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THE FIRST MEN
Howard Fast (1960)

By Airmail: 
Calcutta, India 
Nov. 4th, 1945 

Mrs. Jean Arbalaid 
Washington, D. C. 

My dear sister: 

    I found it. I saw it with my own eyes, and thereby I am convinced that I have a useful purpose in 
life--overseas investigator for the anthropological whims of my sister. That, in any case, is better 
than boredom. I have no desire to return home; I will not go into any further explanations or 
reasons. I am neurotic, unsettled and adrift. I got my discharge in Karachi, as you know. I am very 
happy to be an ex-GI and a tourist, but it took me only a few weeks to become bored to distraction. 
So I was quite pleased to have a mission from you. The mission is completed. 
    It could have been more exciting. The plain fact of the matter is that the small Associated Press 
item you sent me was quite accurate in all of its details. The little village of Chunga is in Assam. I 
got there by 'plane, narrow gauge train and ox-cart--a fairly pleasant trip at this time of the year, 
with the back of the heat broken; and there I saw the child, who is now fourteen years old. 
    I am sure you know enough about India to realize that fourteen is very much an adult age for a 
girl in these parts--the majority of them are married by then. And there is no question about the age. 
I spoke at length to the mother and father, who identified the child by two very distinctive 
birthmarks. The identification was substantiated by relatives and other villagers--all of whom 
remembered the birthmarks. A circumstance not unusual or remarkable in these small villages. 
    The child was lost as an infant--at eight months, a common story, the parents working in the field, 
the child set down, and then the child gone. Whether it crawled at that age or not, I can't say; at any 
rate, it was a healthy, alert and curious infant. They all agree on that point. 
    How the child came to the wolves is something we will never know. Possibly a bitch who had 
lost her own cubs carried the infant off. That is the most likely story, isn't it? This is not lupus, the 
European variety, but pallipes, its local cousin, nevertheless a respectable animal in size and 
disposition, and not something to stumble over on a dark night. Eighteen days ago, when the child 
was found, the villagers had to kill five wolves to take her, and she herself fought like a devil out of 
hell. She had lived as a wolf for thirteen years. 
    Will the story of her life among the wolves ever emerge? I don't know. To all effects and 
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purposes, she is a wolf. She cannot stand upright--the curvature of her spine being beyond 
correction. She runs on all fours and her knuckles are covered with heavy callus. They are trying to 
teach her to use her hands for grasping and holding, but so far unsuccessfully. Any clothes they 
dress her in, she tears off, and as yet she has not been able to grasp the meaning of speech, much 
less talk. The Indian anthropologist, Sumil Gojee, has been working with her for a week now, and 
he has little hope that any real communication will ever be possible. In our terms and by our 
measurements, she is a total idiot, an infantile imbecile, and it is likely that she will remain so for 
the rest of her life. 
    On the other hand, both Professor Gojee and Dr. Chalmers, a government health service man, 
who came up from Calcutta to examine the child, agree that there are no physical or hereditary 
elements to account for the child's mental condition, no malformation of the cranial area and no 
history of imbecilism in her background. Everyone in the village attests to the normalcy--indeed, 
alertness and brightness--of the infant; and Professor Gojee makes a point of the alertness and 
adaptability she must have required to survive for thirteen years among the wolves. The child 
responds excellently to reflex tests, and neurologically, she appears to be sound. She is strong--
beyond the strength of a thirteen year old--wiry, quick in her movements, and possesses an uncanny 
sense of smell and hearing. 
    Professor Gojee has examined records of eighteen similar cases recorded in India over the past 
hundred years, and in every case, he says, the recovered child was an idiot in our terms--or a wolf in 
objective terms. He points out that it would be incorrect to call this child an idiot or an imbecile--
any more than we would call a wolf an idiot or an imbecile. The child is a wolf, perhaps a very 
superior wolf, but a wolf nevertheless. 
    I am preparing a much fuller report on the whole business. Meanwhile, this letter contains the 
pertinent facts. As for money--I am very well heeled indeed, with eleven hundred dollars I won in a 
crap game. Take care of yourself and your brilliant husband and the public health service. 
    Love and kisses, 

     Harry 

_________________________________________________ 

By cable: 
HARRY FELTON 
HOTEL EMPIRE 
CALCUTTA, INDIA 
NOVEMBER 10, 1945 
THIS IS NO WHIM, HARRY, BUT VERY SERIOUS INDEED. YOU DID NOBLY. SIMILAR 
CASE IN PRETORLA. GENERAL HOSPITAL, DR. FELIX VANOTT. WE HAVE MADE ALL 
ARRANGEMENTS WITH AIR TRANSPORT. 

JEAN ARBALAID 

_________________________________________________ 

By Airmail 
Pretoria, Union of South Africa 
November 15, 1945 

Mrs. Jean Arbalaid Washington, D. C. 

My dear sister: 

    You are evidently a very big wheel, you and your husband, and I wish I knew what your current 
silly season adds up to. I suppose in due time you'll see fit to tell me. But in any case, your priorities 
command respect. A full colonel was bumped, and I was promptly whisked to South Africa, a 
beautiful country of pleasant climate and, I am sure, great promise. 
    I saw the child, who is still being kept in the General Hospital here, and I spent an evening with 



Dr. Vanott and a young and reasonably attractive Quaker lady, Miss Gloria Oland, an anthropologist 
working among the Bantu people for her Doctorate. So, you see, I will be able to provide a certain 
amount of background material--more as I develop my acquaintance with Miss Oland. 
    Superficially, this case is remarkably like the incident in Assam. There it was a girl of fourteen; 
here we have a Bantu boy of eleven. The girl was reared by the wolves; the boy, in this case, was 
reared by the baboons--and rescued from them by a White Hunter, name of Archway, strong, silent 
type, right out of Hemingway. Unfortunately, Archway has a nasty temper and doesn't like children, 
so when the boy understandably bit him, he whipped the child to within an inch of its life. "Tamed 
him," as he puts it. 
    At the hospital, however, the child has been receiving the best of care and reasonable if scientific 
affection. There is no way of tracing him back to his parents, for these Basutoland baboons are great 
travellers and there is no telling where they picked him up. His age is a medical guess, but 
reasonable. That he is of Bantu origin, there is no doubt. He is handsome, long-limbed, exceedingly 
strong, and with no indication of any cranial injury. But like the girl in Assam, he is--in our terms--
an idiot and an imbecile. 
    That is to say, he is a baboon. His vocalization is that of a baboon. He differs from the girl in that 
he is able to use his hands to hold things and to examine things, and he has a more active curiosity; 
but that, I am assured by Miss Oland, is the difference between a wolf and a baboon. 
    He too has a permanent curvature of the spine; he goes on all fours as the baboons do, and the 
back of his fingers and hands are heavily callused. After tearing off his clothes the first time, he 
accepted them, but that too is a baboon trait. In this case, Miss Oland has hope for his learning at 
least rudimentary speech, but Dr. Vanott doubts that he ever will. Incidentally, I must take note that 
in those eighteen cases Professor Gojee referred to, there was no incidence of human speech being 
learned beyond its most basic elements. 
    So goes my childhood hero, Tarzan of the Apes, and all the noble beasts along with him. But the 
most terrifying thought is this--what is the substance of man himself, if this can happen to him? The 
learned folk here have been trying to explain to me that man is a creature of his thought and that his 
thought is to a very large extent shaped by his environment; and that this thought process--or 
mentation as they call it--is based on words. Without words, thought becomes a process of pictures, 
which is on the animal level and rules out all, even the most primitive, abstract concepts. In other 
words, man cannot become man by himself: he is the result of other men and of the totality of 
human society and experience. 
    The man raised by the wolves is a wolf, by the baboons a baboon--and this is implacable, isn't it? 
My head has been swimming with all sorts of notions, some of them not at all pleasant. My dear 
sister, what are you and your husband up to? Isn't it time you broke down and told old Harry? Or do 
you want me to pop off to Tibet? Anything to please you, but preferably something that adds up. 

Your ever-loving Harry 

_________________________________________________ 

By Airmail 
Washington, D. C. 
November 27, 1945 

Mr. Harry Felton 
Pretoria, Union of South Africa. 

Dear Harry: 

    You are a noble and sweet brother, and quite sharp too. You are also a dear. Mark and I want you 
to do a job for us, which will enable you to run here and there across the face of the earth, and be 
paid for it too. In order to convince you, we must spill out the dark secrets of our work--which we 
have decided to do, considering you an upright and trustworthy character. But the mail, it would 
seem, is less trustworthy; and since we are working with the Army, which has a constitutional 
dedication to top-secret and similar nonsense, the information goes to you via diplomatic pouch. As 



of receiving this, consider yourself employed; your expenses will be paid, within reason, and an 
additional eight thousand a year for less work than indulgence. 
    So please stay put at your hotel in Pretoria until the pouch arrives. Not more than ten days. Of 
course, you will be notified. 

Love, affection and respect, 
    Jean 

_________________________________________________ 

By diplomatic pouch 
Washington, D. C. 
December 5, 1945 

Mr. Harry Felton 
Pretoria, Union of South Africa 

Dear Harry: 

    Consider this letter the joint effort of Mark and myself. The conclusions are also shared. Also, 
consider it a very serious document indeed. 
    You know that for the past twenty years, we have both been deeply concerned with child 
psychology and child development. There is no need to review our careers or our experience in the 
Public Health Service. Our work during the war, as part of the Child Reclamation Program, led to 
an interesting theory, which we decided to pursue. We were given leave by the head of the service to 
make this our own project, and recently we were granted a substantial amount of army funds to 
work with. 
    Now down to the theory, which is not entirely untested, as you know. Briefly--but with two 
decades of practical work as a background--it is this: Mark and I have come to the conclusion that 
within the rank and file of Homo Sapiens is the leavening of a new race. Call them man- plus--call 
them what you will. They are not of recent arrival; they have been cropping up for hundreds, 
perhaps thousands of years. But they are trapped in and moulded by human environment as 
certainly and implacably as your Assamese girl was trapped among the wolves or your Bantu boy 
among the baboons. 
    By the way, your two cases are not the only attested ones we have. By sworn witness, we have 
records of seven similar cases, one in Russia, two in Canada, two in South America, one in West 
Africa, and, just to cut us down to size, one in the United States. We also have hearsay and folklore 
of three hundred and eleven parallel cases over a period of fourteen centuries. We have in fourteenth 
century Germany, in the folio MS of the monk, Hubercus, five case-histories which he claims to 
have observed. In all of these cases, in the seven cases witnessed by people alive today, and in all 
but sixteen of the hearsay cases, the result is more or less precisely what you have seen and 
described yourself: the child reared by the wolf is a wolf. 
    Our own work adds up to the parallel conclusion: the child reared by a man is a man. If man-plus 
exists, he is trapped and caged as certainly as any human child reared by animals. Our proposition is 
that he exists. 
    Why do we think this super-child exists? Well, there are many reasons, and neither the time nor 
the space to go into all in detail. But here are two very telling reasons. Firstly, we have case 
histories of several hundred men and women, who as children had IQs of 150 or above. In spite of 
their enormous intellectual promise as children, less than ten percent have succeeded in their chosen 
careers. Roughly another ten percent have been institutionalized as mental cases beyond recovery. 
About fourteen percent have had or require therapy in terms of mental health problems. Six percent 
have been suicides, one percent are in prison, twenty-seven percent have had one or more divorces, 
nineteen percent are chronic failures at whatever they attempt--and the rest are undistinguished in 
any important manner. All of the IQs have dwindled--almost in the sense of a smooth graph line in 
relation to age. 
    Since society has never provided the full potential for such a mentality, we are uncertain as to 



what it might be. But we can guess that against it, they have been reduced to a sort of idiocy--an 
idiocy that we call normalcy. 
    The second reason we put forward is this: we know that man uses only a tiny fraction of his 
brain. What blocks him from the rest of it? Why has nature given him equipment that he cannot put 
to use? Or has society prevented him from breaking the barriers around his own potential? 
    There, in brief, are two reasons. Believe me, Harry, there are many more--enough for us to have 
convinced some very hard-headed and unimaginative government people that we deserve a chance 
to release superman. Of course, history helps--in its own mean manner. It would appear that we are 
beginning another war--with Russia this time, a cold war, as some have already taken to calling it. 
And among other things, it will be a war of intelligence--a commodity in rather short supply, as 
some of our local mental giants have been frank enough to admit. They look upon our man-plus as a 
secret weapon, little devils who will come up with death rays and super-atom-bombs when the time 
is ripe. Well, let them. It is inconceivable to imagine a project like this under benign sponsorship. 
The important thing is that Mark and I have been placed in full charge of the venture--millions of 
dollars, top priority--the whole works. But nevertheless, secret to the ultimate. I cannot stress this 
enough. 
    Now, as to your own job--if you want it. It develops step by step. First step: in Berlin, in 1937, 
there was a Professor Hans Goldbaum. Half Jewish. The head of the Institute for Child Therapy. He 
published a small monograph on intelligence testing in children, and he put forward claims--which 
we are inclined to believe--that he could determine a child's IQ during its first year of life, in its pre-
speech period. He presented some impressive tables of estimations and subsequent checked results, 
but we do not know enough of his method to practice it ourselves. In other words, we need the 
professor's help. 
    In 1937, he vanished from Berlin. In 1943, he was reported to be living in Cape Town--the last 
address we have for him. I enclose the address. Go to Cape Town, Harry darling. (Myself talking, 
not Mark.) If he has left, follow him and find him. If he is dead, inform us immediately. 
    Of course you will take the job. We love you and we need your help. 

    Jean 

_________________________________________________ 

By Airmail 
Cape Town, South Africa 
December 20, 1945 

Mrs. Jean Arbalaid 
Washington, D. C. My dear sister: 

    Of all the hairbrained ideas! If this is our secret weapon, I am prepared to throw in the sponge 
right now. But a job is a job. It took me a week to follow the Professor's meandering through Cape 
Town--only to find out that he took off for London in 1944. Evidently, they needed him there. I am 
off to London. 

    Love, Harry 

_________________________________________________ 

By diplomatic pouch 
Washington, D. C. 
December 26, 1945 

Mr. Harry Felton 
London, England 

Dear Harry: 

    This is dead serious. By now, you must have found the professor. We believe that despite 
protestations of your own idiocy, you have enough sense to gauge his method. Sell him this venture. 



Sell him! We will give him whatever he asks--and we want him to work with us as long as he will. 
    Briefly, here is what we are up to. We have been allocated a tract of eight thousand acres in 
Northern California. We intend to establish an environment there--under military guard and 
security. In the beginning, the outside world will be entirely excluded. The environment will be 
controlled and exclusive. 
    Within this environment, we intend to bring forty children to maturity--to a maturity that will 
result in man-plus. 
    As to the details of this environment--well that can wait. The immediate problem is the children. 
Out of forty, ten will be found in the United States; the other thirty will be found by the professor 
and yourself--outside of the United States. 
    Half are to be boys; we want an even boy-girl balance. They are to be between the ages of six 
months and nine months, and all are to show indications of an exceedingly high IQ--that is, if the 
professor's method is any good at all. 
    We want five racial groupings: Caucasian, Indian, Chinese, Malayan and Bantu. Of course, we 
are sensible of the vagueness of these groupings, and you have some latitude within them. The six 
so-called Caucasian infants are to be found in Europe. We might suggest two northern types, two 
Central European types, and two Mediterranean types. A similar breakdown might be followed in 
other areas. 
    Now understand this--no cops and robbers stuff, no OSS, no kidnapping. Unfortunately, the 
world abounds in war orphans--and in parents poor and desperate enough to sell their children. 
When you want a child and such a situation arises, buy! Price is no object. I will have no maudlin 
sentimentality or scruples. These children will be loved and cherished--and if you should acquire 
any by purchase, you will be giving a child life and hope. 
    When you find a child, inform us immediately. Air transport will be at your disposal--and we are 
making all arrangements for wet nurses and other details of child care. We shall also have medical 
aid at your immediate disposal. On the other hand, we want healthy children--within the general 
conditions of health within any given area. 
    Now good luck to you. We are depending on you and we love you. And a merry Christmas. 

     Jean 

_________________________________________________ 

By diplomatic pouch 
Copenhagen, Denmark 
February 4, 1946 

Mrs. Jean Arbalaid 
Washington, D. C 

Dear Jean: 

    I seem to have caught your silly top-secret and classified disease, and I have been waiting for a 
free day and a diplomatic pouch to sum up my various adventures. From my "guarded" cables, you 
know that the professor and I have been doing a Cook's Tour of the baby market. My dear sister, 
this kind of shopping spree does not sit at all well with me. However, I gave my word, and there 
you are. I will complete and deliver. 
    By the way, I suppose I continue to send these along to Washington, even though your 
"environment," as you call it, has been established. I'll do so until otherwise instructed. 
    There was no great difficulty in finding the professor. Being in uniform--I have since acquired an 
excellent British wardrobe--and having all the fancy credentials you were kind enough to supply, I 
went to the War Office. As they say, every courtesy was shown to Major Harry Felton, but I feel 
better in civilian clothes. Anyway, the professor had been working with a child reclamation project, 
living among the ruins of the East End, which is pretty badly shattered. He is an astonishing little 
man, and I have become quite fond of him. On his part, he is learning to tolerate me. 
    I took him to dinner--you were the lever that moved him, my dear sister. I had no idea how 



famous you are in certain circles. He looked at me in awe, simply because we share a mother and 
father. 
    Then I said my piece, all of it, no holds barred. I had expected your reputation to crumble into 
dust there on the spot, but no such thing. Goldbaum listened with his mouth and his ears and every 
fibre of his being. The only time he interrupted me was to question me on the Assamese girl and the 
Bantu boy; and very pointed and meticulous questions they were. When I had finished, he simply 
shook his head--not in disagreement but with sheer excitement and delight. I then asked him what 
his reaction to all this was. 
    "I need time," he said. "This is something to digest. But the concept is wonderful--daring and 
wonderful. Not that the reasoning behind it is so novel. I have thought of this--so many 
anthropologists have. But to put it into practice, young man--ah, your sister is a wonderful and 
remarkable woman!" 
    There you are, my sister. I struck while the iron was hot, and told him then and there that you 
wanted and needed his help, first to find the children and then to work in the environment. 
    "The environment," he said; "you understand that is everything, everything. But how can she 
change the environment? The environment is total, the whole fabric of human society, self-deluded 
and superstitious and sick and irrational and clinging to legends and phantasies and ghosts. Who can 
change that?" 
    So it went. My anthropology is passable at best, but I have read all your books. If my answers 
were weak in that department, he did manage to draw out of me a more or less complete picture of 
Mark and yourself. He then said he would think about the whole matter. We made an appointment 
for the following day, when he would explain his method of intelligence determination in infants. 
    We met the next day, and he explained his methods. He made a great point of the fact that he did 
not test but rather determined, within a wide margin for error. Years before, in Germany, he had 
worked out a list of fifty characteristics which he noted in infants. As these infants matured, they 
were tested regularly by normal methods--and the results were checked against his original 
observations. Thereby, he began to draw certain conclusions, which he tested again and again over 
the next fifteen years. I am enclosing an unpublished article of his which goes into greater detail. 
Sufficient to say that he convinced me of the validity of his methods. Subsequently, I watched him 
examine a hundred and four British infants--to come up with our first choice. Jean, this is a 
remarkable and brilliant man. 
    On the third day after I had met him, he agreed to join the project. But he said this to me, very 
gravely, and afterwards I put it down exactly as he said it: 

"You must tell your sister that I have not come to this decision lightly. We are tampering with 
human souls--and perhaps even with human destiny. This experiment may fail, but if it succeeds it 
can be the most important event of our time--even more important and consequential than this war 
we have just fought. And you must tell her something else. I had a wife and three children, and they 
were put to death because a nation of men turned into beasts. I watched that, and I could not have 
lived through it unless I believed, always, that what can turn into a beast can also turn into a man. 
We are neither. But if we go to create man, we must be humble. We are the tool, not the craftsman, 
and if we succeed, we will be less than the result of our work." 

