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Titere will come soft rains 

HE house was a good house and had been 
- planned and built by the people who were to 

live in it, in the year 1980. The house was like 
many another house in that year; it fed and slept 
and entertained its inhabitants, and made a good 
life for them. The man and wife and their two 
children lived at ease there, and lived happily, 
even while the world trembled. All of the fine 
things of living, the warm things, music and poetry, 
books that talked, beds that warmed and made 
themselves, fires that built themselves in the fire­
places of evenings, were in this house, and living 
there was a contentment. 

And then one day the world shook and there was 
an explosion followed by ten thousand explosions 
and red fire in the sky and a rain of ashes and radio­
activity, and the happy time was over. 

In the living room the voice-clock sang. Tick-
tock, seven A.M. o'clock, time to get up! as if it 
were afraid nobody would. The house lay 
empty. The clock talked on into the empty 
morning. 

The kitchen stove sighed and ejected 
from its warm interior eight eggs, sunny 
side up, twelve bacon slices, two coffees, 
and two cups of hot cocoa. Seven nine, 
breakfast time, seven nine. 

"Today is April 28th, 1985," said a 
phonograph voice in the kitchen ceiling. 
"Today, remember, is Mr. Featherstone's 
birthday. Insurance, gas, light and water 
bills are due." 

Somewhere in the walls, relays clicked, 
memory tapes glided under electric eyes. 
Recorded voices moved beneath steel nee­
dles: 

Eight one, run, run, off to school, off to 
work, run, run, ticktock, eight one o'clock! 

But no doors slammed, no carpets took 
the quick tread of rubber heels. Outside, 
it was raining. The voice of the weather 
box on the front door sang quietly: 
"Rain, rain, go away, rubbers, raincoats 
for today." And the rain tapped on the roof. 

At eight thirty the eggs were shriveled. An alu­
minum wedge scraped them into the sink, where 
hot water whirled them down a metal throat which 
digested and flushed them away to the distant sea. 

Nine fifteen, sang the clock, time to clean. 
Out of warrens in the wall, tiny mechanical mice 

darted. The rooms were acrawl with the small 
cleaning animals, all rubber and metal. They 
sucked up the hidden dust, and popped back in 
their burrows. 

Jen o'clock. The sun came out from behind the 
ram. The house stood alone on a street where all 
the other houses were rubble and ashes. At night, 
the ruined town gave off a radioactive glow which 
could be seen for miles. 

Ten fifteen. The garden sprinkler filled the soft 
morning air with golden fountains. The water 
tinkled over the charred west side of the house 
where it had been scorched evenly free of its white 
paint. The entire face of the house was black, save 
for five places. Here, the silhouette, in paint, of 
a man mowing a lawn. Here, a woman bent to pick 
flowers. Still farther over, their images burned on 
wood in one titanic instant, a small boy, hands 
flung in the air—higher up, the image of a thrown 
ball—and opposite him a girl, her hands raised to 
catch a ball which never came down. 

The five spots of paint—the man, the woman, 
the boy, the girl, the ball—remained. The rest was 
a thin layer of charcoal. 

The gentle rain of the sprinkler filled the garden 
with falling light. 

Until this day, how well the house had kept its 
peace. How carefully it had asked, "Who goes 
there?" and getting no reply from rains and lonely 
foxes and whining cats, it had shut up its windows 
and drawn the shades. If a spafrow brushed a win­

dow, the shade snapped up. The bird, startled, flew 
off! No, not even an evil bird must touch the house. 

And inside, the house was like an altar with nine 
thousand robot attendants, big and small, servicing, 
attending, singing in choirs, even though the gods 
had gone away and the ritual was meaningless. 

A dog whined, shivering, on the front porch. 
The front door recognized the dog voice and 

opened. The dog padded in wearily, thinned to the 
bone, covered with sores. It tracked mud on the 
carpet. Behind it whirred the angry robot mice, 
angry at having to pick up mud and maple leaves, 
which, carried to the burrows, were dropped down 
cellar tubes into an incinerator which sat like an 
evil Baal in a dark corner. 

The dog ran upstairs, hysterically yelping at each 
door. It pawed the kitchen door wildly. 

Behind the door, the stove was making pan­
cakes which filled the whole house with their odor. 
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The dog frothed, ran insanely, spun in a circle, 
biting its tail, and died. 

It lay in the living room for an hour. 
One o'clock. 
Delicately sensing decay, the regiments of mice 

hummed out of the walls, soft as blown leaves, their 
electric eyes glowing. 

One fifteen. 
The dog was gone. 
The cellar incinerator glowed suddenly and a 

whirl of sparks leaped up the flue. 
Two thirty-five. 
Bridge tables sprouted from the patio walls. 

Playing cards fluttered onto pads in a shower of 
pips. Martinis appeared on an oaken bench. 

