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Chapter 1

“An alien?” Doctor Chandra Voga asked over the phone. “There’s no such thing,” he declared after listening again.

Then after listening further, he said, “Oh, all those stories about aliens are ridiculous. People just imagine them.”

He looked around at the large comfortable study in his apartment and fingered his pointed hairless chin, staring with large dark eyes as he listened again and answered, “Some people like to imagine things to make their lives more exciting.”

Again, he listened.

“Believe me, in all these years, and this is five thousand and sixty, no alien has ever landed here. Whatever you have is no alien.” He impatiently rubbed his hand over his large bald head.

“So, what you have is explainable, I’m sure. We’re the only galaxy in the universe that has human life. We’ve established that. Other life forms, perhaps, but not human.”

After a moment, he said, “Oh, all right, I’ll come. I don’t care how strange he looks; he’s not an alien. He appears humanoid, and he must be from our galaxy. I’ll be there as soon as I can get there.”

Dr. Voga switched off the phone and began to prepare to leave. “I just got home from a hard day at the medical clinic,” he grumbled to himself, “spent the whole day in surgery, and I don’t need this kind of nonsense.” He continued to grumble as he prepared to leave. “Alien indeed. Well, we’ll see.”

Dr. Voga’s wheelless surface vehicle taken from the ground floor parking area was soon gliding smoothing on its aerodynamic way, propelled by forced air that kept it a few inches off the paved highway as he made his way to the ocean-going dock from where the call had come.

The ship was in the slip, and he was met at the gangplank by Kita Akwa, a middle-aged man of the sea who was not easily excited. But he was now plainly under stress.

“We fished him out of the ocean! His airship went down, and we happened to be right there…” the captain said as he led Dr. Chandra Voga up to the deck. There, the doctor greeted Mura Akwa, the captain’s mate, who was an attractive woman about the same age as her husband, the captain. They had been together some time yet had no offspring and she sailed with him on all his trips.

“You won’t believe it till you see him,” she said, following them.

“Where is he? What makes you think he’s an alien?” Dr. Voga asked as they hurried along.

“He’s still in the pilot’s seat in his ship,” the captain said. “We haven’t taken him out yet. He may be dead. We can’t tell. That’s why I called you first. We don’t know what to do with him. He’s so big.”

“Big? Let me see him. I hope he isn’t dead.”

“His ship looks very old-fashioned, and nothing like ours,” Captain Akwa said. “I don’t know how it could fly. But it must have because it landed in the water. We had a hard time getting it aboard. I’m sure he didn’t drown, but he seems to be hurt. He’s unconscious and his head is bleeding.”

“Then he isn’t dead,” Chandra said. “I’ll take a look.”

“He’s in here.” Kita led the way into the hold of his ship.

“That certainly is an incredibly old-fashioned type of airship.” Chandra agreed as he saw the wet wreckage. Then, looking into the cockpit of the airship, he looked intently at the pilot.

“He is large, isn’t he?” He said. “And he has an awfully large body for the size of his head. I don’t know… But he’s bleeding, so he can’t be an alien. He has to be some primitive form of human. Let’s get him to the clinic and I’ll examine him and try to save him if I can.”

“I’ve called him, the air ambulance so they can take him to your clinic if you want.”

“Yes. Have them take him there. I’ll do what I can for him,” Dr. Voga said and then added, “Preserve this airship. We’ll study it. Maybe we can tell what planet he’s from.”

“If he’s human, he’ll have to be from our galaxy, won’t he?” Kita asked, looking on.

“Of course, but he does look alien, doesn’t he?”

“He looks alien,” Mura Akwa agreed, gazing at the pilot curiously.

“Yes. He does. We won’t know till we get him on the operating table and can study his biological and genetic system. His head’s been hurt pretty badly. Get him to the clinic as fast as you can. I’ll see him there. Thanks for calling me. He certainly is a strange specimen, if he’s human. I hope I can save his brain—looks as if he was injured there. I may have to use a transplant…” Dr. Voga said, musingly.

“I’ll see him at the clinic,” he added. “Thank you for calling me. I’ll do my best to save him.”

