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Today, in a green and lovely world, here in the mightiest of human cities, the last of the human race is
dying. And we of Man’s creation are left to mourn his passing, and to worship the memory of Man, who
controlled all that he knew save only himself.

I am old, as my people go, yet my blood is still young and my life may go on for untold ages yet, if what
this last of Men has told me is true. And that also is Man’s work, even as we and the Ape-People are his
work in the last analysis. We of the Dog-People are old, and have lived a long time with Man. And yet,
but for Roger Stren, we might still be baying at the moon and scratching the fleas from our hides, or lying
at the ruins of Man’s empire in dull wonder at his passing.

There are earlier records of dogs who mouthed clumsily a few Man words, but Hungor was the pet of
Roger Stren, and in the labored efforts at speech, he saw an ideal and a life work. The operation on
Hungor’s throat and mouth, which made Man-speech more nearly possible, was comparatively simple.
The search for other “talking” dogs was harder.

But he found five besides Hungor, and with this small start he began. Selection and breeding, surgery and
training, gland implantation and X-ray mutation were his methods, and he made steady progress. At first
money was a problem, but his pets soon drew attention and commanded high prices.

When he died, the original six had become thousands, and he had watched over the raising of twenty
generations of dogs. A generation of my kind then took only three years. He had seen his small backyard
pen develop into a huge institution, with a hundred followers and students, and had found the world eager
for his success. Above all, he had seen tail-wagging give place to limited speech in that short time.

The movement he had started continued. At the end of two thousand years, we had a place beside Man in
his work that would have been inconceivable to Roger Stren himself. We had our schools, our houses,
our work with Man, and a society of our own. Even our independence, when we wanted it. And our life-
span was not fourteen, but fifty years or more.

Man, too, had traveled a long way. The stars were almost within his grasp. The barren moon had been his
for centuries. Mars and Venus lay beckoning, and he had reached them twice, but not to return. That lay
close at hand. Almost, Man had conquered the universe.

But he had not conquered himself. There had been many setbacks to his progress because he had to go
out and kill others of his kind. And now, the memory of his past called again, and he went out in battle
against himself. Cities crumbled to dust, the plains to the south became barren deserts again, Chicago lay
covered in a green mist. That death killed slowly, so that Man fled from the city and died, leaving it an
empty place. The mist hung there, clinging days, months, years—after Man had ceased to be.

I, too, went out to war, driving a plane built for my people, over the cities of the Rising Star Empire. The
tiny atomic bombs fell from my ship on houses, on farms, on all that was Man’s, who had made my race
what it was. For my Men had told me I must fight.

Somehow, I was not killed. And after the last Great Drive, when half of Man was already dead, I
gathered my people about me, and we followed to the North, where some of my Men had turned to find a



sanctuary from the war. Of Man’s work, three cities still stood—wrapped in the green mist, and useless.
And Man huddled around little fires and hid himself in the forest, hunting his food in small clans. Yet
hardly a year of the war had passed.

For a time, the Men and my people lived in peace, planning to rebuild what had been, once the war
finally ceased. Then came the Plague. The anti-toxin which had been developed was ineffective as the
Plague increased in its virulency. It spread over land and sea, gripped Man who had invented it, and
killed him. It was like a strong dose of strychnine, leaving Man to die in violent cramps and retchings.

For a brief time, Man united against it, but there was no control. Remorselessly it spread, even into the
little settlement they had founded in the north. And I watched in sorrow as my Men around me were
seized with its agony. Then we of the Dog-People were left alone in a shattered world from whence Man
had vanished. For weeks we labored at the little radio we could operate, but there was no answer; and we
knew that Man was dead.

There was little we could do. We had to forage our food as of old, and cultivate our crops in such small
way as our somewhat modified forepaws permitted. And the barren north country was not suited to us.

