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To

John and Bjo Trinble

THE UNI CORN TRADE

They graze at night, the unicorns, upon the fresh-dewed grasses, Mdlten starlight flying as they
toss their

sapphi re horns.

They step with Iight and dainty hoof bel ow the stony passes,

Shi mrer under shadow where the nightingale nourns. The bright manes rippl e over dapple
fl anks,

Quarter-noon raci ng past cloudy banks—Now on the warning wind of dawn they flee
night's crinson death;

They sleep in velvet forest shade; they spice it with their breath.

The castle queens it on her hill, the crown of pride and power, Turreted and traceried and carven
like a

gem

Wth sunny court and golden hall, with wall and lordly tower

Ri ch-tapestried with vine and grape, with rose on thorny stem Rubies, damask, pomanders and
swords—W I d | oves, black hates, delights of wine and words—

Let pipe and tabor play! and thus, hand

resting Iight on hand, Wth quicker-beating heart we'll foot the

ski ppi ng al | emande.

There's goodly trade in unicorns, in castles and their treasure. Dragons are much denmanded,

endl ess

caverns, eagly crags,

There's trade in rings of elven work, in songs of striding neasure,

Star-smiting curses, aye, and quests, and splendid thunping brags. Conme buy, cone choose your
heart's

desire of these

Fabl e and dream wondrous commodities. Already yours, these unicorns, as aught you

owned yestre'en,

This castle, real as nmenory, that none but you have seen

—KAREN ANDERSON

FAI RY GOLD

Wnen, weather, and wi zardry are alike in this, that their beneficences are apt to be as

astoni shing as their betrayals.

—Fhe Aphorisnms of Rhoene

It is an old tale, often told: a young nan | oved a young worman, and she him but they quarrel ed,
wher eupon he went off in search of desperate adventure while she wept in solitude. However, this
time it was not quite so. Arvel stornmed down Hamerhead Street toward the Drum and Trunpet, where
he intended to get drunk. Lona, after a few angry tears, uttered many curses and then returned to
her pottery, where she punished the clay with her fists and pedal ed the wheel until it shrieked.
The hour being scarcely past noon, Arvel found none of his cronies in the tavern, only a
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The Uni corn Trade

hal f -dozen sail ors. Trade had grown listless throughout Caronne, after nuch of the kingdonis
treasure bl ed away abroad during the Dynasts' War. Ships that cane to Seilles often | ay docked for
weeks before their masters had sold all cargo. The nmarkets at Croy were a little better, but the
Tauran League now hel d a nonopoly of them

These nen were off a vessel that had arrived on the norning's tide. They sat together, drinking
i ke wal ruses rescued froma desert, runbling mirth and brags, pawi ng at the wench whenever she
came to refill a goblet. Arvel recognized the |anguage of Norren, though he did not speak it. A
couple of themwere not of that |and, but dark-hued, while the manes and beards of the rest were
sun- bl eached nearly white and their skins turned to red |l eather. Evidently they had been in the
tropi cs.

Worl df arers! His longing took Arvel by the throat. He flung hinself down at a table in a corner
hard enough to bruise his bottom A sunbeam struck through a wi ndow | eaded t oget her out of stained
gl ass scraps, to shatter in rainbows on the scarred wood. Snoke and kitchen snells | apped around
hi m

The wench cane through the gloom her clogs loud on the floor. "Joy to you," she greeted. Surprise
caught her. "Wy, Arvel, what a thundercloud in your face. Did a ghost dog bite you today?"
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"A pack of them and the Huntsman hinmself to egg themon,"
I"lI'l want a plenty."
She fetched, took his coin, and settled on the
FAI RY GOLD
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bench opposite. Pity dwelt in her voice and countenance. "It's about your girl, isn't it?" she
asked | ow.
He gave her a startled blue glance. "How can you tell?"
"Why, everyone knows you're mad with your wish to go oversea, and never a hope. But that's had you
adrift by day, not at drink before evening. Something hew nmust have gone awy to bring you in here
so early, and what could it be save what touches your betrothal ?"
Arvel swallowed a draught. Sourness burned its way down his gullet. "You' re shrewd, Ynis," he
munbl ed. "Yes, we're done with each other, Lena Gancy and I|."

he snarled. "Wne—the cheapest, because

The wench | ooked long at him "I never thought her a fool," she said.
Despite his nmisery, Arvel preened a trifle. He was, after all, quite young, and various wonen had
assured hi mhe was handsone—tall, w de-shouldered, lithe, with straight features, slightly freckle-

dusted, franmed by fiery hair that curled past his earrings. As a scion of a noble fanmly, albeit
of the Iowest rank, he was entitled to bear a sword and generally did, along with his knife; both
were of the finest steel and their handl es silver-chased. O herw se, though, he perforce went
shabby t hese days. The saffron of his shirt was faded and its lace frayed, his hose were darned,
the | eather of jerkin and shoes showed wear, the cloak he had fol ded beside himwas of a cut no

| onger nodi sh.

"Well," he said, after a nore reasonable gulp of wine than his first, "she wanted to nake a
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potter of ne. A potter! Told nme I rust scuttle my dream settle down, learn a— he snorted—"an
honest trade—=

"And cease being a parasite,” Ynis finished sharply.

Arvel jerked where he sat, flushed, and rapped in answer: "I've never taken nore than is ny
right."

"Aye, your allowance. Wich is nmeager, for the bastard son of a house that the war ruined. Wat
use your courtliness any nore, Arvel Tarabine, or your horsenmanship, swordsmanship, woodsmanship ?

"1 gui de—=
"I ndeed. You garner an argent here and there, taking out parties of fat nerchants and rich
foreigners who like to pretend they're born to the chase. If they stand you drink afterward,

you'll brag of what you did in the war, and sing 'ema song or two. And al ways you babbl e about
Sir Fal covan and that expedition he's getting up. Is this how you'll spend the rest of your years,
till you're too old and sodden for it and slunp into beggary? No, your Lona is not a fool. You

are, who wouldn't listen to her."
He stiffened. "You get above yourself."

Yni s eased and snmiled. "I get notherly, | do." She was plunp, not unconely but begi nning to fade,
a wi dow who had three children to nurture and, maybe, a dreamor two of her own. "You're a good
fell ow, mauger your folly, and besides, | like your girl. Go back, nake amends—

"Hej, pige!" bawl ed a Norrener from across
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the taproom so loudly that a nmouse fled along a rafter. "Mer vin!"

Yni s sighed, rose, and went to serve him She had been about to quench the rage that her words had
refuelled in Arvel. Now it flanmed up afresh. He could not endure to sit still. He tossed off his
drink, surged fromthe bench, and went out the door, banging it shut behind him

To Lona came Jans Oliand, chronicler at the Scholariumof Seilles and friend of her late father.
This was not as strange as it mght seem for Jans was of hunble birth hinself and had nmarried a
cousin of the potter. Afterward he prospered nodestly through his talents, w thout turning al oof
fromold acquai ntances, until the hard times struck himtoo.

Lona had just put a fresh charge of charcoal under her kiln and punped it akindle with the

bell ows. She was returning to her wheel when his gaunt form shadowed the entrance. She kept the
shed open while she worked, even in winter, |lest heat and funmes overcone her; and this was an

am abl e summer day. Neverthel ess she had a healthy snell about her, of the sweat that danpened her
snock. A snudge went across her snub nose. A kerchief covered nost of her gold-brown hair.

"Joy to you," Jans hailed. He paused, to squint nearsightedly at her snmall, sturdy frane and into
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her green-brown eyes, until he said: "Me-thinks you ve need of the reality, not the mere ritual
"Is it that plain to see?" she wondered. "Well—

16

The Unicorn Trade

whoops! " I n an expansive gesture, he had al nost thrown a sleeve of his robe around one of the
conpl eted vessels that |ined her shelves. She stopped himbefore he sent it acrash to the fl oor

"Here, sit down, do." She offered hima stool. "How may | please you, good sir?"

"Ch, let us not be formal," he urged, while he folded his hei ght downward. She perched on the

wor kbench and swung her feet in unladylike wise; but then, she was an artisan, in what was
considered a man's occupation. "I require cups, dishes, pots of attractive style; and you, no
doubt, will be glad of the sale."

Lena nodded, with | ess eagerness than she would ordinarily have felt. Feeling his gaze searching
her yet, she forced herself to tease: "Wat, have you broken that nuch? And why have you not sent
your mai dservant or your son?"

"I felt I had better choose the articles nyself,"” Jans explained. "See you, | have deci ded on
renting out the new house, but its bareness has seened to repel what few prospective tenants have
appeared. "

"The new house?"

"Have you forgotten? Ah, well, it was years ago. My wife and | bought it, thinking we would nove
thither as soon as we could sell the old one. But the war cane, and her death, and these |ean
days. | can no longer afford the staff so |large a place would demand, only ny single housekeeper.
The taxes on it are a vanpire drain, and no one who wants it can afford to buy it. |I've posted ny
of fer on every narket board and

FAI RY GOLD
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had it cried al oud through every street—without result. So at |last my hopes are reduced to
becom ng a I andl ord. "

"Ch, yes, | do recall. Let's pick you out sonething pretty, then."

Still Lona could not nuster any sparkle. Jans stroked his bald pate. "What hurts you, ny dear?" he
asked in a nost gentle tone.

She snapped after air. "You . .. may as well hear ... now. Soon it will be common know edge. Arve
and | ... have parted."

"What? But this is terrible. How? Why?"

"He—he will not be sensible. He cannot confess ... to hinmself... that Sir Falcovan Roncitar's

fleet is going to sail beyond the sunset w thout him— Lona fought her wish to weep, or to snash
sonet hing. She stared at her fingers, where they westled in her |lap. "Wen that happens ... |

dread what rmay beconme of him W could, could survive together ... in this trade ... and today |
told himwe nust . .. b-because the father of mnmy children shall not be a drunken idl er-And he—© o-
oh!" She turned her wail into an oath and ended bleakly: "I wish himluck. He'll need it."

In his awkward fashion, Jans went to her and patted her shoul der. "Poor |ass, you' ve never fared
on a smooth road, have you?" he nurnmured. "A child when you | ost your nother; and your father
perforce nmade you his hel per; and when he too wended hence, there was no better inheritance for
you than this."

Lona lifted her head. "It's not a bad little shop. It keeps nme alive. It could keep a famly."
18
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Jans winced. She saw, and wel coned the chance to escape from herself. "Wat pains you?" she
demanded. "It's your turn for telling."

He stood aside fromher. Hi s back sagged, while a sad little smle tugged his lips upward. "Ch, an
irony," he replied. "The single formof hunor the gods know, | believe."

"I don't understand."”

"Quite sinple, '"tis. Hark," He confronted her. "When for a tine it appeared that Arvel night

i ndeed sail off to the New Lands, and you with himas his bride, were you not al so abl aze? Be
honest; we speak in confidence."

