


“But you don’t really expect such developments so soon?”


“No”


“How soon? One year? Two years? The absolute limit you give me?”


“No. You wanted the whole truth, Mr. West. Perhaps in five years, more likely ten, medical science will have arrived at the point where organ transplant is a standard operation with as great a chance of success as an appendectomy.”


“But you could be wrong?”


“Yes.”


“It might come as soon as six months?”


“Mr. West, I don’t wish to arouse false hopes. As you told me when you first solicited my services, I am thought one of the outstanding specialists in my field. I do not expect organ transplanting to be a developed branch of our medical science in less than five to ten years.”


Edith Bartlett, as ever, was late. When she came hurrying up, as ever, there was a whimsical, apologetic air.


Julian West came to his feet from the table tucked away in an alcove of the cocktail lounge. He put his pipe into a side pocket and held her chair for her.


Before she could say anything, he said, “Par for the course, sweetie. You’re only fifteen minutes late.”


“I got to shopping, Jule, and lost track of the time. I found the most darling—” She broke it off. “But that’s not important, is it?” She put her bag on the table and looked at him.


He realized, all over again, that for him she was the most beautiful woman he had ever known. Perhaps not for the judges of the Miss America or Miss Universe contests. Perhaps not for those of Hollywood who had the job of selecting the sex symbols for films and television. But for Julian West. His taste ran to brunettes, to greenish eyes, to peaches-and-cream complexions in the English tradition, to figures less than lush and breasts smaller than currently in demand, to fine ankles and narrow feet, to full mouths and perky noses, to well-shaped ears and… in short, to Edith Bartlett.


“Martini?” he said, as the waiter came up.


“I suppose so.”


“Doubles,” he said. “A twist of lemon in one, two onions in the other. Be sure the glasses are preliminarily chilled.”


“Yes, Mr. West.” The waiter retreated.


She looked at him. “What did Doctor Almenroder say?”


“Do you want the good news or the bad news first?”


“Why… why the good news, I guess.”


He took a breath and said, “Within five or ten years techniques will probably be developed that would make an operation a possible success.”


She stared at him, uncomprehending. “Well, but… the bad news.”


He said wryly, “I’m not going to last five years, not to speak of ten.”


Her eyes rounded in disbelief. “But, Jule, you’re no more than thirty-five.”


The drinks had come. He took up the one with the lemon peel and made a mock gesture in the way of a toast. “That’s the trouble with belonging to the jet set, I suppose. Evidently I not only burned my candle at both ends, but had it lit in the middle. Of course, the stint in the Asian War didn’t help any. Evidently that liver and kidney infection never really completely cleared up.”


“What… what did he say?”


“If I take it easy as it is possible to take it, I just might last as much as two years.”


“Two years!”


“No alcohol, no tobacco, no nothing. I walk, I don’t run. I don’t climb stairs. I don’t argue with anybody, not even Democrats, Civil Righters, or hippies. In short, I don’t do anything except sit, real quietly, and wait.”


“Darling.” Her voice was urgent and she put her perfectly manicured fingers on his arm. “Let’s get married immediately.”


He twisted his face. “Among other things I avoid is sex.”


“That’s not important.”


He was even able to laugh. “Don’t go overboard, sweetie. The engagement is obviously off.”


“You’re being ridiculous.”


“Almenroder told me never to argue.” He flicked a finger for the waiter.


He took in Edith’s glass, which had hardly been touched, and said to the man, “Another double.”


When the other had gone, Edith said, “Jule, be sensible. That isn’t the way.”


“What is the way?”


Her mouth was tense and distress was in the greenness of her eyes. She shook her head. “He said no alcohol.”


“And no tobacco and no excitement and no sex and no everything.” Julian West fished his pipe from out of his jacket pocket, knocking the ash and unburned tobacco out against the palm of his hand and hence to the ashtray. He reached for his tobacco pouch.


“What did you think of Hemingway,” he said.


She was surprised at the sudden switch. “Papa? Oh, he was great fun. A monster.”


“When did you see him last?”


“Why, I suppose there during the mano a mano thing in Spain. In Torremolinos at a party. But, darling—”


Julian West said, “He was already going by then. And he knew it. He could have hung on, possibly, for a few more years. Possibly five or ten. But not as Papa Hemingway. No booze, watching himself, continual trips to the Mayo Clinic for everything from surgery on his kidneys, to treatment of his high blood pressure, to shock treatments for his chronic mental depression. But it wouldn’t have been Papa. He called it quits instead. A lot of fools called him a coward.”


The martini came and he took down almost half of it in one long swallow. The waiter looked at him nervously before taking off again.


