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Instead of an Editorial

Non-Stop. By Brian W. Aldiss. (Faber Paper-Covered
Edition, Ts. 6d.)

Nowadays, anyone who wishes can set up as reviewer.
It needs only energy and a sense of one’s own importance.
This is perhaps especially so in the science fiction field,
which has always been afflicted by the do-it-yourself
mania. With my latest novel, one eager young fan man-
aged to pan it in three different places.

All of which is an excuse for an author to turn and re-
view his own book. It stops others less well-informed from
doing it.

So I am able to state categorically that this is a new
edition of my first sf novel. Originally, I wrote it as a
novelette at about a quarter of its present length. I sent
it to Ted Carnell, who said, “It’s a marvellous idea, far too
good to waste on anything less than a novel. But I'm short
of material, so it goes in the next issue. Meanwhile, why
not turn it into a novel?” Good idea, I thought.

The novelette appeared in SF17, with vile illustrations,
and that is quite a few SFs’ ago—indeed, the present editor
was then just a carefree lad at Balliol College, scarce
dreaming of his great destiny.

With Ted’s encouragement, the novel was written and
published in April 1958 without a word of the text being
altered. That’s one of the many virtues of my publisher ;
while the American publishers, Criterion, insisted on re-
moving a few entirely innocuous passages about Vyann’s
breasts and so on, Fabers didn’t even correct the gram-
matical error in the dedication.

Later, a cheap paperback edition appeared in this
country with a number of misprints and a comic cover,
and went into a couple of reprints. This present new edi-
tion is beautifully printed without blemish on good paper.
I'm delighted to see it, and must admit that I read it
through again without too much impatience.

It's about an isolated community, four members of
which gradually find out, first, how isolated the com-
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munity really is and, second, how isolated it isn’t. The
American publishers gave away where the community is
in one sense by christening their edition “Starship”. No
doubt hardened sf readers would soon guess this much
any way, but a number of other readers found that parti-
cular twist something of a revelation.

Plot and story are one; what the characters find out,
the reader also discovers. This still seems to me a sound
plan, though it is open to the objection voiced by one of
Thomas Love Peacock’s characters in, I think, “Headlong
Hall” ; this fellow has been shown round one of those
intricate landscaped gardens stuffed with grottoes, hermits,
weeping willows, pagodas, and the other marvels that our
ancestors enjoyed at the turn of last century, and the
proud owner says that he has added to the principles of the
picturesque and the beautiful the element of surprise;
whereupon Mr. Milestone asks in all innocence, “But, sir,
what happens when one walks round your garden a second
time?”

Well, at least the picturesque and the beautiful are still
there in “Non-Stop”—though I must admit that some of
the original reviewers couldn’t take them in the first place.
My thought-sensitive rats and rabbits and moths are a bit
much, I suppose, and The Times Literary Supplement
chap called me a “maniac Beatrix Potter”, a label I tried
to get the publishers to use in their publicity, without
success. On the other hand, Frederick Laws in the Daily
Telegraph concluded a long and sympathetic review by
saying that “The situation is worked out with far less
trickery and much more human understanding and enter-
tainment than can be found in the most admired detective
stories”, and most other professional reviewers seemed
to agree. What did the fan reviewers say? Frankly, I
forget.

If I had to rewrite the novel now—perish the thought!
—I might polish off the ending in less of a hurry, and cut
down on some of the picturesque ; there would be fewer
moustaches hanging over mutants’ bunks. I am surer of
my audience now, or surer of its intelligence and the indul-

—continued on page 48



BOOMERANG

by E. C. Tubb

They found me at last: that was inevitable, a man cannot
think of everything at once. They found me and were not
gentle but even those cold, supposedly emotionless up-
holders of the law were curious.

“Marlow, why did you do it?”

I smiled and did not answer.

