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THE TWO SHADOWS

ANovelet by WILLIAM

A poet, a pragamatist and @
girl—they were all

that was left of humanity
after Earth became a
second Sun—and Mars was
far from the
Garden of Eden!

'HE idea that the world may someday such destruction will not be complete—that
where inder Earth or perl

s
the sundry temets of uore ‘was the Gods  Survival might be accomplished—THE
who led world to ﬂnal ruin thrﬂugh. EDITOR.
their own ly @ result of me
ing in mortal conflicts. CHAPTER I
Nowadays the vision of world' is all 2
00 clear—a l‘: llu upmt Survivors
Ilavl nb‘ndmwd the luver/o(k of Ol
ot ot ave only oursclses” 9 BLESSED Necessity!” cried Leo-

e,
nardo da Vinci, in his day, know-
However, lingeri stubbornly Y, kno
man's delisf in o individuat, 1§ ,,q,,,,_ ing that it was the prime incentive. ¥an
death is an insistent thread of hope had to be driven to work his best



cles. Creditors at one's heels were a
sharper spur to the artist than his own
inspiration.

The first voyage from Earth to Mars

t'sprang from the starkest of all ne-
cessities—preservation of the species.

A divided Earth, struggling with a
divided mind to preserve itself, had
fallen into the desperate error of pre-
ventive war. The disease germs, as thick
as cloads in the atmosphere, were prov-

iU

ing to be the conquerors of both sides,
Earth, quivering under the impacts of
countless atomic missiles, many darted
into its side by its own satellite and hu-
man colony, fl ced.
he Nuova Vita

& Eosketalip dve tuee the siza ot the
Lunar vessels. It had anc
Chermieal etves Tt had comme straight
off the drawing board. Its size and pow-
er were unprecedented. There was no
time for real tests. In effect it was a
tissue of theory, launched naked into
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d space, carrying twenty-six souls
and the hope of the human race—at
least the Anglo-American part of that

race.
The gamble, it seemed, had come off.
The seed missed the stony places—it

plosion, tearing the concentrated gas-
jets of the ship into long tenuous
streamers,

The Nuova Vita tilted irrevocably off
balance. It became a bone of contention
between gravity an
air, Tts majesty

w tossed by forces it had lately
cnnt‘ro l:d

They tossed it into a grassy area two
Esstimiles Srom an ice-blue channel
But the soil was thin. The
rock beneath it and the rock hrolu the
back of the Nuova Vita. It broke the
‘backs of many of the little humans with-
in and others died through the sheer
concussion.

‘The wind howled over the wreck, un-
der the sun—and under the small new-
born companion to the sun.

HOMAS JEFFERSON JOHNS ran
for his life among the firs. Luckily,
the snow hadn't come yot but the bit-

ter iving his_face,
hs e erad o it “Fhere was plenty
of snow on the saw-edged peaks of the

Tockies distant behind. hirs
Unhappily, it far behind him,
came the gri
e Tocked back {ur[ully over his

shoulder to ses who was gaining, Ho
sever’ son bocaid be rog his"head
and was knc

a
e foct. Flat on his back be went and
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the ground seemed to be rocking like a
boat beneath him. One side of his head
felt as though it were bursting open.
Mueh. more of this and he would be

e et mit st the gricly, with
its small eyes and licking red
Ioommod gvet it T 2t wwe 11 10 e
£oL 18 pews o his

e him.

jon’ t~yonre hurting my
head?” John eried foalishly.

to go misty at the
dz , become a mere dark form that
was shaking him, Then it stopped and

a8 g
ws still and he lay back, his eyes grad-
vally refocusing it.

asn’t a bear now. It was a big
dark man with an olive skin and con-
temptuous brown eyes—John Mala-

testa.
Malatesta! The real world munud
to him now. Malatesta, Schultz, Mar-
tin, Haywood, Liza, Pinky, K.\lpnmck
Dasky, Foster .. .
The twenty-six of them

ar
—and the rest. All hand-picked, albeit
hastly, by & Bazassed Government for
their _qualificatio sta new

growth of mankind a2 i v
some of the knowledge and culture
from the main stem which was dying.

He, Johns, had been picked, not mere-
Iy because of his fame as a poet or
cause he was a Nobel Prize winner for
literature but because also he had once
been & teacher and a noteworthy educa-
tionali

How far Malatesta had been picked
and how far he had pulled strings to
force his clection into the chosen few

m to-anyone on the ship

Tt Maatont himsekt, He ad qualt
Elunns, of course. He was Lhe chief of
huge organization in the <. With

his organising ability et 4 muzhnzsl
o miad and body end fmmense deive.

was the man t things done.,
The ouly drawback atine things had
be done his way.
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Still, he was in a minority and could
be curbed. There were other tough yor
vle on the ship, particularly Judge Hack-

™ Yohns struggied to sit up. There was
in cald ‘wind
s bef

i ‘aid Malatesta, “But
We've

aching head—very
Hghtly because it was.painful o touch.

n Wln& ‘%o hit it back?”
Johns shook his head and wished he
hadw't. More carefully he turned it to
look around. Again he wished he hadn't.
en_alloy,

sregate speed of 3
This was worse, and
bigger e were a lot more bodies

—and parts
“Oh,” he said and suddenly the nau-
sea he had dreamed of returned and was
‘made actual.
Gasping for brea
turned red wet eyes on Mulatests.