Edith looked down into her own glass. “You’re not thinking of suicide? That’s silly.”


He considered it. “No. Not really. But I don’t expect to sit around like a cabbage, waiting for the end. I’ve got an idea.”


“Jim,” Julian West said, “I’ve got a problem for you.”


“Fire away,” his stockbroker said, crossing his hands over his well-larded belly.


“We’ve got a man who is going to disappear for ten years. During that period there will be no possible way for him to handle his financial affairs. He wants to put his fortune into something that will be absolutely safe, so that when he returns it won’t have been stolen from him, eroded away by inflation or devaluation or by a collapse in securities values. So the problem is, what does he put it into?”


James Dempsey Lynch thought about it, only slightly intrigued. “How about one or more of the bluest of blue chips? Say, American Telephone and Telegraph.”


Julian West said, “That was my first reaction. But the trouble is he wouldn’t be around to supervise, in case something came up. For instance, every year that goes by the government gets further into business. AT&T is all but a monopoly and now with the coming of the communications satellites it’s in the cards that the government might take over. The petroleum corporations? In ten years there might be some breakthroughs in nuclear power. If there are, what happens to oil? IBM? There you go again, almost a monopoly in the computer field. Computers are getting more important by the day. Might the government decide that their development is too important to remain in private hands?”


Lynch grimaced. “You’ve got a point.”


Julian West said, “How about government bonds?”


His broker laughed. He was becoming more interested in the question. “Inflation is developing at the rate of more than six percent a year and each year that goes by the rate ups. Put your friend’s fortune into bonds and in ten years he’d have a good chance of being broke. When I was a boy, back during the Depression, a pack of cigarettes cost ten cents, now you pay fifty. A glass of beer, when Roosevelt called prohibition quits, cost ten cents. Now it will be thirty-five or even fifty. Fords and Chevrolets cost less than six hundred dollars then. In a restaurant you paid a dollar for a meal that would cost five now. No, you couldn’t put your fortune in any form of money, bonds, savings account or such. It might halve in value, if not worse, in ten years.”


“Gold? Silver?”


Lynch considered that for a moment, but shook his head negatively. “Perhaps, but world money is going through a crisis. What the eventual development will be we don’t know, but gold is no longer the ideal medium of exchange it once was. There’s not enough of it, for one thing, to back all the international exchange necessary in the modern scene. They’re going to have to come up with some alternative. What, I couldn’t say. But when and if they do, there could well be a precipitate drop in the price of gold. It doesn’t have a good deal of use, you know, other than as a backing of currency.”


Julian West brought a pipe from his pocket, frowned at it and returned it. He said, “All right. What then?”


“Perhaps art objects. Old masters. As the world grows more affluent their value rises, and rises again. There is always a market for an old master.”


Julian West said, “Paintings, eh? Say, the Impressionists?”


“No. Too recent. No contemporaries, either. The popularity of the more recent schools can ebb. Old masters, Rembrandt, Brueghel, Frans Hal.”


“I think you’re probably right,” Julian West said. “Okay, old masters it is, but I think as a hedge some gold stashed away in Switzerland and also some blue-chip stocks, very conservative ones.”


“What’s all this about, Jule?”


Julian West said, switching the subject. “Jim, I want you to liquidate my holdings. All of them.”


“What!”


“I want all my securities sold.”


“Are you mad? With the market in the shape it is now? With money on the verge of being devaluated? And do you realize the chunk of capital gains Uncle Sam would gouge out of you?”


“Nevertheless, I want everything I possess in the form of cash, Jim.”


“Have you considered this? Where is that going to leave me and the rest of our group, Jule? We’ll lose voting control of Diversified, among other things. Your shares alone—”


Julian West said, “That’s your problem, Jim, not mine. So far as I’m concerned, you fellows can pick up my shares—assuming you can raise the amount required. As I understand it, most of you are already overextended.”


James Dempsey Lynch said desperately, “Julian, you can’t do this.”


“All right, but I am doing it. By the way, can you recommend any good art dealers, preferably some who have connections in London, Paris, Rome?”


Doctor Pillsbury said, “It would be murder.”


Julian West made a negative gesture. “No. At the very most, suicide, perhaps, You see, doctor, I’ve checked you out very thoroughly. Without doubt, you’re the leading authority in the field.”


“Believe me, one needn’t be very advanced in the subject to be its leading authority. Practically nothing is known. The science—if science it be, and most of the medical profession denies that—is in its absolute infancy.”


Julian West nodded. “However, I understand that you and your associates already have some dozen or so persons in deep freeze.”


