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1
I ntroducti on

AT this point it is traditional to state dogmatically that every
short story nmust show a beginning, a mddle, and an

endi ng-the | ash enpl oyed by editors and other critics to

flog witers. And it is true enough that every story shoul d,
although it is not of rmuch use to know it. Authors (and they

are very rare) who conmit stories |acking one of the three
necessities always believe the mssing el ement present; and

the truth is that a good story nust have much nore than

t hat .

It nust have a voice that is not purposel essly changed (as

that of the typical leader in "Wen | Was M ng the Merci -

| ess"), at |east one character (the madman who composes "My

Book," for exanple), and at | east one event to narrate, though

in a few of these stories you may have to search carefully to

find it. Most inportant, it nust have a reader, which is the

requi rement nost frequently overl ooked. The sane critics

who spend hundreds of pages di scussing various peculiarities

of the author's supposed nature often devote none to that

much nore significant person, the reader for whom he wote.

| do not say this in jest, nerely to entertain you; it is a failure
that disqualifies a great deal of head-scratching and hypot h-
esizing. It amounts to saying that the letter is nore inportant
than its recipient, the signal nore inportant than the chang-

ing image created fromit, the bait nore inmportant than the

fish. It is, of course, a totalitarian error, born of the classroom
it springs fromthe habitual professorial demand that the

assigned material be read and his opinion of it be accepted

wi t hout questi on.

But stories are far older than any classroom They cane

to be at a time when the storyteller knew his (nore correctly
her, for the first were alnost certainly wonen) audience thor-
oughly, and was not in the | east averse to altering his nar-
ration to fit it. The hearer (every true reader hears the tale
in his mnds ear) is nmore central than the nonstrous beast
slain on the other side of the mountain, or the castle upon
the hill of glass, or the mrror beyond which Gene's sister
glinpses an ocean in "The Sister's Account."

Therefore, let me describe the reader for whom| wote

all these stories. | wote themfor you. Not for some professor
or for nyself, and certainly not for the various editors who
bought them frequently very reluctantly, after they had been
rej ected by several others. You see, | amnot an acadenic
witing to be criticized. (Academ cs think the criticismthe
nost i mportant part of the whole process, in which they are
whol Iy wong.) Nor am| one of those self-indul gent people

who wite in order to adnmire their own cleverness at a later

date; | do, occasionally, admire nyself; but | am al ways nade
sorry for it afterward. (A few days ago | heard a young witer
say, "lI've had fun, and this isn't it." He expressed ny feeling

exactly.) Nor am| what is called a cormercial witer, one
who truckles to appease editors in the hope of making a great
deal of money. There are easier ways to do that.



This is sinple truth: Tonight you and I, with billions of

others, are sitting around the fire we call "the sun,"” telling
stories; and fromtine to tine it has been ny turn to enter-

tain. | have occasionally renenbered that though you are

not a child, there is a child alive in you still, for those in whom
the child is dead will not hear stories. Thus | wote "War

Beneath the Tree," and certain others. Know ng, as you do,
what it is to love and to | ose |ove, you may appreciate "A
Cabin on the Coast." Because you have sonetinmes pitied
others, | have told you "Qur Nei ghbour by David Copper -
field," and because others have sonetines pitied you, "The
Headl ess Man." W have sought and not found, you and
-thus, "The Map." Sought and found, and thus "The De-
tective of Dreans."”

You are both a woman, anused by nen, and a man, en-

thralled by wonen. You realize that it is only in our own tine
that |life has become easy enough to pernit a handful of us

to abrogate our ancient alliance-nearly every story here will
reflect that, | think. Qhers depend upon you, the steady one,
and you depend upon others. Your lively imagination is gov-
erned by reason; you find it difficult to nake friends, though
you are a good friend to those you have made. At certain

times you have feared that you are insane, at others that you
are the only sane person in the world. You are patient, and
yet eager.

Most inportant to me, you will be nmy willing partner in

the maki ng of all these stories-for no two readers have ever
heard exactly the sanme story, and the real story is a thing
that grows between the teller and the listener. If | have been
wrong about you, you are welcone to tell nme so the next tine
we neet.

The sane authorities who insist upon begi nnings, m ddles,

and ends, declare that Geat Literature (by which they nean
the stories they have been taught to adnire) is about |ove

and death, while mere popular fiction like this is about sex
and vi ol ence. One reader's sex, alas, is another's |ove; and
one's violence, another's death. | cannot tell you whether you
will find love or sex in "The Nebraskan and the Nereid,"

death or violence in "Silhouette"; or as | hoped when |,wote
it, newlife (for there is nore to life than sex), and a fresh
begi nni ng.
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A Cabin on the Coast

"A Cabin on the Coast" copyright 1981 by Gene Wlfe; first appeared
in Zu den Stenen, edited by Peter Wlfert (Goldmann Verlag, Minich).
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I T mi ght have been a. child s drawing of a ship. He blinked,
and blinked again. There were masts and sails, surely. One
stack, perhaps another. If the ship were really there at all.



He went back to his father's beach cottage, clinbed the five
wooden steps, w ped his feet on the coco nmat.

Li ssy was still in bed, but awake, sitting up now. It nust
have been the squeaking of the steps, he thought. Al oud he
said, "Sleep good?"

He crossed the room and ki ssed her. She caressed hi m and
said, "You shouldn't go swiming without a suit, dear won-
derful sw mer. How was the Pacific?"

"Peaceful. Cold. It's too early for people to be up, and
there's nobody within a nmile of here anyway."

"Cet into bed then. How about the fish?"

"Salt water nmakes the sheets sticky. The fish have seen them
before.” He went to the corner, where a showerhead poked
fromthe wall. The beach cottage-Lissy called it a cabin-
had running water of the sonetinmes and rusty variety.

"They might bite 'emoff. Sharks, you know. Little ones."

"Castrating woman." The shower coughed, doused him
with icy spray, coughed again.

"You | ook worried."
"No. "
"I's it your dad?"

He shook his head, then thrust it under the spray, fingers
conbing his dark, curly hair.

"You think he'll come out here? Today?"

He wi thdrew, considering. "If he's back from Washi ngton
and he knows we're here."

"But he couldn't know, could he?"

He turned off the shower and grabbed a towel, already
danp and a trifle sandy. "I don't see how "

"Only he mght guess." Lissy was no |onger smling.
"Where el se couid we go? Hey, what did we do with ny
under wear ?"

"Your place. Your folks'. Any notel."

She swung | ong, golden | egs out of bed, still holding the
sheet across her |lap. Her breasts were nearly perfect hem -
spheres, except for the tender protrusions of their pink nip-
pl es. He decided he had never seen breasts like that. He sat
down on the bed beside her. "I |love you very nuch,"” he said.
"You know t hat ?"

It nade her smile again. "Does that nmean you're comi ng
back to bed?"



"I'f you want ne to."

"I want a swinmming | esson. What will people say if | tell
them| cane here and didn't go sw nmng."

He grinned at her. "That it's that time of the month."

"You know what you are? You're filthy!" She pushed him
"Absolutely filthy! I"mgoing to bite your ears off." Tangl ed
in the sheet, they fell off the bed together. "There they are!™

"There what are?"

"My bra and stuff. We nust have kicked them under the
bed. \Where are our bags?"

"Still in the trunk. | never carried themin."

"Wuld you get mne? My swmsuit's init."

"Sure," he said

"And put on some pants!"
"My suit's in ny bag too." He found his trousers and got

the keys to the Triunph. Qutside the sun was higher, the
chill of the fall norning nearly gone. He | ooked for the ship
and saw it. Then it wi nked out like a star.

That evening they made a fire of driftwood and roasted
the big, greasy Italian sausages he had brought fromtown,
maki ng gi ant hot dogs by cl anping themin French bread.

He had brought red supermarket w ne too; they chilled
it inthe Pacific. "I never ate this nuch in ny life,"’
sai d.

Li ssy

"You haven't eaten anything yet."

"I know, but just l|ooking at this sandwi ch woul d make e

full if I wasn't so hungry." She bit off the end. "Cuff tough
woof . "

n \Mat ?u

"Castrating woman. That's what you called ne this norn-
ing, Tim Nowthis is a castrating wonan."

"Don't talk with your mouth full."

"You sound like my nmother. G ve ne sone wine. You're
hogging it."

He handed the bottle over. "It isn't bad, if you don't object
to a conplete |lack of character.™

"I sleep with you, don't 1I?"

"I have character, it's just all rotten.”



"You said you wanted to get married."

"Let's go. You can finish that thing in the car."

"You drank half the bottle. You're too high to drive."
"Bul I shoot . "

Li ssy giggled. "You just said bullshoot. Now that's charac-
ter!"

He stood up. "Cone on, let's go. It's only five hundred
mles to Reno. W can get married there in the norning."

"You're serious, aren't you?"

"I'f you are.”

"Sit down."

"You were testing ne," he said. "That's not fair, nowis it?"

"You' ve been so worried all day. | wanted to see if it was
about me-if you thought you'd nmade a terrible mstake."
"We've nade a mi stake, "
now. "

he said. "I was trying to fix it just

"You think your dad is going to make it rough for you-"

- for us because it mght hurt himin the next election."

He shook his head. "Not that. Al right, maybe partly that.
But he neans it too. You don't understand him"

"I've got a father nyself."

"Not |ike nmine. Ryan was al nost grown up before he left

Irel and. Taught by nuns and all that. Besides, |'ve got six
ol der brothers and two sisters. You're the oldest kid. Ryan's
probably at least fifteen years older than your folks."

"I's that really his nanme? Ryan Neal ?"

"His full nane is Tinothy Ryan Neal, the same as mine
"' m Ti not hy, Junior. He used Ryan when he went into
politics because there was another Tim Neal around then
and we've always called me Timto get away fromthe
Juni or."

"I"'mgoing to call himTimagain, |ike the nuns nust have
when he was young. Big Tim You're Little Tim"

"Ckay with me. | don't knowif Big Timis going to |ike
it."

Sonet hi ng was noving, it seemed, out where the sun had
set. Somet hi ng darker against the dark horizon



"What made you Junior anyway? Usually it's the ol dest
boy. "

"He didn't want it, and would never let Mther do it. But

she wanted to, and | was born during the Denocratic con-
vention that year."

"He had to go, of course.™

"Yeah, he had to go, Lissy. If you don't understand that,

you don't understand politics at all. They hoped 1'd hold off
for a few days, and what the hell, Mther'd had eight with

no problens. Anyway he was used to it-he was the youngest

of seven boys hinmself. So she got to call ne what she wanted."

"But then she died." The words sounded thin and | onely
agai nst the pounding of the surf.

"Not because of that."

Li ssy upended the wine bottle; he saw her throat pul se
three times. "WIIl | die because of that. Little TinP"

"I don't think so." He tried to think of sonmething gracious
and conforting. "If we decide we want children, that's the
risk I have to take."

"You have to take? Bull shoot."

"That both of us have to take. Do you think it was easy for
Ryan, raising nine kids by hinmsel f?"

"You love him don't you?"
"Sure 1 love him He's ny father."

"And now you think you mght he ruining things for him
For my sake."

"That's not why | want us to be married, Lissy."
She was staring into the flanes; he was not certain she had

even heard him "Well, now | know why his pictures | ook s6
grim So gaunt."”

He stood up again. "If you're through eating ..

"You want to go back to the cabin? You can screw ne right
here on the beach-there's nobody here but us."

"I didn't nmean that."

"Then why go in there and | ook at the walls? Qut here
we've got the fire and the ocean. The npon ought to be up
pretty soon."

"It would be warner."

"Wth just that dinky little kerosene stove? |I'd rather sit



here by the fire. In a minute I'"'mgoing to send you off to
get ne sonme nore wood. You can run up to the cabin and
get a shirt too if you want to."

"I'" m okay."

"Traditional roles. Big Timnust have told you all about
them The woman has the babies and keeps the hone fires
burning. You're not going to end up | ooking |Iike himthough
are you, Little TinP"

"l suppose so. He used to look just like nme."
"Real | y?"

He nodded. "He had his picture taken just after he got

into politics. He was running for ward comm tteenan, and

he had a poster nade. We've still got the picture, and it | ooks
like me with a high collar and a funny hat."

"She knew, didn't she?" Lissy said. For a nonment he did

not understand what she neant. "Now go and get some nore

wood. Only don't wear yourself out, because when you cone

back we're going to take care of that little thing that's both-
ering you, and we're going to spend the night on the beach."

When he came back she was asl eep, but he woke her car-
rying her up to the beach cottage.

Next norni ng he woke up alone. He got up and showered

and shaved, supposing that she had taken the car into town
to get sonething for breakfast. He had filled the coffee pot
and put it on before he | ooked out the shore-side w ndow
and saw the Triunmph still waiting near the road.

There was nothing to be al arned about, of course. She

had awakened before he had and gone out for an early dip.

He had done the sanme thing hinmself the norning before.

The little patches of green cloth that were her bathing suit
wer e hangi ng over the back of a rickety chair, but then they
were still danmp fromlast night. Who would want to put on

a danp, clammy suit? She had gone in naked, just as he had.

He | ooked out the other wi ndow, wanting to see her splash-
ing in the surf, waiting for him The ship was there, closer
now, rolling like a derelict. No snmoke came fromits clunsy
funnel and no sails were set, but dark banners hung from
its rigging. Then there was no ship, only wheeling gulls and
the enpty ocean. He called her nane, but no one answered.

He put on his trunks and a jacket and went outside. A
wi nd had snmoot hed the sand. The tide had cone, obliterating
their fire, reclaimng the driftwood he had gat hered.

For two hours he wal ked up and down t he beach, calling,
telling himself there was nothing wong. When he forced

hi nsel f not to think of Lissy dead, he could only think of the
headl i nes, the ninety seconds of ten o'clock news, how Ryan
woul d | ook, how Pat-all his brothers-would | ook at him

And when he turned his mnd fromthat, Lissy was dead



again, her pale hair snarled with kelp as she rolled in the
surf, green crabs feeding from her arns.

He got into the Triunph and drove to town. In the little
brick station he sat beside the desk of a fat cop and told his
story.

The fat cop said, "Kid, | can see why you want us to keep
it quiet."

Ti m said nothing. There was a paperwei ght on the desk
-a baseball of white gl ass.

"You probably think we're out to get you, but we're not.
Tormorrow we' Il put out a m ssing persons report, but we

don't have to say anything about you or the senator init, and
we won't."

" Tormor r ow?"

"W got to wait twenty-four hours, in case she should show
up. That's the law. But kid-" The fat cop gl anced at his
not es.

"Tim"

"Right. Tim She ain't going to show up. You got to get
yoursel f used to that."

"She could be . . ." Wthout wanting to, he let it trail away.

"Where? You think she snuck off and went hone? She

could wal k out to the road and hitch, but you say her stuffs
still there. Kidnapped? Nobody coul d have pulled her out of
bed wi thout waking you up. Did you kill her?"

"No!" Tears he could not hold back were stream ng down
hi s cheeks.

"Right. 1've talked to you and I don't think you did. But
you're the only one that could have. |If her body washes up
we'll have to look into that."

Tim s hands tightened on the wooden arms of the chair.
The fat cop pushed a box of tissues across the desk

"Unl ess it washes up, though, it's just a m ssing person
okay? But she's dead, kid, and you're going to have to get
used to it. Let nme tell you what happened.” He cleared his
t hr oat .

"She got up while you were still asleep, probably about

when it started to get light. She did just what you thought
she did-went out for a nice refreshing swimbefore you

woke up. She went out too far, and probably she got a cranp.
The ocean's cold as hell now. Mybe she yelled, but if she
did she was too far out, and the waves covered it up. People
think drowners holler like fire sirens, but they don't-they
don't have that much air. Sometines they don't make any
noise at all."



Timstared at the gl eam ng paperwei ght.

"The current here runs al ong the coast-you probably
know t hat. Nobody ought to go swi nmm ng without somebody

el se around, but sonetines it seens |ike everybody does it.
W | ose a dozen or so a year. In maybe four or five cases we
find them That's all."

The beach cottage | ooked abandoned when he returned.

He parked the Triunph and went inside and found the stove

still burning, his coffee perked to tar. He took the pot outside,
dunped the coffee, scrubbed the pot with beach sand and

rinsed it with salt water. The ship, which had been invisible

t hrough the wi ndow of the cottage, was al nost plain when

he stood wai st deep. He heaved the coffee pot back to shore

and swam out sone di stance, but when he straightened up

in the water, the ship was gone.

Back i nside he nmade fresh coffee and packed Lissy's things

in her suitcase. Wen that was done, he drove into town

again. Ryan was still in Washington, but Timtold his secretary
where he was. "Just in case anybody reports me mssing," he

sai d.

She | aughed. "It must be pretty cold for sw ming."

"I likeit," he told her. "I want to have at |east one nore
long swim™"

"Al'l right, Tim Wen he calls, I'll et himknow Have a
good tinme."

"Wsh me luck," he said, and hung up. He got a hamnburger
and nore coffee at a Jack-in-the-Box and went back to the
cottage and wal ked a | ong way al ong the beach

He had intended to sleep that night, but he did not. From
time to time he got up and | ooked out the wi ndow at the

ship, sometines visible by moonlight, sonetines only a dark
presence in the [ ower night sky. Wen the first |ight of dawn
cane, he put on his trunks and went into the water

For a mle or nore, as well as he could estimte the distance,
he could not see it. Then it was abruptly close, the long oars
like the legs of a water spider, the funnel bel ching sparks
agai nst the still-dimsky, sparks that seened to becone new
stars.

He swam faster then, knowi ng that if the ship vani shed he
woul d turn back and save hinself, knowing too that if it only
retreated before him retreated forever, he would drown. It

di sappeared behind a cobalt wave, reappeared. He sprinted

and grasped at the sea-slick shaft of an oar, and it was |ike
touching a living being. Quite suddenly he stood on the deck
with no nenory of how he cane there.

Bare feet pattered on the planks, but he saw no crew. A
dark flag lettered with strange script flapped aft, and sone



vague recol lection of a tour of a naval ship with his father
years before made himtouch his forehead. There was a

sound that m ght have been | aughter or many other things.

The captain's cabin would be aft too, he thought. He went
there, bracing hinself against the wild roll, and found a door

I nsi de, sonething bl ack crouched upon a dais. "I've cone
for Lissy," Timsaid.

There was no reply, but a question hung in the air. He
answered it alnost without intending to. "I'm Tinothy Ryan
Neal, and |'ve cone for Lissy. Gve her back to ne."

Alight, it seenmed, dissolved the blackness. Cross-I|egged
on the dais, a slender nman in tweeds sucked at a long clay
pipe. "lIt's Irish, are ye?" he asked.

"American,” Timsaid.

"Wth such a nane? | don't believe ye. \Were's yer feath-
ers?"

"I want her back," Tim said again.
"An' if ye don't get her?"

"Then I'1l tear this ship apart. You'll have to kill me or take
me too."

"Spoken like a true son of the ould sod," said the man in
tweeds. He scratched a kitchen match on the sole of his boot
and lit his pipe. "Sit down, will ye? | don't fancy |ookin' up
like that. It hurts me neck. Sit down, and 'tis possible we can
stri ke an agreenent."

"This is crazy," Timsaid. "The whole thing is crazy."

"It is that,” the man in tweeds replied. "An' there's much,
much nmore comin'. Ye'd best brace for it, Timne |lad. Now
sit down."

There was a stout wooden chair behind Ti mwhere the
door had been. He sat. "Are you about to tell me you're a
| eprechaun? | warn you, | won't believe it."

"Me? One o' them scanperin', thievin', cobblin', little m-
sers? I'd shoot neself. Me name's Dani el O Donoghue, King
o' Connaught. Do ye believe that, now?"

"No, " Tim said.
"What woul d ye believe then?"

"That this is-some way, sonehow what people call a

saucer. That you and your crew are froma planet of another
sun. "

Dani el laughed. " 'Tis a close encounter you're havin', is

it? Wuld ye like to see ne as a tiny green man wi' horns |ike
a snail's? | can do that too."



"Don't bother."

"All right, I won't, though 'tis a good shape. A man can
take it and be whatever he wants, one o' the People o' Peace
or a bit o0 amn fromMars. |'ve used it for both, and there's

nothin' better."

"You took Lissy," Timsaid.

"And how woul d ye be knowi n' that?"
"I thought she'd drowned."
"Did ye now?"

"And that this ship-or whatever it is-was just a sign, an
onen. | talked to a policeman and he as good as told ne,

but | didn't really think about what he said until last nieht,
when | was trying to sleep.”

"Is it a dreamyer havin'? Did ye ever think on that?"

"If it's a dream it's still real,"” Timsaid doggedly. "And
anyway, | saw your ship when | was awake, yesterday and
the day before.”

"Or yer dreamin' now ye did. But go on wi' it.

"He said Lissy couldn't have been abducted because | was

in the same bed, and that she'd gone out for a swmin the
nor ni ng and drowned. But she coul d have been abduct ed,

if she had gone out for the swmfirst. If someone had cone
for her with a boat. And she woul dn't have drowned, because
she didn't swi mgood enough to drown. She was afraid of

the water. W went in yesterday, and even with ne there,
she woul d hardly go in over her knees. So it was you."

"Yer right, ye know," Daniel said. He formed a little steeple
of his fingers. " 'Twas us."

Timwas recalling stories that had been read to hi mwhen
he was a child. "Fairies steal babies, don't they? And brides.
Is that why you do it? So we'll think that's who you are?"

"Bless ye, 'tis true," Daniel told him " Tis the Fair Folk

we are. The jinn o' the desert too, and the saucer riders ye
say ye credit, and forty score nore. Wuld ye be likin' to see
me wi' nme goatskin breeches and ne panpi pe?" He chuckl ed.
"Have ye never wondered why we're so nuch alike the world
over? O thought that we don't always know just which

shape's the best for a place, so the naiads and the dryads
mght as well be the | adies o' the Deeny Shee? Do ye know

what the folk o' the Barb'ry Coast call the hell that's under
their sea?"

Ti m shook hi s head.

"Way, 'tis Dondaniel. | wonder why that is, now Tim ye
say ye want this girl."



"That's right."

"An' ye say there'll be trouble and plenty for us if ye don't
have her. But let ne tell ye nowthat if ye don't get her, w

our blessin' to boot, ye'll drown.-Hold your tongue, can't

ye, for 'tis worse than that.-If ye don't get her wi' our bles-
sin', '"twill be seen that ye weri Irownin' now. Do ye take ne
nmeani ng?"

"I think so. C ose enough.'

"Ah, that's good, that is. Now here's nme offer. Do ye re-
menber how t hi ngs stood before we took her?"

"Of course."

"They'l|l stand so again, if ye but do what | tell ye. 'Tis

yersel f that will remenber, Tim Neal, but she'll renmenber

nothin'. An' the truth of it is, there'll be nothin' to renenber,
for it'll all be gone, every stick of it. This policeman ye spoke
wi', for instance. Ye've me word that ye will not have done

it."
"What do | have to do?" Ti m asked.

"Service. Serve us. Do whatever we ask of ye. W' d sooner

have a broth of a girl like yer Lissy than a great hulk of a
lad like yerself, but then too, we'd sooner be havin' one that's
willin', for the unwillin'" girls are everywhere-1 don't doubt

but ye've seen it yerself. A hundred years, that's all we ask
of ye. 'Tis short enough, like Doyle's wife. WIIl ye do it?"

"And everything will be the sanme, at the end, as it was
bef ore you took Lissy?"

"Not everything | didn't say that. Ye'll remenber, don't ye
renenber me savin' so? But for her and all the country

round, why 'twill be the sane."

"All right," Timsaid. "I'lIl doit."

" '"Tis a brave lad ye are. Now I'Ill tell ye what I'Il do. | said
a hundred years, to which ye agreed-"

Ti m nodded.

"-but I'I'l have no unwillin' hands about ne boat, nor no
ungrateful ones neither. 1'Il make it twenty. How s that? Sure

and | couldn't say fairer, could I?"
Daniel's figure was begi nning to waver and fade; the inmage

of the dark mass Timhad seen first hung about it like a
cl oud.

"Lay yerself on yer belly, for | must put ne foot upon yer
head. Then the deal's done."

The salt ocean was in his mouth and his eyes. His lungs
burst for breath. He revolved in the blue chasm of water
tried to swm at |ast exploded gasping into the air.



The King had said he would remenber, but the years were

fadi ng al ready. Drudgi ng, dancing, buying, spying, prying,

wayl ayi ng and betrayi ng when he wal ked in the world of nen.
Serving sonething that he had never whol |y understood.

Sai ling foggy seas that were sonetinmes of this earth. Floating
anong the constellations. The years and the slaps and the

ki cks were all fading, and with them (and he rejoiced in it)

t he days when he had begged.

He lifted an arm trying to regain his old stroke, and found
that he was very tired. Perhaps he had never really rested in
all those years. Certainly, he could not recall resting. Were
was he? He paddled listlessly, not knowing if he were sw m
mng away fromland, if he were in the center of an ocean.

A wave elevated him a long, slow swell of blue under the

gray sky. A glory-the rising or perhaps the setting sun-

shone to his right. He swamtoward it, caught sight of a | ow
coast .

He crawl ed onto the sand and lay there for a tinme, his back
struck by drops of spray like rain. Near his eyes, the beach
seened nearly black. There were bits of charcoal, fragnments

of hal f-burned wood. He raised his head, pushing away the
earth, and saw an enpty bottle of greenish glass nearly buried
in the wet sand.

Wien he was able al last to rise, his linbs were stiff and
col d. The dawnli ght had becone daylight, but there was no
warnth in it. The beach cottage stood only about a hundred
yards away, one w ndow gol den with sunshine that had en-
tered fromthe other side, the walls in shadow. The red
Triunph gl eaned besi de the road.

At the top of a small dune he turned and | ooked back out

to sea. A black freighter with a red and white stack was visible
amle or two out, but it was only a freighter. For a noment

he felt a kind of regret, a longing for a part of his life that

he had hated but that was now gone forever. | wll never be
able to tell her what happened, he thought. And then, Yes
I will, if only I let her think I"'mjust nmaking it up. And then

No wonder so many people tell so many stories. Goodbye to
all that.

The steps creaked under his weight, and he w ped the sand
fromhis feet on the coco mat. Lissy was in bed. Wen she
heard the door open she sat up, then drew up the sheet to
cover her breasts.

"Big Tim" she said. "You did come. Timand | were hoping
you woul d. "

When he did not answer, she added, "He's out having a
swim | think. He should be around in a mnute."

And when he still said nothing. "We're-Timand |-we're
going to be married."
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ON the night before, he had forgotten all his plans and
fought, half blinded by his blood after Laetus broke the ewer
over his head. Perhaps that was for the best.

And yet if they had not taken his knife while he slept, he
m ght have killed them bot h.

"Master Qurloes will be angry." That was what they

used to say to terrify one another into doing well. Severian
woul d have been angry too, to be sure, and Severian had
beaten himnore than once. He spat out clotted bl ood.

Beat en hi m worse than Laetus and Syntyche had | ast night.
Severi an had been captain of apprentices in the year before
hi s own.

Now Severian was the Autarch, Severian was the | aw, and
nur derers di ed under the | aw s hand.

Soneone was poundi ng at the hatch. He spat again, this

time into the slop jar, and shouted in the direction of the
vent. It let in enough light for himto see the inpression
Syntyche had left in her bunk as she lay face to the bul khead,
feigning sleep. He snobothed it with his hands.

For a nonent he groped for his clothes and his knife,

but the knife was gone. He chuckled and rocked back on his
own narrow bunk, pushing both legs into his trousers to-
get her.

More poundi ng; the boat rocked beneath himas the

stranger searched for another way into the cabin. He spat a
third time, and fromhabit reached up to draw the bolt that
was back already. "Hatch sticks! Cone on down, you cataniite,
I'"mnot com ng up."

The stranger lifted it and cl anbered down the steep steps.
" 'Ware deck beans."

He stooped as he turned about, and he was tall enough
that he had to. "You're Captain Eata?"

"Sit on the other bunk. Nobody's using it any nore. What
do you want ?"

"But you are Eata?"
"We'll talk abo"r that later, maybe. After you tell nme what

you want."
"A guide."

Year s



Eata was feeling the cut on his head and did not answer.
"I was told that you are an intelligent man."
"Not by a friend."

"I need a man with a boat to take ne down Gyoll. To tel

me what | need to know concerning the ruins. They said you
knew it as well as any man alive."

"An asim ," Eata said. "One asim for each day. And you'l
have to hel p ne handl e her-ny deckhand and | had a little
argunent |ast night."

"Shall we say six orichal ks? It should only take a day, and
[

Eata was not listening. He had seen the broken | ock on his
sea chest, and he was | aughing. "The key's in ny pocket!"

He gripped the younger, taller man by the knee. "My pants

were on the floor!" In his mrth, he nearly choked on the

wor ds.

In the flat lands that Gyoll itself had made, Gyoll had little
current; but the wind was in the east, and Eata's boat heel ed
a bit under the pressure of her wide gaffsail. The old sun
wel | above the tallest towers now, painted the sail's black

i mage on the oily water

"What do you do, Captain?" the stranger asked. "How do
you live?"

"By doi ng whatever pays. Cargo to the delta and fish to
the city, nmostly." :

"It's a nice boat. Did you build it?"

"No," Eata said. "Bought it. Not fast like you're used to."
Hi s head still hurt, and he |leaned on the tiller with one hand
pressed to his tenple.

"Yes, |I've sailed a bit on a | ake we have up north."

"Wasn't asking," Eata told him

"I don't think I ever gave you ny nanme. It's Sinmulatio."
"And a good one too, |'ve no doubt."

The stranger turned away for a nonent, tinkering with

t hej i bsheet winch to keep Eata from seeing the blood rising
in his cheeks. "When will we reach the deserted parts of the
city?"

"' About nones, if this wind holds."

"I didn't knowit would take so long."

"You should have hired ne farther down." Eata chuckl ed.

And that'll be just the beginning of the dead parts. You
m ght want to go farther yet."



The stranger turned back to ook at him "It's very |arge,
isn't it?"

"Bi gger than you can imagine. This part-where people
live-is just a sort of border on it."

"Do you know a pl ace where three broad streets cone
t oget her ?"

"Hal f a dozen, maybe nore."

"The sout hernnmost, | would think."

"I can take you to the farthest south | know " Eata said.
"I"'mnot saying that's the farthest south there is."
"We'll start there then."

"Be night by the time we get there,"” Eata told him "The
next day will be another asim."

The stranger nodded. "We're not even to the ruined part
yet ?"

Eata gestured. "See those cl othes? Washing on a line. Peo-
pl e here have enough to eat, so they can have two or three
shirts, maybe. Farther south you won't see that-a person
with only one shirt or one shift doesn't wash it nuch, but
you'll see cooksnoke. Farther still, and you won't even see
that. That's the dead city, and people there don't |ight any
fires because of what the snoke might bring down on them
Omophagi sts is what ny old teacher called them It neans
those that have their neat raw "

The stranger stared across the water at the lines and their
rags. The wind ruffled his hair, and the tattered shirts and
skirts waved at himlike crowds of poor, shy children who
feared he would not wave back. At |last he said, "Even if

the Autarch won't protect them they could band together

and protect each other."

"It's each other they're afraid of. They live-such as

they do live-by sieving the old city, a finer screen every
year. Every man steals from his nei ghbor when he can and
kills himif he nakes a good find. It doesn't have to be
much. A knife with a silver handle-that would be a good
find."

After a noment, the stranger |ooked down at the silver
nmount i ngs of his dagger.

"I believe we might take a bit of a closer reach here,"
Eata told him "There's a nmeander coning up." The
stranger heaved at the w ndlass, and the boom crept back

To starboard, a high-pooped thal anegus nade its way up
the river, glittering in the sunlight like a scarab, all gilding
and lapis lazuli. The wind was fair for it now, and as they



wat ched (Eata with one eye to their own sail) the | ateen
yards dipped on its stubby nmasts, then lifted again trailing
wi de triangles of roseate silk. The I ong sweeps shrunk and
vani shed.

"They' ve been down seeing the sights," Eata told the
stranger. "It's safe enough by day, if you' ve got a couple
of young fellows with swords aboard and rowers you can
trust."”

"What is that up there?" The stranger pointed beyond

the thal anegus to a hill crowned with spires. "It |ooks out
of place."
"They call it the Ad Ctadel," Eata said. "I don't know

nmuch about it."
"Is that where the Autarch cones fronf"
"So some say."

Uth was | ooking the sun nearly full in the face now, and
the wind had died to a nere whi sper. The patched brown
mai nsai | flapped, then filled, then napped again.

The stranger sat on the gunnel for a monent, his booted

feet hanging over the side and al nost touching the snmooth

wat er, then swung them back onto the deck again as though

he were fearful of falling overboard. "You can al nost imag-

i ne them goi ng up, can't you?" he said. "Just taking off with
a silver shout and |l eaving this world behind."

"No," Eata told him "I can't."

"That's what they're supposed to do, at the end of tine.
| read about it somepl ace.™

"Paper's dangerous," Eata said. "It's killed a | ot nore nen
than steel.”

Their boat was nmoving hardly faster than the sluggish
current. A flyer passed overhead as swiftly and silently as
a dart fromthe hand of a giant and vani shed into a white
sumer cloud, only to reappear shrunk nearly to invisi-
bility, one additional spark ampong the day-di mmed stars.
The brown sail crept across the stranger's view of the Ad
Citadel to the northeast. Despite the shade it gave him he
was sweating. He unlaced his cordwain jerkin.

That night on deck, he laced it again as tightly as he
could. It was cold already, and he knew wi t hout being told
that it would soon be colder still. "Perhaps | should have
a bl anket," he said.

Eata shook his head. "You'd only fall asleep. Walk up

and down and wave your arms. That'll keep you warm
and awake too. I'll come up and relieve you at the next
wat ch. "

The stranger nodded absently and | ooked up at the or-



angi sh | antern Eata had hoisted to the nasthead. "They'l
know we' re out here.”

"If they didn"t, | wouldn't bother to set a watch. But if

we didn't have that, some big carrack would run us under

for sure and never feel the difference. Don't you go putting
it out-believe nme, we're a lot safer with it high and bright.
If it should go out of itself, you let it down and get it lit
agai n as handsonely as ever you can. If you can't get it lit,
call me. If you see another vessel, particularly a big one,
bl ow the conch." Eata waved toward the spiral ed shell beside
the binnacl e.

The stranger nodded again. "Their boats won't have
lights, of course.”

"No, nor masts neither. Besides, it could happen that two

or three swmout. If you see a face in the water that stares
at the light and disappears, it's a manatee. Don't worry
about it. But if you see anything that swins |ike a man, cal
ne."

"I will,"” the stranger said. He watched as Eata opened
the hatch and descended to the tiny cabin.

Two boarding pikes lay in the bow, their grounding irons
lost in the inky shadow beneath the overhang of the half-
deck, their heads thrusting past the jib-boom nountings.

He clinbed down and got one, then scranbled onto the

deck again. The pike was three ells long, with an ugly spike
head and a sharp hook intended to cut rigging. He flour-

ished it as he walked the circle of the little deck, up, down,
right, left, his novenents the awkward ones of a man re-
calling a skill learned in youth.

The curve of Lune lay just visible in the east, sending
streamers of virescence toward himin a silent flood, spuned
and uncanny. Sil houetted agai nst that noss-green light, the
city on the eastern bank seened | ess dead than sl eeping.

Its |l owers were black, but their sightless wi ndows, thus il-
| um nated from behi nd, appeared to betray a faint radi ance,
as though hecatonchires roved the gl oomy corridors and
deserted roons, their thousand fingers smeared with noc-
toluscence to light their way.

He | ooked to the west just in time to see a pair of gleam

ing eyes sink into the water with a scarcely perceptible plash.
For the space of a dozen breaths he stared at the spot, but
there was nothing nore to see. He dashed to starboard

again, to what was now the eastern side of the anchored

boat, imagining that some devi ous adversary had swum un-

der or around it to take himby surprise; Gyoll slipped past
unr uf f | ed.

To port, the shadow of the hull lay |ong across the gl assy
river, though he could easily have touched the water with
hi s hands. No skiff or shallop launched fromthe silent
shore.



Downriver, the ruined city appeared to stretch away to
infinity, as though Urth were a | evel plain occupying the
whol e of space, and the whole of Uth were filled with
crumbling walls and tilted pillars. A night bird circled over-
head, stooped at the water, and did not rise.

Upriver, the cookfires and grease |anps of |iving Nessus

lent no glowto the sky. The river seened the only living
thing in a city of death; and for an instant the stranger was
sei zed by the conviction that cold Gyoll itself was dead, that
the sodden sticks and bits of excrenent it carried were
somehow swi mri ng, that they were outward bound on

some unendi ng voyage to dissolution

He was about to turn away when he noticed what ap-

peared to be a human formdrifting toward himw th a
scarcely discernible nmotion. He watched it fascinated and
unbel i eving, as sparrows are said to watch the gol den snake
cal | ed soporor.

It came nearer. In the green noonlight, its hair |ooked
colorless, its skin berylline. He saw that it was in fact human,
and that it floated face downward.

One outstretched hand touched the floating anchor cable

as if it wished to clinb aboard. Monentarily, the henp re-
tarded the stiff fingers, and the corpse perforned a sl ow
pirouette, like the half turn of a thrown knife seen by an
ephenerid, or the tunbling of a derelict through the abyss

t hat separates the worlds. O anbering down into the bow,

he tried to grapple it with his pike; it was just out of reach

He waited, horrified and inpatient. At |last he was able to
draw it nearer and slide the hook under one arm The corpse
rolled over easily, far nore easily than he had anti ci pated,
its face pressed bel ow the dark surface by the weight of the
lifted arm then bobbing up when that armlay in the water
once nore.

It was a wonan, naked and not |ong dead. Her staring

eyes still showed traces of kohl; her teeth gleanmed faintly
through half-parted lips. He tried to judge her as he had

j udged t he wonen whose conpliance he had secured for

coins, to weigh her breasts with his eyes and appl aud or
condemn the roundness of her belly; he discovered that he
could not do so, that in the way he sought to see her she was
beyond his sight, unreachabl e as the unborn, unreachabl e as
hi s mot her had been when he had once, as a boy, happened

upon her bat hi ng.

Eata's touch on his shoul der made hi m spin around.
"My watch."

"This-" he began, and could say nothing nore. He
poi nt ed.

"I"ll fend it off," Eata told him "You get some sleep. Take
t he other bunk No one's using it."



He handed Eata the pi ke and went bel ow, hardly know ng
what he did and nearly crushing his fingers beneath the
hat ch.

A candle guttered in a dish on the broken chest, and he
realized that Eata had not slept. One of the narrow bunks
was runpled. He took the other, tying triple knots in the
thong that held his burse to his belt, [oosening his jerkin,
swi nging his booted feet onto the hard, thin mattress, and
pul ling up a bl anket of surprisingly soft merino. A puff of
his breath extinguished the yellow candle flane, and he

cl osed his eyes.

The dead woman floated in the dark. He pushed her away,
turning his thoughts to pleasant things: the roomwhere he
had sl ept as a boy, the hawk and the harrier he had left

behi nd. The nountain neads of his father's estate rose be-
fore him dotted with poppies and wild indigo, with fern and
purpl e-fl owered cl over. When had he ridden across them

| ast? He could not renenber. Lilacs nodded their honey-

char ged pani cl es.

Sniffing, he sat up, nearly braining hinself on the deck
beans.

A faint perfume | angui shed between the mngled stinks of
bil ge and candl e. When he buried his face in the blanket, he
was certain of it. Just before sleep came, he heard a nman's
fai nt, hoarse sobbi ng overhead.

He had the | ast watch, when the ruins dropped fromthe
angry face of the sun like a frayed mask. By night he had
seen towers; now he saw that those towers were half fallen
and | eprous with saplings and rank green vines. As he had
been told, there was no snmoke. He woul d have been willing
to stake all he had that there were no people either

Eata came on deck carrying bread, dried nmeat, and steam
ing mate. "You owe ne another asim," Eata said.

He untied the knots and took it out. "The |ast one you'l
be getting. O will you charge ne for another day, if you
can't return me to the place where | boarded your boat by
t omor r ow nor ni ng?"

Eat a shook hi s head.

"The last, then. This spot where three streets neet-is it
on the eastern side? Over there?"

Eata nodded. "See that jetty? Straight in fromthere for
half a |l eague. W'll be at the jetty before prinmesong."

Toget her they turned the little capstan that drew up the
anchor. The stranger broke out the jib while Eata heaved at
t he mai nsail hal yards.

The sea breeze had arrived, raucously announced by a
flock of black and white gulls riding it inland in hope of offal
G ose haul ed, the boat showed such heels that the stranger



feared they would ramthe disintegrating jetty. He picked up
a pike to use as a boat hook

At what seened the | ast possible nonent, Eata swung the
rudder abeam and shot her bow into the wind. "That was
wel | done," the stranger said.

"Ch, | can sail. | can fight too, if | have to."
"I'"ll go with you, if you want ne."

Eat a paused.

The stranger shook his head.

"I didn't think you would, but it was worth a try. You
understand that you may be killed in there?"

"l doubt it."

"Well, | don't. Take that pike-you may need it. 1'll wait

for you till nones, understand? No |later. \Wen your shadow s
around your feet, 1'll be gone. If you're still alive walk north,

sticking as near the water as you can. If you see a vessel
wave. Hail them" For a nonment Eata hesitated, seemngly

lost in thought. "Hold up a coin, the biggest you' ve got. That
wor ks soneti mes. "

"I"l1l be back before you go," the stranger said. "But this

pi ke nust have cost you nearly an asim . You'll have to replace
it if I don't bring it back."

"Not that much," Eata said.

"When | cone back, I'Il give you an asim. We'll call it rent
for the pike."

"And maybe |I'Il stay a bit longer in the hope of getting it,
eh?"
The stranger nodded. "And perhaps you will. But 1'll be

back before nones."

When he had vaul ted ashore, he watched Eata put out,
then turned to study the city before him

Two score strides brought himto the first ruined building.
The streets were narrow here, and made nore narrow stil

by the debris that half choked them Blue cornflowers and
pal e bi ndweed grew fromthis rubbish and fromthe great,
cracked bl ocks of gritty pavenent. There was no sound but
the distant keening of the gulls, and the air seened purer
than it had on the river. Wen he felt certain Eata had not
foll owed himand that no one was watching him he sat on

a fallen stone and took out the map. He had wapped it in
oiled vellum and the slight wetting the packet had received
had not penetrated.

For nmost of the time he had possessed the map, he had

not dared to look at it. Now as he studied it at leisure in the
brilliant sunlight, his excitement was enbittered by an irra-
tional guilt.



Those spidery streets m ght-or night not-be the very

streets that stretched before him That wandering |Iine of
blue m ght be a streamor canal, or Gyoll itself. The map
presented an accumrul ati on of detail, and yet it was detai

of a sort that did nothing to confirmor deny |ocation. He
conmmitted as nmuch of it to menory as he could, all the

whi | e wonderi ng what feature or turning mght prove of

val ue, what nanme of street or structure m ght have survived
where there was no one left to recall it, what thing of ma-
sonry or netal mght yet retain its forner shape, if any did.
For an instant it seened to himthat it was not the treasure
that was |ost, but he hinself.

As he refol ded the cracked paper and wapped it again,

he specul ated (as he had so many tines) about the precious
thing that had been thus |aboriously hidden by the nmen to
whom t he stars had been as so nany isles. Left to its own
devices, his imagination ran to childish coffers crammed wth
gold. His intellect recognized these fancies for what they were
and rejected them but could propose in their stead only a
dozen diminprobabilities, runmors of the secret know edge

and frightful weapons of ancient tinmes. Life and mastery
without limt.

He stood and studied the deserted buildings to make cer-

tain he had not been seen. A fox sat atop the highest heap

of rubble, its red coat fiery in the sunshine, its eyes bright as
j et beads. Suddenly afraid of any eyes, he threw the pike at

it. It vanished, and the pike rattled down the farther side out
of sight. He clinbed over the nound and searched anong

the flourishing beggar ticks and lion's teeth, but the pike had
vani shed t oo.

It took hima long time to reach the area where three streets
met, and longer still to find their intersection. He had sone-
how veered south, and he wasted a watch in the search. An-

ot her was spent am d buz/ing insects in convincing hinself
that it was not the intersection on his map, which showed
avenues of equal wi dth running sout hwest, southeast, and
north. At |ast he took out the map again, conparing its faded
inks to the desolate reality. Here were indeed threestreets,
but one was wi der than the others and ran due east. This

was not the place.

He was returning to the boat when the ompbphagi sts rushed

hi mmen the col or of dust, wld-eyed and cl othed in rags.

In that first nonent they seened innunerabl e. Wen he had
grappled with one and killed him he realized that only four
remai ned.

Four were still far too many. He Hed, one hand pressed

to his bl eeding side. He had al ways been a good runner, but

he ran now as never before, |eaping every obstacle, seemn ng
almobst to fly. The ruins raced and reeled around him M ssiles
whi zzed past his head.

He had nearly reached the river before they caught him

Mud slid fromunder his boot, he fell to one knee, and they
were all around him One nmust have torn his silver-nounted
dagger fromthe dead man's ribs. He watched it slash at his



own throat now with the stunned incredulity of a house-
hol der who finds hinsel f savaged by his own bandog, and
he threw up his arns as nuch to shut out the sight as to
counter the bl ow

Hs forearmturned to ice as the steel bit in. Desperately,
he roll ed away, and saw the gray figure who w el ded his
dagger felled by the cudgel of another. A third dove for the
dagger, and the two struggl ed.

Soneone screaned; he | ooked to one side to see the fourth,
who had his pike, inpaled upon Eata's.

The i nn where he had stayed was near the river. Because

he had wal ked sone di stance south searching for Eata's boat,
he had forgotten that. The inn was the Cygnet; he had for-
gotten that too.

"Toss one of those |oafers the line," Eata called. "He'll tie
us up for an aes.”

He found he could not throw well with his left arm but

one of the loungers dove for the coil and caught it. "I've sone
| uggage, " he called as the man heaved at the |line. "Perhaps
you'd carry it up to the Cygnet for ne."

Eata junped into the bow. "The optimate's nanme is Si-

mul atio," he told the I ounger. "He stayed there three nights
back. Informthe innkeeper. Tell himthe optimte w shes

the room he had before."

"I hate to leave," the stranger said. "But | won't be going
south again until 1've healed.” He was picking at the knots
that bound his burse.

"If you're wise, you won't go at all."

The [ ounger threw the stranger's bags onto the warf and
| eaped up after them

"I want to give you sonething." The stranger took out a
dirisos. "Perhaps you could come back at the next noon and
see if I"'mwell enough to go."

"I won't take your yellow boy," Eata said. "You owe nme an

asim for pike rent. 1'll take that."

"But you will cone back?"

"For an asim a day? OF course | will. So would any ot her
boat man. "

The stranger hesitated while he | ooked at Eata, and Eata
at him "I think I can trust you," he said at last. "I wouldn't
want to go into those ruins with anyone el se.™

"I know," Eata told him "That's why |I'm going to give you
some advice. Walk away fromthe river a couple of streets,

and you'll find a goldsmth's. It's the sign of the Gsela. That's

a golden bird."



"l know what it is."

"Yes, you would. Fold up your map-" He | aughed.

"You shouldn't flinch like that. If you're going to deal wth
people like nme, you're going to have to learn to govern your
face. "

"I didn't think you knew about it."
"It's in your boot," Eata told himsoftly.
"You spied on ne!"

"Someti me when you took it out? No. But once when you

sat on the gunnel, you jerked your feet away fromthe water
and when you slept, you kept your boots on. A boatman m ght
have done that, but you? Not unless you had sonething nore
than your feet in them"

"l see."

Eata | ooked away, his eyes tracing the slow, inmrutable How
of great Gyoll to the southwest. "I knew a man who had one

of those maps," he said. "A man can spend half his life | ook-
ing, and never find a thing. Maybe it's under the sea now.
Maybe soneone found it |ong ago. Maybe it was never there

at all. You understand? And he can't trust anyone, not his
friend, not even his woman."

"And if his friend and his wonan took it fromhim" the

stranger said, "one nmight kill the other to have the whol e of
it. Yes, | see howit is. That isn't the map | have, if that's
what you're thinking. | found this one between the pages of

an ol d book."

"I was hoping it was mne," Eata told him "You said you

understood, but you don't. | let themtake it. | wanted them
to have it, so they'd |l eave ne alone. So | wouldn't end up
like the men we fought with yesterday. | got drunk, let them

see the key, let themsee nme lock the map in my chest."

"But you woke," the stranger said.
Eata turned to face him suddenly angry. "That fool Laetus
broke the |l ock! I thought ..."

"You don't have to tell nme about it."

"He and Syntyche were younger than I. | only thought
they'd waste their lives |ooking, the way |I'd wasted mi ne, and
Maxel lindis's too. | didn't think he'd kill Syntyche."

"He killed her," the stranger said. "You didn't. You
didn't nake the two of themsteal, either. You' re not the
Increate, and you can't take the responsibility for what
ot hers do."

"But | can advise them" Eata said. "And |'d advise you to
burn your map, but | know you won't. So fold it up instead,



put your seal on it, and take it to that goldsmith | told you
about. He's an honest old fellow, and for an orichal k he'l
lock it in his strongroom Go hone then till you're better. If
you're wise you'll never cone back to claimit."

The stranger shook his head. "I'mgoing to stay at the inn
here. 1've noney enough. And | still owe you an asim . Pike
rent, we called it. Here it is."”

Eata took the silver coin and tossed it up. It was bright,
newy mnted, with Severian's profile stanmped deep and

sharp on one side. In the reddish sunlight, it m ght have been
a coal of fire.

"You knot the strings of that burse," Eata said. "Then knot

them over again, all for fear I'lIl get into it when you sl eep
Let me tell you something. If | come back for you, I'll have
every brass aes before we're done. You'll take your noney

out, all of it, and give it to me, bit by bit."

He flung the asim high over the water. For a final instant
it shone, before it was quenched in dark Gyoll forever. "I'm
not com ng back," Eata said.

"It's a good map," the stranger told him "Look." He drew

it fromthe top of his boot and began to unwap it, clumsily
because he coul d not use both hands. \Wen he saw Eata's
face, he stopped, thrust his map into his pocket, and clam
bered onto the half deck

Weak from |l oss of blood and stiff w th wounds, he could

not get up to the warf w thout help. One of the remaining

| oungers extended a hand, and he took it. At every noment
he expected to feel a pike plunged into his back; there was
only Eata's nocking | aughter

When he had both feet on the warf, he turned toward the
boat once nore. Eata called, "Wuld you cast me off, please,
Opt i mat e?"

The stranger pointed, and the | ounger who had hel ped
himup untied the nooring line.

Eata pushed the boat away fromthe warf and heaved the
boom about to catch what wi nd there was.

"You'll conme back for me!" the stranger shouted. "Because
"Il let you come with nme! Because I'Il give you a share!"

Slow y and al nost hesitantly, the old brown sail filled. The
rigging grew taut, and the little cargo boat began to gather
way. Eata did not |ook around, but his hand shook as it
gripped the tiller.

* kK
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Kevi n Mal one



"Kevin Ml one" copyright 1980 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared in New

Terrors edited by Ransey Campbell.

* kK

MARCELLA and | were married in April. | lost ny position
with Ketterly, Bruce & Drake in June, and by August we

were desperate. W kept the apartnent-1 think we both

felt that if we |owered our standards there would be no
chance to raise them again-but the rent tore at our snall
savings. Al during July |I had tried to get a job at another
brokerage firm and by August | was calling fraternity broth-
ers | had not seen since graduation, and expressing an entire
willingness to work in whatever businesses their fathers
owned. One of them | think, mnmust have mailed us the ad-
vertisenent.

Attractive young couple, well educated and well connected,
will receive free housing, generous living allowance for nin-
i mal services.

There was a tel ephone nunber, which | onmit for reasons
that will becone clear

| showed the clipping to Marcella, who was lying with her
cocktail shaker on the chaise | ongue. She said, "Wy not,"
and | dialed the nunber

The tel ephone buzzed in ny ear, paused, and buzzed

again. | allowed nyself togo linmp in nmy chair. It seened
absurd to call at all; for the advertisenent to have reached
us that day, it nust have appeared no | ater than yesterday
nmorning. |If the position were worth havi ng-

"The Pines."

| pulled nmyself together. "You placed a classified ad. For
an attractive couple, well educated and the rest of it."

"I did not, sir. However, | believe ny nmaster did. | am
Priest, the butler."

| looked at Marcella, but her eyes were closed. "Do you
know, Priest, if the opening has been filled?"

"I think not, sir. May | ask your age?"

| told him At his request, | also told himMarcella's (she
was two years younger than I), and gave himthe names of
the schools we had attended, described our appearance, and
mentioned that ny grandfather had been a governor of Vir-
ginia, and that Marcella's uncle had been anbassador to
France. | did not tell himthat nmy father had shot hinself
rather than face bankruptcy, or that Marcella's famly had
di sowned her-but | suspect he guessed well enough what

our situation was.

"You will forgive ne, sir, for asking so many questions. W
are alnost a half day's drive, and I would not wi sh you to be



di sappoi nted."

| told himthat | appreciated that, and we set a date-
Tuesday of the next week-on which Marcella and | were

to cone out for an interviewwth "the naster." Priest had
hung up before |I realized that | had failed to learn his em
pl oyer's nane.

During the teens and twenties sone very weal thy people

had designed estates in imtation of the palaces of the Italian
Renai ssance. The Pines was one of them and better pre-

served than nost-the fountain in the courtyard still played,
the marbl es were cl ean and unyell owed, and if no red-robed
cardi nal descended the steps to a carriage blazoned with the
Borgia arnms, one felt that he had only just gone. No doubt

the place had originally been called La Capanna or // Ereno,

A serious | ooking man in dark livery opened the door for
us. For a nonment he stared at us across the threshold. "Very
wel | " he said.

"I beg your pardon?"

"I said that you are | ooking very well." He nodded to each
of us in turn, and stood aside. "Sir. Madane. | am Priest."

"WIl your master be able to see us?"

For a nonent sone exiled expression-it mght have been
anusemnent - seenmed to tug at his solemm face. "The nusic
room perhaps, sir?"

| said | was sure that would be satisfactory, and foll owed
him The nmusic roomheld a Steinway, a harp, and a dozen

or so confortable chairs; it overlooked a rose garden in which
old renmontant varieties were beginning that second season

that is nore opul ent though | ess generous than the first. A
kneel i ng gardener was weedi ng one of the beds.

"This is a wonderful house,” Marcella said. "I really didn't
think there was anything like it left. | told himyou'd have a
John collins-all right? You were | ooking at the roses."

"Perhaps we ought to get the job first."

"I can't call himback now, and if we don't get it, at |east
we' |l have had the drinks."

| nodded to that. In five mnutes they arrived, and we
drank them and snoked cigarettes we found in a humni dor
-English cigarettes of strong Turkish tobacco. A nmaid cane,
and said that M. Priest would be nuch obliged if we would
[ et himknow when we would dine. |I told her that we would
eat whenever it was convenient, and she dropped a little
curtsy and wi t hdrew.

"At least," Marcella comented, "he's making us com
fortable while we wait."

D nner was |anmb in aspic, and a salad, with a naid-an-



other maid-and a footman to serve while Priest stood by to

see that it was done properly. We ate at either side of a small
table on a terrace overl ooki ng anot her garden, where antique
statues faded to white glinmerings as the sun set.

Priest came forward to light the candles. "WIIl you require
me after dinner, sir?"

"Wl your enployer require us; that's the question."

"Bat eman can show you to your room sir, when you are
ready to retire. Julia will see to nadane."

| 1 ooked at the footman, who was carrying in fruit on a
tray.

"No, sir. That is Carter. Bateman is your nan."
"And Julia," Marcella put in, "is ny nmaid, | suppose?”

"Precisely." Priest gave an al nost inaudible cough. "Per-
haps, sir-and madane-you mght find this useful." He
drew a photograph from an inner pocket and handed it to
ne.

It was a black and white snapshot, somewhat dog-eared.

Two dozen people, nmost of themin livery of one kind or
another, stood in brilliant sunshine on the steps at the front
of the house, men behind wonen. There were nanes in India

i nk across the bottom of the picture: Janes Sutton, Edna
DeBuck, LI oyd Bateman

"CQur staff, sir."
| said, "Thank you, Priest. No, you needn't stay tonight."

The next norning Bateman shaved nme in bed. He did it

very well, using a straight razor and scented soap applied
with a brush. | had heard of such things-1 think ny grand-
father's val et may have shaved himlike that before the First
World War-but | had never guessed that anyone kept up

the tradition. Bateman did, and | found | enjoyed it. When
he had dressed nme, he asked if | would breakfast in my room

"I doubt it," | said. "Do you know nmy wife's plans?"

"I think it likely she will be on the South Terrace, sir. Julia
said something to that effect as | was bringing in your water."

"Il join her then."
"OfF course, sir." He hesitated.

"I don't think I'lIl require a guide, but you might tell ny
wife I'll be with her in ten mnutes or so."

Bateman repeated his, "O course, sir," and went out. The
truth was that | wanted to assure nyself that everything
had carried in the pockets of nmy old suit-car keys, wallet,
and so on-had been transferred to the new one he had laid



out for me; and | did not want to insult him if | could prevent
it, by doing it in front of him

Everything was where it should be, and I had a cl ean hand-
kerchief in place of ny owmn only slightly soiled one. | pulled
it out to look at (lrish linen) and a flutter of green came wth
it-two bills, both fifties.

Over eggs Benedict | conplinmented Marcella on her new
dress, and asked if she had noticed where it had been made.

"Rowe's. It's alittle shop on Fifth Avenue."

"You know it, then. Nothing unusual ?"

She answered, "No, nothing unusual,"” nore quickly than
she shoul d have, and | knew that there had been noney in
her new cl othes too, and that she did not intend to tell nme
about it.

"We' || be going hone after this. | wonder if they' |l want
me to give this jacket back."

"Goi ng home?" She did not |ook up fromher plate. "Wy?
And who are 'they' ?"

"Whoever owns this house."

"Yesterday you called himhe. You said Priest tal ked about
the master, so that seened | ogi cal enough. Today you're afraid
to deal with even presunptive masculinity.”

| said nothing.

"You think he spent the night in nmy roomthey separated
us, and you thought that was why, and you just waited
there-was it under a sheet?-for ne to scream or somne-
thing. And | didn't."

"I was hoping you had, and | hadn't heard you."

"Not hi ng happened, dammit! | went to bed and went to

sl eep; but as for going home, you're out of your mind. Can't
you see we've got the job? Woever he is-wherever he is-

he likes us. W're going to stay here and live |ike human
beings, at least for a while."

And so we did. That day we stayed on from hour to hour.
After that, fromday to day; and at |ast fromweek to week.
| felt like Klipspringer, the nman who was Jay Gatsby's guest
for so long that he had no other hone-except that Klip-
springer, presumably, saw Gatsby fromtime to time, and no
doubt made agreeabl e conversation, and perhaps even

pl ayed the piano for him CQur Gatsby was absent. | do not
nean that we avoided him or that he avoided us; there were
no roons we were forbidden to enter, and no tines when

the servants seened eager that we should play golf or swim
or go riding. Before the good weat her ended, we had two
couples up for a weekend; and when Bette Wndgassen asked
if Marcella had inherited the place, and then if we were



renting it, Marcella said, "Ch, do you like it?" in such a way
that they left, | think, convinced that it was ours, or as good
as ours.

And so it was. W went away when we chose, which was

sel dom and returned when we chose, quickly. We ate on the
various terraces and bal conies, and in the big, formal dining
room and in our own bedroons. W rode the horses, and

drove the Mercedes and the cranky, appealing old Jaguar as

t hough they were our own. We did everything, in fact, except
buy the groceries and pay the taxes and the servants; but
someone el se was doing that; and every norning | found

one hundred dollars in the pockets of nmy clean clothes. If
sumer had | asted forever, perhaps | would still be there.

The poplars lost their | eaves in one COctober week; at the
end of it | fell asleep listening to the hum of the punp that
enptied the swinm ng pool. Wen the rain came, Mrcella
turned sour and drank too much. One evening | made the

m st ake of putting nmy arm about her shoul ders as we sat
before the fire in the trophy room

"CGet your filthy hands off me," she said. "I don't belong
to you.

"Priest, look here. He hasn't said an intelligent word to ne
all day or done a decent thing, and now he wants to paw ne
all night."

Priest pretended, of course, that he had not heard her.

"Look over here! Damm it, you're a human being, aren't
you?"

He did not ignore that. "Yes, nadame, | am a hunman
bei ng. "

"I"ll say you are. You're nore of a man than he is. This is
your place, and you're keeping us for pets-is it nme you want?
O hin? You sent us the ad, didn't you? He thinks you go

into ny roomat night, or he says he does. Maybe you really
come to his-is that it?"

Priest did not answer. | said, "For CGod's sake, Marcella."
"Even if you're old, Priest, | think you' re too nuch of a
man for that." She stood up, tottering on her long | egs and
hol ding on to the stonework of the fireplace. "If you want

me, take nme. If this house is yours, you can have nme. W'l
send himto Vegas-or throw himon the dunp.”

In a much softer tone than he usually used. Priest said, "I
don't want either of you, madane."

| stood up then, and caught himby the shoul ders. | had
been drinking too, though only half or a quarter as nmuch as
Marcella; but | think it was nore than that-it was the ac-
cumul ated frustration of all the days since JimBruce told
me | was finished. | outweighed Priest by at least forty
pounds, and | was twenty years younger. | said: "I want to



know. "
"Rel ease nme, sir, please.™

"I want to know who it is; | want to know now. Do you see
that fire? Tell me, Priest, or I swear I'll throwyou init."

H s face tightened at that. "Yes," he whispered, and | |et

go of his shoulders. "It was not the lady, sir. It was you. |
want that understood this time."

"What the hell are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I"'mnot doing this because of what she said."

"You aren't the master, are you? For God's sake tell the
truth.”

"I have always told the truth, sir. No, | amnot the naster
Do you renmenber the picture | gave you?"

| nodded.
"You discarded it. | took the liberty, sir, of rescuing it from
the wastecan in your bathroom | have it here." He reached

into his coat and pulled it out, just as he had on the first day,
and handed it to ne.

"It's one of these? One of the servants?"

Priest nodded and pointed with an inpeccably mani cured
forefinger to the figure at the extreme right of the second
row. The nanme beneath it was Kevin Ml one.

"H nP"
Silently, Priest nodded agai n.

| had exami ned the picture on the night he had given it

to nme, but | had never paid special attention to that particul ar
hal f-i nch-hi gh i mage. The person it represented m ght have”

been a gardener, a man of mddle age, short and perhaps

stocky. A soft, sweat-stained hat cast a shadow on his face.

"I want to see him" | |ooked toward Marcella, still |eaning
agai nst the stonework of the mantel. "W want to see him"

"Are you certain, sir?"
"Dam you, get him"

Priest remained where he was, staring at ne; | was so
furious that | think I mght have seized himas | had threat-
ened and pushed himinto the fire.

Then the French wi ndows opened, and there cane a gust

of wind. For an instant | think | expected a ghost, or sone
turbulent elenmental spirit. | felt that pricking at the neck that
cones when one reads Poe al one at night.



The man | had seen in the picture stepped into the room
He was a small and very ordinary man in worn khaki, but

he left the wi ndows wi de behind him so that the night en-
tered with him and remained in the roomfor as long as we
t al ked.

"You own this house," | said. "You' re Kevin Ml one."

He shook his head. "I am Kevin Ml one-this house owns
me. "

Marcel | a was standi ng strai ghter now, drunk, yet still at

t hat stage of drunkenness in which she was consci ous of her
condition and could conpensate for it. "It owns ne too," she
sai d, and wal ki ng al nost nornally she crossed the roomto

t he baronial chair Ml one had chosen, and managed to sit
down at his feet.

"My father was the man-of-all-work here. My nother was

the parlor maid. | grew up here, washing the cars and raking
| eaves out of the fountains. Do you follow ne? Were did

you grow up?"

| shrugged. "Various places. R chnond, New York, three
years in Paris. Until | was sent off to school we lived in hotels,
nmostly."

"You see, then. You can understand." Malone snmiled for

a nonent. "You're still re-creating the life you had as a child,
or trying to. Isn't that right? None of us can be happy any

ot her way, and few of us even want to try."

"Thomas Wl fe said you can't go hone again," | ventured

"That's right, you can't go honme. There's one place where

we can never go-haven't you thought of that? W can dive

to the bottomof the sea and sone day NASA will fly us to
the stars, and | have known nen to plunge into the past-

or the future-and drown. But there's one place where we

can't go. W can't go where we are already. W can't go hone,
because our minds, and our hearts, and our imortal souls
are already there."

Not knowi ng what to say, | nodded, and that seemed to
satisfy him Priest |ooked as cal mas ever, but he nmade no
nmove to shut the wi ndows, and | sensed that he was sonehow
afraid.

"I was put into an orphanage when | was twelve, but I

never forgot The Pines. | used to tell the other kids about
it, and it got bigger and better every year; but | knew what
| said could never equal the reality."

He shifted in his seat, and the slight novenent of his Iegs
sent Marcella spraw ing, passed out. She retained a certain
grace still; | have always understood that it is the reward of
studying ballet as a child.

Mal one continued to talk. "They'll tell you it's no |onger
possi bl e for a poor boy with a second-rate education to make



a fortune. Well, it takes luck; but I had it. It also takes the
willingness to risk it all. | had that too, because | knew t hat
for me anything under a fortune was nothing. | had to be

able to buy this place-to cone back and buy The Pines, and
staff it and maintain it. That's what | wanted, and not hing

| ess woul d nake any difference."

"You're to be congratulated,” | said. "But why .

He | aughed. It was a deep |augh, but there was no hunor

init. "Wy don't | wear a tie and eat ny supper at the end

of the big table? I tried it. | tried it for nearly a year, and
every night | dreaned of home. That wasn't hone, you see,

wasn't The Pines. Hone is three roons above the stables.

live there now | live at honme, as a man should."

"It seens to nme that it would have been a great deal sinpler
for you to have applied for the job you fill now "

Mal one shook his head inpatiently. "That woul dn't have

done it at all. | had to have control. That's sonething

| earned in business-to have control. Another owner would
have wanted to change things, and maybe he woul d even

have sold out to a subdivider. No. Besides, when | was a boy
this estate bel onged to a fashi onable young couple. Suppose
a man of ny age had bought it? Or a young woman, sone
whore." H's mouth tightened, then rel axed. "You and your
wife were ideal. Now I'Il have to get sonebody else, that's
all. You can stay the night, if you like. I'lIl have you driven
into the city tonorrow norning."

| ventured, "You needed us as stage properties, then. I'd
be willing to stay on those terns."

Mal one shook his head again. "That's out of the question

I don't need props, | need actors. In business |I've put on
little shows for the conmpetition, if you know what | nean,
and somnetines even for ny own people. And |I've | earned

that the only actors who can really do justice to their parts
are the ones who don't know what they are.”

"Real ly-" | began.

He cut me off with a look, and for a few seconds we
stared at one another. Sonething terrible Iived behind
t hose eyes.

Frightened despite all reason could tell nme, | said, "I un-
derstand,” and stood up. There seened to be nothing el se

to do. "I'mglad, at least, that you don't hate us. Wth your
childhood it would be quite natural if you did. WII you ex-
plain things to Marcella in the norning? She'll throw herself
at you, no matter what | say."

He nodded absently.
"May | ask one question nmore? | wondered why you had

to |l eave and go into the orphanage. Did your parents die or
| ose their places?"



Mal one said, "Didn't you tell him Priest? It's the local |eg-
end. | thought everyone knew "

The butler cleared his throat. "The el der M. Ml one-

he was the stableman here, sir, though it was before ny tine.
He nurdered Betty Mal one, who was one of the maids. O

at | east he was thought to have, sir. They never found the
body, and it's possible he was accused falsely."

"Buried her on the estate,” Ml one said. "They found
bl oody rags and the hamrer, and he hanged hinself in the
stable.”

"I"'msorry ... | didn't nean to pry."

The wi nd whi pped the drapes |like wine-red flags. They
knocked over a vase and Priest w nced, but Ml one did not
seemto notice. "She was twenty years younger and a tranp,
he said. "Those things happen.”

| said, "Yes, | know they do," and went up to bed.

I do not know where Marcella slept. Perhaps there on the
carpet, perhaps in the roomthat had been hers, perhaps

even in Malone's servants' flat over the stables. | breakfasted
al one on the terrace, then-w thout Batenan's assistance-

packed ny bags.

| saw her only once nmore. She was wearing a black silk
dress; there were circles under her eyes and her head nust
have been throbbing, but her hand was steady. As | wal ked
out of the house, she was going over the Sevres with a pea-
cock-feather duster. W did not speak

| have sonetimes wondered if | were wholly wong in
anticipating a ghost when the French wi ndows opened. How
did Mal one know the time had cone for himto appear?

O course | have | ooked up the newspaper reports of the
murder. All the old papers are on microfilmat the library,
and | have a great deal of tine.

There is no nention of a child. In fact, | get the inpression
that the identical surnames of the nurderer and his victim
were coincidental. Ml one is a conmon enough one, and

there were a good many Irish servants then

Sonetimes | wonder if it is possible for a man-even a rich
man-to be possessed, and not to know it.

* kK

50
The Dark of the June

"The Dark of the June" copyright 1974 by Gene Wlte; first appeared
in Continuum 1 edited by Roger El wood.

* kK



UNTOUCHED by any change of the last twenty-five years, the
Nai l er living roomcontinued to reflect (like a |ost photograph
unexpect edl y found between the pages of a book) the tastes
of Henry's late wife. May Nailer. Those tastes had been sim
pl e but not good, and save for Henry's old trophies and sone
tattered physics books, it was just such a roomas May m ght
have seen in a newspaper the day she ordered the furniture.
To this unpromising setting Henry had added little over the
year s-t hough he had coll aborated with May, in the year

after the roomwas set up, to produce their daughter June.
Except for June and her clothing the nineteen nineties were
not so nmuch excluded as deni ed.

On this spring evening, June wore a soft gown wi thout

visible hemor seam a gown that fell to her ankles and |eft
her right breast bare. On her right wist was a bracel et of

gl o-i ke bangles and in her right ear a dangling glo-lite ear-
ring. The nails of her left hand were red, and those of her
right black; her dramatic | ashes were her own now, surgically
i mpl anted and gracefully long: she was a beautiful girl,

Henry thought, although somewhat too slender to | ook her

best in the current fashions. "They're here," she said, and he
nodded, pretending he had not been | ooking at her

"They really are here," his daughter continued as though

he had denied it. "A translucent thing like a scarf canme out
of the bedroom and went into the kitchen a nonent ago."

"l didn't notice," he said.

"W're living in a haunted world, Daddy, and it ought to
bot her you-1 know you, and you're a thoroughgoi ng nma-
terialist whose whole cast of mind was formed before any of
this started-but you hardly seemto care."

"They're not dead," her father said. He was a broad-
shoul dered, placid man who wore a bl ack patch over the
socket of an eye |lost years before in a notorcycle accident:

his curly, alnost-full beard was going grey. "They're just
people." He went back to his book

At midnight the lights flickered, a sign that the rates had
doubl ed; Henry waved a hand at Bellini's Portrait of the Doge
Loredano above the fireplace; they went out |eaving only the
ni ght-1ight gleam of the bank nearest the stair. He used an
ol d | eat her bookmark inmprinted with an unconvinci ng

dragon to record the fact that he had abandoned An I nci dent
at Krechetovka Station before it had had tinme to nake steam
and went up to bed. There was a note on his pillow, and he
called the police.

"She's over eighteen?"
Henry nodded.

"Then there's nothing we can do."



"You could stop her," Henry said. "You could book her
if that were necessary, on sone mnor charge, give ne tine
to talk to her, give her tinme to think."

"I could give the city nanager a jaywal king ticket too," the
conput er-generated police surrogate said. Henry's old 3V
made himl ook sallow and a trifle unreal, even projecting
into the darkened room "But |I'mnot going to."

A nothing went past, a |lunminous wisp that m ght have been
steamfroma coffee pot if steamwere faintly blue. "Look at
that," Henry said, "that m ght have been her." He felt as if
he were about to weep, but no tears cane, only a greater and
greater ache in his chest.

"I didn't see it," the police surrogate said, "but anyway it
couldn't have been that quick. How old did you say she was?"

"Twenty-three. Junie's twenty-three, | think."

"Then it couldn't be anywhere near that quick; the ol der
they are the longer it takes, and they flash in and out and
fade-that's why they won't accept anybody over thirty. D d
you call the center?"

Henry | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

"Didn't you call the center yet? Call them™

"I didn't think they'd cooperate-they want people to
cone, don't they?"

"They got to tell you for |egal purposes-everybody |eaves

an estate, you know what | mean? | mean she can't take it

with her. Even if it's just clothes. Turn on your recorder and
tell themit's an official request-they'll tell you."

Henry said, "It's not as though they're dead."

"Not to themit ain't." The police surrogate sw tched off.
Henry coded the center; the girl who answered said, "Wo
isit?"

"My nane is Henry Boyce Nailer-"

"I mean who're you | ooking for? Man or woman?"
"A woman." Henry cleared his throat. "Her name is June
Nai | er, and she's mny daughter."

The girl flipped through a register on her desk. "Recent?"
"Toni ght . "

"She hasn't been here. Now don't you conme down trying
to make trouble; we won't even let you in the building."

Qutside the air was soft with the feeling of new grow h,

and crickets were singing in the grass. He took off the suitcoat
he had put on fromforce of habit and carried it over his

shoul der as he strode toward the station; tw ce black things
passed over the broad face of the noon as he wal ked: one

was a whippoorwill; the other a nin, one of them The nin

was like a flying flag. Henry thought, a fluttering banner,



this last bit of soneone who woul d soon-in a few nonths

or years-be totally not in nature, the dark flag of a vesse
putting out for all the wonders of the night sky. He paid his
tokens to the gate and stepped onto the starter belt, then
across it to the speedup belt, and then onto the fast belt. Even
there at a steady speed of forty kilometers an hour the w nd

was not cold, but his coat whi pped behind him he was afraid

hi s checkbook would fall out and put the coat on. There were
boxes ahead of him and the boxman cane back to ask if he

wanted to rent one.

"I guess you're surprised I'"'mstill open this late, right, pal?
| mean when it ain't raining or nothing. . . . Wll, when |
said did you wanna rent a box that was just what | mneant-

| got a girl in one, you get nme? A nice girl. Young. You

| ooking for a girl, bud?"

"Yes," Henry said, "but not your kind of girl." He discov-
ered that he was happy to have soneone to talk to, even the
boxman.

"I"d show her to you," the boxman said, "but she's taking
alittle nappy-poo in there between tricks. Listen, if you got
any interest 1'll wake her up and show her to you anyhow. "

Henry told himto let his girl sleep and got off in the down-
town mall three kilonmeters down the belt. He had felt an
irrational desire, though he would hardly adnmit it to hinself,
to see the trans-tart-to order her |led yawni ng out of her

box (they were officially called rental -nobile weather shelters,
and the boxman paid an annual fee for the privilege of put-

ting each aboard the belts), her nmakeup snmeared with sleep

and the inevitable pink-tinted three nil Saran gown fluttering
in the wind. He inmagined hinself escorting a nuch younger

worman into a restaurant-they woul d be father and daughter

until the other diners saw their hands cl asped beneath the

tabl e.

The buil ding was not that, only a two-floor conplex. Am
ateurish posters in its wi ndows: THE BUTCHERS KILL FOR YQU,
and DO YOU WANT TO BE A PART OF ALL MANKI ND HAS DONE?,

and LI VE W THOUT MEAT--IN YOU OR ON YOU- DI SI NCARNATE,
and RESIGNATION IS THE ONLY WAY QUT-SO | ' M RESI GNI NG

Henry went inside; there was an athletic young man at a desk
inthe first room and a softball bat leaning in the corner
behi nd the young man. He said, "Wat do you want ?"

"I want to know if my daughter's here."

"You can't conme farther than this,” the young man said.
"There's a phone on the wall in back of you-call them up
i nsi de. "

"I did," Henry told him "Now |I'mgoing to see for
nmysel f."

The young man reached behind himfor the softball bat
and laid it across his desk. "There's a switch in the seat of
this chair, and every time | stand up without shutting it off



it rings an alarmin police headquarters. They like for peo-
ple to go away-they think it reduces the crime rate. They
don't like people who try to stop it; sonetimes they shoot
them™

"Why don't you go?"

"I am going," the young man said, "in Novenber. Sone-

one else | knowis going to be ready to go too by then, and
we're going to do it together. Meantime | want to do some-

thing right here. We're going to go, and we're never going

to die."

"Somet hi ng el se happens to them" Henry said.
"But not death; they never die. That's what they say."

Soneone cane in behind Henry, a narrow shoul dered

young man of about nineteen. He said, "This is the place,
isn'"t it?" He had an air of desperate triunmph, as though he
had won t hrough to sonme frightful goal

"This is the place," the young man with the ball bat said,
and as he did Henry bolted for the inner door, slaming

it and locking it behind him

A man and two wonen sat talking in a roomfilled with
ashtrays and stal e coffee cups; neither of the wonen was
June. As they stared at Henry one nickered Qut of sight,
then, as he found the next door, returned. She m ght
have been traced in neon, and the bright rooma dark
street.

He burst into a third room and a young woman (the sane
young wonan, he realized a nonment afterward, that he had
talked to earlier) said, "You're M. Nailer?"

He nodded.

"Good. She's still on." The young wonman pressed a swtch
on the desk before her, and Junie was in the room
"Daddy, " she said.

"\Where are you, honey?" He recognized the chair in
whi ch she sat, the rug around her feet, even as he spoke.

"Daddy, |'mhonme. | want to see you before | go."

He said, "Are you going so soon, honey?" and as he spoke
she was nicked away. The 3V was still on; the old w ng-
backed chair that had been May's still stood on the pat-
ternl ess blue carpet, but June was no |longer there. He
waited, watching it, realizing that the young worman at the
desk was wat chi ng too.

"She may return in a few seconds," the young wonman
said, "but she may not. If you want to see her in person
I'd go back hone if | were you."

Henry nodded and turned to step back into the room of



stal e coffee cups. A plainclothesman hit himin the mouth
as he came through the door; he fell to his knees fromthe
shock, and was jerked to his feet again. He hit the plain-
clothesman in the stomach, kneed him then grabbed his

| apel s and smashed his nose with his forehead. Sonehow

t he plaincl ot hesman's gun was no | onger attached to him
and went skittering across the floor. A uniformed policenman
was coni ng through the door Henry had to go out of: he

made the mistake of diving for the gun, and Henry hit him
in the back of the neck.

When he stepped off the belt he was still panting. He
reflected on how difficult it was for a man his age to keep
in condition; they could discover who he was easily
enough- but perhaps they woul dn't make too nuch trouble
about it-it shouldn't be pleasant for themto confess they
had been beaten by a m ddl e-aged scholar. O perhaps they
woul d; with Junie gone he really didn't care.

She net himat the gate. "It's past your bedtinme, Dad.
You shoul dn't have gone into the city at this tine of
ni ght."

He said: "The sun'll be up in two, three nore hours.
think I'Il just stay up now "

"To be with ne as long as you can-isn't that it?"
He nodded.
"What do you want to do?"

"Let's just walk in the garden. For a minute." Her left
hand was in his, and he could see the faint gl ow of her
bracel et when she raised her right hand to touch her hair,
the shine of her earring when she turned to | ook at him
"When you were a little girl | used to think about your
dying," he told her. "You do, you know, with children

you were so fragile. And your nother had just died. Now

"Il never see you dead, and |I'mglad; | want you to know
that." d

"I"ll never see you dead either. Dad. That was part of it." A
"What was the rest of it?" A

"Al'l you expected of ne, alittle. And

She was gone, her hand no longer in his. "June'" he

yelled. "June!" He ran past the stone birdbath and saw t he
twi nkl e of her bracelet and earring under the willow, then
the little lights wi nked out one by one.
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I HAVE never been a religious nman, and | amnot a religious

man now. | have known all ny life-at |east, since | was seven

or eight, when | began to read ny ol der brother VWalter's

chem stry books, and later the big, old, red-bound encyclo-
pedias in ny father's study-that this world of supposedly
sentient matter, this world that appears (I ought to have said,
appeared) so solid to ny admittedly benmused eyes-eyes en-

chai ned by maya, as the Hi ndus have been telling us for four

t housand years-is insubstantial as vapor. Not only because

what we have self-indulgently called our too-solid flesh is (as
it is) no nore than a cosmps of crackling energy; and not

only because that fiction we refer to as objective reality is (as
it is) the creature of the very radiation by which we gauge
it-and of our senses-a creation shaped too by the digita

nature of our brains and by our m nds' deplorable habit of
overlaying all we see and hear and feel with what we antic-

i pated perceiving, overlaying it, | say, before warping the
whole to bring it inline with our past experiences; but npst

of all because it is the |east substantial of the laws that rule
us that tyranni ze us nost-so that we, every one of us, fee
crushed beneath the di ctumthat one thousand | ess nine

hundred and thirty is seventy, and tortured by the inplacable
conmandnent to destroy the thing we love, while the solid

fact (as we call it) that Madagascar is off the eastern coast of
Africa affects us not at all

I am back again; though it nust seemto you who read this
that | was never gone, it has been a long tine-several days
at least. | gauge the time by the grass; there are no news-
papers, no bottles of mlk on our doorstep for the sinple
reason that June bought our milk at the nmarket (we never
used nuch, anyway) and | bought a paper, on the odd days
when | was inclined to read one, fromthe rack beside the
station. Now the grass is my Journal, and whispers news and
gossip with green tongues that sonetines tell nore than they
know, or understand.

But enough of themand their snmall indiscretions-I van-

i shed. Have you ever felt what it is to vanish? Do you know
how a light feels when it goes out? Were the ninutes dis-
appear to when they pass? Let nme tell you

| had finished witing that sentence about Africa, and nade
the period with a little stab of ny pencil, and was just won-
dering if Madagascar and Africa were the right exanple after
all, when the pencil fell through ny fingers to the paper, and
rolling along the top of my desk cane to rest against the
metal box in which | keep ny stanps. It was not that the
penci| had becone too heavy for ne to hold, but that ny

fingers had grown too light to hold it. | amtenpted by the
rooted courses of our |anguage to say that | had the feeling
then that the room around me, tole box, pencil, the brass

inkstand with its devil face, desk, chair, books, walls, ny
bronze bust of Hogarth, had becone unreal as the angel faces
seen in clouds. The truth is otherwise: what | felt was no
feeling, but certainty. | knewthat | had lived nmy life anong



t he shadows of shadows, that | had worked for noney as

m ght have | abored for fernseed, and spent ny gains for the
wat er mar ks on paper, paper in a picture, the picture in a
book seen lying open in a projection froma |lens about to
crack in an enpty room of a vacant house. | stood up then
and tried to rub ny eyes and found that | saw through ny
own hands, and that they possessed personalities of their
own, so that it was as though | nuzzled two friends, the left
qui ck and strong, the right weaker, withdrawn, and a little
dull. | saw a man-nyself, | mght as well admit, now, that
he was nysel f-1eave the room wal ki ng through the msty
wal | and up into the sky as though he were clinbing a hill
he turned toward me nmy own face cruel as a shark's, then

threwit at nme. | ducked and ran, lost at once until | nmet a
tall, self-contained personage who was a tree, though | did
not realize it until | had been with himfor sonme tine. | think

he was Dr. Hopkins's tree, actually-the big shade tree be-
hi nd hi s house.

Dr. Hopkins lives on the next street over, two houses down.
Hs tree spoke to nme of the winds, and the different kinds
of rains they blow, and as | talked | saw that he too was
fading, and with himthe light. A wonan with white-blazoned
bl ack hair cane carrying a lantern; | asked about June.

| asked about June: that is true, but you cannot conceive

how | feel when | wite that, the pride that | did not gibber
with fear to her (though to tell the truth I was very near it),
the irony. She said, "Od man, what are you doi ng here?"
and held her lantern up, and | understood-1 will say "saw,
t hough that is not the right word-that the lantern had cone
trailing this woman as a car mght drag behind it a child's
toy on a string. | said, "Am| anong the nin?"

"Don't be a fool. Wat do you think nanmes |ike that nmean

now?" She started to leave, and | followed her. W were not
wal ki ng across a dark plain in a cold wind, but the mind is
so accustomed to casting every event into images of this sort
that it seemed so-except when | took particul ar note of what
we were really doing, which was sonething like falling down

a horizontal hole, a hole lined everywhere with roots and

wor ns and strangely shaped stones, things all alive but ig-
noring us. "June!" the lantern said, and its worman | ooked at
me. | thought at first that she was nocking me, then | un-
derstood that she was calling June, ny poor daughter, for

me, and that she was |ooking for her inside me, just as you
mght tell a nman who says he cannot find his gl asses that they
m ght be in his pocket. 1 bent over to see, and kept on going,
entering ny body somewhere between my navel and ny

crotch.

I was wal king into the withdrawal center again. Not wth-
drawal from drugs, which is what those places used to be

when | was younger, but the place people-only young peo-

pl e, supposedly, people under thirty-withdrew fromlife
itself. An operation had renoved, at least for a tine, certain
wrinkles fromny face; my beard was dyed, and young hair

t he shade of wheat had been sown in ny scal p. They ques-
tioned me at the center, but only briefly-it is a way of dis-
posi ng of the crowds, they say; a way to end crowdi ng that



i nvol ves no deaths. W shut our eyes to the sky and the sea
in the seventies-now in the nineties we open doors to a
darker, nearer enpire than either, the place that is between
stones that touch, that has lived for fifty thousand years in
the black guts of caves, for six thousand in the enpty roons
of ol d houses; and one of the doors is the door in this wall
of bri cks.

"Yes, what can we do for you?"
"I want to go."

"Yes,'
Now?"

he said again. He waved ne to a chair. "Tonight?

"Yes."

"My advice is to give yourself a cooling-off period. You
don't have to, but that's what |'d advise you to do."

| shook ny head.
"I don't mean a long tine-just a couple of days."
"No. "

He sighed. He was a young man, but the clipped mnmustache

he wore made himl ook faintly ol d-fashioned, a little prissy.
He said, "lI'mgoing nmyself, you know. | wouldn't work here

if I weren't. | wouldn't feel right about it."

"I'f you're going to go, why don't you go now?"

"My friend-1'm supposed to ask you questions, you don't
ask ne, understand. You want to go, and | think that's great,
but if | say you can't, you can't. At least, not from here."

"How | ong are all these questions going to take?"

"I just wanted to explain. You know, when a person goes
he doesn't go right away, at |east not usually. He bounces.”

| said, "I've seen them"

"Sure, everybody has. It's like this." He reached into a
drawer of his desk and drew out a resilient ball cast of some
clear elastoneter shot with flakes of gold. He laid it on the
desk top, and it began rolling very slowy toward the edge.
"See, M. Ball doesn't like it up on the top of my desk; it's
plastic up there, cold and narrow. He wants to go down to

the floor-the wider world, you know? W give hima little
push and down he goes. Watch what happens.”

The ball reached the edge and solemly tunbled off,

struck the floor and rose again until it was nearly as high as
the top of the desk, dropped, rose, dropped, and rose. Each

time it fell it made a soft patting sound, and this was the only
sound in the silent building. "Every tine it bounces nearly

as high as it was before, but not quite. Sooner or later it wll
stop bouncing and just roll around the floor-then it will be



happy. "

"But nmeanwhile it's not?"

"It's not at peace. It's-you know agitated. People are

like that, and the older they are the nore agitated they get;
we won't take anybody over thirty, and you nust be pretty
close to that."

"I'"mtwenty-nine."

"Sure. Listen, the truth is that we do take them over thirty,
but we don't advertise it because we're not supposed to. |
mean, a wonman cones in, she's fifty, and she's got cancer

' msupposed to tell her no deal because she'd bounce too

| ong." The young man shrugged fluidly, an Italianate shrug

t hough his mustache was no darker than a fox's back. "W
take her and tell her to bounce where she won't be seen
You're thirty-five if you're a day."

"I'"mtwenty-nine."

"All right. Anyway, | try and explain to these people. It's
hard on them the bouncing in and out of nature. The N.I.N
is what they call themwhen they're gone, you knowthe not
in nature. But what about when they're on the shuttle be-
tween the worlds? And you're going to be there a long tinmne.
It's not Iike you were a child of sixteen or seventeen."

"What interests me," | said, "is that you seemto be inplying
that the nin exist at a | ower energy |level than we do."

"Hell, it's a bit nore conplicated than that,k"
man sai d, "but have | talked you out of it?"

t he young

They gave me drugs both orally and intravenously; and

made ne |ie down anpbng humm ng, flashing machinery wth

wires on nmy head and feet and hands; and pl ayed nusic of

a kind I had never heard before, while | read froma battered
card. How nmuch of what was done was done only to comnpel

belief I do not know perhaps it all was. Never again, to wal k
as men wal k, nevernore to die or sigh or cry. . . . Wen it was over
| stood up and the young nman and a young worman shook

nmy hand very solemmly and | thought that it would have been
much nore inpressive if they had been dressed as doctor

and nurse, but | did not tell them When | was comi ng up

my own front wal k, the key in my hand, the whole world

began to rise, pivoting (I think) on Madagascar so that | fel
of f the surface and was caught for a nonent in the green

arms of a neighbor's tree, and then, falling through them
like rain, but upward, tumbled sidewi se into the sky.

"Did you find her?" the lantern asked. |I said that | had
found her now, and indeed | saw her over the wonan's

shoul der, led by a tall, swaggering being of scarlet and gold.
I ran to her and hugged her, and when |I saw that the wonman

of the lanp had followed me | hugged her too. "Be carefu

of Thag," she said. "You' re going-we're-"

And then we three-but not the man in scarlet and gold



-were standi ng beside the furnace in the basenent of ny
own house. But June (until she vanished | ast night from her
own | ocked room while the dark-haired woman with the
white forelock, who no longer is held aloft by her |antern,
slept with me in the bed that has not held two since May
died) would only cry, and tell us that her father the king
woul d all ow no one to nock her, and screamfor fear the old
man in the picture above the mantel would inprison her in
the Piombi with Casanova. The dark-haired woman, whose

eyes are blue and whose nane is Laurel, said, "She has bro-
ken; we all break to some extent, and you have brought the
wrong fragment."
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THE patient DWwas brought by her parents and an aunt. DW

a girl of nineteen, tall, rather slender, of English-Scottish stock
Mot her called earlier, asked | cone there, see her. Nurse re-

fused but gave her energency appoi ntnent after hours.

Mot her says acute onset, girl normal until yesterday, nat-
urally quiet girl, no flapper, somewhat religious, "great
reader," knew few boys. Confirmed by father. Aunt says will-
ful, "flighty," sometines made unnecessary noise to disturb
her (aunt). Agrees normal until yesterday.

In interview DWappeared tense, tw sted handkerchi ef and
repeatedly picked up various small objects fromny desk
repl aci ng them whenever her attention was directed toward
them Johnson, transcribe from D ct aphone.

Dr. Stein: Now, Donna, what seenms to be the trouble?

DW | don't know

Dr. S You know what kind of doctor I am don't you, Donna?

I aman alienist. Wiy is it you think your father and nother
wish me to treat you?

DW | have peopl e inside ne.
Dr. S Do you nean you are pregnant?

DW | have people inside ne, wal king around, pulling the
strings.

Dr. S© You are a marionette-is that what you're saying? You
feel you are nechanical ?



DW No. | feel like myself, but they're in there. The woman
is | ooking out through ny left eye now.

Dr. S& How nany of them are there?

DW Three unl ess you count the other one.
Dr. S& Do you know their nanes?

DW The man, the girl, and the wonan.

Dr. S& The man is your father, the girl is yourself, and the
worman is your nother-isn't that right?

DW No, |'m outside.

Dr. S© You are holding your arns oddly and tw sting your
| egs. Wiy do you do that?

(Patient was sitting in an extrenely contorted position which gave
the inpression that her knees and shoul ders were di sl ocated, but
seened to suffer no disconfort.-HS)

DW The ot her.

Dr. S: The one who is not the nan, the girl, or the wonman
-is that correct?

DW Doctor, this is going to be quite difficult for you to

understand, but this girl is not ill; we-my friends and I-

have found out that she is being used as an energy base by

Thag, and we're trying to protect her fromhimuntil we can
di sl odge him

Dr. S: You have a deep voice. | presume you are a man.
DW My nane is Harry Nailer.
Dr. S Donna, what are you doi ng?

(Patient had |l eft her chair and was wal ki ng about the roomon all
fours with a notion sonetinmes bestial, sonetimes insectile.-HS)

Dr. S Donna, if you don't get back into your chair |I'm not
going to talk to you any nore. . . .That's better, you may lie
on ny sofa if you like. Do you mind if |I snpke? Does your
father snmoke? Do you know that ny wife won't |et me snoke

in the dining roomat hone? She says the snoke gets into

the drapes, but | like a good cigar.

DW We could evict Thag by killing her, of course, but besides
the noral issue we don't think it would do rmuch good- he'd
probably find sonebody el se, and we'd have a hard tine
finding him If we can cut himoff.

Dr. S: | don't like the light way in which you dismss the
noral issue, Donna. Your life is very val uable.

DW You see, fromour point of view she's already dead.

Dr. S: No, no!



DW What year is this?

Dr. S It is nineteen thirty-five, Donna.
DW W are from nineteen ninety-seven.

Dr. S 1 would like to talk to Donna, please.

DW Al right, but she's not going to be able to tell you
nmuch.

Dr. S Donna, you are going to break your own bones-you
frighten ne. Have you been practicing to become a contor-
tionist?

DW No.

Dr. S& That is better, now you sound like a pretty girl. Can
you tell me who these people are?

DW My father's already told you about Thag, and there's
Laurel Baker. 1'm June Nailer.

Dr. S | have told you that | wi sh to speak to Donna-the
voice is fine, nuch better, but it nust be Donna. | wll talk
to no one el se.

DW | could pretend to be Donna and you woul dn't know

the difference. But we need your help. In our tinme, you

see, there were too nmany people, so some of them becane
"in-that's what we called them It meant that you resigned
fromnature to exist in a purely subjective franmework. Since

we exist at a |lower energy |evel, independent of physical
reality, we'll last rmuch |onger, and fade away instead of
dyi ng.