But the tables were silent, the cards untouched. 
At four thirty the tables folded back into the 

walls. 
Five o'clock. The bathtubs filled with clear hot 

water. A safety razor dropped into a wall-mold, 
ready. 

Six, seven, eight, nine o'clock. 
Dinner made, ignored, and flushed away; dishes 

washed; and in the study, the tobacco stand pro­
duced a cigar, half an inch of gray ash on it, smok­
ing, waiting. The hearth fire bloomed up all by 
itself, out of nothing. 

Nine o'clock. The beds began to warm their hid­
den circuits, for the night was cool. 

A gentle click in the study wall. A voice spoke 
from above the crackling fireplace: 

"Mrs. McClellan, what poem would you like to 
hear this evening?" 

The house was silent. 
The voice said, "Since you express no preference, 

I'll pick a poem at random." Quiet music rose be­
hind the voice. "Sara Teasdale. A favorite of 
yours, as I recall. 

"There will come soft rains and the smell of the 
ground. 

And swallows circling with their shimmering 
sound; 

And frogs in the pools singing at night. 
And wild plum-trees in tremulous white. 

Robins will wear their feathery fire 
Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire; 

And not one will know of the war, not one 
Will care at last when it is done. 

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree, 
If mankind perished utterly; 

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn. 
Would scarcely know that we were gone." 

The voice finished the poem. The empty chairs 
faced each other between the silent walls, 
and the music played. 

At ten o'clock, the house began to die. 
The wind blew. The bough of a falling 

tree smashed the kitchen window. Clean­
ing solvent, bottled, crashed on the stove. 

"Fire!" screamed voices. "Fire!" Water 
pumps shot down water from the ceilings. 
But the solvent spread under the doors, 
making fire as it went, while other voices 
took up the alarm in chorus. 

The windows broke with heat and the 
wind blew in to help the fire. Scurrying wa­
ter rats, their copper wheels spinning, 
squeaked from the walls, squirted their 
water, ran for more. 

Too late! Somewhere, a pump stopped. 
The ceiling sprays stopped raining. The 
reserve water supply, which had filled 
baths and washed dishes for many silent A 
days, was gone. 

The fire crackled upstairs, ate paint­
ings, lay hungrily in the beds! It de­
voured every room. 

The house was shuddering, oak bone on bone, 
the bared skeleton cringing from the heat, all the 
wires revealed as if a surgeon had torn the skin off 
to let the red veins quiver in scalded air. Voices 
screamed, "Help, help, fire, run!" Windows 
snapped open and shut, like mouths, undecided. 
Fire, rim! the voices wailed a tragic nursery rhyme, 
and the silly Greek chorus faded as the sound-wires 
popped their sheathings. Ten dozen high, shrieking 
voices died, as emergency batteries melted. 

IN OTHER parts of the house, in the last instant 
under the fire avalanche, other choruses could be 

heard announcing the time, the weather, appoint­
ments, diets; playing music, reading poetry in the 
fiery study, while doors opened and slammed and 
umbrellas appeared at the doors and put themselves 
away—a thousand things happening, like the in­
terior of a clock shop at midnight, all clocks strik­
ing, a merry-go-round of squeaking, whispering, 
rushing, until all the film spools were burned and 
fell, and all the wires withered and the circuits 
cracked. 

In the kitchen, an instant before the final col­
lapse, the stove, hysterically hissing, could be seen 
making breakfasts at a psychopathic rate, ten dozen 
pancakes, six dozen loaves of toast. 

The crash! The attic smashing kitchen down into 
cellar and subcellar. Deep freeze, armchairs, film-
tapes, beds, were thrown in a cluttered mound deep 
under. 

Smoke and silence. 
Dawn shone faintly in the east. In the ruins, 

one wall stood alone. Within the wall, a voice said, 
over and over again and again, even as the sun rose 
to shine upon the heaped rubble and steam; 

"Today is April 29th, 1985. Today is April 29th, 
1985. Today is . . ." THE END 

The Selection There Will Come Soft Rains, by Sara Teasdale, from FLAME AND 
SHADOW, copyright 1920 by The Macntitlaii Company and used with their permission 

« -4»ll^r 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

" G e t t i n i ; '] h e B o a t R e a c h , " i)\ Dmi-lass Crockuell. Number 42 ill the series •'Home Life in America.' 

B. eer belongs... ^njoy it 
I n this home-loving land of ours . . . in this America of kindliness, of 

friendship, of good-hiunored tolerance . . . perhaps no beverages are 

inore "at home" on more occasions than good American h(>er and ale. 

For beer and ale are the kinds of beverag(\s Americans like. The\' 

belong—to pleasant living, to good fellowship, to scnsil^le moderation. 

And oiu- right to enjoy tliem. this too lielongs —to our own American 

heritage of personal freedom. 
At mealtime 

AMERICA'S BEVERAGE OF MODERATION '̂î ^̂  
^•S'OO^" 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



what’s going on?

