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      For my niece, Emily Harrison,
     
 
   
     
      who is in the Mars Generation
     
 
  
  
  
   
    

   
    
     ’Tis thought the king is dead; we will not stay.
    
 
   
    
     The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d
    
 
   
    
     And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven;
    
 
   
    
     The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth
    
 
   
    
     And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change;
    
 
   
    
     Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap,
    
 
   
    
     The one in fear to lose what they enjoy,
    
 
   
    
     The other to enjoy by rage and war:
    
 
   
    
     These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.
    
 
   
    
     —
     Richard II, by William Shakespeare
    
 
  
  
  
   
    

   
     
      PART I
     
 
  
  
  
   
    

   
     
      ONE
     
 
   
     
      PRESIDENT DEWEY CONGRATULATES NACA ON SATELLITE LAUNCH
     
 
   
    
     March 3, 1952—(AP)—The National Advisory Committee for Aeronautics successfully put its third satellite into orbit, this one with the capability of sending radio signals down to Earth and taking measurements of the radiation in space.
     
    
     The president denies that the satellite has any military purpose and says that its mission is one of scientific exploration.
    
 
   
    
     Do you remember where you were when the Meteor hit?
     
    
     I’ve never understood why people phrase it as a question, because of course you remember.
     
    
     I was in the mountains with Nathaniel.
     
    
     He had inherited this cabin from his father and we used to go up there for stargazing.
     
    
     By which I mean: sex.
     
    
     Oh, don’t pretend that you’re shocked.
     
    
     Nathaniel and I were a healthy young married couple, so most of the stars I saw were painted across the inside of my eyelids.
    
 
   
    
     If I had known how long the stars were going to be hidden, I would have spent a lot more time outside with the telescope.
    
 
   
    
     We were lying in the bed with the covers in a tangled mess around us.
     
    
     The morning light filtered through silver snowfall and did nothing to warm the room.
     
    
     We’d been awake for hours, but hadn’t gotten out of bed yet for obvious 
     reasons.
     
    
     Nathaniel had his leg thrown over me and was snuggled up against my side, tracing a finger along my collarbone in time with the music on our little battery-powered transistor radio.
    
 
   
    
     I stretched under his ministrations and patted his shoulder.
     
    
     “Well, well
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      TWO
     
 
   
     
      ANNOUNCER:
      This is the BBC World News for March 3, 1952. 
    
     Here is the news and this is Robert Robinson.
     
    
     In the early hours of the morning a meteorite struck just outside the capital of the United States of America with a force greater than the bombs at Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
     
    
     The resulting firestorm has swept out from Washington, D.C. for hundreds of miles.
    
 
   
    
     I kept running the numbers in my head after the radio finally, finally reported the news.
     
    
     It was easier than thinking about the big picture.
     
    
     About the fact that we lived in D.C.
     
    
     That we knew people there.
     
    
     That my parents were—
    
 
   
    
     From D.C., it would take a little over twenty-four minutes for the airblast to hit.
     
    
     I tapped the dashboard clock.
     
    
     “It should hit soon.”
    
 
   
    
     “Yeah.”
     
    
     My husband covered his face with his hands and leaned forward against the steering wheel.
     
    
     “Were your parents…?”
    
 
   
    
     “Home.
     
    
     Yes.”
     
    
     I could not stop shaking.
     
    
     The only breaths I could draw were too fast and too shallow.
     
    
     I clenched my jaw and held my breath for a moment, with my eyes squeezed shut.
    
 
   
    
     The seat shifted as Nathaniel wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close.
     
    
     He bowed his head over me so that I was sealed in a little cocoon of tweed and wool.
     
    
     His par
     ents had been older than mine and had passed away some years ago, so he knew what I needed, and just held me.
    
 
   
    
     “I just thought
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      THREE
     
 
   
     
      ANNOUNCER:
      This is the BBC World News for March 3, 1952. 
    
     Here is the news and I’m Raymond Baxter.
     
    
     As fires continue to rage on the east coast of the United States, other countries are beginning to see the first effects of this morning’s meteorite strike.
     
    
     Tidal waves are reported in Morocco, Portugal, and Ireland.
    
 
   
    
     As a Women Airforce Service Pilot during the Second World War, I often flew transport missions with planes that were barely airworthy.
     
    
     My little Cessna was more flyable than some of the planes I’d gotten off the ground as a WASP.
     
    
     Dusty and scuffed, yes, but after the most careful preflight check in the history of aviation, I got her airborne.
    
 
   
    
     As soon as we were up, I made a left bank to turn us south toward Charleston.
     
    
     We both knew it was probably futile, but I had to try.
     
    
     As the plane swung around, what remained of my irrational hope died.
     
    
     The sky to the east was a long dark wall of dust and smoke, lit from beneath by an inferno.
     
    
     If you’ve seen forest fires, you know a little of what this was like.
     
    
     The current fire stretched to the curvature of the Earth, as if someone had peeled back the mantle and opened a gateway into Hell itself.
     
    
     Streaks of fire lit the sky as ejecta continued to fall to the Earth.
     
    
     Flying into that would be madness.
    
 
   
    
     Everything to the east of the mountains had been flattened.
     
    
     The airblast had laid the trees out in weirdly neat 
     rows.
     
    
     In the seat beside me, just audible over the roar of the engine, Nathaniel moaned.
    
 
   
    
     I swallowed and swung the plane back around to the west.
     
    
     “We have about two hours of fuel.
     
    
     Suggestions?”
    
 
   
    
     Like me, he tended to do better if he had something to focus on.
     
    
     When his mother died, he built a deck in our backyard, and my husband is not terribly handy with a hammer.
    
 
   
    
     Nathaniel scrubbed his face and straightened.
     
    
     “Let’s see who’s out there?”
     
    
     He reached for the radio, which was still tuned to the Langley Tower.
     
    
     “Langley Tower, Cessna Four One Six Baker request VFR traffic advisories.
     
    
     Over.”
    
 
   
    
     Static answered him.
    
 
   
    
     “Any radio, Cessna Four One Six Baker request VFR traffic advisories.
     
    
     Over.”
    
 
   
    
     He dialed through the entire radio frequency, listening for someone broadcasting.
     
    
     He repeated his call on each while I flew.
     
    
     “Try the UHF.”
     