‘ender stomach, eh?” said Mala-
testa with cynical -mumnent. “rn
break it to you gently, son. You
22 ake Yoo oty v Lk ive. na o
ot too sure about y

Johns could nn!y.u.u at him. Schults,

Martin, Haywood, Liza, Pmlq, Kilpat-
rick, Danby, Foster. who
bad become his fri shmu ms

unparalleled adventure—carrying the

torch for humanity together—full of
a sense of nobility and responsibility
—Xkindly and tolerant, indeed loving to-
ward one another because they had a
common aim in life, a great aim, and
e there to help each other toward

* A dtled on the march by one sense-
less blow? Their aspirations mocked
and thrown on this ghastly

serapheay?
All—cxcept, himsalt and Malatest,
the ane man he had rogarded with aa.

tipathy and avoided'l

/0 SHA]
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He laid his_he and
cried, like a child whn as auddeniy dis-

except for the bic rough dog he dis-
fes

es and
Good. Malatesta. "Kezp it w
're short of water. The tank g

umd and it’s all gone into the gmund £

szsz:my Johns locked up and
found he was alone except for—

e got dizzily to his feet and scram-
Tt o o gt horeibl place and away
from the broken ship. It was surpris-
ingly easy. Ho seemed to flutter in long
jumps like a goose. Of course, the lesser
gravitation

This was Mars—just a lot of thin
sick-looking grass, spreading in all di-
rections. The sky was a very dark blue,
almost black overhead, where faint
stars twinkled. ‘There was a_singing
in his ears which he had noticed at high

altitudes in the Rockies. It came from
the low air densit
Then he noticed that springing at
thirty degrees from each other, from
his feet across the grass, were two
shadows, one fainter than the other.
And despite the chill breeze there was
‘warmth on the back of his neck.

. There were two suns
hanging in the sky, bright and white.
Both were considerably smaller than
the Sun he bad known an Earth and
one of them was appreciably smaller
than the other.

He was no astronomer but he real-
ized there was something definitely out
of order here. However, before he could
think about it much, Malatesta came up

samewhere

ge.

“Since you’re up,” he s: ‘you can
give me 2 hand with things. Well, what
do you think of Mars?”

Johns gestured wwud the two sums.
“T_don’t get

Malatesta !l\d “Perhm you're not

quite awake yet. It's obvious enough.
Tl Jou—gun nd me ars tho only o
left alive—anywhere.”

Johne arappled with his inerodulity.
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“You mean?”
“I mean that smaller sun up there is

the Earth we left three months ago. 1

don't know who threw the bomb that

ferno—abandoned by Virgll, left ut-
terly slone, not knowing the way out.

¢ lash of his kind. Malatesta
dmn: count, Malatesta was an insensi-

ape.
"He felt_the tears trying to come
again and he fought to keep them back,
Malatesta would sneer. Then he thought,
“What the hll do T care what he thinks
Why should T scoept ks judgment on
what is right behavior? He's no more
than a half.edu um.”
Nevertheless he turned his face away
and bowed his head, lest Malatesta
should see.
“What are you doing—composing an
epic poem about it?” said Malatesta sar-
lly. “You're wasting your time.
There's 1o one left to read it—except

me. And Pm tone-deaf. Snap out of
it. We're going to live. Therefore, we
aball want living back

quarters.
to the wreck and he!p me.”

CHAPTER I
The Curio

ALATESTA'S idea of being

grumbling and impatient, take one end

of it with a vigor which made it plain
that he could have carried the whole
thing himself without effort.

But it was mainly by Johns' labor
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that the rough shack, with its table,
chairs and couches, was built from suit-
able portions of the wreckage.

“Right,” said Malatesta, surveying it.
“That's good enough for now. Il keep
this damned wind off anyway. Now
for a meal. 1ts lucky the cook's galley
wasn't too badly burnt—even though
the atomic heaters are no good. The
whole system is smashed.

“But the food-store and the refrig-
erator vault stood up to it. There’s
plenty of grub in them. Go get a couple
of loaves, a can of beef, some butter
and cheese and crackers—we'll find
ways of cooking some other time. Here
are the key

“What about doing a bit of work
yourself?” Johus broke in angrily, “Do
you think I'm the maid-of-all-work here?

testa at him searching-

ly. He tossed the little bunch of keys

in the air, caught it on its slow descent.
ight,” he said again. “If that's

began Johns in a

eat two, then put his hand out ten-
mm_ly for the third.

+Hands of " smapped Malatests. “No
work, no eat. That's how it is. That's
how ' going to be. That's how it al.

ays was—I didn’t run a soup kitchen,

u know. My workers had to work for
their grub.”

Johns stared at him. Then he said
with quiet acidity, “You're wrong with
both your facts and your analogy. First-

Iy, T have worked—hard. Secondy, I'm

not one of your employees. On that
ship we all had equal sund.mg Half
that food is mine.”