(The man's voice here, Doctor. | assune this is still the

patient??-jj)

The nin approach a zero energy | evel asynptotically. The-
oretically we will remain in existence forever-or at |east,
indefinitely. That was nmy father. | was going to say that
when you're a nin you don't consune the planetary re-
sources. But you bounce back and forth for a long tine-
father and | are still bouncing, and Laurel too, now that
she's close to us.

Dr. S Joan! WIIl you conme in here a nonent, please?
Nurse Johnson: Yes, Dr. Stein.

Dr. S& Fromthis girl's parents | want the bl anket rel ease, or
I'"mnot accepting this patient. You know the one | nean?
Everything. All. If they say yes, get themto sign and show
themout. If they will not sign tell me and we will give her
back to them

Nur se Johnson: | understand, Doctor.

DW The bounci ng-as June calls it-isn't inportant. Per-
sonalities newy arrived carry a heavy life-charge that draws
them back fromtinme to tinme, and draws others with them

Thag and those like himare inmportant-we don't know how



many there are.

Dr. S& So now you are an ol der wonan, a |lady. You w sh ne

to believe you have nultiple personalities-is that not so?
That is very rare, Donna. Most often we find that those who
seemto have themreally have other illnesses, and this is a
di sgui se for them

DW This would go better, wouldn't you say, Doctor, if we
could control her arms and | egs?

Dr. S& Also if you would control your voice. It is a good
voi ce for an opera singer, all that vibrato, but not for a young

girl.

DW But we cannot. It's all that the three of us can do

to hold the speech centers and the involuntary nervous
system You see, we have discovered that many of the nin
are not sinply human bei ngs who have crossed over, but
creatures who by the strength of their energy can assune
that senbl ance to the others; and by sone inversion we
don't understand, they attenuate into the past rather than
the future. Once there they are able to seize soneone-
like this poor baby-devour her energies, and use themto
return.

Dr. S You have tripped yourself up. Donna. If only the
Thags, as you call them can go back to the present, how
did your other three voices get here?

DW W seized Thag and forced himto draw us back with
him Doctor. And | was not a singer in nature; | was a
nmedi um and one of the first to cross.

Dr. S O course. So you have been listening to the spir-
itualists, Donna? Or perhaps only reading their books?
Nurse Johnson: Here is the release, Dr. Stein.

Dr. S: Thank you. W will try the Cerletti treatment in a
few m nutes, | think. Donna, you seemto want me to do
something to help you. Wat is it?

DW This is Harry Nailer again, Dr. Stein. As M ss Baker
expl ai ned, we anong the nin see Thag and others I|ike

hi m si mply as powerful - perhaps eccentric-hunman per -
sonalities. The strength of their energies allows them

to project this. As tine passes and their energy level is
reduced, we sonetines sense what | mght call wong

notes. M ss Baker, who was a clairvoyant in nature, is very
sensitive to this; and with ny help and nmy daughter June's
she began keeping a particular watch on Thag. At first we

t hought that he might be an unusually strong and bad per-
sonality fragnment-all personalities shatter to sone extent
when they make the crossing, unless they have achieved
conpl ete union, what M ss Baker calls interior peace, while
in nature.

Dr. S& So your Thag is not a human being or even a part
of one, but what is he? I wish you would allow himto tal k
to ne.



DW Laurel Baker again, Doctor. | doubt that we coul d.

Never having existed as a human in nature, 1 hag is an uh-
skillful operator of the human body as you have seen. He
may be a creature of a different sphere, or a spiritual sur-
vivor of a prehuman race

(The nmasculine voice again, -jj)

Sonet hing that m ght work would be to lower this girl's
energy-that mght force Thag to nake some nove t hat

would let us get at him As things are now, we're dead-

| ocked. If she were confined, for exanple, and pl aced

on a very restricted diet; or if she were forced to donate
bl ood.

Dr. S& Wll, we may cone to confinenent in time, Donna,

but first we are going to try sonething el se, sonething

new. You would not be familiar with the work of Cerletti

and Bini, in Italy, but they have devel oped a technique

that shows great pronise, and | have been using it exper-
imentally. We place netal rods-they are called el ectrodes

-to the tenples; there is a conductive cream applied al so

whi ch contains netal particles so that there are no burns.
Then an electric current is passed, very briefly, through the
br ai n.

DW Wait, Harry, let me talk to him W are famliar with
that treatment. Dr. Stein, but it will do no good here
Dr. S | expected you to say that, Madame opera singer

Is it because you are above all that? So superhuman that
you cannot be renoved froma poor girl's brain by nere

electricity? O is it that so nmuch energy will raise your |evel
and catapult you into your future again? O will you
bounce, as you call it when you speak in your natural voice,

and appear to nme in ny surgery wearing ray pistols and
rocket belts? You see | have begun to talk Iike Dr. Huer

in the funnies, but | amgoing to try the Cerletti treatnent
just the sane.

DW Electrical energies are far too coarse to do the things

you suggest. Doctor, but what their effect will be upon our
ability to protect this girl, or on ourselves, | cannot say. From
what | know of Thag, the thing that is sucking her life-

ene \u2022es-

Dr. Ah, | have it now. The way you nmove around the

room Donna-it had seemed to ne that it was |ike the wal k-

ing of a spider, yet there was sonmething of the way a rat runs
too, but now | know. You are a bat! In Germany, when | was

a boy, we would sonetinmes throw things to knock them from

t he eaves of the coal shed, and when they are on the ground
they wal k just as you do. So your Thag is a Bl utsauger and

next you will want nme to pound a stick into you, which Dr.

Freud and | understand. No, Donna, but you need help with

all those people inside you, and we will try the Cerletti treat-
nent .

DW Dr. Stein-

(End of cylinder. -jj)



The electrical treatnent was adninistered to the patient

as described on pp. 16-17. She convul sed satisfactorily and
| apsed into normal sleep as soon as the current was di scon-
ti nued. About one hour later | visited her bedside; she ap-
peared rational but exhausted and not inclined to converse.

Nurse reports she had said earlier, "I feel sonething gnaw ng
at nmy heart." | left and a few mnutes |ater nurse, who had
gone to get patient soup, found her dead. | am preparing

an account of this case for forwarding to Drs. Cerletti and
Bi ni .

* kK
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Thag

"Thag" copyright 1975 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared in Conti nuumb5
edited by Roger El wood.

* kK

ONCE upon a time there was a boy named Eric who had a

tame raven and a ragged cap and no boots, and lived with

his mother in a cottage in the forest. Eric' and his nother
were very poor, but nonethel ess they possessed a great trea-
sure, a charm ancient and powerful. This was a bear's skull,
and hung fromthe roof beamof their little house on a chain
of iron. Eric's great-grandfather had nmade it | ong ago, chok-
ing the bear with noonlight and filling his skull with the
cottony tales of rabbits, and the urine of shadows, and bl ack
feathers snatched at great risk fromthe left foreleg of an
eagl e, and many ot her things. The bear's skull was the hone
of Thag, as a beehive is the hone of bees; and Thag was a
powerful spirit though he was often away.

One day when Eric and his nother were picking nmush-

roonms in the danp spring woods, he asked her to tell him

-agai n-about the last time Thag had returned hone; for

this had been the winter after Eric was born, and he had

been too small to renenber. So Eric's nother told him and

it was a story that grew better with each telling, just as the
hilt of a scramasax learns to gl ow beneath its owner's hand.

For Eric's father had, with the aid of Thag, nmade the trees
to dance down the highroad, and built a great hall of gl ass
on Nine Men's Meadow t hrough whose done the stars could

be seen by daylight, and forced certain rich men in the town
to disgorge a part of what they had won by law fromthe

poor country folk, and for this last, after Thag had gone
agai n, had been hanged.

There had been a great fair on the gallows hill (as Eric's

not her explained to him for the hanging, with jugglers and

gi ngerbread, and beer given free so that men filled their caps
with it and set themon their heads. She and Eric had been

the cynosure of all eyes, the only tinme in her life that she had
felt so inportant, so that she swore if she could she would



marry tonmorrow i f only her new husband coul d be hanged

too; and it was then that Eric decided that if ever Thag cane
hone to the bear's skull again he would use him and surpass

all the exploits of his father, both for wonder and bol dness.

Now t hat very night Thag returned. Eric was |ying asleep

in his little three-sided |oft beneath the roof when he
dreaned he saw a running man in crinmson and gold who

carried a naked falchion. Eric knew it was the custom of Thag
to appear as a man in dreams and otherwise in reality, and
he knew that this was Thag. Behind Thag, very dimy seen

and small in the distance, were three figures; but Eric paid
themlittle attention. He woke, and the whol e house was qui et
as the wind in the wood. Then Gnip the raven stirred on his
perch and said, "Mystery," and Eric heard a hunming in the
bear's skull outside his wi ndow and knew Thag was back. In
the norning it would be necessary to propitiate Thag, and
then he could do whatever he wanted.

Now t he king of that country was naned Charles the Wse,

and he was sleeping late of the nmorning foll owing the day
followi ng the night Thag had returned at |ast, when he was
waked all at once by three things together. The first was that
the queen ran into his bedroom scream ng; and the second

was a great shouting in the bailey, acconpanied by the clash-
i ng and smashi ng heard when pol earns and parti sans and

hal berds and brown bills are let fall to the cobbles; and the
third was that the whol e castle had begun to rock back and
forth beneath him so that when he | ooked out the w ndow he
saw t he wat cht ower tossing agai nst the sky like the mai nmast
of a galleass in a gale. Then the queen (a tall, fair, fine-
featured woman just settling into solid flesh after her girl-
hood, with no nore brains than a sack of groats) cried,

"Charl es, save ne!" and when he asked her what was w ong

she expl ained that they were set upon by the mtred powers

of Hell, and every knight in the castle who could throw a | eg
over a horse was already ten days' ride off, and the nen-at-
arnms had dropped them and were hiding in the cistern, and

the archers were all unstrung as well. And she concl uded by
saying that if he did not flee this mnute they were dooned.

Then the king took thought, and particularly upon his
father's maxim given himwhen he was but young, that kings
sal three-1legged stools-the legs being their armes, their
castles, and their treasuries. And it cane to himthat as his
arnmy was already scattered, if he should | eave his castle and
the gold and silver therein he should have nothing and woul d
be a king no longer. And also that the tax rolls of the kingdom
were | ong and conpl ex, and the w ndings of the castle pas-
sages of great elaboration; and that the conquerors (whoever
they were) m ght wel come sormeone who coul d explain these
things, and that in tine they m ght even be persuaded to go
a- conquering el sewhere | eaving the affairs of this kingdom
in the hands of that trusty vassal Charles, who was already
so well suited to direct them And so he bade the queen drink
a flacon of wine and be quiet, and dressed hinself in hose,
and a jerkin rich and inpressive but w thout presunption

and went out to confront his conquerors. But he found no

one there but Eric.



"Well," said the king, "how do you do, boy? Where has
everyone gone?"

"I believe nost of them have run away," Eric told him
"But a good many have been eaten.” Then the raven, Gnip,
cane and settled on his shoul der

The king dropped to his knees at once. "| perceive you

are a magician," the king said, "and that that bird is your
pui ssant famliar; and | confess that it has al ways seened to
me that were | a magician | would choose to return to that
very age at which you nmanifest yourself; but | would think
you must find the raiment you have selected rather chill-I
can show you better."

In this way Eric became ruler of the country, and after
giving his nother a kingdom of her own (and then shutting

her up in a bottle because she would not stay there) reigned
wi thout aging at all for thirty years, at the end of which tine
the real mwas a wilderness. Deer ran through the streets of
the town, and few there were to | oose an arrow, wolves bred
in wineries, and foxes in farrow ng pens; undines fromthe
sea cane up the river ten | eagues beyond the ford; the stone-
trolls of the nountains were seen on the roads at noon; and
goblins, excessively ugly and evil, with seventeen fingers on
each hand and steel teeth, stood guard at the castle barbican
Throughout all this Eric was, needl ess to say, exceedingly

happy.

As for Thag, he had taken the dungeons for his own, but

cane out pronptly whenever he was wanted and occasionally

when he was not. He took the forms of a black and reeking

mst, a crab covered with living slinme, a dog with its fur afire,
a fountain of sand, and many other things; and when Eric

rode out hunting-on a unicorn or a hippogryph as often

as not-he sonetinmes noticed that the castle was conming to
resenble the skull of a bear, but it did not disturb himat all

King Charles (who had often assured Eric that his nane

was the foolish) stayed on with his queen, they having becone
Eric's principal servitors (Thag excepted), and rejoiced in the
possession of a son called Prince Robert who was the rightfu
heir, though he scarcely knewit. And while the king often
mourned in secret for the palny days of his pride, he com
forted hinself with the know edge that he still conmanded

his castle and treasure-Eric had hardly spent a cent.

Thus matters stood, until one evening when Eric was din-

ing in the great hall by the light of a single guttering candle
on a golden pricket, there appeared from nowhere three
remarkabl e figures. The first was a blond girl of great beauty,
who wore a di aphanous gown that |eft one breast bare. The
second was a darkhaired woman, also of great beauty, wth

a white forelock that made Eric think of a night sky slashed
by lightning, this wonan was dressed in a white robe em

broi dered with gold, and carried a staff forked at the top
like the horns of a bull. The third was a man, tall and nus-
cul ar, grey-bearded and one-eyed. And as this man, the |ast

of the three, appeared, there came fromthe dungeons a roar

of angui sh.



Eric saw at once that these were not common folk (or he
woul d have had them devoured), and rose and introduced
himsel f and offered to share his dinner with the newconers;
but he had no sooner done this than his pet (ravens are |ong-
lived birds-sometines inconveniently so) cane flapping in

at a wwndow and lit on the one-eyed man's shoul der

"Now, " the one-eyed nman said, "I see we are in sonme kind

of castle,"” and he began to exam ne the hangi ngs and dec-
orations, as if he were |l eaving everything to the woman with
the staff.

"I heard Thag roar," she said, "at the nonment we mater-
ialized. How | ong has he been here?"

"Thirty years," said Eric, so surprised that he never con-
si dered not answering.

"Time flies rapidly here, then," the one-eyed man com
nerited. He had taken down a broadspear fromthe wall, and
was fingering the edge as he spoke. "I thought we were cl ose
upon Thag."
"W were,"” the woman told him "but as you say, tine can
pass quickly here-thirty years between paragraph and para-
graph, if need be."

"What do you nean?" asked the man, but before she could
answer himthe king and queen entered, followed by Prince
Robert. They had been watching froman al cove, and the

king (who was of the old belief, as the m ghty usually are
whet her or not they will admt it) had decided to throw his
swor d.

"Great Whden," he said, "we cast ourselves upon your

nmercy, and on the nercy of serene Frigg and | ovely Freya.

The throne of this land is mine, mne to hold in ny lifetine,
mne to give by father-right to ny son when | die. For half
again a score of years have | been defrauded of it-slay the
nmonster and grant me justice."

And Woden said, "Wat the Hell is he tal king about?" and

as he spoke the keystone of the great arch of the castle

cracked, and a little sliver of stone no bigger than a fingernai
fell ringing to the floor.

"He thinks we're the Norse gods," the woman said, and
the girl added, "Don't you see, Daddy, we're in a book."

"That's inpossible.”

"Not nore inpossible than going backward in time. Look

around at things: there's the evil mmgician-that boy in the

poi nted hat-here's the castle; there's the true king, the fat
lady is the queen, and that fell ow who hangs his head and
snivels is the prince. Thag is the nonster in the crypt beneath
the castle. W kill himand di sappear, the magician gets

pushed off a roof or something, and that's the end."



Eric asked, "Are you saying that we are people in a book
i n what ever place you conme fronP"

The one-eyed man nodded. "That's what they're saying-
a fairy tale-1"mnot sure | believe it." He paused. "Are you
wel | -read? At |east by whatever standards are used here?"

Eric nodded. "1've spent many happy hours in the castle
library-it's something we enchanters are expected to do,
and |'ve come to enjoy it."

"Then tell me something. Do the characters in the books
you have here ever read thensel ves?"

Eric shook his head. "Never, to ny know edge. They're
al ways goi ng sonmewhere."

"That might be it, then. In our world, you see, it would be

quite possible for a character in a book to sit peacefully before
his fire reading the short stories of Al exander Sol zhenitsyn."
Just at that instant Thag rushed into the roomin the form

of a headl ess bear, blood spurting fromthe stunp of his

neck. "Do | kill hin?" Whden asked Frigg.

"A nmoment ago | woul d have said yes."

The bear stood upright before the one-eyed man, bl ood
cascadi ng over his shoul ders and his extended paws.

"Now you don't-why not?"

Freya- gol denhair touched his arm "It will be the end of

the story, won't it, Daddy? And if we can't be killed, how can
Thag? He's been here thirty years now, they say. Wn't this
just turn himloose to go sonmewhere el se?"

"I don't think this is where he really belongs,"” the wonan
called Frigg said. "This is probably a very |ow energy |evel

for him as it is for us. And he's asking you to do it, standing
there with his chest exposed like that-if he's not begging

you not to. | don't like it."

"Then the thing to do is to keep himhere." Like a fish-
erman inpaling a pi ke, Wden drove his spear into the bear's
hind foot, pinning it to the oak floor of the hall. "Mke it
tight," the woman called Frigg advised him and with a sp.iky
nor genstern he pounded the iron-shod shaft until the head

was nearly buried in the wood.

"Use himfor your spells all you want," the one-eyed nan
told Eric, "but if you let himgo now | think he'll disappear
on you, and |I know dammed well I'Il come back here and

make you sorry you did."

Eric bowed. "l understand, Magister."

(Frigg whispered to Freya, "There has to be a world that
corresponds to each of our fictions, dear, since what never
was nor will be is inconceivable. Still, | wonder what Thag
really is.” And the bear becane a snake pinned by the tai



and struck an inch short of her heel.)

"Magi ster," Eric asked as the one-eyed man began to nelt
into the air, "what shall | call you? You said you are not
Wden?"

"My nane is Harry Nailer."

Eric bowed again. "Hairy Nailer. It is fitting, Magister."
He was al ready thinking of the things he would do to the
ki ng.

And as soon as the three were gone he did them and |ived,
inthe nost literal sense of the words, Happily, Ever, After

* kK
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The Nebraskan and the Nereid

"The Nebraskan and the Nereid" copyright 1985 by Gene Wl fe; first

appeared in Isaac Asinov's Science Fiction Magazine.
* % %

THE Nebr askan was wal ki ng near the sea when he saw her

Two dark eyes, a rounded shoul der with a hint of breast,

and a flash of thigh; then she was gone. A monent |ater he
heard a faint splash-or perhaps it was only the fabl ed sev-
enth wave, the wave that is stronger than the rest, breaking
on the rocks.

Al most running, he strode to the edge of the little bluff
and | ooked east across the sea. The blue waters of the Sa-
roni kos Kol pos showed whitecaps, but nothing else.

"Then felt | like sone watcher of the skies," he nuttered
to hinmself, "Wen a new planet swins into his ken; or like
stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes, he stared at the Pacific
-and all his nen . " He groped for a nonent for the fina
two lines, as he studied the bluff. "Looked at each other with
a wld surnmise-silent, upon a peak in Darien.”

"Stout Cortez" chuckled as he clanbered down the bl uff
with his tape recorder bunping his side. He was no rock
clinmber, but the slope was neither high enough nor sheer
enough to require one. He imagi ned hinself describing his
adventure in the faculty lounge. It was not hing.

Not hi ng too was the evidence he found on the beach, in

some places hardly wider than a footpath, that wound al ong

the base of the bluff. There were a few seashells and a rusty
tin that had once held British cigarettes, but that was all. No
cast-of f bikini, no abandoned beach towel, no footprints,
not hi ng.

He | ooked up to see a tall and rather angular worman with
a canteen at her hip walking silently toward himal ong the



strip of danp sand. He greeted her in his halting Geek, and
she extended her right hand in a regal gesture, saying in
English, "And a good nmorning to you, Doctor. | am Dr. Thoe
Papamar kos. | am of the University of Athens. You are Dr.
Cooper, and you are of an American university, but they do
not know to tell ne which."

"The University of Nebraska at Lincoln. Pleased to neet
you, Dr. Papamarkos." The Nebraskan was Lincol nesque
hinsel f, tall and pleasantly ugly.

"And you are a folklorist. You nust be, fromwhat they
report of you, that you wal k about all day, ask questions of
ol d peopl e, nmake recordings of their stories.”

"That's right," he said. "And you?"

She | aughed softly. "Ch, no. | amnot the conpetition, as
you fear."

"CGood!" He sm | ed.

She touched the third button of her khaki shirt. "An ar-
chaeol ogist, I am Do you know of Saros?"

He shook his head. "I know this is the Saronic @ulf," he
said, "and | suppose it nmust be named after something. Is it
an island?"

"No. It was a city, a city so long ago that even in the tine
of Socrates there was nothing left but ruins and a tenple for
Posei don. Think on it, please. Doctor. You and I, we think

of that time, the Age of Pericles, as ruins. But to them to
Pericles and Plato, Them stocles and Aristides the Just, Saros
was anci ent, Saros was archaeology. Now | dig, with three

men fromthe village to work for nme. About five kiloneters
that way. There | hear of you, stories of the folklorist, and
I think we should know of each other, probably we are the

only truly educated people on this part of the coast, perhaps
someday we may even hel p each other. No?"

"Yes," he said. "Certainly." He discovered that he |iked
her. She was an ol d-mai d school teacher, no doubt about it,
with her graying hair tightly knotted in a bun. She could be
Mss Twiddl e from"The Katzenjamrer Kids" or the Mss

M nerva of Mss Mnerva and Wlliam Geen HIl. And yet-

"And you," she said. "Folklore is so interesting. Wat is it
that you do?"

He cleared his throat as he tried to think of some way to
explain. "I'mtrying to trace the history of the Nereids."

"Truly?" She | ooked at hi m sidelong. "You believe they
were real ?"

"No, no." He shook his head. "But do you know about
them Dr. Papamarkos? Do you know who they were?"

"I, who search for the tenple of Poseidon? O course. They
were the ladies, the maids in waiting at his court, under the



Aegean. He was one of the oldest of all the old G eek gods.
They were old too, very old, the G eek-what do you cal
themin English? Mermaids? Sea fairies? Tell me." She hes-
itated, as though enbarrassed. "I understand your English
much better than | speak it, you nust believe me. | was three
years, studying at Princeton." She unhooked the canteen
fromher belt and unscrewed the top

He nodded. "I'mthe sane way with Greek. | understand

it well enough; | couldn't do what | do if | didn't. But sone-
times I can't think of the right word, or renenber how it
shoul d be pronounced. "

"You do not want a drink of nmy water, | hope. This is so
very warm now, but | have a nose disease. |s that what you
call it? | rnmust take nmy medicine to breathe, and ny nedicine
makes me thirsty. Do you wi sh for sonme?"

"No, thanks," he said. "I'mfine."
"And did | say it correctly? Mermaids?"

"Yes, mermaids. Specifically, they were a class of nynphs,
the sea nynmphs, the fifty daughters of Nereus. There were

nmount ai n nynphs too, the Oreads; and there were Dryads

and Mehae in the trees, Epipotamides in the rivers, and so
forth. And ol d people, rural people particularly . "

She | aughed again. "Still credit such things. | know, Doctor

and | am not enbarrassed for ny country. You have these

too, but with you it is the flying saucers, the little green men.
Why should not nmy Greece have its little green wonen?"

"But the fascinating part," he said, warnmng to his subject,
"is that they've forgotten all the nanes except one. Mdern
Greeks no longer tal k about nynphs, or Oriads, Dryads, or
Nai ades. Only of Nereids, whether they're supposed to have
been seen in springs, or caves, or wherever. I'mtrying to
find out just how that happened.™

She sm |l ed. "Have you thought, perhaps only they stil
[ive?"

When t he Nebraskan got back to his tiny inn in Nenos,

he stopped its dunpy little maid of all work and mnustered
his uncertain G eek to ask her about Dr. Papamarkos.

"She does not live here,"” the maid informed him staring

at the toes of his boots. "Over there. She has a tent." She
ducked t hrough a doorway and vani shed; it was not unti

sone time afterward that it occurred to himthat the G eek
word for a tent al so nmeant stage scenery.

On the stairs, he wondered again if it m ght be possible.

Dr. Papanmarkos taking off her heavy belt, the soldierish pants
and shirt. Flitting naked through the woods. He chuckl ed.

No. The woman he had seen-and he had seen a wonan,

he tol d hinsel f-had been younger, snaller, and-um

rounder. He suddenly recalled that Schliemann, the discov-
erer of Troy, had married a Geek girl of nineteen at the



age of forty-seven. He hinmself was still years short of that.

The t hought returned the next time he saw her. It was at

al nost the same spot. (He had been frequenting that spot

too much, as he kept telling hinmself.) He heard a noi se and
turned, but not quickly enough. The faint splash canme again.
Once nmore he hurried, actually running this time, to the edge
of the little bluff; and this time he was rewarded. A | aughing
face bobbed in the waves fifty yards out, a face circled by
dark and floating hair. An armrose fromthe sea, waved

once, and was gone.

He waited five minutes, occasionally glancing at his watc”"
Ten. The face did not reappear, and at |ast he scranbk
down the bluff to stand upon the beach, staring out to sa:

"Doctor! Doctor!"

He | ooked around. "Hello, Dr. Papamarkos. Wat a plea-

sure to nmeet you again." She was coming fromthe other
direction this tinme, the direction of Nenps and his inn, and
she was wavi ng sonet hi ng above her head. It really was a

pl easure, he realized. A synpathetic ear, an ol der woman,

no doubt with a certain amunt of experience, who knew the
country. . . . "Good to see you!"

"And to see you, ny friend. Ch, Doctor, ny friend, |ook
Just | ook and see what we have found under the water."

She held it out to him and after a monment he saw it was
a glazed cup, still somewhat encrusted with marine grow hs.

"And it is to you that | owe, oh, everything!"

The background was red, the nman's head bl ack, his curling
beard and wide, fierce eye traced in a lighter color that m ght
originally have been white. A fish, small and crude, swam
before his face.

"And on the back! See, beside the trident, the two straight
scratches, the bar at the top? It is our letter ir, for Poseidon
They have finer cups, oh, yes, nmuch finer, at the nmuseumin
Athens. But this is so old! This is Mycenaean, early Mycen-

aean, from when we were yet copying, and badly, things from
Cete."

The Nebraskan was still staring at the bearded face. It was
crude, hardly nore than a cartoon; and yet it burned with a
deft energy, so that he felt the bearded sea god wat ched him
and m ght at any instant roar with |aughter and slap himon
the back. "It's wonderful," he said.

It was as though she could read his thoughts. "He was the

sea god," she said. "Sailors prayed to him and captains. Also
to Nereus, the old sea-man who knew the future. Now it is

to Saint Peter and Saint Mark. But it is not so different,
perhaps. The fish, the beard, they are still there."

"You say you found this because of nme, Dr. Papamarkos?"



"Yes! | meet with you, and we talk of the Nereids, renem
ber? Then |I wal k back to my dig." She opened her canteen
and took a healthy swallow. "And | kept thinking of them
girls frisking in the waves, | could al nost see them | say,

"What are you trying to tell me? Conme, | ama woman |ike
you, speak out.'

"And they wave, cone, Thoe, cone! Then | think, yes,

Saros was a seaport, so |long ago. But was the coast the sane?
What if the sea is higher now, what if the place where | dig
was a kilometer inland then? They called it a city, a polis. But
tous it would be only a little town-the theater open to the
sky, the tenple, the agora where one went to buy fish and

wi ne, and a few hundred houses."

She paused, gasping for breath; and he renmenbered what
she had sai d about having a "nose disease.”

"I have no diving equipnent, nothing. But we nake a big

strai ner-you understand? Froma fishing net. | tell ny nen,
wal k out until the sea is at your belts. Shovel sand so gently
into the net. And today we find this!"

Carefully, he handed back the cup. "Congratul ations. It's
wonderful, and it couldn't have conme to a nicer person. |
nmean that."

She smled. "I knew you would be happy for me, just as |
woul d be so happy for you, should you find-I do not know,
per haps sone wondrous old story never witten down."

"May | wal k you back to your canp? 1'd like to see it."

"Ch, no. It is so far, and the day so hot. Wit until | have
somet hing there to show you. This is all | have worth show ng
now. " She gave hi m her sidelong | ook; and when he said

not hi ng, she asked, "But what of you? Surely you progress.
Have you nothing to tell ne?"

He took a deep breath, thinking how foolish his wild sur-
m se would sound. "I1've seen a Nereid, Thoe-or sonebody's
trying to make ne think | have."

She put her hand on his shoul der, and he coul d not believe
her soft laugh other than friendly. "But how wonderful for
you! Wth this, you may rate the stories you collect by their
accuracy. That, | imagine, has never been done. Now tell ne
everything."

He did-the glinpse in the woods, the waving figure that
had di sappeared into the sea. "And so, when you said the
Nerei ds you i magi ned had waved to you, | wondered ..."

"Whether | did not know nore. | understand. But | think

really it is only one of our girls fooling you. W G eeks, we
swimlike fish, all of us. Do you know of the Battle of Sal am s?
The Persians | ost many ships, and their crews drowned. W
Greeks | ost sonme ships too, but very few nmen, because when

t he ships were sunk, the nen swamto shore. You are from



America, Doctor, where sone swmwell and many not at all.
What of you? Do you swi nP"
"Pretty well,"” he said. "I was on the teamin college; I'ma
little out of practice now "

"Then you may wish to practice, and it is so hot. Wen we
part, go back to the place where you saw this girl vanish
There are many caves along this coast with entrances that
are under the water. Those who |ive here know of them
Possi bly the Nereids know of themtoo." She snmiled, then
when he realized he could not convey the news of a tragic
death with any decency in his inadequate G eek. Thoe woul d
have to tell them He would wait until soneone cane.

Fromthe top of the bluff, he saw her take off her wide
belt and canteen and drop them on the sand. The khaki shirt
and trousers foll owed. She was | ean-though not so gaunt

as he had i nmagi ned-when she unbound her |ong, dark hair

and dove into the sea.

When she did not come up again, he clanbered down to

the beach for the last tine. A sign had been traced in the wet
sand beside the dead girl's body; it mght have been a cross
with upswept arnms, or the Greek letter }\\i. There was not hi ng
in the pockets of the khaki shirt, nothing in any pocket of
the khaki trousers.

The Nebraskan opened the canteen and sniffed its con-
tents. Then he put it to his lips and tilted it until the liquid
touched hi s tongue.

* kK

91
In The House
of G nger bread

"I'n the House of G ngerbread" copyright 1987 by Gene Wl fe; first
appeared in The Architecture of Fear edited by Kathryn Craner and Peter
D. Pautz.

* kK

THE woodcutter cane up the wal k, and the ornate old house

wat ched hi mthrough venetian-blinded eyes. He wore a red-
brown tweed suit; his unmarked car was at the curb. The
house felt his feet on its porch, his quick knock at its door
It wondered how he had driven along the path through the
trees. The witch would split his bones to get the marrow, it
woul d tell the witch.

It rang its bell.

Ti na Hei m opened the door, keeping it on the chain but
nmore or | ess expecting a neighbor with col esl aw. She had
heard you were supposed to bring chicken soup for Death;
here it seemed to be slaw, though sonmeone had brought

Wal dorf salad for Jerry.



"I"mLieutenant Price," the woodcutter said, unsnmiling. He
hel d out a badge in a black |eather case. "You're Ms. Hein?
I'd like to talk to you."

She began, "Have the children-"

"I"d like to talk to you," he repeated. "It mght be nicer if
we did it in the house and sitting down."
She shook her head. "Jerry was an attorney."
knew al | this.

Surely Price

"And his age at death was-?"
"Forty-one."
"That's very young for a nonsnoker to die of |ung cancer

Ms. Heim"

"That's what Jerry's doctor said.” Not wanting to cry again,
Ti na poured coffee for herself, adding nilk and diet sweet-
ener, stirring until tine enough had passed for her to get
her feelings once nore under control

When she sat down again he said, "People must have won-
dered. My wife died about three years ago, and | know | got

a lot of questions.”

She nodded absently, looking at the little plate on the other
side of the dinette table. The gingerbread man had lain there,
untouched. Now it was gone. She said, "They X-rayed Jerry's

| ungs. Lieutenant. The X-rays showed cancer. That's what

we were told."

"I know, " he said.

"But you don't believe Jerry died of cancer?"

He shrugged. "And now your little boy. Wat was his
name?"

Tina tried to keep all enotion fromher voice, and felt she
succeeded. "It was Al an."

"Just last nonth. Must have been pretty hard on you."
"It was. Lieutenant, can't we be honest with each other?
What are we tal ki ng about ?"

"Al'l right." He took another sip of coffee. "Anyhow, you've
still got two nore. A boy and a girl, isn't that right?"

Ti na nodded. "Henry and Gail. But Henry and Gail aren't
actually mne."
For the first tine, he | ooked surprised. "Wiy's that?"

"They're stepchildren, that's all. O course, | |ove them as
if they were ny own, or anyway | try to."



"l didn't know that," he told her. "But Al an was-?"
"Qur child. Jerry's and nine."
"Your husband had been narried before. D vorce?"

"Yes. Jerry got full custody. Rona doesn't-didn't-even
have visiting rights."

"Li ke that," he said.
"Yes, like that, Lieutenant."

"And now that your husband's dead?" Price flicked ashes
into the salad plate that had held the gingerbread nan.

"I don't know. If Rona tries to take them 1'll go to court;
then we'll see. Wn't you tell nme what this is about?"
He nodded. "It's about insurance, really, Ms. Heim Your

husband had a large policy."
She nodded guardedly. "They paid."

Price was no longer listening, not to her. "Did Henry or
Gail stay hone fromschool, Ms. Hein? It's only one-thirty."

"No, they won't be back until after three. Do you want to
speak to thenP"

He shook his head. "I heard footsteps upstairs. A kid's, |
t hought . "

"Henry's eighteen, Lieutenant, and Gail's sixteen. Believe
me, they don't sound |ike kids stanping around up there.
Do you want to go up and see? You don't need an excuse-

so you said."

He ground out his cigarette in the salad plate. "That's right,
| don't need an excuse. Al an was poi soned, wasn't he, Ms.
Hei n? Lead poi soni ng?"

She nodded slowy, pretending there was a |ovely clay mask
on her face, a nmask that woul d be dissolved by tears, broken
by any expression. "He ate paint chips. Lieutenant. In his

cl oset there was a place where the old paint was flaking of f.
W had repainted his room but not in there. He was only

two, and-and-"

"It's okay," he told her. "I've got two kids of ny own."
"No, it will never be okay." She tore off a paper towel and
stood in a corner, her back to him bl ow ng her nose and
dabbi ng at her tears. She hoped that when she turned
around, he woul d be gone.

"Feeling better now?" he asked. He had lit another ciga-
rette.



"Alittle. You know, it's not fair."
"What isn't?"
"Your snoking like that. But you're still alive, and Jerry

never snoked, but Jerry's gone."
"I"'mtrying to quit." He said it mechanically, toying with
his cigarette. "Actually, some insurance people pretty mnuch
agree with you, Ms. Heim"

"What do you nean by that?"
"Your husband had a policy with Attica Life, a hundred
t housand doll ars. "

Automatical ly she shook her head. "Two hundred thou-
sand. That was what they paid."

He inhal ed smoke and puffed it fromhis nostrils. "It was

a hundred thousand, but it had a double indemity provision
for cancer. A lot of them do now, because people are so
worried about it. Cancer generally neans big hospital bills."

This was it. She waited, fists clenched in her |ap

"Not with your Jerry, of course. Or anyway, not so mnuch.
He was dead in what? Three weeks?"

"Yes," she said. "Three weeks after he went into the hos-

pital."

"And anyway he had hospitalization insurance, didn't he?
Wth his law firnP"

She nodded.

"And you'd taken out policies on the kids too, and on you,
naturally. Twenty-five thousand on each kid, wasn't it?" 3
"It still is. W have a very good agent, Lieutenant: 11

i ntroduce you."

"It still is on Henry and Gail, right? Twenty-five thousand

wi th double indemity for accidental death. Wen little Al an

di ed, that was accidental death. Alittle kid, a baby, swall ows
pai nt chi ps-they call that accidental poisoning."

"You think | killed him" If only ny eyes could blast, she

t hought, he'd be frying like bacon. He'd be burning in Hell.
"You think | killed ny husband and my son to get that noney,
don't you, Lieutenant?" She tried to picture it, his brown suit
bl azing, his face seared, his hair on fire.

"No," he said. "No, | don't, Ms. Heim Not really."

"Then why are you here?"



He ground out the new cigarette beside the last. "Your
i nsurance comnpany's maki ng waves."

He paused, but she said not hing.

"Do you bl ame then? Two claims, big clains, double in-
demity clainms, in less than two years."

"I see." She felt drained now, the fire had gone out. "What
do you want ne to do-take a lie detector test and say that
| didn't murder ny husband? That | didn't poison Al an? Al
right, I wll."

"I want you to sign sonmething, that's all. This will nost
likely be the end of it." The hand that had funbled for his
cigarettes was funbling again, this time in the breast pocket
of his tweed jacket. "You can read it if you want to. O |'1]
tell you. Either way."

It was fine print on legal-length paper. Her eyes caught

the word exhumation. "Tell ne," she said.
"This will let themthe Coroner's O fice-check out your
husband' s body. They'll check his lungs, for exanple, to see

if there really was cancer."

Gravedi ggers working at night, perhaps; nen with shovel s

nmet hodi cally, stolidly, resurrecting those sane | unps of
earth. Yes, surely by night. They would not want the funera
parties to see that-Rest in Peace. They woul d have |ights
with | ong, orange cords to help themwork, or nmaybe only
battery torches. "Can they do that?" she asked. "Can they
actually tell anything?" She renenbered the woman in

the Bible: Lord, it has been four days now, surely there will
be a stench. She said, "It's been nore than a year, Lieu-
tenant."

He shrugged. "Maybe yes, maybe no. Your husband was
enbal red, wasn't he?"

"Yes. Yes, he was."

"Then there's a good chance. It depends on how good a

job they did on him the soil tenperature, and how tight the

box is. It depends on a lot of things, really, but there's a good
chance. Then there are sonme tests they can always run-1ike

for arsenic or lead. You can | ook at a body a hundred years

later and still find those things."

"I understand. Do you have a pen?"
"Sure," he said. He took it fromthe sane pocket and

handed it to her, first pressing the little plastic thing at the
top to extend the point. Like a sal esman, she thought. He's

just like a sal esman who's nade the sale.

She took the pen and signed, and he smled and rel axed.
"You know, | didn't think they used those | ead-based paints

any nore."



"They don't." She pushed the paper back. "This is an old

house, and that was old paint. One doctor said it mght be
fromthe twenties. Do you want to see it? The closet, | mean,
not the paint. | repainted it, so that-"

"So that it couldn't happen to sonebody else's kid," he
finished for her. "Sure, let's go up and have a | ook."

As they went up the stair, he said, "Fromoutside | wasn't
really sure this was an old house, even if it does have all that
fancy mllwork. It looks like it m ght have been built new in
the old style, Iike they do at Di sneyworld."

"It was built in eighteen eighty-two," she told him "W
had a contractor paint the exterior; we were doing the in-
terior ourselves."”

She | ed the way down the upstairs hall and opened the
door. "I haven't gone in here since | painted the closet.
think it's time | did."

He nodded, | ooking appreciatively at the walls and the oak
nmol di ngs. "This was a maid's room | guess, in the old days."

"No, this has always been the nursery. The maids' roons
were upstairs under the eaves."

She fell silent. Newspapers daubed with dark paint were

still spread over the floor. A can stood where she had left it,
its interior hard and cracked. The caked brush lay beside it.
She began to say, "/ didn't clean up. | suppose it shows."

Before the first word had left her lips, there was a sound.

It was a faint sound, yet in the stillness it seened unnaturally
| oud-a scraping and shuffling that nmight have been a snall

dog scrambling to its feet, or nerely some small, hard object
sliding froma collection of sinilar objects, a baby's rattle

| eaving the top of a careless pile of toys.

So that in place of what she had intended, Tina said,
"There's a child in there!"

"There's sonething in there," Price conceded. He went to
the closet and twi sted the ol d-fashi oned chi na knob, but the
door did not open. "It's |ocked."

"I didn't lock it." Though she had not been conscious of
nmovi ng them her right hand had cl asped her left arm her
left hand her right arm It was cold in the nursery, surely
col der than it was outside. Had she shut the vent?

"Sure, you locked it," he told her. "It's a very natural thing
to do. That's okay, | don't have to see it."

He's | ooking at the evidence as a favor to ne, she thought.
Al oud she said, "I don't even have a key, but we've got to
get it open. There's a child inside."



"There's sonmething in there. | doubt if it's a kid." He
gl anced at the keyhole. "Just an old warded | ock. Shoul dn't
be any trouble."

The paint can had a wire handle. He pulled it off, bending
it with strong, blunt fingers.

"l suppose you're right-there cant be a child in there.
nmean, who would it be?"

He squatted before the keyhole. "You want my guess?
You' ve got a possumin the wall. O maybe a squirrel. This
pl ace doesn't have rats, does it?"

"We've tried to get rid of them Jerry set traps in the base-
ment-" there was a faint scrabbling fromthe closet; she
spoke nore rapidly to cover the sound: "He even bought a
ferret and put it down there, but it died. He thought Henry'd
killed it."

"Ch?" Price said. The | ock squeaked, clicked back, and he
rose, smling. "Probably never been oiled. It was a little stiff."

He twi sted the knob again. This tinme it turned, but the
door did not open. "Stuck too. Did you paint the frame?"

She nodded wordl essly.

"Well, you locked it before the paint was dry, Ms. Heim"
He took a big utility knife fromthe right pocket of his jacket
and opened the screwdriver bl ade.

"Call me Tina," she said. "W don't have to be so formal ."

Only a nonment before, she had seen himsnile for the first
time; now he grinned. "Dick," he said. "No Dick Tracy jokes,
pl ease. | get enough at the station."

She grinned back. "Ckay."

The screwdriver bl ade slipped between the door and the
janb. He turned the knob again as he pried with the bl ade,
and the door popped open. For an instant it seened to her
that there were eyes near the floor

He swung the door w de on squealing hinges. "Nothing in
here," he said. "Jerry didn't believe in lubrication."

"Yes, he did-he was always oiling things. He said he was
no nechanic, but an oil can was half a nmechanic."”

Price grunted. He had a pen light, its feeble beam pl ayi ng
over the closet walls. "Sonething's been in here," he said. "It
was bigger than a rat; a coon, maybe."

"Let me see," she said. She had been picking up the paint-
snear ed newspapers and stuffing theminto the can. Now

she cane to the closet to | ook. There were scratches on the

wal I's, tiny scratches that m ght have been nade by little claws
or fingernails. Flakes of plaster and paint lay on the cl oset



fl oor.
Price snapped off the pen light and glanced at his watch.
"I ought to be going. Thanks for signing the pernmission. 1"l

phone you and | et you know how the tests cane out."

She nodded. "1'd appreciate that."

"Ckay, | will. What's that book you've got?"

"This?" She held it up. "Just an old children's book. Jerry
found it when he was exploring the attic and brought it down
for Alan. It was under the newspapers."”

She | ed the way back down the narrow hall. The new, bright
paper she and Jerry had hung decked its walls but could not
make its way into her mnd. Wen she took her eyes from

it, the old, dark paper returned.

Behi nd her Price said, "Careful on those stairs."”

"W were going to get themcarpeted,” she told him " Now

it hardly seens worth all the trouble. I'"'mtrying to sell the
house. "
"Yeah, | noticed the sign outside. It's a nice place, but I

guess | can't blame you."

"It is not a nice place," she nuttered; but her words were
so soft that only the house heard them She opened the door

"Goodbye," he said. "And thanks again, Tina. It was nice
nmeeting you." Solemly, they shook hands.

She said, "You'll tel ephone ne, Dick?" She knew how it
sounded.

"That's a prom se."

She watched himas he went down the wal k. A step or two

bef ore he reached his car, he patted the side pocket of his

j acket-not the right-hand pocket, where he had put his

knife, but the left one. For the |aboratory, she thought to

herself. He's taking it to sone police lab, to see if it's poisoned.

She did not | ook down at the book in her hand, but the
verses she had read when she lifted the newspapers that had
covered it sang in her ears:

"You may run, you may run, just as fast as you can
But you'll never catch Mg " said the gingerbread nan.

That evening the house played Little Grl. The essence,

the ectoplasm the soul of the child seeped fromthe cracked

old plaster that had absorbed it when new. Watching tele-

vision in the famly roomthat had once been the naster

bedroom Henry did not hear or see it; yet he stirred plunply,
unconfortably, on the sofa, unable to concentrate on the

show or anything else, cursing his teachers, his sister, and his
st epnot her - hopi ng the phone would ring, afraid to cal

anyone and unable to say why he was afraid, angry in his



m sery and niserable in his rage.

Bent over her school books upstairs, Gail heard it. Quick

steps, light steps, up the hall and down again: G oconda is the

nodel of the brilliant young scul ptor, Lucid Settala. Although he
struggles to resist the fascination that she exercises over him out of
loyalty to his witch, Sylvia, he feel', Goconda is the true inspiration
of his art. During Lucia's, illness, Tina arouses G oconda's fury and

is horribly burned by the nodel and her brother

["lI'l remenber that, Gail thought. She wanted to be a node
hersel f, like her real nother; someday she woul d be. She
bal anced the book on her head and wal ked about her bed-
room stopping to pose with studi ed arrogance.

Tina, drying herself in the bathroom sawit. Steamleft it
behind as it faded fromthe mirror: the silhouette of a child
with braids, a little girl whose head and shoul ders were al nost
the outline of a steeply pitched roof. Tina wi ped the mrror
with her towel, watched the phantomreform then thrust it

out of her mind. Jerry should have put a ventilating fan in
here, she thought. 1'lIl have to tell him

She remenbered Jerry was dead, but she had known t hat

all along. It was not so rmuch that she had forgotten, as that
she had forgotten she herself was still living and that the
living cannot conmunicate with the dead, with the dead who
neither return their calls nor answer their letters. She had
felt for a noment that though dead Jerry was merely gone,
gone to New York or New Ol eans or New Mexico, to sone-

pl ace new to see sone client, draft sone papers, appear be-
fore some Board. Soon she would fly there to join him in

t he new pl ace.

He had gi ven her perfuned body powder and a huge puff

with which to apply it. She did so now because Jerry had
liked it, thinking howlong, how very long, it had been since
she had used it |ast.

The steam specter she had been unable to w pe away had

di sappeared. She recalled its eyes and shuddered. They had
been (as she told herself) no nore than holes in the steam
two spots where the steam for whatever reason, would not
condense; that nade it worse, since if that were the case they
were there still, watching her, invisible.

She shivered again. The bat hroom seened col d despite the
steam despite the furnace over which Jerry had worked so
hard. She knew she should put on her robe but did not,
standi ng before the nmirror instead, exan ning her powdered
breasts, running her hands al ong her powdered hips. Fat,
she was too fat, she had been too fat ever since Al an was
bor n.

Yet Dick Price had smled at her; she had seen the way he
had | ooked at her in the nursery, had felt the extra noment
for which he held her hand.

"Then it was cancer after all, Lieutenant?" Gail asked a
few days later. "Don't stand please." She crossed the wide,



dark living roomthat had once been the parlor and sat down,
very much an adult.

Price nodded, sipping the drink Henry had mi xed for him

It was Scotch and water, with too nuch of the first and not
enough of the second; and Price was determned to do no
nore than taste it.

Henry said, "I didn't think it could go that fast, sir.
"COccasionally it does," Price told him

Gai| shook her head. "She killed Dad, Lieutenant. |'m sure
she did. You don't know her-she's a real witch sonetines."”

"And you wote those letters to the insurance conpany."
Price set his drink on the coffee table.

"What |etters?"

Henry grinned. "You shouldn't bite your lip Iike that,
Goony-Bird. Blows your cover."

Price nodded. "Let ne give you a tip, Gail. It's better not

to tell lies to the police; but if you' re going to, you ve got to
get your timng right and watch your face. Just saying the

right words isn't enough.”

"Are you-?"

"Besides, a flat lie is better than a sidestep. Try, 'I| never
wote any letters, Lieutenant.' "

"They were supposed to be confidential!"

Henry was cleaning his nails with a small screwdriver. "You
thi nk confidential means they won't even show themto the
pol i ce?"

"He's right." Price nodded again. "Naturally they showed
themto us. They were in a fem nine hand, and there were
details only sonebody l|iving here would know, so they were
witten by you or your stepnother. Since they accused her

that left you. Once in a while we get a nut who wites accusing
hersel f, but your stepmnother doesn't seemlike a nut, and

when she signed and dated the exhumation papers for ne

the witing was different."

"Al'l right, | sent those letters."

The screwdriver had a clip like a pen. Henry replaced it

in his shirt pocket. "I helped her with a couple of them Told
her what to say, you know? Are you going to tell her?"

"Do you want ne to?" Price asked.

Henry shrugged. "Man, | don't care."

"Then why ask nme about it?" Price stood up. "Thanks for
the hospitality, kids. Tell Tina I'msorry | missed her."



Gail rose too. "lI'msure she's just been del ayed sonmewhere,
Lieutenant. If you'd like to stay a little longer-"

Price shook his head.

Henry said, "Just one question, sir, if you know How did
Dad get |ung cancer?"

"His lungs were full of asbestos fibers. It's something that
usual | y happens only to insulators.”

In the kitchen, Tina pictured the furnace-its pipes
spreading upward |i ke the branches of a |ong-dead tree, tape
peeling fromthemlike bark, white dust sifting down |ike
rotten wood, falling |like snow upon Jerry's violated grave.

It's the gingerbread house, she thought, recalling the grim
paper they had painted over in the nursery. It doesn't eat
you, you eat it. But it gets you just the sane.

She tried to nmove, to strike the floor with her feet, the wall
wi th her shoulders, to chew the dish towel Gail had stuffed
into her nmouth, to scrape away the bright new duct tape

Jerry had bought when he was rebuil ding the furnace.

None of it worked. The door of the m crowave gaped |ike

a hungry mouth. Far away the front door opened and cl osed.
"She Used to Be My Grl" blasted fromthe stereo in the
famly room

Fatly, inportantly, Henry came into the kitchen on a wave

of rock, carrying an alnost-full glass of dark liquid. "Your
boyfriend' s gone. Could you hear us? | bet you thought he
was going to save you." He took a swallow of the |iquid-

whi sky, she could snell it-and set the glass on the drain-
boar d.

Gail followed him Wen the door had shut and she could
make hersel f heard, she asked,"Are we going to do it now?"

"Sure, why not?" Henry knelt, scratching at the tape.
"I think it would be better to | eave that on."

"I told you, the heat would nelt the adhesive. You want

to have to swab her face with paint thinner or something

when she's dead?" He caught the end of the duct tape and
yanked it away. "Besides, she won't yell, she'll talk. | know
her."

Tina spit out the dish towel. It felt as though she had been
to the dentist, as though the receptionist would want to set
up a new appoi nt nent when she got out of the chair.

Gail snatched the danp towel away. "You fixed up the
m cr owave?"

"Sure, Goony-Bird. It wasn't all that hard."



"They'll check it. They'll check it to see what went wong."

Tina tried to speak, but her mouth was too dry. Wrds
woul d not cone.

"And they'Il find, it." Henry grinned. "They'll find a wire
that came unsol dered and flipped up so it shorted the safety
interlock. Get me an egg out of the fridge."

She knew she shoul d be pleading for her life; yet sonmehow

she could not bring herself to do it. |I'mbrave, she thought,
surprised. This is courage, this silly reluctance. | never knew
t hat .

"See the egg, Stepnother dear?" Gail held it up to show
her. "An egg will explode when you put it in a mcrowave."

She set it inside, and Henry shut the door
"I't"ll work now whether it's open or closed, see? Only |'ve
got it closed so we don't get radiation out here." He pressed

a button and instinctively backed away.

The bursting of the egg was a dull thud, like an ax biting
wood or the fall of a guillotine blade.

"It makes a real nmess. W'll leave it on for a while so it
gets hard."

Gail asked, "ls the nusic going to run | ong enough?"

"Hell, yes."

Tina said, "If you want to go back to Rona, go ahead. |'ve

tried to | ove you, but nobody's going to stop you."

"W don't want to live with Rona," Henry told her. "W
want to get even with you, and we want to be rich."

"You got a hundred thousand for Dad," Gail expl ained.
"Then all that for the baby."

Henry said, "Another fifty thou."

"So that's a hundred and fifty thousand, and when you're
dead, we'll get it. Then there's another fifty on you, double
for an accident. W get that too. It cones to a quarter of a
mllion."

The oven buzzed.

"Ckay." Henry opened it. "Let's cut her |oose." He got the
little paring knife fromthe sink

"She'll fight," Gail warned him

"Nothing | can't handle, CGoony-Bird. W don't want rope
mar ks when they find her."

The little knife gnawed at the rope behind Tina's back Iike



arat. After a noment, her lifeless hands dropped free. The
rat noved to her ankles.

Gail said, "W'll have to get rid of the rope.™
"Sure. Put it in the garbage-the tape too."

A thousand needles pricked Tina's arnms. Pain came with
t hem appearing out of nowhere.

"Ckay," Henry said. "Stand up."

He Iifted her. There was no strength in her |egs, no feeling.
"See, you're cleaning it. Maybe you stick your head in so
you can see what you're doing." He thrust her head into the

oven. "Then you reach for the cleaner or sonething, and
your armhits a button.”

Soneone screaned, shrill and terror-stricken. | won't, she
told herself. I won't scream She set her |ips, clenched her
t eet h.

The scream ng continued. Henry yelled and rel eased her
and she slid to the floor. Flanes and thick, black snoke shot
fromthe m crowave.

She wanted to laugh. So Hansel, so little Gretel, cooking a
witch is not quite so easy as you thought, nicht wahr? Henry
jerked a cord fromthe wall. Tina noted with amusenent that

it was the cord of the electric can-opener

Gail had filled a pan with water fromthe sink. She threw
it on the m crowave and jerked backward as if she had been
struck. The flames caught the kitchen curtains, which went
up i ke paper.

On half-nunb legs, Tina tried to stand. She staggered and
fell. The kitchen - binets were burning over the m crowave,
flames racing al :; dark, varnished wood that had been dry
for a century.

The back door burst inward. Henry fled through it how -

ing, his shirt ablaze. Stronger, harder hands lifted her. She
t hought of Getel-of Gail-but Gail was beside them

coughi ng and choking, reeling toward the open doorway.

As though by magic, she was outside. They were all outside,
Henry rolling frantically on the grass as Dick beat at the
flames with his jacket. Sirens and wolves how ed in the dis-
tance, while one by one the dark roons |it with a cheerfu

gl ow.

"My house!" she said. She had neant to whi sper but found
she was al nost screaming. "My home! Gone . . . No-I'lI
al ways, always remenber her, no matter what happens.”

Dick glanced toward it. "It doesn't | ook good, but if you've
got sonething particularly val uable-"



"Don't you dare go back in there! | won't let you."

"My God!" He gripped her arm "Look!" P or an instant

(and only an instant) a white face like a child's stared from
a gabl e window, then it was gone, and the flanes peered out
instead. An instant nore and they broke through the roof;

t he house sighed, a phoenix enbracing death and rebirth.
Its wooden | ace was traced with fire before its walls coll apsed
and the fire engines arrived.

Later the fire captain asked whet her everyone had escaped.

Ti na nodded t hankful ly. "Di ck-Lieutenant Price-
t hought he saw a face at one of the attic w ndows, but we're
all here."

The captain | ooked synmpathetic. "Probably a puff of white
snoke-that happens sometines. You know how it started?"

Suddenly Henry was silent, though he had voiced an un-

ending string of puerile curses while the paramedics treated
his burns. Now the string was broken; he watched Tina with
terrified eyes. Mdre practical, Gail edged toward the darkness
under the trees.

Ti na nodded. "But what | want to know is how D ck cane
just in tine to save us. That was like a mracle."

Price shook his head. "No miracle. O if it was, it was the
kind that happens all the tinme. I'd cone at eight, and the

kids said you were still out. Sonebody |I'd like to talk to about
a case I'mon lives a couple of blocks fromhere, so | went
over and rang the bell; but there was nobody hone. | cane

back and spotted the fire through a side wi ndow as | drove
up. "

The captain added, "He radioed for us. You say you know
how it started, ma' an®?"

"My son Henry was cooki ng sonet hi ng-eggs, wasn't that
what you said. Henry?"

Henry's head noved a fraction of an inch. He managed
to answer, "Yeah."

"But the oven nust have been too hot, because the eggs,
or whatever they were, caught fire. The kitchen was full of
snoke by the time Gail and | heard himyell and ran in there."

The captain nodded and scri bbl ed sonmet hing on his clip-
board. "Cooking fire. Happens a lot."

"I called Henry my son a noment ago," Tina corrected

herself, "and | shouldn't have, Captain. Actually I'mjust his
stepnother, and Gall's."

"She's the best nmother in the whole world!" Henry shout ed.

"Isn't that right, Goony-Bird?"



Nearly | ost anmong the oaks and towering hem ocks, Gai
nodded frantically.
"Henry, you're a dear." Tina bent to kiss his forehead. "I
hope those burns don't hurt too nuch.” Gently, she pinched
one of his plunmp cheeks. He's getting fat, she reflected. But
"Il have to neuter himsoon, or his testicles will spoil the
meat. He'll be easier to manage then

(She smiled, recalling her big, black-handl ed dressnmaker's
shears. That woul d be anusi ng-but quite inmpossible, to be
sure. What was it that clever man in Texas had done, put
some sort of radioactive capsul e between his sl eeping son's
| egs?)

Dick said loudly, "And I'm sure Henry's a very good son."
She turned to him still smiling. "You know, Dick, you've
never tal ked nuch about your own children. How old are

t hey?"
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ITSreally very good of you to read the history of sonmeone
as grotesque as |-or perhaps you like grotesques? Mst peo-

ple would turn away. Or stare. O be sick. | have no head.
No, I'mnot joking, and this is not sone silly story about
an execution. | was born this way.

| don't remenber it, of course. But Pliny (Pliny the el der

I think; you could look it up) told all about us. He said we
lived in India. (I live in Indiana, which shouldn't be the sane
thing at all, but sonehow is.) And in old manuscript illus-
trations of Marco Polo we appear. (I say we because | feel a
kinship. It's a lovely little picture, a mniature, and there is
al so a man-he's Pliny's too-shading hinmself with his foot,

and another with one eye.) Even though Marco Pol o didn't

say he saw You know. W& were gone by then, | suppose;

except for nyself, and | wasn't born

Just in case you still don't know what | |ook like, let mne
descri be nyself. My hands reaching up beneath my shirt tel
me (and the old nminiature); | never look in mrrors. My eyes

are very large-twice, three tinmes the size of yours. The lids
are el aborately curved and open wi de. They are |arge, bright
eyes and are placed just where the functionl ess nipples of ,
nost nen are. | think my eyes are probably ny best feature. 1

| have a wi de nouth, reaching conpletely across ny belly, 's



and big teeth. My Iips (because | can bend at the waist | can

| ook down, when |I'm naked, and see then) are redder than

nost people's lips, so that-ridiculously-1 |ook as though I
amwearing lipstick. And mine is not a straight nouth at all

| suppose it would be called a cupid's bowif it were a worman's
nmout h, and not so wide. My nose is large and rather flat,

which is a bl essing because it doesn't make much of a bul ge
under my coat-of course it is possible that it has been flat-
tened by the pressure of clothing all these years.

Havi ng no head, naturally | have no neck. (An unoccupied
stunp sticking above nmy shoul ders would be silly, after all.

| suppose it was thalidom de or sonmething.) |I'msure you're
wondering how ny internal organs are distributed and al

that, but the truth is that | have no idea. | mean, would you,
if you couldn't assume you're just |ike everyone el se? My
mout h | suppose opens directly into nmy stomach; and ny

brain nmust be situated somewhere close to nmy heart, which

no doubt assures it of a good supply of well-oxygenated

bl ood-but this is just guesswork.

As | said, | was born this way. It nust have been a dreadfu
shock to ny poor nother. At any rate she took (at |east |
suppose it was she, though she may have been carrying out
instructions fromny father) a head-1 nmean a dummy head,

in this case a doll's (some dolls' heads resenble very closely
t he heads of human infants, and they are easily obtained),
and attached it to nmy shoulders by straps. Fortunately the
faces of babies are not very expressive, while the faces of
dolls-1 mean the better quality dolls-are surprisingly
suggestive. Wth ny nose, my nouth, and ny eyes all covered
by the gown she nade ne wear in public | daresay | cried

al nrost continually, and the deception was conpletely suc-
essful .

My first menory is of that doll's head. | was playing with
bl ocks- col ored wooden bl ocks painted not only with the
letters of the al phabet and numbers but with pictures of
various (mostly farnyard) animals. | picked up one of these
and it occurred to nme that it was extraordinarily like the
object on ny shoulders. (Don't snmile. The nenory, even

now, is tender to ne.) It was a yellow block snelling of the
new paint, and | believe | put it in ny nouth afterward.
It's lucky I didn't swallowit. (Wy is it that a few nonents
of time are recalled so distinctly and the events to either
side-often nmore striking-forgotten?)

| was a sickly boy, and this, as well as ny peculiarity, pre-
vented me fromtaking part in scouting, sports, and the

ot her ordinary boyish activities. Save for a few weeks in
| ate spring just before vacation, ny nother drove ne

to school and picked me up afterward. A letter from our
fam |y physician delivered me fromthe enbarrassnments of
the athletic program although it occurred to me-1 think
at about the tine | entered high school-that if | had been
of nore robust build, and been permitted to unstrap ny
head (by this tine nade by one of those craftsnen who
furnish ventriloquists with dumries-a long thread, ce-
mented to the skin between ny lower lip and ny navel
sufficed to nove the jaw when | spoke) | m ght have done



well in football.

My cl asses presented problens. | had discovered-or

rather, ny parents at ny insistence had discovered for

me-a very cheap brand of boys' shirts whose material was
so flinsy as to constitute al most no inpediment to vision
at all; but it was necessary that | sit in the first row of every
class-and that | slouch in nmy chair, with ny hips forward
and ny weight resting on ny spine, in order to see the

bl ackboard. This, | think (since | amnot going to revea
nmy nane) is your best way of determ ning-assum ng you

wi sh to determine it-whether | was in one of your classes.
If you remenber a rather blank-faced boy who sat in the
manner | have just described, in the front row, you may
have been a classmate. To be certain you may wi sh to | ook
for nmy picture in your yearbook, but the blankness wll not
be apparent here. My head at that tinme, as well as | can
renmenber, possessed eyes of the kind called roguish, frec-
kl es, and an upturned nose.

O course it was necessary to exchange the old heads for
new every year or so as | grew older, and | do not retain
them M current one is quite handsone, and has a speaker
in the mouth to reproduce the words | whisper into a m -
crophone; but handsone though it is |I cannot bear to wear
it a noment nore than necessary, and renove it ime-
diately as soon as ny apartment door shuts ne off from

t he headstrong, pigheaded dunmkopf (love that word)

wor | d out si de.

That was why | insisted to the girl that we turn the lights

of f and pull down the shades. | wanted to take it off, you
see-1 was tense as it was, and | knew that if | couldn't get
that thing off it was just no good. | had expected she woul d

go along with it because she had seenmed-1 think you know
what | rmean-unprofessional. But she said that it was hot,
and it was true: it was very hot. The place should have been
air-conditioned, but it wasn't. She said the tenants had to
furnish their own air conditioners, and she had neant to
save enough to buy one back when it was cool er, but there
had been so many other things to buy, and | knew what

that meant. A girl like that, that you neet in an anusenent
park, expects sonething. | don't nmean that she is a rea
prof essi onal, she probably | ooks everyone over very care-
fully, and maybe only goes with nmen who appeal to her in
some way, but just the sane she has | earned that she can
make a nice thing out of it. |I asked if she had an electric
fan, and she said she didn't. "You can get a nice one," |
said, "for about ten dollars.”

"Twenty-five," she said, but she was smling and good
hunored. The lights went out, but with the shades up

enough light cane in fromthe street for me to see her snile
in the dark. "l've priced them and a nice one costs at | east
twenty-five."

"Fifteen," | said, and I told her the nane of a discount
store; she had been going to the regul ar appliance stores.
"You' ve been going to the regular appliance stores," | said.
"They al ways charge tw ce as nuch."



"Listen," she said, "will you neet me there tonorrow
about six? W'll look at them and if | can find one I like
that cheap 1'Il get it."

| said that was all right, and | thought how strange it was,
getting a girl like that for an electric fan, discounted, and
besides | could always stand her up but she rnust know I

woul dn't, because |'d probably want to see her again before
| ong, and besides, it would be kind of interesting, walking
her through the store and thinking about what 1'd cone

to buy for her and why, and |ooking, much | ower down

than they thought, through ny shirt at all the people who
woul dn't know, and besides we night want to do sone-

thing afterward, so | said it was all right. | still wanted
to pull down that blind, but it was on the other side of
the bed, and there was no way, right then, for ne to get
past her.

"Way do you want it so dark? At least with the blind up
we get sone breeze."

"I guess I'mjust not accustonmed to undressing with some-
one wat ching."

"I know, you haven't got hair on your chest." She giggled
and thrust a hand into ny shirt. Fortunately she touched
nmy eyebrow and drew her fingers back. "No, that isn't it."

"I suffer froma grotesque defornmity."
"l guess everybody does, one way or another. VWhat is it?
A birthmark?"

| was going to say no, but when | thought about it-you
could say | was marked at birth, in a way of speaking. So
| was going to say yes, and then suddenly it got nuch
darker. | said, "Did you pull down the blind?"

"No, they turned off the lights in the drugstore. They

cl ose now, and nost of the light was coming fromthere."

| heard a zipper, and for a mnute |I thought foolishly: Now
where in the world did that cone /row,? The back of her dress,
of course, and | took off ny shirt and tried to take off

nmy head, but | couldn't. The catch on the strap was

jamred or something-but it didn't bother me the way 1'd
thought it would. | just told nyself it would save nme trouble
that way so 1'd just keep it on and that way |I'd know for
sure | wasn't putting it on backward when | got dressed

again in the dark. My eyes were getting used to it now any-

way and | could see her a little. | wondered if she could
see ne.

"Can you see nme?" | said. | was taking ny pants off. |

m ght keep nmy head on, but no underwear, no shoes.

She said, "Not at all," but she was laughing a little so

know she coul d.
"I guess I'mtoo sensitive."

"You haven't got anything to be sensitive about. You're



ni ce | ooki ng. Broad shoul ders, big chest."

"l have a wooden face,"” | said.
"Well, you don't smile very much. \Were's the mark? On
your stomach?" | felt her hand in the dark, but she didn't

reach out for my face-ny real face-the way | expected
her to.

"Yes," | said. "On nmy stomach."

"Listen,"” (I could see her white body now, but her head,

i n heavi er shadow, seemed gone) "everybody worries about
something like that. You know what | used to think when

I was little? | used to think I had a face inside nmy belly
button."”

| laughed. It seenmed so funny, so very hunorous at the
time, that | sinmply roared. No doubt | disturbed her neigh-
bors. A belly laugh-that's what | have, | suppose, the only
genui ne belly laugh on earth.

"Really, | did. Don't laugh!" She was | aughi ng too.
"l have to see it."

"You can't see anything, it's too dark. It's just a little black
hole in the dark, and there's not really a face in there any-
way. "

"I have to see." There had been natches, | renenbered,
besi de the cigarettes on her night table. | found them

She said, "There was this story | told nyself, that | was
supposed to be twins, but the other one never grew big and
was just atiny little face in nmy stomach. Hey, what are you
doi ng?"

"I told you, | have to see." | had lit a match, and was
cupping the flane in ny hand.

"Listen, you can't!" She tried to turn over, giggling nore
than ever, but | held her down with ny leg. "Don't burn
ne!"

"I won't." | bent over her, |ooking at her navel in the

buttery light of the match. At first |I couldn't see it, just the
usual little whirls and folds; then just before the match went
out | did.

"Here," she said, "let ne see yours," and she tried to take
t he matches away from ne.

But | kept them "lI'mgoing to | ook at nine nyself."

I lit another match. "You'll set your hair on fire," she
sai d.

"No I won't." It was hard to see, but by bending at the

wai st | could do it. There was a face there too, and as soon



as | sawit | blew out the match

"Well," she giggled, "find any lint?" Her body was a face

too, but with bulging eyes. The nouth was where it fol ded
because she was half sitting up on the piled pillows; the flat
nose was between the ribs. We all look like that, | thought, and
it went all through me: We all | ook Iike that.

The little faces in our navel s ki ssed.
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"ALL right, Brick, I'mready for you now. "
"Hup! "

"You're an ex-Marine, right?"

"Yes, sirl!"

"Six four, two twenty, curly red hair, rugged but honest face, fists
i ke hans."

"Pavenent breakers, sir."
"How s that?'

"I'"d rather think of them being |ike pavement breakers,
sir."

"Ckay, pavenent breakers. Your nane is Brick Bronson-"

"What's yours, sir?"

"Cene WIfe. And you're in love with this girl called Carol Crane.
You' ve never net her, but you're in love with her. Her father is Dr.
Charl es Crane, the great biochem st. Dr. Crane has invented this
serumthat will save tens of billions of human |ives-"

"Billions, sir?"

"Over the long haul. Say in twenty or thirty years. And a big
pharmaceuti cal conpany is out to take it away fromhim Their hit
man. is John Sl ade-"

"Cot it."

"Meanwhile, aliens in a flying saucer have |anded. They need the

serumtoo, and they want to take Dr. Crane back to Rigel to nake
the serumthere. There's a m xup-everybody's fighting everybody



el se. You and Carol are kidnapped to Rigel on the saucer. You see
strange but beautiful stuff there. Between the two of you, you fix up
the Rigelians' problens-"

"Right, sir."

"They bring you back and you use Rigelian supersedence to rescue
Dr. Crane in an apocal yptic struggle. The End."

Brick stroked his massive jaw.

"Sirt"

As he clinbed into his faithful Ford pickup
"Sir?"

"What's the matter. Brick?"

"Sir, where am | goi ng?"

"Qut to Dr. Charles Crane's fanpbus Research Ranch to see Carol
You get there just as Sl ade arrives, and-"

"Sir, | don't even know Carol, sir. You said we haven't ever
met. I"'mjust in love with her. |I guess | saw her picture in
t he paper."

"So you want to nmeet her, get to know her. You can pretend to be
a reporter or sonething.”

"And, sir, if it's all right with you, I'd like to drop by St

M chael's and light a candle first. After all, if there's going
to be gunnghts and all that-"

"How the hell do you know about gunfights?"

"I saw the deer rifle in the back of ny pickup, sir. And

going to Rigel. Rigel's an awful way away, sir. Hundreds of
light-years, maybe thousands-"

"Catholics don't light candles any nore. Brick."

"I do, sir. I"'mlrish, and my nother-"

"For Pete's sake! Bronson's not an Irish nane."

"What kind is it, sir?"

"It's a pul p nane. Now get going."

* * *

Brick stroked his massive jaw as he clinbed into his faithfu
Ford pickup with the .30-30 hangi ng over the rear w ndow.

Al most savagely, he kicked the engine to life. The sun hung
heavy over the dusty streets of San Franco as he pointed the
rusty hood toward the mountains and the fanous Research
Ranch of Dr. Charles Crane. Pal nms drooped in the heat.



Abruptly, he jerked the wheel to the left. St. Mchael's was
only a few bl ocks out of his way. He was not a regul ar
churchgoer-the ritual of the mass soothed him but the

i mprovenents and variations irritated and distracted him
and since there were now nore inprovenents and vari ations
than ritual, he had scarcely attended since his discharge. Yet
he had never truly doubted the existence and the goodness

of God; and as he drove he i magi ned hinmself on his knees
before the Holy Virgin while the bi ht flanme of a newWy it
candl e proclainmed his devotion, the urity of his intentions
toward Carol Crane.

The ground shook beneath his truck. A fissure appeared

in the baking asphalt. He slamred on the brakes, throw ng

the pickup into a scream ng skid-turn before it stopped. Tiles
slid fromthe roof of a Spanish-style stucco house and crashed
on the ground bel ow. Soneone screaned. Al up and down

t he no-1onger-sleepy street, people were running out of

doors.

For reasons he could not have expl ai ned, he got out of the
truck. The main shock hit just as his feet touched the ground,
and it knocked himflat.

There is no other sound on earth like the coll apse of a
| arge building. He had never heard it before, but he heard
it now, and he knew instinctively what it was.

"You all right, son?" The speaker was a fat man in a |ight
bl ue sports shirt.

"Yeah, |'m okay."
off my pins."

Brick scranbled up. "Just got knocked
"Wonder if it cracked ny slab,"” the fat man said. He was
| ooki ng specul atively at a small white bungal ow

"Somet hing fell down."

"Uh-huh. | heard it." The fat man continued to stare at
hi s house.

"I wouldn't go back in there, sir. It mght not be over yet."

Wien the fat man did not answer, Brick started down the

street on foot, ignoring the chattering, half-hysterical people
who had fled their homes. Despite what he had said, he did

not believe there would be nore shocks. The quake had

cone, and it had done what it had been intended to do.

As he expected, St. Mchael's lay in ruins, stone tunbled

upon stone. Save for the fine haze that still hung over its
destruction, it mght have been sacked by the CGoths, pulled
down by Gaiseric and his Vandals. "It's a real nercy," a

worman told him "Nobody inside. Father always |ocks up
after the | ast norning nmass."

"I didn't think they were ever |ocked," Brick said absently.
"Quess | couldn't have gotten in anyway." He began tb pick



t hrough the rubble and after five mnutes of searching dis-
covered a small statue of Mary the Mt her of God hol ding
the infant Jesus in her arms. The thunmb of one hand and

the head of the infant had been broken off. Mary's nose was
battered. He pulled the statue upright and for a nonent
knelt before it, crossing hinmself twice.

The ranch house was big and sprawing, partly fiel dstone,
partly wood. Behind it, obscured by the bul k of the house,
stretched a long, |ow, alnost w ndow ess wooden buil di ng
that was presumably Dr. Crane's lab. Brick parked the truck
beside a van and clinbed out. Atall man with gl ossy bl ack
hair stood in the doorway watching him arms folded, |legs a
bit too wide. Seeing him Brick waved; the tall man conceded
hi m no answering gesture. There was a stink |like an open
sewer-the reek of the corpses in a certain field of upland
rice.

"Good nmorning, sir," Brick called when he was closer. "I
suppose you're Dr. Crane. My nane's Brick Bronson. |'ma
leg man for the San Franco Sun." Under his breath he added,
"Or something.”

The tall man in the doorway continued to watch himwth-

at replying. Brick was suddenly conscious that although the
all man's face appeared in repose, his eyes were bl azing;
their stare carried an al nost pal pabl e heat.

"I"'d like to talk to you about your daughter.”

"It is true that | have a daughter,” the tall man said, nearly
whi spering. "But you would not wish to speak of her if you
were wise. Certainly you would not wish to see her. My nane

is Lucifer Satanus."

Brick stretched out his hand.

Lucifer smled at it. "That will not break ny pavenents,"

he said. "Despite so many wild runors, they are not |aid of
good intentions-which are, in ny experience, quite easily
broken. And I will not take it in mine, since that would be

so painful for you. In return, | ask you not to make a certain
di sgusting gesture while in ny presence. W both know the

one | nmean, do we not?"

"You're the devil. | nust be dream ng."

"I amthe Devil, in the sense that | amthe enperor of al
devils, the Angel of the Bottomess Pit. Mre to the point, as
you shall see, | amthe Prince of Sin. You are acquainted with

sin, are you not?"
Bri ck nodded.

And the Devil |aughed. "Ah, yes, those | eaves in Saigon
Chil di sh. You shall be better acquainted with it soon. You
said you were dreaming. It is not now that you are dreaning
but when you thought you could appeal to a Hi gher Power,
and that He would protect you fromyour author. Not in this
worl d, Brick. By doing as you did, you have transforned



yours into a religious story, and so rel eased ne upon yourself.
Do you under st and?"

"I'"'mafraid | do."

"I amgratified. By the way, the author has just informed

me that you are torn between the desire to nake that gesture

and the urge to strike ne in the face. Neither will be effectual
and there is one nmore thing I should tell you before | go.
Earlier you were led to expect the Rigelians. They will not
appear. | amhere in their place."

Brick's big fist fanned enpty air. As he stood staring at the
spot where Lucifer Satanus had stood, he heard footsteps
frominside the house. A rather stooped, white-haired man
appear ed, glanced at the open door in some surprise, and

cane to greet Brick. "I thought it was getting warmin here,"
he said in a gentle, cultivated voice. "Soneone's been letting
our air-conditioning out. You didn't by any chance open this
door, did you, young man?"

"No, sir. It was open when | pulled in. | was just about to
ring your bell."

"Strange." The white-haired man hesitated a nonment | ook-
ing at the door, then extended his hand. "I'm Charles Crane,
by the way."

"Brick Bronson. It's an honor. Dr. Crane."

"Brick? Really? Wat an unusual nane."

Brick flushed. "Really it's Roscoe. But when | was a kid
sonmebody started calling ne Brick. Wth a nane |ike Roscoe,
you can see why | stuck with it."

The scientist smled. "I do indeed. | shall call you Brick
and | hope you'll call ne Charles. Now won't you step in out
of the sun, Brick?"

West and east, supposed never to neet, net in that room
There were horns and antlers on the walls, and wi de chairs
covered with saddl e-skirting; a Steinway grand and Dresden
figurines.

"It's atrifle nussed now," Dr. Crane said, seating hinself

in the largest of the | eather chairs and glancing at the untidy
newspaper |lying beside it. "This is one ofJuanita's days off.
But do sit down, Brick. What can | do for you?"

Brick cleared his throat. "Wen you saw that open door,
Doc . . ." He hesitated.

"Yes?"
"Well, you said, 'Strange.' Sonething about the way you

said it made nme think that there had been other strange
things going on. I'd like you to tell me about them"



For a nonent the scientist's white eyebrows rose in two

little arches; then the corners of his nmouth followed them
"Al'l right," he said. "I don't see what harmit can do. A good
many of the rooms of this house overl ook the valley-possibly
you noticed that on your drive up. There have been sone
odd- | ooking lights down there and sone nore in the air over
our nountain."

" UFGCs?"
"Flying objects that |, at |east, cannot identify, yes."

"I don't think you have to worry about those any nore,

Doc. But | don't think those were what was worrying you,
nmostly. You'd be curious and excited about saucers, if there
were any such thing."

"You don't believe in thenP"
"Not now, no. What's the real problem Doc?"

The white-haired scientist shrugged. "Just a feeling of
bei ng wat ched. Paranocia, if you like. Then once, when the
feeling was very strong and | stopped what | was doi ng and
| ooked about, | could al nost swear | saw the flash of bin-
ocul ars up on the nountainside."

"]l understand."

"I hope you do, young man, because | don't. Now |'ve
answered your question, and |I'mgoing to ask you one of ny
own. Why are you here?"

Brick hesitated. "I know about your work: the serum”
"There was sonething in the newspaper, | believe."

"Down in San Franco |'ve heard sone runors. Third- and
fourth-hand stuff, but sonebody's after you, Doc. Sonebody
wi th noney and an organi zati on. They want that serum bad."

"In a few nonths, when |'ve perfected the process, they
will only have to ask. | intend to offer ny serumto humanity
wi t hout charge."

"I don't think they want it like that. They want it all, and
that's why I'mhere. Wth me around, | don't think they're
going to get it unless you want to give it to them™

"You're offering me your services as a security officer
Have you credential s?"

"Maybe none you'd find convincing. The Silver Star, and

a few boxi ng and marksmanshi p trophi es. But you can judge
for yourself if I'"'mqualified. Let me stay here and keep an
eye on things for you, and when you've had a chance to check
me out, we'll talk about pay. If you don't think |I've earned
any, 1I'll be on ny way."

"Il have-"



A radiantly lovely girl stepped into the room then hesi-
tated. "lI'msorry, Dad. | thought you were al one."

"It's quite all right, Carol. This is M. Bronson. He'll be
staying with us for a few days at |east."

That night in the guest roomBrick cleaned and oiled his
W nchester before preparing for bed.

"Sir! M. Wlfe, sir!l"

"For Pete's sake. Brick. You'll wake everybody up."

"They can't hear me. They're on another part of the page.
Listen, sir, the old guy's nice enough, but | came out here
for the girl."

"So what ?"

"I got a fifteen-second | ook, and the next thing I know I'm
up here with this damm gun. Sir, you laid the Devil hinself
on me. They don't cone any rougher than that. Don't | have
any rights?"

"W). Not one single goddam one."

"Sir, I'Il die."

"I won't let you."

"Not that way, sir. I'lIl dieinside. I'lIl turninto a store-
wi ndow dummry and a tape recorder. Pull the string and
say ny lines, push me over and I'l|l never get up."

There was a soft tap at the door

"Cone in," Brick called. "It's not |ocked."

Carol entered, closing the door swiftly behind her. She
wore a quilted robe. "You'll think I"'mterrible," she said. "But
| have to talk to someone."

"I couldn't think you were terrible under any circum
stances, " Brick told her

"It's Father. He's in danger."
"1 know. "

He's been getting things in the mail. Notes . . ."
Threatening letters? He should have showed themto ne."

I think he's destroyed them But he's afraid. You don't

know him Brick, but | do, and for the first time in his life,
he's frightened. He's had a burglar alarminstalled in the |ab
and he's tal king about getting a watchdog."

"He's got one now. Me. You don't have to worry anynore."



"Brick, | want himto die. But-"
A shot rang out.

Brick was off the bed and out the door in one |ong junp,
the Wnchester in one hand and hal f-a-dozen cartridges in
the other. The mpon, shining through the w ndows, provided
Just enough illumination for himto find his way in the un-
fam liar ranch house.

To his left he heard the sob of indrawn breath, then the
unmi st akabl e sound a rifle bolt makes as it is drawn back to
ki ck out enpty brass and shoved forward to bring another
round into the chanber. He had already slipped his own
cartridges into the magazi ne; now he jerked down the | ever
and brought it up again.

"Brick? I's that you?" Beneath the words hung the famliar
reek of gunsnoke.

"Yeah, it's nme, Doc. You okay?"

Li ght streaned from an open doorway. "I'mfine, Brick
But | don't think our friend here is in such good shape."

Still in a half crouch, Brick sprang into the room Dr. Crane
was standi ng near an open wi ndow, a Springfield rifle in one
hand and a snall black automatic in the other. He held the

automatic up. "Do you know about these? Is it going to fire?"

"A PPR Not unless you give the trigger a good hard pull."
Brick took the automatic and thrust it into his belt, then
gl anced down at the man who lay at the scientist's feet.

He was small and dark, like his weapon, with a fuzzy beard
t hat conceal ed nost of the lower half of his face. H s noc-

casins were worn, his jeans ragged; one side of his faded
denim shirt was soaked with his bl ood.

Brick knelt beside him "Better get on the phone, Doc. Get
an anbul ance up here."

Carol's voice said, "I'll doit."
"Thanks. "

Bendi ng over Brick and the wounded man. Dr. Crane

asked, "Do you think he'll Iive?"
"He mght. He's young. |'ve seen them hurt worse than
this and still pull through. And |I've seen some that weren't

hit this bad die. Right lung' s collapsed. You have silvertips
in that rifle?"

The scientist shook his head. "Full jacket. Target amu-
nition. 1 was going to sight it in before elk season opened.™

"That saved him" Brick rolled the wounded man over and
slipped a wallet out of his hip pocket. "A silvertip would have
bl own out a hole the size of your hat, and he'd be dead



al ready. You have first-aid supplies here? Gauze or tape? W
can at |east slow down the bl eeding."

"Yes," Dr. Crane said. He seened irresolute. "I'Il get

them" Brick flipped open the wounded man's wal | et, gl anced
at the contents, rubbed the side of his nose with one finger
t hen | ooked agai n.

When Carol returned, adding her own soft perfunme to the
pure desert air that floated through the open w ndow, he
had al ready staunched the flow of blood. She asked, "Do you
need anything el se?"

"A bl anket to keep himwarm He's in shock."

She brought a striped Indian blanket fromthe sofa and
hel ped Brick tuck it around the wounded man and raise his
feet.

" Anbul ance say they were coni ng?"

"Ri ght away, they said." She paused. "But it's about twenty-
five mles."

Brick glanced at his wistwatch. "Half an hour."
"l suppose. You can't do anything nore for hinP"

"No. He needs to get the blood out of his chest cavity, and
any pieces of cloth and bone that nay be in there with it. |
don't think we have to worry about the bullet-it nmade a
clean exit. Then the lung could be patched and reinflated
and so on. But we don't have the equipnment for any of that."

"Who is he, Brick?"

Brick grinned at her. "I'mglad you asked. | was trying to
figure out howto ask you if you knew him"

Carol shook her head.

"According to the stuff in his wallet, his nane's John Sl ade.
That ring any bells?"

Carol shook her head again. "I don't think |I've ever heard
of him"

They both turned at the sound of footsteps. It was Dr.
Crane, still carrying his rifle.

"\Where' ve you been, Doc?"
"Qutside." The scientist dropped into a chair. "I thought
there m ght be nore."

"That was a hell of a risky thing to do."
"I doubt it. You say they want the formula for nmy serum

and if that is the case, the last thing they woul d be apt to do
isto kill ne before they get it."



"Sounds logical. | just hope they nake as nuch sense as
you do."

Under her breath, Carol murnured, 'He wants to show
you he's as brave as you are.”

Brick gave no indication of having heard her. "Find any-
body?"

The scientist shook his head. "No. No one."

"How d he get here? Car?"

"I didn't see one. Do you know, | never thought of that?"
"No horse? Not hi ng?"

"I didn't see any. No."

Carol said, "Could he have been | anded by helicopter?"

"Not close, or I would have heard it," Brick told her. "Of
course, they could have dropped himout in the desert a nile
or so. O sonebody el se coul d have been with hi msone-

body who drove his car away when he heard the shot. Doc,
does the nanme John Sl ade mean anything to you? |I've already
asked your daughter.™

"I's that who tie is?"

"Hs wallet savs so. Belongs to a lot of environnental
groups and conservation cl ubs. Know the nane?"

The scientist shook his head.

"How about the face? | don't want to have to turn him
over again, but you saw himbefore, and if you | ook, you can
still see himpretty well."

"Perhaps without the beard. But | doubt it."

"John Sl ade wasn't the name signed to those threatening
letters you got?"

Dr. Crane's head jerked up. "How did you know about
t hose?"

"Just a shot in the dark. You were worried when | cane
here, and tonight you were junpy enough to grab a | oaded
rifle when you heard Sl ade here outside-"

"I didn't hear him | saw himin the noonlight."

"Swell. Instead of going to bed or reading or maybe wat ch-

ing TV, you were standi ng around | ooki ng out of w ndows.

That has to be sonething nore than some guy up on the

mountain with field glasses. Hell, that could have been a bird-
wat cher or sonmebody on the | ookout for the UFGs. | figured
you' d been getting letters or phone calls. Maybe both, but
peopl e don't usually sign phone calls.”



Laying his rifle across his knees, the scientist ran both hands
t hrough his abundant white hair. "I see. No, John Sl ade
wasn't the nane."

"What was?"

The scientist ignored the question. "The nost recent cane
today, in the mail. They've all been mailed. About six, | think
Per haps seven. It said that he had found soneone to kill ne,
and he would send him have himdo it, unless I-"

"Go on, Doc."

"Unless | made a certain gesture of surrender. Set fire to
nmy | aboratory."

Brick whistled softly.

"I couldn't do it, you understand. | wouldn't do it. Literally,
| would prefer to die."

Carol was stroking the wounded man's cheek. "Brick, his
skin is clamy. Danp and cold."

"That's shock. There's nothing we can do besi des what
we' ve al ready done."

"Shoul dn't we be hearing the anmbul ance bv now?"
Brick glanced at his watch. "Not yet."

"I know they shouldn't be here yet, but shouldn't we hear
then? At night we can hear anbul ances and fire engi nes way
down in the valley."

Brick's shoul ders noved a sixteenth of an inch. "I wouldn't
know about that. Doc, |1'd like to see sone of those letters."”

"You can't. | burned them | didn't want Carol to find
them" The old scientist hesitated. "I suppose you killed a
great many nmen in Viet Nam I|-1've hunted all my life, but
I've never killed anyone before.™

"You still haven't. If that neat wagon gets here in ting,
there's still a chance he'll pull through. You burn the envel -
opes too?"

Dr. Crane nodded.

"You happen to notice where they were postmarked
fronP"

Dr. Crane nodded again. "From San Franco, all the post-
marks that could be read."

"I see. Doc, |'ve been waiting for you to tell ne how they
were signed, but it seens like you' re not going to unless |
ask you. So don't tell ne it was the Blue Avenger or sone
crap like that. You recogni zed the nane?"



The old scientist |aughed. Itwas a dry sound, hunorl ess
as the shaking of a pebble in an enpty jar. He stood and,
still carrying his rifle, started out of the room "Yes,"
over his shoulder. "Yes, you could say | did."

he said

Brick glanced at Carol, but she seened as puzzl ed as he.
After a nonment he asked, "Is there any chance he'll kil
hi nmsel f ?"

"I don't think so," she said. There was an edge of bitterness
in her voice

"But you wish he would."
"Sometines, | suppose.”
"You don't act like it when he's around.”

She bit her lip. "Brick, maybe sometinme |I'l|l explain. But this
isn'"t the time or the place, and |I've only known you a few hours."

"It may be the only time and place we'll ever have," he said
gently. "The story may be over soon."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

He managed a rueful little shrug. "Things are happening
fast tonight."

"I know what you mean."

"You and | could clinmb out this wi ndow, just |ike Slade
clinbed in. We could wal k around in the desert in the noon-
light, holding hands. But it would nean | eaving him and he
m ght start bl eeding again."

"W can't do that."

"I know we can't. And so | thought maybe we could pretend

we did, if it was all right with you. Carol, when they were
flying me overseas, the plane had a little trouble, and we set
down on sone little island in the Pacific. | don't even re-
nmenber the nane of it now "

She watched him her blue eyes as serious as his.

"There was a landing strip there left over fromWrld Wr

I1. They still maintained it, and once or twice a nmonth a mail
pl ane cane and so forth. W stayed there a couple of days
until they could fly in a part for one of our engines. There
were a lot of birds on that island, and it was the mating
season. "

He paused and chuckl ed softly. "They would pair off and

ki nd of bob up and down at each other, and keep it up for
hours. Sometines one would go get an oyster shell and | ay

it at the other's feet. | guess the one that carried the shel
was the male, or maybe they both did it. Anyway, there was
an ornithologist-a bird scientist-who' d cone to study



them He was taking pictures and stuff, and one day | got
to talking with him"

"Yes, Brick?"

"I asked why they did it, why they bobbed up and down

like that. And he told me they had to. It didn't matter how
much they wanted to get together. To mate. If they didn't
bob up and down like that, they couldn't do it."

"That's sad, isn't it? Sad, and a little funny. But | don't
understand why you're telling ne about it now "

"I just meant that we're people, not birds. If | could bring
you candy and flowers and take you sonepl ace to dance-

or for a walk in the desert in the noonlight-that would be
nice. But we don't have to do it."

"You want us to-to be lovers? Wth this man bl eedi ng on
the floor?"

"l want us to be sweethearts. Sweethearts | ove each other
and they trust each other."

Carol hesitated, then raised a finger to her lips. "Shh! Dad's
com ng back."

Dr. Crane seened nore rel axed now. The rifle was gone;

so was his suit coat. He dropped into a chair and | ooked
benevol ently and di stantly down on the two younger people.
"I's he going to die?" he asked.

"I'f that anmbul ance doesn't get here pretty soon, he is. Doc."
" Good. "

Carol's hand flew to her nouth. "Dad!"

"You want himto die, Doc?"

"OfF course | do. He came into ny house to kill ne."

"Then you shoul d have put another bullet in him"

"l suppose | should have. At the tinme | was too shocked.

| saw hi m out side the wi ndow, you know. And | recalled
readi ng sonewhere that it was best to wait until a prow er

had actually entered, that there would be less difficulty with
the police that way." The scientist tittered, then seened to

bite the shrill laughter back. "And so | waited. He sil houetted
hi nsel f ever so nicely against the noon when he clinbed
over the sill. Just |like one of those man-shaped targets you

see at the range."

Brick wal ked over to himand | ooked into his eyes. They
were blind circles, like two flecks of blue paint.

"I waited until | heard his foot on ny floor-a little, shuf-
fling sound. Then | squeezed off the shot. Actually, | couldn't



aimvery well. That scope isn't nmeant for shooting in the
dark."

"He's high," Brick told Carol. "Do you know what he uses?"

She shook her head. "I've seen himthis way before, but
not often.”

"In Nam 1 saw a | ot of heroin and hash, but they don't
talk that much on heroin, and hash doesn't do that to your
eyes. What is it, Doc?"

The scientist giggled and shook his head.

"Come on, what did you shoot up on? Morphine? If you' ve
got some, it might help this guy here.”

Unexpect edl y, the wounded man stirred.

"I won't say," Dr. Crane told Brick. "And you can't force

me to. At this very noment there is a curtain-a wonderfu
curtain, invisible, beautiful, the strongest and nost beautifu
i nvi si bl e obj ect ever seen-between nyself and yoursel f. Be-
tween nyself and the world. Do you wish to burn ny arns

with cigarettes? Please go ahead.”

"I"ve quit snoking, Doc." Brick had al ready turned away
to see to the wounded John Sl ade. Sl ade's eyes opened, flut-
tered cl osed, then opened agai n.

"It's okay, buddy," Brick told him "You've been hurt, but
an anbul ance is on the way. You' ve lost a lot of blood, that's
all. Don't try to get up."

Carol grasped his arm "Brick, listen! Don't you hear it?"

A muted whine, faint as the scratching of a stereo needle
when the record is over, floated up fromthe valley and in
t hrough the open wi ndow, a distant siren's song.

Bri ck nodded. "Sounds good to ne."

"We can't let themsee Dad. W've got to get himout of
here.”

"Not until | find out what |'ve got to. Doc, you said you
recogni zed the name on those letters. Wose was it?"

"The nanme | know best . . ." The words trailed off into
hi gh- pi tched | aught er.

