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The first volume in the Canopus in Argos: Archives series is resented as a compilation of
documents, reports, letters, speeches and journal entries, and purports to be a general study of
the planet Shikasta–clearly the planet Earth–to be used by history students of the higher planet
Canopus and to be stored in the Canopian archives.For eons, galactic empires have struggled
against one another, and Shikasta is one of the main battlegrounds. Johar, an emissary from
Canopus and the primary contributor to the archives, visits Shikasta over the millennia from the
time of the giants and the biblical great flood up to the present.With every visit he tries to distract
Shikastans from the evil influences of the planet Shammat but notes with dismay the ever-
growing chaos and destruction of Shikasta as its people hurl themselves towards World War III
and annihilation.



v3.1_r2For my father, who used to sit,hour after hour, night after night,outside our house in
Africa, watchingthe stars. “Well,” he would say,“if we blow ourselves up, there’s plentymore
where we came from!”Shikasta is the first of a series of novelswith the overall title Canopus in
Argos: Archives.The second will be The Marriages Between Zones Three,Four, and Five. The
third will be The Sirian Experiments.ContentsCoverTitle
PageCopyrightDedicationShikastaAbout the AuthorSOME REMARKSShikasta was started in
the belief that it would be a single self-contained book, and that when it was finished I would be
done with the subject. But as I wrote I was invaded with ideas for other books, other stories, and
the exhilaration that comes from being set free into a larger scope, with more capacious
possibilities and themes. It was clear I had made—or found—a new world for myself, a realm
where the petty fates of planets, let alone individuals, are only aspects of cosmic evolution
expressed in the rivalries and interactions of great galactic Empires: Canopus, Sirius, and their
enemy, the Empire Puttiora, with its criminal planet Shammat. I feel as if I have been set free
both to be as experimental as I like, and as traditional: the next volume in this series, The
Marriages Between Zones Three, Four, and Five, has turned out to be a fable, or myth. Also,
oddly enough, to be more realistic.It is by now commonplace to say that novelists everywhere
are breaking the bonds of the realistic novel because what we all see around us becomes daily
wilder, more fantastic, incredible. Once, and not so long ago, novelists might have been accused
of exaggerating, or dealing overmuch in coincidence or the improbable: now novelists
themselves can be heard complaining that fact can be counted on to match our wildest
inventions.As an example, in The Memoirs of a Survivor I “invented” an animal that was half-cat
and half-dog, and then read that scientists were experimenting on this hybrid.Yes, I do believe
that it is possible, and not only for novelists, to “plug in” to an overmind, or Ur-mind, or
unconscious, or what you will, and that this accounts for a great many improbabilities and
“coincidences.”The old “realistic” novel is being changed, too, because of influences from that
genre loosely described as space fiction. Some people regret this. I was in the States, giving a
talk, and the professor who was acting as chairwoman, and whose only fault was that perhaps
she had fed too long on the pieties of academia, interrupted me with: “If I had you in my class
you’d never get away with that!” (Of course it is not everyone who finds this funny.) I had been
saying that space fiction, with science fiction, makes up the most original branch of literature
now; it is inventive and witty; it has already enlivened all kinds of writing; and that literary
academics and pundits are much to blame for patronising or ignoring it—while of course by their
nature they can be expected to do no other. This view shows signs of becoming the stuff of
orthodoxy.I do think there is something very wrong with an attitude that puts a “serious” novel on
one shelf and, let’s say, First and Last Men on another.What a phenomenon it has been—
science fiction, space fiction—exploding out of nowhere, unexpectedly of course, as always
happens when the human mind is being forced to expand: this time starwards, galaxy-wise, and
who knows where next. These dazzlers have mapped our world, or worlds, for us, have told us
what is going on and in ways no one else has done, have described our nasty present long ago,



when it was still the future and the official scientific spokesmen were saying that all manner of
things now happening were impossible—who have played the indispensible and (at least at the
start) thankless role of the despised illegitimate son who can afford to tell truths the respectable
siblings either do not dare, or, more likely, do not notice because of their respectability. They
have also explored the sacred literatures of the world in the same bold way they take scientific
and social possibilities to their logical conclusions so that we may examine them. How very
much we do all owe them!Shikasta has as its starting point, like many others of the genre, the
Old Testament. It is our habit to dismiss the Old Testament altogether because Jehovah, or
Jahve, does not think or behave like a social worker. H. G. Wells said that when man cries out his
little “gimme, gimme, gimme” to God, it is as if a leveret were to snuggle up to a lion on a dark
night. Or something to that effect.The sacred literatures of all races and nations have many
things in common. Almost as if they can be regarded as the products of a single mind. It is
possible we make a mistake when we dismiss them as quaint fossils from a dead past.Leaving
aside the Popol Vuh, or the religious traditions of the Dogon, or the story of Gilgamesh, or any
others of the now plentifully and easily available records (I sometimes wonder if the young
realise how extraordinary a time this is, and one that may not last, when any book one may think
of is there to be bought on a near shelf) and sticking to our local tradition and heritage, it is an
exercise not without interest to read the Old Testament—which of course includes the Torah of
the Jews—and the Apocrypha, together with any other works of the kind you may come on
which have at various times and places been cursed or banished or pronounced non-books; and
after that the New Testament, and then the Koran. There are even those who have come to
believe that there has never been more than one Book in the Middle East.7 November 1978
—Doris LessingJohor has been chosen as suitableto
represent our emissaries to Shikasta—of whom there were many, carrying out amultiplicity of
functions—in thiscompilation of documents selected tooffer a very general picture of Shikastafor
the use of first-year students ofCanopean Colonial Rule.JOHOR reports:I have been sent on
errands to our Colonies on many planets. Crises of all kinds are familiar to me. I have been
involved in emergencies that threaten species, or carefully planned local programmes. I have
known more than once what it is to accept the failure, final and irreversible, of an effort or
experiment to do with creatures who have within themselves the potential of development
dreamed of, planned for … and then—Finis! The end! The drum pattering out into silence …But
the ability to cut losses demands a different type of determination from the stubborn patience
needed to withstand attrition, the leaking away of substance through centuries, then millennia—
and with such a lowly glimmering of light at the end of it all.Dismay has its degrees and qualities.
I suggest that not all are without uses. The set of mind of a servant should be recorded.I am a
small member of the Workforce, and as such do as I must. That is not to say I do not have the
right, as we all have, to say, Enough! Invisible, unwritten, uncoded rules forbid. What these rules
amount to, I would say, is Love. Or so I feel, and many others, too. There are those in our
Colonial Service who, we all know, hold a different view. One of my aims in setting down



thoughts that perhaps fall outside the scope of the strictly necessary is to justify what is still, after
all, the majority view on Canopus about Shikasta. Which is that it is worth so much of our time
and trouble.In these notes I shall be trying to make things clear. There will be others, after me,
and they will study this record as I have studied, so often, the records of those who came before.
It is not always possible to know, when you make a note of an event, or a state of mind, how this
may strike someone perhaps ten thousand years later.Things change. That is all we may be sure
of.Of all my embassies, that first one to Shikasta was the worst. I can say truthfully that I have
scarcely thought of it between that time and this. I did not want to. To dwell on unavoidable wrong
—no, it does no good.This is a catastrophic universe, always; and subject to sudden reversals,
upheavals, changes, cataclysms, with joy never anything but the song of substance under
pressure forced into new forms and shapes. But poor Shikasta—no, I have not wanted to think
about it more than I had to. I did not make attempts to meet those of the personnel who were
being sent (oh, many thousands of them, and over and over again, for no one could accuse
Canopus of neglect of that unfortunate, Shikasta, no one could feel that we have evaded
responsibilities), who were sent, and returned, and who filed their reports as we all did. Shikasta
was always there, it is on our agenda—the cosmic agenda. It is not a place one could choose to
forget altogether, for it was often in the news. But I, for one, did not “keep myself in touch,”
“informed”—no. Once I had filed my report that was that. And when I was sent again, on my
second visit, at the Time of the Destruction of the Cities, to report on the results of such a long
slow atrophy, I kept my thoughts well within the limits of my task.And so, returning again after an
interval—but is it really so many thousands of years?—I am deliberately reviving memories, re-
creating memories, and these attempts will take their place in this record where they may be
appropriate.From: NOTES on PLANET SHIKASTAfor GUIDANCE of COLONIAL SERVANTSOf
all the planets we have colonised totally or in part this is the richest. Specifically: with the
greatest potential for variety and range and profusion of its forms of life. This has always been
so, throughout the very many changes it has—the accurate word, we are afraid—suffered.
Shikasta tends towards extremes in all things. For instance, it has seen phases of
enormousness: gigantic life-forms and in a wide variety. It has seen phases of the minuscule.
Sometimes these epochs have overlapped. More than once the inhabitants of Shikasta have
included creatures so large that one of them could consume the food and living space of
hundreds of their co-inhabitants in a single meal. This example is on the scale of the visible (one
might even say the dramatic), for the economy of the planet is such that every life-form preys on
another, is supported by another, and in its turn is preyed upon, down to the most minute, the
subatomic level. This is not always evident to the creatures themselves, who tend to become
obsessed with what they consume, and to forget what in turn consumes them.Over and over
again, a shock or a strain in the peculiarly precarious balance of this planet has called forth an
accident, and Shikasta has been virtually denuded of life. Again and again it has been jostling-
full with genera, and diseased because of it.This planet is above all one of contrasts and
contradictions, because of its in-built stresses. Tension is its essential nature. This is its strength.



This is its weakness.Envoys are requested to remember at all times that they cannot find on
Shikasta what they will have become familiar with in other parts of our dominion and which
therefore they will have become disposed to expect: very long periods of stasis, epochs of
almost unchanging harmonious balance.Envoys are requested to equip themselves by thorough
preparation. It is left to them to make mental adjustments suggested by what they will find in
Section 5 of the Planetary Demonstration Building.For instance. They may care to stand in front
of the Model of Shikasta, Scale 3—scaled, that is, to roughly present sizes. (Dominant species
half of Canopean size.) This sphere, which you will see as they see it on their mapping and
cartographic devices, has the diameter of their average predominant-species size. You will
observe over the larger part of the sphere a smear of liquid. It is on this film of liquid that the
profusion of life depends. (This planet knows nothing of the little scum of life on its surface: the
planet has other ideas of itself, as we know; but that is not our concern here.) The point of the
exercise is this: to understand that the proliferation of organic possibilities, the harvest of
potentiality which is Shikasta, depends, from one point of view, on a scrape of liquid that could
be drunk in a moment by a rogue star, or shaken off like puddle-mud from a child’s ball during a
game if a comet came in from elsewhere. Which event would be, after all, not without its
precedents!For instance. Adjust yourself to the various levels of being which lie in concentric
shells around the planet, six of them in all, and none requiring much effort from you, since you
will be entering and leaving them so quickly—none save the last Shell, or Circle, or Zone, Zone
Six, which you must study in detail, since you will have to remain there for as long as it takes you
to complete the various tasks you have been given: those which can be undertaken only through
Zone Six. This is a hard place, full of dangers, but these can easily be dealt with, as is shown by
the fact that not once have we ever lost one of our by now many hundreds of emissaries there,
not even the most junior and inexperienced. Zone Six can present to the unprepared every sort
of check, delay, and exhaustion. This is because the nature of this place is a strong emotion
—”nostalgia” is their word for it—which means a longing for what has never been, or at least not
in the form and shape imagined. Chimeras, ghosts, phantoms, the half-created and the
unfulfilled throng there, but if you are on your guard and vigilant, there will be nothing you cannot
deal with.For instance. It is suggested that you take time to acquaint yourself with the different
focusses available for viewing the creatures of Shikasta. You will find every dimension possible
to Shikasta in rooms 1–100 in Section 31, from the electron all the way up to the Dominant
Animal. The fascinations of these different perspectives are real dangers. On the scale of the
electron Shikasta appears as empty space where tinily vibrate shaped mists—the faintest
possible smears of substance, the minutest impulses separated by vast spaces. (The largest
building on Shikasta would collapse if the spaces that hold its electrons apart were withdrawn,
into a piece of substance the size of a Shikastan fingernail.) Shikastan experience in the range
of sound is not something to submit yourself to, if you have not become practised. Shikasta in
colour is an assault you will not survive without preparation.In short, none of the planets familiar
to us is on as strong and as crude levels of vibration as is Shikasta, and too long a submission of