“No it lsn’

ship—yes, There were twenty-six of us.
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That makes your share of the food one
twenty-sixth, not a half. The second
Lhmg & undarmnd is—we're not on the
E

Frats a chiliah, kind of sepbistry.
The others are have no

use for
"How ow? Did you

take
ot only because they’re help-
me but because you are

71 suc; Malsiotet il Johns, de-
liberately. “umm right with you,

Youve got it son” Malatests helped
himeet to anofher sandwich. “Thats
believe th.”
T S Raaed Tohae, -You Inow
it isn't. That's what you believe but
only because it suits you to.”
““Everyhody helioves what they'd like
to believe. You only believe in 3 ey
o of e sharss for 2l
youre, weake—too. wesk to fight for
your share, So you invent this thing you

th
a slight disadvantage. I have this, you
e—and you haven't”

pulled an old-fashioned automat-
ic mewl mm hh pwlm and held

3 an
who went over to the States to set up

in nineteen twenty-four, it
was. He ran a gang of bootleggers and
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made a plle ‘When Prohibition was re-

pealed into legitimate busi-

Dem. 14 bemm tamily business. I
we much to hi

" ineluding yous Jdoas on moraity, o
doub, vou tithy hoo

ikt s oA e conts 1
bound Toe piotl bat canghe Tohoa on
the

bridge of his nose. He went over
bnckwl.rd with a yelp of surprise and
P e blood ran thirkly from his

num-u e Mew and spl

“Oh, Ak uld Malates-

ta. “That wa only a love tap. 1 doubt
if

What I don't like and won't have is your
acting as though you're superior to me.
You're not in any way.

“People learn trom life, my friend,

ou
college education and Nobel Brize dom
mullfy you 28 & superman—or even

Johmwuhnlding-blood handker-

chief to his His head still hurt

fm the landing crash and now it hurt
place.

been caught by surprise o yelped
1il
He had yelped like one of his own
ome

publla ey yesss age. ow, he
always remembered coming up silently

that day behind young Perkins, who was
absorbed in a comic when he should
orl uclid, He re-

]
g
g
E
g

power-feeling as
gax aiu e hlg head arcnnd:—to fack
his

e had. oen the master then.

It wasn't nearly so good being the pu-
pil. He resented it fiercely. He hated

Malatesta. If there was a way to kill
him he would—

No, he mustn't think that. That was
giving way to blind passion, He was
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abore that now. One could never be &

ster if one couldn’t control his o
passions. He that ruleth his spiri ia
better than Re that taketh o city.

etachedly he wondered if young
Perkins bad ot ke Miling him on
that far-off day.

He must control himself with this
roughneck. He must feel himself su-
perior but not make a parade of it. But
he must never, never allow himself to
teo) interior, cartainly never act a8 onc.

“You want o earn a cup of coffee?”
asked Malatesta suddenly.

Johns, still holding his handkerchief
to his nose, nodded. He would not trust
himself to say anything. He might be

too sarcastic.
“Right, Take that bucket., There’s a
water channel about two miles off in

STARTLING STORIES

the Taj Mahal—not for the lately living
people of Earth. The hills that Shake-
speare had walked on around Stratford-
amihven, the Gl of Losite, redolent
with histor

‘He had kad o living relatives. As for
the rest of his fellows, he had known
few, respected fewer, loved none. None
except his traveling companions on the
N ad been his real

among the éli
ple was i m greater tragedy than
loss of E:

“The vome ai e of the élite b:uowed

after him. re you trying
oAk Dackwards? 1 want that wﬂu
today. Get a move o

Johns made a

nolse between
and 8 growl “Shut up you s .mny ‘hog !
he hissed in sick hatr he knew

‘This first sally into unexplored Mars
should have been a great moment. In-

stead it presented itself as a weari-
some task. Tt was Malatesta's fault, of
course—his brutal materialism was
death to_all poetry and wonder and
beauty. He poisoned romance, He be-
littled the really big things of life and
magnified the pin-pricks. He'd have to
be careful not to adopt his stunted
values.

amn his nose—would it never stop
bleeding? His handkerchief was like a

flag. His face seemed to be little but
a throbbing proboscis. He had mever
been struck before in his life. It seemed
to have knocked his sense of values spin-
ning.

7 e sl wrong. He should be over-
whelmed by the tragedy of the
sudden end of homo sapiens. But he had
seen that coming for too long. It had
happened at ash, that was Al

a certain sense of loss but it
waa o the Acropeis fos tne U ek
leries, the Louvre, the Sistine Chapel,

that Malatesta was too e .w.y 10 hear
he quickened his

P*His handkerchiet had become a
den_useless ball, Irritably he Sore
to the ground. It alit on what had
seemed to be a s
hidden in the grass. The stone ca
alive wil leap and bounded off like
2 rabbit, giving a back kick with its rear
legs. It was like an earless rabbit with
the smooth gray skin of a mouse.

He watched it until it had vanished
in the distance. So there was animal
life on Mars after all. An irrational hope
sprang within him. Were there some-
where intelligent Martians who could
paint and sculpt and build, make music
and write, think and discuss?

The great telescopes on the Moon,
their magnification unhampered by any
blurring atmosphere, had raked the
planet for signs of intelligent life and
seen none. Empty deserts of red dust,
yes, and vast green plains. But not a
town anywhere.