The officer at the police station asked the same question ;
the lawyer they briefed for my defence, the doctor who
reluctantly treated my bruises, the dour man who brought
my food, even the psychiatrist they permitted to visit my
cell. To him only I gave the answer, confident that he
would understand.

“I hated him.”

“Granger?”

“Of course.”

“I see.” His long, pale face turned even paler. “You hated
him and so—"

“I did what had to be done.” I smiled at him. “You do
understand, don’t you?”

He said he did but I knew that he lied. He did not under-
stand, could not understand. He was too staid, had too
many censors for hatred to become anything more than an
unpleasant emotion.

He did not realize how strong hate could be. To some
men it is stronger than fear or love or sex. It grows like a
living thing so that everything associated with the object
of hatred becomes contaminated and is hated in turn.
Granger’s wife, his family, his friends, even his house and
other possessions.

I had begun by hating Granger. I grew to hate everything
connected with him. I had had to act before that hatred
had grown to encompass the world on which he lived. I
lacked the power to destroy a world.

So I burned his house, poisoned his friends, mutilated his
pets and did things to his family which caused certain
members of the jury to vomit when they heard the details.
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But Granger himself I did not touch. Death, to him, would
have been a relief and I hated him too much to be merci-
ful. Let him live—and remember.

For myself I had no fear. There was no death penalty
but if there was it wouldn’t have mattered. They could kill
me if they wished. They could slash my brain with their
electronic probes and kill my personality. They could do
anything to me they wished and the law permitted and I
wouldn’t object. No matter what they decided it wouldn’t
help Granger.

But the court had imagination.

The ship was small, a clumsy cargo carrier hastily im-
provised to take me where I was to go. Two guards shared
my misery and the three-man crew took a fiendish pleasure
in crushing me with high-G acceleration, tearing me apart
with the nausea of free fall and forgetting to drug me so
that I experienced the hell of Transition.

Later, when I had recovered, they left me alone in the
padded steel of my cell while we glided across the wastes
between the stars.

Time is a peculiar thing. At times it rushes by like a
torrent, at others it crawls like a smail. For me, alone in a
lightless cell, it seemed to halt, to hang suspended so that
at times I screamed and beat my head against the wall
merely to convince myself that I was still alive.

And, with the solitude, came the voices.

It took me a long time to realize just what the voices
were and even then I never discovered whether it was in-
tended that I should hear them or not. A trick of acoustics,
perhaps, a transmitted vibration that, when the circum-
stances were right, permitted me to overhear the conversa-
tions of the others. Not all of them and not all the time,
but enough to tell me what was intended and where we
were going.

To a planet called Hades a hundred and sixty light years
from Earth.

To a rough, newly discovered world on which I was to
be dropped and there left to die or survive.

Some of this I had known from the sentence of the court
but what I learned from the voices was more than that.
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Hades was a terror-world. Hades was a world of rumour
and speculation, still under quarantine, mentioned among
spacemen with whispers if at all. A freak world of—?

But the voices never discussed detail and it was a long
time before their brief references to the ‘cargo’ brought
realization that the ‘cargo’ was myself.

They amused me, those voices, for what could be worse
than death? And, to me, death was nothing. Though, when,
without warning, I screamed in the horror of Transition
and knew that the journey was nearing its end, I would
have preferred to die. It is no accident that drugs are used
at such times. No accident either that, for a second time, I
was forgotten.

Hate, as I knew, is contagious.

“All right, Marlow!” The door opened and I blinked in
the brilliance streaming through the door. “Up and out!”

I stumbled and fell as I left the cell. No one helped me to
rise. I staggered along the corridor, my eyes burning from
the unaccustomed lighting, then was jerked to a halt by a
sally port. The hatch was open, the sunshine outside was
brighter even than the lights of the ship. A rope ladder
swung down to a clearing beneath.

“Home,” said one of the guards. “How do you like it?”