"Wl | —= She swallowed. "Not in his way. | would have been sorry to forsake this ny hone for a
wi | derness. Nonetheless, | was ready to go for his sake, even if | nust sell out at a great |oss.
And in truth, | would have wel comed such a chance to better ourselves and bequeath a good life to

our children."” She spread her enpty hands. "OF course, | knew fromthe first it was likeliest a
will-o0' -the-wi sp. He would have had to borrow the sumrequired, and where, wi thout security? Hs
father's estate entail ed. Nobody who night desire this shop and cottage is able to pay a
reasonabl e price, wherefore they are just as unnortgageable. After he tried, and failed,
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besought himto settle down here and at |east earn a steady living; but there it was | who
failed. "

Jans raised a finger to hush her. "No matter that,” he said. "My first point has been nade. Id
est, inmprims, you would have left these premses if you coul d.

FAI RY GOLD
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"Secundus, the dowies for my daughters exhausted ny savings, and nature has not outfitted my son
for my own sort of career. You know Denn Orliand for a good |ad, and good with his hands, who at
present toils as a day |aborer, for mserable wages, whenever he can find work. | could buy hima
shop of sonme kind, as it might be this very one, were ny snall capital not trapped by that incubus
of a second house."

"We're all trapped,” Lona whispered.

"Tertius," the dry voice marched on, "I |ooked forward to your wedding, for I amfond of you and
Arvel is by no neans a bad fellow. | had a: book for a gift, a geography which migrants to the New
Lands should find hel pful or at |east anusing, as the case may be, and which is in any event a
sunpt uous vol une—

"Jans." She took his nearer hand in both of hers.

"Quartus," he ended, "you m ght have had occasion to send ne a wedding gift from oversea in your
turn.”

"What ?" she excl ai ned.

He gl anced away and cleared his throat. "Umm ... a lady in reduced circunstances, forced to work
in a tavern—but a fine person. As a matter of fact, | met her when Arvel once took ne to the, mm
Drum and Trunpet."

"Ynis!" Lona trilled. "Wiy, |'ve nmet her nyself a tinme or two, but | never suspected—=

"Well, but of course | cannot think of assuming any fresh obligation before | have provided for

the last child that ny Iraine gave nme, nanmely, Denn. The, mhm the lady in question agrees."

20
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"Does Denn?" Scorn tinged her voice.

"Ch, he has no idea of all this," Jans answered hastily. "Pray do keep silence about it. And bear
in mnd, too, that .. . Ynis ... would be nbst unwi se to give up her present position, distastefu
though it often is to her, and marry an agi ng wi dower, unless her stepson is able to provide for
her and her children if necessary. Denn is loyal, he would do so, but he nust have a foundation
for his owmn |ife before he can, nust he not? W are being sensible, even as you

are."

Lona swal | owed again. "Yes." She junped down fromthe bench. "Cone," she said, around an uncertain
smle, "let's choose your things."

Nat an Sandana the jewel er was visiting Var-drai of Syr the courtesan. The occasion was not the
usual one. The small gray man had al ways contented hinself with his wife, rather than spend noney
on the favors of other wonen, especially when they were as expensive as Vardrai's. Hi s desire was
for a different sort of

j oi ni ng.

"I tell you, we cannot |ose," he urged, while he paced excitedly back and forth. The rug drank
down every footfall. "My guild maintains a farflung web of communi cati on—whi ch stays heal thy, sick
t hough busi ness has otherwi se becone. | had word of that Norrener ship soon after she had sail ed

from Owai 0. Scarcely was she noored at the Longline this nmorning but I was aboard, to speak with
her captain and |ook into his strongbox. The news was true. Besides
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his cargo of spices and rare woods, he has, for hinself, such a store of pearls as | never saw
aforetine. Wiite, rosy, black, all huge, all perfect, oh, | have today | et Beauty's enbodi ed bei ng

trickle through these fingers!"”

"How did he get then?" asked Vardrai fromthe couch whereon she had curl ed her magnificent body.
She continued to stroke a conb through the nmahogany sheen of her tresses.

Nat an shrugged. "He did not say. But it's known that while they were down anong yon islands, the
Norreners | ent their aid—ship, cannon, pikes—n a war between two kinglets, for hire. | conjecture
that the good Haako pi cked up some booty about which he did not informhis royal enployer."

"And he'd fain sell the lot?"

"What el se? He can get a substantial price at hone. However, he understands it will be but a
fraction of the true value. If we, here, outbid it, we shall still have a fantastic bargain."
Vardrai set the conmb down and touched the necklace that her throat graced. "Pearls are fine to

file:/l/F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (5 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

wear," she observed, "but who can eat then? If you can scarcely nove what stock you have in your
shop, Master Sandana, how can you realize a profit on such a hoard?"
"Sone can be sold quickly,” he naintained. "Not everyone suffers in this abom nable clinate of

trade. Zulio Pandric, for exanple, waxes fat, and nowadays is ny best custoner.”

She grimaced the least bit. "And m ne, or one of them" she nurnured, half to herself. "I wi sh I
could charge sone less than others. A lusty
22
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young man woul d nake up for a bl oated old noneyl ender. But he and his kind seemto have all the
gold, and | dare not risk word | eaking out that Vardrai of Syr can be had cheaply,"

"For the nost part, the pearls will have to be held for several years, perhaps as nuch as a

decade, until conditions inprove," Natan admitted. "But conditions will. They must. If nothing
el se, once Sir Fal covan Roncitar has established his colony overseas, the wealth of the New Lands
will begin flowi ng back to Caronne, and we know with certainty how | avi sh the gods were when they

fashi oned that part of the world. Gens will not only command their present rightful price, they
wi Il have appreciated enornously. Think, my lady. How would you like a profit of two or three
hundred per centun®"

The wonman sighed. Her gl ance strayed to an open wi ndow which, fromthis upper floor, overl ooked
King's Newrarket. The breeze that blew in was soft and quiet, for little of the olden bustle
stirred on the square; dwi ndled were the very odors of foodstalls and horse droppings. Cultivated
musi cality slipped fromher voice as she said, in the provincial accent of her chil dhood, "The
trick is to stay alive till then. How nuch do you need?"

"l bargai ned himdown to four hundred aure-ates—

Vardrai whistl ed.

"—of which | can provide half, if | pledge sufficient property to Master Pandric," Natan said.
"But we rmust be swift. Unlike so many
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mer chant ski ppers, Haako expects to sell his cargo at a brisk rate, to wholesalers as well as the
rich and the noble. Then he'll be off."

The jewel er halted before Vardrai's couch, "My lady," he pleaded, "I canme to you because your
trade is still faring well, and it is general know edge that you are not extravagant, but put
nmoney asi de. \What say you to a partnership, share and share alike?"

Sl owl y, she shook her |ovely head. "I say wonderful —but inpossible,” she told himwith regret. "I
have not the |ikes of such cash, nor could | leave it with you to ripen for ten years or so if |
did"

"But," he protested. "But."

"I know." She gestured at those vel vet hangings, ivory-inlaid furnishings, crystal chandeliers,
fragrant incense burners which decorated the room She ran a pal mdown the thin silk which draped
her in luster. "I command high prices, because the alternative is to be poor, niserable, and
abused down in Docktown or along the canals. But this neans ny gentlenen are not many. It also
means that they expect this sort of environs, and nmuch else that is costly; and it must be often
changed, lest they weary of sanmeness. No, it's true that |arge noni es pass through nmy hands, but
what remains is scant, hard though | pinch. Besides, as | said, | cannot wait ten years,"

"Why not ?"

Vardrai turned her |left cheek toward the wi ndow and pointed to the corner of that deep-violet eye.
A sunbeam slanting over a roof
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opposite, brought forth the tiny crow s-feet as shadows. "I amless young than you may think," she
said quietly. "Time gnaws. | have seen what becones of old whores."

Despite his disappointnent, Natan felt a tinge of conpassion. "Wiat will you do?"

She sniled. "Wiy, | hope within that decade to have collected the wherewithal to buy a house and
start an establishnent wherein several girls work, paying commissions to ne. That will give ne ny
security and ... and freedom"

Her gaze went outward again, fell on a red-haired youth who was crossing the narketplace with
furious long strides, and foll owed him A nadam coul d have what ever |overs she chose, requiring no
nmore of themthan that they pl ease her

A gong sounded. "Come in," Vardrai called. A naidservant opened the door and announced: "M | ady,
there's a patron. Sonebody new. "

"I ndeed?" Interest quickened the courtesan's tone. "Wuo?"
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"He's a Norrener, ny lady, but seens quite decent. Says he's the captain of a ship."

Nat an chuckled, a trifle bitterly. "Ah, ha!" he remarked. "I expect you'll find Haako G ay-
fellsson rather a change from Zulio Pandric."”
"Let nme hope so," Vardrai replied. "Well, go back, Jayinn, and entertain himwhile | make ready. |

fear you nust | eave now, Master San-dana; and | amsorry | couldn't help you."

Over the cobbl estones, between high, half-tinmbered walls, through arcades, beneath over-
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hangs, across the plazas and a bridge spanning the Inperial Canal, Arvel Tarabine stal ked. Al nost,
he ran. Passersby whom he jostled would begin to curse, espy the fury on his brow and the white
knuckles on his fists, and keep silent. A couple of wagoners halted their nules to |l et himby, as
if otherwi se he would have cut a way for hinself. Dogs barked at him but froma safe distance.
Truth to tell, he fled his rage and grief, |lest they cause himindeed to harm soneone; but they
rode along with him inside his breast. They kicked his heart, squeezed his |ungs, clanbered about
on his rib cage, and nouthed at him Perhaps, he thought, he could exorcise themby wearing his
body down to exhausti on—but how nmuch liefer woul d he have gotten into a fight!

Qut the Eastport he went, and soon left Tholis Way for a trail northward. Seilles had |ong since
outgrown its old defensive walls, but not far in that direction, because there the |land clinbed
steeply, in cliff and crag and ravine. Not even shepherds cared to nake use of it, nor did

nobl enen ri sk breaking their horses' legs in the chase. Peasants someti nes went afoot after deer
or set snares for birds and rabbits—yet seldom for wolves prowl ed these reaches and, it was

whi spered, bei ngs nore uncanny than that.

The trail was nerely a track winding up hillsides and al ong ridges, often overgrown by whins.
Strong though he was, after two hours of it Arvel nust stop to catch his breath. He | ooked about
hi m
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Stillness and warnth pressed down out of a sky where no clouds were, only a hawk whose wi ngs shone
burni shed. The air had a scorched snell. Gorse and scrub trees grew around strewn boul ders, save
where the heights plunged sheer. Afar and bel ow was a forest canopy, richly green, and beyond it
the Ilwen estuary gleaned |ike a drawn bl ade. He could just discern the city, walls, towers, ruddy-
tiled roofs, tenple spire, Schol ariumdone, Hall of Wrthies and pal ace of the Lord Myor,

war ehouses and a couple of ships at the Longline, all tiny at this distance and not quite real. It
was as if Lona were a dear dream from whi ch he had been shaken awake.