Most of the mapped canals were there
but it seemed that the regularity of
them had been an optical illusion, They
‘were no straighter than any river. There
was no more plan to them than to the

.Grand Canyon. So people had dropped
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the description “canals” and called them
what Schiaparelli had really called
them—chanmels.

Ahead of him now he could see the
line across the broad strip of gree
that was one of these channels. Dospite

Fanks and that was about all. Gom
with sor other channels it was
but a thread—fifty feet across, The
water was pale blue, clear and cold. He
could see where the soil ended and the
rock-bed ere Was moss on
the rocks at the bottom and he could

‘The banks were just earth and rock
—without trace of any Mai rﬁ-.n -mzi—
neering. The water seemed to h
its own channel, He tried to ut the s

from his face. His nose had stopped giv-
ing but not hurting. He filled the bucket
and took a last look around. The chan-
nel went waveringly from horizon to
other bank looked the

wind, There was nothing else to see. He
turned hi
the great ragged shape
under the two small bright suns. It was
the nnly prominent feature in the flat

ne
Fresontly he trod on xomethmz that

a K01 of Tock, twice the sisb of a man’s

As he inspected it his heart began to
quicken, That mhm.u.l hope returned.
Surely, surly, it had boan conecloualy
shaped ? There were deep

inking
could have been very

SHADOWS us
little erosion in this climate. But n
Tooked as good as many museum pi
e had seen, He put it n his pocket md
resumed his journey.
When he got back all the sandwiches
were gone and Malatesta said, “Why the
hell didn't you fill the bucket?’
However, Malatesta had got some
utensils from the ship and started a fire
with splintered bookshelves. Johns went
and got some more bread from the food-
store.

CHAPTER III
And One Makes Thres

FIER they | lud finished the cof-
fee they and smoked,
Tohms ot ot e teme. ness s
looked it over closely.

“What's that?” said Malatesta lazily.

Johns told him what he thought it
‘might be. Malatesta was merely amused.
He gave the thing a rough examination
and tossed it back.

“Meteorite,” he said. “You
whate i plitel by e trictlo

“But the

“Have you ovee been to the Garden of
the Gods, near Colorado Springs?
place is—was—lousy with chunks of
rock that look like heads. You're just
superimposing a pattern subjectively,
ks Lowell pecring at thiz p

1 a comtury ago and aking seat

Xmle ‘maps of the canals. Or like & pa-

ent of Rorschach's—the gimk who
flarted the paychintrists ‘playing the
ink-blot g

Johms Tooked at him with su

see

an
“I prefer to think it's the Work of
an xnuumnee," said Johns,
. You beli:ve what_you
vunt o beheve like T said. You
somewhere you'll find lnten:gent com-
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‘panionship—not like mine. Me, T don't
go for poetry or anything else that ain't
any good to me.”

“Your disapproval doemn't destroy
the valte of Bostey,” said Johne. “Its
ancternal ‘and indeatractible value, far
above jour or my criticism. The same
goes for any of the art forms—and
Truth and Beauty and Goodness.”

He breathed tne Tast words 5o that
the capitals were almost visibly appar-
ent.

testa, on the couch, regarded
the glowing end of his cigarette, Then
he said, slowly, thinking it out, “The
sonnet form was a human invention—
and it died with humanity. So did any
standards of art form whatsoever, They
were pretty unstable even when they
guisted—yesterday's art i1 todeye

of the naked Venuses of the
muued 0ld Masters are fat, unsight-
ly lumps by the Two Thousand and
Three A.D. standards of feminine beau-

actress she'd have been told to go home
and find her eyebrows.

“And how do you dispose of Good-
ness?”

“Just another matter of custom. Can-
nibalism was evil in America. In Poly-
mesia not 5o long ago your grandmoth-
er's shade would have felt horbly
ten her corpse
d 50 absorbed her good qualities.

“I could give you a thousand exam-
pls of the same act being thought good

in one place and evil i

you can il people with kindness, you

know. As for truth—no one’s answered

Pilate yet.”

Johns mred at him. “P'm darned if
Tcan u out,” he said. “One min-
ute you tall ke a thick.sared mugs and
the next like a university gra

Malatesta laughed a fat frime self-

Tve been both. And T

phrenic
“Youre ail m-nnz anyway. We try
to superimpose on ‘material,
Cartainty. But these patterns are cter.

STARTLING STORIES

nal tandards which we gimpse through
ur imaginati ecord so
that othors may ses them maore clearly.
VI the patterns are eternal why do
they (:hamu 50 oftes
. 1¥s our impertect vision,
s ,uems and fumbling execution.
Truth is outside of us and eternal.”
Malatesta said, “The prag
don't think so and I'm a pragmatist. All
thought is personal and purposive. Ab-
stracts are figments. A judgment which
prompted by motives is impossi-
ble. The only test of a truth is—does it
work? If it doesn't it's meaningless.”
“The pminn of the majority is
agall
What mawmw Listen, son—wake
up! There’s just you and me and no
ane else, Theve airit & ma.lenty My be-
lief is just as good as yours.”

2

OHNS was shocked into considera-

tion. He looked at his feet, thinking
—if_there are only two people in the
world and one is a paranoiac and the
other a manic depressive, what are the
tests of sanity? Where are the stand-
ards of rational behavior?