    There is your man, Jean, and as I said, a good deal of a man. Those words are verbatim. He also 
dwells a great deal on the question of environment, and the wisdom and judgement and love 
necessary to create this environment. I think it would be helpful if you could send me a few words 
at least concerning this environment you are establishing 
    We have now sent you four infants. Tomorrow, we leave for Rome--and from Rome to 
Casablanca. But we will be in Rome at least two weeks, and a communication should reach me 
there. 
    More seriously-- 

   And not untroubled, 
    Harry 



_________________________________________________ 

By diplomatic pouch 
Via Washington, D. C. 
February 11, 1946 

Mr. Harry Felton 
Rome, Italy 

Dear Harry: 

    Just a few facts here. We are tremendously impressed by your reactions to Professor Goldbaum, 
and we look forward eagerly to his joining us. Meanwhile, Mark and I have been working night and 
day on the environment. In the most general terms, this is what we plan. 
    The entire reservation--all eight thousand acres--will be surrounded by a wire fence and will be 
under army guard. Within it, we shall establish a home. There will be between thirty and forty 
teachers--or group parents. We are accepting only married couples who love children and who will 
dedicate themselves to this venture. That they must have additional qualifications goes without 
saying. 
    Within the proposition that somewhere in man's civilized development, something went wrong, 
we are returning to the pre-history form of group marriage. That is not to say that we will cohabit 
indiscriminately--but the children will be given to understand that parentage is a whole, that we are 
all their mothers and fathers, not by blood but by love. 
    We shall teach them the truth, and where we do not know the truth, we shall not teach. There will 
be no myths, no legends, no lies, superstitions, no premises and no religions. We shall teach love 
and cooperation and we shall give love and security in full measure. We shall also teach them the 
knowledge of mankind. 
    During the first nine years, we shall command the environment entirely. We shall write the books 
they read, and shape the history and circumstances they require. Only then, will we begin to relate 
the children to the world as it is. 
    Does it sound too simple or too presumptuous? It is all we can do, Harry, and I think Professor 
Goldbaum will understand that full well. It is also more than has ever been done for children before. 

    So good luck to both of you. Your letters sound as if you are changing, Harry--and we feel a 
curious process of change within us. When I put down what we are doing, it seems almost too 
obvious to be meaningful. We are simply taking a group of very gifted children and giving them 
knowledge and love. Is this enough to break through to that part of man which is unused and 
unknown? Well, we shall see. Bring us the children Harry, and we shall see. 

    With love, 
    Jean 

_________________________________________________ 

         In the early spring of 1965, Harry Felton arrived in Washington and went directly to the White 
House. Felton had just turned fifty; he was a tall and pleasant-looking man rather lean, with greying 
hair. As President of the Board of Shipways, Inc.--one of the largest import and export houses in 
America--he commanded a certain amount of deference and respect from Eggerton, who was then 
Secretary of Defense. In any case, Eggerton, who was nobody's fool, did not make the mistake of 
trying to intimidate Felton. 
     Instead, he greeted him pleasantly; and the two of them with no others present, sat down in a 
small room in the White House, drank each other's good health and talked about things. 
    Eggerton proposed that Felton might know why he had been asked to Washington. 
    "I can't say that I do know," Felton said. 
    "You have a remarkable sister." 
    "I have been aware of that for a long time," Felton smiled. 



    "You are also very close-mouthed, Mr. Felton," the secretary observed. "So far as we know, not 
even your immediate family has ever heard of man-plus. That's a commendable trait." 
    "Possibly and possibly not It's been a long time." 
    "Has it? Then you haven't heard from your sister lately?" 
    "Almost a year," Felton answered. 
    "It didn't alarm you?" 
    "Should it? No, it didn't alarm me. My sister and I are very close, but this project of hers is not 
the sort of thing that allows for social relations. There have been long periods before when I have 
not heard from her. We are poor letter writers." 
    "I see," nodded Eggerton. 
    "I am to conclude that she is the reason for my visit here?" 
    "Yes." 
    "She's well?" 
    "As far as we know," Eggerton said quietly. 
    "Then what can I do for you?" 
    "Help us, if you will," Eggerton said, just as quietly. "I am going to tell you what has happened, 
Mr. Felton, and then perhaps you can help us." 
    "Perhaps," Felton agreed. 
    "About the project, you know as much as any of us, more perhaps, since you were in at the 
inception. So you realize that such a project must be taken very seriously or laughed off entirely. To 
date, it has cost the government eleven million dollars, and that is not something you laugh off. 
Now you understand that the unique part of this project was its exclusiveness. That word is used 
advisedly and specifically. Its success depended upon the creation of a unique and exclusive 
environment, and in terms of that environment, we agreed not to send any observers into the 
reservation for a period of fifteen years. Of course, during those fifteen years, there have been many 
conferences with Mr. and Mrs. Arbalaid and with certain of their associates, including Dr. 
Goldbaum. 
    "But out of these conferences, there was no progress report that dealt with anything more than 
general progress. We were given to understand that the results were rewarding and exciting, but 
very little more. We honored our part of the agreement, and at the end of the fifteen year period, we 
told your sister and her husband that we would have to send in a team of observers. They pleaded 
for an extension of time-- maintaining that it was critical to the success of the entire program-- and 
they pleaded persuasively enough to win a three year extension. Some months ago, the three year 
period was over. Mrs. Arbalaid came to Washington and begged a further extension. When we 
refused, she agreed that our team could come into the reservation in ten days. Then she returned to 
California." 
    Eggerton paused and looked at Felton searchingly. 
    And what did you find?" Felton asked. 
    "You don't know?" 
    "I'm afraid not." 
    "Well--" the secretary said slowly, "I feel like a damn fool when I think of this, and also a little 
afraid. When I say it, the fool end predominates. We went there and we found nothing." 
    "Oh?" 
    "You don't appear too surprised, Mr. Felton?" 
     "Nothing my sister does has ever really surprised me. You mean the reservation was empty--no 
sign of anything?" 
    "I don't mean that, Mr. Felton. I wish I did mean that. I wish it was so pleasantly human and 
down to earth. I wish we thought that your sister and her husband were two clever and unscrupulous 
swindlers who had taken the government for eleven million. That would warm the cockles of our 
hearts compared to what we do have. You see, we don't know whether the reservation is empty or 
not, Mr. Felton, because the reservation is not there." 
     "What?" 



     "Precisely. The reservation is not there." 
    "Come now," Felton smiled. "My sister is a remarkable woman, but she doesn't make off with 
eight thousand acres of land. It isn't like her." 
    "I don't find your humor entertaining, Mr. Felton." 
    "No. No, of course not. I'm sorry. Only when a thing makes no sense at all--how could an eight-
thousand-acre stretch of land not be where it was? Doesn't it leave a large hole?" 
    "If the newspapers get hold of it, they could do even better than that, Mr. Felton." 
    "Why not explain?" Felton said. 
    "Let me try to--not to explain but to describe. This stretch of land is in the Fulton National Forest, 
rolling country, some hills, a good stand of redwood--a kidney shaped area. It was wire-fenced, with 
army guards at every approach. I went there with our inspection team, General Meyers, two army 
physicians, Gorman, the psychiatrist, Senator Totenwell of the Armed Services Committee, and 
Lydia Gentry, the educator. We crossed the country by 'plane and drove the final sixty miles to the 
reservation in two government cars. A dirt road leads into it. The guard on this road halted us. The 
reservation was directly before us. As the guard approached the first car, the reservation 
disappeared." 
    "Just like that?" Felton whispered. "No noise--no explosion?" 
    "No noise, no explosion. One moment, a forest of redwoods in front of us--then a gray area of 
nothing." 
     "Nothing? That's just a word. Did you try to go in?" 
    "Yes--we tried. The best scientists in America have tried. I myself am not a very brave man, Mr. 
Felton, but I got up enough courage to walk up to this gray edge and touch it. It was very cold and 
very hard--so cold that it blistered these three fingers." 
    He held out his hand for Felton to see. 
    "I became afraid then. I have not stopped being afraid." Felton nodded. "Fear--such fear," 
Eggerton sighed. 
    "I need not ask you if you tried this or that?" 
    "We tried everything, Mr. Felton, even--I am ashamed to say--a very small atomic bomb. We 
tried the sensible things and the foolish things. We went into panic and out of panic, and we tried 
everything." 
    "Yet you've kept it secret?" 
    "So far, Mr. Felton." 
    "Airplanes?" 
    "You see nothing from above. It looks like mist lying in the valley." 
    "What do your people think it is?" 
    Eggerton smiled and shook his head. "They don't know. There you are. At first, some of them 
thought it was some kind of force field. But the mathematics won't work, and of course it's cold. 
Terribly cold. I am mumbling. I am not a scientist and not a mathematician, but they also mumble, 
Mr. Felton. I am tired of that kind of thing. That is why I asked you to come to Washington and talk 
with us. I thought you might know." 
    "I might," Felton nodded. 
    For the first time, Eggerton became alive, excited, impatient. He mixed Felton another drink. 
Then he leaned forward eagerly and waited. Felton took a letter out of his pocket. 
    "This came from my sister," he said. 
    "You told me you had no letter from her in almost a year!" 
    "I've had this almost a year," Felton replied, a note of sadness in his voice. "I haven't opened it. 
She enclosed this sealed envelope with a short letter, which only said that she was well and quite 
happy, and that I was to open and read the other letter when it was absolutely necessary to do so. 
My sister is like that; we think the same way. Now, I suppose it's necessary, don't you?" 
    The secretary nodded slowly but said nothing. Felton opened the letter and began to read aloud. 

June 2, 1964 



My dear Harry: 

    As I write this, it is twenty-two years since I have seen you or spoken to you. How very long for 
two people who I have such love and regard for each other as we do. And now that you have found 
it necessary to open this letter and read it, we must face the fact that in all probability we will never 
see each other again. I hear that you have a wife and three children--all wonderful people. I think it 
is hardest to know that I will not see them or know them. 
    Only this saddens me. Otherwise, Mark and I are very happy--and I think you will understand 
why. 
    About the barrier--which now exists or you would not have opened the letter--tell them that there 
is no harm to it and no one will be hurt by it. It cannot be broken into because it is a negative power 
rather than a positive one, an absence instead of a presence. I will have more to say about it later, 
but possibly explain it no better. Some of the children could likely put it into intelligible words, but 
I want this to be my report, not theirs. 
    Strange that I still call them children and think of them as children--when in all fact we are the 
children and they are adults. But they still have the quality of children that we know best, the 
strange innocence and purity that vanishes so quickly in the outside world. 
    And now I must tell you what came of our experiment--or some of it. Some of it, for how could I 
ever put down the story of the strangest two decades that men ever lived through? It is all incredible 
and it is all commonplace. We took a group of wonderful children, and we gave them an abundance 
of love, security and truth--but I think it was the factor of love that mattered most. During the first 
year, we weeded out each couple that showed less than a desire to love these children. They were 
easy to love. And as the years passed, they became our children--in every way. The children who 
were born to the couples in residence here simply joined the group. No one had a father or a mother; 
we were a living functioning group in which all men were the fathers of all children and all women 
the mothers of all children. 
    No, this was not easy. Harry--among ourselves, the adults we had to fight and work and examine 
and turn ourselves inside out again and again, and tear our guts and hearts out, so that we could 
present an environment that had never been before, a quality of sanity and truth and security that 
exists nowhere else in all this world. 
    How shall I tell you of an American Indian boy, five years old, composing a splendid symphony? 
Or of the two children, one Bantu, one Italian, one a boy, one a girl, who at the age of six built a 
machine to measure the speed of light? Will you believe that we, the adults, sat quietly and listened 
to these six year olds explain to us that since the speed of light is a constant everywhere, regardless 
of the motion of material bodies, the distance between the stars cannot be mentioned in terms of 
light, since that is not distance on our plane of being? Then believe also that I put it poorly. In all of 
these matters, I have the sensations of an uneducated immigrant whose child is exposed to all the 
wonders of school and knowledge. I understand a little, but very little. 
    If I were to repeat instance after instance, wonder after wonder--at the age of six and seven and 
eight and nine, would you think of the poor, tortured, nervous creatures whose parents boast that 
they have an IQ of 160, and in the same breath bemoan the fate that did not give them normal 
children? Well, ours were and are normal children. Perhaps the first normal children this world has 
seen in a long time. If you heard them laugh or sing only once, you would know that. If you could 
see how tall and strong they are, how fine of body and movement. They have a quality that I have 
never seen in children before. 
    Yes, I suppose, dear Harry, that much about them would shock you. Most of the time, they wear 
no clothes. Sex has always been a joy and a good thing to them, and they face and enjoy it as 
naturally as we eat and drink--more naturally, for we have no gluttons in sex or food, no ulcers of 
the belly or the soul. They kiss and caress each other and do many other things that the world has 
specified as shocking, nasty, etc.--but whatever they do, they do with grace and joy. Is all this 
possible? I tell you that it has been my life for almost twenty years now. I live with boys and girls 
who are without evil or sickness, who are like pagans or gods--however you would look at it. 
    But the story of the children and of their day-to-day life is one that will be told properly and in its 



own time and place. All the indications I have put down here add up only to great gifts and abilities. 
Mark and I never had any doubts about these results; we knew that if we controlled an environment 
that was predicated on the future, the children would learn more than any children do on the 
outside. In their seventh year of life they were dealing easily and naturally with scientific problems 
normally taught on the college level, or higher, outside. This was to be expected, and we would 
have been very disappointed if something of this sort had not developed. But it was the unexpected 
that we hoped for and watched for--the flowering of the mind of man that is blocked in every single 
human being on the outside. 
    And it came. Originally, it began with a Chinese child in the fifth year of our work. The second 
was an American child, then a Burmese. Most strangely, it was not thought of as anything very 
unusual, nor did we realize what was happening until the seventh year, when there were already five 
of them. 
    Mark and I were taking a walk that day--I remember it so well, a lovely, cool and clear California 
day--when we came on a group of children in a meadow. There were about a dozen children there. 
Five of them sat in a little circle, with a sixth in the center of the circle. Their heads were almost 
touching. They were full of little giggles, ripples of mirth and satisfaction. The rest of the children 
sat in a group about ten feet away--watching intently. 
    As we came to the scene, the children in the second group put their fingers to their lips, indicating 
that we should be quiet. So we stood and watched without speaking. After we were there about ten 
minutes, the little girl in the center of the circle of five, leaped to her feet, crying ecstatically. 
    "I heard you! I heard you! I heard you!" 
    There was a kind of achievement and delight in her voice that we had not heard before, not even 
from our children. Then all of the children there rushed together to kiss her and embrace her, and 
they did a sort of dance of play and delight around her. All this we watched with no indication of 
surprise or even very great curiosity. For even though this was the first time anything like this--
beyond our guesses or comprehension--had ever happened, we had worked out our own reaction to 
it. 
    When the children rushed to us for our congratulations, we nodded and smiled and agreed that it 
was all very wonderful. "Now, it's my turn, mother," a Senegalese boy told me. "I can almost do it 
already. Now there are six to help me, and it will be easier." 
    "Aren't you proud of us?" another cried. We agreed that we were very proud, and we skirted the 
rest of the questions. Then, at our staff meeting that evening, Mark described what had happened. 
    "I noticed that last week," Mary Hengel, our semantics teacher nodded. "I watched them, but they 
didn't see me." 
    "How many were there?" Professor Goldbaum asked intently. 
    "Three. A fourth in the center--their heads together. I thought it was one of their games and I 
walked away." 
    "They make no secret of it," someone observed. 
    "Yes," I said, "they took it for granted that we knew what they were doing." 
    "No one spoke," Mark said. "I can vouch for that." 
    "Yet they were listening," I said. "They giggled and laughed as if some great joke was taking 
place--or the way children laugh about a game that delights them." 
     It was Dr. Goldbaum who put his finger on it. He said, very gravely, "Do you know, Jean--you 
always said that we might open that great area of the mind that is closed and blocked in us. I think 
that they have opened it. I think they are teaching and learning to listen to thoughts." 
    There was a silence after that, and then Atwater, one of our psychologists, said uneasily, "I don't 
think I believe it. I've investigated every test and report on telepathy ever published in this country--
the Duke stuff and all the rest of it. We know how tiny and feeble brain waves are--it is fantastic to 
imagine that they can be a means of communication." 
    "There is also a statistical factor," Rhoda Lannon, a mathematician, observed. "If this faculty 
existed even as a potential in mankind, is it conceivable that there would be no recorded instance of 
it?" 



    "Maybe it has been recorded," said Fleming, one of our historians. "Can you take all the 
whippings, burnings and hangings of history and determine which were telepaths?" 
     "I think I agree with Dr. Goldbaum," Mark said. "The children are becoming telepaths. I am not 
moved by a historical argument, or by a statistical argument, because our obsession here is 
environment. There is no record in history of a similar group of unusual children being raised in 
such an environment. Also, this may be--and probably is--a faculty which must be released in 
childhood or remain permanently blocked. I believe Dr. Haenigson will bear me out when I say that 
mental blocks imposed during childhood are not uncommon." "More than that," Dr. Haenigson, our 
chief psychiatrist, nodded. "No child in our society escapes the need to erect some mental block in 
his mind. Whole areas of every human being's mind are blocked in early childhood. This is an 
absolute of human society." 
    Dr. Goldbaum was looking at us strangely. I was going to say something--but I stopped. I waited 
and Dr. Goldbaum said: 
    "I wonder whether we have begun to realize what we may have done. What is a human being? He 
is the sum of his memories, which are locked in his brain, and every moment of experience simply 
builds up the structure of those memories. We don't know as yet what is the extent or power of the 
gift these children of ours appear to be developing, but suppose they reach a point where they can 
share the totality of memory? It is not simply that among themselves there can be no lies, no deceit, 
no rationalization, no secrets, no guilts--it is more than that." 
    Then he looked from face to face, around the whole circle of our staff. We were beginning to 
comprehend him. I remember my own reactions at that moment, a sense of wonder and discovery 
and joy and heartbreak too; a feeling so poignant that it brought tears to my eyes. 
    "You know, I see," Dr. Goldbaum nodded. "Perhaps it would be best for me to speak about it. I 
am much older than any of you--and I have been through, lived through the worst years of horror 
and bestiality that mankind ever knew. When I saw what I saw, I asked myself a thousand times: 
What is the meaning of mankind--if it has any meaning at all, if it is not simply a haphazard 
accident, an unusual complexity of molecular structure? I know you have all asked yourselves the 
same thing. Who are we? What are we destined for? What is our purpose? Where is sanity or reason 
in these bits of struggling, clawing, sick flesh? We kill, we torture, we hurt and destroy as no other 
species does. We ennoble murder and falsehood and hypocrisy and superstition; we destroy our own 
body with drugs and poisonous food; we deceive ourselves as well as others--and we hate and hate 
and hate. 
    "Now something has happened. If these children can go into each other's minds completely--then 
they will have a single memory, which is the memory of all of them. All experience will be common 
to all of them, all knowledge, all dreams--and they will be immortal. For as one dies, another child 
is linked to the whole, and another and another. Death will lose all meaning, all of its dark horror. 
Mankind will begin, here in this place, to fulfill a part of its intended destiny--to become a single, 
wonderful unit, a whole--almost in the old words of your poet, John Donne, who sensed what we 
have all sensed at one time, that no man is an island unto himself. Has any thoughtful man lived 
without having a sense of that singleness of mankind? I don't think so. We have been living in 
darkness, in the night, struggling each of us with his own poor brain and then dying with all the 
memories of a lifetime. It is no wonder that we have achieved so little. The wonder is that we have 
achieved so much. Yet all that we know, all that we have done will be nothing compared to what 
these children will know and do and create--" 
     So the old man spelled it out, Harry--and saw almost all of it from the beginning. That was the 
beginning. Within the next twelve months, each one of our children was linked to all of the others 
telepathically. And in the years that followed, every child born in our reservation was shown the 
way into that linkage by the children. Only we, the adults, were forever barred from joining it. We 
were of the old, they of the new; their way was closed to us forever--although they could go into our 
minds, and did. But never could we feel them there or see them there, as they did each other. 