Dr. Voga left then and arrived at the hospital just as the ambulance had unloaded the patient and he was being put into a makeshift bed by putting two narrow beds together and another one at the foot in order to accommodate the huge body of the patient. He was a full foot taller and almost a hundred pounds heavier than anyone the doctor or nurses had ever seen. It had taken four men to transfer him to and from the ambulance.

The doctor and his staff looked at the patient in wonder, as the doctor minutely examined him.

“His head is about the size of ours, but it looks small compared to his body, that’s all,” the doctor explained. And then, after further examination, he said, “Good. We can transplant. The injured part of his brain is the speech-language part. We will have to replace that with the language part of one of our preserved transplant organs. And, there is one consolation—while he won’t remember his own language, or anything else, probably, he will be able to talk—to speak our language.”

“That will be something,” his assistants agreed. “At least he won’t be so strange, if he can speak, and understand our language,” one of them said.

“I can’t save his memory segment, but maybe some of it will come back. We’ll have to wait and see.”

“I’ll operate at once if we’re ready,” Dr. Voga said.

“We’re ready,” said his team.

It was nearly morning by the time the operation was finished, and Dr. Chandra Voga could go home. He felt he had done his utmost, and the brain transplant would be either a success or a failure. In the case of failure, the patient would either die or not be able to speak at all. Chandra sincerely hoped it would be a success and tiredly went home to bed.

The following day, his ward, Tia, a young woman who lived in the apartment above his in the same apartment tower, came to have the evening meal with him. She usually spent the evening with him. She had heard of the ‘alien,’ since she worked in the laboratory of the clinic, and it had been buzzing with the news. She had gone in to see the unconscious patient, but she wanted to hear the details from the doctor.

“He’s rather ugly, isn’t he?” Tia had commented, while they drank tall, stemmed glasses of kota with their evening meal.

“He’s probably handsome, to his people,” the doctor observed. “He’s young. He’s very strong and muscular, and he has an awful lot of hair on his body and especially on his head.”

“I noticed that,” Tia said. “His head is covered with brownish wavy hair that seems very thick and seems to have been trimmed since it isn’t very long. I noticed his eyes, too. They are very small. I saw they were rimmed with thick hairs. What do they look like when they’re open?” Tia asked.

“They’re blue.”

“Blue?”

“Yes. And he has porcelain bits called ‘teeth’ in his mouth. Wherever he came from, they eat different food than we do. Those porcelain chips are for cutting, grinding, and chewing up food. I hope he won’t starve to death here, after all the trouble I went through to save him.”

“He has an awfully large mouth for the size of his head,” Tia Rami said. “Do you think he’ll be savage and violent? Will we have to keep him chained, or confined?”

“I hope not. I only hope the transplant of his brain portion in the speech area works, and that the language part transplant will be effective in making him able to comprehend our language. I certainly want to know where he’s from.”

“They’ll study the airship he came in, maybe that’ll tell us something,” Tia suggested, her lovely young face lighting up. “It certainly is a strange thing that such a weird airship would bring him here. It’s exciting, isn’t it?”

Her large liquid black eyes were bright with pleasure and glowing with good health, and her fragile body was graceful and a delight to her guardian, who smiled at her as she chattered on.

“I do hope he will be an amiable person and not cause us any trouble,” she said. “And I hope he can tell us where he came from.”

“He came from some human race of people, as he is of animal origin, since he bleeds, and his genetic structure is the same as ours,” Chandra said.

“Kita Akwa, the captain of the ocean vessel that found him and rescued him, thinks he’s an ‘alien,’ meaning, not human. But, he’s human, though perhaps a very primitive form,” Chandra continued. “I only hope he doesn’t show a propensity for violence. Humanity was very violent in its primitive days. Maybe some planets still retain their primitive forms. I only hope he’s not one of those. I could tell that by his genetic structure. Biologically, he’s human,” he concluded.

“That’s good,” Tia said, as she sipped her kota.

“It was fortunate that Kita and Mura Akwa were out there so soon after the typhoon or he’d never have been found. They said his airship was about to sink when they spotted it and pulled it aboard. I’d really like for Gar Andros to see this. As the governmental representative, and Chief of the General Council, he should be notified as soon as possible, I suppose,” Chandra said.

“Well, since he’s your best friend, he may expect that,” Tia said, smiling, her small perfectly shaped mouth curving attractively.