Then he said, “I don’t mean to be of-
fensive. I have had more training in
these things. My greater experience
can be regarded 2 the majorit

gave him the Bronx cheer,

for riet g
“Ca regarded—by v.hvm’l" he
jeered. <Only you, of course. I'm two
‘hundred pounds—or rih—to
your hundred and Torty, 11l choose to
that extra sixty pounds of me

a8 t.he majority.”

“On the other hand Tm taller than
you,” snapped Johns spitefully. He knew
he ‘was talking foolishness.

“But I'm the better pool player,” said
Malatesta suavely, completing the re-
ductio ad absurdw

"“This is nonsensel” cried Johns, an-
grily. “You can't just ignore history an
pretend that this is the beginning of the
orld. What about Buddha and Aris-
totle and Lao-Tsze and—"

Malatests swung around and pointed
violently upward, over the wreck, at the
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sky. “What about them?” he flung back.
“See that star? It's just a star among
a billion other stars. There may have
been saints and sinners on the others

where is their wisdom now?
Thats fiiahed, written o
“T'm ot pretending this is the be-
B’mnmg of the world—it is the begin-
¢ of the world as far as I'm con-
cernod—my w
And in that moment, as Malatesta sat
ung, a form
m the weack,
. A Martian ™ thought
Johns, |||ddenly ﬂushmg with a new ex-
citement. “A Mar
Malatesta let his arm fall Tle wore
under his breath. “This certainly is the
beginning of the world,” he sad. “And
! Johns, here comes our maJnnty.

gers were bleeding. She was small, bru-
nette, rather plump and they didn't
ognize her as first,

“It's the nurse,” said Johns, suddenly,
recalling the face when
smudged and tear-stained. She had been
a quiet lttle thing, keeping well in the
background, and her services had not
been required during the voyage. He
hadn't heard her exchange a word with
anyone and he wasn't sure of her name
though he had heard it.

While he stood_there, remembering
her, Malatesta walked out to meet her.
Johns cursed himself for his slowness,
Malatesta picked her up, carried her
gver the wreckage-strewn grass and laid
her on the couch.

“Get her a drink of water, beautiful
dreamer,” he saic

Presently Lhey got her story in a
faint Nebraskan accent. It was short.
She had been in the women’s lavatory
when the crash came. She didn’t re-
member anything siter that except
.wnkemng less under
of ‘wreckage and fghting for hours,
pulling and pushing at the stuff, to get

ou

She recalled scarcely more of what
happened before that, She had only the
sketchiest memory of the ship and the
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voyage. She remembered there were
‘people. Just people—no names to them,

She didn't remember Malatesta and

ns.

“I thought I'd gone right through
what's left of the ship,” said Malates-
ta. “Didn't think of the ladies’ room.
Maybe I've got loss of memory too.
What's your name?”

She didn’t remember. She knew she
came from Ogallala on the south fork of
Platte River and had been a nurse,

al said, “We'll have to call
you_something.”

“What about jnst ‘Nurse'?” suggested

hos,
testa rubbed his dark bristly
JOWX!. "Nope. We'll call her Madge.”
e echoed Johns.
"shmz r Majority, wake. Do
1 have to explain everythmg""

CHAPTER IV
Rabbit on the Run

E next morning, Johns was awak-
y the ulnng of the bucket
dropmnx Deside
water,” eaid Malatesta, stand-
xng over him, “I want breakfast"”
ohns got up. “And a shave, too, no
doubt,” he ‘murmured,
. I'm never shaving again.
Prom now on I make my own social con-
g

venti
T come with. you,

Tom,” said
Madge.

As they walked side by side over the
grass she said quietly, “He doesn't like
you, does he?”

“The feeling is mutual. We haven't
a thing in common. By the way, do
you like poetry?”

“I—1 think so. I don't know much

out it.”

“T could teach you if you're willing

learn. He isn't, You know, whether
At lives or dies depends wholly on you.”
“Huh?”

“Art it the communication of feel-
ings, ideas, standards. T am an artist in



i
a vacuum—with 1o one to communicate
o, Actually an astist con't exist, ith:
out an sudience.

palnts for hlmlelf alone. Thoso that pre-

were thinking of posterity. It's
possible that we'll have no posteri
$¥1l you be my audience, Madge?”

She smiled for the first time. She
Tad nice teeth, “Sure, Tl try to be ap-
preciative.”

Al the way $o the channel and back
he expressed himself to her—his moods,
his ideas, his fancies. He didn't give her
much chanee to

As he was explaining to her his own
theory of what Picasso had been get-
ting at she exclaimed suddenly, “Ooh'
What's that?” She pointed to a movin
object in the grass.

He broke off, rather irritated by her
‘branching sttention: he'd thought she
was absorbing the whole of it.

“Oh, that,” he said. “There's plenty
of "em about. T call ’em Martian rab-
bits.

Wonder if they're good to eat?”

“One day we'll have to find out. That
footstoeo et guing bo st forover.
Perhaps we'll finish up cating grass,
like. Nebachadnerza

“Neb—who's he?”

