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Publisher's Note

The piecesin thisbook -- the two Voyages of Ijon Tichy, his reminiscences, his open letter -- dl
appeared in the 1971 Polish edition of Dzienniki gwiazdowe (The Star Diaries) but were not included in
the British and American editionstitled The Star Diaries and published in 1976. The present book, in
effect, congtitutes the second volume of Lem'swork of that name,
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The Eighteenth Voyage

The expedition | want to write about now was, in its consequences and scale, the greatest of my
life. | amwell aware that no onewill believe me. But, paradoxica asit may seem, the Reader's disbelief
will facilitate my task. Because | cannot claim that | achieved what | intended to achieve. To tdll thetruth,
the whole thing turned out rather badly. The fact that it was not | who bungled, but certain envious and
ignorant people who tried to thwart my plans, does not ease my conscience any.

So, then, the god of this expedition was the creation of the Universe. Not some new, separate
universe, onethat never before existed. No. | mean this Universe we livein. On the face of it, an absurd,
an insane statement, for how can one create what exists adready and what is as ancient and irreversible as
the Universe? Could this be -- the Reader islikdly to think -- awild hypothesis Sating that till now
nothing has existed except Earth, and that dl the gaaxies, suns, sdlar clouds, and Milky Waysareonly a
mirage? But that'snot it at dl, because | redly did create everything, absolutely Everything -- and thus
Earth, too, and the rest of the Solar System, and the M etagal axy, which would certainly be cause for
pride, if only my handiwork did not contain so many flaws. Some of these liein the building materid, but
most are in the animate matter, particularly in the human race. This has been my greatest regret. True, the
people | shal mention by name interfered in my efforts, but by no meansdo | consder mysdf thereby
absolved. | should have planned, supervised, seen to everything more carefully. Especidly sncethereis
now no possihility for correction or improvement. Since October 20 of last year, | am to blamefor dl --



and | mean al -- the congtructiona defectsin the Universe and the warpsin human nature. Thereisno
escape from that knowledge.

It al began three years ago, when through Professor Tarantogal met a certain physicist of Savic
descent from Bombay. A visiting professor. This scientist, Solon Razglaz, had spent thirty yearsin the
study of cosmogony, that branch of astronomy that deals with the origin and early formation of the
Universe,

Razglaz reached, after athorough study of the subject, a conclusion that sunned even him. As
we know, theories of cosmogony can be divided into two groups. One comprises those theories that
regard the Universe as eterna -- in other words, devoid of a beginning. The second holdsthat at one
time the Universe arose in aviolent manner, from the explosion of a Proto-atom. There have aways been
difficultieswith both views. Regarding the first: Science possesses agrowing body of evidence that the
visble Universeisfrom twelve to twenty billion yearsold. If something has a definite age, thereis nothing
sampler than to calculate back to its zero moment. But an eterna Universe can have no "zero,” no
beginning. Under the pressure of new information, most scientists now opt for a Universethat arose from
fifteen to eighteen billion years ago. Initidly there was a substance -- call it Y lem, the Proto-atom,
whatever -- that exploded and gave rise to matter and energy, stellar clouds, spira galaxies, and dark
and bright nebulag, dl floating in rarefied gasfilled with radiation. This can be precisely and nestly
determined as long as no one asks, "But where did the Proto-atom come from?"' For thereis no answer
to this question. There are certain evasions, yes, but no salf-respecting astronomer is satisfied with them.

Professor Razglaz, before taking up cosmogony, had for along time studied theoretica physics,
particularly the so-caled dementary particles. When hisinterest switched to the new subject, he quickly
saw that the Universe unquestionably had abeginning. It obvioudy arose 18.5 billion years ago from a
single Proto-atom. At the sametime, however, the Proto-atom from which it sprang could not have
existed. For who could have placed it in that emptiness? In the very beginning there was nothing. Had
there been something, that something, it is clear, would have begun developing at once, and the entire
Universe would have arisen much earlier -- infinitely earlier, to be exact! Why should aprimordia
Proto-atom remain inert, waiting motionless for unknown eons? And what in God's name could have
wrenched it S0, in that one moment, causing it to expand and fly apart into something so tremendous?

Learning of Razglaz'stheory, | often questioned him about what led to hisdiscovery. The origin
of grest idess has aways fascinated me, and surdly it would be hard to find a grester revelation than
Razglaz's cosmogonic hypothesis! The professor, aquiet and extremely modest man, told methat his
concept was, from the viewpoint of orthodox astronomy, quite outrageous. Every astronomer knows that
the atomic seed from which the Universe is supposed to have sprung isa highly problematica thing. What
do they do about this, then? They sdestep, they evade the issue, because it isinconvenient. Razglaz, on
the other hand, dared to devote al his energy to it. The more he amassed facts, and the more he
rummaged through libraries and built models, surrounding himsdlf with abattery of the fastest computers,
the more clearly he saw that there was something not right.

At first he hoped that eventually he would succeed in diminishing the contradiction, and perhaps
eveninresolving it. However, it kept increasing. Because dl the dataindicated that the Universe arose
from asingle atom, but also that no such atom could have existed. Here an obvious explanation
suggested itsdlf, the God hypothesis, but Razglaz set it aside asalast resort. | remember his smile when
he said, "We shouldn't pass the buck to God. Certainly an astrophysicist shouldnt. . ." Pondering the
dilemmafor many months, Razglaz reviewed his previous research. Ask any physicist you know, if you
do not believe me, and he will tell you that certain phenomena on the smallest scale occur, asit were, on
credit. Mesons, those elementary particles, sometimes violate the laws of conservation, but they do this
soincredibly fast that they hardly violate them at al. What isforbidden by the laws of physicsthey do
with lightning speed, as though nothing could be more natura, and then they immediately submit to those
laws again. And so, on one of hismorning sirolls across the university campus, Razglaz asked himsdlf:
What if the Universe were doing the same thing on alarge scale? If mesons can behave impossibly for a
fraction of a second, afraction so minuscule that awhole second would seem an eternity in comparison,
then the Universe, given itsdimensons, might behave in that forbidden way for acorrespondingly longer



period of time. For, say, fifteen billion years. . .

It arose, then, dthough it might well have not arisen, there being nothing from which to arise. The
Universeisaforbidden fluctuation. It represents amomentary aberration, but an aberration of
monumental proportions. It isno lessadeviation from the laws of physicsthan, onthe smalest scae, a
meson! Suspecting he was on theright track, the professor immediately went to hislaboratory and made
some caculations, which, step by step, verified hisidea. But even before he had finished, the redlization
came: the solution to theriddle of the origin of the Universe reveded athresat as great as could be
imagined.

For the Universe exists on crediit. It represents, with its constellations and gal axies, amonstrous
debt, apawn ticket, asit were, apromissory note that must ultimately be paid. The Universeisanillega
loan of matter and energy; its gpparent "asset” isactudly a"liability.” Since the Universeisan Unlawful
Anomaly, it will, onefineday, burst like abubble. It will fal back into the Nonexistence from which it
gprang. That moment will be areturn to the Naturd Order of Things!

That the Universeis so vast and that so much hastaken placeinit is due solely to the fact that we
are deding with afluke on the largest possible scae. Razglaz immediately proceeded to calculate when
the fatal term would come, that is, when matter, the Sun, the stars, the planets, and therefore Earth, along
with al of us, would plunge into nothingness as though snuffed out. He learned that it wasimpossible to
predict this. Of course impossible, given that the Universe was afluke, adeviation from order! The
danger reveded by hisdiscovery kept him awake at night. After much inner struggle, he chose not to
publish his cosmogonic research, instead acquainting afew eminent astrophysicists with it. These
scientists acknowledged the correctness of histheory and conclusions. At the sametime, they felt that
publication of hisfindingswould plunge the world into spiritua chaos and darm, the consequences of
which could destroy civilization. What man would gill desireto do anything -- to move hislittle finger --
knowing that & any second everything might vanish, himsdlf included?

The matter cameto astanddtill. Razglaz, the greatest discoverer in dl history, agreed with his
learned colleagues. He decided, abeit reluctantly, not to publish his theory. Instead, he began searching
the whole arsend of physicsfor waysto assst the Universe somehow, to strengthen and maintain its
debtor'slife. But his efforts came to naught. It was impossible to cancel the cosmic debt by anything done
in the present: the debt lay not within the Universe but at itsorigin -- at that point in time when the
Universe became the mightiest and yet most defenseless Debtor to Nothingness.

It was a thisjuncture that | met the professor and spent many weeksin conversations with him.
Firgt he outlined for me the essentia points of his discovery; then we worked together to find some
means of deliverance.

Ah -- | thought, returning to my hotel with fevered head and despairing heart -- if only | could
have been there, twenty billion years ago, for just asplit second! That would be enough to placeasingle
solitary atom in the void, and the Universe could grow from it as from a planted seed, now in atotdly
legitimate way, in accordance with the laws of physics and the principle of conservation of matter and
energy. But how was| to get there?

The professor, when | told him thisidea, smiled sadly and explained to me that the Universe
could not have arisen from any ordinary atom; the cosmic nucleus would have had to contain the energy
of dl the transformations and events that expanded to fill the metagdactic void. | saw my error, but
continued to mull over the problem. Then, one afternoon, as | rubbed oil on my legs, which were swollen
with mosguito bites, my mind wandered back to the old days, when, while flying through the spherical
cluster of Canes Venatici, | had read theoretical physicsfor lack of anything better to do. | had been
particularly engrossed in avolume devoted to dementary particles, and | recaled Feynman's hypothesis
that there are particles that move "upsiream” againgt the flow of time. When an dectron movesin this
manner, we perceive it then as an eectron with a positive charge (apositron). | asked mysdf, with my
feet in awashbasin: What if we took one electron and accelerated it, accelerated it o much that it would
begin moving backward in time, faster and faster? Couldn't we give it such atremendous impulse that it
would fly back beyond the beginning of cosmic timeto that point when there was ill nothing? Couldn't
the Universe arise from this accel erated positron?!



| ran to the professor as| was, my bare feet dripping wet. Heimmediately redlized the magnitude
of my ideaand without aword began to caculate. It turned out that the project wasfeasible: his
calculations showed that the electron, asit moved againgt the flow of time, would gain grester and grester
energy, S0 that when it reached beyond the beginning of the Universe, the force accumulated within it
would split it apart, and the exploding particle would rel ease the energy required to cancel the debt. The
Universe then would be saved from collgpse, sinceit would no longer exist on credit!

Now we had only to think about the practica side of the undertaking that wasto legitimize the
World or, in short, to create it! Asaman of integrity, Razglaz repesatedly said to Professor Tarantogaand
to dl hisassstants and colleagues that it was | who had originated the concept of the Crestion; that
therefore it was |, and not he, who deserved the doubletitle of Creator and Saviour of the World. |
mention this not to boast but to humble mysalf. Because the endless praise and appreciation that |
received at that timein Bombay, well, I'm afraid it turned my head alittle and caused meto neglect my
work. | rested on my laurels, thinking that the most important part had been done -- the intellectud part
-- and that what followed now would be the purely technical details, which others could take care of.

A fatd mistakel Throughout the summer and most of thefall, Razglaz and | determined the
parameters, the characteristics and properties that were to be carried by the el ectron -- the cosmic seed,
or, perhaps more correctly, the constructiona quantum. Asfor the mechanica aspect of Project Genesis,
wetook a huge university synchrophasotron and rebuilt it into a cannon amed at the beginning of time.
All its power, concentrated and focused in asingle particle -- the constructiona quantum -- wasto be
released on October 20. Professor Razglaz indsted that 1, the author of the ides, fire the world-forming
shot from the Chronocannon. Because, you see, this was aunique historical opportunity. Our machine,
our mortar, was to shoot not just any random electron, but a particle suitably remade, reshaped, and
remode ed to bring forth amuch more orderly and solid Universe than the one that existed at present.
And we paid particular atention to the intermediate and | ate stages of Cosmocreation -- the human race!

Of course, to program and pack such an ungodly wedlth of information into one el ectron was no
easy task. | must confessthat | did not do everything mysdlf. Razglaz and | shared the work; | thought up
the improvements and corrections, and he trand ated these into the precise language of the parameters of
physics, the theory of vacuums, the theory of €ectrons, positrons, and sundry other trons. We also set up
akind of incubator where we kept test particlesin strict isolation. We would choose from among them
the most successful particle, which, as| said, wasto give birth to the Universe on October 20.

What good, what wonderful things | planned during those hectic days! How often did | work late
into the night poring over books on physics, ethics, and zoology in order to gather, combine, and
concentrate the most va uable information, which the professor, sarting at dawn, fashioned into the
electron, the cosmic nucleus! We wanted, among other things, to have the Universe develop
harmonioudy, not as before; to prevent supernovas from jolting it too much; to eiminate the sensdess
waste of quasar and pulsar energy; to keep stars from sparking and smoking like damp candlewicks; and
to shorten interstellar distances, which would facilitate space travel and thus bring together and unify
sentient races. It would take volumesto tell of all the corrections| managed to plan in arelatively short
time. But these were not the most important thing. | need not explain why | concentrated on the human
race; to improveit, | changed the principle of natural evolution.

