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FANTASY AND REVOLUTION 

Alexander Bogdanov and the Origins of 
Bolshevik Science Fiction 

Richard Stites 

"Blood is being shed [down there] for the sake of a better future," 
says the Martian to the hero of Red Star as they lire ascending to Mars. 
"But in order to wage the struggle we must know that future. " The blood 
he speaks of was the blood of workers shot down in the streets of St. 
Petersburg, of revolutionaries put against the wall of prison courtyards, of 
insurgent sailors and soldiers, of Jewish victims of pogroms in the Russian 
Revolution of 1905. And by "that better future" he means not the im­
mediate outcome of the revolution but the radiant future of socialism that 
will dawn on earth after revolution has triumphed everywhere. In order 
to inspect the coming socialist order, the hero-a Bolshevik activist 
named Leonid-has accepted the invitation of a Martian visitor to Oy with 
him and his crew to Mars. 

In this manner Alexander Bogdanov, a major prophet of the Bol­
shevik movement and one of its most versatile writers and thinkers, 
begins his utopian science 6ction novel Red Star; 6rst published in 1908. 
The red star is Mars; but it is also the dream set to paper of the kind of 
society that could emerge on Earth after the dual victory of the scienti6c­
technical revolution and the social revolution. Bogdanov, a profeSSional 
revolutionary, was one of those people, peculiar to revolutionary societies 
of Our century, who moved easily back and forth between the barricade 
and the study table, the prison cell and the laboratory. He was a physician 
and a man of science; and he was the 6rst in Russian 6ction to combine a 
technical utopia, grounded in the latest scienti6c theories of the time, 
with the ideas of revolutionary Marxism. This was the central theme of 
both Red Star and his other novel, Engineer Menni. 

Bogdanov's revolutionary Martian fantasy grew out of his personal 

1 



RED STAR 

experiences as a Marxist during the Revolution of 1905, the popularity of 
science 8ction in Russia around the tum of the century, and his still 
developing theory of tectology, the science of systems thinking and or­
ganization. Bogdanov was born in Tula in 1873 to an educated family, 
studied science and psychology in Moscow and Kharkov, and received a 
medical degree in IBgg. By that time he had also become a Populist and 
then a Marxist. On the surface, Bogdanov's path from medicine to revolu­
tion appears typical of radical Russians of that age in that so many of 
them-Mark Natanson, Fedor Dan, Vera Figner, among others-had be­
gun their love affair with "the people" by learning how to cure their 
physical illnesses. Unlike most of them, Bogdanov did not abandon sci­
ence for revolution: rather, he deepened and extended his study of physi­
ology, technology, and natural science and combined them with his own 
version of Marxian sociology. An early member of the Marxist Russian 
Social Democratic Party-the matrix of Bolshevism and Menshevism­
Bogdanov worked as an underground agent, fomenting agitation and dis­
seminating propaganda among workers, students, and educated SOCiety in 
Moscow as well as in provincial towns far distant from the two capitals. In 
terms of on-the-spot experience, he was one of the best informed of the 
Social Democrat leaders about actualUfe and labor conditions in Russian 
cities. As a physician he was also keenly aware of the social misery of poor 
people in the burgeoning factory centers of industrializing Russia. His 
repugnance for the contemporary city reveals itself in his loving descrip­
tion of the utopian factory settlements of Red Star and the dreadful work­
ing conditions in Engineer MennL Numerous arrests and terms in exile 
punctuated his revolutionary career, and these experiences-often called 
the university education of radicals-threw him into contact with like­
minded young thinkers and rebels such as Anatol Lunacharsky, future 
Bolshevik Commissar of Education and Culture, Fedor Bazarov, a well­
known economist, and I. I. Skvortsov-Stepanov, publicist, economist, and 
writer on atheism. 

When the newly formed Russian Marxist party split into Bolsheviks 
and Mensheviks in 1903, Bogdanov-like the hero of Red Star-chose 
the more impetuous and revolutionary current of Bolshevism headed by 
Lenin. Bogdanov was among the original Bolsheviks (not yet a separate 
party), one of those "twenty-two," with Lenin as the Central 8gure, who 
fashioned in Switzerland early in 1904 a group dedicated to disciplined 
revolutionary action. In the stormy years of war and revolution from 1904 
to 1907, Lenin and Bogdanov were close associates, with Lenin mostly in 
emigration and Bogdanov inside Russia organizing and directing the 
underground network of party cells and organizations. In 1905 the social 
unrest that had been brewing since the ISgoS exploded in a revolution 
that swept over the vast expanse of the Russian land. In an unprece­
dented display of revolutionary energy, workers, peasants, soldiers, 
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early version of cybernetics or systems thinking. Thus one of the functions 
of Red Star, with its highly elaborate Martian system of feedback, informa­
tion control and retrieval, statistics, protocomputers, regulation, and 
"moving equilibrium," was to layout the author's first thoughts on the 
theory that has won him so much attention in recent years, both in the 
Soviet Union and in the world at large. 

Bogdanov combined his Marxist convictions, his revolutionary expe­
riences of 1905, and his facility for technological projection in his fantasy 
oflife on Mars in the early twentieth century. Failed revolutions and even 
enforced isolation, as in a counterrevolutionary prison cell, have often 
produced free flights of fantasy. Nicholas Chernyshevsky wrote the fa­
mous utopian "Dream of Vera Pavlovna" in What is to Be Done? while 
languishing in the Peter Paul Fortress. The terrorist Nicholas Kibalchich 
designed a Hying machine in 1881 while awaiting his execution (a crater 
on the Moon now bears his name). Nicholas Morozov, a long-time inhabi­
tant of the Schliisselburg Fortress prison, wrote in 1910 a lighthearted 
account of a voyage to the moon describing the joy of Hight experienced 
by himself and his fellow astronauts-all former political convicts. The 
revolutionary euphoria that had seized so many thinkers and writers in 
the years 1905-07 and had produced so many apocalyptic visions and 
assorted dreams of an imminent New Jerusalem also permeated the spirit 
of Bogdanov and endowed his social vision with a sense of immediacy and 
hope. A rank-and-6Ie Bolshevik of the period recalled that he and his 
comrades read Bogdanov's novel with enormous enthusiasm and saw it as 
a sign of renewed and triumphant revolutionary upheaval. What they 
overlooked at the time, as he later admitted, was the novel's principal 
theme: the organization of society in the socialist future. Yet the high 
drama of the work lies precisely in the wonderfully contrived juxtaposi­
tion of a unified, harmonious, serene, and rational life on Mars with the 
chaotic, barbarous, and self-destructive struggles of the peoples and social 
classes of twentieth-century Earth. 

The vegetation on Bogdanov's Mars (as on Wells's) is red, and the 
hero calls it socialist vegetation. This is one of the few playful devices in 
the novel. For the most part Red Sta,. is a straightforward science fiction 
utopia. Leonid, the protagonist, is a Bolshevik at the time of the 1905 
Revolution caught up in political work and a dying romance. A mysterious 
comrade from the south of Russia reveals himself as a Martian, explains 
his mission on Earth, and invites Leonid to Mars. The episodes of the 
Revolution and the voyages are the frame of the story; at its center is the 
description of Martian society. The irony, an almost invariable feature of 
science 6ction utopias, is particularly sharp in the contrast between a 
Russia devoured by "problems" and a Mars where such problems have 
long since vanished. 
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returns him to the explosive urban battlefields and barricades of Moscow 
as the Revolution of 1905 nears its climax. 

The circumstances under which Engineer Menn' was written in 1912 

were very different from those of 1907. Bogdanov's dream of an imminent 
upsurge of the proletarian offensive in Russia was ill-founded. By 1908 the 
reaction was in full swing and tsarist authorities were in full command of 
the situation. Many members of the intelligentsia and of educated society 
at large fell into a mood of postrevolutionary despondency and with­
drawal. Mysticism, the occult, and even what was then considered por­
nography came into vogue. Social daydreamers now sought salvation in 
personal liberation and predictions of a revolution of the spirit. Some 
former revolutionary thinkers turned to religion-and even to conserva­
tism and nationalism. Those who clung to revolutionary political tactics 
and programs were either banished to the fringes of the Russian state or 
forced into emigration. Bogdanov was among the latter. The expatriate 
world of Russian revolutionaries-Geneva. London, Paris, Stuttgart, 
Capri-was a world of disappointed men and women who lashed one 
another with bitter recriminations and ideological squabbles. One of 
these differences of opinion was the break between Bogdanov and Lenin. 

At the end of Red Star, Bogdanov makes fleeting reference to the Old 
Man of the Mountain, an invaluable, hardheaded, but somewhat con­
servative and inflexible revolutionary leader. Bogdanov was clearly 
referring to his comrade Lenin. The two men fell out over philosophical 
and tactical questions. The philosophical controversy had begun to 
emerge years earlier when Bogdanov embraced the epistemological 
theories of Ernst Mach, the Austrian scientist who denied the existence of 
a material world independent of the observer. To Mach the world was 
only organized perception and nothing more. Bogdanov's acceptance of 
"empiriomonism," as this latest version of a very ancient idea was called; 
evoked an assault from George Plekhanov, the father of Russian Marxism, 
who wounded Bogdanov to the quick by addressing him in print as "Gos­
podin" (mister) instead of as "comrade." Lenin kept his own hostility to 
Machism muted for some time, until, in 1908, he could no longer contain 
it and wrote the famous massive polemic Materialism and Empirlocrlti­
cism. This was after the appearance of Red Star: Lenin mentioned the 
novel only once, briefly and obliquely, in an ironic comment about 
Lowell's Mars and Its Canals. 

The philosophical'duel merged with the political fight, of more re­
cent duration. This latter was based upon Bogdanov's insistence on the 
possibility of mounting a new armed uprising in 1907 and 1908. Because 
of this he diverted party funds into revolutionary partisan operations and 
vigorously opposed Bolshevik partiCipation in the new parliament. The 
break which ensued was, in the last analysis, caused bya fundamental 









I 
I V' 

RED STAR 

These would be beleaguered by the capitalist states. "It is difficult to 
foresee the outcome of these conflicts," says Sterni, Hbut even in those 
instances where socialism prevails and triumphs, its character will be 
perverted deeply and for a long time to come by years of encirclement, 
unavoidable terror and militarism, and the barbarian patriotism that is 
their inevitable consequence. This socialism will be a far cry from our 
own." 

Engineer Menni attracted less attention than had Red Star, coming as 
it did in 1913, when hopes for revolution were not high. The Populist 
journal Testaments was very negative and considered it dry, schematic, 
and contrived. Lenin wrote to Gorky in 1913: "Just read his Engineer 
Mennf. Another case of Machism and idealism, but obscured so that 
neither the workers nor the silly editors at Pravda understood it." The 
Bolshevik reviewer of 1918 referred to above recalled that the mood of 
skepticism and pessimism was so deep among his people when Menni 
came out that they could not apprehend its extravagant picture of the 
socialist victory on Mars. But he also suggested that Mennrs dream of 
bringing proletarian culture to the masses was now within reach of the 
new regime. In later years both Red Star and Menni were criticized for 
placing too much emphasis upon the "progressive" technocracy-that is, 
the engineers-and not enough upon the creative role of the proletariat. 
Yet contemporary Soviet critics recognize Bogdanov as the authentic 
founder of Soviet science fiction. He was, in the words of one historian of 
the genre, the Hfirst writer of Russian science fiction to combine a well 
written technological utopia with scientific Marxist views on communism 
and the idea of social revolution ... • 

Bogdanov's works pointed the way to an enormous blossoming of 
revolutionary science fiction in the IgwS, a period that saw the publica­
tion of about two hundred works of this kind, most of them dealing with 
the two main themes of Bogdanov's work: capitalist hells, militarism, 
frightful weapons, greed, and exploitation leading to catastrophe; and 
communist heavens adorned with life-easing technology and complete 
social justice. Eugene Zamyatin's We (1920), called by Ursula LeGuin the 
greatest of all science fiction novels, was, in its pervasive imitative irony, 
an emphatic repudiation of Bogdanov's utopia-its technology and its 
rationalism, as well as its version of socialism. Yakov Okun,ev, a popular 
Soviet science fiction writer of the 192os, borrowed Red Star's com­
puterized society for his The Coming World (1923). Alexis Tolstoy's once 
famous Aelita (made intt) a classic silent 61m) again featured two planets, 
Earth and Mars, and two revolutions, though with a political premise 
about Mars opposite to that of Bogdanov's. One writer, Innokenty 

·A. F. Britikov. Ruukti Sooet,ldl nauchno-fantcutlche,/di roman (Leningrad: Naub, 1970). 

55· 
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projects" of Red Star. Indeed the atmosphere had become filled with 
revolutionary utopianism once again, with its frantic energy and wild 
dreams of the refashioning of cities, of Earth, and of mankind. But this 
last burst of utopia soon gave way to a massive despotism undreamed of 
even in the most extravagant fantasies of Alexander Bogdanov. 



(j Utopia 
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Prologue 

Letter from Dr. Werner to Mirsky 

Dear Comrade Mirsky, 

I am sending you Leonid's notes. He wanted them published, and you, as 
a man of letters, can arrange that matter better than I. He himself has 
gone into hiding. I am leaving the clinic to try and trace him. I think I 
shall probably find him in the mountains, where the situation has lately 
become critical. By exposing himself to the dangers there he is eVidently 
indirectly trying to commit suicide. He is obViously still unstable men­
tally, although he impressed me as being near complete recovery. I shall 
inform you the moment I learn of anything. 

My warmest regards, 

N. Werner 

24 July 19o? (illegible: 8 or 9) 



LEONID'S MANUSCRIPT 

PART I 

1. The Break 

It was early in that great upheaval· which continues to shake our 
country and which, I think, is now approaching its inevitable, fateful 
conclusion. 

'The public consciousness was so deeply impressed by the events of 
the 8rst bloody days that everyone expected a quick and victorious end to 
the struggle. It seemed as though the worst had already occurred, that 
nothing more terrible could possibly happen. No one had realized how 
tenacious were the bony hands of the corpse that had crushed and still 
crushes the living in its convulsive embrace. 

The excitement of battle quickly spread throughout the masses. 
Souls opened selflessly to welcome the future as the present dissolved in a 
rosy mist and the past receded somewhere into the distance and disap­
peared. All human relationships became unstable and fragile. During 
these days something happened that radically altered the course of my life 
and separated me from the rising tide of the people's struggle. 

Although I was but 27, I was numbered among the "old" party work­
ers. I had six years of service behind me, the only interruption being a 
year of prison. I had sensed the approaching storm earlier than many, and 
I greeted it more calmly than they when it came. I was forced to work 
much more than previously, but I did not abandon either my scientific 
pursuits or my literary endeavors. I was particularly interested in the 
structure of matter and made my living by writing for two children's 
magazines. And then I was in love ... or so it seemed to me. 

Her party name was Anna Nikolaevna. She supported another, more 
moderate current in our party, t which fact I attributed to the mildness of 

-The RUIJIIn Revolution of 1905. 
t'The Ruulan Socfa) DemocratIc Worken' Party, founded In 18gB, split In 1903 Into 801-
.hevib and Mensheviks. The -more moderate current- referred to here was Menshevism. 
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her character and the general political muddle. Although she was my 
senior, I considered her a not yet fully developed person. There I was 
mistaken. 

Very soon after we became intimate, the consequences of the differ­
ence in our personalities began to appear painfully obvious to us both. We 
gradually became aware of a profound ideological discrepancy in our 
attitudes toward both the revolution and our own relationship. She had 
entered the revolution under the banner of duty and sacri6ce, while I had 
joined it under the banner of my own free will. She joined the great 
movement of the proletariat because she found satisfaction in its supreme 
morality, whereas all such considerations were alien to me. I simply loved 
life and wanted it to Bourish as fully as possible, and I was therefore 
attracted to the current which represented the main historical path lead­
ing to such prosperity. To Anna Nikolaevna, proletarian ethics were 
sacred in and of themselves, whereas I considered them a useful ap­
purtenance necessary to the working class in its struggle, but transitory, 
like the struggle and the system which generated it. According to Anna 
Niko]aevna, in socialist society the class ethics of the proletariat would 
necessarily become the universal moral code, while I believed that the 
proletariat was already moving toward the destruction of all morals and 
that the comradely feeling uniting people in labor, joy, and suffering 
would not develop fully until it had cast off the fetishistic husk of morality. 
These disagreements of ours often gave rise to eVidently irreconcilable 
interpretations of political and social facts. 

Our views on our own relationship differed even more sharply. She 
thought that love implied certain obligations-concessions, sacri6ces, 
and, above all, fidelity for the duration of the union. In actual fact I had no 
intention whatever of entering into other liaisons, but I was unable to 
recognize fidelity as an obligation. I even believed that polygamy was in 
principle superior to monogamy, since it provided for both a richer pri­
vate life and a greater variety of genetic combinations. In my opinion, it 
was only the contradictions of the bourgeois order which for the time 
being made polygamy either simply unfeasible or merely the privilege of 
the exploiters and parasites, who were all befouled by their own decadent 
psychology. Here too the future would bring a radical transformation. 
Anna Nikolaevna deeply resented such views, in which she perceived an 
attempt to mask a coarsely sensual outlook with intellectual phrases. 

None of these disagreements had given me any reason to think of 
ending our relationship, but then an external factor entered our lives that 
contributed to such a rupture. At about this time, a young man bearing 
the unusual code name Menni arrived in the capital. He had with him 
certain information and messages from the South which indicated that he 
enjoyed the full confidence of our comrades there. After completing his 
assignment he decided to stay on for a while in the city. He began drop-
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seeing Anna Nikolaevna, and I did not return uritll evening. The demon­
stration was voted down both by our committee and, I was told, by the 
executive collective of the other current. I was satisfied with the decision, 
because I knew that we were quite unprepared for an armed conflict and I 
considered such an action a useless waste of energy. I thought that the 
decision would mollify Anna Nikolaevna after the conversation of the day 
before, but when I arrived home I found a note from her on the table: 

I'm leaving. The better 1 understand myself and you the 
clearer it seems to me that we have chosen different paths and 
have both made a mistake. I think we had best not see each 
other any more. Farewell. 

Exhausted, with a feeling of emptiness in my head and a chill in my 
heart, 1 wandered the streets for a long time. When 1 returned home I 
found an unexpected guest waiting for me. Menni was Sitting at my table 
writing a note. 

2. The Invitation 

"I must speak to you on a certain very serious and rather curious 
matter, " said Menni. 

I had no objections, so I sat down and prepared to listen. 
"I have read your brochure on electrons and matter," he began. "I 

have been studying this problem for several years myself, and 1 think that 
many of the ideas in your brochure are correct. " 

I gave a silent nod of appreciation. "In your study," he continued, 
"you make one observation that I think is especially interesting. You 
express the hypothesis that the electrical theory of matter, since it neces­
sarily represents the force of gravity in the form of an attraction and 
repulsion deriving from a play of electric forces, should eventually enable 
us to discover a different gravitational principle. In other words, we 
should be able to obtain a type of matter such that· it is repelled rather 
than attracted by Earth, the sun, and other known celestial bodies. By 
way of comparison you refer to the diamagnetic repulsion of bodies and 
the repulsion of paralJeJ currents of different sets. An of this is mentioned 
in passing, but I have the impression that you yourself attach more impor­
tance to it than you wished to disclose. " 

"You are right," I replied, "and 1 think that it is along these lines that 
man is going to solve the problems of free movement in the atmosphere 
and interplanetary travel. Whether or not my idea is in itself correct, 
however, it will lead to nothing until we have developed an accurate 
theory of matter and gravity. If another type of matter exists, then it is 
obViously impossible simply to find it, as the force of repulsion has long 
since eliminated it from the entire solar system. Or, more likely, it was 
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never included in the composition of the system in its initial nebular stage 
of development. Thus this type of matter must first be constructed theo­
retically and then actually be reproduced. At present we lack the data 
necessary for such an operation, so that all we can do now is begin to 
envisage the problem itself ... 

"Nevertheless, the problem has already been solved, .. said Menni. 
I looked at him in amazement. His face was as frozen as ever, but 

something 'n the tone of his voice told me I was not dealing with a 
charlatan. "Perhaps he is mad," Bashed through my mind. 

"I have no need to deceive you," he answered my thought, "and I am 
quite aware of what I am saying. Hear me out patiently, and then, if you 
are still unconvinced, I shall give you the proof." 

And he told me the follOwing. 
'ihe great discovery we are talking about was not made by anyone 

individual. It is the achievement of an entire scientific society that has 
been in existence for quite some time now and has been working along 
these lines for many years. Until now the society has been a secret, and I 
am not at liberty to give you the particulars of its origin and history until 
you and I have come to an agreement on the main issue. 

"Our SOCiety is far ahead of the academic world in many important 
scientific questions. We knew about radioactive elements and their decay 
long before Curie and Ramsay, and our analysis of the structure of matter 
has come much further than theirs. We foresaw the possible existence of 
elements that are repelled by the planetary bodies and subsequently 
succeeded in synthesizing this minus-matter, as we brieRy designate it. 

"After that it was easy to develop and implement technical applica­
tions for the discovery-first, Rying machines for movement within the 
atmosphere, and then vehicles for travel to other planets." 

Menni's tone was calm and persuasive, but his story seemed too 
strange and improbable to believe. "And you were able to do all this in 
secret?" I interrupted. ' 

"Yes, because we considered secrecy to be of the utmost importance. 
We decided that it would be very dangerous to publish our findings so 
long as most countries are ruled by reactionary governments. You, as a 
Russian revolutionary, would be the first to agree. Look how your Asiatic 
government uses European means of communication and destruction to 
oppress and eradicate all the most vigorous and progressive elements in 
the country. Or take the government of a certain semifeudal, semicon­
stitutional country, whose throne is occupied by a warmongering, jabber­
ing blockhead in the power of a pack of known swindlers-is it much 
better? How much are even the two philistine republics of Europe worth? 
It is clear that if our Rying machines were to become known, the govern­
ments would 6rst of all try to get a monopoly on them and use them to 
enhance the power and might of the upper classes. That is something we 
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most decidedly do not want, arid we shall therefore retain the monopoly 
for ourselves and wait for more favorable circumstances. " 

"Have you actually succeeded in reaching other planets?" I asked. 
"Yes, the two closest, the telluric planets Venus and Mars. Of course 

I am not counting the moon, which is dead. At this very moment we are 
exploring them in detail. We have all the necessary technical resources­
what we lack is people, strong, reliable people. By the authority vested in 
me by my comrades, I am inviting you to join our ranks. Naturally, you 
would have all the rights and obligations of any other member. " 

He paused to wait for my answer. I did not know what to think. 
"Proofl" I said. "You promised to show me the proof. " 
Menni took from his pocket a glass bottle containing a metallic liq­

uid, which I took to be mercury. Strangely, however, this liquid, which 
filled not more than a third of the container, was not at the bottom of the 
bottle but in its upper part from just below the neck right up to the cork. 
Menni turned the bottle upside down and the liquid flowed upward to the 
bottom. He released the phial, and it hung suspended in midair. This was 
incredible, but there could be no doubt that it was really true. 

'This is an ordinary glass phial," Menni explained, "but it contains a 
liquid which is repelled by the bodies of the solar system. Just enough 
liquid has been poured in to counterbalance the weight of the bottle, so 
that they are weightless taken together. We construct all our Hying ma­
chines on the same principle. They are made of ordinary materials, but 
they have a reservoir SlIed with the appropriate quantity of this minus­
matter. All that remains is to give this entire weightless system the proper 
speed. The Hying machines intended for use in Earth's atmosphere have 
simple electric motors and wings. Such craft are of course unsuited for 
interplanetary travel, where we employ an entirely different system, with 
which I shall familiarize you in more detail later. " 

There was no longer any room for doubt. 
"What restraints does your society place upon its members, besides, 

that is, the obligation to keep its existence a secret?" 
"Actually, hardly any at all. Neither the private lives nor the public 

activities of our comrades are circumscribed in any way, so long as the 
activity of the society as a whole is not jeopardized. Upon joining, how­
ever, each new member is required to perform some important task for 
the society. This binds him more closely to the organization and also 
affords us an opportunity to observe his talents and initiative in action." 