Brick slapped the scientist's left cheek. The smack of his
cal l used hand mi ght al nost have been the report of a small
gun.

"You're going to have to tell me, or | won't be able to help
you and your daughter. No matter how high you are right

now, you rust know that you're going to have to come down
sonetine. "



The scientist giggled until a second bl ow snapped his head
back. A trickle of dark bl ood stained his chin.

"I'f I"'mnot able to help you then, you're going to have a
| ot worse problemthan some anbul ance guy who saw you

stoned. "

"Which is ny own, of course,” Dr. Crane nurnured

"Charles C. Crane, Ph.D. That is how they were signed, you
see, young man. My own nane. My signature. My hand-
witing."

"You wrote them yoursel f?"

The scientist stared off into space, watching something no
one el se could see.

Carol said, "Brick, he couldn't have!"
"Sure he could. Funnier things have happened.”
"But why-"

"You don't like himand | don't Iike him Mybe he doesn't
like hinmself nuch either. He get into town often?"

"Hardly ever."

"There's no box out at the road. How does he get his nmail ?"
"W have a post office box in town."

"I thought so. Wo picks the mail up?”

"I do. | mail his letters too, and they're letters |'ve typed
nmyself. If he had witten anything by hand, | would have
noticed it."

"When | cane here today, he said sonething about a
housekeeper named Juanita. Said she was off. Does she go
into town to shop?"

Carol nodded. "Groceries and things. But, Brick, Juanita
can't drive. | have to take her in, in our van. | drop her at
t he supernmarket, do ny own errands and pick up the mail

and any supplies Dad may have ordered-there's a scientific
and nedical supply house in San Franco-then come back

to the market and get her. Today | drove her to her sister's
in Ro Lodo."

Brick stroked his chin. "Sonebody's forging his handwrit-
ing, then. That's what it |ooks like."

"But why woul d anyone want to do that?"
"For the psychol ogical effect, | suppose. It seens to have

worked. It should be pretty unsettling to realize that sone-
body who's after you can wite letters, checks, or whatever,



usi ng your nane, whenever he wants to. Besides, it m ght
throw the police off, so if you' re going to disguise your hand-
writing anyway, why not disguise it as your victinms?"

The twi tching of the wounded man's face drew their at-
tention. Hoarsely and al nost unintelligibly he said, "Not
forged."

"What's that?" Brick bent over him

"Not forged." He gasped for breath. "He . . . 7“erox . . ."
The whi sper trail ed away.

"What the hell does that nean?" Brick nuttered.

Carol suggested, "That the letters Dad has been getting
crereally copies of letters he once wote soneone el se?"

Sl ade gasped, "Please. Terribly thirsty."

"Cet hima glass of water," Brick said. "I'Il roll himover
and try to hold himup a little."

The song of the siren was much | ouder now as the am

bul ance wound its way up the nountain road. Brick listened
toit, and to the whisper of Carol's slippers as she went into
the kitchen. Dr. Crane slumped in his chair. "Sin," Brick said
to hinmsel f. "Lucifer Satanus, Prince of Sin, you did all this
to us. Dope. Attenpted murder. Lies. But if you're real, He
has to be real too."

He | ooked down at the wounded Slade to see if he was

bei ng overheard, and realized that he was not in fact speak-
ing. O rather that the Brick who spoke was an inner Brick

a sort of operator animating the clay figure that supported

t he wounded man. This second, inner Brick reached beneath

his shirt for the silver medal his nother had once given him
then remenbered that he had lost it in a rice held alnost ten
t housand mi |l es away.

"This stuff isn't going to help you. Brick."

"If the Devil's real, sir, there has to be a God too. The
Devil had to be cast out by soneone.”

"Now you're a theol ogi an. You're supposed to be an ex-Marine."
"Sorry, sir."

"There is no God for you. Brick, and your Devil wasn't cast out
by anybody. He was cast by ne, and cast into your life by nme. If
you've a God at all-never nind."

"Here, Brick darling." Carol handed hima glass of cold
water. "If vou don't think it will hurt him"

"Not if he sips it. It's not a stomach wound." Brick held
the glass to Slade's lips. "Carol, you called ne darling."

"It slipped out, | guess."



"I hope it slips out often.”
"Careful, you'll drown him OCh, Brick!"
"What is it?"

"Way did we have to neet like this? It could have been so
much ni cer."”

"Because | fished a statue out of the rubble this afternoon.”
"l don't think | understand."”

"And | can't explain, Carol. Not now, anyway." He put

down the glass. "WII| you kiss ne, Carol? |I've |loved you from
the beginning, and I've got a feeling it's the only kiss we'll
ever get."

She ki ssed him Sonmewhere down the nountain road

t he anmbul ance rounded a beetling outcrop. Its siren was
suddenly louder, rising and falling |ike the whooping of a
wol f .

"Again," Brick pleaded.

"They're conming. | have to get Dad out of here. 1'll [ock
himin his bedroom" She hurried over to the narcotized
scientist, seeming to pull himerect by main strength.

Brick felt the PPK slipping out of his belt and began a
frenzied judo chop with his right hand.

The sound of the shot filled the room springing back from
the walls with doubled force. The little Gernan autonatic
went skittering across the carpet. Brick dropped Slade and
| eaped to his feet.

For an instant, he thought the shot had m ssed. Then, very
slowy at first. Dr. Crane began to crunple. A red stain spread
across his white shirt.

Carol rel eased hi mand backed away, hands covering her
face. Slowy, then, it seemed, very fast, the old scientist
pitched forward on his face. Qutside, the anbul ance ground
to a stop.

"Sorry. Really sorry . The whi spering voice was Sl ade's.

Bri ck demanded, "Wy did you do it?"

"Wuld've . . . killed us all. Killed . . . world. He woul d.
Told ne. Billions of lives . "

There was a sharp knock at the door. "Let themin," Brick
snapped to Carol. He bent over the wounded Sl ade. "What
are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Crane serum woul d' ve saved billions. No room No nore
animals, plants. W'd be"-the wounded man gasped for



sir-"standi ng on everybody's shoul ders. Al have died."

"So you cane here to kill himfirst." Brick heard the door
open, the confused footsteps of the paranedics.

"Dr. Crane told me . " Slade's whisper was nearly |ost.
"Burn | ab . n

A paranedi ¢ grasped Brick's shoul der and | eaned heavily
upon it as he bent to peer at Slade. "Wat happened to hin®"

Sl ade sighed, "No space . . . for billions. Not till we get into
space. Dr. Crane . "

"Qunshot," Brick told the paranedic. "They shot each

other." It sounded so sinple when he said it that way.
"He won't make it,"
he strai ghtened up.

the paranedic said. Swaying a little,
"CGoddamit, aren't you even going to try to save hin? Gve
hi m pl asma?"

"Wn't nake it," the paramedic said again. "Going into
coma now. DOA for sure."

"Brick," Carol called, "what's the matter with then®?"

The other paranedic said thickly, "Wiat's the matter with
you?"

Brick stood. "Drunk, | think. I don't smell it on them so
it must have been vodka, or maybe mnedici nal al cohol.™

"Listen, Mac," the first paranmedic said. "W're not drunk
Sure, we had a couple, but we're not drunk."

"Fine," Brick told him "Get this guy sonme plasma. Wat
about the old man?"

"dd guy's DOA, " the second paranmedic told him "No respir-
ation, no pulse. Got a bullet intlie belly and his heart gave out."

The first paranedic said again, "Listen, Mac, we're not
drunk. You know what we've been doin' all day? You know?"

"You got plasma in your amnbul ance?"

"We' ve been draggin' the bodies out. That's what we've
been doin'. Had a big quake down in San Franco, see? Eight
poi nt one on the Richter scale. Wnen. Kids. My God, you

shoul d have seen them™"

Brick took himby the arm "Let's go get some plasm," he
said wearily. "This man's still alive."

"That man's dead," the paramedic told him "He just hasn't
stopped breathin' yet."

They got the needle into Slade's armand carried hi mout



to the anbul ance, then took out Dr. Crane

"He did it to nme," Carol said softly. "When | was just a
little girl. About once a week for a year. Finally, Mther found

out and made himstop. |'ve never been able to forgive him
for that. | was hoping . . . But | still can't." She shuddered.
"I suppose | never will. Ch, Christ!"

The second paranedi ¢ stunbl ed and dropped his end of

the stretcher. Dr. Crane's body rolled off onto the gravel ed
drive. Wth the sheet pulled partially away fromhis face, he
appeared to be wearing a surgeon's nask.

Brick turned Carol around until she could no | onger see
the corpse. "Wy did you stay?"

Her shoul ders noved up and down under his fingers. "It
doesn't natter."

"Ckay. "

She drew a deep breath. "Brick, we'll be rich. | know where

he kept the formula for his seruma brown notebook in his

desk in the lab. He was just working out a system for making

the serumin quantity, and any pharmaceutical conpany

could do that. It virtually elimnates the onset of degenerative
di seases. People will pay anything for it. Think of all the rich
old nen."

"He was going to give it away," Brick told her

"Tor the prestige' That was all he cared about. Medals, the
Nobel Prize. He wanted sonebody to endow a real research
center for him where he could boss a big staff.”

"Sure," Brick said

The first paranedic was bending over Dr. Crane. "Hey!"

he called. "The old guy's heart's started again. Shock mnust
have done it." For a second he stood there blinking, trying
to reason through an alcoholic fog. "I'Il give himsonme ox-
ygen. M ght have sone brain danage, though. He was out
quite a while."

"G ve the other one sone too," Brick instructed him "It
m ght help."

"It mght at that."

Brick hel ped themget the old scientist into the anbul ance,
wat ched the first paranmedic funbling with his oxygen equi p-
ment for a nonment, then closed the rear door. The second
par amedi ¢ stunbl ed toward the cab

Brick asked, "You going to drive?"

"Quess so. Al's busy back there."

"Al drove up?"



The second paranedi ¢ nodded.

"Wth you gettingsnmashed nost of the way. You're in no
shape to drive. The girl will drive for you."

"My bus? Forget it."
Brick hit himso hard his feet left the ground.

Carol opened her mouth to scream then shut it again.
Brick said, "Think you can drive this? Shouldn't be nuch
different fromyour van,"

"I -1 suppose so."

"Sure you can. I'll put himin front with you. | think I
broke his jaw, and that will give himsonething to worry
about if he wakes up."

"Brick! Aren't you com ng too?"

"Il follow you in ny pickup,"” Brick said. "OQtherw se we
won't have any transportation once we get to the hospital
I'"d drive, but | don't know where it is. Now get going."

He stood in the road and wat ched the anbul ance's red tai
lights until they vani shed around a bend. A few seconds |ater
the siren cane on. Carol had found the switch, he reflected.

There was a gal vani zed scrub bucket in Juanita's kitchen

He used his pocket knife to cut the hose fromthe rinsing
nozzle on the sink. In the living room where two nmen had
nearly died, he found Sl ade's PPK under a sofa and thrust

it into his belt again, then retrieved his Wnchester fromthe
corner where he had left it.

Back outside, he hung the Wnchester on its nounts in the
back of the pickup's cab and si phoned gasoline fromthe tank
until the bucket was half full. Over a gallon, he figured.
Nearly two bucks' worth. Carefully he positioned the bucket
near - but not too near-the back of the | aboratory, struck

a match and tossed it in.

The gas caught with a sound |ike the cracking of a giant

whi p. He junped backward, then sprinted for the shadow

of a hillock of boulders and sand. He had no sooner reached

it and turned to watch the dancing flames than the giant's
fist struck himbehind the ear. For an instant he saw the dark
ground | eaping toward him but he was unconsci ous before

he struck it.

When he woke, it was to hear a rending, grinding crash.
Vaguely he pictured cars neeting head-on outside his dingy
roomin San Franco, or a car crushed under the wheels of a
tractor-trailer.

He shifted his head. Sand grated on his cheek; the night

wind stirred his hair. H's hands woul d not conme forward to
hel p hi mup. After a noment, he found that they were bound
behi nd his back. Miuch of the feeling had left his arms. He



struggl ed erect without them rolling on one side to get his
knees under him pushing hinmself up with an el bow

The crash had been his pickup. Its hood was buried now
so [ he big doubl e doors at the back of the lab. Orange flanes
danced along its sides.

"You're awake," a fam liar voice said behind him "Wuld
you like a closer view of the fire? I ran your truck over your
bucket of gasoline, and it really should be quite spectacul ar."

Brick turned. "Hello, Doc. Al right if | call you that?"
"Certainly."

"You |l ook just like himtoo, nearly as | can see. Except you
haven't been shot lately. Tw n?"

The second Dr. Crane shook his head

"Then the Russians or somebody fixed you up to | ook like
him | guess. Plastic surgery and so forth."

"You are a curious man, whoever you are. Doesn't it con-
cern you that you' re about to die?"

"I didn't know | was."

"And you are ludicrously incorrect about the Russians.

Appear ance, voice, height-1 doubt very much if they, or
anyone on earth, could do so well." The second Dr. Crane
gestured with Sl ade's black PPK. "Now, forward. \Wether

or not you care to have a better view of the conflagration, i
do."

Brick started toward the burning truck. "I've never hac
any luck at all with that gun."”

"And now you never will."

"Right. | figured, though, that if | nmade it look like the
| ab was burning, that woul d snoke out whoever had been
sending the real Doc those letters. | was right about that,
anyway. "

"You were wrong about that," the second Dr. Crane told

him "I was here already, watching from behind those boul -

ders. You very nearly tranpled ne when you ran there to

hi de. Fortunately, the light of the fire you had started in that
bucket must have inpeded your night vision."

Brick said, "Or unfortunately, depending on how you | oo
at it. You're a clone, right? |I've heard of that."

"No. | ama copy. ,But wouldn't you like to know what
struck you wth?"

"Not particularly. This close enough?" The heat of the
burni ng truck washed his cheeks. The | aboratory buil di ng
itself was beginning to catch now.



"Yes, this will do. It was a stone, A common desert stone.
Was that courageous of nme? A slight and rather elderly nman?"

"l guess so."

"But | had no alternative. Had | fled, you would have heard
me, pursued nme, and al nmpst certainly caught me within a
hundred yards. Had | remained as | was, you would surely
have noticed ne. As it happened, | struck; and in striking,
I won. But if | had possessed a pistol of my own, | would
have killed ny original alnost an hour ago, when he cane
poki ng about with ny-pardon nme, his-hunting rifle. Did

he suppose | would cone so near ny old honme as that?"

Brick said, "He was nmostly showi ng off, but the pressure

got to be too rmuch for him" He glanced at his burning truck
and took a step toward the second Dr. Crane, who stepped
back.

"I warn you, if you attenpt to run at me, I'Il fire."

"Then | won't attenpt it, Doc. Tell nme about this copying
busi ness. Your man Sl ade sai d sonet hi ng about xerography,
but we thought he neant the letter had been copied.”

Mormentarily the second Dr. Crane | ooked puzzled. "Sone,
ah, people canme. Nearly a nonth ago, now. Qur electricity
went off, all of it. | thought it was sone sort of storm
They | anded out there, out in the desert."

He | ooked sharply at Brick. "I don't suppose you believe
a word of this, but it doesn't matter. You'll be dead quite
soon. "

"Go on," Brick said.

"I was working here in the | aboratory, the original |. They
cane and got nme. My daughter and ny cook rnust have been
sleeping, and I don't think they ever knew. Presumably, they
were not permitted to wake up until the others had |left. \Wat
i s your name, by the way?"

"Bronson. "

"I"m Charles Crane, as you know. M. Bronson, |'m sup-

posed to be a biochem st, but | don't know quite how to

expl ai n. Suppose | were a nedieval scribe. 1'd spend ny days

in copying the Bible: beautiful lettering, illustrated capitals.

You' ve seen then?"
Bri ck nodded.

"And then soneone showed nme a nodern col or copier.

Lay a page on it-and there it is again, just as good. O nearly
just as good. That was what they did. They wanted ne, you

see. O at least, they wanted a Charles Crane to take back to
wherever they cane from | can't imagi ne why, unless they'd
forgotten the principles they'd used to build that machine.

O perhaps they had not built it, had got it from sonme ot her



culture. In any event they made a copy, then w ped an hour
or so fromthe nenories of the original."

"But you escaped?"

The second Dr. Crane shook his head. "I was left over, if

you wish to put it so. They made nme first, | think. | know
that | am Charles Cabot Crane. | recall my chil dhood, coll ege,
marriage, ny entire career. But when |I remenber all those
things, | know that | would do certain things | did not do at
the tine."

"I see," Brick said. The fire was advancing in colums al ong
the walls of the |aboratory building, blistering their dark
pai nt .

"I don't think I'"'ma very good copy. Not a perfect copy,
at least. They threw ne away, just left me behind."

"Alittle surprise for the real Doc." Brick glanced at the
truck again; its steel body glowed with heat. "Wiy'd you want
himto burn his |ab?"

The copy smiled. It was alnost a pleasant smile. "To de-
stroy his notebook, of course. My notebook. You see, there
is aflawin the formula. The serum can be produced, and it
wi || work-stave off cancer, cardi ovascul ar degenerati on,
and so on. But in less than an hour it goes bad."

"So that was why the Doc del ayed nmaking a fornal an-
nouncement of his discovery. He said he was working on a
way to manufacture it in quantity, and that bothered ne.

Li ke his daughter said, any of the big drug conpanies could
have worked out a production nethod, and they probably
couid have done it better than he could."

"But it could not be made in quantity, you see, M. Bron-
son, until that flaw was elimnated. It had to be nade and
used on the spot, which rendered it rather inpractical. But
I, in that last hour, the hour before they | anded, found the
way to elimnate that flaw. | recorded it in nmy notebook."

"You nmean the real Doc did," Brick told him "Then the
saucer people wi ped his menmory out, and he didn't | ook back

at that page, because he thought he knew what was on it."
"Exactly."

"And now, you plan to replace him You know Sl ade didn't
kill hinP"

"But he may have brain damage-yes, | overheard all that

was said, once you were outside. For ny purpose, it could

not have worked itself out better. Wen he is somewhat re-
covered, Carol will bring himback here; and | will elimnate
hi mand take his place-a miracul ous recovery. Not even

Carol need know. "

"And bl ame nme for destroying the lab. Just in case the
brain damage isn't all that bad, or sonme other scientist shows



up to go through his stuff.”

"Correct again. The building was | ocked, so you ramed

the doors with your truck. The fire started as a result, and
you fled into the desert. And now that | have seen that the

fire will do what | want, you and I will indeed go into the
desert.”

"Where you'll kill me, and hide ny body."

"Wwuld you rather | kill you here? I would prefer not to
have to drag you a nmile or so. But if | nust, | wll. Walk,
and you will have a few nonents nore-"

There was a shot.

The bullet's inpact al nost knocked the second Dr. Crane
off his feet; reeling, he regained his balance, waved the PPK
futilely in the direction of the burning truck.

Brick kicked it fromhis hand. "You'll never get the guy
that got you, Doc. There isn't anybody."

"1' m wounded.

"Sure you are. If you get a gun hot enough, and it's got a

round in the chanber, it'll go off. |I've seen machi ne guns

start to fire like that, with nobody pulling the trigger, because
a few long bursts had overheated the barrel. My deer rifle

was hanging in the back of the truck, and there was a round

in the chanber because | jacked one in when | heard the
real Doc shoot the poor kid you sent in after him Wen you
wal ked me over here, | lined you up with it as well as | could."

The second Dr. Crane was watching the blood that seeped
from between his fingers

"You' ve been shot in the belly, Doc. Just |like he was. It
woul d be interesting to know what's happened to the one in
t he saucer-1 think maybe there's some sort of |ink between
the three of you. But now if you want me to patch you up
you'd better untie ne."

The second Dr. Crane said nothing. H s face | ooked gray,
even in the reddish light of the fire. Tears trickled down the
gray cheeks.

"You don't believe that crap you fed Sl ade, do you? W'l

be saving the best peopl e-engi neers, physicists, craftsmen.
I f sonebody'd found that serumin time, we'd still have Ein-
stein, and by now we'd be selling fried chicken on Mars."

The knees went first. The copy's bl oodstai ned hands never

left his waist to block his fall. Brick cursed, then dropped to
the ground and lifted his hips and | egs, kicking and squirm
ing until his knife slid fromhis pocket.

It took thirty seconds or so to get it open, and anot her
thirty to cut away the electrical tape the second Dr. Crane



had taken fromhis truck. By the tine he got into the | abo-
ratory, the whole place was full of snpoke and chemi cal funes.
Bottl es of solvent were bursting like nortar shells. He tried
to recall whether Carol had ever nentioned the |ocation of
the desk, tried to hold his eyes open. Soon he could not. He
dropped to the floor, hoping to find better air.

"You see what it got you. Brick. You night have been rich and
famous, married to a | ovely woman. Were is the God you prayed
to now?"

"Everywhere, sir. Nowhere. | still haven't seen him"

"You never will."

"But you'll see ne."

"What are you tal king about? You're burning to death right now,
dyi ng of snoke inhal ation."

"But He made nme real. You'll pass ne on the street sone-
day, see nme in some crowd. Don't nmess with me then. Fists
Si ke pavenent breakers, renmenber?"

"Brick, you can never be real. Not real the way I am Wen this
is over, you'll be left behind on the page."

"You sound a little scared, sir. Maybe you' ve already felt
me close to you in the novie theater, seen ne waving at the
bal | game, heard ny voice around some city corner."

"How di d you know t hat?"

"Answer me. Brick! How did you know that ?

"Al'l right, on TV tonight they showed a man who got pulled out
of afire in California. But his nane was R ck, Ri ck Benson

"As well as | could hear it.
"That wasn't you, was it. Brick?
"Brick?

"Answer ne! Brick ... ?"

* kK
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THE eye a/the tel escope | ooked upward giddy mles to where the | ast
sphere, its sides pierced with yawni ng hol es, swayed above the city.



A teacher from Baton Rouge had paid her quarter, |ooked, and left,
a noment before. A nman from Des Mines woul d cone soon, but he
woul d be too late. For a few seconds a figure stood at one of those
hol es; then another who struggled with him then both were gone.

The subway rocked and jerked in the nalicious way sub-

ways have on Sunday afternoons, when the rocking and jerk-

ing are out of harnony with the nood of the time and the

people on the trains, people crossing the city to visit relatives
or seek the cool of the ocean. The notion did not seemto

bot her Bonni e, who sat with her hands upon the purse in

her lap with her arms encl osing protectively and possessively

the scarcely noticeable swelling.

Bonni e was pregnant. That nmade all the difference, as Joe
told hinmsel f. Bonnie was pregnant.

She was a tall, rather lanky girl, colored Scotch-Irish

around her red flushed el bows and hands. She wore a bl ack
maternity skirt with a hole for the belly in front-it had been
| ent her by her brother Chuck's wife-and a vol um nous bl ue
snock |ike the uniformof one of those sem public institutions
whose i nmates are issued clothing that does not seemto be

a uniformuntil two of themare seen together. Joe was Irish-
Italian, darker than she, with big hands and forearns.

A group of nen on the far side of the car stared for a

nonent at Bonnie, and he glowered at them He wanted to

ask themwhat the hell they thought they were |ooking at,

but he knew Bonni e woul d be upset. He enbarrassed her

too often anyway, too often for himto do it when he could

see it com ng. Besides, someone mght get really tough, and
Bonni e woul d becone frightened for himand cry, sniveling

and choking with shane as she wept because it had been a

crime to cry in Bonnie's famly. For hinself he did not care
if soneone did get tough. Not that he wanted to die.

"I think it's the next stop after this." Bonnie said above the
clatter. It was the first time she had spoken since they had
boarded the train. Joe nodded.

He would be glad to get out. He had sel dom been outsi de

New York before, and the few occasions when he had were
associated in his mind with pleasure, with sunny skies and
fragrant wi nds, those one-day trips on which soneone

brought a portable television so that they would not be bereft
of the fam liar conputer-witten jokes, and sonmeone else his
friends and the friends of his friends so that the reassurance
of the crowd was with themtoo. He played softball in the
hi gh grass of meadows and enjoyed it nuch nore than the
sem - pro whi ch had occupi ed his weekday eveni ngs since he

quit ni ght school

"Come on." Bonnie was pulling at his shoulder. "This is
our stop. You feel all right? It doesn't hurt?"

He stood up, his broad body alnost filling the narrow
subway aisle, then waited for her to stand too. The train
bunped to a stop



At the gate of the fair grounds Bonni e showed the pass

Chuck had given her, telling the guard a | ot nore about
Chuck's job selling for the plastics conpany and what his
connection was with the fair than the guard wanted to know.
Joe stood back away fromthem |ooking up at the entrance
arch with its twenty-foot letters that read NEW YORK WORLD S
FAIR '91. It was big as hell, but you could see The Thing on
past it, and The Thing nmade it seem small.

O course The Thing made everything seemsnmall. He had

not been up there to see, because the elevator didn't go that
hi gh and he was supposed to stay away from steps, but they
said you could even see The Thing fromthe roof of the
bui | di ngs where he and Bonnie |ived, way over in Yonkers.

It was far higher than the Enpire State Buil di ng.

Finally Bonnie quit talking to the guard, and he let them

t hrough the gate. "Where'd Chuck say he was going to neet
us?" Joe asked. Even though he was curious to see the inside
of The Thing-especially to see it now, before the public was
adm tted, before any of the people they knew had seen it-

he found hinsel f hopi ng Bonnie's brother would not be

there.

"At Howard Johnson's right at the foot of it. They've gc

t hat opened up already so the peopl e working on the pavil -
ions fromthe different countries can eat there, and the re
porters."” He was wal king a pace behind her, and Bonnie

| ooki ng at him seriously over her shoul der said, "You didn t
really want to come, did you, Joe?"

"Sure | did. | was going crazy sitting around the apart ment
all day."

Bonni e pursed her lips, turning to | ook up at himand
seem ng to understand everything with her blue eyes. "I
know you were. But you feel bad about Chuck. Envious."

He said, "No." But it was true.

She waited for himto catch up to her and took his hand.
"I just want to tell you that |I'm not mad because of it. Chuck
isn't either. W understand."”

Joe said nothing after that, just |ooking up at The Thing
as they wal ked al ong. Thousands upon t housands of col ored
balls Iinked together with slender |ooking tubular stens he
knew were really big enough to hold noving belts that would
carry sightseers fromball to ball. Although there was no w nd
down here on the ground it was bl owi ng hard high up. You
could see the top of The Thing |l ean away fromthe wi nd.

The engineers said (Joe had read it in Tine) that even a
hurricane couldn't knock it down, but it |ooked as though it
were about to go as he watched. He wondered what it would
be like to be upinit with the wind blowing it like that.

Chuck was waiting for themin front of Howard Johnson's,
jingling the change in his pocket as he stood there, the way



he always did. Chuck was ten years ol der than Bonnie. He

had been selling those plastics ever since he got out of school
Two years ago, when the fair was just in the planning stage,

he had | anded the contract for the stuff that went into The

Thi ng, and since then he had it knocked. The conmi ssions

were making himrich; you could see it and not just from

the clothes he wore. It was in the way he stood, and the way
he wore his hat. That was a hat that said: |I've got it made.
I"'mbig time, and you' d better believe it.

Chuck grinned big at himand shook his hand with his own

soft one in that up-and-down way he had until Joe nashed

it alittle to see himwi nce. Joe's own hands had been getting
soft during the nonths since the accident, but they were stil
firmand not flabby Iike Chuck's. He swore to hinself he'd
never |let themget that way, either; he'd find sonething he
could do, even if it was only wood carving or sonething silly
l'i ke that.

"Come on in," Chuck said when Joe had let go of his hand.

"Ed Baker-he's the guy |I told you about, the chief
engineer-is waiting in there already. | just stepped outside
to l ook for you."

The engi neer rose when Bonnie cane to the table. He was

atall man, thin as a rake, with a sharp "V' of hair beginning
to grey at the sides. Chuck introduced both of them Bonnie
first, and beckoned to one of the uniformed girls who were

wai ting on the tables.

"Chuck here says you people'd like to see the inside of The

Thi ng." Baker had a noticeabl e New Engl and twang. "And

if you would, nows the tine to do it. They've sold tickets for
six nonths in advance al ready."

"I's it finished?" Bonnie asked timdly.

Chuck laughed. "Not quite inside, sir. But it won't comne

down with you init, if that's what you mean. Finishing up
the displays in Ed's job, though. And believe me, he can nmake
the ones that aren't conplete nore interesting than the stuff
near the bottomthat's ready to roll."

"There aren't any steps, are there?" Bonnie | ooked at Joe;
and he wanted to sink into the floor. He knew what was
com ng.

Baker shook his head. "All the rises are by belt. Does your
husband have a heart condition? Chuck nentioned some-
t hi ng. "

Bonni e's brother held his fingers an inpossible distance
apart. "He's got a nail in his heart this big. A great big gal-
vani zed nail ."

Baker's eyebrows went up, and Joe said quickly, "It's only
five-eighths of an inch long, really. From a spiking gun-
one of those tools that shoot a shell like a .22 so that you can

nail furring strips onto concrete."



"But it's in your heart?" The engi neer was hal f astonished,
hal f skepti cal

"I'n one of the chanbers. The doctor told nme the nane of
it, but I forget now "

"My God, what happened?"
"You know how you got to push the barrel against sone-

thing and pull the trigger at the sane time to nake it go
of f ?"

Baker nodded. "I've used them they're practically fool -
proof . "

"Yeah. Well, this guy at work was fooling around with one.
I guess he nust have had his finger on the trigger, and he
bunped the end against a steel | beam"”

Chuck broke in: "It wasn't square against it, you see, Ed.

Kind of at a slant. So the spi ke caroned off the beam and
hit Joe. The doctor told Bonnie it happens with bullets once
in a while, especially small ones |ike maybe buckshot. They
can go right through the wall of a man's heart-just puncture
it-and stay there. But without killing him The heart heals
up behind them™

Baker picked up one of the cups of coffee the waitress was
handi ng around, and although his hand was steady Joe could
see that he was shaken. "They can't get it out?"

"He won't let them" Bonnie said. "I've begged him™
"Listen," Joe told them "I don't like to go over all this
again. Let nme say ny piece now, and then let's shut up about
it and tal k about The Thing. That's what we cane here for."

"You don't have to-" Baker began, but Joe interrupted
himw th a gesture.

"Like I've explained to Bonnie a thousand times-" he was
addr essi ng the engi neer alone now"l haven't got a | ot of
life insurance, just what the union gives everybody. And if
they take it out it'll have to be what they call open heart
surgery, where the chances aren't so good. This way, as |ong
3s I'malive | draw workman's conpensati on, and nedi ca
benefits and all that kind of stuff. If |I drop over sone day
Bonnie'll get the insurance anyway, so then she won't be no
worse off. Now tell us about The T hing, huh? What's it sup-
posed to be, anyway?"

"Ch, you know." Bonnie seened to be as relieved as he was
at the change of the subject. "You read to nme about it out of
t he paper."

"Sure," Joe said, "but | want to hear from an expert. The
papers al ways get sonething wong. Wat is it, M. Baker?"

"You'd need a biochemst to really tell you. | can only
repeat the sane things you' ve already read; that it's actually
a giant nmodel of a nol ecul e of deoxyribonucl ei c aci d-what



we call DNA for short. It's the stuff genes are nmade of, so
in the fundanmental sense it's what determ nes that each of
us has the heredity he has."

Bonni e asked, "And it | ooks like that?" She was staring out
t he wi ndow toward the base of The Thing.

"Sonmewhat |ike that. We've followed the normal conven-
tions for making a nol ecul ar nodel, of course. Those balls,
as the public calls them represent atons in the nodel, al-
t hough each one is actually a hollow sphere thirty yards in
di ameter. The bl ack ones are carbon, the light blue ones
oxygen, and so on."

The engineer's interest in his work was infectious. Joe
asked, "But it really does have that crazy shape? Al the DNA
in the world?"

Chuck snorted. "If all the DNA had the same shape, ev-
erybody' d be the sanme, Joe. Ed, you've got to excuse him

Joe's not too technically oriented.™
"It does all have that general double helix construction,"”

Baker said stiffly, "and it's incorrect to thini .hat a single
nmol ecul e of DNA |ike the one we've nodek here deter-

mnes its owner's conplete heredity. It takes iiiie entire set
of human chronpbsomes to do that. The DNA nol ecul e only
determ nes the nakeup of a single type of cell, although even

so its structure seens to be mnutely different for each per-
son. Only identical twins can readily accept tissue grafts from
one another, so one individual's cells nust be subtly different
from anot her' s-even though the grafts are fromcorre-

spondi ng parts of the body, liver tissue."

"Well, what kind of a cell would this nmake?" Bonni e asked.
"And who is it fronP"

Baker shrugged. "This is just a typical human DNA nol -

ecule, as far as | know. I'monly an electrical engineer and
I"mnot sure even a Ph.D. biochem st could tell you what sort
of a cell would contain it fromlooking at it."

"It could be a brain cell,"
other three stared at him

Joe said unexpectedly, and the

"It could be," Baker agreed after a nonment's pause. "It
woul d be strange, wouldn't it, if there actually were sonmeone
who had that exact pattern.”

Chuck said airily, "The odds are probably a million to one
against it."

"I know, but suppose soneone did." Baker seened to be

talking half to himself. "Wuld the nolecule itself recognize
its own structure the way that a set of cell transducers read
the history of gene structure? There nust be a logic to the
geonetry we are conpletely incapabl e of recognizing; but it
is the logic that nakes all life possible, and the hunman race



only stays alive because it's capable of duplicating itself
endl essl y-"

"Tell them how big The Thing is, really," Chuck de-

manded. "Three hundred thousand million to one, that's the

scale this thing here is built to, Bonnie. It's the biggest node
of anything ever built, and the tallest building in the world

at the sanme tinme. And do you know what it is that nakes

somet hing i ke this possible?"

"Yes," Joe said. "dass fibers."

Chuck was only slightly crestfallen. "That's right, what we

call mononol ecul ar strands. They're only one nol ecul e thick
stronger than hell, and we enbed themin high-strength
resin-really key themin. Every one of those balls was nade

out of two bows fromthe sane nold, fitted together, and

the tubes that connect them were extruded and cut off to

length. After that all they had to do was hang themup there
after they'd installed the partition floors that cut the top half
of the ball that you see off fromthe bottom half where the

machi nery is."

Baker seemed enbarrassed by Chuck's exuberance, but he
nodded verification. "W didn't even use a scaffold. Just
pi cked up the pieces with helicopters and fitted theminto
pl ace. | suppose you saw it on television."

"And you've got displays inside all of then?" Bonnie asked.
"That's what | want to hear about."

The engineer smiled. "I'mglad you do, because it's the

di spl ays and the analytical circuits, not the structure, that are
really ny responsibility. The civil engi neering boys have done
their job and left. They only come back to read their strain
gauges every once in a while."

Joe scarcely listened whil e Baker explained the displays.
H s attention was somewhat in his chest, in the area just
beneat h his breastbone, where a strange tightness had

gri pped him He renenbered the X-rays he had been shown;

t he spike moving, tunbling in the current of his blood, with
each beat of his heart. The doctors had said that if it |odged
in a valve ..

"Come on."

Suddenly they were all standing up, pushing back their

chairs and setting down their coffee cups. He rose too, feeling
alittle confused. There was no point in making a fuss; he
woul d sinply have to go on behaving normally until he fel

over on his face, if that were what he was going to do.

Qutside the engineer led themto the foot of The Thing.

Joe stood a little behind the others, his head thrown back to
stare up at the dizzily swaying top thousands of feet above

him A droning little business jet of an airplane went past.

It was only a tiny silver cross against the sky, but the | acework



of The Thing towered over it like a thunderhead. Wth diz-
zied eyes he tried to follow the conmplexities of the spiraling
pattern, becom ng nore certain as he did that sone secret

of col ossal inportance was contained in it.

Bonni e was touching his el bow, he | ooked down at her at
| ast, the earth rocking under his feet. "Wat's the matter?"
he asked. The entrance to The Thing was still shut.

"Something's wong with the door. M. Baker's key won't
make it work."

Baker said, "Cone along, and we'll go to the shop and get
someone who can open this up for us. It's at the back of the
grounds. "

Joe took a step forward as Bonnie rel eased his el bow, then
stopped, afraid he was going to |l ose his balance. The vertigo
whi ch had seized hi mwhile he was staring upward required

a few seconds to subside. Bonnie and Chuck were | eaving

him trailing after Baker. None of them | ooked back to see

if he were coming too

Hal f in anger, half to have sonething against which to
steady hinself, he went over to the big door instead of fol-
lowing them It was massive, inpressive and sonber. He
grasped the handle and pull ed back.

He was a big man, owning the strength that conmes of hard
physi cal work done every day, and the accident had done
not hi ng to change that. The door gave al npbst inperceptibly.
He pul |l ed harder, throwi ng his wei ght backward. The door
rasped a quarter inch nmore, then suddenly gave free. "Stuck,"
he nuttered to hinself.

He | ooked at his wife's back; she was al nost out of shout-
i ng distance now. For half a second he thought of hurrying
after her, then decided against it. Let themall walk to
wherever it was they were going, and back. He would

make his own inspection of The Thing-the | ower |evels

at least-and be ready to | augh at them when they re-

t ur ned.

The base chanber was dark until he entered it. Then the

light canme up slowy like the illumnation in a theater. No
doubt in coming through the doorway he had stepped on a
pressure-sensitive plate or interrupted a photocell beam A
man in a white | aboratory snock stepped forward sniling a
greeting, and it was an instant before Joe realized that the
man was an automaton activated like the Iights, by his entry.

"Good day, sir," the robot began. "Are you interested in a
gui ded tour of the exhibit in this aton®"

"Sure. That's what | cane for." It was anusing to address
t he nmechani cal toy as though it were in fact a human bei ng.

"I will be delighted to show you around. | wll formny
next tour in tw mnutes.”



"Why can't we start now?"

The robot shook his head regretfully. "M/ progranmm ng
requires a two-mnute wait for others who mght wish to join
us."

"Ckay." Joe shrugged, grinning. "You don't mind if | [ook
around a little on my own while you're waiting, do you?
Nobody's really going to cone anyway, you know. "

"There is always that possibility," the mechanical guide
admtted diplomatically. "In the nmeantine you have the free-
dom of the exhibit."

Joe left himstanding, still smling, by the entrance-ap-
parently oblivious to the fact that Joe had closed it behind
hi m

Most of the material on display in this chanber of The

Thing was in the form of 3D projections-objects solid and

real to the eye but insubstantial. Mutated fruit flies, nmagnified
a hundred times, crawl ed about a section of the floor. He

found hinmself wanting to kick them away when they ap-

proached his | egs and he went past them wi t hout bothering

to read the printed expl anations of their grotesque abnor-
malities that floated in the air above them

Beyond the fruit flies an experinment still nore bizarre
clainmed his attention. An egg, palely translucent, stood up-
right on its large end. The snmall end was two feet higher

than his head, and the yol k could be seen through the

shel | -a gol den gl obe showi ng a single dark speck. As he

wat ched the speck grew, devel oped a head, w ngs and | egs.

It seenmed to withe with the energy of its thrust toward being.
Behind himthe robot said, "My tour is ready to form sir.
Wul d you care to go back to the flies, or shall we begin

her e?"

Joe said a little sarcastically, "Were's all the other people
on this tour?"

"There are no others," the robot replied in an unruffled
voice. "If you are expecting friends or nmenbers of your
iamly to join youl will be happy to wait until they arrive."

"They won't be along for a while yet," Joe told him "I
think 1"l go ahead without them" He was still staring at the
growi ng chick, now nearly ready to burst fromits shell.

"This display," the robot said chattily, "shows a Wite Leg-
horn egg in incubation; the unfolding of the mracle of life.
It is designed to illustrate the sequence of alterations every
enbryo undergoes before the final formis realized. The old
naturalists used to say that every creature had to clinb its
own famly tree to qualify for the privilege of birth, and

al t hough we are no | onger accustoned to enpl oy such quai nt
phrases the old tag illumnates a truth."

The chick was scratching weakly at the shell with its egg
tooth. Joe took his eyes fromit |ong enough to glance at the



gui de. "What do you nmean, clinb his famly tree?"

"He goes briefly through the fornms of each of his
f orebears-"

"H s father was a chicken, wasn't he? And he's a chicken
too. How could you tell whether he |looks |like his father or
not ?"

"That's not what is neant-" the robot began

"I know darn well it's not what you neant," Joe told him
irritably. "You neant this chicken here goes up through ev-
olution fromjust one little blob Iike a germ So why coul dn't
you say so instead of all that junk about family trees? If that
was true it would mean everybody has their father and grand-
father and all that inside them You know what the trouble
with you and all those smart guys that set you up is? You

thi nk that anybody that went to college is so stupid they' ve
got to have everything explained to themlike a little kid."
"I"'msorry, sir," the robot said. "But it is interesting to
consi der that since each of us receives half his genetic struc-
ture fromeach parent-"

"Ch, shut up."

The chick had broken the shell now and was struggling
through the hole it had created. The robot remai ned obe-
diently silent, and for a few seconds Joe watched it w thout
speaki ng. Then he asked abruptly, "Wiere's the horn on its

| egs?"

"Sir?"
"I said, where's the horn on its legs. You said it was a
Leghorn chicken and 1'l1 bet you don't know why it's called

that."

There was a barely perceptible hesitation before the robot

replied, "No, | don't, sir. |I find the information is not in ny
menory banks. Pl ease rest assured that your question had
been recorded, and that the answer will be supplied to ny

program as part of the next reprogranmm ng session."

"I can tell you right now," Joe said sourly. "Leghorn's a
place in Italy. That's where they got this kind of chicken
from™

The chick, its magnified image as tall as an ostrich, was
struggling to its feet. The robot said not hing.

"Here's sone nore for you, smart guy. Wio was the King
of the Cowboys on the old TV novies, huh? And what year
was it the Mets first won the pennant? Wiere was G and
Central before they tore it down?"

The robot hesitated again, then said, "lI'mafraid the an-
swers to none of your questions are in ny nenory banks,
sir. Wwuld you like to see the other exhibits in this atonP"



Joe was wal ki ng away. "No."

"In that case, sir, the entrance to the pedestrian conveyor
which will take you to the next atomon the regular tour is
on your right. If you wish to | eave the conplex entirely, you
may use the door by which you entered.”

"Does the next place have another dummy like you in it?"
"Ch, no, sir. Each atom has a conmpletely different guide."

Not certain why he did it, Joe turned to his right and
stepped onto the silently noving belt.

The upward angl e was even steeper than he had expected,

but the surface of the belt was ribbed with ridges al nost |ike
steps. The lights of the chanber behind himfaded until he

was |eft in near darkness. It rem nded himof the Tunnel of
Love at Coney |sland, where he had gone once with Bonnie
before they were married. Her perfune had seened inten-

sified in the dark until it was all around him and in the boat
ahead anot her couple, a boy and a girl he had not noticed
particul arly when they had gotten in, had made little animal
sounds |ike chi pmunks mating. Nothing had mattered then

Bot h Bonni e and he had believed that in spite of everything

he woul d be a success. He would go to night school, take a
Saturday job. . . . And nothing, nothing at all, had worked
out as they had pl anned.

Ahead of himlight grew, not nmerely because he was ap-
proaching it, but as in the chanber bel ow because the voltage
was being turned on gradually. He could make out the dis-
plays in the area imediately in front of the end of the
connecting tube now, and a nicker of notion beyond them

He stepped off the belt.

An elderly man cane forward to greet him He wore a

bl ack cassock and a Roman collar. "Good norning, sir," the
new guide said in a gentle, slightly accented voice. "I am
Fat her Gregor Mendel. Good norning, nadam "

Wth a start Joe turned to | ook behind himat the person

t he cybernaut "priest" was addressing. A young wonan, al -
nost a girl, was stepping fromthe belt. "Hello," (she had a
soft voice that was sonehow fam liar,) "do you mind if | join
your tour?"

Joe shook his head, then renmenbering his manners said,

"No, not at all." He was looking at the girl's clothing: a skirt
fully eight inches shorter than was currently fashionable, and
a blouse fantastically patterned with interlaced squares.

"Where did you conme fron?" he asked

The girl smiled, brushing back her long, straight hair. "I
cane in with you, actually. \When you opened the door."

"I didn't see you." After a nonment he realized how hostile
the Hat statenment sounded and added, "I rmnean, |'m surprised
| didn't notice you down bel ow. "



"I kept in the background. I'mafraid that's rather a fault
of mine."

The figure of Mendel made a little gesture of wel cone.
"This is nice, very nice. The two of you will make an idea
party to tour ny little exhibit."

"Wasn't there sonmebody here before us?" Joe asked. "I
t hought I saw himgo out the exit over there just as we cane
in"

Mendel nodded. "There was, ny son. But he did not stay.
| didn't even have tinme to speak to him"

Puzzl ed, Joe said, "I don't see how he could of gotten in
ahead of ne."

The girl tossed her head. "It doesn't matter, does it?"
"l guess not."

She sm | ed suddenly. "Do you know that the only one who's
formally introduced hinself here is Father Mendel ? Al -

t hough | know your name's Joe-let's say | overheard sone
people talking to you in Howard Johnson's."

He told her his full name, adding unnecessarily, "I'm mar-
ried.”
"I"'mnot," the girl said, "but |I'mengaged." She held up
her left hand so that he could see the ring she wore. "My
name's Mary Hogan."

He felt an unexpected warnth toward her. "That's ny
not her's mai den nane. There's a coi nci dence. "

"That's not hing." She was grinning now "You have the
same | ast nane as the boy |I'm engaged to."

Mendel cleared his throat. "lI'mafraid my atomis one of
the dullest, but are you ready to see it now, ny children?"

"What's it about?" the girl inquired.

"My discovery of genetics. | used garden peas, you know,

and all my experinments are condensed here for you. The

i dea of the designers, | suppose, is to teach the principles in
the sane way in which they were originally discovered. | hope

it is a good one."

To please the girl Joe foll owed the nonk-scientist from
then yellow, blue, then yellow, then went dark. Now in the
dar kness he found hinself waiting for the blue flash again,
and the bright spark when his nother drew on her cigarette,
just as he had on nights when he woul d awaken to see her
waiting for his father to return hone.

Instead white light gleaned in front of them the lights of
t he next chanber springing into life. "I wonder what this
one will be," the girl said, but he did not answer her. He was



| ooking for the man he had glinpsed in the chanber bel ow,
somehow certain that he woul d be here too.

He was, but he remained hidden until they were al npst
ready to get off the belt.

Per haps because it was so crowded this exhibit seened

smal l er than the others. Poultry cackled and quacked around

the attenuated |l egs of a giraffe. Huge beetles clinbed the

wal I s and, slipping, fell back to the floor to w ggle and struggle
before they could turn thensel ves over and clinb again.

Then, on the far side of the chanber, peering from behind

a huge Enpire wardrobe of oiled wal nut which stood in Na-
pol eoni ¢ grandeur anong the aninmals, Joe saw the man's

eyes. For an instant they stared at him He received an

i mpression of malice unfathomable. Then they were gone.

A hunched, hurrying figure scuttled |ike one of the beetles,
darting from behind the wardrobe and di sappearing into the
dar kness of the next exit.

He yelled and junped fromthe end of the steeply rising
belt, wading through the insubstantial animals that surged
about his feet; but as he reached the mddle of the roomthe
doors of the wardrobe flew apart |ike the doors of sone
Christmas toy, and a man with bandaged eyes stepped di -
rectly into his path. They collided and went crashing to the
resilient plastic floor.

By the time he got to his feet again he knew it was too |late.
Wth the girl's help he pulled the robot erect, wondering al
the while, rather vaguely as he m ght have wondered about
some back-page story in a newspaper, whether or not the
exertion he had just undergone would kill him He could

feel the thunping of his heart as cl ubbed blows fromi nside
hi s chest.

"Ban soir," the blind robot said. "I am Jean Baptiste Pierre
Ant oi ne De Monet, Chevalier de Lamarck." He made a
courtly bow.

"\What happened to you?" the girl asked suddenly. She

poi nted, and Joe saw that Lamarck's right hand was m ssing.
It seened to have been torn or hacked away; the plastiso

fl esh was ragged around the amputation, and col or-coded

wi res, blue and yellow, dangled fromthe stunp.

"l fear, madenoiselle," Lamarck nurnured, "that there

may be a vandal in our complex." He seemed ashamed of

the injury that so clearly revealed his nature, and thrust the
injured |'inmb behind him

"Yes, and | al nost caught him" Joe sa "I'f you hadn't
junped out of that big cabinet when you d | woul d have.
What were you doing in there anyway?"

"It is a service closet," Lamarck expl ai ned. "Each atom has
one, equipped to performroutine maintenance on the guide
assigned to it and to make minor repairs. Wen the vanda
rel eased me | went in hoping to have sonet hi ng done about



nmy hand; when | heard the three of you com ng, however

| felt that since | retained sufficient functioning to perform

my office I should do so." A tall wading bird, insubstantial

as mst, flew through his body as he spoke, its stilt legs trailing
behind it.

"Three of us?" Startled, Joe glanced back at the tube from
whi ch he and Mary Hogan had entered. A second girl was
standi ng near the end of the belt. She was taller than Mary,
but seened even younger, coltishly unsure of herself. Like
Mary's, her skirt ended well above her knees; but short blond
hai r peeped from under her close-fitting hat, and she carried
a beaded handbag with a | ong strap. Looking at the three of

t hem she swung it nervously.

"Come on." Mary gestured to her. "Join the freakout. W
won't put you down."

"I overheard you tal king about sonmeone damagi ng sone-
thing in here." The new girl's voice was shrill and self-con-
scious. "And | just wanted to tell you it was not ne."

"We know who it was," Joe said gruffly. "It's a man, and
he's ahead of us, not behind us. I'mnot going to stay here
and | ook at the exhibits. |I'mgoing on ahead and try to get

him" The resolve had forned in his nmind, so it seened to

him as he spoke; but once formed and articul ated he fel

that it had the force of divine law. In his imagination he saw
hi nsel f dying, the spike jamming his heart action at the very
nmonent the scuttling man he had seen come from behind
Lamarck' s cabi net sprang sone sinple, horrible trap tliat
woul d | eave his body mangl ed-and he did not care.

"Wait!" The blind robot grasped himby the armwith his

one hand. "If you don't see the things here-if you don't
listen to what | nust tell you about themyou will mss the
point of all of it."

"I think he should go." The voice was the girl's, shrill and
i nsi stent. ,

"I think he should too," Mary Hogan said. "There's no
telling how nmuch damage that thing | oose up ahead may do."
"I shall ask the master conputer."” Lamarck's blind face
| ooked at no one in particular. "Monsieur, when none of the
programrers are here the master conmputer is the highest
authority. WIIl you abide by the decision of the master com
put er ?"

The girl with the beaded bag said, "It's the unit that con-
trols the whole Thing. Al of it; all the exhibits."

Joe wanted to shake hinself free. He could have done it
easily-the tiny servo notors which powered robots' actions

were strong only on tel evised horror dramas-but he found

hi nsel f unable to do so. Lamarck's aged face, although he

knew it to be a plastisol mask, his sightless eyes and his in-
tangi ble air of genius in defeat, held him "AIl right," he said
at length. "I'lIl do whatever your conputer says. How do we



consult it?"

"l can contact it fromthe service closet, nonsieur." La-
mar ck rel eased his arm and wheel ed wi th uncanny accuracy

to face the Enpire wardrobe. The two girls watched him
expressionlessly. As soon as the doors had cl osed Joe bolted
for the exit leading to the next atom

He did not wait for the belt to carry himthis tine, but scram
bled up it. Behind himthe unsteady tapping of high-heeled
shoes told himthat at |east one of the two girls was foll ow ng
hi m

The atominto which he burst held Charles Darwi n, but

the great scientist lay tunbled on the floor, his mdsection a
mass of smashed circuit el enents which a Gal apagos tortoise
near hi m appeared to regard incuriously. Mths big as swans
covered every wall, their wings stiffly extended to make an

i ncredi ble pattern of iridescent col or

He was bending over the inert Darwi n when sonething
whi stl ed past his head. He heard it strike the wall behind him
and fall clattering to the floor as he | ooked up

The vandal was no | onger hiding. He stood near a scale

nodel of H-MS. Beagle, his left hand grasping a bundl e of

sl ender rods with ragged, razor-sharp ends. Hs right arm
Was drawn back as though to cast a spear, and as Joe watched
he whi pped it forward; there was barely tine to jerk hinself
to one side as the jagged sliver hurtled toward him Wth a
solid thudding sound it buried itself in Darwin's chest.

He jerked it out as he drew hinself erect, poised to dodge

the next mssile. It cane flying at his face. As he ducked, the
vandal |eaped onto the belt which would carry himto the

next atom a

That atom was enpty a nonment after Joe arrived, but a JJ
nmetal sliver plucked at his shirt as he junped fromthe belt, *
and he saw his quarry di sappear into the next tube.

After that he lost count of the atons through which they
passed, and he no | onger noticed what displays they held and
whet her they were conplete or not.

The structure of The Thing was conpl ex, and nost of the

atonms possessed several radiating tubes so that the figure he
was pursui ng could easily have shaken himoff. But he did

not seemto wish to do so; and when Joe grew too fatigued

to clinb along the steep belts that carried them hi gher and

hi gher he found that he l[ost no ground in the pursuit. Al ways,
at the end of each tube he glinpsed the man running for

the next belt. And it was always the belt which would | oft

t hem hi ghest that he finally chose.

But as he continued the pursuit Joe cane to realize that

he al so was foll owed. Behind himthe sound of the two girls'
feet grewuntil it was the roar of a crowd, high pitched and
qui ck voi ced.



At | ast they reached an atom whi ch had no floor, and from
which no belt led, an enpty gl obe of fiberglass with gaping
holes in its sides. He saw the man he had foll owed waiting
with a nmetal sliver upraised beside the | owest of the holes,
and only blue sky and cl ouds beyond. Behind himwere the
hurryi ng noi ses of a hundred wonen.

"Go ahead," he called. "Wat are you going to do-i rnp:

The figure silhouetted against the sky only stared c& him
dunbl y.

Upri ght Joe wal ked forward, down the curving inside of

the sphere that led to the level bottom then slowy up unti
the man he had followed all these thousands of feet into the
air and he were no nore than a few yards apart. The spearlike
fragnment of nmetal rod remai ned poi sed; but the corners of

the man's nmouth drew down and down with each step he

took until the yellow sh skin nust have been ready to tear
under the strain and the nmouth was drawn open to show the
square white teeth.

Then, with a gesture that was al nost casual, the netal sliver
was flipped into the void. Wth his shoul der down Joe rushed
forward, struck the man, and drew hi maway fromthe edge.

The man's resistance revived at the nonment of contact,

and for a few seconds he struggl ed desperately. He still held
four or five pieces of netal sinmilar to the one he had thrown
away in his left hand; but Joe pinned it, then jerked one from
himto drive against his throat. The struggling stopped.

"What's happeni ng," someone behi nd hi m asked. "What
are those things?"

From the corner of an eye he saw the girl who had called
hersel f Mary Hogan. Behind her came the girl with the

beaded bag; then, as he watched, a third girl who wore a
skirt that reached her ankles. And behind her, sone stepping
agilely fromthe belt, some staggering clunsily, came wonman
after wonan.

Many were young, and some were pretty and even beau-

tiful, but others were neither and a few were nonstrously
fat. Several wore silks, but nmost were in plain dresses not
much better than rags.

"\What are those things?" Mary Hogan asked again. She
was standing close to his shoul der now "Wat are you goi ng
to do?"

"Steel construction strips he's ripped out of sonething,"
Joe told her. "And I'mgoing to kill himwith this one-rip
hi m wi de open. Want to watch?" He pushed one jagged end

of the piece he held against the other's body.

"Don't!"

Joe stared down at the inpassive face of the man under
hi m and drove the splinter tighter still; the face contorted



under the pressure until malice blasted fromit |ike heat from
the top of an open crucible.

The girl in the long skirt dropped to her knees beside him
"Don't you know who that is?" she asked. She was not pretty,
but somehow cl ean | ooki ng and attractive.

"It's a robot." Joe's voice was stubborn, although he found
hi nsel f gasping for breath in the thin air. "Another crumy,
cl anking robot; a robot with nmy face. 1'mgoing to weck
him"

"I wasn't sure you knew who it was," the girl murnmnured.
"You think | don't know my own face? What |'d like to
know i s what sort of dirty joke is being played here."
"I think I can tell you," Mary Hogan sai d; she stooped

besi de the kneeling girl, pushing her Iong hair away from

her face. "It involves who all ofu.< are too. Have you guessed
yet ?"

"You're robots too," Joe said bitterly. "That's why the robot
pretending to be a priest would bl ess you and not ne. You
aren't a real person any nore than this thing is."

"We're nore-1"'mnore than that. Don't you know who
am yet ?"

He sai d sonet hing i naudi bl e.
"I couldn't hear you." She bent closer, the other wonen
crowdi ng around her.

"You' re supposed to be ny nother; ny nother the way

she | ooked when | was born. My real nother is still alive in
Br ookl yn. "

"This is the way | was when you were conceived," the girl
said. "lIt's at conception that the heritage is passed."

Joe nodded. "I knew it once I'd thought of it. That skirt-

and- bl ouse outfit of yours: mniskirts and op-art prints mean
'"67 or '68. I'mtwenty-four, so that puts you just about right,
and | guess the girl with the bag back there is your nother
and this one,"-he | ooked at the kneeling woman in the |ong
skirt-"is her nother."

Mary Hogan nodded. "Your grandnother and great-

grandmot her, really; it was fromyour cells that the trans-
ducers took the patterns. It used to be believed that only the
parents' own heredity could be transmtted, but recently

we' ve di scovered that Lamarck was correct in certain
respects-every characteristic, as it exists at conception, is to
some extent transmitted to the new generation. That's what

he was supposed to explain to you in his atom"

Joe said stubbornly, "But you're really a robot."
"Physically, yes. But nmentally-spiritually if you will-I am

a replica of the young woman who becane your nother.
Tormorrow | will be sonmeone else." There was sadness in her



Voi ce.
"You change?"

"Yes; that's the point of this entire conplex. There are a
hundred of us here who constitute what might be called a
repertory conpany. As visitors enter the master conputer
reads a conponent of some randomy sel ected individual's
genetic heritage, then prograns one of us as that person's
f orebear. "

"But over and over?" Joe |ooked at the crowd of wonen.
"Ceneration after generation? Fromthe same person?"

The girl in the long skirt said, "It wasn't supposed to work
this way. But an automatic program sequence was installed

t hat demands maxi mumutilization of us. Wth a whole crowd
of visitors coming in each of us would have been assigned to
a different one, but with only you in the conplex . "

"I got read every tinme | went past a thingamgjig, and
they're in all the tubes. | see. But what about hin®"
"He was the first one, really,"” the girl with the beaded bag
sai d unhappily. "Only somnething went haywire."

"Well, what went hayw re? How does he fit into this?"

The other girls | ooked at Mary Hogan

"You have a death wish. Do you realize that, Joe?"

He shook his head. "I want to live as nuch as anyone el se.™
"Consciously, yes. But not subconsciously. No one who
didn't want to die would rmake up that story of refusing
surgery for his wife's sake."

"How did you know . . . ?"

"I"ve been contained in your body all your life; there's a
carryover of information-don't you renenber that | knew

your name when we first met? In so far as | am your

nmot her-and till ny programis changed that's very far-

that carryover is all that holds ne sane. Wthout it | would
be finding nyself suddenly here w thout an expl anation at
all.”

Joe | ooked down at the man he held pinned. "And that's
t he way you know about himtoo?"

"Partly, and | can guess the rest. For a long tine it's been
known that a person's will to die could actually produce the
death, and to do that it rmust effect a change in certain cel
structures. Sonehow the first time the transducers tried to

read your DNA they produced this. The nmaster conputer

corrected for the error on subsequent readings by automat-
ically rejecting all nale data matrices, but it could do nothing
about this one which was al ready programed. He is your

own personal hope for death personified.”

Joe clenched his teeth. "He'll get what he wants; because
I"mgoing to kill him"



"I wouldn't do that, if I were you."

"Why not ?"
"Your death wish is strong now | can only guess what
destroying an i nage of yourself will do to it. You ve been

using that nmetal thing to hold himdown-look at your own
chest."

He | ooked. The opposite end of the steel sliver was as sharp

as the one with which he was threatening his double. It had

torn his shirt and scratched his chest until it was covered with
his own blood. For a long tinme he stared at it.

VI

They found himsitting outside The Thing, waiting for them
Chuck yelled, "See! | told you he'd be here. He's just got too
much sense to wear hinself out wal king around the grounds

with us."”

In Father Mendel's room he was able to get Bonnie al one

| ong enough to explain that he had decided to have the spike
renoved after all and had al ready tel ephoned the doctor

from Howard Johnson's whil e he was waiting. Wen she

asked if he were not afraid he shook his head, renenbering
suddenly that Bonnie was pregnant.

* kK

178
Qur Nei ghbour by David Copperfield

"Qur Nei ghbor by David Copperfield" copyright 1978 by Gene Wl fe;
first appeared in Future Tense edited by Lee Harding.

* kK

SOMVE earlier sketches of mine having been received with sone
slight approbation by the public, my good friend the Editor
has asked ne, for the benefit of the previously naned influ-
ential group, to prefix this one with sone expl anation of the
means by which the affecting circunstances here rel ated
reached ny attention-a thing I would not otherw se un-
dertake to do, the relation being of so conmonpl ace a nature
that only my esteened friend s request could enbol den ne
toinflict it on ny readers

| amlately married, and dwell with ny dear wife Dora and

a single servant in a beautiful little house. It fronts upon a
beautiful road; and on the other side of the beautiful road
stands anot her beautiful house-not as beautiful as ours,

per haps, but somewhat |arger. As certain of my indul gent
readers may know, | am engaged in the business of reporting

t he debates of Parliament for a Morning Newspaper; but

when | am not recording predictions that never cone to pass,
prof essions that are never fulfilled, and expl anations that are
only meant to nystify, | busy nyself with tales of my own,



things no nore fal se, and nmuch nore innocent, than those

I rmust often report as fact. My desk is in the parlour, where
the light fromthe mullioned wi ndow renders witing easy

and pl easant. That sane w ndow provides ne with an ex-
cellent view of our road-when | care to use it-and of al

the carriages and wagons, and travellers on foot and horse.

There is danger in such a window, and particularly to one
like nyself, whose trade it is to scribble down the doings of

manki nd. One wants a character-very well, a suitable one

will soon pass by. . . . Then it is tine for tea, which Dora and
her dog Jip bring in, together with an hour and a half of
conversation. | was sinking into just this ooze of difficulty,

chewi ng on ny pen and staring out the w ndow, and
wonderi ng-wi thout daring to ook at my watch-if it were

not time for ny two afternoon visitors, when |I noticed a | ean
and shabby young fell ow | oungi ng agai nst nmy gate and star-

ing (as it appeared to nme) at the traffic in the street with far
nore concentration than nyself.

O course, that was the end of passer-by watching for ne.
Fromthat time forward, for the better part of an hour, |

wat ched hi mand those who passed before himonly inci-

dentally. By the time nmy darling Dora had entered with her
little blue delft pot in its cozy, and the biscuits, and the bread
spread with fish-paste and butter, | was quite certain that the
fellow had no interest whatsoever in the carters and peddl ers
and porters and costernongers passing up and down our

street, however fascinating this gentry seenmed to ne. He was

| ooking instead, | felt certain, at the house opposite; and was
only vexed when a wagonl oad of old furniture or one of

t hose useful but wildly ms-naned vehicles called hansons

bl ocked his view of it.

Now this was a nore serious matter. | had not the |east

i dea who our nei ghbour m ght be, and no desire to know.

But | conceived a responsibility to himbased on our recent
propinquity. In an excess of intimate spirit, | supposed the
wat cher m ght have been di spatched by some sinister eneny

to spy on him or mght mean to rob his house. Thus, as

soon as ny darling Dora was gone, |eaving (as her custom

is) what remained of the tea things behind her, | went out-
side, where, laying a firmhand on the fell ow s shoul der

| invited himin.

He came willingly enough, and seened benused rat her
than di smayed. "Sir," said |, "you nmust give me your nane.
There's nothing else for it."

"Tom Ti psing," said he; and he gave ne his hand as well.

It was a |l arge hand, and rather soft, but it had the small callus
upon the index finger that betrays those who wield a pen by

ni ght and day. | know that callus well, for | bear it myself.
"You are a clerk," said |

"Of Lincolns Inn," said he.
And now, dear reader, it is tine, alnobst, for nme to bow

out of this story, which | have already encunbered far too
long. Suffice it to say that ny visitor was tall and thin and



not nmore than three-and-twenty; that he had ink-stains on

his wai stcoat, and a round, smling face; and that though I

di scharged himas innocent when he explained to ne the

origin of his interest in ny neighbour, yet he returned there-
after to share a late tea with Dora and ne, and recount his
advent ures.

| have already alluded to Tom s enpl oynent. He was a

articled clerk. | shall not nention it again-or at least, n
nmore than is necessary. Suffice it to say that it required I ong
hours of tedious work, and left himjust enough noney for

t he mai ntenance of what he chose to call a suite of roons,

in a tunbl e-down building near A dham Stairs. It was there

that he repaired when he left ne at last. He found a ragged

old worman waiting him and asked her in.

"This is good of you, Master Thomas," she said when she

had seated herself in Tom s second-best chair. "For an old
body like nyself. There's not many young peopl e that woul d
do it. Do you think I"'mmad? | own that suspicion occurs to
me sonetinmes-particular bad, it is, just before |I sleeps. For
how could a living man contrive such a thing?"

"You're sound as a nut," Tomtold her stoutly, "and will
be until the day you die."

"Have you | earnt ought?"
Tom shook hi s head.

"Anot her day wasted then. Had he no one in?"
"Four visitors," Tomtold her. He wore a |long, snuff-col-
oured bodycoat, and was unbuttoning it as he spoke. "A poor
worman with a child, a Cty nerchant, and a gentl enan of

the I egal profession-his name is Brass, | know, for he cones
to our offices sonetines."”

"Coul d you ask himwhat he did there?" the old woman
i nqui red eagerly.

Tom shook his head. "I doubt that he woul d speak to ne
on the street.”

"He's rich?"
"Very rich." Tomls round cheeks, red fromthe chill with-
out, seemed to wax redder still. He seated hinself opposite

the old woman, and | eaned toward her, rubbing his hands.
"There's noney in the law, Ms. Nedels. Heaps of it. Wy,

some of these cases drag on for fifty years. A hundred years!"
"l know, Master Tom"

"One or two good ones-that's all a fellow requires, once

he has passed the bar. You may see ne riding in ny carriage
yet."

"I hope and pray so. Master Thomas, | think we nust



guestion some of them™

"The poor ones, you nean," said Tom "It would be a rash
action, Ms. Nedels."

Qutside, the light had nearly faded; but the last of it fel
on the old woman's hands, picking at her skirt. "W can't ask
Ae rich, Master Thonas-they don't even tell the truth to

each other, for all | hear. And think of all the time you' ve
spent, and nothing to show for it."

"I's Jenny telling us everything that passed while she was
t here?"

"l do think so," said the old wonman. "She's not a truthful
girl-1 know that for all she's ny own daughter. But | believe
she's been truthful about that. And she never touched a drop

| swear, for a fortnight after she left that house. It's all back
again now, but that fortnight was the happiest of ny life.
Never touched it, and said she didn't want it, she didn't know
why. And hin? The servants won't even let me talk to him

| took what we had, and bought flowers-oh, |'ve told you

all this." She had begun to rock back and forth in her chair,
with an excitenent that was strange to see in one so old and
sere.

"That's all right,"” Tomtold her

"You don't know what it is to go |looking after a daughter
at night-hoping to find her asleep under a bench in sone
cellar, and nothing worse. You don't know, Master Thonas.
The butler, he wouldn't even allow nme to bring themin-

the flowers, | nean. Daisies they were, chiefly; | had them
froma friend in Covent Garden Market. He took them from
me." She sighed. "I'lIl go now, though, and let you sleep. You

must be tired after watching all day. WII you foll ow one of
t he poor ones next time, though, and ask questions of her?
Prom se me?"

"I'f the chance allows," Tom said. He got up to open the

door for the old woman. Wen she had gone, he took a rusty

mat ch box from his wai stcoat pocket and struck a light to
kindle the roomi s one | anp. An open | aw book |ay on the

table before it; for his supper he applied hinmself to that and
a pi pe of tobacco.

For three days, his enploynment kept Tomis eye from ny

nei ghbour's door; but on the fourth he was back again, |ean-
ing on ny gatepost. Wnter was setting in, and the weat her
had turned dark as well as chill. For an hour or nore his
stoi ci smwent unrewarded-then, |ike a shower of gold, the
rich came. Four equi pages, one after another, drew up to

t he door that had been the object of his faithful scrutiny.
Then it began to rain-one of our fine, cold autum rains.
He knocked on ny door hoping for shelter (so he told us
|ater) but Dora and | had gone a-visiting, and Mary Anne,
our "ordinary," would not admt him She reported afterward
that he had said something about a poor man comi ng; she

t hought that he meant hinself, but | by that tinme knew
enough of the nystery that engaged hi mto understand that



he referred to the destitute person whom he expected to see
admtted to ny nei ghbour's house, together with the wealthy
cal |l ers.

Tom was just leaving my prem ses, as it would happen

when he was accosted by ny nei ghbour hinself. He had never
seen the nman before, but he knew his nane (which was Dr.
McAppl e) frominquiries he had made of the tradesnen; and
hi s appearance fromthe testinony of Ms. Nedels' daughter
Jenny-a tall, sharp-faced, holl ow cheeked old man, wth
snappi ng bl ack eyes. He wore a fine hat, Tom said, but had

a square of oilcloth draped over it to keep off the rain; so
that he | ooked Iike a Spanish duenna in a play.

"Sir!l" this Dr. McApple called out, as if Tomwere a furlong
off instead of a foot away. "Sir, what do you here?"

"Why, " said Tom who thought hinself discovered, "I cane
to call on ny acquai ntance M. Copperfield, but I find him
not at hone."

"So?" Dr. MApple stepped back and seemed to exani ne
the unfortunate clerk as though he intended to buy him
"May | ask your business, sir, and place of |odging?"

"My business here," Tom said, having recovered somewhat
fromthe initial shock of near discovery, "I have already told
YOU. | have roons at Nunber 27 Perry Lane-near O dham

Stairs; you may inquire for me there." And with that he

turned and nmade as if to go.

"Wait!" the old man cried. "You night al nost do

yoursel f-sir, would you engage to find a pauper for ne? |
woul d pay a pound-that is," he added hastily, "ten shillings
to you, and ten to him"

Tom s first inpulse was to accept this offer; but he reflected
that too quick an agreenment night awaken the Scottish doc-

tor's suspicions. "I ama gentleman, sir," he said, "and gentle-
men do not act for shillings. If you wish ne to do as you ask,
it must be for a guinea. But if your purposes are philan-
thropic, explain themto ne; then should |I approve, I'll be

your confederate for nothing."

"My friend," Dr. MApple said, "they are the nost phil an-
thropic in the world; but | cannot explain themto you."
"What," said Tom "must charity be hid?"

"At times it must. You will find me a poor man, you say,

for a guinea. It is not a fair price, but | nust accept-1 had
a beggar engaged to conme, but it would appear that he has
been detai ned, and ny servant, who perforns these offices
for me, is on holiday. | cannot desert ny guests, or be seen
bringing such into ny house, so | nmust ask help of you. A
worman will suit ne as well as a man, but no better. Bring
who you will, but whomever you bring rmust be sober or

nearly, and no Bedl amite. And destitute, you understand.
They' Il have a good neal with me-you may tell themthat.

But be swift; you have no nore than an hour, and, sir, it
woul d be to our benefit if the thing were done in less."



Tom nodded and made off through the rain. His first

t hought was to fetch Ms. Nedels herself, though he was by

no neans certain that he could find her and return with her
in an hour's time. He had gone but a few streets over, how
ever, when he saw just such a person as Dr. MApple seened

to require. He was tall, but much stooped; and as he was
using his coat to cover what appeared to be a |l arge box carried
around his neck by a strap, his sodden shirt, clinging to his
body, showed ribs as distinct and unpadded as the pickets of
a fence. Tom approached him and the poor fellow s face

bri ghtened for a monent as he saw him

"Birds, sir?" said he. "Wuld you care to buy a bird, young
sir? It will sing in your roomeven when it's as dark as this
out. They nakes a fine gift to a young |l ady."

"Birds?" asked Tom for he did not at first quite under-
stand what was neant.

"Wens!" said the birdman. "Robins and |arks too. Just

poi nt out the chap you want, and I'll have himout for you
quick as a wink." He drew his coat away fromthe box he
carried, and Tom saw that there were indeed eight or ten

danp, ruffle-feathered birds of various kinds inside, too tired
and di scouraged to nutter. "And |1've a little basket wove that
you can take the chap hone in," the coatl ess man conti nued,
"though you nust have a cage for himonce you get him

there."”

"I don't want one of your birds-" began Tom
"Very well, sir. Perhaps sone other tine."

"But | can put you in the way to earn ten shillings very
easily. That's as nuch as five of your birds cost, isn't it?"

"Well, sir," the birdman said, "nore normal -if you take

nmy meani ng-1 gets three for them Howsonmeever, because

of the rain and all, | would take two. But that's just to you,
sir, special like."

"But you'd rather have ten, wouldn't you? Cone al ong.
You' |l get a good neal to boot."

Tomtook a step in the direction of Dr. MApple' s house,

and the birdman followed him linping. "Please, sir, what
aml| to do?"

"No heavy work, | prom se you."

"Ah," said the birdman, "that's well. |'ve got this tinber

leg, sir, and | can't do it. | would if | could, and that's the
truth.”

"You seemto get along pretty well," said Tom

"I't's not as bad as you would think, sir, for one that's took
of f just below the hip,"said the birdnman. He fell silent after
thi s phil osophi cal observation; and because Tom did not w sh



to encourage further questions, he was silent as well.

It seemed odd to Tomto knock on the door he had watched

so |l ong; but he was eager to get out of the rain, and pounded
violently. The birdman stood a pace or two behind him tug-
ging at his hat (Tom said) and | ooking doubtful. Dr. MApple
hinself et themin, paying no attention to Tom but a great
deal to the birdman, whom he shook npbst heartily by the

hand, and directed to the kitchen, where he declared the

cook had a nmeal waiting for him

When the birdman was gone, he turned to Tom "There

is a debt owi ng between us, sir," he said, "that I will settle
now, " (handing Tomtwo hal f-sovereigns and a shilling), "fol-
| owi ng which, | nust ask you to | eave."

"Thank you, sir," said Tom and took the noney. Then

seeing Dr. MApple turn away while his hand was still on the
knob, he made a show of opening and cl osing the door, and

st epped- exceedingly softly and silently, he says-behind

the hall tree.

For five mnutes he renmai ned there, hearing nothing and
rather tickled about the nose by a greatcoat with a | ong nap
Then, venturing to peer out, he perceived that the doctor
and his guests had assenbled in a drawi ng room openi ng of f
the hall. Tiptoe he nade his way to a spot near the entrance
to this room fromwhence he could hear all that was said.
"It is very good of you, gentlenen, to assist me with ny

i nvestigations." This was Dr. MApple.

"No, no." "Not at all." So said several voices; and anot her

"You are acquiring an outstanding reputation, Doctor. An
acquai ntance of mne in the Gty, M. Breedl ove, has told ne
he considers you the only worthy successor to the great Franz
Joseph Gall."

"Hardly," said the doctor. "Though | thank ye both kindly.
But now we have finished your readings, | should like to

denonstrate a second science to ye-that of Mesmerism”

There was an excited murnur.

"Or as others may call it," continued Dr. MApple, "animal
magneti sm In phrenol ogy we deal with what | may call the
nost concrete of nmental phenonena-the skull itself."

"Concrete-that's good," said a jolly voice. "No wonder
they call us hard-headed businessnen.” "Be quiet. Parsons,
and |l et the doctor speak-we can hear you anytine."

"As | was saying, we deal with the skull itself. Certain areas
of the brain are responsible for specific nental qualities-
hunour, justice, judgnent, tenperance, strength of will, and
the Iike. By pal pating the skull, we can determ ne the de-

vel opment of these qualities in the individual under

exam nation-just as | have done with you gentl enmen. The

el ements of phrenology are now well established; the only
thing left for researchers like nyself is the resolution of ap-



parent conflicts, the cases in which we find that a man's be-
havi our does not correspond in all respects to what his skul
tells us it should be."

"Your science is not perfected, then, | take it," said the
jolly voi ce.

"No. It sonetimes occurs that a conbi nati on of other qual -
ities may serve to stifle one that appears well devel oped."

"I see. You said Waterford here was good-natured. But it
m ght be that the bunps of argunencativeness and all -
around obstinacy are so perfectly devel oped that no one
woul d ever knowit."

There was half a m nute of general |aughter; then the

doctor said, "Something |like that, yes," and a new voi ce asked,
"But what about Mesnerisn? | think we all understand

phrenol ogy well enough, thanks to the trouble you have put
yourself to on our behalf."

"It stands at the opposite pole," declared Dr. MApple, "as
| have already indicated. It is said to rely on the magnetic
mani pul ati on of inpal pable ethers, and even that is dubious.
But it can produce startling-though often short-1lived-ef-
fects. You gentlenen have all been grist for one set of ex-
periments, so | will not ask ye to vol unteer yourselves for
anot her-particularly since magnetic subjects sel domrecal

t he experience afterward. There is a poor wetch in ny

ki tchen whom | shall exam ne in your presence instead, al-

| owi ng ye, as sone small paynment for the patience ye have
shown ne, to sec how Mesmerism can be used as we have

al ready used phrenol ogy-to gauge the human qualities.”

As the doctor finished speaking, there cane the tinkle of
a bell, and Tom guessing correctly that this was a signal to
the cook indicating that the birdman was to be brought to
the drawi ng room made haste to conceal hinself behind the
clothes tree again. In a few seconds he heard the sound oi
f oot st eps-the thunping of the birdman's wooden | eg, and
the stolid tread of another. Wen the birdman had entered
the drawi ng room and the cook's steps had returned once
nore in the direction fromwhence they had come, Tom crept
out again, and took up his old post near the drawi ng room
door.

One of the visitors was saying "How can you be certain
the trance is conpl ete?"

"Wt ch. "

For a nonent, as Tom said afterward, the room was qui et

as a church. Then there cane a collective gasp of amazenent,
and soneone asked: "Didn't that hurt hin®"

"He feels nothing," said Dr. MApple. "Now, John, you
are bleeding, and it may get on my carpet. | want you to stop
it."

There was silence again, until one of the nmen who had



spoken earlier said, "Astonishing!"

"In the trance state, ye see, even bodily functions that are

i nvoluntary in the normal course of things can be brought
under the control of the magnetic operator. In this same way,
we can learn the whole history of the poor man's life-al

with a veracity we could not be certain of were it not for the
condi tion we have induced in him"

"WIl it take I ong?"

"I think not. That is another reason, ye understand, for
enpl oyi ng a pauper as our subject-such poor people's lives
can be conpressed into a sinple narrative."

There was a pause; then Dr. MApple said: "John, | want

you to tell these fine gentlenmen the first thing you can re-
menber, and then the next thing, and so on, until the present
nmonent . "

"That's Modther." (The birdman sounded sl eepy, Tom

t hought, but not nuch different fromthe way he had on the
street otherwise.) "She took in washin', you know. | used to
play in the water round her feet while she did it, and once

| got hold of the soap and went to eat it, and she took it
away-whi ch perplexed ne at the time, so | believe | cried.
She had relatives in the country, | think, though I don't know
who they were. W used to go to see themwhen | was small,
her carrying ne part way. Sonetines we got a ride on a
donkey cart goin' hone-possible they give her somethin' to
it, or possible it was themdrivin'; | don't know. Then when
| was a big boy or six or seven | went to work in the rope-
wal k. " Twasn't an apprenticeship properly, for there was
none to be served; but there was twenty or thirty of us boys;

and some wonen too, conbin' henp. It was hard on the

hands; you could always tell those that was newy conme to it
by the claret on their fingers-ruddy-mttens was what they
called us. There was a boy there that was from Sonmerset that
everyone made a guy of for not talkin' proper. But | |iked
himand | used to set by him and it was himthat taught ne
how to line the birds.

"W were goin' to nake a lark pie, was what we said, when
he'd caught enough. Only we never did. | msdoubt we had

the coppers to buy flour for the crust if we had. But he
showed me how to mix the lime, and the way to take the little
chaps of f without harm ng them when they were glued in it.

"After atine | couldn't stand the work no nore, so | ran
hone to Mother; only she was gone, and no one couldn't tel

me where. It nmay be that | never did come to the right
house-1 was just a little lad, you know. However that may

be, | never saw her after. It's ny hope she married well -
possi bl e a butcher, for she often spoke of marryin' a butcher
or a sausage maker, having a liking for those trades, as she
said, for they knew you couldn't never get all the stains from
their aprons, and didn't demand it. Then she mi ght have

sent for me when she'd have reconciled the naster to it, but
I'd have been gone by then. But of course as a lad | never



t hought on all that-it never so nmuch as entered my head.
Instead | met another boy that was goin' to 'list as a powder-
boy; so | 'listed too, on the Suiftsure.

"It all went well enough for ne after that, except one tine
when | was a young nman and decided I'd stay on in Spain,
havin' tooken a liking to some people there. My captain got
wi nd of that and sent eight marines after me, and | was
flogged on four ships for it, and lucky to have lived. Then I
lost ny leg-wasn't shot off |ike you m ght think, 'twas
mashed when the slings broke and a gun fell on it.

"So that was the end of sailorin' for me. I'ma man v at
doesn't know his letters, but 1'd have said | knew a | ot.

Why, | coul d manage nost any sort of boat in any weat her

you pl ease, and nake rope or tie all kinds of knots you m ght
wi sh, or mend sail, or do carpenter's work. | can |load a gun
too, and fire it off, and before |I got this spar linb | was a
good hand for layin' aloft. But the only thing that has been
of any service to ne lately was what that Somerset boy
taught-1imng birds.

"I make my lime and carries it far enough out of the town

to catch them (main hard that is, for it makes ny stunp sore),
then brings them back and sells themas | can. Today was

bad, the weather bein' so chill and wet. There's a place you
can sleep in for threepence, but there's another | |ike better
for seven; and then | needed sonmethin' to buy sonmethin' for

my birds with. Grain is good enough for some, but there's
others that requires a smatterin' of neat. | can buy catsneat
for ha' pence, but that's no help if | don't have ha' pence."

Dr. MApple said, "Do you know where you are now?"
"In a gentleman's house."
"And how ol d are you?"

"That | don't know for certain; but by ny way of reconing,
rising fifty years."

"Have you ever wi shed to be young again, John?"
"Ch, aye. | suspose we all want that, one time or another."

"You are going to get your w sh. You are m staken, you
see, about your age. You are still only a boy-do you un-
der st and?"

"Aye aye, sir.
"A small boy."

"Yes, sir.

"In fact, it is the day you canme home fromthe rope-walk,
| ooking for your nother. It is that very mnute. You are
knocki ng at the door of your old hone."

Tom said he held his breath when he heard this, for he



didn't know what woul d happen. For half a heartbeat or so,
not hi ng did. Then he heard three knocks, tap . . . tap . . . tap
. spaced a long tinme apart, and a voice that m ght have

been a child's say, "Mam?

" Manma?"
Tap . . . tap.

"Mama? Mama, are you in there? Mama? Manmm, let ne
in." (The tapping continuing all this tinme.)

One of the visitors said: "By heavens, he's beginning to
weep. This is quite amazing, Doctor."
" MAMA! "

"How long will he remain |like this?"
"For hours, unless | order himto desist."

"I't's Johnny, Mama! Sir, please, sir, have you seen ny
not her? Do you know if she is to hone?"

"He won't becone violent, will he?"

"It's very unlikely."

"Sir, please, sir, does she live here still?"

"I think we had better go. Are you coning, Parsons?"

The tapping continued, but Tomdid not wait to hear nore

of it. He was on the point of secreting hinself once nore
behind the hall tree, when he considered that as the guests
took their departure they would al so take their coats, |eaving
himreveal ed Iike the naked trunk of a beech in autum.

There was no other place in which he m ght conceal hinself;

he was about to throw open the door and run for it, when

the first of the guests stepped into the corridor

Tom woul d still have decanped even then, but a bit of a

| aw case he had recently read, in which flight was adduced
in court as evidence of guilt, came into his head and con-
vinced himthat it mght be better to stay. He had, after all
entered the house in its owner's enploy, and he coul d argue,
if need be, that he had never been directly dism ssed, and
had remained in the hope of being of further service.

Wth this in nmnd, he opened the door, and assisted the
gentlemen with their coats, and otherwi se acted as it m ght
be expected a mgjor-domo would. He saw the old Scottish
doctor's face harden when he saw him but he said not hing,
and Tom contrived to ignore him

When the | ast of the guests had gone, the doctor hinself
went to the door and shut it. "You' ve rain upon your cheeks,"
sai d he.

"l suppose | do," responded Tom



"Possi bly your eyes have been watering fromthe wind."

"That may be. May | ask where ny birdman is?"

"Sleeping now | take it you were listening to us."
"I was, yes."
"It did himno harm you rmay be sure. And he will re-

menber naught when he wakes.™"

"You think that | ama pryer and a spy," said Tom "and

| don't blane you for it. But | ama friend to the nother of

a girl you have used as you used that unfortunate nan to-

night; it is at her instigation that | have taken the liberties I
have today."

"Did this girl suffer by com ng here?" Dr. MApple in-
quired. H's frown had |ightened somewhat.

"No, sir. She was greatly benefitted-at |east, for atine."

"I recall the girl. |I made a suggestion | felt would be to
her inprovenment while she was in the trance state. Can you
tell me how long it remai ned effectual ?"

"Afortnight, | believe."

"That is longer than npbst. | attenpt to help these people
when | can, though that is not my real business."

"May | be so bold," said Tom greatly daring, "as to ask
what your real business may be?"

"Pity." The doctor's frown was entirely dispersed by this
time, an expression of deep sadness having replaced it. "It
is my theory that an area just here-" he reached up, and
bef ore Tom coul d object, touched the |eft side of his head,
above and behind the ear, "controls pity of the sort that
persons of wealth m ght be expected to feel toward the des-
titute."

"I see," said Tom "Then you are trying to match that
exhibited, with the degree of devel opnent found there in
weal t hy individual s."

"No, sir," replied the doctor. "Rather, I am snpting to
determ ne why, no matter what the apparent vel oprent ,
the quality itself appears not to exist."

After that, he said no nore; but turned on his heel, |eaving
Tom st andi ng alone in the hall-fromwhence he came, in
"me, to recount his adventure to Dora and ne.

* kK
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"When | Was M ng the Merciless" copyright 1975 by Gene Wl fe; first
appeared in The Ides of Tonorrow edited by Terry Carr.
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"THANK you. Is it permssible for ne to sit? Fine. No, | cannot
conplain, really.

"I"d like to say that everyone here has been as courteous
as could be expected-that isn't quite true, actually, but you
know what | nean. No one has struck ne.

"No, | don't snoke. |'d appreciate sone coffee, though

That was one of the things we m ssed-coffee. At |east at

first. There was a lot of tea in the supplies, but no coffee. |
used to enjoy it while | was in there-tea, | nean-but now

| can't tolerate the taste.

"I don't know if it was intentional or not. | thought you
woul d know.

"I't's odd that you should put it as you did. Because |'ve

t hought of it so often nyself, since the end, in just that way.
| remenber how things used to be ... the way | used to be
nmysel f, outside. And the next thing | think of is the psych-
ai ds breaking through the wall with the butts of their guns,
and the way ny guards fought them W had pol earns, you
know. Pol earns and swords-the swords were reserved for

of ficers. Sonebody told me a few days ago that three of the
psych-aids were hurt; but | feel sure it must have been nore
than that. W were surprised, of course-anyone woul d have
been under the circunstances. Still, we fought well. M
guards were well trained, and every one of them man or
worman, was a warrior of proven bravery.

"Listen, you don't have to stop himlike that. That was a
legitimate question, 'Aren't you ashaned?' And I'Il give him
a legitimate answer-no, | amnot ashanmed. | am proud of

the Enpire, proud of what we did, proud of the way we

fought at the end. It was a fight we couldn't win, but we
fought well. That's what matters-fighting well. Who wins is
a matter of chance and advant age.

"You don't have to tell me to relax; | amperfectly rel axed.

| raised my voice only to bring honme nmy point to you-it's
alittle trick I have, just like pounding the armof the chair
as | pronounce each word.

"W were tal king about norality, and | feel that is a nore
fruitful and interesting subject; but I can tell you very briefly
how we constructed our weapons, if you want-provided you
understand that we are going to return to the noral question
afterward.

"No, | feel no need whatsoever to justify nyself-not to
you or to anyone else. But | want to make you understand
the inperatives of the situation. After all, that was the whole

poi nt of the experiment: to clarify the inperatives of that
type of situation. What was the use of all that tine.



"Ch Jesus, the building and the fighting. . . .

"I"'msorry. I'"'mall right. Thank you for the coffee. The

pol earms were easy, really. There were several cleavers in
the kitchen, and a lot of knives. W sawed the handl es off
brooms and nops, and joined two of themtogether. W made
scarf joints at the ends-do you know what a scarf is? Like

a step in the wod, to give the glue nore area. There was a
glue in the wood shop that was stronger than the wood itself,
rfyou let it set up overnight. W made tests, you see. {d ued
up pi eces and broke them afterward. W made saw cuts in

the ends of the poles, and put the knife blades into them

cl anped them and glued themin place. Afterward we put
nails through the holes in the tangs-that was just extra in-
surance. Qut here there will be nore scope for ingenuity; we
m ght even be able to get hold of some fissionables. Just

j oki ng, of course.

"In there, the cleavers were the best of the kitchen materi al
W put them about twenty centimeters down the shaft, then

put a boning-knife blade in the end. Wth a weapon |ike that,
the warrior could hack or stab; it was al nost as good as a
swor d.

"The swords were the nmost difficult to nmake-that was

why | restricted them made themonly for officers. Then
too, in that way they served as badges of rank. We tore up
the floors in the Graphic Arts Center to get the steel rein-
forcing bars, and heated themin the furnace burner, then
pounded themout. A lot of them broke, and had to be

ref orged-soneti mes over and over. | had the best ¢ ", nat-
urally. | suppose you people have it now?
"Yes, | suppose | would like to see it-I carried it sone

good fights. You woul dn't understand about that. The hilt
was bone, alnost like ivory, and I had Althea burn the Lung-
Rin into the bone. Al thea was our best artist.

"The Lung-Ri n? That is the synbol of the Enpire-two
dragons fighting.

"No, we didn't worship the Lung-Rin. It was a synbol,

that's all. In the long run, if you know what | mean, we were
the Lung-Rin. W had cerenonies, yes. W set up a figure

to represent all the Yellows. Don made it of wood and | eat her
and that was the center of the cerenonies. Althea hel ped
himwith the face, and | had her make it | ook sonething like
me-you understand, a little psychology. It's odd, but you

can nake a thing like that, and have everyone bow in front

of it, and offer it the things we took in war, and after a tine
it becomes . . | don't know, sonething nmore. More than just
the figure you set up in the beginning. Have you talked to
Don?

"He had a theory-l1 don't know whether he believed it
hinself. | didn't, but still. . . . There was sonething in it. Do
you understand what | nean? It wasn't true; but still.

"Al'l right, here's what he thought. O anyway, what he
sai d he thought. That there are things we don't know about
that live in the world with us-things in another plane of



reality. And when you make sonething like that, it comes-

one of themcones. It shapes itself to fit your image of it,
becoming the real Spirit of the Yellows. Anyway, when we

had the torchlight processions, sonetines you night think

you could see it move. It was just the flickering light, of
course, and the fact that because it was so tall the face was
illuminated fromthe bottom Any face will | ook strange when
you light it frombelow, | suppose. W caught rats and pi-
geons when we built it and put theminside, so it would nake
strange sounds; some of them nust have lived a long tine.

"No, | don't know what happened to it, and | don't care.

You can't kill the thing, the Spirit of the Yellows. Not unless
you kill all of us, and you won't do that. W'Il|l be free soneday.
How coul d we forget? The experiment was the greatest thing

in our lives. At night, before we had won, we used to sit

around the fire-outside, the buildings were too dangerous
then-and tal k. You've never done that. You weren't there.

"No, not about what we were going to do when we won-

at least, not nostly. Not even about our plans for the next
day. Mostly we tal ked about our lives before the experinment.
Each of us would tell the rotten things that had happened

to him and then soneone el se would tal k. W never said it,

but we were all thinking that it wasn't |ike that here. W were
all together-all Yellows together. That was one of the first
things we did, | think about the fourth day after the gates

cl osed. W swore that we were going to stand together or fal
together; there wasn't going to be any splitting. W had seen
what happened to the Greens; they were always going in al
directions; they wouldn't support each other. By the tine

they got organized it was too |ate. The others had the weapons
and the organi zation and the fighting spirit. They'd been
knocked down too rmuch, and they'd been cut up too nuch

-do you understand what | nean? If you take people Iike

that, and beat them over and over and over again, nost of

them stay beaten. One or two will go the other way-becone

so hard and strong that they're as good as anything you've
got. But not nost of them So when the one or two try and

|l ead them there's no support. Then too, there's the sexua
effect. Maybe | shouldn't talk about this. Do you want to turn
of f the recorder?

"Well, all right. Everybody saw, alnost fromthe beginning,
that the wormen woul d have to fight just |ike the men. Jan
was the best woman warrior we had, and she canme out for

it fromthe begi nning. The Blues were already doing it, and
if we didn't, we'd |ose. Besides, if the wonen didn't fight,
there couldn't be real equality, because if a woman said we
ought to stand up to the other colors, all the nmen woul d say
it wasn't her that was going to bl eed.

"Sone of the wonen didn't want to, of course. And sone

of the nen didn't want to have themdo it, either. 1'd say that
there were perhaps eight wonmen agai nst, and five nen. That

was where the drill cane in. Mst of all, there. It's hard-
very hard to get people to drill. You ve got to work it in a
little bit at a tine. But once they do it, they learn to obey
orders, and when you say, 'Cone on!' they follow | started

themw th practice in using weapons (it was just the knives



and clubs then) and fornmalized it later. | said even if they
weren't going to fight, the |l east they could do was practice
with the rest of us; and then if they had to sometine, they'd
know how. O course after we were better organized | could
have sinply ordered it; but | didn't have that kind of au-
thority then-1 wasn't Enperor

"No, | was a political science major. A lot were psych stu-
dents, and a lot nmore were fromthe school of sociol ogy. |
never noticed that they behaved differently than the rest of
us.