Hi s gl ance travel ed westward. The sun cast a blaze off the rimof the world yonder—the bay, and
behind it the ocean. Despair lifted overwhelmingly in him That dream was also | ost. Everything
was | ost.

How he had inplored Sir Falcovan! "I proved nyself a good fighting man in the war, one who can

| ead other men, did | not? Your colony may well need defenders. It will certainly need explorers,
surveyors, hunters, and you know | can handl e such matters too. As for a regular business, well,
I'd be ill at ease on a plantation, but the trade in tinber, furs, gold, ores—Fake ne, ny lord!"

The great adventurer twirled his nustachios. "Mst gladly, son," he answered, "if you can outfit
yoursel f and engage what ever underlings you require, as well as help pay our mutual costs. Two
hundred and fifty aureates is the price of a share in the enterprise. The Conpany
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cannot take less, not in justice to those who' ve already bought in. And you'll need anot her
hundred or so for your own expenses."

That much noney woul d keep a fanmily in confort for sone years, or buy a |arge house or a snal

shop here at hone. "My lord, I+'Il have to borrow "

" Agai nst prospective earnings?" Sir Fal covan raised his brows. "Wll, you can try. But don't
dawdl e. The shi ps have begun | oading at Croy. W nust sail before autum.”

"My ... nmy wife, the wife I'll have, she's strong and willing the same as |," Arvel begged. "We' ve
tal ked about it. W'Il go indentured if we can't find the noney." Lona had resisted that idea

violently before she gave in, and he nmisliked it hinmself, but passage to the New Lands, to a
reborn hope for the future, would be worth seven years of bondage.

The kni ght shook his head. "No, we've no dearth of such hel p—i gh nmore than we can find use for
to be frank. It's capital we still need: that, and qualities of |eadership." H's weathered visage
softened. "I understand your feelings, lad. | was your age once. May the gods smle on you."

They had not done so.

Abruptly Arvel could no longer stand in place. He spun about on his heel and resuned his flight.
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The weariness that he sought, he won after a few nore hours. He staggered up Crom ech Hill and
flopped to the ground, his back agai nst the warm side of a negalith. A forgotten tribe had
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raised this circle on the brow of this tor, unknown nillennia ago, and practiced their rites,
what ever those were, at the altar in the niddle. Now the pillars stood al one, gray, worn, lich-
enous, in grass that the waning sumrer had turned to hay, and held their stony menories to

t hensel ves. Peopl e shunned them Arvel cared nothing. He thought that he'd wel cone a bogle or a

werewol f, anything he could rightfully kill. The heat, the redol ence, a drowsy buzzi ng of insects,
all entered him He slept.
Chill awakened him He sat up with a gasp and saw that the sun was down. Deep blue in the west,

where the evenstar gl owed | anplike, heaven darkened to purple overhead. It lightened again in the
east, ahead of a full noon that would shortly rise, but murk already |aired anmong the megaliths.
"Good fortune, nortal." The voice, male, sang rather than spoke.

Arvel gaped. The formthat |ooned before himwas tall, and huge slanty eyes caught what | uni nance
there was and gave it back as the eyes of a cat do. Oherwise it was indistinct, nore than this
di mess coul d reasonably have caused. He thought he saw a cloak, its flaring collar suggestive of
bat wings, and silvery hair around a narrow face; but he could not be sure.

He scranbled to his feet. "Joy to you, sir," he said in haste while he stepped backward, hand on
sword. His heart, that would have exulted to neet an avowed eneny, rattled, and his gullet

ti ght ened.

FAI RY GOLD

29

Yet the stranger made no threatening nove, but remamined as quiet in the dusk as the cronl ech
"Have no fear of me, Arvel Tarabine," he -"enjoined. "Ri ght wel cone you are."

The man wet his lips. "You have the advantage of nme, sir," he croaked. "I do not think |I have had
the pl easure of neeting you erenow. "

"No; for who renenbers those who cane to their cradles by night and drew runes in the air above
then?" A fluid shrug. "Nanes are for nortals and for gods, not for the Fair Folk. But call ne
Irrendal if you wi sh."

Arvel stiffened. Hs pulse roared in his ears. "No! Can't be!"

Laughter purled. "Ah, you think Irrendal and his elves are nmere figures in nursery tales? Wll,
you have forgotten this too; but know afresh, fromme, that the culture of children is ol der than
history and the lore which its tales preserve goes very deep."”

Arvel gathered nerve. "Forgive ne, sir, but | have sinply your word for that."

"Granted. Nor will | offer you i nmedi ate evidence, because it nust needs be of a nature harnful to
you." The ot her paused. "However," he proposed slowy, "if you will follow ne, you shall perceive
evi dence enough, aye, and receive it, too."

"Why—what, what 2— stamered Arvel. He felt giddy. The evenstar danced in his vision, above the
stranger's head.

Graveness responded: "You are perhaps he for whomthe el venfol k have yearned, working what poor
smal | magics are ours in these iron
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centuries, in hopes that the time-flow would guide himhither. You can perhaps rel ease us from

m sery. Take heed: the enterprise is perilous. You could be killed, and the kites and foxes pick
your bones." A second quicksilver laugh. "Ah, what difference between them and the worns? W
bel i eve you can prevail, else | would not have appeared to you. And if you do, we will grant you
your heart's desire."

There being no clear and present nmenace to him a neasure of cal m descended upon Arvel. Beneath
it, excitenent thrunmed. "What woul d you of nme?" he asked with care.

"Twel ve years and a twel venonth ago,"” related he who used the nane Irrendal, "an ogre cane into
these parts. W think hunger drove himfromthe North, after nen had cleared and plowed his
forest. For him our country is well-nigh as barren; unicorn, Iindwrm jack-o0'-dance, all such

game has beconme rare. Thus he turned on us, not only our orchards and |ivestock but our very
selves. Male and female elf has he seized and devoured. Wrse, he has taken of our all too few and
precious children. His strength is nonstrous: gates has he torn fromtheir hinges, walls has he
battered down, and entered ravening. Warriors who sought hi mout never cane back, save when he has
thrown a gnawed skull into a canp of ours while his guffaws rolled |ike thunder in the dark

Spel | s have we cast, but they touched himno deeper than would a springtinme rain. To the gods have
we appeal ed, but they answered not and we wonder if those phil osophers nmay be right who declare
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that the gods
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are withdrawing froma world where, ever nore, nen exalt Reason. Sure it is that the Fair Folk
nmust abi de, or perish, in whatever countrysi des they have been the tutelaries; we cannot flee.
Hushed are our mirth and nmusic. O nortal, save us!"

A tingle went along Arvel's backbone. The hair stirred on his head. "Why do you suppose | can do
aught, when you are hel pl ess?" he forced forth.

"For the sane reason that the ogre has not troubled your race,” Irrendal told him "You have
powers deni ed those of the Hal fworl d—power to be abroad by daylight and to wield cold iron. Uha,
so naned by the Northerners, knows better than to provoke a human hunt after him W elves have
already tried to get aid fromnen, but too nuch iron is in their hones, we cannot go near; and in
these wilds we found none but stray peasants, who fled in terror at first sight of one Iike ne.
You do not. Mreover, you are a fighting man, and bear steel.”

His voice rang: "Follow ne to Una's lair. Slay him You shall have glory anong us, and the richest
of rewards."

"Unl ess he slays nme," Arvel denurred.

"Aye, that could happen." Scorn flickered. "If you are afraid, | will not detain you further. Go
back to your safe little life."

The rage, that had snoldered lowin the man, flared anew, high and white-hot. An ogre? Had he,
Arvel, not wi shed for sonething to attack? "Have done!" he shouted. "Let's away!"
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"Ch, wonder of wonders," Irrendal exulted. And the noon rose.

Its radiance dimed the stars that were blinking forth, turned grass and gorse hoar, frosted the
starkness of stones. It did not nake the elf any nore clear in the man's sight. "Follow nme, follow
me," Irrendal called and slipped off, shadowsilent.

Arvel cane after. He saw well enough by the icy light to trot without stumbling; but the hillscape
seenmed unreal, a mrage through which he passed. Only his footfalls and snoke-white breath nade
any sound. The chill grew ever deeper. Now and then he thought he glinpsed strangenesses flitting
by, but they were never there when he | ooked cl oser

Once Irrendal showed hima spring, where he quenched his thirst, and once a silvery tree whereon
gl owed gol den fruit; he ate thereof, and an intoxicating sweetness renoved all hunger from him

O herwi se he followed his hal f-seen guide while the noon clinbed higher and the constell ations
trekked westward. The tine seenmed endless and the tinme seened |ike naught until he cane to the
cave of the ogre.

It yawned jagged-edged in a cliff, like a mouth full of rotten teeth. Despite the cold, a
graveyard stench billowed fromit, to make Arvel gag. The bones, tatters of clothing, bronze
trappings that lay scattered around declared that Irrendal had spoken truth.

O had he? Sudden doubt assailed Arvel. Fragmentary recollections of the nursery tales floated up
into his mnd. Did they not say the el ves
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were a tricksy lot, light-willed and doubl e-tongued, whose choicest jape was to outwit a nortal ?

Was it not the case that nothing of theirs could have enduring value to a man? Irrendal had

prom sed Arvel his heart's desire, but what mght that actually prove to be?

Doubt becane dread. Arvel was on the point of bolting. Then Irrendal wi nded a horn he had brought
forth fromsonewhere, and it was too late. Cruelly beautiful, the notes were a challenge and a
nmockery; and they had no echoes, even as the bugler had no shadow.

Hu- hu, hu-hu, attend your doom

The ogre appeared in the cave mouth. Monstrous he was, broad and thick as a horse, taller than a
man despite a stoop that brought his knuckles near the ground. Eyes like a swine's glittered
beneat h a shelf of brow, above nosel ess nostrils and a jaw where fangs sprouted. The nobon grizzled
his coarse pelt. Earth quivered to each shanbling step he took. Hatred runbled fromHi s throat as
he saw the elf, and he gathered hinself to charge.

"Draw bl ade, man, or die!" Irrendal cried.

Arvel 's weapon snaked forth. Moonlight poured along it. Fear fled before battle joy. His left hand
took his knife, and thus arnmed, he advanced.

The ogre grew aware of him baw ed di smay, and sought to scuttle off. Faster on his feet, Arve
barred escape, forced his eneny back against the cliff, and sprang in for the kill

Uha was as brave as any cornered beast. An
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armswept in an arc that woul d have sneared Arvel's brains over the tatons had it made connection
The hunman barely skipped aside. He had acconplished only a shallow sl ash of sword. But where the
steel had been, ogre-flesh charred and snoked.

Uha lunbered after him Arvel bounded in and out. His sword whistled. Wien a hand cl utched cl ose,
he seared it with his knife. Uha bellowed, clattered his teeth, flailed and kicked. Irrendal stood
apart, impassive.

