Today...

The Philadelphia® Inquiver
. SMagaine 0




Copyright 1952, Triangle Publications, Inc
April 6, 1952 . All Rights Reserved

HOME AND FAMILY

Eggs Are Wearing Hats
Fun for Young Uns

LIVING TODAY

Confident Living
Grievances Clog Heart and Mind
Through College on a Hula
A Bcrf?idey for 2366 Boys
Playing Safe

FICTION

The Wilderness, by Ray Bradbury
Noble's Lonely Heart
by Gerald Pipes and Harry Nix

PEOPLE

A Fighter—Senator Richard Russell
Your Neighbors

GENERAL
Her Majesty's Service

Is Cancer Inhacitad?

26
31

~

10
14



z
E
i

move without looking up, and the
rminvhlchtheyﬂood'mbled
Shaady and d suspended in a
whirling black space where great
comet winds rushed by, taking your
breath away. 2

“Are you i

said Janice, “some men on

y thing 40 believe is get-

ting to Rocket Port in the morn-
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They moved to the open window
and looked at the soft night sky.

“That’s the star,” said Janice, point-
ing. “That’s Mars.”

They passed a fear between them-
selves by contacting their cold elbows.

“We'd better get to bed.”

“No,” said Janice. “At midnight the
call comes. I'll talk on the light-phone
to Mars for the first time. I couldn’t
sleep, waiting. I want to think of
things to say to Will. To tell him I've
decided, suddenly, to come there to
him. I'm scared now, I changed my
mind so quickly.”

Still they could not move themselves
or each other from the window which
framed the sky and the sky which
framed the blue-white stars. They
tried to see the men in the sky rush-
ing in great Independence Day rock-
ets, on jets of yellow and white flame,
hitting at Mars with hammers, nailing
together houses, and pouring asphalt
highways on a remote planet. But
their eyes were glazed over with the
miracle.

“This is our last night on Earth .. ."”
But before Janice could continue, Leo-
nora had given her such a frightened
look she paused.

Our last night. Their mouths moved,
silently, and their eyes said it, too, as
if for each day in the past month they
bad turned aside from the final knowl-

edge.

“Just think, our children won't be
Americans or Earth people at all
We'll all be Martians for the rest of
our lives.”

Janice gazed directly at herself in the
cold bed irror, identified an
expression in her face and said, “I don't
want to go, I don’t want to go.” «

She closed her eyes and felt Leonora
take hold of her shoulders and rock
her slowly.

“You'll be all right.”

panic was in Janice, with ice
and fire.

“I'm afraid!”

“We're all afraid.”

“Sixty million miles!” she cried,
16

By Ray Bradbury

ago. It was this that made up my mind
for me, made me decide to go. I didn't
tell you. But I want you to see it now.
Go ahead, read the note.”

Leonora shook the note out of the
envelope and read it aloud:

opened her eyes at it
“These men,” said Leonora.
make it so hard Ituaed_!ohelfl

“T'm so afraid I'll be a fool on the
Rocket,” said Janice.

“I'll be right with you.” Leonora
“And now, let’s walk down-

“Tomorrow night,” murmured Jan-
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looking like an old woman with crys-
tals in her white hair. p

Like a Woman of Frontier,
Janice Follows Her Man
To Mars to Begin New Mfe

but we won't know it and they won't
miss us.”

Leonora and Janice moved.
each other as if they couldn’t the
door.

“Come on,” they said, opened the
door, turned out the light, stepped out-
side, and shut the door behind them.

“The first thing,” said Leonora, “is to
have a malted milk at the drug store.
There won't be malted milks on Mars
for a good many years.”

They walked solemnly into the drug
- store and sat down.

“You ladies look pretty, but you
sure look sad,” said Mr. Thomas, the
proprietor.

“Two chocolate malteds.” And Leo-
nora smiled for both of them, as if Jan-
ice were mute.

Mr. Thomas poured the drinks for
them, and they looked at the chocolate
color as if it were a rare painting in
a museum. L

Janice fussed in her purse and took
out an envelope, reluctantly, and laid
it on the marble counter.

“This is from Will to me,” she said.
_“It came in the rocket mail two days

there

“Is this us, here?” asked Janice.
“Janice Smith and Leonora Holmes,
in the year 19657”

“Yes.”

