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whose confidence in myself
.

is guilty though communicative

Had they not

thrust me

into Fandom
this ffm wouldn’t have seen

the light of days to come

SUCH A RESPONSIBILITY I..

s_7he first words they said, when at last
they came, were : "Where are they ? Show us
in the least some of them, we must know '.
Don't you understand that we must know ?"
It was a glorious afternoon, warm and
quiet (maybe too quiet ?), full of wandering
jewels riding upon green and golden rays
high in the sky. What cannot happen when
such a day clothes the earth with an air
filled with the very scents of life ?
This shining object which whirled furious
ly, as if it were alive, right in the middle
of the glade, made us blink. We knew it from
old stories, as old as Mankind, but never
had we seen one with our own eyes. And we
wondered if it was real in the sense we
think trees and grass and birds to be real
ones, or a mere projection of some thought
far far away, as a few tales suggested.
As for the strangers, the same question
was in our minds. They were visible enough,
not whirling at all, but we couldn't help
shuddering a little. They were far too much
like us, and we never liked the idea not to
be left alone, to admit them without a kird
of disquietude and bitterness.
And they came, they came, sure of their
right to come, no trouble showing through
their eyes, as if nothing, no one could
cross their path, immune from the sorrows
which fell instantly upon us, why immune ?..
It was no longer a glorious day. The
birds, above, feeling immediately the chan
ge, went gliding near the top of the trees,
but far away from us, not daring, not da
ring. If only we could, I thought. But no,
we can't copy beasts, else why keep thinking
and wondering and doing things with a nurpose ? A bundle of clouds were gathering ar
ound the hill and the new-born wind threw
them at us. Already, the trees surrounding
the glade were shaken by the beginning
storm.
"Well ?.." I said to the nearest stranger,
who was not ten feet away.
He didn't answer. Had he, anyhow the thun
der rolling inceasingly would have drowned
his words and their meanings, if they had
any. It was now nearly dark, although all
around us was lighted every second by the
fire which the sky gives the earth and which
the earth gives back the sky.
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their machine, giving us the peace of mind
we waited for. And when the Moon raised her
head from behind the hill, still we heard
nothing beyond the crying of our children
whose hunger kept them awake. Jess had had
no time for the hunting. She gave them a
piece of wood as to quiet them, and five mi
nutes later they were egain asleep.
Then we went out and watched together the
storm lull, the machine whirl and the Moon
travel, and we listened to the great felines
roaring far away, to the soft flips of the
last drops left by the rain on the large
green leaves and falling down upon the moist
grass around the glade.
We waited till the morning, on the door
step of our home, me sleeping when Jess ope
ned her eyes and awake from midnight to
dawn. Then I awoke her. A stranger was co
ming, not one of those who were so proud,
the former day, but another, a very young
one, with no beard and no flames in his
eyes ... in her eyes, for she was not a
young boy but a young girl, as I saw clearly
when she came and stood only one step in
front of me. I glanced upon my shoulder at
Jess, her mind was elsewhere and I dare not
disturb her when there is no need to. I held