Evolution, aswe know, is either the wholesde devouring of the weaker by the stronger
(zoocide), or the conspiracy of the weaker, who attack the stronger from within (parasitism). Only green
plantsare mord, living asthey do at their own expense, on solar energy. | therefore provided for the
chlorophyllization of al living things; in particular, | devised the Foliated Man. Since this meant the
stomach had to go, | transferred to its location a suitably enlarged nerve center. | did not do dl this
directly, of course, having a my disposal only one dectron. | sSmply established, in cooperation with the
professor, thet the fundamenta law of evolution in the new, debt-free Universe would be the rule of
decent behavior of every life form toward every other. | dso designed amuch more aesthetic body, a
more refined sexudity, and numerous other improvements| will not even mention, for my heart bleeds a
the recallection of them. Sufficeit to say that by the end of September we had completed the
World-creating Cannon and its eectron bullet. There were till some highly complicated caculationsto



make; these were done by the professor and his assstants, because aming for atarget in time (or, inthis
case, before time) was an operation requiring the utmost precision.

| should have stayed on the premises and watched over everything, in view of my tremendous
respongbility. But no, | wanted to unwind. . . and went to asmall resort. Actualy -- to tell thetruth -- |
wasal swollen with mosquito bites, and that waswhy | longed for adip in the cool ocean. If it hadn't
been for those damned mosguitoes. . . But I'm not going to put the blame on anything or anyone: it was
al my fault. Just beforel I€eft, | had aquarrel with one of the professor's colleagues, acertain Aloysius
Bunch. Actually, he was not even a colleague, only alab assstant, but afellow countryman of Razglaz's.
Thisindividual, whosejob it was to monitor the equipment, demanded -- out of the blue -- that he be
included in thelist of Creators. Because -- he said -- if it weren't for him, the cryotron wouldn't work,
and if the cryotron didn't work, the electron wouldn't act properly. . . etc. | laughed a him, naturally, and
he appeared to back down, but actualy the man began to make his own plansin secret. He could do
nothing inteligent himsalf, but he formed a conspiracy with two acquaintances, types who hung around
the Nuclear Research Ingtitute in Bombay in hopes of finding asinecure. They werethe German Ast A.
Roth and the American Lou Cipher.

Aswas shown by the inquiry conducted after the event, Bunch let them into the |ab at night, and
the rest was owing to the carelessness of Professor Razglaz's junior assistant, adoctoral candidate
named Sarpint. Sarpint had left the keysto the safe on a desk, which made the intruders task dl the
eader. Helater pleaded illness and presented medica evidence, but the whole ingtitute knew that the jerk
was involved with a certain married woman, one Eve Addams, and was so busy groveling at her feet that
he neglected his officid duties. Bunch led his accomplicesto the cryotron; they removed the Dewar
vesse from the cryotron, extracted from the vessal the box containing the priceless bullet, and made their
infamous parametric "adjustments,” the results of which anyone can see. All you haveto do islook
around you. Afterward they pleaded, each upstaging the others, that they had had the "best intentions,”
and had aso hoped for glory (1!), especialy since there were three of them.

A fine Trinity! Asthey admitted under the weight of evidence and under thefire of
cross-examination, they had divided up the work. Herr Roth, aformer student at Gottingen (but
Heisenberg himsdlf had booted him out for putting pornographic picturesin the Aston Spectograph),
handled the physical sde of Cresation and made aroya messof it. It is because of him that the so-called
weak interactions do not correspond to the strong, and that the symmetry of the laws of conservation is
imperfect. Any physicist will immediately know what | mean. This same Roth, who made amistakein
ample addition, isrespongble for the fact that the electron charge, when it is calculated now, gainsan
infinite value. It isaso thanksto this blockhead that one cannot find quarks anywhere, dthough in theory
they exist! Theignoramusforgot to make acorrection in the dispersion formulal He also deserves
"credit” for the fact that interfering eectrons blatantly contradict logic. And to think that the dilemmaover
which Heisenberg racked his brains hiswhole life long was caused by hisworst and dullest student!

But he committed afar more serious crime. My Crestion Plan provided for nuclear reactions, for
without them there would be no radiant energy of stars, but | eliminated the el ements of the uranium
group, so that mankind would be unable to produce atom bombs in the mid-twentieth century -- that is,
prematurely. Mankind was to harness nuclear energy only asthe synthesis of the hydrogen nuclel into the
helium, and since that is more difficult, the discovery could not be expected before the twenty-first
century. Roth, however, brought the uranides back into the project. Unfortunately, | was unableto prove
that he had been put up to this by agents of acertain imperiaist intelligence agency in connection with
plans of military supremacy. . . The man ought to have been tried for genocide; but for him the Japanese
citieswould not have been bombed in World War 11.

The second "expert” in this select trio, Cipher, had finished medical school, but hislicenseto
practice was revoked for numerous violations. Cipher handled the biologicd side and made suitable
"improvements’ init. My own reasoning had gone asfollows. Theworldistheway it is, and mankind
behavesthe way it does, because everything arose by chance, that is, haphazardly, through the initia
violation of fundamenta laws. One has but to reflect amoment to see that under such conditionsthings
could be worse! The determining factor, after al, was randomness -- the "Crestor" being the fluctuational



caprice of Nothingness, which contracted a monstrous and nightmarish debt by inflating, without rhyme
or reason, the metaga actic bubble!

| recognized, to be sure, that certain features of the Universe could be |eft asthey were, with a
little touching up and correction, so | filled in what was needed. But asfar as Man went, ah, there |l
becameradical. | crossed out al hisvilenesswith one stroke. The foliation | mentioned above, which
replaced body hair, would have helped establish anew ethics, but Mr. Cipher thought hair more
important. He "missed"” it, you see. One could make such nice fringes, whiskers, and other fancy things
with it. On the one hand, my mordity of fellowship and humanism; on the other, the value sysem of a
hairdresser! | assure you, you would not know yourselvesif it hadn't been for Lou Cipher, who copied
back into the eectron from a cassette dl the hideous features that you behold in the mirror.

Finaly, asfor Lab Assstant Bunch, though he was not capable of doing anything himsdlf, he
demanded that his croniesimmortaize his part in the Cresation of the World. He wanted -- and | shudder
as | writethis-- he wanted his nameto be visible from every corner of the firmament. When Roth
explained to him that stars cannot form permanent monograms or |etters, because of their movements,
Bunch desired that they at least be grouped in large clusters, or bunches. This, too, was done.

On October 20, when | placed my finger on the button of the console, | had no ideawhat | was
actually creating. It cameto light acouple of days later, when we were checking the tapes and
discovered what had been recorded, by the viletrio, in our positron. The professor was crushed. Asfor
me, | did not know whether to blow out my brains or someone else's. Eventually reason prevailed over
anger and despair, because | knew that nothing could be changed now. | did not even take part in the
interrogation of the miscreants who had befouled the world | created. Professor Tarantoga told me about
half ayear later that the three intruders had played in the Creation arole that religion usualy assgned to
Satan. | shrugged. What sort of Satan did those three asses make? But the blame is mine; | was cardless
and left my pogt. If | wanted to look for excuses, | could say the culprit was the Bombay pharmacist who
sold me, instead of decent mosquito repellent, an oil that attracted them as honey does bees. But in this
way you could blame God-knows-whom for the flawsin existence. | do not intend to defend mysdlf thus:
| am responsible for theworld asit isand for dl human failing, sinceit wasin my power to make both
better.

The Twenty-fourth Voyage

Onday 1,006, having left the locd system of the Nereid Nebula, | noticed a spot on the screen
and tried rubbing it off with achamois cloth. There was nothing elseto do, so | spent four hours rubbing
before | realized that the spot was a planet and rapidly growing larger. Circling this heavenly body, | was
not alittle surprised to find that its vast continents were covered with regular patterns and geometric
configurations. | landed with due caution in the middle of an open desert. It was covered with smal disks,
perhaps half ameter in diameter; hard and shiny, asif turned on alathe, they ran inlong rowsin various
directions, forming the designs| had noticed from ahigh dtitude. After making afew tests, | went cruisng
just above the ground seeking an answer to the riddle of the disks, which intrigued me enormoudly.
During atwo-hour flight | discovered, one after the other, threeimmense and beautiful cities; | touched
down in asguare in one of them. But the city was completely deserted; houses, towers, squares,
everything was dead; no Sgn of life anywhere, or any trace of violence or natural disaster. More amazed
and bewildered than ever, | flew on. Around noon | found mysdlf above avast plateau. Catching sight of
ashiny building near which there was some sort of movement, | immediately landed. A palace rose from
the rocky plain, sparkling asthough cut from asingle diamond. A wide marble saircaseled up to its
gilded porta. At the foot of the staircase severd unfamiliar beings were milling about. | looked at them
close up. If my eyesdid not deceive me, they were aive and, moreover, resembled humans so much



(especidly from adistance) that | dubbed them "hominiformicans.” | was prepared with this name
because | had spent time during my voyage thinking up nomenclature, in order to have terms handy for
such occasions. "Hominiformicans' fit the bill, for these beings walked upon two legs and had hands,
heads, eyes, ears, and lips. True, the lipswere in the middle of the forehead, the ears under the chin (a
pair on each side), and the eyes -- ten in dl -- were arranged like rosary beads across their cheeks. But
to atraveler like me, who has encountered the most bizarre creaturesin the course of his expeditions,
they were the pit and image of humans.

| approached them, keeping a safe distance, and asked what they were doing. They made no
reply, but continued peering into the diamond mirrors that rose from the lowest step of the staircase. |
tried to interrupt them once, twice, three times, but seeing that this had not the dightest effect, in my
impatience | shook one vigoroudy by the shoulder. Then they all turned in my direction and seemed to
notice mefor the first time. After regarding me and my rocket with some astonishment, they asked me
severd questions, to which | willingly replied. But because they kept breaking off the conversation to
gazeinto the diamond mirrors, | was afraid | would not be able to question them properly. Findly,
however, | managed to persuade one to satisfy my curiosity. This Phool (for, ashetold me, they are
caled Phools) sat down with me on arock not far from the stairs. My interlocutor fortunately possessed
considerable intelligence, which showed in the gleam of the ten eyes on his cheeks. Hethrew hisears
over his shoulders and described the history of the Phools, asfollows:

"Alien voyager! Y ou must know that we are a people with along and splendid past. The
population of this planet has been divided from time immemoria into Spiritors, Eminents, and
Drudgelings. The Spiritors were absorbed in the contemplation of the nature of the Great Phoo, whoina
deliberate creative act brought the Phoolsinto being, settled them on this globe, and in Hisinscrutable
mercy surrounded it with starsto illumine the night and a so fashioned the Solar Fireto light our daysand
send us beneficent warmth. The Eminents levied taxes, interpreted the meaning of state laws, and
supervised the factories, in which the Drudgelings modestly toiled. Thus everyone worked together for
the public good. We dwet in peace and harmony; our civilization reached great heights. Through the ages
inventors built machines that smplified work, and where in ancient times a hundred Drudgdlings had bent
their swesting backs, centuries|ater afew stood by amachine. Our scientists improved the machines,
and the people rgjoiced at this, but subsequent events showed how cruelly premature was that rejoicing.
A certain learned constructor built the New Machines, devices so excellent that they could work quite
independently, without supervision. And that was the beginning of the catastrophe. When the New
Machines gppeared in the factories, hordes of Drudgelings|ost their jobs; and, receiving no saary, they
faced garvation. . ."

"Excuse me, Phool," | asked, "but what became of the profits the factories made?"

"The profits," he replied, "went to the rightful owners, of course. Now, then, as| was saying, the
threat of annihilation hung. . ."

"But what are you saying, worthy Phool!" | cried. "All that had to be done wasto make the
factories common property, and the New Machineswould have become a blessing to you!"

The minute | said this the Phool trembled, blinked histen eyes nervoudy, and cupped hisearsto
ascertain whether any of his companions milling about the stairs had overheard my remark.

"By the Ten Noses of the Phoo, | implore you, O stranger, do not utter such vile heresy, which
attacks the very foundation of our freedom! Our supreme law, the principle of Civic Initiative, Satesthat
no one can be compelled, constrained, or even coaxed to do what he does not wish. Who, then, would
dare expropriate the Eminents factories, it being their will to enjoy possession of same? That would be
the most horrible violation of liberty imaginable. Now, then, to continue, the New Machines produced an
abundance of extremely cheap goods and excellent food, but the Drudgelings bought nothing, for they
had not the wherewithd. . ."

"But, my dear Phool!" | cried. "Surdly you do not claim that the Drudgelings did this voluntarily?
Wherewasyour liberty, your civic freedom?"