A bit wearily he explained.

days passed and nothing

much happened except that the wind
died down and became almost impercep-
tible, and the heat of the two suns could
e more strongly felt. Malatesta

content to lounge, sleep, smoke and be
sarcastic at Johns' expense. His one

preferred Malatesta’s company
to his,
On the fourth morning the split be-

“Get the water,” said
tersely and contemptuously that Johns
et with the i
swinging it at that bristling tu-

8 pt
ous face. But an anticipatory pain in the
nose caused him to throttle the inten-
tion,
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Instead he gripped the bucket firmly
and said, “Tsn't it about time we moved
io; e chaunal st Then;wed have
water on tap. is is an un-
healthy spot. That ship's beginaing t
smell.”

“I don't mind the smell,” said Mala-
testa, “and all the water I need is
brought to me. I like it here, There's a
convenient larder with a lock on the
door, There’s nothing like that along
by the channel.”

“There may be all sorts of things bet-
ter than that if we look around. We've

bitterly. %
“You're some writer. You haven't
‘written a line.”
"wmt': the use?” cried Johns.
's no one left to appreciate it.”
“Encﬂy W)Iy bother? We all do
it to cut a figure, don't we? And if
there’s no one fo appland us .
testa s
o sy claim you were an artist?”

ALATESTA regarded Johns with

a queer look that combined de-
rision and defense.

“In a way, yes. A better way than
yours at that. Art is only expression.
You express yourself merely in words. T
in action. Try my way. You may get to
like it. Begin mow—go and get that
‘water.”

“To hell with the water!” exploded
Johns and flung the bucket away vio-
lently. It landed, bounced slowly and
rolled across the grass to where Madge
ut, She got up and walked across to the

“Don't lm him, .mkv she said.
“I'm mx )" said Malatesta.
“It'n xmpnuible

F-nd for yourself. I'm med of keeping
you. You' don't belong in my world.
You contibute nothing put belly-sching.



THE
of here and don't come back.”

o .
Madge said, “T'm staying with Jack.”
“What?” said Johns and looked ap-

palled. “Why, for heaven's sake? He'll

make & slave out of you. He's im-
ith, Is it because he's

bout s
lor o8 aod nhelm.h and mur  We might

't that” cut fn Mndke. irrit
bly. staying with Jack Tecausa T
prefer co. He's got the right ideas. And

s &

Malstesta grinned suddenly and put
his arm about her waist. Johns felt a
queer sharp pain. It was loneliness stab-
bing at him. It was as if he had been
sk out of life, alone, unwanted.

d

‘But 1

um h mdze. you

‘ou bore me lIck e sosd, “Yat.
the the time about

things that don’t matter any more. Your

the ground anywhere.

I want a family. I want kids and & man
knows how to bring 'em up.

you imagine what it'd be like for me

‘with you, doing things your way?

“I'd be doing all the man's work,
while youd be sitting with the kids,
pumping 'em full of poetry and high-
falutin' useless stuff, teaching ‘em
everything but how to look after them-
selves. That's the only important thing
in this world—how to look after your.

. There's mo_college here to feed
you just for lecturing.

e majority, you see, Johns, is on
my side sald’ Malatests, W grin
broadening.

All at once Johns hated them both
with impotent fury. He turned away
and walked toward the bucket.

Malatesta’s grin vanished. “Leave
the bucket!” he snapped. “That's my
proporty. Leave everything except your-

ADOWB
John: sbeutmdnlmduymm

wiu to take

s e md with gritty mmock-polite-

" Sure, Staxt & museum with 5, Now
bl

Without a backward glance Johna
went. The world was against him, It
seemed idiotic to think of one man and
oo woman 1s "r.he rocld” bt factually
it was

Hebeds madt lmpnlu to lmuh things
and there was n

e
it Irlllmm the violence

rom bis eystem, lft bim toeling ek

and empty. He stared d

broken moasesianed body, Tt Tookes
pitifully small and lonely.
Unconsciously he mnnned it with
‘himself anc unplanned ac-
uon He might have caught the crea-
tamed i, made & friend of it. 1¢

ick
Perhapl e fallow, conlint help relaps:
ing to childheod sometimes and feeling
a need for pets and dolls to confide His
troubles to. All the same he had to
eat. He was on his own now. He must
learn to be self-reliant.

He strode on, frowning, the stone in
one hand and the rabbit in the other.
What s it Emerson had seid about
self-reli

Aﬂu s e he forgot Emerson, and
by practise becams expert in uaing

» throwing stone, He could hit
bt o e o et ‘paces.

CHAPTER V
The Bonfire

FORTNIGHT later Johns ﬂulhd
back in the channel, gaz-
ing up St e Sk blue sy o the



8

small guns and the fai

ras stil, the blie water placid. It was
quiet and nothing disturbed the pea

or threatened to.

And he felt like screaming.

Sometimes in the turmoil of Earth he
had dreamed of life on a desert island.
Once he had seriously thought of going
into a monastery.

“Utter fool !" he said aloud. One thing
he had learned—he was not by tempera-
ment » bermit. But thun, Robinson Cru-
s0e had

ay, his parrot,
his goat. Aud e menis s oo
™How ho longed for books! Eve

Hny e oty 6 subittgre for e apoke

imbelligent although he was a brute. If
had
long after a fashion.