The fight lasted long. Afterward Arvel recalled but little of it. Finally Uha won back into his
den. The man pursued—al together recklessly, for in there he was blind. Yet that was where the

ni ght nare conbat ended

Arvel reeled out, fell prone upon the blessed sane earth, and | et darkness whirl over him

He regained strength after some while, sat painfully up, and beheld Irrendal. "You have conquered,
you have freed us," the elf sang. "Hero, go home."

"WIl ... we neet . . . again?" Arvel nmunbled with nunmy-parched tongue

"Indeed we shall, a single tine," Irrendal vowed, "for have | not prom sed you reward? Await ne

tonorrow dusk beneath the Dragon Tower. Meanwhil e— he paused—I| eave your steel that slew the
ogre, for henceforth it is unlucky."

The thought passed through Arvel's exhaustion that thus far his pay was the [ oss of two good,
costly bl ades. However, he dared not disobey.
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"Farewel |, warrior," Irrendal bade him "until next twilight," and was gone

Slow y, Arvel observed that the npon had passed its height. Before the western ridges hid it from
him he had best be in famliar territory; nor did he wish to |linger here another ninute.

He crawmled to his feet and |inped away.

Entering Seilles at dawn, he sought the sleazy | odging house where he had a room fell into bed,
and slept until late afternoon. Having clea nsed off grime and dried sweat with a sponge and a
basin of cold water, and havi ng donned fresh al beit threadbare garnents, he proceeded to the Drum
and Trunpet, benched hinself, and called for bread, neat, and ale.

Yni s regarded himclosely. "You seem awea-ried," she remarked. "What's happened?"

"You'd not believe it if |I told you," he answered, "nor would I."

In truth, he was unsure whether he remenbered nore than a wild dreamon Crom ech HiIl. Not hing
spoke for its reality save aches, bruises, and the absence of his edged netal. The | oss of Lona
was nore conprehensi bl e, and hurt worse.

Eati ng and drinking, he wondered if his wits had left him That was a thought to shudder at,
madness. But |life as a hale man would be dreary at best. Wat could he do?

Not creep back to Lona, whine for forgiveness, and seek to becone a potter. She would despise him
for that, after the hard words he
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had uttered yesterday, as nmuch as he would hinmsel f. Besides, he'd never nake a worthwhil e partner
in the shop. His hands | acked the deftness of hers and his tongue the unction of a seller—not that
she ever truckled to anybody.

If he stayed on in Seilles, he had no prospect other than a continuation of his present niserable,
cadgi ng exi stence. Qpportunities el sewhere—for instance, going to sea—were niggardly. But at |east
he woul d be making his own way in the world.

As he had wi shed to do, and been sure he could do nagnificently, in the New Lands. Wl | -a-day, how
many nortals ever win to their heart's desire?

Arvel sat bolt upright. Ale splashed fromthe goblet in his grasp

"What is it that's wong, dearie?" Ynis asked.

"Nothing ... or everything.... | know not," he nuttered.

The sun had gone behind the houses across the street. Soon it would go behind the horizon

Irrendal had said to neet himat the Dragon Tower.

What was there to lose? Sinply tinme, if last night's business had been deliriumafter all, and
time was a burden on Arvel

G anted, |legend maintained that the elves were a shifty folk, and their powers anmbng nen weak and
evanescent. He nust not let any hopes fly upward. But did it do harmif his blood surged and he
forgot his pains?

Swal | owi ng the last of his neal, Arvel has-
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tened out. "Farewell,"” Ynis called. He did not hear. Sighing, she noved toward a tabl eful of
rowdi es who whooped for service.

Hermed in by walls, the streets were already dark, but people noved about. Linkmen were |ighting
the great lanps on their iron standards, while wi ndows and shopfronts cane agl ow. Since the advent
of nodern illumination in Caronne, city dwellers kept |ate hours. Even those who had no work to do
or noney to spend enjoyed strolling and staring in the coolth of day's end. Arvel could understand
why creatures of night and magi c now avoi ded t he homes of nen.

Sunset chinmes pealed fromthe tenple as he passed Hardan's Port. It no | onger existed save as a
nane; cannon had crunbled it and its whole section of wall during the Baronial War, and nobody
felt a restoration was worth undertaking. Instead, the then Lord Mayor had turned the area into a
public park. Trees that he planted on the borders had since grown tall enough to screen off view
of surroundi ng nansions. Only the highest spires of the city pierced heaven above their

shadowi ness. Gravel scrunched under Arvel's feet, along |abyrinthine flowerbeds. Their perfunes
were faint at this eventide hour. A nightingale chanted through the bell-tones and fireflies
wavered in air. No lovers had arrived, which struck himas odd.

At the center of a greensward reared that rement of the old fortificati ons known as the Dragon
Tower. lvy entwined it, and the fierce heads carven under the battlements were weat h-
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ered into shapel essness. Here an elf mght well venture. Arvel's pulse fluttered. He took stance
at the doorway. The chines fell silent. The gl oam ng deepened. Stars trenbled into view.

"Greeting, friend." Whence had the vague tall shape cone? Arvel felt after the sword he no | onger
wor e.

Laughter wi nged around him "Be at ease," Irrendal sang. "You've naught to fear but folly."

Arvel felt hinmself redden

"Agai nst that, no sorcery prevails, nor the gods thenselves,” Irrendal continued. Wth the wei ght
of the ogre off it, his slightly wi cked nmerrinent danced free. "Nor can the Hal fworld ever be nore
in nmen's lives than transient, a sparkle, a breeze, a snowflake, a handful of autumm | eaves

bl owi ng past. Still . . . much nmay be done with very little, if cunning suffices.
"l pledged to you your heart's desire, Arvel Tarabine. You nust choose what that is. | can but
hope you choose aright. | think, though, this should cover the price. Hold out your hand."

Dazedly, the man did. A gesture flickered. A weight dropped. Alnost, in his surprise, he let the
thing fall, before he closed fingers upon it.

"A coin of some value as nen reckon value," Irrendal declared. "Spend it wi sely—but swiftly, this
same night, lest your newy won |uck go aglimer."

Was there a least hint of wistfulness in the nelody? "Fare you well, always well, over the sea and
beyond," Irrendal bade him "Remenber ne. Tell your children and ask themto tel
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theirs, that elvenkind not be forgotten. Farewell, farewell."

And he was gone.

Long did Arvel stand al one, upbearing the heaviness in his hand, while his thoughts surged to and
fro. At last he departed.

A street lanp glared where the city began. He stopped to | ook at what he held. Yellow brilliance
sheened. He caught his breath, and again stood nute and novel ess for a space. Then, suddenly, he
ran.

Zulio Pandric the banker sat late at his desk, going through an account book which was not for
anyone el se's eyes, least of all those of the king's tax assessors. Lantern gl obes shone right,
left, and above, to brighten the work, massive furniture, wal nut wainscot, his gross corpul ence
and ivory-rimred spectacles. Fromtinme to time he reached into a porcelain bow for a sweetneat.

I ncense nade the air equally sticky.

To himentered the butler, who said with diffidence, "Sir, a young nan demands i medi at e audi ence.
| told himto apply tonorrow during your regular hours, but he was npbst insistent. Shall | have

t he wat chnman expel hi "

"Un," grunted Zulio. "Did he give you his name?"

"Yes, sir, of course | obtained that. Arvel Tarabine. He does not seem prosperous, sir, nor is his
manner dignified."

"Arvel Tarabine. Hm" Zulio rubbed a jow while he searched through his excellent nenory.
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"Ah, yes. A byblow of Torric, Landholder Merlin-hurst. Father inpoverished, barely able to

mai ntain the estate. Son, | hear, a wastrel.. .. Admit him" Zulio had | ong pondered how ne mni ght
lay such famlies under obligation. Here, conceivably, was a weak spot in the independence of one
of them

Eager ness made the fell ow who entered as vivid as his flame-red hair. "I've a marvel to show you,
Mast er Pandric, a whopping marvel!" he decl ai ned.

"I ndeed? Be seated, pray." The noneyl ender waved at a chair. "Wat is this matter that cannot wait
until rnorning?"

"Behol d," said Arvel. He did not sit but, instead, |eaned over the desk. From beneath his cl oak he
took a thing that thudded when he slapped it down.

Zulio barely suppressed an exclamation of his own. It was a gold coin that gleaned before hi mbut
such a coin, as broad as his palmand as thick as his thunb. In a cautious novenent, he laid hold
on it and hefted. The weight was easily five pounds avoirdupois, belike nore; and the netal was
pure, he felt its softness give beneath his thunbnail

A sense of the eerie crept along his nerves. "How did you cone by this, young sir?" he asked | ow.
"Honestly." Arvel jittered fromfoot to foot.

"What do you wi sh of ne?"

"Why, that you change it into ordinary pieces of noney. It's far too large for nmy use."
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"Let us see, let us see."” Zulio puffed out of his chair and across the roomto a sideboard.
Thereon stood scal es of several sizes, a graduated gl ass vessel half full of water, an
arithmetical reckoner, and certain reference works. He needed no nore than a pair of mnutes to
verify the genui neness of the gold and establish its exact value at those present rates of
exchange which scarcity had created—four hundred au-reates.

He brought the coin closer to a lantern and squinted. The lettering upon it was of no al phabet he
knew, and he had seen many. The obverse bore a portrait of someone crowned who was not quite
human, the reverse a gryphon

Abruptly he knew what he held. Chill shivered through his bl ubber. He turned about, stared at
Arvel, and said, each word falling like | ead down a shot tower: "This is fairy gold."

"Wl | —= The youth reached a decision. "Yes, it is. | did a service for the elves, and it is ny
reward. There's naught unlawful about that, is there? I'd sinply liefer the tale not be noised
abroad. Too nmany peopl e have an unreasoning dread of the Fair Folk."

"As well one mght, considering their notorious deviousness. Don't you know— Zulio checked
hinself. "May | ask why this haste to be rid of it?"

"I told you. | cannot spend it as it is. You can find a buyer, or have it nmelted into bullion, and
none will suspect you of robbery as they could perchance suspect nme. Chiefly, though, | want
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to travel. This will buy nme a share in Sir Falcovan Roncitar's enterprise, and whatever else |'l
need to win ny fortune in the New Lands."

"Coul d you not at least wait until norning?"

"No. | was counselled—well, | know nothing about these matters, only that he warned ne I'd | ose ny
luck if I didn't act at once—and | do want to |eave. Cone norning I'll buy a horse and a new sword
and be off to Croy, out of this wetched town forever!™

Zulio decided Arvel was honest. He really had no idea of the curious property of fairy gold. H's
i mpati ence mght be due to sonething as trivial as a |love affair gone awy.

Yes, probe that. "No farewells, no sweetheart?" Zulio asked slyly.