“But they’re dead. You evidently don’t understand. It is one chance in a thousand, even less. These persons have died of cancer or some other now incurable disease. Immediately upon death, without even draining the blood from their veins, they are put into deep freeze. The idea is that some day in the future a cure will be found for their disease and also that medical science will have advanced to the point where it will be possible to revive them. But they are dead before we put them into deep freeze.”


“As you say, as you say. I have read up on all available about your experiments, Doctor Pillsbury. However, this placing of cadavers in deep freeze is but one phase of your work. You have also experimented extensively in animal hibernation and the lowering of basal metabolism.”


“But with animals.”


“I’m an animal, Doctor Pillsbury. And my heart specialist tells me that I have possibly a year to live. It is his opinion that within five to ten years medicine will have advanced to the point where I could expect a cure.”


“See here, Mr. West. It is quite true that I have induced hibernation in animals who do not practice it in nature. In rats, in monkeys. I reduce the basal metabolism far beyond the point where it would seem possible and have maintained life in stasis for as long as a year. I have successfully reduced the heartbeat to as little as one or two a minute.”


“A year,” Julian West said interestedly. “Without any food whatsoever?”


“I fed some intravenously. Those that were not so fed died in six months or less.”


“What happened eventually to the one that lived for a year?”


The other was staring at Julian West, as though frustrated. “Nothing. A rat. He is still in stasis.”


“And seemingly in good health?”


“Yes. It will be necessary to revive him to find if there has been brain damage or damage to other tissue. But we are speaking of a rat, Mr. West.”


“An animal which has a great deal in common with man, so I understand. The reason the rat is so often used in laboratory experiments.”


“But if I attempted to perform such an experimentation on a living person, I could be charged with homicide. At the very least, I would lose my license. I could—”


But Julian West was shaking his head. “No. You underestimate the power of wealth, doctor. I shall immediately begin to spread some of mine about. We shall present the whole matter as a breakthrough in science. We shall swath it all in a great aura of scientific experiment. You will be hailed as a pioneer. I will be held up as a volunteer, at the most a martyr, to science. There have been volunteers before in medical science. Convicts, for instance, who allowed themselves to be given supposedly incurable diseases so that the research boys could work on them. Believe me, doctor, I can handle this. I have an outfit on Madison Avenue that will put you on the lips of everyone in the country. You’ll be famous overnight.”


The doctor sank back into his chair.


Julian West pressed him. “You have been short of funds in your experimentations. All right. My offer is that I set up a foundation to subsidize you. You’ll be most generously provided for. You’ll be able to build your laboratories, the hospital of which you’ve dreamed. My only requirement is that my… body be taken care of until the day arrives that I can be cured. I will then be revived. However, the foundation will continue. You, or your scientific heirs if you have passed away by then, will continue to be subsidized by it.”


“I am not ready for such an experiment. Perhaps… perhaps in another year or two.”


“I do not have another year or two. We must proceed all but immediately.”


At earliest dawn, he drove the Bentley up to Woodstock from Kingston where he had spent the night at a hotel. It was apple blossom time, save for the fall the most beautiful month of the year in the Catskills.


It had been a considerable time since he had been in these parts, but during his youth his parents had spent several seasons in the art colony. They had called it “for drying out” but as Julian recalled there hadn’t seemed to have been much diminution in their drinking. He had liked the town much better than he had Antibes, Torremolinos, Paris, Rio, or even St. Moritz or Acapulco. Possibly because of the absence, comparatively, of other members of the set to which the Wild Wests belonged.


The Wild Wests, Barry and Betty, had long mixed gasoline and alcohol, an explosive amalgamation which had orphaned young Julian at the age of fourteen. In a sports car rally which had started in Paris and was to end in Cannes, they had made it only as far as Lyon before rendezvousing with a truck. The wrench hadn’t been as great as all that. He hadn’t really known them too very well. Their sole heir had been a drag on their pursuit of pleasure and their tendency was to leave him at this school, that resort, or staying with this schoolmate or friend, at any opportunity. Now, in his thirties, he was hard put to remember either, without the aid of photographs or home films. Even then, his father in skindiving gear, or goggled behind the wheel of a Lancia or Porsche, or grinning from the cockpit of a soaring glider, didn’t come home to him as a parent. Even less did his mother, bikini-clad perhaps, and looking like a madcap blonde teenager to the very end.


The Wild Wests had made their mark in the periodicals of their time, in the gossip columns, in the society pages. He wondered if there were anyone in the world now who really remembered them.


