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THE FIRST PRESENTATION
Original by Phillp K. Dick
One,evening, having nothing else|
to do, T went over to my friend's
house o see what he was doing.
I found him listening to some|
musie over the radio, Wo began
to talk about this and that almost
at once, and It was not until some
time had passed that {here was
sllenco long enough for ma to colch
the_music. It sounded
Tamilor, but T could not plnce it
“What's that?" I asked my|
friend.
minute,” e replied, it
tells in last night’s newspaper.”
As he was rummaging nrnum.l
in a window seat for the
sad Yo kmw Ineard e ece
radio, a
they dldnl. oot 1 whe,

d since because T liked it}

very much.”
y friend found the paper and
ooked hough 1t Suadenty hel
looked up at me with a queer x|
pression on his
ove You found it 1 asled.
‘Listen to that music a little
T don't believe
he same piece You,

1 listened a few minutes more|
and said, “Yes, that's the piece all
right. What does the paper say
sbout st7>

ys.” he replied
Llaw|y. «Ehat tonight's concertwill
consist of the first presentation in
America of the new Ruslinn ‘Battle]
ym r aside,
“So Sec” o continued:
couldnt possibly be. the. samo
piece,

ut it must bet” T exclaimed.
“Have you ever known me to con-
fuse two picces of music before?
The paper must be wrong. Or you
read i incorreetly;

Before he could answer the
musle stopped, and there was the
sound of applau

"Listen,” my. Triend said, “Well
hear now

A moment of silence passed, and

by the contemporary Russian com|

apped off the . “But 1
1 sal

know I heard that i Dlece Jast

month. 1 dor't aee how 1 could

be And to prove it 1

whistled a fow bars of the music
“They played that part before
come’ n tonisht, ald't they 1" I
“T_couldn's bly” have

ed at me and
AT o aked, *Do
lon_you

don't know what one it was,

but T noted the place on the dial

I heard it. It was a far

nway station, and it faded ouf

just as the plece came to a close

and l didn't get where it was

from T relld. 1 vt over to
tho Fadle and paln

the dial, "Rlxhl hom," I ml\'L
Thls Is the xact s

He came over and towk

. Then luced a copy of
| White's Radio Log and studied it.
Finally he looked up and in a per-

oxed tone said, “According {0
this lsting, and its the latest, there
i no station either in Amrelca or
he rest of the world Wwhich broad.-
casts on that requency!”

cach _ott
"wnmlc that part again,” he sid.
1dia a0 Tt

A ight,” he mused
ibly have heard it tonight. I
don't understan
thousht or awhile, Then my
friend asked, “Do you know just
oxactly when you hend that

“Let me see,” I sald. “It segms
to me that it was the day I got
back from Los Angeles. Yes, I'm
sure of it. I was unpacking
suitcase when T heard it over the

dio.

"l‘hnk was the middle of last

'The -meenlh:'
e picke the paper again
und endatoud T Somet mewt:
per Pravda stated that the com-
poser of the new Hymn began and
completed the work on his birth:
day, the sixteenth of last month'

(The author of this doesn't am-
plify on the strange experience of
the narrator of this story. Oceult?
Perhaps. Imagination? Maybe. In

aid,
conxlﬂer the nm‘y well written,

although T'm not sure from a plot
andpomt It can bo classined aa a
story. Interesting reading any-
way.)
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