"In other words, I will also be assigned such a mission?" 
"Yes." 
"What, exactly r 
"You are to participate in the expedition leaving tomorrow for Mars 

in our etheroneph. " 
"How long will this expedition taker 
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Mennl shows Leonid antimatter as he tries to convince him to 
come with him 

"We do not know. The round trip will require at least five months. Of 
course, there is always the possibility we may never return ... 

"I understand, but that is not the point. What will become of my 
revolutionary work? You are obviously a Social Democrat yourself, so you 
must understand my problem ... 

"Make your choice. We think that you should pause in your work to 
complete your training. The mission cannot be postponed. If you refuse 
to accept it now you will not be given another chance ... 

I thought for a moment. Now that the broad masses had entered 
upon the scene, the absence of anyone party worker was of little conse-
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quence to the cause as a whole. Besides, I would only be away temporar­
ily, and, when I returned, my new connections, knowledge, and skills 
would make me considerably more useful. I madp. up my mind. 

"When am I to startr 
"Immediately, with me." 
"Can you give me two hours to notify my comrades? They will have 

to replace me tomorrow in the district. " 
'That matter has almost been taken care of already. Andrei arrived 

today, Oeeing from the South. I told him that you might be leaving, and 
he is prepared to take your place. While waiting for you I wrote him a 
letter with detailed instructions, just in case. We can drop it off to him on 
our way." 

There was nothing more to discuss. I quickly destroyed my personal 
papers, wrote a note to my landlady, and began dressing. Menni was 
ready already. 

"Well then, let's go. From this moment on, I am your prisoner ... 
"You are my comradel" answered Menni. 

3. Night 
Menni's apartment took up the entire fifth Ooor of a large building 

that towered above the little houses of one of the suburbs of the capital. * 
No one was there to greet us. The rooms through which we proceeded 
were empty, and in the glaring light of the electric light bulbs this 
bareness seemed even more gloomy and unnatural. Menni stopped in the 
third room. 

"Here, " he said, pointing at the door to the fourth room, "is the flying 
boat that will presently take us to the etheroneph. First, however, 1 shall 
have to undergo a slight transformation. It would be difficult to pilot the 
gondola in this mask." 

He unbuttoned his collar and removed his glasses and an incredibly 
realistic mask, which, until this moment, I and everyone else had taken to 
be his face. I was astonished by the sight that greeted me. His eyes were 
monstrously huge, much larger than any human eyes. The pupils were 
disproportionately large, which made his gaze almost frightening. Due to 
the unnatural size of the eyes, the upper part of his face and head was 
unusually broad. The lower half of the face, on the other hand, was 
relatively narrow, and he lacked any sign of a beard or mustasche. All in 
all, his appearance was highly original, deformed even, but not to the 
point that it could be called grotesque. 

"You see what nature has endowed me with," said Menni. "You can 

·St. Petersburg 
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understand that I must wear a mask if only to avoid frightening people, 
not to mention the demands of underground political work. You shall 
simply have to get used to my ugliness, however, as you will be obliged to 
spend quite a lot of time with me." 

He opened the door to the next room and turned on the light. It was 
a spacious hall, in the middle of which stood a small, rather broad boat of 
metal and glass. The sides and bottom of the fore were of glass bound in 
steel. This transparent hull was some two centimeters thick and appeared 
to be very sturdy. Above the sides of the bow were two flat crystal plates 
joined at a sharp angle which were meant to cut through the air and shield 
the passengers from the wind at high speeds. The engine was in the 
middle part of the boat and was connected to a three-bladed propeller half 
a meter across in the stern. The front of the boat and the engine were 
covered by a thin lamellar awning fastened to the metal binding of the 
glass hull and a number of light steel columns. The entire craft was like 
some finely fashioned toy. 

Menni invited me to sit down on the side bench in the gondola, 
switched off the lights, and opened the enormous window of the room. 
He took a seat in the fore near the engine and threw out several sacks of 
ballast lying on the floor of the boat. He grasped the engine lever. The 
boat rocked, slowly rose, and quietly slipped through the open window. 

I sat riveted to the spot, not daring to move. The noise of the propel­
ler became more distinct. The winter air streamed in under the awning, 
pleasantly cooling my burning face but unable to penetrate my warm 
clothing. Thousands of stars twinkled and shimmered above us, while 
through the transparent floor of the gondola I could see the black dots of 
the houses growing smaller. The bright spots of the electric lights of the 
capital receded into the distance and the snowy plain shone a dull, bluish 
white far below us. I felt dizzy. At first the sensation was slight and almost 
pleasant, but as it grew stronger I was forced to close my eyes to get rid of 
it. 

The rush of air became sharper, and the sound of the propeller and 
the whistle of the wind grew louder and louder. Obviously, our speed was 
increasing. Among these noises I began to distinguish an even, unbroken, 
delicate sUvery sound produced by the vibrations of the glass hull slicing 
through the air. I was filled by this strange music; my thoughts became 
confused IlDd vanished, leaving only a sensation of natural, free, easy 
movement forward and ever forward into endless space. 

"Four kilometers a minute," said Menni, and I opened my eyes. 
"Is it much farther?" I asked. 
"About an hour's flying time. We will be landing on a frozen lake. " 
We were at an altitude of several hundred meters. The gondola flew 

in a perfectly even horizontal trajectory, neither rising nor descending. I 
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was able to see better as my eyes became used to the dark. We had 
entered the land of lakes and granite crags. • These rocks showed black in 
the spots that were free of snow. Small villages were nestled here and 
there among them. 

Behind us to the left the snowy Seld of the frozen gulf stretched into 
the distance, while off to our right lay the plain of an enormous lake. It 
was in this lifeless winter landscape that I was about to cut my ties with 
the ancient Earth. Suddenly I suspected-no, I was seized by absolute 
certainty-that this break would be forever. 

The gondola slowly descended between the rocks toward a small 
inlet of a mountain lake and stopped before a structure looming dark 
against the snow. I could not see any doors or windows. A part of the 
metal cover of the structure slowly moved to one side, and our craft sailed 
into the black opening. It closed again, and electric lights went on around 
us, illuminating a large, elongated, unfurnished room. A pile of bags filled 
with ballast lay on the floor. 

Menni moored the gondola to columns especially designed for the 
purpose and opened one of the side doors of the room. We entered a long, 
dimly lit corridor flanked on both sides by what appeared to be cabins. 
Menni led me to one of them and said: 

"Here is your cabin. Get settled down, I am going to the engine 
room. I will see you tomorrow morning." 

I was glad to be left alone. I was beginning to feel weary from the 
excitement caused by the strange events of the evening. I did not touch 
the supper prepared for me on the table but turned out the light and lay 
down on the bed. My thoughts were in an absurd jumble, leaping unpre­
dictably from subject to subject. I stubbornly tried to force myself to 
sleep, but I lay awake for a long time. Finally my mind became blurred as 
dimly flickering images began to throng before my eyes. Everything 
around me receded into the distance and my brain was overpowered by 
oppressive visions. 

I had a series of dreams which ended in a terrible nightmare. I was 
standing on the brink of an enormous black abyss. Stars shone at' the 
bottom, and Menni was irreSistibly dragging me down into it, telling me 
that there was no reason to fear the force of gravity and that in a few 
hundred thousand years we would reach the nearest star. I moaned in my 
final agonizing struggle and awoke. 

My room was flooded with a soft blue light. Sitting beside me on the 
bed and bending over me was . . . Menni? Yes, Menni, but he was 
different somehow ... strange, shadowy. He seemed to be much smaller, 
and his eyes did not stand out so sharply. His expression was tender and 

• A literary reference to Finland. 
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kind, not cold and implacable like a moment ago on the edge of the 
precipice. 

"You are so good ... " I said, vaguely sensing the change. 
He smiled and put his hand on my forehead. It was a small, soft 

hand. I closed my eyes again, and with the absurd thought that I must kiss 
this hand I sank into a quiet, blissful sleep. 

4. The Explanation 

When I awoke and turned on the light my watch showed ten o'clock. 
When I had Rnished my toilet I pressed a button, and a moment later 
Menni entered the room. 

"Are we leaving soon?" I asked. 
"In an hour," replied Menni. 
"Were you in here last night, or was I only dreaming?" 
"No, you were not dreaming. It wasn't I, however, but our young 

doctor, Netti. You were sleeping restlessly, and Netti used the blue light 
and suggestion to calm you down." 

"Is he your brother?" 
"No," replied Menni with a smile. 
"You have not told me your nationality yet. Do all of your comrades 

look like you?" 
"Yes," answered Menni. 
"In other words, you lied to me," I declared sharply. 'This is no 

scientific society. It is something else." 
"Yes," Menni answered calmly. "We are all inhabitants of another 

planet, representatives of another humanity. We are Martians." 
"Why did you deceive me?" 
"Would you have listened to me if I had told you the truth straight­

away? I did not have time to convince you. It was necessary to distort the 
truth for the sake of plausibility. Without this transitional stage you would 
have been severely shaken. But about the main point, the trip ahead of 
us, "I told you the truth." 

"So I am your prisoner after all?" 
"No, you are still free to go. You have an hour in which to make your 

decision. " If you refuse, we will take you back and postpone the journey, 
because there is no point in our returning alone." 

"Just why do you need me?" 
"You are to serve as a living link between the human races of Earth 

and Mars by familiarizing yourself with our way of life and acquainting the 
Martians with yours. For as long as you yourself wish. you are to be the 
representative of your planet in our world. " 

"Are you telling me the whole t,ruth now?" 
'The whole truth-if, that is. you are equal to the task." 







RED STAR 37 

'Tell me, Menni, this acceleration of two centimeters at which we are 
now moving-will it continue throughout the joumeyr' 

"Yes," he replied, "except that when we are about halfway its direc­
tion will be reversed, so that second by second our velocity will decrease 
rather than increase along the same gradient. Thus although the maxi­
mum speed of the etheroneph will be approximately 50 kilometers a 
second and its average velocity about 25 kilometers, by the time we arrive 
it will be as low as it was at takeoff, and we will land on the surface of Mars 
with no jolt or bump whatever. Were it not for these tremendous varia­
tions in velocity we would be unable to reach either Earth or Venus, 
because even though they are relatively c1ose-60 and 100 million 
kilometers respectively-at the speed of, say, your trains it would take us 
centuries rather than months to cover the distance. As for the 'cannon 
shot' method I have read about in your science fiction novels, it is of 
course simply a joke, because according to the laws of mechanics there is 
practically no djfference between being hit by the shot and being inside 
the projectile at the moment it is fired." 

"But how do you manage to achieve such an even deceleration and 
acceleration?" 

'The motive power of the etheroneph is provided by a certain 
radioactive substance which we can obtain in great quantities. We have 
discovered a method of accelerating its decay by hundreds of thousands of 
times. This is done in the engine by means of certain fairly simple elec­
trochemical processes which release an enormous amount of energy. As 
you know, the particles of decaying atoms fty apart at a speed tens of 
thousands of times greater than that of an artillery shell. When these 
particles are allowed to issue from the etheroneph in only one direction, 
that is, through a passage whose walls they cannot penetrate, the entire 
craft is propelled in the opposite direction. Thus it is the same principle 
that operates in a recoiling rifte or artillery piece. You can easily calculate 
that in accordance with the well-known law of kinetic energy, a tiny 
fraction of a milligram of such particles per second is quite sufficient to 
give our etheroneph its evenly accelerated movement. " 

As we were talking the other Martians disappeared from the room. 
Menni suggested we go to his cabin and have breakfast. His quarters were 
along the outer hull of the etheroneph and had a large crystal window. We 
resumed our conversation. I knew that I would be experiencing new and 
strange sensations as my body became weightless, and I asked Menni 
about it. 

"Yes," said Menni, "the sun continues to attract us, but here its force 
is negligible. The force of Earth will also become imperceptible by tomor­
row or the day after. Only the steady acceleration of the etheroneph will 
allow us to retain 1/400 to 1/500 of our previous weight. It is difficult to get 
used to this at first, even though the change occurs very gradually. As you 
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become weightless, you will lose your former agility and make a great 
many clumsy movements. You are going to find flying through the air a 
most dubious pleasure. As for the palpitations of the heart, the dizziness, 
and even the nausea that are bound to occur, Netti will be able to give you 
some relief. It will be difficult to cope with water and other liquids, as 
they will slip out of their containers at the slightest bump and scatter 
about in huge spherical drops. However, we have taken great pains to 
eliminate these inconveniences. Furniture and dishes are fastened down, 
liquids are kept in corked containers, and everywhere in the ship there 
are handgrips and straps to keep you from bouncing 08' into the air should 
you make a sudden movement. Don't worry, you will have plenty of time 
to get used to it. " 

We had been traveling about two hours, and my decrease in weight 
was already quite perceptible, although the sensation was still very pleas­
ant. All I could feel was my body becoming lighter and my movements 
freer. We had already left Earth's atmosphere, but this was of no concern 
to us, since our hermetically sealed craft naturally had an adequate supply 
of oxygen. The visible portion of Earth's surface now very definitely 
resembled a map. Its scale was distorted, however, being smaller at the 
middle and larger toward the horizon. Here and there it was covered with 
white patches of clouds. To the south, beyond the Mediterranean, the 
north of Africa and Arabia were clearly visible through a blue haze. The 
area beyond Scandinavia to the north faded away in a wasteland of ice and 
snow; only the cliffs of Spitzbergen still stood out as a black spot. In the 
east, beyond the greenish brown band of the Urals, which was dotted 
with patches of snow, there again began an expanse of solid white occa­
sionally shot with a greenish hue, a faint reminder of the vast coniferous 
forest of Siberia. Beyond the clear contours of central Europe to the west 
the shores of England and France were lost in the clouds. I was unable to 
look at this gigantic panorama for very long, for the mere thought of the 
terrifying depth of the abyss below almost made me faint. I renewed my 
conversation with Menni. 

"You are the captain of this ship, are you not?" 
Menni nodded and said: 
"But that does not imply that I have whlit you call the power of 

command. I just happen to have the most experience in piloting the 
etheroneph, and my instructions are observed in the same way that I 
observe Sterni's astronomical calculations, or in the way we all follow 
Netti's medical advice so as not to jeopardize our health or fitness for 
work." 

"How old is this Doctor Netti, anyway? He seems awfully young to 
" me. 
"I forget, 16 or 17," Menni answered with a smile. 
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That was about what I thought, but I could not help being surprised 
at such early erudition. 

"A doctor already at that agel" I exclaimed in spite of myself. 
"A competent and experienced one at that," Menni added. 
I did not realize at the time {and Menni intentionally neglected to 

mention the fact} that the Martian year is almost twice as long as ours. 
Mars completes a revolution around the sun in 686 of our days, so that 
Netti's age of 16 was equivalent to about 30 Earth years. 

6. The Etheroneph 

After breakfast Menni took me on a tour of our ship. First we went 
to the engine room, which occupied the entire lowest Boor of the 
etheroneph at its Oattened bottom. It consisted of Rve rooms, with one in 
the center and four others arranged around it, all of them separated by 
partitions. The huge engine stood in the middle of the center room. 
Round glass windows were set in the Boor on all four sides around it. One 
was pure cyrstal, while three were of different colored glass. They were 
all about three centimeters thick and marvelously transparent, though at 
that moment we could only see a small part of Earth's surface through 
them. 

The main part of the engine was a vertical metal cylinder three 
meters high and a half meter in diameter. Menni explained that it was 
made of osmium, a very refractory precious metal resembling platinum. 
It was in this cylinder that the decomposition of the radioactive material 
took place. Its red-hot, 2O-Centimeter thick walls gave an indication of the 
enormous energy being released in the process. It was not very warm in 
the room, however, for the cylinder was encased in 40 centimeters of a 
transparent material that provided excellent insulation from the heat. The 
etheroneph was evenly heated by warm air conducted through pipes 
running off in all directions from the top of this case. The other parts of 
the engine attached to the cylinder-electric coils, accumulators, dials, 
and so on-were arranged in perfect order around it, and a system of 
mirrors enabled the mechanic to see all of them at once without leaving 
his seat. 

Of the side compartments, one was the astronomy room. To the right 
and left of it were the water and oxygen chambers, while on the opposite 
side was the calculations room. The floor and outer wall of the astronomy 
room were of pure, geometrically ground crystal. They were so transpar­
ent that as I happened to glance straight down while following Menni 
along the suspended footbridges, I was seized by a distressing Rt of gid­
diness and forced to close my eyes, for I saw absolutely nothing between 
us and the abyss below. I tried instead to look to one side at the instru- . 
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ments arranged on the intricate supports which extended down from the 
ceiling and the inner wan of the room between the bridges. The main 
telescope was about two meters long, but its lens was disproportionately 
large, as was apparently its optical power. 

"We use only diamond lenses," said Menni. "They provide the broad­
est field of vision ... 

"What is the ordinary power of this telescope?" I asked. 
"Its direct-vision magnification is about 600," Menni replied, "but 

when that is insufficient we take a photograph and examine it under a 
microscope, which raises the power to 60,000 or more. The operation 
only takes about a minute ... 

Menni invited me to sit down and look at the planet we had left 
behind us. He aimed the telescope. 

"We are about z,ooo kilometers away right now," he said. "Do you 
recognize what you see before you 7' 

I immediately recognized the harbor of a Scandinavian capital I had 
passed through a number of times on party business. The ships anchored 
in the roads presented a fascinating sight. With a single twist of a knob on 
the side of the telescope, Menni replaced the eyepiece with a camera. A 
few seconds later he removed it and inserted the entire device in an 
apparatus to one side which proved to be a microscope. 

"We develop and print the image right here in the microscope with­
out touching it with our hands," he explained. 

After a few simple operations, which took some 30 seconds, he 
turned the eyepiece of the microscope over to me. One of the familiar 
steamships of the Northern Company stood out with amazing sharpness, 
as if it were only a few dozen paces away. The picture seemed three­
dimensional in the transmitted light, and the colors were all quite natural. 
Standing on the bridge was the gray-haired captain with whom I had 
chatted a number of times while traveling on the ship. A sailor setting a 
large box on the deck was frozen in his pose, as was a passenger shOwing 
him something with his hand. And to think that all this was z,ooo kilome­
ters awayl 

A young Martian, one of Sterni's assistants, entered the room to 
measure the exact distance the etheroneph had covered. Not wishing to 
disturb him in his work, we went on to the water chamber, which con­
tained a huge reservoir of water and several large apparatuses for purify­
ing it. A multitude of pipes carried the water from the tank to all parts of 
the etheroneph. 

Next came the calculations room, which was crammed with strange 
machines bristling with dials and needles. Sterni was working at the 
largest device, out of which flowed a long tape that evidently showed the 
result of his calculations. The signs, on the tape and dials, however, were 
all strange to me. I did not want to disturb Sterni or even speak to him. 
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We quickly went on to the last side rompartinent, the oxygen chamber, 
which contained supplies of oxygen in the form of 25 tons of potassium 
chlorate, from which up to 10,000 cubic meters of oxygen could be sepa­
rated. Such a quantity was sufficient for several voyages like ours. Equip­
ment for breaking down the potassium chlorate was also kept here. Other 
supplies included barites and caustic potash for the absorption of carbon 
dioxide and stores of sulfuric anhydride used to absorb excessive moisture 
and volatile leucomaine, a poison far more dangerous than carbon dioxide 
that is produced in the body and exhaled into the air. Doctor Netti was in 
charge of the room. 

We returned to the central engine room and then ascended in a small 
elevator directly to the top story of the etheroneph. The middle room 
there housed a second observatory, identical with the one below except 
that the instruments were larger and its ceiling rather than floor was of 
crystal. From this observatory we could see the other half of the celestial 
sphere and our destination, Mars, which glowed a dull red off to one side 
of the zenith. Menni trained the telesrope on it, and I could distinguish 
clearly the contours of the continents and the seas and canal networks, 
which I recognized from the maps of SchiaparelJi. Menni photographed 
the planet, and soon we had a detailed picture of it under the microscope. 
It meant nothing to me without Menni's explanations, however, for the 
spots that were cities, forests, and lakes were distinguished from one 
another by details which I found elusive and incomprehensible. 

"How far off is itr I asked. 
"We are relatively close at the moment-about 100 million kilome­

ters. " 
"But why isn't Mars at the zenith of the dome? Does this mean that 

we are flying off to one side rather than directly toward it?" 
"Yes, and we have no other choice. Due to the force of inertia, as we 

left Earth we retained the speed of its movement around the SUD-30 

kilometers a second. The speed of Mars is only 24 kilometers, so that if we 
were to fly perpendicularly between the two orbits we would strike the 
surface of Mars with the remaining lateral velocity of 6 kilometers a 
second. That would be most uncomfortable, so we must take a curvilinear 
trajectory in order to counterbalance the excessive lateral velocity. " 

"In that case, how long is our total journey?" 
"Approximately 160 million kilometers, which is going to take at least 

two and one-half months." 
Had I not been a mathematician, these figures would have left me 

unmoved. As it was, however, they evoked in me a sensation that re­
minded me of my nightmare, and I hastened to leave the astronomy 
room. 

The six side compartments of the upper section surrounding the 
observatory in a ring had no windows, and their ceiling, which was part of 
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the spherical hull of the craft, sloped all the way down to the floor. Near 
the ceiling were two large reservoirs of minus-matter, whose repulsive 
force was calculated to neutralize the weight of the entire etheroneph. 
The intermediate second and third stories were occupied by conference 
rooms, laboratories at the disposal of individual members of the expedi­
tion, their cabins, bathrooms, libraries, a gymnasium, and so on. Netti's 
room was next to mine. 

7. The People 

My loss of weight was now more perceptible. and the growing sensa­
tion of lightness, accompanied by an element of uncertainty and a vague 
uneasiness, had ceased to be pleasant. I went to my cabin and lay down 
on the cot. I lay there quietly engrossed in thought for a couple of hours, 
and before I knew it I had dozed off. When I awoke, Netti was sitting at 
the table in my room. Arising from the bed with an unintentionally abrupt 
movement, I was flung upward and hit my head on the ceiling. 

"When you only weigh 20 pounds you have to be a little more care­
ful," Netti remarked, with a good-natured, philosophical air. 

The specific reason he had come to my cabin was to tell me what to 
do in the event my weightlessness should make me feel seasick. I was in 
fact already experiencing such symptoms. There was a special signal but­
ton in my room connected to a buzzer in his room so that I could always 
call for him if I again needed his help. 

I took advantage of this opportunity to talk with the young doctor. In 
spite of his great erudition. he was a good-natured and likeable young 
fellow, and for some reason I felt involuntarily attracted to him. I asked 
him why, of all the Martians on the etheroneph, only he and Menni spoke 
my native language. 

"It is quite simple," he explained. "When we were searching for 
someone Menni chose himself and me to go to your country, where we 
spent over a year before we accomplished our mission by finding you." 

"So the others were 'searching for someone' in other countries?" 
"Of course, among all the major peoples of the world. But, just as 

Menni expected, we found him first in your country. The pulse of life 
throbs stronger there, and, more than anywhere else,. people are forced 
to look to the future. When we found our man we notified the others, 
they returned from their assignments, and here we are on our way ... 

"What exactly do you mean when you say that you were' searching 
for someone' and that you 'found your man'? I understand that you 
wanted an individual suited to a certain role, and Menni explained to me 
just what it is. I am very flattered to observe that you have chosen me, but 
I would like to know why you think I am so deserving of the honor ... 

"I can tell you in the most general terms. The person we were 
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looking for represented an ideal combination of sound physical health, 
flexibility, a capacity for intellectual labor, few or no personal attachments 
on Earth, and as little individualism as possible. Our physiologists and 
psychologists reasoned that the transition from the eternally discordant 
conditions of your society to what you would call the socialism of our 
system would be a difficult ordeal. The person chosen for the mission, 
therefore, would have to be well qualiGed psychologically and physically, 
and Menni felt you were better suited than the others." 