I held on to the edge of the port and waited until I could
see. Below me stretched a matted jungle surrounding a
small clearing. Mountains raised blue heads on the horizon
and the arid sands of a desert showed to the right. I turned
and caught a glimpse of what could have been an ocean.
The horizon was very close. Hades was a tiny planet.

“The air is thin but you’ll breathe,” said the guard. “The
gravity is low, less than that of Mars, but you’ll get used
to it.” He shoved me towards the rope ladder. “Outside,
Marlow, and say hello to your neighbours.”

“But—"

“Outside!” The shove grew harder. “Climb down or
jump, it’s all the same to us.”

“If T jump I'll break my legs.”

“S0?” This time the shove almost threw me clear of the
port. I stepped out and gripped the swaying ladder.

“Wait!” Their faces looked down at me. “Don’t I get
anything? A knife, medical gear, weapons, food?”



“You keep your life, Marlow. Think yourself lucky.”

“How long will I keep it without equipment?”

“That’s your worry, Marlow.” A guard thrust his leg
from the sally port, his boot aimed at my face. “Now get
moving you—!"

I dropped, letting the rope of the ladder burn my hands,
avoiding a broken nose by an inch of space and a split
second of time. The ship began to rise before I had reached
the ground, lifting on its humming anti-gravity engines, the
ladder swaying like a trailing strand of cotton beneath the
- rounded belly. T fell faster, releasing my hold and falling
heavily to the ground. Soft loam and the low gravity saved
me from broken bones but even so I was winded and
stunned.

When I discovered the sun was dropping towards the
horizon the ship had vanished, and I was alone.

It was a long night. There was nothing I could do but
sit in the clearing and think. It was not wholly dark—the
brilliant stars saw to that—but it was a weak light full of
shadows and unknown menace.

At first I sat waiting for death, wishing that it would
come, getting impatient when it did not. Then, as the de-
mands of my body registered on my mind, I wished for
food, water, the comfort of a fire. Then, because I am a
human animal and the instinct of the human animal is to
survive, I recognised the challenge for what it was.

The court had decreed the worst punishment it could
devise within the letter of the law.

I had been dumped, almost naked and defenceless, on an
alien planei, there to die or survive.

Very well, I would accept the challenge. They expected
me to die—I would survive. They hated me—I would baffle
them with success. And, by so doing, prove who was the
stronger.

Dawn came and put the seal on my resolve.

The first necessity was water: I found it in the dew all
about me. The second was food: I ate three succulent fruits
from a bush. The third was for weapons: I made myself a
spear from a spined branch and a club from a knotted
growth.
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Then my stomach heaved up the poison I had swallowed
with the water.

I vomited the chewed fruits and collapsed in a sweating
bout of cramped agony, my muscles jerking as if I'd taken
strychnine. Insects from my spear and club emerged to
cover my flesh with points of fire.

I rolled on the ground until it was night and slept until
it was dawn.

The water was not poisoned, only the leaves from which
I had licked it and not every leaf exuded poison. The fruits
had contained toxins but not all of the fruits were
dangerous. The insects made their homes only in certain
growths.

It took time to discover all this. It took days of writhing
agony and nights of sweating pain before I learned which
water could be drunk, which fruits eaten. I lost count of
the gambles I took with death. Days and night flowed into
one as I used the only testing laboratory I possessed, my
own body, to test and taste, to eat and wait, to sample and
reject.

And my area of exploration was still confined to the
clearing.

Slowly I began to venture further afield. My clothing
rotted and was replaced by leaves strung together with
vines. I carried a bag of tested fruits over one shoulder, a
hollowed gourd of water at my waist. I carried a spear and
a short club. I was a civilised man and looked like a
savage.

I headed towards the sea.

From the ship I had caught a glimpse of it and it could
not be far. By the side of the ocean I would be able to
defend myself from the things I had heard humming and
blundering through the jungle. I could catch edible fish, per-
haps, rig up a still, build a fire and make a shelter.