Madge he still thought of with bitter-
‘ness. She had not even troubled to argue
with him. She had listened to him in
silence, thinking only of him as a fool.
1t still hurt. But why should he consid-
& ber opinion worth anything? She was

ltn-i.v Vi not at frst seemed s0
pleasant, And. if only " e werertt 5o

she keep drifting int tohu

waste er umnnher'!shuwn
perfectly matched with Malatesta,
pair of pragmatists, They could,
doubt, raise a family of pragmatists,
all of them unaware of the eternal
truths was no poet

. . . though their city be greater
Babyhn of old, though they mine a
leaguo lntn earth er mount o the stare
on_wings—w} them
23 Bhsoan avmmered? “They
willbea dark pael upan the world
to recall more of it and was
umt could not. He
stared up ot Burth, thinking of all the
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l.muuu that had perished.

witha hard, gemlil
doing it—literally. In Earth's dark his-
tory there had been many a “burning
of the books.” This, the last, could nev-
er be surpassed. It was a funeral pyre
and o Phoenix would acise from the

es.
“*Not unless he dld something about it.
eavily upon him
elf into as heavy

intended for preservation. How much of
it had been destroyed in the smash? It
'was his duty to preserve what was left.
Probably it was the last remnant of
culture in the Solar System. So far as
he could judge from a fortnight's trudg-
ing up and down the channel-side, peer-
ing st tho distancos, there was o sign
y Martian civilization, old or new.
Perhlpl there had never been one.

He bad spent hours examining ti
store head and was stll undecided .bm
it Porhaps Malatesta had been
—perhaps he was reading s pattern into
tho chance work of nature mercly be-
cause he wanted to see that pattern. On
the other hand he mu{h( be just as right

Surely, here on Mars, the
ues reigned and had been gumpud by
sent

a reassurance
sare of it and glow owed with excitement.
At those timea life would flood with
‘meaning again.
And then at others the stone became
a lifeless lump in his hands, drained
ofsignificance, just a gray-black meteor-
ta, Then eveiything, ncluding. him-
was_purposeless’ ol 1o more
account than the dead sto
o the only chancs was the books, Ho

Sp«rnd by the resolution, be swam
the bank.
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VERYTHING looked miich as be-
fore around the wreck except that
at a little distance from the shack a
large bright fire burned, sending up a
wavering column of black smoke. As he
neared it he could see Malatesta sitting
on his couch by the fire, There was a
heap on the ground at his side and oc-
casionally ta reached out, took
something from the heap, threw it into
the fire.

Johns looked. atound hopetully for
the small plump figure ige. She
was nowhere in sig]

When he was close enough to see Junt
what Malatesta was doing he
something between  shrick nd & shout

and ran toward the fire.

“Stop that!” he yelled. “Stop it, T

y
Malatesta looked up at him calmly.
“Thought T told you to stay.away from

on't put any more of those books
on the ﬁre. T warn you,” said Johns,
breathles:

Novre & Ht Tite. Wea 5 tin

andalt Johns d ropped hi
knelt by the ﬂﬂ
1t ing books, a tangle of
charring gil edwu leather bindings,
printed o paper.

ed out one that had not prop-
erly caught and burned his fingers slap-
ping .
dropped the book. It fell open at a page
that began complacently, We can, I be-
lieve, take it for granted that in the

#

ent ideological conflicts will have re-

solved themselves and mankind_will

have united under a common liberal
wzz

pasm _of bitter disgust he
thruxt e bk back into che flames.
“Make up ¥ o ‘mind,’ Malates-

“Johms slared. st him. “There is no
need for this sort of thing. The grass
provides endless fuel. You've only got to
pull it up and let it dry. As I've done.”

“Ah, but you didn't have any books.
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They burn longer than grass and give

in future, I want those

Malatesta looked him up a.nd down
apprisingly.

“Your fortnight in the wilderness
scems to have toughened you up. Never-
ihlon conld sl b 7 v it e
hand. So qut talking that w

“It won't always
Johns between his .
fond of that couch. You 're running to
fat and self-indulgence. I'm getting
stronger.”

“Come back when you think yow're
strong enough,” said Malatesta with
steel in his voice. “T’ll be ready for you.
Sn will my sons—there’ll be a lot of
because 1

gave a ahnrt hard laugh.
“'rhn'. funny, I've always regards
you 88 the serpent in this parcicalar
Garden of Eden.”

“Your mistake. You're the serpent in

said Malatesta, “the

serpent; made Eve eat of the forbiddon
Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil.
That's exactly what you tried to do with

e spat and there was a confirmatory
lmm the

went on, 'Why sk your st 2l

i et . think.

T, ou low it s nad that veryone
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else has got to think the same as you?
It was fanatics like you who brought
our world to destruction. We're satisfied
with making our own litle truths to
it ourselves_no factory o

o bis awon boie and et
the other guy alone. But that's not good
enough for you. You've got to pret
truth and try to

oo What  he you menid maks here
if you had your way—as you made a
hell upon Earth.”

“You idiot!” said Johns, fiercely.

morals which was our only hope. When
that code fell Earth fell.”