I gathered my scattered tribes about me, and we began the long trek south. We moved from season to
season, stopping to plant our food in the spring, hunting in the fall. As our sleds grew old and broke
down, we could not replace them, and our travel became even slower. Sometimes we came upon our
kind in smaller packs. Most of them had gone back to savagery, and these we had to mold to us by force.
But little by little, growing in size, we drew south. We sought Men; for fifty thousand years we of the
Dog-People had lived with and for Man, and we knew no other life. In the wilds of what had once been
Washington State we came upon another group who had not fallen back to the law of tooth and fang.
They had horses to work for them, even crude harnesses and machines which they could operate. There
we stayed for some ten years, setting up a government and building ourselves a crude city. Where Man
had his hands, we had to invent what could be used with our poor feet and our teeth. But we had found a
sort of security, and had even acquired some of Man’s books by which we could teach our young.

Then into our valley came a clan of our people, moving west, who told us they had heard that one of our
tribes sought refuge and provender in a mighty city of great houses lying by a lake in the east. I could
only guess that it was Chicago. Of the green mist they had not heard—only that life was possible there.

Around our fires that night we decided that if the city were habitable, there would be homes and
machines designed for us. And it might be there were Men, and the chance to bring up our young in the
heritage which was their birthright. For weeks we labored in preparing ourselves for the long march to
Chicago. We loaded our supplies in our crude carts, hitched our animals to them, and began the eastward
trip.

It was nearing winter when we camped outside the city, still mighty and imposing. In the sixty years of
the desertion, nothing had perished that we could see; the fountains to the west were still playing, run by
automatic engines.

We advanced upon the others in the dark, quietly. They were living in a great square, littered with filth,
and we noted that they had not even fire left from civilization. It was a savage fight, while it lasted, with
no quarter given nor asked. But they had sunk too far, in the lazy shelter of Man’s city, and the clan was
not as large as we had heard. By the time the sun rose there was not one of them but had been killed or
imprisoned until we could train them in our ways. The ancient city was ours, the green mist gone after all
those years.

Around us were abundant provisions, the food factories which I knew how to run, the machines that Man



had made to fit our needs, the houses in which we could dwell, power drawn from the bursting core of
the atom, which needed only the flick of a switch to start. Even without hands, we could live here in
peace and security for ages. Perhaps here my dreams of adapting our feet to handle Man’s tools and doing
his work were possible, even if no Men were found. We cleared the muck from the city and moved into
Greater South Chicago, where our people had had their section of the city. I, and a few of the elders who
had been taught by their fathers in the ways of Man, set up the old regime, and started the great water and
light machines. We had returned to a life of certainty.

And four weeks later, one of my lieutenants brought Paul Kenyon before me. Man! Real and alive, after
all this time! He smiled, and I motioned my eager people away.

“I saw your lights,” he explained. “I thought at first some men had come back, but that is not to be; but
civilization still has its followers, evidently, so I asked one of you to take me to the leaders. Greetings
from all that is left of Man!”

“Greetings,” I gasped. It was like seeing the return of the gods. My breath was choked; a great peace and
fulfillment surged over me. “Greetings, and the blessings of your God. I had no hope of seeing Man
again.”

He shook his head. “I am the last. For fifty years I have been searching for Men—but there are none.
Well, you have done well. I should like to live among you, work with you—when I can. I survived the
Plague somehow, but it comes on me yet, more often now, and I can’t move nor care for myself then.
That is why I have come to you.

“Funny.” He paused. “I seem to recognize you. Hungor Beowulf XIV? I am Paul Kenyon. Perhaps you
remember me? No? Well, it was a long time, and you were young. Perhaps my smell has changed with
the disease. But that white streak under the eye still shows, and I remember you.”

I needed no more to complete my satisfaction at his homecoming.

Now one had come among us with hands, and he was of great help. But most of all, he was of the old
Men, and gave point to our working. But often, as he had said, the old sickness came over him, and he
lay in violent convulsions, from which he was weak for days. We learned to care for him, and help him
when he needed it, even as we learned to fit our society to his presence. And at last, he came to me with a
suggestion.

“Hungor,” he said, “if you had one wish, what would it be?”

“The return of Man. The old order, where we could work together. You know as well as I how much we
need Man.”

He grinned crookedly. “Now, it seems, Man needs you more. But if that were denied, what next?”

“Hands,” I said. “I dream of them at night and plan for them by day, but I will never see them.”

“Maybe you will, Hungor. Haven’t you ever wondered why you go on living, twice normal age, in the
prime of your life? Have you never wondered how I have withstood the Plague which still runs in my
blood, and how I still seem only in my thirties, though nearly seventy years have passed since a Man has
been born?”