Dreams, perhaps, but what had I left? I had been in-
credibly lucky up to now and it was a luck which could
not last. I had been thrown back to the primitive and had
met the challenge. How long I could continue to meet it
rested on chance and my own endeavours.

The jungle surrounded the clearing, the edges withered
and stunted as if, at one time, the area had been purified by
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flame. It probably had. The investigation ships took no
chances and blasted a clearing before landing. This was the
one they must have made.

Twenty yards within the jungle I blundered into some-
thing soft, yielding and horrible. I tore myself free from
the strand and ran back towards the clearing. High above,
hidden by the riotous growth, something scrabbled and then
fell silent.

I penetrated the jungle at another point and went fifty
yards before spotting a hanging strand. I circled it, caught
a glimpse of a shimmering web-like thing high in the trees
and tried to forget what a low gravity, high rate of revolu-
tion, over-oxygenised air and tropical warmth would do
for an insect population.

And then I saw the animal.

It was dead, of an unfamiliar shape, but there could be
no mistaking the cause of death. The nymphs were still
gnawing at its flesh, their mandibles tearing deeper into the
hollowed corpse. I thought of wasps and their habits, how
they paralysed their victims, laid their eggs on the living
flesh which provided food for the new-hatched young. But
this animal was as big as a horse, the nymphs as large as
rats.

Hades was well-named.

Knowledge is a peculiar thing. Ignorance had given me
strength. I had managed to survive only because I had not
known of, or recognised, the dangers around me. I had
found food, water, clothing of a kind and weapons of a
fashion only because I hadn’t guessed at the futility of
trying to survive at all. I had even planned on reaching the
sea but, now I knew what surrounded me, my world had
shrunken to the dimensions of the clearing.

And the clearing itself was closing around me.

It was getting harder to find edible food. I had stripped
the bushes and had to go further afield and the jungle was
thrusting into the open space with the fecund life of the
tropics. In a short while there would be no clearing and
the things which waited in the trees would rush to fill the
empty gap.

I had to reach the sea.



It took planning and time and a screaming awareness of
danger. Food and water had to be gathered and saved,
weapons readied, protective clothing made as best I could.
I gambled again and lost and almost died of a raging fever,
shivering all the time and vomiting blood. The episode
terrified me, I dared not gamble again. I took up what I
had and marched towards the jungle. I entered it, probed
my way into it, then halted as sound screamed from above.

I knew that sound ; there was none other like it in the
- universe. It was the sound of a man-made body splitting the
air. The sound of a ship of space making a landing.

It was Granger.

I should have expected it. He stood just outside the
ship, the pistol in his hand, his eyes widening as they saw
me. I slowed my pace, watching his eyes. I had hated him
with a hatred so consuming that it had driven me to frenzy.
That hatred hadn’t died.

“Granger!”

“Marlow!” He stared at me. “Is it really you?”

“Who else did you expect?”

“My God,” he said. Then again. “My God!”

“Take me away from here, Granger.” I had advanced
until I could see the lines of suffering on his face. “Please
take me away from here.”

“Why should 1?” He raised the pistol in his hand “Stay
where you are, Marlow.”

I flung the spear.

It was a clumsy weapon and I was unpractised. It turned
a little in the air, not much but enough to strike him with
the shaft instead of the point. He staggered then recovered,
the pistol spouting a shaft of energy towards me. His aim
was bad, worse than mine, the bolt missed and blasted a
tree to splinters. I had reached the edge of the jungle before
he could fire again.

“You came to gloat, didn’t you, Granger?” I shouted.
“You thought that I was dead.” I laughed at him. “Fool,
did you think that I was as weak as you? Your wife is
dead, your children, your friends, but I'm still alive. I'm
alive and I shall stay alive. Remember that, Granger, when
you think of the past.”

He fired as I knew he would and I heard the thunder of
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the shot as it incinerated the jungle. I laughed again from
where I had thrown myself, then again as his third shot
stabbed the air.