Janice licked her lips and stood
nralg"ht “I wish it was some other

year.

“1492? 1612?" Leonora sighed and
the wind in the trees sighed with her,
. “It's always Columbus ,
gyor!’lymouzh Rock Day, and I'll

Leonora came into the

after her and already Janice was say-
ing, “Hello, hello!” And the operator
in a far city was readying the im-
mense apparatus which would tie two
worlds together, and the two women
waited, one sitting and pale, the other
standing, but just as pale, bent toward
‘There was a long pause, full of stars
and time, a waiting pause not unlike
the last three years for all of them.
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it was Janice’s turn to phone through
upon millions of miles of

teors and comets, dodging the yel-
low sun which boil or burn her
words or scorch the meaning from
them, but her voice went like a silver
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“Hello, Will. This is Janice!”
She swallowed.

“They say I haven't much time. A
minute.”

She closed her eyes.

“I want to talk slowly, but they say
talk fast and get it all in.. So, I want

Her voice flashed on its way to that
unseen world. Now, with the message
sent, the words said, she wanted to
call them back, to censor, to re-arrange
them, to make a prettier sentence, a
fairer explanation of her soul, But
already the words were hung between
planets and if, by some cosmic radia-
tion, they could have been illuminated,
could have caught fire in vaporous
wonder there, her love would have lit
a dozen worlds and startled the night
side of Earth into a premature dawn,
she thought.

Now the words were not hers at all,
they belonged to space, they belonged .
to no one until they arrived, and they
were traveling at 186,000 miles a sec~
ond to their target.




What will he say to me? What will he say back in his minute of
time? she wondered. She fussed with and twisted the watch on her



wrist, and the light-phone receiver on her ear crackled and space
talked to her with electrical jigs and dances and audible auroras.

“Has he replied?” whispered Leonora.

“Shhh!” said Janice, bending, as if sick.

Then the voice came through space from him.

“I hear him!” cried Janice.

“What does he say?”

The voice called out from Mars and took itself through the places
where there was no sunrise or sunset, but always the night with a
sun in the middle of the blackness. And somewhere between Mars
and Earth everything of the message was lost, perhaps in a sweep of
electrical gravity rushing by on the flood tides of a meteor, or inter-
fered with by a rain of silver meteors. In any event, the small words
and the unimportant words of the message were washed away. And
his voice came through saying only one word:

“ ..love...”

After that, there was the huge night again and the sound of stars
turning and suns whispering to themselves and the sound of her
heart, like another world in space, filling her earphones.

“Did you bear him?” asked Leonora.

Janice could only nod.

“What did he say, what did he say?” cried Leonora.

But Janice could not tell anyone, it was much too good to tell. She
sat, listening to that one word again and again, as her memory
played it back to her. She sat listening, while Leonora took the
phone away from her without her knowing it, and put it back upon
its hook.

Then they were in bed and the lights out and the night wind blowing
through the rooms a smell of the long journey in darkness and stars,
and their voices talking of tomorrow, and the days after tomorrow
which would not be days at all, but day-nights of timeless time; their



voices faded away into sleep or wakeful thinking, and Janice lay
alone in her bed.

Is this how it was over a century ago, she wondered, when the
women, the night before, lay ready for sleep, or not ready, in the small
towns of the East, and heard the sound of horses in the night and the
creak of the Conestoga wagons ready to go, and the brooding of oxen
under the trees, and the cry of children already lonely before their
time? All the sounds of arrivals and departures into the deep forests
and fields, the blacksmiths working in their own red hells through
midnight? And the smell of bacons and hams ready for the jour-
neying, and the heavy feel of the wagons like ships foundering with
goods, with water in the wooden kegs to tilt and slop across prairies,
and the chickens hysterical in their slung-beneath-the-wagon crates,
and the dogs running out to the wilderness ahead and, fearful, run-
ning back with a look of empty space in their eyes? Is this then how it
was so long ago? On the rim of the precipice, on the edge of the cliff
of stars. In their time the smell of buffalo, and in our time the smell of
the Rocket. Is this then how it was?

And she decided, as sleep assumed the dreaming for her, that yes,
yes indeed, very much so, irrevocably, this was as it had always been
and would forever continue to be.