ALATESTA seemed not to bave
heard He had picked up a
ook e the heap and was regarding
its title.

“The Works of John Keats,” he said.
“Well, well. ‘Beauty is truth, truth beau.
ty—that is all ye know on earth and al
ﬁ need to know.’ On Earth. But this is

re.”

e, tomed he book capually mm o, the

e A vt ntor she thio
crashed against his skull and ihe himy
ol over | len
couch, not seeing it, not seeing
anything but o red mist. When it ceared
he was sick and the works of Keats had

gone forever.

There came a cry, the thud of a
dropped bucket, the wash of water over
the grass. Then Madge came running
and flung herself on the body, sobbing
sad ving, Sdack! Joaktt +

Johns watched her dully for a mo-
nert. mn be weat oﬂ little way
ace downward,

mn\!lng 2 pmow i vie arma. Hin
s and he could get nothing
straight.

Pmmmy, she came and stood over

"You murderer!”
He half-turned his head, and mum-
bled, “He—" He stopped. What was the

use of trying to explain to her the loss
of Keats or the chain of clashes which
had led up to that last act of vandal

e -
s, which he had
mmer "the sbllity not the il to sort

"He wem for his gun,” he said. “It
was fense.”

“'nmt‘ulie " satd Madge, coldly. «He
never had his gun. e
T've still got it and I'm going Lovume i
Turn around, Do you want to be shot in
the back?"

Sluwly he turned over and sat up.
Mac face was pale and tear-
smmd. but ﬂam-mmed. md the sl

pointed hi
stoady. Over ber left Shouldar burned

He
didn’t care about himself. He oo kave
killed you with one hand.

“I guess he told you that himselt,”
murmured Johns, wearily. “Okay, go
ahud 418 you blleve you ought to. |

ver you  believe you're as
thtu e, When 1o m gone you will
always be wholly and absolutely right
—auntil you die.
e gun begen to brembla  Jitle

“I loved him,” was

rough but—I lnved i man Now
gouve kiled b, Fm going to kil you.
That's justi

“If you ik s0. But that's an ab-
stract he didn’t believe in, of course. If
ou kill me, thinking that, T win. But is
your nmtlve eally justios? T¢ might be

anger at being deprived
of s atientions—and his children,
Don't give it a name, Just act
fonl——that was his philosophy and yours.
T'm not afraid. What have I to live for?”

You kiled L because o0 wanted
me, didn't you?” she

“1£ you think so. What doss it mat-
ter now? Shoot—get it over with.

“Oh!” she said, suddenly, and threw

gun away and burst into tears. “I
don’t want to be alone!” she sobbed.




THE TWO SHADOW!

“And I want so to hnve children” i

‘He stared at her in a
e g0t . . ook hold of het, g
o bee lul.t sround, He kissed her and

Dot Jeave e alonel” she cried.
‘Don't ever leave me alone!”

He held her, tightening his grip. “It's
all right, Madge. We'll keep together.
We're all that are left—anywhere.

Over her shoulder he saw their unit-
ed shadows slanting across the grass
in a long V. Only two of them left but
between them they had four shadows.

It was odd but it was Malatesta’s
‘materialistic pmlmphy. -dopwd hy

b
would be as dead as Malatesta,

Had wrong? Would he ever
really lm

w?
as there something symbolic in the

double shadows or was he reading pat-
terns into things again? Here a man
cast one shadow by the light of the sin-
ful suicidal Earth, another by the light
of the life-giving Sun. Wherever
St00d.you eguld ot secape the dusity.

So long as there were the two sources
you were bound to be affected by them
both, You cold nok choose to stand only
in the Nght of o

/ are aceording to
our lghts,” e said, under his breath,
Madge pressed herself even closer
him,

was some time later that he discov-

orod that, thoogh Mulatesta's skull
had been split open,
Clntly mard 1o 0o the arme to the e
sile which had struck it. The stone head
was gaping apart, showing its own
ek

cells of the brain were tight-
packed in the cavity—thousands of

8 m
rolls of incredibly thin but tough metal
tape, scarcely an eighth of an inch wide.
He could just make out some of the lit-
tle colored pictures on them. To those
who had made them they must have
been great banners, blazoning forth the
history and knowledge of their race.
“Think of it, Madge!” he said, excit-
edly. “Of all the incredible luck! To

humanoid, too. 1 wonder where the body
is? We must | look for it.

“ be lots of ’em around,
she said. “Our people were always do-
ing ik sorkof tiln, wreren ey

“Who'd have thought the Martians
Tere such a0k he ld, ey
s T carrying this 1 my hand, can-

uu honmm for massited zetle,

Thero of traces but
we'll have to look under the grase, n
over it.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, more concerned
with the fire, which was dying down

just as the ‘rabbit-stew was nearing the
boil. She reached for a book and gave it
to him o censar.

He glanced at it absently:

“Lord, no, not that one! We'll need
it when we get down to work, making
our instruments.”

He laid Microscopy and Optical Sys-

he said. “Burn that.”

he poked Income Taz Accountancy
me(ully under the pot and the flames
gathered life. She peeped into the pot
and was satisfied with what she saw.
The stew was thickening nicely and they
would have a rich supper. It seemed
just about the most important thing in
life to her at that moment.