Granger came after me.

A man is a small target; when hidden among under-
growth he is almost invisible. I had experienced the jungle,
Granger had not. I showed myself, ducked as he fired, then
heard him fire again, this time the blast aimed upwards.
One of the strands had obviously caught him. This time he
burned his way clear. The next?

I wished I knew how many charges he carried in his gun.

The same thought must have occurred to Granger for
he held his fire. I could hear him threshing about, the
sounds seeming to die. I laughed, threw a stone at a bush,
was rewarded by a flash of fire which, strangely, missed the
target I had provided.

“Granger!” I listened for his answer. “Granger, you
fool! Given up already?”

I felt a sudden fear. Had he given up, returned to his
ship? If I could somehow catch him in the jungle then the
ship would be mine and my hate, at last, satiated.

“Marlow!”

He was behind me, the gun is his hand aimed at my
feet. I sprang, raced to safety and heard his crashing be-
hind me. Fast as I ran I was wary. The thin strands were
hard to see and once one of them caught my arm, ripping
skin before I could tear loose.

“Marlow!” The shout held panic. “Marlow, for God’s
sake!”

I laughed and ran and then, suddenly, I had fallen. I felt
the sting and the growing numbness. I looked up at horror
and fainted as I felt the slimy wetness on my stomach.

I opened my eyes and looked at Granger.

He stood, the gun poised easily in his hand, his eyes
remote as they stared at me.

“You were clever, Marlow,” he said evenly. “But not
clever enough. I had learned about this place before I
came.”

I tried to speak, felt my vocal chords move and a whisper

11



of sound pass my lips. I could not lift my head and look at
myself.

“You're caught, Marlow,” said Granger, “Caught in your
own trap.” He raised his head, looked up into the trees.
“Can you see that branch? The one with the three fruits
growing on it? I know that you can.” He lifted the gun,
fired, lowered it all in one easy motion. Fire blossomed
where the fruits had been.

“I could have killed you at any moment,” he said. “Did
you honestly believe that I could miss so often?”

I tried to speak again. He listened to my whispers.

“Mercy?” He shook his head. “What is that?”

The paralysis rose higher. Soon I would be able to move
only my eyes. Soon not even that.

“Do you know what is going to happen to you?”
Granger smiled. “Of course you do. You will live a long
time, every second of it a torment of anticipation. Then
the eggs will hatch and the anticipation will be over. Then
the real torment will begin.”

Sweat baded my forehead.

“I could save you,” said Granger. “I could remove the
eggs, take you back to the ship, cleanse you of the poison.
I could even take you back to Earth.” He stared into my
eyes. “But why should I?”

He left me then, I heard his footsteps rustle away from
me and I was left staring up into the lowering trees towards
the parent of the things on my stomach. Bitterly I closed
my eyes and then found that I could no longer open them.

Locked in the paralysis of my body I could only think
and wait.

I would have gone mad but for one thing.

Granger didn’t mean it. Granger couldn’t mean it. He
would leave me awhile and then he would return and save
me. Even when I heard the whine of the departing ship I
believed that. I had to believe that.

No one could hate me so much. .
—E. C. TUBB
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My first reactions to this story were—Great stuff, but of
course I can’t print it’ . .. my next reaction was ‘Why on
earth not?’ It is not the sort of thing usually discussed in
science fiction—or anywhere else, for that matter—but if
SF is going to grow up perhaps it’s time we stopped talking
about what is proper for the genre.

COMING-OF-AGE
DAY

by A. K. Jorgensson

I was ten and I still had not seen them! You didn’t
expect to see a woman’s unless you were lucky, which a
very few boys at my school professed to be. But nearly
everyone my age knew what a man’s looked like.

But you got some funny answers.

“You’re too young,” said a squit about half my size, and
another very big boy nodded agreement.

“We don’t want to do any harm,” the big one said, wisely
as it turned out. His voice was already breaking, and I
think he was on the change.