one’s being to any of these may pervert and suborn judgement.JOHOR reports:When I was
asked to undertake this mission, my third, it was not expected that I would spend much time in
Zone Six, but that I would move through it fast, perhaps stopping only as long as I would need
for a task or two. But it was not known then that Taufiq had been captured and that others would
have to do his work, myself in particular. And do it quickly, for there would not be time for me to
incarnate and grow to adulthood before attending to the various urgencies that had developed
because of Taufiq’s misfortune. Our personnel on Shikasta are stretched to capacity as it is, and
there is no one equipped to replace Taufiq. It is not always realised that we are not
interchangeable. Our experiences, some chosen, some involuntary, mature us differently. We
may have all begun on one of the planets, and some of us even on Shikasta in the same way,
and with not much more to choose between us than between puppies of the same litter, but after
even some hundreds of years, let alone thousands, we have been fused, baked out, crystallised,
into forms as different as snowflakes are to each other. When one of us is chosen to “go down”
to Shikasta or any other planet, it is only after deliberation: Johor is fitted for this or that task,
Nasar for that one, and Taufiq for a specific, difficult long-term job that it seemed he and only he
could do—and in parentheses and without emphasis I confess here that there is a weight of self-
doubt on me. Taufiq and I have more than once been considered as very like: not equivalents,
never that, but we have often headed a short list, we have been friends for … But how many
times, and in how many planets have we worked together! And if so alike, brothers, life-and-
death partners, friends on that level where there is nothing that may not be said, and no aspect
of each other for which both may not take on absolute responsibility; if we are so close, and he is
lost to us, temporarily of course, but nevertheless lost and part of the enemy forces, then—what
may I not expect for myself? I record here that as I prepare for this trip, one of whose main tasks
it is to take over Taufiq’s undone work, that I spend many units of energy reinforcing my own
purpose: No, no, I shall not (I tell myself), I shall not go the way of Taufiq, my brother. And again: I
shall withstand what I know I must … and this is why I reacted badly to the news that I must
spend so much time in Zone Six. I know well from last time that it is a place that weakens,
undermines, fills one’s mind with dreams, softness, hungers that one had hoped—one always
does hope!—had been left behind forever. But it is our lot, our task, over and over again to
submit ourselves to hazards and dangers and temptations. There is no other way. But I do not
want to be in Zone Six! I was there twice before, once as a junior member of the Task Force of
the First Time, then as Emissary in the Penultimate Time. Of course it will have changed, as
Shikasta has.I passed through Zones One to Five with all my inputs held to a minimum. I have
visited them at various times, and they are lively and for the most part agreeable places, since
their inhabitants are those who have worked their way out of and well past the Shikastan drag
and pull, and are out of the reach of the miasmas of Zone Six. But they are not my concern now;
and traversing them I experienced no more than rapid flickers of forms, sensations, changes
from heat to cold, exhilaration. Soon I knew I was close to the environs of Zone Six by what I felt,
and without being told I could have said, Ah, yes, Shikasta, there you are again—and with an



inward sigh, a summoning of forces.A twilight of grief, mists of hungry longing, a sucking drag of
all the emotions—and I had to force each step, and it was as if my ankles were being held by
hands I could not see, as if I walked weighted by beings I could not see. Out of the mists I came
at last and there, where last time I was here I had seen grasslands, streams, grazing beasts,
now was only a vast dry plain. Two flat black stones marked the Eastern Gate, and assembled
there were throngs of poor souls yearning out and away from Shikasta, which lay behind them
on the other side of the dusty plains of Zone Six. Feeling me there, for they could not then see
me, they came jostling forward like blind people, their faces turning and searching, and they
groaned, a deep yearning groan, and as I still did not show myself, they began a keening chant,
or hymn, which I remembered hearing in Zone Six all those thousands of years before.Save me,
God,Save me, Lord,I love you,You love me.Eye of God,Watching me,Pay my fee,Set me free.…
Meanwhile, my eyes were at work on those faces! How many of them were familiar to me,
unchanged except for the ravages of grief, how many of them I had known, even in the First
Time, when they were handsome, wholesome, sturdy animals, all self-reliance and competence.
Among them I saw my old friend Ben, descendant of David and his daughter Sais, and he
sensed me so strongly that he was standing close against me, tears running down his face, his
hands held out as if waiting for mine. I manifested myself in the shape he had seen me last, and
put my hands in his, and he flung himself into my arms and stood weeping. “At last, at last,” he
wept, “have you come for me now? May I come now?”—and all the others pressed in about us,
clutching and holding, and I nearly lost myself into the gulf of their longing. I stood there feeling
myself sway, feeling my substance dragged out from me, and I stepped back from them, making
them release me, and Ben, too, took away his hands, but stood close, moaning, “It’s been so
long, so long …”“Tell me why you are still here?” I insisted, and they became silent while Ben
spoke. But it was no different from what he had told me before, and as he finished and the others
stood crying out their stories one after another, I knew I was caught and bound by the
necessities of Zone Six, and my whole being was fermenting with impatience and even fear, for
all my work was ahead of me, my work was calling me—and I could not get myself free. What
they told was always the same, had always been the same—and I wondered if they remembered
how I had stood here, they had stood here, so long ago, saying the same things, … they had
made themselves leave this gate, and they had turned themselves around and crossed the
plain, and had entered Shikasta—some of them recently, some of them not for centuries or
millennia—and all had succumbed to Shikasta, had suffered some failure of purpose and will,
and had been expelled back to this place, clustering around the Eastern Gate. They had tried
again, some of them, had succumbed again, again found themselves here—on and on, for
some, while others had given up all hope of ever being strong enough to enter Shikasta and win
its prize, which was, by enduring it, to be free of it forever; and hung and drifted, thin miserable
ghosts, yearning and hungering for “Them” who would come for them, would lift them out and
away from this terrible place as a mother cat takes its kittens to safety. The idea of rescue, of
succour, was evidenced here always, at this gate, as strongly as I have known it anywhere, and



the clutch and cling of it was maddening me.“Ben,” I said, and I was speaking to them all,
through him, “Ben, you have to try again, there is no other way.”But he was weeping and
clasping me, begging, pleading—I was in a storm of sighs and tears.He had not given up, I could
not accuse him of that! Again and again he had hovered waiting at Shikasta’s “gates,” and when
his turn came he had gone down full of purpose and determination that this time at last … but
then, it was not until he had left Shikasta, after months or years or a full life-span (whatever it
was at that time) that he remembered, back in Zone Six, what he had set out to do. He had
meant to save himself by the use of the terrors and hazards of Shikasta so that he would
crystallise into a substance that could survive and withstand, but when he came to himself he
realised he had spent his life again in self-indulgence and weakness and a falling away into
forgetfulness. Again and again … so that now he regarded the place with such horror that he
could not force himself to line up with the crowds of souls waiting at the Shikastan entrances for
a chance of rebirth. No, he had given up. He was doomed, like all the rest here, to wait and to
wait until “They” came to take him away. Until I came … and he held me and would not let go.I
said what I had said to them before, to him before: “You must all make your way across the plain
to the other side, and you must patiently wait your turn—but it will not be so long a wait now, for
Shikasta is being crowded with souls, they are being born in droves, more and more. Go, and
wait and try again.”A great clamour and a complaint went up all around me.Ben cried, “But it is
worse now, they say. It gets worse and harder. If I could not succeed then, why should I now? I
can’t …”“You must,” I said, and began to force my way through them.And now Ben let out a
roaring raucous laugh, an accusation. “There you go,” he shouted, “you’re all right, you can come
and go as you please, but what of us?”I had passed through. Well away from them, I looked
back. The crowd there wailed and lamented and swayed about under the force of their grief. But
Ben took a step forward from them. And another. I pointed across the plain, and watched him
take a painful step forward. He was going to try. He was on his way over that vast, painful plain.I
heard them singing as I went on:Eye of God,Watching me,Pay my fee,Set me free,Here I
am,Waiting here,Save me, God,Save me, Lord.… on, and on, and on.Already depleted by grief,
that emotion which of all others is the most useless, I ran across the plain, feeling the dust thick
and soft underfoot. I remembered the grasses and bushes and rivers of my last visit, while I
stepped across dry channels and used dry riverbeds as roads. Crickets and cicadas, the
shimmer of hot light on rock—this would be desert very soon. And I thought of what I must face
when I at last was able to enter Shikasta.Sitting on an outcrop of low stone I saw a figure that
was familiar, and I approached a female shape drooping in sorrow and lassitude so deep she
did not move as I approached. I stood over her and saw it was Rilla, who on my last visit had
been with the crowds at the Eastern Gate.I greeted her, she lifted her face, and I saw it set in dry,
obdurate woe.“I know what you are going to say,” said she.“Ben is trying again,” I said. But when I
looked back I could not see him: only the dust hanging reddish in the air, and the dry broken
grasses. She looked with me, passively.“He is there,” I said. “Believe me.”“It is no use,” she said. “I 
have tried so often.”“Are you going to sit here for the rest of time?”She did not answer, but



resumed her post, looking down, motionless. She seemed to herself a static weight, empty; to
me she was like a whirlpool of danger. I could see myself, thinned and part transparent, could
feel myself sway and lean—towards her, into her locked violences.“Rilla,” I said, “I have work to
do.”“Of course,” said she. “When do you ever say anything different?”“Go and find Ben,” I said.I
walked on. Long afterwards I looked around—I did not dare before, for fear I would turn and run
back to her. Oh, I had known her, I had known her well. I knew what qualities were shut up there,
prisoners of her despair. She was not looking at me. She had turned her head and was gazing
out into the hazy plains where Ben was.I left her.I had lost my way. Memories of the last time
were not helping me, could not—everything had changed. I was looking for the abode of the
Giants. I did not want to see them, because of the degeneration I knew I would find. But they
were the quickest way to Taufiq. Taufiq’s condition, as captive of the Enemy, must be—could be
no other—an excess of self-esteem, pride, silliness. I could contact Taufiq through the equivalent
qualities here. The Giants, then … I had to!Far away across the deserts were towering peaks of
rock, bare black rock, like clusters of fists held into a blood-red sky. Purple clouds, unmoving,
thick, heavy. Beneath them drifts of sand hanging in the air like armies of locusts. A still,
moribund world. My long spidery shadow lay behind me almost to the horizon, following me
black and menacing, an enemy. Shadows lay across the sands to my feet from the peaks. Deep
tormenting shadows, full of memories … one of them bulged, moved, separated itself … out
came a troop of Giants, and at the first sight of them I felt the movement of the heart like a
leaking of strength that means sorrow.This was the magnificence I remembered? These?They
were tall, their forms were something of what they had been, but they had lost strength and
substance. A company of lean, lean-to, shambling ghosts, their movements awkward, their faces
empty and full of shadows, they came towards me across the blowing sands, which kept rising
and obscuring them and then billowed away behind them, so that they appeared again on a
background of suddenly darkened sky, which was a blackish grey on red, grey making turbid the
purple clouds, grey heavying and dragging everything, and rising in mists around their feet. They
waded towards me through the eddying sands, wraiths, shadows … this was the great race I had
come to warn on my first visit, came to warn and sustain, and—it was no use, I could not help it. I
heard a wail of mourning come from my lips, and this was echoed by a wail from them, but in
them it was a battle cry, or so they meant it. A sad mourning cry, and every gesture, every
movement, was stiff with ridiculous hauteur, this company of wraiths was sick with pride of a
falsely remembered past, and they would have struck me down with the bones of their arms and
hands if I had not held out to them the Signature. They recognised it. Not at once or easily: but
they were pulled up short, and stood on the sands in front of me, about two hundred of them,
uncertain, half remembering, looking at me, at each other, at the glinting gleaming Thing I was
confronting them with … and I was looking from one worn attenuated face to another and yes, I
could recognise in those faces the kingly beings I had known.After a while, at a loss as to what
else to do, they turned about, enclosing me in their company, and walked, or stalked, or
shambled towards the great rocks. Among these they had built a rough castle, or association of