"And Menni's opinion was good enough for the rest of you?" 
"Yes, for we have complete conGdence in his judgment. He has an 

exceptionally powerful and lucid intenect and is very seldom mistaken. 
He has more experience than any of us in dealing with Earthlings. In fact, 
it was he who first established such relations. " 

"Who developed the means of communicating with other planets?" 
"That was the work of many people. Minus-matter was obtained as 

early as several decades ago. At Grst, however, we could produce only 
inSignificant quantities of it, so the efforts of a great many factory teams 
were required to Gnd and develop the means of manufacturing it on a 
large scale. After that it was necessary to perfect techniques for obtaining 
and decomposing the radioactive substances used as fuel for the 
etheroneph, and that also demanded enonnous research. Furthennore, 
there were a great many difficulties connected with the conditions of the 
interplanetary environment. We had to Gnd ways of protecting ourselves 
both from the terrible cold and from the sun, for in space there is no 
atmospheric envelope to 61ter its scorching rays. Computing the course 
also proved to be fraught with unforeseen difficulties and errors. A num­
ber of earlier expeditions to Earth were completely annihilated. It was 
Menni who finally managed to organize the first successful voyage. And 
now, using his methods, we even succeeded in reaching Venus recently." 

"In that case, Menni must be a truly great man," I said. 
"Yes, if that is what it pleases you to call someone who has indisput­

ably done a great deal of valuable work. " 
'That is not what I meant. Even quite ordinary people, the ex­

ecutors, can make valuable contributions. But Menni is obviously in an 
entirely different category; he is a genius, a creator, a pioneer leading 
mankind forward." 

"I find your expressions rather vague and even incorrect. Every 
worker is a creator, but what does the creating is mankind and nature. 
After all, Menni had at his disposal the experience amassed by preceding 
generations and contemporary researchers, and he based each step of his 
work on that experience. Nature prOvided him with the raw materials and 
genns of his ideas, and the struggle between man and nature furnished 
the necessary stimuli. A man is an individual person, but his work is 
impersonal. Sooner or later he win die and take his joys and suffering with 
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him. His accomplishments are his lasting contribution to life, and life will 
go on developing forever. In this respect there is no difference between 
workers. The only inequality is a quantitative one determined by how 
much they have experienced and how much they leave behind them." 

"But surely the name of a man like Menni will outlive him and 
remain in human memory when the names of countless others have disap­
peared without a trace?" 

"A person's name is preserved as long as those who knew and lived 
with him are still alive. But mankind needs no dead symbols of an indi­
vidual once he is no more. Our science and our art preserve impersonally 
the collective accomplishments of all. The ballast of names from the past 
is useless to the memory of man. " 

"Perhaps you are right, but our sense of reality rebels against such 
logic. To us the names of the leaders of thought and action are living 
symbols which are indispensable to our science, our art, and our entire 
social life. In the struggle of forces and ideas it often happens that a name 
on a banner means more than an abstract slogan. And the names of 
geniuses are not mere ballast in our memory." 

'"That is because the common cause of mankin<\ is not yet really a 
common cause among you. It has become so splintered in the illusions 
generated by the struggle among men that it seems to belong to indi­
vidual persons rather than to mankind as a whole. It used to be as difficult 
for me to understand your point of view as it is for you to comprehend 
ours." 

"Well then, for better or worse, none of our party is immortal. The 
mortals here, on the other hand, must belong to an elite, do they not? 
They must be among those who have 'done a great deal of valuable work,' 
as you put it?" 

"In a way, yes. Menni chose his comrades from among thousands of 
applicants. " 

"After him I suppose the most outstanding would be Sterni?" 
"Yes, if you really must insist on measuring and comparing people. 

Sterni is a prominent scientist, though of quite a different type than 
Menni. Mathematicians of his caliber are very rare indeed. He dis­
covered a number of errors in the calculations upon which all the previous 
expeditions to Earth were based and proved that certain of these mistakes 
in themselves were sufficient to doom the enterprises. He developed new 
methods of making these calculations, and thus far his Andings have 
proved accurate." 

"That is just how I imagined him on the basis of my Srst impressions 
and what Menni has told me. And yet I cannot understand why the sight 
of him inspires me with a certain alarm, a vague uneasiness, a kind of 
unmotivated antipathy. Would you happen to have an explanation for this, 
doctor?" 
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"You see, Sterni has a very powerful but cold and mainly analytical 
intellect. He tears everything apart, logically and implacably, and his 
conclusions are sometimes one-sided, sometimes extremely severe, be­
cause an analysis of the parts of something, after all, yields not the whole, 
but something less than the whole. You know that wherever there is life 
the whole is greater than the sum of its parts, just as a living human body 
is more than just its combined organs. Consequently, Stemi is less capa­
ble than many of entering into the moods and thoughts of other people. 
He will always willingly help you with anything you yourself bring to him, 
but he will never guess your needs for you. Another inhibiting factor 
here, of course, is that he is almost always entirely engrossed in his work, 
for his head is constantly full of some difficult problem or other. In this 
respect he is quite unlike Menni, who is always aware of everything 
around him and has more than once been able to explain even to me what 
it is I want, what is troubling me, what my mind and feelings are groping 
for." 

"In that case I should imagine that Sterni's attitude toward us con­
tradictory and inadequate Earthlings must be rather hostile. " 

"Hostile . . . no. That emotion is alien to him. But I do think he is 
more skeptical than he need be. He had been in France only six months 
when he telegraphed Menni that there was no point In searching there. 
Perhaps he was partly right, because Letta, who was with him, did not 
Rnd a suitable candidate either. But his descriptions of the people he saw 
there are much more severe than Letta's, and of course they are also 
much more one-sided, even though they do not contain anything that is 
actually Incorrect. " 

"Who is this Letta you mentioned? For some reason I do not remem­
ber him." 

"A chemist, one of Menni's assistants. He is an elderly man, the 
oldest among us here. You will find it easy to make his acquaintance, and 
it would be useful to you to do so. He has a gentle temperament and is an 
excellent judge of human nature, although he is not a psychologist like 
Menni. Drop in and see him sometime in his laboratory. He will be happy 
to see you and can show you many interesting things. " 

At that moment I remembered that we were far away from Earth, 
and I wanted to take a look at it. We went to a big window in one of the 
side rooms. 

"Won't we have to pass close to the moon?" I asked on the way. 
"No, unfortunately the moon is far off to one side. I should also like to 

take a closer look at it, because it appeared so strange to me from Earth. 
Huge, slow, mysteriously serene, it does not resemble at all our two little 
moons, which dash across the sky and constantly change their faces like 
lively, capricious children. On the other hand, of course, your moon is 
much brighter and its light is most pleasant. Your sun is also brighter than 
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Looking back at Earth 

ours, and in this respect you are much more fortunate than we. Your 
world is twice as bright, which is why you do not need eyes with large 
pupils like ours to catch the feeble rays of our day and night. " 

We sat down by the window. Earth shone far off in the distance like a 
giant sickle. All that could be distinguished on it were the contours of the 
western part of America, the northeast of Asia, a dull patch which was 
part of the Paci6c, and the white spot of the Arctic Ocean. The entire 
Atlantic and the Old World lay shrouded in darkness. The only reason I 
could guess they were there at all was that the invisible part of Earth 
eclipsed the stars, leaving a stretch of empty black sky. Our oblique 
trajectory and the rotation of Earth on its axis were responsible for this 
change of view. 

As I gazed I felt sad that I could not see my native land, where there 
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was so much life, such a struggle and 'such intense suffering, where only 
yesterday I was still in the ranks of my comrades, and where now some­
one else had probably taken my place. Doubt began to arise from deep 
within me. 

"Back there blood is being spilled," I said, "yet here stands yester­
day's revolutionary in the role of a calm observer." 

"Blood is being shed for the sake of a better future," replied Netti. 
"But in order to wage the struggle one must know that future. And it is for 
the sake of such knowledge that you are here." 

In an involuntary burst of emotion I squeezed his tiny, almost child­
ish hand. 

8. New Friends 

Earth receded further and further into the distance, and, as if it 
waned thin from the pain of parting, it shrank to a moonlike sickle accom­
panied by the now very small crescent of the real moon. By now my 
fellow passengers and I were all becoming fantastic acrobats, able to Ry 
without wings and make ourselves comfortable in any position, with our 
heads toward the Roor or the ceiling or the wall-it made practically no 
difference which. Gradually I got to know my new comrades and felt 
more at ease with them. 

Already on the second day after our departure (we continued to use 
this time measure, although for us, of course, there no longer existed 
either days or nights), I took the initiative myself and changed into Mar­
tian dress in order not to stand out so sharply from the others. True, I 
liked the attire for its own sake: simple, comfortable, without any 
superfluous conventional items such as ties or cuffs, it afforded the wearer 
the maximum freedom of movement. The individual parts of the costume 
were joined together by small clasps in such a way that the entire suit was 
a single whole, yet if need be one could easily unfasten and take off, say, 
one or both sleeves or the entire blouse. The manners of my fellow 
passengers resembled their dress, being marked by the same simplicity 
and absence of anything superfluous or conventional. They never greeted 
one another, never said goodbye or thank you, never dragged out a con­
versation just to be polite if its immediate goal had already been reached. 
At the same time they were very patient when it came to giving explana­
tions, painstakingly adapting themselves to the level of their interlocutor 
and entering into his psychology, however little it might resemble their 
own. 

Naturally, from the very first days aboard I set about learning their 
language. Everyone, but in particular Netti, was most willing to teach 
me. The language is a very original one, and despite the great simplicity 
of its grammar and rules of derivation, there are certain peculiar features 
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which 1 found difficult to master. Its rules have no exceptions whatever, 
nor are there any limitations such as the masculine, feminine, and neuter 
genders. At the same time, however, the names of all objects and qualities 
are declined according to their temporal status. 1 simply could not get this 
into my head. 

"Tell me, what is the point of having such forms?" 1 asked Netti. 
-I am surprised you should ask such a question, considering that you 

understand the much less logical morphology of your languages. When 
you name something you are careful to designate whether you consider it 
masculine or feminine, which is not very important and even rather odd 
in the case of inanimate objects. The difference between objects or per­
sons which exist and those which no longer exist or have yet to come into 
being is far more signillcant. The word for 'house' in Russian is masculine 
and that for 'boat' feminine, whereas in French it is the other way round, 
but the essence of the matter does not change a jot for that. Yet when you 
speak of a house which has already burned down or a house which you are 
still planning to build, you use the word in the same form you employ to 
designate the house in which you are living. Is there in nature a greater 
difference than that between a man who is alive and a man who has 
died-between that which is and that which is notP You need whole words 
and phrases to express this distinction. Is it not better to indicate it simply 
by adding a single letter to the same word?" 

At any rate, Netti was satisfied with my memory. His teaching 
methods were superb, and I made rapid progress. This helped me to 
make friends with the Martians, and I began traveling about the 
etheroneph with increased confidence, dropping in to the rooms and 
laboratories of my fellow passengers and interrogating them about every­
thing that interested me. 

Stemi's assistant, a young astronomer by the name of Enno, was 
among my new acquaintances. He was a lively, good-natured sort of 
fellow, like Netti, not much more than a boy. He showed me a great many 
interesting things, and he was obviously carried away not so much by the 
measurements and formulas themselves (although in that field he was a 
real expert) as by the beauty of what he observed. 1 felt quite at ease with 
this young astronomer-poet, and my natural desire to acquaint myself 
with my new environment constantly gave me occasion to visit Enno and 
his telescopes. 

Once he showed me a picture of the tiny planet Erot under maxi­
mum magnification. A segment of its orbit passes through that of Earth 
and Mars, while the remainder lies beyond Mars and continues into the 
region of the asteroids. Although Erot was 150 million kilometers away at 
the time, the photograph of its little disc under the microscope had as 
much detail as our maps of the ,moon. Like the moon, of course, the 
planet is lifeless. On another occasion Enno photographed a swarm of 
meteors passing only a few million kilometers away. Naturally, the picture 
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showed only an indistinct nebula. It was then that Enno told me that on 
one of the earlier expeditions to Earth an etheroneph had been destroyed 
by such a swarm. The astronomers on Mars following the craft in the 
largest of their telescopes saw its electric lights go out, and the 
etheroneph vanished forever into space. 

!De ship probably collided with several of these small bodies, 
which, due to the great difference in their respective speeds, must have 
pierced all its walls. The air in the craft escaped into space, and the cold of 
the interplanetary environment froze solid the already lifeless bodies of 
the voyagers. Even now the etheroneph is flying on in orbit like a comet. 
It has left the solar system forever. and it is impossible to say where the 
journey of this terrible corpse-laden ship will finally end. to 

As 1 heard Enno say this, the cold of the ethereal wastes seemed to 
pierce my heart as well. 1 had a vivid mental picture of our bright little 
island in the middle of an endless dead ocean. Plunging along at a dizzy­
ing speed, we were utterly alone and completely surrounded by a black 
vacuum. Enno guessed what 1 was feeling. 

"Menni is a reliable helmsman, to he said, "and Sterni never makes a 
mistake. As for death .. _ 1 am sure you have seen it close up sometime in 
your life. Death, after all, is only that and nothing more." 

The hour would come when 1 would recall these words as I struggled 
with the agonizing pain in my heart. 

1 was attracted to the chemist Letta not only by the extraordinary 
gentleness and sensitivity of character Netti had told me about, but also 
by his enormous knowledge of the scientific field that interested me most, 
namely the structure of matter. Only Menni was more competent than 
Letta in this area, but I sought Mennrs assistance as little as possible, 
realizing that his time meant too much to both science and the expedition 
for me to presume to disturb him. The elderly, good-natured Letta, how­
ever, tolerated my ignorance with such inexhaustible patience and ex­
plained the rudiments of the subject to me with such courtesy and even 
evident relish that 1 felt quite at ease with him. 

Letta began giving me an entire course on the theory of the structure 
of matter, illustrating it with a number of experiments on the decomposi­
tion and synthesis of its elements. He was forced, however, to limit 
himself to a verbal description of many relevant experiments, because 
certain of them involved a risk of explosion. On one occasion Menni 
happened to enter the laboratory during a lecture. Letta was just conclud­
ing a description of a very interesting experiment and was now preparing 
to perform it. 

MBe careful," Menni warned him. "I remember that once this experi­
ment almost ended in disaster. The slightest contamination of the sub­
stance you are decomposing, and even a weak electric charge can 
detonate it during heating. to 

Letta was ready to abandon the experiment, but Menni, unfailingly 
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attentive and thoughtful toward me, offered to assist him by checking the 
preparations, and in fact we obtained splendid results. 

The follOwing day we were to carry out some experiments on the 
same substance. It seemed to me that this time Letta took it from a 
different jar than the one he had used the day before. He had already set 
the retort in the ,electric bath when it occurred to me to mention the fact. 
He became alarmed and went straight to the cabinet containing the rea­
gents, leaving the bath and the retort on a little table next to the wall, 
which was also the hull of the etheroneph. I went along with him. Sud­
denly there came a deafening crash, and we were both flung violently 
against the door of the cabinet. This was followed by an earsplitting 
whistle and howl and metallic clatter. An irrestible force, like a hurricane, 
propelled me backward toward the outer wall. Letta and I both automati­
cally grabbed hold of a sturdy strap attached to the cabinet and hung 
there horizontally, held in that position by a powerful rush of air. 

"Hang onl" he shouted, and I could barely hear his voice above the 
roar of the storm. A sharp cold pierced my body. 

Letta quickly glanced around him. His face was frighteningly pale, 
but his confused expression suddenly changed to one of lucidity and firm 
resolve. He uttered only two words-I could not make them out, but I 
guessed that he was saying goodbye forever-and he released his grip. 
There was a muffled thump and the howl of the hurricane ceased. I felt 
that I could let go, and glanced behind me. There was not a trace left of 
the table. Letta stood stock still with his back pressed tightly to the wall. 
His eyes were wide open, and his entire face was frozen. With a single 
bound I reached the door and opened it. I was repulsed by a burst of 
warm air. A moment later Menni entered the room and went'straight to 
Letta. In a few seconds the room was full of people. Netti pushed every­
one aside and rushed to Letta. The others surrounded us in alarmed 
silence. 

"Letta is dead, " said Menni. "An explosion during a chemical experi­
ment punctured the wall of the etheroneph and Letta plugged the breach 
with his body. The air pressure exploded his lungs and paralyzed his 
heart. Death was instantaneous. Letta saved the life of our guest, for 
otherwise the death of both would have been inevitable." 

Netti burst into a muffled sob. 

9. The Past 

Netti did not leave his cabin for several days after the accident, and 
in Stemi's eyes I began to notice an expression that was at times down­
right hostile. There was no denying that an outstanding scientist had 
perished on my account, and Stemi's mathematical mind could not help 
but compare the value of the life tHat had been lost with the worth of the 
one that had been spared. Menni remained as even-tempered and calm as 
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ever, even doubJing his attention and concern for me. Enno and aU the 
others did the same. 

I began an intensive study of the Martian language, and at the first 
convenient opportunity I asked Menni to give me a book on the history of 
their peoples. Menni thought that that was a good idea and brought me a 
handbook in which the history of Mars was presented in a popular form 
for Martian children. With Netti's help I began reading and translating 
the work. I was astonished by the grace with which the anonymous author 
used illustrations to enliven and concretize general concepts and theories 
which were at first glance extremely abstract. This skill enabled him to 
present his materials in a geometrically harmonious system and with a 
logical consistency that no Earthly popularizer would think of using in a 
book intended for children. 

The first chapter was thoroughly philosophical in nature and was 
devoted to the idea of the Universe as a single all-inclusive and self­
determining Whole. This section reminded me of the writings of the 
worker-philosopher who first expounded the principles of the proletarian 
philosophy of nature in a simple and naive form. * In the next chapter the 
discussion went back to the immensely remote period before the forms of 
life familiar to us had yet arisen in the Universe and chaos and indetermi­
nacy reigned supreme in boundless space. The author told how the first 
amorphous accumulations of elUSively delicate and chemically indetermi­
nate matter began to separate in this environment. These accumulations 
served as the embryos of the vast starry worlds of the stellar nebulas. 
They included the 20 million suns of our own Milky Way, ours being one 
of the smallest. 

From there the book proceeded to an account of the process by 
which matter, as it became more concentrated and entered into more 
stable combinations, was transformed into the chemical elements. Paral­
lel to this the primary, amorphous accumulations decomposed, giving rise 
to the gaseous solar and planetary nebulas, many thousands of which may 
be observed today with the aid of a telescope. The history of the de­
velopment of these nebulas and the process by which suns and planets 
crystallized from them has been treated in a like manner by our Kant­
Laplace theory of the origin of the Universe, but here it was clearer and 
presented in greater detail. 

"Tell me, Menni." I asked, "do you really find it advisable to start 
children off with these exceedingly general and abstract ideas, these pal­
lid pictures of the world so far removed from their concrete everyday life? 
Is that not filling their little brains with empty, almost exclusively verbal 
images?" 

'The point is that we never begin studying from books," replied 

·The author Is undoubtedly referring to August Bebel (1140-:1913>. one of the leaden of 
German Social Democracy. 
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Menni. 'The child draws his information from firsthand observations of 
nature and real intercourse with other people. Before he even attempts to 
read such a book he has already been on numerous excursions and seen 
various pictures of nature. He knows a great many types of plants and 
animals, is acquainted with the use of the telescope, the microscope, 
photographs. the phonograph. and has listened to many stories told to 
him by older children, educators, and other adults about things that are 
distant in time or space. Books like this one are merely intended to 
consolidate and reinforce his knowledge, filling in gaps in the process and 
suggesting to him further avenues of study. Obviously, the idea of the 
Whole must constantly and above all be brought out as distinctly as 
possible; the notion must run from beginning to end if it is not to be lost in 
a welter of detail. 'The creation of the whole man must begin in the child ... 

'This was all quite new to me, but I did not attempt to question 
Menni any further. I would in any everit soon become acquainted at first 
hand with Martian children and the system by which they were brought 
up. I returned to my book. 

'The subject of the follOwing chapters concerned the geological his­
tory of Mars. Although the discussion was presented in very condensed 
form, it abounded in comparisons with the histories of Earth and Venus. 
Despite the significant parallels that existed among the three planets. the 
basic difference lay in the fact that Mars was almost twice as old as Earth 
and nearly four times the age of Venus. 'There were exact figures of these 
ages and I remember them well, but I shall refrain from citing them here 
lest I irritate scientists on Earth. to whom they would come as quite a 
surprise. 

Next came the history of life from its very beginnings. 'There was a 
description of the first compounds. complex cyanic derivatives. which, 
although they were not yet real living matter, possessed many of its 
qualities. This was followed by a description of the geological conditions 
under which these chemical compounds arose. It was explained why it 
was these substances, rather than other, more stable but less flexible 
compounds, which were preserved and accumulated. Step by step the 
author traced the process whereby these chemical embryos offife became 
more complicated and differentiated. until they finally formed real living 
cells and initiated the "reign of the Protista." Life continued to develop 
along the evolutionary ladder or common genealogical tree of all living 
beings, from the Protista to the highest plants on the one side and to man 
on the other. 'There were also of course a number of side branches. In this 
evolution from the most primitive cells to man, the first and final links in 
the Martian chain differed only insignificantly from their Earthly counter­
parts, whereas the discrepancy in the intermediate stages was much 
greater. I found this to be most curious. 

'AS far as I know," Netti told 'me, "this problem has not been given 
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special attention. After all, as recently as twenty years ago we did not 
even know what the highest animals on Earth were like, and we were 
very surprised ourselves to discover that humans there resemble us so 
closely. The number of higher types that can attain the fullest degree of 
development is evidently limited. Even on planets as similar as ours and 
under nearly identical conditions, nature was able to evolve this maxi­
mum of life in only one way." 

"Also," Menni remarked, "the highest type, the one which masters 
the planet, is the one which most fully reRects the entire sum of its 
conditions. The intermediate stages, on the other hand, are capable of 
embracing only a part of their environment. Consequently, their reflec­
tion of these conditions is also only partial and one-sided. Thus given the 
enormous Similarity between the respective sets of conditions as a whole, 
the highest types will coincide to a greater degree than wi)) the inter­
mediate ones, whose very one-sidedness allows them to develop greater 
variations. " 

I recalled that while I was yet a university student the same notion of 
the limited number of possible higher types had occurred to me in quite a 
different context. Octopuses, marine Cephalopoda that represent the 
highest organisms of an entire branch of evolution, have eyes which are 
unusually similar to those of the animals on our branch, the vertebrates. 
Yet the origin and development of the eyes of the vertebrates are com­
pletely different--so different that even the order of the corresponding 
layers of tissue in the optic apparatus of the moUusks is exactly opposite 
ours. 

As to historical times and the first phases of human life on Mars, here 
there were also many similarities to Earth. The forms of tribal life were 
the same on both planets, individual communities detached themselves 
in the same way, and the same exchange of commodities led to the 
establishment of very similar intercommunal ties. Beyond that, however, 
a distinction began to emerge, although it concerned the style and charac­
ter of the development more than its basic direction. The course of his­
tory on Mars was in certain respects gentler and simpler than that on 
Earth. Naturally there were wars between different tribes and peoples, 
and there was also a class struggle. However, the wars played a relatively 
minor role in Martian history and ceased altogether rather early, while 
the class struggle resulted in far fewer and much less violent clashes of 
brute force than on Earth. None ofthis was stated in so many words in the 
book I was reading, but it was evident to me from the entire context. 
Slavery was entirely unknown on Mars. There was very little militarism in 
their feudalism, while their capitalism surmounted the division into na­
tion-states at a very early stage and produced nothing comparable to our 
modem armies. 

I was forced to seek the explanation of these facts on my own. The 
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Martians, even Menni, had only begun to study the history of mankind on 
Earth and had not yet made a comparative investigation of our respective 
pasts. 1 recalled one of my earlier conversations with Menni as I was 
preparing to study the language spoken by my fellow passengers. I in­
quired whether it was the most widespread of the languages on Mars. 
Menni explained that it was the only literary and spoken language of all 
Martians. 

"At one time," he added, "peoples from different countries on Mars 
could not understand each other either. Long ago, however, several cen­
turies before the socialist revolution, all the various dialects drew closer 
to one another and merged in a single common language. This occurred 
freely and spontaneously. No one tried to bring it about or even gave it 
much thought. Certain local pecularities survived for quite some time, so 
there existed something akin to individual dialects, but these were fairly 
comprehensible to everyone. The development ofliterature finally elimi­
nated them as well." 