    
     As a civilian pilot, I should have just had a VHF radio, but because Nathaniel worked with the NACA we had a UHF installed as well so he could listen directly to pilots who were on test flights.
     
    
     We never cluttered the military channels by broadcasting, but today…?
     
    
     Today I just wanted anyone to answer.
     
    
     As we made our way west, the devastation lessened, but only in comparison to what lay behind us.
     
    
     Trees and buildings had been knocked down by the blast.
     
    
     Some were on fire, with no one to put them out.
     
    
     What had it been like, to not understand what was coming?
    
 
   
    
     “Unidentified Cessna, Sabre Two One, all nonessential air traffic is grounded.”
    
 
   
    
     At the sound of a living human, I started to weep again, but this was not a time to indulge in compromised vision.
     
    
     I blinked my eyes to clear them and focused on the horizon.
    
 
   
    
     “Roger, Sabre Two One, Cessna Four One Six Baker, request advice on clear landing areas.
     
    
     Heading two seven zero.”
    
 
   
    
     “One Six Baker, copy that.
     
    
     I’m right above you.
     
    
     Where the hell are you coming from?”
     
    
     His voice had the telltale hiss and rattle of an oxygen mask, and behind that was the thin whine of a jet engine.
     
    
     Looking back and up, I could just make out the F-86, and his wingman farther back, gaining on us.
     
    
     They would have to circle, because their stall speed was faster than my little Cessna could fly.
    
 
   
    
     “Hell seems pretty accurate.”
     
    
     Nathaniel rubbed his forehead with his free hand.
     
    
     “We were in the Poconos when the meteorite hit.”
    
 
   
    
     “Jesus, One Six Baker.
     
    
     I just flew over that.
     
    
     How are you alive?”
    
 
   
    
     “I’ve got no idea.
     
    
     So
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      FOUR
     
 
   
     
      90 DIE IN IRAN EARTHQUAKE
     
 
   
    
     TEHERAN, Iran, March 3, 1952—(Reuters)—Ninety persons were killed and 180 injured in earthquakes in LaRistan and Bastak in southern Iran.
     
    
     Teheran Radio announced today that the earthquakes are believed to have been triggered by the Meteor impact in North America.
    
 
   
    
     The sun had set in a vivid vermilion, with copper and streaks of dark gold.
     
    
     We might well have been transported to Mars based on the red sky arching over us.
     
    
     The ruddy light stained everything, so that even the white picket fence of Major Lindholm’s house looked as if it had been dipped in blood.
    
 
   
    
     Normally, I’d hate to impose on anyone, but Parker had irked me.
     
    
     And, truly, I was too tired to think, and grateful to have someone tell me where to go.
     
    
     Besides, they’d be needing the TLFs for refugee housing.
    
 
   
    
     Nathaniel was still tied up with his meeting.
     
    
     He’d come out long enough to encourage me to go, and I really didn’t have any excuse for staying on base—aside from the absolute certainty that if I left, I would never see him again.
     
    
     These are not things that one voices aloud.
     
    
     Not on a day like today.
    
 
   
    
     As I got out of the jeep, the stains on my clothes seemed 
     to deepen.
     
    
     I could almost hear my mother saying, “Elma!
     
    
     What will people think?”
    
 
   
    
     I clutched the door of the jeep and bit down on the grief.
     
    
     At least I’d washed my face.
     
    
     Straightening, I followed Major Lindholm through the fence and up the tidy walk to the front porch.
     
    
     The door opened as we were climbing the steps, and a plump woman in a powder-blue dress stepped out.
    
 
   
    
     Her skin was no darker than Nathaniel gets in the summer, and her features were soft and rounded.
     
    
     I realized, with a little bit of a shock, that I’d never been to the home of a black person before.
     
    
     Mrs. Lindholm’s curls had been teased into a bouffant hairdo that framed the curve of her light brown cheeks.
     
    
     Behind her glasses, her eyes were rimmed red and tight with worry.
    
 
   
    
     She pulled the door open wider, and pressed a hand to her bosom.
     
    
     “Oh my poor dear.
     
    
     You come right in.”
    
 
   
    
     “Thank you, ma’am.”
     
    
     The floor inside was a pristine faux brick linoleum.
     
    
     My shoes were so dirty that the original color was gone.
     
    
     “Just let me take my boots off.”
    
 
   
    
     “Don’t you worry about that.”
    
 
   
    
     I sat on the steps to pull them off.
     
    
     Mama would have been ashamed of me if I had carried this much grime into anyone’s home.
     
    
     “My husband will track in enough dirt for both us when he arrives.”
    
 
   
    
     She laughed.
     
    
     “Aren’t husbands just all alike?”
    
 
   
    
     “I’m right here.”
     
    
     Major Lindholm paused on the steps next to me.
     
    
     “But you let us know if you need anything.
     
    
     Anything at all.
     
    
     And I’ll make sure Dr. York gets back here safe and sound.”
    
 
   
    
     “Thank you.”
     
    
     If I had to see another look of kindness, I would come completely apart.
     
    
     I concentrated on the other boot.
     
    
     Even my stockings were filthy, and my feet weren’t much better.
    
 
   
    
     Mrs. Lindholm took a few steps out onto the porch.
     
    
     “I raised three sons.
     
    
     Believe me, a little dirt is not a problem.”
    
 
   
    
     No tears.
     
    
     Not yet.
     
    
     A shallow breath kept the worst of it from flooding out.
     
    
     I swallowed the salt.
     
    
     Grabbing the railing, I pulled myself up to my bare feet.
     
    
     “I really can’t thank you enough.”
    
 
   
    
     “Oh, I haven’t done anything yet.”
     
    
     She put her hand near my back, not quite touching me, and guided me into her home.
     
    
     “Now
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      FIVE
     
 
   
     
      TIDAL WAVE STRIKES VENEZUELA
     
 
   
    
     CARACAS, Venezuela, March 4, 1952—(AP)—A tidal wave, believed to be caused by the meteorite which struck off the coast of North America, hit the port of Vela de Coro, inflicting heavy damages, reports to the Government said today.
     
    
     Ships anchored in the western Venezuela port were destroyed, and many houses along the waterfront were flattened, the reports said.
     
    
     The extent of the casualties is not yet known.
    
 
   
    
     At some point, I must have fallen asleep on the couch.
     
    
     I woke up to Nathaniel’s touch on my forehead.
     