“We're not going to tell you.” There were a number of
small knots in the playground that took a secretive line, and
whispered with their backs to everybody. I belonged to a
loose group of boys who, looking back, I would say were
intelligent and sensitive and from better homes. Their in-
terests were academic, or real hobbies. But I was a little
contemptuous of their ignorance and softness. And I ended
up hanging about behind a group led by a capable boy, or
breaking roughly into a fighting gang, having a punch-up
and then going to skip with the girls. I tried everything. I
was nobody’s buddy. But a few groups could expect to rely
on me if they needed an extra hand to defend themselves
against a rough bunch or to try a good game. “Go and get
Rich Andrews,” someone would say ; “he’ll play.”

They got me one day after school for a very secret meet-
ing on the waste plot between the churchyard and the play-
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ing fields. Guards were out at the edge of the bushes. We
had to enter over the churchyard wall. And we had to
crouch to approach the spot, crawling along the bottoms of
craters left between bulldozed heaps and tips of earth.

It was a good hide-out behind a solid screen of leaves,
deep in the bushes. Churchill was there, so was Edwards
and my friend Pete Loss. They had started something, and
I saw it was a bit dubious, because Churchill and Gimble
were in a little arbour away from the others, and though I
could not see much, they had their trousers down.

“What’s up?” I asked Pete.

“Oh they’re playing sexy-lovers,” said Pete.

“Why? What’s the idea?”

“D’you know all about it?” he asked. “I don’t s’pose
you do. Oh, I did it once. It’s not much. Old Churchill
thinks he’s got a better way. It gives him a thrill.”

“I don’t like it,” I said. I was curious and afraid, but
hoped I sounded like you should when someone’s trying to
get one up on you and you’re not having any.

“Come on,” I urged Pete. “Let’s go.”

“They want to show you,” he said.

“Oh, I know all about that,” I lied. “I'm not going to
play pansy for that dirty beast Churchill.”

It took more urging, but when I made a move Pete came
too. The guards tried to stop us, as though they had designs
on me. I shouted, “Stop it! I shall shout! Aw, come on;
play the game,” and they let me go. But they persuaded
Pete to stay.

I got away and of course kept quiet. And lost another
chance to know all about sex. It was the time for sex-
education, of course, and this gave me a fair technical
knowhow, but I didn’t have the practical experience. I
hesitated to muck about and the teachers didn’t exactly
encourage it: also, my parents were a bit strict. So I left it.

It was after that party in the bushes that controversy
arose. Someone said to Churchill:

“You nit. You don’t just play about with it. And you
don’t just get hairy all round. You get something put there
at the right age. It’s the operation!”

“I don’t care about the operation,” he said. “You can do
this—” and he described masturbation openly enough to
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make me feel hot. Miss Darlington was getting close and I
was afraid she’d overhear. She had an A.1 pot on her front.

They silenced as she approached, but I heard Elkes say
under his breath to Churchill, “Look at their pots! That's
where they keep their sex organs. You get outside ones
put on your inside ones. Darlie’s got a big male thing on
hers, it sticks out a mile.”

Quite frankly, this horrified me. I had always wondered
whether all the hairiness of men came up from the private
place and how large the organs grew. But separate adult
bathing had come a few years before my first swim, and if
they did wear these things on the beach, you couldn’t tell
them from pot bellies. It sounded like a book I had read
which said how pot bellies grew on adolescents now where-
as it used to be only old men and middle-aged women. 1
wondered what lay behind that expression “pot belly.” It
made me feel funny even to think of it. But it also made
me feel sad, just as a fuller sexual awareness did later. You
‘never know which gives more satisfaction—the relief of the
sexual act, or the retention of that inner virile feeling when
you have refrained for a good while. And there is a sort of
dimension that is all power and mind and strength, that the
physical conditions don’t seem to improve or improve upon.