"I can only find one explanation for this phenomenon," I said. "From 
the very beginning, communication among people on your planet must 
have been much broader, easier, and more intimate than it was on 
Earth." 

"That is quite correct, " replied Menni. "Mars lacks your vast oceans 
and impassable mountain ranges. Our seas are not large, nor do they at 
any point completely separate continents from One another. Except for 
certain individual peaks, our mountains are not high. The entire surface 
area of our planet is only one-fourth that of Earth; at the same time the 
force of gravity is two and one-half times less, making our bodies so light 
that we can move about quite rapidly even without man-made means of 
transportation. We can run at the same speed that you ride on horseback, 
and it does not tire us the more. Nature has erected far fewer walls and 
barriers between our peoples than she has between yours." 

This, then, was the main factor that had prevented Martian humanity 
from splitting into different nations and races, and such unity in tum 
inhibited the development of militarism, wars, and systems of mass de­
struction. Due to its inherent contradictions, capitalism probably still 
would have evolved all these distinguishing characteristics of advanced 
civilization, but even the development of capitalism followed a unique 
course which created new conditions for the political unification of all the 
tribes and peoples of Mars. In agriculture, for example, the small peas­
ants were crowded out at a very early stage by large-scale capitalist farm­
ing, and the land was totally nationalized soon after. The reason for this 
development lay in the increasing aridity of the soil, which the small­
holders were unable to remedy. The crust of the planet soaked up the 
surface water and did not yield it up again. This was a continuation of the 
natural process by which the once existing oceans on Mars shrank to 
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"That is not altogether correct," said Menni. "The canals are indeed 
immense. but they are not dozens of kilometers wide. as they would in 
fact have to be for your astronomers to be able to see them. What they see 
are the broad bands of forest we have planted along the canals in order to 
maintain an even level of humidity in the air and prevent the water from 
evaporating too rapidly. Some of your scientists seem to have guessed as 
much." 

The epoch of the digging of the canals was a time of great prosperity 
in aU areas of industry and a period of profound calm in the class struggle. 
The demand for labor was tremendous, and unemployment disappeared. 
But when the Great Project was finished, bringing to completion the 
capitalist colonization of the former wastelands, an industrial crisis soon 
broke out which disrupted the "social peace." The result was a social 
revolution, but once again the course of events was relatively peaceful. 
Strikes were the workers' main weapon, while the rare uprisings that 
occurred were restricted to a few. almost exclusively agricultural regions. 
The owners retreated step by step before the inevitable, and even when 
the government fell into the hands of the workers' party, the vanquished 
did not attempt to assert their interests by force. 

When the means of production were socialized, there was no com­
pensation in the true sense of the word. At Arst, however. the capitalists 
were pensioned off. Many of them later played an important role in the 
organization of state-owned enterprises. It proved very difficult to distrib­
ute labor resources in accordance with the vocational training of the 
workers. Except for the capitalists on pension, for about a century there 
was an obligatory working day of six hours at first, which was successively 
shortened. Technical progress and the exact computation of available 
labor. however, finally helped to eliminate even these last vestiges of the 
old system. 

1 could not help feeling a certain envy as 1 viewed this picture of 
steady social evolution free from the Are and blood of our own history. 1 
mentioned it to Netli as we were Anishing the book. 

"I don't know," he said thoughtfully, "but 1 think that you are wrong. 
1h1e, the conRict5 on Earth have been more acute than ours, and the 
natural environment has always shown a greater tendency to retaliate 
with death and destruction. But perhaps this is due to the fact that Earth 
is so much more richly endowed with natural resources and the life-giving 
energy of the sun. Look how much older our planet is, yet our humanity 
arose only a few tens of thousands of years before yours and is at present a 
mere two or three hundred years ahead of you in development. I tend to 
think of our two humanities as brothers. The elder one has a calm and 
balanced temperament, while the younger one is stormy and impetuous. 
The younger one is more wasteful with his resources, and prone to serious 
errors. His childhood was sickly and turbulent, and as he now approaches 
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The approach of the space ship to Mars, with Leonid on board 
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could concentrate on work; everyone was gazing down at the world un­
folding below. It was their world; to me it was full of mysteries and 
riddles. Only Menni was not with us. He was in the engine room, for the 
last hours of the journey were the most risky, and he had to check the 
distance and regulate our speed. Why was it that I-as fate would have it, 
the Columbus of this world-felt no joy or pride or even the soothing 
calm that should have come from the sight of the solid shore after a long 
voyage across the Ocean of the Ethereal? The events of the future were 
already casting their shadow on the present. 

Only two hours to go. Soon we would be entering the atmosphere. 
My head started throbbing so painfully that I could look no longer and 
retired to my cabin. Netti came with me. He started talking to me-not 
about the present but about the past, about distant Earth, there up 
above. 

"You must return when you have accomplished your mission," he 
said, and to me his words sounded like a gentle reminder to be brave. I 
lost track of time as we discussed the necessity of the assignment and its 
many difficulties. 

Netti looked at the chronometer. "We have arrived. Let's rejoin the 
others!" he exclaimed. 

The etheroneph came to a stop, the wide metal plates opened, and 
fresh air rushed in. Above us was a clear blue green sky-around us, a 
throng of people. Menni and Sterni disembarked first, carrying a trans­
parent coffin containing the frozen body of their dead comrade, Letta. 
The others followed after them. Netti and I left last. Together, hand in 
hand, we made our way through a crowd of thousands, who all looked just 
like Netti. 

PART II 

1. Menni's Apartment 

During the first period of my stay I moved in with Menni in a factory 
settlement-that is to say, a planned complex of industry and resi­
dences-whose physical center and economic base was a large chemical 
laboratory located far below ground. The part of the settlement above 
ground was spread through a park covering about ten square kilometers 
and consisted of several hundred apartment bUildings for the laboratory 
workers, a large meeting hall, the Cooperative Depot, which was some­
thing on the order of a large department store, and the Communications 
Center, which connects the settlement with the rest of the world. Menni 
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was the factory supervisor and lived not far from the community buildings 
right next to the main descent to the laboratory. 

What first surprised me about nature on Mars, and the thing I found 
most difficult to get used to, was the red vegetation. The substance which 
gives it this color is similar in chemical composition to the chlorophyll of 
plants on Earth and performs a parallel function in their life processes, 
building tissues from the carbon dioxide in the air and the energy of the 
sun. Netti thoughtfully suggested that I wear protective glasses to pre­
vent irritation of the eyes, but I refused. 

"Red is the color of our socialist banner," I said, "so I shall simply 
have to get used to your socialist vegetation ... 

HIn that case you must also recognize the presence of socialism in the 
plants on Earth," Menni remarked. ''Their leaves also possess a red hue, 
but it is concealed by the stronger green color. If you were to don a pair of 
glasses which completely absorb the green waves of light but admit the 
red ones, you would see that your forests and fields are as red as ours. " 

I lack the time and space to describe the peculiar Martian 80ra and 
fauna, nor can I devote much attention to the atmosphere of the planet, 
which is pure and clear, relatively thin, but rich in oxygen. The sky is a 
deep, dark green, and the most prominent celestial bodies are the sun­
much smaller than it appears on Earth-the two tiny moons, and two 
bright evening or morning stars, Venus and Earth. All of this was strange 
and foreign to me then and seems splendid and precious to me now as I 
look back upon it, but it is not essential to the purpose of my narrative. 
The people and their relationships are what concern me most, and they 
were the most fantastic and mysterious of all the wonders of this fairy-tale 
world. 

Menni lived in a small two-story house that was indistinguishable 
architecturally from all the rest. The most original feature of this architec­
ture was the transparent roof made of several huge sheets of blue glass. 
The bedroom and a parlor for receiving guests were located directly 
beneath it. Because of its soothing effect, the Martians prefer blue light 
during their leisure time. The color of the human face in this light does 
not strike them as gloomy. All of the work rooms-the study, Menni's 
home laboratory, the communications room-were on the ground 8oor, 
whose large windows freely admitted the restless red light re8ected from 
the foliage of the trees in the park. This light made me uneasy and 
absentminded at first, but the Martians are used to it and find it has a 
stimulating effect on work. 

Menni's study was full of books and writing implements, from ordi­
nary pencils to a phonotype, a complex mechanism in which a phono­
graph recording of clearly enunciated speech activated the keys of a 
typewriter which accurately translated it into the written alphabet. Play-
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ing the phonogram did not erase it, so that one could use either it or the 
printed translation, whichever happened to be more convenient. 

Above Menni's desk hung a portrait of a middle-aged Martian. He 
resembled Menni, although his almost sinister expression of grim energy 
and cold resolve was alien to Menni, whose face merely reflected a 
tranquil and resolute will. Menni told me the story of this man's life. 

He was one of Menni's ancestors, a great engineer· who lived long 
before the social revolution, during the epoch of the Great Canals. It was 
he who planned, organized, and supervised that grandiose project. His 
first assistant envied his fame and power and launched a conspiracy 
against him. Several hundred thousand men were employed on the con­
struction of one of the main canals, which passed through a swampy, 
disease-infested region. Thousands perished, and great discontent spread 
among the survivors. While the chief engineer was busy negotiating with 
the central government of Mars about pensions for the families of the 
dead and the incapacitated, his assistant was secretly rousing the 
dissatisfied workers against him, inciting them to strike and demand 
transfers to other regions. This was impossible, as it would have disrupted 
the entire plan of the Great Project, but he also urged them to call for the 
resignation of the chief engineer, which, of course, was quite feasible. 
When the latter learned of all this he summoned his assistant for an 
explanation and killed him on the spot. The engineer declined to defend 
himself at his trial, declaring that he considered his behavior just and 
necessary. He was sentenced to a long prison term. 

Soon, however, it became obvious that none of his successors was 
capable of running the gigantic undertaking. Misunderstandings, embez­
zlement, and disorders followed. The entire mechanism of the project 
broke down; expenses increased by hundreds of millions, and the acute 
discontent of the workers threatened to end in open revolt. The central 
government hastenend to address an appeal to the chief engineer, offering 
to pardon him in full and reinstate him in his former position. He refused 
the pardon, but consented to head the project from prison. The inspec­
tors he appointed quickly got to the bottom of things at the various 
construction sites. Thousands of engineers and contractors were put on 
trial. Wages were raised, the system by which the workers were supplied 
with food, clothing, and tools was reorganized from top to bottom, work 
plans were reviewed and revised. Order was soon fully restored, and once 
again the enormous mechanism began functioning rapidly and smoothly 
like an obedient tool in the hands of a real master. 

The master, however, not only supervised the entire project but also 
planned its continuation in the years to come, grooming a certain 

-Engineer Mennl. the main character In the following novel. 
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succession. At times we were overtaken by strange birds flying even 
faster than we. The blue roofs of houses and the giant yellow domes of 
buildings I did not recognize glittered in the sunlight. The rivers and 
canals flashed like ribbons of steel. My eyes lingered on them, for they 
were the same as on Earth. In the distance appeared a hugh city spread 
out around a small lake and transversed by a canal. The gondola slowed 
down and landed gently near a small and pretty house that proved to be 
Netti's. Netti was at home and glad to see us. He got into our gondola and 
we set off for the factory, which was located a few kilometers away on the 
other side of the lake. 

It consisted of five huge buildings arranged in the fonn of a cross. 
They were all identically designed, each of them having a transparent 
glass vault supported by several dozen dark columns in a slightly elon­
gated ellipse. The walls between the columns were made of alternating 
sheets of transparent and frosted glass. We stopped by the central build­
ing, also the largest, whose gates were about 10 meters wide and 12 

meters high, filling the entire space between two columns. The ceiling of 
the first floor transected the gates at the middle. Several pairs of rails ran 
through the gates and disappeared into the interior of the building. 

We ascended in the gondola to the upper half of the gates and, amid 
the deafening roar of the machines, flew directly into the second story. 
Actually, the floors of the factory were not stories as we understand them. 
At each level there were gigantic machines of a construction unfamiliar to 
me, surrounded by a network of suspended glass-parquet footbridges 
girded by beams of gridded steel. Interconnected by a multitude of stair­
ways and elevators, these networks ascended toward the top of the factory 
in five progressively smaller tiers. 

The factory was completely free from smoke, soot, odors, and fine 
dust. The machines, flooded in a light that illuminated everything yet was 
by no means harsh, operated steadily and methodically in the clean fresh 
air, cutting, sawing, planing, and drilling huge pieces of iron, aluminum, 
nickel, and copper. Levers rose and fell smoothly and evenly like giant 
steel hands. Huge platfonns moved back and forth with automatic preci­
sion. The wheels and transmission belts seemed immobile. The soul of 
this fonnidable mechanism was not the crude force of fire and steam, but 
the fine yet even mightier power of electricity. When the ear had become 
somewhat accustomed to it, the noise of the machines began to seem 
almost melodious, except, that is, when the several-thousand-ton ham­
mer would fall and everything would shudder from the thunderous blow. 

Hundreds of workers moved confidently among the machines, their 
footsteps and voices drowned in a sea of sound. There was not a trace of 
tense anxiety on their faces, whose only expression was one of quiet 
concentration. They seem to be inquisitive, learned observers who had 
no real part in all that was going on around them. It was as if they simply 
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found it interesting to watch how the enormtms· chunks of metal glided 
out beneath the transparent dome on moving platforms and fell into the 
steely embrace of dark monsters, where after a cruel game in which they 
were cracked open by powerful jaws, mauled by hard, heavy paws, and 
planed and drilled by sharp, flashing claws, small electric railway cars 
bore them off from the other side of the building in the form of elegant 
and finely fashioned machine parts whose purpose was a mystery to me. It 
seemed altogether natural that the steel monsters should not harm the 
small, big-eyed spectators strolling confidently among them: the giants 
simply scorned the frail humans as a quarry unworthy of their awesome 
might. To an outsider the threads connecting the delicate brains of the 
men with the indestructible organs of the machines were subtle and 
invisible. 

When we finally emerged from the building. the engineer acting as 
our guide asked us whether we would rather go on immediately to the 
other buildings and auxiliary shops or take a rest. I voted for a break. 

"Now I have seen the machines and the workers," I said, "but I have 
no idea whatever of how production is organized, and I wonder whether 
you could tell me something about that. " 

Instead of answering, the engineer took us to a small cubical building 
between the central factory and one of the corner edifices. There were 
three more such structures, all of them arranged in the same way. Their 
black walls were covered with rows of shiny white signs showing tables of 
production statistics. I knew the Martian language well enough to be able 
to decipher them. On the first of them, which was marked with the 
number one, was the follOwing: 

"The machine-building industry has a surplus of g68, 757 man-hours 
daily, of which 11.325 hours are of skilled labor. The surplus at this factory 
is 753 hours, of which 29 hours are of skilled labor. 

"There is no labor shortage in the following industries: agriculture, 
chemicals, excavations, mining," and so on, in a long alphabetical list of 
various branches of industry. 

Table number two read: 
'The clothing industry has a shortage of 392,685 man-hours daily, of 

which 21,380 hours require experienced repairmen for special machines 
and 7,852 hours require organization experts." 

'The footwear industry lacks 79,360 hours, of which ... " and so on. 
'The Institute of Statistic5-3,078 hours ... " and so on. 
There were similar figures on the third and fourth tables, which 

covered occupations such as preschool education. primary and secondary 
education, medicine in rural areas, and medicine in urban areas. 

"Why is it that a surplus of labor is indicated with precision only for 
the machine-building industry, whereas it is the shortages everywhere 
else that are noted in such detail?" I asked. 
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"It is quite logical," replied Menni. 'ihe tables are meant to affect 
the distribution of labor. If they are to do that, everyone must be able to 
see where there is a labor shortage and just how big it is. Assuming that 
an individual has the same or an approximately equal aptitude for two 
vocations, he can then choose the one with the greater shortage. As to 
labor surpluses, exact data on them need be indicated only where such a 
surplus actually exists, so that each worker in that branch can take into 
consideration both the size of the surplus and his own inclination to 
change vocations. " 

As we were talking I suddenly noticed that certain figures on the 
table had disappeared and been replaced by others. I asked what that 
meant. 

'ihe figures change every hour," Menni explained. "In the course of 
an hour several thousand workers announce that they want to change 
jobs. The central statistical apparatus takes constant note of this, transmit­
ting the data hourly to all branches of industry. " 

"But how does the central apparatus arrive at its figures on surpluses 
and shortages?" 

'ihe Institute of Statistics has agencies everywhere which keep track 
of the flow of goods into and out of the stockpiles and monitor the produc­
tivity of all enterprises and the changes in their work forces. In that way it 
can be calculated what and how much must be produced for any given 
period and the number of man-hours required for the task. The Institute 
then computes the difference between the existing and the desired situa­
tion for each vocational area and communicates the result to all places of 
employment. Equilibrium is soon established by a stream of volunteers. " 

"But are there no restrictions on the consumption of goodsr 
"None whatsoever. Everyone takes whatever he needs in whatever 

quantities he wants. " 
"Do you mean that you can do all this without money, documents 

certifying that a certain amount of labor has been performed, pledges to 
perform labor, or anything at all of that sort?" 

"Nothing at all. There. is never any shortage of voluntary labor-work 
is a natural need for the mature member of our society, and all overt or 
disguised compulsion is quite superfluous. " 

"But if consumption is entirely uncontrolled, there must be sharp 
Ouctuations which upset all your statistical compilations." 

"Not at all. A single individual may suddenly eat two or three times 
his normal portion of a given food or decide to change ten suits in ten 
days, but a society of billions of people is not subject to such Ouctuations. 
In a population of that size deviations in any given direction are neutral­
ized, and averages change very slowly and with the strictest continuity. " 

"In other words your statistics .work almost automatically-they are 
calculations pure and simple?" 
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"No, not really, for there are great difficulties involved in the pro­
cess. The Institute of Statistics must be alert to new inventions and 
changes in environmental conditions which may affect industry. The in­
troduction of a new machine, for example, immediately requires a 
transfer of labor in the field in which it is employed, in the machine­
building industry, and sometimes also in the production of materials for 
both branches. If a given ore is exhausted or if new mineral fields are 
discovered there will again be a transfer of labor in a number of indus­
tries-mining, railroad construction, and so on. All of these factors must 
be calculated from the very beginning, if not with absolute precision then 
at least with an adequate degree of approximation. And until firsthand 
data become available, that is no easy task ... 

"Considering such difficulties," 1 remarked, "I suppose you must 
constantly have a certain surplus labor reserve." 

"Precisely, and this is the main strength of our system. 1\vo hundred 
years ago, when collective labor just barely managed to satisfy the needs 
of society, statistics had to be very exact, and labor could not be distrib­
uted with complete freedom. There was an obligatory working day, and 
within those bounds it was not always or fully possible to take the voca­
tional training of the workers into account. However, although each new 
invention caused statistical problems, it also contributed to solving the 
main difficulty, namely the transition to a system in which each individual 
is perfectly free to choose his own occupation. First the working day was 
shortened, and then, when a surplus arose in all branches, the obligation 
was dropped altogether. Note that the labor shortages indicated for the 
various industries are almost negligible, amounting to mere thousands, 
tens or hundreds of thousands of man-hours out of the millions and tens of 
millions of hours presently expended by those same industries ... 

"But shortages oflabor do still exist," I objected. "Yet I suppose that 
they are covered by later surpluses, are they not?" 

"Not only by later surpluses. In reality, necessary labor is computed 
by adding a certain quantity to the basic figures. In the most vital 
branches of industry-the production of food, clothing, buildings, ma­
chines, and so on-this margin can be as high as 5 percent, whereas in 
less important areas it is about 1.2 percent. Thus generally speaking, the 
figures in these tables indicating shortages express merely a relative 
deficiency, not an absolute one. " 

"How long is the average working day-at this factory, for example?" 
"From an hour and a half to two and a half hours, " replied the guide, 

"but there are those who work both more and less. Take, for example, the 
comrade operating the main hammer. He is so fascinated by his job that 
he refuses to be relieved during the entire six hours daily the factory is in 
production. " 

1 mentally translated these figures from the Martian system of 
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reckoning into our own. On Mars a day and night together are a little 
longer than on Earth and are divided into ten of their hours. This means 
that the average working day is from four to six Earth-hours, and the 
longest operational day is about fifteen hours, which is approximately the 
same as in our most intensely run enterprises. 

"But isn't it harmful for that comrade at the hammer to work so 
much?" I asked. 

"Not for the time being," Netti replied. "He can permit himself such 
a luxury for another six months or so. But of course I have warned him of 
the dangers to which his enthusiasm exposes him. One such risk is the 
possibility of a convulsive fit of madness that may irresistibly draw him 
under the hammer. Last year something like that happened at this very 
factory to another operator who was likewise fascinated by powerful sen­
sations. It was only by a lucky chance that we managed to stop the 
hammer in time and avert the involuntary suicide. An appetite for strong 
sensations is in itself no disease, but it can easily become perverted if the 
nervous system is thrown ever so little off-balance by exhaustion, emo­
tional disturbances, or an occasional illness. Of course I try to keep an eye 
on those workers who become overly engrossed in any sort of monotonous 
work." 

"Shouldn't this man you mentioned have cut down his labor, con­
sidering that there is a surplus in the machine-building industry?" 

"Of course not," Menni laughed. "Why should just he take it upon 
himself to restore the equilibrium? The statistics oblige no one to do that. 
Everyone takes these figures into consideration when making their own 
plans, but they cannot be guided by them alone. If you were to want to 
begin working at this factory you would probably find a job; the surplus 
figure in the central statistics would rise by one or two hours, and that 
would be that. The statistics continually affect mass transfers of labor, but 
each individual is free to do as he chooses ... 

We had time to rest up during our conversation, and everyone except 
Menni, who was forced to leave by a call from his laboratory, continued 
the excursion through the factory. I decided to spend the night at Netti's, 
as he promised to take me to the Children's Colony, where his mother 
was working as an educator. 

3. The Children's Colony 

There were some 15 to 20 thousand persons, almost all of them chil­
dren or educators, living at the Children's Colony, which occupied the 
whole of one of the largest and best parts of the city. All major cities of the 
planet have such institutions, and in many cases they even comprise 
independent towns. The only places they are not generally found is in 
smaller communities such as Mennrs "factory settlement." 
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Large two-story houses with the usual blue roofs were scattered 
among gardens with streams, ponds, fields for play and gymnastics, 
Rower beds and plots of medicinal herbs, little houses for pets and birds. 
Everywhere were throngs of large-eyed children-of which sex it was 
impossible to tell, for boys and girls were dressed identically. True, it is 
difficult to distinguish even the adult Martian men from the women solely 
on the basis of their dress, as it is fundamentally the same and differs only 
slightly in style. The clothes of the men follow the form of the body more 
exactly than those of the women, which instead tend to conceal it. At any 
rate, the elderly person who greeted us as we descended from the gon­
dola at the doors of one of the largest buildings was a woman, because 
Netti called her "Mama" as he embraced her. Later on, however, he 
simply said "NeJJa," addressing her by name as he would any other com­
rade. 

Already informed as to the purpose of our visit, the Martian woman 
took us directly to her colony and led us on a thorough tour of it, begin­
ning with the section for the youngest children, of which she was the 
superintendant, to the section for the oldest ones, who had already 
reached the first years ofadolescence. Little "monsters" joined us on the 
way and followed along behind, their huge eyes observing with curiosity 
the man from another planet. They knew very weJJ who I was, and by the 
time we had visited the last sections there was a whole crowd of them 
tagging along with us, even though most of the children in the colony had 
gone to play in the gardens early that morning. 

In this particular part of the colony there were about three hundred 
children of different ages. I asked Nella why the age-groups were mixed, 
since separating them would considerably facilitate the assignment of 
tasks among the educators and simplify their work. 