    
     The light from the kitchen streamed into the dark living room and caught on the white dress shirt he wore.
     
    
     He was clean and had showered, and for a disorienting moment, I thought that I had dreamed it all.
    
 
   
    
     “Hey…” He smiled and brushed the hair back from my forehead again.
     
    
     “Do you want to sleep out here, or go to the bedroom?”
    
 
   
    
     “When did you get ho—back?”
     
    
     I sat up, stretching the crick out of my neck.
     
    
     One of Mrs. Lindholm’s afghans had been pulled up over my shoulder, and the television was a dark ghost in the corner.
    
 
   
    
     “Just now.
     
    
     Major Lindholm brought me.”
     
    
     He nodded toward the kitchen.
     
    
     “He’s making a sandwich.”
    
 
   
    
     “Did you get something to eat?”
    
 
   
    
     He nodded.
     
    
     “They fed us in the meeting.”
    
 
   
    
     Nathaniel offered his hand and helped me to my feet.
     
    
     All of the cuts and aches and bruises that I had acquired during the day found me in the dark.
     
    
     The backs of my calves burned with each step.
     
    
     Even my arms protested, as I folded the afghan.
     
    
     Was it too soon to take another aspirin?
     
    
     “What time is it?”
    
 
   
    
     “Nearly midnight.”
    
 
   
    
     If he was only just now getting back, the situation was not good.
     
    
     In the dim light his features were too blurred to read.
     
    
     In the kitchen, Major Lindholm scraped his knife across a plate.
     
    
     I set the afghan down.
     
    
     “Let’s go back to the bedroom.”
    
 
   
    
     He followed me down the dimly lit hall to the room that Mrs. Lindholm had put us in.
     
    
     It had belonged to her eldest son, Alfred, who was off at Caltech getting a degree in engineering.
     
    
     While there was a “Leopards” pennant from his high school, the partially assembled Erector set and the Jules Verne collection might have come out of my childhood room.
     
    
     Everything else was plaid or red, which I suspected was his mother’s touch.
    
 
   
    
     When the door was closed, Nathaniel reached for the light, but I stopped him.
     
    
     For a little while longer, I wanted to be in the safety of the night.
     
    
     Here, with just the two of us, and no radio to remind us, we might just be visiting someone.
     
    
     My husband pulled me into his arms and I leaned against him, nestling my cheek into the contour of his chest.
    
 
   
    
     Nathaniel rested his chin against my head and ran his hands through my still-damp hair.
     
    
     He smelled of an unfamiliar minty soap.
    
 
   
    
     I nestled against him.
     
    
     “You showered on base?”
    
 
   
    
     His chin rubbed the back of my head as he nodded.
     
    
     “I 
     fell asleep at the table, so they took a break.
     
    
     I showered to wake up.”
    
 
   
    
     Pulling back, I looked up at him.
     
    
     The shadows seemed deeper around his eyes.
     
    
     Those bastards.
     
    
     After everything he’d been through today, they kept him awake?
     
    
     “They didn’t just send you home?”
    
 
   
    
     “They offered.”
     
    
     He squeezed my shoulders before releasing me.
     
    
     Unbuttoning his shirt, he meandered toward the bed.
     
    
     “I was afraid that, if I left, Colonel Parker would do something stupid.
     
    
     He still might.”
    
 
   
    
     “He’s a schmuck.”
    
 
   
    
     Nathaniel stopped undressing with his shirt halfway down his arms.
     
    
     “You mentioned knowing him.”
    
 
   
    
     “He was a pilot in the war.
     
    
     Commanded a squadron, and haaaaaated having women fly his planes.
     
    
     Hated it.
     
    
     And he was grabby.”
    
 
   
    
     In hindsight, I should not have mentioned that last bit to my husband.
     
    
     Not when he was exhausted.
     
    
     He straightened so fast, I thought he was going to rip his shirt.
     
    
     “What.”
    
 
   
    
     Trying to soothe him, I held up my hands.
     
    
     “Not with me.
     
    
     And not with any of the women in my squad.”
     
    
     Well, not after I had a talk with Daddy.
     
    
     I shrugged.
     
    
     “Benefits of being a general’s daughter.”
    
 
   
    
     He snorted and went back to sliding his shirt off.
     
    
     “That explains a lot.”
     
    
     Scrapes and bruises mottled his back.
     
    
     “I think I have him convinced that it wasn’t an A-bomb, but he’s certain that the Russians aimed the meteor.”
    
 
   
    
     “They haven’t even gotten off the planet yet.”
    
 
   
    
     “I pointed that out.”
     
    
     He sighed.
     
    
     “The good news is that the chain of command is not as broken as he would like us to believe.
     
    
     General Eisenhower is flying back from Europe.
     
    
     Should be here tomorrow morning, in fact.”
    
 
   
    
     I took Nathaniel’s shirt from him and hung it on the back of a chair.
     
    
     “Here?
     
    
     As in Wright-Patterson, or as in America?”
    
 
   
    
     “Here.
     
    
     It’s the closest intact base.”
    
 
   
    
     The numbers sat quietly between us.
     
    
     We were more than five hundred miles from the impact site.
    
 
   
    
     *
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      SIX
     
 
   
     
      INDIANS OFFER AID TO MRS. ROOSEVELT
     
 
   
     
      Questions by Press Underscore the Growing Friendship for U.S.
     
 
   
     
      The Times.
     
 
   
    
     NEW DELHI, India, 4 March 1952—Questions put to Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt by Indian newspapermen at a Delhi press association luncheon for the former president’s widow today underscored the significant wide and growing devastation in the United States after a meteorite struck earlier this week.
     
    
     Initially intended as a hospitality meeting, talks focused on offers of aid for the United States.
    
 
   
    
     The sky was a high, silver overcast, as Mrs. Lindholm dropped me off at HQ.
     
    
     “Are you sure you don’t want to go home and rest, dear?”
    
 
   
    
     “Thank you, but I really do feel better when I’m active.”
    
 
   
    
     Her mouth turned down in disappointment, but, to her credit, she didn’t argue with me anymore.
     
    
     “Well, I’ll be over at the base hospital, if you need me.
     
    
     Don’t forget to eat something.”
    
 
   
    
     “Yes, ma’am.”
     
    
     I waved as she drove off.
     