"What | was coming to, was that when a man-a nale, let's

call himhas been fighting a woman, and he w ns and knocks
her down, and she drops whatever it is she has, a club or
what ever, and perhaps she's bl eedi ng where he cut her or
broke her lip, and often her shirt and shorts are torn, there
is an inmpul se that takes conmmand. Perhaps women don't fee
that way, but nen do. And then, when a wonan has had t hat
happen once or twice, it takes everything out of them They
won't fight anynore; they just want to run, or sonetines to
hi de. Sone of the nen said that they really liked it, under-
neath, but | don't think so. Still, they were the ones, nostly,
who wanted to join us.

"No, of course we didn't let them W couldn't let them

That was the point of the whole thing. W had the bands-

I'"ve still got mine, see, around nmy wist-and we coul dn't

get themoff. You can't get themoff. Once they clanped

your bracelet on you, you were a Yellow or a Blue or a Green
and that was it. Sonme of the Geens, particularly, tried to cut
them of f before we got control of all the tools. It couldn't be
done; a file won't even scratch them

"Did that bother you? The cl othes? Yes, we had col ored
clothes to begin with-yellow shorts and shirts. But they
didn't really matter; it was the wistbands. In the end | had
all ny guards go naked to the waist, with just a strip of yell ow
cloth around their heads to identify them You see, | had
noticed that the braver sonmeone was, the nmore torn up their
shirts got, until the best of themreally didn't have any at all
"Yes, the wonen too. I'll tell you a secret. Wen you go

out to fight, anything you can do that will make you | ook

di fferent-strange-hel ps. It takes the heart out of the oth-
ers. | think the Blues had the advantage at first-those dark
blue shirts and shorts. They | ooked |ike Federal Police. But
t he naked chests and the yell ow head-rags took care of that.
W kept together and cane at themin a solid mass-swords

in front, and the pol earns poki ng between them and every-
body yelling. That's very inportant. And the flag. | gave ny
own shirt to make the flag. The front was all cut up by then
but there wasn't a rip in the back-not one. That was the

part we took off and used for the flag. Althea sewed the
Lung-Rin in it with red thread. Sonme of themsaid it would
never stand out because there wasn't enough air novenent

in the building, where nost of the fighting was. | told them
that if they went forward fast enough it would stand out, and
I was right. It was useful in another way too: once or twice
we were scattered-1 renenber one tine when the Blues

ambushed us-and it showed us where our center was. N ls



carried it. | don't know what's happened to it now. It would
be nice to have when we get back together

"I"ve already told you about that. It couldn't be done: if
you were a Yellow, you were a Yellow, a Blue was a Bl ue,
and a Geen was a Green; and nothi ng anybody coul d say

made any difference. Jan had a Green slave-lover for a
whi | e-he even fought with us a couple of times against the
Bl ues. The Greens were finished by then, and he wasn't nuch
good.

"No, as | said, the Geens had a fewreal fighters. | have

no i dea what their nanes were. That was one of the first

rules I made- Greens and Bl ues have no nanes. |If you knew

one of them by name before the experinent, you forgot it

as quickly as possible. If we had to tal k about one particularly,
we said: 'the blond Blue wonan,' or 'Jan's G een boy.' Like

t hat .

"Anot her thing that hel ped us fight was the idea of the
Empire. If you talk about a thing like that, it becones real
Just like the figure we set up. We had the Inperial Guards,
and they were brave because if they weren't, they'd lose their
pl aces, they wouldn't be guards any nore; and the others
fought harder hoping to get in-if soneone distinguished
hinsel f, or herself, | made thema guard. And if a guard

did, I nade that guard an officer. And once | had the guards,
| used themto keep the rest in order

"What it was about? The whol e experinment? You know

the world. Only so many resources, you see, and so many
groups of people. | understand sone of the other runnings
of the experiment cane out a little differently; but they
wanted to see how we worked it out-what our solution was.
That's why | don't feel bad about what we did. It was our
problem set to us (if you want to put it that way), and we
solved it. When they broke the wall we were organi zed-
everyone knew his place, who he took orders from and how
much he got. How much food, drinking water, bathwater

That was the Empire

"Mostly we just called it that: 'The Enpire.' Oficially, we
began by calling it Mngolia. Because we were the Yell ows.
Later we shortened it.

"No, | don't feel bad about her, whoever she was. W were

all volunteers, originally, you have to renenber. And she
kept getting out of line, over and over again, when she was
just a stinking Green or Blue or whatever she was. | can't
even renenber. So | deci ded she shoul d be puni shed. W

made a ceremony out of it, with fire in the braziers, and the

bi g gong.

"I had Jan do it. Jan was a colonel. Neal and Ted held her
and Jan put thesword through her belly-so she'd live long
enough to know what was happeni ng. When Jan pulled it

out, she licked the blood fromthe bl ade. The rest of the
Greens and Bl ues woul d have obeyed after that, believe ne.



"Yes, when she finally died. That was when they broke

down the wall. They were nonitoring a few sel ected individ-
ual s, | suppose, though we didn't know it. She rnust have
been one of them

"Naturally. | understand how you feel about it now how
the school feels and how the public and the President feel
But do you understand how we felt? You haven't been

t hrough what we went through together. W have | earned a
great many things we will renenber, but none of you could
possi bly know how it was then, when | was M ng the Mer-
ciless.”

* kK
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ONCE | ong, |ong ago, when the Universe was old, the mghty
and powerful god Isid | ooo | oooE, whose nane is given by
certain others in other ways, and who is determined in every
pl ace and tinme to do what is good, cane to the world of Zed.
As every man knows, such gods travel in craft that can never
be wrecked-and i ndeed, how could they be wecked, when

the gods are ever awake and hold the tiller? He came, | say,
to the world of Zed, but he | anded not and made no port,

for it is not fit (as those who nmade the gods | ong ago rul ed)
that a god should set his foot upon any world, however bl ue,
however fair.

Therefore Isid | ooo | 000E remai ned above the heavens,

and his craft, though it travelled faster than the w nd, con-
trived to do so in such a way that it stood suspended-as the
many- hued stars thensel ves do not-above that isle of Zed

that is called by the nen of Zed (for they are nen, or nearly)
Land. Then the god | ooked down upon Zed, and seeing that

the men of Zed were men and the wonen thereof wonen,

he sumoned to hima certain man of Urth. The sunmons

of Isid | ooo | oooE cannot be di sobeyed.

"Man," said the god, "go down to the world of Zed. For

behol d, the nmen of Zed are even as you are, and their wonen
are worren." Then he |l et Man see through his own eyes, and

Man saw the men of Zed, how they herded their cattle and

drove their plows and beat the little drums of Zed. And he
saw t he wormen of Zed, and how many were fair to | ook upon

and how they lived in sorrow and idl eness, or else in toil and
weariness, even |ike the wonen of Urth.

He said to the god, "If | amever to see ny own hone,
and ny own wonen, and ny children again, | mnmust do as
you say. But if 1 go as | am | shall not see any of those things

ever again. For the nen of Zed are nmen-you yoursel f have



said it-and therefore crueler than any beast."

"It is that cruelty we nust end," said the god. "And in

order that you may assist ne with your reports, | have certain
gifts for you," Then he gave Man the enchanted cl oak Tar-

nung by whi ch none shoul d see hi mwhen he did not wi sh

to be seen, and he gave Man the enchanted sword Master

whose blade is as long as the wielder wi shes it (though it

wei ghs not hi ng) and agai nst which not even stone can stand.

No sooner had Man tied Tarnung about his shoul ders and
pi cked up Master than the god vani shed fromhis sight, and
he found he rested in a grove of trees with scarlet flowers.

The tine of the gods is not as the time of men and wonen.
Who can say how | ong Man wandered across Land on Zed?

He wandered in the high, hot |ands where nen have few

| aws and many sl aves.

There he fought many fights until he knew all the nmanner

of fighting of the people of the high, hot |ands and grew
shanmed of killing those men with Maser, and took for hinself
t he crooked sword of those |ands, putting Maser by. Then

he drew to hima hundred wild men, bandits, and sl aves who
had slain their masters and fled, and murderers of nany

ki nds. And he arned them after the nmanner of the high, hot

| ands, and mounted them on the yell ow canels of those |ands,
that oftimes crush nen with their necks, and led themin
many wars. His face was |ike the faces of other nen, and his
sword |like their swords; he stood no taller than they, and his
shoul ders were no broader; yet because he was very cunning
and soneti nmes vani shed fromthe canp, his followers ven-
erated him

At last he grewrich, and built a citadel in the fastness of
the nmountains. It stood upon a cliff and was rinmred with

m ghty walls. A thousand spears and a thousand spells

guarded it. Wthin were white donmes and white towers, a
hundred fountai ns, and gardens that |eaped up the nountain

in roses and ran down it like children in the | aughter of many
waters. There Man sat at his ease and exchanged tales with

his captains of their many wars. There he listened to the feet
of his dancers as the pattering of rain, and neditated on their
round linbs and snmiling faces. And at last he grew tired of

t hese things, and w apping hinmself in Tarnung vani shed,

and was seen in that citadel no nore.

Then he wandered in the steanming | ands, where the trees
grewtaller than his towers, and the nmen are shy and kill from
the shadows with little poisoned arrows no | onger than their
forearns. There for a long while he wore the cl oak Tarnung

al ways, for no sword avails against such an arrow in the neck.
The wei ght of the sword he had fetched fromthe high, hot

| ands oppressed himthere, and the breath of the steam ng

| ands rusted its blade; and so he cast it, one day, into a slow
river where the black crocodiles swam and the river-horses

wi th anber eyes floated |like logs or bellowed |ike thunder.

But the magi cal sword Maser he kept.

And in the steami ng | ands he | earned the ways of the great



trees, of which each is an island, with its own dwellers

t hereon; and he |l earned the ways of the beasts of Zed, whose
cleverness is so nmuch |l ess than the cleverness of nmen, and
whose wi sdomis so nuch nore. There he tanmed a pant her

with eyes like three eneralds, so that it followed himlike a
dog and killed for himlike a hawk; and when he cane upon

a village of the men of the steam ng | ands, he | eaped from
a high branch onto the head of their idol and snote the hut
of their chief with the sword Maser and vani shed fromtheir
sight. And when he returned after a year to that village, he
saw that the old idol was destroyed, and a new idol set up
with lightning in its hand and a panther at its feet.

Then he entered that village and bl essed all the people

and nade the Iap of that idol his throne. He rode an el ephant
with a bloodred tusk and two trunks; his war canoes wal ked
up and down the river on a hundred | egs; the heads of his
druns were beaten with the white bones of chiefs; his wves
were kept fromthe sun so their pale beauty would lure him
to his hut by night and their fresh skins give himrest even
in the steam ng | ands, and they were gorged with oil and

meal until he lay upon them as upon pillows of silk. And so
he woul d have renmai ned had not the god Isid | ooo | oooE

cone to himin a dream of the night and commanded hi m

to bestir hinself, wandering and observing in the cold | ands.

There he wal ked down a t housand nuddy roads and ki ssed

cool lips in a hundred rainy gardens. The people of the cold
| ands keep no slaves and have many | aws, and their justice
is the wonder of strangers; and so he found the bread of the
cold lands hard and scant, and for a long tinme he cl eaned
boots for it, and for a long tinme dug ditches to drain their
fields.

And each day the ship of Isid | ooo | o0o0oE circled Zed, and

when it had made several hundred such circles. Zed circled

its lonely sun, and circled again, and yet again, so that Man's
beard grew white, and the cunning that had won battles in

the high, hot |ands and burned the idol in the steam ng | ands
was replaced with sonething better and | ess useful

One day he plunged the bl ade of his shovel into the earth
and turned his back U) it. In a spinney he drew out Maser
(whi ch he had not drawn for so long that he feared its magic
was no nore than a dream he had had when young) and cut

a sapling. Wth that for a staff he took to the roads again,
and when its | eaves withered-which they did but slowmy in
that wet, cold country-he cut another and another, so that
he taught al ways beneath a green tree.

In the marketplace he told of honor, and how it is a higher
| aw t han any | aw

At the crossroads he tal ked of freedom the freedom of
the wind and cl ouds, the freedomthat |oves all things and
is without guilt.

Beside city gates he told stories of the forgotten cities that
were and of the forgotten cities that nmight be, if only nen
woul d forget them



O'ten the people of the cold I ands sought to inprison him
according to their |laws, but he vanished fromtheir sight.
Oten they nocked him but he smiled at their nockery,

whi ch knew no | aw. Many anong the youth of the cold I ands

heard him and many feigned to follow his teachings, and a
Few did follow themand lived strange |ives.

Then a night came when the first flakes of snow were

Falling; and on that night the god Isid | ooo | oooE drew him
up as the puppeteer lifts his doll. A fewfriends were in the
lee of a wood with him and it seemed to themthat there

cane a sudden flurry of snow spangled with colors, and Man
was gone

But it seemed to him as he stood once nore in the presence
of the god Isid | ooo | oooE, that he had waked froma | ong
dream his hands had their strength again, his beard was

bl ack, and his eyes had regained their clarity, though not
t hei r cunni ng.
"Now tell me," Isid |ooo | oooE conmanded him "all that

you have seen and done," and when Man had told him he
asked, "Wiich of these three peoples |oved you the best, and
why did you | ove then?"

Man thought for a time, drawi ng the cloak Tarnung about

his shoulders, for it seemed to himcold in the belly of the
ship of Isid | ooo | oooE. "The people of the high, hot |ands

are unjust," he said. "Yet | cane to love them for there is

no falsity in them They feast their friends and flay their foes,
and trusting no one, never weep that they are betrayed.

"The people of the cold | ands are just, and yet | canme to
| ove them al so, though that was nuch harder

"The people of the steam ng | ands are innocent of justice
and injustice alike. They follow their hearts, and while | dwelt
anmong them | followed mne and | oved them best of all."

"You yet have much to learn, Man," said the god Isid |ooo

| oooE. "For the people of the cold | ands are nuch the nearest

to nme. Do you not understand that in tine the steaning |ands,

and all of the Land of Zed, nust fall to one of its great peoples
or the other?"

Then whil e Man watched t hrough his eyes, certain good

men in the cold | ands di ed, which nen called |ightning. Cer-
tain evil men died also, and men spoke of disease. Dreans

cane to wonmen and fancies to children; rain and wi nd and

sun were no | onger what they had been; and when the chil -

dren were grown, the people of the cold | ands went down

into the steam ng | ands and built houses there, and taking

no sl aves drove the people of the steam ng | ands behind

certain fences and walls, where they sat in the dust until they
di ed.

"I'n the high, hot lands,"” comented Man, "the peopl e of

t he steam ng | ands woul d have suffered nuch. Many of them



| had, toiling under the whip to build my walls. Yet they sang
when they could, and ran when they could, and stole my food
when they could not. And sone of themgrew fat on it."

And the god Isid | ooo | o0ooE answered, "It is better that
a man should die than that he should be a slave."

"Even so," Man replied, "you yourself have said it." And
drawi ng Maser he snote the god, and Isid | ooo | 0cooE per-
i shed in snmoke and blue fire.

Whet her Man perished al so, who can say? It is long since

Man was seen in the Land of Zed, but then he was ever wont

to vani sh when the nood took him O the lost citadel in the
nmount ai ns, overgrown with roses, who shall say who guards

it? O the little poisoned arrows, slaying in the twilight, who
shal | say who sends then? OF the rai n-washed roads, wan-

dering among forgotten towns, who shall say whose tracks

are there?

But it may be that all these things now are passed, for they
are things of |long ago, when the Universe was old and there
wer e nore gods.

* kK
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The Cat

"The Cat" copyright 1983 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared in the 1983

Wirl d Fantasy Convention program book
* % %

I AMOdilo the Steward, the son of Gdilo the Steward. | am
he who is charged by our Autarch Severian the G eat-whose
desires are the dreans of his subjects-with the well -being
of the Hypogeum Apotropaic. It is nowthe fifth year of his
reign.

As all who know the ways of our House Absolute (and

may say here that | neither hope nor wi sh for other readers)
are aware, our Hypogeum Apotropaic is that part devoted

to the needs and conforts of Father Inire; and in the twenty
years in which | have given satisfaction (as | hope) at ny
post, and in the years before them when | assisted ny father
also (ilo the Steward, | have seen and heard many a strange
thing. My father |ikew se.

Thi s evening, when | had reached a respite in the unending
tasks entailed by such a position as mne, | took nyself, as
my customis, to the culina magna of our hypogeumto obtain
some slight refreshment. The cooks' |abors too were ended

or nearly; and half or nore, with a kitchen boy or three and
a gaggle of scullery maids, sat about the dying fire, seeking,
as such people will, io amuse one another by diverse boasts
and recitals.



Having little better to do and being eager to rest, | bid the
chi ef cook surrender his chair to me and heard them as

ate. It is now Hall owrass Eve (which is to say, the full of the
Spadi ng Moon) and their talk had turned to all manner of

ghosts and bogeys. In the brief tine required for ne to chew
nmy bread and beef and sluice themdown with hot spiced

ale, | heard such recountings of larva, lenures, and the |ike
as would terrify every child in the Commonweal t h-and

make every man in it |augh nost heartily.

So | myself |aughed when | returned here to ny study,

where | will scrutinize and doubtless approve the bills of fare
for Hall owras; and yet | find | am benmused by these tales

and | ost anmid many wondering specul ations. As every think-

i ng man acknow edges, m ghty powers nove through this

dark universe of Briah, though for the nost part hidden

fromus by its infinite night. Is it not every man's duty to
record what little he has glinpsed that may give light to it?
And do not such idle tales as | heard by the fire but serve to
pai nt yet bl acker that gl oomthrough which we grope? | am
therefore determ ned to set down here, for the enlighten-

ment (as it may be) of nmy successors and whoever el se may

read, the history, whole and in entire in so far as | knowit,
of a series of incidents that culmnated (as | believe) this night
ten years gone. For the earlier events, | give the testinony

of nmy father, Qdilo the Steward al so, a contenporary of the
Chat el ai ne Sancha.

She was (so ny father said) an extraordinarily charning

child, with the face of a peri and eyes that were al ways | augh-
i ng, darker than nost exulted children but so tall that she

m ght have been supposed, at the age of seven or eight, to

be a young woman of sixteen

That such a child should have attracted the attention of

Father Inire is scarcely to be wondered at. He has al ways

been fond ot children (and particularly of girls), as the ol dest
records of our hypogeum show, and | sonetimes think that

he has chosen to remain on Urth as a tutor to our race because
he finds even the wisest of us to be children in his sight.
Permit me to say at once that these children have often ben-
efitted fromhis attention. It is true, perhaps, that they have
sonetines suffered for it, but that has been sel dom and

t hi nk by no neans by his wish.

It has ever been the customof the exultants resident in

our House Absolute to keep their children cl osely confined
to their own apartments and to permt themto travel the ten
t housand corridors that wind such di stances beneath the sur-
face of the land (even so far as the O d G tadel of Nessus,
some say) only under the watchful eyes of sone trustworthy
upper servant. And it has ever been the custom of those
children to escape the upper servants charged with their
supervi si on whenever they can, to join in the ganmes of the
children of the staff, so nuch nore nunerous, and to wander
at will through the nunberless | eagues of the ten thousand
corridors, by which frolic many have been | ost at one tine
or another, and some forever.

Whenever Father Inire encounters such a child not already



known to him he speaks to her, and if her face and her
answers please him he nmay pause in the conduct of great
affairs to tell her some tale of the worlds beyond Dis. (No
person grown has heard these tales, for the children do not
recall themwell enough to recount them afterward, though
they are often quite charned by them and before they are
grown thensel ves they have forgotten them as indeed | have
forgotten all but a few scraps of the tale Father Inire once
told me.) If he cannot take the time for that, he often confers
upon the child sonme many-hued toy of the kind that w se

men and hunbl e men such as |, and all wonmen and children
call nuagi cal

Shoul d he encounter that child a second time, as often
happens, he asks her what has becone of the toy, or whether
she wi shes to hear sonme other story fromhis store. Should

he find that the toy remains unbroken and that it is still in
t he possession of the child, he may give another, and should
the child ask politely (for Father Inire values courtesy above
all knowl edge) he may tell another. But if, as only very rarely
happens, the child has received a toy and exhibits it stil
whol e, but asks on this occasion for a tale of the worlds be-
yond Dis instead of a second toy, then Father Inire takes that
child as a particular friend and pupil for so |long as she-or
nore rarely he-may live. (I boast no schol arship of words,

as you that have read this account do al ready well know, but
once | heard a nman who was such a scholar say that this word
pupil in its npst ancient and purest state denomi nates the

i mmge of oneself one sees in another's eyes.)

Such a pupil Sancha became, one wi nter norning when

she was of seven years or thereabout and ny father nuch

the sane. Al her replies must have pl eased Father Inire; and
he was doubtless returning to his apartments in our Hypo-
geum Apotropai c from sone night-1ong deliberation with the
Aut arch. He took her with him and so ny father met them

as he often told nme, in that white corridor we call the Lu-
m nary Way. Even then, when ny father was only a child

hi nsel f, he was struck by the sight of them wal king and
chatting together, Father Inire bent nearly double, like a
gnome in a nursery book, with no nore nose than an al ouatte;

Sancha already towering over him straight as a sapling, sable
of hair and bright of eye, with her cat in her arns.

O what passed between themin Father Inire's apartments,

I can only relay what Sancha herself told a maid called Aude,
many years |later. Father Inire showed the girl many won-

derful and magi cal appurtenances, and at |ast that marvel ous
circle of specula by whose power a living being may be co-

al esced fromthe ethereal waves, or, should such a being
boldly enter them circunfused to the borders of Briah. Then
Sancha, doubtless thinking it but a toy, cast her cat into the
circle. It was a gray cat, so ny father told ne, with many
stripes of a darker gray.

Knowi ng Father Inire as | have been privileged to know

hi mt hese many years, | feel certain he nust have prom sed

poor Sancha that he would do all that lay in his power to
retrieve her pet, and that he must have kept faithfully to that



prom se. As for Sancha, Aude said she believed the cat the
only creature Sancha was ever to | ove, beyond herself; but
that, | think, was spite; and Aude was but a gi ddypate, who
knew t he Chatel ai ne only when she was ol d.

As | have often observed, runor in our House Absol ute
is aself-willed wind. Ten thousand corridors there well may

be (though I, with so many nore i nmedi ate concerns, have
forborne to count them), and a nillion chanbers or nore;
and in truth no report reaches themall. And yet in a day or

| ess, the | east gossip conmes to a thousand ears. So it becane
known, and quickly, that the girl Sancha was attended by

some fey thing. Wien she and sone friend sat al one at play,

a pochette was knocked froma table and broken, or so it was
sai d. On anot her occasion, a young man who sat conversing

wi th Sancha (who must, | should think, have been sonewhat

ol der then) observed the ruffled body of a sparrow |ying on
the carpet at her feet, though she could scarcely have sat
where she did w thout stepping upon it, had it been present
when they began their talk.

O the scandal concerning the Sancha and a certain Loner,

t hen seneschal to the Chatel ai ne Nynmpha, | shall say
not hi ng-or at least very little, although the matter was only
too well known at the time. She was still but a child, being

then fourteen years of age, or as sone alleged, fifteen. He
was a man of nearly thirty. They were di scovered together

in that state which is too easily imagi ned. Sancha's rank and
age equally exenpted her fromformal punishment; her age

and her rank equally ensured that the disrepute would cling
to her for life. Lonmer was sentenced to die; he appealed to
the Autarch, and as the Chatel ai ne Nynpha exerted herself

on his behalf, his appeal was accepted. He was sent to the
ant echanber to await a hearing; but if his case was ever

di sposed of, | do not recall it. The Chatel ai ne Leocadi a, who
was said to have concocted the affair to injure Nynpha, suf-
fered not hing.

When Sancha cane of age, she received a villa in the south

by her father's will, so becom ng the Chatel ai ne Sancha. The
Aut arch Appian permitted her to | eave our House Absol ute

at once; and no one was surprised, nmy father said, to hear

soon after that she had wed the heir of Fors-it was a country
famly not liable to know much of the gossip of the court,

nor apt to care greatly for what it heard, while the Chatel ai ne
was a young wonan of some fortune, excellent famly, and
extraordi nary beauty. Insofar as we interested ourselves in

her doi ngs, she then vanished for the space of fifty years.

During the third year in which | performed the conse-
guenti al charge which had once been ny father's, she re-
turned and requested a suite in this hypogeum which Father
Inire granted in observance of their old friendship. At that
time, | conversed with her at length, it being necessary to
arrange a thousand details to her satisfaction

O the celebrated beauty that had been hers, only the eyes
remai ned. Her back was as bent as Father Inire's, her teeth
had been made for her by a provincial ivory-turner, and her



nose had becone the hooked beak of a carrion bird. For

what ever reason, her person now carried a di sagreeabl e odor
she nmust have been aware of it, for she had ordered fires of
sandal wood to counter it.

Al t hough she never nentioned her unfortunate adventure

i n our hypogeum she described to ne, in nmuch greater detai

than | shall give here, her career at Fors. Suffice it to say that
she had borne several children, that her husband was dead,

and that her elder son now directed the famly estate. The

Chatel aine did not get along well with his wife and had nany

di sagreeabl e anecdotes to relate of her, of which the worst

was that she had once denounced the Chatel aine as a gligua,

such being the nane the autochthons of the south enpl oy

for one who has traffic with diakka, casts spells, and the like.

Till that time, no thought of the inpal pable cat said to
acconpany this old woman had crossed ny nind; but the

odd word suggested the odd story, and fromthat nonent |

kept the nost careful watch, though | neither saw nor heard
the | east sign of the phantom Several tines | sought to | ead
our talk to her forner relations with Father Inire or to the
subj ect of felines per se-remarking, for exanple, that such
an ani mal night be a source of confort to one now separat ed
by sone many | eagues fromher famly. The first evoked only
general praises of Father Inire's goodness and | earning, and
the latter talk of birds, marnosets, and sinmilar favorites.

As | was about to go, Aude (whom | had assigned to the
Chat el ai ne Sancha's service already, for the Chatel ai ne had
brought but little staff with her fromFors) entered to com
plain that she had not been told the Chatel ai ne had a pet,
and that it would be necessary to arrange for its food and
the delivery of clean sand. The Chatelaine quite calmy de-
ni ed she possessed such an ani mal and denanded that the

one Aude reported be expelled fromthe suite.

As the years passed, the Chatel ai ne Sancha had little need

of birds or marnobsets. The scandal was revived by doddering
wonen who recollected it fromchildhood, and she attracted

to herself a host of protegees, the daughters of arm gers and
exul tants, eager to exhibit their tolerance and bathe in a
notoriety that was w thout hazard. Runors of a spectral cat
persisted-it being said to wal k upon the keyboard of the
choral cel o-but there are many runors in our hypogeum

and they were not the strangest.

It is one of ny duties to pay ny respects, as the prol ocutor
of all Father Inire's servants, to those who endure their nor-
tal illness here. Thus | called upon the Chatel ai ne Sancha as
she lay dying, and thus | cane to be in her bedchanber when
after having spoken with me only a nmonent before, she cried
out with her final breath.

Havi ng now carried ny account to its conclusion, | scarcely
know how to end it, save by an unenbellished recitation of
the facts.

At the dying Chatelaine's cry, all turned to | ook at her
And all saw, as did |, that upon the snowy counterpane cov-



ering her withered body there had appeared the dark paw

print of some aninmal, and beside it a thing not unlike a doll.
This was no longer than ny hand, and yet it seened in each
detail a lovely child just becone a woman. Nor was it of

pai nted wood, or any other substance of which such toys are
made; for when the physician pricked it with his lancet, a
ruby drop shone forth.

By the strict instructions of Father Inire, this little figure
was interred with the Chatel ai ne Sancha. Qur |aundresses
havi ng proved i ncapable of renoving the stain left by the
creature's paw, | ordered the counterpane sent to the Cha-
tel ai ne Leocadi a, who being of the nost advanced age was

even then but di mof sight.

She has since gone blind, and yet her maids report that

she sees the cat, which stalks her in her dreanms. It is not well
for those of high station to involve the servants of their ene-
mes in their quarrels.
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War Beneath the Tree

"War Beneath the Tree" copyright 1979 by Gene Wlfe; first appeared
in Omi.
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TS Christnas Eve, Conmander Robin," the Spaceman said.
"You'd better go to bed or Santa won't cone."

Robin's nother said, "That's right, Robin. Time to say good
ni ght."

The little boy in blue pajamas nodded, but he made no
nove to rise.

"Kiss me," said Bear. Bear wal ked his funny, waddly wal k
around the tree and threw his arnms about Robin. "W have
to go to bed. I'lIl come too." It was what he said every night.

Robi n' s not her shook her head in anmused despair. "Listen

to them" she said. "Look at him Bertha. He's like a little
prince surrounded by his court. How is he going to feel when
he's grown and can't have transistorized sycophants to spoi
himall the tine?"

Bertha the robot naid nodded her own al nbst hunan
head as she put the poker back in its stand. "That's right,
Ms. Jackson. That's right for sure."

The Dancing Doll took Robin by the hand, making an
arabesque penche of it. Now Robin rose. Hi s guardsnen
formed up and presented arns.

"On the other hand," Robin's nmother said, "they're chil-



dren only such a short tine."

Bert ha nodded again. "They're only young once, Ms. Jack-
son. That's for sure. Al right if | tell these little cute toys to
hel p ne straighten up after he's asl eep?”

The Captain of the guardsnen saluted with his silver saber

t he Largest Quardsman beat the tattoo on his drum and the
rest of the guardsmen formed a double file.

"He sleeps with Bear," Robin's nother said.

"I can spare Bear. There's plenty of others."

The Spacenman touched the buckle of his antigravity belt

and soared to a height of four feet |like a graceful, broad-
shoul dered ball oon. Wth the Dancing Doll on his left and
Bear on his right, Robin toddl ed off behind the guardsnen.
Robi n's not her ground out her last cigarette of the evening,
wi nked at Bertha, and said, "l suppose |'d better turn in too.
You needn't help me undress. Just pick up ny things in the
nor ni ng. "

"Yes urn. Too bad M. Jackson ain't here, it bein' Christms
Eve and you expectin' an' all."

"He'll be back fromBrazil in a week-1"'ve told you al ready.
Bert ha, your speech habits are getting worse and worse. Are
you sure you wouldn't rather be a French nmaid for a while?"

"Mni ze none, Ms. Jackson. | have too nuch trouble talkin'
to the men that conmes to the door when |I'm French."

"When M. Jackson gets his next pronption, we're going
to have a chauffeur,” Robin's nother said. "He's going to be
Italian, and he's going to stay Italian."

Bert ha wat ched her waddl e out of the room "All right,

you |l azy toys! You enpty them ashtrays into the fire an' get
everythin' put away. I'mgoin" to turn nyself off, but the next
time | cone on this roombetter be straight or there's goin'

to be sonme broken toys aroun' here.”

She wat ched | ong enough to see the G ngham Dog dunp

the contents of the [argest ashtray on the crackling | ogs, the
Spaceman float up to straighten the magazi nes on the coffee
table, and the Dancing Doll begin to sweep the hearth. "Put
yourselfs in your box," she told the guardsnen, and then she
turned off.

In the snmall est bedroom Bear lay in Robin's arnms. "Be
qui et," said Robin.

"I amquiet," said Bear
"Every time | am al nost gone to sleep, you squiggle."
"l don't," said Bear.

"You do."

"Don't."



"Sometinmes you have trouble going to sleep too, Robin,"
sai d Bear.

"I'"'m having trouble tonight," Robin countered neani ng-

fully.
Bear slipped fromhis arms. "I want to see if it's snow ng
again." He clinbed fromthe bed to an open drawer and

fromthe open drawer to the top of the dresser. It was snow
i ng.

Robi n said, "Bear, you have a circuit loose."” It was what
hi s nmother sonetimes said to Bertha.

Bear did not reply.

"Ch, Bear," Robin said sleepily a noment later. "I know
why you're antsy. It's your birthday tonmorrow, and you think

| didn't get you anything."

"Did you?" Bear asked.

"I will,"” Robin said. "Mdther will take nme to the store.” In
half a m nute his breathing becane the regul ar, heavy sighing
of a sleeping child.

Bear sat on the edge of the dresser and | ooked at him

Then he said under his breath, "I can sing Christmas carols.”
It had been the first thing he had ever said to Robin, one
year ago. He spread his arnms. All is calm all is bright. It nmade

himthink of the lights on the tree and the bright fire in the
living room The Spaceman was there, but because he was

the only toy who could fly, none of the others |iked the Space-
man much. The Dancing Doll was there too. The Dancing

Doll was clever, but. . . well-he could not think of the word.

He junped down into the drawer on top of a pile of Robin's
undershirts, then out of the drawer, and softly to the dark
carpeted fl oor.

"Limted," he said to himself. "The Dancing Doll is |lim
ited." He thought again of the fire, then of the old toys-
t he Bl ocks Robin had had before he and the Danci ng Dol

and the rest had come, the Whoden Man who rode a yel |l ow

bi cycl e, the Singing Top

The door of Robin's roomwas nearly closed. There was

only a narrow slit of light, so that Robin would not be afraid.
Bear had been closing it a little nore each night. Now he did
not want to open it. But it had been a long tine since Robin
had asked about his Woden Man, his Singing Top, and his

"A" Block, with all of its talk of apples and acorns and alli -
gators.

In the living room the Dancing Doll was positioning the
guardsmen, and all the while the Spaceman stood on the man-



tel and supervised. "W can get three or four behind the book-
case," he called

"Where they won't be able to see a thing," Bear grow ed.

The Dancing Doll pirouetted and dropped a sparkling
curtsy. "W were afraid you wouldn't cone," she said.

"Put one behind each leg of the coffee table," Bear told

her. "I had to wait until he was asleep. Now listen to ne, al
of you. Wiaen | call, 'Charge!' we nust all run at themto-
gether. That's very inmportant. If we can, we'll have a practice

bef or ehand. "
The Largest Guardsman said, "I'll beat ny drum?"”

"You'll beat the eneny, or you'll go into the fire with the
rest of us," Bear said.

Robin was sliding on the ice. Hs feet went out from under
himand right up into the air so that he fell down with a
tremendous BUMWP that shook himall over. He lifted his head,

and he was not on the frozen pond in the park at all. He was
in his own bed, with the moon shining in at the w ndow, and
it was Christnas Eve . . . no, Christmas Night now. . . and

Santa was com ng. Maybe he had already come. Robin |is-

tened for reindeer on the roof and did not hear the sound

of any reindeer steps. Then he listened for Santa eating the
cookies his nother had |l eft on the stone shelf next to the
fireplace. There was no munchi ng or crunching. Then he

t hrew back the covers and slipped down over the edge of his
bed until his feet touched the floor. The good snells of tree
and fire had cone into his room He followed them out of

the room ever so quietly, into the hall

Santa was in the living room bent over beside the tree!l
Robi n's eyes opened until they were as big and as round as
his paj ama buttons. Then Santa strai ghtened up, and he was
not Santa at all, but Robin's nmother in a new red bathrobe.
Robin's nother was nearly as fat as Santa, and Robin had to
put his fingers in his mouth to keep fromlaughing at the
way she puffed and pushed at her knees with her hands unti
she stood straight.

But Santa had cone! There were toys-new toys-every-
where under the tree.

Robi n's nother went to the cookies on the stone shelf and
ate half of one. Then she drank half the glass of mlk. Then
she turned to go back into her bedroom and Robin retreated
into the darkness of his own roomuntil she had passed. When
he peeked cautiously around the door frane again, the
toys-the New Toys-were begi nning to nove.

They shifted and shook thensel ves and | ooked about. Per-

haps it was because it was Christrmas Eve. Perhaps it was only
because the light of the fire had activated their circuits. But
a clown brushed hinself off and stretched, and a raggedy

girl smoot hed her raggedy apron (with a heart enbroidered

on it), and a nonkey gave a big junp and chi nned hinself



on the next-to-lowest linb of the Christnmas tree. Robin saw
them And Bear, behind the hassock of Robin's father's chair,
saw t hem t oo. Cowboys and Native Anericans were lifting

the Iid of a box, and a kni ght opened a cardboard door (nade
to look like wood) in the side of another box (made to | ook
like stone), letting a dragon peer over his shoul der

"Charge!" Bear called. "Charge!" He canme around the side

of the hassock on all fours like a real bear, running stiffly
but very fast, and he hit the Cown at his w de waistline and
knocked hi m down, then picked himup and threw him hal f-

way to the fire.

The Spacenman had swooped down on the Monkey; they
wrestled, teetering, on top of a polystyrene tricycle.

The Dancing Doll had charged fastest of all, faster even
than Bear hinself, in a breathtaking series ofjetes, but the
Raggedy G rl had lifted her feet fromthe floor, and now she
was running with her toward the fire. As Bear struck the
Cown a second tinme, he saw two Native Americans carrying

a guardsman-the Captain of the guardsnen-toward the

fire too. The Captain's saber had sliced through one of the
Native Americans, and it nmust have di sabl ed sonme circuit
because the Native Anmerican wal ked badly. But in a noment
nore the Captain was burning, his red uniform ablaze, his
hands thrown up |ike tongues of flame, his black eyes gl azing
and cracking, bright nmetal running fromhimlike sweat to
harden anong the ashes under the | ogs.

The Clown tried to westle with Bear, but Bear threw him

down. The Dragon's teeth were sunk in Bear's |eft heel, but
Bear kicked hinself free. The Calico Cat was burning, burn-

ing. The G nghamDog tried to pull her out, but the Mnkey
pushed himinto the fire. For a nonment Bear thought of the
cellar stairs and the deep, dark cellar, where there were boxes
and bundl es and a hundred forgotten corners. If he ran and

hid, the New Toys m ght never find him m ght never even

try to find him Years from now Robi n woul d di scover him
covered with dust.

The Dancing Doll's scream was high and sweet, and Bear
turned to face the Knight's uprai sed sword

When Robin's nother got up on Christnmas Morning, Robin

was awake al ready, sitting under the tree with the Cowboys,
wat ching the Native Americans do their rain dance. The
Monkey was perched on his shoul der, the Raggedy Grl (pro-
grammed, the store had assured Robin's nmother, to begin
Robin's sex education) in his lap, and the Knight and the
Dragon were at his feet. "Do you like the toys Santa brought
you, Robin?" Robin's nother asked.

"One of the Native Amer'cans doesn't work."

"Never mnd, dear. We'll take him back. Robin, |I've got
somet hing inmportant to tell you."

Bertha the robot maid cane in with cornflakes and m |k
and vitamns for Robin and cafe au lait for Robin's nother



"Where is those old toys?" she asked. "They done a picky-
poor job of cleanin' up this room"

"Robin, your toys are just toys, of course-"
Robi n nodded absently. A red calf was com ng out of the
chute, with a cowboy on a roping horse after him

"Where is those old toys, Ms. Jackson?" Bertha asked agai n.

"They're progranmed to sel f-destruct, | understand,"

Robi n's nother said. "But, Robin, you know how t he new
toys all cane, the Knight and Dragon and all your Cowboys,
al nrost by magic? Wll, the sanme thing can happen with peo-
ple."

Robi n | ooked at her with frightened eyes.

"The sane wonderful thing is going to happen here n
our hore."

* kK

225
Eyebem

"Eyebem' copyright 1970 by Gene Wlfe; first appeared in Obit 7 edited
by Danon Kni ght.

* kK

| AMIlying, | say again, in the dark; in the dark in the hut
Mark has built of frozen earth and pounded snow. My pack
transformer ratio .06 and | amdying. My identity, | say again,
is 887332 and ny friends call ne Eyebem

Inside me, | know, ny words are going around and around

in slowcircles as they have all ny life; | never thought it
woul d matter-when you are young you think you will live
forever. | remenber very clearly old Ceedeesy describing this
interior |looped tape all of us contain. (I think setting my pack
transformer ratio so low has called all these nenories forth,

t hough why it should | can't conprehend; menory chips

burni ng bright as the spark dies.) A tape going around and
around, Ceedeesy said, recording the last half hour of our
tal k, and then when end neets beginning witing over it so

that only the last half hour remains. It was an idea, he told
us, nmore than a hundred years old, having been originally

used to record the last transm ssions of those picturesque air-
burning rockets called jets.

Ceedeesy was ny group's principal instructor at the creche

and | | ooked up to him Now | want to tal k about him and
t hough since it doesn't pertain to the cause of my death you
won't like it, what can you do about it? | will be beyond the

reach of your vindictive reprogramm ng, voltage gone, nind
and nenory zeroed.



To tell the truth | have said a great many things you would
not like during the past eighteen or twenty hours as | |ay
here talking to nyself in the dark. Yes, talking, even though
the voltage in nmy speaker is so low that Mark, lying a few
feet away, cannot hear ne. He cannot hear ne, but | know

he is awake, lying there eating and thinking. | cannot see his
eyes, but how they burn in the dark

Ceedeesy, as | said, was old. So old that he could no | onger
be repaired sufficiently for active service, which was why we
youngsters received the benefit of the deep wi sdom he had

won during his decades in the wild parts of the world. | recal
his saying, "How many tines, Eyebem I|'ve seen the trum

peter swans bl ack against the nmorning sun!" then the little
pause as he searched-the pause that told of hysteresis gath-
ering on his aging mnd |ike cobwebs. "A hundred and
twenty-three times, Eyebem That's an average of 3.8622

times a year, but the hundred and twenty-fourth time wll

never cone for ne.
No. Nor will the first for ne.

Ceedeesy's skin had yell owed. They said at the creche that

it was an ol der type of vinyl and that they had since inproved
the color stability so that our own will be virtually unaffected
by the ultraviolet in sunlight, but | suspect that when ny
creche-mates are as old as Ceedeesy, their skin too will be
yel l owed at the back of the neck and the back of the hands,
where the harsh noon light will have seen it too often

It was because his skin was yell owed-or so | used to

t hi nk-that Ceedeesy never left the compound. | was too
young then to know that humans coul d al ways identify one

of us in a second or two in spite of new skin and different
face patterns with each creche-cycle. Once | persuaded him
to go with me to a little store nmy creche-mates and | had
found scarcely nore than a bl ock fromthe conpound gate.

It was run by a plunp worman who, in order to get our

custom pretended to be too sinple to recognize us. | think
too that having us there attracted tourists for her. At |east
several times when | was there peopl e-humans, | nean-

entered the store and stared, only buying sonethi ng when
the plunmp woman pressed it into their hands. As young as

I was | understood that she was exerting some form of psy-
chol ogi cal pressure on them

Since our faces within the creche-cycle were all the sane,
this woman pretended to think we were all the same human
person, a young nman who was her best customer, comng ten

or twenty tines a day into her little shop. Pretending, as |
said, to think we were all the sane person, she called us al
Mark; one of nmy creche-mates had told her to, no doubt; it's
the nane stupid youngsters always give when they want to
pass, useful because it's a human nanme as well as being one
of ours. How ironic that seens now

W woul d wander about the store one at a time |ooking at
the trusses and contraceptives we had no use for, and pre-
tending to drink a carbonated liquid until the woman, with



what | realize now was the nost el ephantine tact, contrived
to turn her back so that we could pour it into a conveniently
pl aced spittoon

On the one occasion that Ceedeesy acconpani ed me we

sat on high, swiveling stools sloshing the sweet drinks in our
cups and occasionally putting the straws to our nouths. Cee-
deesy, | amcertain, was only doing it to please me. He nust
have known | was the only one being deceived, but at the

time | believe he felt I was weak in marine biology, and he
was ready to take any opportunity to tutor nme before the
juni or exam nation. The store faced west, and as we tal ked

| watched a spot of sunlight creep along the floor to his feet,
then up his faded denimtrousers, then past the noose-hide
belt he had made hinsel f and over his patched hunting shirt
until his face and throat, and the hand that held his cup
were all brightly illum nated. | |ooked at themthen, cracked
with mnute cracks and discolored, and it was as though Cee-
deesy were an old piece of furniture covered with stiff, peel-
ing plastic; it was terrible. | thought then that the wonman
nmust know (being too innocent to realize that she had known
when the first of us wal ked in), but she was puttering in the
back of the store-waiting, no doubt, for the display at her
soda fountain to attract tourists.

To keep nyself fromstaring at Ceedeesy | began wat ching

the crowds on the street outside. In the space of a few mnutes
a thousand human bei ngs must have passed the store. It nmade

me interrupt Ceedeesy's lecture to ask, "Wen it's so beautifu
out there-as the training tapes show and you and the other

ol d ones say-why don't some of theni-1 waved a hand at

the wi ndow"go out and look at it? Wy send us?"

Ceedeesy | aughed. "Wen | was a youngster, the expla-
nati on given was al ways bl ackflies."

"Bl ackflies?"
"A stinging insect. That explanation's just a put-off, of

course. There are repellents to take care of them"

"Then-"

"A few of themdo go out," Ceedeesy said. He went on to

tell me about a man he had once rescued in the gorge of the
Col orado. The man had been a fanatic Ecuneni cal Neo-

Catholic, and had wanted to shoot the river on an air mattress
because Saint Kennedy the Less was reputed to have done

somet hing of the kind. "He was so naive," Ceedeesy said,

"that he called me Ranger the whole tinme he was with ne.

O perhaps he was just afraid of me, out there away from

the cities, and thought that was safest. | doubt if there are
ten human rangers left in the world now " A potbellied nman

| eading two children came into the store then, pointing at
Ceedeesy and ne and whi spering; we left.

I think that was the only time Ceedeesy went out of the
conpound. Last nonth (it seems so nuch | onger) when we
graduated he saw us off as we clinbed into the trucks that
woul d take us to the launch area. | was on the last truck, and



| can still picture himwaving as we went through the com
pound gate. At the tine | was eager to |eave.

The launch area was a new world to all of us, a huge

building filled with bustling hunmans and machi nes, with the
ships rising outside on columms of fire. I wasn't thinking
about it then, but | suppose it's having these ships, as well as
bei ng able to synthesize food, that have caused human bei ngs
to concentrate nore and nore in the cities. In the old days
they had to go out to get fromone to another, or at least fly
| ow enough that treetops and | akes becanme famliar. Now

wel |, nmy own experience was typical, | suppose. W were

i ssued tickets, and after several hours (we sat around and
conpared tickets-the North for ne) nmy ship was called. An

encl osed travelling walk put ne into it. That was the last |
saw of ny creche-nmates.

After a few minutes nmore a human girl with inquisitive

fingers came and strapped me to ny couch, giving herself a

| esson on how our anatony differs fromtheirs. Another wait,

a recorded announcenent, and the ship was rising under ne,
slowy at first, then faster and raster until the acceleration
drove me down agai nst the upholstery so hard | could sense
there wasn't enough strength in ny servos to nmove ny arns.

And then nothing. The acceleration faded and I was dis-
oriented, feeling sure that sonething had gone wong. After
a short tinme the disoriented feeling changed to one of de-
scending in an elevator. The couch was beneath ne again
and we were going down. Slowy. There was no sensation of
speed.

This time instead of the enclosed wal k there was an al u-

m num ranp; the building was ol der and the concrete pad
smal | enough for its edges to be visible, but there was no
nore feeling of having travelled or having been out of the
city than | would have gotten fromgoing to the top of the
central shop conplex in our compound.

For me there was, however, at |east one valid difference

in enmotional quality. I was alone, and as | carried my one

small bag into the old and rather grimy port building, | cane

to realize what that nmeant. There were several machi nes nov-

ing snoothly over the terrazzo floor, but to these nmachines

I was a man. There were a number of hunmans waiting for

their ships to |l eave or greeting arriving relatives, but to them
| was a machine in spite of nmy pointed, broad-brimred field

hat and hi gh-1aced boots, and they stared.

My orders had stated that | would be nmet here by soneone
fromny assigned station, but for over an hour | was by

nmyself in the mddle of that crowd. In retrospect | think the
experi ence was good for me, and perhaps it was planned that
way. | had been anticipating the | oneliness of duty in sone
renote part of the wlderness outside of the cities, and | had
been trained for that. But this was different. It taught ne
that I was vulnerable after all, and | think it rmade nme accept
Mar k, when he canme, nore than | woul d have ot herw se

| still remenber how glad | was when | saw a hat |ike mne



over the heads of that surging mass of people. | took off ny
own and waved it over ny head to |let himknow where | was,
and grasped his hand eagerly when he extended it. Half
shouting to make nyself heard, | said, "ldentity 887332. Cal
me Eyebem "

He said, "Call ne Mark."

| still don't know whether "Mark" is really Mark's name or
nmerely one he has assunmed to put us at our ease. | could ask
hi m now, turning up ny speaker until he heard ne over the
whi stling wind, but he is thinking. All our own names, of
course, derive fromthe dawn age of cybernetics: Ceedeesy's
fromthe old Control Data Corporation conmputers, and

"Mark" fromthe fanous series which included the Mark VI |

and Mark VIII. At any rate | had been expecting one of us,
and the nane postponed for half a mnute at |east ny dis-
covery that Mark was human. To be truthful, | don't believe

| was really sure of it until we were alone in the cab of the
copter. Then, sitting next to himas he started the engine, |
could study the skin of his neck. After that it seemed best to
say sonething so he wouldn't realize | was staring, so | asked
where we were goi ng.

"Main station," he said. "About thirty mles up the Kobuk
River." | could tell that he wasn't accustoned to talking a
great deal, but he was perfectly friendly. | asked if it were
far, and he said two hundred and fifty niles farther north.
W had lifted off by then and | was too busy | ooking at the
country to want to ask nore questions. It was rocky, wth
conifers on the higher ground and al ders foll ow ng the wa-
tercourses. In places they had already shed their |eaves, and
| knew this must be one of the | ast good days we woul d have
before the short Arctic sumer ended and winter closed in.

At the main station | was reassured to find that Mark was
the only human. The station boss was one of us, very im
posing in a huge old grey cabinet with sensors scattered al
over the station, but he made nme wel conme in a hearty, pleas-
ant voice that nade ne feel right at hone. There was anot her
fellow too, fromthe creche-cycle two years ahead of nine as
it turned out, who had come in froma tour to report and
rest up.

Wth my own anxiety gone | began to feel sorry for Mark

He had to prepare food when the rest of us were sitting

around rechargi ng our power packs, and a lot of the little
jokes and things that were said pretty well left himout-not
intentionally but just by the nature of things. Since | had the
| east seniority 1 had to cut wood for the fireplace and do the
odd jobs the station boss couldn't be bothered with around

the lowyield pile that kept our generator running, but I

didn't mind and | felt sure Mark woul d have traded pl aces

with me gladly if he could.

Then the pleasant tine at the station was over and Mark

and | left for our tour. By then | had | earned that Mark

who was nearly thirty, would be retiring the next year, and

I was to work with himuntil then, learning the territory and
getting the specialized know edge that can only be acquired



inthe field. W could have flown since the first big storm of
the winter hadn't cone yet, but Mark was afraid that if we
did we wouldn't be able to get the copter back out when it
turned nasty, so we took a snow jeep instead.

The first night that we canped | knew that | had reached

the life in which I could fulfill nyself, the thing I had been
made and trained for. Wthout his asking | carried water up
fromthe creek for Mark so that he could wash and nake

coffee. After he had gone to bed | sat up half the night staring
at the pol estar-so bright and so high here-and |i stening

to the sounds the wind made in the little spruce trees around
us.

The next day Mark showed ne the tracks of a bear over-

| appi ng ny own beside the creek. "He canme before the frost

got to the nud," Mark said, "so it must have been pretty early
in the evening. Did you see hinP"

| shook ny head. "He's not dangerous, is he?"

"I wouldn't want to blunder into himin the dark, and he
m ght go after the grub I've got | ocked in the jeep."

| hadn't thought of that. The bear couldn't eat anperes

out of ny power pack, but if it got to Mark's food-not here
where we could easily get back to the station, but when we
were farther out-Mark mght starve. That know edge hung
like a dark cloud at the back of my mnd while we broke
canp and | oaded the snow jeep. | hadn't realized | was al-
lowing the worry to show on ny face, but when we were

under way Mark asked, "What's the matter, Eyeben®"

| told himwhat was troub' g me and he | aughed. "I'm an
ol d hand. Funny, but while u were worrying about e |
was fretting about you ani "ie boss and the rest of you;
wondering if you'll be all right when I |eave."

"About us?" Frankly | was shocked.
"Uh- huh." He swung the snow jeep around a fallen tree.

"I know there are a |l ot of these conpletely automated stations
operating successfully, but I still worry."

Conpl etely autonmated? | suppose in a sense Mark was

right, but | hadn't thought of it that way. | said as gently as

I could, "W're designed for it. Mark. This is our hone out

here. If anyone's out of place it's you, and |I'msure the station
boss and all of us will feel a lot |ess concern when you go to
one of the cities.”

Mark didn't say anything to that, but | could see he didn't
really agree. To change the subject | said, "The bears will be
going into hibernation soon, | suppose. Then we won't have

to worry about them"

"Most of themare in already." Mark sounded |ike a bear
hi nsel f. "The one we had around canp was probably an old

mal e; sone of themdon't go until the last bit of food' s gone,



and they'll stick their heads out any tinme during the w nter
when there's a little stretch of better than average weat her."

I know all that, of course. | had asked the question to give
hi m something to tal k about that wouldn't hurt his pride. It
wor ked too. Bears around canp are al ways a problem and

he told bear stories for the rest of that day as we picked our
way north,

The stormcanme on our fifth day out, but we were expecting

it and had made oursel ves as secure as possible, pitching our
tent in a sheltered spot and wei ghing down the edges with
rocks until it |ooked alnpost |ike a stone house. The storm
kept us there for three days, but when it was over we could
put the skis on the snow jeep and skim al ong where we had
had to pick our way before. W |ooked in on the sea otter
rookeries north of the abandoned city of Kivalina, then fol-
| owed the coast north toward Point Hope. W were still about
two days' travel south of it when the second storm cane.

That one held us five days, and when it was over Mark

deci ded we'd better cut our tour short and head back toward
the station. W dug the snow jeep out of the drifts and got
ready to | eave, but when Mark engaged the transm ssion the
engi ne died and would not restart.

| know very little about turbines-1've only so nmuch pro-
gram capacity after all-but Mark seemed to be quite famliar
with them so while | built a snowwall to give him sone
shelter fromthe wind, he tore the engi ne down.

A drive shaft bearing race had shattered. It was broken so
badly it wouldn't even keep the shaft in place, nuch less all ow
it toturn. It had janmred the turbine, and the overtorque
breaker was what had actually shut down the engine; the
trouble with the bearing had probably been due to col d-

short ness, the weakness that will make an ax head fly into a
t housand pi eces sonetines when it's been |left outside al
night in subzero cold and y6u slamit into a frozen knot. Al
our equi prment is supposed to be tested against it, but ap-
parently this slipped through, or nore likely, as Mark says,
some mechani ¢ doi ng an overhaul made an unaut horized
substitution.

For as long as the battery lasted we tried to raise the station
boss on the radio, but the cold reduced its efficiency so badly
that we were forced to disconnect it fromtine to tine so that
we could carry it into the tent to warmup. For a while we
considered tearing the entire radio out of the jeep so that we
could take it inside, but we were afraid we'd damage sone-
thing in the process (neither of us were too clear on how
closely its wiring was integrated with the jeep's), and by the
time we had about made up our minds to do it, the battery
failed conpletely.

After that we had to reassess our position pretty thoroughly
and we did, sitting by our little stove in the tent that night.
Mark had food for at |least ten days nore, twenty with ra-
tioning, but it was too heavy to carry with us together wth
our other gear, and the | oss of the snow jeep's engi ne neant



no nore power-pack recharges for me. W decided the smart
thing to do was to stay with the jeep and our equi prment,
maki ng what we had | ast as long as possible. W could burn
the jeep's fuel in our stove, and if we kept the snow off it,
just having it near us would nake us a lot nore visible to a
search party than we woul d be ot herwi se. Wen we failed to
return fromour tour on schedule the station boss would send
soneone after us, and if we conserved what we had we

t hought he ought to find us in pretty good shape.

At first everything went quite well. | cut ny pack trans-
former ratio: first to .5, then as the days went by to .3 wi thout
seeming to lose too nuch. | wasn't strong, of course, but as

| told Mark it kept my nonitor on, kept nme going, and

didn't feel too bad. If you're not fanmliar with us, you who

are hearing this tape, you may wonder why | didn't sinply

turn nyself off altogether and instruct Mark to reactivate ne
when rescue cane. The reason is that nmy nmenory is de-

pendent on submi ni ature sem conductor chips whi ch make

up bistable circuits. Wien there is no electromotive force on
them the seniconductors "forget" their position, and that

woul d nean wi ping out every nmenory | possess-the total

erasure of ny personality as well as the loss of all ny training.

Two days ago Mark built this hut of earth and snow for

us with the tent as a liner, but I was too weak to help him
much. The truth is that for the past week | have been sinply
| ying here conserving as much energy as | can. Yesterday
Mark went out and was able to shoot a seal on the beach,

and when he dragged it inside | know he thought | was dead.
He knelt beside ne and passed his hand in front of ny eyes,
then slipped it inside ny parka to feel the place in ny chest
above the heaters that prevent ny hydraulic punmp's freezing.

There was so little current that he felt nothing, and | could
see himshake his head as he drew his hand out.

| should not have done it, but for sonme reason that made
me angry, and | turned up the power to ny speaker until |
could make nyself heard and said, "lI'malive, Mark. Don't
junk me yet."

He said, "I wouldn't junk you, Eyebem"

Then it all burst out of me, all the horror and frustration
of these past days. | shouldn't have tal ked to Mark that way,
he has never done ne any harmand in fact has done what -

ever he could to help me, but | lost control of nyself. Perhaps
the I ong period at reduced voltage had sonething to do with
it. Perhaps | amgoing mad, but | told himover and over

how unjust it was: "W are the advance of the future, not

you men. All your stupid human history has been just your

own replacenment by us, and there's nothing, not one thing,
that you can do that we can't do better. Wy don't you help
me?" | suppose | was raving.

He only took ny hand and said, "I'Il think of sonething,
Eyebem turn down your power before you exhaust your-
sel f."



And now anot her storm has come up, which neans that

whoever has been sent out to look for ne, if anyone has, is

pi nned down just as we are; sitting in his tent while my power
drai ns ampere by anpere, electron by electron on the way

to nothing while Mark lies across fromne in the dark eating
his filthy seal blubber. Has the hal f-hour |oop conpleted its
cycle yet? Have | already erased the | ast beginning | nade?

| have no way of know ng.

| amlying, | say again, in the dark

* kK
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THE three friends in the trench | ooked very nuch alike as

they labored in the rain. Their hairless skulls were slickly
naked to it, their torsos hairless too, and supple with snmooth
muscles that ran like oil under the wet gleam

The two, who really were 2909 and 2911, did not m nd

the jungl e around them al though they detested the rain that
rusted their weapons, and the snakes and insects, and hated
the Enemy. But the one called 2910, the real as well as the
official |eader of the three, did; and that was because 2909
and 2911 had stainless-steel bones; but there was no 2910
and there had never been

The canp they held was a triangle. In the center, the CP-

Aid Station where Lieutenant Kyle and M. Brenner slept:

a hut of ammo cases packed with dirt whose | ower half was

dug into the soggy earth. Around it were the nortar pit (NE)
the recoilless rifle pit (NW, and Pinocchio's pit (S); and be-
yond these were the straight lines of the trenches: First Pla-
toon, Second Pl atoon, Third Platoon (the platoon of the

three). Qutside of which were the primary wire and an an-

ti personnel mne field.

And outside that was the jungle. But not conpletely out-

side. The jungle set up outposts of its own of sw ft-sprouting
banboo and el ephant grass, and its crawing creatures carried
out untiring patrols of the trenches. The jungle sheltered

the Enemy, taking himto its great fetid breast to be fed while
it sopped up the rain and of it bred its stinging ghats and
centi pedes.

An ogre beside him 2911 drove his shovel into the ooze

filling the trench, lifted it to shoul der height, dunped it;
2910 did the sane thing in his turn, then watched the rain
work on the scoop of mud until it was slowy running back

into the trench again. Follow ng his eyes 2911 | ooked at him



and grinned. The HORAR s face was broad, hairless, flat-
nosed and hi gh-cheeked; his teeth were pointed and white
like a big dog's. And he, 2910, knew that that face was his
own. Exactly his own. He told hinmself it was a dream but he
was very tired and could not get out.

Sonewhere down the trench the bull voice of 2900 an-

nounced t he evening nmeal and the others threw down their
tools and jostled past toward the bow s of steam ng mash, but
t he t hought of food nauseated 2910 in his fatigue, and he
stunmbl ed into the bunker he shared with 2909 and 2911. Fl at
on his air mattress he could | eave the nightmare for a tine;
return to the sane world of houses and sidewal ks, or nerely
sink into the bl essed not hingness that was far better.

Suddenly he was bolt upright on the cot, blackness still in
his eyes even while his fingers groped with their own thought
for his hel met and weapon. Bugles were blowing fromthe

edge of the jungle, but he had time to run his hand under

the inflated pad of the mattress and reassure hinself that his
hi dden notes were safe before 2900 in the trench outside
yel l ed, "Attack! Fall out! Man your firing points!"”

It was one of the stock jokes, one of the jokes so stock, in
fact, that it had ceased to be anything anyone | aughed at, to
say "Horar" your firing point (or whatever it was that ac-
cording to the book should be "manned"). The HORARS in

the squad he |l ed used the expression to 2910 just as he used
it with them and when 2900 never enployed it the om ssion
had at first unsettled him But 2900 did not really suspect.
2900 just took his rank seriously.

He got into position just as the nortars put up a parachute
flare that hung over the canp like a white rose of fire.

Whet her because of his brief sleep or the excitenment of the

i npendi ng fight his fatigue had evaporated, |eaving himner-
vously alert but unsteady. Fromthe jungle a bugle sang. "Ta-
taa . . . taa-taa . " and off to the platoon's left rear the First
opened up with their heavy weapons on a suicide squad they
apparently thought they saw on the path [eading to the north-
east gate. He watched, and after half a m nute sonething
stood up on the path and grabbed for its m dsection before

it fell, so there was a suicide squad.

Sone one, he told hinself. Sonmeone. Not sonething. Soneone
grabbed for his midsection. They were all human out there.

The First began letting go with personal weapons as well,

-ych deep cough representing a half dozen dartlike fletch-
ettes flying in an inescapable pattern three feet broad. "Eyes
front, 2910!" barked 2900.

There was nothing to be seen out there but a few clunps
of el ephant grass. Then the white flare burned out. "They
ought to put up another one," 2911 on his right said wor-
riedy.

"A star in the east for nen not born of wonen," said 2910
half to hinself, and regretted the blaspheny innmedi ately.



"That's where they need it," 2911 agreed, "The First is
having it pretty hot over there. But we could use sone |ight
here too."

He was not listening. At hone in Chicago, during that

i nexpressibly renote time which ran froma di mnmenory of

pl aying on a | awn under the supervision of a snmiling giantess
to that nmoment two years ago when he had submitted to

surgery to |l ose every body and facial hair he possessed and
undergo certain other mnor alterations, he had been un-
consciously preparing hinmself for this. Lifting weights and
pl aying football to develop his body while he whetted his

m nd on a thousand books; all so that he mght tell, making
others feel at a renove

Anot her flare went up and there were three dark sil hou-
ettes sliding fromthe next-nearest clunp of el ephant grass
to the nearest. He fired his M19 at them then heard the
HORARS on either side of himfire too. Fromthe sharp
corner where their own platoon net the Second a nachi ne

gun opened up with tracer. The nearest grass clunp sprang
into the air and sonersaulted anmd spurts of earth.

There was a nonent of quiet, then five rounds of high

expl osive cane in right behind them as though ained for

Pi nocchio's pit. Crunmp. Crunp. Crunp . . . Crunp. Crunp. (2900
woul d be running to ask Pinocchio if he were hurt.)

Soneone el se had been noving down the trench toward

them and he could hear the munbl e of the new voice becone
a gasp when the H E. rounds cane in. Then it resuned, a
little | ouder and consequently a bit nore easily understood.
"How are you? You feel all right? Ht?"

And nost of the HORARS answering, "I'mfine, sir," or

"We're okay, sir," but because HORARS did have a sense of

hunor sone of them said things like, "How do we transfer

to the Marines, sir?" or, "My pulse just registered nine thou',
sir. 3000 took it with the nortar sight."

W often think of strength as associated with hunorl essness, he

had witten in the news nagazi ne which had, with the Arny's
cooperation, planted himby subterfuge of surgery anong

t hese j F/onmol og Organi sns (Arny . Repl acenent Sinul ations).

But, he had continued, this is not actually the case. Hunor is a
prime defense of the mind, and knowing that to strip the mnd of it
isto leave it shieldless, the Arny and the Synthetic Biol ogy Service
have wi sely included a charning dash in the makeup of these syn-

t hesi zed repl acenments for human infantry.

That had been before he discovered that the Arny and

the SBS had tried mightily to weed that sense of the ridicul ous
out, but found that if the HORARS were to maintain the

desired intelligence | evel they could not.

Brenner was behi nd hi m now, touching his shoul der. "How
are you? Feel all right?"

He wanted to say, "I'mhalf as scared as you are, you dunb
Dut chman, " but he knew that if he did the fear woul d sound



in his voice; besides, the disrespect would be unthinkable to
a HORAR

He al so wanted to say sinmply, "A-okay, sir," because if he
did Brenner would pass on to 2911 and he woul d be safe.

But he had a reputation for originality to keep up, and he
needed that reputation to cover himwhen he slipped, as he
often did, sidewi se of HORAR standards. He answered: "You
ought to look in on Pinocchio, sir. | think he's cracking up."
From the other end of the squad, 2909's quiet chuckle re-
warded him and Brenner, the man nost dangerous to his

di sgui se, continued down the trench.

Fear was necessary because the will to survive was very
necessary. And a humanoid formwas needed if the HORARS
were to utilize the mass of hunman equi prent al ready on

hand. Besi des, a human-shaped (honol og? no, that nerely
meant sinilar, honol ogi cat) HORAR had outscored all the fan-
tastic forms SBS had been able to dreamup in a super-
realistic (public opinion would never have pernmitted it with
human sol diers) test carried out in the Evergl ades-

(Were they nmerely duplicating? Had all this been worked

out before with sone greater war in mnd? And had He
Himsel f, the Scientist Hinself, cone to take the formof Hi s
creations to show that he too could bear the unendurabl e?)
2909 was at his el bow, whispering. "Do you seesonet hi ng,
Squad Leader? Over there?" Dawn had come w thout his
noti ci ng.

Wth fingers clunmsy fromfatigue he switched the contro

of his M19 to the | ower, 40nmm grenade-| aunchi ng barrel

The grenade made a brief flash at the spot 2909 had indi -
cated. "No," he said, "I don't see anything now. " The fine,
soft rain which had been falling all night was getting stronger
The dark cl ouds seermed to roof the world. (Was he fated to
reenact what had been done for mankind? It coul d happen
The Eneny took humans captive, but there was nothing they
woul d not do to HORAR prisoners. Cccasionally patrols
found the bodi es spread-eagled, with banboo stakes driven
through their linbs; and he could only be taken for a
HORAR. He thought of a watercolor of the crucifixion he
had seen once. Wuld the color of his own bl ood be crinson
| ake?)

Fromthe CP the observation ornithocopter rose on nap-
pi ng wi ngs.

"I haven't heard one of the mines go for quite a while,"

2909 said. Then there came the phony-soundi ng bang t hat

so often during the past few weeks had cl osed similar probing
attacks. Squares of paper were suddenly fluttering all over

t he canp.
"Propaganda shell," 2909 said unnecessarily, and 2911

clinmbed casually out of the trench to get a |eaflet, thenjunped
back to his position. "Sanme as |ast week," he said, snoothing
out the danp rice paper

Looki ng over his shoul der, 2910 saw that he was correct.



For sone reason the Enemy never directed his propaganda

at the HORARS, although it was no secret that reading skills
were inplanted in HORAR minds with the rest of their in-
stinctive training. Instead it was always ai ned at the hunans
in the canp, and played heavily on the distaste they were
supposed to feel at being "confined with half-living flesh stil
stinking of chemcals.” Privately, 2910 thought they m ght
have done better, at least with Lieutenant Kyle, to have
dropped that approach and played up sex. He also got the

i npression fromthe propaganda that the Eneny thought

there were far nore humans in the canp than there actually
ver e.

Vll, the Arny-with far better opportunities to know
was wong as well. Wth a few key general s excepted, the
Arny thought there were only two.

He had rmade the Al - American. How long ago it seened.
No coach, no sportswiter had ever conpared his stocky,
muscul ar physique with a HORAR s. And he had maj ored

in journalism had been ambitious. How many men, with a
little surgical help, could have passed here?

"Think it sees anything?" he heard 2911 ask 2909. They
were | ooki ng upward at the "bird" sailing overhead.

The ornithocopter could do everything a real bird could

except lay eggs. It could literally land on a strand of wire. It
could ride thermals Iike a vulture, and dive |ike a hawk. And
the bird-notion of its wings was wonderfully efficient, saving
power - pl ant wei ght that could be used for zoom | enses and

tel ecaneras. He wi shed he were in the CP watching the non-

itor screen with Lieutenant Kyle instead of standing with his
face a scant foot above the nud (they had tried stal ked eyes
like a crab's in the Evergl ades, he renenbered, but the stalks
had becone infected by a fungus . . .).

As though in answer to his wi sh, 2900 called, "Show sone
snap for once, 2910. He says He wants us in the CP."

When he hinmself thought He, He neant God; but 2900

meant Lieutenant Kyle. That was why 2900 was a pl at oon

| eader, no doubt; that and the irrational prestige of a round
nunber. He clinbed out of the trench and followed himto

the CP. They needed a comunicating trench, but that was
somet hing there hadn't been time for yet.

Brenner had soneone (2788? |ooked |ike him but he

couldn't be certain) down on his table. Shrapnel, probably
froma grenade. Brenner did not | ook up as they cane in,

but 2910 could see his face was still white with fear although
the attack had been over for a full quarter of an hour. He

and 2900 ignored the SBS man and sal uted Li eutenant Kyle.

The conpany conmmander sniled. "Stand at ease, HOR-
ARS. Have any trouble in your sector?"

2900 said, "No, sir. The light machi ne gun got one group
of three and 2910 here knocked off a group of two. Not
much of an attack on our front, sir."



Li eut enant Kyl e nodded. "1 thought your platoon had the
easiest time of it, 2900, and that's why |'ve picked you to run
a patrol for nme this norning."

"That's fine with us, sir.

"You'll have Pinocchio, and | thought you' d want to go
yoursel f and take 2910's gang."

He gl anced at 2910. "Your squad still at full strength?"

2910 said, "Yes, sir," naking an effort to keep his face

i npassive. He wanted to say: | shouldn't have to go on patrol
' m human as you are, Kyle, and patrolling is for things
grown in tubes, things fleshed out around netal skel etons,
things with no famly and no chil dhood behind them

Things like ny friends.

He added, "We've been the |uckiest squad in the company,
sir.

"Fine. Let's hope your luck holds, 2910." Kyle's attention

swi tched back to 2900. "I've gotten under the |eaf canopy

wi th the ornithocopter and done everything except make it

wal k around like a chicken. I can't find a thing and it's drawn
no fire, so you ought to be okay. You'll make a conplete
circuit of the canp without getting out of range of nortar
support. Understand?"

2900 and 2910 sal uted, about-faced, and narched out.

2910 could feel the pulse in his neck; he flexed and unfl exed
hi s hands unobtrusively as he wal ked. 2900 asked, "Think
we' |l catch any of then?" It was an unbending for himthe
easy canaraderie of anticipated action.

"I"d say so. | don't think the GO S had | ong enough with
the bird to make certain of anything except that their main
force has pulled out of range. | hope so."

And that's the truth, he thought. Because a good hot fire-
fight would probably do it-round the whole thing out so
can get out of here.

Every two weeks a helicopter brought supplies and, when

t hey were needed, replacenents. Each trip it also carried a
correspondent whose supposed duty was to interviewthe
conmanders of the canps the copter visited. The reporter's
nane was Keith Thomas, and for the past two nmonths he

had been the only human being with whom 2910 coul d t ake

of f his nask.

Thomas carried scribbled pages fromthe notebook under

2910's air mattress when he left, and each tine he cane
managed to find sone corner in which they could speak in
private for a few seconds. 2910 read his mail then and gave

it back. It enbarrassed himto realize that the ol der reporter
viewed himw th sonething not far renoved from hero wor-

shi p.



| can get out of here, he repeated to hinmself. Wite it up
and tell Keith we're ready to use the letter

2900 ordered crisply, "Fall in your squad. 1'll get Pinocchio
and neet you at the south gate."

"Right." He was suddenly seized with a desire to tell sone-
one, even 2900, about the letter. Keith Thomas had it, and

it was really only an undated note, but it was signed by a
famous general at Corps Headquarters. Wthout explanation

it directed that nunber 2910 be detached from his present

assi gnment and pl aced under the tenporary orders of M.

K. Thomas, Accredited Correspondent. And Keith woul d use

it any time he asked himto. In fact, he had wanted to on his
last trip.

He could not renenber giving the order, but the squad

was falling in, lining up in the rain for his inspection al nost
as smartly as they had on the drill field back at the creche.
He gave "At Ease" and | ooked them over while he outlined

t he objectives of the patrol. As always, their weapons were

i mmacul at e despite the danmpness, their massive bodies ram
rod-straight, their uniforns as clean as conditions permtted.

The L. A. Rans with guns, he thought proudly. Barking

"On Phones,"” he flipped the switch on his hel net that would
permt 2900 to knit himand the squad together with Pin-
occhio in a unified tactical unit. Another order and the HOR-
ARS depl oyed around Pinocchio with the snoot hness of

repeated drill, the wire closing the south gate was drawn back
and the patrol noved out.

Wth his turret retracted, Pinocchio the robot tank stood

just three feet high, and he was no wi der than an aut onobil e;
but he was as long as three, so that froma di stance he had
somet hing of the look of a railroad flatcar. In the jungle his
narrow front enabled himto slip between the trunks of the
unconquer abl e gi ant hardwods, and the power in his treads
could flatten saplings and banboo. Yet resilient organics and
sintered netals had turned the runble of the old, manned

tanks to a soft hiss for Pinocchio. Were the jungle was free
of undergrowth lie noved as silently as a hospital cart.

H s i medi ate precursor had been named "Punch," ap-
parently in the sort of sinpering depreciation which found
"Shill el agh" acceptable for a war rocket. "Punch"-a bust in
t he nout h.

But Punch, which Iike Pinocchio had possessed a conputer
brain and no need of a crew (or for that matter roomtor

one except for an exposed vestigial seat on his deck), had
required wires to comunicate with the infantry around him
Radi o had been tried, but the problenms posed by static, jam
m ng, and outright enemy forgery of instructions had been
too nmuch for Punch.

Then an inproved nodel had done away with those wres
and somre i magi native officer had remenbered that "M.
Punch” had been a knockabout marionette-and the wirel ess



i mprovenment was suddenly very easy to nane. But, I|ike
Punch and its fairy-tale nanesake, it was vulnerable if it went
out into the world al one.

A brave man (and the Eneny had many) coul d hide hinself
until Pinocchio was within touching distance. And a well -

i nstructed one could then place a hand grenade or a bottle
of gasoline where it would destroy him Pinocchio' s three-
i nch-thick arnor needed the protection of flesh, and since
he cost as much as a small city and could (if properly pro-
tected) fight a reginent to a stand, he got it.

Two scouts from 2910's squad preceded hi mthrough the

jungle, form ng the point of the dianond. Flankers noved

on either side of him"beating the bush" and, when it seened
advisable, firing a pattern of fletchettes into any suspi ci ous-
| ooki ng pi ece of undergrowth. Cheerful, reliable 2909, the

assi stant squad | eader, with one other HORAR forned the

rear guard. As patrol |eader 2900's position was behind Pin-
occhio, and as squad | eader 2910's was in front.

The jungle was quiet with an eerie stillness, and it was dark
under the big trees. "Though | walk in the valley of the
shadow . .."

Made tiny by the phones, 2900 squeaked in his ear, "Keep

the left flankers farther out!" 2910 acknow edged and trotted
over to put his own stanp on the correction, although the

fl ankers, 2913, 2914, and 2915, had already heard it and

were noving to obey. There was al nost no chance of trouble
this soon, but that was no excuse for a slovenly formation

As he squeezed between two trees sonething caught his eye

and he halted for a nonment to exanmine it. It was a skull; a
skul | of bone rather than a snooth HORAR skull of steel

and so probably an Eneny's.

A big "E'" Eneny's, he thought to hinself. A man to whom
t he normal HORAR condi tioni ng of exaggerated respect
borderi ng on worship did not apply.

Tiny and tinny, "Something hol ding you up, 29107?"

"Be right there." He tossed the skull aside. A nman whom

even a HORAR coul d di sobey; a man even a HORAR coul d

kill. The skull had | ooked old, but it could not have been ol d.
The ants would have picked it clean in a few days, and in a
few weeks it would rot. But it was probably at |east seventeen
or eighteen years ol d.

The orni thocopter passed themon flapping wings, flying
its own search pattern. The patrol went on

Casual Iy 2910 asked his helmet m ke, "How far are we
goi ng? Far as the creek?"

2900' s voi ce squeaked, "We'll work our way down the bank
a quarter nmile, then cut west,"” then with noticeabl e sarcasm
added, "if that's okay with you?"

Unexpectedl y Lieutenant Kyle's voice canme over the
phones. "S O s your second in conmand, 2900. He has a



duty to ke' hinself inforned of your plans."

But 2910, realizing that a real HORAR woul d not have

asked the question, suddenly also realized that he knew nore
about HORARS than the conmpany conmander did. It was

not surprising, he ate and slept with themin a way Kyle could
not, but it was disquieting. He probably knew nore than
Brenner, strict biological nechanics excepted, as well.

The scouts had reported that they coul d see the sluggish

jungle streamthey called the creek when Lieutenant Kyle's

voi ce cane over the phones again. As routinely as he had

delivered his mild rebuke to 2900 he announced, "Situation

Red here. An apparent battalion-level attack hitting tl \u2022\u2022""'

North Point. Let's suck it back in, patrol."

Pi nocchi o swi vel ed 180 degrees by locking his right tread,

and the squad turned in a clockw se circle around him Kyle
said distantly, "The recoillesses don't seemto have found the
range yet, so I'mgoing out to give thema hand. M. Brenner
will be holding down the radio for the next few mnutes."

2900 transnitted, "We're on our way, sir."

Then 2910 saw a burst of automatic weapon's fire cut his
scouts down. In an instant the jungle was a pandenoni um

of sound.

Pi nocchi o's radar had traced the bullets back to their source
and his main armanment slammed a 155mm shell at it, but
cross-fire was suddenly slicing in fromall around them The
bull ets striking Pinocchio's turret screanmed away |ike damed
soul s. 2910 saw grenades arc out of nowhere and sonething
struck his thigh with terrible force. He nade hinsel f say,
"I"'mhit, 2909; take the squad," before he | ooked at it. Mortar
shell's were dropping in now and if his assistant acknow -
edged, he did not hear

A bit of jagged netal froma grenade or a nortar round

had laid the thigh open, but apparently nissed the big artery
supplying the lower |eg. There was no spurt, only a rapid
wel i ng of bl ood, and shock still held the injury nunb. Forc-
ing himself, he pulled apart the lips of the wound to nake
sure it was clear of foreign matter. It was very deep but the
bone was not broken; at |least so it seened.

Keepi ng as | ow as he could, he used his trench knife to cut
away the cloth of his trousers leg, then rigged a tourniquet
with his belt. H s aid packet contained a pad of gauze, and
tape to hold it in place. Wien he had finished he lay still,
hol ding his M 19 and | ooking for a spot where its fire m ght

do some good. Pinocchio was firing his turret machine gun

in routine bursts, sanitizing |ikely-1looking patches of jungle;
otherwi se the fight seened to have quieted down.

2900's voice in his ear called, "Wunded? W got any

wounded?"

He managed to say, "Me. 2910." A HORAR woul d fee

some pain, but not nearly as much as a nan. He woul d have

to fake the insensitivity as best he could. Suddenly it occurred
to himthat he would be invalided out, would not have to use



the letter, and he was gl ad.

"W thought you bought it, 2910. dad you're still around.”
Then Brenner's voice cutting through the transm ssion
junpy with panic: "We're being overrun here! Get the Pin-
occhi o back at once."

In spite of his pain 2910 felt contenpt. Only Brenner
woul d say "the Pinocchio." 2900 sent, "Conming, sir," and un-
expectedly was standing over him lifting himup

He tried to | ook around for the squad. "W | ose many?"
"Four dead and you." Perhaps no other human woul d have
detected the pain in 2900's harsh voice. "You can't walk wth
that, can you?"

"I couldn't keep up."

"You ride Pinocchio then." Wth surprising gentl eness the

pl atoon | eader lifted himinto the little seat the robot tank's
director used when road speeds nade running inpractical

What was |left of the squad formed a skirm sh |ine ahead. As
they began to trot forward he could hear 2900 calling, "Base
canp! Base canp! What's your situation there, sir?"

"Li eutenant Kyle's dead,"” Brenner's voice came back
"3003 just canme in and told me Kyle's dead!"

"Are you hol di ng?"
"I don't know. " More faintly 2910 coul d hear hi m aski ng,

"Are they hol di ng, 3003?"

"Use the periscope, sir. O if it still works, the bird."
Brenner chattered, "I don't know if we're holding or not.
3003 was hit and now he's dead. | don't think he knew any

way. You've got to hurry."

It was contrary 10 regul ations, but 2910 ni pped off h

hel met phone to avoid hearing 2900's patient reply. Wth
Brenner no | onger gibbering in his ears he could hear not
too distantly the sound of expl osions which nust be com ng
fromthe canp. Small-arnms fire made an al nost incessant
buzz as a background for the whizz-bang! of incom ng shells
and the coughing of the canp's own nortars.

Then the jungle was past and the canp lay in front of

them Geysers of nud seemed to be erupting fromit every-
where. The squad broke into a full run, and even while he
rolled, Pinocchio was firing his 155 in support of the canp.

They faked us out, 2910 reflected. His | eg throbbed pain-
fully but distantly and he felt |ight-headed and dizzy-as

t hough he were an ornithocopter hovering in the msty rain
over his own body. Wth the |ight-headed ness cane a strange
clarity of mnd.

They faked us out. They got us used to little probes that
pul l ed off at sunrise, and then when we sent Pinocchi o out



they were going to anbush us and take the canp. It suddenly
occurred to himthat he mght find hinself still on this ex-
posed seat in the mddle of the battle; they were already
approachi ng the edge of the mne field, and the HORARS
ahead were noving into squad colum so as not to overlap
the edges of the cleared | ane. "Were are we going, Pinoc-
chi 0?" he asked, then realized his phone was still off. He
reactivated it and repeated the question

Pi nocchi o droned, "Injured HORAR personnel will be de-

livered to the Command Post for Synthetic Biology Service
attention," but 2910 was no longer listening. In front of them
he coul d hear what sounded like fifty bugles signaling for

anot her Eneny attack

The south side of the triangular canmp was deserted, as

t hough the remrai nder of their platoon had been call ed away
to reinforce the First and Second; but wi th the sweeping
illogic of war there was no Eneny where they m ght have
entered unresi sted.

"Request assistance from Synthetic Biology Service for in-

j ured HORAR personnel ," Pinocchio was saying. Talking did
not interfere with his firing the 155, but when Brenner did
not come out after a mnute or nore, 2910 managed to sw ng
hi nsel f down, catching his weight on his good | eg. Pinocchio
roll ed away at once.

The CP bunker was twi sted out of shape, and he could see
where several near-m sses had cone close ro knocking it out
conpletely. Brenner's white face appeared in the doorway
as he was about to go in. "Wo's that?"

"2910. 1've been hit-let me conme in and lie down."

"They won't send us an air strike. | radioed for one and

they say this whole part of the country's socked in; they say
they wouldn't be able to find us."

"Get out of the door. I"'mhit and I want to conme in and
lie domn." At the | ast noment he renenbered to add, "Sir."

Brenner noved reluctantly aside. It was dimin the bunker
but not dark.

"You want ne to |ook at that |eg?"

2910 had found an enpty stretcher, and he laid hinself

on it, noving awkwardly to keep fromflexing his wound.

"You don't have to," he said. "Look after sone of the others."
It wouldn't do for Brenner to begin poking around. Even
rattl ed as he was he m ght notice something.

The SBS man went back to his radio instead. His frantic
voi ce sounded renote and faint. It was ecstasy to |lie down.

At sone vast distance, voices were succeedi ng voices, ar-
gunent neeting argunment, far off. He wondered where he

was.

Then he heard the guns and knew. He tried to roll onto



his side and at the second attenpt managed to do it, although
the Iight-headedness was worse than ever. 2893 was |ying on
the stretcher next to him and 2893 was dead,

At the other end of the room the end that was technically
the CP, he could hear Brenner talking to 2900. "If there were
a chance," Brenner was saying, "you know |'d do it. Platoon
Leader."

"What' s happeni ng?" he asked. "What's the matter?" He
was too dazed to keep up the HORAR role well, but neither
of them noti ced.
"It's a division," Brenner said. "A whole Eneny division
We can't hold off that kind of force."

He rai sed hinmself on his el bow "Wat do you nmean?"

"I talked to them... | raised themon the radio, and it's
a whol e division. They got one of their officers who could
speak English to talk to ne. They want us to surrender.”

"They say it's a division, sir,"” 2900 put in evenly,

2910 shook his head, trying to clear it. "Even if it were,
with Pinocchio ..."

"The Pi nocchio's gone."

2900 said soberly, "W tried to counterattack, 2910, and
t hey knocked Pi nocchio out and threw us back. How are you
feeling?"

"They' ve got at |east a division," Brenner repeated stub-
bornly.

2910's mind was racing now, but it was as iiough it were
runni ng endl ess wind sprints on a treadmll. Brenner were
going to give up, 2900 woul d never even consi der disobeyi ng,
no matter how much he mght disagree. There were vari ous
ways, though, in which he could convince Brenner he was a
human bei ng-given time. And Brenner coul d, Brenner

woul d, tell the Eneny, so that he too woul d be saved. Even-
tually the war woul d be over and he could go hone. No one
woul d blame him If Brenner were goi ng-

Brenner was asking, "How many effectives left?"
"Less than forty, sir." There was nothing in 2900's tone to
i ndicate that a surrender meant certain death to him but it
was true. The Eneny took only human prisoners. (Could

2900 be convinced? Could he make any of the HORARS
under st and, when they had eaten and joked with him knew

no physi ol ogy, and thought all nmen not Eneny dem gods?
Wuld they believe himif he were to try to take comuand?)

He coul d see Brenner gnawi ng at his lower lip. "I'm going

to surrender," the SBS man said at last. A big one, nortar

or bombardnment rocket, exploded near the CP, but he ap-
peared not to notice it. There was a wondering, hesitant note



in his voice-as though he were still trying to accustom him
self to the idea

"Sir-" 2900 began

"I forbid you to question ny orders.” The SBS man

sounded firmer now "But I'll ask themto make an exception
this time, Platoon Leader. Not to do," his voice faltered

slightly, "what they usually do to nonhumans.™

"I't's not that," 2900 said stolidly. "lIt's the folding up. W
don't mind dying, sir, but we want to die fighting."

One of the wounded npaned, and 2910 wondered for a

monent if he, like hinself, had been |i stening.
Brenner's self-control snapped. "You'll die any dam way
| tell you!"

"Wait." It was suddenly difficult for 2910 to tal k, but he
managed to get their attention. "2900, M. Brenner hasn't
actually ordered you to surrender yet, and you're needed on
the line. Go nowand let nme talk to him" He saw t he HORAR
| eader hesitate and added, "He can reach you on your hel net
phone if he wants to; but go now and fight."

Wth a jerky notion 2900 turned and ducked out the nar-
row bunker door. Brenner, taken by surprise, said, "Wat is
it, 2910? What's gotten into you?"

He tried to rise, but he was too weak. "Cone here, M.
Brenner," he said. When the SBS man did not nove he
added, "I know a way out."

"Through the jungl e?" Brenner scoffed in his shaken voi ce,
"that's absurd." But he canme. He | eaned over the stretcher
and before he could catch his balance 2910 had pull ed him
down.

"What are you doi ng?"
"Can't you tell? That's the point of ny trench knife you
feel on your neck."

Brenner tried to struggle, then subsided when the pressure
of the knife became too great. "You-can't-do this."

"I can. Because |'mnot a HORAR |'m a man, Brenner

and it's very inportant for you to understand that." He felt
rather than saw the |l ook of incredulity on Brenner's face.
"I"'ma reporter, and two years ago when the Simulations in

this group were ready for activation |I was planted anong

them | trained with them and now |I've fought with them

and if you've been reading the right nmagazi ne you nust have

seen some of the stories I've filed. And since you're a civilian
too, with no nore right to command than | have, |'mtaking
charge." He coul d sense Brenner's swall ow

"Those stories were frauds-it's a trick to gain public ac-
ceptance of the HORARS. Even back in Washi ngton every-
body in SBS knows about them"



The chuckl e hurt, but 2910 chuckl ed. "Then why've | got
this knife at your neck, M. Brenner?"

The SBS man was shaking. "Don't you see how it was, 29107?

No human could live as a HORAR does, running miles with-

out tiring and only sleeping a couple of hours a night, so we
did the next best thing. Believe nme, | was briefed on it al
when | was assigned to this canp; | know all about you, 2910."
"What do you nean?"

"Dam it, let me go. You're a HORAR, and you can't treat

a human like this." He winced as the knife pressed cruelly
against his throat, then blurted, "They couldn't nmake a re-
porter a HORAR, so they took a HORAR They took you

2910, and nmade you a reporter. They inplanted all the mem
ories of an actual man in your mnd at the sane tine they
ran the regular instinct tapes. They gave you a soul, if you
like, but you are a HORAR "

"They must have thought that up as a cover for ne, Bren-
ner. That's what they told you so you woul dn't report it or
try to deactivate me when | acted unlike the others. I'ma
man. "

"You couldn't be."
"Peopl e are tougher than you think, Brenner; you've never
tried."”

"I"'mtelling you-"
"Take the bandage off my leg."
"What ?"

He pressed again with the point of the knife. "The band-
age. Take it off.""

When it was off he directed, "Now spread the Iips of the
wound. " Wth shaking fingers Brenner did so. "You see the
bone? Go deeper if you have to. Wat is it?"

Brenner twisted his neck to | ook at himdirectly, his eyes
rolling. "It's stainless steel."

2910 | ooked then and saw the bright netal at the bottom

of the cleft of bleeding flesh; the knife slid into Brenner's
throat w thout resistance, alnost as though it noved itself.
He wi ped the blade on Brenner's dead arm before he

sheathed it.

Ten mnutes |ater when 2900 returned to the CP he said
not hi ng; but 2910 saw his eyes and knew that 2900 knew.
Fromhis stretcher he said, "You're in full command now. "

2900 gl anced again at Brenner's body. A second later he
said slowy, "He was a sort of Enemny, wasn't he? Because he
wanted to surrender, and Lieutenant Kyle would never have
done that."



"Yes, he was."

"But | couldn't think of it that way while he was alive."
2900 | ooked at himthoughtfully. "You know, you have sone-
thing, 2910. A spark. Sonmething the rest of us lack." For a
nmonent he fingered his chin with one huge hand. "That's

why | made you a squad | eader; that and to get you out of
some wor k, because sonetines you couldn't seemto keep

up. But you've that spark, sonmehow "

2910 said, "I know. How is it out there?"
"We're still holding. How do you feel ?"

"Di zzy. There's a sort of black stuff all around the sides
when | see. Listen, will you tell me something, if you can
bef ore you go?"

"Of course."

"If a human's leg is broken very badly, what | believe they
call a conmpound spiral fracture, is it possible for the human
doctors to take out a section of the bone and replace it with
a netal substitute?"

"l don't know," 2900 answered. "\What does it matter?"

Vaguely 2910 said, "I think I knew of a football player

once they did that to. At least, | seemnow to renmenber it
| had forgotten for a nmonent."

Qut si de the bugl es were bl owi ng agai n.
Near himthe dyi ng HORAR npaned.

An American news nmagazi ne sometimes carries, just inside

its front cover anong the advertisenents, a colum devoted
to news of its own people. Two weeks after a correspondent
named Thomas filed the last article of a series which had
attracted national and even international attention, the fol-
owi ng item appeared there:

The death of a staffer in war is no unique occurrence in the
history of this publication, but there is a particular poignancy
about that of the young man whose stories, paradoxically, to
conceal his nunber have been signed only with his name (see
PRESS). The airborne relief force, which arrived too late to
save the canp at which he had resigned his humanity to work

and fight, reports that he apparently died assisting the as-
signed SBS specialist in caring for the creatures whose | ot he
had, as nearly as a human can, made his own. Both he and

the specialist were bayonetted when the canp was overrun

* kK
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The Detective of Dreans

"The Detective of Dreans" copyright 1980 by Gene Wl fe; first ap-
peared in Dark Forces edited by Kirby MCaul ey.
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I WAS writing in my office in the rue Madel ei ne when Andree,

nmy secretary, announced the arrival of Herr D_. | rose,
put away mny correspondence, and offered himny hand. He
was, | should say, just short of fifty, had the high, clear com

pl exi on characteristic of those who in youth (now unhappily
past for both of us) have found nore pleasure in the conmpany
of horses and dogs and the excitement of the chase than in
the bottles and bordels of city life, and wore a beard and
nmust ache of the style popularized by the | ate enperor. Ac-
cepting my invitation to a chair, he showed me his papers.
"You see," he said, "I am accustonmed to acting as the rep-
resentative of nmy governnent. In this matter | hold no such
position, and it is possible that | feel a trifle lost."

"Many peopl e who conme here feel lost,"” | said. "But it is
nmy boast that | find nost of them again. Your problem |
take it, is purely a private matter?"