Arvel whitened, flushed, and whitened. "She never wants to see ne agai n—What's that to you, you
fat toad? Break my coin and take your commi ssion, or I'll find me another banker."

"I fear— Zulio began, and stopped.

"What ?" Arvel demanded.

Zulio had changed his mnd. He did not need to explain the situation. He would be extravagantly
foolish to do so

"I fear," he said, ignoring the insult, "that | shall have to charge you nore than the usua
brokerage fee. As you yourself realize, a coin so valuable, and alien to boot, is not easily
exchanged. It will take tine. It will require paperwork, to stave off the royal revenue
collectors. Meanwhile the noney | give you is earn-
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ing no interest for nme, and | nust purchase additional precautions against theft—
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Arvel proved to be even less versed in finance and bargai ning than Zulio had hoped. The banker got
the elven piece for three hundred and fifty aureates, paid over in gold and silver of ordinary
denom nations while the watchnman w t nessed t he proceedi ngs.

"Hel p the gentleman carry these bags back to his | odgings, Darron," Zulio ordered courteously. "As
for you, Master Tarabine, let me wish you every success and happi ness in your New Lands. Shoul d
you find you have banki ng needs, the house of Pandric is at your service."

"Thank you," Arvel snapped. "Goodni ght. Goodbye." Sonehow, the imense adventure before himhad
not brought joy into his eyes. He lifted his part of the noney easily enough, but wal ked out as if
he were under a heavy burden

Scarcely were the two nmen gone when Zulio stuffed the coin into a satchel and waddl ed forth to
Crystal Street by hinself. He could realize a large profit this night, but only this night. If he
wai ted until dawn, his |oss would be vast.

He did not think that Natan Sandana the jeweler, whose famly and associ ates had been city-bred
for generations, had heard anything about fairy gold. Quite probably Sandana did not believe the
Hal fworld was nore than a nursery tale. Zulio cane of backwoods peasant stock, and had dabbled in
magi c—wi t hout result, save that he acquired nuch arcane lore. Panting,
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sweating, he el bowed onward through crowds, amidst their babble and the plangenci es of beggar
musi ci ans, underneath walls and galleries and | anp-flare, until he reached the home he wanted.
Natan was at his fireside, reading aloud froman old book—+the verses of wayward Cappen Varra,

whi ch this prudent, w zened nodern man | oved—+o his wi fe and younger children. He did not |ike or
trust Zulio Pandric, and received his guest with an ill grace. Neverthel ess, manners denmanded t hat
he take the banker into a private roomas requested, and have the maidservant bring nulled w ne.
Candles in antique silver holders threw nmild light over bookshel ves and pai ntings. The |eather of
his chair creaked beneath Natan as he | eaned back, bridged his fingertips, and inquired the
visitor's w shes.

"This is an irregular hour, yes," Zulio admtted. "1'd not ordinarily trouble you now. But the
circunstances tonight are special. You are a man of discretion, Master Sandana; you will
understand if | spaVe you long and tedious explanations. Suffice it that | have urgent need of
genstones, and do not wish to risk it beconming a subject of gossip."

Nat an grinned. Zulio knew, annoyed, that he was thinking of the courtesan Vardrai. Well, what did
his sniggers count for? He'd assuredly forget themin the morning. "I have therefore taken a rare
coin, a virtual ingot, fromny vaults and brought it hither,” Zulio said. "Qobserve. Let us talk."
FAI Ry GOLD
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Di scussi on occupi ed an hour. Natan Sandana was not so rude to a promi nent man of affairs that he
tested the gold hinself .. . then. He did ask for, and get, a certification of value. In return,
Zulio accepted a receipt for paynent in full. "Have a care,” he warned, as he put four hundred
aureates’ worth of the finest dianponds into his satchel —er better, because the jewel er had been
still more anxious to deal than the slack market warranted. "Sone evilly gifted thieves have been
at work of late, | hear. Runor goes that they enploy actual witchcraft. That is why ny attestation

explicitly disavows responsibility for any effects of sorcery, as well as nundane mal f easance. You
coul d open your strongbox and find nothing but a pile of rubbish, left as a jeer at you."

"I thank you, but | doubt it will happen, and not just because | equate the supernatural with
superstition,” the other man replied. A feverish intensity had cone upon him Zulio wondered why.
No natter. He had his profit, a clear fifty aureates above what he had paid out to Arvel Tarabi ne,
in the formof gens negotiable pieceneal. Puffing, chuckling, jiggling, Zulio Pandric hastened
back to his | edger and his sweetneats.

"I must go out, dear," Natan Sandana told his wife. "Don't wait up for ne."

"What has happened?" she asked.

"An unbel i evabl e stroke of luck, | hope," he said, and kissed her fondly. "I'Il tell you later, if
all goes well."
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As he stepped forth, the coin in his pouch dragged at his belt. He felt as if every passing gl ance
lingered on the bulge, and pulled his cloak around it. Should he have waited for norning, when he
coul d engage a guard? But that woul d have been to nmake conspi cuous a transacti on best kept secret.
Tax collectors were as rapacious as any unofficial robber

Besi des, who would think that a drably clad little gray man carried a fortune on his person?
Especi al | y nowadays, when that fortune had been | anguishing for years in stock he could not sell.
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Nat an t ook Serpentine Street, the best-lit and safest way through Docktown, to the Longline. There
he must pass a nunber of enpty berths before he reached Sea Mil e.

Fore and aft, the castles of the Norrener car-rack |ooned darkling. Between them her guns
glimered dully by the light of wharf |anps and | anterns of the watch on board; her three nasts
stood gaunt athwart a lately risen noon. Its glade trenbled on the river, which nmurnured with
currents and tide. R gging creaked as henp contracted in the night's danp chill

"Ch-hoa!" Natan called. "Lower the gangplank. |'ve business with your captain."”

The pi kermren obliged, which relieved him Haako G ayfellsson might have been ashore carousing.

I nstead, the big man slunped in his cabin, am dst the nal odor of bear-tallow candl es, and sw gged
froma bottle of rum

"Well net, Master Sandana," he said in accented Caronnean and a tone which all but added, "I
suppose. "
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"1"'m happy to find you here,"” Natan said.

Haako stroked his red, barbaric beard. "You wouldn't have, if |I'd not bl own over-nmuch noney on a
vixen |I'd heard prai sed—Enough. Wat woul d you of ne?"

Natan | aid palns on the table and | eaned across it. "No need to pussyfoot," he said. "About our
conversation the day before yesterday. | am prepared to buy your pearls at the price we

menti oned. "

An oath bl asted from Haako's lips, but it was a sound of utter delight. Briefly, Natan recalled
Vardrai. Poor wonan; in a way it was a shane how she had m ssed her chance at this investnent.
Wl 1, so nmuch the nore for those whom he hel d dear

"Why, wel cone again," the courtesan purred. She undulated into a position where |ight shone

t hrough her shift and outlined every curve agai nst a ni ghted w ndow.

This time her pleasure and seductiveness were sincere. The Norrener seaman was a little uncouth,
true, but he possessed a vigor which he used with sone skill. She had been sorry when he told her
that he could not afford a second visit.

He stood awkwardly in the scented room tw sting between his fingers a fur pouch that contained
somet hi ng round. Through the wi ndow pane drifted a vibrancy of violin and flute. Vardrai nade it
worth those beggar mnusicians' while to keep station below this wall
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"I ... have a ... proposition for you," he nmunbled. Strange how he blushed, l|ike a virginal boy,
this man who had dared hurricanes and spears.

"Ch, | tike, propositions." Vardrai drew close to himand ruffled his whiskers.

He seized her and kissed her. She sel domwanted a kiss on the nouth, but found that this time it
was different. "What a wonan you are," he groaned

"Thank you, kind sir," she |l aughed, and fluttered her [ashes at him "Shall we try if that be
true?"

"A monent, | beg you." Haako stepped back and took her by the shoulders. Hi s callouses scratched
her slightly, arousingly, as he shivered. O herwi se he was gentle. H's eyes sought hers. "Vardrai
| +'ve come into a chunk of noney. Left to nyself, I'Il drink and dice it away, and soon have
nothing for you . . . and ny ship will be calling two or three times yearly in Seilles hereafter
it will." The words tunmbled fromhim "Here's ny proposition. What say | give you the sum right
this now, in pure gold—and you |l et ne see you free of charge, always after, whenever I'min port?
Is that a fair offer, | ask you? Ch, Vardrai, Vardrai —

Wari ness congeal ed her. "Wat sum do you speak of ?" she asked

"I've the coin right here, and a paper from banker Pandric to give the worth," he blurted, while
he funbled in his pouch. "Four hundred aureates, 'tis."

FAI RY GOLD

49

Her world swooped around her. She stunbl ed against him He upheld her. "Four hundred aureates!"
she whi sper ed.

The nmoon sank west. Streets were deserted, save for the Lord Mayor's patrols, or peasants carting
their produce to market, or less identifiable persons. The sounds of their passage rang holl ow
beneath the stars. Hither and yon, though, wi ndows were conming to life with lanplight.

One belonged to the kitchen of Jans Orliand. Having slept poorly ever since he lost his wife, the
chronicler was often up this early. He sat with a dish of porridge he had cooked for hinself and
read a book as he ate.

A knock on the door lifted his attention. Surprised, slightly apprehensive, he went to unlatch it.

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (14 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

If that was a robber, he could shout and rouse his son Denn—but it was a wonan who sli pped

t hrough, and when she renoved her hooded cl oak, she was seen to be gl orious.

"Vardrai of Syr!" Jans exclained. They had never net, but she was too fanmous for himnot to
recogni ze when they chanced to pass each other in the open. "Wy, why, what brings you? Sit down,
do, let me brew some herbal tea—

"I have heard it cried that you've a house for sale, a large one with nmany roons," she said.

He | ooked cl oser at her. Cosnetics did not altogether hide the darknesses bel ow her eyes, or the
pal | or of cheeks and lips. She rmust have lain sleepless hour after hour, thinking about this,
until she could wait no | onger
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"Well, well, yes, | do," he replied. "Not that | expected—*

The wi sh expl oded fromher: "Could you show it to me? Imrediately? If it suits, | can buy it on
the instant."

Lona Grancy had also slept ill. The nobon had not yet gone behind western roofs, and the east
showed just the faintest silver, when she trudged fromcottage to shed, lighted its |anps, and

comrenced work. "May as well," she said. "Not that custoners will crowd our place, eh?"—this to
her cat, which returned a wise green gaze before addressing itself to the saucer of milk she set
forth.

The mai den pummel ed clay, threw it upon the turntable, sat down, and spun the wheel with nore
ferocity than needful. It shrilled and groaned. She shivered in the cold which crept out from
between her arrayed wares. The hour before dawn is the |oneliest of all

A man canme in off the street. "Master Oliand!" she hailed him "Wat on earth?" The spinning died
awnay.