At the village square in Woodstock he turned right at the drug store and sped up the Rock City Road in the direction of Byrdcliffe and Overlook Mountain beyond. To his satisfaction, there was nobody on the streets at this hour. Art colonies aren’t inclined to early rising. Not that it made very much difference, but he preferred not to be recognized—if there had been anyone who might have recognized the boy in the present man.


He tooled on past the Brass Rail, a former hangout favorite of Barry and Betty West, and noted that it was now called The Village Jug. The road began to ascend rather steeply and he slowed the heavy British car to accommodate the curves.


To his further satisfaction, Mead’s Meadow, the furthest point to which it was practical to take a vehicle as low-slung as his, was also deserted. He parked near the rock-strewn road, little more than a path, that led to the unfinished hotel atop Overlook, took up his aluminum container and left the car there without bothering to lock it.


The doctor had said no strenuous exericse. All right, this would be the last and he would try to watch it. The road was steep. He would do it slowly. It would be too much of a cosmic joke on him to have his fatal attack at this stage.


The container, which looked like nothing so much as an overgrown briefcase of metal, had a handle grip on it and wasn’t as heavy as all that. From time to time he shifted it from right hand to left and back again.


He had been up this way a score of times and more as a lad. But he had never known just how far the summit was from Mead’s Meadow. Two miles, perhaps three? He and the others had been able to all but run it in the old days. Not now. He was already puffing.


He had no difficulty in finding the place to turn off. It was at a point where the road turned and there was a gigantic boulder to the left. The vegetation was somewhat different. The trees seemed larger, the shrubbery more dense, but he had no difficulty in finding the small cave.


It came back to him… that first time. He had been alone and had scared up a rabbit which seemed to be Crippled, possibly the victim of a hunter who had wounded without killing. It had darted into some tangled bushes at a point where seemingly it would be impossible to exit without passing Julian, or to find safe retreat. He pressed in after it and found the cave that should have been just about unfindable.


It was a natural for a boy of twelve, particularly when he had just finished reading Tom Sawyer and was intrigued with the idea of a cave in the way of a hideout. He hadn’t told anyone about it, anyone at all, not even his closest friend. It was his cave and he was careful to approach it in such a way that he never left a path that might lead another to follow out of curiosity. In fact, he went to the bother of so arranging leaves and shrubbery that the secret spot was even more unlikely to be discovered than it had been when he hit upon it.


It was smaller than he had remembered, but then he was considerably larger than he had been at the age of—what had it been when he had last visited the place?—thirteen.


He pushed aside twigs, leaves and shrubs and managed to squirm inside.


The slingshot was still there. He remembered it now. The rubbers and leather pouch had almost completely rotted away but the prongs were still strong. He picked up the boy’s catapult and thought back over the years. He snorted deprecation. He had never been a particularly good shot with it but at that particular time you couldn’t be without a slingshot. His age group had been going through a slingshot phase.


He took up the vacuum-sealed container he had lugged with him and found a place for it in the furthest recesses of the cave. He placed it flat on its side and then covered it first with dirt and gravel and then with twigs and leaves. He stared down at the spot where it was hidden. It was slightly damp in the cave but the container was strong and completely airtight. In fact, its fabricator had assured him that it would remain a vacuum inside for a century or more. Eventually, it was going to be quite a project to reopen it.


He muttered, before turning to leave, “All right, Van Dyke, Rembrandt, Brueghel, Holbein—wait for me. I’ll be back. The saying is, you can’t take it with you. We’ll see.”


From the hotel in Kingston he phoned Edith Bartlett. It was early enough so that she was obviously still in bed, her voice sleepy. It was a warm sleepiness that he had always loved in her waking.


She murmured, “Darling… what… what time is it?”


Julian West said, “Sweetie, this is it. Today is it.”


Edith Bartlett was suddenly completely awake. “You’re not going to go through with that ridiculous experiment?”


“Oh, but I am. Edith-”


“Jule—”


“Edith, the engagement is, obviously, off. I might be gone as long as ten years.”


“Darling, I’ll wait for you.”


“I was hoping you’d say that, It’s a long time, Edith… sweetie—”


He hung up.


He took a deep breath and dialed again.


Pillsbury’s voice said, “Yes?”


Julian West said, “All my affairs have been tied up as well as I can tie them. I’ll be at the hospital within two hours.”


There was a resigned quality in the doctor’s voice. “Very well, Mr. West.”




III




It is sobering that no sociologist predicted the magnitude of the Negro Revolt, that no prewar urbanist anticipated the postwar development patterns in American cities, and that, most troubling of all, no one has yet written systematic alternative futures seeking to chart the possible course of events in these fields.