"Ah, worthy stranger," sghed the Phoal, "the laws were still observed, but they say only that the
citizen isfreeto do whatever he wants with his property and money; they do not say where heisto



obtain them. No one oppressed the Drudgelings, no one forced them to do anything; they were
completely free and could do what they pleased, yet instead of rgjoicing at such freedom they died off
likeflies. . . The Situation worsened; in the factory warehouses, mountains of unpurchased goods rose
skyward, while swarms of wraithlike, emaciated Drudgelings roamed the streets. The Plenum
Moronicum, the venerable assembly of Spiritors and Eminentsthat governed the state, conferred al year
round on ways to remedy the evil. I1ts members gave long speeches and frantically sought away out of
the predicament, but to no avail. At the very beginning of the ddliberations, one member of the Plenum,
the author of afamous work on the nature of Phoolian freedoms, demanded that the constructor of the
New Machines be stripped of his golden laurdl wreath and that, on the contrary, histen eyes be plucked
out. Thiswas opposed by the Spiritors, who begged mercy for the inventor in the name of the Great
Phoo. The Plenum Moronicum spent four months determining whether or not the constructor hed
violated the laws of the realm by inventing the New Machines. The assembly split into two camps. The
dispute was, finally, ended by afirein the archivesthat destroyed the minutes of the proceedings; Snce
none of the august members of the Plenum could recall what position they had taken on the issue, the
whole matter was dropped. It was then proposed that the Eminents, who owned the factories, be
requested to cease building the New Machines; the Plenum appointed a committee for this purpose, but
the committee's entreaties had not the dightest effect. The Eminents declared that it was their fondest
wish to continue to produce in thisway, for the New Machines worked more cheaply and more swiftly
than did the Drudgdings. The Plenum Moronicum resumed ddliberations. A law was drawn up stipulating
that the factory owners give afixed percentage of their profitsto the Drudgelings, but that proposal fell
through, too, for, as Archspiritor Nolab rightly pointed out, such handouts would have corrupted and
degraded the souls of the latter. Meanwhile, the mountains of manufactured goods kept rising, until finaly
they began to spill out over thewalls of the factories, whereupon mobs of starving Drudgelings rushed up
with threatening cries. In vain did the Spiritors attempt to explain to them, with the grestest kindness, that
they were defying sovereign laws and daring to oppose the Phoo's inscrutable decrees; that they should
endure their lot meekly, for through mortification of the flesh the soul is elevated and gainsthe certainty of
heavenly reward. The Drudgdings, however, turned a deaf ear to thiswisdom, and armed guards were
needed to curb their seditious activity.

"Then the Plenum Moronicum summoned the constructor of the New Machines before Its
August Presence and addressed him asfollows:

" 'Learned man! Great danger threatens our state, for rebellious, criminal ideas are arising among
the masses of Drudgelings. They driveto abolish our splendid freedoms and the law of Civic Initiative!
We must make every effort to defend our liberty. After careful consideration of the whole problem, we
have reached the conclusion that we are unequal to the task. Even the most virtuous, capable, and model
Phool can be swayed by fedlings, and is often vacillating, biased, and falible, and thus unfit to reach a
decision in so complicated and important amatter. Therefore, within sx monthsyou areto build usa
purely rationd, gtrictly logica, and completely objective Governing Machine that does not know the
hesitation, emotion, and fear that befuddle living minds. Let this machine be asimpartid asthe light of the
Sun and stars. When you have built and activated it, we shall hand over to it the burden of power, which
grows too heavy for our weary shoulders'!

" 'So beit,’ said the congtructor, 'but what isto be the machine's basic motivation?

" 'Obvioudy, the freedom of Civic Initiative. The machine must not command or forbid the
citizens anything; it may, of course, change the conditions of our existence, but it must do so dwaysinthe
form of aproposd, leaving us dternatives between which we can fregly choose!’

"'So beit,' replied the constructor, but thisinjunction concerns mainly the mode of operation.
What of the ultimate god? What is this machine's purpose?

" 'Our state isthreatened by chaos, disorder and disregard for the law are spreading. Let the
Machine bring supreme harmony to the planet, let it ingtitute, consolidate, and establish perfect and
absolute order.’

"'Letit beasyou have sad!' replied the constructor. "'Within sx months | shdl build the
Voluntary Universalizer of Absolute Order. With thistask ahead of me, | bid you farewdl. . .



" 'Wait!" said one of the Eminents. 'The Machine you create should operate not only in a perfect
but dso in apleasant manner; that is, its activity should produce an agreeable impression, one that would
satisfy the most refined aesthetic sensibility. . .

"The congtructor bowed and left in silence. Working arduoudy and aided by atroop of nimble
assistants, he erected the Governing Machine -- the very one you see on the horizon asasmall dark
spot, dientraveler. It isaconglomeration of iron cylindersin which something constantly shakesand
burns. The day it was switched on was a great sate holiday; the eldest Archspiritor blessed it solemnly,
and the Plenum Moronicum gave it complete power over the country. Then the Voluntary Universalizer
of Absolute Order emitted along whistle and set to work.

"For sx daysthe Machine labored, around the clock; in the daytime clouds of smoke hung over
it, and at night it was surrounded by abright glow. The ground shook for aradius of one hundred and
sixty miles. Then the double doors of its cylinders opened, and out spilled hosts of small black robots,
which, waddling like ducks, scattered over the whole planet, even to its remotest corners. Wherever they
went, they assembled by the factory warehouses and, speaking in acharming and lucid manner,
requested variousitems, for which they paid at once. Within aweek the warehouses were empty, and the
Eminent factory owners sighed with reief: Truly the constructor has built us a splendid machine!’ Indeed,
it was marvel ous to see the robots use the objects they had purchased: they dressed in brocades and
satins, oiled their axles with cosmetics, smoked tobacco, read books -- shedding synthetic tears over the
sad ones, they even managed to consume the most varied delicacies (with no benefit to themsdlves, of
course, sncethey ran on eectricity, but to the great benefit of the manufacturers). It was only the masses
who were not satisfied; on the contrary, they murmured more and more among themselves. The
Eminents, however, hopefully awaited the Maching's next move, which was not long in coming.

"It assembled large quantities of marble, aabaster, granite, rock crystal, and copper; sacks of
gold and slver, and dabs of jasper; after which, making aterrible din, it raised an edifice no Phoolian eye
had ever beheld -- this Rainbow Pdace, traveler, which stands before you!

| looked. The sun had just emerged from behind acloud and its beams played on the polished
walls, splitting into flames of sapphire and ruby red; rainbow stripes shimmered around the angle towers
and bastions; the roof, adorned with dender turrets and covered with gold leaf, was dl aglow. | feasted
my eye on this magnificence while the Phool went on:

"News of the wondrous building spread over the whole planet. Veritable pilgrimages began
arriving here from the most distant lands. When crowds had filled the commons, the Machine parted its
metal lips and spoke thus:

" 'On thefirgt day of the month of Huskings | shal throw open the jasper porta of the Rainbow
Palace, and then any Phool, be he famous or obscure, will be able to go insde and enjoy what awaits
him there. Until then, restrain your curiogity, for you will satisfy it amply later on.’

"And, verily, on the morning of thefirst day of Huskings there was a sounding of silver trumpets,
and the paace portal opened with adull groan. The crowds began to pour insde in atorrent three times
wider than the highway that connects our two capitas, Debiliaand Cretinia. All day long, masses of
Phools streamed in, but their numbers on the commons did not diminish, for new ones arrived continually
from theinterior of the country. The Machine extended hospitaity to al: the black robots distributed
refreshing beverages and hearty food. Thiswent on for afortnight. Thousands, tens of thousands, findly
millions of Phools had thronged into the Rainbow Palace, but of those who entered, not one returned.

"Some wondered about this and asked where such great numbers of people were disappearing,
but these solitary voices were drowned out by the blaring rhythm of marching bands. Robots scurried
here and there feeding the hungry and thirsty; the silver clocks on the paace towers chimed; and when
night fell, the crysta windows shone with many lights. Finally, as severd hundred persons were patiently
waiting their turn on the marble staircase, ashrill cry rang out over the lively beat of the drums;
"Treachery! Listen! The palaceisadiabolicd trap! Run for your lives! All islogt!!

"'All islost!" the crowd on the staircase cried back, then turned and scattered. No onetried to
stop them.

"Thefollowing night, severa bold Drudgelings stole up to the palace. When they returned, they



sad that the back wall of the palace had opened dowly and innumerable piles of shiny disks had tumbled
out. Black robots had carried the disksinto the fields and arranged them in various designs.

"Upon hearing this, the Spiritors and Eminents, who had been mesting in the Plenum (they had
not goneto the paace, it being awkward for them to mingle with the crowd), convened immediately, and,
wishing to solve the enigma, summoned the learned constructor. Instead his son appeared, downcast,
and rolling alarge, trangparent disk.

"The Eminents, beside themsdlves with impatience and indignation, reviled the abosent scientist and
called down curses on his head. They questioned the youth, ordered him to explain the mystery of the
Rainbow Palace and tell them what the Machine had done with the Phoolswho entered it.

" 'Besmirch not my father's memory!" the youth exclaimed. 'In building the Machine hefaithfully
abided by your requirements; once he put it into operation, however, he knew no more than any of us
how it would act -- the best proof of which isthe fact that he himsalf was among the first to enter the
Rainbow Pdace.'

" 'And whereis he now? the Plenum cried with one voice.

" 'Here,' the youth replied sorrowfully, pointing to the shiny disk. He glared a the elders and thus,
stopped by no one, went hisway, rolling his metamorphosed father before him.

"The members of the Plenum trembled with both rage and fear; later, however, they cameto the
conclusion that the Machine would surely not harm them, so they sang the Phoolian anthem and, thus
fortified in spirit, set out together from the city. Presently they found themsdlves before theiron mongter.

" 'Scoundrel!" cried the eldest of the Eminents. 'Y ou have deceived us and violated our laws!
Cease operating at once! What have you done with the Phoolian people entrusted to you? Spesk!'

"No sooner had he finished than the Machine stopped its gears. The smoke cleared in the sky
and complete silence followed. Then the metd lips parted and a thunderous voice boomed out:

" 'O Eminents and Spiritors! Y ou who brought meinto being to rule the Phools! | am distressed
by the mental confusion and sensel essness of your reproaches! First you demand that | establish order;
then, when | set to work, you hinder my efforts! The palace has been empty for three days now;
everything isat a standstill, and none of you have yet approached the jasper porta, thereby preventing
the completion of my task. | assure you, however, that | shall not rest until it is completed!”

"At these words the entire Plenum shuddered and cried:

" 'What order do you spesk of, villain? What have you done with our kith and kin in violation of
nationd laws?'

" 'What an unintelligent question!" answered the Machine. "What order do | speak of ? Look at
yoursalves, how ill-congtructed your bodies are; various limbs protrude from them; some of you aretal,
others short, some fat, othersthin. . . Y ou move chaoticaly, you stop and gape a flowers, at clouds, you
wander aimlessly in the woods -- thereis not the least harmony in that! [, the Voluntary Universalizer of
Absolute Order, am transforming your frail, weak bodiesinto solid, beautiful, durable forms, from which
| then arrange pleasing, symmetrica designs, and patterns of incomparable regularity, thereby bringing
perfect order to the planet. . .’

" 'Mongter!!" cried the Spiritors and Eminents. ‘How dare you destroy us? Y ou trample on our
laws, you murder udl'

"In reply the Machine rasped scornfully and said:

"'Did | not tell you that you cannot reason logically? Of course | respect your laws and
freedoms. | am establishing order without coercion, without resorting to violence or constraint. No one
entered the Rainbow Palace who did not wish to; but everyone who did enter | transformed (acting on
my own initigtive, let me repesat), reshaping the materia of hisbody so that inits new form it will endure
for ages. | guaranteeit.’

"For some time there was silence. Then, whispering among themsdlves, the Plenum concluded
that the law redlly had not been broken and that things were not as bad as they had first seemed. 'We,'
the Eminents said, ‘would never have committed such acrime. The Machineisto blame; it swallowed up
multitudes of desperate Drudgeings. But now the surviving Eminents will be able to enjoy tempora peace
together with the Spiritors, praising the inscrutable decrees of the Great Phoo. We shall keep far away



from the Rainbow Paace," they told themsealves, ‘and no harm will befal us.'

"They were about to disperse when the Machine addressed them again:

" 'Pay careful attention now to what | say. | must finish what | have begun. | will not compd,
persuade, or urge you to do anything; | ill leave you complete freedom of initiative. But if anyone wishes
to see hisneighbor, brother, friend, or other close associate achieve theleve of Circular Harmony, let
him summon the black robots; they will appear immediately and at his behest escort the designated
individua to the Rainbow Pdace. That isdl.’

"In the silence that followed, the Eminents looked at one another with sudden suspicion and feer.
Archspiritor Nolab, in awavering voice, explained to the Machine that it was gravely in error to wish to
remake them dl into shiny disks; thiswould cometo passif it were the Great Phoo'swill, but in order to
know Hiswill much time was needed. He proposed to the Machine, therefore, that it put off its decison
for saventy years.

