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    And the sons of God came unto the daughters of men . . . in those days there were giants in the earth!


  




  

    And Eve Was




    by Rog Phillips




    The giant ship hurtling through the inter-stellar void looked from a distance like a sun. Two thousand miles in diameter, its trans-parent leaded plastigell casing allowed the interior lights to send their rays out into space in all directions. Thus, the sunlike appearance from a distance.




    At the moment the ship was spherical in shape. Yet it could change, become long and cigar like, or put out arms like a pseudopod. This was made possible by the properties of the plastigell, and the arrangement of the skeleton girders of the ship.




    The girders were fitted together in ball sockets so that they could move in all directions relative to one another. The plastigell had the peculiar property of contracting under electric current, stretching to great lengths under small tensions, and being practically impossible to break.




    It made an ideal skin for the giant ship. A chance hit by a fast moving projectile could not pierce it. Instead, the skin would give, absorbing part of the force of the hit. The inner walls and pivoting girders would further absorb more of the energy of the hit, until the missile came to rest. Then the rubberlike ship would return to its normal shape, throwing the bit of debris back into the void the way it had come.




    The ten foot thick outer skin and the mile thick honeycomb of girders and plastigell walls on its inner side made the ship impregnable against any form of collision. Within were four billion cubic miles of gravity-free living room! If it were made into rooms with mile-high ceilings it would provide more than twenty times as much living surface as the Earth.




    This, in rough outline, was the excursion boat of Seth, the metamorphosite, and the thirty billion under his command. Built a brief three thousand years before in the huge shops of Hodn, a district of the great Nirvanian Republic of Harmuts, this was its maiden voyage. The materials that had gone into its construction had been gathered from the drifting asteroids of interstellar fields. Asteroids of pure material crystallized out of the ether slowly over millions of years and ready for use.




    The metamorphosites are the most ancient of all the races in the universe. Their origin is lost in the dim infinity of the past. Some say they ALWAYS existed, yet how could that be? The most accepted version is that they originated on some planet and attained to civilization many times, sinking back to start over again, traveling from planet to planet, and sun to sun, before they at last gained the experience and know-how to form the first of the giant Nirvanian Republics in interstellar space, away from planets and suns. Thus, their origin was forgotten long before they became a stable civilization.




    The individual metamorphosite is an almost unbelievable creature. Today, on Earth, we have the butterfly and the moth that are born as caterpillars or worms to live for a season as crawling things. Then they build a tomb about themselves and give their flesh as food for the winged insect that will grow from the second seed, to fly through the air with wings of flashing colors, and reproduce. The worms cannot reproduce. It is the metamorphosite adult that reproduces.




    Yet there is a form of salamander which is born as a tadpole, living in rivers. It undergoes metamorphosis and changes from a tadpole to a salamander, and forsakes the water to live in arid, hot deserts, returning only to lay its eggs in the stream in which it was born.




    Experiment has shown that the tadpoles of this race can reproduce if they are prevented from leaving the stream, and that generation after generation of tadpoles can pass without ever becoming the adult salamander; but when once again the barrier is lifted so that the tadpole can climb to dry land it will still be able to shed its tadpole body and become a salamander.




    The metamorphosite race is even different than this. Born to one form or shape, it reproduces normally before changing, and in the adult form it is unable to reproduce. Perhaps on Earth there might be some insect or creature that is this way.




    The adult metamorphosite may or may not be immortal. It lives at least for millions of years in full possession of all its faculties. Eventually it tires of ordinary activity and retires to regions that are forbidden to more youthful members. If it dies, no one knows about it. If it doesn't die, then the first metamorphosite ever born is still alive!




    Peculiar are the workings of nature! There are plants in the fields that are born in the spring, to grow into beautiful things with rich foliage and colorful flowers. The flowers wither and their stems grow brittle, yet the plant lives on, its foliage drinking in the rays of the sun and the glistening drops of morning dew.




    At last the frigid touch of winter blights the green leaves and the plant dies, to live no more. It is gone, leaving only dead stalks and withered leaves which break and crumble and go back into the soil and become a part of it.




    But something lives on. It is the seed, which may be large and heavy and drop near the parent plant, to come up in the spring; or which may be microscopically small and be carried by the winds for thousands of miles before alighting to merge with the soil and await the warmth of the spring rains.




    Even more wonderful than this is the metamorphosite. A caterpillar doesn't carry within it the adult butterfly. If the caterpillar is crushed, the butterfly is crushed with it and never sees the light of day. If the plant lives until its flowers wither and the flower stalks grow brittle, the plant may then be crushed at any time, but the seeds will live to grow into plants in the next spring.




    The adult form of the metamorphosite lives within the embryonic body and is full grown before the cruder body is born. It is held there, a prisoner, to partake of the life and experience of its prison. When the crude, first form is crushed the adult metamorphosite is freed unharmed, to begin its independent existence at once.




    If it has been held long in the cruder form as a prisoner, the time hasn't been wasted, because it partakes of the awareness of experience of its first form, and is set free more able to cope with the problems of existence. Its intelligence is active and dominant even in the life of the cruder body that first housed it, and it carries its memories with it.




