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ME GREENMAN
SHORT STORY BY IRENE DOWSING

She had seen three flying saucers : Whatwas she going to do about it?

THEnightthe
"flyingsau-

cer" landedin our side
paddockI was aloneat the
cottage.

Grant,my husband,had re-
ceiveda telegramin the
morningfromhis chiefin the
researchdepartmentrequiring
his presence"urgentlyand
immediately"but promising

thatthiswas onlyan
interrup-

tion and not a curtailmentof

the holidaywe had banked

on for so manymonths.

"Comingwith me?" askedGrantafter
we had both finishedsayinga number
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of unpleasantwordsaboutthe chief.

I shookmy head,'I don'tthinkso.
I'd be bored.BesidesI want to
work.'"

"Butyou can'tstayherealone."

"Whycan'tI?"
"You'dbe scared.Milesfrom any-

where.... no telephone.No. you'd

bettergo pack your toothbrushwhile
I getoutthecar."

"I'llstay,"I decided."Oncewe both
got backto the citythatwouldbe the
end of our holiday.The chiefwould
findsomereasonto keepyou there.If
I waitherehe'llhaveto let you come
back."

Grant lookedundecided.Finallyhe
said:"Allright.If that'show you want
it. But I won'ttakethe car.i'm not
goingto leaveyou here withoutmeans

of
transport.

You can driveme to the
station.There'sa trainat 12.30,and
I'llcatchthe trainbackin the

morning.
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You can meei it. And for heaven's

sake take care of yourselftonight.

Don'tleavethe lamp burningor throw
lightedcigarettesroundbeforeyou go
to bed. What'llyou do whileI'm
gone?"

I waveda handat the
portabletype-

writer.The tableon whichit stoodwas
alreadylitteredwith typedsheetsand
newspapercuttings.
"Work.Don'tworryaboutme. I'll

probablytype all night.I've always
wantedto."

I droveGrantto the station.As I saw

his face framedin the carriagewindow

I had a momentarypang.I should

havebeengoingwithhim.

Butoncebackin the
cottage

I feltglad

I had stayed.The cottagewas a re-
treathe andI hadboughtsixyearsbe-
fore.Its main

distinctions

were its
lack of amenitiesand its

isolation.
Here

for a shortspaceeachyearwe retired

to livein peace,andforbothof us the
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leavingthe worldand its worriesbe-
hind.We walked,fishedand swam in
the river,sleptthe clockround,and
had no dailynewspaper

and no radio.

But thisyearI hadn'tplayedquitefair.

I had broughtmy workinggearso that
I couldfinisha

biographywhichwas
wantedin exactlythreeweeks"time.
I knewthatmy

preoccupation

withit
was

irritatingGrant.Probablyif I
workedtherestof thedayandnightI
couldpolishit off beforehe arrived

back.
Fortified

by lunchand two cupsof
blackcoffeeI sat downto the machine.

SeveralhourslaterI pausedto
make a cup of tea.

Everything

was goingwell.I couldafford

to take a breather,and, feeling

ratherhungry,cut slicesof bread
and butterand spreadthem liberally

with cheese.WhileeatingtheseI
gazed pensivelythroughthe sitting

room window.Fadingsunlightbathed
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the lemongrovewith
flickeringleafy

shadows.A few birdschirpedand
flutteredamongthe leaves,lt was all
very

peaceful.
Then for no reasonthat

I can explainI beganto feel
unsettled.

I wentoutintothe lemongrove.

Fromnowon thisstoryis goingto be
hardto tell.TheonlythingI cando is
to put downeach

incident

as it hap-
pened,

or as it
appeared

to me to hap-

pen.
Almostas I

reached
the groveI saw

them-threedisk-shapedapparitions
highin the sky flyingmeteor-like

with
incrediblespeedtowardsthe west.They
disappeared

intothe rosyglowof the
settingsun.I strainedmy eyesafter
them.Therewas

nothing.

. . . There

had beenno sound.