"I thought... | hoped | might find you awake," the scholar said. Breath snmoked ragged with each
word. "I am pushing matters, true, but—well, every nmoment's delay is a nonment additional before |
can seek out a, a certain |ady and—€ould we tal k, ny dear?"

"Of course, old friend." Lona rose. "Let ne put this stuff aside and clean nmy hands, then ||
fetch us a bite of food and—But what do you want?"
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"Your property," said Jans. "l can give you an excellent price."

Again by herself, for her visitor had staggered off to his bed, Lona stood in her home and | ooked
down at the coin. It covered her hand; its weight felt |ike the weight of the world; strange
glimers and glistens rippled across the profile upon it. Silence pressed i nward. Wcks guttered

| ow.

So, she thought, now she had sold everything. Jans would not force her to | eave unduly fast, but

| eave she nust. Wiy had she done it—and in such haste, too?

Well, four hundred aureates was no nmean sum of cash. No | onger was she bound to the shop which had
bound her father to itself. She could fare el sewhere, to opportunities in Croy, for exanple; or

of course, this was a dowy which could buy her a desirable match. Yes, a good, steady younger son
of a nobl eman or nerchant, who woul d nake cautious investnments and—

"And hell take him" she screaned, grabbed the coin to her, and fled.

Arvel tried for a long while to sleep. Finally he lost patience, dressed in the dark, and funbled
his way downstairs. Lanmps still burned along the street, but their glow was pal e underneath a

si nking moon and lightening sky, pale as the |ast stars. Dew shimered on cobbl es. Shadows nade
mysterious the carvings
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upon tinbers, the arcades and alleys around him

He would go to the farners' market, he decided, break his fast, and search for a horse. \Wen that
was done, the shops woul d be open wherein he could obtain the rest of his equi page. By noon he
could be on the road to Croy and his destiny. The prospect was oddly desol ate.

However, no doubt he woul d neet another girl sonewhere, and—

A small, sturdy figure rounded a corner, . stopped for an instant, and sped toward him "OCh,
Arvel " Echoes gave back Lena's cry, over and over. Light went liquid across the disc she carried.
"See what | have for you! Qur passage to the New Lands!"

"But —but how in creation did you get hold of that?" he called. Bew | dernent rocked him "And

t hought you—you and | —

"I'"ve sold out!" she jubilated as she ran. "W can go!"

She caroned agai nst him and he wasted no further tine upon thought.
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When they came up for air, he nunbled, 'JI already have the price of our migration, dear darling.
But that you should offer nme this, out of your love, why, that's worth nore than, than all the
rest of the world, and heaven thrown in."

She crowed for joy and nestled close. Again he gathered her to him In her left hand, behind his
shoul der, she gripped the fairy gold. The sun cane over a rooftop, and snote. Suddenly
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she held nothing. A few dead | eaves bl ew away upon the dawn breeze, with a sound like dry

| aught er.

—Poul Ander son

BALLADE OF AN ARTI FI CI AL SATELLI TE

Thence they sailed far to the southward along the land, and cane to a ness; the land |lay upon the
right; there were |Iong and sandy strands. They rowed to | and, and found there upon the ness the
keel of a ship, and called the place Keel ness, and the strands they called Wnder-strands for it
took long to sail by them

—Thorfinn Karlsefni's voyage to Vinland, as related in the saga of Erik the Red

One inland summer | wal ked through rye,

a wind at ny heels that snelled of rain

and harried white clouds through a whistling

sky where the great sun stal ked and shook his

mane and roared so brightly across the grain
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it burned and shinmered |ike alien sands. —

Ten years old, | saw down a | ane

the thunderous |ight on Wnderstrands.

In ages before the world ran dry, what night the mapl ess not contain? Atlantis gleaned like a
dreamto die, Avalon lay under faerie reign, Ci bola guarded a golden plain, Tir-nan-Og was fair-
| ocked Fand's, sober nen saw froma gull's-road wain the thunderous |ight on Wnderstrands.

Such clanging countries in cloudland lie; but nen grew weary and they grew sane and they grew
grown—and so did | —and knew Tartessus was only Spain. No galleons call at Taprobane (Ceylon, with
English); no queenly hands wear gold from Punt; nor sees the Dane the thunderous |ight on
Wonder st r ands.

Ahoy, Prince Andros Horizon's-bane! They always wait, the elven |ands. An evening pl anet gives
again the thunderous |Iight on Wonderstrands.

—Poul Ander son

THE | NNOCENT ARRI VAL

The vi si phone chimed when Peri had just gotten into her dinner gown. She peeled it off again and
sli pped on a casual bathrobe—a w sp of translucence which had set the president of Antarctic
Enterprises, or had it been the chairman of the board, back several thousand dollars. Then she
pulled a lock of lion-colored hair down over one eye, checked with a mrror, runpled it a tiny bit
nmore and w apped the robe | oosely on top and tight around the hips.

After all, sonme of the nen who knew her private nunber were inportant.

She undul ated to the phone and pressed its Accept. "Hello-o, there," she said automatically. "So
sorry to keep you waiting, | was just taking a bath and—©h. It's you."

GQus Doran's prawn-1li ke eyes popped at her.
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"Holy Success," he whispered in awe. "You sure the wires can carry that nuch vol tage?"

"Well, hurry up with whatever it is,’'
"1"I'l say you do! Wth a Martian."
"Hn?" Peri w dened her silver-blue gaze and fl apped sooty |ashes at him "You nmust have heard
wong, Gus. He's the heir apparent of Indonesia, Inc., that's who, and if you called up to ask for

snapped Peri. "I got a date tonight."

a piece of himyou can just blank right out again. I saw himfirst!"
Doran's thin sharp face grinned. "I know what |1'd like a piece of," he said. "But you break that
date, Peri. Put it off or something. | got this Martian for you, see?"

"So? Since when has all Mars had as nmuch spendi ng noney as one big-tine marijuana rancher? Not to
mention the heir ap—

"Sure, sure. But how nuch are those boys going to spend on any girl, even a high-level type like
you? Listen, | need you just for tonight, see? This Martian is a whack. Strictly fromgone. He is
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here on official business, but he is a yokel and I do nean hayseed. Like he asked ne what the
Christmas decorations in all the stores were! And this is the solar nexus of it, Peri, kid." Doran
| eaned forward as if to clinb out of the screen. "He has got a hundred mllion dollars expense
nmoney, and they are not going to audit his accounts at hone. One hundred million good green
certificates, legal -tender anywhere in the United Protectorates. And he has about as nuch
backbone as a piece of steak alga. Kid, if | did
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not happen to have a small nephew | would say this will be |ike taking candy froma baby."

Peri's peaches-and-cream count enance began, to resenbl e peaches and cream | eft overni ght on Pl uto.
"Badger ?" she asked.

"Sure. You and Sam Wendt handle the routine. | will take the go-between angle, so he will think of
me as still his friend, because | have other plans for himtoo. But if we can't shake a nmillion
out of himfor this one night's work there is sonething akilter. And your share of a million is

three hundred thirty-three—=

"I's five hundred thousand flat," said Peri. "Too bad | just got an awful headache and can't see
M. Sastro tonight. Were you at, GQus?"

The gravity was not as hard to take as Peter Matheny had expected. Three generations on Mars mi ght
| engt hen the | egs and expand the chest a trifle, but the genes had cone fromEarth and the

organi smreadjusts. What set himgasping was the air. It weighed Iike a ton of wool and had
apparently sopped up half the Atlantic Ccean. Ears trained to listen through the Mrtian

at nosphere shuddered fromthe racket conducted by Earth's. The passport official seened to bell ow
at him

"Pardon me for asking this. The United Protectorates welconme all visitors to Earth, and | assure
you, sir, an ordinary five-year visa provokes no questions. But since you came on an official
courier boat of your planet, M. Mtheny, regulations force ne to ask your business."

"Well ... recruiting.”
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The official patted his confortable stomach, iridescent in neolon, and chuckled patronizingly. "I
amafraid, sir, you won't find many people who wish to | eave. They woul dn't be able to see the
Teansters Hour on Mars, would they?"

"Ch, we don't expect immgration,"” said Matheny shyly. He was a fairly young man but small, with a
dar k-t hat ched snub-nosed gray-eyed head that seened too large for his slender body. "W |earned

| ong ago no one is interested any nore in giving up even second-class citizenship on Earth to |live
in the Republic. But we only wanted to hire .. . uh, | nean engage .. . an, an adviser. . .. W're
not busi nessmen, we know our export trade hasn't a chance anong all your corporations unless we
get sone—a five-year contract—2" He heard his words trailing off idiotically, and swore at

hi nsel f.

"Well, good luck." The official's tone was skeptical. He stanped the passport and handed it back
"There, now, you are free to travel anywhere in the Protectorates. But | would advise you to | eave
the capital and get into the sticks—er-hum | mean the provinces—+ am sure there nmust be

tol erably conpetent sales executives in Russia or Congol ese Bel giumor such regions. Frankly, sir

I do not believe you can attract anyone out of Newer York."

"Thanks," said Matheny, "but you see ... | ... we need . . . that is. ... Onh, well. Thanks.
Goodbye. " He backed out of the office.

A dropshaft deposited himon a wal kway. The crowd, a rainbow of nen in pajamas and cl oaks, wonen
in Neo-Cretan dresses and gol dl eaf hats.
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swept him against the rail. For a nonment, squashed to the wire, he stared a hundred feet down at a
river of autonobiles. Phobos! he thought wildly. If the barrier gives, I'll be sliced in two by a

dorsal fin before | hit the pavenent!

The August twilight wapped himin heat and stickiness. He could see neither stars nor even nobon
through the city's blaze. The forest of nulti-colored towers, cataracting half a mle skyward
across nore acreage than his eyes reached, was inpressive and all that, but—he used to stroll out
in the rock garden behind his cottage and snoke a pipe in conpany with Orion. On summer evenings,
that is, when the night tenperature wasn't too far bel ow zero.

Why did they tap ne for this job? he asked hinself in-a surge of honesickness. Wiat the hell was
the Martian Enbassy here for? He, Peter Matheny, was no nore than a peaceful little professor of
soci odynami cs at Devil's Kettle University. O course, he had advised his government before now,
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in fact the Red Ankh Soci ety had been his idea, but still he was only at ease with his books and
his chess and his mneral collection, a faculty poker party on Tent hday ni ght and an occasi ona
trip to Sw ndl e-town—My God, thought Matheny, here | am one solitary outlander in the greatest
commercial enpire the human race has even seen, and |'m supposed to find ny planet a con nan

He began wal ki ng, disconsolately at random Hi s lizardskin shirt and bl ack cul ottes drew gl ances,
but derisive ones: their cut was forty years out of date. He should find hinself a hotel
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he thought drearily, but he wasn't tired; the spaceport would pneunp his baggage to hi m whenever
he did check in. The few Martians who had been to Earth had gone into ecstasies over the

aut onati on whi ch put any service you could nane on a twenty-four-hour basis. But it would be a
long tinme before Mars had such machines. If ever

The city roared at him

He funbled after his pipe. OF course, he told hinself, that's why the Enbassy can't act. | nay
find it advisable to go outside the |aw. Please, sir, where can | contact the underworl| d?

