Many today feel that humans are
still evolving—perhaps into—
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WE ARE sojourning on Earth,
Bereniceand I, on thelittoral
of one of the fresh-water lakes that
have recently reappeared on the
north continents, we
deep lae morningsand loll

through long afternoons, evenings
we dip into a perma-chest of an-
-cient writings unearthed by vigitors
like oursalves and | eft behind. The
chest contains numerous and di--
verse examples of thislost art—
probably they were gathered to--
gether by some dedicated eccentric
who had no better purposein life.
Some of them are unique indeed
and have to do with the future as
some of the more literate e ements
of the then society foresaw it, at
that time the earth was

green, not as green perhaps as

it once had been but green enough

—they had acomplex about this

greenness, these writers did, they

knew, or thought they knew, that

some day it would be gone and

thisworried them immensdly.

They wrote endlesdy of how green

the earth was and how blue were
her skies and carped constantly at
their contemporariesfor defiling
the one and

polluting the other—they wrote

about space, too. Space and space--
ships, spaceships built of dreams

and meta—they thought, you see,

that trave to the stars would be

accomplished by meanssmilar to

those employed to reach the moon.

Oh, such shipsthey wrote about,

theselittle literary men! Elongated

leviathans carrying whole popu



lationsto the stars (usudly after
Earth gave up the ghost), tons and
tons and tons of sted plying the
immendties—they
wrote about adiens, too—aliens
from"Alpha Centauri 111" and
"Far Procyon IV" and, unavoid
ably, they wrote about us. It'sfun
to read what someone who died
millennia before you were born
thought you were going to look
like and how he thought you were
going to think, dthough it'san-
-noying also, because these writers
lived during an age sickened by
sex (among other things), and they
could not see human relationships
inther proper perspective; hence
ther future travelerswerelittle
more than spaceborne troglodytes
carrying cudgelsin the shape of
ray guns and dragging four-
wheded carts behind them—carts
filled with misdeeds, misconcep--
tionsand mistakes. But, for dl
their gpprenensions,
Eathisdill alovey placeto
be, especidly now in spring—and
itisstill green ... | wonder what
these writerswould think to seeme
stting here with my true love Ber
enice, reading what they wrote so
long ago. They would not be able,
though, to seeusasweredly are
but only asreflections. The hu--
man race has changed inca culably
snce they walked upon the earth
and we are vadlly different from
them. But they were vastly differ--
ent, too—were they not?—from

the gpes who preceded them and
who could not write at al, so our
being the way we are should not
surprise them overmuch. Never
theless, it would, and our reading
what they wrote would surprise
them even more and perhapsem
barrassthem. |
turnto Berenice, | say, "Why
did they write about the future



when they could not even under
stand the present?' She answers,
"That iswhy—because they
couldn't understand. If they had
tried—perhapsthey could have
penetrated the suffocating fog of
sf-importance that lay thickly
over their land and have glimpsad

part of thetruth." " Perhaps
you areright,” | agree. "Bl |
doubt that very many of their con-
-temporaries read what they wrote,
so their ingght wouldn't have done
the world much good.” "Probab-
_|y,”
Berenice remarks, "they
wouldn't have recognized the truth
evenif they had glimpsedit. They
lived in an age that Higtory later
referred to asthe Age of Hypoc
risy and in an age of hypocrisy
there can be no truths—only ma
jority opinions—and these can be
bought by menrich and clever
enough and
even the hardiest of seekers af--
ter truth areinvariably led astray,
and these were not the
hardiest.”
Nor were they being honest—
that which you cannot find in your
own today you will never findin
someone e se'stomorrow. " Sol”
they called the sun and Earth,
"Sal 111." How quaint. Sol or sun
—itsraysare warm upon us now,
dthough thisisimmateria to our
comfort, for our bodies areinde
pendent of temperature; but Sol/
sun'srays are warm upon usjust
the same asweloll on the shore of
our blue lake, soon, though, Sol/
sun will set and the darkness of
Earthnight will creep like desth
across the land, though death to
us, of course, isno longer avaid
concept, even though it will come
to ussomeday. But it will not
comedarkly or disdainfully asit



came to our ancestors—the way

the Earthnight will shortly come

when Sol/sun has set—I would

not have wanted to livein those

dim days.