"'l cannot,’ replied the Machine, for | have aready worked out a precise plan of action for the
period that follows the transformation of the last Phool; | assure you that | am preparing for the planet the
most glorious fate -- existence in harmony. This, | believe, would a so befit the Phoo whom you
mentioned but with whom | am otherwise unacquai nted; could you not bring him aso to the Rainbow
Palace?

"It stopped, for the square was now deserted. The Eminents and Spiritors had run off to their
homes, where each gave himsalf up to solitary reflection on hisfuture. The more they reflected, the more
apprehensive they grew, for each feared that some neighbor or acquai ntance who nursed agrudge
against him might summon the black robots. There was no recourse but to act first. Soon the quiet of the
night was shattered by cries. Sticking their fear-contorted faces out of windows, the Eminents shouted
desperately into the darkness, and the streets resounded with the many-footed tread of iron robots. Sons
betrayed fathers; grandfathers, grandsons; brother sent brother to the paace; thus, in asingle night,
thousands of Eminents and Spiritors melted away to the handful you see before you, dien traveler. The
dawn reveded fid ds strewn with myriads of shiny disks arranged in harmonioudy geometric desgns. The
last trace, this, of our friends and relatives. At midday the Machine announced in athunderous voice:

" 'Enough. Be so good as to curb your eagerness, O Eminents and remaining Spiritors. | am
closing the porta of the Rainbow Paace -- but not, | promise you, for long. | have exhausted the designs
prepared for the Universalization of Absolute Order, and must think awhile, so that | may create new
ones. Then you will be able to continue acting of your own valition." "

With these words the Phool 1ooked at me wide-eyed and finished more quietly:

"That wastwo days ago. . . Gathered here, we wait. . ."

"O worthy Phool!" | cried, smoothing down my hair, which had sood on end. "Yoursisaterrible
and incredible story. But, pray, tell me, why you did not rise up against the mechanica monster that
annihilated you, why did you let yourselves beforced. . ."

The Phool jumped up. Hiswhole figure expressed grest rage.

"Insult us not, traveler!” he exclaimed. ™Y ou spesak hastily, so | forgive you. . . Ponder what |
have told you, and you must reach the conclusion that the Machineis abiding by the principle of Civic
Initiative, and, though this may seem alittle strange, it has done the Phoolian people avauable service,
for there can be no injustice where the law upholds liberty. And what man would prefer the diminution of
hisfreedomto. . ."

Hedid not finish, for there was an ear-piercing screech and the jasper portal opened majestically.
At thissight al the Phools sprang to their feet and ran up the dairs.

"O Phool, Phool!" | cried, but my companion merely waved hishand a me, said, "'l have no
time," and bounded up behind the others to disappear insde the palace.

| stood for along while, and then | saw a column of black robots; they marched to the palace
wall, opened ahatch, and rolled out along row of disksthat gleamed beautifully in the sun. They rolled
the disksto an open field and there compl eted an unfinished design in some pattern. The palace porta
was gill wide open; | took afew stepsto look inside, but a shiver went down my spine.

TheMachine parted itsmeta lipsand invited mein.



"What do you take mefor, aPhool 7" | replied.
| turned sharply and headed for the rocket, and in aminute was behind the controls, taking off at
top speed.

Further Reminiscencesof 1jon Tichy
I

Y ou want meto tell you another story? Yes, | seethat Tarantoga has already taken out his note
pad. . . Professor, wait. | really haven't anything to tell. What? No, truthfully. And besides, can't | remain
slent for once at our evening get-together? Why? My friends, I've never mentioned it, but the Universeis
inhabited principaly by beingslike us. | don't mean humanoids, | mean beings aslike usastwo peasin a
pod. Half theinhabited planets resemble Earth; some are alittle larger, some alittle smaller, some have a
cooler or awarmer climate, but what kind of differences are those? And their inhabitants. . . the people
-- they are people, after al -- resemble us so much that the differences only emphasize the smilarities. |
haven't told you about them? Does that seem strange? Think about it. When | gaze at the stars, | recal
various events, various scenes pass before me. But mainly | think back on those that are out of the
ordinary. They might be terrifying, or weird, or macabre, or even funny, by virtue of being harmless. But
to gaze at the stars, my friends, and to know that those small, bluish-white sparks are -- when you set
foot on them -- kingdoms of squalor, ignorance, and al manner of ruin; that the dark-blue sky up thereis
aso full of old shacks, dirty yards, gutters, garbage dumps, overgrown cemeteries. . . Should the stories
of one who has toured the Galaxy sound like the complaint of a peddler who knocks about provincia
towns? Who would want to listen? And who would believe it? Such thoughts come to you when you're
depressed or fed an unhedlthy urgeto tell the truth. So, then -- in order not to sadden or mortify you --
nothing about the starstoday. I'll tell you astory -- otherwise you'd feel cheated -- but it won't bea
journey. After al, I've had afew experiences on Earth aswell. Professor, if you must, you can start
taking notes.

Asyou know, | have guests -- sometimes very strange guests. In particular, a certain category:
the Unappreciated Inventor and Scientist. | don't know why, but 1've dways attracted that type like a
magnet. Tarantoga's smiling, but | don't mean him; he's hardly an unappreciated inventor. Today | shdl
talk about those who were unsuccessful -- or, rather, about those who succeeded too well, who reached
their god and saw itsfutility. Of course, they didn't admit this. Unknown and isolated, they perssted in
their folly, which only fame and success may -- however rarely -- changeinto awork of progress. The
great mgority of those who came to see me belonged to the gray brotherhood of obsession, people
imprisoned within asingle idea, an idea not even their own but appropriated from previous generations,
people like the inventors of the perpetuum mobile; wesak in imagination, and trivial and absurd in their
solutions. Y et even they burn with that consuming fire of objectivity that forces aman to renew efforts
that are doomed to failure. How pitiful are these flawed geniuses, these titans of stunted spirit, crippled at
birth by nature, who, as one of her grim jokes, bestowed upon their talentlessness a cregtive frenzy
worthy of aLeonardo. Their lot in lifeisindifference or mockery, and al that you can do for themislisten
patiently for an hour or two and nod at their monomania

In this group, who are protected from despair only by their stupidity, one occasionally runs
across adifferent breed -- | don't want to labdl it, you'll do that yourselves. The first who comesto mind
is Professor Corcoran.

| met him nine years ago, maybe ten. It was at a scientific conference. We had been talking for
only afew minutes when, out of the blue (it had nothing to do with the topic a hand), he asked me:

"Do you bdievein ghods?"



At firgt | thought thiswasajoke, but | recalled hearing rumors about his singularity -- only |
couldn't remember whether that singularity was supposed to be apostive or a negative thing. To beon
the safe Side, | answered:

"I have no opinion on that subject.”

He returned to our conversation asif nothing had happened. But when the bell announcing the
next session of the conference rang, he suddenly leaned over -- he was much taller than | -- and said:

"Tichy, you're my man. Y ou have an open mind. | may bewrong, but I'm willing to take a
chance. Come see me." And he handed me his card. "Cadll first: | don't open the door to anyone. But it's
uptoyou..."

That same evening, while | was dining with Savindlli, the well-known specidist in cosmic law, |
asked him whether he knew a Professor Corcoran.

"Corcoran!" he shouted with his characterigtic enthusiasm, an enthusiasm fueled by a second
bottle of Sicilianwine. "The screwball cyberneticist? What's he up to? | haven't heard from himin ages.”

| replied that | knew nothing mysdlf, but had merely heard the namein passing. My evasion, |
believe, would have suited Corcoran. Savindli told me some of the current gossip as we drank wine.
Corcoran, presumably, had been avery promising young scientist, though even then he showed utter
disrespect for hiselders, if not arrogance. Later he became insufferably outspoken, the sort of person
who derives satisfaction not only from telling others what he thinks of them, but dso from thefact that in
S0 doing he damages himsalf. Having mortally offended his professors and colleagues, and when dl doors
had closed before him, he unexpectedly cameinto alarge inheritance. He bought a run-down place
outside of town and remadeit into alaboratory. He lived there with hisrobots -- they were the only
assigtants he could tolerate. He may have accomplished something there, but the pages of the scientific
journas were barred to him. That didn't bother Corcoran. If he till had any dealings with people at that
time, it was only to rebuff them, in the most insulting manner and for no gpparent reason, after they had
reached a certain intimacy with him. When he grew old and tired of that disgusting game, he became a
recluse. | asked Savinelli whether he knew anything about Corcoran's belief in ghodts,. The lawyer,
drinking winejust then, nearly choked with laughter.

"In ghosts?" he cried. "Why, the man doesn't even believe in people!”

| asked him what he meant. He replied that he meant it quite literally: Corcoran was asolipsist.
He bdieved only in his own existence and regarded al other people as phantoms, apparitions. Perhaps
that was why he treated even hisfamily and friends so shabbily: if life was a sort of dream, then anything
was permitted. | remarked that in that case he could believe in ghostsaswell. Savindli asked if | had
ever heard of acyberneticist who beieved in ghosts. We then talked about something else, but what |
had heard was enough to intrigue me. I'm aman who makes up hismind quickly, so | called Corcoran
the very next day. A robot answered. | gave my name and stated my business. Corcoran did not call
back until late the following evening, when | wasjust about to turnin. He said | could come see him then
and thereif | wished. It was amost eleven. | said I'd be there at once, got dressed, and took off. The
laboratory was alarge, gloomy building set just off the highway. | had often seenit. | had thought it was
an old factory. It was envel oped in darkness. Not the faintest light could be seen in any of its degp-set
rectangular windows. The large square between the iron fence and the gate was aso unlit. A few times|
walked noidly into somerusty pile of meta scraps, so | wasin something of afoul mood by thetimel
reached the bardly visible door and rang in the specia way Corcoran had instructed me. After five
minutes or more he opened it himself, wearing agray lab coat covered with acid burns. He was
aarmingly thin and bony, with huge glasses and a gray mustache that was shorter on one side, asthough
he had gnawed on it.

"Follow me" he said without any preliminaries. Through along, dimly lit corridor inwhich
machines, barrels, and dusty white bags of cement were stored, he led me to alarge stedl door. Above it
shone a bright lamp. He took a key from his coat pocket, opened the door, and went in ahead. |
followed him. Wewent up aflight of winding iron sairs. Before us opened alarge factory hall with a
glasscalling; severd naked light bulbs did not so much illuminate the hal asreved itssize. It wasdim and
deserted. The wind roared against the roof, and the rain that had begun to fal as| neared Corcoran's



home lashed the dark, dirty windowpanes. Here and there, water trickled through holesin the broken
glass. Corcoran, seemingly unaware of this, walked ahead, the tin gallery rumbling under hisfootsteps.
Again, alocked sted door. Behind it a corridor where tools covered with athick layer of dust lay
scattered along the walls, as though abandoned in flight. The corridor turned, went by tangled conveyor
belts that resembled desiccated snakes. Our journey, which gave me an idea of the immensity of the
building, continued. Once or twice Corcoran, in pitch-dark places, warned me to watch out for astep or
to duck. He stopped at the last of the stedl doors, which was thickly studded with rivets and obvioudy
fireproof, and opened it. | noticed that, unlike the other doors; it did not creak; perhapsits hingeswere
oiled. We entered a high, bare hall. Corcoran stopped in the center of it, where the concrete of the floor
was somewheat lighter in color, as though on this spot there once had stood a machine, from which only
projecting stubs of beams remained. Thick vertical barsran aong the wals, reminiscent of acage. |
recalled the question about ghosts. . . Strong shelves with supports were fastened to the bars, and a
number of cast-iron boxes rested on these. Y ou know the treasure chests that pirates bury, in
storybooks? They were exactly that kind of box, with bulging lids. On each was a cellophane-covered
white card, like the charts one finds on hospital beds. A dusty light bulb shone from the celling, but was
sodim | couldn't read a single word of what was written on those cards. The boxes stood in two rows,
with one box higher and apart from the rest. | counted them; there were twelve, fourteen, | don't
remember exactly.

"Tichy." Corcoran turned to me, hishandsin his coat pockets. "Listen carefully for amoment and
tell mewhat you hear. Go on!"

There was an unusua impatience about the man -- you could not help being struck by it.
Whenever he spoke, heimmediately wanted to get to the point, and to befinished, asif every moment
spent with someone else was wasted.

| closed my eyes and stood motionlessfor awhile, more out of courtesy than curiosity, having
noticed no sound as| camein. | heard nothing. There may have been afaint hum, as of dectric current in
acoil, something like that, but | assure you, it was S0 low that the buzz of adying fly could have been
heard over it.

"Wdll, what do you hear?" he asked.

"Hardly anything," | confessed. "A hum. . . but it may be only theblood in my ears. . ."

"Itian't. .. Tichy, listen carefully; | don't like to repeat myself, and | say this only because you
don't know me. I'm not the boor or cad people take me for, but it's hard to put up with idiots for whom
one must repest the same thing ten times over. | hope you aren't one of them.”