"Because such a system would not really be child-rearing," replied 
Nella. HIf a child is to be trained to participate in society, he must live in 
society. Children acquire most of their knowledge of life from each other. 
Isolating the age-groups would mean creating a one-sided and narrow 
environment in which the development of the future man would be slow, 
sluggish, and monotonous. Age differences also make it easier to activate 
the children. The older children are our best helpers in caring for the 
little ones. No, not only do we deliberately mix children of all ages in our 
colonies, we also attempt to select personnel who differ greatly with 
respect to age and practical specialties." 

"Yet I notice that in the sections the children are grouped according 
to age. This does not seem to agree with what you have just told me." 

'The children are brought together in the sections only to sleep and 
eat. Here, of course, there is no reason to mix the different age groups. 
But when they play and study they are allowed to group themselves any 
way they want. Even when something such as the reading of a fictional or 
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scientific work is presented to the children of one section, the auditorium 
is always filled by children from other sections. The children choose their 
own company, and they like to make friends with boys and girls of other 
ages and especially with adults." 

"Nella, .. said one little boy, stepping out of the crowd, "Esta took my 
boat, the one I made myself. Take it away from her and give it back to 
me." 

"Where is she?" Nella asked. 
"She ran away to the pond to sail the boat on the water," explained 

the child. 
"Well, I'm busy at the moment. Get one of the older children to go 

along with you and convince Esta to be nice to you. Or better yet, go 
alone and help her sail the boat. Small wonder that she likes it, if it is such 
a good one." 

The child left, and Nella addressed the others: 
"Listen, children, please leave us alone now. Our guest can hardly 

find it pleasant to have hundreds of children's eyes goggling at him. Just 
imagine, Elvi, that a whole crowd of foreigners like him were staring at 
you. What would you do?" 

"I'd run away," bravely answered the nearest little boy she had 
named. And all the children immediately ran off laughing. We went out 
into the garden. 

"Yes, well, there you can see that the legacy of the past is very 
powerful," said the educator with a smile. "Our communism seems to be 
complete; we almost never have to deny the children anything. Where 
could a sense of private ownership possibly come from? Yet a child will 
suddenly come along and start talking about 'my' boat, 'the one I made 
myself.' Such things happen very often, and sometimes they can even end 
in fights. There is no helping it; according to a universal law of life the 
development of the organism repeats in abbreviated form the de­
velopment of the species. Analogously, the development of the individual 
repeats that of society. The process whereby most children in the inter­
mediate and upper age-groups establish their self-identity often assumes 
such vaguely individualistic forms. The approach of sexual maturity at 
first intensifies that element even more. Not until adolescence is the 
social environment finally able to conquer the vestiges of the past. .. 

"Do you acquaint the children with the past?" I asked. 
"Of course, and they are very fond of hearing and discussing stories 

about bygone times. At first we give them fairy tales, beautiful and some­
what frightening fairy tales about another world that is distant and strange 
but whose pictures of struggle and violence awaken vague responses in 
the atavistic depths of the child's instincts. It is not until later, when the 
child has overcome the remnants of the past in himself, that he learns to 
grasp the temporal connection more clearly. The images and fairy tales 
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then become real history for him and 'are transformed into living links in a 
living chain. " 

We strolled along the lanes of a spacious garden. From time to time 
we came upon groups of children playing, digging canals, working with 
handicrafts, building arbors, or simply talking animatedly among them­
selves. They all turned to look at me with curiosity, but none of them 
followed us. Evidently they had all been told not to. Most of the groups 
we met were of mixed ages, and there were one or two adults in many of 
them. 

'There are quite a few educators in your colony," I remarked, 
"Yes, especially if you count all the older children, which one really 

should do. But we have only three professionally trained educators here. 
Most of the other adults you see are mothers and fathers who are visiting 
us to be with their children, or young people interested in becoming 
educators." 

"Do you mean that parents can move in here to live with their 
children?" 

"Yes, of course, and some of the mothers stay on for several years. 
Most, however, come to visit for a week, two weeks, perhaps a month. 
Even fewer fathers live here. In our colony there are sixty separate rooms 
for parents and for children who want privacy, and as far as I can remem­
ber these rooms have always been quite sufficient." 

"In other words, sometimes even the children would rather not live 
together with the collective. " 

"Yes, often the older children prefer to live separately. This is partly 
due to the vague individualism 1 was telling you about and partly, espe­
cially in the case of children with a strong aptitude for scientific pursuits, 
it simply reflects a desire to get away from everything that might distract 
or disturb them. After all, many adults also like to live alone. Most of 
them are people who are deeply engrossed in scientific research or artistic 
creation." 

At this moment we noticed a child on the small field in front of us-I 
would say he was six or seven-who was chasing some sort of animal with 
a stick. We qUickened our pace; the child did not see us. Just as we 
approached him he caught his quarry, an animal resembling a large frog, 
and dealt it a heavy blow with his stick. The creature slowly crawled off 
across the grass with a broken paw. 

"Why did you do that, Aldo?" Nella asked him calmly. 
"I couldn't catch it, it kept running away," explained the little boy. 
"Do you know what you have done? You have broken the frog's leg 

and caused it pain. Give me the stick and 1 will show you what 1 mean ... 
The boy gave Nella the cane, and with a flick of her wrist she rapped 

him sharply on the hand. 
"Does it hurt, Aldo?" Nella asked him in the same calm tone of voice. 
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"Yesl A loti Naughty Nella!" he answered. 
"You hit the frog even harder. I only bruised your hand, but you 

broke its leg. Not only is the frog in more pain than you, but now it cannot 
run and jump, it won't be able to Snd food and will die of hunger. Or else 
it won't be able to run away from the other mean animals, and they will 
eat it up. What do you think about that, Aldo?" 

The boy stood in silence with tears of pain in his eyes, holding his 
bruised hand in the other. But he was thinking. After a moment he 
answered: "We have to Sx its leg." 

"Exactly," said Netti. "Come here and I will show you how." 
They captured the animal, which had only managed to crawl a few 

paces. Netti took out his handkerchief and tore it into strips. Aldo fol­
lowed his instructions and brought him some slivers of wood. Then both 
of them, with the gravity of children engrossed in something extremely 
important, set about bandaging the broken leg of the frog in a splint. 

Soon Netti and I began thinking about going home. 
"Incidentally," Nella suddenly remembered, "this evening you have 

a chance to see your old friend Enno. He is coming here to lecture to the 
older children on the planet Venus." 

"I see. So he lives here in the city?" I asked. 
"No, the observatory where he works is three hours from here. But 

he is very fond of children and has never forgotten old Nella, his former 
teacher. So he visits us often, and always has something interesting to tell 
the children." 

That evening, of course, we returned to the Children's Colony at the' 
appointed hour and proceeded to a large auditorium. All except the 
youngest children and a few dozen adults were already gathered there. 
Enno greeted me warmly. 

"It almost seems as though I had you in mind when I chose the 
theme of my lecture, .. he joked. "You are saddened by the backwardness 
of your planet and the maliciousness of your humanity. I shall be talking 
about a planet where the highest forms oflife at present are dinosaurs and 
Hying lizards, whose manners are even worse than those of your 
bourgeoisie. Coal is not blazing in the furnaces of capitalism there, but is 
still growing in the form of gigantic forests. Shall we go hunting ichthy­
osauruses sometime? They are the local Rothschilds and Rockefellers­
much gentler than the Earthly variety, of course, but then they are also 
far less cultivated. Life there is on a level of primary accumulation which 
your Marx neglects to mention in his Capital. Well, I notice Nella is 
frowning at my idle chatter, so I shall get on with my lecture ... 

Enno gave a fasCinating account of the distant planet, its deep, 
storm-tossed oceans and towering mountains, its scorching sun and thick 
white clouds, terrible hurricanes and thunderstorms, grotesque monsters 
and majestic giant plants. He illustrated his lecture with moving pictures 
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on a screen which took up an entire wall of the auditorium. Enno's voice 
was the only sound to be heard in the darkness; the audience was plunged 
into deep concentration. As he was describing the adventures of the first 
voyagers to Venus and telling how one of them had killed a giant lizard 
with a hand grenade. however. 1 witnessed an odd little scene which 
hardly anyone else noticed. Aldo, who had kept close to Nella the whole 
while, suddenly started crying. 

"What's the matter?" she asked, bending over him. 
"I feel sorry for the monster. He got hurt and died," the boy an­

swered quietly. 
Nella embraced him and began explaining something to him in a low 

voice, but it was some time before he calmed down. 
Enno went on to tell about the incalculable natural resources of this 

splendid planet-giant waterfalls whose energy could be measured in 
hundreds of millions of horsepower. precious metals lying right at the 
surface in the mountains, enormously rich deposits of radium at a depth of 
just a few hundred meters, stores of energy that would last for hundreds 
of thousands of years. 1 did not yet speak the language well enough to be 
able to appreciate the beauty of Enno' s descriptions, but 1 was as en­
thralled as the children by the pictures he painted. When he had finished 
and the lights went up. I even felt a little sad-like a child who has just 
heard the end of a beautiful fairy tale. 

The lecture was followed by questions and objections from the audi­
ence. The questions were as varied as the listeners. concerning both 
details In the nature of Venus and the methods of conquering it. Someone 
asked how long it would take for human life to evolve on the planet, and 
what people would have to be like physically. The objections. mostly 
naive but some of them fairly penetrating. were mainly aimed at Enno's 
conclusion that at present Venus was very inhospitable and that it would 
be a long time before her enormous riches could be exploited to any 
meaningful degree. The young optimists in the audience protested vigor­
ously against these views, which. however. were shared by most Martian 
scientists. Enno pointed out a number of negative factors: the hot sun and 
the humid. bacteria-infested air, for example. made disease a constant 
threat, as all previous voyagers to Venus had discovered. while hurricanes 
and storms Impeded work and were a danger to human life. The children 
thought it odd to retreat in the face of such obstacles-such a splendid 
planet simply had to be conquered. Thousands of doctors could be dis­
patched at once to combat the germs and diseases; as for the hurricanes 
and storms, engineers could build high walls and put up lightning rods. 
"Let nine out of ten die in the attempt." said a lad of twelve. ''This is 
something worth dying for. Victory at any price!" And it was evident from 
his fiery gaze that he would not surrender even if he were to find himself 
among the doomed nine-tenths. 
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Enno gently and calmly demolished his opponents' flimsy argu­
ments, but it was obvious that deep down he symphathized with them 
and that his passionate youthful imagination entertained equally drastic 
notions. His plans, of course, had been thought through more carefully, 
but they were every bit as selfless. He himself had not yet been to Venus, 
and it was evident from his enthusiasm that he was greatly fascinated by 
her beauty and her perils. 

When the talk was over, Enno left with me and Netti. He intended to 
stay another day in the city and invited me to accompany him to the art 
museum the following morning. Netti was busy, having been called to 
another city to attend an important medical conference. 

4. The Museum of Art 

"I must say I never even imagined that you might have special 
museums for works of art," I said to Enno on our way to the museum. "I 
thought that sculpture and picture galleries were peculiar to capitalism, 
with its ostentatious luxury and crass ambition to hoard treasures. I as­
sumed that in a socialist order art would be found disseminated through­
out society so as to enrich life everywhere." 

"Quite correct," replied Enno. "Most of our works of art are intended 
for the public buildings in which we decide matters of common interest, 
study and do research, and spend our leisure time. We adorn our factories 
and plants much less often. Powerful machines and their precise move­
ments are aesthetically pleasing to us in and of themselves, and there are 
very few works of art which would fully harmonize with them without 
somehow weakening or dissipating their impact. Least decorated of all are 
our homes, in which most of us spend very little time. As for our art 
museums, they are scientific research institutes, schools at which we 
study the development of art or, more precisely, the development of 
mankind through artistic activity." 

The museum was located on a little island, in the middle of a lake, 
connected to the shore by a narrow bridge. The building itself, a rec­
tangular structure surrounded by a garden full of fountains and beds of 
blue, white, black, and green flowers, was lavishly adorned outside and 
flooded with light inside. It contained none of that jumbled accumulation 
of statues and paintings that clutters the major museums of Earth. Several 
hundred pictures depicted the evolution of the plastic arts from the first 
primitive works of the prehistorical period to the technically perfect crea­
tions of the previous century. Throughout, one could sense the presence 
of that living inner wholeness that people call "genius." Obviously, these 
were the best works from all periods. 

In order fully to understand the beauty of another world, one must 
be intimately acquainted with life there, and in order to convey an idea of 
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that beauty to others one must be an organic part of that life. For that 
reason I cannot possibly describe what I saw, but will limit myself to hints 
and fragmentary references to that which impressed me most strongly. 

The basic motif of sculpture on both Earth and Mars is the marvelous 
human body. Most of the physical differences between us and them are 
not very great. If we disregard the considerable differences in the size of 
their eyes, and thus also to an extent the shape of their skulls, these 
distinctions are not greater than those between the various races on 
Earth. I am not well versed in anatomy and cannot give any accurate 
explanation of the divergencies, but I will note that my eye easily became 
accustomed to them and that they struck me almost immediately as origi­
nal rather than ugly. 

I noticed that men and women are more alike in build than is the 





RED STAR 77 

ous variety of experiences. The works chose to portray those moments of 
the subject's existence when all of life was concentrated in a single emo­
tion or aspiration. Favorite contemporary themes included the ecstasy of 
creative thought, the ecstasy of love, and ecstatic delight in nature. Such 
themes proVided a profound insight into the soul of a great people who . 
had learned to live life in aU its fullness and intensity and to accept death 
consciously and with dignity. 

The painting and sculpture section took up half the museum, while 
the other half was devoted entirely to architecture. By architecture the 
Martians mean not only buildings and great works of engineering but also 
the artistic designing of furniture, tools, machines, and all other useful 
objects and materials. The immense significance of this art in their lives 
may be judged by the particular care and thoroughness with which this 
collection was arranged. In the form of pictures, drawings, models, and 
especially stereograms viewed in large steroscopes which reproduced 
reality in the smallest detail, the exhibition contained examples of all 
representative types of architecture, from the most primitive cave dwell­
ings, with their crudely embellished utensils, to luxurious apartment 
buildings, decorated within by the best artists, to giant factories, with 
their awesomely beautiful machines, to great canals, with their granite 
embankments and suspension bridges. A special section was devoted to 
the landscaping of gardens, fields, and parks. Although I was unaccus­
tomed to the vegetation of the planet, I was often pleased by the combina­
tions of colors and forms that had been created by the collective genius of 
this large-eyed human race. 

As on Earth, in the works of earlier periods elegance was often 
achieved at the expense of comfort, and embellishments impaired dura­
bility and interfered with the utility of objects. I detected nothing of the 
sort in the art of the contemporary period, either in the furniture, the 
implements, or the buildings and other structures. I asked Enno whether 
modem architecture permitted deviations from functional perfection for 
the sake of beauty. 

"Never," he replied. "That would be false beauty, artificiality rather 
than art." 

In presocialist times the Martians erected monuments to their great 
people. Now they dedicate them only to important events, such as the 
first attempt to reach Earth, which ended in the death of the explorers, 
the eradication of a fatal epidemic, or the discovery of the process of 
decomposing and synthesizing chemical elements. There were also 
monuments on stereograms in the section devoted to graves and temples 
(in the past the Martians had also had religion). One of the most recent 
works in commemoration of a great individual was dedicated to the engi­
neer M enni had told me about. The artist had succeeded in capturing the 
spiritual power of a man who had led an army of labor to victory over 
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evening. The flowers were beginning to furl up their blossoms and leaves 
for the night. All the plants on Mars share this feature, for it becomes very 
cold there after sunset. I resumed our conversation. 

'Tell me, what sort of literature is most popular here?" 
"The drama, especially tragedy, and nature poetry," replied Enno. 
"What are the themes of your tragedy? Where in your happy, peace-

ful existence is there any material for it?" 
"Happy? Peaceful? Where did you get that impression? True, peace 

reigns among men, but there cannot be peace with the natural elements. 
Even a victory over such a foe can pose a new threat. During the most 
recent period of our history we have intensi6ed the exploitation of the 
planet tenfold, our population is growing, and our needs are increasing 
even faster. The danger of exhausting our natural resources and energy 
has repeatedly confronted various branches of our industry. Thus far we 
have overcome it without having to resort to what we regard to be the 
repugnant alternative of shortening the life span of present and coming 
generations, but at this very moment the struggle has become particularly 
acute. " 

"I could never have imagined that such dangers were possible, given 
the power of your technology and science. You said that such things have 
already happened?" 

"Only seventy years ago, when our coal reserves were exhausted and 
the transition to hydroelectric power was still far from complete, we were 
forced to destroy a considerable portion of our beloved forests in order to 
give us time to redesign our machines. This disfigured the planet and 
worsened our climate for decades. Then, when we had recovered from 
that crisis, about twenty years ago it was discovered that our deposits of 
iron ore were nearly depleted. Intense research was begun on hard alu­
minum alloys, and a huge portion of our available technical resources was 
diverted to obtaining aluminum from the soil. Now our statisticians 
reckon that unless we succeed in developing synthetic proteins from 
inorganic matter, in thirty years we will be faced with a food shortage." 

"What of other planets?" I objected. "Surely you can find something 
there to replenish the shortage. " 

"Where? Venus is obviously still inaccessible. Earth? Earth is in­
habited, and it is otherwise uncertain how much we would be able to 
exploit her resources. Each trip there requires enormous energy, and 
according to what Menni told me recently about his latest research proj­
ect, the Martian reserves of the radioactive substances necessary for such 
voyages are very modest. No, there are considerable difficulties 
everywhere, and the tighter our humanity closes ranks to conquer nature, 
the tighter the elements close theirs to avenge the victory. " 

"But wouldn't a simple reduction of the birth rate suffice to rectify 
the situation?" 

"Check the birth rate? Why, that would be tantamount to capitulat-
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ing to the elements. It would mean denying the unlimited growth of life 
and would inevitably imply bringing it to a halt in the very near future. 
We can triumph as long.as we are on the offensive: but if we do not permit 
our army to grow, we will be besieged on all sides by the elements, and 
that will in tum weaken faith in our collective strength, in our great 
common life. The meaning of each individual life will vanish together 
with that faith, because the whole lives in each and every one of us, in 
each tiny cell of the great organism, and each of us lives through the 
whole. Nol Curbing the birth rate is the last thing we would resort to, and 
if it should happen in spite of us, it will herald the beginning of the end. " 

"Very well then, I understand that the tragedy of the whole always 
exists for you, at least as a potential danger. So far, however, man has won, 
and the collective has been able to shield the individual from this tragedy. 
Even if the situation should become really dangerous, the gigantic exer­
tions and suffering caused by the intense struggle will be distributed so 
evenly among countless individuals that such hardships will not seriously 
disturb their tranquil happiness. It seems to me that you have all you 
need to ensure such happiness. " 

"Tranquil happiness I But how can the individual help being acutely 
and profoundly aware of the shocks to the life of the whole in which his 
beginning and end are immersed? Consider also that there are contradic­
tions arising from the simple fact that the individual is so limited in 
comparison to the whole; he is powerless fully to fuse with that whole and 
can neither entirely dissolve himself in it nor embrace it with his con­
sciousness. If such contradictions are beyond your understanding, it is 
because in your world they are eclipsed by others which are more direct 
and obvious. The struggle between classes, groups, and individuals pre­
cludes both the idea of the whole and the happiness and suffering implied 
by the notion. I have seen your world, and I would not be able to tolerate 
a fraction of the insanity in which your fellow creatures live. For that 
reason I would not presume to decide which of us is closer to tranquil 
happiness: the more perfectly ordered and harmonious life is, the more 
painful are its inevitable dissonances ... 

"But tell me now, Enno, aren't you happy? You have your youth, 
your science, your poetry, and doubtless you have love. What possible 
experience of yours has been so severe as to Ulake you speak so passion­
ately about the tragedy oflife?" 

"How very nicely you put it," Enno said with a strange laugh. "You 
do not know that at one time jolly old Enno had made up his mind to die. 
And if Menni had been but a single day later in sending him an invitation 
to travel to Earth, I am afraid your good-natured companion would not be 
sitting here talking to you today. Just now, however, I cannot explain all of 
this to you. You will see for yourself later that if there is any happiness 
among us, then it is not the tranquil bliss you were talking about." 
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I hesitated to pursue this line of questioning any further. We got up 
and returned to the museum. I was no longer able to examine the exhibits 
systematically, however, for my attention strayed and I found it difficult to 
organize my thoughts. In the sculpture section I stopped in front of a 
statue depicting a beautiful young boy. His face reminded me of Netti, 
but I was struck most deeply of all by the skill with which the artist had 
managed to infuse incipient genius into the undeveloped body, the in­
complete features, and the anxious, inquisitive gaze of the child. I stood 
motionless before the statue for a long while, my mind blank to every­
thing else. Enno's voice brought me out of my reverie. 

"This is you," he said, pointing at the boy. "This is your world. It will 
be a marvelous world, but it is still in its infancy. Look at the hazy dreams 
and disturbing images troubling his mind. He is half asleep, but some day 
he will awaken. I feel it, I sincerely believe in itl" 

The joyous sensation these words evoked in me was mixed with a 
strange regret: why was it not Netti who said thatl 

5. The Hospital 

I returned home thoroughly exhausted. After two sleepless nights 
and a whole day unable to work I decided to visit Netti once again, for I 
did not feel like going to the unfamiliar doctor in the factory settlement. 
Netti had been working since morning at the hospital, where I found him 
examining patients. When he saw me in the waiting room he immediately 
came over to me, gazed attentively into my face, took me by the hand and 
led me off to a small separate room in which the soft blue light mingled 
with the faint, pleasant odor of an unfamiliar perfume. Not a sound was to 
be heard. He seated me comfortably in a deep armchair and said: "Try not 
to think or worry about anything. Let me do that today. Relax, and I will 
return shortly." 

He left, and I did not think about anything, since I felt he had taken 
all my thoughts and cares upon himself. It was very pleasant, and in a few 
minutes I had dozed off. When I awoke Netti was standing in front of me 
smiling. 

"Do you feel better now?" he asked. 
"I am quite well, and you are an amazing doctor!" I replied. "Attend 

to your patients, and do not worry about me. " 
"The day's work is already done. If you like I will show you our 

hospital," suggested Netti. 
That interested me greatly, and we set off on a tour of the spacious, 

beautiful bUilding. Most of the Martian patients were there for surgery or 
treatment for nervous disorders. 

"Do you mean to say that the safety measures in your factories are 
inadequate?" I asked Netti. 



RED STAR 

'There are practically no foolproof measures that would entirely rule 
out accidents. These patients, however, have come here from an area with 
a population of over two million. A few dozen victims from a region ofthat 
size is not so very many. Most of them are beginners who have not yet 
familiarized themselves with the machines they are operating. You know 
that people here like to switch from one area of production to another. 
Due to their own absentmindedness, specialists, scientists, and artists are 
especially accident-prone. They are constantly reRecting and pondering 
over other things, and then of course their attention lapses. 

"What of those with nervous disorders? I suppose they are suffering 
from exhaustion?" 

"No, there are no such patients here. There are special hospitals for 
them, since special facilities are needed to treat those who may harm 
themselves or others. " 

"In such cases do you also use coercion on the patients?" 
"To the extent that it is absolutely necessary, of course." 
"Now this is the second time I have encountered coercion in your 

world. The first was in the Children's Colony. Tell me, am I right in 
concluding that you have not wholly succeeded in eliminating these ele­
ments from your life but must knowingly permit themr' 

"Yes, in the same sense that we permit illnesses and death. You 
might say that force is regarded as a bitter medicine. What rational being 
would decline to resort to violence in self-defense, for example?" 

"You know, somehow this makes our two worlds seem much more 
alike." 

"The main difference between them, however, does not at all lie in 
the fact that you have a great deal of violence and coercion and we have 
only a little. The chief distinction is that in your world both phenomena 
have been codified as laws and norms of justice and morality which dictate 
private and public behavior and are a constant source of oppression. 
Violence exists among us only as a symptom of disease or as the rational 
act of a rational being. In neither case does it either arise from or result in 
any privately or socially enforced laws or norms ... 

"But you also have rules which limit the freedom of your mentally ill 
and your children?" 

"Yes, purely scientific rules on the care of the sick, and pedagogical 
rules. But of course even these technical regulations cannot foresee all the 
cases where force must be used, or its degree, or all the means of applying 
it. All such things depend on a combination of specific factors." 