towers. These clumsy structures had nothing in common with what these Giants had built for
themselves, in the First Time, but were expressions of pathetic grandiosity. I wanted to say, “Do
you really imagine that this savage place is anything like what you created to live in when you
were yourselves?”They took me into a long hall of crudely dressed stone. Around the hall were
set great chairs and thrones, and in these they placed themselves. At least they did have some
inkling that they had been equal, a company of free companions. They sat in poses that said
“power,” in heavy robes that said “pomp,” holding baubles and toys of all kinds, crowns and
coronets, sceptres, globes, swords. Where had they found such rubbishy stuff? A trip must have
been dared into Shikasta to fetch it!I looked at these shadows and again was tormented with the
need quite simply to keen out my mourning for the loss of all that the First Time had meant, but I
was reminding myself not to waste my forces in this way, for I could not afford to let loose what I
felt.I held the Signature out before them, and asked them how they had fared since I had seen
them last. A silence, a stirring, and the great hollow faces turned to each other in the shadows of
the hall.… I noticed I was finding difficulty in distinguishing their features, and peered closely at
them. Shining black faces, the various hues of brown, of yellow, ivory, cream … but it was hard to
see them. Over a hundred had trooped with me into the hall and filled the chairs and thrones, but
it seemed as if there were fewer now. Some chairs stood empty. As I glanced around, chairs that
had held occupants stood empty, as forms vanish in a deepening twilight. Only the Signature
held light, and life, the Giants were so thin and grey and gone that they were almost transparent
—yes, on a shift of pose they seemed to disappear, so that an enormous brown man in his
gaudy robes would become a cloak folded over the back of a throne, and strong peering eyes
searching my face for clues to memories only just out of mind would dwindle to the dull glitter of
paste jewels in a broken tiara slung over the knob of a chairback. They were all dissipating and
disappearing even as I sat there and watched.I said to them, “Will you not take your chances on
Shikasta? Will you not try to win through that way?”—but a hiss ran through the company, they
moved their limbs and heads restlessly, they checked gestures of aggression, and would have
killed me if it had not been for the Signature.“Shikasta, Shikasta, Shikasta …” was the
murmuring whisper all around me, and the sound was the hissing of a snake, was hatred,
loathing—and a dreadful fear.They were remembering a little of what they had been: the
Signature induced this in them. Nothing much, but they did remember something splendid and
right. And they knew what their descendants had become. That was what their faces stated: that
even the word Shikasta confronted them with filth and ordure.“I need to sit with you here,” I said,
“for as long as it takes me to make a visit to Shikasta.”Again the stirring rearing movement, like
threatened horses.I said, as it was my duty to do, even knowing that they would not listen (not
could not, for otherwise I would not have wasted my energies, already depleting), I said, “Come
with me, I’ll help you, I’ll do everything I can to help you win your way through and out.”They sat
there frozen, this company of half-ghosts. They were unable to move. “Very well, then,” I said.
“You must sit where you are, till I come back. It is through you I can make this journey.”And
surrounded by these hosts of the dead, sustained by their awful arrogance, I was able to part the



mists that divided me from the realities of Shikasta, and search for my friend Taufiq.But first I
shall set down my recovered memories of my visit to Shikasta, then Rohanda, in the First Time,
when this race was a glory and a hope of Canopus. I am also making use of records of other
visits to Shikasta in the Time of the Giants.The planet was for millions of years one of a category
of hundreds that we kept a watch on. It was regarded as having potential because its history has
always been one of sudden changes, rapid developments, as rapid degradations, periods of
stagnation. Anything could be expected of it. But a period of stagnation had held for millennia
when the planet was subjected to a prolonged radiation from an exploding star in Andar, and a
mission was sent down to report. It was fertile, but mostly swamp. There was vegetation, but it
was uniform and stable. There were varieties of lizard in the swamps, and small rodents and
marsupials and monkeys on the limited areas of dry land. The drawback to this planet was the
short expectation of life. Our rival Sirius had planted some of their species there, and they did
not become extinct, but at once their life-spans, previously normal—some thousands of years—
adapted, and individuals could expect to live no more than a few years. (I am using Shikastan
time measurement.) There had been conferences between specialists on Canopus and Sirius to
discuss the possibilities of these short-lived species, and if it was worthwhile to allocate the
landmasses between us. Since the Great War between Sirius and Canopus that had ended all
war between us, there had been regular conferences to avoid overlapping, or interfering with
each other’s experiments. And this practice continues to this time.The conference was
inconclusive. It was not known what to expect from the burst of radiation. Sirius and Canopus
agreed to wait and see. Meanwhile, Shammat had also made an inspection—but we did not
know about this until later.Almost at once our envoys reported startling changes in the species.
The whole steamy swampy fertile place was sizzling with change. The monkeys in particular
were breeding all sorts of variations, some freaks and monsters, but also dramatic variations that
showed the greatest promise. And so with all life: vegetation, insects, fish. We saw that the
planet was on its way to becoming one of the most fruitful of its class, and it was at this time that
it was named Rohanda, which means fruitful, thriving.Meanwhile, it was still a place of mists,
swamps, and dismal wetness. (There are no more depressing places than these planets that are
all warm water, cloud, fen, bog, dampness—and no one likes visiting them.) But there was a
change in the climate. Water was steaming off the marshes and the swamps and hung in vast
lowering clouds. More dry land appeared, though approaching the planet, nothing could be seen
but the rolling, seething cloud masses. There was another, completely unexpected, blast of
radiation, and the poles froze, holding masses of ice. Rohanda was on its way to becoming the
most desirable kind of planet, one with large landmasses and water held in defined areas, or
running in channels and streams.Long before we had planned it, Sirius and Canopus conferred
again. Sirius wanted the southern hemisphere for experiments that would complement others
they were making in temperate and southerly areas in another of their colonies. We wanted the
northern hemisphere, because it was chiefly here that a subgroup of the former “monkeys” had
established themselves and were developing. They were already three and four times the height



of the little creatures who were their ancestors. They were showing tendencies to walk upright.
They showed rapid increases in intelligence. Our experts told us that these creatures would
continue a fast evolution and could be expected to become a Grade A species in, probably, fifty
thousand years. (Provided of course there were no more accidents of the cosmic type.) And their
life-span was already several times what it had been: this was considered the most important
factor of all.Canopus decided to subject Rohanda to an all-out booster, Top-Level Priority,
Forced-Growth Plan. This was partly because another of our colonies, unstable, like Rohanda,
was known to have only a short life ahead of it. A comet was expected to shift it off course in
twenty thousand years. This would upset the so carefully maintained balances of our System.
(See Maps and Charts Nos. 67M to 93M, Area 7 D3, Planetary Demonstration Building.) If
Rohanda could be brought up to operational levels by then, it could take the place in our cosmic
scheme of that unfortunate one—whose future alas was exactly as forecast: knocked off
balance, it lost all life, and very quickly, and is now dead.What we needed, to be precise, was to
progress Rohanda up to the appropriate level in twenty thousand, not fifty thousand, years.As is
customary, we put out tenders among our colonies for volunteers, and we chose a species from
Colony 10, which has been remarkably successful in symbiotic development.Of course, a
species has to be of a certain mental set even to consider such conditions: let us say that they
must be adventurers! While the main outlines of a probable development are known, it is never
possible to forecast exactly what will happen when two species are put into symbiosis: there are
too many unforeseens. And it was not kept from them that Rohanda was by nature
unpredictable, unusually subject to chance and change. Above all, it was not known how their
life-spans would adjust: if badly, down to the Rohandan current norm, then this volunteering of
theirs could be regarded as not far from racial suicide.But it is enough to say that at that stage
and at that time these were a strong and healthy species; they were alert and mentally
adaptable; they had the genetic memory of experience in similar experiments.Small groups of
Colony 10 volunteers were introduced successfully onto Rohanda, in various parts of the
northern hemisphere. There were a thousand in all, male and female, and almost at once—that
is to say, within five hundred years—it was obvious that this was going to be a most successful
experiment.The interaction between the two species was admirable, both being well affected.
There were no instinctive aggressions due to genetic incompatibility. We on Canopus were
congratulating ourselves.Well within the twenty thousand years, the younger (ex-monkey) race
would have attained the required level; and the fast-developing Colony 10 people would have
advanced themselves to a stage where they could be said to have taken an evolutionary step
forward that in usual conditions might take ten times as long.I shall describe the situation as it
was about a thousand years after the introduction of the Colony 10 species.First, the indigenous
race. Nothing remarkable here: we have all seen this before, since it is a pattern that has shown
itself on many planets.The creatures were now on their hind legs, and their arms and hands
were well adapted for manifold tasks and the use of tools. They had a strong sense of their own
worth—that is, as creatures able to manipulate their environment and survive. They hunted, and



were at the beginnings of an agriculture. They were about the size of an average Shikastan now,
and were enlarging rapidly. They had thick long head hair, and short thick body fur. They lived in
small groups, widely scattered, with little contact between them. They did not fight each other.
They had a life expectation of about one hundred and fifty years.A good proportion of the first
Colony 10 people died early—but this was to be expected. There is never any explanation for
this type of death. The infants were the size of their parents before they were out of childhood:
the species was increasing in size so rapidly they called themselves Giants almost from the
start. This was not without unease: no species observes itself in such rapid change without
misgivings. They were a tall, strong race from the beginning, but a thousand years of Rohanda
had already made them a third as tall again. They were well built. They were dark brown or black
in colour, with a particularly attractive glossy healthy skin. They had no body hair, and very little
head hair. The nails of their hands and feet were vestigial, no more than a thickening of the skin
at toes and fingertips. It was too soon to know how their life-spans would be affected. Some of
the individuals who had been introducted onto the planet were still in full vigour, and as for the
young ones it was too soon to say. Colony 10 has a mild climate of very little variation. Clothes
are not worn except for ceremonial occasions. But on Rohanda the Giants had to develop
clothes, which they did at once, very soon being able to dispense with the shipments from
warehouses on Canopus for materials made from the barks and plants of Rohanda.They had
established with the Natives a tutelary relation which gave the liveliest of interest and
satisfaction to both sides. It was the Giants who taught the Natives the beginnings of plant
culture. They taught them, too, how to use animals without harming the species. They were
developing language in them. It was still only the basis of many talents—arts, sciences—that the
Giants were laying, for it was not yet time for the establishment of the Lock between Canopus
and Rohanda that would begin the Forced-Growth Phase.Conditions continued appropriate, and
about seven thousand years after the matching of the two species, a special mission was sent
from Canopus to see if it was time to establish the Lock.Here are extracts from their Report. (No.
1300, Rohanda.)THE GIANTSLIFE-SPAN: On Colony 10 they lived to be twelve thousand,
fifteen thousand years. Fears that immersion in Rohandan conditions would drastically reduce
their life-span have proved right. At the start expectancy was reduced to about two thousand
years. Almost at once this began to improve, and now they live four thousand or five thousand
years. The trend is upwards. We observe the usual anomalies. A minority die, without any
apparent reason, very young. These are not the types that might be considered degenerate (see
Size, below), the thin attenuated ones, who in fact live as long as the robust. Nor is there a way
to forecast who will die at two hundred years or five hundred years.SIZE: They are twice the size
they were on leaving Colony 10. They are strong and well built, with great physical endurance.
Variants are extremely thin, spindly, comparatively awkward in movement; and very stout and
powerful, so that seeing examples of the two extremes together it would be easy to believe them
of different species.COLOUR: Previously dark brown and black skin tones are varied to shades
of light brown and even cream.MENTAL POWERS: These are generally improved by the