    
     Shopping was all well and good—and, yes, I’ll grant that I felt better with clean clothes and makeup to hide the worst of the bruis
     ing, but I’d spent the entire time we were out feeling like I was playing make-believe.
     
    
     In every store, a radio or television had been tuned to the news.
     
    
     Delaware basically didn’t exist anymore, and the only surviving cabinet member they’d found so far was the secretary of agriculture.
    
 
   
    
     But there were still refugees that needed to be transported.
     
    
     I knew how to fly.
     
    
     So, I brushed off my new polka-dotted navy blue dress, straightened its bright red belt, and headed inside to find Colonel Parker.
     
    
     He would not have been my first choice, mind you, but at least he knew my record of flying.
    
 
   
    
     I knocked on his door, which stood open.
     
    
     He sat at his desk, head bent over a memo.
     
    
     I swear his lips moved as he read.
     
    
     He’d developed a bald spot at the back of his head about the size of a half-dollar.
     
    
     Wonder if he knew about it yet.
    
 
   
    
     He looked up, but didn’t stand.
     
    
     “Mrs. York?”
    
 
   
    
     “I saw on the news that the Air Force was mobilizing to deal with refugees.”
     
    
     I came in and sat down without being asked.
     
    
     I mean, I didn’t want to make him look bad about leaving a lady standing.
    
 
   
    
     “That’s right.
     
    
     But don’t worry, your husband won’t be sent out.”
    
 
   
    
     “Since he’s not active service and was never Air Force, this does not surprise me.”
     
    
     I breathed out, trying to let my irritation go with it.
     
    
     “But I was wondering if 
     I might help.
     
    
     With so many of our men still in Korea, I thought having an extra pilot might be useful.”
    
 
   
    
     “Well, now.
    
    
     … that’s very kind of you, but this really isn’t the place for a lady.”
    
 
   
    
     “There are plenty of women among the refugees.
     
    
     And since I have firsthand experience—”
    
 
   
    
     He held up his hand to stop me.
     
    
     “I appreciate your zeal, but it isn’t necessary.
     
    
     General Eisenhower is recalling our troops, and there’s an influx of UN aide.”
    
 
   
    
     “What about Korea?”
    
 
   
    
     “Cease-fire.”
     
    
     He shuffled the papers on his desk.
     
    
     “Now, if you’ll excuse me.”
    
 
   
    
     “Still, until they are home, you’ll have a shortage of pilots.”
    
 
   
    
     “Are you proposing to join the Air Force?
     
    
     Because, if not, I can’t let you fly one of our planes.”
     
    
     He made a mockery of regret.
     
    
     “And since your plane was damaged
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      SEVEN
     
 
   
     
      CIVIL DEFENSE TO USE “HAM” RADIOS
     
 
   
    
     PHILADELPHIA, PA, March 17, 1952—To coordinate relief efforts after the Meteor strike, civil defense agencies are using various types of emergency communications equipment to transmit messages in the disaster area.
     
    
     In addition to the customary telephone, officials are employing portable radio transmitting sets, “walkie-talkies,” Army field telephone equipment, and amateur “ham” radio sets.
     
    
     These will be carried in cars manned by volunteer operators who will set up a secondary means of communication.
    
 
   
    
     I worked on Nathaniel’s calculations in the evenings.
     
    
     It helped to have the solace of numbers to retreat to after helping with the refugees during the day.
     
    
     Today I had served soup to a group of Girl Scouts and their scout masters.
     
    
     They had been on a camping trip when the Meteor hit, and by sheer luck had been spelunking in the Crystal Caves.
     
    
     They’d felt the earthquake and thought it was disaster enough.
     
    
     Then they’d come up and everything was just gone.
    
 
   
    
     So, numbers.
     
    
     Numbers were a solace.
     
    
     There was logic and order in the calculations.
     
    
     I could take disparate events and wring sense from them.
    
 
   
    
     The other place where I found order amid the chaos was 
     in the kitchen.
     
    
     It had taken a week before Myrtle would trust me in the kitchen, and another couple of days before I convinced her to let me make dinner.
     
    
     Now we took turns.
    
 
   
    
     Was the kitchen kosher?
     
    
     Not even a little.
     
    
     Ask me if I cared.
     
    
     I opened the drawer next to the sink and rummaged through it until I found the measuring cups.
     
    
     Tonight I was making chicken potpie.
    
 
   
    
     The filling simmered on the stove, scenting the air with the savory aroma of butter and thyme.
     
    
     In some ways, making pastry was like mathematics.
     
    
     Everything needed to be in proportion in order for the mass to come together.
    
 
   
    
     I walked over to the refrigerator, glancing into the living room.
     
    
     Myrtle sat on the couch with her feet up on Eugene’s lap.
     
    
     He was rubbing them while she sipped from a glass of wine.
    
 
   
    
     “… nothing you can do?”
    
 
   
    
     “I’m sorry, baby.
     
    
     I’ve tried.”
     
    
     He grimaced and bent his head as he rubbed a thumb into the ball of her foot.
     
    
     “But I can’t go where they don’t send me.”
    
 
   
    
     “It’s just
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      EIGHT
     
 
   
     
      FEED GRAINS PRICES CRASH
     
 
   
    
     CHICAGO, March 26, 1952—(AP)—Feed grains dropped significantly on the Board of Trade today in a continuation of the preceding session’s crash.
     
    
     Brokers thought the downturn, both today and yesterday, was based largely on the fact that export of corn and oats were blocked due to harbor damage on the East Coast ports.
    
 
   
    
     God help me, I wanted to be wrong.
     
    
     Nathaniel sat at the desk in the Lindholms’ study and worked his slide rule, double-checking my calculations.
     
    
     The desk was scattered with encyclopedias, almanacs, atlases, and newspapers from the last week with reports of where damage was showing.
    
 
   
    
     I leaned against the wall next to the window, chewing on the inside of my lip.
     
    
     The night outside had started to turn silver, and if I had any more coffee, I would vibrate through the ceiling.
    
 
   
    
     He hadn’t asked me any questions for the last hour.
     
    
     Every time his pencil scratched against the paper, I hoped it was an error, that I’d forgotten to invert a differential or square a root or something.
     
    
     Anything.
    
 
   
    
     Finally, he set the slide rule on the desk and rested his head on his fingertips.
     
    
     He stared at the last page.
     