    I don't know how to tell you of the years that followed, Harry. In our little, guarded reservation, 
man became what he was always destined to be, but I can explain it only imperfectly. I can hardly 



comprehend, much less explain, what it means to inhabit forty bodies simultaneously, or what it 
means to each of the children to have the other personalities within them, a part of them--what it 
means to live as man and woman always and together. Could the children explain it to us? Hardly, 
for this is a transformation that must take place, from all we can learn, before puberty--and as it 
happens, the children accept it as normal and natural--indeed as the most natural thing in the world. 
We were the unnatural ones--and one thing they never truly comprehended is how we could bear to 
live in our aloneness, how we could bear to live with the knowledge of death as extinction. 
    We are happy that this knowledge of us did not come at once. In the beginning, the children could 
merge their thoughts only when their heads were almost touching. Bit by bit, their command of 
distance grew--but not until they were in their fifteenth year did they have the power to reach out 
and probe with their thoughts anywhere on earth. We thank God for this. By then the children were 
ready for what they found. Earlier, it might have destroyed them. 
    I must mention that two of our children met accidental death--in the ninth and the eleventh year. 
But it made no difference to the others, a little regret, but no grief, no sense of great loss, no tears or 
weeping. Death is totally different to them than to us; a loss of flesh; the personality itself is 
immortal and lives consciously in the others. When we spoke of a marked grave or a tombstone, 
they smiled and said that we could make it if it would give us any comfort. Yet later, when Dr. 
Goldbaum died, their grief was deep and terrible, for his was the old kind of death. 
    Outwardly, they remained individuals--each with his or her own set of characteristics, 
mannerisms, personality. The boys and the girls make love in a normal sexual manner-- though all 
of them share the experience. Can you comprehend that? I cannot--but for them everything is 
different. Only the unspoiled devotion of mother for helpless child can approximate the love that 
binds them together--yet here it is also different, deeper even than that. 
    Before the transformation took place, there was sufficient of children's petulance and anger and 
annoyance--but after it took place, we never again heard a voice raised in anger or annoyance. As 
they themselves put it, when there was trouble among them, they washed it out--when there was 
sickness, they healed it; and after the ninth year, there was no more sickness--even three or four of 
them, when they merged their minds, could go into a body and cure it. 
     I use these words and phrases because I have no others, but they don't describe. Even after all 
these years of living with the children, day and night, I can only vaguely comprehend the manner of 
their existence. What they are outwardly, I know, free and healthy and happy as no men were 
before, but what their inner life is remains beyond me. 
    I spoke to one of them about it once, Arlene, a tall, lovely child whom we found in an orphanage 
in Idaho. She was fourteen then. We were discussing personality, and I told her that I could not 
understand how she could live and work as an individual, when she was also a part of so many 
others, and they were a part of her. 
     "But I remain myself, Jean. I could not stop being myself." 
    "But aren't the others also yourself?" 
     "Yes. But I am also them." 
     "But who controls your body?" 
    "I do. Of course." 
    "But if they should want to control it instead of you?" 
    "Why?" 
    "If you did something they disapproved of," I said lamely. 
    "How could I?" she asked. "Can you do something you disapprove of?" 
    "I am afraid I can. And do." 
    "I don't understand? Then why do you do it?" 
     So these discussions always ended. We, the adults, had only words for communication. By their 
tenth year, the children had developed methods of communication as far beyond words as words are 
beyond the dumb motions of animals. If one of them watched something, there was no necessity for 
it to be described; the others could see it through his eyes. Even in sleep, they dreamed together. 
     I could go on for hours attempting to describe something utterly beyond my understanding, but 



that would not help, would it, Harry? You will have your own problems, and I must try to make you 
understand what happened, what had to happen. You see, by the tenth year, the children had learned 
all we knew, all we had among us as material for teaching. In effect, we were teaching a single 
mind, a mind composed of the unblocked, unfettered talent of forty superb children; a mind so 
rational and pure and agile that to them we could only be objects of loving pity. 
    We have among us Axel Cromwell, whose name you will recognize. He is one of the greatest 
physicists on earth, and it was he who was mainly responsible for the first Atom bomb. After that, 
he came to us as one would go into a monastery--an act of personal expiation. He and his wife 
taught the children physics, but by the eighth year, the children were teaching Cromwell. A year 
later, Cromwell could follow neither their mathematics nor their reasoning; and their symbolism, of 
course, was out of the structure of their own thoughts. 
    Let me give you an example. In the far outfield of our baseball diamond, there was a boulder of 
perhaps ten tons. (I must remark that the athletic skill, the physical reactions of the children, was in 
its own way almost as extraordinary as their mental powers. They have broken every track and field 
record in existence--often cutting world records by one third. I have watched them run down our 
horses. Their movements can be so quick as to make us appear sluggards by comparison. And they 
love baseball--among other games.) 
    We had spoken of either blasting the boulder apart or rolling it out of the way with one of our 
heavy bulldozers, but it was something we had never gotten to. Then, one day, we discovered that 
the boulder was gone--in its place a pile of thick red dust that the wind was fast leveling. We asked 
the children what had happened, and they told us that they had reduced the boulder to dust--as if it 
was no more than kicking a small stone out of one's path. How? Well, they had loosened the 
molecular structure and it had become dust. They explained, but we could not understand. They 
tried to explain to Cromwell how their thoughts could do this, but he could no more comprehend it 
than the rest of us. 
    I mention one thing. They built an atomic fusion power plant, out of which we derive an 
unlimited store of power. They built what they call free fields into all our trucks and cars, so that 
they rise and travel through the air with the same facility they have on the ground. With the power 
of thought, they can go into atoms, rearrange electrons, build one element out of another--and all 
this is elementary to them, as if they were doing tricks to amuse us and amaze us. 
     So you see something of what the children are, and now I shall tell you what you must know. 
     In the fifteenth year of the children, our entire staff met with them. There were fifty-two of them 
now, for all the children born to us were taken into their body of singleness--and flourished in their 
company, I should add, despite their initially lower IQs. A very formal and serious meeting, for in 
thirty days the team of observers were scheduled to enter the reservation. Michael, who was born in 
Italy, spoke for them; they needed only one voice. 
    He began by telling us how much they loved and cherished us, the adults who were once their 
teachers. "All that we have, all that we are, you have given us," he said. "You are our fathers and 
mothers and teachers--and we love you beyond our power to say. For years now, we have wondered 
at your patience and self-giving, for we have gone into your minds and we know what pain and 
doubt and fear and confusion you all live with. We have also gone into the minds of the soldiers 
who guard the reservation. More and more, our power to probe grew--until now there is no mind 
anywhere on earth that we cannot seek out and read. 
    "From our seventh year, we knew all the details of this experiment, why we were here and what 
you were attempting--and from then until now, we have pondered over what our future must be. We 
have also tried to help you, whom we love so much, and perhaps we have been a little help in easing 
your discontents, in keeping you as healthy as possible, and in easing your troubled nights in that 
maze of fear and nightmare that you call sleep. 
     "We did what we could, but all our efforts to join you with us have failed. Unless that area of the 
mind is opened before puberty, the tissues change, the brain cells lose all potential of development, 
and it is closed forever. Of all things, this saddens us most--for you have given us the most precious 
heritage of mankind, and in return we have given you nothing." 



    "That isn't so," I said. "You have given us more than we gave you." 
    "Perhaps," Michael nodded. "You are very good and kind people. But now the fifteen years are 
over, and the team will be here in thirty days--" 
    I shook my head. "No. They must be stopped." 
    "And all of you?" Michael asked, looking from one to another of the adults. 
    Some of us were weeping. Cromwell said: 
    "We are your teachers and your fathers and mothers, but you must tell us what to do. You know 
that." 
    Michael nodded, and then he told us what they had decided. The reservation must be maintained. 
I was to go to Washington with Mark and Dr. Goldbaum--and somehow get an extension of time. 
Then new infants would be brought into the reservation by teams of the children, and educated here. 

    "But why must they be brought here?" Mark asked. "You can reach them wherever they are--go 
into their minds, make them a part of you?" 
    "But they can't reach us," Michael said. "Not for a long time. They would be alone--and their 
minds would be shattered. What would the people of your world outside do to such children? What 
happened to people in the past who were possessed of devils, who heard voices? Some became 
saints, but more were burned at the stake." 
    "Can't you protect them?" someone asked. 
    "Some day--yes. Now, no--there are not enough of us. First, we must help move children here, 
hundreds and hundreds more. Then there must be other places like this one. It will take a long time. 
The world is a large place and there are a great many children. And we must work carefully. You 
see, people are so filled with fear--and this would be the worst fear of all. They would go mad with 
fear and all that they would think of is to kill us." 
    "And our children could not fight back," Dr. Goldbaum said quietly. "They cannot hurt any 
human being, much less kill one. Cattle, our old dogs and cats, they are one thing--" (Here Dr. 
Goldbaum referred to the fact that we no longer slaughtered our cattle in the old way. We had pet 
dogs and cats, and when they became very old and sick, the children caused them peacefully to go 
to sleep--from which they never awakened. Then the children asked us if we might do the same 
with the cattle we butchered for food.) 
    "--but not people," Dr. Goldbaum went on. "They cannot hurt people or kill people. We are able 
to do things that we know are wrong, but that is one power we have that the children lack. They 
cannot kill and they cannot hurt. Am I right, Michael?" 
     "Yes,--you are right." Michael nodded. "We must do it slowly and patiently--and the world must 
not know what we are doing until we have taken certain measures. We think we need three years 
more. Can you get us three years, Jean?" 
    "I will get it," I said. 
    "And we need all of you to help us. Of course we will not keep any of you here if you wish to go. 
But we need you--as we have always needed you. We love you and value you, and we beg you to 
remain with us . . ." 

    Do you wonder that we all remained, Harry--that no one of us could leave our children--or will 
ever leave them, except when death takes us away? There is not so much more that I must tell now. 
    We got the three years we needed, and as for the gray barrier that surrounds us, the children tell 
me that it is a simple device indeed. As nearly as I can understand, they altered the time sequence of 
the entire reservation. Not much--by less than one ten thousandth of a second. But the result is that 
your world outside exists this tiny fraction of a second in the future. The same sun shines on us, the 
same winds blow, and from inside the barrier, we see your world unaltered. But you cannot see us. 
When you look at us, the present of our existence has not yet come into being--and instead there is 
nothing, no space, no heat, no light, only the impenetrable wall of non-existence. 
    From inside, we can go outside--from the past into the future. I have done this during the 
moments when we experimented with the barrier. You feel a shudder, a moment of cold--but no 
more. 



    There is also a way in which we return, but understandably, I cannot spell it out. 
     So there is the situation, Harry. We will never see each other again, but I assure you that Mark 
and I are happier than we have ever been. Man will change, and he will become what he was 
intended to be, and he will reach out with love and knowledge to all the universes of the firmament. 
Isn't this what man has always dreamt of, no war or hatred or hunger or sickness or death? We are 
fortunate to be alive while this is happening, Harry--we should ask no more. 

With all my love, 
     Jean 

    Felton finished reading, and then there was a long, long silence while the two men looked at each 
other. Finally, the Secretary spoke: 
    "You know we shall have to keep knocking at that barrier--trying to find a way to break 
through?" 
    "I know." 
     "It will be easier, now that your sister has explained it." 
     "I don't think it will be easier," Felton said tiredly. "I do not think that she has explained it." 
     "Not to you and me, perhaps. But we'll put the eggheads to work on it. They'll figure it out. They 
always do." 
     "Perhaps not this time." 
     "Oh, yes," the Secretary nodded. "You see, we've got to stop it. We can't have this kind of thing--
immoral, godless, and a threat to every human being on earth. The kids were right. We would have 
to kill them, you know. It's a disease. The only way to stop a disease is to kill the bugs that cause it. 
The only way. I wish there was another way, but there isn't." 

________________________________________________________________________________

The Martian Shop
Howard Fast

New York: Bantam Books, 1961

These are the background facts given to Detective Sergeant Tom Bristol when he was instructed to 
break down the door and go into the place. It is true that the locksmiths at Centre Street have earned 
the reputation of being able to open anything that has been closed, and that reputation is not 
undeserved. But this door was an exception. So Bristol went to break down the door with two men 
in uniform and crowbars and all the other tools that might be necessary. But before that he studied a 
pr�cis of the pertinent facts. 

It had been established that three stores had been opened on the same day and the same hour, and 
more than that, as an indication of a well-organized and orderly mind, the space for each of the 
stores had been rented on the same day, the leases signed on the same hour. The store in Tokyo was 
located in the very best part of The Ginza. The space had been occupied by a fine jewelry and 
watchmaking establishment -- perhaps the second or third best in all Japan; they vacated the 
premises, refusing to give the press any explanation whatsoever at the time. Later, however, it was 
revealed that the price paid to the jewelry establishment for the purchase of its lease consisted of 
fifty diamonds of exactly three carats each, all of them so perfectly matched -- so alike in their 
flawlessness, that diamond experts consider the very existence of the collection hitherto unknown to 
be a unique event in the long history of jewels. 

The store in Paris was, of course, on Faubourg St. Honore. There were no stores vacant at the time, 
and the lease of a famous couturier was purchased for forty million francs. The couturier (his name 



is omitted at specific request of the French government) named the price facetiously, for he had no 
intention of surrendering his place. When the agent for the principal wrote out a check on the spot, 
holding him to his word, he had no choice but to go through with the deal. 

The third store was on Fifth Avenue in New York City. After thirty years on the Avenue, the last ten 
increasingly unprofitable, the old and stodgy firm of Delbos gave up its struggle against modern 
merchandising. The store it had occupied was located on the block between 52nd and 53rd Street, 
on the east side of the street. The property itself was managed by Clyde and Abrahams, who were 
delighted to release Delbos from a twenty-five year lease that had been signed in 1937, and who 
promptly doubled the rent. The Slocum Company, acting as agents for the principals -- who never 
entered into the arrangements at all, either with Clyde and Abrahams or subsequently with Trevore, 
the decorating firm made no protest over the increased rent, signed the lease, and then paid a year's 
rent in advance. Arthur Lewis, one of the younger partners in the Slocum Company, conducted the 
negotiations. Wally Clyde of Clyde and Abrahams remarked at the time that the Slocum Company 
was losing its grip. Lewis shrugged and said that they were following instructions; he said that if he 
had bargaining power himself, he would be damned before he ever agreed to such preposterous 
rent. 

Lewis also conducted the negotiations with Trevore, turning over to them detailed plans for the 
redesigning and decoration of the store, and agreeing to the price they set. He did make it plain, 
however, that his specific instructions from his principal were to agree to all prices asked and to 
deal only with the firms he was told to deal with. He pointed out to Trevore that such practices 
were[ ] to the Slocum Company and were not to be anticipated under any circumstances in the 
future. 

When the information for this pr�cis was gathered, Mr. Samuel Carradine of the Trevore Company 
produced the original plans for the remodeling and decoration of the store, that is the plans turned 
over to him by Mr. Lewis. They are hand-drawn on a fine but strong paper of pale yellow tint. Two 
paper experts, one of them chief chemist for Harlin Mills, have already examined these plans, but 
they are unable to identify the paper, nor have they seen similar paper before. They do assert that 
the paper has neither a pulp nor a rag base. Part of the paper is at present undergoing chemical 
analysis at Crestwood Laboratories. 

From this point onward, the history of the three stores is sufficiently general for the data on the 
Fifth Avenue store to suffice. In all three cases, rental and alteration were managed under similar 
circumstances; in all three cases the subsequent progress of events was the same, making due 
allowance for the cultural patterns of each country. In each case, the decoration of the store was in 
excellent taste, unusual, but nevertheless artfully connected with the general decor of the particular 
avenue. 

Trevore charged over a hundred thousand dollars for alteration and decoration. The storefront was 
done in stainless steel panels, used as tile. Window-space was enlarged, and a magnificent bronze-
veneered door replaced the ancient oak portal of Delbos. The interior was done in tones of black 
and crimson, with drapes and carpeting of mustard yellow, and the display cases and platforms were 
of bronze and glass. Decorators whose opinions have been sought all concur in the assessment of 
results. Without doubt the three stores were done in excellent, if not superb, taste -- the decoration 
bold, unique, but never vulgar or distressing. It must be noted, however, that Mr. Ernest Searles, 
who heads the decor department of the Fifth Avenue Association, pointed out certain angular -- that 
is, unfamiliar degree angles -- concepts never used before by American decorators. 

On Fifth Avenue, as in the other cases, the center focus of the decorating scheme was the crystal 
replica of the Planet Mars, which was suspended from the ceiling in each shop, and which revolved 
at the same tempo as Mars itself. It has not yet been determined what type of mechanism activates 
these globes. The globes, which display a unique and remarkable map of Mars's surface, were 
installed by the principals, after Trevore had completed the overall alteration and decoration. While 
the Fifth Avenue storefront is striking, it was done with the type of expensive modesty that would 



do credit to Tiffany's. The last thing installed was the name of the shop itself, MARS PRODUCTS, 
in gold letters, each letter a half-inch in relief and five inches high. It has since been determined that 
these letters are cast out of solid gold. 

The three shops opened their doors to the public at ten A.M., on the tenth of March -- in local time 
and day. In New York, the letters spelling out MARS PRODUCTS had been displayed for eight 
days, and a good deal of curiosity had been aroused, both among the public and the press. But until 
actual opening, no information had been offered. 