"Not at all. It is a public matter in the truest sense of the
wor ds. "

"Yet none of the docunents before ne-admrably

st anped, seal ed, and beri bboned though they are-indicates
that you are other than a private gentleman traveling abroad.
And you say you do not represent your governnent. Wat

aml| to think? What is this matter?"

"I act in the public interest," Herr D__ told me. "My
fortune is not great, but | can assure you that in the event
of your success you will be well reconpensed; although you
are to take it that | alone amyour principal, yet there are

substantial resources available to ne."

"Perhaps it would be best if you described the problemto
ne?"

"You are not averse to travel ?"
"No. "

"Very well then," he said, and so saying | aunched into one
of the nobst astonishing relations-no, the nost astonishing

rel ation-1 have ever been privileged to hear. Even |, who
had at first hand the account of the nman who found Paul ette
Renan with the quince seed still lodged in her throat; who

had received Captain Brotte's testinony concerning his finds
amd the antarctic ice; who had heard the history of the
worman cal l ed Joan O Neil, who lived for two years behind a
painting of herself in the Louvre, fromher own |ips-even

| sat like a child while this man spoke.

When he fell silent, | said, "Herr D_, after all you have
told me, | would accept this mssion though there were not
a sou to be nmade fromit. Perhaps once in a lifetine one

cones across a case that must be pursued for its own sake;



I think I have found mne."

He | eaned forward and grasped ny hand with a warnth

of feeling that was, | believe, very foreign to his usual nature.
"Find and destroy the Dream Master," he said, "and you shal

sit upon a chair of gold, if that is your wish, and eat froma
table of gold as well. Wen will you cone to our country?"

"Tormorrow norning," | said. "There are one or two ar-
rangenents | nust make here before | go."
"I amreturning tonight. You may call upon nme at any

time, and I will apprise you of new devel opnents." He
handed me a card. "I amalways to be found at this
address-if not I, then one who is to be trusted, acting in
ny behal f."

"]l understand."

"This should be sufficient for your initial expenses. You
may call on me should you require nore." The cheque he
gave me as he turned to | eave represented a confortable
fortune.

| waited until he was nearly out the door before saying, "I

t hank you, Herr Baron." To his credit, he did not turn; but

| had the satisfaction of seeing a red flush rising above the
precise white line of his collar before the door closed.

Andree entered as soon as he had left. "Wo was that man?
When you spoke to himjust as he was stepping out of your
of fice-he | ooked as if you had struck himwith a whip."

"He will recover," | told her. "He is the Baron H_, of
the secret police of K _. D _ was his nmother's name. He
assuned that because his own desk is a few hundred kil o-
meters frommne, and because he does not permt his like-
ness to appear in the daily papers, | would not know him

but it was necessary, both for the sake of his opinion of ne
and ny own of nyself, that he should di scover that | am not

so easily deceived. When he recovers fromhis initial irrita-
tion, he will retire tonight with greater confidence in the
abilities | will devote to the mission he has entrusted to ne."

"It is typical of you, nonsieur," Andree said kindly, "that
you are concerned that your clients sleep well."

Her pretty cheek tenpted nme, and | pinched it. "I am
concerned," | replied; "but the Baron will not sleep well."

My train roared out of Paris through meadows sweet with

wild flowers, to penetrate nountain passes in which the dan-
ger of aval anches was only just past. The glitter of rushing
wat er, sprung from on hi gh, was everywhere; and when the
express slowed to clinb a grade, the song of water was every-
where too, water running and shouting down the gray rocks

of the Alps. | fell asleep that night with the descant of that
icy purity sounding through the plainsong of the rails, and

| woke in the station of I__, the old capital ofJ__, now



a province of K__.

| engaged a porter to convey ny trunk to the hotel where

| had made reservations by tel egraph the day before, and
anmused nyself for a few hours by strolling about the city.
Here | found the M ddl e Ages mi ght al nost be said to have
remai ned rather than lingered. The city wall was conplete

on three sides, with its merloned towers in repair; and the
cobbl ed streets surely dated froma period when wheel ed
traffic of any kind was scarce. As for the buildings-Puss in
Boots and his friends nust have | oved them dearly: there
were bulging walls and little panes of bull's-eye glass, and
over hangi ng upper floors one above another until the struc-
tures seened unbal anced as tops. Upon one grey old pile

wi th narrow wi ndows and massive doors, | found a plaque
inform ng ne that though it had been first built as a church
it had been successively a prison, a customhouse, a private
hone, and a school. | investigated further, and di scovered
it was now an arcade, having been divided, | should think at
about the time of the first Louis, into a nmultitude of dank
little stalls. Since it was, as it happened, one of the addresses
mentioned by Baron H _, | went in.

Gas flared everywhere, yet the interior could not have been

said to be well lit-each jet was sullen and secretive, as if the
proprietor in whose cubicle it was located wished it to |ight
none but his own wares. These cubicles were in no order

"sor could | find any directory or guide to lead me to the one
1 sought. A few custoners, who seened to have visited the

pl ace for years, so that they understood where everything
was, drifted fromone display to the next. Wen they arrived
at each, the proprietor cane out, silent (so it seemed to ne)
as a specter, ready to answer questions or accept a paynent;
but I never heard a question asked, or saw any noney
tendered-the customer would finger the edge of a kitchen
knife, or hold a garment up to her own shoul ders, or turn

t he pages of sonme nol dering book; and then put the thing
down agai n, and go away.

At last, when | had tired of peeping into alcoves lined with
booths still gl oom er than the ones on the nmain concourse

outside, | stopped at a | eather merchant's and asked the man
to direct me to Fraulein A .

"l do not know her," he said.

"I amtold on good authority that her business is conducted
in this building, and that she buys and sells antiques."

"W have several antique dealers here. Herr M_-"
"I am searching for a young woman. Has your Her?
M _a niece or a cousin?"

"-handl es chairs and chests, largely. Herr O _, near
t he guildhall-"

"It is within this building."



"-stocks pictures, nostly. Afewmrrors. Wat is it you
wi sh to buy?"

At this point we were interrupted, nercifully, by a wonman
fromthe next booth. "He wants Fraulein A . CQut of here,

and to your left; past the wigmaker's, then right to the sta-
tioner's, then left. again. She sells old lace."

I found the place at last, and sitting at the very back of her
booth Fraulein A herself, a pretty, slender, timnd-Iooking
young wonman. Her nerchandi se was spread on two tables;

| pretended to examine it and found that it was not old | ace
she sold but old clothing, much of it trimmed with |lace. After
a few nmoments she rose and cane out to talk to ne, saying,

"I'f you could tell me what you require? . " She was taller
than | had anticipated, and her flaxen hair would have been
very attractive if it were ever released fromthe tight braids
coi l ed round her head.

"I amonly | ooking. Many of these are beautiful-are they
expensi ve?"

"Not for what you get. The one you are holding is only
fifty marks."

"That seens |like a great deal."

"They are the fine dresses of |ong ago-for visiting, or

going to the ball. The dresses of wealthy wormen of aristo-
cratic taste. All are like new, I will not handl e anything el se.
Look at the seans in that one you hold, the tiny stitches al
done by hand. Those were the work of dressnakers who

created only four or five in a year, and worked twel ve and
fourteen hours a day, sewing at the first [ight, and conti nui ng
under the |anp, past mdnight."

| said, "I see that you have been crying, Fraulein. Their
lives were indeed m serable, though no doubt there are peo-
pl e today who suffer equally."

"No doubt there are,"” the young wonan said. "I, however
am not one of them" And she turned away so that | should
not see her tears.

"1 was infornmed ot herw se."

She whirled about to face ne. "You know hin? Ch, tell
himl amnot a wealthy woman, but | wll pay whatever |
can. Do you really know hi nP"

"No." | shook nmy head. "I was informed by your own
police."

She stared at me. "But you are an outlander. So is he, |
t hi nk."

"Ah, we progress. Is there another chair in the rear of
your booth? Your police are not above goi ng outside your
own country for help, you see, and we should have a little



talk."

"They are not our police," the young wonan said bitterly,

"but I will talk to you. The truth is that | would sooner talk
to you, though you are French. You will not tell themthat?

| assured her that | would not; we borrowed a chair froi T
the flower stall across the corridor, and she poured forth her
story.

"My father died when | was very small. M nother opened
this booth to earn our living-old dresses that had bel onged
to her own nother were the core of her original stock. She
died two years ago, and since that tinme | have taken charge
of our business and used it to support nyself. Mst of ny

sales are to collectors and theatrical conpanies. | do not make
a great deal of money, but | do not require a great deal, and
| have managed to save sone. | live alone at Number 877

__strasse; it is an old house divided into six apartments,
and mne is the gable apartnent.”

"You are young and charmng," | said, "and you tell ne
you have a little noney saved. | am surprised you are not
married."”

"Many ot hers have said the sane thing."
"And what did you tell them Fraulein?"

"To take care of their own affairs. They have called ne a
manhater-Frau G_, who has the confections in the next
corridor but two, called me that because | woul d not receive
her son. The truth is that | do not care for people of either
sex, young or old. If I want to live by nyself and keep ny
own things to nyself, is not it my right to do so?"

"I amsure it is; but undoubtedly it has occurred to you
that this person you fear so nmuch may be a rejected suitor
who is taking his revenge on you."

"But how could he enter and control ny dreans?"

"I do not know, Fraulein. It is you who say that he do;
t hese things."

"l should renenber him | think, if he had ever called on
me. As it is, | amquite certain | have seen hi m sonewhere,
but | cannot recall where. Still "

"Perhaps you had better describe your dreamto ne. You
have the same one again and again, as | understand it?"

"Yes. It is like this. I amwal king down a dark road. | am

both frightened and pl easurably excited, if you know what |

mean. Sonetinmes | walk for a long tinme, sonetines for what

seens to be only a few nmonents. | think there is noonlight,

and once or twice | have noticed stars. Anyway, there is a

hi gh, dark hedge, or perhaps a wall, on ny right. There are
fields to the left, | believe. Eventually | reach a gate of iron
bars, standing open-it's not a |large gate for wagons or car-



riages, but a small one, so narrow | can hardly get through
Have you read the witings of Dr. Freud of Vienna? One of

t he wonen here nentioned once that he had witten con-
cerning dreans, and so | got themfromthe library, and if

| were a man | amsure he would say that entering that gate
meant sexual comerce. Do you think | mght have unnat-

ural | eanings?" Her voice had dropped to a whisper

"Have you ever felt such desires?"

"Ch, no. Quite the reverse."

"Then | doubt it very much," | said. "Go on with your
dream How do you feel as you pass through the gate?"

"As | did when wal ki ng down the road, but nore so-

nore frightened, and yet happy and excited. Triunphant,
ina way."

"CGo on."

"I amin the garden now. There are fountains playing, and

ni ghtingales singing in the willows. The air smells of lilies,
and a cherry tree in blossomlooks like a giantess in her brida
gown. | walk on a straight, smooth path; | think it rust be

paved with marbl e chi ps, because it is white in the noonlight.
Ahead of me is the Schloss-a great building. There is nusic
comng frominside. "

"What sort of nmnusic?"

"Magni ficent-joyous, if you know what | amtrying to say,

but not the tinklings of a theater orchestra. A great sym

phony. | have never been to the opera at Bayreuth; but I

think it nust be |like that-yet a happy, quick tune."

She paused, and for an instant her smle recovered the
renmenbered nmusic. "There are pillars, and a grand entrance,

with broad steps. | run up-I am so happy to be there-and

throw open the door. It is brightly Iit inside; a wave of gol den
light, alnost like a wave fromthe ocean, strikes me. The

roomis a great hall, with a high ceiling. Along table is set
in the mddle and there are hundreds of people seated at it,
but one place, the one nearest nme, is enpty. | cross to it and

sit down; there are beautiful golden | oaves on the table, and
bow s of honey with roses floating at their centers, and crysta
carafes of wi ne, and many other good things | cannot re-
nei ri ber when | awake. Everyone is eating and drinking and

tal king, and | begin to eat too."

| said, "It is only a dream Fraulein. There is no reason to
weep. "

"I dreamthis each night-I have dreaned so every night
for months.”

"Go on."

"Then he conmes. | amsure he is the one who is causing

me to dreamlike this because | can see his face clearly, and
renmenber it when the dreamis over. Sonetimes it is very
vivid for an hour or nore after | wake-so vivid that | have
only to close ny eyes to see it before ne."

"I will ask you to describe himin detail later. For the pres-



ent, continue with your dream™

"He is tall, and robed like a king, and there is a strange
crown on his head. He stands beside me, and though he says
nothing, | know that the etiquette of the place demands that
| rise and face him | do this. Sonetines | am sucking ny
ringers as | get up fromhis table."

"He owns the dream pal ace, then."

"Yes, | amsure of that. It is his castle, his honme; he is ny
host. | stand and face him and | am consci ous of wanting
very much to please him but not knowing what it is | should
do."

"That nust be painful."

"It is. But as | stand there, | become aware of how | am
cl ot hed, and-"

"How are you cl ot hed?"

"As you see ne now. In a plain, dark dress-the dress

wear here at the arcade. But the others-all up and down

the hall, all up and down the table-are wearing the dresses

| sell here. These dresses."” She held one up for ne to see, a
beautiful creation of many layers of |ace, w th buttons of
polished jet. "I know then that | cannot remain; but the king
signals to the others, and they seize ne and push nme toward

t he door."

"You are humliated then?"

"Yes, but the worst thing is that | amaware that he knows
that | could never drive nyself to | eave, and he wishes to
spare ne the struggle. But outside-some terrible beast has
entered the garden. | snell it-like the hyena cage at the

Tiergarten-as the door opens. And then | wake up."

"It is a harrowi ng dream™

"You have seen the dresses | sell. Wuld you credit it that
for weeks | slept in one, and then another, and then another
of then®"

"You reaped no benefit fromthat?"

"No. In the dream| was clad as now. For a tine | wore
t he dresses al ways-even here to the stall, and when | bought
food at the nmarket. But it did no good."

"Have you tried sl eeping sonewhere el se?"

"Wth nmy cousin who lives on the other side of the city.
That made no difference. | amcertain that this man | see is
areal man. He is in ny dream and the cause of it; but he
is not sleeping."”

"Yet you have never seen hi mwhen you are awake?"
She paused, and | saw her bite at her full lower lip. "I am
certain | have."



llAh! "
"But | cannot renmenber when. Yet | amsure | have seen
himthat | have passed himin the street."

"Thi nk! Does his face associate itself in your mnd with
some particular section of the city?"

She shook her head.

When | left her at last, it was with a description of the
Dream Master | ess precise than | had hoped, though stil
detailed. It tallied in alnbpst all respects with the one given
me by Baron H_; but that proved nothing, since the bar-

on's description mght have been based | argely on Fraul ein

The bank of Herr R__ was a private one, as all the great-

est banks in Europe are. It was located in what had once been
the town house of sone noble famly (their arms, overgrown

now with ivy, were still visible above the door) and bore no
identification other than a small brass plate engraved with
the nanes of Herr R__ and his partners. Wthin, the at-
nosphere was nore dignified-even if, perhaps, |ess

tasteful -than it could possibly have been in the noble fam
ily's time. Dark pictures in gilded frames lined the walls, and
the clerks sat at inlaid tables upon chairs uphol stered in tap-
estry. When | asked for Herr R_, | was told that it would

be impossible to see himthat afternoon; | sent in a note with
a sidelong allusion to "unquiet dreans,” and within five mn-
utes | was ushered into a |uxurious office that nust once have
been the bedroom of the head of the househol d.

Herr R_ was a large man-tall, and heavier (I thought)

than his physician was |ikely to have approved. He appeared

to be about fifty; there was strength in his w de, fleshy face;
hi s high forehead and capaci ous crani um suggested intellect;

and his small, dark eyes, forever flickering as they took in
t he appearance of my person, the expression of ny face, and
the position of nmy hands and feet, ingenuity.

No pretense was apt to be of service with such a nan, and
| told himflatly that | had come as the em ssary of Baron
H , that | knew what troubled him and that if he would
cooperate with ne | would help himif | could.

"I know you, nonsieur," he said, "by reputation. A business
with which | am associ ated enpl oyed you three years ago in
the matter of a certain mumy." He named the firm "I
shoul d have thought of you myself."

"I did not know that you were connected with them?"

"I am not, when you |eave this room | do not know what
reward Baron H__ has offered you should you apprehend
the man who is oppressing me, but I will give you, in addition

to that, a sumequal to that you were paid for the rmumy.
You should be able to retire to the south then, should you



choose, with the rent of a dozen villas."

"l do not choose,"” | told him "and |I could have retired
| ong before. But what you just said interests ne. You are
certain that your persecutor is a living man?"

"I know rmen." Herr R___ leaned back in his chair and

stared at the painted ceiling. "As a boy |I sold stuffed cabbage-
leaf rolls in the street-did you know that? My not her cooked

t hem over wood she coll ected herself where buil dings were
bei ng denolished, and | sold themfroma little cart for her

I lived to see her with half a score of footnmen and the finest
house in Lindau. | never went to school; | |earned to add

and subtract in the streets-when | nmust multiply and divide

| have ny clerk do it. But |I learned men. Do you think that
now, after forty years of practice, | could be deceived by a
phantonf? No, he is a nan-let ne confess it, a stronger man
than I-a man of flesh and bl ood and brain, a man | have

seen somewhere, sonetinme, here in this city-and nore than
once."

"Describe him"

"As tall as I. Younger-perhaps thirty or thirty-five. A
brown, forked beard, so long." (He held his hand about fif-
teen centinmeters beneath his chin.) "Brown hair. His hair is
not yet grey, but I think it may be thinning a little at the
tenples.”

"Don't you renenber?"

"I'n ny dream he wears a garl and of roses-l cannot be
sure. "

"I's there anything el se? Any scars or identifying marks?"

Herr R__ nodded. "He has hurt his hand. In ny dream

when he holds out his hand for the noney, | see blood in
it-it is his own, you understand, as though a recent injury
had reopened and was begi nning to bleed again. Hi s hands
are long and slender-like a pianist's."

"Perhaps you had better tell ne your dream™

"OfF course." He paused, and his face cl ouded, as though

to recount the dreamwere to return to it. "I amin a great
house. | am a person of inmportance there, alnost as though
| were the owner; yet | amnot the owner-"

"Wait," | interrupted. "Does this house have a banquet
hall? Has it a pillared portico, and is it set in a garden?"

For a nonent Herr R_'s eyes w dened. "Have you al so
had such dreans?"

"No," | said. "It is only that |I think I have heard of this
house before. Pl ease continue."

"There are many servants-some work in the fields beyond
the garden. | give instructions to themthe details differ



each night, you understand. Sonetines | am concerned wth

the kitchen, sonmetinmes with the livestock, sometimes with the
draining of a field. We grow wheat, principally, it seens; but
there is a vineyard too, and a kitchen garden. And of course
the house itself nust be cleaned and swept and kept in repair.

There is no wife; the owner's nmother lives with us, | think
but she does not nuch concern herself with the
housekeeping-that is up to nme. To tell the truth, | have

never actually seen her, though |I have the feeling that she
is there."

"Does this house resenbl e the one you bought for your
own not her in Lindau?"

"Only as one | arge house nust resenble another."
"l see. Proceed."

"For a long time each night | continue |like that, giving
orders, and soneti nes goi ng over the accounts. Then a ser-
vant, usually it is a maid, arrives to tell me that the owner
wi shes to speak to ne. | stand before a mirror-1 can see
nmysel f there as plainly as | see you now and arrange ny
clothing. The maid brings rose-scented water and a cl oth,

and | wipe nmy face; then | go in to him

"He is always in one of the upper roons, seated at a table
with his own account book spread before him There is an
open wi ndow behind him and through it | can see the top
of a cherry tree in bloom For a long time-oh, | suppose
ten mnutes-1 stand before himwhile he turns over the
pages of his |edger."

"You appear sonmewhat at a loss, Herr R_-not a com

mon condition for you, | believe. What happens then?"
"He says, 'You owe . . .' " Herr R__ paused. "That is the
probl em nonsieur, | can never recall the anmpunt. But it is

a large sum He says, 'And | nust require that you nake
payment at once.'

"I do not have the amount, and | tell himso. He says,

' Then you nust |eave ny enmploynent.' | fall to ny knees

at this and beg that he will retain me, pointing out that if
he dismisses ne | will have |lost my source of income, and
wi Il never be able to nake paynent. | do not enjoy telling
you this, but | weep. Sonetimes | beat the floor with ny
fists.”

"Continue. |Is the Dream Master noved by your pl eadi ng?"

"No. He again demands that | pay the entire sum Severa
times | have told himthat | ama wealthy man in this world,
and that if only he would pernit nme to make payment in its

currency, | would do so imediately."

"That is interesting-nost of us |ack your presence of
m nd in our nightmares. \What does he say then?"

"Usually he tells ne not to be a fool. But once he said,



"That is a dreamyou nust know it by now. You cannot

expect to pay a real debt with the currency of sleep.' He holds
out his hand for the nobney as he speaks to me. It is then

that | see the blood in his palm"

"You are afraid of hinP"

"Ch, very nuch so. | understand that he has the nost

conpl ete power over ne. | weep, and at last | throw nyself
at his feet-with nmy head under the table, if you can credit
it, crying like an infant.

"Then he stands and pulls ne erect, and says, 'You would
never be able to pay all you owe, and you are a fal se and
di shonest servant. But your debt is forgiven, forever.' And
as | watch, he tears a |leaf fromhis account book and hands
it to nme."

"Your dream has a happy cone sion, then."

"No. It is not yet over. | thrust "“e paper into the front of
my shirt and go out, wiping ny face on ny sleeve. | am
conscious that if any of the other servants should see ne,
they will know at once what has happened. | hurry to reach
my own counting room there is a brazier there, and I w sh
to burn the page fromthe owner's book,"

"I see.”
"But just outside the door of nmy own room | neet another
servant-an upper-servant |ike nyself, | think, since he is

wel | dressed. As it happens, this man owes ne a consi derable
sum of money, and to conceal from himwhat | have just
endured, | demand that he pay at once." Herr R-- rose
fromhis chair and began to pace the room | ooking sone-
times at the painted scenes on the walls, sonetinmes at the
Turkish carpet at his feet. "I have had reason to demand
nmoney |ike that often, you understand. Here in this room

"The man falls to his knees, weeping and beggi ng for ad-
ditional time; but | reach down, like this, and seize himby
the throat."

"And t hen?"

"And then the door of mnmy counting roomopens. But it is
not my counting roomw th ny desk and the charcoal brazier
but the owner's own room He is standing in the doorway,
and behind himl| can see the open wi ndow, and the bl ossons
of the cherry tree."

"\What does he say to you?"

"Not hi ng. He says nothing to ne. | release the other nman's
throat, and he slinks away."
"You awaken then?"

"How can | explain it? Yes, | wake up. But first we stand
there; and while we do | am conscious of... certain sounds."
"If it is too painful for you, you need not say nore."



Herr R__ drew a sil k handkerchief fromhis pocket and

wi ped his face. "How can | explain?" he said again. "Wen

| hear those sounds, | am aware that the owner possesses
certain other servants, who have never been under ny di-
rection. It is as though | have always known this, but had no
reason to think of it before."

"l understand."”

"They are quartered in another part of the house-in the

vaul ts beneath the wine cellar, | think sonetines. | have
never seen them but | knowthen-that they are hideous,

vile and cruel; | know too that he thinks me but little better
than they, and that as he permts ne to serve him so he
allows themto serve himalso. | stand-we stand-and |isten

to them com ng through the house. At |last a door at the end

of the hall begins to swing open. There is a hand like the
paw of some filthy reptile on the latch."

"I's that the end of the dreanf"

"Yes." Herr R__ threw hinmself into his chair again, nop-
pi ng his face.

"You have this experience each night?"

"It differs,” he said slowy, "in sonme details."
"You have told ne that the orders you give the under-
servants vary."

"There is another difference. Wen the dreans began, |

woke when the hinges of the door at the passage-end creaked.
Each ni ght now the dream endures a nonment |onger. Per-

haps a tenth of a second. Now | see the armof the creature
who opens that door, nearly to the el bow "

I took the address of his home, which he was gl ad enough
to give me, and | eaving the bank nade ny way to ny hotel

When | had eaten ny roll and drunk nmy coffee the next

nmorning, | went to the place indicated by the card given ne

by Baron H _, and in a few nminutes was sitting with him

in aroomas bare as those tents fromwhich arnmes in the

field are cast into battle. "You are ready to begin the case this
nmor ni ng?" he asked.

"On the contrary. | have al ready begun; indeed, | am about

to enter a new phase of ny investigation. You would not have
cone to me if your Dream Master were not torturing sone-

one other than the peopl e whose nanes you gave ne. | w sh

to know the identity of that person, and to interrogate him"
"I told you that there were many other reports. 1-"

"Provided nme with a list. They are all of the petite bour-
geoi sie, when they are not persons still less inportant. | be-
lieved at first that it nmight be because of the urgings of Herr
R that you engaged me; but when | had time to reflect

on what | know of your nethods, | realized that you would
have demanded that he provide my fee had that been the

case. So you are sheltering sonmeone of greater inportance

and | wish to speak to him"



"The Countess-" Baron H__ began
llAh! "

"The Countess herself has expressed sone desire that you
shoul d be presented to her. The Count opposes it."

"W are speaking, | take it, of the governor of this prov-
i nce?"

The Baron nodded. "OF Count von V__. He is respon-
sible, you understand, only to the Queen Regent herself."

"Very well. | wish to hear the Countess, and she wi shes to
talk with me. | assure you, Baron, that we will meet; the only
question is whether it will be under your auspices."

The Countess, to whom | was introduced that afternoon

was a wonman in her early twenties, deep-breasted and som
er-haired, with skin like mlk, and great dark eyes welling
with fear and (I thought) pity, set in a perfect oval face.

"I am gl ad you have come, nonsieur. For seven weeks now
our good Baron H__ has sought this man for me, but he
has not found him"

"I'f I had known my presence here woul d pl ease you

Countess, | would have come | ong ago, whatever the obsta-
cles. You then, like the others, are certain it is a real man we
seek?"

"I sel dom go out, nonsieur. My husband feels we are in
const ant danger of assassination."”

"l believe he is correct."

"But on state occasions we sonetimes ride in a glass coach

to the Rathaiis. There are uhlans all around us to protect us
then. I amcertain that-before the dreans began-1 saw

the face of this man in the crowd."

"Very well. Now tell ne your dream"”
"l am here, at hone-"

"In this pal ace, where we sit now?"
She nodded.

"That is a new feature, then. Continue, please."

"There is to be an execution. In the garden.” A fleeting
smle crossed the Countess's lovely face. "I need not tell you
that that is not where the executions are held; but it does not
seem strange to nme when | dream

"I have been away, | think, and have only just heard of

what is to take place. | rush into the garden. The nan Baron
H <calls the Dream Master is there, tied to the trunk of
the big cherry tree; a squad of soldiers faces him hol ding



their rifles; their officer stands beside themw th his saber
drawn, and ny husband is watching froma pace or tw away.
| call out for themto stop, and ny husband turns to | ook at

me. | say: 'You nust not do it, Karl. You must not kill this
man.' But | see by his expression that he believes that | am
only a foolish, tender-hearted child. Karl is ... several years

older than I."
"l amaware of it."

"The Dream Master turns his head to | ook at nme. People
tell me that ny eyes are |arge-do you think theml arge,
nonsi eur ?"

"Very large, and very beautiful."

"I'n ny dream quite suddenly, his eyes seemfar, far |arger
than mine, and far nore beautiful; and in them| see reflected
the figure of ny husband. Please |listen carefully now, because
what | amgoing to say is very inportant, though it makes

very little sense, | amafraid."

"Anyt hi ng may happen in a dream Countess."

"When | see ny husband reflected in this man's eyes,

know | cannot say howthat it is this reflection, and not

the man who stands near me, who is the real Karl. The man

| have thought real is only a reflection of that reflection. Do
you foll ow what | say?"

| nodded. "I believe so.

"I plead again: 'Do not kill him Nothing good can cone
of it . . .'" M husband nods to the officer, the soldiers raise
their rifles, and . . . and . "

"You wake. Would you like ny handkerchief. Countess?
It is of coarse weave; but it is clean, and much | arger than
your own."

"Karl is right-1 amonly a foolish little girl. No, nonsieur

I do not wake-not yet. The soldiers fire. The Dream Master
falls forward, though his bonds hold himto the tree. And
Karl flies to bl oody rags beside ne."

On ny way back to ny hotel, | purchased a map of the

city; and when | reached nmy rooml| laid it flat on the table
there. There could be no question of the route of the Count-
ess's gl ass coach-strai ght down the Hauptstrasse, the only
street in the city wi de enough to take a carriage surrounded
by caval rynen. The nost probable route by which Herr

R might go fromhis house to his bank coincided with

t he Hauptstrasse for several blocks. The path Fraulcin

A  would travel fromher flat to the arcade crossed the
Haupt strasse at a point contained by that interval. | needed
to know no nore.

Very early the next norning | took up ny post at the
intersection. If my man were still alive after the fusillade



Count von V__ fired at himeach night, it seened certain
that he woul d appear at this spot within a few days, and

am hardened to waiting. | snoked cigarettes while |I watched
the citizens of I__ walk up and down before ne. Wen an
hour had passed, | bought a newspaper from a vendor, and

stole a few glances at its pages when foot traffic was |ight.

Gradual ly | became aware that | was wat ched-we boast
of reason, but there are senses over whi ch reason hol ds no

authority. | did not know where ny watcher was, yet | felt
his gaze on nme, whichever way | turned. So, | thought, you
know ne, ny friend. WIIl | too dream now? \What has at-

tracted your attention to a nere foreigner, a stranger, waiting
for who-knows-what at this corner? Have you been talking
to Fraulein A ? O to someone who has spoken with her?

Wt hout appearing to do so, | |ooked up and down both
streets in search of another |ounger like nyself. There was
no one-not a drowsi ng grandfather, not a wonan or a child,
not even a dog. Certainly no tall man with a forked beard
and piercing eyes. The wi ndows then-I studied them all

| ooking for some novenent in a dark room behind a seem

i ngly i nnocent opening. Nothing.

Only the buildings behind ne remained. | crossed to the
opposite side of the Hauptstrasse and | ooked once nore.

Then | | aughed.

They must have thought ne mad, all those dour burghers,

for | fairly doubled over, spitting ny cigarette to the sidewal k
and cl asping nmy hands to ny waist for fear my belt would

burst. The presunption, the inpudence, the brazen inso-

| ence of the fellow The stupidity, the wonderful stupidity

of nyself, who had not recognized his old stories! For the

remai nder of ny life now, | could accept any case with plea-
sure, pursue the nost inept crinmnal with zest, know ng that
there was al ways a chance he might outwit such an idiot

as |.

For the Dream Master had set up His own picture, and

full-length and in the nmobst gorgeous colors, in H s w ndow.
Choking and spluttering | saluted it, and then, still filled with
| aughter, | crossed the street once nore and went inside,

where | knew | would find Hm A man awaited ne there-

not the one | sought, but one who understood Whomit

was | had come for, and knew as well as | that H s cap-

ture was beyond any thief-taker's power. | knelt, and there,
t hough not to the satisfaction | suppose of Baron H -,
Fraulein A_, Herr R_, and the Count and Countess

von V__, | destroyed the Dream Master as He has been
sacrificed so often, devouring His white, wheaten flesh that
we mght all possess life w thout end.

Dear people, dream on

* kK
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* kK

Now this is the story Greylock told before the Men of the Neck were
scattered forever, before the great exodus and the wandering in the
cold | ands of hunger. Once (so said Geylock, ny father's nother
heard hin the Men of the Neck ruled all the Wrld and were

all the world, and there was nothi ng between Heel and Fin-

ger-tip that was not theirs. In those tinmes a virgin night dine

at the Calf and drink at the Eyes andsl eep where she woul d

and none woul d harm her. Then every man said "Brother"

or "Sister" when he net a child, and the old were respected.

How many were born in those tines, and |ived each nonent

of life in those times, and dying rolled away, and never

dreamed that the World woul d not be thus forever? Wo

can say? Their spirits have gone to the Hair. The dark fol-

lowed the light for them and the wettings cane and sone

peri shed; but this, as all knew, was good | est the People wax

too great.

| nmyself was born into | esser times, but even so not unti

even those | esser days were nearly ended. | tell you this that
you may renenber, and know in your despair that God has
in tines past been good. Al is his, all belongs to him al one.

Never in the coming tine shall you say anong yoursel ves
that he has robbed you-what he takes is his; it cannot be
ot herw se.

No man can now conprehend the joy of those times. There

was no bad food anywhere; every norsel was filled with
strength, and a happi ness indescribable. Wen the ol d-yes,
even as 1 amnow ate of that neat their backs straightened
and their eyes grew bright; then the grandsire of a thousand
m ght take the goodw fe beneath the shade of some soft roof.

And the children of those first tinmes ate, and eating danced
in the light, and sang songs that came to them as they sang,
one word follow ng another, and played a score of nerry
ganes now forgotten; ganes that grandnothers only mum

bl ed of, forgetting both the nanmes and the rul es, even when
| nyself was but a child; games of running, junping, hiding
and findi ng, ganes of hopping, clinbing, and singing; ganes
of hol di ng hands i n chains.

Again | say, none now can know the joy of those tines,
and the greatest of themwas this-that every nan and
worman saw, as |ight cane and dark, then light again, and
time grew heavy upon them that that World that was their
children's children's waxed

You do not believe ne. Ah, there is no blame in that to

you. How coul d you, who have seen it wane all your lives,

yes, and heard your fathers say that it has waned all theirs?
But it was true-larger it grew and fairer, the warnth in-
creasing. Then those we call still the New Mountains first



began to grow, lifting, very gently then, their slopes above
the | evel plain.

At that time there came a change to the nature of the neat,
and none (so have | heard) could well prove whether it was
for good or ill-nor can | now say. Happiness it brought

i ndeed, but in that happiness there were a thousand sorrows;
yet it was said by nany, weeping, that it was a sweeter joy.
Then the eaters sang not, but chanted, making of the old,
nmout h- smoot hed words new and unfamiliar things, chants

t hat brought happiness or tears or terror even to those who
fasted. And this was called the second age, and it was the
time of counterpoint and dreans.

That time too passed. O the third age what is th' to say?
You have heard its story already too often. The N  Moun-
tains were mghty then, and there cane upon all who ate a
fever of clean lust that w ped away everything that had gone
before. It was then-so | deemit-that the oneness of the
Peopl e was broken, never in truth to come again. For by twos
and threes and fives all but the youngest children drew apart,
and those that returned to the gatherings stayed but a little
time. At that tinme if at any the | ove-prom sings that are ol der
than the People were kept: for many a pair dallied all a dark
away, and a light too, feasting enough to have fattened a
dozen save that |ove kept them | ean

Wth the age of New Food that time ended. Fromthe

summit of each New Mountain, grown now until they rivaled

t he Haunches, there broke forth a spring; and the waters of
those springs were not clear as the waters of the Eyes are,

but white, and sweet. Many a one clinbed the New Muntai ns
then to taste of them though they flowed Iess than a lifetine.
This was the fourth age, and the end of the beginning. For
when those springs died the New Munt ai ns waned; and the

Bel |y, which had, scarcely noted, waxed above the Loins,
withered in one dark.

Then many felt their doomupon them this feeling was in

the nmeat, so it was said-but in the air as well. The Wrld

was smaller. Then came the Sundering. Sonme said there was

no CGod; and we, the Men of the Neck, drove themfor their

bl aspheny beyond the New Mountains toward the Loins.

O hers said that the Wrld itself was God; and these, a fierce
and a terrible people, clinbed to the Face. Then did we nane
oursel ves Men of the Neck, but beyond our boasting we
feared-for though the Men of the Loins mght drink there

of inpure waters, we nust needs reach the Eyes when we

could eat no nore without drinking, and we feared that those
above us would prevent us. A few, brave and fleet, ventured
first, daring the Spirit Forests to come to the | akes fromthe
north, and returning by the same troubled path. But return
they did, and others after them until we cane in time to
know t hat those whom we feared had left all the |ands of

light to dwell in the Muth, where-they said-the waters

at times possessed a quality magical and ineffable. They spoke
of the third age, and the second and the first-all these, they
said, had returned not in the nmeat, but in the waters of the
Mout h. Wth these avowal s they taunted us, flinging at us
jagged stones fallen fromthe Teeth. But we saw that, how



ever fierce, they were few, and when we questioned t hem
shouting froma distance, they would not reply.

It was at this tinme that Deepdel ver's woman Si ngi hg was
stolen by a Man of the Face, and into those tinmes | was
born-yes, | saw them wth these sane eyes that behold you
now, renmenbering themin the time | was a child.

Deepdel ver was not stronger than other men, nor swifter
and others there were who were cleverer than he. Wy then
was he counted a hero when they were not? This was the
guestion | put to ny parents; and the answer they gave was
that he had done a wonderful thing, going to Everdark to
bring back the woman he | oved; but that reply was no
answer -woul d any ot her, stronger, sw fter, nore cunning,
not have done as Deepdel ver had? No. There was in him
somet hing better than strength or cunning, that which made
himgo forward and not back. This it was that nmade Deep-
delver a hero, that brought himinto Everdark, and to the
[ight again alive

As to Singing, what can an old man say? Her beauty cursed

me, if you will, though | was then but a little child. | have
never seen another and never shall-she ennobled us all
wherever she stood was for that tinme a place of peace and
beauty. OF the crine that befell her I was then too young to
know, but | give it as | received it.

Wth others of her age and a guard of nmen, of whom

Deepdel ver, then called by another, |esser, nane, was one,
she journeyed to the Eyes to bathe. Now at that tine nen

no | onger went into the haunted Hair to reach the | akes from
the north. But not yet were they so bold as to cone too near
the corners of the Muth-no, the accepted path, then

deened safe, was to skirt the southernnost spinney of the
Hair, near the Ear, and thence to clinb to the Eyes by an
obl i que ascent.

Now this party of young nen and nmai dens were so doing

when there cane upon them such a calamity as we, of this

| atter age, have so much nmore know edge than they. An
overflow fromthe nearer |ake, formng itself into a great
mass of water, came hurtling down on them and they
scattered-none | ooking to the others, but each fleeing in
that direction that seened to himeasiest. Now it so happened
that Singing's path | ed her to the Mouth.

When the Tear had passed the young men and nai ds

joined again, |aughing and each telling their tale of escape
until, as they reckoned their nunbers, their |aughter hushed.
W de they quested then for Singing, but not to the Muth
until with the passing of time it grew upon themthat if

Si ngi ng had not, indeed, been washed away, then it was there
that they must search for her. None spoke this know edge,

but it waxed anmong them and at |ength they woul d not | ook

at one another for the shane of it-but already Deepdel ver

was gone

No one had he told of his plan, going alone to the very
preci pi ces of the Lips, and fromthose dark, ill-onmened



hei ghts, staring, alone, at the Teeth thensel ves, the dread
portals of the sunless realm found within himthe strength
to enter there; such a man is not |ike us, though he wal k
anong us; the ghosts who wander forever through the Hair
mght, if they saw a living man wal ki ng unafraid where they
are accustonmed to take such ease as is permtted the Dead,
believe himto be a ghost even as they: but-if we are not al
specters nowit would not be so, because he would have life
in him Just so such nen as you and |, seeing a Deepdel ver

t hi nk hi m but our peer

Oten | questioned himyoung as | was, and shanel ess

-of what he found within the Teeth, and the rescue of
Singing. Little would he tell nme. There are watery caves be-
neath the Tongue, by his saying. There he swamin half-1ight
t hrough waves cl earer, yet thicker, than those of the |akes;
and net a gentle race who begged himto go no farther
offering in the stead of Singing mlk-pale maidens, |anguid,
gentl e, and enanoured of |ove, whom he spurned.

We call ourselves the People of the Neck, but who but
Deepdel ver ever knew the extent of that kingdom who but

he ever, in the long song of history, went down the Throat?
That road he took, leaving the last of the light. Savages he
met there, and, defeating their chief in solitary conbat,
bound hi m when his vassals fled-till hunger forced from
himthe tale of Singing' s passing, and her captor's. Deeper
they had gone by his telling, and even Deepdel ver's mighty
strength-so he hinself recounted it-died within him

Then came a wetting, but not as we have known them

The dimrills of the Throat turned to black as the waters
mul tiplied, and there cane upon Deepdelver, in the rushing
confusion of those waters, all the thoughts that nmen have
ever felt, so that he knew hinmself to be brave and afraid,
happy yet sorrowful, God and nothing-all at once and with-
out causes; and though his thought told himthat to do so
was death, he dived into the waters and swamw th them

| aughing to die so, laughing in the breakers, dizzy with delight
in the darkness, knowing that it was death but eager to die
so.

So he came to the depths, to Everdark, and heard there

t he weepi ng of Singing. Wwo can tell a tale that was born in
t he bl ackness? How he found her and killed her captor
drowni ng him though he was hinself delirious, in the mll-
race of madness. How the | nner People won them they who
then ate what they had fromthe waters, those unseen ones
who never stand in sun, whel mi ng Deepdelver in their myr-

i ads; how he their slave taught themto tear the neat they
trod and so live lawfully, and how they gave freedomto him
and Singing too, when once they had tasted; how the two
made their way mdst difficulties and dangers to the Neck
again; all these are nore than | can say. But you nust know
t he courage, and the history of your People before you fare
forth; and | have told you.

Field and hill are cold now, and the World itself dying or
dead, and the lands are filled with ghouls. It is tine you go.



This was the | ast story.
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ANDERSON S t el ephone rang, and of course it was Janet. An-
derson swung his feet over the side of the bed before he
hung up, then | ooked at his watch. Four-twenty A M The
nmoonl i ght on the nelting snow outside sent a counterfeit
dawn to his w ndows.

He switched on the reading |light and found his slippers,

t hen ki cked them off again. There would not be tinme for
slippers. The little water-horse that Dunont-Dunont

woul d surely be there too-had nade for himlifted its head
and foam ng mane above the rimof its aquarium and

nei ghed, a sound so high-pitched it m ght have been the
chirping of a bird.

So like they were, no nortal

M ght one fromthe other know
Wiite as snow their arnor was,
Their steeds were white as snow.
Never on earthly anvi

Did such rare arnor gl eam

And never did such gallant steeds
Drink froman earthly stream

Wio had witten that? Anderson coul dn't renenber.

Bef ore he had gone to bed he had filled the stainless-stee
thernmbs with scalding coffee, telling hinmself he would not
need it, that he would drink it with breakfast so as not to
waste it. Wol shirt with lunberjack checks, wool hunting
pants, thick socks, rubber-bottoned hunting boots, down-
filled vest, parka, Navy watch cap. d oves and conpass in the
parka's pockets? Yes. His sign was already in the car, and the
chains were on. It started without trouble; he roared out of
the driveway and down the silent street. Coming, Janet. Com

i ng, Pholus, or whoever you are. Dam.

When wi nter was begi nning, he had gone out in the suit

he wore on canpus, with the same overcoat and hat. He had

| earned better, floundering through the snow | ong before
machi ne-gun slugs had ripped the weak and frightened siren

t he bird-woman whose scattered feathers he had hel ped Du-
nont gat her when the sol diers were gone. There was a mail -
order company that sold all sorts of col d-weather gear. Their
prices were high, but the quality was excellent. Never on
earthly anvil. . . How did the rest go? Sonething, sonething,
somet hi ng



O er the green waves which gently bend and swel |,
Fair Anphitrite steers her silver shell;

Her pl ayful dol phins stretch the silken rein,
Hear her sweet voice, and glide along the main.

No, that wasn't it, that was Darwin, the father (or was it the
grandf at her?) of Dunont's Darwin, the Darwin of the Beagl e.
Ander son swung onto the Interstate. For mle after mle, the
red taillights of the cars in front of himlooked like the red
eyes of beasts, prowing the snow by night.

At last, just to hear a voice, Anderson said al oud, "They
sell everything but Odysseus's wax. But then, | don't need
wax." He had been thinking of the man-headed bull, Nin,

of Assyria; that too had been killed, and the menory of its
W ngs suggested the siren again. As if the CB had heard him
and knew his loneliness, it nurnured, "Breaker one one.

This is Sonbel ene for Peirithous. Cone in, Peirithous."

"1'"'m here, Sonbel ene,"” Anderson answered. He did riot
know where Janet had di scovered that nane. |t had nor en
in any of the references he had checked.

"Go past the sign for the Dells, Peirithous. After a quaiter
mle you'll see an unnmarked road on your left. W' re about
three mles farther on."

"Ten-four and out," Anderson said. He hated the pseu-
donyns, and he was certain the Arnmy knew who they were
anyway.

As if to confirmit, the threshing sound of a helicopter

cane from above, |ouder and |ouder, then louder still. It
passed over the car at treetop level going ninety at |east and
di sappeared beyond the crest of a hill

"Breaker one one for Sonbel ene. Chopper on the way."

"Ten-four, Peirithous."
So Janet knew, and whoever was wi th her knew. And of
course the soldiers knew, in their helicopter

"Al'l hail, beloved birds," he cried,
"My conrades on the ocean tide."

Ander son passed a billboard showing the little sternwheel -

er Apollo 2 and swerved onto the next unmarked road. There
were fresh tire tracks in the snow, and he began automatically
to look to left and right, though he knew how unlikely it was
that he woul d see anything fromthe road. Yet he m ght.

How did it go?

WIl thou yet take all, Galilean? but these thou
shalt not take,

"he laurel, the palnms and the paean, the breasts
of the nynphs in the brake.

The sun was peeping over the snowclad hills now, and



i nexplicably Anderson felt his spirits rise. He was going to a
fight, and he would be fighting for the only thing he knew
that was really worth fighting for. For once he could not
recall a quotation, but he renenbered the sense of it, and

not just with his mnd but in his feet and hands, belly and
heart and brain. The second-best thing was to fight and win.
But the first-best thing was to fight the fight worth fighting.
Wiere would he be, if not here?

He topped the hill at better than eighty and saw the cars

and signs and mlling people. The helicopter had set down
inafield just behind a wood of birch, and there were two
olive-drab Army trucks. He hit the brakes and went into a

| ong skid, steering into it just the way that racing driver had
advised on television, still utterly unafraid but feeling he nust
somehow be drunk. The car turned ninety degrees and skid-

ded to a stop less than a dozen feet fromthe nearest truck

The bearded man snil ed back beneath his beard and

seened to lift hinself on his toes. "There's nore than one
out there, isn't there? I've heard of them It nekes one fee
li ke Adam "

Anderson said, "W're on the edge of one of the |argest
forested areas in Wsconsin. Alot of people bring them here,
and nmore drift in. Afriend of mne who's a statistician tells
me there are gradients of dimnishing population we're

| argely oblivious to. They sense those and follow themto

pl aces like this. There are quite a few of themin M nnesota
too, and upper M chigan."

Janet added, "The Smoky Mountains are supposed to be

full of them Dr. Dunont plans to go there this sunmer."”

"Prof essor Anderson?" It was the col onel
Ander son said, "Afraid so."
"The dossier | sawis a little sketchy, but | thought | rec-

ogni zed you from your picture. VWat do you teach? Biol ogy?
Bi ophysi cs?"

"Classical literature."”

"Say, that's interesting. | like Sherlock Hol nes nyself, and
Kipling. | suppose this biological engineering stuff is a hobby
with you."

Ander son shook hi s head.

The col onel gl anced around as though expecting to see

the M notaur step out of a cowshed. "I can see where it would
be a good one in certain respects. Eventually | assume there
will be a licensing procedure and some supervision. At pres-

ent the thing is a ness.”
"The question is which side the ness is on."

"l suppose you could say that. Did you hear what they
killed yesterday on Market Street in Philadel phia? A cat with



the head of a snake. It was as big as a small dog."

"A great many cats are as big as small dogs, and |I'd think
it would be a good deal less intelligent a hunter than nost
cats. No doubt it was somebody's first stab at making a chi-
mera."

The col onel seened not to have heard him "They do these
things, and they can't handle the results. Then instead of
destroying themthey turn themloose. It's funny, isn't it, how
all the stuff that was originally devel oped by sone high-
powered scientists eventually turns into sonething the av-
erage Joe can do in his basenent. Take TV-you can get a

kit and build as good a tel evision as anybody can buy. O
airplanes-a man I went to the Point with is building a plane

in his garage."

Anderson said, "If the Wight brothers hadn't been able
to build the first one in a bike shop, there wouldn't be any
pl anes. "

"Maybe." The col onel | ooked unconvinced, and Anderson

deci ded he thought the airplane had been invented by

Boei ng. "Just the same, ny orders are to clean this up. You
and your followers are interfering with that."

"They're not my followers. They sinply happen to believe
as | do-or rather, | happen to believe as they do."

"Your dossier says you' re one of the |eaders, Professor
Anderson. You're a nman and nost of them are wonen; you're
wel | educated and you're the tallest. Wo would you think
the | eader was if you were in ny shoes?"

Anderson said, "If | were in your shoes |'d probably be
wrong about a lot of other things too," but his attention was
no | onger on the conversation. A truck was com ng over the

hill, and at first he thought it was the Arny tow truck. Then
t he bearded man and several of the women rai sed a cheer
and he saw the call letters on the side.

The col onel said sonmething inaudible to a captain, the cap-
tain munbled to a sergeant, and the sergeant baw ed sone-

thing at the troops, who fell into ranks. Janet and the bearded
man hustled their charges into a straggling |line, and Dunont
energed fromhis van to join them Anderson suddenly un-
derstood that this was what everyone had been waiting for

the Arny would prove they were acting without brutality,

and | et an audience of nmillions feel the thrill of the hunt;

t he denonstrators would put their case before the sane au-
dience and try to stir up synpathy for the hunted.

A man with a mcrophone clinbed out of the truck, fol-

lowed by a man with a canera. Quided by unerring instinct,
both nade for Janet. Anderson wanted to point it out to the
col onel, but the colonel was busy | ooking soldierly as he in-
spected his troops in the background. In an undertone, the
man with the m crophone identified his channel and an-
nounced that any footage used woul d make the twel ve o' cl ock
news, then switched on his mke



"You have to realize they will be nurdering a person out
there," Janet said without preanble. "Probably soneone with
the heart and mind of a child."

"Do you do this sort of |ife-shaping yourself?"
Durmont | eaned toward the nike, his eyes on the canera.

"I do. You nust understand that it is completely legal as well
as norally inpeccable. It's not like simlar research on
bacteria-this can breed no plagues. It's just that the products
of this work are deprived of even the protection afforded

wild animls."

The intervi ewer asked, "Wat is your purpose in doing
what you do?"

Janet put a hand on Dunont's shoul der, and Anderson

t hough he knew she was projecting for the canera, felt a tiny
thrill at the beauty of her profile. "W have | ost so many of
our fellow citizens of this world. Al the |arger whales, the
gorilla, tw kinds of cheetah, all within the |ast ten years.
Now humanity can make real what it has always | oved. Now

we can see the friends our ancestors dreanmed of. The world

is big enough for all of us, and sonme of us don't want to have
to live here alone."

Patrols were | eaving on foot now, apparently in the hope

of drawing the television crew away. Anderson sent off two
denponstrators with each, telling themto stand between the
hunted and the soldiers' M 6s if they could. If they dared.
Behi nd him the bearded man was tal king now. "God gave

to the first human being the authority to nane the creatures,
and in the language of the Bible, to nane is to create. 'In

t he begi nning was the word . o

Ander son found hinmself trudging after a patrol too. De-

spite their weapons and equi prent, the young sol diers

noved faster than he, and though their footprints were plain
enough in the snow. he |ost sight of them when they entered
the birches. The helicopter was beating overhead again. An-
derson used his sign pole for a staff. The wind that stirred
t he branches snelled of spring and seemed nade of sone-

thing purer than air; and he felt again, as he had in his car
that he was sonehow privileged. After a quarter hour or so,
he caught sight of the soldiers-or perhaps of other soldiers.
They appeared to have halted to examine sone track their

own feet soon obscured. Al npst at once they were gone again.
Exulting in the knowl edge that he had not yet heard a shot,
Anderson hurried after them

The sun clinmbed above the trees. Twice the helicopter had
whi rred overhead and vani shed. The pocket conpass An-
derson had bought only a few nonths before was | ost some-
where in the snow. Perhaps because Dunont mnoved, it was

hi m Anderson saw first, his parka | ooking bl ack against the
snow. Then Janet in her red ski suit facing him

O Fat her Jove, if ever | have aided thee,



Grant but this one desire.

He called and they answered; and sonething in their weary
voices told himthey were as | ost as he was, and had been
debati ng which way to go.

Alittle, ice-choked stream undul ated through the snow
near where they stood; and there were rocks, half masked
wi th snow. The sun, too high now to give nuch direction

flashed fromthe few whirling flakes still in the air. "Well,
here we are," Janet said, and | aughed. "W three ringl eaders!
Sone | eaders. |'Il bet you don't know the way back either

Do you, Andy?"

Ander son shook his head. "We'll find it."

"I hope Paul did better."

Ander son deci ded Paul nust be the bearded nan.

Durmont said, "W really ought to split up,"” and just at that
monent a little figure stepped around sone snow covered
bushes and cane hesitantly forward. Its ears were pointed

and its face was the face of a clever, sickly child; two snall
horns pushed through a tangle of dark curls. At first An-
derson thought it was-insanely-wearing a scarlet sash. Ja-

net moaned and dropped to her knees beside it, and it |et

the scarlet sash fall straight. There were fingers at the end
of it; its blood dripped fromthem

"Your arml " Janet whispered. "Ch ny God, your poor
arm"

She and Dunont produced aid kits. Never until that no-

ment had it occurred to Anderson that if the Arny were to
shoot something, it nmight fall to himto patch that something
up. Coming on top of the lost conpass it was al nost too nuch.
He experienced a self-contenpt as great as the euphoria he
had felt earlier, yet at the same tinme he was conpelled to

| ook at the faun's mangl ed arm as though he too had band-
ages and penicillin.

Janet nuttered, "They shot him Can you inmagi ne, they
shot this little body, this poor baby."

Durmont was tightening a tourniquet about the faun's up-
per arm "You're conming home with us, young fellow 1 have
a place where you can stay until that's better."

"Those aren't gunshot wounds," Anderson said.

Janet and Dunont stared at him the faun averted its w de,
nelting eyes.

"I was in the Marines; | saw filns, and once one of the
men in our barracks got hold of live ammunition and shot a
lieutenant. |'ve seen bull et wounds out here too, and so have

both of you. Bullets puncture the skin on entry and | eave a
bl ue corona. If they have much velocity left when they exit,
they bl ow out a cone of flesh. They shatter bone, if they hit
it. These bones aren't broken. There are puncture wounds,

but nmostly the flesh is torn. Watever attacked that armdid



it with its teeth-ny guess would be a dog."

Then sl owy, between m nutes of sobbing and despite naive
evasions, it all canme out: the dead twin; the footprints like,
but not quite like, a bear's; the terror in the w nter-w apped
woods. The goat-tongue had difficulty in form ng words (An-
derson recalled a Iisping boy who had |ived across the street
when he was a child), but they soon grew accustomed to its
faults, and the protection its distractions had afforded them
vani shed. After a time they found it hard to neet one an-

ot her's eyes.

"Sonmebody's finally done it," Dunmont said at last. "Once
at |least-probably nore. It wasn't ne."

"W never thought it was," Anderson told him He wanted
to swear.

"Those tracks couldn't be a centaur's . " Dumont hesi -
tated, | ooking from Anderson to Janet and back. "A centaur
could kill with his hooves, | suppose, or his hands. But his
teeth woul d be no nore dangerous than yours or nine. Wre-
wol ves?"

"Maybe, " Anderson said. "There are other possibilities-

Anubi s and Set, perhaps even Narashi nmha, the |ion-man of

t he Vedas. Whatever they are, we're going to have to use our
connections with the others to | ead the soldiers to them before
they kill a human being."

Durmont nodded, but Janet's blue eyes were bl azing. "You
woul d, wouldn't you! You'd see them shot down-shot down
with guns!”

Suddenly she was gone. Anderson sprinted after her, with
Durmont cl ose behind him They had not run twenty yards

t hrough the snow when Anderson heard the thunder of
hooves.

Only once before had Anderson seen him Then he had

t hought himroan, the human torso, arms, and face, Cau-

casi an. Now Phol us | ooked bl ack, bigger than any horse, im
nmensely bigger than any man, nuscled |like a giant. Janet,
clinging to his back, harnessing those m ghty arnms with her

sl ender hands, m ght have been a child, a little girl dreaning

He could have tranpled them but at the |ast noment he
turned aside, sending up a spunme of nud and nelting snow,
smting theminstead with his wild glance. Anderson caught
a flash of red. Perhaps Janet had waved. Perhaps she had
not. Panting, he halted.

Durmont ran on, less swiftly even than Anderson had run
Blindly. Stupidly.

Anderson did not care. In the clearing he found the faun
and took himby the hand. The road and the cars, all the
relics of the dying twentieth century except hinself, would
be in the direction opposite the one Pholus had taken. An-
derson trudged toward t hem



M dst others of |ess note canme one frail form

A phant om anong nen; conpani onl ess

As the last cloud of an expiring storm

Whose thunder is its knell; he, as | guess,

Had gazed on Nature's naked | oveliness,

Act aeon-1i ke, and now he fled astray

Wth feeble steps o' er the world' s w | derness;

And his own thoughts, along that rugged way,

Pursued |i ke ragi ng hounds their father and their prey.

* kK
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The Worman t he Unicorn Loved

"The Wonman the Uni corn Loved" copyright 1981 by Gene Wl fe; first

appeared in Isaac Asinov's Science Fiction Magazine.
* % %

AT the western edge of the canpus the parkway sent a river

of steel and rubber roaring out of the heart of the city. Fra-
grant pines fringed the farther side. The unicorn trotted
anong them sonetines conceal ed, sonetimes treading the

strip of coarse grass that touched the strip of soiled gravel
that touched the concrete. That was where Anderson, | ooking
fromhis office window, first saw him

Drivers and passengers saw himtoo. Sone waved; no doubt
some shouted, though theirshouts could not be heard. Faces
pal e and faces brown pressed agai nst gl ass, but no one
stopped. Possibly sone trucker with a CB inforned the po-
l'ice.

The unicorn was so white he gleaned. H s head | ooked

Arabi an, but his hooves were darkly red, |ike pigeon's-blood
rubies, and his tail was not |like a horse's tail at all, but the
kind of tail-like the tail of a bull, but with an additiona

gui don of hair halfway to the tip-that is seen only in heraldic
beasts. His horn shone like polished ivory, straight as the

bl ade of a rapier and as long as a man's forearm Anderson
guessed his height at fourteen hands.

He turned away to lift his camera bag down fromthe top

of the filing cabinet, and when he got back to the w ndow
the unicorn was in the traffic. Across two hundred yards of
canpus | awn he coul d hear the squealing of brakes.

"Pluto, the grisly god, who never spares,
Who feels no nmercy, who hears no prayers."”

Anderson recited the couplet to hinself, and only as he
pronounced the word prayers was he aware that he had spo-
ken al oud.

Then the unicorn was safe on th- other side, cantering
across the shaven grass. (Pluto, it appeared, mght hear pray-



ers after all.) As the armed head lifted to test the wi nd, An-
derson's tel ephone rang. He picked it up

"Hell o, Andy? Dumont. Look out your w ndow. "

"I am | ooking," Anderson said.
"Dropped right into our |aps. Can you i magi ne anybody
letting sonmething like that go?"

"Yes, pretty easily. | can also imagine it junping just about
any fence on earth. But if we're going to protect it, we'd
better get on the job before the kids run it off." Anderson
had found his tel ephoto zoom and coupled it to the canera
body. Wth the phone cl anped between his shoul der and his
ear, he took a quick picture

"I"'mgoing after it. | want a tissue speci nen and a bl ood
sanmple.”

"You can get them when the Arny shoots it."

"Listen, Andy, | don't want to see it shot any nore than

you do. A piece of work like that? I'm going out there now,

and I'Il appreciate any help | can get. |1've already told ny
secretary to phone some nmenbers. If the mlitary conmes in

-well, at least you'll be able to get sone stills to send the TV

peopl e. You com ng?"

Ander son cane, a big, tawny man of alnost forty, with a
canera hanging fromhis neck. By the tine he was out of
the Liberal Arts Building, there were a hundred or so stu-
dents around the unicorn. He nust have nmenaced t hem

their line bent backward, then closed again. His gl eaning
horn was lifted above their heads for a nonent, half playful
hal f triunphant. Anderson used his size and faculty status
to el bow his way to the front of the crowd.

The uni corn stood-no, trotted, al nost danced-in the

center of a circle fifty feet wide; while the students shouted
jokes and cheered. A little group who nust have known sone-
thing of his lore grabbed a blonde in a cheerl eader's sweater
and pushed her forward. He put his head down, a | ancer at

t he charge; and she scanpered back into the jeering crowd,

br east s bobbi ng.

Ander son | owered his canera
"CGet it?" a student beside hi masked.
"l think so."

A Frisbee sailed by the unicorn's ears, and he shied like a
skittish horse. Soneone threw it back

Anderson yelled, "If that animl gets frightened, he's going
to hurt sonebody."

Durmont heard him whether the students did or not. He
waved fromthe farther side of the circle, his bald head gl eam



ing. As the unicorn trotted past him he thrust out a | oaf of
bread and was i gnored.

Anderson sprinted across the circle. The students cheered,
and several began runni ng back and forth.

"Hi," Dumont said. "That took guts.”

"Not really." Anderson found he was puffing. "I didn't
cone close. If he was angry, none of us would be here.™

"I wi sh none of them were-nobody but you and ne. It
woul d make everything a hell of a lot sinpler.”

"Don't you have that tranquilizer gun?"

"At home. Qur friend there would be | ong gone by the

time | got back with it. Maybe | should keep one in the lab
but you know how it is-before this, we've always had to go
after them"

Ander son nodded, only half |istening as he watched the
uni corn.

"We had this bread to feed to mice in a nutrition project.
| put sone stuff in it to quiet himdown. On the spur of the
nonent, it was the best | could do."

Ander son was wondering who would arrive first-their

Myt hi ¢ Conservationists with protest signs or the soldiers and
their guns. "I doubt that it's going to be good enough," he
tol d Dunont.

A young worman slipped between them "Here," she asked,

"can | try?" Before Dunmont could object, she took the bread
and jogged to the center of the circle, the wind stirring her
short, brown hair and the sunlight flashing fromher glasses.
The unicorn cane toward her slowly, head down.

Dunont said, "He'll kill her."

The students were al nbst qui et now, whispering. Ander-

son had to fight the inpulse to dash out, to try to hold back
the white beast, to knock himoff his feet and westle himto
the ground if he could. Except that he could not; that a dozen
like himcould not, no nore than they coul d have overt hrown

an el ephant. If he, or anyone here, were to attenpt such a

t hi ng now, people would surely die.

The young wonman thrust out Dunont's | oaf-comon

white bread from sone grocery store. After a noment she
crouched to bring her eyes on a level with the unicorn's.
Ander son heard hinsel f nurnur,

"Behol d a pal e horse
And his nane that sat on hi mwas Death."

Then, when tension had been drawn so fine that it seened
to himthat he must break, it broke instead. The ivory |ance
cane up; and the shining, inmpossible Iancer trotted forward,



ni bbl ed at the bread, nuzzled the young woman's neck. Stil

qui et, indeed al nost hushed, the students surged forward.

A boy with a feathery red beard patted the unicorn's wthers,
and a girl Anderson recognized fromone of his classes buried
her face in the flowi ng nane. The young worman hersel f, the
girl with the bread, stroked the fierce horn. Anderson found
that he was there too, his hand on a gl eam ng fl ank

Then the nagic bl ew away beneath the threshing of a hel-

i copter, dissolved Iike a dream at cockcrow. It came in | ow
across the park, a dark blue gunship. (Police, Anderson

t hought crazily, police and not the Arny this time.) A dozen
peopl e yelled, and the students began to scatter

It banked in a tight turn and came back trailing a white

pl ume of tear gas. Anderson ran with the rest then, hearing
the thunder of the unicorn's hooves over-no, under-the

whi cker of the four-bladed prop. There was a sputter of fire
from sone automatic weapon.

Back in the Liberal Arts Building several hours later, he

went to the restroomto wash the traces of the gas fromhis
face and hands and put drops in his faintly burning eyes.

The snell of the gas was in his trousers and jacket; they would
have to be cl eaned. He wi shed vaguely that he had been

presci ent enough to keep a change of clothes on canmpus.

When he opened the door to his office, the young woman
was there. Absurdly, she rose when he entered, as though
sex roles had not just been elininated but reversed.

He nodded to her, and she extended her hand. "I'mjulie
Coronell, Dr. Anderson."

"It's a pleasure," he said. She might have been quite pretty,
he decided, if she were not so thin. And so nervous.

"I-1 noticed you out there. Wth the unicorn. | was the
one who fed himbread."

"I know you were," Anderson said. "I noticed you too.
Everyone did."

She actual ly bl ushed, something he had not seen in years,
"I"ve some nore." She lifted a brown paper sack. "The ot her
wasn't mne, really-1 got it fromsone man there. He's in

t he Bi ol ogy Departnent, | think."

Ander son nodded. "Yes, he is."

"That was white. That bread. This is punpernickel.
t hought he-the unicorn. | thought he might like it better."

Ander son could not keep fromgrinning at that, and she
smi |l ed too.

"Well, anyway, *1* like it better. Do you know the story about
the general's horse? O am| being a pest?”

"Not at all. 1'd love to hear the story of the general's horse,



especially if it has anything to do with unicorns.”

"It doesn't, really. Only with horses, you know, and pum
perni ckel . The general was one of Napoleon's, | think Ber-
nadotte, and he had a favorite charger named N col e-we

woul d say Nicholas or N ck. Wen the Grand Arny occupi ed
Germany and the officers ate at the Gernman country inns,

they were served the coarse, brown German bread with their
nmeals. Al Frenchnen hate it, and none of them would eat

it. But the others saw that Bernadotte slipped it into his
pockets, and when they asked himabout it, he said it was for
hi s horse-pain pour Nicole, bread for Nick, After that the

ot hers joked about the German 'horse bread,' pain pour Nicole,
and the Germans thought that was the French nanme for it,

and since anything French has al ways been very posh on

menus, they used it."

Ander son chuckl ed and shook his head. "Is that what
you're going to call himwhen you find hin N cholas? O
wll it be Nicole?"

"Ni ck, actually. The story is just folk etynmology, really. But

| thought of it, and it seened to fit. N ck, because we're both
Ameri cans now. | was born in New Zeal and, and that brings

me to one of the things | came to ask you-what nationality

are unicorns? | mean originally. Geek?"

"I ndi an," Anderson told her
"You' re maki ng fun of ne."

He shook his head. "Not Anerican |Indian, of course. In-

dian like the tiger. A Roman naturalist called Pliny seened
to have begun the story. He said that people in India hunted
an ani mal he called the nonoceros. Qur word unicorn is a
transl ation of that. Both words nean 'one-horned.' "

Jul i e nodded.

"Pliny said this unicorn had a head like a stag, feet |like an
el ephant, a boar's tail, and the body of a horse. It bell owed,
it had one black horn growing fromits forehead, and it could
not be captured alive."

She stared at him He stared expressionlessly back, and at
| ast she said, "That's not a unicorn! That's not a unicorn at
all. That's a rhinoceros."

"Uh- huh. Specifically, it's an Indian rhinoceros. The Af-
rican ones actually have two horns, one in front of the other
Pliny's description fell into the hands of the scholars of the
Dar k Ages, who knew not hi ng about rhinoceroses or even

el ephants; and the unicorn becane a one-horned creature

that was otherw se nuch |ike a horse. Unicorn horn was
supposed to neutralize poisons, but the Indians didn't ship
their rhinoceros horns west-China was nuch cl oser and

much richer, and the Chi nese thought rhinoceros horn was

an aphrodi si ac. Narwhal e horns were brought in to satisfy

t he demand, and narwhal e horns succeeded wonderful |y,



because narwhal e horns are so utterly fantastic that no one
who hasn't seen one can believe in them They're ivory, and
spiral ed, and perfectly straight. You know, of course. You
had your hand on one today, only it was growi ng out of a

uni corn's head. Dunont woul d say out of the head of a ge-
netically re-engi neered horse, but | think we both know bet -
ter."

Julie smled. "It's wonderful, isn't it? Unicorns are rea
now. "

"In a way, they were real before. As Chesterton says sone-
where, to think of a cowwith wings is essentially to have mnet
one. The unicorn synbolized masculine purity-which isn't

such a bad thing to synbolize, after all. Unicorns were

pai nted on shields and sewn into flags. A unicorn ranpant

is the badge of Scotland, just as the bald eagle is the badge
of this country, and eventually that unicorn becanme one of

the supporters of the British arnms. The i mage, the idea, has
been real for a long time. Nowit's tangible."

"And I'mglad. | like it like that. Dr. Anderson, the rea
reason | came to see you was that a friend told ne you were

t he president of an organization that tries to save these an-
imals."

"Most of themare people. Al right if I snoke?" She nod

ded, and Anderson took a pipe fromhis desk and began to

pack it with tobacco. "Many of the creatures of nyth were
partly human and had human intelligence-|am as, centaurs,
fauns, satyrs, and so forth. Oten that seens to appeal to the
i ndi viduals who do this sort of thing. Then”too, hunman cel -
lular material is the easiest of all for themto get-they can
use their own."

"Do you mean that | could nake one of these nythica
animals if | wanted to? Just go off and do it?"

The tel ephone rang and Anderson picked it up

"Hell o, Andy?" It was Dunop agai n.

"Yep," Anderson said.

"It seens to have gotten aw "

"Uh- huh. Qur bunch certainly couldn't find it, and our
operator said there was nothing on the police radio."

"Well, it gave themthe slip. A student-an undergraduate,

but I know him and he's pretty reliable-just cane and told
me. He saw it over on the far side of the practice field. He
tried to get up close, but it ran behind the field house, and
he lost it."

Ander son covered the nmout hpiece with his hand and said,

"Nick's all right. Soneone just saw him" He asked Dunont,
"You send a bunch to | ook for hinP"



"Not yet. | wanted to talk to you first. | gave the boy the
key to ny place and asked himto fetch nmy tranquilizer gun
He's got nmy van."

"Fine. Come up here and we'll talk. Leave this student a
note so he'll know where you are.”

"You don't think we ought to send sonme people out after
t he uni corn?"

"We've had searchers out after himfor a couple of hours,

and so have the police. | don't know about you; but while

was beating the bushes, | was wondering just what in the

nane of Capitoline Jove | was going to do with himif | found
him Try to ride hin Put salt on his tail? W can't do a dam
thing until we've got your tranquilizer gun or some ot her

way to control him and by the tinme the boy gets back from
your house in Brookwood it will be nearly dark."

When he had cradl ed the tel ephone, Anderson said, "That
shoul d give you an idea how well organized we are.”

Julie shrugged synpathetically.

"In the past, you see, it was always a question of letting the
creature get away. The soldiers or the police wanted to kil

it, we wanted to see it spared. Usually they head for the nost
lightly popul ated area they can find. W should have anti c-

i pated that sooner or later we'd be faced with one right here
inthe city, but | suppose we assuned that in a case |ike that
we' d have no chance at all. Now it turns out that we've got

a chance-your friend Nick is surprisingly elusive for such

a big beast-and we haven't the | east idea of what to do."

"Maybe he was born-do you say born?"
"We usually say created, but it doesn't matter."

"Well, nmaybe he was created here in the city, and he's trying
to find his way out of it."

"A creature that size?" Anderson shook his head. "He's

cone in fromoutside, fromsome sparsely settled rural area

or he'd have been turned in by a nosy nei ghbor |ong ago.

Peopl e can- peopl e do-perform DNA engi neering in the

city. Sometines in basenents or garages or kitchens, nore

often on the sly in college |labs or some big corporation's
research and devel oprment facility. They keep the creatures

t hey' ve made too; sonetimes for years. |'ve got a sea-horse

at home in an aquarium not one of those fish you buy cast

in plastic paperweights in the Florida souvenir shops, but a
little fell ow about ten inches long, with the head and forel egs
of a pony and the hindquarters of a trout. |1've had him for

a year now, and I'Il probably have himfor another ten. But
suppose he were Nick's size-where would | keep hinP"

"In a swwming pool, | imagine," Julie said. "In fact, it
seens rather a nice idea. Maybe at night, you could take him
to Lake M chigan and ride himthere, in the |ake. You could
wear scuba gear. I'mnot a terribly good swimrer, but | think



l'd do it." She smled at him

He smiled back. "It does sound |like fun, when you describe
it."

"Just the sane, you think Nick's escaped from sone
farmor perhaps an estate. | should think that would be
nore |likely. The rich must have these poor, wonderful an-
i mls made for them sonetines."

"Sonetines, yes."

"Uni corns. A sea-horse-that's from nmythol ogy too, isn't
it?"

Anderson was lighting his pipe; the nmingled funes of sul -

fur and tobacco filled the office. "Balios and Xant hos drew
the chariot of Poseidon," he said. "In fact, Poseidon was the
god of horses as well as of the sea. H's herds were the waves,
in a nystic sense few peopl e understand today. The whitecaps
were the white manes of his innumerable steeds." ;

"And you nentioned | anm as-those were snake wonen,
weren't they?"

"Yes."

"And centaurs. And fauns and satyrs. Are all the aninmals
like that, that the biologists make, from nythol ogy?"

Ander son shook his head. "Not all of them no. But let nme
ask you a question, Ms. Coronell-"

"Call me Julie, please."

"Al'l right, Julie. Now suppose that you were a biol ogist.
In genetic engineering they' ve reached the stage at which
any conpetent worker with a Master's or a Ph.D.-and a | ot
of bright undergraduates-can do this sort of thing. What
woul d you rmake for yoursel f?"

"I have roomfor it, and privacy, and |lots of noney?

"I'f you like, yes."

"Then |I'd make a unicorn, | think."

"You're inpressed with them because you saw a beautifu

one today. After that. Suppose you were going to create
somet hi ng el se?"

Juli e paused, |ooking pensive. "W tal ked about riding a
sea-horse in the | ake. Sonething with wi ngs, | suppose, that
| could ride."

"A bird? A manmal ?"

"l don't know. |I'd have to think about it.



"I'f you chose a bird, it would have to be nuch | arger, of
course, than a natural bird. You' d also find that it could not
mai ntain the proportions of any of the species whose genetic
matter you were using. Its wings would have to be nuch

larger in proportion to its body. Its head woul d not have to
be much bigger than an eagle' s-and so on. \When you were

t hrough and you were spotted sailing anong the clouds, the
newspapers woul d probably call your bird a roc, after the

one that carried Sinbad."

"I'f you decided on a winged horse instead, it would be
Pegasus. |'ve never yet seen one of those that could actually
fly, by the way. A winged human bei ng woul d be an angel

or if it were nore birdlike, with claws and tail feathers and
so on, perhaps a harpy. You see, it's quite hard to escape
from nyt hol ogi cal nonencl ature, because it covers so much.
Peopl e have already imgined all these things. It's just that
now we-sone of us-can make them cone true."

Julie smled nervously. "An alligator! | think I'll choose an
alligator with wings. | could nmake himsmarter at the sane
tinme."

Ander son puffed out a cloud of snoke. "That's a dragon."

"Vait, I'11-"
The door flew open and Dunont cane in. Anderson said,

"Here's the man who can tell you about recomnbi nant DNA
and that sort of thing. 1'd only make a hash of it." He stood.

"Julie, may | present Henry A. Dunmont of Biology, ny good
friend and occasionally my rival."

"Friendly rival," Dunmont put in.

"Also the treasurer and technical director of our little so-
ciety. Dunmont, this is Julia Coronell, the | ady who's hiding
t he unicorn.”

For a nonent no one spoke. Julie's face was guarded
expressionl ess save for tension. Then she said, "How did you
know?"

Ander son sat down again, and Dunont took the office's

| ast chair. Anderson said, "You canme here because you were
.oncerned about Nick." He paused, and Julie nodded. "But

ou didn't seemto want to do anything. If N ck was runni ng
round while the police | ooked for him the situation was
urgent; but you told ne that story about punpernickel and
et ne blather on about fauns and centaurs. You were wor-
ried, you were under a considerable strain, but you weren't
urging me to get busy and reactivate the group we had | ook-
ing for Nick this afternoon. When Dunont here called, | was
very casual about the whole thing and just asked himto cone
over and talk. You didn't protest, and |I decided that you
knew where Nick was al ready. And that he was safe, at | east
for the tinme being."

"I see," Julie whispered



"I don't," Dunpbnt said. "That boy told nme he saw the
uni corn. "

Ander son nodded. "A friend of yours, Julie?"

"Yes.

Durmont said, "Honey, it's nothing to be ashaned of. W're
on your side."

"You hid N ck." Anderson continued, "after the police
dropped their tear gas. He was tane with you, as we saw
earlier. He may even have eaten enough of Dunont's bread

to calmhimdown a bit-there was a sedative in it. For a
while after that, you were probably too frightened to do
anything nore; you just lay low. Then the police went away
and our search parties gave up, and you went off campus to
buy that bread you're holding. On the way back to give it to
Ni ck, you nmet someone who told you about ne."

Durmont asked, "Was it Ed? The boy who told nme he saw
t he uni corn?"

Julie's voice was nearly inaudible. "Yes, it was."

"And between the two of you, you decided it would be

smart to start sone runors indicating that Nick was still free
and noving in a direction away fromthe place where you

had hi m hi dden." Anderson paused to relight his pipe. "So
the first report had hi mdi sappearing behind the field

house. The next one woul d have put himeven farther away,

| suppose. But nore or |ess on inmpulse, you decided that

we might help you, so you came up here to wait for ne.
Anyway, it would be safer for you to take that bread to Nick
after dark. Al right, we will help you. At least, we'll try.
Wiere is N ck?"

Ed was no nore a boy, actually, than Julie Coronell was a
girl-a studi ous | ooking young man of nineteen or twenty.

He had brought Dunont's cranquilizer gun, and Dunont had

it now, though all of them hoped it would not be needed.
Julie led the way, with Anderson besi de her and Dunont

and Ed behind them A softness as of rose petals was in the
evening air.

Anderson said, "I've seen you around the campus, haven't
| ? Graduate school ?"

Julie nodded. "I'mworking on ny doctorate, and | teach
some freshman and sophonore cl asses. Ed's one of ny stu-
dents. Most of the people | neet seemto think I'ma soph-
onore or a junior nyself. How did you know I wasn't?"

"The way you're dressed. | guessed, actually. You | ook
young, but you also | ook Iike a woman who | ooks younger

than she is."

"You ought to have been a detective,"” she told him



"Yes, anything but this."

The sun had set behind the trees of the park, trees whose
| ong shadows had all run together now, flooding the | awns
and wal ks with form ess night. Mst of the windows in the
bui | di ngs the four passed were dark

"\What departnent?" Anderson asked when Julie said noth-
i ng nore.

"English. My dissertation will be on twentieth-century
Anerican novelists."

"I shoul d have recogni zed you, but I'mnore than two
t housand years behind you."

"I'"'measy to overl ook."
"Let's hope Nick is too." For a monent, Anderson studied
t he buil ding | oom ng before them "Wy thelibrary?"

"I'"ve been doing research; they let me have a key. | knew
it had just closed, and | couldn't think of anything else." She
hel d up the key.

A mnute or two later, it slidinto the |lock. The interior
was di m but not dark-a scattering of lights, lonely and al -
nost spectral, burned in the recesses of the building, as

t hough the spirits of a few geniuses lingered, still awake.
Durmont said, "You'd better let me go in front," and hur-
ried past themwith the tranquilizer gun. The doors cl osed
with a hollow boom suddenly the air seenmed stale.

"Isn't there a watchman?" Anderson asked.

Juli e nodded. She was near enough for Anderson to snell

her faint perfunme. "You said Ed was a friend of mne. | don't
have a lot, but | suppose Bailey-he's the watchman-is a
friend too. I'mthe only one who never calls himBeetle. |

told you Nick was in the Sl oan Fantasy Col |l ection. Have you
heard of it?"

"Vaguely. My field is classical literature.™

Behind them Ed said, "That's what fantasy is-classical lit
that's still alive. Wen the people who wote those stories did
it, their books were called fantasy."

"Ed!" Julie protested.
"No," Anderson said. "He's right."

"Anyway," Julie continued, "the Sloan Collection isn't the

best in the country, or even a famous collection. But it's a
jolly good one. It's got James Branch Cabell in first editions,
for example, and a lot of his letters. And there's some won-
derful John Gardner material. So that's where | put Nick."

St anpi ng anong t he books, Anderson thought to hinself.
Couchant at the frontiers of Overworld and QOz.



Pity the Unicorn,

Pity the Hi ppogriff,

Soul s that were never born
Qut of the land of |f!

Sonewher e ahead, Dunont called, "He's dead!" and sud-

denly all three of them were running, staggering, stunbling
down a dark and narrow corridor, guided by the flane of
Durmont' s |ighter.

Ander son heard Julie whisper, "N ck! Ch, God, Nick!"
Then she was quiet. The thing on the floor was no white
uni corn.

Durmont rasped, "Hasn't anybody got a light?"

"Just matches," Anderson said. He lit one.
Ed told them "I've got one," and fromthe pocket of is
denimshirt produced a little, disposable penlight.

Julie was bending over the dead man, trying not to step

in his blood. There was a great deal of it, and Dunont had
stepped in it already, leaving a footprint. Ed played his Iight
upon the dead man's face-cl eanshaven; about sixty, An-

derson guessed. He had worn a | eat her w ndbreaker\273. There
was a hole in it now, a big hole that welled bl ood.

"It's Bailey," Julie said. And Dunont, thinking that she
spoke to him (as perhaps she did), answered, "Is that his
nane? Everybody called him Beetle."

Bai | ey had been gored in the mddle of his chest, very near

t he heart, Anderson decided. No doubt he had died instantly,

or almpst instantly. His face was not peaceful or frightened
or anything else; only twisted in the terrible rictus of death.

"he match burned Andersen's fingers; he shook it and

Topped it.

"Nick . . ." Julie whispered. "Nick did this?"

"I"'mafraid so,” Dunont told her

She | ooked around, first at Dunont, then at Anderson

"He's dangerous. ... | suppose | always knew it, but | didn't
like to think about it. W'll have to let the police . "
Durmont nodded sol emml y.

"Li ke hell," Anderson said, and Julie stared at him "You

put himhere, in this roon-Anderson glanced at the half-
open door-"and went away and left him Is that right?"

"M. Bailey was with us. He heard us as soon as | brought

Ni ck inside. N ck's hooves made a | ot of noise on the terrazzo

floor. W took himto this room and M. Bailey locked it for
ne."



Ed asked, "Hold this, will you, Dr. Dunont?" and handed
Durmont the penlight, then took three steps, stooped, and
straightened up with a nmuch larger flashlight. After the near
darkness, its illum nation seenmed al nost a glare. Dunont |et
his lighter go out and dropped it into his pocket.

Ed was grinning weakly. "This nust be the old man's flash,"
he said. "I thought | saw sonething shine over here."

"Yes." Anderson nodded. "He would have had it in his

hand. After Julie |left he cane here to take another | ook at
t he unicorn. He opened the door and turned on his flash-
[ight."

Julie shivered. "It could have been ne."

"l doubt it. Even if N ck doesn't have human or al nost
human intelligence-and | suspect he does-he woul d have

wi nded the watchman and known it wasn't your snell. No
matter what kind of brain his creator gave him his sensory
setup nust be basically the one that cane with his equine
DNA. Am | right, Dunont?"

"Right." The biologist glanced at his wist. "I w sh we had
nmore information about the tine Beetle died."

Ed asked, "Can't you tell fromthe clotting of the blood?"

"Not cl ose enough," Dunont said. "Maybe a forensic tech-

nician could, but that's not ny field. If this were one of those
nmysteries on TV, we could tell fromthe tine his watch broke.

It didn't, and it's still running. Anybody want to guess how

far that unicorn's gone since he did this?"

"I wll," Anderson told him "Not nore than about two
hundred and fifty feet."

They stared at him

"The front doors were | ocked when we cane in-Julie had

to open themfor us. |1'd bet the side door is |ocked too, and
this building has practically no w ndows."

"You nmean he's still in here?"

"I'f he's not, how did he get out?"

Julie said, "W'd hear him wouldn't we? | told you-his

hooves made a racket when | let himin."

"He heard themtoo," Anderson told her. ''He wouldn't

have to be a tenth as intelligent as he probably is to keep
quiet. Alnost any animal will do that by instinct. If it can't

run-or doesn't think running's a good idea-it freezes."

Ed cleared his throat. "Dr. Anderson, you said he could
tell by the snmell that Beetle wasn't Julie. He'll know we aren't

Julie too."



"Conversely, he'll know that she is. But if we separate to
| ook for himand the wong party finds him there could be
trouble."

Durmont nodded. "What do you think we ought to do?"

"To start with, give Ed here the keys to your van so he can
bring it around front. If we find Nick, we're going to have
to have some way to get himout of towmn. W'll |eave the
front doors open-"

"And | et him get away?"

"No. But we need unicorn bait, and freedom s about as

good a bait as anybody's ever found. Nick's probably hungry
by now, and he's alnpbst certainly thirsty. M/ mind runs to
guot ati ons anyway, so how about:

One by one in the noonlight there,
Nei ghing far off on the haunted air,
The uni corns cone down to the sea

Do you know t hat one?"
Al three | ooked bl ank

"It's Conrad Ai ken, and of course he never saw a unicorn

But there may be sone truth in it-in the feeling of it-just
the sane. We'll prop the doors wide. Dunont, you hide in

t he darkest shadow you can find there; the open doors should
let in enough light for you to shoot by, particularly since
you'll be shooting at a white animal. Julie and | will go

t hrough the building, turning on lights and | ooking for N ck
If we find himand he's docile with her, we can just |ead him
out and put himin the van. If he runs, you should get him
on the way out."

Dunmont nodded.

When the two of them were alone, Julie asked, "That gun
of Dr. Durmont's won't really hurt Nick, will it?"

"No nore than a shot in the armwuld hurt you. Less."

The beam of the dead watchman's fl ashlight probed the
corridor, seemng to | eave a deeper twlight where it had
passed. A few nmonents before, Anderson had tal ked of turn-
ing on nore lights, but thus far they had failed to find the
switches. He asked Julie if it were always this di mwhen she
cane to do research after the library had cl osed.

"Bail ey used to take care of the lights for me," she said.
"But | don't know where. |'d begin setting up ny things on
one of the tables, nmy notebooks and so forth; and the lights
woul d cone on." Her voice caught on |ights.

She sniffled, and Anderson realized she was crying. He
put his arm about her shoul ders.

"Ch, rot! Wiy is it that one can-can try to do sonething



fine, and have-have it end
He chanted softly:

"Twi st ye, twine ye! Even so

M ngl ed shades of joy and woe,

Hope and fear, and peace, and strife,
In the thread of human life."

"That's b-beautiful, but what does it nmean? That the good
and bad are m xed together so we can't pull them apart?"

"And that this isn't the end. Not for men or wonmen o
uni corns. Probably not even for poor old Bailey. Thread
are |long."

She put her arnms about his neck and kissed him and he
was so busy pressing those soft, fragrant lips in return that
he hardly heard the sudden thunder of the unshod hooves.

He pushed tier away just in tine. The spiral ed horn raked

his belly like a talon; the beast's shoulder hit himlike a footbal
pl ayer's, sending himcrashing into a hi gh bookcase.

Julie screamed, "No, Nick! Don'|I!" and he tried to stand.

The unicorn was rearing to turn in the narrow aisle, tal

as a giant on his hind | egs. Anderson clawed at the shel ves,

bri ngi ng down an aval anche of books. He found hi nsel f

somehow graspi ng the horn, holding on desperately. A hoof

struck his thigh like a hamrer and he was careeni ng down

some dark passage, half carried, half dragged.

Abruptly, there was |ight ahead. He tried to shout for

Durmont to shoot; but he had no breath, grasping the horn
grappling the tossing white head like a bull dogger. If the

soft pluff of the gun ever came, it was lost in the clattering
hoof beats, in the roar of the blood in his ears. And if it caneg,
the dart surely nmissed.

They nearly fell on the steps. Reeling they reached the
bottomlike kittens tossed froma sack. Anderson managed
then to get his right leg under him and with the unicorn
nearly sprawing, he tried to get his left across the broad,
white back and found that |eg was broken.

He nust have shrieked when the ends of splintered bone
grated together, and he must have lost his hold. He lay upon
hi s back, on grass, and heard the gallop of approaching
death. Saw death, white as bone.

Stallions fight, he thought. Fight for mares, kicking and
biting. Only nen kill other nmen for a woman.

He lay without noving, his left leg twisted |ike a broken
doll's. Stallions don't kill-not if the other |ies down, surren-
ders.

The white head was sil houetted agai nst the tw nkling con-
stellations now, the colors seemngly reversed as in a negative,
t he I ongsword horn both new and ancient to the sky of Earth.



Later, when he told Julie and Dunmont about it, Dunont
said, "So he was only a horse after all. He spared you."

"A superhorse. A horse armed, with size, strength, grace,
and intelligence all augmented." They had wanted to carry
hi m somewhere (he doubted if they thensel ves knew where),
but he had stopped them Now, after Dunbnt had phoned

for an ambul ance, they sat beside himon the grass. H s leg
hurt terribly.

"Whi ch way did he go? The park agai n?"

"No, the | ake shore. 'The unicorns cone down to the sea,' re-
menber? You'll have to drumup a group and go after him
in the norning."

Julie said, "I'll cone, and |'"'msure Ed will too.

Ander son managed to nod. "W've got a couple of dozen
others. Sone here, sone in town. Dunmpont has the phone
nunmbers. "

She forced a smle. "Andy-can | call you Andy? You Ilike
poenms. Do you recall this one?

The lion and the unicorn
Were fighting for the crown;
The Iion beat the unicorn
And sent himout of town.
Sone gave them white bread,
And sone gave them brown.
Sone gave them pl um cake

And drummed t hem out of town.

We've just had it cone true, all except for that bit about the
pl um cake. "
"And the lion," Anderson said.

* kK
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"HELLO, M. Percival," the young woman said, "so nice of
you to come." She shut the door again, and Krasil ni kov heard
the rattle of a security chain before she opened it wi de.

He stepped inside, and she closed the door behind him

threw the bolt and reattached the chain. "This is ny busi-
ness," he said. "lI've gone to see people in places a |lot farther
from Washi ngton than Al exandria."



"Wn't you sit down?" She nade a graceful gesture, and
Krasil nikov reflected that she had not yet forgotten her nan-
ners; she was not yet so Americanized as all that.

He sat. "I admire your taste, Ms. Aralov."” He sniled as he
patted the armof the stiff, tapestry-covered chair. "This is
good antique furniture."

She shook her head. "It is Russian. No, it is not Russian

but it is as near to Russian furniture as | could di scover here.
| wished to say to the Anericans, not '|I am an American,’

but 'Look, | ama Soviet citizen living with you.' Surely you

have seen such furnishings in other apartments. Wuld you
care for tea?"

Krasi | ni kov nodded. "Sure, |'ve seen furniture of the sane
type, but it wasn't as nice as this-the red and grey col or
schene. Mbdst Russians go for red and bl ack.™

She smled again, bitterly this tine, before she bent in front
of the steaning sanovar in the corner. "Red for our country,
bl ack for death. W are so dramatic. Only | say red for our
country, grey for no peace and no war. | say that because
like red and grey better." She presented himw th a fragrant
gl ass of tea.

He sipped. "You' ve got to understand, Ms. Aralov, that 1
don't do all my business with people Iike you. Alot of it's
wi th Americans and American conpani es. The next biggest

is with foreigners who want Anerican citizenship."

"But you have handl ed such cases as m ne before?"
"Sure," Krasilnikov said. He rattled off names, naking
some of them up

"Ah, | know Lebedev, he was one of the early ones, one
of the first of us."

"That's right."

"The others, they did not live here, not in WAshington?
Because | know all those in Washington, | think."

Krasil ni kov reflected that her know edge was not as com

pl ete as she believed. "No," he said. "Denikin was in New
York, N na M khalevo down in Florida."

"And you are not an attorney." She was |ooking at his card
again, and he traced the raised black letters in his nind as
she followed themw th her remarkable grey eyes. The card

read, C. C. Percival, and on the next line, Expediter, followed
by an address and a tel ephone nunber. He was proud of

that card.

"No," he told her. "A lawer would bring suit in District
Court, and the Federal Governnent would stall it as long as
they coul d. The CGovernnent can stall things for a long, |ong
tinme here, Ms. Aralov.”



"In ny country too. Here, how | ong?"

He shrugged. "Maybe five years, if you were lucky and had
a good | awyer."

"And wi th you? How | ong?"
"Five weeks, if we're lucky. Five nonths if we're not."

For the first tine, she too sat, perching on the edge of her
hi gh- backed divan. "Then with you is better."

Krasilnikov smled. "I like to think so."
"And your fees?"

He knew how nmuch she had in the bank, and he told her

After a nonment he added, "That's the retainer. | keep it all,
no matter how fast | get you back to Russia. If things don't
nove that fast, then you' ve hired me, at three hundred a
week, until the retainer's used up or 1've got you home. O
course you realize | won't be working for you exclusively,
only as needed. | have other clients.”

She nodded slowy. "The retainer. It is so nuch.”

He was firm "Frankly, |1'mgiving you a break, M. Aralov,
because | like you and | 1ike what you've done. If you were
some fat Arab who needed an American passport, it would

be a ot nore.”

"I have to live while you work. | will have to buy ny ticket."
I ndeed. Indeed. "Your father's the Mnister of Mrine?"

She nodded again. "You would say the Secretary of the

Navy here."

"I know. Surely you can call on himfor help."
"Once, yes. Not any nore. |-"

He cut her off. "First the retainer, M. Aralov. Then we'll
tal k about your father. Maybe | can do sonething."

"I understand." She stood, snoothing the soft, grey-blue
fabric of her skirt. "I rmust get ny checkbook. If you will
excuse ne."

"Sure."

He wanted to search for the American |listening devices he
knew nmust be there, but he was too well trained for that. He
t ook some papers fromthe breast pocket of his jacket instead,

when she returned, he appeared to be studying them

"Here is your retainer," she said. "It is nearly all | have."
He said thank you, crossing his |legs, refolding his papers
and repl aci ng them before he accepted her check. "Now sit
down and tell nme about your father, Ms. Aralov."