Afterwatching

the sky for a whileI
wentinsideand walkedup and down
the

sitting-roommentallyarguingwith
myself.The "flyingsaucers'had been
an opticalillusion.I was staringinto
the sun.No. I wasn'twhenI firstsaw
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them.Thentheyweresomenew type
of aircraft. Travellingat that speed
and

soundless?
No, again.Well,they

were meteors.Three symmetrically

Beforeme loomeda hugeblackshape...

identicalmeteorsflyingin formation?

No, not meteors.All right,then,let's

faceit; theywereflyingsaucers.

At thispointI satdownandlita
cigar-

ette.I had seen threeflyingsaucers.
WhatwasI goingto do aboutit?Join
the bandof peoplewho

excitedlytele-

phonednewspapersand
observatories?

No,notthat.Allthesame,I feltas if
I mustget intotouchwithsomeone,

and on an impulsemadefor the garage.

I woulddriveintothe townand casu-

allyinquireif anyoneelsehad seen
them.

The car wouldn'tstart.Don'task me
why.

Everythingseemedall right.All
I knowis thatit

wouldn'tbudgefor me.
but it startedup

immediately

for Grant

the nextday.
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At thisstageI tookmyselfwellin
hand.The threethingsi had seen,I
told myself,were not flyingsaucers:

they were rockets,or some experiment

by the defencedepartment.

I resolved

to forgetaboutthem and make
sometea.I preparedquitea

creditable

mealand ate it witha bookpropped

againstthe teapot.But twiceduring
the mealI stoppedreading,wentto the
backdoorand peeredintothe darken-

ingsky.

AFTERwashingup and lightingthe
lampI feltbetter;I settledmyself

at the
typewriter

for the night,and was
thoroughlyabsorbedin what I was
typingwhena

blindingflashof lightlit
up the room.The cottageseemedto
sway slightly.My fingerswhichhad
beentypingfeltas if theyhad

received

an electricshock.A waveof warmair
almostlikea tangiblethinghit against

me. The lampwentout.

For quitea whileI sat therelistening

to noisesas the houseand its contents
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adjustedthemselves.On the surface

of my mindI thought"an earthtremor,

how horrible,"but underneathwas the
certainty

thatthiswas no earthtremor.

i gropedoverthe tablefor matches

and knockedthem to the floor.Then
I reachedfor the electrictorchwhich
shouldhave been on the bookcase.It
was,but it refusedto

function.

I stag-

geredto my feet,feltroundthe floor

untilI foundthe matches,and relitthe
lamp.Then1 stoodquitestillfor seve-

ral
seconds.

The odd thingwas thatI
shouldhavebeenin a

terriblepanic,yet
I wasn't.

i becamepossessedof a growingex-
citementand such an intensecuriosity

thatall otherfeelingswere dwarfed.I
had to knowwhatwas out there.What-

everhappened
I had to.

I wentintothe kitchenand lit the
hurricanelamp.The nextthingI knew
I was runningthroughthe lemonOr-
chardtowardsthe paddock.The light
frommy lanternbobbedup and down
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the shelterof the treesI paused,peer-

ingas faras I couldintothe
moonlit

paddock.

Comingtowardsme was a figure.

Beyondit loomeda hugeblackmo-
tionlessshape.

I movedforward.

The figurewalkedintothe circleof
lightthrownby my

lantern,
lt was a

man aboutfourfeetin height,and he
was green.We stoppedwithina short
distanceof each other.

I liftedthe lanternso thatI could

lookintohis face.

Aftermy firstproperglimpseof him
everything

went blackfor me, and I
thought"I'm goingto faint,"but I
didn'tlose

consciousness.

When my
eyesclearedI was stillstandingrigidly

uprightholdingthe lantern.

He had not moved.

I knewthatthe
hardestpartof this
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narrativewould come with an attempt

to describehis
appearance,

and it has.
Wordscan conveysucha wrongim-
pression.ThoseI shallhaveto use
willmakehim seem

grotesque,

but,in
spiteof thefactthathe waslike

nothing

I had seenor
imagined,

he was not
grotesque.