During those days, four objects had been on display in the shop windows. No doubt the reader of 
this pr�cis has seen or examined these objects, each of which stood upon a small crystal display-
stand, framed in black velvet, for all the world like precious jewels, which in a sense they were. The 
display consisted of a clock, an adding machine, an outboard motor and a music box, although only 
the clock was recognizable through its appearance, a beautiful precision instrument, activated as a 
number of clocks are by the variation in atmospheric pressure. Yet the workmanship, materials and 
general beauty of this clock outdid anything obtainable in the regular market. 

The adding machine was a black cube, measuring slightly more than six inches. The covering is of 
some as yet undetermined synthetic or plastic, inlaid with the curious hieroglyphs that have come to 
be known as the Martian script, the hieroglyphs in white and gold. This machine is quickly and 
easily adjusted or sensitized to the sound of an individual voice, and it calculates on the basis of 
vocal instruction. The results emerge through a thin slit in the top, printed on paper similar to that 
mentioned before. Theoretically, such a calculator could be built today, but, so far as we know, by 
only two shops, one in Germany and the other in Japan, and the cost would be staggering; certainly, 
it would take years of experimental work to develop it to the point where it would deal with thirteen 
digits, adding, subtracting, multiplying and dividing entirely by vocal command. 

The outboard motor was an object about the size of a tall electric sewing machine, fabricated of 
some blue metal and weighing fourteen pounds, six ounces and a fraction. Two simple tension clips 
attached it to any boat or cart or car. It generated forty horsepower in jet propulsion, and it 
contained, almost microcosmically, its own atomic generator, guaranteed for one thousand 
continuous hours of operation. Through a muffling device, which has so far defied even theoretical 
solution, it produced less sound than an ordinary outboard motor. In each shop, this was explained, 
not as a muffling procedure, but as a matter of controlled pitch beyond the range of the human ear. 
Competent engineers felt that this explanation must be rejected. 

In spite of the breathtaking implications of this atomic motor, it was the music box that excited the 
most attention and speculation. Of more or less the same dimensions as the adding machine, it was 
of pale yellow synthetic, the hieroglyphs circled out in dark gray. Two slight depressions on the top 
of this box activated it, a slight touch of one depression to start it, a second touch on the same 
depression to stop it. The second depression, when touched, changed the category of the music 
desired. There were twenty-two categories of music available -- symphonic music in three 
chronological sections, chamber music in three sections, piano solo, violin solo with and without 
accompaniment, folk music for seven cultures, operatic in three sections, orchestra, full cast and 
orchestra, that is the complete opera, and selected renderings, religious music, divided into five 
religious categories, popular songs in national sections, instrumental music in terms of eighty-two 
instruments, jazz in five categories and three categories of children's music. 

The salespeople in each of the three shops claimed that the music box had a repertoire of eleven 
thousand and some odd separate musical selections, but this, of course, could not be put to the test, 
and varying opinions on this score have been expressed. Also the use of vocal instruction to set the 
sound and pitch which was not inferior to the best mass-produced high fidelity was poopooed as 
fakery. But Mr. Harry Flannery, consulting-sound engineer for the Radio Corporation of America, 
has stated that the music box could be compiled out of available technical knowledge, especially 
since the discovery of transistor electronics. As with the adding machine, it was less the technical 
achievement than the workmanship that was unbelievable. But Mr. Flannery admitted that a content 



of eleven thousand works was beyond present day knowledge or skill, providing that this enormous 
repertoire was a fact. From all witnesses interrogated, we have compiled a list of more than three 
hundred works played by the shop's demonstration music box. 

These were the four objects displayed in the window of each of the three stores. The same four 
objects were an available for examination and demonstration inside each of the stores. The clock 
was priced at $500.00, the adding machine at $475.00, the outboard motor at $1620.00 and the 
music box at $700.00 -- and these prices were exactly the same at the current exchange, in Tokyo 
and Paris. 

Prior to the opening -- that is, the previous day -- quarterpage advertisements, in the New York 
Times only, stated simply and directly that the people of the Planet Mars announced the opening, 
the following day, of a shop on Fifth Avenue, which would display, demonstrate, and take orders for 
four products of Martian industry. It explained the limited selection of offerings by pointing out that 
this was only an initial step, in order to test the reactions of Earth buyers. It was felt, the 
advertisement stated, that commercial relations between the Earth and Mars should be on the 
friendliest basis, and the Martian industrialists had no desire to upset the economic balance of Earth. 

The advertisement went on to say that orders would be taken for all of the products, and that 
delivery was guaranteed in twelve days. The advertisement expressed the hope that this would mark 
the beginning of a cordial and fruitful and lasting relationship between the inhabitants of both 
planets. 

This advertisement was hardly the first word in the press concerning the Martian shops. Already, 
every columnist had carried an item or two about what was, without question one of the most 
imaginative and novel publicity schemes of the space age. Several columnists had it on the best 
authority -- for rumors were all over the city -- that General Dynamics was behind the Martian 
shops. They were also credited to General Electric, the Radio Corporation, and at least a dozen of 
large industrial enclaves. Again, a brilliant young merchandiser was named, a Paris dress designer, 
and a Greek shipping magnate. Still others spoke of a scheme by German industrialists to break into 
the American market in force and of course there were hints that the Soviet Union was behind the 
method of destroying capitalism. Engineers were willing to grant Russia the skill, but interior 
decorators refused to acknowledge the ability of the Russians to produce original and tasteful decor. 
But until the shops actually opened and the working capabilities of the machines were actually 
demonstrated, no one was inclined to take the matter too seriously. 

On the tenth of March, the shops opened in each of the three cities. The tenth of March was a 
Monday in New York. The shops remained open until Friday, and then they closed down for good -- 
so far as we know. 

But in those five days, thousands of people crowded into the Fifth Avenue store. The machines were 
demonstrated over and over. Thousands of orders were taken, but all deposits and prepayment were 
refused. The New York shop was staffed by one man and five tall, charming and efficient women 
What they actually looked like is a matter of dispute, for they all wore skin-tight face masks of 
some latex-like material, but rather than to make them repulsive, the effect of the masks was quite 
pleasant. Gloves of the same material covered their hands, nor was any part of their skin anywhere 
exposed. 

John Mattson, writing in the News the following day, said, "Never did the inhabitants of two planets 
meet under more promising circumstances. Having seen the Martian figure and having had a touch 
of the Martian charm, I am willing to take any chances with the Martian face. Uncover, my lovelies, 
uncover. Earth waits with bated breath." 

Professor Hugo Elligson, the famous astronomer, visited the shop for Life. His report says in part, 
"If the masked people in this shop are Martians, then I say, Space must be conquered. I know it is 
strange for an astronomer to dwell on shapely legs and muted, rippling accents, yet I know that 
from here on my wife will eye me strangely whenever I look at the Red Planet. As to the 



relationship of an excellent publicity scheme to the Planet Mars, common intelligence orders me to 
withhold comment" 

Perhaps the Soviet Union thought different; for on the second day of the shop's business, two 
gentlemen from the Russian Embassy were known to enter and offer a cool million United States 
dollars for the demonstration sample of the atomic outboard. The Martians were polite but firm. 

By Wednesday, Mars Products occupied more space in the New York press than international news. 
It crowded out the crises in the Middle East, and Formosa was relegated to page seventeen of the 
Times. A dozen authorities were writing scholarly opinions. Traffic on Fifth Avenue was impossible, 
and one hundred extra police were detailed to maintain order and make it possible for any of the 
Fifth Avenue stores to do business. The Fifth Avenue Association decided to apply for an injunction, 
on the grounds that Mars Products disrupted the ordinary practice of business. 

Much the same was happening on Faubourg St. Honore, and on the Ginza. 

Also on Wednesday, American industry awoke and panicked. Boards of Directors were convened all 
over the nation. Important industrial magnates flew to Washington, and the stock of electronic, 
business-machine and automobile companies sent the Dow- Jones averages down twenty-six points. 
The largest builder of systems and calculating machines in American saw its stock sell ten minutes 
ahead of the ticker, down one hundred and eighty points for the day. So also on the London, Paris 
and Tokyo exchanges. 

But the intelligence service was not perturbed until Thursday, when it sent formal requests to the 
F.B.I. and to the New York City Police Department to determine who and what the principals 
behind Mars Products were and to ascertain where these machines had been manufactured, whether 
they had been imported, and whether duty had been paid. The S�ret� and the Tokyo Police were 
by then taking similar steps. 

Without going into the details of this investigation, it suffices to say that in every case, the 
investigating authorities were baffled. All three bank accounts were the result of large cash deposits 
by very commonplace men who were no different from thousands of other average men. The acting 
agents were given, by mail, full power of attorney as well as instructions. The investigations were 
not completed until Friday evening. 

By Friday, each of the three shops was under surveillance by various government and police 
agencies. In New York, city detectives put a twenty-four hour watch on Mars Products Wednesday 
evening, even before any instructions or requests came from Washington. But no member of the 
staff left the shop after closing hours, or at any other time. Curtains were drawn across the windows, 
blocking off the display products. At ten A.M., the curtains were drawn back. 

During Friday, in New York and Washington, discussions were held on the advisability of issuing 
injunctions or search warrants. At the same time, there was understandable hesitancy. If this was a 
publicity scheme of some industrial group, whatever agency acted could be the laughing stock of 
the nation -- as well as opening itself to considerable liability, if legal action was taken by the 
injured party. Plainclothesmen had been in and out of the shop a hundred times, searching for some 
violation. None had been found. No loophole had been detected. 

Friday night, the shop on Fifth Avenue closed as usual -- the curtains were drawn. At eleven P.M., 
the lights went out. At three A.M., the door of the shop opened. 

At that time on Saturday morning, Fifth Avenue was deserted. The shop was then being observed by 
four city detectives, two federal agents, two members of Central Intelligence, and three private 
operatives hired by the National Association of Manufacturers. The eleven men made no attempt at 
concealment. There was only one store entrance. Across the avenue, four cars waited. 

When the door of Mars Products opened, the five members of the staff walked out. They all carried 
packages. At precisely the same moment, a large black automobile drew up at the curb in front of 
the shop. The man opened the back door of this car, and all five staff members entered. Then the 



door closed and they drove away. They were followed by the four cars. The agents who were 
watching them had instructions not to interfere, to make no arrests, but to follow any member of the 
staff to his or her destination and to report along the way by radio. 

We have an exact description of the automobile. Shaped somewhat like a Continental, it was at least 
a foot longer, though no broader. It had a strange hood, more rounded than a stock car, but it was 
larger than any known sport car. 

It headed uptown, well within the speed limits, turned into Central Park, emerged at 7th Avenue and 
110th Street, proceeded north and then beneath 155th Street to the Harlem River Speedway. When it 
reached the Speedway, two police cars had joined the caravan behind it. Toward the George 
Washington Bridge approach-ramp, it began to pick up speed and when it passed the ramp, 
continuing on the deserted Speedway, it was already doing eighty miles an hour. The police cars 
opened their sirens, and by radio, additional police cars were instructed to set up a roadblock at 
Dyckman Street. 

At that point, the black car put out wings, at least seven feet on either side, and went over to jet 
power. It left the pursuing cars as if they were standing still. It is impossible to arrive at any 
accurate estimate of its ground speed then but it was certainly well over a hundred and thirty miles 
an hour. It was airborne in a matter of seconds, gained altitude quickly, and disappeared, by its 
sound, eastward. It was picked up twice by radar at an altitude of twenty thousand feet, moving at 
very high speed, even for jet power. The air force was immediately notified and planes took off 
within minutes, but there is no report of the black car -- or plane -- being sighted again, nor was it 
again raised with radar. 

It is sufficient to note that the progress of events in Tokyo and Paris was more or less identical. In 
no case, was the staff of the shop interfered with or taken. 

Such was the pr�cis that Detective Sergeant Bristol reviewed before he went uptown to break in the 
door of Mars Products. It told him nothing that he did not already know -- and in all truth, he knew 
a great deal more. His own specialty was entry and search, but like almost every other citizen of 
New York, he had speculated during the past days on the intriguing problem of Mars Products. He 
was well trained in the art of rejecting any conclusions not founded on facts he could test with sight, 
touch or smell, but in spite of this training, his imagination conjured up a host of possibilities 
behind the locked door of Mars Products. He was still young enough to view his work with 
excitement, and all during this day, his excitement had been mounting. 

Both the city police and the F.B.I. had decided to wait through Saturday before opening the shop, 
and these decisions were communicated to Tokyo and Paris. Actually, the New York shop was 
opened a few hours later than the others. 

When Bristol arrived at 52nd Street and Fifth Avenue, at least a dozen men were waiting for him. 
Among them were the police commissioner, the mayor, General Arlen Mack, the Chief of Staff, a 
colonel in Military Intelligence and several F B I. officials. There were also at least a hundred 
onlookers, held back by policemen. The police commissioner was irritated and indicated that Bristol 
was the type to be late at his own funeral. 

"I was told to be here at seven o'clock, sir," Bristol said. "It is still a few minutes before seven." 

"Well, don't argue about it. Get that door open! 

It was easier said than done. When they ripped off the bronze plate, they found solid steel 
underneath. They burned through it and hammered off the bolted connection. It took almost an hour 
before the door was open -- and then, as had been the case in Tokyo and Paris, they found the store 
empty. The beautiful crystal reproduction of the Planet Mars had been pulverized; they found the 
shards in a waste basket, and it was taken to Centre Street for analysis. Otherwise, none of the 
decorations had been disturbed or removed not even the solid gold letters on the store front -- a 
small fortune in itself. But the eight products, the four from the window and the four used in the 



shop as demonstrators, were gone. 

The high brass prowled around the place for an hour or so, examining the decorations and 
whispering to each other in corners. Someone made the inevitable remark about fingerprints, and 
the commissioner growled, "People whose skin is covered don't leave fingerprints." By nine 
o'clock, the brass had left, and Bristol went to work. Two F.B.I. men had remained; they watched 
the methods of the three men from Centre Street in silent admiration. 

Bristol's specialty was, as we noted, entry and search. He had four children, a wife he adored, and 
he was soberly ambitious. He had long since decided to turn his specialty into a science and then to 
develop that science to a point unequaled elsewhere. First he brought in lights and flooded the store 
with three thousand additional watts of illumination. Since there was only the main room and a 
small office and lavatory behind it, he brightened the space considerably. Then he and his two 
assistants hooked portable lights onto their belts. He told the F.B.I. men: 

"The first element of search is find it." 

"Do you know what to look for? " 

"No," Bristol said. "Neither does anyone else. That makes it easier in a way." 

First they removed all drapery, spread white sheets, brushed the drapery carefully on both sides, 
folded it and removed it. The dust was collected and labeled. Then they swept all the floors, then 
went over them a second time with a vacuum cleaner. The dust was sifted, packaged and labeled. 
Then, filling the vacuum cleaner with new bags each time they went over every inch of space, floor, 
walls, ceiling molding and furniture. Again, the bags were packaged and labeled. Then they took the 
upholstered furniture apart bit by bit, shredding the fabric and filling. The foam rubber in the 
cushions was needled and then picked apart. Once again, everything was labeled 

"This is more or less mechanical," Bristol explained to the government men. "Routine. We do the 
chemical and microscopic analysis downtown." 

"Routine, eh?" 

"I mean for this type of problem. We don't get this kind of problem in terms of search more than 
two or three times a year. 

At two o'clock in the morning, the government men went to buy coffee and sandwiches. They 
brought back a box of food for the city men. By four A.M., the carpeting had been taken down to 
Centre Street, the toilet walls stripped of tile, the plumbing removed and checked, the toilet and sink 
entirely dismantled. At six o'clock on Sunday morning, in the cold gray light of dawn, Bristol was 
supervising the taking apart of every piece of bonded wood or metal in the shop. 

He made the find in a desk, a modern desk of Swedish design that had been supplied by the 
decorators. Its surface was of polished birch, and there was a teak strip across the front. When this 
strip was removed, Bristol found a bit of film, less than an inch long and about three millimeters in 
width. When he held it up to the light with tweezers and put a magnifying glass on it, it was 
discovered to be film strip. It contained sixteen full frames and part of a seventeenth frame. 

Minutes later, he was in a car with the government men, racing down to Centre Street; and only 
then did he permit himself the luxury of a voiced opinion. 

"They must have been editing that film, he remarked. I have been reading how orderly and precise 
they are. But even an orderly person can lose something. Even a Martian, he finished doubtfully. 

Strangely enough, the government men made no comment at all. 

Bristol is remembered, and it has been said in many places that he will go far. He has already been 
promoted, and without question he will be mentioned by historians for years to come. He was an 
honest and thorough man, and he had an orderly mind to match other orderly minds. 



Professor Julius Goldman will also be remembered. The head of the Department of Semitic 
Languages at Columbia University, he was also the leading philologist in the Western Hemisphere, 
if not the world, and to him as much as to any other goes the credit for breaking through the early 
Cretan script. He pioneered the brilliant -- if again failing -- recent Etruscan effort. Along with 
Jacobs of Oklahoma, he is the leading authority on American Indian languages, specializing there in 
the Plains dialects. It is said that there is no important language on earth, living or dead, that he 
cannot command fluently. 

This is possibly an exaggeration, but since he was reached by the White House that same Sunday, 
flown to Washington, put at the head of a team of five of the country's finest philologists -- and 
since he accomplished what was expected of him in thirty-two hours, it might be said that his 
reputation was deserved. 

Yet by the grace of God or whatever force determines our destiny, he was given a "Rosetta Stone," 
so to speak. Without it, as he was the first to point out, the Martian script would not have been 
broken, not now and possibly not even the "Rosetta Stone" -- which, you will recall, originally 
enabled philologists to break the mystery of the Egyptian hieroglyphs by providing them, on the 
same stone tablet, with translations in known tongues -- was in this case a single frame of the film 
strip, containing both an English and Martian inscription. Acting on the possibility that one was a 
translation of the other, Professor Goldman found an opening for the attack. Nevertheless, it 
remains perhaps the more extraordinary case of reconstruction in all the history of language. 

That Tuesday, the Tuesday after the store had been broken into, the President of the United States 
held an enlarged meeting of his cabinet at the White House. In addition to the regular members of 
the cabinet, some forty-two other persons were present, Julius Goldman among them, and it was not 
Goldman alone who appeared haggard from want of sleep. Each of the men present had a pr�cis -- 
somewhat enlarged --that was not too different from the one presented here. Each of them had read 
it and pondered it. Opening the meeting, the President reviewed the facts, mentioned some of the 
opinions already gathered from experts, and then said: 

"What are we to think, gentlemen? Our own halting probes into outer space have removed the starry 
realm from the province of fiction writers and gullible fools. As yet we have no firm conclusions, 
but I do hope that at the end of this meeting, we will formulate a few and be able to act upon them. I 
need not repeat that some of the keenest minds in America still consider the Martian shops to be a 
remarkable hoax. If so, a practical joke costing its originator a great many millions of dollars, has 
been played out to no point. In all fairness, I reject this conclusion, nor can I, at this point in my 
knowledge, support any arguments that we have seen a great publicity campaign. I have come to 
certain conclusions of my own, but I shall withhold them until others have been heard. 