my breath and, returning to the stranger, I
stretched out my arm and I touched her
cheeks. They were as soft as my little
May's. The stranger smiled and I smiled and
Jess, coming out of her dreams, was smiling
too.
"Well," said the stranger - and her voice
was disturbing, not soft at all as I expec
ted but raucous, like a tree cracking when
comes Spring - "well, you know I'm real, by
now ?"
I was not sure, but before I could say so,
Jess was answering :
"Of course, we do."
"Then," went on the girl, "there is no
thing to be afraid of ?.. I taught the others, but ..." she added to herself.
"Nothing," said Jess, "nothing at all."
"Do you mean it ?"
"I do."
"May I tell the others to come ?"
I sensed Jess withstanding at once. She
said nothing for a while. The stranger was
there, swinging from one foot to the other,
her eyes straight in mine.
Strange, I
thought, why in my eyes when I'm not spea
king, when it's Jess who takes care of all ?
"No," said Jess all of a sudden, and then,
quite immediately : "Yes, you may. But no
more than two or three of them."
There was a time of confusion after what
we found ourselves all seated in front of
the house, Jess on the doorstep, as an obs
tacle for the children who wanted to play
with the strangers. Them, as calm as if they
were no strangers, they talked to each other
and then, there was a great silence and the
girl began :
"Do you know who we are ?"
I said yes with my head.
"Do you know that we are brothers, you and
us ?"
Again, I nodded, but with no conviction.
And Jess was no more assured than I was. The
girl felt this and added, hastily :
"But you must know this I We said it a
hundred times to you '. You don't think we
are fooling you ?
We couldn't try to,
isn't it ?"
Her eyes were always in mine, I felt un
comfortable but couldn't help looking at
her. Were we actually brothers ? Was it pos
sible for her kind and mine to be the same
kind of people ? No, said my mind.
"No," I said, nevertheless, "you could
not."
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Jess threw back Ted who was nearly out.
"Wait i" she said. "You are after Man,
aren't you ?"
"Yes, we are, but why ..."
"Why what ? You are after Man and that
doesn't matter much if we are brothers or
not brothers, that is what I find."
She finds always unexpected ways of thin
king. She was already strange when I sought
for her a couple of years ago. Never, never
can I foretell ...
"Now, listen," she went on, sweeping away
their stammerings. "Yesterday, you came, ex
cited like mad cats, bawling and shou
ting : WHERE ARE THEY ? SHOW US ONE '. WHERE
ARE THEY ? And now you babble babble of bro
thers and ... and sisters, no ? But that
won't go, that won't go ! I'll answer ques
tions, I alone, and you'll ask what you have
to ask. After what ... after what the storm
may come if you are not far away from here."
I can say they were puzzled. I was. Maybe
she was jealous, but I don't think so. It
must have been something else ... something
more important to her eyes ... to her mind,
I thought.
"Well," said at last one of them, a male,
this time, with a beard as long as mine but
of which he took better care maybe, "you no
doubt are right."
Though I saw in his eyes something of a
shadow, a sorrow, a regret.
"Then," he went on, "where are they ?"
"Men ?" said Jess, although she was pretty
sure that that was the question. "They are
everywhere, I think. They look at us from
everywhere. They have machines for that."
"Machines ?" said the stranger, but that
was not exactly an interrogation. "We have
machines too, but not the sames. And
"Are there many of them ?" asked another.
"Not too many, as we can gather," answered
quietly Jess. "Earth is no longer safe for
them, you see ?"
"Yes, but ... is it true that if there
was not a man left upon this Earth, their
power would be far less important ?"
Jess shrugged her shoulders.
"Who am I to answer such a question ? You
may ask them yourselves I"
"Where ?"
"They dwell in the Great Town, not too far
in the South," I said. "You must follow ..."
"Would you help us ?" interrupted the
girl.
"Why, sure I It's no more than two days