He wi shed ganbling were legal on Earth. The Constitution of the Martian Republic forbade sunptuary
and noral legislation; quite apart fromthe ranbunctious individualismwhich that docunent
fornmulated, the article was a practical necessity. Life was bl eak enough on the deserts, w thout
bei ng denied the pleasure of trying to bottom deal sone friend who was happily trying to mark the
cards. Matheny woul d have found a few spins of roulette soothing: it was always an intellectua
chal  enge to work out the system by which the managenment operated a wheel. But nore, he would have
been anmong peopl e he understood. The frightful thing about the Earthman was the way he seened to
exist only in organi zed nmasses. A gypsy snake oil peddler, plodding his syrtosaur wagon across
Martian sands just didn't have a prayer against, say, the Gant, Harding & Adans Public Rel ations
Agency.

Mat heny puffed snoke and | ooked around. His
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feet ached fromthe weight on them Where could a nman sit down? It was hard to make out any

i ndi vidual sign, through all that shimering neon. Hs eye fell on one distinguished by relative
austerity.

THE CHURCH OF YOUR CHO CE

Enter, Rest, and Pray

That woul d do. He took an upward slideranp through several hundred feet of altitude, stepped past
an aurora curtain, and found hinself in a marble | obby next to an inspirational newsstand.

"Ah, brother, welcone," said a redhaired usherette in denure black |eotards. "The peace that
passeth all understanding be with you. The restaurant is right up those stairs."

"I ... I"'mnot hungry," stamered Matheny. "I just wanted to-sit in—=

"To your left, sir."

The Martian crossed the |obby. H's pipe went out in the breeze froman ani nated angel. Organ rmnusic
si ghed t hrough an open doorway. The series of roons beyond was dim Gothic, and interm nable.

"Get your chips right here, sir," said the girl in the booth.

"Hn?" said Mat heny.

She expl ai ned. He bought a few hundred-dollar tokens, dropped a fifty-buck coin down the sl ot

mar ked CONTRI BUTI ONS, and si pped the martini he got back while he strolled around studying the
ganmes. It was a good nmartini, probably sold below cost. He decided that the roulette
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wheel s were either honest or too deep for him He'd have to relax with a crap gane instead.

He had been standing at the table for sonme tinme before the rest of the congregation really noticed
him Then it was with awe. The first few passes he had nmade were unsuccessful, Earth gravity threw
himoff, but when he got the rhythmof it he tossed a row of sevens. It was a customary form of
chal | enge on Mars. Here, though, they sinply pushed chips toward him He nissed a throw as anyone
woul d at hone: sinple courtesy. The next tinme around he threw for a seven just to get the feel. He
got a seven. The dice had not been substituted on him

"I say," he exclained. He | ooked up into eyes and eyes, all around the green table. "I'msorry.
guess | don't know your rules."

"You did all right, brother," said a niddle-aged | ady with an obviously surgi cal nonbodi ce.

"But—+ nean . .. when do we start actually playing? Wat happened to the cocked dice?"
"Sir!" The lady drew herself up and jutted an indignant prow at him "This is a church!"
"Ch ... | see . .. excuse nme, |, |, |I—= Matheny backed out of the crowd, shuddering. He | ooked
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around for sonme place to hide his burning ears.
"You forgot your chips, pal," said a voice

"Ch. Thanks. Thanks ever so rmuch. |, |, that is— Mtheny cursed his knotting tongue. Dam it,
just because they're so nmuch nore sophisticated than |, do | have to talk like a |eaky boiler?

The hel pful Earthnman was not tall, he was dark and chisel faced and sl eekly ponaded, dapper in bl ue
pajamas with a red zig-zag, a
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sl ei ghbell cloak and curly-toed slippers. "You re fromMars, aren't you?" he asked in the
friendliest tone Mat heny had yet heard.

"Yes. Yes, | am Mny nanme's Peter Matheny, |, |— He stuck out his hand to shake and chips rolled
over the floor. "Damm! Ch, excuse ne, | forgot this was a church. Never mind them No, please, |
just want to g-g-get the hell out of here."

"Good idea. How about a drink? | know a bar downshaft."

Mat heny sighed. "A drink | need the very nost."

"My name's Doran. Gus Doran. Call ne Gus." They wal ked back to the deaconette's booth and Mat heny
cashed what remai ned of his wi nnings.

"I don't want to, | nean, if you're busy tonight, M. Doran—=
"Nah. | amnot doing one thing in particular. Besides, | have never net a Martian. | amvery
interested."

"There aren't many of us on Earth," agreed Matheny. "Just a small enbassy staff and an occasi onal
like ne."

"l should think you would do a |ot of traveling here. The old nother planet and so on."

"W can't afford it," said Matheny. "Wat with gravitation and di stance, such voyages are nuch too
expensive for us to make them for pleasure. Not to nention our dollar shortage." As they entered
the shaft, he added wi stfully: "You Earth people have that kind of nobney, at least in your nore
prosperous brackets. Wy don't you send a few tourists to us?"
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"I always wanted to," said Doran. "I would like to see the, what they call, Gty of Tine, and so
on. As a matter of fact, | have given ny girl one of those Ad Mrtian rings last |ke's Birthday,
and she was just gazoo about it. A jewel dug out of the Gty of Tinme, like, nade a million years
ago by a, uh, extinct race ... | tell you, she appreciated ne for it!" He w nked and nudged.
"Ch," said Matheny. He felt a certain guilt. Doran was too pleasant a little man to deserve—"Of
course," he said ritually, "I agree with all the archeologists it's a crine to sell such

scientifically priceless artifacts, but what can we do? We nust live, and the tourist trade is

al nost nonexi stent."

"Trouble with it is, | hear Mars is not so confortable," said Doran. "I mean, do not get me wong,
| don't want to insult you or anything, but people come back saying you have given the planet just
barely enough air to keep a man alive. And it gets so cold that soon even the di mest |ady tourist
gets the idea of that Brass Monkey Menorial you have erected. And there are no cities, just little
towns and villages and ranches out in the bush—+ nean, you are being pioneers and nmaeki ng a new
nation and all that, but people paying half a negabuck for their ticket expect some confort and,
uh, you know. "

"I do know," said Matheny. "But we're poor! We're a handful of people trying to make a world of
dust and sand and scrub thorn into fields and woods and seas. W can't do it w thout substantia
hel p from Earth, equi pment and supplies—which can only be paid for in Earth dollars—and

Ae
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we can't export enough to Earth to earn those

dol lars. ™"

By that tinme they were entering the Paul Bun-yan Knotty Pine Bar & Gill, on the 73rd | evel

Mat heny' s jaw cl anked down. "Whassa matter?" asked Doran. "Ain't you ever seen a ecdysiastic
techni ci an bef ore?"

"Uh, yes, but . . . well ... not in a 3-D inage under ten magnifications." Matheny foll owed Doran
past a sign announcing that this show was for purely artistic purposes, into a booth. There a
soundproof curtain reduced the noise | evel enough so they could talk in nornmal voices. *

"What' Il you have?" asked Doran. "It's on
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rre. n
"Ch, | couldn't let you. I nmean—= "Nonsense. Welcone to Earth! Care for a Thyle and vernout h?"
Mat heny shuddered. "Good Lord, no!" "Huh? But they make Thyle right on Mars, don't they?"

"Yes. And it all goes to Earth and sells at 2000 dollars a fifth. But you don't think we'd drink

it, do you? | nean, well, | imagine it doesn't absolutely ruin vernmouth. But we don't see those
Eart hsi de commerci al s about how sophisticated people Iike it so nuch."

"Well, 1'lIl be a socialist creeper!"” Doran's face split in a grin. "You know, all nmy life I've
hated the stuff and never dared admit it?" He raised a hand. "Don't worry, | won't blabbo. But |
am wondering, if you control the Thyle industry, and sell all those relics at fancy prices ... why

do you call yourselves poor?"

"Because we are," said Matheny. "By the tine the shipping costs have been paid on a bottle, and

the Earth whol esal er and jobber and sal es engi neer and so on, down to the retailer, have taken

their percentage, and the advertising agency has been paid, and about fifty separate Earth taxes
there's very little profit going back to the distillery on Mars. The same principle is what's

strangling us on everything. O d Martian artifacts aren't really rare, for instance, but freight

charges and the m ddl enen here put them out of the nass market."

"Have you not got sone ot her businesses?"

"Well, we do sell a lot of color slides, postcards, baggage |abels, and so on to people who like

to act cosnopolitan; and | understand our travel posters are quite popular as wall decoration. But

all that has to be printed on Earth, and the printer and distributor keep nost of the noney. W' ve

sol d sone books and show tapes, of course, but only one has been really successful + Was a Sl ave

Grl on Mars. Qur nost promnent novelist was co-opted to ghostwite that one. Again, though, your

i nconme taxes took nobst of the nobney; authors never have been protected the way a busi nessman is.

We do nake a high percentage of profit on those little certificates you see around—you know, the

title deeds to one square inch of Mars—but expressed absolutely, in dollars, it doesn't anpunt to

much when we start shopping for bulldozers and therno-nucl ear power plants.”

"How about - post age stanps?" inquired Doran. "Philately is a big business, | have heard."
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"It was our nminstay," admtted Matheny, "but it's been overworked. Martian stanps are a drug on

the market. What we'd like to operate is a sweepstakes, but the antiganbling |laws on Earth forbid

that."

Doran whistled. "I got to give you people credit for enterprise, anyway!" He fingered his

must ache. "Uh, pardon me, but have you tried to, well, attract capital from Earth?"

"OfF course," said Matheny bitterly. "W offer the nost |iberal concessions in the Solar System

Any little mning conpany or transport firmor ... or anybody . .. who wanted to cone and actually

invest a few dollars in Mars—why, we'd probably give himthe President's daughter as security. No,

the M nister of Ecology has a better-looking one. But who's interested? Mars is forty mllion

nmles away at closest. W haven't a thing that Earth hasn't got nore of. We're only the

descendants of a few scientists, a few political malcontents, oddballs who happen to prefer el bow

roomand a bill of liberties to the incorporated state—what could General Nucl eonics hope to get
from Mars?"

"I see. Well, what are you having to drink?"

"Beer," said Matheny wi thout hesitation

"Huh? Look, pal, this is on ne."

"The only beer on Mars cones forty nmillion nmiles, with interplanetary freight charges tacked on,"
said Mat heny. "Tuborg!"

Dor an shrugged, dialed the dispenser and fed it coins.

"This is a real interesting talk, Pete," he said.
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"You are being very frank with nme. | like a man that is frank."

Mat heny shrugged. "I haven't told you anything that isn't known to every economnist."”