“I wonder where he came from,” Tia mused as Chandra was silent as they now sat in the living area. Having finished dinner, they were relaxing while they talked.

“He came from some planet in our galaxy, that is certain,” Chandra said. “But I thought I knew the inhabitants of all of them and none of them look like this specimen. He is entirely different, yet his biological system is the same as ours. I think the transplant will work. Of course, he may not be very intelligent with such a small head, but actually, it’s only that his body is so large in comparison.”

“That is strange, isn’t it?”

“I hope he has some memory left. But I fear that’s the part of his brain that was damaged. However, I can soon tell when I open his cranium again with a laser tomorrow. I only hope his brain formation is really similar to ours as it seems to be, otherwise I’ll be groping in the dark.”

“It may be, only smaller. He can’t be very intelligent, however, with such a small head for his body. And did you see the hair on his head? It is beautiful,” Tia said. “I’ve never seen so much hair on a head in my life. In fact, I’ve never seen any hair on a man’s head before.”

“Yes. We’re all bald, but maybe, long ago, we had hair like that. But I’m sure we never had such small heads or such large bodies. He may be very related to us, after all.”

“Oh, Chandra, it’s easy to see he is,” Tia said.

“Well, I think so, but we’ll know more tomorrow. If he isn’t, he’ll surely die. I can’t save him if he rejects the transplant in the damaged part of his brain. But if it’s accepted, it will change him. I hope he doesn’t mind.”

“How can he mind? He has no choice, but I guess you’re right. He really doesn’t. I only hope he can tell us where he came from.”

“But how could he have gotten here if he isn’t from our galaxy?”

“I’m sure I don’t know, Tia. Unless….”

“Unless what?”

“Well, he certainly hasn’t spent the fifty to sixty years it would take…if he came from another galaxy, so the only thing I can think of is…a time-warp.”

“A time-warp? I’ve heard of it, but does anyone believe it?”

“We just may be seeing a perfect example of it,” Dr. Voga said as they bid each other goodnight.





Chapter 2

On the following day, while Tia went to her work at the laboratory, Doctor Chandra Voga called the hospital, designated his work to his subordinates, and hurried to the ship. Aboard the Mauritania, he was escorted to the ship’s conference room, which was crowded with scientists and engineers, all speculating on the nature of the emergency.

In the midst of this without warning, Gar Andros, the top governmental official suddenly entered the conference room. The entire room fell silent. All were seated at the long conference table with the captain of the ship at the head and all were just beginning to inform the government officials that this marine vessel had recovered from the atmosphere a flying vessel of unknown origin.

“All right, men, all right. One at a time, please,” the government advisory official cautioned them. “Just tell me the gist of this. We’ll get to the details later.” He held up a small five-fingered hand to calm them and nodded his large head, liquid eyes searching their faces so like his own, and all with hairless domes that nodded as they understood. Such impetuosity was unusual, and Gar knew the uniqueness of this situation had excited them.

Now, one spoke, and the others kept quiet while he said, “We hear there was a pilot, an alien, aboard. But he’s gone, and we want to see him.”

“You will, you will. As soon as the good doctor says you can. First, we’re trying to save his life. And then we’ll find out who he is, and where he’s from,” Andros promised.

“I’m not sure we’ll ever know very much from him,” Dr. Voga said. “He’s unconscious and I may have to transplant a part of his brain in order to make him conscious at all. And if I have to replace the memory portion with someone else’s brain segment, of which we have all sorts in storage, he may never remember his own origin. He’ll only remember the memory segment of the brain we transplant. We haven’t yet found any better way to repair brain damage.”

A groan went through the group at the thought of losing contact with this stranger who had dropped in on them from the sky.

“Considering that this vessel we have aboard here is not extraterrestrial and does not seem to be equipped for this purpose, we will have enough to do to figure out how it was made and how it could possibly have gotten so far from its original place,” the doctor said.

“We’ll have to study the machine since we cannot study the pilot,” Andros said. “And the first thing is to quarantine it in case it carries germs from some other planet that may be dangerous to us.”

All this and much more was discussed and then the meeting ended, and Doctor Voga left immediately for the hospital. It was imperative that he perform the operation on the brain of the strange creature since he was the foremost brain surgeon, as well as the surgeon general of all hospitals.