from here."
Again Jess shrugged her shoulders.
"Here is not the question," she said firm
ly. "You may go if you want but you won't
return, don't you know, fool as you are ?"
"What ?" exclaimed one of them, eyes wide
open. "They kill you ?"
"No, not at all," explained Jess.
''But
they keep the fools who can't take care of
themselves and working hard is their share."
"Why ?"
"There are not too many left, not enough
men to handle all what they must handle,
that's why."
"But can't you fly away ?"
"Nothing. They are much more powerful than
you think."
They smiled, all of them, an odd smile
which made my mind whirl.
"You may smile, fools, you may smile,"
cried Jess, "but they are like Gods for us."
"Like Gods, indeed
grinned the girl.
"And may I ask why ?"
"Why ! Why I Don't you know they created
us, long before going to the stars ? Have
you ever seen one of them ? They are not on
ly far more beautiful than us, they are not
only far more powerful, but they are kind,
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they gave us this very Earth, as a free gift
and for the eternity to come. That is why
you fools won't fool them I"
I saw bewildered faces in my life, but no
ne so amazed than the stranger's after these
words which I thought we had sent them a
thousand times when they asked us through
the immensity of spaces. But that was evi
dently the first time they heard this, which
is History for us. And they claimed to be
our brothers I..
"How a brother can't know what his brother
knows ?" I asked.
But they were listening no longer. They
debated, in their own tongue, what Jess had
just said. After a long time, they came
again to us and asked :
"So, you say Men created you. Your race,
you no doubt mean by this ? Not just you
both ?"
"No," answered Jess with a slight smile,
"it's our whole race they created out of
nothing."
"Out of nothing, are you sure ?"
"Out of nothing."
Silence, and again they argued together,
And again one, the girl this time, said :
"Out of nothing, good. And then ?.."
"And then ?.. Oh yes, then they went to
the stars."
"Didn't it occur to you ..."
The girl was undecided for a while, but
went on :
"Didn't it occur to you that this could be
a mistake ?"
"A mistake ? Going to the stars ?"
"No, no. A mistake which permitted your
race to grow."
Jess smiled gently, as if they were chil
dren asking silly questions.
"Sure, that was a mistake," she said. "Are
new men not always made from the mistakes of
the Gods ?"
I never had thought of this, but it was
clever, indeed. But the others weren't sa
tisfied.
"You misunderstood me," went on the girl,
"But we can't go far, this way. Please, ex
plain exactly how your race was created by
Man."
Jess thought a little while, and :
"Well," she said, with an hesitation, "I
don't know all, naturally. But what I know,
I know. I may put it this way : there was
once Man ... or better : there were once Men
and they were alone upon this Earth of ours,
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and they went and went, increasing in wealth
and knowledge, and a time came when they be
gan to play with things, and things were
hard to play with, so they played, not kno
wing exactly the rules, but they played no
netheless, and the times went and one day
they found what were the rules, but it was
a little too late and they were bound to go
to the stars, far away from this Earth which
was no longer safe for them, and then they
thought that it was a pity to let this
green-haired and lovely world to mere brute
beasts, and they thought that they might as
well give it to new men who could live where
they could no longer themselves live, and
they thought a little further and there we
are, isn't it wonderful ?"
A long, long silence, and a voice, a lit
tle scared voice - how could I understand
that they had to be scared ! - a little voi
ce arose :
"You said there were a little of them
still here ?"
"Yes, because they couldn't go away all at
once. They had to prepare a lot of ships spaceships, as they call them - and the more
of them were gone, the less they had hands
to make other ships. Now they are all hiding
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■themselves in the Great City of the South,
wherein the Death which is now Earth for
them can't get, and every night we see fla
shes going straight in the sky and die far,
far above the sky. There may be none of them
left, right now, who knows ?"
There was a kind of despair in the stran
ger's eyes. They were no longer excited.
They didn't even seem to feel the sun which
fell right on their shoulders, burning them
who were not acquainted with it. They didn't
think of begging something to eat and though
hungry I said nothing to trouble them.
At last, the girl spoke again and the eyes
were on her lips.
"They created you, no doubt, they created
you. And you are so exactly like us that
they might as well have created us too. But
that's impossible. Impossible. Our race is
so incredibly old. Eons and eons have follo
wed the streams of time since we discovered
the use of fire. This is our sixth travel
through space from our Empire to this Earth.
We know you said the truth : Man created
you. And after that, or maybe a little befo
re, or at the same time - that has no impor
tance - Man went to the stars and since he
went, we meet him always, everywhere, in
this Galaxy, scattered among the planets and
the stars, looking with eyes wide open at
alien suns, crossing our path in every cor
ner of our realm. And they came from here,
from this very planet which you and they
call Earth. There is something incredible in
this
"Why ?" said I. "They are like Gods. No
thing is impossible for them to do 1"
"Nothing," aknowlodged the girl, "nothing
at all," she repeated, looking at me, and,
now, !_ was the child. "Nothing : they crea
ted you, you are like us, hence you may in
fer that they created us too."
She got up, abruptly, and the others got
up too. She looked at the sky, which was
empty, she looked at me again, sharply, and
then smiled with sorrow and said in a low
voice :
"But, you gentle fool, we created them,
eons and eons ago, because we were so lone
ly, the only thinking race in the Galaxy,
alone, always alone, as far as we went, so
we created them as to play with them and to
have children to love and later brothers to
do things with, marvelous things in this Ga
laxy and in other Galaxies, and we watched
them, we came, after that, four times as to

see how they grew, and they grew well. The
first time, we created them, we have the
records kept on far Gwondana, far at the
other end of this Galaxy, we created them
the first time we came upon this Earth, and
four times we came again and again as to see
how they were, if they went well, and the
sixth time, it is to hear that they created
us ? Us ? You gentle fool ..."
She couldn't say more. A storm was rising
in my mind, and another in the mind of Jess.
I don't know how they went to their whirling
engine, but I never saw in my life such a
phenomenon. The two storms came together,
one from the East - it was mine - and the
other from the West, and they boiled just
above us. We went in our house, finding
trouble to shut the door. All around us was
lighted by the magnificent fire which the
sky gives the earth and which the earth gi
ves back the sky. I looked through the win
dow, thinking and thinking.
"Who is the first to give and who the
first to give back ?" I asked Jess, but Jess
was busy with the weeping children-.-
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XJVooo
this ffm number 1,
despite its number, is something of an
anniversary issue, being the sixth ffm
put out of versins' head in versins'
hands and out of versins' hands in post
office, whence it was sent to you.

to permit me to breathe a lit
tle while before ffm ending number five,
bound to happen the Irst of October, and
since the story you have read was alrea
dy written just after mailing ffm number
four, I sent this straight ffm No 1 the
15th of august. Which subtlety gives me
two (2) months of fanacations.
s-z^m I not wise ?

r

1—00k nonetheless
ending number five.

ahead

for ffm

It'll be the ONLY fanmag NOT to give
you news
and
reports from the
LONDON
CONVENTION
Is not that a title
for your perennial gratitude ?
_J\/ow, I remain your pet ... er ...

your Pete, I mean I