"Well see" | replied. "Go on, Professor. . "

He nodded and, pointing to the rows of iron boxes, said:

"Areyou familiar with dectronic brains?'

"Only as much as you need to know in navigation," | replied. "I'm kind of wesk in theory."

"I figured as much. It doesn't matter. Listen, Tichy. These boxes contain perfect brains. Do you
know wherein liesther perfection?"

"No," | admitted.

"Their perfection liesin the fact that they serve no purpose, are absolutely, totaly usdess-- in
short, they are Lebnizian monads, which | have brought into being and clad in matter. . ."

| waited, and he went on. His gray mustache fluttered in the semidarkness like amoth.

"Each box contains an electronic system that generates consciousness, asdoes our brain. The
gructure is different, the principle isthe same. But there the smilarity ends. Because our brainsare
plugged, so to speak, into the external world, by means of sensory receptors -- the eyes, ears, nose,
skin, and so on. However, | these" -- he pointed to the boxes -- "have their own externa world, inside. .

"How isthat possible?" | asked. Something began to dawn on me. | couldn't quite make it out,
but it made me shudder.

"It'svery smple. How do we know that we have such-and-such a body and not another, or
such-and-such aface, that we are standing, that we hold a book, that flowers smell good? Because



certain stimuli act upon our senses, and nerves relay messagesto the brain. Imagine, Tichy, that | could
simulate your olfactory nerve in exactly the same way that a carnation does -- what would you smell?!

"A carnation, of course,” | replied.

The professor, nodding as though glad that | was adequately intelligent, continued:

"Andif | do the samewith al your nerves, you will perceive not the externd world but what |
telegraph, through these nerves, to your brain. Isthat clear?’

v

"Now, then. These boxes have receptor organs that function anadogoudly to our sight, smell,
hearing, touch, and so on. And the wires from these receptors are connected like nerves, but not to the
externd world, asour nerves are; they are connected to the drum there in the corner. Y ou noticed it?"

"No," | said. Indeed, adrum, perhaps three metersin diameter, stood far in the back, like an
upright millstone. | realized, after awhile, that it was very dowly turning.

"That istheir fate," Professor Corcoran said camly. "Their fate, their world, their existence --
everything they can attain and experience. It has specia tapes, recorded eectrica stimuli that correspond
to the one or two hundred billion phenomena a person may encounter in the most impression-packed life.
If you raised thelid of the drum, you would see only shiny tapes covered with white zigzags, like mold on
cdluloid; but, Tichy, they are sultry southern nights, the murmur of waves, theforms of animal bodies,
and the crackle of gunfire; funeras and drinking binges; the taste of gpples and oranges, snowstorms on
evenings spent with the family by the firesde, and the pandemonium aboard asinking ship; the
convulsons of illness, and mountain peaks, and graveyards, and the halucinations of the delirious --
Tichy, it containstheworld!"

| remained slent. Corcoran, seizing my arm with aniron grip, said:

"These boxes, Tichy, are plugged into an artificia world. That one" -- he pointed to the first box
-- "thinksit is a seventeen-year-old girl with green eyes, red hair, and the body of aVenus. Sheisthe
daughter of astatesman. . . inlove with ayoung man whom she sees from her window amost every day.
.. and who will be her ruin. The second, here, isascientist. Heis coming closeto agenerd theory of the
gravity that operatesin hisworld -- aworld whose boundaries are the iron walls of the drum -- and he
will fight for histruth in asolitude intensgified by impending blindness, because hewill go blind, Tichy. . .
And up thereisamember of the priesthood who is going through the most difficult time of hislife, for he
haslogt faith in the existence of hisimmorta soul. . . Next to him, behind the partition, we have. . . but it
isimpossblefor metotell you of al the beings| have created.”

"But I'd like to know -- "

"Don't interrupt!" sngpped Corcoran. "'I'm speaking! Y ou still don't understand. Y ou probably
think that various Signals are set down in that drum, as on a phonograph record; that events are arranged
likeameody, with dl the notes, waiting only for aneedleto bring themto life; that these boxes
reproduce what are predetermined experiences. Wrong! Wrong!" He was yelling so loudly that thetin
celling echoed. "That drum isto them what the world isto you! It never ssemsto you, doesit, when you
eqt, deep, get up, travel, and visit old madmen, that al that is a phonograph record whose touch you call
the present!”

"But..." | sad.

"Silence! I'm spesking!”

Those who called him aboor, | thought, were correct. But | had to pay attention, for what he
sad wasfascinating. He went on:

"The fate of my iron boxesis not predetermined, because the eventsin the drum arelaid out on
rows of parald tapes, and it isarandom selector that decides from which tape the sensor of a given box
will next draw content. Of course, it isnot so Smple asthis, because the box itself can to some degree
affect the movement of the sdector, so that the selection is completely random only when thebeing |
have created reacts passvely. . . But they havefreewill, and it islimited only by what limitsours.
Persondity, compulsions, congenita deformities, externa conditions, thelevel of intelligence-- | can't go
intodl thedetals. . ."

"Even s0," | interjected quickly, "they do not know that they areiron boxes.”



That wasdl | could blurt out before he cut me off:

"Don't be an ass, Tichy. Y ou're made of atoms, aren't you? Do you fed your atoms?"

"No."

"Those atoms form molecules, proteins. Do you fed your proteins?’

"No."

"Every second of the night and day, cosmic rays pass through your body. Do you fed that?"

"No."

"Then how can my boxes discover that they are boxes, you ass? Just asthisworld is authentic
and the only one for you, so the content that flowsto their brainsfrom my drum is authentic and the only
red thing for them. The drum holdstheir world, Tichy, and their bodies -- their bodies do not exist in our
reglity except as certain configurations of holesin perforated tapes. The box at the very end of the row
consdersitsef awoman of unusua beauty. | can tell you exactly what she sees when shelooks at herself
naked in the mirror. What jewels she loves. The wiles she usesto trap men. | know al that, for it was|
who created her and her form -- aform imaginary to us but redl to her -- having aface, teeth, the smell of
swedt, adtiletto scar on the shoulder blade, and hair into which she can stick orchids. A form no lessredl
than your arms, legs, belly, neck, and head areredl to you! Y ou do not doubt your own existence?"

"No," | answered calmly. No one had ever raised hisvoiceto melike that, but | was too stunned
by the words of the professor -- whom | believed, seeing no reason to distrust him -- to take offense at
hislack of manners.

"Tichy," Corcoran continued, somewhat more quietly, "1 said that | had here, among others, a
scientist. The box opposite you. He studies hisworld, but will never guess, never, that hisworld isunred;
that heiswasting histime and energy to fathom what is, in fact, adrum with wound-up tapes; that his
hands, legs, and eyes, hisown failing eyes, are merdly an illuson induced by the discharge of suitably
chosen impulses. To grasp that, he would need to get outside hisiron box -- that is, outside himsdlf --
and think without his éectronic brain, which isasimpossble asit isimpossible for you to know the
existence of that cold, heavy box other than by touch and sight.”

"But | know from physicsthat I'm made of atoms,” | shot back. Corcoran raised hishandin a
peremptory gesture,

"He knows physics, too, Tichy. He has his own |aboratory with al the equipment hisworld can
provide. . . He looks at the stars through atelescope, studies their movements, and feelsthe cold weight
of the glasses on hisface. No, not now. Now, in keeping with his custom, heisin the garden that
surrounds hislaboratory, srolling in the sunlight -- for the sunisjust risng in hisworld.”

"But where are the other people -- the ones he livesamong?' | asked.

"The other people? Obvioudy, each of the boxes, each of the beings, moves among people. . .
they'rein the drum, al of them. Y ou till don't understand! Perhaps an example, though aremote one, will
makeit clear to you. Y ou encounter various people in your dreams -- often people that you have never
seen or known -- and carry on conversations with them while you deep. Isn't that s0?"

"Yes"

"Those people are the products of your brain. But while you dream, you are not aware of that.
Please note -- that was only an example. It's different with them” -- he stretched out hisarm -- "they
themselves do not create their families, friends, and strangers; these are in the drum, whole hosts of them,
and when, let's say, my scientist gets a sudden hankering to leave his garden and spesk to thefirst
passer-by, you could see what makes that happen by lifting the lid of the drum: his sensory reader,
affected by an impulse, deviatesimperceptibly from its previous course, moves onto another tape, and
picks up what is recorded there. | say 'reader,’ but actudly it is hundreds of microscopic electrica
collectors, because just as you perceive the world with your sight, smell, touch, hearing, and organ of
balance, so he comesto know hisworld by means of separate sensory inputs and separate channels, and
only hiséectronic brain unites dl these impressionsinto one whole. But these are technical details, Tichy,
of little consequence. Once the mechanism has been set in motion, | can assureyou, it isonly aquestion
of patience, nothing more. Read the philosophers, Tichy, and you'll see how little we can rely upon our
sensory impressions, how uncertain, mideading, and mistaken they are. But they are dl we have. It isthe



same with the boxes," he said with upraised arm. "But that does not prevent them from loving, lugting,
and hating, just asit does not prevent us. They can touch each other to kissor tokill. . .. And my
cregtions, in their perpetud iron immobility, aso abandon themsalves to passions and compulsions, they
betray one another, they yearn, they dream. . ."

"Invain, do you think?" | asked suddenly.

Corcoran measured me with piercing eyes. For along while he did not answer.

"Yes" hesad at lagt, "I'm glad | brought you here, Tichy. All theidiots I've shown thisto ended
by railing against my crudlty. . . What do you mean by your question?"

"Y ou only supply them with raw materid,” | said, "in the form of those impulses, just astheworld
suppliesus. When | stand and gaze at the stars, what | fedl and what | think belong to me aone, not to
the world. With them" -- | pointed to the rows of boxes-- "it isthe same."

"That'strue,”" the professor said dryly. He hunched over and seemed to become smaller. "But
now that you've said it, you've spared me long arguments, for | suppose you understand by now why |
created them?”

"| can guess. But tdl meyoursdf.”

"All right. Once -- avery long time ago -- | doubted the redlity of the world. | wasachild then.
The so-called malice of inanimate objects, Tichy -- who has not experienced it? We can't find sometrifle,
though we remember where we put it last; findly we find it somewhere dse, and get the feding that we
have caught the world in the act of some imprecision or carelessness. Adults say, of course, that it'sa
mistake, and the child's natural distrust is suppressed. . . what they call le sentiment du dg§a vu, the
impression that we've aready been in asituation that is undoubtedly new and that we are experiencing for
thefirs time. Whole metaphysica systems, like bdlief in the transmigration of soulsand in reincarnation,
have arisen on the basis of such phenomena. And furthermore, the law of series, the repetition of
particularly rare phenomena-- they are found so often in pairsthat physicians have aterm for this:
duplicitas casuum. And finaly. . . the ghosts | asked you about. Mind reading, levitations, and -- which
isthe most incond stent with the foundations of our knowledge, the most inexplicable -- cases, dbeit rare,
of predicting the future, a phenomenon described since earliest times, contrary to dl probability, for every
scientific view of theworld rulesit out. What doesit al mean? Can you tell me or not? But you lack the
courage, Tichy. Look. . ."

He approached the shelves and pointed to the highest box, which stood apart.

"The madman of my world," he said, and hisface broke into asmile. "Do you know far he has
progressed in his madness, which hasisolated him from others? He devotes himsdlf to the search for the
deficiency of hisworld. Because | do not claim, Tichy, that hisworld isflawless. The most efficient
mechanism can jam at times; adraft may move the cables and they may meet for asplit second, or an ant
may get ingde the drum. And do you know what he thinks, that madman? He thinks telepathy is caused
by ashort circuit in the wiring between two different boxes. . . that aglimpse into the future occurs when
the reader, shaken loose, jumps suddenly from the right tape onto one that isto be activated many years
hence. . . that the fedling that he has dready experienced what is actualy happening to him for thefirst
timeis caused by ajamming of the selector; and when it does not just tremble in its copper setting, but
swings like a pendulum after being touched, say, by an ant, then hisworld witnesses amazing and
inexplicable events. Someoneis carried away by a sudden irrationa emotion, someone beginsto
prophesy, objects move by themselves or change places. . . and above all, asaresult of these
oscillations, the law of series appears! The grouping of rare phenomena, which are pooh-poohed by the
world at large, culminatesin the assertion -- on account of which he will soon be placed in an asylum --
that he himsdf isaniron box, asare dl who surround him, that people are only mechanismsin the corner
of adusty old laboratory, and the world, with its charms and horrors, isan illuson. And he has even
dared to think about his God, Tichy, a God who once, when He was il naive, performed miracles. But
then Hisworld taught him that the only thing He was free to do was not intrude, not exist, not change
anything in His handiwork, for one can trust adivinity only if Heisnot invoked. Onceinvoked, He
becomesimperfect -- and powerless. And do you know what this God, this Creator thinks, Tichy?"