“Sometimes,” I answered. “I have no time for wonder, now, and when I do—Man is the only answer I
know.”



“A good answer,” he said. “Yes, Hungor, Man is the answer. That is why I remember you. Three years
before the war, when you were just reaching maturity, you came into my laboratory. Do you remember
now?”

“The experiment,” I said. “That is why you remembered me?”

“Yes, the experiment. I altered your glands somewhat, implanted certain tissues into your body, as I had
done to myself. I was seeking the secret of immortality. Though there was no reaction at the time, it
worked, and I don’t know how much longer we may live—or you may; it helped me resist the Plague,
but did not overcome it.”

So that was the answer. He stood staring at me a long time. “Yes, unknowingly, I saved you to carry on
Man’s future for him. But we were talking of hands.

“As you know, there is a great continent to the east of the Americas, called Africa. But did you know
Man was working there on the great apes, as he was working here on your people? We never made as
much progress with them as with you. We started too late. Yet they spoke a simple language and served
for common work. And we changed their hands so the thumb and fingers opposed, as do mine. There,
Hungor, are your hands.”

Now Paul Kenyon and I laid plans carefully. Out in the hangars of the city there were aircraft designed
for my people’s use; heretofore, I had seen no need of using them. The planes were in good condition, we
found on examination, and my early training came back to me as I took the first ship up. They carried fuel
to circle the globe ten times, and out in the lake the big fuel tanks could be drawn on when needed.

Together, though he did most of the mechanical work between spells of sickness, we stripped the planes
of all their war equipment. Of the six hundred planes, only two were useless, and the rest would serve to
carry some two thousand passengers in addition to the pilots. If the apes had reverted to complete
savagery, we were equipped with tanks of anesthetic gas by which we could overcome them and strap
them in the planes for the return. In the houses around us, we built accommodations for them strong
enough to hold them by force, but designed for their comfort if they were peaceable.

At first, I had planned to lead the expedition. But Paul Kenyon pointed out that they would be less likely
to respond to us than to him. “After all,” he said, “Men educated them and cared for them, and they
probably remember us dimly. But your people they know only as the wild dogs who are their enemies. I
can go out and contact their leaders, guarded, of course, by your people. But otherwise, it might mean
battle.”

Each day I took up a few of our younger ones in the planes and taught them to handle the controls. As
they were taught, they began the instruction of others. It was a task which took months to finish, but my
people knew the need of hands as well as I; any faint hope was well worth trying.

It was late spring when the expedition set out. I could follow their progress by means of television, but
could work the controls only with difficulty. Kenyon, of course, was working the controls at the other
end, when he was able.

They met with a storm over the Atlantic Ocean, and three of the ships went down. But under the direction
of my lieutenant and Kenyon, the rest weathered the storm. They landed near the ruins of Capetown, but
found no trace of the Ape-People. Then began weeks of scouting over the jungles and plains. They saw
apes, but on capturing a few they found them only the primitive creatures which nature had developed.

It was by accident they finally met with success. Camp had been made for the night, and fires had been lit
to guard against the savage beasts which roamed the land. Kenyon was in one of his rare moments of



good health. The telecaster had been set up in a tent near the outskirts of the camp, and he was
broadcasting a complete account of the day. Then, abruptly, over the head of the Man was raised a rough
and shaggy face.

He must have seen the shadow, for he started to turn sharply, then caught himself and moved slowly
around. Facing him was one of the apes. He stood there silently, watching the ape, not knowing whether
it was savage or well disposed. It, too, hesitated; then it advanced.

“Man—Man,” it mouthed. “You came back. Where were you? I am Tolemy, and I saw you, and I
came.”

“Tolemy,” said Kenyon, smiling. “It is good to see you, Tolemy. Sit down; let us talk. I am glad to see
you. Ah, Tolemy, you look old; were your father and mother raised by Man?”

“I am eighty years, I think. It is hard to know. I was raised by Man long ago. And now I am old; my
people say I grow too old to lead. They do not want me to come to you, but I know Man. He was good to
me. And he had coffee and cigarettes.”