"In that case arbitrariness must be possible on the part of educators 
or those who care for the mentally ill." 

"It depends what you mean by the word 'arbitrariness.' If you mean 
unnecessary, excessive violence, then it is possible only in the case of 
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someone who is ill and needs treaQnent. A reasonable and conscious 
person is of course incapable of it." 

We walked past the patients' wards, operation rooms, medicine 
storerooms, and the personnel quarters and ascended to the top floor. We 
entered a large, beautiful room whose transparent walls gave a view of the 
lake, the forest, and the distant mountains. It was furnished elegantly and 
luxuriously and adorned with statues and paintings of great aesthetic 
value. 

"This is the room for the dying, .. said Netti. 
"Do you bring everyone here to die?" I asked. 
"We bring them or they come themselves," replied Netti. 
"But are they still able to walk?" I asked with surprise. 
"Those who are physically healthy can, of course. " 
I understood that he meant suicides. 
"Do you mean that you put this room at their disposal for them to 

commit the act?" 
"Yes, together with the means of assuring them a peaceful, painless 

death." 
'There are no obstacles at all?" 
"If the patient's mind is clear and he is really determined. what 

obstacles could there possibly be? A doctor, of course, first offers to talk 
with them. Some agree to do so, others do not." 

"Are suicides common among you?" 
"Yes. especially among old people. When the vital force becomes 

weak and blunted, many prefer not to wait for the natural end." 
"What about younger people who are still strong and healthy?" 
"Yes, even that happens, though not often. As far as I can recall there 

have been only two such instances at this hospital. In a third case we 
managed to discourage the attempt in time." 

"Who were these unfortunate people. and what drove them to their 
deaths?" 

'The first was my teacher, a remarkable doctor who made many 
scientific discoveries. He was extraordinarily sensitive to the suffering of 
others. This was what originally channeled his mind and energy into 
medicine, but it also proved his undoing. He could not bear what he saw. 
He concealed his state of mind so well that the disaster came as a com­
plete surprise. It happened after a serious epidemic broke out in connec­
tion with the draining of an inlet of the sea. when millions of tons of fish 
were stranded and rotted. The illness was as painful as your cholera but 
even more dangerous, being fatal in nine out of ten cases. Due to this 
slight chance of recovery the doctors were unable even to comply with 
the requests of their patients for a quick and easy death. After all, a 
person in the throes of a severe fever cannot be considered to be in his 
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The room for the dying 
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right mind. My teacher worked dread,fully hard during the epidemic, and 
his research contributed to eradicating it fairly quickly. When that was 
done, however, he refused to live any longer." 

"How old was he at the time?" 
"About fifty of your years. For us that is still relatively young." 
"And the second case?" 
"A woman whose husband and child had died at the same time." 
''And the third?" 
"Only the comrade who survived it would be able to tell you about 

that." 
"I see. But tell me something else," I said. "How do you Martians 

manage to preserve your youth so long? Is this a peculiarity of your race, 
the result of better Jiving conditions, or is there some other explanation?" 

"Race has nothing to do with it. Two hundred years ago our life 
expectancy was only half of what it is now. Better living conditions? Yes, 
that is a part of the answer, but only a part. The main factor is the method 
we use to renew life." 

"What is that?" 
"It is actually very simple, and although it will probably seem strange 

to you, your science already has the knowledge needed to apply this 
method. You know that in order to increase the Viability of cells or organ­
isms, nature constantly supplements one individual with another. Thus 
when the vitality of unicellular beings is impaired by a lack of variation in 
the environment, they fuse together, two becoming one; this is the only 
way they have of recovering the 'immortality' of their protoplasm, that is, 
their ability to procreate. The crossing of higher plants and animals does 
the same thing. In such cases as well vital elements of two different beings 
are united in order to obtain a more perfect embryo of a third one. Then 
of course, you are acquainted with blood serum transfusions and the way 
in which they transmit elements of Vitality from one being to another. For 
example, they can increase resistance to different diseases. We go even 
further and perform mutual blood transfusions between human beings, 
whereby each individual receives from the other a number of elements 
which can raise his life expectancy. Such an exchange involves merely 
pumping the blood of one person into another and back again by means of 
devices which connect their respective circulatory systems. If all precau­
tions are taken, it is a perfectly safe procedure. The blood of one person 
continues to live in the organism of the other, where it mixes with his own 
blood and thoroughly regenerates all his tissues ... 

"Are you able to rejuvenate old people by introducing young blood 
into their veins?" 

"To an extent, yes, but not altogether, because there is more than just 
blood in the organism, and the body in its turn also has an effect upon the 
blood. That is why, for example, a young person will not age from the 
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blood of an old one. The age and weakness in the blood are qUickly 
overcome by the organism, which at the same time absorbs from it many 
elements which it lacks. The energy and flexibility of its vital functions 
also increase." 

"But if this is all so simple, how is it that our medicine on Earth does 
not yet employ the method? If 1 am not mistaken, after all, blood transfu­
sions have been known for hundreds of years." 

"I don't know. Perhaps there are organic factors which render the 
method ineffective on Earthlings. Or perhaps it is merely due to your 
predominantly individualistic psychology, which isolates people from 
each other so completely that the thought of fusing them is almost incom­
prehensible to your scientists. Also, on Earth there are many common 
diseases which poison the blood-diseases of which even those who have 
them are often unaware or which they sometimes simply try to conceal. 
The blood transfusions presently performed by your medicine somehow 
smack of philanthropy: people who have a lot of blood give some of it to 
others who need it desperately due to, say, injuries. We, of course, do the 
same, but we do not stop there. Quite in keeping with the nature of our 
entire system, our regular comradely exchanges of life extend beyond the 
ideological dimension into the physiological one." 

6, Hallucinations 

The stormy torrent of impressions that engulfed me during my 6rst 
few days on Mars gave me an idea of the enormous task confronting me. 
First of all, I had to comprehend this world and its immeasurably rich and 
original vital harmony. I then had to enter into it, not as a curious 
museum piece, but as a man among men, a worker among workers. Only 
then would I be able to accomplish my mission, only then would I be able 
to serve as the initial link of real mutual communication between our two 
worlds. As a socialist I stood on the border between them, like a split 
second of the present between the past and the future. 

As I was leaving the hospital Netti told me not to be in such a hurry. 
It seemed to me he was wrong-hurry was exactly what I had to do. I had 
to throw all my strength and energy into the enterprise, because the 
responsibility on my shoulders was so terribly great! What colossal benefit 
our old, suffering humanity would derive from the living, vigorous in­
fluence of a higher, mightier, and more harmonious culture; how greatly 
this contact would accelerate its development and prosperity! And each 
moment I delayed my work might postpone that influence. No, there was 
no time for waiting or resting. 

And I worked hard. I acquainted myself with the science and tech­
nology of the new world, I observed intensely its social life, I studied its 
literature. Yes, much of it was difficult. Their scientific methods bewil-
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dered me. I learned them mechanically, and while I knew from experi­
ence that they could be applied easily, simply, and infallibly, I did not 
really understand them-I did not understand why they worked, I could 
not see their essence, their connection with real phenomena. I was like 
those mathematicians of the seventeenth century whose static thought 
was organically incapable of comprehending the living dynamism of 
in6nitely small quantities. 

I was struck by the intensely businesslike character of the Martian's 
public meetings. Whether they were dealing with scienti6c topics, ques­
tions relating to the organization of work, or even artistic problems, their 
reports and speeches were extremely concise and brief, their argumenta­
tion rigorous and precise. No one ever repeated himself or others. The 
resolutions of the gatherings were usually adopted unanimously and with 
incredible swiftness. If a meeting of experts in some 6eld decided that it 
was necessary to organize a scienti6c undertaking, or if a conference of 
labor statisticians concluded that a new enterprise must be created, or if a 
gathering of the residents of the city wanted to decorate some building or 
other, new 6gures on the amount and types oflabor that would be needed 
were immediately published by the Institute of Statistics, hundreds and 
thousands of new workers were 80wn in, and in a few days or weeks the 
whole project was completed and the workers had disappeared heaven 
knows where. All of this impressed me almost as a peculiar kind of magic. 
it was quiet and cold and had no incantations or mystical embellishments, 
but its superhuman might made it seem aU the more mysterious. 

The literature of this world, even pure 6ction, afforded me neither 
rest nor relaxation. Its images seemed simple and clear, yet somehow 
they remained alien to me. I wah(ed to penetrate them more deeply and 
understand them more intimately, but the result of my efforts was wholly 
unexpected; instead of opening themselves to me the images faded into 
fog-shrouded shadows. I was plagued by this same incomprehensibility 
when I went to the theater. The plots were simple, the acting superb, but 
reality eluded me. The speech of the protagonists was so reserved and 
gentle, their behavior so calm and tactful, their feelings so seldom ex­
pressed, that it seemed as though they were trying to avoid evoking any 
emotional response whatever in the spectator. They all seemed to be 
merely philosophers-very much idealized ones at that, in my opinion. 
Only the historical plays from ,the distant past conveyed any familiar 
impressions to me, for in those productions the acting was as vigorous and 
the expression of personal feelings as candid as I was accustomed to 
seeing in our theaters. 

All these considerations notwithstanding, the theater in our little 
town had one feature that held particular filscination for me, namely the 
fact that no actors performed there at all. The plays were either transmit­
ted from distant large cities by means of audiovisual devices, or-more 
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forded me any keen pleasure. Nothing aroused in me the spontaneous 
interest I had felt earlier. Well, what of it, I thought; that is all quite 
natural. After all I have seen and learned, there is little that can astonish 
me any longer. I was not here to have a good time, but to learn what must 
be learned. The one unpleasant experience was that I found it increas­
ingly difficult to concentrate on anyone subject. My thoughts were con­
stantly Rying off in different directions. Vivid memories, sometimes very 
unexpected and distant ones, would Rood my consciousness, blocking out 
what was going on around me and robbing me of precious minutes. I 
would notice this, come to my senses, and attack my work with renewed 
energy, but after a little while fantasies or the hovering images of the past 
would once again invade my brain, and I would be forced to check myself 
abruptly in order to repress them. I was increasingly troubled by a 
strange, uneasy feeling that I had failed to accomplish something impor­
tant and urgent, something that I kept forgetting and had to strain to 
remember. This feeling would be followed by a swarm of familiar and 
unfamiliar faces and past events that would sweep me up in an irresistible 
torrent and spirit me away, further and further back through my adoles­
cence and youth to my earliest childhood, where the images finally disap­
peared in a haze of vague sensations. After one of these experiences my 
lack of concentration would become particularly difficult to overcome. 

This inner block that prevented me from concentrating for very long 
on anyone thing finally got the better of me, and I began leaping rapidly 
from one subject to another. Trying to make the best of the situation, I 
deliberately brought to my room whole piles of books opened beforehand 
to the right place, tables, maps, stereograms, phonograms, and so on. I 
hoped in this manner to save time, but my absentmindedness crept up on 
me anyway, and I would catch myself staring for a long time at the same 
thing, understanding and accomplishing nothing. When I went to bed 
and gazed through the glass ceiling at the dark night sky, on the other 
hand, my brain would start working with incredible speed and energy. 
Whole pages of figures and formulas would appear in my mind's eye with 
such clarity that I could read them line by line. These images would soon 
disappear and yield to others, however, and then my consciousness would 
become a panorama of astonishingly distinct and lifelike pictures which no 
longer had any connection at all with my studies or problems. Landscapes 
from Earth, theatrical scenes, and fairy-tale images would appear deep 
within me like calm reRections in a mirror, only to vanish and give way to 
others. I felt no alarm, though, only a mild and even somewhat pleasant 
interest and curiosity. At first these reRections arose only in my mind and 
kept their distance from the surrounding reality, but soon they began 
crowding out the real world, and I would sink into a light, uneasy sleep 
full of vivid and confused dreams that robbed me of the rest I needed 
above an else. 

I had been bothered for some time by a noise in my ears, but now it 
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became so constant and loud that it interfered with listening to phono­
grams and deprived me of the little sleep I was able to get at night. From 
time to time the noise would become more articulate and I would distin­
guish familiar and unfamiliar human voices. At times someone seemed to 
be calling me by name, sometimes I thought I heard conversations but 
could not make out the words above the noise. I began to understand that 
I was not altogether well when my absentmindedness finally got complete 
control over me and I became unable to read more than a few lines at a 
time. 

This, of course, is simply due to exhaustion, I thought. All I need is 
more rest. I have probably been working too much. But Menni need not 
know what is happening to me-it might look as though I had failed from 
the very start. 

On the few occasions when Menni would visit me in my room I 
would pretend to be studying diligently, but he remarked to me that I was 
working too hard and was in danger of becoming exhausted. 

,.oday you look particularly unwell," he said. "Look in the mirror, 
how glazed your eyes are, how pale you are. You need a rest-you will 
benefit by it in the long run. " 

I myself very much wanted to rest, but I could not. Although I was 
actually accomplishing almost nothing, even the slightest exertion tired 
me. The world around me faded away and became almost unreal beneath 
a raging and never ceasing torrent of lifelike images, memories, and 
fantasies. I was finally forced to give up. I realized that my will was 
succumbing to inertia and apathy, and I found myself increasingly pow­
erless to cope with my condition. One morning as I was getting up every­
thing suddenly went black. but I quickly recovered and went to the 
window to look at the trees in the park. All of a sudden I felt someone was 
staring at me. I turned around, and there before me stood Anna 
Nikolaevna. She was pale and sad. and there was a look of reproach in her 
eyes that was painful to see. Not even stopping to think how odd it was 
that she should be there, I took a step in her direction and wanted to say 
something to her. But she disappeared. vanished into thin air. 

From that moment on I was ovelWhelmed by a veritable orgy of 
phantoms. I had forgotten a great deal, of course, and now my mind was 
as confused when I was awake as when I slept. All kinds of people I had 
met in my life and even some I did not know came and went or simply 
appeared for a moment and vanished. There were no Martians among 
them, however; they were all from Earth. mostly people I had not seen 
for a long time-old schoolmates, my younger brother who had died as a 
child. Once I glanced out the window. and there on a bench in the park a 
familiar police spy was staring at me with a look of malicious contempt in 
his shifty, rapacious little eyes. 1Qe phantoms did not speak to me. At 
night, however. when all was quiet. my auditory hallucinations continued 
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and intensified into coherent but absurdly vapid conversations, usually 
between people I did not know. A passenger would haggle with a cab 
driver, or a salesman would urge a customer to buy some cloth; once I 
found myself in the middle of a noisy university lecture hall, and I could 
hear the voice of an administration official telling everyone to quiet down, 
because the professor would be there any minute. The visual hallucina­
tions, at least, were interesting, and they did not bother me as much or as 
often. 

After my vision of Anna Nikolaevna I naturally told Menni every­
thing. He immediately put me to bed, summoned the nearest physician, 
and telephoned Netti, who was six thousand kilometers away. The doctor 
said that he did not dare begin any treatment, because he knew little 
about the organism of an Earthling, but that the best thing for me was 
peace and quiet, and that if I had that there was no danger in waiting a 
few days until Netti arrived. Netti came a couple of days later, having 
entrusted his assignment to someone else. When he saw the state I was in 
he gave Menni a look of sad reproach. 

7. Netti 

Even with the expert treatment of a doctor like Netti, the illness 
continued for several weeks. I lay in bed, quietly contemplating reality 
and my specters with equal apathy. Even Netti's constant presence af­
forded me only a faint, scarcely noticeable pleasure. It seems strange now 
to recall my reactions to the hallucinations. Although their unreality be­
came obvious to me on dozens of occasions, each time they appeared I 
seemed to forget the fact. Even when my mind was clear and steady I 
took them for real persons and things. It was not until they were about to 
disappear or had already vanished that I realized they were only illusions. 

Netti's main strategy was to get me to sleep and rest. He did not 
prescribe any medication for the purpose, however, as he feared it might 
prove poisonous to my alien organism. For several days his usual method 
of putting me to sleep was unsuccessful, for hallucinatory images intruded 
themselves into the process of suggestion and rendered it ineffective. 
Finally he succeeded, and when I awoke after two or three hours of sleep 
he said: 

"Your recovery is certain now, although the illness will continue to 
run its course for some time yet. " 

And so it did. The hallucinations appeared less often, but they were 
just as vivid and lifelike as before. They even became somewhat more 
complicated, and now my phantasmagorical guests would sometimes be­
gin conversing with me. Of these conversations, however, there was only 
one, near the end of my illness. which made any sense or held any 
significance for me. As I awoke one morning. I saw Netti sitting at my 
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I did not argue with him. It was 50 pleasant to rest, and my sense of 
duty to mankind had receded into the background. The only thing that 
continued to bother me was my strange thoughts about Netti. One eve­
ning I was standing at the window looking down at the mysterious red 
"greenery" darkening below me in the park. It was a beautiful scene that 
no longer struck me as strange or alien. There was a quiet knock at the 
door, and I sensed immediately that it was Netti. He strode in with his 
usual brisk, light gait and smiled as he offered me his hand in the Earthly 
greeting that appealed to him. I squeezed it so happily and vigorously 
that I must have bruised even his strong Rngers. 

"Wen, I see that my role as a doctor is over," he said with a laugh. 
"Still, I shall have to ask you some questions just to be absolutely sure. " 

He questioned me, but for some reason I became so confused that 
my answers were incoherent. I detected a laugh in his huge eyes. Finally 
I could hold back no longer: 

'TeU me, why do I feel so strongly attracted to you? Why am I so 
extraordinarily glad to see your' 

"Above all, I should imagine, because I have cured you, and you are 
unconsciously projecting your joy at recovery onto me. And perhaps ... 
there is another reason ... perhaps because ... I am a woman." 

Lightning Rashed before my eyes, everything went black, and my 
heart felt as though it had stopped beating. A second later I was crushing 
Netti in my arms like a madman, kissing her hands, her face, her huge 
deep eyes, green as the Martian sky. 

Simply and generously, she yielded to my unbridled impulses. When 
I recovered from my joyous insanity I again kissed her hands with in­
voluntary tears of gratitude in my eyes. My crying, of course, was due to 
weakness caused by my illness. Netti said with her sweet smile: 

"You know, it seemed to me just now that I was holding your whole 
youthful world in my arms. Its despotism, its egotism, its desperate hun­
ger for happiness-I felt all of that in your caresses. Your love is like 
murder. But ... I love you, Lenni." 

This was happiness. 

PART III 

1. Happiness 

Those months ... As I recall them my body thriUs, my eyes become 
shrouded in mist, and everything around me seems insignificant. There 
are no words to express the happiness I once knew. Now I began to 
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become very fond of my new world, and it seemed to me that I under­
stood it completely. My past failures did not bother me, my youth and 
faith returned, and I felt sure that they would never abandon me again. I 
had a strong and reliable ally, the old weakness was banished, the future 
was mine. I seldom gave a thought to the past any more, but concentrated 
on Netti and our love. 

"Why did you conceal your sex from me?" I asked her not long after 
that first evening. 

"In the beginning it simply happened that way, by accident. But later 
I quite deliberately confirmed you in your error and even changed every­
thing in my dress that might have put you on the right track. I was 
frightened by the difficulty and complexity of your mission and was afraid 
that I would only complicate things further, especially when I noticed 
your unconscious attraction for me. I did not fully understand my own 
feelings, at least not until you fell ill." 

"So that was what decided the matterl How grateful I am to my dear 
hallucinations I" 

"Yes, the news of your illness came like a thunderbolt. If I had failed 
to heal you completely, I might have died ... 

She was silent a few seconds and added: 
"You know, among your friends there is another woman of whom you 

have suspected nothing, and she also loves you very much. . . not, of 
course, the way I do." 

"Enno'" I guessed immediately. 
"Of course. And she also purposely deceived you, on my advice. " 
"Oh, how much deceit and perfidy there is in your world!" I ex-

claimed with feigned pathos. "But please, let Menni remain a man, be­
cause it would be terrible if I were to fall in love with him." 

"Yes, that would be terrible," Netti agreed thoughtfully, and I was 
puzzled by the sudden note of gravity in her voice. 

The days passed, and I joyously set about mastering my wonderful 
new world. 

2. Separation 

Nevertheless, the day came--the day I cannot remember without 
cursing it, the day when the black shadow of a hateful but inevitable 
separation rose up between us. With her usual calm and composed ex­
pression, Netti told me that she would be leaving in a few days for Venus 
on a gigantic expedition commanded by Menni. Seeing how stunned I 
was by the news, she added: 

"It will not be for long. If we are successful, and I am certain that we 
will be, part of the expedition will return very soon, and I will be with 
them." 

Then she explained to me what it was all about. The Martian reserves 
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of minus-matter, needed for interplanetary travel and for decomposing 
and synthesizing elements, were nearly exhausted, and there was no way 
to replenish them. It had been established beyond doubt that very near 
the surface of Venus, a young planet only one-fourth the age of Mars, 
there were colossal deposits of still active substances. 1De richest field 
was located on an island the Martians called the Island of Hot Storms in 
the middle of the largest ocean on Venus. It had been decided to begin 
mining operations there immediately. First, however, it was necessary to 
build very high and strong walls to shield the workers from the hot, moist 
wind, which was far more destructive than our desert sandstorms on 
Earth. 1De expedition consisted of ten etheronephs and 1,500 to 2,000 

persons. Only about five percent of these were chemists, almost all the 
rest being construction workers. 1De best scientists had been enlisted, 
including some of the most experienced doctors. Both the climate and 
lethal radiation posed a threat to the health of the workers. Netti claimed 
that she could not decline to take part in the expedition, but assumed that 
if the work went well, after about three months one etheroneph would be 
sent back to Mars with reports and a supply of ore. She would be on it, 
having been away a total of ten or eleven months. 

I could not understand why Nettl had to go. She told me that the 
undertaking was too important to refuse. It was of great significance to my 
mission as well, since frequent and developed communications with 
Earth depended on its success, and inadequate medical care could doom 
the enterprise from the start. 1Dese were persuasive arguments, for I 
already knew that in situations that placed heavier than usual demands on 
the capacity of established medical science Netti was considered the best 
doctor on Mars. Still, it seemed to me that this was not the whole truth. I 
had the feeling that she was withholding something from me. But of one 
thing I was certain-Netti and her love for me. If she said that she had to 
go, then she had to go. If she would not tell me why, then I had no 
business asking her. When she was unaware I was looking at her, how­
ever, I detected fear and pain in her beautiful eyes. 

"Enno will be a good and dear friend to you," she said with a sad 
smile. "And do not forget Nella. She loves you for my sake. She is intelli­
gent and experienced, and she can give you valuable support in moments 
of difficulty. As for me, all you should think of is that I shall return as soon 
as I can." 

"I believe in you, Netti," I said, "and therefore I also believe in 
myself, in the man you love." 

"You are right, Lenni. And I know that whatever trials and disap­
pointments fate may have in store for you, you will emerge from them 
true to yourself, stronger and purer than ever ... 

The future cast its shadow over our parting caresses, which were 
mingled with Netti's tears. 
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3. The Clothing Factory 

With Netti's help, in the course of those short months I was nearly 
ready to implement my main plan, which was to become a productive 
worker in Martian society. I could have given lectures about Earth and its 
inhabitants instead, but I deliberately declined all invitations to do so. It 
would have been foolish to specialize in such a subject, for it would have 
meant artificially restricting my attention to images from the past. The 
past, I reasoned, was within reach without any special exertion on my 
part-it was the future I had to conquer, and so I decided simply to begin 
working in industry. After careful consideration and comparison, I chose a 
clothing factory. 