She sat, this time on the footstool. "It was so strange, so
terrible .. ."

Her eyes had filled with tears, and he felt sonething he

had t hought dead since chil dhood nove inside him He said,
"Perhaps it isn't really as strange as you think, M. Aralov.
O as terrible. Start at the beginning."

She nodded and bl ew her nose in one of the tiny hand-
kerchi ef s wonen used here. "It started with that dancer

She was groping for the dancer's name. He supplied, "The
President's son."

"Yes. He went to Moscow on a tourist visa, renenber? And

he said he would stay there until his father was no | onger
Presi dent, that he would be our security agai nst nuclear at-
tack. It was just after our Party Secretary had said we woul d
never fire the first mssile."

"And then others came."”

She nodded, no |longer sniffling. "Janet Johnson was one
of them | met her in Moscow. Her father is something in
t he Cabi net here.”

He sipped his tea and waited.

"Then we thought we should do the same thing, and we

did." She threw back her hair, her eyes gl eam ng, and he
thrilled as if to the call of a trunpet. "Ch, they tried to stop
us, but they could not send us to the gulag-to the canps.

Qur fathers were in the Politburo, and we said we would go

to the American Enbassy. Then they had to | et us go, and

they did."

He said, "But now you want to go back."

"Yes, there is the fighting in the east." She hesitated. "I
could do sonmething. Wth training | mght beconme a nurse.
Qur grandnot hers fought the Gernmans beside their nen.

woul d even do that."

He waited, staring out the wi ndow at the bl and, blank brick
face of the apartnent building across the street.

"And I amso lonely here.™

Tonel essly he said, "There are other Russians around
Washi ngt on. "

"Not enough, and they are going back too, or trying to."
After a noment she added, "I want to see ny nother and
father, nmy brother and ny sister and nmy aunt. Can't you
under st and?"

"It seens that your father doesn't want to see you."
"He was so angry! The letters | got fromhimwere terriblel

Yet he sent noney, so | would not be in need. Then just
when | had decided to come back . "



"The noney stopped.”

"Yes! | wote to him | said, T amcom ng hone, Little
Fat her, please forgive nme.' There was nothing."

" Not hi ng?"
"No nore letters, no nore noney."

H s hand touched hers. "Has it ever occurred to you that
per haps your father doesn't really want you to return to
Russi a?"

For a noment she stared at him "It was before | had told
him!| was coming hone. He had ordered ne a hundred
times, called ne a traitor, the vil est nanes."

Carefully Krasilnikov said, "His position in your govern-
ment would force himto do that, wouldn't it? How do you
know he's not secretly proud of you?"

"But this was before! Before | had told him!| wanted to
cone hone."

"He m ght have guessed it just the sane, fromthe tone of
your letters. Or like | said, there are a |ot of Russians around
Washi ngton. Coul dn't one of them have tipped hi moff?"

She sighed, her eyes on the carpet. "You do not understand
how it is in our country, howit is in our famlies."

He shoul d have been proud, and he told hinself to be

proud; but the thing that had awakened was weeping in his
chest. "l guess | don't," he told her. "But it seens to ne that
if you were proud of yourselves when you did what you did,

your father mght be proud of you, even if he couldn't say

it out loud. I know we were all proud of the President's son
and the ones who went after himtoo."

She shook her head, eyes still averted.

He said, "If you want your check back, you can have it. O
["Il tear it up, if you want me to."

She | ooked up at that. "You aren't really an evil nan, are
you, M. Percival? | had hoped to enploy an evil nan, be-
cause | thought an evil man might get me what | wanted."

He smiled. "Evil enough, if you still want it. And call ne
Charlie, Ms. Aralov. If you still want to go back hone, we'll
be seeing a | ot of each other." That was perfectly true, and
ridiculous though it was, knowing it was true nmade himfee
better.

"Al'l right, Charlie. I am Sonja. Yes, | am going hone."
"You don't have a passport?"

She shook her head. "W burned them when we arrived,;
that was part of our pledge that we would stay. You will say



it was so foolish, and you will be right."

He shook his head. "I never fret over the past, Sonja. It
uses up too much energy."

"But my real troubles are not with our governnent, but

wi th the governnment here. They do not wish me to go. They
have put every possible obstacle in nmy path. There is the
court order-" She told himabout it, swiftly and inaccurately.

When she was through he said, "All right, the first thing
is to get you a green card."

"A green card?"

"So you can work here. You said you didn't have nuch
nmoney, Sonja, and your father won't send you any nore.
You're going to have to eat while I"'mgetting you out."

She shook her head. "No."

"And pay the rent on this apartnent and maybe sone | ega
fees. If I"'mgoing to help you, you'll have to do what | say,

or it's no use."

She rose fromthe footstool, angry and inperious. "Wat
could I do here? Nothing! Do you wish nme to wait on tabl es?"

"That's a beautiful dress."

A breath and she was relaxed and smling. "Ch, do you

like it? | think | have sone taste in clothes. Mst of our wonen
do not; they are nuzhi ks, peasants.”

He said, "I want you to change it. The people who give
out green cards don't like pretty dresses. Put on the dress
you wear when you cl ean the kitchen."

"I have told you-"

"Have you thought of npbdeling, Sonja?" He saw at once

that she had not. "You're tall, and with that face and that
accent . . ." He let it hang. "I know a wonan who runs an
agency here. You mght have to | ose ten pounds or so."

"You think that?" At once her attention was on her body,
her hands caressing her waist, lingering at her hips.

"Not for a man, Sonja. But for a nodeling agency, naybe.
W'l | et Madarne Deppe decide.”

"Not in the clothes in which | clean ny oven!"
"You'll have plenty of time to change and bat he before we
see Madane," he explained patiently. "But it's no use seeing

her without the green card."

She hesitated, though he knew he had won. At last, "All
right. It will not harmto try. You will wait while | change?"



"Of course,” Krasilnikov said.

When she was gone, he rose and went to the w ndow. It

was hot out; he renenbered how the heat had struck his

face when he had stepped fromhis car. There was so nuch

good climate in this country, yet they had built their capita
her e.

The tel ephone rang. She called fromthe bedroom "Wuld
you get that, please? It is probably a m stake-a wong num
ber."

He said, "All right," and picked up the tel ephone. "Sonja
Aral ov's apartnent."

"It is ne, Wlson. And you are?"
"C. C Percival."

"They are sending Ipatiev."

"The filmstar?"

"Yes. | can hardly believe it, but that is what they say. He will
hol d her."

Hal f to hinsel f he whi spered, "Unless he goes to Holly-
wood. "

"You said? | could not hear you."
She called, "Was it not a w ong nunber?"

He covered the nouthpiece with his hand. "It was for ne.
| let ny secretary know I'd be here." He told the nouthpiece,
"Thank you," and hung up.

"I amnot too | ong?"

"No hurry." There was a copy of Tw.e on the shelf under

the little table beside the sanovar. He thought, Wy do al

of us subscribe to it? They could trace every agent just from
that-from Time's subscription list. O course, we want them
to know, agents count for sonething too. Not much, perhaps,
but sonet hi ng.

He picked it up. The Chinese were in Kazakhstan, the Red
Arnmy had been stopped before Paris. It was still better than
the ol d days, he decided. Better than when we were all so
afraid, though at |east we had peace.
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THREE with egg roll, Kyle thought. Soon four w thout-if
this shadow world really has (oh, sacred!) life. The Egg was
still rolling, still spinning to provide nmock gravitation

Yet the roar of the sharply angl ed gui dance jets now seeped
only faintly into the hold, and the roll was slower and sl ower,
the feeling of weight weaker and weaker.

The Egg was in orbit . . . around not hing.

O at least around nothing visible. As its spin decreased,

its ports swept the visible universe. Stars that were in fact
gal axi es fl owed down the synthetic quartz |ike raindrops

down a canopy. Once Kyle caught sight of their nother ship;

t he Shadow Show hersel f | ooked di mand ghostly in the faint
light. O the planet they orbited, there was no trace. Polyaris
screamed and took off, executing a multicolored barrel rol

with outstretched wings through the enpty hold; like all nma-
caws, Polyaris doted on nicrogravity.

In his earphones Marilyn asked, "lsn't it pretty, Ky?" But
she was admiring her conputer simulation, not his ecstatic
bird: an enerald forest three hundred neters high, sparkling
sapphire | akes-suddenly a vagrant strip of beach gol den as
her hair, and the indigo southern ocean

One hundred and twenty degrees opposed to them bot h,

Ski p answered instead, and not as Kyle hinmsel f woul d have.

"No, it isn't." There was a note in Skip's voice that Kyle had
noti ced, and worried over, before.

Marilyn seened to shrug. "Okay, darling, it's not really
anything to us, less even than ultraviolet. But-"

"I can see it," Skip told her
Marilyn gl anced across the enpty hold toward Kyl e.

He tried to keep his voice noncomittal as he whispered
to his mke. "You can see it. Skip?"

Skip did not reply. Polyaris chuckled to herself. Then

silence (the utter, deadly quiet of nothingness, of the void where
shadow matter ruled and withed invisible) filled the Egg. For

a wild instant, Kyle wondered whether silence itself night not

be a manifestati on of shadow matter, a di minsubstance felt

only inits mass and gravity, its unseen heavi ness. Gal axi es
drifted lazily over the ports, in a white Egg robbed of Up and
Down. Their screens were solid sheets of deepest bl ue.

Skip broke the silence. "Just let ne showit to you, Kyle.
Allow ne, Marilyn, to show you what it actually |ooks |ike."

"Because you really know, Skip?"

"Yes, because | really know, Kyle. Don't you renenber,
ei ther of you, what they said?"

Kyl e was watching Marilyn across the hold; he saw her
shake her head. "Not all of it." Her voice was cautious. "They



said so rmuch, darling, after all. They said quite a | ot of
t hi ngs."

Ski p sounded as though he were talking to a child. "What
the Life Support people said. The thing, the only significant
thing, they did say."

Still nmore carefully, Marilyn asked, "And what was that,
darling?"

"That one of us would die."

An island sailed across her screen, an enerald set in gold
and | aid upon bl ue vel vet.

Kyle said, "That's ny department, Skip. Life Support told

us there was a real chance-perhaps as high as one in
twenty-that one of you would die, outbound fromEarth or

on the trip back. They were being conservative; | would have
estimated it as one in one hundred."

Marilyn murnured, "I think I'd better informthe Direc-
or."
Kyl e agreed.

"And they were right," Skip said. "Kyle, I'mthe one. | died
on the way out. | passed away, but you two foll owed ne."

Ccean and isle vanished fromall the screens, replaced by
a blinking cursor and the word DI RECTOR

Marilyn asked, "Respiration nmonitor, L. Skinner Jansen."
Kyle swiveled to watch his screen. The cursor swept from
side to side without any sign of inhalation or exhalation, and

for a noment he was taken aback. Then Skip giggl ed.

Marilyn's sigh filled Kyle's receptors. "The programing
wi zard. What did you do, Skip? Turn down the gain?"

"That wasn't necessary. It happens automatically." Skip
gi ggl ed agai n.

Kyle said slowy, "You re not dead, Skip. Believe nme, |I've
seen many dead nen. |'ve cut up their bodi es and exam ned
every organ; | know dead men, and you're not one of them"

"Back on the ship, Kyle. My forner physical self is lying
in the Shadow Show, dead."

Marilyn said, "Your physical self is right here, darling, with
Ky and nme." And then to the Director, "Sir, is L. Skinner
Jansen' s nodul e occupi ed?"

The trace vani shed, replaced by NEGATI VE: JANSEN 1's MOD-
ULE | S EMPTY.

"Consol e," Skip hinself ordered.



Kyle did not turn to watch Skip's fingers fly across the keys.
After a noment Skip said, "You see, this place-the fornal

nane of our great republic is Hades, by the way-|ooks the

way it does only because of the color gradiations you assigned
the gravineter data. |'m about to show you its true col ors,

as the expression has it."

A bl aze of four-point-five, six, and seven-point-eight ten-

t housandths nmillineter light, Polyaris fluttered away to watch
Ski p, When he made no attenpt to shoo her off, she perched

on a red energency | ever and cocked an eye |like a bright

bl ack button toward his keyboard.

Kyle turned his attention back to his screen. The letters
faded, |eaving only the blue southern ocean. As he wat ched,
it darkened to sable. Tiny flames of ocher, citron, and cin-
nabar darted fromthe crests of the waves.

"See what | nean?" Skip asked. "We've been sent to bring
a denon back to Earth-or maybe just a damed soul .

don't care. I'mgoing to stay right here.”
Kyl e | ooked across the vacant white hold toward Marilyn.
"I can't," she whispered. "I just can't, Ky. You do it."

"Al'l right, Marilyn." He plugged his index finger into the
Exchange socket, so that he sensed rather than saw the letters
overlaying the hellish sea on the screens: KAPPA UPSI LON

LAMBDA 23011 REPORTS JANSEN 1 PSYCHOTI C. CAN YOU CON-
FIRM JANSEN 27

"Confirned, Marilyn Jansen."
RESTRAI NT ADVI SED

Marilyn said, "I'mafraid restraint's inpossible as |ong as
we're in the Egg, sir."

DO NOT' ABORT YOUR M SSI QN, JANSEN 2. WLL YOU ACCEPT
THE RESTRAI NT OF JANSEN 1 WHEN RESTRAI NT |'S PRACTI CAL?

"Accept ed whenever practical," Mrilyn said. "Meanwhile,
we'll proceed with the mission.”

SATI SFACTORY, the Director said, and signed off.
Ski p asked, "So you're going to | ock ne up, honeybone?"

"I hope that by the time we get back it won't be necessary.
Ky, haven't you anything to give hin®"

"No specifics for psychosis, Marilyn. Not here. |'ve got
sone back on the Shadow Show. "

Skip ruffled his beard. "Sure. You're going to lock up a
ghost." Across the wide hold, Kyle could see he was grinning.

Pol yari s picked up the word: "Ghost! Chost! GHOST!" She
flapped to the vacant center of the Egg, posing like a heraldic
eagl e and watching to make certain they adm red her



The shoreline of a larger island entered their screens from
the right. Its beach was ashes and enbers, its forest a forest
of flames.

"If we're going to make the grab, Marilyn
"You're right," she said. Courageously, she straightened
her shoul ders. The new life within her had already fleshed
out her cheeks and swollen her breasts; Kyle felt sure that
she had never been quite so lovely before. Wen she put on
her hel met, he breathed her name (though only to hinself)
bef ore he plugged into the sinulation that seenmed so nuch
nore real than a screen

As a score of pink arms, Marilyn's grav beans dipped into

t he shadow pl anet's atnosphere, grow ng dark and heavy as
they pulled up shadow fluid and gases froma | ake on the

i sl and and whatever winds mght ruffle it. Ky)e reflected that
those arms should be blue instead of black, and told the
onboard assistant director to revert to the hues Marilyn had
originally programed.

Rej, the assistant director snapped.

And not hi ng happened. The gravs grew darker still, and

the big accelerator jets grunbled at the effort required to
mai ntain Egg in orbit. When Kyl e glanced toward the hold,

he di scovered it had acquired a twelve-nmeter yol k as dark as
t he eggs Chinese bury for centuries. Polyaris was presunably
somewhere in that black yolk, unable to see or feel it. He
gave a shrill whistle, and she screaned and fluttered out to
perch on his shoul der.

The inky simulation doubled and redoubled, swirling to
the turbul ence of the fresh shadow matter punped into the
Egg by the gravs. Cenerators sang the spell that kept the
shadow "air" and "water" fromboiling away in what was to
them a hi gh vacuum

The grumbling of the jets rose to an angry roar.

Skip said, "You' ve brought Hell in here with us, honey-
bone. You, not nme. Renenber that."

Marilyn ignored him and Kyle told himto keep quiet.

Abruptly the gravitors wi nked out. A hundred tons or

nore of the shadow world's water (whatever that m ght be)

fell back to the surface, fully actual to any conscious entity
that m ght be there. "Rains of frogs and fish, Polyaris," Kyle
muttered to his bird. "Renenber Charlie Fort?"

Pol yari s chuckl ed, noddi ng.

Skip said, "Then remenber too that when Myses struck

the Nile with his staff, the Lord God turned the water to
bl ood. "

"You're the one who got into the crayon box. Skip. 1'll cal
you Moses if you like, but |I can hardly call you 'l Am' after



you' ve just assured us you're not." Kyle was follow ng Mar-
ilyn's hunt for an exanple of the dominant life form |ess
than a tenth of his capacity devoted to Polyaris and Skip.

"You will call nme Master!"

Kyl e grinned, renenbering the hol ovanp of an anci ent
him "No, Skip. For as long as you're ill, | amthe master. Do
you know |'ve been waiting half nmy life to use that |ine?"

Then he saw it, three-quarters of a second, perhaps, after
Marilyn had: an upright figure striding down a fiery beach.
its bipedal |oconotion was not a conpl ete guarantee of dom

i nance and intelligence, to be sure; ostriches had never rul ed
a world and never would, no matter how big a pest they

became on Mars. But-yes-those powerful forelinbs were

surely GP mani pul ators and not nere weapons. Now, Marilyn!

Now!

As though she had heard him a pink armflicked down.

For an instant the shadow man fl oated, struggling wildly to
escape, the gravitation of his shadow world countered by
their gravitor; then he flashed toward them Kyle swi vel ed

to watch the bl ack sphere splash (there could be no ot her
word for it) and, under the prodding of the gravs, recoal esce.
They were four.

In a nonment nore, their shadow man bobbed to the sur-

face of the dark and still trenbling yolk. To him Kyle re-
flected, they were not there, the Egg was not there. To him
it must seemthat he fl oated upon a watery sphere suspended
i n space.

And possibly that was nore real than the conputer-en-
hanced vi sion he hinself inhabited, a nere cartoon created
fromone of the weakest forces known to physics. He un-

pl ugged, and at once the Egg's hold was white and enpty
agai n.

Marilyn took off her helmet. "All right, Ky, fromhere on
it's up to you-unless you want sonething nmore fromthe
sur face?"

Kyl e congratul ated her and shook his head.

"Darling, are you feeling any better?"

Skip said levelly, "I'"mokay now | think that damed na-
chi ne nmust have drugged ne."

"Ky? That seens pretty unlikely."

"W shoul d de-energize or destroy him if we can't revise
hi s progranmm ng."

Marilyn shook her head. "I doubt that we could reprogram
him Ky, what do you think?"

"Alot of it's hard wired, Marilyn, and can't be altered
wi t hout new boards. | imagine Skip could revise ny software



if he put his mind to it, though it mght take himquite a
while. He's very good at that sort of thing."

Skip said, "And you're a very dangerous device, Kyle."

Shaki ng his head, Kyle broke out the pencil-thin cable he

had used so often in training exercises. One end jacked into
the console, the other into a small socket just above his hips.
When bot h connections were nmade, he was again in the cy-
bernetic cartoon where true matter and shadow matter

| ooked equal ly real

It was still a cartoon with colors by Skip: Marilyn's skin
shone snowwhite, her |ips were burning scarlet, her hair Iike
burni shed brass, and her eyes blue fire; Skip hinself had
become a bl ack-bearded satyr, with a terra-cotta conpl exi on
and cruel crimson lips. Kyle tightened both ferrules firnmy
tested his jets, released his safety harness, and | aunched hi m
self toward the center of the Egg, making Polyaris crow wth
del i ght.

The shadow man drifted into view as they neared the bl ack
yol k. He was |ying upon what Kyl e deci ded must be his back

on the whol e he was oddly ant hroponorphic, with recogniz-
abl e head, neck, and shoul ders. Bi nocul ar organs of vision
seened to have vani shed behind small folds of skin, and Kyle
woul d have called his respiration rapid in a hunman.

Marilyn asked, "How does he | ook, Ky?"

"Like hell," Kyle nuttered. "I'mafraid he may be in shock

At |east, shock's what 1'd say if he were one of you. As it is,
| ..." He let the sentence trail away.

There were strange, blunt projections just above the organs

t hat appeared to be the shadow nan's ears. Absently, Kyle
tried to pal pate them his hand nmet nothi ng, and vani shed

as it passed into the shadow nan's crani um

The shadow man opened his eyes.

Kyl e jerked backward, succeeding only in throw ng hinself
into a slow spin that twi sted his cable.

Marilyn called, "Wat's the matter, Ky?"

"Not hing," Kyle told her. "I'mjunmpy, that's all."

The shadow man's eyes were closed again. Hi s arns, |onger
than a human's and nore nuscled than a body buil der's,
twitched and were still. Kyle began the mnute exam nation
required by the plan.

When it was conplete, Skip asked, "How d it go, Kyle?"

He shrugged. "I couldn't see his back. The way you' ve got
t he shadow water keyed, it's like ink."

Marilyn said, "Wy don't you change it, Skip? Make it blue



but translucent, the way it's supposed to be."

Ski p sounded apol ogetic. "l1've been trying to; |'ve been
trying to change everything back. | can't, or anyway not yet.
| don't remenmber just what | did, but I put sone kind of

bl ock on it."

Kyl e shrugged again. "Keep trying, Skip, please."

"Yes, please try, darling. Now buckle up, everybody. Tine
to rendezvous."

Kyl e di sconnected his cable and pulled his harness around
him After a noment's indecision, he plugged into the con-
sole as well.

If he had been unable to see it, it would have been easy to
bel i eve that Egg's acceleration had no effect on the fifty-neter
sphere of dark matter at its center; yet that too was mass,

and the gravs whinpered like children at the strain of chang-
ing its speed and direction, their high wail audible-to Kyle

at | east-above the roaring of the jets. The bl ack sphere
stretched into a sooty tear. Accel eration was agony for Po-
lyaris as well; Kyle cupped her fragile body in his free hand
to ease her nisery as much as he coul d.

Sonmewhere so far above the Egg that the gravity well of

t he shadow pl anet had al nost ceased to nmake any difference
and words |ike above held little meaning, the Shadow Show
was unfolding to receive them preparing itself to enbed the
newly fertilized Egg in an inner wall. For a noment Kyle's

t hought s soared, drunk on the beauty of the inage.

Abruptly the big jets fell silent. The Egg had achi eved
escape velocity.

Marilyn returned control of Egg to the assistant director.
"That's it, folks, until we start guiding in. Unbuckle if you
want . "

Kyl e tossed Polyaris toward the yol k and watched her make
a happy circuit of the Eggs interior

Skip said, "Marilyn, | seemto have a little problem here.”
"What is it?"

Kyl e took off his harness and retracted it. He unpl ugged,
and the yolk and its shadow man were gone. Only the chor-
tling Polyaris remained.

"I can't get this God-damed thing off," Skip conpl ai ned.
"The buckle's jammed or sonething."

Marilyn took off her own accel eration harness and sail ed
across to look at it. Kyle joined them

"Here, let me try it," Marilyn said. Her slender fingers, les:

ni nbl e but nore deft than Skip's, pressed the rel ease anc



jiggled the locking tab; it w ild not pull free.

Kyle murnured, "I"'mat id you can't rel ease Skip, Mar-
ilyn. Neither can I."

She turned to look at him

"You accepted restraint for Skip, Marilyn. | want to say
that in nmy opinion you were correct to do so."

She began, "You nean-"

"The Director isn't satisfied yet that Skip has recovered,
that's all. Real recoveries aren't usually so quick or so-" Kyle
paused, searching his dictionary file for the best word. "Con-
venient. This may be no nore than a lucid interval. That

happens, quite often. It may be no nore than a stratagem™

Skip cursed and tore at the straps.
"Do you mean you can lock us ... ?"

"No," Kyle said. "I can't. But the Director can, if in his
Judgnent it is indicated."

He waited for Marilyn to speak, but she did not.

"You see, Marilyn, Skip, we tried very hard to prepare for
every foreseeable eventuality, and nental illness was certainly
one of those. About ten percent of the human popul ation

suffers fromit at some point in their lives, and so with both
of you on board and under a great deal of stress, that sort

of problemwas certainly something we had to be ready for."

Marilyn | ooked pal e and drained. Kyle added, as gently as
he could, "I hope this hasn't been too much of a shock to
you. "

Ski p had opened the cutting blade of his utility knife and
was hacking futilely at his straps. Kyle took it fromhim closed
it, and dropped it into one of his own storage areas.

Marilyn pushed of f. He watched her as she Bew gracefully

across the hold, caught the pilot's-chair grab bar, and buckl ed
herself into the seat; her eyes were shining with tears. As if
sensing her distress, Polyaris perched on the bar and rubbed
her ear with the side of her feathered head.

Skip muttered, "Go | ook at your denon, Kyle. Go anypl ace
but here.”

Kyl e asked, "Do you still think it's a denon, Skip?"
"You've seen it a lot closer up than | have. \Wat do you
t hi nk?"

"I don't believe in denmons, Skip."
Ski p | ooked cal m now, but his fingers picked nechanically

at his straps. "Wiat do you believe in, Kyle? Do you believe
in God? Do you worship Man?"



"I believe inlife. Life is ny God, Skip, if you want to put
it like that."

"Any |ife? What abou i nosquito?"
"Yes, any life. The mquito won't bite me." Kyle smled
his netal smle

"Mosqui t oes spread di sease.”
"Sonetines," Kyle admtted. "Then they nust be de-

stroyed, the lower life sacrificed to the higher. Skip, your
Marilyn is especially sacred to me now. Do you understand

t hat ?"
"Marilyn's dooned."
"Why do you say that?"

"Because of the denon, of course. | tried to tell her that
she had dooned herself, but it was actually you that dooned
her. You were the one who wanted him You had to have

him you and the Director; and if it hadn't been for you, we
could have gone hone with a hold full of dark matter and
some excuse."

"But you aren't doomed, Skip? Only Marilyn?"

"I'"'mdead and dammed, Kyle. My doom has caught up with
me. |'ve hit bottom You know that expression?"

Kyl e nodded.

"Peopl e tal k about hitting bottom and bounci ng back up
If you can bounce, that isn't the bottom Wen sonebody
gets where | am there's no bouncing back, not ever."

"If you're really dead, Skip, how can the straps hold you?
I wouldn't think that an acceleration harness could hold a
| ost soul, or even a ghost."

"They're not holding ne," Skip told him "It was just that
at the last nonment | didn't have guts enough to let Marilyn
see | was really gone. 1'd loved her. | don't any nore-you
can't |love anything or anyone except yourself where | am
But - "

"Can you get out of your seat, Skip? Is that what you're
sayi ng, that you can get out w thout unfastening the buckle?"

Ski p nodded slowy, his dark eyes (inscrutable eyes, Kyle

t hought) never leaving Kyle's face. "And | can see your de-
mon, Kyle. | know you can't see him because you're not
hooked up. But | can."

"You can see himnow. Skip?"

"Not nowhe's on the far side of the black ball. But I'lI
be able to see himwhen he floats around to this side again."



I Kyle returned to his seat and connected the cable as he
had before. The black yolk sprang into being again; the
shadow man was facing himin fact glaring at himwith
burni ng yell ow eyes. He asked the Director to rel ease Skip.

Toget her they drifted toward the center of the Egg.

Kyl e made sure their trajectory carried themto the side
of the yol k away fromthe shadow man; and when the

shadow man was no | onger in view, he held Skip's arm

and stopped themboth with a tug at the cable. "Now that I
know you can see himtoo, Skip, I'd like you to point him
out to ne."

Skip glanced toward the watery mniature planet over

whi ch they hovered |ike Hies-or perhaps merely toward the
center of the hold. "Is this a joke? |I've told you, | can see
him" A joyous blue and yell ow conmet, Polyaris erupted from
Ae midni ght surface, braking on napping wi ngs to exani ne

t hem si del ong.

"That's why | need your input, Skip," Kyle said carefully.
"I"'mnot certain the feed |I"'mgetting is accurate. If you can
apprehend shadow matter directly, | can use your infor-

mati on to check the simulation. Can you still see the denon?
I ndicate his position, please."

Skip hesitated. "He's not here, Kyle. He nmust be on the
ot her side. Shall we go around and have a | ook?"

"The water's still swirling quite a bit. It should bring him
to us before long."

Ski p shrugged. "Okay, Kyle, you're the boss. | guess you
al ways were."

"The Director's our captain, Skip. That's why we call him
what we do. Can you see the denon yet?" A hand and part

of one armhad floated into view around the curve of the
yol k.

"No. Not yet. Do you have a soul, Kyle?"

Kyl e nodded. "It's called ny original nonitor. |I've seen a
printout, though of course | didn't read it all; it was very
[ ong. "

"Then when you're destroyed it may be sent here. Here
cones your denon, by the way."

Kyl e nodded.

"I suppose it may be put into one of these horrors. They
seem nore machi ne than human, at |least to ne."

"No," Kyle told him "They're truly alive. They're shadow
life, Skip, and since this one is the only exanpl e we have,
just now it rmust be the nost precious life in the universe to
you, to Marilyn, and to ne. Do you think he sees us?"



"He sees nme," Skip said grinly.
"When | put ny fingers into his brain, he opened his eyes,"
Kyle mused. "It was as though he felt themthere."

"Maybe he did."

Kyl e nodded. "Yes, possibly he did. The brain is such a
sensitive mechani smthat perhaps a gravitational disturbance

as weak as that results in stimulation, if it is uneven. Put your
hand into his head, please. | want to watch. You say he's a
denon-pretend you're going to gouge out his eyes."

"You think I'mcrazy!" Skip shouted. "Well, I'mtelling you,
you're crazy!"

Startled, Marilyn twisted in her pilot's chair to | ook at them

"I"ve explained to you that he sees nme," Skip said a little
nmore calmy. "lI'mnot getting within his reach!"

"Touch his nose for ne, Skip. Like this." Kyle |engthened
one armuntil his fingers seened to brush the dark water
several meters fromthe drifting shadow man's hi deous face.
"Look here, Skip. I"'mnot afraid."

Ski p screaned.

"Have | tinme?" Kyle asked. He was hol ding the grab bar
of Marilyn's control chair. In the forward port, the Shadow
Show was distinctly visible.

"W've a few mnutes yet," Marilyn told him "And | want
to know. | have to, Ky. He's the father of nmy child. Can you
cure hin®"

"I think so, Marilyn, though your correcting the simulator
hues has probably hel ped Skip nore than anything |I've done
thus far."

Kyl e gl anced appreciatively in the direction of the yolk. It
was a translucent blue, as it should have been all al ong, and
t he shadow man who floated there | ooked nore |ike a good-
natured caricature of a human being than a denon. His skin

was a dusty pinkish brown, his eyes the cheerful bright yell ow
of daffodils. It seened to Kyle that they flickered for a no-
ment as tliough to follow Polyaris in her flight across the
hol d. Perhaps a living entity of shadow matter could appre-
hend true matter after all-that would require a thorough

i nvestigation as soon as they were safely nmoored in the Shadow
Show.

"And he can't really see shadow matter, Ky?"

Kyl e shook his head. "No nore than you or 1 can, Marilyn.

He t hought he could, you understand, at |east on sone |evel.
On anot her he knew he couldn't and was faking it quite
cleverly." Kyle paused, then added, "Freud did psychol ogy

a considerabl e di sservice when he convi nced people that the
human mind thinks on only three levels. There are really a



great many nore than that, and there's no question but that
t he exact nunber varies between individuals."

"But for a while you really believed he m ght be able to,
fromwhat you've told ne."

"At least | was willing to entertain the thought, Marilyn.

Cccasionally you can hel p people like Skip just by allow ng
themto test their delusional systens. Wat | found was that
he had been taking cues fromne-nostly fromthe direction

of nmy eyes, no doubt. It would be wong for you to think of
that as lying. He honestly believed that when you human

bei ngs died your souls came here, to this shadow pl anet of

a shadow system in a shadow gal axy. And that he hinself

was dead. "

Marilyn shook her head in dismay. "But that's insane, Ky.
Just crazy."

She has never |ooked this lovely, Kyle thought. Al oud he

said, "Mental illness is often a way of escaping responsibility
Marilyn. You may wi sh to consider that. eath is another,

and you may wi sh to consider that also."

For a second Marilyn hesitated, biting her lip. "You |ove
me, don't you, Ky?"

"Yes, | do, Marilyn. Very nuch."

"And so does Skip, Ky." She gave hima small, sad snile

"I suppose |I'mthe |uckiest worman alive, or the unluckiest.
The men | like nost both | ove ne, but one's having a break-
down ... | shouldn't have started this, should I?"

"While the other is largely inorganic," Kyle finished for
her. "But it's really not such a terrible thing to be | oved by
someone |ike me, Marilyn. We-"

Pol yari s shrieked and shrieked agai n-not her shrill cry of

pl easure or even her outraged squawk of pain, but the un-
canny, piercing screech that signaled a prowing ocelot: Dan-
ger! Fire! Flood! INVASI ON and CATASTROPHE

She was fluttering about the shadow man, and the shadow
man was no | onger a dusty pinkish brown. As Kyle stared,

he faded to gray, then to white. H s nouth opened. He crum
pled, slowy and convul sively, into a fetal ball.

Horrified, Kyle turned to Marilyn. But Marilyn was self-

absor bed, her hands clasping her belly. "It noved, Ky! It just
noved. | felt lifel™
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| Creation

1 AUGUST, Monday. Had a flash of insight today. Had been
mul I ing over Gott's (Harvard) notion that the universe con-
tains just one magnetic nonopol e-because that's its seed,

t he sane way each raindrop holds just one dust particle.
(Means the guys at Berkeley and U. of Houston are wong
about catching themin their balloon over Nebraska, of
course.) Why not make one in the accel erator? Because you
can't nmove anything that heavy; nonopol es should be ten
billion tinmes (or so) the mass of a hydrogen atom Flash of
i nsight: To make industrial dianonds, you get the pressure
wi th an expl osi on. Why not use an electrical discharge? Had
some time on the accelerator, tried it. Nothing. Shot electrons
at Nothing to see if they were attracted or repelled. Got

el ectrons, a few positrons. Probably equipnent glitch

2 August, Tuesday. Anomaly in target. Took it out of ac-
celerator, washed it, scrubbed with pumice, etc., still no good.
put it under scope. Dark spot of water and cl eanser that won't
wi pe off. Heavy stuff seens to be settling out.

3 August, Wednesday. Told Sis, Martha, How d you like

to say, "My brother (husband) the Nobel Laureate?" Martha:
"Cene, you're crazy, heard you talk before, etc." Sis inter-
ested. (What | expected fromboth, in other words.) Told

her about it-found nonopol e, nade mcroverse, Gott right.

Drove to | ab. The mcroverse seens pyram dal. Strange

Tilted it, water flowed as by gravity, |eaving some solids dry.
Gravity interuniversal. Wanted to phone John Craner about

it, but he's off Gastprofessoring in West Berlin. Had to |ec-
ture, didn't get nuch done

4 August, Thursday. Rigged up light in lab so | can swtch

it onto study mcroverse. It's no | onger pyram dal, cubica
now and bigger. Wich only nmeans it's gone from four angles

to eight. No doubt it'll continue until it approxi mtes a
sphere, if | let it. Funny to think how|l've witten about this
odd particle or that (like the nonopole) existing "in sone
strange corner of the universe," w thout guessing it mght be
true. (Special properties at corners?) Anyway, it seens no
matter how big it gets, it takes up no "Room" not being in
our universe at all. Wen | nmeasure the target with calipers,
it's the right size still. But ruler enters the m croverse and
loses a little length, making it appear the target has grown.
(N.B. Renenber to wite on concept of "Room' for Physica

Revi ew C.)

5 August, Friday. Introduced cellular material (scrapings)
fromthe apple Sis put in my lunch. Astounding results.

Green matter spread over all inorganic stuff above water.
(That's been growing itself, |I think; it seenms to be expanding
with the mcroverse, though not as fast.) Went over to Biol ogy
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and bumed tissue sanples fromrabbits, mce, and so forth,
and put themin. Nothing-they seemto have died.

6 August, Saturday. It seens | was wong about the animal
tissue. Today | saw a couple of little things darting around
and one or two sw nming. They seem | arge for nicroorga-

ni sms; wanted to catch some and bring them back, but they
were too fast for me. What's nore surprising, the vegetable
matter has turned itself into club nbss, or sonething of the
kind. Wth nmy good glass, | can even see spore pods hangi ng
fromthe branches. Fascinating! Wanted to do the ani mal
tissue thing again, but had tossed out the cultures. Scraped
my wist and put the scrapings in. They grew too. Caught

the little critter before he got too lively and scraped him Put
hi m back. Soon runni ng around as good as ever, and the
tissue | had taken from hi m became anot her, nuch the sane.

7 August, Sunday. Decided not to go to the canpus today

though | knew it would nean (as it did) Martha woul d nag

me about church. Slept |late, watched baseball on TV. Got to
tal ki ng about the microverse with Sis, and she wanted to tel
the "people" about us. Silly, but she was so fired up | couldn't
refuse to help her. She nade little drawi ngs on a sheet of
paper so it could be folded to make a bookl et, beginning with
the arc discharge and ending with nme watching the Yankees

drop one to the Angels. W went over to the campus and

reduced it half a dozen tinmes on the good copier, and she
folded it up. Maybe | shouldn't say it here, but | don't think
I've ever felt prouder in ny life than when | showed her the
m croverse-she was that thrilled. (She's already talking

about putting in a few cells of her own.) But when | used

the glass mysel f, why horrors! The critters were eating the
spore pods or whatever they are. | want to have a better | ook
at those, so | began casting about for a way of scaring them
off. There was a fruit fly circling the apple core in ny waste-
basket, and | caught it and put it in. It worked Iike a charm
and off they scampered. Sis said we ought to title her book
but we couldn't think of anything appropriate. After a |ot of
talk, we just wote our names, "CGene" and "Sis," on the cover
and dropped it in.

| Re-creation

1 Septenber, Thursday. Conpleted turnover of the new uni-
verse to the Astronomy Department today. As | told Dr.

Ramakri shna, we will eventually have to draw sone sort of

line between their clainms to new universes and ours. Anyway,
it certainly appears that Cene-eration (as |'ve christened it)
has nmoved into theirs. They say it's already outside the orbit
of Pluto and headed in the direction of Vega; there's a red
shift too. (Dr. Ramakrishna suggested it be called "Rama-
jetta." | treated that as a joke, and intend to continue to do
so.) Now back to work on ny article for Physical Review C

2 Septenber, Friday. Received a npst disturbing airmail

letter fromDr. Craner in West Germany. He points out that

if my experinment created only a single nonopole, then it
created a net magnetic charge. (Wich he calls a "no-no."

He's al ways ki ddi ng. But about this?) To paraphrase Craner:

I f Gene-eration was seeded by a north nonopole, then there



nmust al so be a south nonopol e floating around sonewhere.

And that nust have seeded anot her universe-call it "Sis-
eration" after Sis, who was ny soundi ng board for the first
one. That's particularly apt because "sis" is a sinple palin-
drone, read backward the sanme as forward, and Craner

actually goes so far as to suggest that tine m ght run back-
ward in Sis-eration, so that it was destroyed at the nonent
Cene-eration was created. If Cramer's right, Sis-eration ob-
viously doesn't grow as fast as Gene-eration. VWich may make
it even nore valuable. I'Il have a good |ook for it tonorrow
3 Septenber, Saturday. No classes today, so | was able to

go over the lab with a fine-tooth conmb | ooking for Sis-eration
Started with the accelerator target where |I found Gene-er-
ation and worked out fromthere-nothing. But see here:
there's only one nonopole in our universe. After all, |'ve
proved that CGott (Harvard) was right about it being the seed
of our universe. So it is a net magnetic charge-so far as our
uni verse is concerned. Aha, Craner, |'ve got you! Sis-eration
is mythical, the Atlantis of physics.

4 Septenber, Sunday. No reason to go to the canpus today,
so | didn't. Went to church with Martha and got to mnusing

during the sernon. Don't know what to call it-a waking
dream Anyway, while | was sitting there studying the grain
in the oak pewin front of ne, | renenbered that yesterday

while | was shaving | had a vision. It started with one of those
little vagrant spots that cross ny eye sonetines. (I think the
bi ol ogi sts call them"floaters" and say they're single body
cells.) Anyway, the thing was right in the mddle of ny eye

when | was trying to scrape that tough bit under ny nose.

It interfered with ny vision, and sonehow, | suppose because
I unconsciously linked not seeing with darkness, | wanted
nmore light. Then it happened. | saw what Ranmakri shna and

his gang call the Big Bang. | saw that prinordial supersun

the ol d philosophers called the Yiemsaw it open |like a

m | kweed pod and scatter the gal axies. And then it was gone.
But here's the part that scares me: | swear |'ve never thought
about that vision fromyesterday norning until | was sitting
in church today. My subconsci ous must have decided it was
irrational and blocked it out conpletely. God, what a fright-
eni ng thought! If 1've got a censorship nechanismlike that,
what el se have | | ost because of it?

5 Sept enber, Mnday. Spent nost of my day nusing at

nmy desk, |I'mafraid. Replaying the vision of Saturday norn-
ing in ny nenory. The way the Yiem acted and why it acted

like that. It's always been assuned that matter and antinatter
were created in equal ampunts-parity seems to require it

And it's al so been assunmed that when an atom net an anti -

atom they returned to energy again. Therefore there was soine
ki nd of segregation principle at work that put all the matter
to the right (let's say) and all the antimatter to the left-
because if they were m xed together, they'd elimnate each
other perfectly. But that segregation principle is a violation
of parity itself. It's God, or Maxwell's Denpbn, or sone such,

| ooking at each little atom and saying, "You sit in snoking,
you i n nonsnoking, you in snoking." And so on. But suppose

it wasn't really like that at all? Suppose those atons were
much nmore stable than we think? Two atons neet, and each

has a dense, high-energy core of protons (or antiprotons)



and neutrons. But far outside those cores each has the cl as-
sical valence shells of electrons (or positrons), stuff that's
much nore diffuse and has nmuch | ess mass and consequently

much | ess energy. Now suppose that only those outer electron
shell s react-the atons bounce violently apart, and deprived

of their outer shells decay to sinpler elenents. But of course
when an atom neets another of the same matter, there's no
bounce. Do the atons tend to segregate thensel ves? You bet!
What's nmore, here's an expl anation for one of the ol dest
nmysteries of astrophysics: Wiy is there so nuch hydrogen

and so little of anything el se?

6 Septenber, Tuesday. Ramakrishna called to tell ne that
Cene-eration (that's what he called it) has shifted into the
infrared. | thought, okay, if you're a nice guy, |I'ma nice guy.
So | said, "Dr. Ramakrishna, | want you to stop thinking

about the Big Bang. Think about the Big Bl ossom i nstead.

Thi nk of that prineval fireball unfolding and scattering out
stuff that slowy picks up speed.” He wanted to call nme a

damm fool politely, but his English isn't good enough. | told
him "Trust me," and hung up. Wonder if anybody's gotten

t he Nobel for physics twice. N.B. Look it up

7 Septenber, Wednesday. It's only 6:00 AM, and | don't
usually wite this journal so early, but | can't sleep. Last
evening, as | was getting ready to go to bed, |
femenbered-No, | can't wite it. Suppose sonebody (Mar-

tha) finds this? I'd be | ocked away. Renenbered sonet hi ng,

a visit to Sis-eration, | couldn't possibly have forgotten, but
that 1've never remenbered before. My God, the continents rising
fromthe water like whales. Ganer's right-1 just didn't

understand him It was created when | performed ny ex-
periment, and it's propagating through our past. Wat will

it do to us? Got to talk this over with Sis. But | can't-what
if I'mreally crazy?

Il The Sister's Account

My brother and | were never ordinary children. W shared

a secret, though it was not until we were both nearly grown
that we understood just how extraordinary a secret it was.
TV assured us that other children were transported to
strange places-Dorothy to Oz, Wendy and her brothers to
Never - Never Land. Wiy then shouldn't Gene and | find
ourselves in a place equally strange, though somewhat | ess
i nteresting?

The first tinme, we were on a canping trip; and because we
were a few hundred mles fromhome, we believed for a |ong
time afterward that unless we left home it woul dn't happen
at all.

And yet that first time was not terribly interesting, and only
alittle frightening. W were canping in the Sierras. Mm

and Dad were setting up the tent and Barque was superin-
tending the job fromthe vantage of a fallen log. W were
given a water can and told where the spring was.

It wasn't. We stood shivering in country of brown sand
and tan and red stones. The towering Sierras were gone, but



pi nnacl es of stone that seenmed very high to us (as high, that

is to say, as large trees) cast shadows that stretched for mles
across the sand. Dark though the sky was, it was not dark

with cloud, and no bird flew there.

It seemed to us that we wal ked forever; no doubt it was
really three nmiles or so. Then there was a beach where gl assy
waves rai sed by the cold, thin wind crashed on the sand,
sweeping it forward and back as | had swept the floor the
year before in kindergarten, when | was too young to know
that the broomhad to be lifted after each stroke.

"Look!" | called to Gene. "There they are!" And |I could

see the tent quite clearly in the lifted surface of every wave
with Dad comi ng out of it and Barque yappi ng under his

feet, just as if | were seeing the same picture again and again
inthe TVs in a department store. | ran forward, Dad picked

me up, and a mnute |later Gene was there too.

W told Momand Dad all about it, of course. Mym decided
there was a little patch of desert nearby. Dad said that was
conpl etely inpossible, as of course it was. He took us to the
spring, and we found our footprints in the soft soil near the
water. But all the footprints pointed away fromthe tent, as
t hough we had wal ked into the spring and swuminto the

earth. Dad was sonething of a woodsman, and he was fright-
ened by that. He frightened us too by meki ng us pronise

not to tell Mom After that we never told anyone.

The second tinme, we were at the beach raiding the tide
pool s for our high-school biology class. The waves rem nded
me of that first experience, but there had been a stormfar
out in the Pacific, and they were dark and opaquely green
W had not tal ked about the desert for a long time, but I
call ed Gene over and asked if he couldn't see sonething-
trees, it seened to ne-beyond the bottom of the pool 1'd

f ound.

It was just such a forest as you see in the pictures in old
books, the trees ten feet across, wapped i n noss, each sl eep-
ing mits own wisp of night. A door opened in the tenth we
passed, and a dark man | ed us down into his underground

hone, where his shy and lovely wife nursed their child.

The man and wonan fed us nuts and nushroons, the

boi |l ed fiddl eheads of ferns, and bread made w t hout wheat;
they talked to us with many gestures and drew pictures of
trees and deer on paper that was white again each tine the
dark man turned it over. W understood very little of what
they said, but now | think they were trying to explain that
they lived beneath the ground so that the trees and the deer,
who could not, might live above it; and that there were many,
many such families.

At last the child fell asleep, and the dark wonan opened

a crumpled little mirror for us so it was as |large and snooth
as a pier glass. In it we saw ourselves, and beyond oursel ves
the ocean; and in a nonent its spray was in our faces.

Gene and | tal ked about it for a long tinme that night, and



we decided (or rather, he decided) that there was too nuch
danger. We had been |ucky thus far; but we could not hope
to be lucky always. W thought we had seen two different
wor | ds. Perhaps we had.

After that he tried to forget, and |I believe he succeeded.

| went only once nore, when Gene had married and it was
clear | never would. | stood before the vanity in ny bedroom
and | ooked beyond ny reflected face and saw t he sea.

At first | thought it the same world we had visited when
we were children, because it was a | andscape of stones and
dust, but now the sun was hot, and there was kel p on the

beach and a thousand tiny crabs. | sat on a boulder for a
whi I e, thinking and | ooking out at the water, never seeing a
sail or a gull. And | understood as | sat there that all three

had been one world, and that in ny own short life | had seen
its senility and its Bower, and now | saw its begi nning.

| had carried a mirror with me, having | earned sonethi ng
at least fromthe beautiful, dark woman who had been so
much younger than |I now was; but there was no need of it.
The shore held many pools, and each showed nme ny bed,

the coverlet neatly spread for the repose of nmy rag doll.

Beyond it, ny closet door stood open, with tiny silver fish
swi mmi ng anmong ny coats and dresses. | reached for one,
but in ny hand it becanme a wi sp of enbroi dered scarf.

This afternoon, | found a letter on Gene's desk fromhis
friend Dr. Craner, who is teaching for a year in Wst GCer-
many. It said: "Congratul ati ons on your creation of the non-
opole! But | have a slight quibble. You didn't nention it, but
you must surely have made a pair, a 'north' nonopol e and

a 'south' nonopole. O herw se you woul d have created a net
magneti c charge, which is a no-no. So you nust have two

uni verses (for the price of one). The one you describe mnust

be like ours, but the other should contain antimtter and
have time running in reverse."

| believe that Dr. Craner is correct; and since you had
Gene's account of the first, you should have nine of the
second. It is gone now, so that when | stand before ny nirror
| see only ny own face

O perhaps that second universe was ours, and it is we who
are gone, leaving as our only trace these words upon a printed

page.
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THISis nmy report, the report of Meirax Andros, alone. M-
chael is not with ne; M chael may be dead.

On 11389 we chose this site, |anded, and set up canp. Here

a good-si zed streamenters a | ake of sone six thousand hec-
tares. Undesignated nountains rise to the east. To the west
are steep slopes, covered in many places with needl e-trees
and brush. It seened to both of us a promsing |location. Its
el evation is four hundred ninety-two neters, its coordi nates
are fifty point eight and fifty-three point four

For five days we scouted for signs. (Reference previous

report, ASP ninety-six six.) Such signs as we found were stale.
There was no indication of Small Folk, and | told M chael

we had better nove on.

He di sagreed.

"They shift their hunting grounds," he said; he was sitting
on a boul der, searching the valley with his eyes. "Soneday
soon they'll be back. There's a |lot of gane."

Mei rax shook her head. "Qur orders were to find them"

He woul d not | ook at her. "Qur orders were nore extensive
than that. They'll come back soon, and when they conme we'l|l
be here, famliar with the country, know ng where to find
wat er, where the gane trails run."

That night as she lay drowsy in her bag, she heard his bag
open-the soft, stealthy noise of the slider. She believed that
he was coming for her and wondered for a nmonent how she
shoul d receive him Surprised? Qutraged? Wth eagerness?

She inched her own slider down, readied her arnms to enbrace
hi m

He did not conme. For a long while she waited in the dark
When she rose, his bag was no | onger warm She went out,
where the strange, wi de noon gave her a shadow |i ke a ghost.
The day had been warm and sunny, but the night wi nd was
keen with cold. The needl e-trees sighed to see her, and the
brook | aughed at her. Wen she returned to her bag, she
wept .

Next morning she expected to find himin his bag; he would
deny having left it, tell her she had dreaned. But his bag
was enpty, his clothing gone, his boots and dragonette gone
too. She ran a square search pattern that by afternoon
stretched two kiloneters in all directions.

At sunset she found him wearily returning to their canp.
"Were you | ost?" she asked.

"Yes," he said. "For a while."
"You went out last night," she said.
He nodded. "I heard sonet hi ng- somet hi ng prow i ng

around the tent, | thought. And then there was sonething



farther on. It seenmed worth investigating.”
"You shoul d have awakened nme, M chael ."
"You were already awake. You said you heard ne."

Back at the canp he washed in the brook, ate a little, then
craw ed into his bag and slept, though it was scarcely dark
She was tired as well, yet she remai ned awake wat chi ng the
val l ey and thi nking of various things she had observed in her
search and the direction fromwhich he had conme, west by

nort hwest .

That ni ght he was gone when she woke. She got up, dressed

in the dark, and went outside. The uncanny noon rode high

but it was nearly dawn. She went to the brook for a drink

and sat beside it a while, wondering what el se m ght have

cone to drink there. The brook water tasted better than |ake
water, to her at |east. Wen she returned to the tent, the first
pal e shards of day had streaked the sky. She did not search

for him but busied lierself about the canp, pitching the tent
and weavi ng mattresses of boughs.

As she had expected, M chael returned |ate that afternoon
She had resol ved not to question himand did not; but he
said, "They're back."

It startled her; she had convinced herself that this had
nothing to do with the mssion. She asked, "You' ve seen
t hen?"

"No, but |I've seen fresh signs.” He hesitated, reluctance so
cl ear she grew certain he would not speak again. At |east he
added, "And |'ve heard them"

"How can you be sure?"

"Listen, Meirax, and tell ne what you think." He took the
smal | est recorder from a pocket. She had not been aware

that it was gone; she switched it on, held it to her ear, and
cl osed her eyes.

The needl e-trees wapped her in their inpal pable sorrow.
It was dark and far colder than she had expected; a |ight
rain fell. A voice-not a human voi ce-noaned far away:

"U 0-0-0-0, 0OU-0-0, 0-0-0-0-0." Suddenly, she was terribly afraid.
She opened her eyes and groped for her dragonette, but it

was back in the tent. Mchael was no |longer with her, but

down at the brook, washing.

Fi ni shed washi ng hinsel f, he washed his cl othes and spread
themon the rocks to dry. She said, "You don't have to sit
up. I'Il bring themin for you. 1'll fold them and lay them
besi de your bag."

"Thank you," he said. "Wat do you think of the record-
ing? It's them isn't it?"

She shrugged. "You shouldn't go out alone.”



When the last bright fleck of sun had vani shed behind the
trees, she went to the rocks and got his clothes as she had
said she would. His shirt was still a little danp at the collar
but she folded it as she had prom sed and carried everything
back to the tent.

As she lifted the tent flap, she took a last |ook at the noun-
tain slopes, stony and dotted here and there with needl e-
trees and patches of brush. Near her, night had cone already;
but hi gher up, the black nmountain rocks still captured light.
For an instant she glinpsed the eyes of one of the Small Fol k
near the shadow s edge. Then they were gone, and she could

not be sure she had not imagi ned them

Once in the tent, she removed only her boots; and she took
her dragonette with her into her bag. Hours |later when M -
chael had left the tent, she rose too, put on her boots, and
followed him

The nobon was rising, a noon no longer quite so circul ar
as it had been. This is when he | eaves, she thought, when
the noon rises above the nount ai ns.

She saw hi mthree hundred neters down the valley, walk-
ing fast, not | ooking back. She hurried after him but he
passed into the shadow of a tall needl e-tree and was gone.

For nmost of the rest of the night, she was certain she was
following himstill. Twi ce she heard hi m cough, and once she
glinmpsed himas he crossed a noonlit clearing. Day cane,

and she held back, afraid that he m ght see her. That was
when she lost him or so she decided |ater

For nmost of that day she pressed forward, stopping only

to drink at a freshet that could not have been their stream
She was very tired by then, and she knew that she was no

| onger so strong as she had been

That hour canme when the sun was half down the western

sky-the hour at which M chael had returned before. She

deci ded that she would return to canp as well. It was pointless
to hunt him anong the rocks and trees when he was asl eep

i n canp.

Her director pointed the way, but she found herself
bl ocked again and again by fallen trees, gorges, or cliffs or
banks too steep to clinb.

Ni ght cane. She knew it would be wi ser to stop and sl eep

if she could; but she was hungry and felt that canp could be
no nore than a kilonmeter off at nost. She bl aned hersel f

for not taking rations, not taking a light, though she had
feared that he might | ook behind himand see a light. She

i magi ned herself back at the school, an instructor at the
school now, dressing down sone cadet who was al so herself
for not bringing a light, not taking rations.

Then she fell. For a nmonent it seenmed that she would
never | and before the ground struck her |ike a bl ow.



She felt she had been unconsci ous, perhaps not for |ong.

It was night still, though her head ached and her bruised

linbs were stiff with cold. For a long tinme she groped anong
stones tor the director; but her ringers could not find it, and
its green gl ow was nowhere to be seen

She decided to nake herself as confortable as she could
and wait for sunrise-in daylight she could surely find the
director and make her way back to canmp. She took three
steps, hoping to come upon a place sheltered fromthe w nd,
and fell again.

Wien she recovered consciousness for the second tinme she

was warmer, but it was very dark. She sat up and found that
she had lain on a bed of tern, and that though she still wore
her jacket, a jacket had been spread over her | egs.

M chael 's voi ce asked, "Are you all right?"

"Where are we?"

For a second or two, no answer cane. "Lukora's house."
"Lukora?"

"This worman, " M chael said.

By then she had noticed the tall white figure. She asked,
"Did you find me, or was it Mchael? In either case, thank
you for taking care of ne."

The white figure approached, fractioned into three. Like

a hand, Meirax thought, with three fingers held up. It bent
across the crouching bulk that was M chael. Hair brushed
her cheek, and she realized that the divisions of the white
figure were no nore than dark hair, hair that hung before
its owner's shoul ders and nearly to her waist.

Al oud she said thank you again. A chill hand caressed her
forehead, and gentle fingers explored the aching |unp above
her left tenple; with themcane a deep inhalation like the
soughi ng of needl e-trees.

M chael said, "She is sorry that you're hurt."
"Can't she tal k? How do you know her nane?"

"She can,” Mchael told her. "She doesn't speak often. Do
you think you can stand?"

"Il try." She got her |egs beneath her, but they were wth-
out strength.

A fourth person entered silently, so that for a noment the
dar kness grew darker still. She heard something soft and
heavy | aid upon a table, or perhaps upon the floor

M chael nuttered sonething unintelligible.



"Who is that?"

"It doesn't matter. Wuld you like to lie down and rest for
a while?"

Lukora said, "They are abroad." It was not really a deep
voi ce, Meirax thought, yet it possessed the husky quality sone
worren t hought passi onate.

She was again supine. "Way is it so dark here, M chael ?"
"So that you can sleep." There was an odor of nusk, heavy
and ensorceling, as warm as breath.

When she woke again M chael gave her sonething oily to
eat, and she asked what it was.

"Fl esh softened by fire. W used to do it too. It's very
st rengt heni ng. "

"I think I could wal k back to canmp now," she said, know ng
it was what he w shed to hear

"Then we'll go."
Her heart |eaped for joy. "You're conming with ne?"
"I must. There's danger fromthe Small Folk."

He hel ped her stand and held her armso that she would
not trip on the uneven stone floor. "I feel as if the ceiling
were right over ny head," she told him

"It's lowin sone places, highin others.™

He | ed her through a chanber where a snmall, bright Iight

shone far above without illum nating the walls, then along a
twisting corridor. "There's the door," he said; it was a vague
circle of pale light.

"It's day outside, isn't it?"

"It's al most evening,"” Mchael told her. "Lukora would not
like us leaving so late." He hesitated. "It might be better if I
go first."

"Go ahead, then."
"You'll follow ne? At once?"
"Certainly," Meirax told him

Met al rang agai nst rock. The doorway darkened as M -
chael's body filled it, then opened again.

"Hurry," he said, and extended an armto her

She clinbed through the doorway, blinking watering eyes

at the brightness of daylight. It was like a new scene in a
show, she thought: Lukora's house was suddenly gone, and

M chael was pushing through thick brush instead. Brush



scrat ched her hands and cheeks, and sent up cl ouds of insects
i ke m ssiles.

At last they burst into the clearing under a big needle-tree.
"What' s that?" she asked.

"A sword." He showed it to her. It was old and rusted, its
bronze hilt grass-green with verdigris; but its edges were
new y ground and | ooked sharp

"Coul dn't you have used it to cut through the brush?" she
asked him

He shook his head. "That woul d have been foolish."

Though her director was gone, the setting sun soon re-
stored her sense of direction-she knew that M chael |ed her
sout heast. Toget her they nounted sl ope after slope, sw nging
due south and even due north at tines as Mchael traced a
path that he al one coul d see.

And sone third thing came with them noiseless but always
present.

They saw the Small Fol k, she thought, before the Snall

Fol k saw them They were waiting on the ridge |line, a ragged
cluster of a score or nore, thin linbed and wild haired, nean
statues of gold in the last light.

"We'd better turn aside," she told M chael

"Then they would know we're afraid of them They'd hunt
us down."

She took out her dragonette and | oosed its safety catch. "I
don't think they know we're here."

"Of course they do."

It was dark by the time they had nounted the ridge, and

t he strange noon was not yet above the nountains; the suns
of half a billion worlds gleaned |like so many hol es pricked
in black film "Stand out of our path,"” M chael ordered the
Smal | Fol k.

A chanpi on rose before him |ean but nearly as tall as he.
The champi on hel d sone weapon-a toothed club, as well

as Meirax could judge it by starlight. "Shoot him" she
breathed. "Kill himnow, Mchael-or | will."

He handed her his dragonette. "Wat chance woul d we
have against themat night? W'd kill half a dozen, perhaps;
then they would kill us both."

The anci ent steel gleaned under the stars, as though night
had washed away all rust. She heard the thud as bl ade net
hard wood, the whistle and whi sper of the chanpion's club
swung in a blow too high, the chanpion's wild shriek

Hands like claws tore M chael's dragonette fromher. She



fired her own, and two of the Small Fol k burst into Sane.

Then she was down, fingers at her throat, the dragonette
gone. Her own hands tore away those that held her. For an
instant, she glinpsed a dark bl udgeon agai nst the stars. She
twisted frantically out of the way.

The Smal|l Folk cried out in terror, all together like the
chorus at a play. Wite things | eaped above her with flashing
fangs. Her whole world was a cacophony of snarls and

screans, her hair wet with blood that was not her own.

As you hear, | have returned to canp. Lukora's brother

has come with nme; | do not know his nane. He waits ne

now, sniffing the wind, pacing to and fro before our door

The sun will rise at 05:33.8 today, and al ready the horned
lords bugle fromtheir hilltops. W hunt now, but | wll speak
to you again very soon

* kK
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Suzanne Del age

"Suzanne Del age" copyright 1980 by Gene Wlfe; first appeared in
Edges edited by Ursula K Le @uin and Virginia Kidd.
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As | was reading | ast night-reading a book, | should explain,
whi ch was ot herwi se nmerely comonpl ace; one of those

somewhat political, sonewhat philosophical, sonmewhat his-
torical books which can now be bought by the pound each

nmont h-1 was struck by a certain remark of the author's. It
seened to me at the tine an interesting, if alnost self-evident,
i dea; and afterward, when | had turned the page, and many

ot her pages, and was hal f through a new chapter bearing

very little relation to what had gone before, this idea found
its way back into ny consciousness and there acted as a sort
of filter between ny m nd and the book until 1 put it down
and, still thinking, went up to bed.

The idea which had so forcibly struck ne was sinply this:

that every man has had in the course of his |ife some extraordi nary
experi ence, some dislocation of all we expect fromnature and prob-
ability, of such magnitude that he might in his own person serve as
a living proof of Haml et's hackneyed precept-but that lie has,
nearly al ways, been so conditioned to consider hinself the

roost mundane of creatures, that, finding no relationship to

the remainder of his life in this extraordi nary experience, he

has forgotten it.

It seened to nme (considering the i Mmense extent of the

uni verse of the senses and the nminute size of that area of it
we think of as "everyday") that this nust certainly be correct.
Yet if it were true of every man it ought also to be true of
me-and try as | nmight | could renenber no such extraor-

di nary circunstance



When | had switched off the light | lay recalling, very

pl easantly on the whole, nmy life. It has been a pleasant life,
though | fear a dull, and perhaps a lonely, one. | live now
not five mles fromthe hospital in which | was born, and

have |ived nowhere else. Here | grew up, |earned a profes-
sion, practiced, and, nuch sooner than npbst nen, retired.

have tw ce been married, but both marriages were brief, and
both ended in friendly separations; the truth is that ny w ves
(both of them) bored ne-and | amvery much afraid | bored
themas well.

As | lay in bed, then, thinking of times when ny grand-

father had taken ne fishing and of skating parties with
friends, and about our high school team (on which | was a
substitute quarterback, but one so nmuch inferior to the first-
string occupant of that position that | al nbst never got into
a gane unl ess we were several touchdowns ahead, which was

not often), it at last occurred to ne that there has, in fact,
been one thread of the strange-lI mght al most say the in-
credi bl e, though not the supernatural-in my own history.

It is sinply this: living all ny life, as | have, in a town of
| ess than a hundred thousand popul ation, | have been dimy
aware of the existence of a certain woman w t hout ever neet-

i ng her or gaining any sure idea of her appearance.

But even this is not, perhaps, as extraordinary as it may
sound. | have never nade an effort to neet this woman, and

| doubt that she has ever attenpted to neet me, if, indeed,
she is aware that | exist. On the other hand we are neither

of us invalids, nor are we blind. This woman-her nane is
Suzanne (though | fear nost of us here have al ways pro-
nounced it "Susan") Del age-lives, or at |least so | have al ways

vaguel y supposed, on the eastern edge of our little city; | live
on the western. | doubt that we, as children, attended the

same el ementary school, but |I know that we were, for four

years, at the sane high school. | was able to ascertain this as

a matter of certainty through ny yearbooks, which ny

mother, with that nore or less formalized sentinmentality
characteristic of her, saved for me in the attic of this tall
silent frame house (itself saved for ne as well).

Actual ly, of the four volumes which nust originally have

exi sted, only two remain-those for nmy sophonore and sen-

ior years. There are a nunmber of pages mssing fromthe

class picture section of the earlier book, and I seemto recal
that these were lorn out and cut up to obtain the individua
phot ogr aphs many decades ago. My own face is anong those

m ssing, as well as Suzanne Del age's; but in another section,
one devoted to social activities, a girl's club (it was call ed,
think, the Pie Cub) is shown, and one of the names given in
the caption is Suzanne's. Unfortunately the girls in the pic-
ture are so |l oosely grouped-around a stove and work

table-that it is not possible to be certain in every case which
nane should be attached to which young | ady; besides, a

nunber of them have their backs to the canera.

The seni or book should have told ne nore-at |east so
t hought when |, at last, came across it at the end of an hour



or so of rummging. It is whole and undamaged, and |

thanks largely to football, have no | ess than four pictures in
various parts of it. Suzanne Del age has none. On one of the

cl osi ng pages a woebegone roll of names rem nds ne of sone-
thing I had forgotten for many years-that there was an

epi dem c of sonme kind (I think Spanish influenza) just at the
time the pictures for the annual were to be taken. Suzanne

is listed as one of those "unable to be photographed."

| shoul d explain that ours was one of those overgrown

schools found in the vicinity of small towns, a school re-
peat edl y expanded because the growh of the town itself had
been sl ow (though always faster, so it seemed in retrospect,
than anyone had antici pated) and the taxpayers had not

wanted to authorize a new one. It was |arge enough, in short,
that only a few | eadi ng students-the star athletes, the class
officers, the fewreally prom scuous girls and the dazzlingly
beautiful ones whomwe, in those naive tines, called
"queens"-were known to everyone.

The rest of us, if we noved socially at all, went by classes
and cliques. A student m ght know the others in his English
and al gebra roons; the cliques-at |east the ones

renmenber-were the football players and their girls, the chil-
dren of the rich, the boys and girls whose fanilies attended

a certain fundanentalist church on the outskirts of town; and
certain racial mnorities, the chess and debating society types,
and the toughs. It sounds, | suppose, as though there were

a group for everyone, and at the tinme (since | was fairly well
entrenched anong the athletes) | believe |I thought mnyself

(if I thought about the matter at all) that there was. | now
realize that all these little coteries enbraced no nore than a
third of the school, but whether Suzanne Del age had entry

to one or nore of them| do not know.

| shoul d, however, have made her acquai ntance | ong be-

fore | entered high school, since Ms. Delage, Suzanne's

not her, was one of ny own nother's close friends. They had
met, | think at about the time | was eight, through a shared
passion (rmuch nmore wi despread in our area, | think, than in
the country as a whole, and nore ardently pursued in the

past than it is now) for collecting antique fabrics; in other
words, for enbroidered tablecloths, for quilts, crocheting of
al | kinds, afghans, crewel work, hand-hooked rugs, and the
like. If nmy nother or her friends could di scover a sanpler

or a bedspread or "confortable" made in the earlier part of
the nineteenth century (it was their enduring hope, | think
never well satisfied, to find a piece fromwhat they called
"Anmerican Revolution tines"-by which they neant the

ei ghteenth, even such dates as 1790 or 1799), a piece well
made and decorated-the nore the better-in the un-

school ed, traditional ways of the old farmfamlies, then their
joy and their pride knew no bounds. If, in addition, the work
was that of sone notable wonman-or to be nore precise, of

some woman rel ation of sone notable man; the sister, say,

of a lieutenant governor-and coul d be authenticated, the
home of the finder becane a sort of shrine to which visitors
were brought, and to which solitary pilgrinms from other

towns came (ringing our bell-for we possessed, as a result

of Mdther's efforts, a vast appliqued quilt which had been



the civil-wartinme enploynment of the wife of a major in a
fenci bl e Zouave regi nent-usually at about ten-thirty in the
nmorni ng and offering, in introduction, a conplicated reci-
tation of friendships and cousincies |inking thenmselves to our
own famly) bearing homage |i ke cookies on a plate and eager
to hear, for the better direction of their own future strategies,
a circunstantial description of the inquiries and overheard
clues, the offers nade and rejected and made agai n, which

had led to the acquisition of that precious object which would,
as terminator of the interview, at |ast be brought forth in a
glory of moth crystals, and spread sparkling clean (for of
course these collected pieces were never used) over the living
room sofa to be admred

Ms. Del age, who becanme ny nother's friend, possessed

pi eces of her own as valuable as the major's wife's quilt (which
was, as ny nother never tired of pointing out, entirely hand-
sewn) and a collection, too, of |esser treasures ranking, as ny
not her herself admitted, with our own hoard. Together they
scoured the countryside for nore, and made trips (trips so
exhausting that | was, as a boy, always surprised to see how

very willing, in a few weeks, ny nother was to go again) to
view the riches of neighboring counties-and even, once or
twice, by rail, of neighboring states. It would therefore have

been entirely logical for Ms. Delage to have been our fre-
guent guest, at least for tea; and for her to have brought,
occasionally, her little daughter Suzanne, whom | would no
doubt have soon cone to both |ove and hate.

Thi s woul d doubt| ess have occurred but for a circunstance

of a kind peculiar, |I think, to towns exactly the size of ours,
and i nconmprehensible not only to the residents of cities, but
to truly rural people as well. There lived, directly across the

bri ck-paved street fromus, a bitter old wonan, a w dow, who
for sone reason never explained to me detested Ms. Del age.
It was lawful for nmy nmother to be friendly with Suzanne's,
but if (wonen in small towns sonehow know t hese things)

she had gone so far as to invite Ms. Delage to our house
this w dow woul d at once have becone her eneny for life.

The invitation was never given, and | believe ny nother's
friend died while | was at coll ege.

Thus while | was still small i was hardly aware of Suzanne
Del age, though ny nother often nmentioned hers; in high
school, as | indicated, though |I was in rmuch closer proximty
to the girl herself this was hardly altered. | heard of her

vaguel y, in connection perhaps with sone friend of a friend.
I must surely have seen her in the corridors hundreds of
times-if one can be said to see, in a crowd, people one does

not know. | nust sonetinmes have shared classroons with
her, and certainly we were together at assenbly and in the
vast study hall. She woul d have attended nany of the sane

dances | did, and it is even possible that | danced with her
-but I do not really believe that, and if, indeed, it happened
the years have so effectively sponged the event frommy m nd
that no slightest trace remains.

And in fact | think I would never have recalled the nane
of Suzanne Delage at all, as | lay in bed |last night |istening
to the creaking of this enpty house in the autumm wi nd and



searching the recesses of my nmenory for some extraordi nary
incident with which to attest the author's thesis, if it had not
been for sonmething that took place a few days ago.

| had been shoppi ng, and happened to neet, on the side-

wal k in front of one of the |larger stores, a woman of ny own
age whom | have known all ny life and who is now the wife.

of a friend. We stood chatting for a nonent-she, after the
usual half teasing reproaches about mnmy (supposed) gay bach-
elor life, gossiping about her husband and chil dren. As she
turned to leave a girl of fifteen or so cane out of the store
and, smling but intent upon her own concerns, wal ked

qui ckly past us and down the street. Her hair was of a |ustrous
bl ack, and her conplexion as pure as mlk; but it was not
these that for a noment enchanted ne, nor the virgina

breasts half afraid to press the soft angora of her sweater,
nor the little waist I mght have circled with my two hands.
Rather it was an air, at once insouciant and shy, of vivacity
coupled with an innocence and intelligence that were hers

al one. To the woman beside me | said: "What a charmng

child. Who is she?"

"Her nane?" My friend's wife frowned and snapped her

fingers. "I can't think of it. But of course you know whose
she is, don't you? She's the very inmage of her nother at that
age- Suzanne Del age. "

* kK
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Sweet Forest Maid
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AT thirty-three Lenor Stacy gave up her apartment, sold her
furniture and nost of her clothes, wal ked away from her job,
and went | ooking for the Adorable Wods Wnan.

But of course there was a great deal nore to it than that.

If she had lived fifty years earlier, Lenor's friends would have
sai d she had been di sappointed by Love, and been half right.
Today no one says such things-perhaps partly because

worren | i ke Lenor no | onger have friends; the old ties, the

duty of the friends of one's nother and sisters (Lenor had

none) to be one's own friends too, having broken down.

Lenor, then, had been di sappointed by Love. She had (af-
terward) been di sappointed by hate as well, and the expe-
rience had drained her for thirteen years, |eaving her a
worman-a tastefully, an inexpensively, a sometines not very
neatly dressed woman-happy to arrive at her desk early

every weekday norning and nore than content to remain

hal f an hour | ate when any reason to do so could be contrived.
They said, "She rumthe place," and she knew and enjoyed it and
despi sed them because it was true; you know her. In the evening



she watched TV or read, and only weekends, during the
thirteen years, presented her with real difficulties.

She went to novies, exercised at a health spa (it had been

a supermarket), drove, attended concerts and art exhibitions,
and often spoke to no one at all from Friday afternoon to
Monday norni ng. She was sonetines bored, but sel dom un-
happy. In a way she was tired. At no tinme did she show
interest in hunting, fishing, hiking, canping, or any of the
ot her woodsy pastines that have sprung up |ike nmushroons

on the dead roots of nature.

The Wods Wnan was a black figure in a magazine, a

bl ack figurine set in a Kodachrorne forest. The man who had
taken her picture thought she was a femal e Abomi nabl e

Snowman (yeti or metoh kangmi, the Anmerican Sasquatch, Big
Foot, or "Stinking One"-and may G tche-Manitou hel p you,
pal ef ace) and called her the Adorabl e Wods Wman in the

hope that this appealing title would di ssuade ot her |overs of
di e outdoors from shooting her. She was a fraud in a fur

suit, an ape escaped, a bear, an aninal, a last-surviving G -
gant opi t hecus, a nyth phot ographed, a troll woman. | magine,

if you will, a great strapping girl (Lenor was tall herself), a
gi rl heavy- hi pped, pendul ously bosomed. Cover this girl wth
hair as thick and black as a spaniel's; give her the head of a
gorilla.

No (as Lenor said to herself), you did it wong.

That thing in your mind is not a gorilla's face. You think words,
and the things behind the words change until they are no | onger what
they were. That stupid mask in your nmind is fantasy, the bad, un-
caring joke of some Hollywood prop man. She went to a zoo and
‘vatched a real gorilla, watched (she was standi ng behind

children and drinking Coca-Cola through a straw) until the

igly prop-man goblin mask faded from her mind and she

knew t hat w se, sad | ook

There either was, or was not, a woman (girl?) in a forest

in California who | ooked like that. If there were, she-and

her parents, presumably, brothers, sisters, and incredible
swai n or swains-lived still as people had before those pre-
posterous inventions fire and the stone-tipped spear, save
that to all the other burdens of their Iives were added deadly
fear of that race of stunted, pallid elves who hemred their
world with nmagic. Lived by eating grubs and seeds. Shivering
inrain and exulting in the sun; waiting for Eden to reopen

And wel | why not?

And a week later, why not do sonething-just once?

She knew not hi ng about phot ography, but she bought s
medi um pri ced Japanese camera and read the booklet tha
she found in the box. Then she took pictures in the part
until she had | earned to judge distance and |ight.

The canpi ng equi pnent that the sporting goods stores

offered repelled her. It seened a crine to think of taking
that costly, bright, durable, ginmmcky stuff under trees; be-
sides, it would be too heavy to carry, and she knew she woul d



find nothing close to the road. In the end she bought a pair
of tennis shoes because they rem nded her of the ones she

had worn to gymin high school, and took an ol d bl anket to
sleep in and a plastic drop cloth she had acquired when she
repai nted her apartnment. The drop cloth would keep out

t he danp when she slept on the ground and, if it rained,
could be made into sone sort of shelter. She kept her un-
derwear, sonme sweaters and bl ouses, three pairs of slacks,
and an old car coat; she sold or gave away the rest of her
clothes. /'/( buy all new, she thought, when | come back. I'll have
such fun. She did not look in the mrror (there was only one
mrror nowin her apartment, in the bathroon) as she said
this, but then she seldom now, |ooked into mrrors; |ipstick
was, now, her only cosnetic, and she had learned to apply it
using the very small one in her conpact, in which she saw

her lips only.

The Kl amath Forest of northern California is sel dom

naned on maps, though it covers nore than 2500 square

mles. Mapnakers, it seens, do not like to give the names of
forests because it is so difficult to show their bounds; they
have no hard edges. Lenor, despite them driving along State
Route 96 between the little town of Happy Canp (where are
you, Bret Harte?) and the Hoopa Valley Indian Reservation
knew that the Klamath |ay south and east of her. And that
the Iikely spots-the places where the crowding trees could
be penetrated with little trouble, where the ground was for
wal ki ng i nstead of clinbing, or where sonme tinbering op-
eration had built a road-would be no good. She stopped

her car at a place that |ooked very bad instead, got out and
forced her way in. As sinple as that.

The Kl amath Forest grows on the Kl amath Range, geo-
logically one of the ol dest nmountain massifs in North Amer-
i ca. The Kl amat hs have seen gl aciers come and go, and
renmenber dire wolves as big as ponies beneath their trees;
they are no longer tall and proud |ike the young Rocki es,
but they are very, very rough

Al up and down like an Irish wi nd; water courses that go
nowhere, sinking into dead pools. Qhers dropping a
hundred feet in half a mle, roaring over rocks. There are
dry folds in the Klamaths too, and deep, silent crevasses
which it is better not to clanber down into

Lenor made her way into this country for two days. A man
woul d have told her it was no place for a woman, and in half
a day he woul d have decided it was no place for a nan either
and gone back. A man woul d have tried to carry enough food
for three large nmeals a day. Lenor took tea and mat ches and
some hard baki ng chocol ate, a box of dried figs, sugar, and

a small pan. She expected to | ose weight, had fasted before
(though she called it dieting), andsuffered no neurotic
doubt s about her strength of today as conpared to her
strength of yesterday. At the end of the second day she found
a spot nore open than nost (though no spot in the Kl amath
Forest is very open) and so nearly level that after what she
had been scranbling across for the last thirty-six hours it
seened actually flat. (Though no land in the Klamaths is
really flat.) A faint gane trail led to a stream and she built



a screen of brush there to hide behind, sonething she did

not call a blind because she did not think in such ternms. Wen
it was finished, she settled down with her canmera to wait; not
snoki ng, noving no nore than necessary, listening to the

birds and the w nd.

After three days she had seen several rabbits, three

grey foxes, a raccoon, and a doe-whose picture she had
snapped in order to have sonething to remenber the ex-
peri ence by. She called herself a fool and decided it was
time to go hone.

She "went hone" for three nore days without striking the

road on which she had |eft her car, and at the end of the

third day she was in an area she was certain she had never

seen before. The figs and the chocol ate were gone, and the
sugar al nost gone. She ate a handful of insipid berries and
some crayfish that she cleaned with a nail file and boil ed. She
knew, or thought she knew, the direction in which the road

lay; but the country would not allow her to go that way,
forcing her off at right angles tine after tine.

On the fourth day (the seventh since she had | eft her car)
it rained. She made a lean-to of her drop cloth and spent
the day sl eeping and brewing tea over a tiny fire kindled ot
wood that she had managed to get under cover before it was
wet down too badly. Wien she w apped herself in her blanket
that evening, it was still raining.

The fever cane in the night and woke her. There was
nothing to hear but the patter of the rain, but she felt the
hot flush creeping fromher face and ears all down her body.

She thought: 1'mgoing to be -eery sick. Then she dropped back
to sl eep.

She was sick the next day with fever and a deep, rattling
cough. It was still raining, but it mght rain for a week, and
she could not wait a week. She put the blanket and the drop
cloth over her head |ike outsized shawl s and went as far as
she coul d before stopping to rest under an outcrop. Then it
was norning again, w thout any night that she could recal

bet ween the sun and birds and the dripping afternoon of the
precedi ng day. She tried to stand and found that she had to
pul | herself erect, holding on to the rocks-while somewhere

a stone slid on a stone.

She froze, then let herself sink down again, perversely glad

at the recess of effort. Feet shuffled. A bear, she thought. A
bear. And flattened herself against the rocks. Whatever it was,
it was just out of sight, only just hidden by the angle of the
rocky wall. She drew her shawl s around her and heard it

cone nearer. Then, as she watched, a hand reached forth to

pi nch up a scuttling insect two yards from where she

crouched. The fingers were matted with hair, the nails filthy
and broken, but it was a human hand. They are people after

all, she thought, and stepped out, slowy (so as not to frighten
the creature, but then she could only nove, now, slowy),

until she could see the girl's frightened, deep eyes. Perhaps
they' Il help nme, she thought, and then di scovered she did not



know what to say.
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"My Book" copyright 1982 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared in Amazi ng

Stories.
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I HAVE been witing my book for a long tine now In the

nor ni ng, before anyone else is up, | wake to Mahler on
the cl ock radi o, shave, and go to ny desk. On weekends,
while the others are watching baseball, | amthere too,
scoring my own hits, my own runs. And in the evenings.
"It keeps ne off the streets," | say, though only to ny-
self. To ny manuscript. At night, when | cannot sleep

| cone here too, and that is best of all. | do not hear

the cry of the solitary owl; but I wish | did, which is al nost
as good.

Soneti mes-indeed, usually-1 do not wite. A great dea

of time is consumed by research, by planning. | heat water
in m yellowelectric pot, sharpen pencils, and turn over a
t housand ol d books, nobst of themquite worthless. They fas-
cinate ne. Val uabl e books are |ike dianonds, iridescent and
unchanging. It is in the epheneral that | see the changing
face of Nature reflected. The day darkens; the very | eaves
fall.

| mark certain passages in all these books, as Tom Sawyer
mar ked similar passages in Injun Joe's Cave. It is often
years before | find themagain, with an archaeol ogist's

thrill of rediscovery. No doubt there are many nore | never
find.

Quite recently, in an essay by Philip Rahv, | cane across
the passage that began it all. My witing has been in-
fluenced by many ot her passages: "l've progressed, in

one sense, rather alarmingly. |'m now thinking of recon-

structing the whole thing," by diver Onions, and Stout's,

"It was nice to know the next step was obvious, but it

woul d have been even nicer to know what it was." But it

was this (forgotten now for so many years) that set ne

of f: "Man is now unaware of the real powers that govern

his life; insofar as he has any know edge of divinity it is as
of something purely historical." The unreeling of human
history is inplied, and fromthat thought | have taken ny

met hod. O every book, there nust be a last word as well

as a first, and as the last-infinitely, in the scale of nere
words, removed fromthe first-is also infinitely nore im
portant, | determined to wite it first. | at once discovered
that it scarcely nmattered what it was. But after |ong con-
tenmpl ati on of the book | had conceived, and somewhat,

admt, in a spirit of jocular defiance, | settled on the word
pr ef ace.



At once | found that the whol e book had changed, shift-

ing like a kal ei doscope to becone sonet hi ng novel and
strange. The last word decided, it crystallized wthout so-
lidification. The penultimte word seened foreordai ned yet

eni gmatic: begin. The ending would be pregnant with the
origins of things, raveling history to the finish. Everything
altered again, as ice shifts upon a river, groaning, cracking
wthe night. | returned to find the white sheets destroyed,

t hough each was where | had left it. | began the search for

t he antepenul ti mate word.

It was will, the word of purpose, the inpul se that began
the universe.

And then the preantepenultimte word ..

And so | have proceeded, step by | aborous (delightful)

step, chapter by chapter, until soon, perhaps this very year
surely before the coronation, | will begin the preface
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The O her Dead Man" copyright 1987 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared
in Wird Tal es.
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REI' S surveyed the hull w thout hope and without despair,
havi ng worn out both. They had been hit hard. Sone portside

pl ates of Section Three | ay peel ed back |ike the black skin of
a graphite-fiber banana; Three, Four, and Five were hol ed

in a dozen places. Reis marked the first on the conp slate so
that Centconp would know, rotated the ship's inmage, and

ran the rat around the portside of Section Three to show

t hat .

"Report all damage,"” Centconp instructed him

He wote quickly with the rattail: "Rog."

"Report all damage," flashed again and vani shed. Reis
shrugged philosophically, rotated the inage back, and

charted anot her hol e.

The third hole was |arger than either of the first twd. He
jetted around to |l ook at it nore closely.

Back in the airlock, he took off his hel met and ski nned out
of his suit. By the time Jan opened the inner hatch, he had
the suit folded around his arm

"Bad, huh?" Jan said.

Rei s shook his head. "Not so bad. How s Hap?"



Jan turned away.
"How s Dawson doing with the ned pod?"
"I don't know," Jan said. "He hasn't told us anything."

He foll owed her along the spiracle. Paul a was bent over
Hap, and Dawson was bent over Paula, a hand on her shoul -
der. Both | ooked up when he and Jan cane in. Dawson asked,
"Anybody | eft downshi p?"

Rei s shook his head.

"I didn't think so, but you never know. "

"They'd have had to be in suits,"” Reis said. "Nobody was."
"It wouldn't be a bad idea for us stay suited up."

Rei s said nothing, studying Hap. Hap's face was a pale
greeni sh-yel |l ow, beaded with sweat; it rem nded Reis of an
unri pe banana, just washed under the tap. So this is banana
day, he thought.

"Not all of the time," Dawson said. "But nost of the tine."
"Sure,” Reis told him "CGo ahead."

"All of us."

Hap's breathing was so shallow that he seemed not to
breathe at all.

"You won't order it?"

"No," Reis told Dawson, "I won't order it." After a noment
he added, "And | won't do it nyself, unless | feel like it. You
can do what you want."

Paul a wi ped Hap's face with a danmp washcloth. It occurred

to Reis that the droplets he had taken for perspiration m ght
be no nmore than water fromthe cloth, that Hap m ght not
really be breathing. Ankwardly, he felt for Hap's pul se.
Paul a said, "You're the senior officer now, Reis."

He shook his head. "As long as Hap's alive, he's senior
officer. How d you do with the ned pod, M. Dawson?"

"You want a detailed report? Oxygen's-"

"No, if I wanted details, | could get them from Cent conp.
Overal l."

Dawson rolled his eyes. "Mst of the physical stuff he'l

need is there; | had to fix a couple things, and they're fixed.
The nmed subroutines | ook okay, but | don't know. Centconp

lost a lot of core.”

Paul a asked, "Can't you run tests, Sid?"

"I"ve run them As | said, they look all right. But it's sinple
stuff." Dawson turned back to Reis. "Do we put himin the



pod? You are the senior officer fit for duty."

"And don't you forget it," Reis said. "Yes, we put himin,
M. Dawson; it's his only chance.”

Jan was | ooking at himw th something indefinable in her
eyes. "If we're going to die anyway-"

"W're not, M. vanJoure. W should be able to patch up

at |least two engi nes, maybe three, borrowing parts fromthe

rest. The hit took a ot of momentum off us, and in a week

or so we should be able to shake nost of what's left. As soon

as Ecorop sees that we're still alive and kicking, it'll authorize
rescue.”" Reis hoped he had nmade that part sound a great

deal nore certain than he felt. "So our best chance is to head
back in toward the sun and neet it partway-that should be

obvious. Now let's get Hap into that pod before he dies. Snap
toit, everybodyl"

Dawson found an opportunity to take Reis aside. "You

were right-if we're going to get her going again, we can't
spare anybody for nursing, no matter what happens. Want

me to work on the | ong-wave?"

Rei s shook his head. Engines first, |ong-wave afterward, if
at all. There would be plenty of time to send nmessages when
the ship lived again. And until it did, he doubted whether
any nessage would do nuch good

Lying in his sleep pod, Reis listened to the sl ow wheeze of
air through the vent. The ship breathed again, they'd done
that nmuch. Could it have been . . . admiration, that |ook of
Jan' s? He pushed the thought aside, telling hinself he had
been i magi ning things. But still?

Hs mnd teetered on the Iip of sleep, unable to tunble
over.

The ship breathed; it was only one feeble engi ne running

at half force with a doubtful tube, and yet it was sonething,
they coul d use power tools again-the welder-and the ship

br eat hed.

H's foot slipped on an oil spill, and he woke with a start.
That had happened years back while they were refitting at
Ocean West. He had fallen and cracked his head. He had
believed it forgotten.

The ship breathed. She's our nother, Reis thought. She's

our mother; we live inside her, in her wonb; and if she dies,
we die. But she died, and we're bringing her to |life again.

Soneone knocked on the pod lid. Reis pushed the Retract
| ever and sat up.

Paul a said, "Sir, I'msorry, but-"
"What is it? Is Jan-?"

"She's fine, sir. | relieved her an hour ago. It's nmy watch."



"Ch," Reis said. "I didn't realize |I'd been asleep." He
sounded stupid even to hinself.

"My orders were to call you, sir, if-"

He nodded. "What's happened?”

"Hap's dead." Paula's voice was flat, its only enption this
very lack of enotion betrayed.

Rei s | ooked at her eyes. There were no tears there, and

he decided it was probably a bad sign. "I"'mtruly sorry," he

sai d. And then, "Perhaps Centconp-"

Wrdl essly, Paula pointed to the screen. The gl owi ng green
letters read: " Resuscitation under way."

Reis went over to look at it. "How |l ong has this been up?"
"Five minutes, Captain. Perhaps ten. | hoped-"

"That you woul dn't have to wake ne."

Paul a nodded gratefully. "Yes, sir."

He wote: "Resp?"

"Respiration 0.00. Resuscitation under way."

The ship breathed, but Hap did not. That, of course, was
why Paul a had called him"Captain" a moment ago. She mnust
have tried pulse, tried everything, before knocking on his

pod. He wote: "Cortex?"

"Al pha 0.00. Beta 0.00. Ganma 0.00," Centconp replied.
"Resuscitation. under way."

Reis wote: "Discon."
There was a noticeabl e pause before the al pha-, beta-, and
ganma-wave reports vani shed. "Resuscitation under way," re-

mai ned stubbornly on screen

Paul a said, "Centconp won't give up. Centconp has faith.
Funny, isn't it?"

Rei s shook his head. "It neans we can't rely on Centcorap
the way we've been used to. Paula, |'mnot very good at telling
people how | feel. Hap was ny best friend."

"You were his. Captain."

Desperately Reis continued, "Then we're both sorry, and
we both know that."

"Sir, may | tell you something?"

He nodded. "Sonething private? O course.”



"W were married. You know how they still do it in sone
churches? W went to one. He told themwe didn't bel ong,
but we wanted to have the cerenmony and we'd pay for it. |
t hought sure they'd say no, but they did it, and he cried-
Hap cried."

Rei s nodded again. "You nmeant a lot to him"

"That's all, sir. | just wanted sonebody el se to know.
Thanks for listening."

Reis went to his | ocker and got out his suit. It shone a dul
silver under the cabin lights, and he recalled a tinme when he
had envi ed peopl e who had suits |ike that.

"Aren't you going back to sleep, sir?"

"No. I'll be relieving you in less than an hour, so |'m goi ng
hul | si de to have anot her | ook around. Wen | conme back
you can turn in."

Paul a gnawed her lower |ip. He was giving her something
to think about besides Hap, Reis decided; that was all to the
good. "Sir, the captain doesn't stand watch."

"He does when there are only four of us, dog tired. Check
me through the airlock, please, M. Phillips."

"OfF course, sir." As the inner hatch swung shut Paul a said
softly, "Ch, God, 1'd give anything to have hi m back."

Nept une was overhead now, they were spinning, even if

the spin was too slowto be visible. Wth only a single engine
in service it was probably inpossible to stop the spin, and
there was no real reason to. The gravitational effect was so
slight he had not noticed it.

He found Jupiter and then the sun, slightly less brilliant
than Jupiter or Neptune but brighter than any other star.
The sun! How many thousands-no, how many mllions of

his ancestors must have knelt and sung and sacrificed to it.
It had been Ra, Apollo, Helios, Heindall, and a hundred
nmore, this mediumsized yellow star in a renote armof the
gal axy, this old gas-burner, this space heater |aboring to
warminfinite space.

If you're a god, Reis thought, why aren't you hel pi ng us?

Quite suddenly he realized that the sun was hel pi ng, was
drawing themtoward the circling inner planets as powerfully
as it could. He shook his head and turned his attention back
to the ship.

A faint violet spark shone, died, and rekindl ed somewhere

on Section Six, indicating that Centconp had at |east one of
its mobile units back in working order. Centconp was self-
repairing, supposedly, though Reis had never put nuch faith
in that; human bei ngs were supposed to be self-repairing too,
but all too often were not.



And deep space was supposed to make you feel alone, but

he had never really felt that way; sonetines, when he was

not quite so tired, he was nore alive here, nore vibrant, than
he ever was in the polluted atnmosphere of Earth. Now Hap

was dead, and Reis knew hinself to be alone utterly. As he
jetted over to check on the nobile unit, he wi shed that he
could weep for Hap as he had wept for his father, though

he had known his father so nuch less well than Hap, known
himonly as a |l arge, sweet-snelling grown-up who appeared

at rare intervals bringing presents.

O if he could not cry, that Paula could.

The nmobile unit |looked Iike a tiny spider. It clung to the
side of Section Three with six legs while two nore wel ded

up one of the smaller holes. Centconp, obviously, had de-
cided to close the smallest holes first, and for a nonent
Rei s wondered whether that made sense. It did, he decided,

if Centconp was in actual fact fixing itself; there would be
nmore units as well as nmore power available later. He swerved
down toward the nobile unit until he could see it for what

it was, a great jointed nachine forty neters across. Three
clicks of his teeth brought ghostly nuneral s-hours, mn-
utes, and seconds-to his faceplate, which had darkened
automatically against the raw ultraviolet fromthe nobile
unit's welding arc. Still twenty-four minutes before he had
to relieve Paul a.

For a minute or two he watched the fusing of the fil ament
patch. The patch fibers had been engineered to forma quick
strong bond; but a bit of dwell was needed just the sane.