symbiosis. The level of practical intelligence is not different from those on Colony 10, but the
higher levels have been stimulated quite remarkably, and it is this fact which makes the
experiment the success it undoubtedly is.THE NATIVESLIFE-SPAN: Increasing. But not as fast
as with the Giants. They live about five hundred years, unless they are subject to accidents. They
die, like the Giants, of attacks of minuscule organisms, some locally evolved, some from space.
We see no sign of the Degenerative Disease.SIZE: Half the size of the Giants, at about eight or
nine feet. They have refined remarkably. Their body hair is much less. Their head hair is profuse
however, with strongly marked eyebrows. Build, features, general character are broad, solid,
strong. Their animal origin remains marked. They are mostly brown-eyed. From settlement to
settlement across the northern hemisphere, these creatures are remarkably uniform.COLOUR:
Their skin tones range from cream to brown, but the majority are a warm light brown.MENTAL
POWERS: No trace at all of Higher Powers, but their practical intelligence is developing even
better than expected, and this is a sound and healthy basis for what we plan when we establish
the Lock.GENERALRelations between Giants and Natives are good. A steady but slight contact
is maintained. The Giants make visits only when it is felt that the Natives will benefit from advice
or redirection. The Giants live never more than one hundred miles from their protégés. Their
settlements are comfortable, but of course not considered as more than temporary, and used as
experiments for the phase to come. That is, all buildings, plantings, irrigation are experimental,
with a view to future cosmic alignments dependent on the Lock. This mission has the pleasure of
reporting that there is no sign at all of the Degenerative Disease. Nowhere are there to be seen
any buildings or developments that are for any other reason than that of preparing for the Lock.
The settlements are all of course aligned as far as is possible at this stage with geophysical
factors.The Natives live in much cruder settlements—viewed from the angle of cosmic
alignments, though from the physical aspect some dwellings have reached quite handsome
levels, with aspirations far beyond the needs of warmth and comfort. It is this factor which more
than any other makes us conclude that the Lock should not be delayed. Some dwellings have
designs and patterns on walls, roofs, pottery, utensils, fabrics. These designs, because of the
tutelage of the Giants, are well within the needs of this phase, but an imbalance is shortly
inevitable.Hunting has ceased to be the main source of food. Agriculture is well developed, with
grains of all sorts, gourds, leafy plants. Husbandry is practised, with a good developing relation
with the animal stocks. There is as yet no urgent need for irrigation: natural water patterns
remain adequate. But the Giants’ research suggests that irrigation should be established in the
hotter areas of the Central part.Our report is one of success.It is this mission’s opinion that
conditions are ripe for the establishment of the Lock. The Giants are anxious for this. Without in
any way complaining or wishing to hasten phases which should not be hastened, they feel
excluded from the common contacts of the galaxy. While none of them, as an individual,
remembers genuine contact—the free flow of thought, ideas, information, growth between
planet and planet across our galaxy—it is not long since the oldest of the Colony 10 immigrants
died, and, in any case, their genetic memory is strong, active, developing. And all their



preparations for the establishment of the Lock are made.A WARNINGThere are persistent
rumours—mostly formalised as tales and songs told by the Natives, who get news very fast as
their groups meet in the course of hunting or other expeditions—that “down South” there are
races of extremely warlike and hostile beings. The Giants have sent expeditions to the two main
landmasses, and have found only that the species established by Sirius are flourishing. (These
will be the subject of a subreport.) It is clear to us that the Sirian tutors have caused these
rumours to spread, so as to prevent our experimentees from wandering over into their territory.
The Giants, who understood this, have created new legends and stories, and are doing
everything to create mental sets that will keep our bargain with Sirius.Nothing of this is more
than was to be expected, but there is something else. There are persistent rumours about
“spies,” both among the Natives and among the Giants. These spies do not enter Giant territory,
but appear quite frequently among the Natives, and everywhere over the northern hemisphere.
At first the Giants believed these to be from Sirian colonies, on ordinary fact-finding missions,
but they now believe there are also spies from some other empire. They are cautious about
committing themselves, but repeat that the distinguishing feature of these creatures is not in
appearance, but in behaviour. In short, they show every feature of the Degenerative Disease. In
our view everything we have heard can only confirm the presence of Shammat.OUR
CONCLUSIONS1 The Lock may begin. We have optimum conditions.2 It should not be forgotten
in our plans that this planet is subject to sudden and drastic change.3 Enquiries should be made
from Sirius if spies from Shammat have been found in their territories.4 Attention should be
directed to what Shammat is likely to be wanting. On the face of it there is no place for Shammat
on this planet.Shortly after that the Lock was established, and was a success, making missions
and special envoys unnecessary. The minds of the Giants—or to put it accurately, factually, the
Giant-mind—had become one with the mind of the Canopean System, at first partially, and
tentatively, but it was an ever-growing and sensitizing current. What came through from Rohanda
was all good news. To absorb the tapes and records from that period of nearly ten thousand
years is to participate in achievement, success, development. Few of our colonies have fulfilled
our plans so hearteningly. The “spies” of the mission’s report mentioned above seemed to fade
out of the picture. It was assumed on Canopus that they were destroyed by the suddenness of
the Lock—that they had not been able to stand the change to higher and finer vibrations, though
we did not rule out the possibility that these creatures of Shammat had evolved, rather than died
out, and possibly even in a way that might contribute to the general variety and richness of
Rohanda.We have to look at things now rather differently. In short, it is a question, if not of
apportioning blame—never a very helpful process, tending always to draw the attention away
from essentials, rather than focussing it—then of knowing what went wrong, so as to avoid it on
other planets. But the main cause of the disaster was what that word dis-aster implies: a fault in
the stars. That we could not foresee, beyond acknowledging that nothing on Rohanda could be
taken for granted. If there had not been that shift in stellar alignments, it would not have mattered
what the Shammat agents were doing, or plotting.But how was it we did not know they were



there?The fault was partly ours—Canopus. As for Sirius, our relations continued to be formally
correct: exchanges of information took place between the Colonial Services on the mother
planets. At the local Rohandan or Shikastan level, they did not behave worse than we had
expected, considering the much lower level of their Empire. But it is this lower level of the Sirian
Empire which is the key to this and other problems of Rohanda/Shikasta; and my understanding
of it is different now. It must be remembered that we servants of Canopus are also in the process
of evolution, and our understandings of situations change as we do. [SEE History of the Sirian
Empire.]In short, we were not thinking much of Shammat at all. It is easy now to say we were
mistaken. Puttiora itself was concerned, or so it seemed, to keep well out of our way: the alliance
between the Empire of Sirius and the Canopean Empire was not to be taken lightly. No one did
take it lightly! Throughout our part of the galaxy there was peace, there was harmonious
development, and no one challenged us. Why should they? Seldom has the galaxy seen such a
blaze of accomplishment, such a long period without any war at all.Perhaps it is a fault of the
species who thrive in peace, mutual help, aspirations for more of the same—to forget that
outside these borders dwell very different types of mind, feeding on different fuel. It is not that
Canopus did not guard itself from the vile Puttiora emanations, that we did not keep ourselves
informed about that revolting empire, which dismayed us more because it could only remind us
of our earlier less pleasant stages of development—it was not that we were negligent in that. But
Puttiora did not challenge us anywhere else—so why on Rohanda?And so we did not take
Shammat enough into account. That Puttiora should allow an outpost on a planet all rock and
desert had always seemed to us inexplicable, though the rumours did come that Shammat had
been colonised by criminals fleeing from Puttiora, that Puttiora had ignored them until it was too
late. We had no idea at all of how Shammat was sucking and draining sources of nourishment
everywhere they could be found, of how it built itself up, a thief getting fat on its loot. When
Shammat was already a successful pirate state, we still thought of it as a disgraceful but
unimportant appendage to the terrible but fortunately far-distant Puttiora.And what of the Giants,
that alert, intelligent species who had everything on Rohanda under their control?Again, we
believe that this is a question of benign and nurturing minds not being able to credit the reality of
types of mind keyed to theft and destruction. Colony 10 had never been anything but a place of
fruitful co-operation, and as I have said, they are peculiarly well adapted to harmonious
symbiosis with others. And on Rohanda they had not experienced setback and threat. We now
believe it is a disadvantage to allow too much prosperity, ease of development—and on none of
our other colonies have we again been satisfied with an easy triumphant growth. We have
always inbuilt a certain amount of stress, of danger.But suppose there had never been a dis-
aster? Probably no one would ever have known that Shammat was on Rohanda … for Shammat
can succeed only where there is disequilibrium, harm, dismay.We had very little notice of the
crisis. There was no reason to expect it. But the balances of Canopus and her System were
suddenly not right. We had to find out what was wrong, and very quickly. We did. It was
Rohanda. She was out of phase, and rapidly worsening. The Lock was weakening. There were



shifts in the balances of the forces from inside the body of Rohanda. These answered a shift—
and now we had to look outwards, away from Rohanda—in the balances of powers elsewhere,
among the stars who were holding us, Canopus, in a web of interacting currents with our
colonised planets. Rohanda had felt the wrong alignment first, because it is her nature to be
sensitive. Rohanda was at risk, Rohanda must be urgently rescued, held in phase, adjusted—so
went our early thought.But it was soon established that this could not be. Rohanda could not
hold her place in our System. It was not so much a question of jettisoning her, as of her
jettisoning herself.Very well then: we could cushion and provide … so went our thought in that
second stage of our discovery.Rohanda was in for a long period—but at that stage we had no
idea how very long it would be—of stagnation. But we would make sure that at least there would
be no serious falling away from what she had accomplished, we would maintain her until the
cosmic forces changed again, which they would do, so we had ascertained.But then something
else and worse was forced in on us. We could not make our information match with what we
could register coming from Rohanda! The currents from Rohanda were coming wild, shrill,
cracked … it was clear that they were being tapped. Previously, the strong full Lock between us
and Rohanda had made impossible any such leeching away, but now there was no doubt of
it.Things started happening all at once. Information from Sirius about Puttiora, its sudden
increase of strength and pride. Information from our spies in the Puttiora Empire—about
Shammat, in particular. Shammat was like a drunk, shameless, boastful, reeling.… Shammat
was going from strength to strength. Shammat was taking advantage of the new weakness of
Rohanda, who was unshielded, unguarded, open to her. Which meant that Shammat had been
lying in wait on Rohanda, had been established there … had known what was going to happen?
No, that was not possible; because with all our technology, so infinitely in advance of
Shammat’s, we had not known.It was not a question of Rohanda being nursed through a long
quiescent period, but much worse.An envoy would have to be sent, and at once.And now I will
describe Rohanda as I found it on my first visit.But it was Shikasta now: Shikasta the hurt, the
damaged, the wounded one. The name had already been changed.Can I say that it is “with
pleasure” that I write of it? It is a retrospective emotion, going back before the bad news I carried.
Rohanda had given us all so much satisfaction, it was our easiest and our best achievement.
And don’t forget that it was Rohanda who was to take the place of that unfortunate planet who
was so soon to be destroyed and who we were already emptying of its inhabitants, taking them
to other places where they might thrive and grow.What a crisis I left behind me on Canopus that
time, what a roar of effort, change, and adjustment: plans cherished and relied on for millennia
were being thrown over, adapted, substituted—and from this place of turmoil, I left for Shikasta,
the stricken.At least there is something of consolation that such excellence had been. What has
been good is a promise that in other places, other times, good can develop again … at times of
shame and destruction, we may sustain ourselves with these thoughts.At the time of the disaster
there were still not more than sixty thousand Giants, and about a million and a half Natives,
distributed over the northern hemisphere. The planet was amazingly fruitful and pleasant. The



waters that—released—would re-create the swamps and marshes were still locked up in ice at
the poles, and we could see no reason why this should change.There were great forests over all
the northern and temperate zones, and these were plentifully stocked with animals of all sorts,
differing from those of my later visits mostly in size. These were not enemies of the inhabitants.
There were settlements in the north, even in extremes of climate, both of Giants and of Natives,
but most of the population was settled farther south, in the Middle Areas, where there was a
sparkling, light, invigorating climate.The cities were established where the patterns of stones
had been set up according to the necessities of the plan, along the lines of force in the earth of
that time. These patterns, lines, circles, arrangements were no different from those familiar to us
on other planets, and were the basis and foundation of the transmitting systems of the Lock
between Canopus and Rohanda … now poor Shikasta.The arranging and alignment of the
stones had been done initially entirely by the Giants, whose size and strength made the work
easy for them, but by now the understanding between the Giants and the Natives was such that
the Natives wished to assist in a task which they knew was—as they put it in their songs and
tales and legends—their link with the Gods, with Divinity.They did not see the Giants as Gods.
They had developed beyond that. Their intelligence was so much greater, because of the Lock,
that it was now not far from that of the Giants just before the Lock.The cities had been built on
the lines indicated by the experiments that had been so extensive in the long preparatory phase
before the Lock.They were of stone, and were linked with the stone patterns as part of the
transmitting system.Cities, towns, settlements of mud, wood, or any vegetable material cannot
disturb the transmitting processes, or set up unsuitable oscillations. It was for this reason that
during the preparatory phase, the Giants discouraged stone as building material and
themselves lived in houses of whichever organic substance was most convenient and to hand.
Once the Lock was established, and the stone patterns set and operative, the cities were rebuilt
of stone, and the Natives were instructed in this art—so soon to be lost to the memory of
Shikasta—for the plan was that when the Natives had evolved to the adequate level, the Giants
would leave for another task somewhere else, themselves evolved beyond anything that could
have been envisaged by the handful from Colony 10 those many thousands of years ago.What
the Natives were being taught was the science of maintaining contact at all times with Canopus;
of keeping contact with their Mother, their Maintainer, their Friend, and what they called God, the
Divine. If they kept the stones aligned and moving as the forces moved and waxed and waned,
and if the cities were kept up according to the laws of the Necessity, then they might expect—
these little inhabitants of Rohanda who had been no more than scurrying monkeys half in and
half out of the trees, animals with little in them of the Canopean nature—these animals could
expect to become men, would take charge of themselves and their world when the Giants left
them, the work of the symbiosis complete.The cities were all different, because of the different
terrains on which they were established, and the currents and forces of those places. They might
be on the open plains, or by springs, or by seashores, or on mountains or plateaux. They might
be among snow and ice, or very hot, but each was exact and perfect and laid down according to