Melvin M. Webber 
The Post-City Age


Now


There was nothing but a flow, no place, no time. Only a flowing.


There was a salty taste of mouth and there was a feeling of prismatic vision though actually he knew there was no vision. There was pressure in his head; the air crackled silently.


He had the feeling of colored, multicolored musical notes floating about and now he realized that not all of the colors were of his world. His mental vision had penetrated the spectrum beyond the point his physical eyes had been able to.


There was unknown music somewhere, far, far in the background, from instruments unknown. He felt a compelling desire to laugh and laugh. Everything he could think of was uproariously amusing. The world, so insanely and pitifully amusing. The universe. All the pitiful, poor, sweet people. The laughter was transcendent, a sustained though gentle electric shock, an incomplete and continuing sexual climax. The laughter fell off into tears. The joke was on him, the cosmic joke was on him. He felt an edge of terror welling up. He wept, within himself, he wept at the tragedy of it all.


This is terrible. Let me out. Let me out, let me surface. I want to get back.


From a long distance, from ultimately long distances, a voice said urgently, “Flow with it. Go with it. Let yourself be carried along. Don’t fight.”


But had there really been a voice? He was alone. He was cosmically alone. There was no way back. But perhaps the distant voice was right. Perhaps he should go along with it. Refrain from the fight.


But then, at long last, he felt he was emerging. He was flowing upward and out. Emerging.


“He’s going to open his eyes. He had better see only one of us at first.”


“Promise me, then, that you won’t tell him. Not yet. I have the feeling that this is going to be a tremendous psychic shock.”


The first voice was a man’s, the second a woman’s and both spoke in whispers.


“I’ll see how he seems,” the man said.


“No, promise me. I have a feeling about this.”


“Let her have her way,” a third voice whispered, another woman’s.


“If I can. Quick, leave. He’s coming out of it.”


In the background, somewhere, there was a rustling of clothing.


Julian West opened his eyes. A man of about fifty-five was bending over him, curiosity on his face.


He was an utter stranger. Julian raised himself on an elbow and looked around. The effort brought on a feeling of nausea, all but overpowering. The room was an unknown. He had certainly never been in it before, or one furnished anything like it. He looked at the stranger.


The other smiled at him quizzically. “How do you feel?” he said.


Julian West attempted to override the desire to vomit “Where the hell am I?”


“In my apartment.”


“How’d I get here?”


“We’ll talk about it when you’re stronger. Meanwhile there’s no call for anxiety. You’re among friends and in good hands. How do you feel?”


“Queer. But I suppose I’m all right. What am I doing in your home? What’s happened? How’d I get here? I was put under in a hospital. The theory was, I was to remain there under continual observation. It was all part of the agreement. The foundation.”


“There’ll be time enough for explanations later,” the stranger told him. The smile was obviously meant to be reassuring. “It will be better to, ah, play it cool—wasn’t that the term?—until you’re a little more yourself.” He took up a glass from a small table at the bedside. “Here, will you oblige me by taking a couple of swallows of this mixture? It’ll do you good. I’m a physician.”


“I should hope so. What in the hell’s happened?” Julian West eyed the glass unhappily. “My stomach is churning. Where’s Pillsbury?”


“Who? Oh, Herbert Pillsbury, of course. I am afraid he is not with us. Don’t agitate yourself, Mr. West. I’d rather you didn’t insist upon explanations so soon, but if you do insist I’ll try to satisfy you, provided you’ll take this down first. It should settle that stomach and strengthen you somewhat.”


Julian West took the glass ungraciously and swallowed half of the contents. It tasted something like a Greek retsina wine, but the nausea immediately fell off.


He said, “All right. I insist on knowing where I am and what I’m doing here. Did the experiment go wrong? The theory was, I wasn’t to be revived until an operation was possible. A heart transplant. I expected to surface in a well-equipped hospital and be hurried more or less immediately to an operating table. Under this kind of strain, my ticker might go any minute. Christ knows, I’ve ponied up enough money to you people.”


The other leaned back in his chair. His mouth was straight but there was a crinkle at the side of his eyes. “Don’t worry about your, ah, ticker. It’s all right.”


“What do you mean, it’s all right? Are you completely around the corner? Doctor Almenroder gave me two years, ultimate. He actually expected me to go any day. The theory of this whole experiment was—”


“We seldom transplant organs any more, Mr. West.”


Julian stared at him.


The other said, obviously trying to be soothing, “Some of the records of your case have been lost. A fire in Pillsbury’s files. The man was a charlatan and—”


“Was?”


“He passed away twenty-five years ago.”
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