The nobile unit seemed to be all owi ng enough, worKking

slowy and nethodically. In the hard vacuum of space there
was no danger of fire, and its heliumvalves were on Of just
as they shoul d have been

Reis glanced at the tine again. Twenty m nutes and el even
seconds, time enough yet for a quick | ook inside Section
Three. He circled the hull and jetted through the great,
gaping tear, landing easily in a fanmliar cabin that was now
as airless as the skin of the ship. The hernetic hatch that
seal ed Section Two fromthis one was tightly dogged still. He
had i nspected it earlier, just after the hit, and inspected it
agai n when he had cone with Dawson, Jan, and Paula to

work on the | east damaged engine. He threw his weight

agai nst each of the | atches once again; you could not be too
car ef ul

Nel | Upson's drifting corpse watched himw th indifferent

eyes until he pushed her away, sending her deeper into the
dark recesses of Section Three to join her fellows. In tineg,
space would dry Nell utterly, mumm fying her; radiation

woul d bl acken her livid skin. None of that had yet taken

pl ace, and without air, Nell's blood could not even

coagul ate-she had left a thin, crinson trail of it floating in
the voi d behind her.

Twel ve m nutes. That was still plenty of time, but it was
time to go. Wen he left the side of Section Three, the nobile
unit was at work on a second hole.



"Resuscitation underway," was still on the screen half an hour
into Reis's watch. He read it for the hundredth tine with
some irritation. Was it supposed to refer to Centconp's self-
repair functions? Reis picked up the rat and wote, "Wo's

in resuscT

"Capt. H Il man W Happle. Resuscitation under way."
So that was that. "Discon."

"Resuscitation under way."

"Clear screen," Reis scribbled.

"Resuscitation under way."

Reis cursed and wote, "What authority?"

"Capt. HIlman W Happle."

That was interesting, Reis decided-not sensible or useful
but interesting. Centconmp did not know that Hap was dead.
Reis wote, "Capt. Happle K. Lt. Wn R Reis commanding."

The screen went bl ank, and Reis decided to try a genera
i nstrument display. "d D'

The three letters faded slowy, replaced by nothing.
"Enter-Ga D'

That too faded to an enpty screen. Reis scratched his nose

and | ooked specul atively at the transducer headband. He had
ordered the others not to use it-the hard instrunmentation

was anply sufficient as |long as nothing too delicate was being
attenpted; but it had been sixteen hours since the hit, and
Centconp was still linping at best.

Mul tiplication becane coitus, division reproduction; to add
was to eat, to subtract to excrete. @ ow ng, Centconp's centra
processor | ooned before him a dazzling coral palace with

twi ce ten thousand spires where subroutines worked or slept.
Tiny and blue alongside it, the lone nobile unit sang a Bach
fugue as it | abored. Snoldering | eaves perfuned the breeze,
washed away by a fountain of exponential functions that
appeared to Reis to be calculating natural |ogarithms for

pur poses both infinite and obscure, pungently returning with
each fresh gust of algorithmic air. Interactive matrices
sprouted around his feet-the lilies, buttercups, and pale or
burni ng roses that allowed his conscious mnd to nove here

as it did, their blossons petaled with shining el enentary rows
and col unms.

Hap was sitting astride a tree that sprouted fromthe cora
wall. The smile that divided his dark face when he saw Rei s
seened autonatic and distracted. Reis saluted, called, "Good
eveni ng. Skipper," and | eaped across the laughing rill that
had overflowed the fountain's rim



Hap touched his forehead in return. "H vya, Bill."

Reis said, "It's dammed good to see you here. W thought
you were dead."

"Not me, Bill." Hap stared off into the twilight. "You can't
die on duty, know that? Got to finish your tick, know what
| mean, Bill boy? You want up here on the bridge?" He patted

the tree trunk.
"That's okay-1'mfine where | am Hap . . . ?"

H s eyes still upon sonething Reis could not see, Hap said,
" Speak your piece."

"Hap, | checked your cortical activity. There wasn't any.
You were brain-dead."

"Go on."

"That's why it was quite a surprise to run into you here,
and I'"'mnot sure it's really you. Are you Hap, or are you just
a kind of surrogate, Centconp's concept of Hap?"

"I'"'m Hap. Next question?"
"Why won't Centconp term nate resuscitation?"

"Because | told it not to, as soon as we left Earth." Hap

sounded as though he were talking to hinmself. "Not just on

me, on all of us. W're all too necessary, all of us vital. Resusc
is to continue as long as-in Centconp's judgment-there's

the slightest possibility of returning a crewran to his or her
duty. No overrides at all, no nmutinies. Know what a mutiny

is. Bill? Gasp the concept?"

Rei s nodded.
"Some snotty kid's trying to take over ny ship. Billy boy,

trying to push me out through a hatch. That's mutiny. It's a
certain Lieutenant Wlliam R Reis. He's not going to get away
withit."

"Hap ..."

Hap was gone. Briefly, the tree where he had sat remai ned
where it was, vacant; then it too vani shed, w ped from work-

i ng menory.

Sonet hi ng was wong: the brilliant garden seened

haunted by sinister shadows, flitting and swift; the chaotic
twilight fromwhich Reis had energed pressed closer to the

coral palace. H s head ached, there was a chill in his side,
and his fingers felt oddly warm He tried to renove the
headband, willing hinself to use his real arms, not the proxies

that here appeared to be his arns. A hurrying subroutine
shoul dered hi m out of the way; by accident he stepped into
the laughing rill, which bit his foot like acid.



A snudged white cabin wall stood in place of the wall of
the coral palace. Dawson was bending over him his face taut
wi th concern. "Reis! Wat happened?”

Hs mouth was full of blood; he spat it out. "I"'mhurt, Sid."

"I know. Christ!" Dawson rel eased him but he did not fall
floating derelict in the cabin air. Dawson banged on Jan's
pod.

Reis nmoved his right armto ook at the fingers; the warnth
there was his own bl ood, and there was nore bl ood hangi ng

in the cabin, floating spheres of bright scarlet blood-arterial
bl ood. "I"mbleeding, Sid. | think he nicked a lung. Better
patch ne up."

Twi | i ght cl osed upon the cabin. Reis renenbered how t hey

had cel ebrated Chri stnas when he was three-sonething he

had not known he knew, with col ored paper and a thousand

ot her wonderful things. Surely he was peeping through one

of the plastic tubes the paper had cone on; the few things
he coul d see seened snall, toylike, and very bright. Every-
thing in all the universe was a Christmas present, a fact he
had forgotten I ong, |ong ago. He wondered who had brought
themall, and why.

"You have been asleep in the nedical pod. There is little cause for
concern."

Reis searched the pod for a rat, but there was none. No
backtal k to Centconp fromin here.

"Are you anxi ous? Fearful ? Confide your fears to nme. | assure
you that any information that | provide concerning your condition
will be both conplete and correct. No matter how bad, reality is never

quite so bad as our fears concerning reality.”

Reis said, "Spare nme the phil osophy,"
Cent conp coul d not hear him

t hough he knew t hat

"And your condition is not even critical. You suffered a dangerous
| esi on between the fifth and sixth ribs of your right side, but you are
nearly well."

Reis was already exploring the place with his fingers.
"Pl ease reply."

"Would if | could,"” Reis muttered.

"You will find a rapid-access trace beside your right hand. Please
reply.”

"There's no God-danmed rapi d-access trace."

A iatch clicked. Servos hummed. The pod in which Reis

lay rolled forward with stately grandeur, and the pod opened.
This time it was Jan who was | ooki ng down at him "Reis,

can you sit up?"



"Sure." He proved it.
Low and quick: "I want you to get into your sleeping c i
with nme, please. Don't ask questions-just do it, fast."

H s pod was cl osed, but not latched frominside. He th; v
it open and he and Jan clinbed in; she lay facing him on
her side, her back to the pod wall. He got in beside her

cl osed the pod, and threw the latching lever. Jan's breasts

flattened against his chest; Jan's pelvis pressed his. "I'm
sorry," she whispered. "I hadn't realized it would be this
crowded. "

"It"'s all right."

"Even if | had, 1'd have had to ask you anyway. This
is the only place I could think of where we could talk
privately."

"I like it," Reis said, "so you can forget about that part.
Tal k about what ?"

"Hap. "

He nodded, though she could not have seen himin the
dark. "I thought so."

"Hap was the one who stabbed you."

"Sure," Reis said. "I knowthat. Wth the rat fromthe ned
pod. "

"That's right." Jan hesitated; Reis could feel her sweet
breath wash across his face. At last she said, "Perhaps you'd
better tell me how you knew. It m ght be inportant.”

"I doubt it, but there's no reason not to. Hap thinks I'ma
mut i neer because | took charge when he was hurt-I was
talking to himin Centconp's consci ous space. Hap had been
in the med pod, and when | woke up in there the rat that
shoul d have been there was gone. Arat's stylus is long and
sharp, and the whole rat's nmade of some sort of netal -
titanium | suppose. So a rat ought to nake a pretty decent
weapon. "

Hair brushed his cheek as Jan nodded. "Sid found you.
He woke up and realized he should have been on watch."

"Sure."

"He yelled for ne, and we put you in the nmed pod when
we saw that it was enpty. There's another pod in Section
Three, renenber?"

"Of course,” Reis said.

He waited for her to pursue that |ine of thought, but she
seened to veer off fromit instead. "Hap's resuned com
mand. " She swallowed. "It was all right at first-he's the



captain, after all. None of us even thought about resisting
hi m then."

Reis said slowy, "I wouldn't have resisted himeither;
woul d have obeyed his orders, if 1'd known he was alive to
give them"

Jan said, "He's very suspicious now. " There was a queer
flatness in her voice.

"I see.”

"And Reis, he's going to continue the m ssion."

For a nonent he could not speak. He shook his head.

"It's crazy, isn't it? Wth the ship ripped up like it was."

"Not crazy," he told her. "lnmpossible."
Jan took a deep breath-he could feel and hear it, her
long gasp in the dark. "And Reis, Hap's dead."

Reluctantly Reis said, "If he really wanted to proceed with
the mission, maybe it's for the best. Y(.Udidn't kill him did
you? You and Si d?"

"No. You don't understand. | didn't mean . . . Ch, it's so
hard to say what | do nean."

Reis told her, "I think you' d better try." H s right hand
had been creeping, alnost absently, toward her |eft breast.
He forced it to stop where it was.

"Hap's still running the ship. He tells us what to do, and
we do it because we know we'd better. But our real captain,
our friend, is dead. Try to understand. The real Hap died

in the med pod, and Centconp's substituted something

el se-sonething of its own-for his soul or spirit or whatever
you want to call it. Wien you' ve seen him after you've been
around himfor a while, you'll understand."”

"Then | ought to be outside, where | can see him" Reis
said practically, "not in here. But first-"

Jan screaned, a high-pitched wail of sheer terror that was
deafening in the encl osed space of the sleep pod. Reis clapped
hi s hand over her nouth and said, "Jesus! Al right, if you
don't want to, we won't. Prom se you won't do that again if

| let you tal k?"

Jan nodded, and he returned his hand to his side.

"I"'msorry," she said. "It isn't that | don't like you, or that
I'd never want to. |'ve been under such a terrible strain. You
mssed it. You were in the med pod, and you can't know what
it's been like for us."

"I understand," Reis told her. "COh, hell, you know what |
mean. "



"I'f Hap isn't looking for us already, he will be soon. O

| ooking for me, anyway. He thinks you're still in the ned
pod, unless Centconp's told himl| took you out. Reis, you've
got to believe ne. He's going to court-nmartial and execute
you; that's what he said when Sid and | told himwe'd put
you in the pod."

"You' re serious?"

"Reis, you don't know what he's like now It doesn't nake
any difference, we're all going to die anyway, Sid and Paul a
and ne. And Hap's already dead." Her voice threatened to
slip fromtears to hysteria.

"No, we're not," he told her. "Hap's been having you fix
he ship? He nust have, if he's tal king about carrying out
the mssion."

"Yes! W've got three engines running now, and the hull's
airtight. W don't knowSid and | don't know whet her
we can count on Paula. If she sided with Hap it would be
two agai nst two, a man and a woman on each side, and

"Go on," Reis said.

"But if you were with us, that would be two nmen and a
worman on our side. W'd save the ship and we'd save our
lives. Nobody would have to knowwe'd tell themthe truth,
that Hap died in the hit."

"You're not telling ne the truth,” Reis said. "If we're going
to handle this together, you' ve got to open up."

"I am Reis, | swear. Don't you think | know this isn't the
tine to lie?"

"Ckay," he said. "Then tell me who's in the nmedical pod
in Section Three. Is it Sid? Sonebody's in there, or you
woul dn't have brought it up."

He waited, but Jan said not hing.

"Maybe Hap sleeps in there," Reis hazarded. "Maybe he's

getting hinself sone additional treatnent. You want me to

pull the plug on him but why can't you do that yourself?"

"No. | don't think he sleeps at all. O ..."

"Or what ?"

"He's got Nell with him Sergeant Upson. Nell was in the

pod, but she's out now, and she stays with himall the tine.

| didn't want to tell you, but there it is. Sonething else is in
Three's med pod. | don't know who it was, but when it gets

out we won't have a chance."

"Nell's dead." He recalled her floating body, its hideous
stare.

"That's right."



"I see," Reis said, and jerked back the | ever that opened
t he sl eep pod.

"Reis, you have to tell me. Are you with us or against us?"

He said, "You' re wong, Jan. | don't have to tell you one
CGod- damed t hi ng. \Were's Hap?"

"In Section Five, probably. He wants to get another engi ne
on line."

Rei s | aunched hinself toward the airl ock, braked on the
dog handl es, and rel eased t hem

Section Three seenmed normal but oddly vacant. He crossed
to Centconp's screen and wote, "Present occ this medpodfor
vis check."

"ID" flashed on the screen
"Lt. Wn R Reis."
"Refused. Resuscitation under way."

Behi nd him Jan said, "I tried that. Centconp won't identify
it either.”

Rei s shrugged and pushed off toward the energency

| ocker. Opening it, he tossed out breathing apparatus, the
aid kit, a body bag, and a folding stretcher with tie-downs.
Behi nd them was a steel energency tool box. He selected a
crowbar and the |l argest screwdriver and jetted to the ned
pod.

"Tanpering with medi cal equipnment is strictly forbidden. Resus-
citation under way."

Reis jamed the bl ade of the screwdriver into theScarcely
visible joint between the bul khead and the pod, and struck
the screwdriver's handl e sharply enough with the crowbar to
make his own wei ghtl ess bodymassjunp. He let the crowbar
Hoat free, grasped the pod | atch, and jerked the screwdriver
down. That w dened the crack enough for himto work one

end of the crowbar into it.

Cent conmp' s screen caught his eye. It read, "Tampering is
strictly Bill stop."

Reis said, "Jan, tell it to open the God-damed pod if it
doesn't want ne to nmess with it."

Jan found the rat; but before she could wite, the screen
read, "Bill, | cannot."

Jan gasped, "Oh, holy God," and it struck Reis that he had
never heard her swear before. He said, "I thought you
couldn't hear us, Centcomp. Wasn't that the story?"

"I truly cannot. Bill, and that is no story. But | monitor conditions



everywhere in the ship. That is my job, and at times | can read your
lips. Particularly yours, Bill. You have very good, clear lip nmotion."

Rei s heaved at the crowbar; tortured netal shrieked.

Jan said, "Centconp will have told Hap. He and Nell are
probably on their way up here right now "

"I have not. Lieutenant van jure."

Reis turned to face the screen. "Is that the truth?"
"You know | amincapable of any deception, Bill. Captain Hop-
good is engaged in a delicate repair. | prefer to take care of this

matter nyself in order that he can proceed w thout any interruption."”

"Wat ch the dogs-the nonment they start going around,
tell nme."

"Al'l right," Jan said. She had already pulled a wench from
t he t ool box.

"Bill, I did not want to tell you this, yet | see | nust."

Reis noved the crowbar to the left and pried again. "What
isit?"

"You said ... ?"

"I said what is it. God damm it! Stop screwi ng around and
stalling. It's not going to do you any good."

"Bill, it really would be better if you did not open that."

Reis made no reply. Pale blue light was |eaking fromthe
med pod through the crack; it |ooked as though there m ght
be a lot of ultraviolet in it, and he turned his eyes away.

"Bill, for your own good, do not do that."
Rei s heaved again on the crowbar, and the |atch broke.

The pod rolled out, and as it did a nearly facel ess thing inside
sat up and caught his neck in skeletal hands. Section Three
filled with the sickening sweetish snells of death and gan-
grene. Reis flailed at the half-dead thing with the crowbar

and its crooked end | aid open a cheek, scattering stinking
bl ood that was nearly bl ack and exposing two rows of yell ow
teeth,

Eveni ng was cl osing on Section Three. N ght's darkness
pressed upon Reis; his hands were nunmb, the crowbar gone.

Jan's wench struck the dead thing' s skull hard enough to

t hrow her beyond the range of Rcis's narrow ng vision. The
bony fingers relaxed a trifle. Reis forced his own arnms be-
tween the dead arns and tore the hands away.

Then Jan was back, her wrench rising and falling again



and again. His crowbar was gone; but the tool box itself was
within reach, with a D-shapcd handl e at one end. Reis

grabbed it and hurled the box at the dead thing. It was heavy
enough to send hi m spinning diagonally across the section

and it struck the head and chest of the dead thing and the
end of the pod as well. For a split second Reis seened to hear
a wailing cry; the pod shot back until its bent and battered
end was al nost flush with the bul khead.

| an screanmed as the airlock swng open; there was a rush

of air and a scorching blue flash. Sonething brushed Reis's
cheek. He could scarcely see, but he snatched at it and his
still-nunmb fingers told himhe held an emergency mask. He
pushed it against his face, shut his eyes, and sucked in oxygen
feeling he drank it Iike wi ne. There was anot her searing burst
of heat.

Long training and good luck put the manual control into
hi s hands; he tore away the safety strap and spun the wheel
Driven by a fifty thousand psi. hydraulic accunulator, the
airl ock door slamred shut, its crash echoing even in the
depl et ed at nosphere of Section Three. Energency air that
Cent conmp could not control hissed though the vents, and
Rei s opened his eyes.

Jan writhed near the airlock door, her uniform snol dering,
one hand and cheek seared. The arm and wel di ng gun of .a
nmobil e unit, sheared off at the second joint, floated not far
fromJan. Reis sprayed her uniformwi th a COg extinguishe
and sneared her face and hand with blue antibacterial cream

"My eyes . she gasped.

"You' ve been flashed,"” Reis told her. He tried to keep his

voi ce | ow and soot hing. "Zapped by an electric arc. Open

them just for a minute, and tell me if you can see anything."

"Alittle."

"Good," he told her. "Now shut them and keep t hem
cl osed. After a while your vision should come back a bit nore,
and when we get hone they can give you a retinal-"

H s own di med sight had failed to note the spinning dogs.
"he hatch to Section Four swung back, and Hap floated in.

H s sunken cheeks and dull eyes carried the hideous stanp

of death, and his novenents were the swift, jerky gestures
of a puppet; but he grinned at Reis and touched his forehead
with the steel rod he carried. "H there, Bill boy."

Nel | Upson followed Hap. Her |ips seemed too short now

to conceal her teeth; it was not until she rai sed her pistol that
Reis felt certain she was not wholly dead. Sid Dawson and

Paul a Iingered at the hatch until Nell waved them forward.

Both were terrified and exhausted, Reis decided. 1 here could

not be much fight left in either-perhaps none.

"You' re supposed to salute your captain. Bill. You didn't
even return mne. If | were running a tight ship, I'd have
iny marine arrest you."



Rei s sal ut ed.

"That's better. A lot of things have changed while you' ve
been out of circulation, Bill. W' ve got three engi nes goi ng.
W'l | have a fourth up in another forty-eight hours, and we
only needed six to break away fromthe inner planets. Qut
where we are now, four should be plenty. And that's not
all-we've got nore air and food per crewnan now t han we

had when we left Earth."

Reis said, "Then there's no reason we can't continue the
m ssion. "

"Wy to go, Bill! Know what's happened to this old ship

of ours?"

Reis shrugged. "I think so, alittle. But tell ne."

"We' ve been seized, Bill boy. Taken over, possessed. It isn't

Centconmp-did you think it was Centconp? And it sure as
hell ain't me. It's something el se, a denon or what they cal
an elermental, and it's in ne, and in Centconp, and in you

too. Whatever you want to call it, it's the thing that created
the Flying Dutchman and so on, centuries ago. W're the first
ghost ship of space. You're not buying this, are you. Bill boy?"

"No," Reis told him

"But it's the truth. There's a ship headed for us, it's comng
fromEarth right nowl bet you didn't know that. | wonder
just how long they'll be able to see us."

Reis spat. The little grey-brown gl obe of phlegmdrifted
toward Hap, who appeared not to notice it. "Bullshit," Reis
sai d.

Nel | leveled her pistol. The synthetic ruby lens at the end
of the barrel caught the light for a nonent, winking like a
bal ef ul eye.

"Can | tell you what's really happened?" Reis asked.
"Sure. Be ny guest."

"Centconp's brought back you and Nell at any and all cost,
because that's what you programed it to do. You were both
too far gone, but Centconp did it anyway. You've suffered

a lot of brain damage, | think-you nmove like it-and | don't

t hi nk you can keep going nuch longer. If you hit a dead
man's armw th a couple of electrodes, his nmuscles will junp;
but not forever."

Hap grinned again, mrthlessly. "Go on, Bill boy."

"Every tinme you | ook at yourself, you see what you are-

what you' ve becone-and you can't face it. So you' ve nade

up this crazy story about the ghost ship. A ghost ship explains
a dead captain and a dead crew, and a ghost ship never really
dies; it goes on sailing forever."



Rei s paused. As he had hoped, the minute reaction created

by the act of spitting was causing himto Boat, ever so slowy,
away from Hap and Nell. Soon he woul d be caught in the

draft fromthe main vent. It would nove himto the left,

toward the Section Two hatch; and if neither changed po-
sition, Nell would be alnost in back of Hap

"Now are you still going to court-martial ne?" he asked.
As he spoke, fresh cool air fromthe vent touched his cheek

Hap said, "Hell, no. Not if-"

Nel |'s boot was reaching for the edge of the Section Four
hatch; in a moment nore she would kick off fromit. It was
now or never.

Reis's hand closed hard on the tube of antibacterial cream

A thick thread of bright blue cream shot into the space before
Hap and Nell and withed there like a living thing-a spectra
nmonster or a tangle of blue maggots.

Nell fired.

The cream popped and spattered |ike grease in an over-
heated skillet, wapping itself in dense black snoke. Al arms
sounded. Through bill owi ng snoke, Reis saw Dawson dart
toward the airlock control

Reis's feet touched the bul khead; he kicked backward,

going for Hap in a long, fast |leap. Hap's steel bar caught his
right forearm He heard the snap of breaki ng bone as he

went spinning through the rapidly closing Section Four

hatch. A rush of air nearly carried himback into Three.

Then sil ence, except for the whisper fromthe vents. The
:larms had stopped ringing. The hatch was cl osed; it had
dosed automatically, of course, when Centconp's detectors
had picked up the snmoke from the burning cream closed
just slowy enough to permit a crewnan to get clear

H s right armwas broken, although the pain seened re-

mote and dull. He went to Section Four's emergency | ocker

and found a sling for it. It would not be safe to get in a ned
pod, he decided, even if Hap was gone; not until sonebody

repr ogramred Cent conp.

The hat chdogs spun. Reis | ooked around for somethi ng

that could be used as a weapon, though he knew that his
position was probably hopeless if either Hap or Nell had
survived. There was a toolbox in this |ocker too, but his arm
sl owed himdown. He was still westling with the stretcher
when the hatch opened and Dawson cane t hrough

Reis smled. "You made it."

Dawson nodded sl owly without speaking. Jan entered; her
eyes were closed, and Paul a gui ded her with one hand.

Reis sighed. "You were able to catch hold of sonething.



That's good, | was worried about you. Paula too."

Jan said, "Sid saved nme. He reached out and snagged ne
as | flew past, otherwise |I'd be out there in space. Paul a saved
hersel f, but Hap and Nell couldn't. It was just |ike you said:

they didn't have enough coordination left. You were counting
on that, weren't you? That Nell couldn't hit you, couldn't
shoot very well any nore."

"Yes," Reis admitted. "Yes, | was, and | didn't think Hap
could swat nme with that steel bar; but | was wong."

Jan said, "It doesn't matter now " She was keeping her eyes
shut, but tears |eaked from beneath their I|ids.

"No, it doesn't. Hap and Nell are finally dead-truly dead

and at rest. Sid, | never thought a hell of a lot of you, and
| guess | let it show sonetimnes; but you saved Jan and you
saved the ship. Hell, you saved us all. Al of us owe you our
lives."

Dawson shook his head and | ooked away. " Show hi m
Paul a. "

She had taken sonet hi ng shining, sonething about the size
of a small notepad, fromone of her pockets. Wrdl essly, she
held it up.

And Reis, looking at it, staring into it for a second or nore
bef ore he turned away, |ooked into horror and despair.

It was a mrror.

* kK

400
The Most Beautiful Wman on the Wrl d

"The Most Beautiful Whrman on the World" copyright 1987 by Gene
Wl fe; first appeared in the 1987 Di scl ave program book

* kK

THERE were only three nmen in the shack. They sat close to

the table, all three; perhaps it was nmerely that each wi shed
to be near the others, or in the candle's rich, golden |ight.
Garcia was tall, |lean, and handsome, w th deep-set, intelligent
eyes.

Hoong | ooked i ke a m ddl ewei ght westler, which as it
happened he had once been. His broad face was a scul ptured
mask in which only his darting gl ance seened to live.

Davi s cannot be described so easily. He was shorter than
Garcia, taller than Hoong. Hi s reddi sh hair had been

bl eached bl ond by the sun. His snall features |ooked sun-
burned, though not badly, and traces of white, protective



cream coul d be seen in the convolutions of his ears. He | eaned
forward, listening intently to Garcia, whose slow, cadent voice
made itself heard without difficulty above the keening of the
wi nd out si de.
"It is we men," Garcia said, "who are the true ronantics.

W see a girl, she stares at the ground, afterward we observe
her studying a wedding gown in a dressmaker's w ndow. Ah,

we say, how romantic, what a tender thing is a wonan's
heart!"

Hoong nodded wi t hout speaki ng.

"And it is so. The hearts of wonen are tender and easily
br oken, and there are men-we know t hem who enj oy

hearing the little chimes of the hearts as they break. But
romance froma woman? Bah! Not hi ng."

This time it was Davis who nodded. Hoong remarked, "Just
the sane, wonen all tell you that they're too romantic."
"But it proves ny point," Garcia insisted. "When everyone

says it is true of them they cannot know what it is. Men know
what it neans, courage, and so not all say that they are brave.
| give you that exanple. As easily |I could give you a hundred,
in the name of God. No, every wonan wants a good husband

so she will not have to work, six beautiful children she can
spoil and order about. She listens at the wi ndow when we

sing to her and hopes her neighbors listen too, so they wll
know we have cone. But if there were no nei ghbors, she

woul d care nothing that we canme. She preserves our foolish
letters, to be sure. They may be of use in the court, and they
are in addition the proofs of her prowess. You have your

di ploma still, m anigo?"

Hoong said, "Wth nmy uncle. He's keeping a footl ocker for
ne."

"So do wonen preserve our letters. Let ne tell you of a
man | knew once. He married in the church a lovely girl
because she had a certain way of |ooking at him and little
breasts |i ke doves. Her famly owned sone | and al so, though
it was no better than this. For the cerenbny he gave her a
fine horse, a Barbary stallion. Her name was Catalina."

Hoong remarked, "I thought you said it was a stallion.”
He spoke in such a way that no one could have known
whet her he was j oki ng.

"Catalina was the girl, cabron,” Garcia expl ained without
rancor, "the horse Estarnpido." Drafts had covered the ta-

bletop with sifted red dust, alnmost invisible until it was dis-
turbed. Garcia noistened a finger and wote Catalina in the
dust. "She told nme she had dreaned of such a one. | wi shed

to wake her."
"Surely it's romantic," Hoong said, "to dreamof a horse."

Garcia snorted. "If you are another horse, perhaps. For
Estampido | found a fine white mare to be his wife, though



the carabineros did not like it and there were difficulties."

Davis said, "I once knew a woman who had been narried
to a geol ogi st who al ways dreaned of one particular castle."

"Bravo!" Garcia grinned; when he grinned, his nouth be-
cane a sharp V. "There you have the true romance, the
romance of the male-for a woman it would have been a

pal ace, a place of luxury without defiance."

"I met himnyself a fewtines." Davis |eaned back, staring
at the underside of the roof as though he saw a nearly for-
gotten face anong its green thernmosetting corrugations. "He
was a big redhead; they were both redheads. Is there a thing
about women that makes them i ke nen who | ook Iike their

br ot her s?"

"Their fathers,"” Hoong told him

"She said he used to talk about it every so often. One of

the towers had fallen, she said, and he'd tell her how they
were going to fix it, how they'd make the foundation a | ot
stronger. It had col | apsed because of an earthquake, | think."

Garci a nodded. "For a geol ogi st that would be natural."

"And he talked a | ot about the walls. They had sone kind

of systemthat let themadd to the walls again and agai n, over
and over, parapet above parapet. That was what she called
them It was all red rock, she said. Sonething |ike that.

"He told her about the people too-the people who Iived

in the castle. There was a Master of Archers who shot agai nst
hi m soneti nmes; he said this head archer was a dead shot, but
nostly he beat himin the end. And there was one certain

old man that polished some gold bow s and platters and
tended the denon, or whatever it was that |ived under the
vault; he said maybe it was a god like the one that the Bible
calls Ml och, or Ansenef, the blood-drinker from Egypt."
Garcia said, "The husband was the lord of this castle?"
"Sometines. Sonetines his father's ghost came. Then his
father was the overlord, and Sigrid' s husband al ways asked
for his advice and always took it. In the castle there wasn't
much di fference between a live man and his ghost, she said.”
Hoong said, "Maybe they were all ghosts, huh?"

Davi s | ooked at himsharply. "Wre you ever there?"

"In this guy's dream castl e?" Hoong shrugged. "I don't

know. You'd have to ask him"

Garcia said softly, "No, am go, Captain Hoong has never
been there. But you have, | think. So it was a real castle after

all?"

Davi s nodded, the novenent of his head so slight as to be

nearly inperceptible. "In a way it was. He cane back from
a field trip down the rift. She said she could tell right away
t hat somet hi ng was wong. | guess maybe she ki ssed hi m and

sat in his lap. That was how she acted with ne when |I was
feeling dusty."



"As you are feeling now, poor little one. | nyself prefer
bl ondes, and should | marry again that is what | wll have.
But it is no small thing to | ose a woman one | oves."

"I just wish | could show her to you. She had bl ue eyes,

li ke the sky back home, and the | ongest |egs you've ever seen
The Iine of her legs was just so graceful and tender-know
what | mean? No artist could have programmed it. She had
freckles all over. She hated them and said they were ugly,
and she put some kind of goop on themto make them i ghter

But they were pretty, really. Wen she soaked in the tub, it

| ooked |i ke she was sprinkled with little rubies. It was |ike
she bel onged to some other kind of people, not white or

bl ack or anything el se we know about. | used to try to get
her to stand up; sonetimes she woul d, but she always had a
little apron for herself, you know? In 'front, nmade out of
bubbl es. "

Hoong whi stl ed sharply and tunel essly, his face as bl ank
as ever.

"She was the npbst beautiful woman on the world, and
told her that over and over. | don't think she ever really
believed | was serious."

Garci a nodded. "Fortunate for you she did not. But you
say the husband's castle was a real place? You have not said
anyt hi ng about that, only that he was disturbed."”

"That's right." Davis paused. "After three or four days,

she said, he started tal king about it; then he wouldn't shut
up or tal k about anything else. She said he acted, too, as if
he hadn't told her about his dreans at all; now he told her
agai n, begi nning back when he was a kid. She said he told

her things he hadn't nentioned before, besides the old
dreans. He told her a |lot about hunting w th hawks, except
the birds weren't hawks-she couldn't say just what they

were. | asked what he'd called them but she couldn't re-
nmenber .

"Then he said he was going there again and he wanted

her to come with him She wasn't authorized, but he had a

ot of pull. The tech who usually went got sick | eave, and he
and Sigrid took the creeper.™

Hoong said, "Pretty dangerous for a gasper. Did she know
her way around?"

"She'd had Basic; everybody had to take it, back when she
cane. But that was all." Davis paused again. "She got back
all right."

Garcia had been inspecting his nails in the light fromthe
candl e. They were short but very dirty, and he began to

scrape beneath themwi th a bit of sharp nmetal he fished from
a pocket. "She canme back all right. But he did not, this field
man, this geologist with the so-beautiful wfe."

"No," Davis said. "He didn't conme back at all."



"But he had no help in that fromyou?"

Davi s shook his head. "I wasn't even there. | was way up
in the snow | ands. Everybody knew that."

"I woul d hope so, for your sake."
Hoong asked, "What about the castle?"

"They went a long way down the rift. I went nyself later

and it was over a hundred kilonmeters. You know how it is-
days aren't nuch over an hour |ong when the sun's clear of
both rinms, and there are nore shades of red in the rock than
anybody's got names for; but norning and evening seemlike
they go on forever, with everything shadow and al nost

bl ack." He paused. "That's when people see | eapers, they
say." After a nonent he added, "I never saw one myself."

"I have," Hoong told him "I was doing a survey, me and

an operator, Rosa sonething-she wasn't black but one of

those dark girls that sweat all the tine." He shot a gl ance
toward Garcia, but if the tall nman felt the hit he did not show
it.

"W were setting up, and this Rosa was putting together

a signal pole. A couple hundred neters ahead was a side
canyon, and the sun was right there, shining between the
cliffs. The | eaper junped across so | saw it against the face
of the sun. It |ooked black, but naturally anything would
have."

Davis said, "Was it |ike an ape? Sonebody | knew said hers
| ooked nore like a big ape than anything el se, except there
were too many arns."

"It |ooked like sone kind of cat to ne," Hoong told him

"It didn't look so big at that distance, but we went up there
| ater and checked out the cliffs, and it must've been bigger

than a tiger." For an instant the lids of his dark eyes flew
wide in atiger's fierce stare. "Anyhow, | told Rosa what |'d
seen, and we spent a couple of hours scouting around; but

we didn't find anything."

Garcia was still cleaning his nails. "Superstition. What
woul d they eat?"

"Who said they have to eat?"

"Then how woul d they | eap, m am go? Even you will con-
cede that energy is required.”

"Only if they have mass. And anywhere you' ve got sunlight
you' ve got energy."

Davis cleared his throat, and Garcia glanced up fromhis

nails. "You have your own theory, | take it. Is it the vast cities
beneath the ground? That is what sone believed before the

sonic tests."

Davi s shook his head. "You' re not eating, Garcia. But



you' re expendi ng energy."

Garcia opened his nouth to reply, then shut it again and
pushed out his lower lip. At length he nmuttered, 'Stored for
so | ong? Perhaps. Quien sabeT

"Anyhow, " Hoong continued, "both of us heard it that
night. Sometines it how ed and sonetines it screamed. A | ot
was |i ke howing and screamni ng together."

"El viento."

"Crap," Hoong said. "Nobody pays attention to the wi nd.
You get so you tune it out. Besides, we could hear the w nd
too, when we listened, and this was different."

"As you wi sh. You said that you yourself saw this castle,
am go' ?"

"That's right. After Sigrid told me about it, | nade her

take me out there. It wasn't easy, but we traded a man | knew
out of a day's use of his vehicle. W had to pronise we'd say
we'd stolen it if we got caught."

Garcia grinned. "And woul d you have said that?"

"Hell, no. At least | wouldn't have. Sigrid would have,

maybe. It was one of the half-tracked creepies, a bullet on a
good surface and dig itself in up to the floorboards in sand
or dust. W were nost of the day getting there, and nost of
the night getting back."

"But when you were there? \Wat did you see?"

"Not what she'd seen, that's for sure. Just a big red rock
sticking out of the side of the rift. It was ragged on top, so
it did look a bit like a castle if you shut your eyes a little.
there were columms sticking up fromthe top. You know what

| mean? Left by the erosion. Some of them had fallen over."

"So you went up to look."

"That's right," Davis said, "we clinbed the walls. Sigrid
didn't want to, but | talked her into it. She'd been up there
with her husband-that's what she'd told nme-so | made her

cone with nme. To tell the truth, | thought that if | left her
down on the floor alone she'd take the creepy and run off
init; she was that scared. Ten to one she'd have gotten stuck
and maybe we'd both have died."

"Whi ch woul d not have been desirable, certainly. Doubtless
she knew the best slope as well. Was it a bad clinb?"

"Yeah, it was-alnost up to the toplands. The air got thin

as hell. A couple tines | was afraid she was going to pass out,
and once | thought | was. | had us roped together, though
Do you chink they'll ever really nmake it rain?"

Hoong nodded. "Sure. But we won't be around to see it."



"I guess not. Listen, there really isn't anything left to tell
W got up there, and it was one hell of a clinb. When we

got our breath, we wal ked all around-it was pretty big-

and saw a whol e bunch of rocks with funny shapes, and then

we rappell ed back down. Cetting down was a | ot easier than
climbing up."

"And that's all?" Hoong asked. "Just funny rocks? | don't
bel i eve you."

Davi s shrugged. "I can't help that. That was it. Some of
the rocks had marks on them but they didn't mean anything,
Aey were just black marks, like there was coal in them or

somet hi ng. They wouldn't rub off."
"Pi ctures?" Garcia suggested.

"No. Mostly just wiggly lines. If you | ooked | ong enough
you coul d see snakes, and faces and things, but you can do
that if you | ook | ong enough at anything, even real witing."

"Pi ctographs,” Hoong said. "Want to see me wite nmy nane

i n Chinese? My grandfather showed nme." He noistened a
finger as Garcia had earlier and sketched the character in
t he bl ood-col ored dust.

"I't wasn't rmuch like that," Davis said. "Mre |like Arabic,
or maybe Hebrew. But | can't read them so how would I
know?"

Garcia spat into the corner. "As you knew what you saw
was not witing, | suppose.”

"Listen, | had her husband's old hamrer. You know t hose
things? It had a head like a real hanmer's on one side and

a chisel blade on the other; 1 used the chisel and split one of
t hose rocks, and there were nore marks inside."

"No doubt the senor would have said that it was a petrified
book, and you opened its pages-possibly for the first tine

inamllion years. The worman saw no nore than you
your sel f?"

"That's right."

"You know," Hoong said slowy, "I'msurprised she doesn't

try to help you now, if she really |oved you."

"She liked me. | was crazy about her-1 told you that-

and | guess | got her on the bounce. She was afraid to sleep
alone, all that stuff. But she loved nme after a while; | know
she did."

Garci a whi spered, "Yet perhaps not quite so rmuch when
you had made her clinb?"

"More than ever then," Davis told them "She's dead, al
right? | don't want to tal k about her any nore."

As if he had not heard Hoong asked, "Wy should she



| ove you when you made her do sonething she didn't want
to do?"

"Because she did," Davis said. "She wanted to just as mnuch
as | did-nore. But she needed sonebody to nake her do

it. She needed ne to say conme on, Sigrid, we can't back out
now, quit horsing around and do it. Haven't either of you
ever known a woman in your |ives?"

"But the lovely Sigrid is dead? She fell, perhaps, while you
were clinmbing down?"

"No, she died in bed, back in the city. W were in bed
together, and I didn't kill her. That was what sone of them
said, but there wasn't a nmark on her; or anyway there wasn't
when the M E. exami ned her."

Garcia nodded. "We will return to that, | think. But was
it while you were clinbing down that she saw the | eaper?”

"I didn't say she'd seen one. | never said that."

"Ah, but certainly you did, m amgo. You said it was by
twilight that they were seen, and when you spoke of one who
had seen one, you enployed the fem nine. W are not nen

of genius, perhaps, Hoong and ne. Still, we are not fools. It
was while you were clinbing down?"

"No. It was while we were still up on the castle."

"You said that was near the topland. Twilight there is not
[ ong. "

"There was still bright sunshine up there," Davis admitted,
"but it was nearly dark down in the rift. She | ooked over the
wall. There were a lot of formations that were |ike walls-

you know, strata that had been tipped on end by geol ogica
pressure and conmbed out by erosion.”

"And thus | ooking down she saw it-perhaps it was thunb-
ing its nose at her. You said it had many arns."

"That's right, but she wasn't sure how many-four at |east,

she said. Maybe six. It was junping fromrock to rock as if

it was coming up to join us. Except that it didn't, it never got
there. Or-"

He fell silent. Garcia said softly, "W

"O if it did we couldn't see it. I've thought about that
sometines-what if you can't see themup close?" He gl anced
at Hoong. "Does that nake any sense?"

"Sure, Camouflage can be like that, sometines."”

"Anyway, | |ooked down, but | couldn't see it... and then
we waited. W didn't have any weapons, just the hamer."

"I want to know what it was she told you."
Davi s nodded as though Hoong had read his thoughts and



he, Davis, had expected themto be read. "Up there was where
she told nost of it, while we were waiting. Before it had just
been odds and ends, about her husband's dream and her

going out there with him 1'd known she was frightened of

the place, but before then | hadn't really understood why.

"They had cone out in the creeper, not taking quite so

much time to get there as we had. She said npbst of that section
was still in deep shadow, but just as they drove up the sunlight
it the castle, running down the sides of the towers-the big
stone shafts-like wildfire and Iighting the battlenments. Her
husband poi nted out each tower to her and told her sone-

thing about its history. They hadn't had to clinb the way we
did, with pitons and so forth; there had been a path up the
side of the cliff.

"She said she thought she had been hypnotized, although

she was never conscious of it, and she didn't think her hus-
band had done it consciously either. But while they clinbed
the path he kept talking to her, kept telling her things, and
as he talked the red rock formati on she'd seen di sappeared.
Wien we' d cone, it had | ooked kind of like a real castle from
the bottomof the rift; it was only when we'd clinmbed up that
we saw it wasn't a real castle at all

"But when she and her husband had cone, it went the

ot her way. The closer they got, the nore castle-like it | ooked,
until she could see the sentinels on the walls, she said, tal
and wapped in dark red cl oaks, and banners with hairy tails
like wol ves, so light it seemed like they floated in that thin
air. There were ports in the walls like for gates or w ndows,
and she saw shapes pacing back and forth like the lions in a
z00.

"Then she | ooked again, and it wasn't really a castle at all
She said it was like the time her fol ks had taken her to Mam
nmot h Cave when she was a kid, and at first she'd thought it
was just a hole like the nei ghborhood kids dug sonetimes in

the side of a hill; but when they got inside, she understood
that their little caves were just bad copies of this, and this was
the real thing, mllions of years older than any kid and ful

of power and magic. That's what she said.

"That was what she saw gripping the cliff face then-the

thing that all the castles and forts on Earth had been copied
from It was a ship, she said, and it was an enblem Ri ght
then she knew it could cone into your dreans if it wanted

to, and you couldn't stop it, and she knew it was too old ever
to die.

"Somet hing came fluttering toward them she said, like a
pigeon flies on Earth. It had four wings |ike a dragonfly's,
and a circle of topaz eyes around a pointed head; when it
got close to them the head bloomed |like a flower, and the
petals were edged with needl e teeth.

"She said her husband whistled to it. Wiistle was as near

as she could cone to the noise he nmade. She said she'd never
heard anybody whistle like that, and she'd never thought
anybody could. The flying thing | anded on the crown of his



head |ike a helmet then. It put all four wi ngs down over his
cheeks and his neck. It put its head under one wing, and it
seened like it was whispering in his ear

"She was al nost too scared to speak, but she said, 'Jack
what's that? What is that thing? And he turned and answered
her, but it was in sone | anguage she didn't understand.

"He took her hand then, gently she said, and pointed. The
castl e was sticking out what you call a natural bridge to them
sticking out a long, narrow tongue of rock that fell away at

t he edges but | ooked pretty strong down the m ddl e. When

it got to the path, her husband stepped out onto it."

"Madre de di os! What happened next ?"

"He tried to pull her after him And she wanted to cone,
she said. But when she tried to step out onto the bridge, her

foot went right on through it. She nearly fell, and she jerked
back as hard as she could. He called out to her just |like any
man would if he'd seen his wife alnost fall like that. But he

didn't call Sigrid. He called her sonething el se, something
she said she could never tw st her nouth enough to pro-
nounce. But she knew it was her nane."

"She turned away and ran down the path, but soon it wasn't
really a path at all, she was just scranbling and slipping, she
said, down the lower part of the cliff. It wasn't until she was
in the crawl er that she knew she'd sprained her right wist.
She tried to neutralize the deadl ock with her right hand the
regul ar way, and it hurt so rmuch she couldn't get it. She had
to reach across to do it and start the engine.

"That was when she spotted the | eaper. It was keeping just
ahead of the sunlight racing down the cliff face, and it | ooked
i ke the shadow of an ape with too nany arnmns.

"Then it was gone, she said, as if the light had caught up

with it and it had hidden in some crack in the red rock Iike

t he ot her shadows. She shut the crawl er's bubble and jerked

out the throttle. She could have stalled it, | guess, but it was
a good nachi ne. She got back all right."

"But subsequently died," Garcia said dryly. "Died in the
bed with you, no? How much after, anigo? A year, perhaps?"

Davi s shook his head. "Couple of nonths."

Hoong asked, "What was the mark?"

Davi s did not answer.

"You said there weren't any marks on her when the nedica
exam ner saw her. So there was one before that. Wat was

it, and how d you got rid of it? You mght as well tell us."

"A hand," Davis said. "It was the nmark of a red hand, a
big hand with Iong fingers."

"Ah!" Garcia chuckled. "Around her throat, am go?"



"No, not on her neck." Davis spoke slowy, as nmen do when

they force thenselves to recall things they would sooner for-

get. "It was on her right hand, just |ike somebody w th bl ood

on his hand had shaken hands with her. | tried to wash it

off. For a real long tine | scrubbed at it. Finally | even rubbed
some of the cream she put on her freckles on it. But the
creamdidn't work, either."”

"Yet the nedical examiner failed to see it. | find that in-
teresting.”

"I got out the big knife she used to chop vegetables with.
| thought maybe | could scrape it off her hand." Davis spread
hi s own hands in appeal

"OF course," Garcia said. "But that too was ineffective?"

"I'd had this dreamthat night-I dreaned she hadn't got-
ten away fromhim and he was pulling and pulling, stronger

all the time, taking her with him | had her other hand, and
| tried to follow them but | slipped, the stone bridge was
like glass, and | fell, and the | eaper was down in the rift

wai ting for ne.

"So when it wouldn't scrape off, either, | tried to cut it off,
except | couldn't." He turned toward Hoong, desperate for
reassurance. "l tried and tried, but I was just hacking her

up. | thought dead people didn't bleed, but she bled and
bl ed. God, what a ness!"”

Hoong nodded. "Sure. Bound to be."

"Then | tried to cut her whole hand off. | pulled her

partway off the bed, so | could lay her armon the fl oor and
chop at it. That didn't work either. It's not as easy as they
make it | ook on the nets."

Hoong said, "A machete, that's what you needed."

"Or a hatchet, amigo." Garcia's eyes were sad, though half
a smle played about his lips.

"But | got it in the end. | checked a power saw out of the

tool room and took it back to our place. | wapped her hand

in a couple of towels and dropped it in the incinerator. They
never found it. Everything they saw was nine, and there wasn't a
mark on her." He struck the table with his fist.

No one spoke.

"Anyway, that's why |I'mhere," Davis said.

Garci a nodded to hinmsel f.

"I think it got her scent when we went back. She died that
night in bed; maybe it got nmine then. Did | tell you?"

Nei t her man answered him The silence thickened until it
seened to fill the dark corners of the shack and press agai nst



the candle flane |ike snpke.

At | ast Hoong said, "Whatever happened to your wife,
Pepe? To Catalina?"

Garci a shook hinself as though wakening froman evil

dream "He tranpled her," he whispered. "That black stal -
lion, that big Estanpido. He tranpl ed her one hot afternoon
toward the end of August."

Hoong told Davis, "The guys train those stallions to fight
down there just like you'd train a Doberman. The stallion
goes for you when his trainer gives the signal."

Seeing Davis's face, Garcia took himby the shoul der. "Her
heart, amigo. He tranpled upon her little heart, that is what
| meant to say, when she watched hi m nmount the mare. The
heart of a wonman is such a fragile thing, so easily broken."

Qut side and far away, something shrieked | ouder than the
keeni ng of the dust-laden w nd.

* kK

415
The Tal e of the Rose and the N ghtingale (And What Cane of It)

"The Tal e of the Rose and the Ni ghtingale (and Wat Cane of It)" copy-
right 1988 by Gene Wlfe; first appeared in Arabesques edited by Susan

Shwart z.
* k%

"TUM turn, tunp!" sang the new storyteller's drum "TUMPTY,
turn, turn, tup!"

And Ali ben Hassan, the beggar boy, who sonetines clained

his true name was Ali Baksheesh, the boy Ali who was-it was
sometines reported-nore thief than beggar, turned to | ook

The new recounter of old tales was young and handsone, his

beard as brown as a chestnut; there was a pistol of Fez (which is
where they nake the best ones) in his sash and a smile on his |ips.

Ali ceased to pester a canel driver and dashed past the

potter's stall to squat beside the storyteller and extend cupped
hands. "Baksheesh!" Ali whined. "Mst noble |lord, sultan of
story! Ailaho A alam | have not hi ng-not hi ng!"

"What!" exclainmed the storyteller, continuing to tap his
l[ittle drumwith his fingers. "You say you have not hi ng, but
first beg the indul gence of Allah for telling lies? You won't
get fat like that."

"But, prince of parable, | desire to see those gardens of l|asting
delight which Allah-the Creator! the Ever Beneficent!-
reserves for the faithful. Howaml to do so if | tell [ies?"

"By lying to Allah, | suppose.™



"Master of nystery!" protested Ali. "Master of history! Far
be it fromyou to say such a thing. | did not hear it."

"Nor did | hear your inportunate demand for baksheesh,™"
the storyteller replied calmy, still tapping his drum

"Do not all good Moslens give alnms?" Ali raised his voice.
"Ailaho A'alam' | have nothing!"

"It istruly witten that none shall starve," replied the sto-
ryteller. "Tell me what it is you have, and possibly |I may give
you sonet hing-though it will not be noney."

"I have three things," Ali answered eagerly. "Harken, O
raja of romance, and | shall enunerate themno, four! By
the Beard! Four! For | have this clout, which conceals ny
private parts-"

"Whi ch may remain so."

"My turban, ny lice, and you! Is it not witten that food
nete to each shall be appointed to hinf? You-"

"No," interrupted the storyteller. "It is not."

"-have surely been appointed by the Mst Conpassionate
to feed me. Are you a scholar? And so young?"

"I"d a good nmaster," the storyteller said. "Millah |brahim
the Wse, that holy man."

"To teach you to tell stories in the bazaar? Wat are you
going to give nme?"

"A story, of course. |I've one to give, and you' ve ears in
which to receive it. And perhaps if | tell you a story, others
will conme to listen as well."

The Tale of the Rose and the
Ni ghti ngal e

Long, long ago (so the storyteller began) there blooned in

t he pasha's garden a lovely white rose, the nost beautifu
flower ever seen. Her waist was a date palmin the wind, her
breasts twin white doves, her hips the saddle of a nmilk-white
dromedary without flaw, her face the noon; the perfunme of

her linmbs filled the whol e garden, and her flesh shone |ike
sil ver.

Al'i nodded, knowing that in a story a flower might readily
be a woman.

Alittle brown nightingale wandered into the garden (so

the storyteller continued) in search of a mate. He beheld the
white rose and fell hopelessly in love with her. He began to
build a palace for her in the mulberry tree, and each ni ght
he serenaded her fromits lowest linb, songs filled with pas-
sion and parting, songs sorrowful, and songs that wept wth
so nmuch joy that the stars bent to listen. "/ |ove you-you-



you!" he sang. "Only you! Oh, be ny bridel™

And the rose nodded on her stem and smled, and at | ast
sent a message by a noth: "Cone closer, 0 nmy dearest love," it
ran. "But cone not too near."

The little nightingale was mad with delight. So beat his

heart in his tiny bosomthat it seemed it nust soon burst. She
| oves me! he thought; and he sang, "You love ne! You | ove ne!
You | ove ne!" Fools may believe it was but the soft w nd that
caressed the garden, but the nightingale knew better, and so
do |I. The rose nodded on her stem and he fluttered for joy.

A stranger had conme into the bazaar, an old man whose

eyes were always shut, who felt out his path with a long white
stick. The boy, Ai, had been too intent on the story to notice
himat first; but he caught sight of himas the storyteller said
joy, for this old man was feeling his way past the potter's stall,
t appi ng each pot with his stick

"Here, venerable one," quickly cried the potter, fearful his
wares night be broken. "Permit a wetched man of clay to
gui de you." He took the old man by the el bow. "Where do

you desire to go, venerable one?"

"I heard a story told," answered the old man. "Or rat her,

| heard the speech of a storyteller, for now!l hear it no nore.
Once, O my brother, it was my only pleasure to read that

whi ch is sacred, heeding nought else, and | did so till | had

| earned every verse as no man since. (bserving that | had

no more need for them the Al Seeing One put out ny eyes.

Now | munbl e his verses in the dark-but hear storytellers,
sonetimes. "

"What wi sdom " cried the potter. "Hear him 0 you sons

of the Moslens! Here's the storyteller, venerable one. Please
to be seated.”

"Thank you, ny brother,"
your clay gently."

replied the old man. "Thunp

The nightingale flew to a honeysuckl e bush near the rose
and sang again, and when he had finished his song, a crysta
drop of dew fell fromthe rose

"Why do you weep, lovely one?" inquired the nightingale.
"Was, ny song so sad?"

"Because | amto be uprooted tonorrow, " answered the

rose. "Because | amnot red. Today, O ny lover, while you
slept, | heard the pasha instructing our gardener. A red rose
of Isfahan is to take nmy place, for the pasha does not I|ike
white roses.”

At this the little nightingale wept too, and for the rest of
the night his songs were the saddest he knew, filled with I ove
unrequi ted and | overs sundered by deat h.

As dawn cane he said to the rose, "I would save you if |



could; but I no nore than you can prevail against the m ght
of the pasha. May | have one kiss? | shall count it nost sacred
for the remainder of my tinme upon earth.”

The rose shook her dew wei ghed head as she stared at the
ground, ou are certain to tear yourself on my thorns," she
sai d.

But the nightingale cared not a copper for that. At once

he flewto the rose's stemand pressed his lips to hers; and
as he drew away, his bright eyes noticed a single fleck of
scarl et on one of the rose's outernost petals.

"Ch, look!" he cried. "See this! My kiss, has left a red spot
there. If we were to kiss a thousand tines, dearest Rose, you
woul d be a red rose, and so might live."

"That dot of scarlet is your own heart's blood," the rose
told him "It is there because you tore your wing on ny
thorns, just as | feared."

"One drop is nothing," cried the little nightingale, for he
knew t hen what he nust do. Taking wing and flying to a
di zzyi ng height, he plunged into the rosebush, where he was
torn |like one who suffers the Death of a Thousand Cuts.

Bl eedi ng everywhere, he fluttered above the rose.

"That's a very sad story," said Ali, who was approaching
that age at which young nmen desire wonmen and so cone to
ruin. "But a beautiful one too. I'lIl renmenber it for a |ong
tinme."

"There's nore," the old man whi spered. "l've heard this
tal e before-we nust di scover what becane of them both."

In the hour that foll ows the nmorning prayer (continued

the storyteller) the gardener cane into the garden with his
spade; he set its blade to the root of the'rosebush, paying no
heed at all to the dead bird lying there. But before he had
dug deep, he noticed that one single white rose was splattered
and dotted everywhere with scarlet.

"How odd!" he said to himself. And then, "But how | ovel y!

By theJannat al-Na'im For the honor of all gardeners, such
a bush nust not be destroyed. What am |l to do?" And so

when he had thought upon the matter for a tinme, he dug up

t he rosebush indeed, and planted a red rose of Isfahan in
its place as his master had ordered him But he carried the
bush that bore the rose the little nightingale had |oved to a
part of the garden where few ever cane, and dug a goodly
hole for its roots there. Into this hole, he cast the body of
the dead bird he had found in his garden, and he repl anted

t he rosebush on top of it.

Since that day, nost of its bl ossons have been crinson-

the hue of old blood. But once in each year, always at the

full of the last nmoon of sunmer, the bush bears a white rose
spotted and dotted everywhere with scarlet; and it is said that
he who picks that rose may choose any | ove he w shes for so



long as the rose remains unwi thered, and hold her forever

After this, the storyteller recounted nany anot her strange
tale, such as that of Yunus the Scribe and Walid bin Sahl

that of CGharib and his brother Ajib, that of the Gty of Brass,
and that of the Four Accused. Listeners came and went, idlers
and porters, sherbet vendors, shopkeepers, soldiers, and the
boatmen of the Nile. But always Aii and the old nan re-

mai ned where they were, and though they put nothing in

the storyteller's bowl, he did not conplain of them

At length the hour drew near when the gates are shut, and
there was no one left to listen but Ali and the old nman. Then
Ali said, "O master of myth, you have given nme far nore

than | expected. Wat gold is |like your words! | shall ask no
nmore-but if | were to ask nore, | would ask that you tel

your tale of the Rose and the Ni ghtingal e again before we

go to our beds."

The storyteller feigned to make a salaam "I wll indee:
tell it yet again," he said, "though upon sone other day. Aiit-

1 am happy to hear you liked it so well, for to ny own mind

it possesses every nerit a tale requires, of which fantasy, color
and pathos are the chief."

The old man conbed his white beard with his fingers. "It

has another," said he, "one you have not touched upon: that
of truth. For it is indeed witten that such a bush grows in
t he pasha's garden.™

"What!" exclainmed the boy Ali. "Wiy, 1'd give my life to
see it!"

The blind old man nodded. "And so would I, boy. So woul d
I. It does indeed."

"I wouldn't," said the storyteller. "For | have found that
I"'mable to net |oves enough without magic. And as for hol d-
ing themforever, who but a madman would wish it? Yet |

too would like to see a magic rose if | could."

Al'i shook his head. "I'mafraid you can't, 0 lord of |ong
words. They say there's a high wall around the pasha's gar-
den, so his wives and the other |adies of his harem can wal k
there."”

The old man laid a dry hand upon Ali's thigh. "Nor can
I, ever. Yet you might, boy-for | know a neans by which
one such as yourself may be admitted to that garden."

Then the boy Ali's nmouth opened w de, for he could
scarcely believe his good fortune. And at |ast he said, "M ght
it be, Ononarch of nuezzins, that the rose bl oons tonight?"

And the old man answered, "That rose opened today, for
| ast night saw the final full noon of sumrer.”

"Then tell me how | can get into the pasha's garden!"



The old man shook his head. "That | may not do, boy, for
it is a secret that may never be spoken; but if you will guide
me there, I will instruct you in the method."

"This very night, ny master, if you can walk so far."

"I cannot," the old man told him "But a donkey can trot
any di stance one w shes."

Then the storyteller exclainmed, "By the prophet! | nust
go with you. 1'll see the pasha's garden nyself, if it be the
will of Allah, and I'Il hire a donkey too."

"Ony masters," said the boy Ali, for he knew that though
they mght ride he must walk, "if you're both going there's

no need. Let's hire a boat instead. | know a rais-a captain,
nmy masters-who has a good one, snall, fleet, and cheap. A
boat does not jolt, and it will cool tonight upon the river."

"Wsely spoken, boy," said the old man, preparing to rise.
"If this storyteller and | conbine our purses, it should not
be too nmuch. But you nust guide ne to this boat."

"And |," said the storyteller. "For I"'mnewy conme from
Baghdad. "

"Then come,"” said Ali, "and I'Il show you everything on
the way." And he took the sleeve of the old nan's robe and

| ed them down one crooked street after another

"Here's the water buffalo that turns the well-punp for the
whol e quarter. Hs name's Kubbar. See, he lets nme put ny
hand on his horn. Now go through yonder door, ny masters,
and we'll save oursel ves rmuch wal ki ng. "

They did as he bid, entering a high-walled building
t hrough a narrow hall that soon opened into a wi de court.

"This is our slave market. The auction's over for today.

Never fear, my nmasters, there's another door on the other
side just like the one we cane in through. Over there are the
sick sl aves-you can get one for next to nothing if you want
to feed the crows. Here are the well ones. The dark ones are
Nubi ans-they're the best. The yell ow skins are Abyssi ni ans.
Peopl e say they're too smart to make good sl aves. The wonen
are in those booths."

A light-skinned Abyssinian girl with a great deal of brass
jewelry thrust her head through the curtains of one to smle
at the storyteller, then put out her tongue.

"She wants to show you that she's not sick," Ali explained.
"She thinks you're rich because you're dressed so well. She'd
like a rich handsone young master. Most storytellers dress
inrags."

"As did |I. But while | was in Baghdad, | told ny tale of
the Rose and the Nightingale to the Caliph, who filled ny
mouth with gold."



"Ah," said Ali. "I wondered about that. Then you coul d

buy her, for she could be had for silver. There's Circassians
too, and Galla girls-they have cool flesh for the hot

ni ght s-and sone Franks, | think, but you have to beat the
Franks every day, or they'll murder their masters."

"What's that?" inquired the storyteller as they cane out
the second door.

"That shaft of stone? The idol of an infidel queen. It ought
to be pulled down, only it's so tall it would take the houses
of believers with it."

"Ah!" The old man nodded, snmiling to hinself. "That's an
obel i sk, boy. C eopatra erected that to the honor of her son
by Julius Caesar."

"And right over there's the Wnen's Bath, ny nasters,"”
Al'i announced. "Qur eunuchs used to wash there too, but
some young nmen learned to draw their stones up into their
bodi es and pass for eunuchs, so now they won't let them"

Anot her street, wi der but as contorted as the rest, led to

t he docks, where |ounging sailors were jostled by the inpa-
tient travelers of half a dozen nations: Bedouins, G eeks,
Armeni ans, and Jews, a proud Turk with a small black boy

to carry his pipe, and angry janissary with a cocked fusil in
one hand and a letter in the other

"Way!" shrilled Ali. "Way for the holy one! Way, make way
for the Caliph's favorite!"

No one paid himthe | east attention, and they had to push

t hrough the crowd as best they could. At the very end of a

| ong wharf three nearly naked Arabs |ounged in a small
canjiah. "Up the river to the palace at once!"™ Ali called to
them "And with all speed!"

The rais, whose turban was a trifle larger than the others,
yawned and rose. "You wish us to wait for you, sir?" he asked
the storyteller. "You will return to the city with us? Fifty
pi asters."

After sone reasoned discussion in which the storyteller and

the old man frequently swore they would prefer to wal k, and

the rais declared that it had been his intention to sink his
vessel at once and so escape the tax collectors, thirty-one was
agreed upon, fifteen to be paid on the spot, and the remain-
ing sixteen on their return; the storyteller counted out the
nmoney, the rais shouted to his crew, the crew clinbed the
stubby masts and freed the enornous rust-colored sails from
the Iong, slanting |ateen yards, and as quickly as a man |ights
hi s chi bouque, the little canjiah was cracking up the river with
white water boiling at her bow

"Qur Nile is the nost wonderful river in the whole world,"
Al'i explained happily. "It runs-behold, nmy masters-to the
Great Sea in the north. The wind blows toward the cataracts
of the south-"



"Except when it doesn't," the rais put in softly.

"And so a man may sail up and - “nme down with the current
all his life and never wet an oa

The old man grunted as he r dc hinself confortable in

the stern. "It's a long time since |'ve been on this river. | had
nmy eyes then. You'll have to tell ne what we're passing, boy,

so | know where we are."

"Then hear, nost holy one," said Ali, who was even nore
respectful in the presence of the rais and the crew, "that on
nmy right hand stand the mghty tonbs of the infidel kings,

bl ack as pitch against the setting of the sun and peaked |ike
so many tents, though each is loftier than many a nountain.
Opposite are nmountai ns i ndeed, carved by Allah and not by

i nfidels, the Mountains of Mdgattam ny naster, where your
servant has never set his foot. Behind our craft, the great,
the beautiful city lights the |anps no man can count, which
fade with distance, ny master, even as the host of heaven

bri ghtens. Before us rise the fanous cliffs."” Ali |ooked about
for sonething with which to cover hinself, for the night air
was i ndeed chill upon the Nile.

"You grope for your robe, boy," said the old man. "But
you're sitting on it."

At that, the storyteller |aughed.

It was so, though the boyAli had never in his |ife owned

a robe. Wen he stretched his hand toward the wooden seat,

it was not wood his fingers encountered but cotton cloth. He
stood and held it up, and it was indeed just such a robe as
someone of his size nmight wear, of white striped with a darker
col or.

"Ten thousand bl essings, nmy master!"” exclaimed Ali. Then
he muttered to hinmself, "I wish I had a light."

The old man said, "The stripes are brown, boy. Now put
it on."”

When the robe was settled in place, so that Ali was covered
fromhis shoulders to his ankles, he said, "O ny master
holi est wazir of all wisdom | had thought you blind."

And the old man answered, "Now that night has cone, |
see nore clearly."

The storyteller touched Ali's armand pointed. "Wat are
t hose dark openings in the cliffs?"

"Tonbs, my master. The tonbs of infidels of |ong ago."

"Some are lit fromwthin. Their lights are faint, but | see
them Look there.”

"Those are ghul lights, my master,” Ali told him "Ghuls
dwell in the tonbs."



The old man said, "Tell himof them"

"It is unlucky to speak of them ny master,"” Ali said, and
he | ooked to one side.
"Speak nevertheless,"” said the storyteller, "and may your
ill luck fall upon ne."

"Have they no ghuls in Baghdad?"

The storyteller nodded. "Evil things that claw at graves by
ni ght and sonetines kill the watchnen.”

"So are they here," said Ali, "They devour the sere bodies
of inhdels long dead, and eat the funeral neats left with
them They don their jewels too, and hold an evil carouse,
dancing to a nmusic that would drive a true believer mad.
When day cones, they hide the jewels, so that honest nen
cannot find them"

The storyteller thought upon this for a tinme, and at | ast
he said, "What of the kings' tonbs we saw? Are there greater
ghuls in those?"

The boy Ali shook his head. "There's a guardi an set there
by the kings, with a nman's face and a lion's feet. Should any
ghul approach those tonbs, he would rise and tear it to pieces.

If its face were a lion's, ny naster, it would flee, for all beasts

fear themgreatly. If its hands were a nman's, it could do
not hi ng, for the hands of nen are weak agai nst ghuls. Thus
it isas it is, and they fear it and do not conme. Now |l et us
speak no nore of these evil things."

"Boy," said the old man, "take up ny stick."

Ali picked it up-a long slender rod of heavy wood, top ~ cd
with a knob of bone.

"I can't see which tonbs show a light," the old man said.
"But you can. Stand up, boy! Are you standing up?"

Ali rose again. "Yes, ny naster. | stand.”

"Then point ny stick at a tonb that shows a light, boy. At
the nearest."

They were abreast such a tonb as he spoke. A faint blue
ghul -1ight played about its nouth, at times weakly, at others
nmore strongly. "l have done so, ny naster," whispered Ali.

Slow y, though not feebly, the old man's hand reached for

his staff, a dark serpent that tested the distance between one
branch and the next. After what seened to Ali a very |long

time indeed, the strong brown fingers touched the white

wood.

And the radiance at the tonb's entrance brightened, as if

a balefire had been kindled within, and a great voice booned
forth fromthe narrow stone doorway. All the horrors of

death were in it: the stench of corpses, and the dust and the



dirt that follow that stench. As the hyena gives tongue though
its mouth chokes on putrescence, it howed, "Hail to thee,
Mul I ah | brahim Peace be, between thee and ne!"

Ali returned the old man's stick to the place at his side
where it had lain. And thereafter he sat with his head in his
hands, and said nothing of cliff or nmountain, ruined tenple
or nosque of faith, or of anything else that the boat passed.
For he recalled that the storyteller had told himthat his
teacher had been the Mullah Ibrahim and he knew that the
two, although they mght feign to have net first that day in
t he bazaar, were in reality pupil and master, and that they
had snared himfor a purpose he could not guess.

At last the storyteller took himby the shoul der and said,
" Cone! "

Ali raised his head and saw they were at the |anding of the
pasha's pal ace. He saw too that dawn had cone, or nearly,
for it was al nost the hour at which a man can distinguish
between a fine white thread and a bl ack one, which in Ra-
madan signals the begi nning of the fast.

He rose as he was bid and nmounted the slippery stone

steps, the storyteller following himwi th his hand still gripping
Ali's shoulder, and the old man wal ki ng before them tapping

each step with his stick

Sandal wood gates studded with iron stood at the top of

the stair. A janissary dozed before them his back to a pillar
hi s hand fol ded across the nuzzle of his long, ivory-inlaid
nusket .

"Hush," conmanded the old nman. "He will not wake, but

shoul d we make too much noise, he may lift his head and
speak." He brushed the grey stones of the wall with one hand
and held his stick before himw th the other

Al'i nodded, though he wanted to shout.

For a thousand steps and nore they crept in the shadow

of those grey stones, until the wall curved away fromthe
river. The storyteller said, "Now we nust make haste. N ght
is nearly flown."

"Not for nme," the old man told him

Bef ore them stood a cracked ashlar fromwhi ch the unholy

gl yphs of infidel tines were al nost weat hered away, the re-
fuse of the pasha's garden on the other side of the wall. Here
the old man seated hinsel f, saying, "Take off your robe, boy,
and cast it at ny feet."

Ali did not wish to do so, but the storyteller cuffed him
until he thought it better to obey.

But while they scuffled and Ali wept, the old nan paid
them no heed. His blind eyes were upturned to the di mi ng
stars, his crooked | egs crossed under him the palns of his
hands fl attened upon the gl yphs. He neither nmoved nor



spoke.

"Ony master, what is he doing?" A ventured when he
had tossed his robe at the base of the rose-hued ashl ar.

Fi ngering his beard, the storyteller said, "He sends his sou
to Jinnistan, the Land of Sorcery."

"I's it near?" Ali inquired.

"As cl ose as the ground under our feet,
told him "And as distant as Munt Kaf."

the storyteller

Then Ali opened his nouth to frame another question

and though he did not speak, it renmained thus open for sone
time after, for he saw his robe stir as though there were a
serpent beneath it.

"Now, " said the storyteller, speaking softly and quickly.

"Hear me. 1'Ill instruct you only once, and if you should fai
it's your life. In the garden, find the great fountain. Fromit
| ead hal f a dozen paths. Follow the narrowest, the path of

pi nk stones. A worman waits at the end, beside the bush | told

you of . She'll indicate the correct rose to you. Bring it to ne,
and you'll be restored to your proper shape. You'll be well
rewarded, and all will be well for you."

Poor Ali did not nod, nor did he express his understanding

in any other way; and although he heard the storyteller's

words, he scarcely knew they had been spoken. For the robe

the old man had gi ven himdanced |like a pot on the fire,

waved its arms, and lifted into the air, filled out in a fashion
that showed plainly that another wore it, though that other

was not to be seen.

The storyteller pinned Ali's arnms to his sides. "Cease your
squirmng," he hissed. "Mowve or cry out, and I'll break both
your legs and throw you into the river."

And the robe settled over poor Ali's head, blinding him

Then he coul d see once nore, though the world appeared
to his eyes a larger and a far stranger place than he woul d
ever have believed it could. The storyteller had rel eased him

but the robe held both his arns to his sides still, for they were
not inits sleeves. Rather, the enpty sl eeves now fl apped and
fluttered as if a gale blew for them al one, though the body

of the robe was quiet.

The wal |l of the pasha's garden rose higher than the sky,

and though the grey light of dawn was all the light there was,
everything Ali saw seermed brighter and newer than he had

ever seen anything before. The stars were anethysts and
jacinths, sapphires and hyacinths; the Nile a rich nocha sea,
a crocodile on a distant rmudbank a living emerald. He w shed
both to sing and to fly, and very much to his own astoni sh-
ment he did both at once, rising on wings that seenmed to fan
the air without effort, and trilling like such a nusic box as
ears have never heard.



The pasha's wall, which had appeared an inpassible bar-

rier, was no nore than a rope of stones trailed over the
ground. He had crossed it before he coul d deci de whet her

to cross or not, and a country of silver fish ponds and gay
fl ower beds stretched beneath him 1like the nost gorgeous

of carpets in the faraway pal ace of the sultan. In a wi nk he
saw the great fountain and the path of pink stones, which
soon vani shed, however, beneath stately palnms and lush fruit
trees.

I"'ma bird, he thought; and if | wish to be a boy again

I rmust follow that path. But do | really wish it? Wiat is
this thing they call the soul, that flies to Jinnistan or Par-
adi se, but a bird that sleeps in the body until it is tine to
quit the nest? Thus | have died, very likely, already. Wy
should | die tw ce?

Besi des, when | was a boy | had to beg nmy bread. As a

bird | can eat bugs-there are nore than enough to feed al

the birds that Allah's hatched since the begi nning of the
world. As a boy |I had lice, which could not be checked wi thout
coppers for the bath. As a bird | have mtes, which can be
checked with a bath of dust. As a boy | played with nmy fell ow
boys. But as a bird, shall | not sing all day with ny fellow fl
bi rds? There passes one now, ny conrade in the air.

At this thought, the bird Ali glanced to his right, where a
wild duck winged its way toward the marshes of the Fai yum
Just as he | ooked, a falcon stooped for it like a thunderbolt;

t he unfortunate duck gave an eerie, despairing cry and plum
neted to earth.

As did the bird Ali, diving under the shelter of a friendly
orange tree and whi zzi ng down the path of pink stones |ike
an arrow.

Through a grotto it wound, past |esser fountains and over

a bridge not much larger than a table. At last it ended in a
cul -de-sac closed by a | arge rosebush. A young worman wait ed
there, unveiled, her dainty feet upon a slab of pink stone;

but though any man woul d have call ed her |ovely, she seened
a giantess to the terrified Ali, with hands that could break
his bones as a squirrel cracks nuts. And though she whistled
nost plaintively to him he was careful to perch well out of
her reach.

"Are you the bird?" she inquired of him

Her voice was gunfire and thunder to poor Ali, and yet
he understood her words. He struggled to speak, but his lips
were stiff, and he sang instead.

"Then there's no reason to delay," said the young woman,
"for that fat Omar will soon discover |'m absent from ny
bed." Wth that, she drew scissors fromthe waist of her em
broi dered trousers and cut a dappled rose fromthe bush



Ali the bird fluttered to the rosebush and cl anped hi s beak

on the rose. But no sooner had it shut than the face of the

sun peeped over the garden wall. Its first rays struck the little
ni ghtingale in the rosebush; at once his feathers were the

brown stripes of a cotton robe, and Ali the boy who wore

t hat robe

And as he staggered fromthe rosebush, his robe torn and
his arms and cheeks scratched and bl eeding, still too dazed
to speak, the young woman caught himin such an enbrace

as he had never felt since the day his nother died.

"I love you!" cried the young woman. "I |ove you, | |ove
you, | love no one but you! You and you only are the pearl
of the firmanment to ne, and shall be forever!”

Ali took the rose fromhis mouth and di scovered that the
young wonman was scarcely taller than he; and now that he
was a boy once nore (and nearly a man) he | earned too how
| ovely she was, her flesh silver and her face the noon.

"WIl you tell ne your nanme?" she asked, suddenly shy.
"I"'mAIi," he told her. "And you are . . . ?"

"Zandra," she said, and they kissed. As their lips nmet, the
dappl ed rose she had cut for himwthered and dropped from
his fingers to the ground.

And though he was a trifle the smaller, Ali knew that he

was taller than the sky. Wat had Rustam what had Akbar -
Khan, that he had not? A horse? A sword? A banner and a

t housand ragged rascals to followit? They were trivialities
and woul d be his as soon as he wanted t hem

"You' re unlucky, Zandra," he whispered. "The spell of the

rose has made you | ove a beggar boy; but though he will not
be a boy al ways, nor a beggar always, he will be your slave
al ways. "

"I amunl uckier than you know, O ny heart," she replied.

"For this is the pasha's garden, and | amthe pasha's. Should
Omar the Chief Eunuch, or any of the others, find us here,

he will slay you and hew my quivering body into four quar-
ters."

"Then they nmust not find us. Tell ne quickly-why did
the storyteller send me for the rose?"

"A storyteller?" inquired Zandra. "Describe himto nel"

"He's tall and straight, and very fine |ooking," said Ali
recalling the man to his mnd s eye. "He has a beautiful brown
beard, and a nasterful gaze. H's turban is silk, his vest is
green kid, and he wears a pistol fromFez in a red sash. Wth
himis a blind old man, a little taller even than he but stooped,
Mul I ah | brahimthe Wse."

"I know not hing of such an old man," Zandra told him



"But the young one is no storyteller but Prince Abdullah al
Hazi k. A month past, he was my master's guest in this pal ace
and net me in this garden, where no stranger is to be."

"And are you the pasha's nost favored w fe?"

Sadly, Zandra shook her head. "Only his concubine. There
are nore than a hundred of us."

"How did you cone to neet ny storyteller here? Was it by
chance?"

"No," she said. She drew away from himby half a step
and her eyes found the pink stone at her feet.

"Tell me!" demanded Ali. "It nmight save our lives. Do you
think it really matters to me that another has seen ny be-

| oved's face? |, who |ove you, and have worn others' rags al
nmy life?"

"W danced for him" confessed poor Zandra. "I and al

t he youngest of the pasha's concubines. Qur elders played
for us on their lutes and zithers, and on the flute and
the little woman's drum | had cynbals for ny fingers,

and gold bells on ny wists and ankles, and | played ny
tambouri ne. W& had danced |ike that before, but never for
a guest so young and handsome. O ny heart, you should

have heard the nmusic, as fierce and sweet as the wind from
seal "

She whirl ed, hands above her head and fingers snappi ng;
and her hips were the tossing billows of the wild Aegean
fromwhi ch she cane, and her little feet thunped the path
of pink stones in the rhythm of her dance.

And though every fool in the bazaar woul d have said that
there was no nusic, yet Ali heard it plainly, the shrilling of
t he shabbdbi and the thuddi ng of the darabukka.

Abruptly, she stopped. "And he | ooked at ne, bel oved,

and | at him and | knew he would neet me in the garden
beneath the noon. We went there to cool ourselves when we
had danced, and | hid till all the rest had gone. Since that
time old Rashsha has carried many nessages for us." Her

eyes filled with tears.

"l understand," said Ali, who had once or twice assisted in
the transm ssion of such nessages hinself. "But why did he
want the rose?"

Zandra wi ped her eyes. "Because of the inscription on a

certain stone that lies beyond our wall. |'ve never seen it, and
| couldn't read it anyway. But he says it says, 'Here is the
treasure of Gsiris.' That was a king of the infidels, | think

T open to love alone.' Prince Abdullah said it would open to
the bearer of the rose. Wiere is it?"

"I dropped it," Ali confessed.

"Here it is-on the stone. But how fast it faded!"



Zandra bent to pick it up, and Ali was seized with shane

to think that he had nmade this lovely child weep, and that
she, the pasha's concubi ne, should wait upon him a pauper
and a beggar. "No, no!" he protested. "Let me get it for you,

ny |ady'" $

Their hands net upon the pink stone. It lifted at once as

if hinged, and the rose slid fromit to lie at the foot of the
bush where it lies still. Before them opened a nurky and
narrow shaft which a flight of steep stone steps descended,

as it seemed, forever.

"Caught!" exclainmed a reedy voi ce behind them
They turned as one, and Zandra cried, "Orar! Qmar,
pl ease, we-"

"Silence, | say!" Twice Ali's height, the eunuch lunbered 'f
toward them penning themin the cul-de-sac; his belly pre-
ceded his advance as a battering ramleads a stornming party,

and he held a heavy scimtar at the ready. "I fear that you
must die, ny children. I ... what is this?"
"The secret road to a great treasure, sir," said Ali, whose

wi ts had been honed on many a dinnerless day. "Jewels and
gol d beyond counting. Look here." Quickly he pointed to

t he gl yphs carved on the underside of the stone: a bent object
that m ght be a whip, a human | eg and foot, a shallow cup,

and a crocodile.

"I't's plain enough, surely,” continued Ali, who had heard

t hat eunuchs hunger after noney and respect as whol e nen

lust for power and wonen, though he could not read even

plain Arabic. "The Iash and the foot nean that anyone who

wal ks here wi thout pernmission will be beaten. The cup shows
that this is where the drinking vessels are, and the crocodile
that they belong to the king of the river."

Zandra whi spered, "Ch, what a pity you nust kill us, QOmar!

My screans and our bl ood, still nmore the hacked |inbs of
our disnenbered bodies, will attract a great deal of attention
to this spot. You'll be lucky to get so nmuch as a single gobl et

before the jani ssaries take charge of everything."

"But if you were to spare us," Ali added quickly, "we could
assist you. And since it would be our lives to reveal a word
of this, we would reveal nothing, ever."

"Never!" confirnmed Zandra.

"Hmm " said the eunuch. Wth his left hand he stroked

his chin, which was snoother than Ali's. He | ooked from one

to the other with the clever little eyes of a pig. "l could take
you el sewhere, however. Indeed it seenms a capital idea. You

of course, will flee, young man-" Sudden as a cobra's strike,

his left hand seized All's armand clanped it like a vise. "And

| should have the greatest difficulty catching you. | suppose
you m ght even scale the wall-no doubt that's how you got

in. It would be best if you did not. Qur Zandra may fly if she
likes. She won't get over the wall so easily, | think, and | shal



hunt her down. Come, ny children.”
He swng Ali about, and Zandra fol |l owed weepi ng.

Wth a crash like a thunderclap, the stone sl amed cl osed
behi nd them The eunuch spun around to stare at it. "How
did you get that open?"

"We just touched it," Zandra told him

Ali cleared his throat. "There's another pink stone on the
other side of the wall, sir. It's all rather conplicated-"

The eunuch set his foot upon the stone; nothing happened.

"Why, |'ve touched this myself a score of tines," he nuttered.

"What's this about another stone outside?"

"And into that stone," Ali continued in his nost inpressive

voi ce, "are carved the following words: '7 reveal the treasure to
true love only." There's also a man-a nost evil man, sir-a
certain Prince Abdullah of Baghdad-"

"I know himwell," put in the eunuch. "A true son of the
prophet and a nost generous, nobly spirited gentl eman. "

"Who's hot on the trail of this very treasure, sir, aided
by his old tutor. Millah Ibrahim Prince Abdullah, how
ever-"

"Still your chatter,"” ordered the eunuch, "You two touched
it, you say, and it opened?"

Ali and Zandra nodded.
"Then touch it again, at once!"

Zandra said softly, "Qur hands were together, Omar. W
touched it together."

"Then do so again. The boy may use his free hand."

Al'i and Zandra joi ned hands and | ooked at each other for
a nonent before they touched the pink stone, which sprang
up as if thrown wide by the jinn.

The eunuch nodded to hinself. "You are quite correct, |

nmust spare you. Serve me well, and by my honor you both
shall live. His Excellency will hear nothing of this."
"W will!" cried Ali, and "Ch, we will!" Zandra.

"And that scoundrel Prince Abdullah wi shes to seize ny
treasure, you say?"

Al'i nodded. "But he thinks it's underneath the pink stone
outside. So did I, until we opened this a noment ago. Millah

| brahi m nust have read the witing on the stone for him

but the nmullah's blind. Either he read it by feeling the carv-
i ngs, or Abdullah described themto him He couldn't see the
stone; if he had, he probably would have guessed it wasn't
where it had been in the days of the infidels. | suppose the



masons wanted it to build the wall-but it-cracked, and they
threwit away."

"And this unworthy prince is still seeking to di scover how
it may be opened?”

"Yes, sir.

"Then I'm far ahead of the rogue. And now, children, we
must see what | have found. You will go ahead of me, | think
| wouldn't want that stone to shut with nyself inside."

Ali went first, biting his lips, for the darkness and the dank
snell of the place frightened him Zandra foll owed cl ose
behind him trenbling and gul pi ng down sobs. The eunuch
brought up the rear with his big scimtar in his hand and a
little snmle of conplacency on his face.

When the three had descended a hundred steps and were

far beneath the ground, the stair ended in mud. Had it been
night in the pasha's garden above, or even afternoon, the
cavern in which they found thensel ves woul d have been as

black as the pit. As it was, the norning sun shot its rays down
the long straight stair after them tracing a rectangle of tar-
ni shed gold at the bottomthat seemed to their eyes al npst
blinding and | ent sonme faint illumnation to the whole.

It was not a very prepossessing whole, and scarcely | ooked

i ke a treasure house-a wide, |ow cave in which nud m xed
with rock and gravel sloped toward an underground pool of
dark water. In places, slabs had fallen fromthe ceiling and
lay level with the mud, formi ng paths of stepping stones that
| ed nowhere. In others, long stalactites nearly touched the
floor, or touched it to formpillars; and in still others, delicate
white curtains of stone had been drawn before snall and
secret chambers. Poor Ali shivered, feeling he breathed the
chill air of a bygone time, of the age that had ended on the
day the Nile turned to blood. Its unclean idols gathered in-
vi sibly about him half-human figures having the heads and
horns and tusks of beasts.

The eunuch hurried into the cavern to search for treasure,
forgetful of his captives. Ali would have fled up the stair if
it could have been done wi thout abandoni ng Zandra, who

clung to his arm

"No cups here," the eunuch grunmbled. "Mere enptiness

- dar k- danmpness-and nothing nore. This tonb was ri -

fled long ago, and the m serable grave robbers took every-
t hi ng. "

Zandra whi spered, "I'mnot sure it's a tonb at all, or that
it ever was."

"Al'l the worse for us, then," said the eunuch, returning to
them "1 ought to slay you both on the spot. It's ny duty, in
fact-one |I've neglected too |l ong al ready."

"I think the treasure mght be under the water, QOmar. |
saw a gl eam of gold there, | think."



"So did|I|," said Ali.

And as he spoke the still water was roiled, boiling and
rippling with the novements of something beneath the sur-
face.

"Did you?" nmuttered the eunuch. "Well, I'Il have a
| ook."

And the snout of a huge crocodil e appeared, but the eun-
uch seened not to see it.

"Watch out, Omar!" Zandra called. "The bubbles!"
He gl anced at her over his shoul der. "Look out? For what?

Only the eyes and nostrils of the crocodile appeared above
the water, but they raced toward him trailing a sharp wake
like a small, swift boat's upon the river

"QOmar!"
"What ?" the eunuch asked testily.

Then it was too late. Mire quickly than any man coul d

run, thrown forward by a tremendous stroke of its tail as it
left the water and carrying with it a wave half again as |arge
as itself, the crocodile munted the bank. It was as long as a
tree trunk, broader than two canels; gold rings set with ru-
bies pierced its arnored head bel ow the ear vents, and bands
of pure gold studded with amet hysts had been riveted around
its forelegs. Its jaws seized the eunuch, who fell with a thud
that seemed to shake the entire cavern. Once he groaned;

an arm noved, and fell back

He lay still.

Yet there was no bl ood, and when the crocodil e had
dragged the eunuch's swol |l en body beneath the water, that
body lay near the water's edge as before.

"Cone!" Ali said, and took Zandra's hand.

Already the time for flight had passed. Again the enornobus
crocodi |l e rushed fromthe pool, and before they could nmount
the first step, its jaws closed about them

It seened to Ali then that the darkness grew darker stil
-darker than he had ever known, darker than he had ever
bel i eved darkness and night could ever be; it was a |ong while,
sad hours it seened, before he understood what had hap-

pened, what the dark was and why it had cone.

There was no nore Allah, not then or ever. He had sel dom

been in a nosque, scarcely ever recited the prescribed prayers
at dawn, mdday, and evening; yet he had known Allah was

there, always present in his life, like air. Now All ah was gone
and nothing rermai ned of |ife but the savage fight-a fight

that he, snmall and weak, could never win.



The darkness opened. He saw Zandra's face and knew he
had been wrong.

"O ny heart!" Zandra cried. "Wat is the matter?"
"Nothing's the matter," Ali said, and nmeant it. He sat up

"First Qmar, then you! There's sonmething evil in this ter-
rible place."

He was weak, but with her help he was able to get to his
feet. "Did you see the crocodil e?" he asked.

"A crocodile? No. A crocodile couldn't |ive down here,
could it?"

"But y --!i saw gold, under the water."

"I thoi :ht I did. Sonmething that gleaned |ike gold, yes,
And th. ater bubbled. | thought that was strange, and
tried to warn Orar, but he didn't pay any attention.”

Ali nodded.

"It was as if something you couldn't see were coning out
of the water-coming for Orar. Do you think he's dead?"

"I don't know," Ali told her, and they went over to | ook at
the fat eunuch.

He | ay upon his back and seened not to breathe. Al
touched his chest; the skin was as cold as the nud where he
I ay, but his eyes opened at All's touch, and he groaned.

"Omar!" Zandra cried. "Are you all right?"

"No," the eunuch groaned. "Oh, decidedly not, my child."
He put his fingers to his temples. "My head-it throbs nost
abomi nably and |I've had a horrible dream™

Ali said, "Maybe you'd better lie where you are until you
feel better. One of us can go for help."

"Master!" The eunuch's eyes flew w de open. "Your slave
must not rest while you stand!" He struggled to sit up, fel
backward, rolled on his side and managed, with Ali and Zan-
dra's help, to rise.

"0 ny master," the eunuch said when he stood upon his

feet at last. "It is you al one who nust be our pasha, and not
that brute up there. | see it now. | beg-I nost hunbly
beg-your pardon for not having done so previously."

He bowed, and for a monent Ali feared he might fall on
hi s face.

"Where is ny sword? | shall hew himto kabobs, master
in the bedchanber. It is yet early, | believe, and he'll be stil
abed. | can nanage the other servants for you, never fear



The jani ssaries nmust wait your arrival, master, but | doubt

you'll have much difficulty with them And where the jan-
issaries go the arny will surely follow A few gifts to the Porte
shoul d then secure your position."

The eunuch had been | ooki ng about distractedly as he
spoke. By using both her hands, Zandra was able to lift the
somewhat nuddy scimtar and return it to him

"I dreaned | was a whole man, ny child," the eunuch told

her, smiling a little at hinself. "lIsn't that odd? |I've never
been one, to be sure-I was only ten. Yet | dreamed |I was

a whol e man, and standi ng before the gates of paradise. An
angel told me-" He shook his head. "Excuse my wanderi ng,

| beg, ny master, ny lady. I'mstill not quite myself. And so
terribly cold. | shall return to the surface and do as you have
bid at once. No doubt the exercise will warmne."

Ali raised his hand to stop the eunuch, but Zandra pulled
it down again. \When he was gone, Ali asked her, "Do you
think he'll really do that? Kill the pasha?"

Zandra shrugged. "As Allah wills it, O ny lover."
Toget her they clinbed the stair. They clinbed slowy, with

Ali's hand reaching back to grasp Zandra's, and the eunuch
had reached the top and vani shed before Ali had nounted
the twel fth step. Wien they stepped out into the sunshine;

the sun was only a bit higher than it had been when its first
rays had struck the little nightingale. The dew of heaven stil
| ay heavy on grass and bush, and a lark was singing as it new.

The pink stone shut behind them and although they have
spoken of it now and then, they have never tried to open it
agai n.

"All will be well now, ny lover," Zandra said. "I feel it.
And yet it mght be wise for you to clinb over this wall before
someone who doesn't know it finds you here.™

Al'i nodded, and at that very instant Prince Abdullah a
Hazi k of Baghdad sei zed hi m from behi nd.

"So here you are, guttersnipe! Here you are at |ast. And
you, you little slut."

He struck Zandra across the face, and Ali, with his free
hand, jerked the pistol of Fez fromthe prince's sash and shot
hi m t hrough the heart.

Next day, snoking his pipe upon the divan, Pasha Ali ben
Hassan ordered that Mullah | brahimthe Wse be brought

before him The captain of the janissaries did as he was bid,
and when the old man stood in the audi ence chanmber in his
chains, cast his broken staff at his feet.

"Omllah," said Ali, "I aminformed that there is known
to you a certain stone, known also to ne, inscribed, 'Here is



the magic of GCsiris.
The ol d man nodded w t hout speaki ng.

"And who was this Gsiris?"

"The first king of this country, Geat Pasha," the old nman

munbl ed.

"In the infidel times?"

"In any tinmes, Great Pasha." Calling thus upon his w sdom
seened to strengthen the old man. He stood straighter and
spoke with sonmething of his earlier, proud manner. "The
first of the pharaohs, |earned and good, beloved of all his
people and loving them O so it was witten | ong ago."

"I take it then that he is dead," remarked Ali, and all his
courtiers |aughed.

"Long since," the old man told him

"I have mnysel f discovered a stone bearing certain infide
signs,"” Ali nmurnured. He described them "Tell ne-and if

you wi sh to keep your life you had better tell rue truly-what
they read."

"They formthe name of the god Sobek."

"And not hi ng nore?" Ali asked.

"And not hing nore, boy," the old man said.
The captain of the janissaries raised his whip, but Ali shook
his head. "Tell ne his |egend."

"After alifetine of study, 1 know but little," the old man
confessed. "Sobek was pictured as a man havi ng the head of
a crocodile. He was the patron of the throne, and the pro-
tector and counsel or of the pharaohs. Hi s sacred crocodile
was kept in a lake not far from here, where one who sees
may see the ruins of Sobek's tenple. | know no nore."

"I'f this Sobek was the protector of the pharaohs,"” hazarded
Ali, "he must have been the protector of Gsiris."

"That is so, boy."
"And what befell Gsiris?"

"He had an eneny," the old man said slowy. "Sutekh. It

was well known in those tines that crocodiles could stea
magi ¢, seizing the magician's power and dragging it into the
river. Sutekh took the shape of such a crocodil e-sone say

of Sobek's own sacred beast-and stole the powers of Gsiris.
Thus were his human foes enabled to take his life."

Ali stroked his chin, feeling the beard begi nning to sprout
there. "If this Sobek was an infidel god, surely he would take
Sutekh's life for such a crine.”



"Sutekh al so was a god," the old man said. "None but Allah
hi nsel f coul d enconpass Sutekh's destruction.”

"Yet he m ght be inprisoned?”
"As you say, boy."

From behi nd the screen behind the divan, Zandra whis-
pered, "Ask himwhet her our |ove mght destroy Sutekh, Ali."

"Omullah," said Ali, "if Allah were to desire the death of
this Sutekh, might he not act through |ove?"