For many thousands of years now, the planet had seen amalgamated and peaceful, and no war or serious governmental squabbles had disturbed the tranquility of the population for as long as anyone could remember.

But now, the doctor knew that news of this strange being having thrust itself into their midst would inspire talk of invasions and possible takeovers by aliens and would stir up the entire planet. So, he must hasten to bring this new species, if it be new, into consciousness, and find out its mission, or what accidental circumstances had brought it so far from home.

With this in mind, the doctor hurried to the hospital and found the huge pilot still unconscious.

Upon examination, it was seen that the damaged part of the brain was, indeed, the memory segment and would be easy to replace with a transplant.

While the body of the rescued pilot was enormous in comparison to the bodies of the native people, the heads were actually about the same size. This made it easy for Doctor Voga. He now replaced the damaged portion of the pilot’s brain with the memory and language portion of a native man or woman, since these segments were exactly alike and were identified only by compute numbers. It would not matter, however, since their advanced civilization had long ago discovered there was no difference between the brains of women and men, except as individuals.

If his operation was a success and the patient survived, he would remember the language of the donor and he would be able to speak the donor’s language and would recall the donor’s memories. This would be a tremendous advantage to him as well as to others who would not understand him otherwise, nor would he understand them. Now he might recall few or no memories of his own past but what he would recall of the donor’s past would not be unfamiliar to him. He would think they were his own.

The only regret the doctor had was that they would not lose the pilot’s ability to recollect his own language or world.

This would be a loss to all concerned, but it was a disadvantage they could not overcome. If he retained even a little of his own memory then he might be able to remember some of his own world, but this was something only time would tell.

Now the doctor knew they would have to wait and see.

No result had occurred when the doctor returned home that evening and discussed the case with his ward, Tia, who reported a very excited and disturbed crew of researchers at her laboratory.

“Lala Ore was simply frantic to learn what I knew about this alien pilot with the beautiful hair on his head and the large, that I told her about,” Tia said. “She was so interested that I had to describe him minutely to her. She’s so impressionable and so foolishly romantic. I told her that big wasn’t necessarily good, and to see if he has any brains in that small head.”

“Oh, well, his head isn’t so small; it’s about the size of ours, and I performed a transplant of his memory section, which was irreparably damaged. We don’t look forward to much memory, but we do hope he will be able to speak. If he does, he’ll speak our language and we may never learn where he came from,” the doctor said sadly as he relaxed in the living room with a glass of kota, a rather mild sweet drink he loved, and which Tia joined him as the awaited dinner.

“I can’t wait to see if he can talk at all,” Tia said. “Will his voice be changed?”

“No. He’ll retain his own voice, which is formed in his language, not his brain. His throat was not injured, so he should be fine. I just wonder what kind of food he’s used to. I hope we won’t lose him by starvation after I’ve put all this work into him.”

“Oh, you doctors are so cold-blooded. He’s a human being, as we are, after all.”

“I suppose so. Humans can take many shapes, I suppose. At least we know that genetically he is human. But I do hope he can remember what planet he is from.”

“If it’s not from our galaxy, he can never go home, can he?” Tia asked her large soft purple eyes aglow.

“No. Never. We have nothing to reach another galaxy with. Not even in this year of five thousand and sixty. But we certainly are far ahead in our airships than the one he arrived with. I’d like to know where that ancient contraption came from. It’s so antique that whoever made it has only been flying a few hundred years or maybe even less. It is very primitive, and none of our scientists can even recognize the materials it is made from. It’s heavy, and the material is easily destroyed. He had to get here by some other method than flying. I’m certain the physicists will think of a time-warp, though some don’t believe it, even yet. But what else could it be?”

“Sometimes it seems we know so much, but then, again, there is still a lot to learn,” Tia observed.

“You’re right, little girl. We still have a long way to go.” He looked at her fondly.

“When do you think he’ll wake up?” She asked.

“Maybe tomorrow, I hope.”

“Will you call me when he does?”

“I certainly will.”

“Is that our dinner signal?”

“If it is, let’s go. I’m hungry. I had a hard day in surgery today. It takes a very precise operation to transplant brain tissue.”
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