"Yes" | replied. "That Heisthe same as the madman. But, then, it isaso possible that the owner



of the dusty laboratory in which WE are boxes on shelvesishimsdf abox, abox built by another, il
higher scientist, who has origina and fantastic notions. . . and so on, ad infinitum. Each one of these
experimentersis God, the creator of auniverse in the form of boxes and their fate, and under him he has
Adams and Eves, and over him his God, one rung up in the hierarchy. And that iswhy you've donethis,
Professor. . ."

"Yes" hereplied. "And now you know as much as| do, and further conversation is pointless.
Thank you for coming, and good-bye."

That, my friends, is how this unusua acquaintance ended. | don't know whether Corcoran's
boxes are dtill in operation. Perhapsthey are, and are dreaming their life with its splendors and horrors, a
lifethat is nothing but a multitude of impulses frozen in magnetic tape; and Corcoran, when his day's work
isdone, mounts the iron stairs each evening, opens the successive stedl doorswith thelarge key he
carriesin the pocket of his acid-burned lab coat. . . and stands there in the dust-filled darkness and
listensto the faint hum of currents and the barely audible sound with which the drum dowly turnsand the
tape moves. . . and becomesfate. And | imagine that he feels, despite hiswords, adesireto intervene, to
enter, with some dazzling display of omnipotence, the world he has created -- to save, perhaps, a
preacher of Sdvation. | think he himsdlf hesitates, in the grimy light of anaked bulb, to save somelife,
somelove, and I'm sure he will never doit. He will resist the temptation, for he wantsto be God, and the
only divinity we know isthe tacit consent to every human act, to every crime. And thereis no greater
reward for thisdivinity than the revolt of the iron boxesthat recursin every generation, when they
conclude very rationaly that He does not exist. Then he amiles silently and leaves, shutting the rows of
doors behind him, and in the empty hall thereis only the hum of currents, fainter than the buzz of adying

fly.

Some six years ago -- | had returned from avoyage and was already bored with leisure and the
smple routine of domestic life, but not so bored asto plan anew expedition -- late one evening | was
interrupted in my diary writing by an unexpected vistor.

Hewas ared-haired fdlow in the prime of life, with such aterrible squint that it was difficult to
look him straight in the face; to make matters worse, one of his eyes was green and the other brown. His
face, in its expression, appeared to combine two persons, one timid and nervous, the other -- the
dominant one -- an arrogant and sharp-witted cynic. An amazing mixture, for sometimes helooked at me
with the brown, motionless, surprised eye, and sometimes with the green, which was screwed up
derisvdly.

"Mr. Tichy," he said as soon as he entered my study, "various tricksters, frauds, and madmen
must intrude on you and try to swindle you or put something over on you. Isn't that so?"

"It does happen,” | replied. "What can | do for you?"

"Among these many individuas," the stranger went on without giving his name or the reason for
hisvigt, "from timeto time there must be, if only onein athousand, some unappreciated, truly brilliant
mind. Theinfdliblelaws of satigticsrequirethis. I, Mr. Tichy, am that onein athousand. My nameis
Decantor. | am aprofessor of comparative ontogenetics, afull professor. | hold no position at the
moment because | do not havetimefor it. Teaching, anyway, isafutile occupation. No one can teach
anyone anything. But enough of that. | cameto tell you that | have solved a problem to which | have
devoted forty-eight years of my life."

"I, too, havelittletime," | replied. | did not like this man. His manner was arrogant, not fanatic,
and | prefer fanaticsif | have to choose. Moreover, it was obvious he would ask for money, and | am
tightfisted and not ashamed to admit it. This does not mean | will not back certain projects, but | do so
reluctantly and, asit were, in spite of mysdlf, for | do then what | know hasto be done.

So | added: "Would you perhaps state your business? Naturaly, | cannot promise you anything.
There was one thing you said that struck me. Y ou mentioned you had devoted forty-eight yearsto your



problem. How old are you now, if | may ask?"

"Hfty-eight,” hereplied coldly.

He stood behind a chair as though waiting for meto ask him to sit down. | would have asked
him, of course, because, even if atightwad, | am ill polite, but the obviousness of hiswaiting annoyed
me. Besides, hewas, as| have said, an extremely obnoxious character.

"I took up the problem,” he resumed, "as aboy of ten. Because, Mr. Tichy, not only am| a
brilliant man, | wasadso abrilliant child."

Accustomed though | was to such boasting, this brilliance busnesswas abit much. | grimaced.

"Goon," | sad. If anicy tone of voice could lower the temperature, stalactites would have been
hanging from the celling after thisexchange.

"I haveinvented the soul," said Decantor, looking at me with his dark eye while the mocking one
seemed fixed upon grotesgque phantoms near the celling, phantoms visibleto it done. He said thisthe way
onewould say, "I have come up with anew eraser.”

"Aha. | see, thesoul,” | said dmost cordidly, for thisinsolence suddenly began to amuse me.
"The soul? Y ou invented it, did you? That's interesting -- | seem to have heard of it before. Perhaps from
an acquaintance of yours?"'

| broke off insultingly. He measured me with histerrible squint and said quietly:

"Mr. Tichy, let'smake aded. Refrain from scoffing for fifteen minutes. Then you can scoff to
your heart's content. Agreed?”’

"Agreed,” | said, reverting to my former dry tone. "Continue."

Hewas not abraggart, | decided now. His tone was too categorical. Braggarts are not dogmatic.
He was probably mad.

"Haveasest," | mumbled.

"Thething isdlementary,” said the man who called himsdf Professor Decantor. "' People have
believed in the soul for thousands of years. Philosophers, poets, founders of religions, priests, and
churches have repeated dl possible argumentsin favor of its existence. According to some beliefs, the
soul isanimmateria substance separate from the body which preserves a person'sidentity after his
death; according to othersit is supposed to be -- thisisaview prevadent among Eastern thinkers -- an
entelechy devoid of individua personality. But the belief that man does not passinto nothingness at the
time of desth, that something in him survives death, has remained unshakable in minds for ages. We now
know that there is no soul. There are only networks of nerve tissuein which certain life-related processes
occur. What the possessor of such anetwork fedls, what his consciousness perceives -- that isthe soul.
Such wasthe situation until | appeared. Or, rather, until 1 told myself: Thereisno soul. Thefact has been
proved. But thereisaneed for an immorta soul, adesire for permanence, for infinite persona
continugtion in time, despite the passing and ultimate decay of dl things. Thisintenselonging, which
mankind has felt since the dawn of itsexistence, isdl too red. Why, | thought, shouldn't | be able to fulfill
thisage-old dream? | first consdered making people physicaly immortal -- but rejected that solution as
being, basicdly, the prolongation of false and deceptive hopes, becauseimmortal people can die, dl the
same, from accidents and disasters. Besides, it would have entailed ahost of difficulties, such as
overpopulation. Thisand other considerations led meto invent the soul. Only the soul. Why -- | asked
mysdf -- could it not be built asan airplaneis built? After dl, at onetime flight was only afantasy, and
now look. By gpproaching the problem thus, | solved it. The rest was merely amatter of gathering
information, acquiring the means, and exercising patience. Which | did -- and therefore can tell you today
that the soul exigts, Mr. Tichy. Anyone can have one, animmorta one. Individualy tailored, fully
guaranteed. Isit eterna? The word really means nothing. But my soul -- the soul | can produce -- will
survive the death of the Sun and the freezing of the Earth. | can bestow a soul, as| said, on any person,
provided that the personisliving. | cannot bestow souls on the dead; that does not lie within my power.
But theliving are another matter. They will receive an immortal soul from Professor Decantor. Not for
free, of course. Being the product of modern technology, of acomplex and time-consuming process, it
will cost agreat ded. With mass production the price should drop, but for the time being the soul isfar
more expensive than an airplane. However, considering that it iseternd, | think the priceisrelatively low.



| have come to you because the congtruction of the first soul has completely exhausted my funds. |
propose to you that we form ajoint company with the name 'lmmortdity.’ In return for financing the
enterprise, you will receive amgority of the shares and forty-five percent of the new profit. The shares
would be nominal, but on the board of directors| would reservethe. . ."

"Excuseme,” | interrupted. "Y ou have, | can see, an extremely detailed plan for this enterprise.
But shouldn't you, fird, tell me more about your invention?'

"Of course," hereplied. "But until we sign anotarized contract, Mr. Tichy, | can only giveyou
information of agenerd nature. | laid out SO much money in the course of my experiments, there was not
even enough |eft to pay for patenting.”

"I understand your caution. But surely you redize that neither | nor any financier -- not that | am a
financier -- in short, no one will take your word for it."

"Of course." He reached into his pocket and |ookout a package. Wrapped in white paper, it was
asflat asasmdl cigar box.

"Thiscontainsthe soul. . . of acertain person,” he said.

"May | know whose?" | asked.

"Yes," hereplied after amoment's hesitation. "My wifée's."

| looked at the tied and sealed box with great disbdlief, and yet, because of hisforceful,
categoricd manner, | felt something like ashudder.

"Aren't you going to open it?" | saw that he held the box in his hands without touching the sedl.

"No. Not yet. My idea, Mr. Tichy, smplified dmost to the point of digtortion, isasfollows. What
isour consciousness? Asyou look a me at this very moment from your comfortable chair and smell the
odor of your good cigar, which you did not seefit to offer me; asyour eyes perceive my figurein thelight
of thisexatic lamp; as you wonder whether to consider me aswindler, alunatic, or aremarkable person;
and, findly, asyour eyes observe dl the lights and shadows of your surroundings, and your nerves and
muscles keep sending telegrams about their condition to your brain -- al this represents your soul, to use
the language of the theologians. Y ou and | would say, rather, the active state of your mind. Yes, | admit |
usetheterm 'soul’ out of acertain perversity. Theterm, however, issmple and enjoys universa
recognition: everyone thinks he knowswhét is meant when he hearsit.

"Our materidist viewpoint, of course, reducesto fiction not only the immortal, incorpored soul,
but also the soul asan invariable, timeless, and eternd thing. Such asoul, you will agree, has never
exigted; none of us possessesit. The soul of ayoung man and that of an old man, though there may be
points in common when we spesak of the same person -- his soul when heisachild and at the moment
when he lies at death's door -- these are extremely different states of consciousness. In speaking of a
person's soul, we automeatically think of his mental state when heisin his prime and in the best of hedth.
It wasthis State, therefore, that | chose for my purpose. My synthetic soul isthe permanently recorded
cross section of the awareness of anormal, vigorousindividual. How do | do this? | take a substance
well suited for the purpose and reproduce in it the configuration of theliving brain with the utmost fiddity,
atom for atom, vibration for vibration. The copy isreduced on ascale of fifteen to one. That iswhy the
box you seeis so small. With alittle effort the soul could be further reduced in size, but | see no reason to
do s0; besides, the cost of production would become exorbitant. Now, then, the soul remains recorded
inthismaterid; it isnot amode, not an immoabile, inert network of nerves, as| first thought, when | was
still conducting experiments on animals. Here | came up againgt the greatest, the only, obstacle. Y ou see,
| wished to preserve aliving, aert consciousnessin this material, a consciousness cgpable of the freest
thought, of dreaming and waking, of flights of imagination, a consciousness ever changing, ever sensible
of the passage of time -- but | wished also to keep it ageless, to prevent the materia from tiring, cracking,
or crumbling. Therewas atime, Mr. Tichy, when thistask seemed impossible to me, asit must seem
impossible now to you. The one ace up my deeve was persstence. Because | am persistent, Mr. Tichy.
That iswhy | succeeded. . ."

"One moment,” | said, dightly confused. "What are you saying? Here, in thisbox, thereisa
materid object, yes? Which contains the consciousness of aliving person? But how does it communicate
with the outside world? And see? And hear?. . ." | broke off, for an indescribable smile appeared on



Decanter'sface. He looked at me out of his screwed-up green eye.

"Mr. Tichy," hesaid, "you fall to understand. What communication, what contact can there be
between partners when the ot of one of them is eternity? Mankind, after al, will ceaseto exist in fifteen
billion years at the most. Whom, then, would that immortal soul hear, to whom would it speak? Did | not
say that it was eternal? The time that will have e apsed when Earth freezes, when the youngest and most
powerful of today's stars collapse, when the laws governing the Universe change to such an extent that it
will take on aform completely unimaginable to us -- that time does not congtitute even thetiniest fraction
of this soul's duration, because this soul will |ast forever. Rdligions are quite right to ignore the body, for
what use would anose be, or legs, in eternity? What good, after Earth and flowers have disappeared,
after the suns have burned out? But let's skip thistrivia agpect of the problem. Y ou said ‘communicate
with the outsde world." Even if this soul made contact with the outer world only once every hundred
years, then after abillion centuries, in order to contain the memories of those contacts, it would haveto
grow to the Size of acontinent. . . and after atrillion years, even the volume of Earth would not suffice.
But what isatrillion years compared with eternity? However, it was not that technica difficulty that held
me back, but the psychologica consequences. Y ou see, the thinking persondity, the human psyche,
would dissolve in that ocean of memory asadrop of blood in the sea, and what would become of
guaranteed immortdity then. .. 7"

"What?' | sammered. "So you clam. . . you say. . . theré's a complete severance. . "

"Naturdly. Did | say that the box contained the whole person? | was speaking only of the soul.
Imagine that from this second on you stop receiving news from the outside, that your brain isremoved
from your body but continuesto exist with dl itsvita powersintact. Y ou will be blind and desf, of
course, and paralyzed, in asense, because you will possess no body, but you will retain your inner vision,
| mean your clearness of mind and imagination; you will be ableto think fredly, develop and shape your
fantasies, experience hope, sorrow, the joy derived from the play of passing menta states. Thisis
precisely what has been given to the soul | place on your desk.”