the Necessity. Each was a mathematical symbol and shape, and mathematics were taught to the
young ones by travel. A tutor would take a group of pupils to sojourn in, for instance, the Square
City, where they would absorb by osmosis everything there is to be known about squareness. Or
the Rhomboid, or the Triangle, and so on.Of course the shape of a city was as rigidly controlled
upwards as it was in area, for roundness, or the hexagonal, or the spirit of Four, or Five, was
expressed as much in the upper parts as it was by what was experienced where the patterns of
stone in building enmeshed with the earth.The flow of water around and inside a city was
patterned according to the Necessity, and so was the placing of fire—as distinct from heat,
which was done by steam and heated water—but fire itself, which the Natives could not rid
themselves of thinking as Divine, was according to Need.Each city, then, was a perfect artefact,
with nothing in it uncontrolled: considered, with its inhabitants, as a functioning whole. For it was
found that some temperaments would be best suited, and would contribute most, in a Round
City, or a Triangle, and so on. And there had even evolved a science of being able to distinguish,
in very early childhood, where an individual needed to live. And here was the source of that
“unhappiness” which must be the lot, to one extent or another, of every inhabitant of our galaxy,
for it was by no means always so that every member of a family would be suitable for the same
city. And even lovers—if I may use a word for a relationship which is not one present Shikastans
would recognise—might find that they should part, and did so, for everybody accepted that their
very existence depended on voluntary submission to the great Whole, and that this submission,
this obedience, was not serfdom or slavery—states that had never existed on the planet, and
which they knew nothing of—but the source of their health and their future and their progress.By
now the two races lived together, there was no separation between them in that way, though they
did not intermarry. This was physically not possible. The Giants had not grown more than was
reported by the last mission: they were about eighteen feet in height. And the Natives were half
that. But in the meantime, the Giants had become much varied in colour and in facial and bodily
type. Some were as black, a glossy shining black, as the first immigrants. Others were all shades
of lively warm brown. There were some with very pale faces, and their eyes were sometimes of a
blue which when it first appeared caused unease and even abhorrence. The Natives were also
of all shades of colour, and their head hair could be of any colour from black to chestnut. The
Giants had evolved some head hair, probably from climatic pressure, but it was sparse, and
short, contrasting with the Natives’ profuse locks. The blue-eyed Giants might have colourless,
or light yellow hair, but this was considered a misfortune.Sex had different intensities for the two
races. The Giants, living four thousand or five thousand years, bred once, or twice, or not at all in
a lifetime. (And carried their young for a long time, four or five years.) The female Giants, when
not breeding or caring for children, did the same work as the males, and this was for most of
their lives. The work was mostly mental, the continuous, devotional task of keeping the proper
levels of transmission between the planet and Canopus. Sex with the Giants was not a strong
drive as the Natives would understand it. The powers of sex, the attractions, the repulsions, the
ebbs and flows, were transmuted into higher forces except when actually in use for



propagation.The Natives were being encouraged to breed. They lived now for about a thousand
years, but the planet could sustain, with ease, a larger population. It was never envisaged that
there would be more than about twenty million, building up slowly over the next few thousand
years: nothing had ever been planned in the nature of a sudden increase. There would be a
careful, controlled building of new, well-sited cities, and there was no shortage of places suitable
for the Necessity. Natives who chose to, and were considered suitable by general consent, might
have several progeny in the first hundred years of their lives. After that, while sex continued as a
pleasure and a balancing force, the breeding mechanisms became inoperative, and they
entered a long, energetic, vigorous middle age. The Degenerative Disease, as we define it, did
not yet exist; degenerative diseases of the physical sort that later were common had not come
into existence. Both Giants and Natives died of accidents, of course, but otherwise not unless
through the very rare invasions of viruses against which they had no defence. The breeding
programmes were then adjusted as necessary.I was sent to Rohanda by one of our fastest craft,
and not by means of Zone Six. I did want to inspect Zone Six, but not until after I had studied the
situation on the planet itself where I needed to be quickly, and in the flesh. It had been decided
that I should be in the form of a Native and not of a Giant, because I was to stay on and help the
Natives after the Giants had been taken off. This decision was correct. Others were arguable.
Looking back, afterwards, I knew that I should have sacrificed other considerations to getting to
my task more quickly. Yet I did need to acclimatise myself. I could not appear at once in any one
of the cities, with its specialised vibrations, without suffering severe effects. The difference
between Canopus and Rohanda was very great, and none of us could begin work at once on
arrival: time had always to be given to the process of acclimatisation. But things were worse than
we had thought: and were worsening faster than expected.The spaceship approached the
extreme eastern edge of the main landmass from the northwest, coming low over the fertile and
forested mountains and plateaux and plains that later were great deserts—thousands of square
miles of deserts. We saw several cities, and wondered how the inhabitants who chanced to look
up thought of our crystalline sphere darting past, and how they would talk of it to those who
hadn’t seen us.At that time I did not know which city it would be best to approach first. On the
extreme eastern shore—the mainland, not one of the islands—I made my measurements.
Meanwhile, the spaceship’s crew explored, but carefully, for we did not want to startle anybody,
and if we were seen, it might lead to complications, for almost certainly it would be thought that a
Native had been captured by alien beings. It was not easy to assess exactly what the change
was, neither its nature nor extent, but I decided that the Square City would be best: we had seen
it as we passed over. It was about a week’s hard walking away, and that was about right for my
accustoming myself to Rohanda. I had already said that the craft might leave again, when I
understood that the air of the planet had altered. And very suddenly. More calculations. The
Square City would not now be right. I changed orders, and we ascended again, travelling not
over the same cities, but farther south, over the Great Mountains, where I knew the Shammat
transmitter must be: I could already sense it. I was put down to the east of the area of the great



inland seas. There I again tested—and the same thing happened: I had decided on the Oval City
to the north of the most northern inland sea, when again the atmosphere changed. But by now I
had sent away the spacecraft. I had weeks of walking to do, in order to reach the Round City,
which was now where I had to be. But this would take too long.The Round City was on the high
plateaux to the south of the great inland seas. It was not a centre of administration or of power,
for there was no such centre. But apart from the suitability of its vibratory patterns, it was
geographically central, and my news would be more easily disseminated. Also the height and
the sharpness of the atmosphere would preserve this city longer than others from what would
shortly befall. Or so I hoped. And I hoped, too, that there would not be another shift in the
alignment of the planet, which would make the Round City the wrong one for me.First, there was
the problem of time. I approached some horses grazing in a herd on a mountain side, and stood
near them, looking at them intently in a silent request for their help. They were restive and
uncertain, but then one approached me, and stood waiting, and I got on its back. I directed it,
and we cantered off southwards. The herd came with us. Mile after mile was covered, and I was
becoming concerned for the state of the foals and young horses who were keeping up with us,
and who seemed to enjoy it, flinging up their heels and neighing and racing each other, when I
saw another herd not far off. I was carried to this herd by the first. I dismounted. The situation
was explained by my mount to a strong and vigorous beast in the new herd. She came to me
and waited, and I climbed up and off we went. This was repeated several times. I rested very
little, though once or twice asked my mount to stop, and slept with my head on its flanks under
the shade of a tree. A week passed this way, and I saw that my problem was over. Now it was
time to use my own feet, and to approach more slowly. I thanked my escorts for their most
efficient relay system, and they touched my face with their muzzles, and then wheeled, and
thundered back to their own grazing grounds.And now, day after day, I walked south, through
pleasant savannah country of light airy trees, aromatic bushes, glades of grass that were drying
pale gold. Everywhere birds, the flocks that are entities, with minds and souls, like men, yet
composed of many units, like men. Everywhere animals, all of them friendly, curious, coming to
greet me, helping me by showing the way or places where I might rest. I often spent a hot
midday, or a night, with a family of deer sheltering from the heat under bushes, or with tigers
stretched on rocks in the moonlight. A hot, but not painfully hot, sun—this was before the Events
that slightly distanced it—the closer brighter moon of that time, gentle breezes, fruit and nuts in
plenty, bright, fresh streams—this paradise I traversed during those days and nights, welcome
everywhere, a friend among friends, is where now lie deserts and rock, sands and shales, the
niggardly plants of drought and of blasting heats. Ruins are everywhere, and each handful of
bitter sand was the substance of cities whose names the present-day Shikastans have never
heard, whose existence they have not suspected. The Round City, for one, which fell into
emptiness and discord, so soon after.Always I was watching, monitoring, listening; but as yet the
Shammat influence was slight, though I could sense, under the deep harmonies of Rohanda, the
discords of the coming time.I did not want this journey to end. Oh, what a lovely place was the



old Rohanda! Never have I found, not in all my travellings and visitings, a more pleasant land,
one that greeted you so softly and easily, bringing you into itself, charming, beguiling, so that you
had to succumb, as one does to the utterly amazing charm of a smile or a laugh that seems to
say, “Surprised, are you? Yes, I am extra, a gift, superfluous to the necessary, a proof of the
generosity concealed in everything.” And yet what I was seeing would soon have gone, and each
step on the crisp warm-smelling soil, and each moment under the screens of the friendly
branches was a farewell—goodbye, goodbye, Rohanda, goodbye.I heard the Round City before
I saw it. The harmonies of its mathematics evidenced themselves in a soft chant or song, the
music of its own particular self. This, too, welcomed and absorbed me, and the Shammat wrong
was still not more than a vibration of unease. Everywhere around the city the animals had
gathered, drawn and held by this music. They grazed or lay under the trees and seemed to
listen, held by contentment. I stayed to rest under a large tree, my back against the trunk, looking
out under lacey boughs into the glades and avenues, and I was hoping that some beasts would
come to me, for it would be the last time, and they did: soon a family of lions came padding,
three adults and some cubs, and they lay down around me. I might have been one of their cubs,
for size, since they were very large. The adults lay with their heads on extended paws, and
looked at me with their amber eyes, and the cubs bounced and played all around and over me. I
slept, and when I moved on, a couple of the cubs came with me, tussling and rolling, until a call
from one of the big beasts took them back.The trees were thinning. Between them and the
environs of the city were the stone patterns. I had not seen the stones for many days of walking,
but now there were circles and avenues, single Stones and clusters. Around the other cities I
had passed through or skirted, among their accompanying stones the animals had been thick,
crowding there, for the harmonies they found, but I saw that here, outside the Round City, the
stone patterns had no animals at all. The music, if that is the word for the deep harmonies of the
stones, had become too strong. Looking behind, I could see how the throngs of beasts were as it
were fenced, but invisibly, by where the Stones began. The birds seemed not to be affected yet
by the Stones, and I was accompanied by flocks of them, and their callings and twitterings were
part of the symphony.It was not pleasant walking through the Stones. I felt the beginnings of
sickness. But there was no way of avoiding them since they completely surrounded the Round
City. They ended with the wide good-tempered river which flowed completely around the city,
holding it in two arms that came together in a lake on the southern side before separating and
flowing away east and west. Little skiffs, canoes, craft of all kinds were tied along the banks for
the use of anyone who needed them, and I took myself across the river, and on the inner bank
the music of the Stones ceased, and was succeeded by a silence. A complete silence, of a
quality strong enough to absorb the sounds of footfalls on stone, or the tools of a builder, or
voices.Before the curving low white cliff of buildings began was a wide belt of market gardens
that surrounded the city. There were gardeners there, men and women, who of course took no
notice of me, since I seemed one of them. They were a handsome breed, strong brown faces
and limbs exposed by light brief garments predominantly blue. Blue was the colour used most in