In the old days, I am told, there used to be more explicit
sexual bits in the films. But on television these days, as in
the theatre, they are very cagey. I heard one master from
the upper school, who is reputed to be a wild unrestrained
type, call this a second Victorian Age. According to him,
every time we get a queen reigning to a ripe old age, it’s -
nearing the end of the century: and people are afraid the
millennium will come at the end of 1999. So what with one
thing and another, they are fearfully prudish.

Which is ridiculous, because when the naked torso was
the fashion they could not have hidden the pot-bellied
things they wear these days.

I asked my father one day what happened when people
got pot-bellied.

“You know all about that from school, surely, son.”

“Well, no, it’s the one thing they’ve never taught us.”

“Why did you want to know? It’s not always good to
know these things.”
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“Well, I didn’t—I mean, well, the boys at school talk
about it in the playground. I'm getting pretty big now, dad,
nearly eleven. I ought to know what they mean by now.”

“I see. I shall have to talk to your head teacher, Rich, I
can see that. Anyway, pot bellies are just when people get
fat around the lower part of the abdomen. People eat too
much these days.”

“Oh . . . Only they said at school it wasn’t that. Gluttony
is frowned on now, and drinking too much. But people still
have—"

“That is enough, Rich. In a year or two you will be
grown up enough to be able to understand. In the mean-
time you have had at least two years of education in
biology, and you know all about the primitive sex
processes.”

I knew when to be quiet. Parents were not so strict in the
middle of the twentieth century, so the history books say,
and it was a bad thing. I wonder if that is why people are
ashamed and hide their sexual excesses now. Do as I say
and not as I do, etcetera—unwilling hypocrisy, but they
can’t help it. But that mention of “primitive” sex, it foxed
me, because Edwards asked at school what “primitive”
meant, and was told that it referred to an early form before
it developed. Well, there are two sorts of development,
natural maturation and scientific application, and I do not
believe the scientific part has been explained to us yet.

Before I peeped and saw, I had just about worked it out.
It was a diffident sort of guess, but I reckon it proves what
Socrates said. People may not believe me, but I was on the
right lines. It was more than those funny ideas I had as a
small boy—that people grew their tails long, or that they
carried a little hairy monkey about inside their trousers.
I tied it up with the artificial creation of living tissue over
twenty years ago. These days they are always coming up
with new forms of living tissue: they can give you a new
body for an old one in bits or in toto nowadays. And they
have perfected their methods so much that the so-called
artificial one is better than the natural one. After all, they
have eliminated all those subtle differences between the
chemical product and the equivalent natural one, which
was one major advance in many.
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Now if you see people lose a leg, as I did once (rather,
it had to be removed later) and a few months later they’ve
grown a new one, why not improve on the natural, or
primitive, sexual organs? I am beginning to agree with an
aunt of mine who, in an episode I won’t relate, told me
there was no pleasure in sex ; the sensation of pleasure was
in the mind, not the organ or nerve. Well, what if you did
get a better organ? If you’re not much of a chap anyway,
it would do you no good unless it had a psychological im-
provement on your confidence.

I have more evidence of this point. The only other clue
I had before 1 was 13 and registered as an adolescent was
hearing a conversation between two old men: all they did
was complain that the new pot bellies had not solved
people’s sexual problems after all.

Except the time when I peeped. It was on the beach one
day when the sun was very hot and a lot of people were
sat perspiring in their many light clothes. All of a sudden a
woman began to scream and clutch at the lower part of her
body, as if to pull something off. After a while women
started gathering round and trying to help. But she was
desperate and tore her costume, an enveloping thing, until
this sort of huge fleshy roll could be seen clinging to her.
It could have been a flabby woman’s breast, or a fantastic
roll of fat, but this would be a bit too unlikely, I reckon.
The woman pulled at it, and it gave and stretched out like
a tentacle and—“Get away! You nasty little boy. How dare
you peep! Go away.” After a screech like that I crawled
away.

% * *

Going to