That may have been be-
causeof his eyes.Theywerecalm.
deepset,darkgreenwithflecksof yel-
low light,and more

intelligent

thanany
I had seen.Althoughby now the
wholeexperience

hadtakenon theun-realityof a
nightmare

I wasn'tafraid

of him.Why I wasn'tI don'tknow.
LookingbackI am inclinedto think
thatmy lackof panicwasoneof the
strangest anomalies

of that weirdnight.
Barelythreefeetto the tip of the
chinin heighthis torsowas

dominated

by a dome-likehead.It was
quitehairless

and shonewitha kindof
green luminosity.There were no
visibleears.The face was small,with
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delicatefeatures,the restof his body,

though
lightly-built,

was well propor-
tioned.He wore a garmentcloselyre-
semblinga divingsuit,with furry
gloves.The

head-piece
he had tucked

inderhis arm.
BeforeI

realised
the

futility
of talking

to him in
English,

or for thatmatter

any
language

on earth,I had burstinto
a spateof

questions.

"Whereare you from?What made
you landhere?Did you crash?"

I waitedexpectantly

to see how he
reactedto my

high-pitchedexcited
voice.

He madeno sound,but just
continued

to watchme with thosecalm
interested

eyes.
Duringthe silencethe answersto my

questionsformedin my mind.He
had comefromà placeaboutwhich

he would let me know something

later.No, he had not
crashed.

He had
landedbecauseof an overwhelming

curiosity.Therewas no needfor me to
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be afraid.All he wantedwas to see at
closequarters

one of the peopleon this
planet.

Thus beganwhat was surelythe
strangest converseyet held by any two
peopleon thisearth.He had spokento
me withoutwords.And he knew what

I was
thinking.

As the full
implication

of what had occurreddawnedon me

I staredback at him
open-mouthed

Something happenedto his eyes then
thatgavethe

impression

of a smile,

thoughthe small beautifullyshaped
mouthhad not moved.It was as if he

said "Thoughtsdon'tneed a language,

you know."

I STARTEDto
tremble.

Up to that
momentI had beendazedand stun-

ned,but at the sametimeso curious

thatI had feltno
personalfear.For

sometimepastin commonwithmany
otherpeopleI had takenfor granted

thatit was withinthe realmsof possi-

bilitythat the
inhabitants

of other
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planetscouldbe tryingto get in touch

with earth.To me therewas nothing

illogicalor
supernatural

about that
But believingthat all phenomenahad
a natural explanation

I had always

avoidedanythingeven remotelysug-
gestiveof the occult.What unnerved

me was the greenman'sapparentabil-

ity to readmy thoughtsand transfer

his own to me. I shuddered violently,

and wouldhave droppedthe lanternif
he hadn'tmovedoverand takenit from
me. His hand as it brushedmine was

icy cold.

I lookedat him
uncertainly.

Obvi-
ouslywe couldnot standthereall
night.We wereten milesfromthe
township,four from the nearesthouse.
Therewas no

telephone,

and therewas
somethingwrongwith the car.

I was strandedwiththis strangebeing

from anotherworld.

Almost automaticallyI startedwalk-

ing towardsthe house.I thinkI had
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somevagueideathatwhenI reached

its shelterand warmthI wouldbe more

ableto copewiththe
situation.Still

holdingthe lanternthe greenman walk-

ed withme. He seemedto takeit for
grantedthat he shouldcome.And,
indeed,shortof his takinghimselfand
his flyingsauceroff the way he had
comeI didn'tsee whatelsetherewas

for him to do. I lookedbackovermy
shoulder.

The thingstillloomeda large

black shape againstmoonlitspace.
Oddlyenough,I had no desireto see
it any closer.I supposea man would

have been tremendouslyinterestedin
thisvehiclefromouterspace,but at
the time I was far too concernedwith

the greenman himselfto give much
thoughtto his meansof transit.

We wentthroughthe kitchenintothe
livingroom.I pointedto one chair,

and sank into the othermyself.He
hesitated

for a moment,thensat down.
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Walkingwith him I hadn'tbeen so
consciousof his smallness.Low-seated

thoughthe chairwas his feetdid not
reachthe floor.He had removedhis
gloves,and it was thenthatI noticed

his hands.The longthingreenfingers
were withoutnails.