    
     “We have to get off this fucking planet.”
    
 
   
    
     “Nathaniel!”
     
    
     Why I was chiding him about language, I couldn’t tell you.
    
 
   
    
     “Sorry.”
     
    
     He sighed, sliding his hands over his head until his face was hidden between his arms.
     
    
     His voice was muffled against the table.
     
    
     “I really wanted you to be wrong.”
    
 
   
    
     “My starting numbers might be off.”
    
 
   
    
     “If they’re that far off, someone at 
     Encyclopedia Americana should be fired.”
     
    
     He sat up, still scrubbing his face and squinting.
     
    
     “I thought we had gotten lucky that the meteorite was a water strike.”
    
 
   
    
     “It’s the steam that’s the problem.”
     
    
     I crossed the room to sit on the desk, but Nathaniel caught my wrist and pulled me down onto his lap.
     
    
     I leaned against him and rested my head on his.
     
    
     “Things are going to get cold for a bit, and then all that water vapor in the air…”
    
 
   
    
     He nodded.
     
    
     “I’ll see if I can get you a meeting with the president.”
    
 
   
    
     “The president?”
     
    
     Heart kicking sideways, I straightened a bit.
     
    
     “It’s just
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      NINE
     
 
   
     
      POLLUTION DEFIES EUROPE’S BORDERS
     
 
   
     
      Norway Finds Air Waste From Abroad a Problem
     
 
   
     
      By JOHN M. LEE
     
 
   
    
     OSLO, Norway, April 3, 1952—Rising European concern about air pollution deriving from last month’s Meteor strike found expression in Norway this week when a leading scientist declared, “Our freshwater fish and our forests will be destroyed if these developments continue uncontrolled.”
    
 
   
    
     After that glorious week of calculations, my life returned to volunteering at the hospital while we waited to hear from the president.
     
    
     April 3rd.
     
    
     One month, to the day, after the Meteor struck, one of the daily refugee planes landed.
     
    
     You would think they would stop coming at a certain point, but there were always more.
     
    
     The people who had survived the initial devastation had held out until it became clear that the infrastructure wouldn’t recover any time soon.
    
 
   
    
     I waited in the shade of one of our canvas triage tents as the plane taxied to a stop.
     
    
     Uniformed men ran the stairs out to the plane, and the doctors and nurses waited at the ready.
     
    
     We had a good system down now.
    
 
   
    
     The door opened and the first of the refugees stepped 
     out, gaunt as a rake.
     
    
     And black.
     
    
     I inhaled and turned, automatically, to look for Myrtle.
     
    
     In the entire month, this was the first black man who had gotten off one of the refugee planes.
    
 
   
    
     She had her back to the plane, squaring bandages on a table.
    
 
   
    
     “Myrtle?”
     
    
     Behind me, a murmur of surprise came from the doctors and nurses.
    
 
   
    
     “Hm?”
     
    
     She looked over her shoulder.
     
    
     Her knees buckled, but she caught herself on the table.
     
    
     “Oh God.
     
    
     Praise God, it worked.
     
    
     Thank you, God, for your mercy.”
    
 
   
    
     When I turned back, there was a line of black men, women, and children coming down the stairs.
     
    
     There were white people mixed in, and we saw more as the refugees kept deplaning.
     
    
     First in, last out.
     
    
     The black people had been the last ones they’d let on the plane.
    
 
   
    
     As they came closer, their features were easier to make out.
     
    
     Thin, yes.
     
    
     But also pocked with tiny pink sores.
     
    
     Someone moaned—it might have been me.
     
    
     We’d seen the sores from acid rain before, but the damage was so much more apparent on darker skin.
    
 
   
    
     I shook myself and picked up my tray of paper cups of electrolytes.
     
    
     Hydration.
     
    
     Someone else would be standing by with sandwiches.
     
    
     Glancing back at Myrtle, I said, “So I guess Eugene finally talked someone into changing the location of the rescue missions, huh?”
    
 
   
    
     “No.”
     
    
     The smile on her face died away.
     
    
     “No.
     
    
     We used your plane to drop fliers on the black neighborhoods, telling them where to go to be picked up by the refugee planes.
     
    
     But they’re here now, and there will be more, and we’ll thank God for that.”
    
 
   
    
     She picked up a packet of swabs and prepared to meet the incoming wave.
    
 
   
    
     *
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      TEN
     
 
   
     
      UN URGED TO AID THE UKRAINE
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     ROME, Feb. 20, 1956—The United Nations Food and Agriculture Organization today urged all member governments to consider immediately what assistance they could give to the Ukraine, part of the former Soviet Union, which is threatened with famine after the failure of its crops during the Meteor winters.
     
    
     The UN instructed its director general to continue to give, upon request of the Ukrainian Government, all appropriate assistance, technical or other, that lies within his authority and competence.
    
 
   
    
     Do you remember where you were when we put a man into space?
     
    
     I was one of two computer girls sitting in the International Aerospace Coalition’s “dark room” at Sunflower Mission Control in Kansas, with graph paper and my mechanical pencils.
     
    
     We used to launch from Florida, but that was before the Meteor, and before the NACA became part of the IAC.
     
    
     Sunflower already had a rocket facility from the war, so it made sense to relocate inland, away from the wrecked coast.
     
    
     Three miles away, the fruit of our labor sat on the launchpad: a Jupiter rocket with Stetson Parker strapped into a tiny pod atop 113 metric tons of propellant.
    
 
   
    
     Charming when he wanted to be, even I had to admit 
     that he was a damn fine pilot.
     
    
     Unless we had really screwed up, he was going to be the first human into space.
     
    
     And if we screwed up, he’d be dead.
     
    
     Of the Artemis Seven astronauts, he was my least favorite, but I wanted him to survive this.
    
 
   
    
     The banks of instrument panels gave a soft glow to the room, and the sound-dampening panels they’d added to the walls kept voices low.
     
    
     Or as low as possible, given a room filled with 123 technicians.
     
    
     The air crackled with electricity.
     
    
     Men paced at the edges of the room.
     
    
     As lead engineer, poor Nathaniel was stuck in the New White House, waiting with President Brannan to talk to the press.
     
    
     They had two speeches written.
     
    
     Just in case.
    
 
   
    
     Across the small light-table from me, Huilang “Helen” Liu played chess with Reynard Carmouche, one of the French engineers, while we waited.
     