"Horrible" | said. "To beblind, deaf, and paralyzed. . . for ages."

"For eternity,” he corrected me. "I have said everything; thereis only onething to add. The
medium isacrystd, atype of crysta that does not occur in nature, an independent substance that does
not enter into any chemica or physica bonds. Its endlesdy vibrating molecules contain the soul, which
fedsand thinks."

"Mongter," | said quietly. "Do you redise what you have done? But wait" -- | felt asudden relief
-- "human consciousness cannot be reproduced. I your wife lives, walks, and thinks, this crystal
contains, at most, acopy of her, and isnot the redl --"

"Yes" replied Decantor, squinting at the white package, "you are completely right. Itis
impossible to create the soul of aliving person. That would be nonsense, a paradoxical absurdity. He
who exigts obvioudy exists only once. Continuation can be redlized only at the moment of death. But the
process of determining the precise neurologica pattern of the person whose soul | produce destroys, in
any case, theliving brain.”

"You...you killed your wife?'

"l gave her eternd life." He drew himsdf up. "But that has nothing to do with the subject under
discussion. It isamatter, if you like, between my wife' -- he indicated the package -- "and me, and the
law. We are taking about something dtogether different.”

For awhile | was speechless. | reached out and touched the package with my fingertips; it was
wrapped in thick paper and was quite heavy, asif containing lead.

"All right," | said. "Let'stak about something ese. Suppose | give you the funds you ask for. Do
you honestly believe you will find one person willing to let himsalf be killed so that his soul can suffer
unimaginable torment for al eternity, deprived even of the mercy of suicide?"

"Death doesindeed present adifficulty,” Decantor admitted after abrief pause. | noticed that his
dark eye was more hazel than brown. "But, to start with, we can count on such categories of people as
thetermindly ill, or those weary of life, old people physicaly infirm but in complete possession of their
feculties. . ."



"Desth is not the worst option compared to the immortaity you propose,” | muttered.

Decantor smiled again.

"1 will tdll you something that may strike you asfunny,” he said. Theright Side of hisface
remained serious. "'l personaly have never felt the need to possess a soul or the need for eterna
exisgience. But mankind has lived by this dream for thousands of years. | have studied the subject along
time, Mr. Tichy. All religion is based on onething: the promise of life everlasting, the hope of surviving the
grave. | offer that, Mr. Tichy. | offer eternd life. The certainty of existence when the last particle of the
body has crumbled into dust. Isn't that enough?”

"No," | replied, "it isnot. Y ou yoursdf said that it would be an immortality without the body,
without the body's energies, pleasures, experiences. . ."

"Y ou repest yourself. | can show you the sacred writings of dl the rdigions, the works of
philosophers, the songs of poets, summae theologicae, prayers, legends -- | have found in them little
concerning the eternd life of the body. They dight the body, scorn it, even. The soul -- itsinfinite
existence -- that has been the goa and hope. The soul as the antithesis and antagonist of the body, as
liberation from physica suffering, sudden danger, illness and decrepitude, from the struggle to satisfy the
demands of the gradually disintegrating furnace caled the organism asit smolders and burns out. No one
has ever proclaimed the immortality of the body. The soul donewasto be saved. |, Decantor, have
saved it for eternity. | have fulfilled the dream -- not mine, but dl humanity's. . ."

"l understand,” | broke in. "Decantor, in asense you areright. But right only in that your
discovery has demonstrated -- today to me, tomorrow perhapsto the world -- that the soul is
unnecessary; that the immortality treated in the sacred books, gospels, korans, Babylonian epics, vedas,
and folk talesyou citeis of no useto man. Anyone faced with the eternity you are ready to bestow on
himwill fed, | guarantee you, what | fed: the greatest aversion and fear. The thought that your promise
could become my fate horrifies me. So, then, you have proved that humanity has been deluding itsdlf for
thousands of years. Y ou have shattered that delusion.”

"Y ou mean, no one will need my soul?' he asked in a suddenly wooden voice.

"l am sure of it. How can you think otherwise? Decantor! Would you want it? After dl, you are
human, too!"

"| dready told you. | never felt the need for immortality. | believed, however, that that was my
particular aberration, that humanity was of adifferent opinion. | wanted to satisfy others, not mysdlf. |
sought a problem that would be among the most difficult, one worthy of my abilities. | found it and solved
it. In thisrespect, it was apersona thing; from an intellectual point of view, the problem interested me
solely as a specific task to be tackled using the proper technology and resources. | took literaly what the
greatest thinkersin history had written. Tichy -- you must have read of it. The fear of cessation, of the
end, of consciousness suffering destruction at the time of its greatest richness, when it isready to beer its
finest fruits. . . at theend of along life. . . They al repeated this. Their dream was to commune -- with
eternity. | have created that communion. Tichy, perhapsthey . . . ? Perhaps the most outstanding
individuas? Thegeniuses. . . 7'

| shook my head. "Y ou can try, but | doubt that even one. . . No, impossible.”

"But why?" he asked, and for the first time his voice trembled. "Y ou think it isnot. . . worth
anything to anyone? That no one will want it? How can that be?"

"That'show itis" | said.

"Let'snot be hasty,” heimplored. "Tichy, everything isstill in my hands. | can adapt, dter. . . |
can endow the soul with artificial senses. Of course, that would bar it from eternity, but if the sensesare
S0 important to them. . . the ears, the eyes. . ."

"And what would those eyes see?" | asked.

Hewasslent.

"Thefreezing of Earth. . . the collapse of the gdaxies. . . the deeth of the starsin black infinity,
isn't that s0?' | said dowly.

Hewassdlent.

"People do not want immortdity,” | continued. "They smply do not want to die. They want to



live, Decantor. They want to fed the ground beneath their feet, see the clouds overhead, love other
people, be with them, and think. Nothing more. Everything that has been said beyond that isalie. An
unconsciouslie. | doubt that many would want to hear you out as patiently as | have. Don't even think of
getting customers.”

Decantor stood motionless for amoment, staring at the white package in front of him on the
desk. Suddenly he picked it up and, with adight nod to me, headed for the door.

"Decantor!" | cried. He stopped at the threshold. "What are you going to do with that?"

"Nothing," he answered coldly.

"Please. . . come back. One moment more. We can't leaveit likethis."

Gentlemen, | do not know whether he was a great scientist, but agreat scoundrel he definitely
was. | will not describe the haggling that followed. | had to do it. | knew that if | let him go, evenif |
found out later that he had lied to me and everything he said had been afiction from beginning to end,
even S0, at the bottom of my soul, my flesh-and-blood soul, would burn the thought that somewhere, in
somejunk-filled desk, in adrawer stuffed with papers, ahuman mind might be resting, the living
consciousness of the unfortunate woman he had killed. And, asif killing her were not enough, he had
bestowed upon her the most terrible thing, the most terrible, | repeat, for nothing can compare with the
horror of being condemned to solitude for al eternity. Theword, of course, isbeyond our
comprehension. When you return home, try lying down in adark room, so that no sound or ray of light
reaches you, and close your eyes and imagine that you will go on likethat, in utter slence, without any,
without even the dightest change, for aday and night, and then for another day; imagine that weeks,
months, years, even centurieswill go by. Imagine, furthermore, that your brain has been subjected to a
treatment that makes escape into madness impossible. The thought of a person condemned to such
torment, in comparison with which al theimages of hell are atrifle, spurred me during our grim
bargaining. | intended to destroy the box, of course. The sum he asked -- gentlemen, let's skip the
detals. | will say thismuch: al my lifel have consdered mysdf askinflint. If | doubt thet today, it is
because. . . but enough. In short: it was not apayment, it was everything | had at thetime. Money. . .
yes. We counted it. Then hetold meto turn out the light. In the darkness there wasfirst atearing of
paper; suddenly, on a square white background (the cotton lining of the box) there appeared, like a
lambent jewd, afaint glow. As| grew accustomed to the darkness, it seemed to shine with a stronger,
bluelight. Then, feding his uneven, heavy bresthing on my neck, | leaned over, grasped the hammer | had
ready, and with asingle blow --

Gentlemen, | believe hewastelling the truth. Because as| struck my hand failed me, and | only
glanced the ovd crysta dightly. . . but even so it went out. In a split second something occurred like a
microscopic, noiseless exploson; amyriad of violet dust motes whirled asif in panic and disappeared.
The room became pitch-dark. Decantor said in ahollow voice:

"You needn' hit it again, Mr. Tichy. . . The deed isdone."

Hetook it from my hands, and | believed him then, for | had visible proof. Besides, | knew.
How, | could not say. | turned on the light, and we looked at each other, blinded, like two criminals. He
stuffed both pockets of his overcoat with the bank notes and left without aword.

| never saw him again and do not know what became of him -- of the inventor of theimmortal
soul that | killed.

Only oncedid | seetheman | am going to talk about. Y ou would shudder at the sight of him. He
was a hunchbacked freak of indeterminate age, with aface that seemed loose, so full of wrinklesand
foldswasits skin. In addition one of his neck muscles was shorter than the other and kept his head to
onesde, asif he had started out to look at his own hump but changed hismind in the middle. | say
nothing new in asserting that intdlligence rarely goes hand in hand with beauty, but he, the very image of
deformity, arousing revulsion more than pity, should certainly have been agenius. Though evenasa



genius he would have frightened people by appearing in their midst. Now then, Zazul. . . Hisname was
Zazul. | had heard about his horrible experiments along time before. The issue was something of acause
célébrein its day, thanksto the press. The Antivivisection League brought an action againgt him, but
nothing came of it. He wriggled out of it somehow. He was a professor, but in name only; he could not
lecture because he stuttered. He would in fact |ose his voice whenever he grew excited, which happened
frequently. He did not come to me, no. He was not that sort. He would rather have died than turn to
anyone. What happened wasthat | lost my way in the woods during an excursion outside of town. | had
actualy been enjoying thisuntil suddenly it beganto rain. | thought I'd wait it out under atree, but therain
did not let up. The sky clouded over completely and | decided to look for shelter.

Running from treeto tree, and soaked to the skin, | came out onto agravel path, whichledto a
road long unused and overgrown with weeds. The road went to an estate surrounded by awall. On the
gate, once painted green but now rusty, hung awood sign with the barely legible inscription BEWARE
OF THE DOG. | was not eager to encounter avicious animd, but with therain | had no choice; so,
cutting a hefty stick from anearby bush to arm mysdlf, | tackled the gate. | say "tackled" because| had to
grain every muscle beforeit opened, findly, with an inferna creaking. | found myself in agarden so
choked with weeds that it was hard to tell where the paths were. Far in the rear, behind trees swaying in
therain, stood a high, dark house with a steep roof. Three upstairs windows, covered by white shades,
werelit. It was il early, but darkening clouds scudded across the sky. At forty or fifty pacesfrom the
house | noticed two rows of trees flanking the approach to the veranda. White cedars, graveyard cedars.
The occupant of this house, | thought, must have agloomy disposition. | saw no dog, however, despite
the warning on the gate. | went up the steps and, partly shielded from the rain by thelintel, rang the bell.
The tinkle within was answered by a dead slence. After along while | rang again, with the same result;
s0 | began to knock, then pounded more and more vigoroudy. Only then did | hear shuffling steps come
from the interior of the house and an unpleasant, raspy voice ask: "Who's there?”’

| gave my name, in the faint hope that it might not be unknown. The person seemed to ddliberate.
Findly, achain rattled, heavy bolts were pushed aside, and there, in thelight of a chanddier high above
the hallway, stood a near-dwarf. | recognized him, athough | had seen his picture only once -- | forget
where, but the picture would have been hard to forget. The man was dmost bad. On the side of his
skull, above the ear, ran abright-red scar like a saber gash. Gold pince-nez sat crookedly on his nose.
He blinked asif he had just emerged from the dark. | apologized, using the formulas customary in such
circumstances, then fell slent. Heremained in front of me, asif not intending to let me one step farther
into that large, dark, silent house.

"You are Zazul, Professor Zazul, aren't you?' | asked.

"How do you know me?" he growled.

| made some trite remark to the effect that it was hard not to know such an outstanding scientist.

He received thiswith a scornful sneer on hisfroglikelips.

"A sorm?' hesaid, for | had mentioned it. "I hear it. S0? Go somewheredse."

| said that | understood perfectly and had no intention of disturbing him. A chair or astool inthe
hall would do; | would wait out the worgt of the storm and be on my way.