It'sof no useto ask,as I
subsequently

askedmyself,why I didn'trushwildly

away. , .
anywhere

...at the first

sightof him,nor why I made
absolutely

no effortto get in touchwithsomeone

responsible
that night.I simplydid

whatI feltimpelled

to do at thetime

[)UR1NGthosefirstfew minutessit-
tingoppositehim all sortsof -

thoughtsfloodedmy mind.I visual-

ised the
sensation

the greenman would
havecausedif he had landedin some
populatedarea.I picturedthe headlines

that,once his presencebecameknown,

would splashacrossworld newspapers,

the dramaticradio broadcasts,the flut
teringsof

international plottersand the
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excitementamong scientists.Or would
he be hustledoff

somewhere quietlyand
the newsof his

arrival hushedup, or de-
nied? Would he be "detained"for
experiment?

Wouldhe be allowedto
leave?

I lookedup to findhiseyesfixedon
me gravely.Thereseemedto be some-
thinghe was anxiousfor me to under-

stand.And in a momentor two I knew
whatit was./ wasnotto be

alarmed

by
his abilityto makeme awareof his
thoughts,

nor by his
awareness

of mine.

There was nothingmiraculousabout
it. lt was simplya naturallaw that
had been developedto full advantage

on his
planet,

lt wasthe onlywayhe
could communicatewith me.He
wishedme to stop beingnervous.

His eyes were remarkablyreassuring.

They were unfathomable,intelligent

and kind.Lookingat themI foundit
easyto believethatthey

betokened
a

depthof wisdomand an
understanding

of thingsnot evendreamedof here.The
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tensionin my mind and body relaxed.

I wonderedaboutthe flyingsaucersI
had seen that

afternoon.
Had they too

come from his planet?

Theyhad.His planethad beenwatch-

ing oursfora longtime.

Impressions

of a peoplefar in advance

of ours in mechanicaland
psychologi-

cal
developmentseepedinto my con-

sciousness.It seemedto me possible

thatthe greenman and his kindwere
almostas far aheadof us as we of our
firstcavemen.Did they know the secret

of atomicfission?Did they know what
we weredoinghere?

They knew.

I hadthe
feelingthatto thegreenman

whatwas
happening

now on thisearth
was likedippingbackin timeto the
ancienthistoryof his own planet.

It is hardto
remember

all the details

of the
interchange

of thoughtbetween

us.
Impressions

came into my mind,
someas

fleeting
as

pictures
on a screen
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and othersas deeperknowledgethat
remained.I asked questions,mostly,

fromhabit,aloud,but
sometimes

I just
puzzledwordlesslyover something.

The result,with two
exceptions,

was
the same.In a momentor so I had the
answer.I knewwhatI wantedto know,

lt wasas simpleas that.

But thereweretwo
questions

he did
not answer.

"Whatis your planetcalled?"

"Willyou tellme yourname?"

The lightflecksin his eyesdanced.It
seemedas if he was

waiting
forme to

understand.
And suddenlyit did.

You can't translatenames into
thoughts.

He took
something

froma pocketin
the blacktunicand held it towardsme

on thepalmof hishand.It wasa trans-

lucentgem aboutthe sizeof a child's

marble,and it glowedwitha faintcol-
our, or variationof colour,that was
new to me. I had seennothinglikeit.
He droppedit intomy hand.
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Afterexamining

it a whileI heldit
out to him, but he remained motion-

less.His eyessmiled.He wishedme to
keepit.I laidit on thetablein the
centreof a freshsheetof typingpaper.

He becameinterestedin my typewrit-

er and the
typewrittensheets.He pick-

ed up a
newspapercuttingwitha photo-

graphof the man whosebiography
I

was writing,and lookedat it search-

ingly.

One thingin
particularbeganto

puzzleme. Had the peoplefromwhere
he came alwayscommunicatedby
thoughtinsteadof words.

Theyhad not.

HE stoppedlookingat the photo-

graphand
concentrated

his eyes
on me as if I had raisedan

important

pointthat deservedhis full
attention.

Oncetheyhad had a
language,

in
fact several languages.

His eyes becamelike poolsof pale
greenlightwiththeirdark pupilsre-
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mote yet
compelling.

I foundthem easy
to watch.

"Howdid you cometo use
thought?"

I saidaloud.