    If the crude first form is crushed early, the adult form of the metamorphosite is cast into the world with little experience to meet the problems of its existence. Then it must be guided and taught by its more experienced elders, and led into experiences that will enable it to acquire self-reliance and self-confidence.




    Such a metamorphosite, lacking the experience that can be gained only in the cruder form, because of a premature destruction of that form, is classed as an infant, and is grouped with other infants to go through special teachings and experiences so that he may more easily learn to take his place as a useful member of the Nirvanian Republic to which he belongs. On his home planet the infant can rapidly go through the training he missed by his premature graduation to adulthood so that when he turns his back on the planet to assume his role as a full-fledged Nirvanian he is as experienced and wise as his more fortunate brothers.




    Sometimes, though, a planet meets its inevitable end; destruction by collision with another heavenly body. Then there are millions or billions of infants freed without any possibility of going through the normal training routine. Of such were the millions on the mighty port-au-gon, the space ship Renawick, three thousand years along on its journey through the galaxy, on a voyage of adventure and training for the development of those aboard.




    The ship was itself a huge world, artificially made, and its population of thirty billions were as varied in their skills and interests as are the nations of Earth today. But more, their forms were more varied than are those of all the races of creatures on Earth, and all were wise and skilled with the learning of thirty centuries or more in schools and in travel.




    In the Renawick were many districts or divisions called mansions, and in each mansion a group of several thousands lived together, working and playing and learning as a single group, just as Earth people live in cities, go to different colleges, and unite into groups for various activities.




    Each van, or group, took the name of the mansion or section of the ship in which they lived. Rivalries were strong, and there was a continual succession of games and activities in which each van strived for superiority over all the others.




    This rivalry extended to learning and architecture, and each mansion was a veritable mansion in fact, with arches and roadways of ethereal beauty, laboratories in which were created machines of all descriptions, and astronomical stations in which the stars and planets were studied by distorting the outer skin of the ship to form a giant lens which magnified with greater exactness and magnification than the largest of Earth telescopes.




    The Renawick had been traveling without pause for twenty-odd years.




    There had been a constant stream of visitors from the regions the ship had passed through, and from these they had learned that they were now nearing the capital city of Harmuts.




    This city, Fow'sang, was a vast world built along the same lines as the excursion ship, Renawick, but with a diameter of a million and a half miles. Circled by a large number of orbital suburbs, each thousands of miles across, the entire unit was peopled with thousands of billions of inhabitants from a hundred different worlds which had long since met their end in dissolution or disruption.




    Ha'jah moved into the focus of the giant lens formed by passing electric current through a section of the plastigell skin of the Renawick. An exclamation of awe involuntarily escaped his lips as he beheld the sight brought to his eyes.




    Far out in space was a giant sun stretching all of twenty degrees over the center of the heavens. Yet so soft was its light that it soothed the mind and spirit of Ha'jah as he looked. It beckoned as the sight of home might reach out and draw the wanderer.




    Around this center jewel were decked a hundred small dots of light, some almost touching it, and others so far away that they seemed to be merely ordinary stars situated far beyond the cluster of Fow'sang.




    The lights of this cluster glimmered with a melody of changing color, each note of the melody being a blended chord of light so inspiring that Ha'jah became lost to his surroundings and lived only for the next enchanting tone.




    "Out of the way, dru'k, (1)" exclaimed Haron who was next in line to get a glimpse of the galaxy-famous spectacle.




    (1) Dru'k is the original word for drunk, or drunkard, and signifies anyone who is so lost in some experience or habit as to not have the will to depart from it.




    Ha'jah sighed regretfully and stepped back. He would have given much to be able to remain with his eyes glued to that sight for a solid week. Haron took his place and experienced the same feeling.




    When he gave up his place to the next in line he joined Ha'jah who had waited v for him, and the two dived from the platform, giving a strong shove that would carry them across the center of the ship in the general direction of Spotah, their mansion.




    "What a sight!" Ha'jah exclaimed after they had been drifting for several minutes.




    "To think that we can actually be there in a few more hours and experience the exhilaration of bathing in the full rays of the chant of the es'enaurs (2) of Fow'sang!" Haron sighed in anticipation.




    "It's too bad our stay is limited by law," Ha'jah said. "I think I would like to stay in such a place as this forever. But then, I've said that about every capital city we've stopped at so far, and so has every one of us."




    "That's right," Haron admitted. "That's why our stay is limited by Nirvanian law. We may visit, but not join, any capital region on our journey. If it were otherwise the entire galaxy would soon degenerate into a few million capital centers of unorganizable proportions, filled with imperfectly developed citizens who would lose their will to grow, and bask lazily in the delights that are meant to be stimulants, not drugs."




    Directly ahead of the two gliding figures a huge archway appeared. Two hundred feet wide at its base, it rose straight for six hundred feet, then curved gracefully to come to a thirty degree point three hundred feet farther up. In this bow a delicate lacework of varicolored plastigell was woven in graceful pattern.
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