The work, of course, was among the easiest there was, but I was 
nevertheless forced to make considerable preparations. I had to study the 
established scientific principles of industrial organization and then ac­
quaint myself in particular with the structure of the factory in which I 
would be employed, including its architecture and management. 
Moreover, I had to acquire a general notion of all the machines in use 
there and know in detail the one with which I would be working. This 
obliged me to learn beforehand certain branches of theoretical and ap­
plied mechanics and technology and even mathematical analysis. The 
main difficulties I encountered concerned the form rather than the con­
tent of the subjects I was studying. The textbooks and instructions were 
not intended for a person from an inferior culture. I remembered how I 
was tormented as a child by a French textbook of mathematics I happened 
to come across. I was seriously interested in the subject and I evidently 
had an unusual aptitude for it. The notions of limits and derivatives that 
plague most beginners came to me effortlessly, as if I had always known 
them. But I lacked the logical discipline and experience of scientific 
reasoning which the French professor took for granted in his reader and 
pupil. He expressed himself clearly and precisely, but. proVided few ex­
planations and constantly omitted those logical bridges that were perhaps 
self-evident to a man of high scientific culture but wholly obscure to a 
young "Asiatic." On more than one occasion I spent hours pondering the 
magical transformation following the words: "whence, given the preced­
ing equations, we obtain. . . ." The same problem, only even more 
difficult, confronted me now as I read Martian scientific literature. I was 
no longer deceived, as in the early stages of my illness, by the illusion that 
e\'erything was easy and clear. Now, however, I had Netti's constant, 
patient help to smooth out the bumps in my difficult road. 

Soon after Netti's departure I took the final step and began working 
in the factory. It was a gigantic and extremely complex enterprise that did 
not correspond at all to our usual notion of a clothing factory. Spinning, 
weaving, cutting, sewing, and dyeing were all performed under the same 
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roof. The raw materials used were not flax, not cotton, or any other plant 
fiber, not wool or silk, but something quite different. In earlier periods 
the Martians had manufactured textiles in more or less the same way we 
do today: fibrous plants were cultivated, hair and skin were obtained from 
animals, a special kind of spider was bred whose webs yielded a substance 
similar to silk, and so on. The impulse for a change of techniques came 
from the growing necessity to increase grain production. Fibrous plants 
gave way to fibrous minerals not unlike asbestos. Later, chemists turned 
their attention to the study of spider-web fabrics and the synthesis of new 
materials possessing similar characteristics. Successful research resulted 
in a veritable revolution in this branch of industry, and now the old types 
of fabrics can only be found in museums. 

Our factory was a living example of the changes wrought by this 
revolution. Several times a month "material" for spinning was brought in 
by rail from the nearest chemical plants in the form of a transparent, 
semiliquid substance in huge cisterns. Special machines pumped the 
liquid from the cisterns into an enormous metal reservoir near the ceiling 
of the factory. The flat bottom of this tank had hundreds of thousands of 
microscopically tiny apertures through which the viscous liqUid was 
forced at high pressure, so that it emerged in ultrafine strands which 
contact with the air hardened just a few centimeters from the openings 
into tough gossamer fibers. These were then wound onto tens of 
thousands of spindles, which twisted them by the dozens into threads of 
varying thicknesses and strengths and drew them further into ready 
"yarn" that was fed into the next section of the factory. There weaving 
machines knitted the threads into various fabrics, from the 6nest, such as 
muslin and cambric, to the coarsest, like broadcloth and felt. These tex­
tiles streamed out in broad unbroken ribbons to the cutting shop, where 
they were seized by other machines that piled them in many layers and 
cut out individual pieces of clothing according to thousands of different 
predetermined patterns. 

In the sewing section the cut pieces were "stitched" together into 
ready-made clothing, without, however, the use of needles, thread, or 
sewing machines. The pieces were laid evenly edge to edge and mois­
tened with a special chemical solvent which transformed the material into 
its previous semiliquid state. A moment later this very volatile solvent 
had evaporated, and the pieces of fabric were fused together more solidly 
than could have been done by any stitched seam. All necessary fastenings 
were soldered on at the same time, producing ready-to-wear suit pieces 
in several thousand models of different forms and sizes. 

There were several hundred models for each age group, so that 
almost everyone could 6nd his exact size, especially since the Martians' 
clothing usually tends to 6t rather loosely. H the right size could not be 
found for, say, a wearer with an unusual build, special measurements 
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The clothing factory on Mars at which Leonid worked 
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were immediately taken, the machine was set according to the 
specifications of the new pattern, and in an hour or so a suit was "tailored" 
for the customer. 

As to the color of the clothing, most Martians are satisfied with the 
usual dark, soft shades of the material itself. Should someone want a 
different color, the suit is sent to the dyeing section, where it is treated by 
electrochemical techniques and emerges a few minutes later colored with 
perfect evenness in the desired hue. Footwear and warm winter clothing 
are produced in much the same way, although the fabrics are coarser and 
stronger. Our factory was not involved in this production, which was done 
instead at other, even larger plants which made absolutely everything a 
person would need to dress from head to toe. 

I worked by turns in all the sections of the factory, and at 6rst I found 
the job fascinating. I was especially interested in the cutting section, 
where I had an opportunity to apply my newly acquired knowledge of 
mathematical analysis. The work consisted in cutting out all the pieces of 
a suit with the least possible waste of material. It was a very prosaic task, 
of course, but it was also very important, because even a slight error 
multiplied many millions of times resulted in enormous losses. I managed 
"no worse" than the others. 

I tried as hard as I could to work "no worse" than my comrades, and 
for the most part I was successful. I could not help noticing, however, that 
it cost me much greater effort than it did them. After 4 to 6 Earth hours of 
work I was thoroughly exhausted and in immediate need of rest, whereas 
my fellow workers went to museums, libraries, laboratOries, or to other 
factories to watch and sometimes even to work some more. I hoped that 
in time I would become accustomed to my new job and catch up with the 
others, but that did not happen. It became increasingly obvious to me 
that what I lacked was the culture of concentration. The necessary physi­
cal movements were not very demanding, and here I was as fast and 
nimble as most and even better than some. But the constant, intense 
concentration that was needed to look after the machines and the fabric 
tired my brain. Evidently it took several generations to develop this 
capability to a degree the Martians would consider ordinary and average. 

Often, usually toward the end of my day's work, weariness would 
begin to affect my performance. My attention would begin to stray and I 
would make a mistake or cause some step to be delayed for a second. 
Whenever this happened, the hand of one of my neighbors was inevitably 
and infallibly there to correct my error. I was not only surprised but 
sometimes downright exasperated by this strange ability of theirs to ob­
serve everything going on around them without for a moment neglecting 
their own work. I was not so much touched as annoyed and irritated by 
their solicitude. I got the feeling that they were all constantly keeping an 
eye on me. This uneasy sensation aggravated my absentmindedness even 
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more and interfered with my work. Now when I am able to look back 
upon these circumstances objectively and in detail, I realize that I was 
mistaken. My comrades at the factory helped each other in exactly the 
same way and with the same solicitude, although perhaps less often. I was 
not, as it seemed to me then, the object of any special surveillance or 
supervision. True to my individualistic background, it was I who was 
unconsciously singling myself out from the others. And again as a child of 
a materialistic culture, I morbidly misinterpreted their kindness and com­
radely gestures because I felt unable to repay them. 

4. Enno 

The long autumn drew to a close. Winter, cold but with little snow, 
descended upon our region, which was located in the middle latitudes of 
the northern hemisphere. The little sun shone even less than before and 
gave no warmth at all. Nature cast off her brilliant colors and became 
pallid and harsh. A chill crept into my heart, my mind was fined with 
doubts, and the moral solitude I felt as a stranger from another world 
weighed heavily upon me. 

I went to visit Enno, whom I had not seen for some time. She 
greeted me like a dear friend, and it was as if a bright ray from the recent 
past cut through the cold of winter and my troubled gloom. Later I 
noticed that she was also pale and seemed to be worried about something. 
for there was a hidden sorrow in her voice and her general manner. We 
had a great deal to talk about. and the several hours I spent with her flew 
by imperceptibly. It was better than anything I had known since Netti's 
departure. and we were both sorry when I rose to go home. 

"If you are not pinned down here by your work, why don't you come 
with me?" I said. 

Enno agreed immediately. She took some work with her (at the time 
she was not busy at the observatory. but was checking a long series of 
calculations). and we returned to the factory settlement. where I was 
living alone in Menni's apartment. Every morning I went to work at my 
factory, which was about one hundred kilometers or a half hour's fiying 
time away. Enno and I began spending the long winter evenings together 
in scientific pursuits. discussions, and sometimes walks in and around the 
town. 

Enno told me the story of her life. She loved Menni and had earlier 
been his wife. She passionately wanted to have a baby with him, but the 
years passed and no child came. She asked Netti's advice. Netti made a 
thorough investigation of the situation and determined with absolute cer­
tainty that they would never have children. Menni had matured too late 
from boyhood into manhood and h.ad thrown himself too early into the 
intense life of a scientist and thinker. His vigorous, overdeveloped intel-
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leet had from the very beginning undermined and irreparably stifled the 
vitality of his reproductive faculty. Netti's verdict was a terrible blow to 
Enno; her love for the brilliant man and her deep-seated maternal in­
stincts had fused into a single passionate desire that had now proven 
hopeless. 

This was not all, however, for Netti's examination had yielded other 
findings. It turned out that Menni's immense intellectual activity and the 
full development of his brilliant talents required a maximum of physical 
restraint and thus a minimum of lovemaking. Enno could not refuse to 
follow this advice and was quickly persuaded of its rationality and fairness. 
Menni livened up and began working more energetically than ever. He 
brimmed over with new and extraordinarily successful plans and ideas, 
and he was evidently not conscious of any loss in his private life. Love was 
dearer than life itself to Enno, but the genius of the man she loved was an 
even more precious treasure, and she drew the necessary conclusions. 
She and Menni separated. It pained him at first, but he soon became 
reconciled to the fact. He may even have been unaware of the real reason 
for the break. Enno and Netti kept it a secret, although they could never 
know for certain that Menni's sharp intellect had not penetrated to the 
heart of the matter. As for Enno, her life became so empty and her 
repressed emotions caused her such pain that a short while later the 
young woman decided she did not want to live any longer. 

Netti, whose cooperation Enno had requested, found various pre­
texts for postponing the suicide for a day and informed Menni. He was 
preparing the expedition to Earth at the time and immediately invited 
Enno to participate in the important and dangerous undertaking. It was 
difficult to refuse, so Enno accepted his offer. Her many new impressions 
during the journey helped her to cope with her emotional distress, and by 
the time she returned to Mars she had gained enough control of herself to 
play the part of the cheerful boy poet I had known on the etheroneph. 

Enno had not gone on the new expedition to Venus, because she was 
afraid she might again become used to Menni's presence. While she was 
alone, however, she did not stop worrying about him, for she knew very 
well how dangerous the project was. During the long winter evenings our 
thoughts and conversations constantly returned to the same place in the 
Universe. There under the rays of the enormous sun and in the breath of 
the scorching wind, the two beings who meant the most to both of us 
were feverishly struggling to accomplish their daring, titanic mission. 
This identity of thoughts and feelings brought us very close to each other. 
Enno became more than just a sister to me. Simply and naturally­
neither of us experienced any transports of passion or conflicting emo­
tions-our mutual affection developed into an amorous relationship. 
Invariably meek and kind, Enno neither shunned nor actively sought this 
intimacy. Her one definite decision was that she did not want children 
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way inhibited personal feelings and relationships. Why then this agitated 
bewilderment, this incomprehensible pain that made me want to scream 
and laugh at the same time? Or was it that I did not know how to feel as I 
thought? Evidently. And what about my relationship to Enno? Where was 
my logic? What was I myself? What an absurd situation I 

Ah yes, one more thing ... Why hadn't Netti told me all this? How 
many more secrets and lies were there around me? How many of them 
could I expect to encounter in the future? Wrong againl A secret, yes, but 
there was no deceit here. In this particular case, however, wasn't the 
secret eqUivalent to deception? These thoughts were whirling around in 
my head when the door opened and Nella again stepped into the room. 
Evidently she could see from my face how bad I felt, for the earlier note of 
dryness and severity had disappeared from her voice. 

"Of course," she said, "it is difficult to get used to an entirely differ­
ent code of personal relations and the customs of a world with which you 
have no blood ties. You have already overcome many obstacles, and you 
will cope with this one as well. Netti believes in you, and I think she is 
right. Surely your faith in her has not been shaken?" 

"Why did she conceal all of this from me? Is that a sign offaith in me? 
I cannot understand it." 

"I do not know why she has behaved the way she has. But I do know 
that she must have had an important reason and was not acting out of 
sel6sh motives. Perhaps this letter contains the answer. She left it with 
me to give you in the event we should have just such a conversation." 

The letter was written in my native language, which my Netti knew 
so well. This is what I read: 

Dearest Lenni! I have never told you about my earlier 
relationships, but it was not because I wanted to conceal from 
you any of the details of my life. I have full confidence in your 
lucid intellect and noble heart. I am sure that however strange 
and unfamiliar certain of our mores must seem to you, sooner or 
later you will be able to understand them and judge them fairly. 
But I was afraid of one thing. . . After your illness you quickly 
regained the strength to work, but the emotional equilibrium 
that is constantly and in all situations necessary for self-control 
in words and deeds had not yet fully returned. If the impression 
of the moment and the unbridled forces of the past that con­
stantly lurk in the depths of the human soul had caused you for a 
single second to expose me as a woman to that unhealthy at­
titude offorce and domination that still prevails in the old world, 
you would never have been able to forgive yourself. Yes, my 
darling, I know that you are hard, even cruel, toward yourself. 
This is a trait you have brought with you from the stem school of 
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struggle on Earth, and a single ugly, morbid outburst would 
have remained forever as a black stain upon our love. 

Dear Lenni, I want to and I know I can set your mind at 
ease. May that evil feeling which mingles concern for a living 
chattel with love for another human being slumber deep inside 
you and never awake. There will never be anyone else. I can 
easily and confidently promise you this: alongside my love for 
you, alongside my passionate desire to help you in your great 
and vital task, everything else appears so petty and insignificant. 
I love you not only as a wife, I love you as a mother who guides 
her child into a new and strange life full of trials and dangers. 
This love is the strongest bond that can exist between two peo­
ple. For that reason my promise requires no sacrifice of me. 

Goodbye my darling, my beloved child. 
Love, 
Netti 

When I had read this letter, Nella gave me an inquiring glance. 
"You were right, " I said, and kissed her hand. 

6. The Search 

This episode left me with a lingering feeling of profound humiliation. 
I became more morbidly sensitive than ever to the superiority of every­
one around me, both at the factory and in all my other dealings with the 
Martians. I doubtless even exaggerated their superiority and my own 
weakness. In the gestures of goodwill and solicitude they showed me I 
began to detect a note of almost contemptuous condescension, and I 
interpreted their cautious reserve as a concealed aversion for an inferior 
being. The accuracy of my impressions and the fairness of my judgments 
were increasingly distorted by such attitudes. 

In all other respects my mind was clear, and I began concentrating 
particularly on filling in the blanks connected with Netti's departure. I 
was more convinced than ever that her participation was dictated by 
considerations still unknown to me that were stronger and more impor­
tant than those she had mentioned. The new proof I had of her love for 
me and the enormous importance which she attached to my mission of 
uniting our two worlds served further to confirm my suspicion that she 
would never have decided to leave me for long among the depths and 
shoals and hidden reefs of this alien life, especially since her lucid intelli­
gence was better aware than mine of the dangers that lurked here. There 
was something I did not know, but I was convinced that it had a great deal 
to do with me, and I simply had tO,find it out at any price. 

I decided that systematic research was the best way to get at the 
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truth. I recalled certain casual, unwitt'ing remarks Netti had made and the 
uneasy expression that would linger on her face whenever anyone talked 
about the colonial expedition In my presence. I came to the conclusion 
that Netti's decision to separate was made not when she told me about it, 
but long before, not later than the Srst days of our union. In other words, 
the reasons for it also had to be sought from around that time. But where? 

These motives could be connected either with Netti's private life or 
with the origin, character, and signiScance of the expedition. After her 
letter, the Srst alternative seemed the less likely. Consequently, my probe 
would have to be in the other direction, and the first task was to get some 
information on the background of the expedition. 

It went without saying that the expedition was decided upon by the 
"Colonial Group, " which consisted of a team of scientists actively engaged 
in organizing interplanetary voyages and representatives from the Central 
Institute of Statistics and the industries involved in manufacturing 
etheronephs and other necessary equipment. I knew that the most recent 
congress of this Colonial Group had taken place when I was ill, and that 
Menni and Netti had attended it. Since I was already on the road to 
recovery and was bored when I could not be with Netti, I had also wanted 
to go to the meetings, but Netti had refused to allow it on the grounds 
that it might prove injurious to my health. But was this "danger" con­
nected with something that I was not supposed to know? Obviously, what 
I had to do was to get hold of the minutes of the congress and read 
everything of possible relevance to my problem. 

Here, however, I encountered difficulties. All they would give me in 
the colonial library was the collected resolutions of the congress. These 
documents indicated very clearly, down to almost the smallest details, the 
entire organization of the grandiose Venus enterprise, but they contained 
nothing of immediate interest to me and were thus by no means exhaus­
tive from my point of view. Despite their great detail, the resolutions 
were presented without any motivation and lacked any reference to the 
discussion which had preceded their adoption. When I told the librarian 
that I needed the minutes themselves he explained that the records had 
not been published; in fact, unlike the case with conferences treating 
technical and administrative questions, no detailed minutes of this con­
gress had ever been taken. 

At first glance this seemed plausible, for as a rule the Martians 
publish only the resolutions of their technical conferences, and consider 
that all reasonable and useful opinions expressed there will either be 
reflected in the final document or will be presented in a more polished 
and detailed form as an article, brochure, or book should a delegate think 
his views have some special significance. The Martians are generally 
reluctant to add unnecessarily to the bulk of the already existing litera­
ture, and they have nothing corresponding to our "proceedings of the 
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Leonid finds in the Martian library the stenogram of the debate 
about colonizing Earth 
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commission ... They prefer to Condense everything and make it as brief as 
possible. But in this case I did not believe the librarian. The matters 
considered by the congress were too great and vital to be able to treat 
their discussion like an ordinary debate on some ordinary technical prob­
lem. I tried to conceal my skepticism, however, and to divert possible 
suspicion I humbly plunged into the materials they gave me. Either there 
really were no minutes, or my question had alerted the librarian and he 
was deliberately withholding them from me. There was one other possi­
bility-the phonogram section of the library. The minutes might be kept 
there even if they had never been published. The Martians often use 
recordings instead of stenography, and their archives contain a large col­
lection of phonograms from various public conferences. 

I waited until the librarian in the book section was deeply engrossed 
in his work and slipped by him unnoticed into the phonogram depart­
ment. I asked the comrade on duty there for the huge catalogue of their 
holdings. He gave it to me, and I quickly found the numbers of the 
phonograms from the congress. Under the pretense that I did not wish to 
inconvenience the librarian, I went to look for them myself, and he made 
no effort to· prevent me. There were fifteen phonograms in all, one for 
each session of the congress. As is usual on Mars, each of them had a 
written title, and I quickly glanced through them. The first days of the 
conference were devoted entirely to papers on the expeditions that had 
taken place since the previous congress and on new improvements in 
etheroneph construction. The title of the sixth recording read: "Proposal 
of Central Institute of Statistics on Mass Colonization. Target Planet­
Earth or Venus. Speeches and Proposals of Stemi, Netti, Menni, and 
Others. Tentative Resolution in Favor of Venus." I sensed that this was 
exactly what I was looking for. I put the phonogram into the apparatus. 
What I heard has been etched forever into my soul and is presented 
below. 

The sixth session was opened by Menni, who chaired the congress. 
The first report was delivered by a representative of the Central Institute 
of Statistics. He presented a host of figures shOwing that, given the pre­
sent growth rate of the population, if the Martians restricted themselves 
to the exploitation of their own planet, a food shortage would begin to 
make itself felt within thirty years. The crisis could be averted if a techni­
cally feasible process could be discovered for synthesizing protein from 
inorganic matter, but there were no guarantees that this could be done in 
thirty years. For that reason it had become absolutely imperative for the 
Colonial Group to shift its attention from purely scientific interplanetary 
expeditions to the organization of mass resettlement. Two planets with 
enormous natural resources were at present accessible to the Martians, 
and it was necessary to decide immediately which of them was to become 
the initial center of colonization and then draw up a plan for the project. 
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Menni asked whether there were any objections to either the facts or 
the arguments presented by the Central Institute of Statistics. There 
were none, whereupon he proposed to open the discussion on the planet 
to be chosen for mass colonization. Sterni took the Roor. 

7. Sterni 

"The first question submitted to us by the representative from the 
Institute of Statistics," Sterni began in his usual, mathematically precise 
tone of voice, "concerns the planet to be chosen for colonization. In my 
opinion, no decision is necessary, because the matter was decided long 
ago by reality itself. There is no choice. Of the two planets presently. 
accessible to us, only one is at all suitable for mass colonization-Earth. 
There is a large body of literature on Venus, and of course you are all 
familiar with it. Only one conclusion can be drawn from the data pre­
sented there, and that is that we are at present unable to conquer the 
planet. Her blazing sun would sap the strength of our colonists, her 
terrible thunderstonns and winds would demolish our buildings, sweep 
aside our aircraft, and dash them against her giant mountains. We could 
cope with her monsters, though we would have to pay a high price in 
human lives. The bacteria of the planet, however, are enonnously rich 
and varied, and our knowledge of them extremely poor. How many new 
diseases are lurking there? Volcanic activity is still in a state of uneasy 
fennent; how many earthquakes, eruptions, tidal waves would be in store 
for us? Rational beings should not undertake the impossible. The casual­
ties that would result from an attempt to colonize Venus would be not 
only countless but meaningless. They would not be necessary sacrifices 
for the sake of science and the common good, but victims of a mad dream. 
'This, I think, is quite clear, and anyone who has read the report from the 
latest expedition to Venus will be forced to agree. 

"Thus if we are to organize mass resettlement, it must of course be 
done on Earth. There are no significant natural obstacles there, and the 
incalculable riches with which the planet is endowed exceed our own 
eightfold. The process of colonization itself has already been prepared by 
the civilization already existing on Earth, even if it is not a very developed 
human culture. The Central Institute of Statistics, of course, is also aware 
of all these considerations. If it has proposed that we choose a planet and 
if we think it necessary even to discuss the question, then that is only 
because there is one very serious obstacle on Earth, namely its humanity. 

'The peoples of the earth are masters of the planet, and they will 
under no circumstances relinquish any significant portion of its surface. 
Such reluctance derives from the very nature of their culture, which is 
based on ownership protected by organized violence. Although even the 
most civilized nations on Earth actually exploit only a small fraction of the 
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natural resources available to them, they are possessed by an unrelenting 
aspiration to seize new territories. The systematic plundering of the lands 
and belongings of less developed peoples goes by the name of colonial 
policy and is considered a major area of their political life. You can imag­
ine how they would react to a natural and reasonable suggestion on our 
part that they cede to us a part of their territory in return for our help to 
make incomparably better use of their part. As they see it, colonization is 
only a question of brute strength and violence, and whether we want it or 
not, they will!orce us to adopt the same attitude toward them. 

"If it were only a matter of demonstrating our superiority on a single 
occasion, the whole thing would be relatively simple and would not de­
mand more victims than one of their ordinary, senseless, useless wars. 
They already have enormous herds of people trained to murder-they 
call them annies-which would provide most suitable material for such 
necessary violence. Anyone of our etheronephs could simply use the 
lethal rays .emanating from the accelerated decomposition of radium in its 
engine to annihilate two or three of these herds in a matter of minutes, 
and the loss would probably even benefit their culture more than it would 
damage it. Unfortunately, however, things are not that simple-such a 
battle would only be the beginning of the real problems. 

"In their never-ending internal bickering, the peoples of Earth have 
developed a psychological peculiarity which they call patriotism. This 
indefinite but strong and deep-seated emotion includes a spiteful distrust 
of all other peoples and races, a visceral attachment to a particular way of 
life-especially to the territory with which each people has fused, like a 
turtle with its shell-a certain collective self-conceit and often, evidently, 
a simple thirst for destruction, violence, and plunder. Patriotic fervor 
intensifies and becomes extremely acute after military defeats, especially 
when the victors seize a part of the losers' territory. The patriotism of the 
vanquished then takes the form of an intense and prolonged hatred of the 
victors, and revenge becomes the ideal of not just the worst groups-the 
upper or ruling c1asses-but of the entire people, including the best 
elements among the toiling masses. 