He doesn’t know which of us I am these days, but they know one truth.
You must own nothing but yourself. You must make your own life, live
your own life and die your own death…or else you will die another’s.
(“Fondly Fahrenheit,” 284)

▶ Write as much as you can about the details of language in this
passage: how do they work? How do their effects relate to the
overall structure or themes of the story? Who did the murders?

▶ pronoun confusion: he, us, I, they, you
▶ ambiguous words: must, own, another’s
▶ underspecified situation: “these days”
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discussion: is it hot in here?

▶ How does Bester use the device of the clue?

And the thermometer that day 91.9˚ gloriously Fahrenheit. (286)

And the thermometer in Dallas Brady’s workshop registered 98.1˚ beau-
tifully Fahrenheit. (291)

The thermometer in the power plant registered 100.9˚ murderously
Fahrenheit. All reet! All reet! (293)

“Only in the heat…The heat, all reet!” He looked at the android. (297)

10˚ fondly Fahrenheit. (302: the end)
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This use of mystery and crime as the storytelling structure for a com-
plex expression has also marked much of Bester’s science fiction, as you
know from the demolished man and from such F&SF stories as Star Light,
Star Bright or Time is the Traitor; and here is yet another study, at once vig-
orous and subtle, in the mystery of murder—and of character—in the
remote future . . . to which the author adds a striking literary experi-
ment which we think you’ll find as fascinating as any of the celebrated
technical devices in the demolished man, and more psychologically sig-
nificant.

[Anthony Boucher], editor’s note to “Fondly Fahrenheit,” F&SF 7, no. 2 (August 1954):
3, Internet Archive.

https://archive.org/details/Fantasy_Science_Fiction_v007n02_1954-08/page/n3/mode/2up


prime directive

Raised on its forehead in a cameo of flesh were the letters MA, indi-
cating that this was one of the rare multiple aptitude androids, worth
$57,000 on the current exchange. (286)

Robot QT-1 sat immovable. The burnished plates of his body gleamed
in the luxites, and the glowing red of the photoelectric cells that were
his eyes were fixed steadily upon the Earthman at the other side of the
table. (Asimov, “Reason,” 161)

Donovan snarled, “Wait till we get back to Base. Someone’s going to
pay for this. Those robots are guaranteed to be subordinate.” (Ibid.,
168)



“Eight thousand a year. That’s what it earns. No, Dallas. I’ve got to go
along with it.” (289)

“If only I’d inherited some guts instead of you.” (288)
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1950 The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction 1, no. 2

Bradbury, “There Will Come Soft Rains”
Bradbury, The Martian Chronicles
Knight, “To Serve Man,” Galaxy 1, no. 2 (November)

1951 Asimov, Foundation
1953 first Hugo awards at Philcon II
1954 Bester, “Fondly Fahrenheit,” F&SF 7, no. 2 (August)
1965 first Nebula awards given by SFWA



Bester: enthusiasms

Ah! science fiction, science fiction! I’ve loved it since its birth. I’ve
read it all my life, off and on, with excitement, with joy, sometimes with
sorrow.

I’d just finished reading and annotating Joyce’s Ulysses and would preach
it enthusiastically withouthout provocation.

Suffered from what later came to be known as TMA—too many apti-
tudes. By a fluke sold a story and dropped all the other A’s.

Bester, “My Affair with Science Fiction,” in Hell’s Cartographers: Some Personal Histories
of Science Fiction Writers, ed. Brian W. Aldiss and Harry Harrison (New York: Harper
& Row, 1975), 47, 49, 72.

Raised on its forehead in a cameo of flesh were the letters MA, indicat-
ing that this was one of the rare multiple aptitude androids…



Bester: grow up!

Read science-fiction and escape. That sentence is science-fiction’s past,
and from that past we have inherited the vestigial remnants—the Three
Immaturities that are plaguing us today, intellectually, emotionally and
technically….

Science-fiction can tell the reader the melting point of a solid on Mer-
cury, the freezing point of a gas on Neptune, the explosion point of a
nova in Andromeda, but it has no idea of the melting point, the freezing
point and the explosion point of a human being. Yet surely we will all
agree that the determination of these points must be the object of all
fiction.

“The Trematode: A Critique of Modern Science-Fiction,” in The Best Science-Fiction Sto-
ries: 1953, ed. Everett F. Bleiler and T. E. Dikty (New York: Frederick Fell, 1953), 12,
17–18.



1913 Alfred Bester b. NYC
1935 BA, University of Pennsylvania
1939 “The Broken Axiom,” Thrilling Wonder Stories 13, no. 2

(April)
1942–50 writing for DC Comics and radio drama
1953 The Demolished Man (Galaxy; Chicago: Shasta) wins the

first Hugo
1954 “Fondly Fahrenheit” (F&SF)
1956–57 Tiger!, Tiger! (Galaxy); The Stars My Destination (New

York: NAL)
1959 “Murder and the Android” (NBC, October 18)
1987 d.