"As most of you know, through the energy and resourcefulness of the New York City police 
department, we found a tiny bit of film strip at the Fifth Avenue shop. Nothing of any value was 
found either in Paris or Tokyo. Nevertheless, I have invited the Japanese and French ambassadors to 
be present tonight, since their countries have been chosen, even as ours was. I do not say that their 
interest is higher than that of other nations, for perhaps" 

The President hesitated then and shrugged tiredly. "Well, at this point, I will turn the meeting over 
to Professor Julius Goldman of Columbia University, our greatest philologist, whose contribution to 
the unraveling of this problem cannot be overestimated." 

Professor Goldman said quietly that, for the record, he had made no contribution not shared equally 
by his colleagues, who were not present this evening. They had, all six of them, prepared an 
affidavit, which he would read in the name of the entire team. First, he would like the people 
assembled to see the film strip for themselves. 

The room was darkened. The first frame appeared on a prepared screen at one end of the room. It 
was covered with vertical lines of what had already come to be called the Martian Hieroglyphic. So 
with the second and the "Rosetta Stone." At the top, in English block letters: 



"Compound for white males -- 16 to 19 years of age." 

And directly beneath, again in English, "General warning. Any discussion of escape or resistance 
will be met by permanent stimulation of the tri-geminal nerve." 

And beneath that, "Feeding room -- yellow-skinned females, 7 to 10 years of age." 

And as a final line in English, "Much have I traveled in the realms of gold." 

Beneath these English lines were a number of vertical hieroglyph columns. 

The voice of Professor Goldman explained, "This frame gave us our key, but we do not claim any 
clear knowledge of what these inscriptions mean. Medical authorities consulted have suggested that 
a certain type of irritation of the tri-geminal nerve can result in the most trying pain man knows. 
The line from Keats is utterly meaningless, so far as we can determine; the reason for its inclusion 
remains to be explained in the future, if ever. The remaining frames, as you see, are in the 
hieroglyph." 

The lights went on again. Professor Goldman blinked tiredly, wiped his glasses, and said, "Before I 
present our affidavit, I must ask your indulgence for a few words concerning language. When we 
philologists claim to have cracked the mystery of some ancient tongue, we do not talk as a 
cryptographer who has broken a code. Philology and Cryptography are very different sciences. 
When a code is broken, its message is known. When a language is broken, only the first step in a 
long and arduous process is taken. No single man or single group of men has ever revealed an 
ancient language; that is an international task and must of necessity take generations to complete. 

"I say this because perhaps your hopes have been raised too high. We have very little to work from, 
only a few words and numerals; we are dealing with an unrelated tongue, totally alien; and we have 
had only a few hours to grapple with the problem. Therefore, though we have been able to extract 
some meaning from two of the frames, there, are many blank spaces and many perplexities. In our 
favor are these facts: first -- all language, possibly anywhere in the universe, appears to have a 
developmental logic and relationship; secondly, these frames deal with life on earth; and finally, it is 
our good fortune that this is an alphabetic form of writing, consisting, so far as we can determine, of 
forty-one sound signs, at least thirty of them consonantal. These consonantal forms suggest a vocal 
arrangement not unlike our own -- that is in physical structure, for sounds are to a large extent 
determined by the physical characteristics of the creature producing them. My colleagues agree that 
there is no indication of any relationship between this alphabet and language and any known 
language of Earth. For my part, I will make no comment on the origin of this language. It is not my 
field -- nor is it my purpose." The President nodded. "We understand that, Professor Goldman." 
Goldman continued: "The affidavit itself will be projected on the screen, since we consider it more 
effective for the partial translation to be read rather than heard." The room was then darkened again, 
and the following appeared on the screen: "A tentative and partial translation of the first two frames 
of a film strip, given to the undersigned for translation purposes: 

" greedy lustful[dedicated?] [practicing?] mass [murder?] [death?] [time] generations 
[of?] murder [docile?] [willing?] O when shown pleasure -- [titled?] [self styled?] 
[boastful self styled?] man [or humanity?] [compare to?] [equate with?] disease [or 
plague or rust] on face of [fair?] [rich?] planet [or globe] "

The voice of Professor Goldman cut in, "That is the first frame. As you see, our translation is 
tentative and incomplete. We have very little to work from. Where the word is within brackets and 
coupled with a question mark, we are making what might be called a calculated surmise -- surmise 
not a guess, but a surmise from too few facts. Now the second frame. 

"Force [or violence] understood [or reacted to] man [or humanity] primitive [or number 
1] development of atomic [force or power or engine] [space station or small planet] 
[non-possession-relating possibly to space station] [outer space? ] [void? ] negative 



[long arm?] [weapon?] [superstition?] [ignorance?] [mindless]"

The inscription remained on the screen, and Goldman's voice, flat, tired and expressionless, 
explained: 

"When we bracket a number of words, one after another, we are uncertain as to which is preferable. 
Actually, only a single word is being translated." His voice faded away. The names of the six 
philologists appeared on the screen. The lights went on, but the silence was as deep and lasting as 
the darkness before it. Finally, the Secretary of State rose, looked at the President, received his nod, 
and said to Professor Goldman: 

"I desire your opinion, Professor. Are these faked? Do they originate on earth? Or are we dealing 
with Martians? That's not a dirty word. Everyone is thinking it; no one will say it. I want your 
opinion. 

"I am a scientist and a scholar, sir. I form opinions only when I have sufficient facts to make them 
credible. This is not the case now." 

"You have more facts than anyone on earth! You can read that outlandish gibberish!" 

"No more than you can, sir," Goldman replied softly. "What I have read, you have read." "You come 
to it as a philologist," the Secretary of State persisted. 

"Yes." 

"Then as a philologist, is it your opinion that this language originated on earth?" 

"How can I answer that, sir? What is my opinion worth when fashioned out of such thin stuff?" 

"Then tell us -- do you detect any relationship to any known Earthly language?" 

"No -- no, I do not," Goldman answered, smiling rather sadly. 

And then there was silence again. Now one of the President's secretaries appeared, and distributed 
copies of the affidavit to everyone present. A longer silence now, while the affidavits were studied. 
Then the French ambassador asked for the floor. 

"Mr. President," he said, "members of the cabinet and gentlemen -- many of you know that my own 
government discussed this same problem yesterday. I am instructed, if the occasion should so 
determine, to make a certain request of you. I think the occasion does so determine. I request that 
you send immediately for the Soviet Ambassador " 

No one was shocked or surprised by the suggestion. The Soviet Ambassador was sent for. He had 
evidently been waiting, for he arrived within minutes; and when he stated immediately that he 
would also represent the People's Republic of China or take his leave, the President of the United 
States suppressed a smile and nodded. He was given a pr�cis and a copy of the affidavit, and after 
he had read both, the meeting began. It went on until three o'clock on Wednesday morning, during 
which time thirty-two technical specialists arrived, gave opinion or testimony, and departed. Then 
the meeting was suspended for five hours -- and came together again with the representatives of 
India, China, Great Britain, Italy and Germany in attendance. At six o'clock Wednesday evening, the 
meeting was adjourned, and the following day an extraordinary session of the Assembly of the 
United Nations was called. By that time, Professor Goldman, with the assistance of Japanese, 
Chinese and Russian philologists, had completed a tentative translation of the film strip. Before this 
complete translation was published in the international press, it was made available to all delegates 
to the United Nations Assembly. 

On Saturday, only a week after Detective Sergeant Bristol had forced the door of the Fifth Avenue 
shop, the Premier of India arose to address the Assembly of the United Nations. 

"It is more than ironic," he said with some sadness, "that we who have been so savagely condemned 
by another planet, another culture and people, can find more than a little truth in the accusations. 



How close we have come, time and again, to accomplishing the destruction outlined by these people 
from outer space! And how unhappy it is to know our own fitful dream of a peaceful future must be 
laid aside, perhaps forever! Shall it be some consolation that we must join hands to fight another 
enemy rather than each other? I pray so, for it is not without deep grief that my country lays aside 
the slim shield of neutrality it has clung to so desperately. Gentlemen, India is yours; its teeming 
millions will labor in the common defense of our mother earth. Its inadequate mills and mines are at 
the world's disposal, and I hope with all my heart that we have time to build more. 

Then Russia spoke, then the United States. China and eight other countries were admitted to the 
United Nations without a veto; but this was only the beginning of a series of actions which led, 
within the month, to the creation of World Spaceways international plan for the building of four 
great space stations circling the earth, a mighty fleet of atomically powered space-ships, and the 
construction of a military defense base on the moon, under the control of the United Nations. A 
three-year plan for the defense of Earth was put into operation, and, as so few had anticipated, the 
beginnings of world government in terms of actual sovereign power, came with a comprehensive 
world general staff. 

Within three months after Detective Sergeant Bristol's discovery, the first world code of law was 
drafted and presented to the General Assembly. The antiquated and rusting ships of the navies of 
earth, the discarded and useless artillery, the already archaic guided missiles, the laughable small 
arms -- all of them bore witness to the beginning of world government. 

And in less than a year, Culpepper Motors, one of the largest industrial complexes on earth, 
announced that they had duplicated the Martian outboard atomic motor. The people of earth laughed 
and flexed their arms. When they looked up at the sky, at the tiny red orb of Mars, it was with 
growing confidence and lessening fear. 

For they had discovered a new name for themselves; they had discovered that they were a nation of 
mankind. It was a beginning -- rough and fumbling and uneasy in many of its aspects -- but 
nevertheless a beginning. And all over the earth, this beginning was celebrated in a variety of ways. 

At the home of Franklin Harwood Plummer, its eighty-three rooms nestled securely in the midst of 
an eleven hundred acre estate in New York's Putnam County, it was celebrated in a style befitting 
the place and circumstances. Mr. Plummer could and did give dinners that were large and important 
and unnoticed by the press -- a fact not unrelated to his control of a great deal of the press, among 
other things. But even for his baronial halls, this evening's gathering was large and unique, three 
hundred and twenty-seven men and women, apart from Mr. Plummer himself and his eighteen 
colleagues who composed the Board of Directors of Culpepper Motors. 

At fifty-eight, Mr. Plummer was President of Culpepper. Culpepper Motors had a net value of 
fifteen million dollars, a private industrial worth exceeded, in all the world, only by American Tel 
and Tel; but if one were to trace the interlocking and various influences of the nineteen board 
members, the question of worth became so large as to be meaningless. As the nominal lord of this 
giant enterprise, Mr. Plummer was best defined by his history. He had started, thirty-five years 
before, as a lathe operator in the old Lewet Shop, and he had fought and smashed and cut his way to 
the eventual top. In the recent history of America, there have been a few cases like his, but not more 
than you could count on the fingers of one hand. 

Even in his own circles, he was not loved; feared and respected he was, but without family or 
university, he remained a strange, violent and unpredictable interloper. He was tall and broad and 
red-faced and white-haired, and as he stood at one end of the great dining room in his overlarge and 
over-furnished home, he made reference to the fact that he did not even play goh. His three hundred 
and twenty-seven guests and his eighteen colleagues permitted themselves to smile slightly at that. 

"No," Mr. Plummer continued, "no golf, no tennis, no [sisuling] -- I have been what most of you 
would call a preoccupied man, and my preoccupation has been the making of money. If I have ever 
laved my conscience with any sop, it was to recollect that single witty remark of a man who was 



otherwise remarkably humorless, Calvin Coolidge who gave folk like myself grace by stating that 
the business of the United States was business." 

Mr. Plummer grinned. He had an infectious grin the smile a man who has made it beyond belief, 
who drives back to the old home town in a chrome-plated Cadillac. 

"I enjoy making money," he said simply. "I am accused of lusting for power. Hogwash! I lust for a 
naked and nasty word -- profit; always have and I always will. It embarrasses my eighteen 
colleagues, sitting here on either side of me, for me to be as blunt and ignoble as this; but I thank 
whatever gods may be that I have never been inhibited by breeding. I also make a double point. 
Firstly, the question of profit. I succeeded. Not only have I been able to insure and secure the future 
existence of Culpepper Motors, not only have I developed a situation where its profits will increase 
every year -- perhaps double every five years, which makes our stock a pretty good investment for 
any of you -- but I have been able to bring together under this roof as fine a collection of human 
beings as mankind can provide. I will not try to explain what that means to me -- what it has meant 
to know and work with each of the three hundred and twenty-seven people here. I think you can 
guess. 

"Secondly, I said what I said to ease the feelings of those among you who have cooperated in our 
enterprise and have been paid for their cooperation as against those who would accept no pay. 
Those who have been paid may feel a certain guilt. To that I say nonsense! No one does anything 
strictly for money; there are always other factors. I know. I went into this for dollars and cents plain 
and simple, and so did my holier than God colleagues on my Board of Directors. We have all 
changed in the process. My colleagues can stop wishing me dead. I love them for what they are 
now. I did not love them for what they were when we began this enterprise two years ago. "Sitting 
among you, there is one Jonas Wayne, of Fort Fayette, Kentucky. He is an old-fashioned 
blacksmith, and possibly the finest hand worker in metal in America. Our enterprise would have 
been more difficult, if not impossible, without him. Yet he would not take a dollar from me not even 
for expenses. He is a God-fearing man, and he saw himself as doing God's work, not mine. Perhaps 
so. I don't know. At the same table with him is M. Orendell, the Ambassador of France. He is far 
from being a rich man, and his expenses have been paid. We have no secrets here. We live and die 
with our knowledge, as a unique fraternity. Professor Julius Goldman would you please stand up. 
Professor was, as you know, central to our whole scheme. If it was painless for him to decipher the 
Martian script, it was far from painless for him to devise it -- a task that took more hours of work 
than the building of the motor. He would take no money -- not because he is religious but because 
as he puts it, he is a scientist. Komo Aguchi, the physicist -- he is at the table with Dr. Goldman, 
accepted one hundred thousand dollars, which he spent in an attempt to cure his wife, who is dying 
of cancer. Shall we judge him? Or shall we put cancer on the immediate agenda? 

"And what of Detective Sergeant Tom Bristol? Is he an honest cop or a dishonest cop? He accepted 
four hundred shares of Culpepper Motors -- a hundred for each of his children. He wants them to go 
to college, and they will. Miss Clementina Arden, possibly the finest decorator here or on Mars, 
charged us forty thousand dollars for her contribution to the decor. The price was reasonable. She is 
a hardheaded business woman, and if she does not look after herself, who will? Yet she has turned 
down other jobs. She didn't turn down this one. 

"Well, my good friends, ladies and gentlemen we will not meet again, ever. My father, a working 
man all his life, once said that perhaps if I opened a store, even a small store, I would no longer 
have my life subject to the crazy whim of this boss or that. Maybe he was right. Finally, with your 
good help, I opened three stores. The total cost, if you are interested, was twenty-one million 
dollars, more or less, and a shrewd investment, I don't mind saying. Culpepper Motors will add five 
times that sum to its profits over the next three months. And our three stores, I do believe, have 
accomplished a little something that wiser men have failed to do. 

"That is all I have to say. Many of you may regret that no monuments will enshrine our work. I wish 
we could change that, but we can't. For myself, I feel that when a man's wealth reaches a certain 



point of large discomfort, he does better to remain out of the public's eye. So guard our secret -- not 
because you will be believed if you reveal it, but because you will be laughed at . . ." 

As time passed, the question arose as to the disposition of the one thing of value left by the "space 
merchants" as they came to be called -- the solid gold letters. Finally, those from the Fifth Avenue 
shop were set in a glass display case at the United Nations. So visitors to the national museum of 
France or Japan -- or to the United Nations, have always before them to remind them, in letters of 
gold: 

MARS PRODUCTS
________________________________________________________________________________

Wrath of the Purple
By Howard Melvin Fast

It happens frequently that some marvelous discovery made by a brilliant scientist for  
the good of humanity proves fatal and catastrophic instead, but that fact is not going to 
prevent brilliant and enterprising scientists from continuing their painstaking search for  
something new and startling. How can any man foresee dire results from apparently 
innocent experiments? 
The answer is here proved once more--he can't.

It is strange how changed the aspect of a thing becomes when one looks at it in retrospect. Men 
laugh at a war which devastated the earth a generation before, and belittle a flood which brought 
doom and destruction upon half a nation. Thus it is not strange that the great catastrophe of 1939 
should lose the place of prominence which it has occupied for the past decade. 

It is only when one flies above the wasteland, above one of the fourteen states which the Purple Life 
devastated, that the full immensity of the catastrophe is realized. It is only then, when one sees with 
his own eyes the stark mountains from which the forest has been stripped, the scattered underbrush 
making futile efforts to cover the barren ground, and the countless ruins that were once prosperous 
hamlets, that a storm of wrath overtakes him and he curses the perpetrator of this horror. And he 
will curse, as millions before him have cursed, the name of Doctor Richard Carter. 

I do not write this as an apology for Doctor Carter, nor as an eulogy. His was a crime, a crime 
against all humanity. But he also saved a world from doom, a doom which threatened to wipe from 
the face of the earth every living creature but one. 

He is dead. He has paid the supreme penalty at the hands of a wrathful mob. Try to think kindly of 
him, to know him as I know him, as a great scientist and a humane man, as one of those many who 
gave their lives to humanity. 

To his memory I dedicate this account of the happenings of the winter of 1939. 

The Purple Life: strange, is it not, that that thing which caused destruction unparalleled in history 
should be called life? But it was life; that I have always insisted, although Doctor Carter thought 
differently. He said--but let me tell it all, from the night I received the message from Doctor Carter. 

My acquaintance with Doctor Carter began at college. I was taking a pre-medical course. He was an 
instructor in biology, one of the youngest of the staff. He was my senior by only a few years and we 
struck up a fast friendship. We worked together quite frequently. His specialty was cellular research. 
I was interested in bacteriology. Our branches of work were closely enough related for us to be of 
assistance to each other. Then I graduated and went to Glasgow to complete my studies. 

Upon my return to America, I set up a research laboratory in New York. Here again my work 



brought me into contact with Doctor Carter. During the next five years our friendship was renewed. 
We collaborated in several volumes upon cellular research. Then I received an offer as a 
government bacteriologist, which I accepted. My work took me to Washington and kept me there 
for seven years. It was as the beginning of my seventh winter there that the two events occurred that 
changed the entire course of my life. 

I was appointed head of the government bacteriological staff, and I received the following telegram 
from Doctor Carter. The punctuation is added. 

"Come at once. Matter of utmost importance. Threatens to involve entire nation. Cannot explain 
other than to say I have blundered upon something which may destroy civilization itself. Will be 
waiting at Duplex Hotel. Come at once." 

To say the telegram surprised me would be to put it mildly. It certainly served to stifle my elation at 
the news of my appointment. The message itself was as unlike Doctor Carter as anything 
conceivable. He was essentially the scientist, coldly calculating and not given to emotional outburst. 
Only in a case of urgent necessity would he send such a message. He was not the man to magnify a 
trouble. If he said the matter was one of national importance, I could rest assured that it was. Only 
one course lay open to me. I wired that I would leave for New York immediately. 

As head of the bacteriological staff my time would be much my own. Accordingly, I gave notice to 
my subordinates that I was leaving for New York upon official business, and that they could reach 
me at either the Duplex Hotel or the home of Doctor Carter. 

I had seen Doctor Carter only three months before. The difference between his former hearty self 
and the man who met me in the magnificent lobby of the Duplex Hotel, was startling and almost 
unbelievable. He had aged twenty years in those three months. His hair was gray and his eyes dim 
and sunken. His face was haggard, drawn, as is the face of a man who has looked upon death and 
found it terrifying. 