    
     Helen, the other computer girl, had joined the International Aerospace Coalition as part of the Taiwanese contingent.
     
    
     Apparently, she’d been a chess champion back home, which Mr. Carmouche hadn’t quite grasped yet.
    
 
   
    
     After liftoff, she’d be in charge of extracting the numbers from the Teletype and feeding them to me while I did the calculations to confirm that orbit had been attained.
     
    
     We’d been awake for sixteen hours, but I couldn’t have slept if you paid me.
     
    
     I really did need something to do with my hands.
     
    
     Myrtle had been trying to teach me to knit, but it hadn’t taken.
    
 
   
    
     From the small raised platform at the end of the room, the launch director said, “All positions are Go for launch commit.”
    
 
   
    
     I breathed out.
     
    
     The launch sequence was familiar and terrifying by this point.
     
    
     But no matter how many things we’d launched, this was the first one carrying a human life.
     
    
     You couldn’t help but think about the rockets that had ex
     ploded on the pad, or the ones that had made it into space carrying a monkey only to return a dead creature to the ground.
     
    
     I didn’t like Parker, but by God, he was brave.
    
 
   
    
     And I was deeply, intensely jealous of him.
    
 
   
    
     The mission director replied, “Roger, launch team.
     
    
     We are Go for launch.”
    
 
   
    
     Helen turned from the chess game and slid her chair closer to the Teletype.
     
    
     I straightened the graph paper in front of me.
    
 
   
    
     “Stand by for terminal countdown.
     
    
     We are T-minus ten
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      ELEVEN
     
 
   
     
      IAC IS SPURRING ROCKET PROGRAM
     
 
   
     
      75 to 105 Vehicles Will Be Fired in 3-Year Schedule, Chief Says
     
 
   
     
      By BILL BECKER
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     KANSAS CITY, KS, March 3, 1956—The International Aerospace Coalition plans to launch 75 to 105 major rockets in the next three years, thereby expecting to have a colony on the moon by 1960.
    
 
   
    
     “Do you remember where you were when the Meteor struck?”
     
    
     At the front of the synagogue, our rabbi looked over the congregation.
    
 
   
    
     I don’t know about anyone else, but my eyes instantly burned with the threat of tears.
     
    
     Of course I remembered.
    
 
   
    
     Behind me, I heard another woman sniffle.
     
    
     I wondered where she had been four years ago on March 3rd, 1952.
     
    
     Had she been in bed with her husband?
     
    
     Had she been preparing breakfast for her children?
     
    
     Or had she been one of the millions of people who didn’t hear about it until later?
    
 
   
    
     “I was counseling a young couple, newly engaged, who were facing all the joys of their upcoming marriage.
     
    
     My secretary knocked on the door—she never does this.
     
    
     She opened the door and she was weeping.
     
    
     You all know 
     Mrs. Schwab.
     
    
     Have you ever seen her even without a smile?
     
    
     ‘The radio,’ she said.”
    
 
   
    
     Rabbi Neuberger shrugged, but somehow still conveyed all the grief that followed.
     
    
     “I will always think about that moment as the threshold between Before and After.”
     
    
     He held up a finger.
     
    
     “If that young couple had not been in my office, I would have given way to grief.
     
    
     But they asked me if they should still get married.
     
    
     It seemed as if the world were ending.
     
    
     Should they marry?”
    
 
   
    
     He leaned forward, and you could hear the held breath of every person in the tense silence around us.
    
 
   
    
     “Yes.
     
    
     Marriage, too, is a threshold between Before and After.
     
    
     We have many of these, every day, which we do not recognize.
     
    
     The threshold is not the question.
     
    
     There will always be Befores and Afters.
     
    
     The question is: what do you do after you cross that threshold?”
    
 
   
    
     I wiped under my eyes with the thumb of my glove, and it came away dark with mascara.
    
 
   
    
     “You live.
     
    
     You remember.
     
    
     This is what our people have always done.”
    
 
   
    
     Outside the synagogue, bells began to sound across the city.
     
    
     Probably across the country, and maybe across the planet.
     
    
     I didn’t have to look at my watch.
     
    
     9:53 a.m.
    
 
   
    
     I closed my eyes, and even in the darkness, even four year later, I could still see the light.
     
    
     Yes.
     
    
     I remembered where I was when the Meteor struck.
    
 
   
    
     *
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      TWELVE
     
 
   
     
      MEN OF THE SPACE AGE
     
 
   
     
      National Times photographs by SAM FALK
     
 
   
    
     March 26, 1956—The rocket specialists—those who think up, design, engineer, and fire the mighty engines to carry scientific instruments aloft—are the men to whom the country looks for achievement in the Space Age.
     
    
     They work in many fields, ranging from fuels to computer systems and from alloys to communication techniques.
     
    
     The best known of these is Dr. Nathaniel York, who is the lead engineer for the International Aerospace Coalition.
    
 
   
    
     The press conference went exactly as Betty predicted.
     
    
     When questioned about the exclusively male list, Norman Clemons, the director of the IAC, said that it was “for safety considerations.”
     
    
     And it was “much the same as when Columbus discovered the New World.”
     
    
     Or Shackleton’s trip to the North Pole.
     
    
     No one had been concerned that there were no women on those expeditions.
     
    
     He was sure that the “international effort” made it clear that this was entirely a peaceful, scientific expedition.
    
 
   
    
     Some of the women’s magazines, which had been founded to agitate for suffrage, picked up Betty’s story and joined her in rallying for women to be included in found
     ing the colony.
     
    
     No men paid any attention to the women’s magazines.
     
    
     I know—shocking.
    
 
   
    
     Basira sat down on the opposite side of our shared desk at the IAC.
     
    
     “He’s back.”
    
 
   
    
     I glanced around to see if anyone had heard her.
     
    
     Not that it really mattered, but the other women in the computing department were all busy at their calculations.
     
    
     The scratching of pencils across paper and the shush of glass cursors brushing over Bakelite slide rules were punctuated by the rattle of our Friden mechanical calculator.
     
    
     And even if anyone 
     had been paying attention, there was nothing wrong with Basira reporting that Director Clemons had returned from the testing range.
    
 
   
    
     Besides, most of them knew what I was hoping to do.
     
    
     I nodded and closed my notebook.
     