“I have coffee and cigarettes, Tolemy.” Kenyon smiled. “Wait, I will get them. And your people, is not
life hard among them in the jungle? Would you like to go back with me?”

“Yes, hard among us. I want to go back with you. Are you many?”

“No, Tolemy.” He set the coffee and cigarettes before the ape, who drank eagerly and lit the smoke
gingerly from a fire. “No, but I have friends with me. You must bring your people here, and let us get to
be friends. Are there many of you?”

“Yes. Ten times we make ten tens—a thousand of us, almost. We are all that was left in the city of Man
after the great fight. A Man freed us, and I led my people away, and we lived here in the jungle. They
wanted to be in small tribes, but I made them one, and we are safe. Food is hard to find.”

“We have much food in a big city, Tolemy, and friends who will help you, if you work for them. You
remember the Dog-People, don’t you? And you would work with them as with Man if they treated you
as Man treated you, and fed you, and taught your people?”

“Dogs? I remember the Man-Dogs. They were good. But here the dogs are bad. I smelled dog here; it
was not like the dog we smell each day, and my nose was not sure. I will work with Man-Dogs, but my
people will be slow to learn them.”

Later telecasts showed rapid progress. I saw the apes come in by twos and threes and meet Paul Kenyon,
who gave them food, and introduced my people to them. This was slow,” but as some began to lose their
fear of us, others were easier to train. Only a few broke away and would not come.

Cigarettes that Man was fond of—but which my people never used —were a help, since they learned to
smoke with great readiness.

It was months before they returned. When they came, there were over nine hundred of the Ape-People
with them, and Paul and Tolemy had begun their education. Our first job was a careful medical
examination of Tolemy, but it showed him in good health, and with much of the vigor of a younger ape.
Man had been lengthening the ages of his kind, as it had ours, and he was evidently a complete success.

Now they have been among us three years, and during that time we have taught them to use their hands at
our instructions. Overhead, the great monorail cars are running, and the factories have started to work



again. They are quick to learn, with a curiosity that makes them eager for new knowledge. And they are
thriving and multiplying here. We need no longer bewail the lack of hands; perhaps in time to come, with
their help, we can change our forepaws further, and learn to walk on two legs, as did Man.

Today, I have come back from the bed of Paul Kenyon. We are often together now—perhaps I should
include the faithful Tolemy—when he can talk, and among us there has grown a great friendship. I laid
certain plans before him today for adapting the apes mentally and physically until they are Men. Nature
did it with an apelike brute once; why can we not do it with the Ape-People now? The Earth would be
peopled again, science would rediscover the stars, and Man would have a foster child in his own likeness.

And—we of the Dog-People have followed Man for fifty thousand years. That is too long to change. Of
all Earth’s creatures, the Dog-People alone have followed Man thus. My people cannot lead now. No dog
was ever complete without the companionship of Man. The Ape-People will be Man.

It is a pleasant dream, surely not an impossible one.

Kenyon smiled as I spoke to him, and cautioned me in the jesting way he uses when most serious, not to
make them too much like Man, lest another Plague destroy them. Well, we can guard against that. I think
he, too, had a dream of Man reborn, for there was a hint of tears in his eyes, and he seemed pleased with
me.

There is but little to please him now, alone among us, wracked by pain, waiting the slow death he knows
must come. The old trouble has grown worse, and the Plague has settled harder on him.

All we can do is give him sedatives to ease the pain now, though Tolemy and I have isolated the Plague
we found in his blood. It seems a form of cholera, and with that information, we have done some work.
The old Plague serum offers a clue, too. Some of our serums have seemed to ease the spells a little, but
they have not stopped them.

It is a faint chance. I have not told him of our work, for only a stroke of luck will give us success before
he dies.

Man is dying. Here in our laboratory, Tolemy keeps repeating something; a prayer, I think it is. Well,
maybe the God whom he has learned from Man will be merciful, and grant us success.

Paul Kenyon is all that is left of the old world which Tolemy and I loved. He lies in the ward, moaning in
agony, and dying. Sometimes he looks from his windows and sees the birds flying south; he gazes at
them as if he would never see them again. Well, will he? Something he muttered once comes back to me:

“For no man knoweth—”