He was obviously relieved at my presence, and grasped my hand as a drowning man would a straw. 

"Frank!" he cried. "You came, my boy! God, if you could only know what a relief it is to have you 
here, to have someone to talk openly to, to confide in. Frank, you will never know what I have gone 
through these past three weeks. 

"But you must be starved. Come, we'll sup in the roof garden. Later you can have my story." 

A thousand and a half feet above New York, in a glass-topped conservatory, we had our dinner. The 
city sprawled at our feet. North, south, east, west--as far as eye could reach lay that pattern of 
blocks, relieved here and there by slim fingers of stone, glass, and metal. New York! New York the 
living, the pregnant, the imperishable! Never could I look at it without having that same thrill of 
achievement, of pride in all man has accomplished. And now it seemed more alive than ever; 
seemed to whisper to me and give me a message I could not translate. I turned to Carter. 

He was leaning forward, regarding the city with the strange fascination of one who looks at tragedy, 
grim, stark tragedy. Then he shook himself and look about him, as if he were coming out of a 
stupor. 

"Frank, look at it." His voice was low; it was like the voice of a man who speaks of death. "In a few 
weeks it will be gone, all gone, crushed, destroyed by that which I have created. For God's sake, 
Frank, help me; I need it." 

I was convinced, somehow, that he spoke the truth, and pressed him for an explanation, but it was 
not until we were in his car, driving toward his home, that he gave me the story. 

"You know, no doubt," he began, "why I changed my residence from New York to a mountainside 
in Ulster County. My work involved certain dissection and vivisection; it was work which I could 
not perform in a crowded community. Thus, I established my laboratory in one of the few remaining 
isolated sections within convenient driving distance of New York. 



"There, for the past three years, I have been engaged upon cellular research in a seemingly futile 
quest for the secret of life. My ultimate object has been the restoration of organs of the human body. 

"In the beginning, I confined myself to the grafting of limbs upon animals. Then a new thought 
occurred to me. I would search for the secret of life itself, would discover the basic organization of 
protoplasm. Once the idea had taken hold, it became an obsession with me. Life, I reasoned, had 
been originally created, either by accident or by design. What had been done once, might be done 
again. 

"You have heard of the theory of spontaneous generation?" 

"Yes," I replied. A theory long discarded." 

"True. It has been discarded, but it has never been entirely disproved." 

"But surely," I said, "you do not, in this age of exact science, accept spontaneous generation." 

"Why not? That in all probability was the manner in which life came into being. And how do you 
account for new diseases, new bacteria, new protozoa? No! Not only do I believe in spontaneous 
generation, but I have seen it occur." 

"You have seen it occur?" His awful earnestness held me. 

"Yes. I have seen certain elements combined in correct quantities under given conditions assume 
that which we speak of as life." 

My senses whirled. "You have overworked, old man. You need a rest." But I believed him in spite 
of myself. I tried to tell myself that he was mad, when I knew him to be sane, mercilessly sane. 

"No," he said. "Would to God that I were mad, but I am not, unless you mean the madness of fear, 
of worry." 

"Then you have done what man has dreamed of doing throughout the ages--you have created life?" 

"Either life or something that resembles life more than anything man has heretofore produced." 

"Why man," I cried, "do you realize what this will mean to humanity?" 

"Yes," he said slowly, "it will mean death, ruin, destruction, and ultimate doom." 

He spoke no more, but gave his attention to the road. Knowing Doctor Carter, I did not press him 
for further explanation, but turned over, in my mind, what he had just told me. Undoubtedly, he was 
preparing me for what was to come. 

We were well out of New York now, and swirling along the new West Shore speed highway. A 
slight fall of snow had covered the ground, and the road, a bright white ribbon in the moonlight, 
stretched away before us. 

It was almost midnight when he put his car up the last stretch of road, a rough lumber track which 
wound its way up a seemingly impassable mountainside. It was bitterly cold, and the snow upon the 
road made the going doubly difficult. 

With a sigh of relief I sank into a commodious chair and stretched my feet toward the Doctor's 
blazing fire. After steaming tea had further fortified us against the bitterness of the night, we took 
our pipes to the library and the Doctor continued his story. 

"Frank," he said, looking at me through the blue smoke that curled about his face and hair, "did you 
ever realize how greatly our imaginations are limited by what we know or have seen. What has man 
ever done that is truly creative? What has he ever conceived that is not a repetition of that which has 
existed before. True, he has introduced variety, but is he capable of imagining that which is a true 
departure from anything heretofore known? I do not think so. 

"We know only one form of life, that which has the cell as a basis. Knowing only that form, we can 
conceive of no other. Frank, can you picture life with no cellular structure; life that is not 



protoplasm; life that is life in name only? Can you picture elements, energized so that they can 
absorb nourishment from the earth or the air, and yet having no discernible means of doing so? Can 
you picture such a thing doubling its size every three or four days and disintegrating all organic 
matter which it comes into contact with? Can you picture that thing, let loose upon a peaceful 
countryside, increasing its bulk at an unthought of rate, destroying, like some grim reaper, all in its 
path? Calculate its rate of increase and you will know what I know, that if that thing is not destroyed 
within thirty days, not only America, but the entire world is doomed." 

This was too much for a finite mind to quickly grasp. Either the man was mad--but no, his face gave 
no lie to his sanity. He spoke the truth. 

"But come," I said, "take the funereal expression off your face. If such a thing exists, it is not 
invulnerable. We must act quickly and destroy it while it is yet small enough to control." 

"Small enough to control!" He shook his head wearily. Slowly he got to his feet and passed a worn 
hand across his brow. Motioning me to follow, he led the way through the house to one of the rear 
rooms. Here he threw open a window, unlocked the storm shutters, and pointed up the hillside. 

"There," he said, "does that look small enough to control?" 

I drew back in surprise. From a point about two hundred yards above us to another point three 
hundred yards further up, the mountain side was dull purple. The silver rays of the full moon lit its 
surface with an unearthly radiance. Almost it seemed alive, like some great omnipotent monster 
lying in wait for its prey. In shape it was roughly circular, its height, as nearly as I could judge, was 
over thirty feet. Its strangest feature was the illusion of transparency it gave an observer. I imagined 
that I could see into it, deep into its violet core, and discern dull purple fires. I did not need the 
words of Doctor Carter to assure me that it was alive, potent. 

Carter pointed to the center of the purple mass. "That was my laboratory." 

Silently we returned to the library. I had a strange reluctance to speak, to discuss that thing upon the 
hillside. A feeling of lethargy, of futility had overtaken me. Wearily, I sank into a chair. The Doctor 
stood before the hearth, his drawn features outlined in the crimson glow of the flames. 

"We have three days here--in this house. Then it will be gone." His voice was tired. 

I said nothing. I was thinking, or rather trying to force my harassed brain to function. Now, looking 
back, I wonder that I did not suggest some plan of action, some method of attack. Perhaps it was 
due to the feeling of helplessness, of despair which the Purple exerts upon all who see it for the first 
time, or perhaps it was because I suddenly realized the vast responsibility which would rest upon 
me, as head of the government bacteriological staff. 

The Doctor was speaking again. "My assistant slept in the laboratory. I left him there--with the 
Purple. In the morning he was dead--in the Purple. His body----" 

His face was working, straining as he lived over that fatal morning, when we saw the first of its 
victims. 

"Since then, I have attempted to destroy it. I tried everything--gas, heat, bacteria, dynamite, acid--all 
to no avail. Once, intense heat might have killed it. Now it is too late. It thrives upon cold. Acid 
makes almost no impression upon it. You could explode a thousand tons of dynamite in it and every 
minute fragment would live and grow. I have injected it with bacteria, with every obtainable 
species, yet they have less effect than they would have upon the earth itself. I have attempted to 
grow molds and fungus upon it. All was futile. It destroys all that is organic, acts as a powerful 
corrosive." 

He held out his hands. The fingers were covered with the scars of recently healed sores. 

"This," he said, "is the result of a first contact." Then he stood at the hearth, silently, while I gazed 
moodily into the fire. When he spoke again, it was not to me but to the swirling flames. "You will 



have to inform the authorities?" 

"Yes," I answered. "That will be my duty." 

He sighed, and his bowed shoulders slumped just a bit more. "I put it off as long as I could. I 
wanted you to know first, to see for yourself. And then, it is doubtful as to how the populace will 
react." 

"You can reassure yourself upon that score," I said. "It will be kept from the public as long as 
possible." 

"And how long do you think that will be, once it begins to cover farms and cities?" 

"That will not be for some time." 

Doctor Carter shook his head. "You do not realize the speed with which that thing increases itself. 
In a few days it will cover this house. A week or two more, and the entire valley will be inundated. 
In another month, New York; then the North Atlantic seaboard; then count the days, before North 
America becomes a sacrifice to this thing I have created. 

But now, away from the brooding significance of the Purple, I was recovering my assurance. I 
cleared my throat and spoke more buoyantly than I had since I received Doctor Carter's telegram. 
"Something there is that will stop it; something that will destroy it, as remorselessly as it destroys 
all in its path. Tomorrow, we will leave for Washington. The entire resources of the government will 
be placed at your disposal. My staff will be constantly at your command. Surely, before the week is 
up, you will have discovered something, something with which to fight and destroy this menace." 

The next morning I had my first intimate view of the Purple. It had increased appreciably since last 
night, and now, as I stood before it, I could feel it swell and grow. Its smooth gelatinous surface 
suggested, ironically enough, grape jelly. I had an insane desire to taste some of it, to plunge my 
hand into it and press it to my mouth. 

Doctor Carter turned to me, a curious smile upon his face. He had changed visibly since the night, 
had thrown off the mantle of gloom which hung about him, and now he seemed a different man. He 
was as one who has been given a challenge and braces himself to meet it. 

"Looks pretty harmless, doesn't it?" He held a walking stick in his hand, and now he plunged it into 
the jelly-like mass. For a moment, nothing happened, then the wood seemed to wilt and crumble 
away. Only then, when I saw that polished hardwood melt like butter, did I realize what we were 
facing. 

Doctor Carter salvaged the remains of his stick and cast it away. "That is what happened to 
Johnson's body; this is what became of my laboratory; and that will be its effect upon every organic 
obstacle that bars its path. You see, then, that we are facing ultimate destruction." 

I had phoned for the county sheriff and when we returned to the house, he was waiting for us. I 
explained to him the situation and the developments we expected. From his attitude, I could see that 
he thought we were either mad or the engineers of a huge hoax. It was only after I had shown him 
my credentials and had given him a first hand exhibition of the action of the Purple, that the twin 
lights of fear and belief appeared in his eyes. 

I explained explicitly the developments that were expected in the three days I would be gone, and 
how to meet them. 

He was to communicate with the state police and have the district within a radius of two miles put 
under martial law. He was to order complete evacuation of the district and under no circumstance 
was he to give any information to the public or the press. I assured him that I would return in three 
days or less, and that, until then, no measures, other than those I had given him, were to be taken 
against the Purple. And lastly, I warned him against the deadliness of the menace. Its stroke was 
quicker and more decisive than the sting of a rattler. It killed with more certainty than the deadliest 



infernal machine. And the death it dealt was crueler than any man had known. No living thing must 
touch its deadly surface. The growing fear in his little eyes assured me that the precautions would 
be well taken... 

It was high noon when Doctor Carter and I stepped off the plane at Washington. We went first to the 
offices of the Secretary of the Interior and laid the entire story before him. Only after several hours' 
discussion did we convince him of its truthfulness. The samples of the Purple, which we had 
brought from New York, were the final factor in obtaining his belief. He was won over and asked us 
to present any plans which we had for the solution of the problem. 

One of the strange features of those first few days was that no one of us connected with the battle 
against the Purple, excepting perhaps, Doctor Carter, realized the full imminence of this new 
menace. It was significant that the Secretary did not, at that time, reproach Doctor Carter. "We 
must," he said, "make great sacrifices in the name of science." And he was one of the men who later 
suggested hanging Doctor Carter as the perpetrator of one of the most terrible and destructive 
crimes against humanity. This, to show what panic will do to the most staid of mankind. 

Firstly, I asked that all chemical and biological resources of the country be placed at the disposal of 
Doctor Carter, and secondly, that, temporarily at least, I should be placed in charge of all measures 
taken against the Purple. 

The Secretary assured me that this could be done, at least for the time, and then asked what steps I 
proposed to take. 

"I desire," I told him, "to test the effects of gas, electricity, and rays upon the Purple. Failing in that, 
I will attempt wholesale destruction by chemical flames. 

"I also want you to use your influence to have the army and the navy placed at my disposal, and to 
grant me absolute authority within the area defined by a radius of five hundred miles from Ulster 
county." 

The Secretary and Doctor Carter gasped in astonishment. What I was asking for was virtual 
dictatorship over the center of the country's industrial and commercial section. 

The Secretary shook his head. "I am afraid," he said, that what you ask cannot be granted. Nor does 
the situation seem to warrant such drastic action. It would be more customary, in such a 
predicament as this, to place the authority in the hands of the army or the local authorities." 

Inwardly, I cursed his narrow-mindedness. 

"Can't you see," cried Doctor Carter, "that this is not an ordinary occasion; that this is an emergency 
unlike anything heretofore encountered by man. We must work quickly. In speed lies our only 
salvation, our only hope. We cannot wait for the official machinery to function. Both the army and 
the local authorities will be slow, entangled in the conventional red tape, as they are. If unchecked, 
even for weeks, the destruction wrought by this thing will make the Great War harmless by 
comparison. The fate of our nation, the United States of America, hangs in the balance. This is not a 
matter of politics, of territory, of state or city rights. It is a crisis in the existence of humanity itself." 

"And what," asked the Secretary, "makes you believe that your colleague is the man for the 
dictatorship?" 

Doctor Carter leaned forward. "Sir," he said with grim earnestness, "forget, for once, about your 
army, your navy, your police, about all means of force. Science has created this thing and only 
science can destroy it." He pointed to me. "He is a man of science." The calm assurance of his 
words seemed to quell the Secretary's last doubts. He was won over. 

The Secretary was to return to New York with me. Doctor Carter remained at my Washington 
laboratories. He was convinced that all my efforts would be futile. Before I left he had a few words 
with me, alone. 



"Frank," he said, "once I thought I created life; now I know differently. We call it life because we 
can conceive of no other name for it. But it is not life. Nor is it lifeless. Perhaps there has been a 
certain change within the very atoms themselves. Perhaps we have chanced upon something so 
different that we cannot venture a thought as to its identity. The human mind is very finite. This 
thing is too big for me. It leaves me bewildered and terrified. 

"But Frank, I have the formula and I have the method. What I once did, I can do again. There must 
be a reagent which will destroy this thing. From a strange world, I drew the Purple, and from the 
same world I will draw its doom." 

I clutched at his arm. "For God's sake, Doctor, leave that formula alone. Burn it, destroy it, but don't 
chance letting loose another menace such as this upon the world." 

"Frank," he retorted, "unless the Purple is destroyed, there will be no world of man to let loose 
another menace upon. No Frank, we must fight this thing with a weapon yet unknown to man. It is 
our only hope..." 

The next afternoon the Secretary and I left for New York. His special plane touched the waters of 
the Upper Bay in less than an hour. 

Immediately after landing, we directed our steps toward the City Hall, and were closeted for several 
hours with the Mayor. He was already cognizant of the situation, having received daily reports from 
the up-state officials. It seemed that the thing had increased at an unbelievable rate, far beyond 
anything which the Doctor or I had expected.. We explained to the Mayor what developments might 
be expected, and asked him to be prepared to take measures to evacuate the city. The Secretary then 
asked that all resources of the City be placed at my disposal. At a time like this State and City rights 
must be submerged to a common good. 

We were leaving the City Hall, when the first blow fell. The voice of a news boy was bawling 
through the street. "Wuxtry! Read all about the Purple Menace! Wuxtry!" I bought a copy and 
stared in bewilderment at the heavy black type. 

"Country Doomed By Purple Menace!" it read. And beneath that, sprawled over the face of the 
page, was the entire story of the Purple Life. And the papers had spared no efforts to make it 
sensational. Maps, covered with circles to show the advance of the Purple; first hand pictures of the 
Purple itself; pictures of the land before and after the Purple had wrought its wrath; yes, those 
papers certainly saw their point and played to it. Forty days existence were given to the United 
States. 

The Secretary tore the paper from my hands, and turned blue as he read it. "Someone will pay for 
this," he roared. "I'll break their damned sheet." 

I shrugged my shoulders. After all, this was to be expected. According to the papers, the thing was 
over two miles in diameter. Nothing of that size could be kept from the public. And perhaps it was 
best that the populace should be warned when the thing was yet comparatively small; it might avoid 
later panics. 

We planned our campaign. The Secretary would return to Washington. He would have to confer 
with the President as to the mobilization of the nation's forces. He left me with full authority to 
undertake those measures which I had suggested, and even went to the trouble of chartering a plane 
for my own use. 

Blasé New York took the matter calmly. People discussed it at their dinner tables, and it became a 
subject for intellectual controversy, but they held little doubt as to the ability of the authorities to 
control it. 

I made provision for the transportation of the chemicals and the gas, and then took a taxi to Curtis 
Field. There, I obtained the planes needed in the work and provided for the establishment of a base 
in the vicinity of the Purple. 



Then I flew to the scene of the action. The fact that the place was under martial law did not serve to 
dispel the crowds of the curious. One of the small country towns had already been partly buried by 
the gelatinous mass. The State Police were attempting to clear the streets and the houses of angry 
citizens. One old lady protested that she had lived in that village for sixty years and was not 
prepared to move before a pile of grape jelly. That little incident cast a shadow of coming troubles. 
Would millions of people part with their most cherished possessions willingly? Would they be 
passive, or would we witness mob revolt unprecedented in history? I wondered. 

One glance at that quivering violet pile convinced me of the futility of my efforts. A solid wall of 
purple, perhaps a hundred feet in height, stretched away upon either side. Its movement was clearly 
perceptible now, and like some grim monster, it came on, destroying all before it. I thought of that 
glacier, which was some day to cover the earth with a blanket of unending ice. Ruefully, I reflected 
that the story was not far from consummation, only this time it was not ice. 

Troops were arriving in a steady stream, and I could hear the low hum of planes. Several loud 
detonations came from the Purple and making out a squadron of bombers, I remembered Doctor 
Carter's words. "You could explode a thousand pounds of dynamite in it and every minute fragment 
would live and grow." 

Futile, I thought, all is futile. No efforts of man can destroy that bulk. 

When the chemicals and gas came, I proceeded with my experiments. The pitiful insignificance of 
my materials chilled my heart. It was all so useless, so terribly futile. As I expected, the Purple 
remained unaffected. Tear gas, mustard gas, chlorine, hydrogen, helium--all were tried and all 
failed. On the morrow I would proceed with my plan of chemical combustion. The Secretary had 
pulled the wires well. Thousands of tons of combustibles were arriving hourly. But no hope rose in 
my breast. The Purple was too great, too powerful. The chill about my heart increased. 

Before dark I took an observation flight over the Purple. One speaks easily of three or four miles, 
but it was not until I had seen the Purple from above, had seen that livid blot upon the peaceful 
landscape, that I realized how very much land could be included in a circle of that diameter. 