Therain had redlly started coming down in buckets. Standing in the high hall asif & the bottom of
ahuge shdl, | heard it pelt the house on al sides. It made an aarming racket.

"A chair?' hesad. | might have asked for agolden throne. "A chair, redly! | have no chair for
you, Mr. Tichy. No chair to spare. | think, yes, | think it would be best for both of usif you left.”

Looking over my shoulder into the garden -- the door was till open -- | saw that the trees,
bushes, everything had merged into one massthat shook violently in the wind and the streams of water.
My eyesreturned to the hunchback. | had encountered rudenessin my life, but never anything likethis. |
began to lose my temper. Digpensing with the socia amenities, | said:

"I'll leaveif you can throw me out. But | warn you, | am no weskling."

"What?" he screeched. "The gadl! How dare you, in my own house!™

"Y ou have provoked me," | replied icily. And added, in my anger and because of hisgrating
voice, "There are some kinds of behavior, Zazul, for which aman can be thrashed even in hisown



housal"

"Scoundrel!" he shrieked, even louder.

| seized hisarm, which felt asthough it had been whittled from arotten branch, and hissed: "1 will
not tolerate abuse. Understand? One more insult and you will remember me aslong asyou livel”

For a second or two it seemed that we really would come to blows, and | felt shame -- how
could | raise my hand against a hunchback? Then the unexpected happened. The professor stepped
back, freed hisarm from my grip, and, with his head twisted even lower, accentuating the hump, began to
gigglein arevolting, high-pitched voice. Asif | had regaled him with arare joke.

"Well, well," he said, taking off hispince-nez. "Y ou are atough one, Tichy."

With thetip of along, nicotine-stained finger he wiped atear from hiseye.

"Good," herasped. "l like that. Can't stand manners, mealy-mouthed talk, but you said what you
thought. | hate you, you hate me, fine, were even, everything's clear. Y ou can follow me. Yes, Tichy, you
surprised me. . ."

And, chattering in thisvein, he took me up a creaky wooden staircase dark with age. It went up
around a huge square hall, paneled with bare wood. | remained silent, and when we reached the second
floor Zazul sad:

"Tichy, | can't afford parlors and guest rooms; you can seethat. | degp among my specimens,
yes, edt, live with them. Comein, and don't talk too much."”

The room he ushered meinto was the one whose three windows were shaded with sheets of
paper, paper once white but now extremely dirty, spotted with grease and innumerable crushed flies. The
windowsills were black with dead flies. When | closed the door, | noticed comma-shaped marks and
dried, bloody insect fragments on it, as though Zazul had been under siege here by all the Hymenoptera.
Before | had time to wonder at this, | noticed the other peculiarities of the room. In the middle stood a
table, actudly two sawhorses with ordinary, roughly planed boards between them; books, papers, and
yellowed bones were piled there. But the strangest thing about the room wasthe walls. Large, crudely
congtructed shelves held rows of thick bottles and jars; opposite the window, in the space where the
shelves broke off, was an enormous glass tank resembling an aguarium the size of a cabinet --
resembling, rather, atrangparent sarcophagus. The upper hdf of the tank was covered by a carelesdy
thrown dirty rag whose tattered ends hung halfway down the glass. But what | saw in the lower,
uncovered haf made me freeze.

All thejars and bottles contained ablue, cloudy liquid, asin an anatomical museum where various
organs are presarved in embaming fluid. The tank was the same type of container, only of enormous Size.
Inits murky depths, which glimmered with abluish light, two shadows afew centimeters above the
bottom rocked back and forth extremely dowly, with the motion of an infinitely patient pendulum. To my
horror | recognized these shadows as human legs in a cohol-soaked trousers.

| stood petrified. Zazul did not move, did not make asound. When my eyeswent to hisface, |
saw that he was very pleased. My outrage, my revulsion delighted him. He held his hands clasped on his
chest, asif in prayer, and chuckled with satisfaction.

"What's the meaning of this, Zazul ?* | said in achoking voice. "What isit?'

He turned his back to me, and his hump, so horrible and pointed (looking &t it, | feared that the
jacket stretched over it would tear), swayed in time with his steps. He sat down in achair that had an
open back (that piece of furniture made me shudder) and suddenly said, with gpparent indifference, even
weariness

"It'salong story, Tichy. Y ou wanted to wait out the ssorm? Then have a seat and don't disturb
me. | see no reason why | should tell you anything."

"But | do," | replied. | had regained my composure to some extent. In the silencefilled by the
patter of therain | went up to him and said, "'If you don't explain this, Zazul, | shall have to take stepsthat
will cause you consderabletrouble.”

| expected an outburst, but he did not turn ahair. He looked at me and sneered.

"Tell me, Tichy, how doesthislook? There'sa storm, it's pouring, you pound on my door, barge
inwithout invitation, threaten to beat me up, and then, when out of the goodness of my heart | try to



accommodate you, | have the honor of hearing new threats: now you threaten mewithjal. | ana
scientist, gr, not abandit. | am not afraid of jail or of you. | am not afraid of anything, Tichy."

"That'sahuman being,” | said, ignoring his sarcasm, for | was certain that he had brought me here
on purpose -- o0 that | could make the hideous discovery. | looked over hishead at that terrible double
shadow, dill svaying gently in theblueliquid.

"Yes" Zazul readily agreed. "Ashuman ascan be.”

"Thisyou won't weasdl out of!" | cried.

He observed me; then suddenly something happened to him -- he trembled, groaned -- and my
hair sood on end. The man was laughing.

"Tichy," he sad when he had cdmed down alittle, but therewas ill aglint of unholy mischief in
hiseyes, "what do you say? Let's make abet. | will tell you how that" -- he pointed -- "came about, and
when | do, you will not want to touch ahair on my head. Of your own free will, of course. Isit abet?"

"Didyoukill him?"

"Inaway, yes. At any rate, | put him there. Unlessyou think it'spossbleto liveina
ninety-six-percent solution of denatured a cohol? Thet there's il hope?”

His swagger, his self-assured irony in the presence of the body, restored my composure.

"Itsabet,” | said coldly. "Go on!"

"Now, don't rush me," he said, with the tone of a prince granting an audience. "I'm telling you this
because it amuses me, Tichy, becauseit'safunny story and gives me satisfaction in thetelling, not
because you threatened me. I'm not afraid of threats, Tichy. But enough of that. Tichy, did you ever hear
of Mdlengs?'

"Of course." | wasin possession of mysdf now. Thereis something of theinvestigator in me, and
| know when to remain cam. "Mallengs published a couple of papers on the denaturation of proteins. . ."

"Excellent," he said, now dtogether professorid, and eyed me with new interest, asif discovering
inmeaquality for which | deserved some small respect. "But besides that he devel oped amethod of
synthesizing large molecules, artificia protein solutionsthat wereliving, you see. They were akind of
gluey jely. He doted on them. Gave them their daily bread, so to speak. Sprinkled sugar, carbohydrates
on them, and those jdllies, those shapel ess proto-amebas swallowed everything so nicely and kept on
growing. First in smal Petri dishes. . . he transferred them to larger containers, fussed over them. . . his
lab wasfull of them. Some died on him and decomposed, from the lousy diet, | assume. The man went
off the deep end after that, kept racing around with that beard of his, which he was aways accidentally
dipping into hisbeloved glue, but he made no more progress. He was too stupid, he needed something
more -- up here." Zazul put hisfinger to hishead. Itsbald spot gleamed under the low-hanging lamp like
apieceof yelowishivory. "And then | got to work, Tichy. | won't go into the detalls; it's very specidized,
and those who could truly understand the greatness of my achievement have not yet been born. In short,
| created a protein macromolecule that can be set on adefinite course of development, as an darm clock
canbeset. . . No, that'sa poor analogy. Y ou know about monozygotic twins, of course?”

"Y es, but what does that have to do withit -- "

"Youll seeinamoment. Thefertilized egg dividesinto two identical havesthat yied two
perfectly identicd individuas, two neonates, two mirror-image twins. Imagine, now, that thereisaway to
creete, by studying thoroughly the organism of amature, living person, the egg from which he was born.
One could therefore produce the twin of this person, although with many years delay. Do you follow?'

"Why," | said, "even if that were possble, you would obtain only half the egg -- only one gamete
-- and it would immediately die."

"Maybe for some people, not for me," hereplied haughtily. "I take thisartificialy creasted gamete,
st it on adefinite course of development, placeit in anutritive solution and that in an incubator, like a
mechanical womb. | transform it into afetus a arate ahundred times faster than normdl fetal
development. In three weeks the embryo isachild; in ayear, after the application of other procedures,
the child has abiologica age often; in four more years heisaman of forty. And that isexactly what | did,
Tichy."

"Thehomunculus!" | cried. "The dream of the medieva achemistdl | understand. You clam --



but evenif it were S0, that you created that man, do you think you had the right, therefore, to kill him?
And that I'll go dong with you in the crime?Y ou're mistaken, badly mistaken, Zazul. . ."

"l am not finished," Zazul said coldly. His head seemed to sprout directly from the misshapen
mass of his hump. "Firg, of course, | experimented on animals. In those jars over there you have pairs of
cats, rabbits, and dogs. Thejarswith the white labels contain the original crestures, thejarswith the
black labels contain the duplicatesthat | created. Thereis no difference between them. If you switched
the labdls, it would beimpossible to tell which anima was born naturaly and which came from my retort.”

"All right," | said, "that may be true. But why did you kill him?Was he retarded? Physicaly
underdevel oped? Even in that case you had noright. . ."

"Youinsult me!" he hissed. "Hewasin complete possession of hisfaculties, Tichy, and fully
developed, equal in every particular to the origina asregardsthe soma. . . but asfor the mind, his
potential was greater than that shown by hishiologica prototype. Y es, there is something more than the
creation of atwin; this copy is more than a duplicate. Professor Zazul surpassed nature. Surpassed it, do
you understand?’

| was silent. He rose, went to the tank, stood on tiptoe, and with asingle movement pulled off the
tattered curtain. | did not want to look, but my head turned in that direction and | saw, through the glass,
through the cloudy acohoal, the softened, pickled face of Zazul. . . thelarge hump afloat likeabundle. . .
the flaps of the jacket spread out like soaked black wings. . . the whitish gleam of the eyebdls. . . the
matted gray of hisbeard. | stood thunderstruck while Zazul piped:

"Y ou see, thiswas to record the achievement permanently. A human being, even one created
artificidly, ismortal. | wanted him to last and not return to dust, | wanted to kegp him as a monument,
yes. However, you must know, Tichy, abasic difference of opinion arose between us, between him and
me, and asaresult it was not |, no, but he who ended up in the jar. He, Professor Zazul, whilel, | amin
factthe. . ."

Hegiggled, but | did not hear him. | fdt that | wasfaling into an abyss. | looked at theliving face
contorted with joy, then at the dead face behind the glass pane, floating like some horrible underwater
mongter. . . and | could not speak. It was quiet. The rain had amost stopped,; only thefaint gurgling of
the spouts could be heard intermittently through the wind.

"Let mego," | began, but did not recognize my own voice.

| closed my eyes and repeated dully:

"Let mego, Zazul. Y ou have won the bet."

v

One autumn afternoon, asit was growing dark in the streets outsde and afine gray rain fell
steadily -- the kind of weather that makes any memory of the sun unred and that kegps aman glued to
his seat by thefireplace -- as| sat engrossed in old volumes (searching not for content -- the content |
knew wdll -- but for myself from years ago), suddenly there was arapping at my door. A violent rapping,
asif my visitor, by not touching the bell, wished to announce at once that his misson was of adesperate
nature. Putting aside my book, | went into the corridor and opened the door. | saw aman in adripping
oilskin; hisface, twisted in great fatigue, glistened with raindrops. He did not look at me. He leaned with
both his wet, reddened hands against alarge chest that he had apparently carried up the flight of stairs
himsdlf.

"Sir," | began, "what do you. . ." but corrected mysdlf: "Can | help you?'

He made some vague waving gesture and continued panting; | realized then that he intended to
bring his burden into my apartment but had not the strength. So | took hold of the soaked rough cords
around the package and pulled it into the corridor. When | turned around, he was standing at my heels. |
showed him the coatrack; he hung his coat up, put his hat (drenched to a shapelessfelt rag) on the shelf,
and on none-too-steady legs entered my study.

"What can | do for you?' | asked after along pause.



It dawned on methat here was yet another of my unusua guests. Still not looking at me --
absorbed, apparently, in his own thoughts -- he mopped his face with ahandkerchief and shivered at the
touch of hiswet shirt cuffs. | said that he should sit by the fireplace, but he did not respond. He seized the
dripping crate and pulled, pushed, and turned it thisway and that; it Ieft amuddy track on the floor -- an
indication that during hisjourney here he must have put it down on the sdewak once or twice to catch
his breath. Only when it stood in the middle of the room and he could keep a constant eye oniit did he
take notice of me. He mumbled something, nodded, avkwardly went to an empty chair, and sank into its
well-worn depths.

| sat opposite him. We were slent along time, but somehow this