this city for clothes and hangings and ornament, and these blues answered the nearly always
cloudless skies of the plateau.The Round City showed nothing that was not round. It was a
perfect circle, and could not expand: its bounds were what had to be. The outer walls of the outer
buildings made the circle, and the side walls, as I made my way through on a path that was an
arc, I saw were slightly curved. The roofs were not flat, but all domes and cupolas, and their
colours were delicate pastel shades, creams, light pinks and soft blues, yellows and greens, and
these glowed under the sunny sky. When I had passed through the outer city, there was a road
that also made a complete circle, lined with trees and gardens. There were not many people
about. A group sat talking in a garden and again I was seeing strength, health, ease. They were
not less sturdy than the workers in the gardens, and this suggested that there was no division
here between the physical and mental. I passed close to them, greeting and being greeted, and
could see the glisten of their brown skins, and their large eyes, mostly of a full bright brown. The
women’s head hair was long, brown or chestnut, and dressed in various ways, and decorated
with flowers and leaves. They all wore loose trousers and tunics of shades of blue, with some
white.I passed through another segment of this city into another curved street, which had more
people, for there were shops here, and booths and stalls. This street was a complete circle
inside the outermost one, and was a market all its way—and like every market I have seen
anywhere, was all animation and busyness. Another band of buildings, another street, full of
cafés and restaurants and gardens. This was thronged, and a healthier friendlier crowd I have
never seen. A pervasive good humour was the note of this place, amiability—and yet it was not
clamorous or hectic. And I noted that despite the noise a crowd must produce, this did not
impinge on the deep silence that was the ground note of this place, the music in its inner self,
which held the whole city safe in its harmonies. More circles of buildings and streets: I was
nearing the centre now, and was looking for grandiosities and pomps that are always a sign of
the Degenerative Disease. But there was nothing of that kind: when I came out into the one
central area, where the public buildings stood, made of the same golden-brown stone, all was
harmony and proportion. Not in this city could it be possible for a child being brought by its
parents to be introduced to the halls, towers, centres of its heritage, to feel awed and alienated,
to know itself a nothing, a little frightened creature who must obey, and watch for Authority. Long
sad experience had taught me to watch for this … but on the contrary, anyone walking here,
among these welcoming warm-coloured buildings, must feel only the closeness, the match,
between individual and surroundings.I was not as acclimatised as I should be, to undertake the
difficulties of my task … and I was sorrowful, and unable to control it. I sat for a while on the
raised edge of a small lake circling a fountain, and watched children playing unafraid among the
buildings, women idling in groups, men by themselves, talking, men and women in mixed groups
sitting, or walking or strolling. It was all pervaded by the clear light of the plateau and the heat
that was not too strong because of the many fountains and trees and flowers. And it was full of
the strong quiet purpose which I have always found to be evidence, anywhere—city, farm, or
groups of people and on any planet—of the Necessity, the ebbs and flows and oscillations of the



Lock.And yet it was there, just audible, the faintest of discords, the beginnings of the end.I had
not yet seen any Giants, yet they were here somewhere. I did not want to ask for them, thus
revealing myself as an alien, and setting off alarms before it was necessary. I wandered about for
some time, and then caught sight of two Giants at the end of an avenue, and went towards them.
These were males, both of a deep glossy black colour, both in the same loose blue garments I
had seen on the Natives, both concentrated on a task. They were measuring, by means of a
device I was unfamiliar with, of wood and a reddish metal, the vibrations of a column of polished
black stone that stood where two avenues intersected. The black stone, among so much of the
soft honey-coloured stone everywhere, was startling, but not sombre, for its gleam mirrored the
blue of the Giants’ clothes, and their strong black faces as they moved beside it.I have to
confess that I was on my guard now, waiting to see how I would be greeted: I was in appearance
a Native, and I was never ready to be less than wary about the relations between tutors and
taught—well, it was often my official task to be suspicious and to watch for signs of the Disease.
I stood quietly waiting a few paces off, looking up to the shoulders of these enormous men: they
were more than twice my height, and twice my breadth. When they had finished their task, they
saw me as they turned to leave, and at once smiled and nodded—and were still prepared to
move off, showing that they did not expect either side to be in need of the other.I had satisfied
myself that there was no condescension in their manner towards a Native, and now said that I
was Johor, from Canopus.They stood looking down at me.Their faces were not as easily
attractive and warming as those of the amiable people I had been watching and idling among,
on my way in to the centre. Of course it is not easy to feel at home with a race different from
oneself: there always must be a period of adjustment, while one learns to withstand assaults on
one’s sense of probability. But here there was so much more! The Giants were at home in the
Canopean mind, but had not seen a citizen of Canopus for thousands of years, for we had relied
on the reports of these conscientious administrators. And here was Canopus announcing a
physical presence, but from the mouth of a Native. As for me, I was surprised to find in myself
childishness. Looking up at these immense people was to be reminded of impulses I had not
consciously remembered. I wanted to reach for their hands and to be held, supported; wanted to
be lifted up to the level of those benign faces, wanted all kinds of comforts and soothings that I
did not really want at all—so that I was ashamed, and even indignant. And these conflicts of
different levels of memory in me reinforced the woe I was truly feeling, which was because of
what I had to say to them. And, besides, I was not well. Normally I would have spent time in Zone
Six, as preparation. I was suddenly faint, and the Giants saw it. Before they could hold me up,
which they were about to do, and which I did not want, for it would only feed this long-forgotten
infant in me, I sat myself down on the plinth of the column, and from this even lower level looked
up at these towering men behind whom the trees did not seem much taller, and made myself
say, “I have news for you. Bad news.”“We were told to expect you,” was the answer.I sat
absorbing this, making my faintness an excuse for silence.What had they been told to expect?
What had Canopus allowed them to know?It was not the case that everything in the Canopean



mind was instantly the property of the Giant mind—and vice versa. No, it was all more precise
and specific than that.The aim of the Pre-Lock Phase on Rohanda had been to develop the
powers—for want of a better word—of the planet, through the symbiosis of the Giants and the
Natives, so that the planet Rohanda, that is, the physical being of the planet itself, could be
linked, through the Giant/Native match, with the Canopean System. During this phase, which
was so much shorter than had been expected, there had been little mental flow back and forth,
Canopus to Rohanda, but there had been occasional flickerings, moments of communication:
nothing that could be relied upon, or taken up and developed.When the Lock took place, the
powers, vibrations (whatever word you like, since all are inaccurate and approximate) of
Rohanda were fused with Canopus, and through Canopus with its subsidiaries, planets, and
stars.But it had not been that the very moment the Lock took place the Giant mind had achieved
an instant, and total, and steady fusion with Canopus. From that time on, Rohanda was a
function of the functioning of Canopus, but nothing could be considered as accomplished and to
be taken for granted. The maintenance of the Lock depended on continuous care. First of all, the
placing and watching and monitoring of the Stones, which had to be constantly realigned—
slightly, of course, but with so many that was an arduous and demanding task. And then the
building of the cities; and with each new mathematical entity created and maintained, the Lock
was strengthened, and each city had to be watched, adapted, and all this with the aid of the
Natives, who were being taught everything, the moment they could take it in. And above all, what
was being transmitted was how to watch their own development, and constantly to feed and
adjust it, so that what they did would always be in harmony, in phase, with Canopus, the
“vibrations” of Canopus.Canopean strength was beamed continually into Rohanda. Rohanda’s
new, always deepening strengths were beamed continually back to Canopus. Because of this
precise and expert exchange of emanations, the prime object and aim of the galaxy were
furthered—the creation of ever-evolving Sons and Daughters of the Purpose.But these
interchanges of substance were infinitely varied and variable. The “mind” shared between
Rohanda and Canopus did not mean that every thought in every head instantly became the
property of everyone at once. What was shared was a disposition, a ground, a necessary mesh,
net, or grid, a pattern which was common property, and was not itself static, since it would grow
and change with the strengthenings and fallings off of emanations. If one individual wished to
contact another, this was done by a careful and specific “tuning in,” and thereafter what was
communicated was exactly what had been decided would be communicated, no more and no
less. So while the Giants were a function of the “mind” of Canopus, they would not know
anything that Canopus did not want them to know. Nor were conditions always perfect for
exchange of “thought.” For instance, there was a period of more than a hundred years when no
exchange of specific information was possible, because of interference from a certain
configuration in a nearby solar system, temporarily out of phase with Canopus. The interchange
of fuels went on, but subtler currents were interdicted until the star in question changed its
disposition in the celestial dance.“Were you measuring the vibrations of the column for any



reason?” I asked at last.“Yes.”“You have noticed something wrong?”“Yes.”“You have no idea of
what it might be?” I was eager, as can be seen, to introduce Shammat, for on what I learned
would depend so much of planning for the future, but even as I was looking for a way to talk of
Shammat, I saw that this was a subject still far off and secondary. The need for haste took hold
of me again, and mastered my weakness, so that I struggled up, and faced them.“We were told
that Emissary Johor would come, and that we must meantime prepare ourselves for a
crisis.”“And that was all?”“That was all.”“Then that means they were even more afraid than I knew
they were when I left of information being picked up by enemies,” I said. I spoke firmly, and even
with desperation, looking up first at one, then the other.They did not respond to “enemies.” The
word fled by them, unmarked, it did not strike home in them anywhere, and here was a
weakness that was, that must be, our fault.Even while I report in them a flaw, and a serious one, I
must record for the honour and the right memories of everyone concerned, how extraordinary a
race this was—the Giants, who would soon cease to be, at least in this form. Not because of
their physique, their size, their strength! I had worked among large races before. Size did not
always go with qualities such as these men possessed. These had something unforgettable.
There was a largeness in them, a magnanimity, a scope and sweep of understanding far beyond
most of the species we were fostering. There was a deep containment in them, like the deep
silence that was the air of this city. They had all the quiet strength of their function—which was
service to the best there was and is. Their powerful eyes were thoughtful and observant and
again spoke of links and harnessings with forces far beyond, far higher than most creatures
could ever dream of. It was not that the Natives were not impressive, in their way; they, too, had
thought and observation and above all an abundance of easy warm good humour. But here was
something so much more, so much finer. I gazed up into these majestic faces, and it was with
recognition: these men gave off the same ring, or note, as the best of Canopus. I knew that with
such people I could meet with nothing but Justice, Truth—it was as simple as that.“You need to
rest, perhaps?” enquired one.“No, no, no,” I cried, again trying to force into them the urgency I
felt. “No, I must talk to you. I will tell you now, if you like, and you can tell the others.”I saw that it
was at last coming home to them that here was something terrible. Again I watched them muster
inner strengths. Understanding flowed between these two: here was no need for inferior
gestures such as exchanging glances, or meaningful nods.In front of us the avenue of trees
curved away and slightly down to a cluster of tall white buildings.“It will be better if we arrange a
gathering of a Ten,” said one and forthwith he departed, with strides so long that he was at the
end of the avenue in a moment, his immense figure in scale with the buildings he approached,
seeming to hold them in proportion.“My name is Jarsum,” said my companion, and we walked
forward. He dawdled and stopped and lingered, while I walked my fastest, but there was no
strain here, and I saw that Giants and Natives were in the habit of walking together, and had
adapted themselves to this form of companionship.When I was near the arrangement of the
Giants’ buildings, they were certainly tall, but not oppressive; but inside the one we entered, I did
feel strained and stretched, for the cylinder seemed to reach up forever above my head, and the