In the dark of the night I was awakened by a trooper. The Purple had increased at a rate beyond that 
which we had expected. It was at our very bedsides. I slept no more that night. 

In the gray of the dawn we commenced operations. Plane after plane circled above the Purple and 
dropped continually a living stream of fire. Soon the face of the Purple had become a leaping mass 
of flames. For two hours operations continued and then the supply of chemicals was exhausted. 

It was a last crushing blow to look upon that unruffled purple surface. If the flames had done any 
harm, it was too insignificant to be noticed. Life, then, seemed very, very hopeless. 

The next days were reminiscent of the retreat of some defeated army. Step by step we gave ground 
to the Purple. To what purpose the government massed their troops about the Purple, I do no know. 
It is strange that in times of stress man's first thoughts are of force. But the troops only sat by their 
guns, although now and again they moved in orderly retreat. 

Water was a last futile hope. Would the advancing purple tide cross the Hudson River? Anxiously 
we waited and then we saw--saw our last hope dashed to pieces. The Purple overtook the stream, 
and, like a monster animal rolling its bulk in some tiny water hole, dispersed it. 

Then the Nation awoke to the crisis. Not yet with panic, but with the grim seriousness of a country 
going into war. And like a nation going into war, they mobilized their forces of relief and 
opposition. Then, I was proud of my country. 

I need not weary you with a detailed account of that which you know so well; the advance of the 
Purple through New York State. Sufficient to say that I aged a lifetime in the next week. In my 
dreams I live over those days, and often I wake, cold and wet, to see again those proud cities 
smothered beneath the mass of the Purple. Arrogant in its omnipotent wrath, it crept down the 



Hudson River, overwhelming and destroying, one by one, the cities that had arisen upon her banks. 
Poughkeepsie, Newburgh, Tarrytown, Irvington, Yonkers, each in turn surrendered to the unhalting 
mass. 

I was in New York when the great exodus began. New York was being abandoned. New York the 
great, the jewel of America, the most magnificent metropolis of a world, was spread upon the altar, 
a sacrifice to the Purple. 

From the tower of the old Empire State Building we watched the advance of the Purple. It seemed 
that notwithstanding the efforts of the police to clear the city, the greater part of the populace had 
delayed their departure until the last moment. Now, like crawling streams of ants, the cars and 
people poured over the bridges that were the outlets of Manhattan. Now one of the lines threw itself 
into a tangle. Women screamed, whistles shrilled, automobile horns sounded, and the cars and 
people piled up in an ever increasing mass. The streets were black with people for blocks around, 
with a shrieking, groaning, fear-ridden mob. Later, we learned that almost a thousand lives had been 
snuffed out in that mad scramble to leave the doomed city. The bridges and streets were still choked 
with frightened humanity, when the first of the Purple came into sight. 

Slowly, majestically, like some deliberate stream of water, the Purple poured over the city. 
Reluctantly, as though loath to part with what had so long been its heritage, the city gave over its 
countless dwellings to the irresistible tide. First to yield was the residential sections of Bronx and 
Manhattan. Easily, the Purple made its conquest there. More stubborn were the skyscrapers of 
midtown. Even after the Purple had passed them, they held themselves aloft, cried that they would 
not bow, that they were New York the eternal. Silently we watched it until the Purple was beneath 
our very feet. The city was dead now, cleared of all humanity, except a few observers who retreated 
before the Purple. We were the last to leave that silent place. Step by step we gave ground to that 
rolling tide. 

Hours later my plane circled over New York. It was a vast tombstone, a city that was dead. Where 
streets and houses had been, where traffic had roared and millions of people slept, only the purple 
tide eddied. Now and then a faint crash would mark the yielding of another proud skyscraper to the 
weight of the Purple. A noble city had died. 

All America unselfishly joined in the relief work. Millions were homeless. The task of feeding and 
housing them was one to stagger the stoutest of nations. And, added to those were the millions daily 
made homeless by the advance of the Purple. Connecticut, Rhode Island, Massachusetts, Vermont, 
New Hampshire, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, one and all they felt the relentless grip of the Purple 
Life. 

The world was first awakening to the imminence of the new menace, and it was with the wild 
fearfulness of the cornered hart, who sees the hunters approaching but is kept at bay by the dogs. A 
wave of panic swept the world. There was talk of an exodus to Mars or Venus in the new rocket 
ships. Others suggested digging vast caverns into which the people would retreat after the Purple 
had conquered the world. Fanatical preachers screamed of the Judgment Day, while gray-haired 
scientists shook their heads in despair. A worldwide panic, which dwarfed into insignificance the 
depression of nineteen thirty-two, gripped the financial world. 

Then began the great American emigration. One thought superseded all others: that America was 
doomed. Thousands fled to Europe, until the European nations threw up immigration barriers and 
forbade further refuge upon their shores. Then they turned to Canada. At first refuge was not 
denied; then when the Canadians saw the Purple approach their border, they forbade immigration. 
Troops were thrown along the border and in places pitched battles were fought. There would have 
been war then, were war not so futile in the face of that greater menace, the Purple. In Mexico the 
situation was different. At first, Mexican troops were thrown along the border. Then the 
Southwesterners grew desperate. They stormed the border and in parts broke through, although 
those that did, were wiped out as soon as they were in Mexico proper. The world from an orderly 



group of nations, became an uncalculating mob. Rioting grew in all countries. Two thousand years 
of civilization were forgotten. Pandemonium reigned. 

And then a voice above the others cried out against the perpetrator of this crime. And the cry was 
taken up by the masses until the name of Doctor Carter was cursed in every country upon the face 
of the earth. A second Judas they called him--a man who had not only betrayed his master but 
humanity itself. 

And then I received a message from Doctor Carter--the first since we parted at Washington. "Am on 
the track," it read. "Come quickly if possible." I left at once. Anything was better than to watch the 
Purple in its remorseless advance. 

When Washington fell beneath the Purple, the Government moved to Columbus, Ohio. There, in the 
building that had been set aside for our use, I met Doctor Carter. He had changed, changed in more 
ways than one. His hair was white and his face was thin to emaciation. But the difference lay in his 
eyes. They were bright, shining, as are the eyes of man who has been snatched from the jaws of 
death. And in them was hope, such as I had not seen in the eyes of any man for days. 

"Frank," he said, "these past days have gone badly with you. You have worked hard, too hard." It 
was typical of Doctor Carter that at a time when he was prepared to disclose a secret that gave life 
to man, he should inquire as to my health. He was ever thus, thinking little of himself and much of 
others. 

"There will be no rest," I answered gloomily, "until the Purple is gone or the earth becomes a place 
of dead memories." 

Doctor Carter was smiling now, the first smile I had seen for many long days. "And it will be gone, 
Frank, as soon as we can manufacture enough rays to destroy it." 

"Rays, rays?" I shook my head. "Destroy it?" Again I shook my head. Something in the scheme of 
things was wrong, radically wrong. I should not be here, listening to wild speculation; I should not 
be gathering hope; I should be back there, back with the Purple, fighting it, building futile barriers, 
lighting pitiful fires, fighting, always fighting. I should not be here. I should not hope. There was no 
hope, no hope, only the Purple, the Purple. Suddenly the room flashed with a thousand fires. Purple 
flames darted about and above me. All was Purple! Purple everywhere! Then the Doctor was 
bending above me. 

Half-laughing, half-crying, he led me into his study. He gave me a drink and it served to bring me to 
my senses. Things began to right themselves and the Purple flames died away. He shook his head 
reassuringly. Just a simple reaction, he said; the news was too much and too good, after the terrific 
mental tension. I sighed and dropped back in the chair. 

Then, suddenly, I sat up and looked at him. "You weren't fooling me, you weren't jesting! Tell me 
you weren't jesting." 

He shook his head. "I was not," he said slowly. Then he walked to the center of the room and laid 
his hand upon a small replica of one of those great power-lights they use on landing fields. "This," 
he said, "is our salvation." 

"But what----" 

Again he shook his head. "I cannot explain. I hardly understand it myself. You remember that it was 
with a ray that I brought about the change in matter that created the Purple. That ray did something 
to the atoms, changed some part of their inner structures. I have been experimenting with that same 
ray, attempting to create life again, attempting to find something that would destroy the Purple. 
Then I thought of varying the wave length of the ray and chanced upon this." He pointed to the 
thing in the center of the room. 

"But what is it?" I exclaimed, "what use is it?" 



He made no answer, but turned to a large cabinet. He swung open the door, and I started back in 
surprise. There was the Purple, throbbing and glowing in all its malignancy. He swung the ray 
projector about until its lens faced the cabinet. Then he touched a button upon its surface. There was 
a blue flash, a rush of air, and where the Purple was, showed only the metal sides of the cabinet. 
Holes gaped from its rear panel and the wall behind it was similarly scarred. 

The Doctor turned to me and smiled, for I was still gazing at the spot where the Purple had been. "It 
is very dangerous," he said. "Had I left it on for another moment, the house would be down upon 
our heads." 

I was speechless. I could only gasp, "What is it, what is it?" 

The Doctor turned to the projector. "A practical disintegration ray..." 

It is said that we are possessed of a certain sixth sense, an intuition. Perhaps it was this that made 
the Doctor so carefully instruct me in the manufacture and use of the ray. He warned me not to 
delay, but to strike at once. Time was precious. Each hour, thousands of people were being made 
homeless. The whole country must turn to the manufacture of the ray projectors. "Hurry," he urged 
me, "time is precious." 

And then from without there came a murmur; like the rising power of the surf, it rose and swelled. 
A rattle of stones sounded against the broad windows. The Doctor and I stepped towards them. A 
huge mob of homeless men and women had gathered in the court, and now they surged back and 
forth, calling out Doctor Carter's name. 

The Doctor turned to me, a strange smile upon his face. "I will tell them," he cried, "we are sure of 
success; let them be happy too." And before I could move to stop him, he stepped out upon the tiny 
stone balcony. 

He raised his arms for silence. There was something dynamic in his presence, something which 
quieted the mob, as oil quiets troubled waters. Then he began to speak. 

His voice was powerful, musical with suppressed gladness. Slowly he spoke, begging them to 
forgive him, to forgive him for what he had done and now had the power to undo. Then, from 
somewhere in the mob, there was a shot. Doctor Carter crumpled back into the room, hands 
clenched at his breast. The mob, caught with sudden fear, melted away. 

I knelt beside him and lifted his head. He murmured a few words about the ray projector, and died. I 
knelt there, warm tears rolling down my cheeks. 

The next day the nation, from depths of despair, was lifted to heights of wildest exultation. They 
had a martyr and they had a cure. Life again was good. But I could think only of my friend, lying 
before that window, dead. 

What need to tell more? What need to tell of those next days, days through which I moved as does 
one who is in the grip of a nightmare, and always with the face of that white-haired scientist before 
me. But they are part of this chronicle, and happy days they were; happiness that, to me, was mixed 
with grief, grief over him who was my friend. 

As an individual, the nation turned to the manufacture of the ray projectors. Every available factory 
ran day and night. The projectors poured forth in an unending stream, Day and night the blue flames 
crackled; day and night men fought the Purple. Foot by foot it gave ground. More projectors came 
forth, more blue flames darted against the Purple, and more ground came from beneath its grasp. It 
was a hard fight, but not a losing one. Each new bit of ground that emerged gave the fighters further 
hope. Then, twenty-one days after the day on which I first saw the Purple, the last of that dread 
menace disappeared into nothingness. The world took a deep breath and sighed... 

There are those who say that good came of the Purple Life. Perhaps that is so. Perhaps nothing God 
ordains is without good, yet---- 



"The old order changeth, giving place to the new." 

The Purple Life devastated fourteen states and a good portion of Canada, destroying the very flower 
of North American civilization. The mighty New York of the past, the rich cities of Pennsylvania 
and Massachusetts, and the great ports of the North Atlantic Seaboard, are gone. 

But in their place has risen a new civilization, a new New York mightier than its predecessor, a new 
and better East, an East that man has long dreamed of. A harried nation is righting itself after a great 
crisis. 

They honor me for what I have done in halting that devastating tide, but the praise hurts. 

For upon a little hillside in Ulster County is a stone. It is a rough stone, unpolished and hard, and 
often, as I stand there, looking up the bleak mountainside, I think of him who lies beneath it, and 
then, the words graven upon its face mean more than the praise of a nation. 

It reads thus: 

"TO THE MEMORY OF DOCTOR RICHARD CARTER, 
THE SAVIOR OF A NATION. 
MAY HE REST IN PEACE." 

THE END 

________________________________________________________________________________

Charles Keller (on cover), one of America's fine graphic artists, symbolizes the American worker's desire 
for a peaceful life for his children. As with Gregorio Prestopino, one of America's best painters – whose 
picture is shown above – he chooses the hatred of the worker for war as his theme for this May Day.

May Day - 1951
Howard Fast

IS IT SUBVERSIVE 

to march on May Day? Well, by now you know that anything which does you some 
good and takes a nickel out of the boss's pocket is subversive. A dollar raise is 
"subversive," and it's "subversive" to want your kids to grow up instead of becoming 
corpses in Korea. 

But how "subversive" is May Day? It just happens to be the most American holiday 
we have. It was brought into being in 1886 by the Chicago workers, in their struggle for 
the eight-hour day. Remember their slogan: 

"Eight hours of work, eight hours of sleep, eight hours of recreation!" 
The kept press, the bosses and the sellout artists screamed that it was "subversive," 

but the American working class fought it through, and the eight hour day became an 
accepted thing. 

Not without the workers paying a price. There was never a time when good things 
came easy. Even then, the bosses worked with the time-honored pattern of frameup and 
lies, and four of the best and bravest leaders of American labor were framed for a crime 
they never committed; and then they were sentenced, and executed. 

And one of them, a brave and honest man, August Spies, said, as he stood on the 
gallows: 

There will come a time when our silence will be more powerful than the voices you 
strangle today!" 



And his words have come true. This May Day, millions of workers will march in 
every corner of the earth. They will march on that day which our working class 
ancestors won with their courage and militancy. 

James Turnbull's drawing (above) and Fred Ellis's (opposite page) deal with the historical  
and international aspects of May Day. Turnbull and Ellis are not only among the best of  
America's labor cartoonists, but fine graphic artists as well. Fred Ellis is the foremost  
cartoonist of America's labor press.

WHY DO THEY FEAR 

the worker's holiday? Why, when a hundred days in the year are celebrated, is the one 
day that the American working class has chosen as its own day hated and maligned? 

Why do they scream that May Day is subversive, a foreign importation, an "un-
American" plot? 

What are they afraid of? They have many sweet words about organized labor, but on 
that one day when organized labor marches through the streets of New York City, the 
corrupt press, the bosses and the sellout artists scream with rage and fear. Why? 

We have some answers, good answers. Answers which mean life and peace to you, 
as workers, and to all the millions of good and decent people in our land – people whose 
only hope of happiness lies with the working class. 

Here are some of them – good reasons why you must march for life, for peace, for 
freedom on May 1st. 

WE MARCH FOR PEACE 

on this May Day. Back in Civil War days, the Confederate soldier summed up his 
position in these words: 

"A poor man's fight and a rich man's war." 
A lot of truth in that. You never saw war profiteers in the infantry. The workers do 

the fighting and dying; the bosses grow rich. Only this time, they're playing with atom 
bombs. Your boss can buy himself an atom-proof shelter in the Sherry Netherlands 
Hotel. You and your wife and kids are supposed to fry and like it. 

More than any other group, the working class suffers from war; and only the working 
class, in all its strength, can lead and win the fight for peace. 

That's what we march for this May Day, for peace, for a decent world where our kids 
can look to a future other than death. The whole of the human race looks to the 
American working class to win its fight for peace. 

For a peaceful co-existence with the Soviet Union! 
For an end to the Korean war! 
For peace, friendship and trade with China! 

The struggle and desire of the worker for peace is a new theme in American graphic art;  
but it will yet be one of the great themes of our time. Here, Charles White (opposite page) 
and Philip Evergood (above) render this theme graphically as a tribute to the working 
class on this May Day. Evergood has long been considered by many critics as one of the 
best of all living American artists, and Charles White is a talented and outstanding graphic 
artist.

I conceive of labor as a giant. This giant has the power and strength to do almost  
anything. His history as you know has been exploitation, betrayal and misleadership.  
He has been blinded and hypnotized by this poison propaganda to the extent that he is  
not fully aware of what goes on about him. He does not want war, yet he works for war, 



pays for war, and sends his sons to a war he does not want. He produces all the 
necessities of life, yet he has a difficult time getting some of these necessities for himself  
and his family, and so with his education, culture, amusement. 

When this giant finally stands up and lifts his head out of the fog, it will be then that  
we will have no hysteria, loyalty acts, McCarran Bills, wars, persecution of the 
minorities, lynchings, rats, inflation, gangsterism, corrupt politicians, Peglers, and 
what not, but a wonderful MAY DAY. 

WILLIAM GROPPER

In the history of the American labor movement very few artists share that place of honor and integrity 
and consistent service occupied by William Gropper. For three decades American workers have found 
their hopes, their dreams and their bitter anger mirrored in the magnificent drawings and paintings of 
William Gropper. Gropper's integrity has become a by-word in the field of American culture. He cannot 
be bribed or bought, nor can he be swerved from his chosen arena of struggle in the defense of the 
workers and oppressed people of America. Gropper's reputation is an international one. Not only has he 
drawn for the labor press in a score of lands, but his paintings have an honored place in the galleries of 
Europe and Asia as well as America. 

WE MARCH FOR FREEDOM 

from want on this May Day. There was a time when our great labor unions could look 
with pride and confidence on the gains they had won under honest and militant 
leadership. 

That is not the case today. We have come through a period when the sellout artists 
did their work well. The Taft-Hartley Act has crippled organized labor. President 
Truman has broken strike after strike. Supporting the war makers, the Murrays and the 
Reuthers split the CIO. And honest and militant labor leaders, such as Harry Bridges 
and Julius Emspak, are thrown in jail. 

Wage freezes, phony escalator clauses, and skyrocketing prices – these add up to 
misery for the American people. There can be no freedom and no peace in America 
without a free and powerful and courageous trade union movement. Recent strikes in 
coal, railroad, textile and packing house have demonstrated that labor will resist the war 
profiteers. This resistance must be directed into the building of a great peace movement 
of the working class. Only the struggle for peace can defend the hard-won gains of the 
workers. 

There can be no freedom for American workers if the Communist Party is outlawed 
and the Communist leaders jailed. This meant fascism in Germany and in Italy, and it 
means fascism here. And under fascism, workers are slaves. 

Above all other things, it was to enslave the working class that the fascist McCarran 
Bill was passed. 

Down with the Taft-Hartley Act and the McCarran law! 
We march for freedom from want on May Day. 

Robert Gwathmey has often been compared to Picasso; and certainly as a colorist and 
linear designer, he has no peer in America. His superb paintings of Negro workers hang in 
many galleries. In his drawing (above) he depicts a Negro worker laying aside his tools to 
March on May Day. His worker is gravely calm, deliberate and conscious of his role.

WE MARCH FOR EQUALITY 

on this May Day, and in defense of our Negro brothers. "Labor in white skin can never  
be free, while his brother in black skin is branded!" 