Sources: Bester, “My Affair”; Jad Smith, Alfred Bester (Urbana: University of Illinois
Press, 2006), JSTOR.

https://archive.org/details/Thrilling_Wonder_Stories_v13n02_1939-04/page/n63/mode/2up
https://www-jstor-org.proxy.libraries.rutgers.edu/stable/10.5406/j.ctt1hrdn98


1922 Damon Knight b. Baker, OR
1941 member of the Futurians
1943 assistant editor, Popular Publications
1945 review of A.E. van Vogt, The World of Ā, in Destiny’s Child

fanzine
1950 “Not with a Bang,” F&SF 1, no. 2 (Winter–Spring)

“To Serve Man,” Galaxy 1, no. 2 (November)
1956 founder, Science Fiction Writers of America
1956 In Search of Wonder: Essays on Modern Science Fiction

(Chicago: Advent)
1966–80 editor, Orbit anthologies 1–21

Source: Malcolm Edwards, John Clute and David Langford, “Knight, Damon,” in The
Encyclopedia of Science Fiction (London: SFE), 2022.

https://www.fanac.org/fanzines/1940s_One_Shots/1940s13.pdf
https://archive.org/details/Fantasy_Science_Fiction_v001n02_1950-Winter-Spring_AK/page/n123/mode/2up
https://sf-encyclopedia.com/entry/knight_damon


For Adults Only

S
CIENCE fiction, everybody
agrees, or seems to, has finally

come of age. Hollywood, radio,

book publishers, and the slick maga-
zines are all, with the usual degraded
exceptions, buying and treating

science fiction intelligently.

.GALAXY Science Fiction pro-

poses to carry the maturity of this

type of literature into the science

fiction magazine field, where it is

now, unfortunately, somewhat hard
to find. It establishes a compound
break with both the lurid and the

stodgy traditions of s-f magazine
publishing. From cover design to

advertising selections, GALAXY
Science Fiction intends to be a ma-
ture magazine for mature readers

. . . mature in reading; age alone is

no assurance of maturity.

The cover design we are using is

proof of our break with the ama-
teur and/or shoddy tradition, and the

way it was selected is typical of our

respect for our potential readers.

We presented a number of experi-

mental cover designs to groups of

fans, authors, artists, and persons

with no interest at all in science fic-

tioh, and asked which they preferred.

Three out of four consulted chose

"our present design . . . and ex-

plained that they liked it, but

doubted if it had commercial ap-

peal. Three votes out of every four,

on a wide-scale survey, is commer-
cial enough to satisfy us. We never

were convinced, in any case, of the

actual commercial appeal of naked

maidens, prognathous youths in

winter underwear of gold lame, and
monsters that can exist only on the

- nutrients found in India ink and
Bristol board.

The cover, by David Stone, is the

resolution of several personal con-

flicts. Long a science fiction fan,

Stone is also an excellent artist who
was weary of tearing covers off mag,-

azines to avoid embarrassment. His

cover, he resolved, would not have

to be hidden from either parents or

friends. Having suffered thus our-

selves, we agreed, and no reader will

be ashamed to carry GALAXY.
If you will study our cover close-

ly, preferably with a magnifying

glass, you will find another reason

for pride. Stone’s fine painting has

been reproduced by a completely

new and revolutionary engraving

process! It is a continuous tone

method, developed by William
Guth, one of the country’s foremost

experimenters in color reproduction.

Like photography, this process vjses

a granular surface rather than me-
chanical dots, since no conventional

screen is used at all. The Guth

2 GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION

[H.L. Gold], editorial, Galaxy 1, no. 1 (October 1950): 3, Internet Archive.

https://archive.org/details/Galaxy_v01n01_1950-10/page/n3/mode/2up


If the conductor of this department has a mission, it is to propagandize
for adult science fiction of the sort that is carried in the other pages of
this magazine.

Groff Conklin, “Galaxy’s Five-Star Shelf,” Galaxy 1, no. 2 (November 1950): 87, Internet
Archive.

https://archive.org/details/galaxymagazine-1950-11/page/n87/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/galaxymagazine-1950-11/page/n87/mode/2up


man: served!

▶ What is the target of satire in “To Serve Man”?

▶ Which power is most like the postwar U.S. in the story?



man: served!

▶ What is the target of satire in “To Serve Man”?
▶ Which power is most like the postwar U.S. in the story?



next

▶ Ellison, “ ‘Repent, Harlequin!’ ” (Wesleyan)
▶ Dick, “We Can Remember…” (Wesleyan)
▶ Ellison, introduction to Dangerous Visions (Canvas)