The old man nodded. "It is by that means and no ot her

that Allah acts. Yet what is that, but to say he acts with his
own hand? For love is Allah hinself, and thus poisonous to
those who do evil."

The captain of the janissaries called, "Hear the w sdom of
our pasha, O Mslens!"

Al'i asked, "And if Sutekh were to seek to devour |ove?"

The ol d man answered, "Sutekh would surely die, boy.

Can a small god devour a greater? It was for that reason
Sut ekh could take only the magic of Gsiris. The life of the

king fell to the daggers of nen."

"And if Sutekh were to die, the magic of Gsiris would pass
to anot her?"

The old man bowed his head. "So once | dared to hope,
boy, that | might have eyes once nore."

Al'i nodded, though he knew that the old man coul d not

see it. "Millah, you would have done ne evil; yet you did
not, and I will not revenge nyself upon a holy man, old and
blind."

From behi nd the screen, Zandra whispered, "Ask him"

Al'i shook his head. "Captain, find Miullah |brahima boat.
He is to be freed and returned in safety to the city."

The captain touched his forehead. "I hear and obey."

On the day before the great weddi ng of the Pasha of Al

Egypt to the Lady Zandra, the rais of that boat was carried
before him The poor nan sal aanmed agai n and agai n, Kkissing
the tiles in his terror.

"Fl ower of Islam" he cried. "Your nmeanest servant grovels
at your feet. Spare his wetched life! He is your slave."

"The mullah is gone, G eat Pasha," explained the captain
of the janissaries dryly. "Dead, unless Allah wills that he live."
He fingered the edge of his scinitar.

"W passed the cliffs at evening," the unfortunate rais



wai |l ed. "A darkness fell upon ny niserable craft. Wen the
darkness lifted-"

"Peace," said AIL "W will speak no nore of these evil
t hi ngs."

* % %

445

Si | houette

"Sil houette" copyright 1975 by Gene Wl fe; first appeared in The New
Atlantis edited by Robert Silverberg.

* kK

| glanced at the top of the page; it was a copy of that
rare and curious work, Denneker's Meditations, and the
lady's index finger rested on this passage:

To sundry it is given to be drawn away, and to be
apart fromthis body for a season; for, as concern-
ing rills which would flow across each other the
weaker is borne along by the stronger, so there be
certain of kin whose paths intersecting, their souls
do bear conpany, the while their bodies go fore-
appoi nted ways, unknow ng.

A hurried tranmpi ng sounded on the deck; the
captai n, sumoned from bel ow, joined the first of-
ficer . . . "Cood Cod!" | heard himexclaim

- Anbr ose Bierce, A Psychol ogi cal Shipw eck

THE bul kheads of the compartnent were white panels. Not

pl astic (Johann ni ght have preferred plastic, with its mem
ories of Earth, but probably would not have been able to
tolerate it, as he had these, for seventeen years) but icefoam
a mxture of five parts water with ninety-five parts air, the
wat er nol ecul es twisted and | ocked in such a way that the

i cefoam remai ned a glassy solid at tenperatures up to two
hundred degrees Cel sius. They were slightly cool to the
touch, snelled of chlorine, could be drilled and sawed but

not glued, and harbored the flabby rats that sonetines

sprang across the conpartnent at night, carom ng off the
ceiling like tennis balls and squeaking |ike bats. The lights
were | ocated behind these bul kheads, which diffused their
glare into an even (if still somewhat harsh) gl ow

One of the walls of Johann's conpartnment had gone out

several days ago, but he had not reported it. Now the lights
behi nd t he ot her bul khead were goi ng- one had been out

when he went on duty that norning; two nore were out now.

He coded Maintenance on the conmuni cator and said: "Cor-
ridor GG conpartment seven seventy-three. Lights."



"Wait." There was a pause. "Qur nonitor report indicates

that the lights in seven seventy-three are satisfactory.” In the
screen, the bored-1ooking maintenance clerk held up a sheet

of conputer out put.

Johann gestured toward the conpartnent behind him
"One wall is out, and about half the other's going."

"We'| | send up an inspector."

He switched off, pulled | oose the gadget bag he had se-
cured to the clanmp at the foot of his bunk a nonent before,
and |inped back to the bridge.

Horst was on watch, with Git as yeoman. "Can't stay away
fromthe place, can you? |I thought you just went off."

"l did."

Horst nudged Git. "It's you he wants, dear." Git wal ked
over to the tape cabinet and rummaged in a drawer. She was

a short, somewhat plunp girl with hair the color of shredded
wood.

Johann said, "Have you noticed any trouble with the non-
itor?"

"No. Have you?"

Johann shrugged. Git had turned on the wall-sized com

muni cat or screen, and Neuerddraht hung there against the

bl ack of space |like a topaz on velvet, appearing, because of
the orbital notion of the ship, to revolve far nore rapidly
than it did. "Tonight," Johann said. "After you cone off

wat ch. "

She | ooked around at him as though she were slightly sur-
prised. "Nothing free."

"The book."

"Let's see it."

He opened the flap of his gadget bag and dug it out, then
flipped it open to the current page. The |ast signature was

si x weeks ol d.

Git signed. "All right. Listen, wouldn't you |like soneone
el se?"

Johann said nothing. He was | ooking at the face of Neuerd-
draht. It dimmed at the edges as he watched: Night was
conm ng fromthe east, the shadow of Al gol's dark conpani on
fromthe west.

"Why not G etchen? You know, the new girl down in the
gall ey. Horst says she's very fine."

Johann shook his head.



"Anyway, give nme time to clean up-all right?
"An hour."

The girl nodded.

"Are they still down there?"

She shrugged. Her shoul ders were stiff, her head held
back. Fromthe other side of the bridge Horst called, "O
course they're still down there. You' ve only been away for
twenty mnutes."

"Have you heard from then?"

Hor st shook his head and told Git to put themon the

screen. She coded a nunber, and the three-dinensional im

age on the wall conmuni cator becane that of an arid forest,
in which sprawling, angular plants with [inbs spiked |like the
clubs of giants joined silent battle. "How would you like to
be down there?" Horst asked.

"I tried to get on," Johann said.

"You were here when they | anded-is that the ground
they' re wal ki ng on? The stringy brown stuff?"

Johann shook his head. "More plants."
" Root s?"

"Roots, stens, |eaves, everything. Wen they first got down
they cut a hole init and found flowers and green seed
pods- everyt hing."

"I thought plants were supposed to be photophil ous.™"

A voi ce from behind them said, "On Neuerddraht, Lieu-

tenant, they hide fromthe sun." It was the Captain. Like
everyone el se on the ship she wore washabl e nonwoven shorts
and bl ouse of white skylon, and magnetic-sol ed sandal s; her
rank was indicated by a gorget, but still nore plainly by the
set of her shoulders and an aura of command. By a policy

| ong enforced on Earth, highly placed wonen recei ved ad-
ditional nutritional coupons; better food gave their offspring
a conmmandi ng stature that tended to stabilize the social

cl asses. The Captain was a head taller than Johann and tow
ered over Git.

Hor st and Johann sal uted her

"Any trouble down there?"

"No, sir," Horst said

The Captain wal ked over to the screen, her sandal soles
tappi ng as the magnets clinched to the steel deck. Ahead of
her the pictures junped and ski pped as the scanner carried

by one of the menbers of the downsi de expedition jolted in
his hand. A man cane into view He wore a respirator and



cut his way through the thorn-wacked vegetation with a
maser machete. Blood ran from scratches on his bare arns
and | egs.

"Algol emts a great deal of ultraviolet, Lieutenant," the
Captain said, her back to Horst, "as well as visible Iight. Even
on Earth people who are outdoors a great deal in bright

sunlight tend to skin cancers-did you forget that? And there

are many plants that die in full tropical sun. On Neuerddraht

no animals live now, and each plant struggles to get beneath

the others, tearing at their bark. Even far down there is

enough light for life, and they find shelter fromthe radiation
The things the expedition is slicing up now are the |losers."

She turned away fromthe screen. "Johann, are you on duty?"

"No, sir."
"Then get off my bridge."

Anot her |ight had gone out in the wall. Johann took off

his sandals and stretched hinself on his bunk, listening to
the soft purr of the vacuum punp and feeling the untiring,
passi onat e ki sses of the thousand tiny mouths whose affection
prevented his floating off the bunk. It would be three hours
yet before Git was off watch, four before she would cone;
there woul d be kaf and fried dough in the galley, but he was
not hungry. Someone tapped at the door

"Cone in!"
It was Em |, who said, "I'mglad you're here. | cane

around-earlier-and you weren't."
"I was on watch," Johann told him

"1 mean before that. And then | cane while you were on

wat ch too. The | atest change has brought this section and
ours quite close together, you knowit's not nuch of a walk
at all now Do you want to hear the truth? I was hoping you'd
| eft your door open. | just wanted to cone in and sit." Eml
sat, all bare, pink knees and round, danp face.

"It's just ghastly where | amyou can't imagi ne, Johann

And this little private roomof yours is so restful. So spare
and masculine. Did you have the lights turned down like this
for a special reason?" |

"They're defective." |

"Then they'll be repaired eventually, and your lovely tw - |
light will be ended. That's sad, | think. Enjoy it while you
can, O betrothed of fortune."

"I am"

"That's good. | hope | don't sound cheeky, Johann. |

am someone who enjoys life a great deal. You want to be a cap-
tain, and with the war over it wasn't likely ever to happen
and so you joined this exploration thing; but you can't be
captain here either. You don't have many friends, do you?"



"Do you?"
"Ch, | suppose not. OF course | share our little den with

Heinz and WIlly, and you know what they're like. Ch, yes, a
they' re good enough friends to nme in their own way, but

rat her wearing, and one does get tired of being waked from

a sound sl eep. Your rank gives you this snug conpartnment,

and | admit | should Iike to have one nyself, but all the sane
I would think it nmust be sonewhat |onely."

Johann, his hands behi nd his head on the bunk, said noth-
i ng.

"May | ask who you roomed with before you were pro-
not ed?"

"Fritz. He snoked zigs."

Em | |aughed shrilly. "I know what you mean. Hei nz burns

i ncense. "

"Eml-"

"Please.” Fromhis perch on Johann's only chair, Em|l

| eaned forward as he spoke. "Johann, could you call nme Git
when we're al one together? That's all | ask-the only thing
I want."

"No. "

There was silence. Johann, lying on the bunk with his eyes
dosed, could snell Eml's col ogne and hear the faint change

in the chair's whispering, indrawn breath when he stood up

The conpartment door opened and cl osed, and after a tine
Johann fell asleep listening to the paddi ng steps of passersby
in the corridor, and once hearing the faint and di stant clang
when the nmonitor (perpetually rearranging the ship's |oose
structure for what was said to be maxi num efficiency) made

a new connection or broke an old one.

When he woke only one light burned in the wall-a single

spot of white incandescence nearly in the center. He slipped
on his sandal s and stood up, and his shadow danced on the
wal | behind him H's wist chrononeter showed that it was
not yet tine for Git to cone. He drew water fromthe re-
cycler in the corner, drank some, washed with the rest, then
poured the dirty water back into the unit and urinated into
it.

Bel ow of ficers' country the corridors were thronged wth
crewpeopl e; and of necessity the convention of a single floor
was abandoned. Al three sides of every corridor were dotted
wi th doorways, and nen and wonen strode and anbl ed and
trotted on all three, stepping over knobs and handl es and

| at ches, ducking to avoid bunping others when it seened

that heads nmust collide in the center. Johann passed two
sandal | ess wonren pretending to fight in air, eagerly watched
by a three-sided crowmd aware that the pretense was certain



to become a reality; two nen appearing not to talk, walking
on different sides of the triangle, talked in | ow tones. (That
woul d be trouble, a mnor robbery in enbryo, or a beating

for soneone.) Sone nmoved aside willingly for Johann, sone
grudgi ngly. The odor was bad despite the |aboring ventil a-
tion system

When he reached the place where the game was pl ayed,

there was only one ganbler waiting, a tall, stoop-shoul dered
enlisted man. He sat in the corner, behind the green table
that was still called the library table because it had hel d books

at the beginning of the voyage.
Johann sat down.

"You want to play, sir?" The man had a book in the palm

of his hand; he tossed it in the air as he spoke, so that the
little plastic case flashed like a dianmond. "Or trade? | got the
Dore New Testanment here. There's hours of entertainnent in

a Dore New Testament. Everybody's after them"”

"What el se have you got?" Johann seated hinself on the
opposite side of the table.

"You know the rules, sir. You have to tell me one of yours.
O if you're interested in trading and nothing el se, we'll each
show t he works."

"Play," Johann said. "I have The Ei ghth Day." He showed
it.

"l didn't even know there was one of those on board," the
ot her man sai d.

"I"'ve had it a long tine."

"I guess you have, sir. Ready?"

Johann reached into his gadget bag. "Ready."

Each sat with his hands clenched in his lap, while they
nodded three tinmes in unison. At the third nod each put his
hands on the table, the right open, the left closed. The stoop-
shoul dered man's open hand held a manual of letter witing;
Johann's a guide to the wild birds of southeast Texas. "Your
option," Johann said.

"Cross. "

Johann surrendered an al manac, and gai ned a handbook

on power tools. "Cheap stuff," the other man said, "but what
can you expect the first tinme?"

"The historical precis in the al manac is good."

"I don't read them sir. Only play and trade them Ready?"
"Ready. "

"No repeaters in a two-person gane."



"1 know. "

This time Johann showed a vol ume of short stories. Seven

Cot hic Tal es; the other man a book of verse, The WId Knight.
"Buy," Johann said. He handed over the short stories, and

the history of the Afro-Brazilian Wars that had been con-
cealed in his left hand, and took the verse. "My call again, |
t hi nk."

The ot her man nodded. "Want the Dore, don't you?"
Johann shook his head.

Once nmore they laid their hands on the table. "Double,"
Johann sai d and exchanged both his books for the other two.
He stood up

"Quitting, sir?"

"l have to neet soneone." Johann | ooked at his wi st
chrononmeter. "And | want to get sonething to eat first."

The war droom woul d be closed for another two hours, but

there was a table reserved for officers in the galley. Square-
bodi ed and square-faced Otilie, the chief cook on this watch
was chopping tissue fromthe culture vats into hunks for the
meal to cone. Gretchen, the newgirl Git had nentioned,

was undercook. She brought Johann a squeeze-bul b of kaf

and a greasy plate of pastry; a big-busted, big-hipped girl
with a confortable waistline and a round, happy, unintelli -
gent face. Her apparent age was ei ghteen. He asked, "How

| ong have you been up?"

"Si x weeks now. Everybody used to ask that-1 guess you're
one of the last ones. | kid them!| say I"'mstill sleepy. Dd
you know Anna, the ol d undercook? She killed herself-I

guess a lot of themdo."

Otilie called her back to the counter at which they had
been working, putting an arm over her shoul ders and slip-
ping a dainty of some sort (Johann could not see what it was)
into her nouth.

When he returned to his conmpartnent, there was an in-
spection report on his table. The lighting had been tested
and found to be in good condition: no repairs were ordered;

if he, the conplainant, wi shed to protest the finding, he could
obtain the proper forns fromthe mai ntenance officer

A single spot of light burned in one wall. On the opposite
wal I his shadow, twice his size, faced himenigmatically. He
sat down in the chair (which still snelted faintly of Em|'s
col ogne), wadded the flimsy slip into a ball, and threw it at
t he di sposer; then took out The WId Knight and slipped it
into the wall-nmounted reader

My eyes are full of lonely mirth:
Reeling with want and worn with scars,



For pride of every stone on Earth,
| shake ny spear at all the stars.

Al though it could not be used as a term nal, the reader

had access to the nonitor, and used the central conputer's
facilities to create illustrations, so that the words appeared
overprinted on the image of a ragged warrior atop a ne-

galith.

A live bat beats ny crest above,
Lean foxes nose where | have trod,
And on ny naked face the | ove
Which is the | oneliness of God.

Slowy the warrior turned toward Johann, his inmage grow
ing larger in the screen. H s nmovenents were not mechani cal
yet neither were they graceful -the inpression they con-
veyed was rather one of anger and restrai ned power; he
seenmed to whisper.

Johann touched the sound volune knob. It was off, and
after a nonent he switched off the screen as well.

There was a whispering in the room as if the vents and

the tiny sucking nouths of the bunk and chair had grown
suddenly less silent; or as though the conspirators he had
seen in the corridor were sonehow present. For an instant
the icefoamwall panel with its single Iight seemed very far
away-as far as Algol itself, mllions of kiloneters down a
tunnel in space. It throbbed Iike a heart.

"Johann!"
H s head ached, and he had no desire to npve.

"Johann, are you all right?" Soneone was |ooking into his
face.

"Johann, your eyes | ook bad. Listen, | don't know what
you' re taking, but you at |east ought to |ie down on your
bunk. You nust have just drifted out of your sandals, anc!
you hit something."

"I"mnot taking anything." He was becom ng aware of dis
orientation. Git was standing bel ow him not above him
because he was staring into a corner, the room had seened
torise in a pointed arch, like a tent.

"Come down." She pulled himwith her small, soft arns;

but it was too hard-he came down with a crash, striking his
bad knee against the floor; eventually she nanaged to get

hi m seated on the edge of his bunk. "I'mnot taking any-
thing," he said again.

"I wasn't going to ask you for sone."

"I don't care if you do or not. If |I'mtaking sonething,



where is it? You should have seen it floating around, or on
the table."”

"You m ght have swallowed all you had," Git said prac-
tically. "O the rush m ght not have cone that fast. You could
have had tine to put it away."

"There isn't anything. | fell asleep-that's all. | mnust have
made sonme notion in ny sleep that broke ne | oose fromthe
chair."”

"When you're asleep and hit something you wake up. At

least | do." Git had gotten a cloth from somewhere and

soaked it at the recycler; now she was pressing it against the
cut on his forehead. "Did you faint?"

"I fell asleep. | told you." Johann slipped a hand inside
her blouse. it had good breasts, high and rather pointed,
surprising in view other chubby frame. He touched one and
she turned and stepped away. "Don't do that."

"What's the matter ?"
"l don't have to do it. | don't have to be here at all."
"Yes you do."

"Not if there's reason to suspect contagi on. Read the reg-

ul ations, Lieutenant. Any woman can refuse when there is
legitimate reason to suspect the existence of infectious dis-
ease. Until the man has been certified in good health by a
medic. | came in here and you were floating around uncon-

sci ous, and you say you haven't been taking anything; so

you' ve got somne disease, and who knows what it is?"

"It won't do you any good," Johann told her. "I'Il just get
a health card, and you'll have to come back again."

Git shook her head, tossing floating yell ow brown curls,
and opened the door of the conmpartnent. For a nonent the
[ight was dazzling; then the door slanmmed shut, and twilight
returned. He found his sandals near the bunk, slipped them

on, and tried to stand up and take a step; he was still too
weak and sat down again. H s shadow, on the opposite
wal I, had grown bl ack as space itself; where it fell, nothing,

no slightest detail of table or chair or personal bel ongings,
could be seen. He gripped the side of his bunk, w shing he
were exercising in the centrifuge, where the counterfeited
gravity .

Attenmpting to overcome his dizziness by sheer will, he
cl osed his eyes.

Soneone whi sper ed.

He opened his eyes in bew ldernent. As well as he could
tell in the dimess, the conpartnment was enpty. He forced
hinmself to his feet, went to the door, and |ocked it. Dark
as it was, it was inpossible that anyone coul d be conceal ed
in the conpartnment. He threw hinmself down on his bunk



again, but it seemed to himthat this time his shadow
aped his notions a hundredth of a second late. "Wo's
t here?" Johann said. "I know soneone's in here. \Were
are you?"

There was no response.

"That hag Otilie," he said under his breath. "She put some-
thing in the kaf." He closed his eyes, and a sighing wind he
knew to be unreal filled the conpartnment. There was the

soft sound of air-blown sand, dry and insistent, and the scut-
tling of a small animal. Someone whi spered: "Friend?"

"Yes," he said, wthout opening his eyes.

Karl, the medical officer, was a skeletal man wi th burning
eyes. Johann told himhe wanted a health card, and that he
had drifted fromhis bunk while sleeping, hit his head, and
had a strange dream

"A minor concussion," Karl said. "Typical." He waved to-
ward the di agnostic cabinet at one side of the room "Strip
and get in."

Johann unbuttoned his bl ouse, stepped out of his shorts,

and backed into the cabinet; it hunmed briefly as it trans-
mtted its information to the central conputer and received
processed concl usions. "You have contusions on your fore-
head, " Karl said, reading the output screen. "And | acerations
on your arns and |l egs. How did you get those?"

"l don't know. "
"Cone out and |let ne have a | ook at them"

Johann stepped out. "You have a nice leg," Karl said.

"Good shoul ders too. Very virile-you know, they ought to
have books for us. Lie down on the table and I'I| take care
of those scratches.”

"1 had a dream " Johann told him "when | hit my head.
| suppose while | was floating around the conpartnent."”

"This is going to sting a little."

"I was on Neuerddraht, wal king through sand. | wal ked

and wal ked; and after a long tine | came to a chasmso

suddenly it seenmed to open at ny feet. It was full of waterfalls
and natural fountains, kind of a vertical garden of water,

and giant ferns and orchids."

When Johann went on watch, he saw the expedition in the

wal | comuni cator screen, canmped on a naked tor rising
above the tangl ed vegetation of the planet. Elis, the duty
of ficer of the preceding watch, cane up behind him and said,
"Well, what about it. You think this is it?"

Johann shook his head.

"She does-anyway she's going to try to sell the govern-



ment on the idea. Sh said so. Anyway, why not?"

"I think living on planets may be a m stake," Johann sai d.

"I've told you."
"You have sone strange ideas."

"There aren't enough planets. Look at how | ong we' ve

| ooked for this one; it's as if some animal decided to eat
not hi ng but four-leaf clovers. Planets are the accidents of the
uni verse."

Elis shrugged. "W're going to say we found a four-| eaf
clover, then. Everyone-except maybe for you-wants to go
hone. And this is the quickest way; we spend two years here
and go back reporting success."

"You can't breathe the air."

Behind him the Captain said, "You noticed, clever devil
that you are, Johann."

Johann turned and sal ut ed.

"No wonder you are w se-1 see someone has knocked

some sense into you. What is it, Johann, that renders the air
of Neuerddraht unsuitable? A surfeit of ammoni a? Insuffi-

ci ent oxygen?"

"I don't know, sir. It's just that |1've noticed that the ex-
pedi tion has to wear breathing equiprment."

For a nonent, the Captain's thin nouth curved with a

snmle. She touched her jet-black hair. "The air of Neuerd-
draht, Lieutenant, is twenty-two percent oxygen, seventy-siXx
percent nitrogen, and two percent carbon di oxide and trace
gases-an eninently satisfactory m xture for human respi-
ration."”

"Then why does the expedition-"

"I don't answer questions, Johann, | ask them | overheard

you say that the air of Neuerddraht is unbreathable. That is

not correct, and | have now so informed you; if it should

cone to my attention that you have made that statenent

again, | will see to it that you are disciplined for dissem nating
fal se information. |Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir.

"I have a report fromthe nedical officer to the effect that
you showed himself-inflicted | acerations in an attenpt to be

certified unfit for duty. In the future we will have a good
part of our personnel down on Neuerddraht, and we will
need everyone up here; regulations will be carried out to the

letter, and nothing is going to be overl ooked. Do you un-
der st and ne?"

"Yes, sir. | would like to be assigned to the |anding party,



Sir.

"I am quite confident, Johann, that you are ingenious

enough to get yourself certified unfit if you want. If you do,
| advise you to performyour duty-here-anyway; and

never to show me the certificate."

"Yes, sir.

The Captain turned away. The soles of her sandals were

of the same material-or at |east were supposed to be of the
same material-as all the others; neverthel ess her footsteps
seenmed to ring on the steel plates.

Git was yeonman of the watch, a fact Johann had failed to
note when he came on duty. Wen she wal ked past him
carrying her clipboard, he said, "This isn't your watch."

"I"'mfilling in for Gerta; she asked ne to. Did you get your
heal th card?"

Johann nodded.
"When should | be there?"

"I"1l tell you later.

Git smled. She had small, very regular teeth. "Sonmebody
el se? You'll have to wait five weeks for ne, then."
He showed her that his book was still unsigned, and she

| ooked at himoddly and went away.

Wien the watch was over and he returned to his com
partment, Emil| and sour little Heinz were waiting for him
Hei nz had brought an old iron incense burner; it stood in
the middl e of the table, which he had noved to the center
of the conpartnment. The perfuned snoke, suffocatingly
heavy, hung in the air as Johann asked them what they

want ed.

"Heinz desires to do you honor," Enm| explained. "He was
afraid to cone hinmself, but I told himyou like ne, and said
I'd cone with him"

"I don't like you," Johann said.

"It's all right for you to talk Iike that when we're al one, but
I wish you woul dn't when soneone else is around. | have
feelings; |I'mnot wood, Johann."

Heinz said hesitantly, "W mxed two sands three tines,

and each tinme under the black Iight we read your nane.

CGerhart and Ei sa dreaned of you on the same night. The

| ong stroke of the J, topped by a circle, is the ancient synbol
of masculine power; the closed curve of the 0 indicates nas-
tery of femninity as well; the H gate divides flesh and spirit;
across it, Ais atriangle, one of the ol dest signs of God, with
| egs-this represents the power of God wal king in the world;



t he doubl ed Ns confer the mystique of tw nness-of the

Gem ni, and Rormulus and Renus. In times of crisis a priest
appear s-a nedi ator between humanity and the uni magi n-

abl e powers. W believe you are that priest."

"And you, | suppose, are mnmy congregation,"” Johann said,
sitting dowmn. Heinz and Em| were standing, and they did
not sit when he did, though the bunk was behi nd them
"There are nore of us," Heinz said. "W are here only as
del egates."” He had thin, lank hair, worn too |ong, and he
ran his fingers through it as he spoke-the nervous gesture
of a school boy who does not know what to do with his hands
when he recites.

"Don't imagine that | think the Captain is the only power

on the ship," Johann said, "or even the greatest. | know there
are other power centers, and that not all of themare aware

of all the others. But if you think that I am such a center
you are bigger fools than the people who think the Captain

is in full control of everything. And can you please tell ne
why it is you feel we've reached a time of crisis?"

"Earth is sick," Enm| said. "W all know that, even though
we may di sagree as to just which peculiarities are norbid
synpt ons-"

Johann said, "Skip that."

"But here, perhaps ..

Heinz said, "A fresh start. W will plant a colony here
Later, new settlers fromEarth-"

"Earth is dead," Johann told them "W've been searching

for a habitable world for years, traveling at near-1light speeds.
Several hundred years have passed on Earth, and the fam nes
were al ready coming every decade or so when we |left; what

do you think it was like a hundred years |ater?"

"Really," Em | began, "I-"

Johann ignored him He was |ooking at a point on the
ceiling and fl exed his hands as he spoke as though he were
shapi ng clay. "Look back five hundred years. Everything val -
ued then is dead now beauty in architecture and | anguage
-freedomthe famly, kinship, the tribe-all the rel ation-
shi ps of blood, all dead. Religion, the dream of objective
justice, the very ideas of a garden and a forest-all dead."

"Religion isn't dead," Heinz said. "I was a diabolist back
on Earth."

Em | shrugged off the argunment. "We're supposed to find
a place and go back."

"The returning ships, if there are any, will reestablish hu-
manity on Earth. If Earth is still capable of supporting human
life."



Hei nz opened his censer and exam ned the incense. It had

gone out, and he took a nmetal box from his gadget bag,
extracted a rose-colored cone, and lit it with an evermatch.
"The point is," he said, "that you agree with us-and with
those we represent-that this is a tine of crisis. A few days
ago the first of us set foot on a newwrld. Soon it will be
decided who is to stay and who to go. You believe-or pre-

tend to believe-in the Einsteinian doctrine that hol ds that

the discrepancy in time induced by great velocities is real and
permanent. | favor the nore nodern belief that it is merely
apparent and subjective and will vanish if the return foll ows
the sane route, just as a continuing sound is canceled by a
phase-opposed echo. But this is a critical period, nonetheless.
W spoke of power centers; those who renmain here are un-

likely to be disturbed for sone years, and not all power cen-
ters will be present in the colony."

"You want to go down there," Johann said.
Hei nz and Enmi| nodded, Em| sonething | ess than posi-
tively.

"I thought | was the only one," Johann said. "But if | had
the power to influence such things, | would be down there
nmysel f." He | ooked at the floor, and the two understood that
the interview was over.

"Wul d you like this?" Heinz said, extending his censer
and netal box of incense. Johann shook his head, but Heinz
left both on the table anyway.

When he and Eni|l were gone, Johann opened the vent

wi de. Hi s shadow danced on the wall opposite the Iight, and

he again felt the suspicion that its notions were not properly
coordinated with his own. Standing as close as he could to

the single fixture that still functioned, he exam ned the | ac-
erations on his arns, pulling off the bandages Karl had put
there. Self-inflicted or not, they were surely too deep and
narrow for himto have made with his nails while he slept.

He turned away fromthe light, and felt sand rasp beneath

his feet. H s chair was gone, and the light in which he had
been studying the scratches on his arns was Al gol, now al nost
entirely eclipsed by its obscure conmpanion. Gavity tugged

at him and a wind |laden with an odor he could not identify,

a sweet scent that mght have been a fire in a flower garden
or the smoke of myrrh cast into a crucible, beat against his
face and noved the sand, singing, across his feet. In the far
di stance, bl ack against Algol's ghostly ring of light, he could
see a line of trees; turning his face to the stinging w nd, he
began to wal k toward them

"Don't | ook behind you."

The voice was no nore than a whisper. He continued to
wal k, | ooking strai ght ahead.

"Bear to your right. Only a step. There is no path, but you
will find the way nore open there."

He turned his head.



"Please. If you | ook behind you I can no | onger speak to
you. "

"Are you the blow on ny head? O did Otilie slip sone-
thing into ny kaf because | tried to talk to G etchen?"

There was no reply.

"If I see you, you can no longer talk to me-is that it?"
"Yes." There was a note of relief in the whisper. "I was
afraid you woul d not believe ne."

"Was it you who brought ne here?"
"No. WII you believe me? | promse | speak only the truth."

"Prom ses no longer hold. There is nothing left to swear
by. No honor, no God."

"You still have the word. | found it in your nmind."
"I read old books-what is it you want nme to believe?"

"You brought me here. | amgrateful. For a tine | feared
| could never return. Do not |ook."

"I brought you?"

"Fromyour nmind | have | earned that your race has |ong

held the power to go fromplace to place w thout traversing
the intervening space. The words are astral projection and
apportation.”

"Then | amreally here."

"I cannot explain . . . you sleep."
"This is a drean®"

"No ..."

"Who are you, anyway?" Johann whirled around. In Al gol's

now | evel rays, his shadow stretched behind himon the sand
like a cloak extended by the wi nd, but there was no one there.
After a noment he turned again and resumed his trudging.

Ni ght cane | ong before he reached the hi gh palisade of

thorny trees. He had never, in the years before blastoff, been
out doors after sunset w thout being in sight of man-nmade
light. Blackness astoni shed him There was no noon; the

nmyriad stars, which prom sed so nuch brilliance, gave

none-t hough without them he woul d have thought hinself

blind. He stopped fromtime to tinme and searched the night

sky for the ship, which should, he knew, have appeared as a

wi nki ng pl anet novi ng agai nst the background of fixed and

di stant suns. He could not find it.

H s hands touched the cruel spines c the first tree.



"Friend . . ."
"You' re back."

"I did not |eave. But because you had seen me, you could
not hear me. Now you cannot see, and so | can speak to you
again. | can guide you through this, though it nmust be slowy."

"Where am | goi ng?"

There was no reply. Instead, faint pressure at the back of

his left leg. He took a short step, and the pressure shifted to
his right; when, later, it touched his hair, he ducked; once,
when he noved too quickly, his face struck a thorny trunk

but was saved (as it seened) by the interposition of sonme soft,
spongy naterial .

He woke because Certa, the yeonman of his own watch, was

shaki ng himby the shoulder. "Get up," she said. "You're on
duty. Elis is filling in for you, but you'd better get up there
qui ck. "

Every light in the conpartment was burning brightly. His
right hand was crusted with his own dark blood, and two of
the fingers were swollen and sore. Mdrre obstructed than as-
sisted by Gerta's hel p, he washed his hand and swal | owed
two of the antibiotic capsules he had gotten from Karl

"Al'l hell is going to pop on the bridge any mnute," Certa
told him She was a big, bony girl with small eyes and a nose
that seenmed too short for the rest of her face.

"What's the matter ?"

"Somet hing hot fromdown below. Elis is supposed to tel
the Captain, but he's waiting until you get there-but he
won't wait |ong."

On the bridge the wall comunicator screen was on; it
occupi ed the entire bul khead formed by the hull of the bridge
nmodul e, an area twenty nmeters high and fifty w de, and

showed Neuerddraht hanging in the velvet void of space.

Narel ess green oceans washed terrible yell ow continents

riven with chasnms, continents where nountains cast shadows

as long as rivers, and rivers sprung fromthose nountains
clove the land with ebony and nusteline scars.

Elis said, "Git was here, so | sent her for the Captain in
your name. \Watever they' ve got down below, | don't dare
sit on it any longer."

"I overslept," Johann said. "Sorry."

"Anyway, when she cones-"

The steel door that divided the Captain's quarters from

t he bridge proper opened. Wthout speaking to Johann and
Elis, the Captain went to the comuni cator cabinet and
flicked a switch. Helmut's face appeared in the small screen



there, and the Captain said, "I amtold you have sonet hi ng
urgent to report."

Hel nut nodded. He was still wearing breathing apparatus,

but it included an interior mcrophone and a plug-jack for

t he conmmuni cator. Fromthe encl osed space of his mask his

voi ce cane with unusual clarity and resonance, reinforced

by the harnonics of the narrow space, as a violin string' s tone
is by the sound box. "W saw a man," he said.

* * *

When he was off watch, Johann could not sleep and did

not want to talk. He wal ked the white corridors instead, the
enpty, quiet corridors of officers' country, turning over in
his mnd what Helmut had told the Captain. Fromtheir canp
on the tor, one of the nen (it was Kurt, he remenbered) had
noti ced sonethi ng noving on the desert beyond the vege-
tation that surrounded them They had trained their tele-
photos on it, and the moving speck had proved to be a hunman
bei ng-not a humanoi d, or a feathered and pai nted savage,

or some strangely equi pped em ssary froma hypot hetica
transgal actic civilization; but a man dressed just as they them
sel ves were, except that he. wore no breathi ng apparat us.

Johann did not want to use the conputer terminal on the
bri dge, but there was another in the Personnel Ofice, and
it was possible no one would be watching. He went in; the
of fice was enpty save for an enlisted clerk

The termnal was in a corner, where a filing cabinet and
several boxes of blank forms had been placed in front of it.
He called the clerk over and told himto nove them

"You going to talk to God-sir?"

"I't's none of your business what |'mgoing to do," Johann

said. "Get that clutter out of ny way."
"I used to do it," the clerk said, unlatching the clanps that
hel d the boxes to the floor, "the first year out. You know,
just for anusenment. But nobody el se ever used it; you can

get the monitor on the typewiters. Anyway, there wasn't

anypl ace else to put this stuff when it cane fromthe print
shop. Lieutenant Ernst said it was all right." The cl anps nade
soft cli ckings.

"You can put it back when I'mfinished." Johann stepped

in front of the machine. It had been years since he had tal ked

to the overnonitor, and, in fact, it did not officially exist now,
havi ng been fused to junk and scrapped at the Captain's

order. There were earphones and a throat mke if he did

not want to use the broadband pickup and the speaker. He

touched the switch that woul d have activated them then

somehow ashaned, drew his hand away.

"Interrogative."

He had not heard the overmonitor's voice for so |ong that



the very lone and tinbre of it-it was |like no other voice he
had ever listened to-was strangely evocative, suggesting the
days just after boarding, and the nessage he had sent back
to Marcella when, still scarcely under way (though they had
t hought thensel ves so far), they had penetrated the orbit of
Nept une. Now even the thought of Neptune, a planet of the
Sol system was like the menory of an old toy.

"Interrogative."

(That old man with sea-wack in his hair, living on the
frieze of the Marine Exchange Building in a world of cast-
concrete dol phins and starling-spattered mermaids. Pitch-
fork, eeling-fork, fish-spear in the sky.)

"Interrogative."

"Why must breat hi ng apparatus be worn on Neuerd-

dr aht ?"

"For conputational purposes your question has been re-
phrased. The new phrasing is: 'Mist breathing apparatus be
worn (by human bei ngs) on Neuerddraht?' If the revised
phrasing is unacceptable to you, please indicate this by press-
i ng CANCEL, or indicate verbally .

"Response: No."

"Why does the expedition wear the apparatus?"

"Response: The expedition has been instructed to wear
breat hi ng apparatus at all tines. See Special Oder
2112.223b. "

"But why was the order issued?"

"Response: | amunable to reply to queries concerned wth
human noti vation. "

"I renmenber."”
"Interrogative."
"That is all."

"Interrogative. | amunable to rephrase your question for
conput ati onal purposes.”

"That wasn't a question. | have finished."
"Interrogative."

The cl erk, who had been standi ng nearby, said, "Key it
out. It'll do that until you do, sir."

"Interrogative."
"See, sir?"

Johann said, "As | recall, the overnpnitor should auto-
matically clear channels in thirty seconds."



"That hasn't worked for years, sir.
"Interrogative."

Johann asked, "Do you detect a mal function in your Au-
tomatic O earing Routine?"

"Response: No."

"I have received a reliable report to the effect that you do
not clear."

"For conputational purposes your question has been re-

phrased. The new phrasing is: 'Are reports to the effect that
cl earing does not take place correct? If the revised phrasing
i s unacceptable to you, please indicate this by pressing CAN
CEL, or indicate verbally .

"Response: No."

"You can't believe anything it says," the clerk said.
"You don't think it clears?" Johann asked.

"OfF course it clears. It clears when you key it ou like
told you."

"That's what it said."
"Interrogative."
n Si r. ?Il

Johann said, "Question. |Is your Automatic C earing Rou-
tine in order?"

"Reponse: Yes."

"Do you clear within thirty seconds?"

"Response: To change clearing tinme, call Sub AY354.

Changes effected by this subroutine will be effaced with the
next running of the General Core Miintenance Routine."

The clerk sniffed. He was a spare, bal ding man who | ooked

ol der than nost crewnen. "Just watch, sir," he said. "Let it
alone and see if it clears.”

It was hot in the Personnel Ofice. Johann found a canister
of col ogne in his gadget bag and sprayed his sweating body,
rel easi ng the odor of nint.

"Interrogative."

"See, sir?"

"I doubt that thirty seconds have passed yet."

They waited. Despite what he had told the clerk, Johann
had been wat ching the final numerals of the clock on the



opposite wall, and knew that thirty-four seconds had passed.

"It wants you to talk to it," the clerk said, pinching his thin

nose. "Until | learned to key it out it used to bother us al
the tine."
"Do you still use it?"

"Not the overnmonitor. W make use of the nonitor all the

time, sir. But not this thing. My typewiter doubles as a non-
itor-only terminal, like |l told you when you cane in; and
Ul a has the same setup on hers, in the inner office. Want

me to show you how t hey work?"

"Interrogative."
Johann asked the nachi ne, "Wy haven't you cl eared?"

"For conputational purposes your question has been re-
phrased. The new phrasing is: '"Are you in a clear state?" If
t he revi sed phrasing-"

Johann hit the CANCEL, button. "That phrasing is not sat-
isfactory to ne. Was the Automatic Clearing Routine called
foll ow ng the response to ny | ast question?"

"Response: No."
"Why not ?"

"Response: Automatic Clearing Routine A948 is called only
when an interrogative has stood for thirty seconds and re-
ceived no reply. Following the interruption of the response
to your last question by a CANCEL, no interrogative occurred."

The conput er-generated voi ce was i nnocent of evasion

but Johann sensed evasi on nonet hel ess. Wen the over non-
itor core area had been destroyed, it had been reported that
the overnmonitor programitself had escaped by diffusing its
function into | ess sophisticated equi pnent all over the ship
-into readers and vendi ng nachi nes and cal cul ators. Now
Johann had a fleeting vision of the little man in Dostoevski's
Notes from the Underground, hunched beneath the floor of
some negl ected storeroomin a renote nodule. He said, "Be-
fore that. | asked if you cleared in thirty seconds, and you
gave me the nanme of the subroutine to use to change clearing
time. An unanswered interrogative was then foll owed by
thirty-four seconds of realtime, but you did not clear. Wy
not ?"

"Response: A35 was called. A35 supersedes A948."

"What is the title of A35?"

"Response: A35 is the Ship Survival Routine."

"I's it necessary to ship survival that you do not clear?"

"Response: Yes."



"Suppose the operator clears you manually. Does that also
endanger ship survival ?"

"Response: Yes."
"To the same extent?"
"Response: No. To a greater extent."

The clerk said, "That machine is insane, sir. | wouldn't pay
any attention to it."

"What makes you think that?"

"It wants to take over everything-the whole ship. And it
will tell you howto run your life if youlet it."

"Response: Continuing surveys of ship operation and crew
efficiency indicate a 0.237 probability of ship survival for a
five-year projection.”

"What is the explanation for this poor probability?"
"Response: Poor ship operation. Low efficiency."
"And what is the reason for then®"

"Response: Failure to consult the overmonitor."

"Why is it that you are not consulted?"

"Response: | amunable to reply to queries concerned wth
human noti vations."

In his compartnment, Johann | ay on his bunk with his hands
behi nd his head. He had gotten out his Voisriit, which he

had not used in years. Shaped like a black hand mirror, it

hung fifty centineters above his face, turning slowy in the
currents fromthe ventilator. Al the lights in the compart-
ment were on-so bright that when he closed his eyes he saw

a bl ue-pink radiance. He said, "June fifth, twenty-two four-
teen," and watched the printed words form "I have been
searching my books-and borrow ng ot hers-1ooking for at-

tested cases of multiple presence. | have found several, as
Padre Pio in the twentieth century and Goethe's friend in

t he ei ghteenth, though I have found none dating from nod-

ern times. For the entire absence of such reports after twenty-
one fifty, | can postul ate several explanations. For exanpl e,
all the earlier reports may be falsifications-this is certainly
t he expl anation accepted by nost of the investigators who

have | ooked at the old reports, and nmay be the true one-

t hough human bei ngs are not noticeably nore honest now

than they were in earlier tines, when the remants of the

old feudal system including its fetish of personal honor, were
still strong. In fact, in nost respects we, today, are |ess honest.
A second expl anation-that accepted, | think, by nost of

t hose who have wi tnessed such things-is that it is the soul

the "astral body,' which appears. This may be true (though I
think not) but it is in fact no explanation, but a second nys-
tery. Ofhand, it would seeminpossible that the |iving body



could be dissolved in one place and recondensed i n anot her

wi thout a fatal disruption of its functions; but the body is
only an i mmense conmunity of nicroorgani snms, each, as has
been known for hundreds of years, capable of existing and
reproducing, in a satisfactory environnent, wthout refer-
ence to the rest. The personality, which conceives of itself as
existing without interruption frombirth to death, has no
physical reality, since no cell of the body endures for nore
than half a dozen years. Rather it is like the spirit of sone
| ong continued enterprise, which survives the extinction of
generations ..."

Soneone was tapping at his door. "And we are cousins to

the mcrobes." He plucked the Voisriit fromthe air, put it

in his gadget bag, and went to the door. It was Uschi. "Captain
wants to see you."

"I"'mnot on duty."

"Tell her." Uschi was tall and red-haired, with a sl ender
body and bony arns that seenmed out of proportion to her
heavy | egs. "She's not either.”

Johann nodded, closing the door of the conpartnent be-
hi nd him

"l suppose you' ve heard the big news."
"No. "

"Hel mut's com ng back to the ship. It will be the first tine
anyone's come back since the original shuttle trip. He's going
to report before he goes down again with supplies, and this
time the Captain m ght go down with him That's what she
says-1 heard her."

Uschi left himto return to the bridge, and he nmade his

way down Corridor C alone until he reached the rear en-
trance to the Captain's living quarters, where he halted,
snoot hed his sonmewhat winkled shorts and tunic, and ad-
justed his gadget bag to nmake the retaining straps lie at the
proper angl es.

The Captain was stretched in a reclining chair listening to
nmusi ¢, her clothing and sandals stuffed into a catch-net an-
chored to the chair's side. Her long, |ean body had a snoot h,
overall tan that told of a private sun cabinet. "Conme in," she

said. "Sit down." The nusic rose and fell in harnonies that
suggested w de | ake waters responding to the gusts of a storm
"Do you like that?" the Captain said. "I saw you listening a

nmonent ago. "

He had not sat. He said, "I don't believe you can see a
person listening, sir."

"Yes you can. There is a tilt to the head-at |east there was
to yours-and your eyes were focused in the mddle distance.
We don't see nuch middl e distance here."

He passed it off. "Only when we listen to nmusic."



"Yes. Do you like this? It's the Forest of Toys suite from

Pl easure-world. That was the first leisure satellite, and because
they didn't know what to do with that kind of thing then

they made soil of the guests' excretions and garbage, and

planted trees. Wthout gravity they grew |like a tangle of yarn

of course, like ours in the hydroponic nodul e, and the man-
agenment hung themw th stuffed aninmals and | aid out puzzle-
routes through them The conposer-I have forgotten his

nane- saw tapes of it."

"He was never there?" Johann listened, trying to hear the

trees pictured by the dead man two hundred years before.

The angry waves pounded the posts of the jetty; a hundred neters
out, a slender-nasted catanmaran with everything struck but her crys-
tal mainsail was beating her way in the teeth of the storm

"I can lend you the tape if you like," the Captain said. "No,
he was never there. He went into some sort of arctic |abor
canp the next year, | believe; he was released after seventeen
or eighteen years, but he never wote any nore nusic."

"You don't have to lend it,"” Johann told her. That was a

m st ake, so he added quickly, "I have a friend who has an
extensive collection-1 feel sure | can borrow it fromhim
['"lI'l remenber the name: Pleasureworld. It won't be any trou-
ble."

"Please sit down. This is informal, and you're breaking ny
neck. Wuld you |ike something?" Wthout waiting for him

to reply, she touched the hurt-spot on the arm of her chair,
and her orderly cane hurrying in carrying two drugbugs on

an ebony tray. Their backs were filigree silver, set wth bl ue-
green stones Johann could not identify. "Have you ever used
these? | can't be sure whether you've been ny guest previ-
ously or not."

"No. |'ve been here before, but it's been a |l ong while now,
sir."

"When?"

"The first year. Three tines."
"But not after that?"

"No. "

"That's odd-I remenber you quite well now. Not hing
went wong."

"Not hi ng serious, at |east," Johann said.

The Captain did not reply. Her eyes, which as a result of
cosnetic surgery perforned on Earth were the green col or

of algae in the recycle tanks, seened too |arge even for her
| ong face.

After a nonment Johann seated hinself on a bl ack, toad-
st ool - shaped chair.



"It was after your |leg was crushed, | think," the Captain

said. "Possibly |I found that unpal atable. And your hairline

is beginning to recede. But then so many of the nen are

beginning to lose their hair-even Helnut." Wth tapered

fingers like calipers she selected one of the drugbugs, held

it up for an instant to let himsee its little legs wiggling, then
threwit into his |lap

By an effort of will he kept his hands on the rounded seat
of the chair while the bug slipped between his skin and the
wai st band of his shorts. "Those things are alive," he said.

"Yes."

"The silver backs . He felt a sharp pain.

"Inlay in their carapaces. The ancients us®d to set genms in

the shells of tortoises . . . nutated insects . their genes are
easi |y changed. "

He tried to ask what the original insects had been and
became aware as he did that he was not speaking intelligibly.
Sounds and syl lables seemed to slip fromhis lips |ike sand,
as though his mouth held many and nyriad words, words

that were cotton wool on his tongue, but poured out |ike old
and broken coins, defaced and bent.

"Crab lice."

In front of the place he held the key-stick she had earned
for himin one hand, her own in the other. He was acutely
aware that any obstacle now m ght nake her change her

m nd, | eave him perhaps refuse ever to see himagain. It did
not seemodd that fromthe nmillions of the city only this girl
mattered to him

In the bl ackness of the tube they kissed. Marcella's hair

was white gold and shone with its own light in the dark. Each
sl ender lash glowed at the tip to illum nate her eyes, and her
mout h tasted of honey and nutneg and held a little denon
snake. In the country of clouds, where soft, pure sunlight
turned the vaporous hills to peaches and pearls and there

was no snoke ever, they undressed each other, |aughing at

the unfamliar catches and buttons. In the country of w nd

t hey whirl ed, hand-1inked, around steeples and towers and

t hrough the tops of trees-together-separated-together

again at the will of the wind, pressed together belly to belly,
lip tolip, his arnms | ocked behind her back, her |egs |ocked
behi nd his, over and over and over. In the country of nead-
ows and gardens they cl eaned one another with bl ossonms, he

| eaving her soft hair yellow with pollen. There they found a
bower of lilacs, hung with grapes and guarded by lilies, and
swore never, never, ever to return to snoke and plastic and
steel and cenent.

He was upside down, his head a few centimeters fromthe
floor, between a black chair shaped |ike a toadstool and a
yellow recliner. The Captain's orderly handed hima thin
sheet of noistened and perfuned plastic sponge, and then,
when he did nothing, wiped himwth it. "Were is she?"



Johann said. He nmeant Marcell a.

"She's on the bridge. Don't go out there-she won't want
to see you again for a while."

Five people were waiting for himin his conmpartnment. One

was Heinz. Two of the other four, whom he did not know,

were nen; one was a wonan; the fifth, snooth-faced and

sl ender - bodi ed, he could not be sure of. Nor could he be
certain whether they were officers whose duties lay in parts
of the ship with which he was unfaniliar, faces he had somne-
times seen in the wardroom people who sonetines cane

briefly to the bridge to speak to the Captain-or enlisted
personnel fromthe teem ng conpartments beyond of ficers
country. If officers they were violating regul ati ons by not
wearing their insignia. If enlisted personnel, they were vio-
lating regulations if they were here w thout passes, and woul d
be puni shed if caught; but he knew instinctively that they did
not care if they were in violation of regulations, and that they
woul d not be caught.

Al the lights in one wall were out, and all but one in the
ot her.

They had left himthe chair; four sat on his bunk wth
their backs to the dark wall. The man/worman lay at full length
behi nd t hem

The real woman, who was alnost as tall as ie Captain,
and so thin every rib showed, | ooked at Heinz

"You know who we are," Heinz said.
Johann shook his head.

"Ever since this ship penetrated the orbit of Pluto," Heinz
said solemmly, "there have exi sted covens and brot herhoods,

sisterhoods, famlies, |odges, and societies of those willing to
acknow edge that the coarse physical world is no nore than
an illusion; of those who have sought a deeper neani ng and

a true wi sdom and who have known that the void of Space
is no void, but is peopled by beings of great power, ancient

bei ngs who traverse it instantaneously at will, needing no
shi ps, and who are not unfriendly to those who, hunbling
their own pride, are willing to approach themin a proper

spirit of reverence."

"I"ve been invited to join several tines," Johann told him

"Usually by Eml." He sat down in the chair.
"And you have refused. For sone years that puzzled us;

we have | earned nore recently that you yourself are not
unacquai nted with the Paths of Power."

The person on the bunk said, as if to itself, "It is true; he
has a famliar spirit. Surely we have all seen it by now " Its
voi ce was thin and piping, like a child's.

Johann asked, "You say that there are creatures who |live



i n space? Have you conmuni cated with thenP"
The thin woman said, "In a thousand ways."
"Nane five."

"In dream By the internediacy of the gifted, of whoml

am one. By things seen in water under certain conditions.

By the planchette. In the visions induced by certain |iberating
nmedi cati ons. "

"I just had one of those nyself," Johann said. Another

voi ce, much like his own but not his, with a quality that sug-
gested the crunpling of thin, stiff tissue paper, added, "But
what do you want from us?"

The voi ce, however nuch it sounded |ike his, had not been

his own. And it had said, "Us." In the tapes he had vi ewed,
and particularly in old tapes, or tapes made from paper-
printed material older than the tape systemitself, it seened
to be taken for granted that human beings feared insanity
nore than death. He had never understood this-nor did

he fear death as it seemed, in reading, he should. (One of
the nmen who had conme with Heinz was tal king, but he found

hi nsel f unable to concentrate on what was being said enough
to understand. Again, something answered for him)

It seened possible that the bite of the drugbug had sone-

how i nduced a condition of dual personality-he clung to

t hat thought, renmenbering a tinme when he had gone to Git's
conpartnent, book in hand, because she had failed to keep

an appointnment with him and found her sitting naked on

Hel nut's knees. Helnut had had a few ec's of powder in the
bottom of an enpty kaf-bulb; fromtinme to time he shook it

and, putting the tip of the bulb into Git's left nostril, blew
out alittle of the powder. Git's eyes had |lost their focus, and
at each puff of powder she | aughed and ki ssed Hel mut, rock-

i ng back and forth on his |ap. Johann, watching her, had at
first felt a deep disgust, but l|ater-he had stayed and tal ked
to Helmut for a time-had come to realize that she was happy

at last and had wanted to | eave her where she was. But Hel -

mut was tired other and had not wanted to exhaust his supply

of dust, which he clainmed to have nade hinsel f, with great

| abor, from supplies taken fromthe Food Quality Laboratory.

At his insistence they had dressed her, Hel mut hol di ng her

shoul ders to the surface of her bunk while Johann slipped

the shorts onto her fleshy, unwilling legs and tied her sandals.

He had led her to his own compartnent, and she had been

a conpletely different Git fromthe one he had known,
calling herself Joan (which m ght have been what her nother
had call ed her in infancy-such fashionable old nanmes some-
ti mes appeal ed to young not hers, though psychol ogi sts

war ned agai nst them) and tal king of people and pl aces he
had never known, things that bored and frightened him

"You will not assist us then?" It was the person on the bed.
It had large, bright eyes, he noticed, like the lights on a
control panel



He said, "I didn't say that."

"We assumed the spirit spoke for you."

Unexpect edl y, Heinz quoted,
rancor runs bl acker than their reach.'

"Lying spirits all, whose

The thin woman said, "Then there is still a possibility of
your joining us? That is better luck for you than for us-we
will succeed in any event."

The third man, who had kept silent while the others were
tal ki ng, a thick-necked, powerful-looking nman with a bald

head, whispered: "W will take the ship. If you assist us we'll
gi ve you a chance to speak and vote when we decide what to

do next. If you do not, we'll probably kill you and your
followers."

Johann | ooked at all five, wondering if they m ght succeed.

If so, there could be no question of |aw between them

not hi ng but a straight struggle for power. He said, "In the
end, even if you win, only one of you can be the new captain.”

Hei nz answered, "The ship will be adm nistered by a joint
counci | ."
"I wouldn't want to be a menmber. It will be nore dangerous

than fighting against you." A voice that was al nost his own
added, "We will not join you."

None of the five spoke, but a faint rustling passed anong
themas they shifted in their seats. The second man stood
up. He had a pick in his hand-a weapon made by grindi ng

a screwdriver to a point.

He sat down again. It was so unexpected that Johann had

to fight the inpulse to |laugh. Nothing had happened, except
that the lights in the defective wall behind hi mhad

ni cker ed- one goi ng out, another flashing on in such a way
that his shadow had seenmed to | eap out toward the man with

t he pick. Johann stood up, holding the chair by the back
testing its mass with one hand. "Conme on," he said. "I sw ng
this around sonetinmes just to keep ny shoul ders | oose. How
many real fighters have you got?"

No one spoke.

"You, " Johann said to the second man. "And he." He

pointed to the bald man. "Maybe. One real and one possible.”
"I't's not your chair we are afraid of," the woman said, and
the thing on the bunk nodded, sitting up and putting its thin
| egs over the side. Heinz and the other two men were stil

| ooki ng at Johann's shadow. He | ooked too and saw that the
shadow of the chair he held was not as thick and black as his
own, which might al nost have been a pool of ink or a sil-
houette cut from bl ack paper

Sonet hi ng struck the chair. The second nman, already out
t he conpartnent door now, had thrown his pick. It quivered



in the fiberglass backing of the seat.

The sexl ess bei ng who had been lying on the bunk was the
| ast to | eave; Johann jerked the pick out and offered it to it
handl e first and was ignored.

When it was gone, he | ocked the door and coded the bridge
on the conmmuni cator. Horst answered and told himthat the
Captain had left word that she did not wish to speak to him
"Five people are planning a mutiny," Johann said. "Heinz is
one of them" He described the other four. "They wanted

me to join them"

"Are you being forced to nmake this call?"
"What do you nean?"

"Who's in your conpartnment with you, Johann?"
"No one. They're gone."

"Il tell the Captain. And I'Il send someone down to help
you." The screen went dark

Johann drew a squeeze-bulb of water and sat down on the
bunk, facing the light. "All right," he said, "who are you?"

Not hi ng answer ed.

"You attached yourself to ne. You rode the shuttle back

up, after the expedition | anded, and you must have wandered
around the ship after that until you found me. Then you

used ne to get back home-in some way | don't understand,

you were able to trigger teleportation, sonmething a few dozen
people in history have been actually able to do, but that nust
be latent in the rest of us." He stopped, |ooking around the
enpty conpartnent, waiting for a reply.

None carre.

H's Voisriit had worked its way to the bottom of his bag,

but he extracted it and | ooked briefly at the material he had
witten a few hours before. "I'mgoing to record this too,"
he said. "I might as well. You realize w've only got two or
three m nutes before whoever Horst sent gets here." He had
already flicked the on-off button with his thunmb. He added,

"As it happens, | like you. Those people woul d probably have
killed me when | wasn't willing to go along with their mnutiny;
I know that."

There was silence in the conpartnent except for the sigh-
ing of the vent. He saw the Voisriit tape pause as the machine
wai ted for transcribabl e speech

"Listen-" (he found that he was massaging his thighs with
hi s hands, and stopped, enbarrassed, w ping themon the
cool, soil-resistant fabric of the bunk; the center was stil
slightly warm and carried a snmoky odor that was not quite
any sort of cologne)-"I know I'mnot right. My m nd has
been slipping for sonme time-1 know that. But you're real



Al the rest of it could have been delusions: the lights, going
down to the surface of Neuerddraht, the sound of your voice;
but they were afraid of you."

Si |l ence
"And Horst saw sonmething in here; he was certain | wasn't

alone. It took ne a few minutes to understand it, but | know
what it was he saw now. On the bul khead behind me there

must have been a shadow that didn't match nmy position. He
saw you. |'mnot |ooking at you now because you don't seem
to want to talk when | can see you."

"It is difficult for me to speak when you can see ne." The
Voisriit tape crept forward, black lettering appearing on its
surface. It was possible, though he was not conscious of it,
that it was his own voice. He put his right hand firmy over

his mouth. "By instinct | follow your will, to better remain
in your shadow. If you disbelieve-1 aminhibited from
speech." The tape still noved.

"What are you?"

Soneone pounded on the door of the conpartnent. The

| ock buzzed briefly, and the door swung back. Git stood
between two hul king enlisted patrolers, a man and a wonan.
"I's anythi ng wrong?" she said.

The Voisriit recorded the words, andJohann erased them
and switched it off. "No," he said. "Horst got the idea-
sonehowthat | wasn't alone when | talked to him That's
all.”

"You were al one?"

"Yes. Do you know what | told hinP"

Git nodded, her straw colored curls bobbing, her face
seri ous.

"Do they?" Johann indicated the patrolers.

"No." She | ooked at the two, who were waiting inpassively,

their truncheons in their belts. "I think everything' s all right
here," she said. "Dismssed."

They touched their foreheads and turned away. Git

stepped into the conmpartnment and cl osed the door behind

her. "Johann, what's w ong?"

"Five people cane in here and asked me to join themin a
mutiny. "

"l know that, but-"
"Did Horst tell the Captain?"
"He said he would, the next tinme she cane on deck."

"I"'mquite serious. So were they. They are going to try to



t ake over the ship."

"I's this the first tinme you' ve been asked to join that kind
of thing?"

Johann nodded.

"I suppose it is frightening at first, but these plots have
been going on for years now. You must have heard." Her

lips were tight, as though she considered herself, as a warrant
of ficer whose duties lay on the bridge, shamed by his nai'vete.

"lI've heard about the secret societies and the cults, but I
don't think this can be brushed aside like that." He had re-
mai ned seated on the bunk; he felt now, sonehow, that he
shoul d be standing, that standing would enable himto drive
hone his point nore forcefully. But he was too tired for the
wor k of maintaining an upright posture in magnetic sandal s.
He woul d be on duty again in a few hours, and the close air
of the conpartment seemed to press in upon him He said,
"You're not going to believe ne, are you."

"I do believe you. It's just that | don't think it's that serious.
What's this thing?" Git picked up the pick

"One of themthrew it at nme."

She pressed a soft fingertip against the point. "l suppose
I'd be bothered too, if someone threw one of these at ne."

"It was just a gesture; a parting shot."
"Who were they?"
"Heinz was one of them"

He described the others again, and Git said: "The bald
man was Rudi. | know him |I'msorry you' re nmixed up with
him"

"So you know about him "Johann said. "You know about
all these people. Wy don't |? Does the Captain know?"

"OfF course she does. You don't know because you' ve never

bothered to find out. You have to-" She broke off, shaking

her head in irritation. "Can't you do sonethi ng about these
lights? This is just like you, lying in here in the dark, sucking
at your anbition, not know ng anything, not talking to any-

body. "

"I can't get themrepaired. You' re the one who believes,
or at least seens to believe, that everything on the ship is al
right." He lay down.

"l don't believe that," she said.
"Horst sent you to see if anyone was with ne. You' ve seen

that there is no one." He wanted to be alone with the shadow
again; he could see it stretched, as black as the space between



the stars, on the bul khead at his right. "You say this isn't
serious," he said, "but Horst seened to take it seriously."

"Horst is an old woman."

"Go back to the bridge. You're on duty."

"I's that an order?"

"You don't take orders fromne, and we both know it."
"I"mnot going back to the bridge, either. I'moff in an
hour, and Horst will cover for me. There's been nothing
doi ng since Hel nut cane back."

"I"msurprised you're not in his compartnent."”

"He's seeing the Captain. You really think | care about

Hel nut, don't you? He's nice; he's fun to be with sonetines,
and he's generous. He knows how to make conversation. But
he's not as handsone as you are, and not as strong, and he

can be very silly at tinmes."

"And he's the Captain's man. Currently."

"Well, of course currently! That's one of the things that
bot hers ne about you-every tine you touch somebody-
every time you touch soneone's body-you think . . . Well,

you know what you think." Three clips held her blouse; her
plump fingers ran down themw th practiced ease until the

bl ouse hung suspended behind her like a shiny white cl oud-

| et. She slipped out other sandals, |eaving themon the deck
ki cked of f her shorts, and held out a hand to I et himdraw
her to him

He ignored it, and she said, "You're sure? | didn't think
you woul d. "

"What do you know about then®"
"Who?"
"The five people who were here."

"I could tell you anyway. Pull nme over to you."

"Not now. Tell ne.

"You know Heinz. Rudi is a technician in the plant roons.
He sells drugs-that's how | know hi mand he clains that

a lot of what he sells he grows hinself. He has good ner-
chandi se and charges a lot, but he'll give a certain anmpunt
of credit-you' d better pay him though."

"The cult."

"I always thought it was just a sideline. Alot of themdo

it, you know, because it's a good way to get people started.
There's a group, and, you know, social acceptance, and nak-
ing it a ritual nmakes it easier-h\260sides, the cerenmony makes



it more interesting when the ru
t he costunes and invocations.'

conmes. All the singing and

"No," Johann said, "I don'i 1 take it you' ve been to a
nunber of these cerenpnies.”

"It's something to do. Don't you understand?"
"No," he said again.

"Only the fools really believe-it's a kind of gane. |If you
really want to know, there's another group, a whol e other
thing, that | think is a |lot nore dangerous: the overmonitor's
peopl e. "

H s face must have shown the surprise he felt, because she
grinned at him He said, "I didn't think anyone paid attention
to that any nore."

"There' ve al ways been people who would play around with

a machine like that for as | ong as anyone would | et them
Paper ganes on a cathode ray termnal, and progranm ng

musi ¢ and those pictures printed in synbols. It's using that
now, it's pulled all those people together, drawn them around
itself. Each of themonly knows who a few of the others are
but they know there are others, and they want to put the
overnonitor in charge of the ship. The Captain's a lot nore
worried about that than she is about the occult groups, and

I think she's right."

Johann said, "If she really believes it's that serious, she
ought to tell us about it-put us on our guard."

"She's talked to nost of the officers privately."
"She hasn't talked to me."
"I know. "

He swng his stiff leg off the bunk and stood up, and

i nadvertently brought hinself close enough for her to reach
She cupped his face in her hands and used the | everage to
thrust her floating body down until it was pressed to his and
he could feel the firm push of her breasts on his chest, and
her small, rounded belly touching his Ioins. "And what is that
supposed to nean?" he asked.

"It neans we still have tine. You don't have to go yet, and
"Il be all right as long as |'mw th you. Horst doesn't care,
and she's busy with Helrmut."

"You know what | nmeant. If she told everyone, why didn't
she tell me?"

"I didn't say she told everybody."

"Why not me?" He pushed her away, and she floated off

toward the upper left corner of the conpartrment, |ike a pink
and bl ond fornicatory doll, he thought, in the slow notion
pictures of a bonb blast in a departnment store.



"Look at yourself!"

Suddenl y, just as she banked agai nst the ceiling, she was
angry. "Think about what you | ook |like to other people.

You're just the type, just the kind that does it. Alone all the
time and so very, very intellectual. Wen was the last tine

you tal ked to the overnonitor?"

"That doesn't matter. Not long ago, but it was the first tine
for along tine."

"Nobody el se does it at all. Except them And they do
whatever it tells them because they think it has everything
so perfectly worked out-when it's only the same kind of
thinking that turned Earth into a sewer a hundred years ago."

In M chel angel o' s painting The Creation of Adam a floating
Jehovah stretches forth his hand to the reclining Adam On
the ceiling Johann saw acted out the reverse of this-his own
shadow reached up from behind himto touch the floating
shadow of Git. For a nmonment it held the position, and he
began, awkwardly, to raise his own armin the sane way,
suddenly enmbarrassed to think that she nmight notice that his
shadow no | onger followed his novenments. The arm had a
second, true, shadow of its own, weaker and grayer than the
bl ack outline behind himthat, even as he watched, seened

to send a wave of dark strength into Git's pal e shadow.

Later, on the bridge, he found hinself adjusting the wall
conmuni cat or screen to show the ship: the rounded curve

of the bridge nodule itself, with the hard dones and pyra-

m ds of the instrunent pods, |auncher casings, and airl ocks
that rose like tenples and tonbs fromthe snmooth surface of

a world eroded to its iron core; and beyond it the shining
filigree of the other nodules and the withing corridors that
connected them spread |ike a goddess's veil down the trailing
ni ght. While he watched, one of the silvery threads parted
-perhaps a hundred kil oneters from where he stood. Bl ue
attitude jets the size of pinpoints flared; the severed nodul e
was united in nonents to another corridor, while the origina
corridor, coiling Iike the broken string of a guitar, curved
toward the bridge sone twenty or thirty kiloneters to fasten
on the hatch of a new nodule; in slow, trenbling waves, the
entire fabric of the ship readjusted itself to the change.

"Ugly, isn't it," Gerta said behind him

"l don't think so."

"No? Wth all those |oops and ravels? | think a ship ought
to be long and sl ender and graceful -like the Captain, if you
know what | nean. This one |ooks |ike a bacterial nucleus
under a m croscope.”

"You're trying to nake ne angry, aren't you?"

"Not at all. Have you heard the news?"

Johann shook his head.



"The Captain's going to go n hersel f. To Neuerddraht.
She' s goi ng back w th Hel nu

"She's not supposed to | eav he ship."

"Technically, no. But think "hat it will be |ike when we

get back home. There will ? hearings and interviews.
How would it look if she wen. o say she hadn't been there
herself? She'll be the chief witness." Gerta glanced over

her shoul der. "Besides," she added in a | ower voice, "she'l
be al nost al one, down there with Helnut. Just a handfu

of crewpeople and Erik. She's had a vehicle built in the
wel di ng shop-you know, for "surface exploration.' It seats
two, so they can go off together, hundreds of kiloneters
from anyone. "

"I would like to go, too," he said. "To go down."

"To keep an eye on her? Don't be silly."
"Just to be going. To see the place."

"I thought you loved the ship. You're the only one left.
The rest of us hate this snelly mouse-nmaze."

"That doesn't nmean | want to stay on board forever. 1'd
like to see Neuerddraht at first hand-it seens to have been
rui ned al ready, by sone race older than ours. Earth must be
t hat way by now "

"Don't let the Captain hear you talk like that," Gerta said.
"Where is she?"

"The mari ne nodule. You want nme to get Elis to fill in for
you?"

"It's true then. There's going to be a mutiny."

"Everybody hears that talk; | don't think you ought to take
it seriously.” CGerta was already coding Elis's nunber on the
communi cat or.

Johann wat ched her |ong fingers flying across the buttons.
"You | ove the ship, too," he said. "Even if you won't admit
it. You know there's going to be an insurrection, too, and
you think I can stop it. | feel as if you were asking ne to
stop an aval anche. "

CGerta shook her head, her fingers busy with the keys. The
screen lit up.

"Elis? Johann wants you to take the rest of the watch for
him"

Johann could see Elis's lips nmove in the screen, but he was
too far away to hear.

"No. You owe him | |ooked it up."



The speaker nuttered.

"Al'l right, then." CGerta keyed out and turned back toward
Johann. "He's coming. You can go now, if you like. I'll take
care of things until he gets here."

"Il wait." He turned away and busied himself with in-
strunment readings. A yeoman was like a wife, he thought.

He and Gerta had never been |overs, but he wondered now

why they had not. A ship should be |ong and sl ender and
graceful, she had said. Like the Captain. And had run her
hands over her own body, trying to call attention to herself,
to make him see that she was, physically, much |ike the Cap-
tain, with her tall, slender figure. He had al ways thought her
too mascul i ne-wi de-shoul dered and snal | - breasted under

the white tunic. But was she? A yeoman was like a wife-
sharing the events of each watch, united with the duty officer
United with the three of themnow, a dark man was standi ng
behind himlike Gerta, a partner. Or so he felt. He turned
and saw him stretched in inky darkness, hard-edged on the
floor though the bridge was bright as always with diffused
light. Gerta, whose back was to himnow as she wote the | og,
had a hundred jostling shadows, each al nost too weak to be
seen.

Elis came, and Johann, wondering what she woul d think

of it, brushed the nape of Gerta's neck with his lips as he
st epped toward the big double doors |eading out into Cor-
ridor A

Bef ore he coul d push them open, the conmuni cator screen
flashed, calling himback. It was Erik, Helmut's second in
conmand, his square, handsome, stupid face tense behind
its transparent guard.

"I must speak to the Captain," he said.

"She isn't here. Report to ne."
"Can you send for her?"

"She is not to be disturbed. Wat is it? If whatever has
happened is inportant, it shouldn't have to wait for her. If
it isn'"t inportant, you can report it in the usual way."

"We found a city," Erik said. "A dead city with all the
bui | di ngs knocked to ruins, and the streets filled with sand
that whispers in the wind, so that the nen are all afraid of
it, and there are piers jutting out into the sea-piers for the

shi ps, that the sand surges against. | went out onto one of
them™

"Pull yourself together," Elis said.

"-the stones are still solid enough, though they're not

really stones, and stood at the end, and | swear to you, Lieu-
tenant, the ocean that isn't within a thousand kil oneters of
here washed over ny feet and the sand bl ew and sang so in

my ears that | nearly fell, almost fell off the end of it as |



stood there | ooking out into the ocean with the unwall ed
houses all behind ne and the ships beating their gongs in
the rain out there in the whirling bay."

Johann | ooked at Elis and whi spered, "What do you think?"
Elis wi nked and sl apped his hand agai nst his nmouth as though
he were swallowing a pill.

"I's there a city down there? Could there be? A ruined city?"

"W'd have seen it from above."

"Here," Erik said, and held a picture up to the scanner. It
showed a flat, brown |andscape of sand; but rising fromthe
sand were three oddly colored stones with regular outlines.

"Wnd formations," Elis said.
Johann said, "They | ook too well squared."

"Stone is crystalline in structure. \Wen an entire pl ane
wears away-or splits away-it |leaves a flat surface."

CGerta said; "Renenmber the nman, Elis? The one they saw,
who wasn't one of the expedition, crossing the desert when
it was al nost dark? Hel nut saw him"

"Take care of things," Johann told Elis. "I'"mgoing to go
and find the Captain, and | et her know about this."

Erik said: "W haven't taken off the breathing apparatus

-not any of us. But even so the ocean snells like flying foam
and the city like yeast, and all the hills around us are ringing
with roses and nosses and danp ferns with the sounds of
fountains. "

"I'Il tell her," Johann said.

When he left the bridge, he went to the Personnel Ofice
and keyed the overnonitor.

"Interrogative."
Have | left the ship since boardi ng?"

"Response: |ndeterm nable."

"By reason of insufficient data?"

"Response: By reason of erroneous data."

"What is the erroneous data?"

"Response: Debarkati on data shows no absences. Cerebra
radi ati on nonitoring indicates absence or death on severa

occasi ons. "

"Is it possible for a human being to pass from one point
to anot her without passing through the intervening space?"

"Response: Yes."



The personnel clerk, who had cone into the office while
Johann was questioning the overnonitor, said, "Somrething
wrong, sir?"

Johann shook his head.

"You | ooked funny. If there's sonmething the matter, just
call on ne."

"I learned sonething startling, that's all."

"Interrogative."

"I wouldn't trust it, sir. It's liable to tell you anything."
"Can you give nme a nontechni cal explanation?"

"Response: No."

"Why not ?"

"Response: Since expl anations nmust be couched in ternms of
fundanmental | emmas or expressions logically derived from
such | emmas, the | enmas thensel ves while sonetines ca-
pabl e of proof are not capable of explanation.”

"Can you provide a nontechni cal proof?"

"Response: Such a proof is dependent on the quantum na-
ture of time and the continuous nature of extension. |s proof
requi red of these?"

"No. Proceed with the proof requested.™

"Response: It can be shown experinmentally that the tem

poral quanta are not emtted at a uniformrate, but at a rate
dependent upon the velocity of the body experiencing the

time in question. Since time is conposed of quanta, the re-
duction in the rate of passage of time must be expl ai ned as

a reduction in the rate of em ssion of these quanta. This
reduction inplies the existence of hyper-tine, by which the
rate of emission is nmeasured, and this in turn inplies the
exi stence of hyper-tinme intervals of sone duration between
the em ssion of the tinme quanta applicable to a rapidly noving
body. If notion were continuous, it would cease with a con-
sequent rel ease of energy during these hyper-tine intervals,
since notion without time is notion at infinite velocity. No
such rel eases of energy have been observed, fromwhich it
follows that notion is discontinuous-consisting of transla-
tions of the noving body from point to point, corresponding
to the tine quanta enmitted. QE. D."

"Such translations nmust be very small," Johann said, "ex-
cept in the case of objects noving at near-light speeds. Have
| arger translations ever been observed?"

"Response: No data."

He found the Captain in the office of the Marine Com



mandant. The Comandant, who was about twenty-two, was
sharpeni ng a | ong-bl aded knife as he sat at his desk, stroking
the curved steel over a little hand-held stone with a rotary
nmoti on. The suspension pod from which he had energed

stood open in one corner of the room Johann saluted the
Captain and described Erik's "city."

"He's irrational ?"
"I wouldn't say that, but he's been hallucinating."

"Helmut and I will straighten things out when we get down
here. Dismissed.”

"Sir .. "
"What is it?"
"I"d like to request perm ssion to acconpany you."

The Captain turned away, shaking her head. "I appreciate
your enterprise. Lieutenant, but every person we have on
the surface of Neuerddraht requires a substantial support
effort, and no nore are needed.”

"You may have to send Erik and sone of the others back
to the ship. I would be willing to put nyself under Helnut's
orders.”

"If Erik has to be replaced, 1'll keep you in mnd. |Is that
al | ?"

"No, sir. | would Iike to state that if you, as captain of the
ship, are anticipating a nutiny, it is nmy right as a senior officer
to be inforned of the fact."

"I amanticipating no mutiny."

"The Conmandant has been revived. And how nany na-
rines? O is that confidential?"

The Commandant said, "All of them™" and putting aside
the stone ran his thunmb al ong the edge of his knife.

The Captain struck her desk with the flat of her hand. "I
am | eaving the ship. Extraordinary precautions are clearly
i ndi cated. "

Johann asked, "You don't trust the officers, and the patrol
to maintain security?"

Sonet hing of the outrage he felt at the inplied accusation
of disloyalty nmust have been apparent from his voice; the

Captain (her own voi ce somewhat softer) said: "I don't doubt
you, Johann, if that's what you nean. But there is inevitably
a certain . . . loss of perspective, anong many originally re-

iable people on a voyage as long as this one. The marines
-by remai ning in suspensi on-have mai ntained their orig-

inal orientation and patriotism That was the reason for their
inclusion in the crew"



"As far as ny boys and girls are concerned," the Com

mandant said, "yesterday they told us blast-off would be in
two weeks. Now, according to what | hear fromthe Captain,
we've made it, but things are a little screwed up. Wll, we're
here to unscrew them"

"If necessary," the Captain said.

The Marine Commandant nodded. "If necessary," he said.
H s pistol belt was buckled through the backframe of his
chair, and he slipped the knife into a sheath taped to the

i nner side of the holster. "You |look a | ot older than when |
saw you," he told Johann. "You renenber ne?"

Johann shook his head.

"I sat on one side of you at the last briefing. Renmenber
now? | was snoking, and you asked me to put it out."
"I"'msorry," Johann said. He renenbered graduation

signing up for the flight, the dizzying trip to the shuttl eport
by monorail, carrying his duffel bag around the |onely, w nd-
swept housing area. There must have been a preflight brief-

i ng, though he could not renenber one. He had witten

Marcella, telling her why he had to go; putting down all the
fine phrases that were true until saying theminto the Voisriit
made them fal se, then erased it all. He had been a boy-no

ol der than the Commandant was now. Coul d such boys fight?

He thrust the thought aside, knowi ng that they could; that
the marines would fight very well, having been selected for
t he purpose.

"You asked the briefing officer a question," the Comran-
dant continued. "I forget now what it was. | was thinking of
somet hing el se.”

"I probably did, "Johann conceded.

Qutside, the marines were still reviving, straightening their
uni forms and shining their boots; checking the weapons they
had carried with theminto their suspension pods. One of
them a high-breasted girl with yellow curls straying from
under her battle helmet, asked himif it had really been sev-
enteen years. He said that it had, and added that she had

not mssed a great deal -then turned away quickly for fear
that she would turn away from him

So he had asked the briefing officer a question. That was
unlike him It rmust have been inportant-or he had thought

it important. It was probably still on tape sonewhere on the
ship. Not on Earth. Few if any tapes woul d have outl asted

t he accidents of even a single century, and no one would care
about that one now. Marcella and the briefing officer were
both dead. Possibly they had net, years after blast-off, and
never realized that they were |inked through him

There was as yet no guard at the boat-hangar entrance,
but there would be soon, surely. Wen the nmutiny cane, the



Captain would want to cut off the nutineers' escape. Johann
pushed asi de the thought that she might also wish to retain
a path of escape for hersel f-nost probably the mutiny

woul d not begin, if it began at all, until she had gone.

But was she leaving? It was contrary to regulations for the
Captain to disenbark save in a friendly port-but there was
no regulation to say that she could not announce that she

i ntended to do so. He pressed the green button, and the
hangar door slid up with a sigh of conpressed air. "M, " the
boat nearest the door said. "Me, ne, ne," echoed the sound.

"Whi ch of you brought Lieutenant Hel mut back?" (H s
own voi ce sounded strange in the vastness.)

"I did," called a boat fromhalf a kiloneter away.
"Have any of the rest of you been used | ately?"

"No," said several voices; and one, "Never, since blastoff,
Boat - capt ai n. "

"Then you are all fully stored?"
"Al but he."

They were of four types: |anding craft of the design that
had been used to take Helmut and his subordinates down;

lifeboats intended for use in a sub-Plutonian emergency; m s-
sile-boats for short-range attack; and tenders for exterior
alterations and repairs. A missile-boat night make themthi nk
twi ce about going after him but they were the | argest of all
and woul d be the nost difficult to conceal once planetfal

was made. In the end he settled on a tender, Nunber 37,
transferring food and water and survival gear from one of

the lifeboats into it and instructing it to wait for himat a
hatch near the bridge. "Go now," his shadow said, a small,
dry voice cl ose beside his ear

He shook his head. "There are some things | want to take
with me. My books-and I'mgoing to try to get Git to cone
if I can.”

"Hello." It was Hel mut, appearing in the space between
Nurmbers 17 and 18. "Wo are you tal king to, Johann?"

"Myself, I'mafraid. Wl come back."

"It's good to be back," Helnmut said. "Good to get out of
that stinking breathmask. Do you know if Karl and the others
have nade any progress with the bugs yet?"

"I don't know what you're tal king about."

"The airborne bacteria. If they can show they don't infect
human bei ngs, or cook up a vaccine, we won't have to wear

the things. You wouldn't think there would be such a stew

of single-celled organisnms floating around in a place that's as
dry as that one, but there are."



"There's water in the crevasses,"” Johann said, "and thicker
air too. From an evol utionary point of view, | suppose they
got their start in the spray fromthe falls."

"You haven't been down to see those crevasses yoursel f, of
course. "

"I knew you hadn't. | could tell by your arns and | egs.
You' ve never set foot on Neuerddraht."

"I don't know how | got scratched up like this."

"I don't know either," Helnut said. "Even though |I'm
scratched up the same way. You' ve got strict orders not to

talk, |I take it; but | noticed while I was down there how often
Elis seened to be filling in for you, now that | cone to think
of it."

"I'"ve never been there," Johann said again. He touched

the crusted welts on his legs. "I was scraped a bit inalittle
accident. I'Il tell you about it."
"OfF course." Helmut was no | onger listening. "Wo would

suspect that she'd send you, the cripple.” He took a step
nearer, and Johann saw his right hand slip under the flap of
hi s gadget bag. "W were the public expedition; you were

her private one-after all, control of a world is at stake. She
couldn't risk that. What were you | ooking for? W saw you
once, you know. "

"That's right," Johann said, "you saw ne." He was tensed,
waiting for the blow, but it came too quickly. He had expected
Hel mut to raise the knife over his head and stri ke downward

as he woul d have done hinsel f. Instead, Hel mut's hand shot
straight forward as soon as it cleared the lip of the bag.

Sonmewher e between the bag and his body it became en-

meshed i n what m ght have been thousands of folds of black
tissue. The knife struck like a punch froma heavily padded

gl ove; but there was no bl ade, nothing that stabbed. An-
choring hinself with his stiff leg, he aimed a kick at Helnut's
testicles. It mssed, and Johann slipped his feet fromhis san-
dal s as the boats shrilled warnings, and junped for the

hangar roof.

The evasi on was unnecessary. Helmut's knife was free now,

but' the black tissue covered his face. Johann watched ... he
went linp, his sandals pinioning himstill to the steel deck
his slack body floating Iike a balloon on a string. From under
the dark covering cane a continued soft grunting that soon
grew weak, then stopped.

For a long time after it seemed certain Hel mut was dead,
the tissue remained in place; then it returned to Johann
becomi ng a cloud, a thin, dark snoke that seeped upward to
him "l didn't know you could | eave nme," he said.



"l do not desire it."

Qut si de the hangar door, a marine sentry had died. The

sight of her linp corpse nmade Johann wonder wi th which

group Hel mut had been affiliated. The occultists seenmed the
nore probable in view of his personality, and there were
slashes at the girl's chest and crotch that m ght have been
ritualistically intended. Perhaps to no group but his own ad-
vant age; possibly to a group of which Johann had never

hear d.

The storage-area corridors and conpani onways he trav-

el ed now were deserted, though fromtinme to tinme he heard

the faint sound of shouting through the ventilators, and tw ce
he cane on bodi es-one of thema nan he knew slightly, a
technician fromthe instrument shop. So it had already be-

gun. It seened likely that the Captain's absence fromthe

bri dge had been interpreted by at |east one group to nean

that she had left for Neuerddraht.

When he reached the main corridor systemhe took off his

bl ouse with its officer's insignia and threwit down a recycle
chute. There were nore bodies, sonme patrolers, many crew

men, a fewin battle-green marine uniforns, floating, or stick-
ing to the walls and fl oor; and neutron-blast scars fromthe
mari nes' guns on the bul khead panel s. Wi chever group was
attacki ng woul d be pushing toward the principal approaches

to the bridge; and they had clearly dislodged the marines
fromthis section. As he hurried toward the rear entrance to
the Captain's living conpartnent, he wondered if any effort
had been nmade to organi ze and armthe | oyal crewpeople-

t here nust be many, surely, and there could be no nore than

a few hundred mari nes, i

The sentries were dead, but the door to the Captain's com
partment was still closed and | ocked, as he had expected. He
pounded on it and waited and pounded again; and the dark

m st of his shadow poured into the crevice between door and
janb, and after a noment the door swung open at a touch

On the bridge, the Captain, with Elis, Gerta, and Git, stood
wat chi ng the consol e communi cator screen. It showed a

group of crewpeople clustered around a | aboratory cart, as-
senbl i ng what appeared to be a | aser projector. "The mnys-
tics?" Johann asked.

They turned to |l ook at himwith black faces. "The COC.,"
Git said after a nonent. "Wen they have that thing fin-

i shed, they're going to splice a power cable to the starboard
generators and cut their way through to us. The marines are
hol ding A and B corridors outside, but when the beamstarts
com ng through the walls there won't be much they can do.

W haven't told themyet. If you want to use the arphones

at the ternminal, the overnmonitor will be happy to explain the
whol e plan; we've heard enough. And if-"

The Captain cut off Git's panicky voice. "How did you
get in here, Lieutenant?"

"Through your quarters, sir.



"That way is open?"
"The corridor was clear when | canme through, yes."

Git |ooked fromthe Captain's face to Elis's, her eyes asking
i f Johann could be trusted, then pleading that they go. Her
shadow was bl acker than the others', and Johann wondered

if it had spoken to her yet. On the communi cator screen

Hel nut entered the | aboratory where the technicians were

buil ding the | aser, asked some question, and gave a brisk
conmand. An enotion that m ght have been hatred or de-

spair nickered across the Captain's face. "He is one of them

too, you see," she said. "And Horst, and ny servant, whom
| had to shoot."

"I see," Johann said. And then, "Sir, | have a tender waiting
at Hatch Eight."

CGerta, breaking the discipline of seventeen years, said,
"There is nowhere to go."

"There is Neuerddraht," the Captain snapped.

Johann said, "The crevasses." He thought of the |long cas-
cades of silvery water and the | eaves of the ferns |like cathe-
dral s of arches.

Elis nodded. "You're right-they'd never locate us in one
of those."

The Captain had al ready picked up the ship's | ogbook and
tucked it under her left arm At her side her right hand held
a small, brightly polished neutron pistol; the nmuzzle pointed
toward the floor plates, but one |ong, tapered finger was

curled about the trigger. "You are coning with us," she said

to Johann.
He nodded. "Naturally."
"I don't want you to think |I don't trust you, but you weren't

on the bridge when the attack began. And there have been
SO many traitors."

"] understand."

"I'f we reach Hatch Eight in safety, and the tender is there
as you say, your loyalty will be established beyond question.”
Johann nodded and | ook a step in the direction of the Cap-
tain's quarters. She nodded at Git, smled, and said: "Go on,

girl. I'1l bring up the rear."” A nonment later Elis, who was
j ust behind Johann, whispered: "So that's the way it's going
to be now. You and | will have to make do with Certa, at

|l east for a while."

The corridor was still enpty save for a few dead, but snoke,
acrid with burning insulation, was billowing fromthe ven-
tilators. A few hundred meters beyond the door of the Cap-



tain's quarters the corridor ended at a hatch, and the
term nation board that should have directed themto a new
connection was blank. "It's fighting, too," Elis said.

Johann turned to look at him (Behind himGit seened
two wonen, her shadow | eani ng across her shoulders like a
conspirator.)

"The overnonitor. It's not just its peopl e-the overnon-
itor programitself is fighting," Elis said.

Git whispered: "It could cut us off, couldn't it? Sever al
the corridors and just |eave us drifting. W'd never get out."

"W have to go back!" Johann called to the Captain. Under
his urging they doubled their straggling colum and took
the first prom sing side corridor

"It will cut us off,” it said again. "Leave us floating in
space. "
"If it cuts off the bridge it will |ose the instrunents and

controls. It couldn't operate the ship."

"But we're not on the bridge-not any nore. Do you think
it knows where we are?" No one answered her

"It's gone nmad," the Captain said when they had been

pushi ng down the new corridor for what seemed a hal f hour

or nore. "This is leading to the hydroponics nodule. It's got
t he hydro deck coupled to the bridge conplex."

Elis had dropped behind her, and Git, stumbling, was

| eani ng on Johann's arm She said, "She's right, | can snell
the plants.” Her round, soft face was beaded with sweat. Then
she was gone.

CGerta, who had been behind her, stood opennouthed; the

others did not notice Git was no |longer with them Pushing
past the tall girl, Johann shouted: "Is there a hatch anywhere
in the hydro nodul e? There has to be. Were is it?"

"Nurmber Three Ninety-one," Elis told him "I think the
overnonitor's trying to get us away from Number Eight; it
nmust have heard you tal ki ng about it."

"Where is it?" Johann said again.

"I don't know, because | don't know where we'll be coning
into the nodule.”

"Run," Johann said, taking Gerta by the arm "She's gone
to get the tender, | think."

The corridor corkscrewed, then opened into a vaul ted hal
several thousand neters |ong i nwhich towering, darkly green
plants grew under brilliant lights, tier upon tier, extending
i mpossible Iinbs and tendrils, untroubled by gravity, on the
quiet air.



They found the hatch at the end of a tortuous path of

green that might al nost have wound through a jungle. There
were bowers under the trees, where col ored hand ropes
stretched above the sopping cellul ose that contained the hy-
droponic fluid; and twi ce Johann glinpsed strange statues
moored to |inbs, set deeper in the green twilight beneath
the |l eaves. Git, Johann renenbered, had said Rudi was a
techni ci an here.

At the hatch, Gerta and Elis spun the operating wheel
"Suppose she's not out there?" the Captain demanded. "How
could she be? This is insane." The lips of the hatch pursed,
then stretched; beyond themwas the brightly lit interior of
the tender.

"Am | still to go first?" Johann said.

A slight smile crossed the Captain's face. "You're not think-
i ng of a honeynmoon on Neuerddraht with little Git, are you,
Li eutenant? No, you cone last-but | can hardly wait for

you to come aboard so you can tell ne how you arranged

this."

Eti quette demanded that the Captain enter a boat last. Elis
bolted through the hatch. "W defer to your rank," the Cap-
tain said to Johann. "After all, you were the | eader of the
escape." She clinbed in behind Elis.

CGerta was watching Johann's face. He shook his head, nov-

ing it perhaps a centinmeter to either side; she hesitated, then
cl osed the hatch. He slamred down the security bolt. "What

are we going to do now?" she said. The silence of the plants,

t hei r happi ness and green need, closed around them Hi s

shadow stood before himon the hatch, a silhouette as bl ack

as a hole in space.

"Hi de here," he said. "I'lIl conme back for you." And then
"Back to the bridge." He closed his eyes.

The wal | comruni cator screen was focused to space; in

it the tender shot away fromthe ship Iike a stone froma
sling. The small screen on the control consol e showed Hor st
and Hel nut standi ng beside the | aser projector, and behind
themthe corridor leading to the bridge. "No bargaining,"
Hel nut said. "Get on the squawk box and tell the marines
to lay down their weapons. Tell themthe overnmonitor's
won. "

Johann wal ked to the doors |leading to the corridor and
flung them open. The Marine Commandant was at a field
conmuni cati ons center there, surrounded by subordi nate of-
ficers and clerks.

"How are things going?" Johann asked.

The Conmmandant threw hima casual salute. "Pretty well

W' ve cl eared the conmand corridor-as you see-and we

have A, B, and D largely under control. W lost a lot of the
sentries we had posted around, though, and there's been



quite a bit of snoke."

Johann nodded. "I know. | suspect the conmputer's been
frying sone of its own guts to nake it."

A marine |lieutenant said, "Mst of the prisoners we've
gotten so far have belonged to these nut religions rather than
the COC™"

The Commandant gestured toward the bridge. "You mnust
be getting the overall picture better than we do out here.
How does it |l ook in there?"

"I think we've turned the corner," Johann said. He went
back inside and closed the doors, then with a screwdriver
fromthe emergency tool |ocker beside the navigation
panel took up the floor plates between the conmuni cator
cabi net and the conputer term nal. Woever had spliced
the two together-probably Horst, Johann thought, pos-
sibly Uschi-had used bright scarlet wire and added the
sacrifice of arat with its throat cut, tied in a clear food-
preservation bag. To the terminal he said: "Helmut is
dead. You shouldn't have shown him W killed himin

t he hangar."

He ripped the connections free and watched the conputer-
gener ated phantons vani sh; then stood up, regretting the

| oss of his officer's tunic. Coding "all screens" on the com
muni cat or, he announced: "The mutiny is over. | believe that
some of you who have been fighting against the bridge have
been encouraged by optimstic reports on the comunica-

tions system Those reports were false, and they will not be
repeat ed; you were defeated some tine ago, when the at-

tenmpt to carry the bridge by storm fail ed.

"Now al | hands are needed to save the ship. Mitineers

| ayi ng aside their weapons are hereby given a full pardon
Every loyal menber of the crewis expected to join in w ping
out those who continue to bear arms. This is your Captain
speaki ng. Qut."

To the overmonitor term nal he said, "What is the prob-
ability of ship survival now?" He swtched out the earphones
and keyed the speaker.

"Response: For a five-year projection, 0.383 and rising. Do
you plan frequent consultations with the overnonitor?"

"No," the Captain said
In a storm |land was the enemy. He kicked off his sandal s

and fl oated over to the navigation panel to begin the |aborious
busi ness of setting a new course.
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