seats and chairs were almost my height. Jarsum saw this and he sent instruction through an
instrument that a Native-sized chair, table, and bed should be fetched and placed inside a
special room that was smaller than the others. Even so, when I came to inhabit it, I found these
articles of furniture comical enough, in a Giant-sized room.This room, or hall, was used as a
meeting place. In a short time, ten Giants had arrived. They sat on the floor, ignoring their usual
seating arrangements, and put me on a pile of folded rugs, adjusted so that our faces were at
the same level. They sat waiting for me to begin. They looked troubled, but not more than that. I
was looking around at these kingly, magnificent beings, and thought that there can be no one so
armed against shock that it is not felt, when it comes. And I would have to go slowly stage by
stage, even with such beings as these.I had to tell them that their history was over. That their
purpose here was over. That the long evolution they had so brilliantly conducted and which they
had believed was only just beginning—was over. As individuals they had a future, for they would
be taken off to other planets. But they would no longer have an existence and a function as they
had been taught to see themselves.An individual may be told she, he, is to die, and will accept it.
For the species will go on. Her or his children will die, and even absurdly and arbitrarily—but the
species will go on. But that a whole species, or race, will cease, or drastically change—no, that
cannot be taken in, accepted, not without a total revolution of the deepest self.To identify with
ourselves as individuals—this is the very essence of the Degenerative Disease, and every one
of us in the Canopean Empire is taught to value ourselves only insofar as we are in harmony with
the plan, the phases of our evolution. What I had to say would strike at everything we all valued
most, for it could be no comfort here to be told: You will survive as individuals.As for the Natives,
there was no message of hope for them, unless the news that there would be a remission in the
long-distant future could be called that. Evolution would begin again—after long ages.The
Giants’ reason for being, their function, their use, was the development of the Natives, who were
their other halves, their own substances. But the Natives had nothing ahead of them but
degeneration.… The Giants were in the position of the healthy, or healthier, twin who will be
saved in an operation in which the other one must die.I had to say all this.I said it.And waited, for
this much to be taken in.I can remember how I sat there, ridiculously perched on that heap of
rugs, feeling myself a pygmy, watching their faces, and Jarsum’s in particular. Now I was on a
level with him, I saw that he stood out among the others. This was a man with an extraordinarily
strong face, all dramatic curves and hollows, the dark eyes brilliant under the heavy brow ledges,
cheekbones jutting and moulded. He was an immensely powerful man, outwardly and inwardly.
But he was losing strength as I looked. They all were. It was not lack of fortitude, not that—they
were not yet capable of that disobedience to the laws governing us. But as I gazed in awe from
face to face I saw them, very slightly, dwindle. There was a lack of power. And I wondered if up
on Canopus they were registering this moment and knew by it that I had accomplished what I
had been sent for. Partly accomplished: but at least I was past the worst of it.I waited. Time had
to be allowed for the absorption of what I had said. Time passed … passed.…We did not speak.
At first I believed that this was entirely because of the pain of this news I was bringing, but soon



saw that they were waiting for what was in their minds to pulse outwards into the minds first of all
of the other Giants in the Round City, and from there—though this would necessarily be in a
weaker, vaguer form, would transmit probably no more than feelings of warning, danger, unease
—to the Giants of the other Mathematical Cities. This tall cylinder we sat in was a transmitting
chamber, constructed to work if it had in it between ten or twelve Giants. Any ten of them would
do, male or female, but they had to be trained, and so the very young were not used in this
function.The way this transmitting work was done mirrored the exchange between Canopus and
Rohanda. There was a grid, or common ground, which made possible the transfer of exact news;
but things had to be set up, ordered, arranged. It was not that everything in the mind of one, or of
ten, carefully brought together, would at once, and automatically, go out and reach the minds of
others in the same city, and then the others in the other cities.As we all sat there effects were
being calculated. First a basis of emotion, if this is the right word for feelings so much higher
than what was understood later on Shikasta by emotions. And then, the ground prepared, further
news would be broadcast.Meanwhile, I was using my eyes.… I was interested that among these
ten was a female of a type that had been, still was, by common Canopean standards, a freak.
She was taller than the other Giants, by a good span of their hands, and all her bones were frail,
and long, with the flesh hollowed on them. Her skin was dead white, and cold, with grey and
blueish gleams. I had not seen a skin colour like it anywhere in my journeyings, and found it
repulsive at first, but then was fascinated, and did not know whether I was repelled or attracted.
Her eyes were amazing, a blazing bright blue, like their sky. She, like the other Giants, had very
little head hair, but what she did have was the lightest fleece of pale gold. And she had long
extensions of bony tissue on her finger ends, like the Natives, who once had paws and claws.
The genetic ideas evoked here were many and troubling—but what must she feel about it all!
She was so much an exotic, among so many brown and black and chestnut people with their
black and brown and greyish eyes. She must feel herself excluded and alien. And then, too,
there was her look of attenuation, even of weakness and exhaustion, and this was not just to do
with this difficult and taxing occasion, but was bred into her substance. She certainly was not
full, as were the other Giants, of an immediate and obvious vitality. No, for her, everything must
be an effort. I noted that she was the only one here who seemed affected by what I had said to
the point of evident stress. She sighed continually, and those unbelievable cerulean eyes
roamed about restlessly, and she bit her thin red lips. Again these were something I had never
seen before: they looked like a wound. But she made efforts to contain her feelings,
straightening herself where she sat leaning against the wall, and smoothing down the soft blue
cloth of her trousers. She laid her very long delicate fingers together on her knees, and seemed
to resign herself.

Shikasta: Re, Colonised Planet 5 (Vintage International), The Left Hand of Darkness: 50th
Anniversary Edition (Ace Science Fiction), The Resisters: A novel, Ammonite, The Book of
Phoenix, How to Live Safely in a Science Fictional Universe: A Novel, An Unkindness of Ghosts,



The Sirens of Titan: A Novel, The City & The City: A Novel



Anthony, “A modern masterpiece. The clash of galactic empires, good and evil, never named as
such, all centering on the fate of poor doomed Shikasta. Aka earth. The last days of the human
race. Has a very similar feel to Guirdieff’s epic 'Beelzebub’s Tales to his Grandson'. And I'm sure
there was some influence. Cosmic in scope, reports from observers throughout the ages, all the
way down to individual characters, stories and actions from the final days. The all pervading
theme is - to put it simply - what is wrong with us? And who or what is it that preys on us?The
edition is nowhere as long as it seems - almost half padded with excerpts from other works by
the author !!??”

S. Ferguson, “Lessing as Seer & Prophet. The Nobel Prize winning author Doris Lessing wrote a
series of novels that are illuminating insights based on the idea that we here on planet Earth are
but one of hundreds of planetary colonies. By the 1970s Lessing was influenced by Sufism and
these sci-fi novels reflect her considerable and highly intelligent spiritual wisdom. Lessing's
'Canopus in Argos' series are captivating tales that can open our modern minds to a profound
understanding of the deeper meaning of life.Doris Lessing's first novel in the Canopus in Argo
series, 'Re: Colonized Planet 5 - Shikasta' offers her readers crucial insights into our existence
here on planet Earth, which is but one of hundreds of the planetary colonies guided by Canopus.
Johor is the emissary who writes his reports back to Canopus to be used as instruction for first-
year students of Canopean Colonial Rule.Johor: "I have known more than once what it is to
accept the failure, final and irreversible, of an effort or experiment to do with creatures who have
within themselves the potential of development dreamed of, planned for ... and then -- Finis! The
end!"We understand that mistakes are made, that there is a certain element of randomness in
the universe, which brings about sudden and very destructive catastrophes, or perhaps a blast
of radiation from an unknown unexpected source. This is a polarity universe - there are many
others - and in such a polarity based structural environment there must be negative forces that
of necessity interplay with the positive in order to generate movement and the evolution of
forms.Johor: "This is a catastrophic universe, always; and subject to sudden reversal, upheavals,
changes, cataclysms, with joy never anything but the song of substance under pressure forced
into new forms and shapes." Hinduism's concept of God's Play as the Divine Lila is surely
described by "with joy never anything but the song of substance under pressure forced into new
forms and shapes." Lessing is our Muse, Sibyl, and Prophetess. She is not only giving glimpses
into our future, she is revealing the very nature of the temporal illusory holographic
universe.Johor: "I am a small member of the Workforce, and as such do as I must. That is not to
say I do not have the right, as we all have, to say, Enough! Invisible, unwritten rules forbid. What
these rules amount to, I would say, is Love."Even the best of emissaries become worn down by
the tasks they face, but what keeps them from giving up, is simply Love. For Love is what holds
the universe together. Love is the one force, the substance that generates all Life in this universe.



Love is the essence, the creative and all pervasive permeating power of the Oneness,
manifested and unmanifested. Love is what lies beneath the "curtain of each atom" as the Sufi
poet Mahmud Shabistari says.The planet Shikasta is our planet Earth, and Lessing ever so
accurately and brilliantly weaves our plight into her fictional tale. This is a polarity universe and
thus there are dark tyrannical forces that find ways to infest even the most flourishing of
planetary colonies. Shammat is the darkside rogue outpost that was rumoured to have been
"colonised by criminals fleeing" yet another empire. Shammat can "succeed only where there is
disequilibrium, harm, dismay." Shammat had placed a transmitter that changed the
`air' [vibrational frequencies of consciousness] of Shikasta. These transmissions were working
only because of "an unexpected malalignment among the stars that sustained Canopus" [the
overseeing empire, benevolent and highly evolved].Lessing reveals the essence of the sphinx-
like mysteries of our world and how Life in this universe is perceived on multiple levels and layers
of consciousness: "We are all creatures of the stars and their forces, they make us, we make
them, we are part of a dance from which we by no means and not ever may consider ourselves
separate."Lessing's profound genius conveys the barriers in consciousness between the
emissaries and the evolving colonists. The emissary Johor is attempting to explain to the
[benevolent] 'Giants' who have served as an intermediary caretaker race to assist in the
evolution of Shikasta's civilization and the human race living and evolving there. But even as
Johor speaks, the terrible mind-numbing effects of Shammat's sinister and malevolent
transmitter are taking over their consciousness.Johor: "I saw then that it had begun. The Giants
were affected, too ... and I [Johor the emissary] understood that in fact I had been changed
without knowing it. I could see that soon I would be the only individual on Shikasta with the
power of judgement, of reasoned action."Johor endeavours to explain to the Giants what will
happen and that the ships from Canopus are coming to take them off the planet. "And yet the
Giants did not know their state ... there had been a real and drastic change. ... more
restlessness, and moments too, when it seemed as if everyone there had lost themselves: their
eyes would glaze and wander, and they spoke at random."Shammat is feeding off Shikasta.
These are now familiar ideas that we have heard and read over the last 30 years. Lessing
foresaw and wrote it all out brilliantly in 1978.Johor: "... the more the Natives [the human race
apart from and under the benevolent guidance of the Giants who are about to leave the planet]
degenerate, the more they will weaken and lose substance [rather like a connecting force, shakti
or chi], the better that will be for Shammat ... Shammat cannot feed on the high, the pure, the
fine. It is poison to them." This is a primary Law of Magnetism in spiritual practice and occultism.
Like attracts like. If our consciousness is pure, the dark forces cannot attach to us. As long as we
are in anger, fear and even apprehension of impending catastrophes, these demonic forces can
weaken us, interfere with our intentions, and literally eat our energies.Johor: "The level of the
Lock [which connects Canopus to Shikasta and sends strength and harmony to Shikasta via the
planet's Ley lines] in the past has been far above the grasp of Shammat. They are lying in wait,
for the precise moment when their nature, the Shammat nature can fasten its nasty force onto



the substance of the Lock! They are already withdrawing strength, they are feeding
themselves ..."Perhaps Lessing is only speaking metaphorically, which would be powerful
enough. Or perhaps the lady Lessing too had visions. I cannot speak for her, I can only point out
the amazing accuracy of her writings and especially in regard to the sheer number who came to
experience and finally understand what Lessing said over 30 years ago!Johor explains that
within the Canopus empire the very essence of The Degenerative Disease is to "identify
ourselves as individuals" and that "every one of us in the Canopean Empire is taught to value
ourselves only insofar as we are in harmony with the plan, the phases of our evolution."I realize
that this kind of language gets into political machinations that can easily be misconstrued, and
used to manipulate and control. But I believe what Lessing is talking about here is not some off-
world form of communism. She abandoned that sort of tyrannical control-based propaganda
many years ago. Doris Lessing is a Sufi, a mystic at heart. What she is evoking here is the
Oneness, our inherent inter-connectedness, the fact that beneath all our differences in form, we
are One.Perhaps one who does truly understand is the great writer, Noble Prize winner, and
Sufi, Doris Lessing. Was Lessing privy to some secret knowledge in her London days with Idries
Shah, her good friend and teacher for 30 years? Did Shah's "reintroduction of an ancient
teaching" impart an understanding of the cosmic plan that became her five Canopus in Argos
novels? I doubt the lady Lessing, who is both Sphinx and Seer, will ever tell!”