Duringa long dangerousperiodmuch
earlierin his planet'shistorywords
had been used

extravagantly

and un-
truthfullyto influencethe mindsof
people.Peoplewere fooled,time and
time again,untilat lengththey grew
distrustful

of the spokenword.It
becamea habit,whilelistening

to a
man talk,to think"Yes,that'swhathe
says,but what does he mean?"The
endeavourto get past wordsto the
truthbehindthem developedover a
longperiodof timean extrasense,the
abilityto receive and transmit

thoughts.Peoplebecamemore and
more wary of words,and more and
more relianton this new medium.The
only ones who triedto sticktenaci-

ouslyto wordswere thosewho had
somethingto hide.The greatmuseum
on his planetwas fullof earlyrecords

dealingwith the centuriesduring
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whichthe transitiontook place.Truth
graduallybecamethe pivot round
which everythingrevolved.It was
this extrasensethat markedthe turn-

ing pointin the planet's history.Wars
became impracticableand then im-
possible.Discoverieswere used for

(Continued
on Page 5.)

THE GREEN MAN
(Continuedfrom Page 4.)

the overallbenefitof the planet.With
no fear of internaldisruption, scien-
tistswereableto turntheirthoughts

outwardsto the universe.Adventure

forthepeopleon hisplanetlayin the
penetration

of outerspace.

AT thisstagethe greenman
paused.

The flowof thoughtwas
interrupt-

ed. Suddenlyhe leantacrossthe table
and his wholeattitude becametense.It

was as if he were
marshalling

.allhis



Western Mail (Perth, WA : 1885 - 1954), Thursday 25 June 1953, page 3 (22)

National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article39360115

somethingwhich he consideredvital.
For the firsttimehe seemedto speak

to me directly,almostwith words.

"Youon this planethave reacheda
criticalperiod.It is a pointwe reach-

ed a verylongtimeago.We tookthe
right turning.Otherwisewe should
have ceased to exist."

A coldair had driftedintothe room,

I feltverytired.His eyesbecamelike
a calmgreensea gentlydrowningfur-
ther thought.

Grant'sanxiousface hoveredmistily

nearme. Liftinga handI touchedhis
cheekto makesurehe was reallythere.

ThenI lookedaboutme. I was lying

fullydressedon the bed in our room.
"Whatever'sthe matter?"Grant was

saying."I'vehad a terriblejob to waken

you. Why didn'tyou meet the train?

I was franticwhenan hourwentby and
therewasno signof you.I paida chap

to driveme out. For heaven'ssake,

what happened?"
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asked.

"What!"

"Whereis he?"I beganto get
excited.

"Isn'the here?"

I ran intothe sittingroom.No-one

was there.Grantcaughtme as I was
makingfor the backdoor.He carried

me to the sofaand sat withme on his
knee..

"Nowstopit,"he said."Calmdown
and tellme quicklywhatall thisis
about.OtherwiseI'll shakethe life out

of you."

As
coherently

as I couldI toldhim.

He pressedhis faceagainstmy hair.

I knewhe was
smiling.

"Darling,"

he said,"youdo havethe
most entertainingnightmares.That
was quitea story."

Was it?

I becameveryquiet.

Thenjustto prove
conclusively

to me
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me to the paddockwherethe flying

saucerhad landed.Even as we walked

throughthe lemongroveI couldsee
thatit wasn'tthere.I hadn'texpectedit
to be.

"Obviously"Grant was saying,"you
dreamtthe wholething.Nothingof
thatsortcouldlandin a paddockand
take off withoutleavingsome sign."

He stoppedabruptly.Aheadof us lay
a wide circleof charredgrass.

"That'snothing,"he said hurriedly.

"Therecouldbe a numberof explana-

tionsfor burntgrass."

"Yes,"I said.

Afterhe had lookedroundfor a while

we wentbackto the house.

Insidethe sittingroomI calledhim
overto the typingtable.

"I forgotto tellyou,"I said."Hegave
me this."

Thereon a sheetof whitepaperlaya
translucent

gem aboutthe sizeof a
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child'smarble,and it glowedwitha
faintcolour,or

variation
of colour,that

was new to me. It was new to Grant

too.He lookedat it for a longtime

withoutspeaking.