It is almost a hundred years since those words were written, but they were never 
more true than today. The same Truman government that is smashing organized labor 



has instituted a veritable blood bath among the Negro people. 
Because the Negro people are overwhelmingly workers, and because the Negro 

people understand and oppose the injustice and horror of the Korean war. 
The Hitler-like murders of the Negro people must stop! John Derrick and the seven 

Martinsville martyrs already dead – the Trenton Six and Willie McGee to die – the 
bloodbath must end! 

On this May Day, we march shoulder to shoulder, Negro and white – for democracy 
and equality. We march with full understanding and bitter memory of the murder of six 
million Jews by the fascists of Hitler Germany, and we take a sacred vow that this will 
not happen here. 

We demand an end to segregation! We demand an end to Jimcrow in every form and 
manifestation! We say: 

"Hands off the leaders of the Negro people! Hands off Paul Robeson, W.E.B. Du 
Bois and William L. Patterson! Free Lieutenant Gilbert! 

We call for unity of all Negro and white workers! 

The above drawing by Hugo Gellert was chosen as the poster for this May Day. Hugo 
Gellert is a muralist, painter, and graphic artist of note.

WE MARCH FOR THE CONSTITUTION 

of the United States and for the people's Bill of Rights on this May Day. 
The Truman government has torn the Constitution to shreds. For the first time in a 

century and a half, our jails are crowded with political prisoners, Negro and white. 
Artists, writers, film workers who have taken their stand on the side of the working 
class are either in jail or facing imprisonment – as are Communists and trade unionists. 

Leaders of people's organizations are being jailed daily. Guilt by association or 
through the testimony of stoolpigeons is becoming the legal pattern of America. 

Leaders in the peace movement are being terrorized and jailed. The greatest of all 
American scholars, W.E.B. Du Bois, leader of the American peace movement and of the 
Negro liberation movement, has been indicted and faces five years in jail – in spite of 
his 83 years. 

The un-American Committee has become the fascist inquisition of America. 
Workers, artists, professionals – all who fight for peace and freedom are hailed before it. 
The Smith Act and the McCarran Bill round out the fascist work of this committee. 

Great peoples' leaders, like Paul Robeson, are denied passports and virtually 
imprisoned in America. 

Only the working class can restore the Bill of Rights to the American people. 
Freedom for all Americans to assemble and speak! 

We march for the Constitution on May Day! 

Ten of America's fine artists have joined together in the making of this pamphlet. They undertook the task 
as a tribute to our working class and as a manifestation of that unity of workers and intellectuals which is  
our only guarantee for free expression and democratic culture. Each of the drawings was made expressly  
for this pamphlet, and the result is a splendid achievement in working class art. 

March on May Day – Tuesday, May 1st 
FOR PEACE 

FOR FREEDOM 



FOR NEGRO EQUALITY 
FOR THE BILL OF RIGHTS 
FOR ECONOMIC SECURITY 

This pamphlet is published by the 
United Labor and People's Committee for May Day 

Hotel Langwell, 123 W. 44th St., N.Y. 
Telephone: JUdson 2-5067 

Pamphlets may be ordered in bulk at $7.00 per hundred, at $5.00 per
hundred in quantities over a thousand. 

Pictures or text may be reproduced without permission.

Rockwell Kent is known and honored as one of the greatest painters and graphic artists contemporary 
America has produced. His drawing here is in the fine tradition of Art Young. A thousand words could not  
better underline the tragic waste, the ruthless cruelty, and the brutal cynicism that accompanies the 
Korean adventure.

________________________________________________________________________________
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Never to Forget

The Battle of the Warsaw Ghetto

By Howard Fast and William Gropper

We Pledge never to forget the page 

of heroism and courage written by the 

Jews of Poland in the Battle of the Warsaw 

Ghetto. With their blood and anguish they 

inscribed the hope for a bright new world. 

BY RADIO: We made our final preparations for the attack today. A census shows 
something less than forty-thousand people in the ghetto, but many are sick or 

too weak for any kind of service. What few arms we have are distributed. 
Large houses are concentration points, and separate commands are set up by 

http://www.trussel.com/hf/images/never02a.jpg
http://www.trussel.com/hf/images/never03a.jpg


streets. We have dug trenches everywhere. Everyone has some task. Even the 
children are to be used as messengers.

HEAR YE, 
For this is a twice told tale, 
A song of my people that becomes a song of all people; 
Will there come a time when the word, freedom, is less potent? 
For everlasting glory and not for forgetting– 
Then let it be asked, who has a better right to use the word and 
use it proudly? 
It was on our lips that the words formed, let my people go! 
And where was freedom's cause that we were not found? 

OF all lands, of all flesh and of all blood, 
In the common name of humanity we bore the word JEW, 
And though we died for many things, I think we died more often 
for the cause of liberty. 
If the price of freedom is blood, who has given with less stint? 
From the time we faced the Roman on the walls of our holy city, 
Hear, oh Israel, the Lord is our God, the Lord is One, 
To the time we faced the Nazi in the streets of Warsaw, 
Hear, oh Mankind, Men are brothers, Humanity is One. 



IF the stones of Warsaw had tongues, lips, and memory, 
They would tell a tale and render an accounting. 
But how else may it be itemized, 
So that one could explain the forty-two days? 
A peaceful people, a patient people. 
Yet that is only a part of it. 
A people with a memory of many things– 
How goodly are thy tents, oh Jacob, 
Thy dwelling places, Oh, Israel, 
Of many, many things, 
Awake, as in the ancient days, 
In the generations of old! 
Art thou not it that hath cut Rahab, 
And wounded the dragon? 

YEA, and they were like beasts. 
The polluted ones, the scum of the earth, 
The offal, the obscenity, 
The hooked cross and the raised arm, 
The degradation of man, 
The unspeakable, the unmentionable, 
The filth, the slime, the sickness, 
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The whore of ages, 
All that is accursed, 
And which men call NAZI. 

WHEN the forty-two days came, there were few of us left.. 
We had been like the leaves of the forest, but now there was a stump left; 
The greenery was cut down. 
The bough was bereft, the many were few. 
Like a river running in desert, the tears had dried up. 
Leave off weeping, oh my comrades; 
For the child, the mother, the brother and the patriarch, 
There must be no regrets, but memory, 
And such a fierce anger as the world never knew! 
See in the snow-crusted forest where a Jew stands, 
A rifle cradled in his arm and a red star on his forehead, Partisan! 

LET the memory be cold as ice, clear as glass, and bright as a diamond! 
For every child killed, for every body flayed, 
For every tear wept, for every moan, every scream, every pain, 
For every naked body in a mass grave, 
For every cut and bruise, 
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For every oven where flesh became ash, for every gas chamber, 
For every diabolical device, 
For every gallows where the bodies, swaying, measured the wind, 
For every ignominy, for every wrong, 
Let there be no forgetfulness, 
Let there be no dimming of the memory. 

PARTISANS, moving through the forest toward Warsaw, 
Smelled the stench of death and saw the glow of burning, 
Said, comrade, fear not, fear not, 
Tomorrow, we will be at thy side, 
The red flag by the blue, 
The six-pointed star by the five-pointed star, 
Fear not, dear comrade, 
And sang the partisan song: 

We strike like the wolf strikes, 
We come like the wind and are gone, 
And the fascist feels our clenched fist, 
Our clenched fist, our clenched fist! 

BEHIND the ghetto walls, forty thousand Jews dried their tears 
All that were left of the millions. 
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Freedom is won with grenades and rifles, not with tears! 
We are weak and starving, and there is one rifle for twenty men. 
And are stones not weapons? 
What of our women and little children? 
A child can hurl a grenade and a woman can load a rifle! 
We are a peaceful people. 
We are a people of war! Take your comrade's hand! 
Who can resist the Nazis? 
Hoist the blue flag, sky blue, and the red flag, red as blood! 

AND for forty-two days, the Nazi might hammered at the walls of the ghetto. 
In eighteen days, under the Nazi heel, proud Poland went down, 
And for fair France, it was twenty-three days, no more; 
But forty days went by, and there were still free men who fought in the ghetto. 
By the German dead, we measured our dead, 
And the cries of the stones underfoot were muffled with German blood, 
And we shed no tears for the twelve year old who died with his hand on a machine gun, 

Better this way. 
There were forty thousand of us, and they took us house by house, man by man, 
And they paid a price. 
We were flesh and blood and often barehanded, 
But we smashed their tanks and stood their bombardment, 
And when for ten days the ghetto burned, we fought on. 
No man called quit, no woman, no child; 
The dead do not surrender. 

RECKON with us, 
We are the Jews who died in Warsaw! 
On the forty-second day, they attacked the last house, 
Floor by floor, room by room, 
Until only one was left, who emptied his pistol and then flung himself upon the Nazis! 

And then there was quiet in the ghetto, because the Jews were dead. 
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With a six-pointed star on my arm, and a five-pointed star on my cap, 
I died in the streets of Warsaw. 
Comrade, take the weapon I hand you and use it well! 
When all men are free, 
Lay it down reverently. 

WHEN will our ancient greeting have portent. 
Peace be unto thee, 
And unto thee, peace. 
But until then, no rest; no rest until then. 
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The Artist
WILLIAM GROPPER ranks as one of the greatest anti-fascist artists in 
the world. Whether it be with the pen of the cartoonist or the brush of the 
painter  his  work  embraces  a  deep  love  of  humanity  and  a  passionate 
hatred of its reactionary enemies. His paintings hang in the Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, the Museum of Modern Art, the Whitney Museum and 
others. 

Also:  Museum  of  Western  Art,  Kharkov  Museum  and  Birobidjian 
Museum,  USSR.  Gropper's  murals  are  in  the  new  Dept.  of  Interior 
Building, Washington, D.C.; N.W. Postal Sta., Detroit, and Freeport, L.I., 
P.O. He has illustrated 15 books, is author of "The Golden Land," "Allay-
Oop," "56 Drawings of the USSR," etc. 



 

The Author
HOWARD FAST, still a young man, has already secured a position of 
eminence as an interpreter of American history through the medium of the 
novel. In him there is no separation between the artist and the man. The 
man  and  his  works  both  stand  in  the  front  ranks  of  the  struggle  for 
people's democracy. With the poem Never to Forget, Howard Fast, as Jew 
and citizen artist, adds his resounding and eloquent pen to the arsenal of 
moral  and  organized  might  which  must  ultimately  triumph  over  the 
enemies of his people. 

Among the well-known works of Howard Fast are – Citizen Tom Paine,  
The Unvanquished, Conceved in Liberty and Freedom Road. 
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by Howard Fast
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A Federated Yugoslavia 
A Democratic Constitution 

MEDICINE AND RELIGION FIGHT AND PLAN 
TITO'S COLLABORATORS 
THE GOVERNMENT IN EXILE 
TITO TODAY 
FREEDOM IS THEIR DESTINATION 

UNCLE PETER
In April, 1942, a year after the Nazi Panzers had raced through Yugoslavia, shattering the 

Yugoslavian army in ten days, a peasant approached the little town of Foca, in Bosnia. The peasant, 
a tall, thin man, skin burned brown from sun and weather, resembled a compact, small and mobile 
arsenal. 

In his hands he carried an Italian tommy gun. He wore a German automatic on one hip, a 
Hungarian revolver on the other. Three cartridge belts hung from his shoulders. A thin Italian 
bayonet, slung over his back, completed the international armament. 

The peasant had come a long way. His own land was Slovenia, a part of Yugoslavia three 
hundred miles to the north. He had never seen the town of Foca before – or indeed any part of 
Bosnia. But it gave him a sense of comfort to know that he was still in Yugoslavia, that the 
numerous ridges of craggy mountains he had crossed on his way south were all in Yugoslavia. He 
was a man born and bred in mountains; and he knew that were it not for those same mountains he 
would not be alive here in Yugoslavia, a year after the German invasion. 

As the approached the outskirts of Foca, a man rose from a clump of shrubbery and pointed a 
rifle at the peasant's stomach. 

"Halt!" 

The peasant stopped, observed the man narrowly for a moment, and then lifted both arms, still 
holding the tommy gun. The man who had stopped him wore a grey uniform that had once adorned 
a German. Now the insignia were gone. A five-pointed red star was sewn onto the cap. 

"Where are you going, uncle?" the man with the red star asked. 

"To Foca, if it's any business of yours." 

"And where are you from, uncle?" 

"Slovenia." 

The sentry nodded. "And how did you get here?" 

"I walked," the peasant said sourly. 

"That was a long walk for a man your age, uncle." the sentry grinned. 

"And what brings you to Foca?" 

"I came to see a man." 

"What man?" 

"For all of my age," the peasant observed, "I would knock some politeness into your thick head – 
if not for that gun you're holding at my stomach. I came to see Tito." 

Now the sentry studied the peasant long and carefully, and then nodded. "Come along." he said. 

He followed the peasant into town. At the edge, there was a long slit trench, protected with 
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sandbags. There was a machine gun there, a four-man crew on the alert beside it. A little way 
beyond, there was a hut, from which an officer stepped as the two approached. 

"This one wants to see the marshal," the sentry said, after he had saluted. 

The officer nodded. "Your name, uncle?" 

"Peter Narovich," the peasant said wearily. "I've walked three hundred miles to see Tito, not to 
answer every empty-head's questions." 

"I'm afraid you'll answer a good many more questions. Come along with me. But you'll have to 
leave your guns here, uncle." 

"My guns? I don't part with my guns. I killed enough damned fascists to get them!" 

"They'll be held for you," the officer said patiently. "As soon as you're through, uncle." 

It took ten minutes more of argument before the peasant would give up his guns. Then he 
followed the officer down the main street of the town – to a large house from which a red flag with 
a star hung. Two guards, armed with tommy guns, stood on either side of the door. 

Indeed, the peasant couldn't help noticing that the town was an armed camp, four tanks and a 
dozen field guns in the central square, covered over with camouflage, barbed wire, machine gun 
nests, trucks parked close to the eaves of the houses and under trees, and everywhere armed men – 
men in German uniforms, in Italian uniforms, in Yugoslav uniforms, but all with the insignia 
removed and the red star substituted. 

They went into the large house. More men in uniform inside, girls at desks, typing and writing, 
three posters on the wall, portraits of Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin. The officer told the peasant 
to sit down and wait, and then disappeared through a door. The peasant sat on a bench with two 
wounded soldiers, an old woman, and a grim-faced boy in his teens. 

Peter Meets Tito
For a half hour, the peasant sat there and waited. He had come three hundred miles to find the 

legend that was Tito. He had known that Tito was a very great man, that Tito was drawing together 
and making an organization out of anyone and everyone in Yugoslavia who would kill Germans. 
But he had not expected anything as large and as important as this. Perhaps Tito would not see him 
at all. 

Then the officer returned and said, "Come along, uncle." 

They went through the door. They entered a small room, where a man sat at a table. As they 
came in, the man glanced up and smiled. And the officer said: 

"Marshal Tito." 

The marshal held out his hand and the peasant took it. So this was Tito. The peasant liked his 
looks, a strong face, a big jaw, a full mouth, deep-set grey eyes. 

"Sit down, uncle," the marshal said. 

And the officer drew up a chair for the peasant. They sat across the table from each other. Tito 
leaned forward and said: 

"So you are from Slovenia, uncle." 

The peasant nodded. 

"Walked all the way?" 

"That's right," the peasant agreed. 



"And how are things in Slovenia?" 

"Bad; that's why I am here. I have a band. We went into the mountains when the Nazis began to 
kill everyone. Yes, in the village near mine, everyone. Every man, woman and child. Then we 
decided that we would go into the woods before they killed us, myself and my son and my wife. 

"There were other folks in the woods; we made a band of about forty souls. We had six guns, 
until we raided an Italian supply column. Then we had over a hundred guns. More came into the 
woods and joined the band. When there were sixty of us, we raided a German post, and then we got 
two machine guns and four tommy guns. Now we number seventy-two. We lost thirty-three in our 
operations, but we have accounted for over a hundred of the German and Italian swine." 

Tito nodded as he heard the peasant's story. It was a familiar tale; the same thing had happened 
again and again in every corner of Yugoslavia, in Bosnia, Montenegro, Croatia, a gathering rage; 
men driven into the mountains and the woods, forming bands, striking back. 

"But why did you walk three hundred miles, uncle?" 

The peasant considered his words carefully before he replied. "Understand," he began, "we are 
not Communists. I am not a Communist – no one in my band is. But after our second engagement, 
we had fourteen wounded men and women, six of them very badly wounded. We had heard of 
another band in a valley twenty miles away, and it was said they had a doctor with them. This was a 
band led by Communists. We are good Catholics, and we wanted no part of this band, and once 
when they tried to approach us, we fired on them. But now it was a case of going to them, or letting 
our wounded die. We carried our wounded to them. It is true – they were Communists, but the 
doctor tended our wounded. Only two men died." 

Tito nodded. The peasant went on, as if this was something he still did not fully understand. 

"And they had a priest with them, who confessed the dying. You understand? A good father with 
these Communists. I talked to him for hours. He told me about you – about how you are uniting all 
the partisans, about the great battles you have fought. He told me you were ready to admit any and 
all who will fight the Nazis and Fascists. He told me of your battle cry: 'Death to the Fascists, 
liberty for the people!' He told me of the four freedoms of the American, Roosevelt – freedom from 
fear and hunger and the right to say what I want and pray as I want to. And he told me you fight for 
that. I fight for that too. My people fight for that. If that makes a Communist, then I am as much a 
Communist as Tito. I went back to my people and spoke to them, and they sent me to you, so that 
we could join you." 

That was what a Slovenian peasant said to Tito at his headquarters in Foca; an aging man who 
had suffered a great deal, who had walked three hundred miles to unite his little guerrilla band with 
the Yugoslav Partisan Army of Liberation. Tito's answer was to give him arms, ammunition and 
food, and send him back with a political instructor who would co-ordinate the operations of his 
band with the whole partisan movement. 

This peasant's name was Peter Narovich; whether he is alive or dead today, his band operates as 
part of that Yugoslav Partisan Army. And this peasant is only one of a thousand local Yugoslav 
leaders who were organized into a brave and effective army by this same Tito. 

To the Titos of the world and the Uncle Peters too, must go an incalculable measure of credit for 
the victory that will be ours. To one particular Tito, our undying gratitude for helping to keep alive 
our democratic dream of freedom and justice and equality. 

Tito didn't come onto the scene of public admiration like a Roosevelt, a Churchill or a Stalin. 
These men were prominent in affairs of state for many years long before they became leaders in 
war. 

Tito sprang from the depths of Yugoslavia's struggle for freedom, from within the bosom of her 
exciting history of struggle, of national suppression, of factional strife, to unify his people and lead 



them to glory. 

What magic lies in his name. Once we thought he was but a legend that originated in the hills 
and forests of far off Yugoslavia. Today his name is inscribed in the golden pages of democracy's 
fight against barbarism. Yesterday he was a leader of a "band of upstarts" that fought against the 
German invaders and the Chetnik glamor boy Mikhailovich at the same time. 

Today he is Marshal Tito whose name ranks in importance with Marshal Stalin, Dwight 
Eisenhower, General Montgomery and all the other leaders, an ally in the struggle against our 
common foe. 

BACK   NEXT
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