    
     I set it to the side of my desk, pencil lined up neatly against it.
     
    
     Opening my desk drawer, I pulled out another notebook, labeled “WASPs,” which had the figures I’d collated about the Women Airforce Service Pilots of the Second World War.
    
 
   
    
     Standing, I hugged the notebook to my chest.
     
    
     Basira smiled at me.
     
    
     “Operation Ladies First is go.”
    
 
   
    
     I needed the laughter rather desperately.
     
    
     Helen glanced up from the desk she shared with Myrtle.
     
    
     She nudged Myrtle, who turned and gave me a thumbs up.
     
    
     Nodding to them, I headed out of the room and down the corridors to Director Clemons’s office.
    
 
   
    
     There was no reason to be afraid of him.
     
    
     We had enjoyed multiple conversations at holiday parties, or company picnics.
     
    
     He was always a calming presence in the “dark room” on launch days.
     
    
     But before, Nathaniel or my work had always been there as a shield.
    
 
   
    
     My palms left damp imprints on the cover of my notebook.
     
    
     I stopped before I got to Clemons’s office door, which 
     was always open, to wipe my hands on my skirt.
     
    
     Today, I’d opted for a simple gray pencil skirt and a white blouse, which I hoped made me look more businesslike.
     
    
     Any type of armor would be welcomed.
    
 
   
    
     Swallowing, I went to the door, and Mrs. Kare, his secretary, looked up with a smile.
     
    
     “Mrs. York.
     
    
     What can I do for you?”
    
 
   
    
     “I was hoping I could make an appointment to speak with Director Clemons.”
     
    
     This was me chickening out.
     
    
     I had the notebook, and he was 
     right there.
    
 
   
    
     He was reading with his feet up on the desk, one of his cigars clenched between his teeth.
     
    
     Smoke belched around him like a misfiring engine.
     
    
     The book he held had a rocket in front of a dusty red landscape on the cover, and looked more like a novel than a technical paper.
    
 
   
    
     “Let me check his schedule.”
    
 
   
    
     He lowered the book.
     
    
     “Send her on in.”
    
 
   
    
     “Oh—” I swallowed.
     
    
     Something about his crisp British diction always made me feel as if I’d come in unwashed from a field.
     
    
     “Thank you, sir.”
    
 
   
    
     He held up the book as I approached his desk.
     
    
     “Have you had the opportunity to read this yet?”
    
 
   
    
     “No, sir.”
    
 
   
    
     “It has a Captain York in it, who sounds remarkably like your husband.”
     
    
     He gestured toward a chair.
     
    
     “Sit, sit.
     
    
     Have you ever met this Bradbury chap?”
    
 
   
    
     “No, sir.”
    
 
   
    
     “Well, I think he must be a fan.
     
    
     The notion of an ancient civilization on Mars is rubbish, but I will happily accept any press that excites people about space.”
     
    
     He set the book on his desk.
     
    
     “The American Congress is getting huffy about appropriations again.
     
    
     Is that what you’re here for?
     
    
     Do you need another one of the IBMs for the computing department?
     
    
     They are offering.”
    
 
   
    
     I shook my head.
     
    
     “That’s really Mrs. Rogers’s decision, but for myself
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      THIRTEEN
     
 
   
     
      SPACE RECORD SET BY LEBOURGEOIS
     
 
   
     
      Colonies in Space Would Aid Humanity
     
 
   
     
      By HENRY TANNER
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     KANSAS CITY, KS, Saturday, April 13, 1956—Lieutenant Colonel Jean-Paul Lebourgeois has given the International Aerospace Coalition another space record by staying in orbit more than four days.
     
    
     With this advancement, the IAC has demonstrated that working and sleeping in space is possible, a necessary step for the space program.
    
 
   
    
     Nicole Wargin perched on the arm of the sofa in her living room, her glass filled with pre-Meteor champagne.
     
    
     The diamonds around her throat glittered above a glorious peacock green dress.
     
    
     Around us, the living room was filled with the cream of society in tuxedos and rich jewel-toned evening gowns, enjoying the kind of food that a ration book wouldn’t get you.
     
    
     If you couldn’t hear what Nicole was saying, she might have been any society maven.
    
 
   
    
     Thank God she was more interesting than that.
    
 
   
    
     “So the mechanic had sworn that the Hellcat was flightworthy, but I was at six thousand feet and my fuel gauge suddenly bottomed out.”
    
 
   
    
     “Over the ocean?”
     
    
     Mrs. Hieber clasped a hand over her bosom in dismay.
     
    
     Earlier she had regaled us with stories of how she’d saved her prize roses from the Meteor winter through heroic use of glass and steam.
     
    
     Too bad she wasn’t interested in growing vegetables.
     
    
     I’d saved us by prompting Nicole to tell war stories.
     
    
     That I had another agenda was beside the point.
     
    
     At the moment, we weren’t hearing about aphid invasions.
    
 
   
    
     I’d heard Nicole’s story before, so I just sipped my cocktail and enjoyed the show as Nicole pointed a manicured nail at her.
     
    
     “Yes.
     
    
     Over the ocean.
     
    
     Well, I hadn’t any other choice, had I, but to circle back to the aircraft carrier and tell them I was coming in.”
    
 
   
    
     “No!
     
    
     Without an engine?”
    
 
   
    
     “It was that or land in the ocean.
     
    
     When I landed, it turned out that the mechanic had missed a damaged fuel line.
     
    
     You should have heard the chief tear him up and down.”
     
    
     Unpowered landings were part of training, but landing on an aircraft carrier was a whole other ball of wax.
     
    
     She caught my eye and gave a wink.
     
    
     “Tell them about the Messerschmitts, Elma.”
    
 
   
    
     I had been perfectly content to sit among the other women and listen to Nicole tell stories, but when your hostess invites you to take the floor
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      FOURTEEN
     
 
   
     
      IAC LAUNCHES MANNED SPACE PORT MADE OF AN INFLATABLE FABRIC
     
 
   
     
      By BILL BECKER
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     KANSAS CITY, KS, April 21, 1956—The world’s first space station is a huge spinning wheel of four sausage-shaped links.
    
 
   
    
     The Kansas City Negro Aeronautics Club had a nicer facility than our women’s club did.
     
    
     There was a little house next to the hangar, both of which had been painted blinding white, with red shutters and lettering.
    