Orion, “Marvelous series of five novels. The Canopus in Argos series by Doris Lessing are often
cataloged under "sci fi" or "fantasy." They are a little of both, I guess, but Lessing's is the conceit
of a major novelist. These five books transcend any easy cataloging. In the Canopus series, she
writes from third person accounts of observers of earth's whole history, observers who have an
interest in influencing earth-life to attain a healthy balance with earth's environment at the same
time that earth's creatures struggle to evolve toward a consciousness that has a very long view
of what is important and necessary rather than the short view that is so very common among
humans. That sounds pretty hippy-dippy, which the books are not. Trust me, like any first-rate
author, Lessing has a wide view, a big vision that is both light and dark, and she writes
excellently.Lessing's themes here are only more vital today at the start of the second decade of
the 21st century, about 40 years after the books were written.I found this fifth book in the series,
_Planet No. 5_, the most amusing of the five. All of Lessing's strengths are displayed here ... she
has such a strong voice!Each of the five books in the series stands as a complete novel, as this
one does, but to grasp fully all the nuance that exists in each of the books, I think it would help to
know her full, large vision of this huge novel, broken into five books. And, since this is the fifth of
five ...My recommendation: Read _Shikasta_ first. I suspect you might then, as I did,
immediately go on to _The Marriages Between Zones 3, 4 and 5_, and then on to the last three
volumes. But, I know, it's a large commitment of time. I found it time well spent, in the hands of
one of the best authors of the 20th century.”



Kate, “I first read this book and the others in the series a few decades ago.. I read this decades
ago and I read it at least 3 times and loved it each time. I just found the kindle book and I am
looking forward to beginning it for the 4th time tonight. The story is more timely than ever before.
I do think the entire series  would make a fabulous audiobook.”

Thomas Holbrook, “SciFi Taken to a Nobel Level of Literary Art. Lessing never lets me down,
and I have become a fan. A friend introduced me to her work through an excellent short story of
hers, and I've never looked back--I'm on schedule to read all her novels.”

S. Ferguson, “Lessing as Seer & Prophet!. The Nobel Prize winning author Doris Lessing wrote a
series of novels that are illuminating insights based on the idea that we here on planet Earth are
but one of hundreds of planetary colonies. By the 1970s Lessing was influenced by Sufism and
these sci-fi novels reflect her considerable and highly intelligent spiritual wisdom. Lessing's
'Canopus in Argos' series are captivating tales that can open our modern minds to a profound
understanding of the deeper meaning of life.Doris Lessing's first novel in the Canopus in Argo
series, 'Re: Colonized Planet 5 - Shikasta' offers her readers crucial insights into our existence
here on planet Earth, which is but one of hundreds of the planetary colonies guided by Canopus.
Johor is the emissary who writes his reports back to Canopus to be used as instruction for first-
year students of Canopean Colonial Rule.Johor: "I have known more than once what it is to
accept the failure, final and irreversible, of an effort or experiment to do with creatures who have
within themselves the potential of development dreamed of, planned for ... and then -- Finis! The
end!"We understand that mistakes are made, that there is a certain element of randomness in
the universe, which brings about sudden and very destructive catastrophes, or perhaps a blast
of radiation from an unknown unexpected source. This is a polarity universe - there are many
others - and in such a polarity based structural environment there must be negative forces that
of necessity interplay with the positive in order to generate movement and the evolution of
forms.Johor: "This is a catastrophic universe, always; and subject to sudden reversal, upheavals,
changes, cataclysms, with joy never anything but the song of substance under pressure forced
into new forms and shapes." Hinduism's concept of God's Play as the Divine Lila is surely
described by "with joy never anything but the song of substance under pressure forced into new
forms and shapes." Lessing is our Muse, Sibyl, and Prophetess. She is not only giving glimpses
into our future, she is revealing the very nature of the temporal illusory holographic
universe.Johor: "I am a small member of the Workforce, and as such do as I must. That is not to
say I do not have the right, as we all have, to say, Enough! Invisible, unwritten rules forbid. What
these rules amount to, I would say, is Love."Even the best of emissaries become worn down by
the tasks they face, but what keeps them from giving up, is simply Love. For Love is what holds
the universe together. Love is the one force, the substance that generates all Life in this universe.
Love is the essence, the creative and all pervasive permeating power of the Oneness,
manifested and unmanifested. Love is what lies beneath the "curtain of each atom" as the Sufi



poet Mahmud Shabistari says.The planet Shikasta is our planet Earth, and Lessing ever so
accurately and brilliantly weaves our plight into her fictional tale. This is a polarity universe and
thus there are dark tyrannical forces that find ways to infest even the most flourishing of
planetary colonies. Shammat is the darkside rogue outpost that was rumoured to have been
"colonised by criminals fleeing" yet another empire. Shammat can "succeed only where there is
disequilibrium, harm, dismay." Shammat had placed a transmitter that changed the
`air' [vibrational frequencies of consciousness] of Shikasta. These transmissions were working
only because of "an unexpected malalignment among the stars that sustained Canopus" [the
overseeing empire, benevolent and highly evolved].Lessing reveals the essence of the sphinx-
like mysteries of our world and how Life in this universe is perceived on multiple levels and layers
of consciousness: "We are all creatures of the stars and their forces, they make us, we make
them, we are part of a dance from which we by no means and not ever may consider ourselves
separate."Lessing's profound genius conveys the barriers in consciousness between the
emissaries and the evolving colonists. The emissary Johor is attempting to explain to the
[benevolent] 'Giants' who have served as an intermediary caretaker race to assist in the
evolution of Shikasta's civilization and the human race living and evolving there. But even as
Johor speaks, the terrible mind-numbing effects of Shammat's sinister and malevolent
transmitter are taking over their consciousness.Johor: "I saw then that it had begun. The Giants
were affected, too ... and I [Johor the emissary] understood that in fact I had been changed
without knowing it. I could see that soon I would be the only individual on Shikasta with the
power of judgement, of reasoned action."Johor endeavours to explain to the Giants what will
happen and that the ships from Canopus are coming to take them off the planet. "And yet the
Giants did not know their state ... there had been a real and drastic change. ... more
restlessness, and moments too, when it seemed as if everyone there had lost themselves: their
eyes would glaze and wander, and they spoke at random."Shammat is feeding off Shikasta.
These are now familiar ideas that we have heard and read over the last 30 years. Lessing
foresaw and wrote it all out brilliantly in 1978.Johor: "... the more the Natives [the human race
apart from and under the benevolent guidance of the Giants who are about to leave the planet]
degenerate, the more they will weaken and lose substance [rather like a connecting force, shakti
or chi], the better that will be for Shammat ... Shammat cannot feed on the high, the pure, the
fine. It is poison to them." This is a primary Law of Magnetism in spiritual practice and occultism.
Like attracts like. If our consciousness is pure, the dark forces cannot attach to us. As long as we
are in anger, fear and even apprehension of impending catastrophes, these demonic forces can
weaken us, interfere with our intentions, and literally eat our energies.Johor: "The level of the
Lock [which connects Canopus to Shikasta and sends strength and harmony to Shikasta via the
planet's Ley lines] in the past has been far above the grasp of Shammat. They are lying in wait,
for the precise moment when their nature, the Shammat nature can fasten its nasty force onto
the substance of the Lock! They are already withdrawing strength, they are feeding
themselves ..."Perhaps Lessing is only speaking metaphorically, which would be powerful



enough. Or perhaps the lady Lessing too had visions. I cannot speak for her, I can only point out
the amazing accuracy of her writings and especially in regard to the sheer number who came to
experience and finally understand what Lessing said over 30 years ago!Johor explains that
within the Canopus empire the very essence of The Degenerative Disease is to "identify
ourselves as individuals" and that "every one of us in the Canopean Empire is taught to value
ourselves only insofar as we are in harmony with the plan, the phases of our evolution."I realize
that this kind of language gets into political machinations that can easily be misconstrued, and
used to manipulate and control. But I believe what Lessing is talking about here is not some off-
world form of communism. She abandoned that sort of tyrannical control-based propaganda
many years ago. Doris Lessing is a Sufi, a mystic at heart. What she is evoking here is the
Oneness, our inherent inter-connectedness, the fact that beneath all our differences in form, we
are One.Perhaps one who does truly understand is the great writer, Noble Prize winner, and
Sufi, Doris Lessing. Was Lessing privy to some secret knowledge in her London days with Idries
Shah, her good friend and teacher for 30 years? Did Shah's "reintroduction of an ancient
teaching" impart an understanding of the cosmic plan that became her five Canopus in Argos
novels? I doubt the lady Lessing, who is both Sphinx and Seer, will ever tell!”

Craig Hall, “Amazing examination of humanity. This book is the first in the Canopus in Argos
series.The series concerns the influences on the human psyche and the way we interact with
each other and react to internal and external influences. Lessing has created a universe with
three interstellar empires, Canopus, Sirius and Puttoria. Canopus is advanced and spiritual -
their approach to the universe is in terms of stewardship and alignment, intervening where
necessary, and by any means, to maintain universal harmony. Sirius is a younger empire and
view lower lifeforms (including us) as animals for experimentation - they are very practical and
not particularly motivated by higher spiritual matters. Puttoria has a community within it known
as Shammat - this community have learned how to feed off disharmony and are a very negative
influence throughout this quintet of novels.The 5 books are:- Shikasta - Re: Colonised Planet 5-
The Marriages Between Zones Three Four and Five- The Sirian Experiments Report by Ambien
II of the Five- The Making Of The Representative of Planet 8- Sentimental Agents in the Volyen
EmpireThis initial book sets the scene for all the others to a greater (book 3) or lesser (books
2,4,5) extent. They are all explorations of aspects of humanity, but this initial book stands out as
the greatest examination of the human state. The book begins with creation in a perfect Eden
where people are content and balanced and the Earth or Rohanda (the beautiful) is in alignment
with the stars. Unfortunately, a cosmic disturbance and the influence of Shamnat spoil things
and the vibrations of the planet fall out of alignment causing disrubtion on an enormous scale.
The planet becomes Shikasta (the broken). Johor is sent (amongst others) to help Earth and try
to maintain the situation until the alignment can be corrected and harmony returned, the book is
made up of a set of reports, research papers and documents from the Canopean archive.This is
a really good book, the quote on the back from Time sums it up 'a brief history of the world, a



race against human destructiveness, an ode to the natural beauties of this earth and a hymn to
the music of the spheres' Wish I had written that! The book is not really science fiction at all and
the story is very loose, but the insight Lessing develops is deep.The only criticism is that certain
political agendas and points made in the book have not dated well - the issues that were
relevant at the time it was written have not transcended into history as Lessing may have
expected. This does give the book a dated feel, but that really does not make much difference
on a work of this type - just make allowances for the time it was written.”

Mark Hill, “Key book. Unique, timeless. Literary and cultural landmark. With a haunting sci-fi
setting, Shikasta's an extraordinary observation of humanity, our internal and external
influences, origins and possible future. Doris Lessing commented that the book was not
apocalyptic which is fair enough because balance and harmony ultimately prevail on Shikasta
(Earth); but perhaps the person who provoked the response was focusing on our immediate
future as portrayed in the book (i.e. epidemics and a nuclear holocaust). The future is not rosy
but is kept as well tuned as possible to a greater necessity which lies beyond uneducated
human comprehension; a potential comprehension, usually blinded by conditions on Shikasta
due to the influence of the agents of a degenerate planet called Shamat (Shamat is perhaps
derived from the Persian, Shâh Mât, meaning 'the King is helpless' (or ambushed or defeated
but, evidently, not dead). The words 'check mate' are a hobson-jobson derivation from the
Persian 'Shâh Mât'.The scope of Shikasta is impressive, there's a huge amount to contemplate
here. It's like a bomb full of interesting ideas exploding in one's head. If there's a book I would
recommend to everyone, it's probably this.”

lloyds, “how we are. For some reason this book has been recommended to me by people for the
last 30 years, I have not untill now thought of buying it.The book is all my friends said it would be
and conveys a picture of the human and its journey with the planet over many thousands of
years.Its instintive, emotional, connective, and locating for anyone who has pondered the great
questions that life offers us all.A classic to all free thinking people.It may haunt you in those quiet
moments one has when all is still and time seems to stretch and allow a bit of normality to enter.”

The book by Doris Lessing has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 200 people have provided feedback.

 Title Page Copyright Dedication Contents Shikasta About the Author



Language: English
File size: 2254 KB
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 385 pages
Lending: Not Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