Our interest is not confined sole--

ly to those writersin the collec--

tion who wrote about tomorrow—

we are also reading those who
wrote about thetimesin which
they lived. Some of them wrote
very well—they reflected their so
ciety and if thisbe acriterion of
good writing the Age of Hypocrisy
was not lacking in this respect, nor

were the ages which preceded it.

There was one writer in particular

who reflected histime exceedingly

well—hewaslikeamirror held up

to the world and the glasswas

tinted in some magic fashion so

that the world was reflected with

poignant overtonesthat linger on

long after you have read what he

wrote—it iswriterslike him we
read when we would know about

the past, the
future we dready know about

becauseweliveinit—butitisin--
triguing neverthelessto read what
those other writersthought it
would be like, thought space travel

would belike. The

days pass swiftly here and Ber--

enice and | have so much living to
do. I say living, dthoughit isnot
redly that, not in the senseit once
was understood—that kind of liv-
-ing was afretwork of contrasts, of
play and work, of pleasure and

pain, of feast and famine, dl over-

-shadowed by the imminence of

death. No, that is not the sort of

living | refer to as| St hereinthe

Earthdusk, letting my mind roam

free, our kind of living would have

been incomprehensible to the hu-

-man race before it attained ma-

-turity. | say



"maturity” whenwhét | redly
should say is"present stage of de--
velopment—" for |, likedl hu

isthetruth Berenice referred to so
short atime ago). | suspect that
those maefactors of ancient
dayswho were beheaded for their
crimes bdieved even asthe axe
descended upon their naked necks

that theirs wasthe best of dl pos

sbleworlds. |

mans before me, am afflicted with
the smug conviction that theagein
which | liveisthe culmination of
al the agesthat preceded it (this

wouldn't be surprised--indeed,

| know thisto be the casefrom

reading what they wrote—that

the poor soulsliving inthe Age

of Hypocrisy (for al they may

have said to the contrary) be
lieved ardently even whilethey
sank ever deeper into the mire
of deceits, lies and self-decep
tionsthey had created for them
sdlvesthat dl that had gone be

fore them had paved the way for
them—truly,

man isaprisoner of histimes,
incapable not only of seeing what
his prison looks like from with-
-out but of discerning what it is
redly likewithin.

Now the night that islike dis-
dainful death isupon us, and
Berenice and | withdraw benesth
the canopy of boughswe have
fashioned for nogtagia's sake and
light asmdll fire at our fest, not
to keep uswarm but to keep the
past at bay. Beyond itslittle
flamesthe darkness gathersin—
beyond the darkness burn the
stars—soon we shal be back
among them, Bereniceand |,

where we belong, we

can remain upon, aplanet only
for alittle length of time, which
makes us wonder why those writ

ersof solong ago arbitrarily con--



cluded that life that originated
in the seawould consummate its
evolution on the land—that land
was afind, rather than a second-
-dary, step—even when they put
usin space they made us carry
part of theland with usin those

ponderous phalic shipsthat they
invented. |
tend, though, to be hypocritical
inmy evauation of my ancestors,
though no more o, probably, than
they werein their evauation of
theirs. Theirs climbed into trees,
they climbed down from them, we
climbed into
heaven, Homo sapiens was not
destined to live forever like an
ape, nor Homo astralis likea
man, N0
one dwells upon the Earth now.
It isno morethan aresort which
weindifferently maintan—a

park to which some of usreturn
at sporadic intervasto reflect
upon what we are and what we
were, itisabig green picnic table
hanging in space, one of many
otherslikeit, some of which are
inhabited by apes. Berenice and

| are gitting at the big Earth Ta-

-ble now, others have sat here be--

foreus, otherswill st after—the

fireflickers, | add more wood,

the stars recede. | would like to
beamirror so that I, too, might
reflect my times—we arefar

more than star-travders. We are
apart of the sars and yet the

mirror would show only empti--
ness, the emptiness of space, for

aas, | am no Scott Fitzgerad. |

can only touch atruth hereand

there and then only inmy

thoughts and | am not sure, per



haps the biggest truth of al

eludesmedill. Certainly it can--

not be as smple asthat we are

the ultimate purpose of life. |

think | seeit sometimes, though,

hiding inthelines of my true

love's face as she degps beside
meinthenight, iridescing in the

distant sheen of her hair. Butin

the morning it will be gone, and

inalittlewhilewewill be gone, too, and the truth will have vanished in the night.