 
   
    
     As soon as we walked into the social room of the house, I became self-conscious and grateful for Eugene’s presence as a shield.
     
    
     I was the only white person in the room.
     
    
     The brown faces ranged from a magnolia tan to a deep blue-black, with no one who was even as light as Myrtle.
    
 
   
    
     I stood out like a dirty handkerchief dropped on a clean table.
     
    
     Clutching my purse tighter, I planted myself in the door to keep from backing out.
     
    
     Everyone was staring at me.
     
    
     I tried to smile.
     
    
     And then I realized that the way I was hanging on to my purse, they probably thought I was worried someone was going to steal it.
     
    
     I let go, and that probably looked just as bad.
    
 
   
    
     Eugene turned back, smiling, and beckoned at me to 
     follow him to a table with three black ladies sitting at it.
     
    
     Conversation started up again in the social room, but I kept hearing snatches of “what’s she doing here” and “white” and “no business.”
     
    
     Some of them, I think, weren’t trying to keep their voices down.
    
 
   
    
     Two of the women stood as we came up to the table.
     
    
     The third stayed seated and stared at me with a neutral expression, with only a pinching of the nose to indicate disdain.
    
 
   
    
     “This is Miss Ida Peaks.”
     
    
     Eugene gestured to the younger of the two standing women.
     
    
     She was short, with generous curves and ruddy brown cheeks.
     
    
     The other standing woman wore her hair in an elegant French twist, pinned with green Bakelite combs.
     
    
     “… Miss Imogene Braggs, and…” He gestured to the seated woman.
     
    
     Her orange dress with a narrow white collar gave her a warmth that her expression countered.
     
    
     “… Miss Sarah Coleman.
     
    
     Some of the finest pilots you’ll ever meet.”
    
 
   
    
     “Thank you for meeting with me.”
     
    
     I took off my gloves and, at Miss Braggs’s gesture, sat down.
     
    
     “I believe Major Lindholm has explained our aims to you?”
    
 
   
    
     Miss Coleman nodded.
     
    
     “You want to be an astronaut.”
    
 
   
    
     “I—well, yes.
     
    
     But my main goal is to get the IAC to consider women as pilots.
     
    
     The current group is entirely composed of men.”
     
    
     I turned to smile at the two friendlier women.
     
    
     “I was hoping that you would consider flying with us.”
    
 
   
    
     Miss Peaks tilted her head to consider me.
     
    
     “So you can use our planes?”
    
 
   
    
     Something about this conversation was off.
     
    
     I glanced at Eugene, but he had stepped back.
     
    
     “That
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      FIFTEEN
     
 
   
     
      LADY PILOTS THRILL AIR SHOW THRONG
     
 
   
     
      By ELIZABETH RALLS
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     KANSAS CITY, KS, May 27, 1956—Hundreds of aviation enthusiasts turned out at the municipal airport here yesterday to watch the first international show of women pilots.
     
    
     Of particular interest to the throng was Princess Shakhovaskaya, formerly of Russia, who flew loops in her vintage biplane.
    
 
   
    
     The smells of garlic and ginger wafting around Helen’s kitchen had my mouth watering.
     
    
     I was on cocktail duty, and was mixing another batch of martinis for the lot of us.
     
    
     Women pilots perched on every available seat, leaned in doorways, or—in Betty’s case—sat on the counter.
    
 
   
    
     Betty held a newspaper clipping in one hand and the remnants of a martini in the other.
     
    
     “I quote: ‘The lady pilots acquitted themselves with admirable skill and thrilled the attending crowd.
     
    
     The pilots performed many astonishing feats, not least of which was the military precision of their formation flying, led by Miss Ida Peaks of Kansas City.
    
    
     ’”
    
 
   
    
     Ida sat at the table in the corner, next to Imogene.
     
    
     Opposite them, Pearl, who had found a babysitter for her triplets, kept blinking around the group as if she were startled 
     to be out of the house after dark.
     
    
     We’d even managed to get Sabiha G
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      SIXTEEN
     
 
   
     
      PUNJAB FACES FOOD SHORTAGES
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     KARACHI, Pakistan, June 26, 1956—Mian Mumtaz Daultana, chief minister of Punjab, Pakistan’s granary, has told the Legislative Assembly that Punjab will face an acute food shortage next year if the Meteor winter continues.
    
 
   
    
     I hate vomiting, and this was the second time today.
     
    
     The taste of the morning’s coffee still clung to the back of my throat.
    
 
   
    
     Goddamn it.
     
    
     I was going to have to fix my makeup again, after those nice women had taken such pains to make me presentable for the television cameras.
     
    
     What really angers me when my body betrays me like this—and I try to focus on the anger—is that I haven’t 
     always been terrified of crowds.
    
 
   
    
     But I can’t shake the memory of being in college and all those young men staring at me.
     
    
     And the mockery.
     
    
     The teasing.
     
    
     The
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      SEVENTEEN
     
 
   
     
      INSULATING CONCERN HEATS HOUSE FOR $12 A MONTH IN A 2-YEAR TEST
     
 
   
    
     KANSAS CITY, KS, July 14, 1956—In cooperation with the UN’s Climate Committee, the Owens-Corning Fiberglass Corporation undertook a two-year test program involving 150 new houses in all climatic regions of the United States, Europe, and parts of Africa.
     
    
     The test homes were “comfort-engineered” and required trees and trellises for shade, a wide roof overhang or heat-repellent screening, and attic ventilation.
    
 
   
    
     Before we got home from the synagogue, I needed to take my coat off.
     
    
     It felt like it must be in the mid-seventies.
     
    
     On the one hand, thank God it was finally warming up.
     
    
     On the other
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      EIGHTEEN
     
 
   
     
      ALGERIAN FRENCH KILL THREE IN RIOT
     
 
   
     
      By MICHAEL CLARK
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     ALGIERS, Algeria, Aug. 22, 1956—Riots flared in Algiers today as thousands of Frenchmen demonstrated during the funeral of Am
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      NINETEEN
     
 
   
     
      BIRTHS IN SPACE HELD POSSIBILITY
     
 
   
     
      Psychologist Believes Man Could Produce Children Fit for New Environment
     
 
   
     
      By GLADWIN HILL
     
 
   
     
      Special to The National Times.
     
 
   
    
     LOS ANGELES, CA, Sept. 19, 1956—The 