"Now then, if we were to take a part of Earth's surface by force, the 
entire population of the planet would doubtless find itself united by a 
common patriotism and merciless racist hatred and resentment toward 
our colonists. Extermination of the newcomers by any and all means, no 
matter how treacherous, would in the eyes of the Earthlings become a 
sacred and noble exploit, a sure path to immortal glory. The situation of 
our colonists would become unbearable. You know that the destruction of 
life is usually a very simple matter, even for an inferior civilization. We 
are immeasurably superior to the Earthlings in open combat, but by 
means of surprise attacks they could destroy us just as effectively as they 
usually annihilate one another. Moreover, it should be noted that the art 
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of destruction on Earth is much more advanced than any other aspect of 
their peculiar culture. 

"Living among them and together with them, of course, would be 
quite impossible. They would be forever menacing us with intrigues and 
acts of terrorism, and our comrades would have to endure a constant 
sense of insecurity and would suffer innumerable casualities. We would 
be forced to evict the Earthlings from all the territories occupied by us, 
and I am talking about removing tens and perhaps hundreds of millions at 
a time. Given their political system, which does not recognize any princi­
ple of fraternal mutual assistance, given their social order, in which ser­
vices and aid are paid for in money, and finally, given their clumsy and 
rigid system of production, which does not allow for any rapid increase of 
productivity or redistribution of fruits of labor, the overwhelming major­
ity of these millions would be doomed to slow starvation. The survivors 
would organize themselves in cadres of embittered, fanatical agitators 
working to incite the rest of the population of Earth against us. 

"We would then be forced to continue the struggle anyway. Our 
entire territory would have to be transformed into a constantly guarded 
military camp. Deep racial hatred and fear that we would seize more 
territory would unite all the people of Earth in wars against us. If their 
weapons are already now more developed than their tools of labor, under 
such conditions their technology of destruction would advance even more 
Swiftly. At the same time, they would be constantly on the lookout for a 
chance to start a sudden war, and if they succeeded they would doubtless 
cause us considerable uncompensated losses even if we were to win. In 
addition, we cannot rule out the possibility that they may discover the 
secret of our main weapon. They already know about radioactive matter, 
and they could find out how to accelerate its decay either through intelli­
gence obtained from us or through the independent efforts of their scien­
tists. You know that when one has such a weapon, one need be only a few 
minutes ahead of the enemy in order to attack and annihilate him. And in 
this case it is as easy to destroy the highest form of life as the most 
elementary one. 

"What would life be like for our comrades amid these dangers and 
eternal anxieties? Not only would all the joys of life be poisoned; the very 
form of life would soon be perverted and degraded. Little by little, life 
would be infiltrated by suspicion, mistrust, an egoistic thirst for self­
preservation, and the cruelty which that instinct inevitably breeds. The 
colony would cease to be our colony and would become a militaristic 
republic in the midst of vanquished and invariably hostile peoples. Re­
peated attacks and the resultant casualties would not only generate feel­
ings of revenge and hatred that would pervert the image of man so dear to 
us, but would also objectively force us to move from self-defense to a 
ruthless offensive. And ultimately, after much hesitation and a fruitless 
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and agonizing loss of strength, we would inevitably be forced to reach the 
same conclusion which, as conscious beings able to anticipate the course 
of events, we know enough to be able to draw today: colonization of Earth 
requires the utter annihilation of its population ... 

(A munnur of horror rose from among the hundreds of listeners. 
Netti's voice could be heard above it in a distinct exclamation of indigna­
tion. When quiet was restored, Sterni continued.) 

"We must understand this necessity and look it squarely in the eye, 
however grim it might seem. We have only two alternatives: either we 
halt the development of our civilization, or we destroy the alien civiliza­
tion on Earth. There is no third possibility." (Netti's voice: "Not true!") "I 
know what Netti is thinking about,' and I shall now consider the third 
alternative she is proposing. 

"She is thinking of the immediate socialist reeducation of the peoples 
of Earth. All of us have lately favored such a plan, but in my opinion we 
are now forced to reject it. We know enough about Earthlings to realize 
that the idea is quite infeasible. The culture of the most highly developed 
peoples of Earth is on approximately the same level as that of our 
forefathers during the epoch of the Great Canals. They are also under the 
sway of capital, and they have a proletariat struggling for socialism. One 
might be led to think that the upheaval will come very soon, eliminating 
the system of organized violence and creating the preconditions for the 
free and rapid development of human life. Capitalism on Earth, however, 

. possesses certain important features which greatly alter the essence of the 
matter. 

"In the first place, Earth is terribly riven by political and national 
divisions. This means that instead of folJowing a single and uniform path 
of development in a single broad society, the struggle for socialism is split 
into a variety of unique and autonomous processes in individual societies 
with distinct political systems, l!lnguages, and sometimes even races. 
Secondly, the methods of social struggle there are much cruder and more 
mechanical than was the case with us, and outright physical violence in 
the form of standing armies and armed uprisings plays an incomparably 
greater role there than it ever did on Mars. Due to all these factors, the 
question of social revolution becomes a very uncertain one. We must 
expect not one, but a multitude of revolutions taking place in different 
countries at different times. In many respects they will probably not even 
have the same basic character, but the main point is that their outcome is 
unpredictable and unstable. The ruling classes will rely on the army and 
sophisticated military technology, and in certain cases they may deal the 
rebelling proletariat such a stunning blow that the cause of socialism will 
be frustrated for decades in a number of important states. Such examples 
have already been recorded in the chronicles of Earth. 

"If this happens, the individual advanced countries in which social-
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by no means self-evident-that it agr:ees to an alliance with us. In that 
case we would gain some easy first victories. But then? We and the 
socialists of Earth would inevitably be confronted by the most bitter and 
rabid patriotism on the part of all other classes of society. The proletariat 
is still a minority in even the most advanced countries. The dying rem­
nants of the petty bourgeoisie and the most backward and ignorant ele­
ments of the masses are in the majority. It would be an easy matter for the 
large property-holders and their closest allies, the bureaucrats and scien­
tists, to stir up rabid hostility toWard the proletariat among these classes, 
because the masses are at bottom conservative and even to an extent 
reactionary, and they react violently to rapid progess. The vanguard of the 
proletariat would be surrounded by embittered and merciless enemies 
whose rank would also be swelled by the backward strata of the working 
class. It would find Itself in the same unbearable situation as our colonists 
besieged by the vanquished peoples of Earth. We could expect countless 
treacherous attacks, pogroms, slaughter, but the main point is that the 
whole position of the proletariat in society would be extremely unfavor­
able, in terms of being able to effect any meaningful social transformation. 
Once again our interference would delay rather than hasten the social 
revolution. 

'Thus the time for this . upheaval remains indefinite, and we cannot 
shorten it. It is in any case going to take more time than we have at our 
disposal. In only thirty years we are going to be faced with a population 
surplus of 15 to 20 million persons, a figure that will then continue to 
grow at the rate of 20 to 25 million a year. Considerable colonization must 
take place before this situation arises, for otherwise we will not have the 
strength or the resources to undertake it on an adequate scale. 

"In addition, it is more than doubtful that we would be able to reach 
a peaceful agreement even with the socialist societies on Earth, assuming 
that these were to arise sooner than expected. As I have already said, in 
many respects this will not be OUT socialism. Centuries of national divi­
sion, a mutual lack of understanding, and brutal, bloody struggle will 
leave deep scars on the psychology of liberated Earthly humanity. We do 
not know how much barbarity and narrow-mindedness the socialists of 
Earth will bring with them into their new society. 

"We have enough experience to perceive the great distance which 
separates us from the psychology of even the best representatives of 
Earth. On our latest expedition we brought back with us a socialist, a man 
of superior spiritual and physical health. And what happened? Our life 
proved so alien to him, SO contrary to his entire psychology, that in a short 
while he became seriously deranged. If he is one of the best-and Menni 
selected him personally from among many-what can we expect of the 
others? 

'Thus we are faced with the same dilemma: either we halt the growth 
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of our own population and thereby impair the entire development of our 
life, or we colonize Earth, having first exterminated its inhabitants. I 
speak of the destruction of its entire population, because we cannot even 
make an exception for its socialist vanguard. In the first place, in the 
process of universal destruction it is technically impossible to single out 
this numerically insignificant vanguard from the masses as a whole. Sec­
ondly, even if we somehow managed to spare the socialists, they would 
start a bitter and ruthless war against us, because they would never be 
able to reconcile themselves to the killing of millions of their own kind, to 
whom they are bound by a multitude of often very intimate ties. There 
can be no compromise in the conHict between our two worlds. 

"We must choose, and I say that we have but one choice. A higher 
form of life cannot be sacrificed for the sake of a lower one. Among all the 
people on Earth there are not even a few million who are consciously 
striving for a truly human type of life. For the sake of these embryonic 
human beings we cannot deny the birth and development of tens, maybe 
hundreds of millions of our own people, who are humans in an incompar­
ably fuller sense of the word. We will not be guilty of cruelty, because we 
can destroy them with far less suffering than they are constantly causing 
each other. There is but one Life in the Universe, and it will be enriched 
rather than impoverished if it is our socialism rather than the distant, 
semi barbaric Earthly variant that is allowed to develop, for thanks to its 
unbroken evolution and boundless potential, our life is infinitely more 
harmonious. " 

(Stemi's speech was fonowed by a deep silence, broken by Menni's 
can for objections. Netti took the Hoor.) 

8. Netti 

""There is but one Life in the Universe,' says Stemi. And yet what 
does he propose to us? That we exterminate an entire individual type of 
life, a type which we can never resurrect or replace. 

"For hundreds of miHions of years the marvelous planet Earth has 
lived its own particular life, a life different from others. And now con­
sciousness has begun to develop from its spontaneous forces. Proceeding 
through a bitter and difficult struggle from the lowest stages to the higher, 
this consciousness has finally assumed human forms closely related to our 
own. But these forms are not identical with ours: the history of a different 
natural environment and a different struggle is reRected in them; they 
conceal a different play of spontaneous forces, other contradictions, other 
possibilities of development. The epoch has dawned when it has for the 
first time become possible to unite the two great lines oflife. Just imagine 
the new variety, the higher harmony that could result from this union 1 
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And we are told that since there is but one Life in the Universe we should 
not unify, but destroy it. 

"When Stemi showed how greatly the peoples, the history, the 
mores and psychology of Earth differ from our own, he refuted his own 
argument almost better than I could hope to do. If they were identical 
with us in all respects save their level of development, then one might be 
able to agree with Stemi: a lower stage is worth sacrificing for the sake of a 
higher one, the weak must yield to the strong. But the Earthlings are not 
the same as we. They and their civilization are not simply lower and 
weaker than ours-they are different. If we eliminate them we will not 
replace them in the process of universal evolution but will merely fill in 
mechanically the vacuum we have created in the world of life forms. 

'lhe real difference between our cultures does not lie in the barbar­
ity or cruelty of Earthly civilization. Barbarity and cruelty are only 
transient phenomena of the general dissipation in the process of de­
velopment which characterizes the evolution of life on Earth. The strug­
gle for survival is more vigorous and intense there, nature is continually 
creating many more forms of life, but many more of them also fall victim 
to the march of evolution. This cannot be otherwise, because the source 
of life-the sun-provides Earth with eight times more energy-giving 
rays than Mars. That is why there is so much life spread generously 
throughout the planet, that is why the variety of its forms gives rise to so 
many contradictions and why the solution of these is so terribly com­
plicated and punctuated by catastrophes. In the plant and animal king­
doms millions of species struggled violently and quickly crowded each 
other out, contributing through their life and death to the development of 
new, more perfect and harmonious, more synthetic species. The same is 
true of humans. 

"If we compare our history with that of Earthly humanity, it seems 
astonishingly simple, so regular and free of errors that it seems almost 
schematic. The elements of socialism accumulated peacefully and unin­
teruptedly as the petty bourgeoisie gradually disappeared and rose to the 
same level of consciousness as the proletariat. This was a smooth process, 
with no vacillation or sudden leaps, and it also took place uniformly in all 
countries of our planet, which was already organized into a single coher­
ent politicaJ whole. There was a struggle, but people managed somehow 
to understand each other; the proletariat did not try to peer far into the 
future, and the bourgeoisie did not have any reactionary utopian dreams. 
The various epochs and social formations were not mingled to the same 
extent as on Earth, where one can sometimes find a reactionary feudal 
system in a highly developed capitalistic country, and where the numer­
ous peasantry, whose development lags behind by an entire historicaJ 
epoch, often serve the upper classes as an instrument for crushing the 
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proletariat. Several generations ago we arrived by a smooth and even road 
at a type of social order which liberates and unites all the forces of social 
development. 

"That is not the road our Earthly brothers have traveled. Their path 
is a thorny one, full of twists and turns. Even the few of us who know the 
facts find it impossible to picture the insane sophistication which the art of 
oppression has attained in the hands of the ideological and political or­
ganizations dominated by the upper classes of the most civilized nations of 
Earth. What is the result? Has progress been delayed? No, there are no 
grounds for saying that; because although the initial stages of capitalism 
preceding the birth of proletarian socialist consciousness developed in the 
midst of confusion and a cruel struggle among various formations, that 
development was not slower, but more rapid than it was here, where it 
proceeded through a series of gradual and more peaceful transitions. The 
very severity and ruthlessness of the struggle inspired in the combatants 
an energy and passion, a spirit of heroism and self-sacrifice that were 
completely absent from the more moderate and less tragic struggle of our 
ancestors. In this respect the life of the people on Earth is higher rather 
than lower than ours, even though our culture is older and has attained a 
much higher level. 

"Earthly humanity is splintered, its various races and peoples have 
fused with their territories and historical traditions, they speak different 
languages, and a profound mutual lack of understanding pervades all their 
relations. This is all true, and it is also true that because of these enor­
mous obstacles our Earthly brothers will achieve their goal of uniting 
mankind much later than we. But if one is aware of the causes, one is in a 
better position to evaluate the consequences. This fragmentation is due to 
the immensity of life on Earth and the richness and variety of its natural 
environment, which together have produced a multitude of different 
world-views. Surely this makes Earth and her people superior rather than 
inferior to our world during the corresponding historical epoch. 

"Even the difference in the languages they speak has in many re­
spects contributed to the development of their thought, as it has liberated 
notions from the tyranny of the words by which they are expressed. 
Compare the philosophy of the Earthlings with that of our capitalist an­
cestors. Philosophy on Earth is not only more varied but also more subtle 
than ours. Not only is the material with which it works more complicated, 
its best schools analyze that material more profoundly and establish the 
relationships between facts and notions with greater precision. All sys­
tems of philosophy, of course, are manifestations of an imperfect and 
fragmented cognition and reflect a deficient level of scientific de­
velopment. They represent attempts to prOVide a uniform description of 
Being by filling in the gaps in scientific experience with speculations. 
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Eventually, therefore, philosophy wi!1 be eliminated on Earth as it has 
been eliminated among us by the monism of science. 

"Consider, however, that many of the philosophical suppositions ad­
vanced by their greatest thinkers and by the leaders of the social and 
political struggle roughly anticipate our scientific discoveries. Such, for 
example, is almost the entire social philosophy of the socialists. It is 
obvious that peoples who have surpassed our ancestors in philosophical 
creativity can eventually surpass even us in scientific creation. Yet Sterni 
would have us measure this humanity on the basis of the number of 
righteous men-that is, conscious socialists-that can be found in its 
midst. He is asking us to judge that humanity on the basis of its present 
contradictions, not according to the forces which have generated and will 
in due course resolve those contradictions. He would drain forever this 
stormy but beautiful ocean of lifel 

"We must answer him firmly and decisively: never! We must lay the 
foundations for our future alliance with the people of Earth. We cannot 
significantly accelerate their transition to a free order, but we must do the 
little we can to facilitate that development. And if we have not been able 
to protect the first emissary from Earth from unnecessary suffering and 
illness, it is we rather than the peoples of Earth who should bear the 
dishonor. Fortunately, he will soon be well again, but even if his too 
sudden immersion in an alien world proves fatal, he will still have accom­
plished a great deal for the future union of our planets. 

':.\s to our own difficulties and dangers, we shall have to overcome 
them by other means. We must increase our efforts to find synthetic 
proteins and, to the best of our present abilities, we must undertake the 
colonization of Venus. If we fail to solve these problems in the little time 
we have left, we must temporarily check the birth rate. What intelligent 
midwife would not sacrifice the life of an unborn child in order to save the 
mother? If necessary, we must likewise sacrifice a part of our life that has 
not yet come into being for the sake of the lives of others who already exist 
and are developing. The union of our worlds will repay us endlessly for 
this sacrifice. The unity of Life is our highest goal, and love is the highest 
expression of intelligence I"' 

(A deep hush. Menni took the floor.) 

g. Menni 

"I have been attentively observing the mood of the audience, and I 
can see that a majority of comrades are on Nelli's side. I am pleased to 
note this, because my own point of view is very near hers. I would only 
like to add one practical consideration which I feel to be very important. 
It is quite possible that even if we were to attempt the mass colonization 
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of other planets, we would find that we presently lack the technical 
resources to accomplish our purpose. We might build tens of thousands of 
etheronephs, only to discover that we have nothing to run them on. Such 
a huge new 8eet would demand a hundred times more radioactive fuel 
than we use today, yet our known reserves are constantly being depleted, 
and discoveries of new deposits are becoming rarer. Let us not forget that 
radioactive matter is not only used to give the etheronephs their enor­
mous velOCity. You know that our entire chemical industry is now based 
on these substances. We use them to manufacture minus-matter, without 
which the etheronephs and our countless aircraft are only heavy, useless 
boxes. It is impossible to discontinue such uses of active matter. 

'The worst thing of all, however, is that the only possible substitute 
for colonization, namely the development of synthetic proteins, may 
prove unfeasible because of that same lack of radioactive substances. 
Considering the enormous chemical complexity of proteins, it is incon­
ceivable that our old methods of synthesizing by means of a gradual 
complication will ever result in a technically simple synthesis suitable for 
mass industrial production. You know that a few years ago we succeeded 
in developing artificial proteins by such a process, but a tremendous 
expenditure of time and energy yielded only a very small quantity of 
them, so that the significance of the whole project is purely theoretical. 
The only way proteins can be mass-produced from inorganic matter is by 
rapidly and radically altering the chemical composition of the substance in 
question, and that process involves exposing this ordinary, stable matter 
to the action of unstable elements. If we are to succeed in this area, tens 
of thousands of scientists will have to begin working on developing syn­
thetic proteins, and they will be performing millions of new experiments. 
But in order to conduct this research, and, if it is successful, in order to 
mass-produce proteins, we will again need enormous quantities of 
radioactive material, much more than we presently have at our disposal. 
Thus no matter how we look at it, the solution to our problem depends on 
the discovery of new deposits of radioactive elements. 

"But where are they to be found? Obviously, on other planets; that is, 
either on Earth or on Venus. It seems evident to me personally that the 
first attempt should be made on Venus. It is reasonable to assume that 
there are rich deposits of active elements on Earth, but we already know 

. for certain that such reserves exist on Venus. We do not know where the 
fields on Earth are located, because those that have already been dis­
covered by Earthly scientists are worthless to us, whereas all our expedi­
tions immediately discovered deposits on Venus. Most of the reserves on 
Earth presumably lie at the same great depths as here on Mars, whereas 
some of them on Venus are so close to the surface that they were easily 
found by means of a photographic detector. In order to prospect for 
radium on Earth we would have to undertake the same massive excava-
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tions as we have done on Mars. That could take decades, and even then 
we cannot be sure of success. On Venus we need only mine what has 
already been discovered, and we can begin doing that immediately. 

"Whatever we may decide later on the question of mass colonization, 
therefore, I am thoroughly convinced that the very possibility of making 
the decision depends on an immediate, small-scale, and temporary col­
onization of Venus whose sole object will be to obtain radioactive ore. 

10 be sure, there are enormous natural obstacles, but we need not 
fully overcome them. We wiD not have to establish control over more 
than a small area of the planet. What is essentially involved here is a large 
expedition that will have to remain on Venus not for months, as in the case 
of earlier voyages, but years, and its chief activity will be the mining of 
radium. At the same time, of course, we will have to wage a vigorous 
struggle against the elements in order to protect ourselves from the mur­
derous climate, unknown diseases, and other dangers. It will demand 
great sacrifices; perhaps only a fraction of the expedition will ever return. 
But we must make an attempt. 

"Our data indicate that the most suitable place to begin is on the 
Island of Hot Storms. I have made an exhaustive study of the natural 
environment there and have drawn up a detailed plan for the project. 
Comrades, if you feel you can consider it now, I shall immediately present 
it to you." 

(There were no objections, and Menni began describing his plan in 
great technical detail. Other speakers took the 800r after him, but their 
comments referred exclUSively to individual points of the plan. Certain of 
them expressed doubts as to the expedition's chances of success, but all 
were agreed that an attempt was necessary. The meeting concluded by 
adopting the resolution proposed by Menni.) 

10. Murder 
I was so stunned by what I had heard that I could not even attempt to 

assemble my thoughts. I only felt a cold pain closing like an iron ring on 
my heart, and before me, as clearly as my earlier hallucinations, I could 
still see Stemi's towering figure and implacably calm face. Everything 
else was jumbled together and lost in a dark, oppressive chaos. Like a 
robot, I left the library and got into the gondola. As I ftew swiftly along, I 
was forced to bundle up tightly in my overcoat to shield myself from the 
cold wind. As I did so, I was struck by a thought which immediately froze 
into an absolute certainty in my mind: I had to be alone. When I arrived 
home, I set about implementing my decision, but my actions were so 
mechanical that it seemed as though someone else were doing it all for 
me. 

I wrote the administrative board of the factory that I was leaving my 
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Gradually, slowly but surely, an intention began to form around this 
nucleus and develop into a clear and resolute decision: I must see Sterni. 
Why I had to see him I could not say. AlII knew was that I was going to do 
it. Yet at the same time it was painfully difficult to rouse myself from my 
inertia. Finally the day came when I found sufficient energy to overcome 
this inner resistance. I got into the gondola and flew to Sterni's observa­
tory. On the way I tried to think of what I was going to say to him, but the 
chill in my heart and the winter cold around me paralyzed my thoughts. 
Three hours later I had arrived. 

As I entered the large hall of the observatory I told one of the 
comrades working there that I had to see Sterni. He left and returned a 
moment later, saying that Sterni was busy checking instruments but 
would be free in fifteen minutes and had asked me to wait in his office. 

I was shown to the office, where I sat down at the desk and began to 
wait. The room was full of various apparatuses and machines, some of 
them familiar to me, some of them not. To the right of my chair there was 
a little instrument on a heavy metal tripod. A book about Earth and her 
inhabitants lay open on the table. I began reading it mechanic8lly, but 
halted after the first few sentences and fell into a state much like my 
former paralysis, except that the usual sorrow was now accompanied by 
an indistinct emotional convulsion. I do not know how long I sat there like 
that. 

I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor, and Sterni entered the room 
in his usual unhurried, matter-of-fact way. He seated himself in the chair 
on the other side of the table and looked at me questioningly. I was silent. 
He waited a minute or SO and then addressed me directly: 

"What can I do for you?" 
I remained silent, staring at him fixedly as if he were an inanimate 

object. He gave a hardly noticeable shrug of his shoulders and settled 
down in the armchair to wait. 

"Netti's husband ... " 1 finally uttered with some effort. The remark 
was only half conscious, and I was not actually talking to him. 

"I used to be Netti's husband," he corrected me calmly. "We sepa­
rated long ago. " 

"Annihilation ... will not ... be cruel," I continued in the same slow 
and half-conscious manner, repeating the thought that had become 
petrified in my brain. 

"Oh, so that is why you are here, " he said calmly. "But now it is quite 
out of the question. As you know, an altogether different preliminary 
resolution was adopted. " 

"Preliminary resolution," I repeated mechanically. 
"As for the plan I was thinking of on that occasion," added Sterni, 

"although I am not prepared to disown it entirely, I must admit that now I 
would not be inclined to defend it with such confidence. " 








































































































































































































































