O course | haven't. 1've not so nuch as nentioned the Red Ankh, for instance. But in principle, |
have told himthe truth, told himof our need; for even the secret operations do not yield us
enough.

The beer arrived. Matheny engul fed hinmself in it. Doran sipped at a whiskey sour and unobtrusively
set a fresh brewin front of the Martian

"Ahhh!" said Mat heny. "Bless you, ny friend."

"A pl easure.”

"But now you nust et nme buy you one."

"That is not necessary. After all," said Doran with great tact, "with the situation as you have
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been descri bi ng—

"Ch, we're not that poor! My expense allowance assunes | will entertain quite a bit."
Doran's brows lifted a few mnutes of arc. "You re here on business, then?"
"Yes. | told you we haven't any tourists. | was sent to hire a business manager for the Martian

export trade.”

"What's wrong with your own people? | nmean, Pete, it is not your fault there are so nany rackets
uh, taxes . . . and mniddl emen and agencies and et cetera. That is just the way Earth is set up

t hese days."

"Exactly." Matheny's finger stabbed in the general direction of Doran's pajam top. "And who set

it up that way? Earthnen. W Martians are babes in the bush. What chance do we have to earn

dollars on the scale we need them in
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conmpetition with corporations which could buy and sell our whol e pl anet before breakfast? Wy, we

couldn't afford three seconds of commercial time on a Lullaby Pillow 'cast. What we need, what we

have to hire, is an executive who knows Earth, who's an Earthman hinmself. Let himtell us what

will appeal to your people, and how to dodge the tax bite and .. . and, well, you see how it goes

that sort of, uh, thing." Matheny felt his el oquence running down and grabbed for the second

bottl e of beer.

"But where do | start?" he asked plaintively, for his loneliness snmote himanew. "I'mjust a
col | ege professor at hone. How would | even get to see—=

"It mght be arranged,” said Doran in a thoughtful tone. "It just mght. How nmuch could you pay
this fell ow?"

"A hundred negabucks a year, if he'll sign a five-year contract. That's Earth years, mind you."

"I'msorry to tell you this, Pete," said Doran, "but while that is not bad noney, it is not what a
hi gh- powered sal es scientist gets in Newer York. Plus his retirenment benefits, which he would | ose
if he quit where he is nowat. And | am sure he would not want to settle on Mars permanently.”

"l could offer a certain anmount of, uh, well, l|a-gniappe," said Matheny. "That is, well, | can
draw up to a hundred negabucks nyself for, uh, expenses and, well ... let me buy you a drink!"
Doran's bl ack eyes frogged at him "You nmight at that," said the Earthman very softly. "Yes, you
m ght at that."
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Mat heny found hinsel f warm ng. Gus Doran was a thentic bobber. A hell of a swell chap. He
expl ai ned nodestly that he was a free | ance business consultant and it was barely possible he

could arrange sonme contacts .. . no, no, no conmssion, all done in the interest of interplanetary
friendship . .. well, anyhow, let's not talk business now. |If you have got to stick to beer, Pete,
make it a chaser to akvavit. What is akvavit? Well, | wll just take and show you.

A hell of a good bl oke. He knew sone very funny stories, too, and he | aughed at Matheny's, though
they were probably too rustic for a big city taste like his.

"What | really want," said Matheny, "what | really want, | nean, what Mars really needs, get
me?—+s a confidence man."

"A what ?"

"The best and slickest one on Earth, to operate a world-size con gane for us and nmake us some rea
noney. "

"Con man—6h. A slipstring.”

"A con by any other nane," said Mtheny, pouring down an akvavit.

"Hm " Doran squinted through cigaret snoke. "You are interesting nme strangely, ny friend. Say on."
"No." Matheny realized his head was a bit snoky. The walls of the booth seened odd, sonehow. They
were just leatheroid walls, but they had an odd quality.

"No, sorry, Cus," he said. "I spoke too nuch."
"Ckay. Forget it. | do not |like a man that
72
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pries. But |ook, let's bonb out of here, how about it? Go have a little fun."

"By all means." Matheny di sposed of his last beer. "I could use sonme gaiety."

"You have cone to the right town, then. But let us get you a hotel roomfirst and sone nore up to
date cl othes. "

"Allez," said Matheny. "If | don't nmean allons, or naybe ahrs."
The drop down to cabranp | evel and the short ride afterward sobered him the roomrate at the
Jupiter-Astoria sobered himstill nore. Oh, well, he thought, if | succeed in this job no one at
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hone will quibble. And the chanber to which he and Doran were shown was spectacul ar enough, with a

pneumo direct to the bar and a hill-wall transparency to show the vertical incandescence of the
towers.

"Whoof!" Mat heny sat down. The chair slithered sensuously about his contours. He junped. "Wat the
dusty hell—eh." He tried to grin, but his face burned. "I see."

"That is a sexy type of furniture, all right," agreed Doran. He | owered hinself into another

chair, cocked his feet on the 3-D, and waved a cigarette. "Wich speaking of, what say we get some
girls? It is not too late to catch themat hone, a date here will usually start around 2100 hours
earliest.”

"What ?"

"You know. Dames. Like a certain blonde warhead with twin radar gl obes and sw vel nounting, and
she just |oves exotics. Such as you."

"Me?" Matheny heard his voice clinb to a

THE | NNOCENT ARRI VAL

73

school boy squeak. "Me? Exotic? Wiy, I'mjust a little college professor, I, g-g-g, that is— Hs
tongue got stuck on his palate. He pulled it | oose and noi stened uncertain |ips.

"You are from Mars. Okay? So you fought bushcats barehanded in an abandoned canal . "

"What's a bushcat? And we don't have canals. The evaporation rate—

"Look, Pete," said Doran patiently. "She don't have to know that, does she?"

"Well, well, no. | guess not. No."

"Let's order you sone clothes on the pneunpo,” said Doran. "I recomend you buy from Schwart z- herz,
ever body knows he is expensive."

Whil e Matheny jittered about, shaving and showering and struggling with his new rai nent, Doran
kept him supplied with akvavit and beer. "You said one thing, Pete," he remarked. "About needing a

slipstring. A con nan, you would call it."

"Forget that. Please. | spoke out of turn.”

"Well, you see, maybe a man like that is just what Mars does need. And naybe | have got a few
contacts."

"What ?" Mat heny gaped out of the bat hroom

Doan cupped his hands around a fresh cigarette, not looking at him "I amnot that nan," he said
frankly. "But in ny line | get a lot of contacts, and not all of them go topside. See what | mean?
Like if, say, you wanted sonebody termni nated, and could pay for it, | could not do it. | would not
want to know anything about it. But | could tell you a phone nunber."”

He shrugged and gave the Martian a sidel ong
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gl ance. "Sure, you may hot be interested. But if you are, well, Pete, | was not born yesterday. |

got tolerance. Like the Good Book says, if you want to get ahead, you have got to think
positively. And your mission is pretty inmportant."” Matheny hesitated. If only he hadn't taken that
|l ast shot— It nade himwant to say yes, i mediately, w thout reservations. And therefore maybe he
becane over-cauti ous.

They had instructed himon Mars to take chances if he nust.

"I could tell you a thing or two which might give you a better idea," he said slowy. "But it
woul d have to be under security."”

"Ckay by nme. Room service can send us up an oath right now "

"What ? But —but —= Mat heny hung onto hinself and tried to believe that he had | anded on Earth | ess
than si x hours ago.

In the end he did call room service and the nachine was trundled in. Doran swallowed the pill and
donned the conditioner helmet without an instant's hesitation. "I shall never reveal to any person
unaut hori zed by yoursel f whatever you nmay tell me under security, now or at any other time," he
recited. Then, cheerfully: "And that formula, Pete, happens to be the honest-to-zebra truth."

"l know." Matheny stared enbarrassed at the carpet. "I'msorry to ... to ... | nean, of course
trust you, but—
"Forget it. | take a hundred security oaths a year, in nmy line of work. Maybe | can help you. |

like you, Pete, damm if | don't. And of course
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m ght stand to get an agent's cut, if | arrange—Go ahead, boy, go ahead." Doran crossed his |egs
and | eaned back.

"Ch, it's sinple enough,"” said Matheny. "It's only that we already are operating con ganes."

"On Mars, you nean?"
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"Yes. There never were any O d Martians. W erected the ruins fifty years ago for the Billings-
worth Expedition to find. W' ve been manufacturing relics ever since." "Huh? Wll, why, but—=
"In this case it helps to be at the far end of an interplanetary haul,"” said Matheny. "Not nany
Terrestrial archeol ogists get to Mars, and they depend on our people to—Well, anyhow—-

"I will be clopped! Good for you!" Doran blew up in laughter. "That is one thing | would never
spill, even without security. | told you about ny girl friend, didn't [?"

"Ch, yes, the Little Grl," said Matheny apol ogetically. "She was another official project."
"Who?"

"Renenber Junie O Brien? The little golden-haired girl on Mars, a mathenmatical prodigy, but dying
of ,an incurabl e di sease? She collected Earth coins."

"Ch, that. Sure, | renmenber—Hey! You didn't!"

"Yes. W nmade about a billion dollars on that one."

"I will be double damed. You know, Pete, | sent her a hundred buck piece nmyself.. . . Say, howis
Junie O Brien?"

"Ch, fine. Under a different nane, she's now our finance mnister.'

Mat heny stared out the
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wal I, his hands tw sting nervously behind his back. "There were no lies involved. She really does
have a fatal disease. So do you and |. Every day we grow ol der."

"Uh!" excl ai med Dor an.

"And then the Red Ankh Society. You nust have seen or heard their ads ... let me think . .. 'Wat

nmysteri ous know edge did the A d Martians possess? Wat was the secret wi sdom of the Ancients? Now
the incredibly powerful semantics of the Red Ankh (not a religious organization) is available to a
sel ect few— "

"Ch, those. Sure. But aren't they out in California?"

"Just a front," said Matheny. "Actually, that's our largest dollar-earning enterprise." He would
have liked to say it was his suggestion originally, but that would have been too presunptuous. He
was tal king to an Earthman, who had heard everything al ready.

Dor an whi st ed.

"That's about all, so far," confessed Matheny. "Perhaps a con is our only hope. |'ve been

wonder i ng, maybe we coul d organize a Martian bucket shop, handling Martian securities, but—Wll,
I don't know. "

"I think— Doran renoved the hel net and stood up.

"Yes?" Mat heny faced around, shivering with his own tension.

"I may be able to find the man you want," said Doran. "l.just may. It will take a few days and

m ght get a little expensive."
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"You nmean . .. M. Doran—&us—you could actual | y—=

"1 cannot pronise anything yet except that I will try. Now you finish dressing. | will be down in
the bar. And I will call up this girl | know. We deserve a celebration!"

Peri was tall. Peri was slim Peri snoldered when she wal ked and expl oded when she stretched. Her

apartnment was ivory and ebony, her sea-green dress was poured on, and the Neo-Cretan node had
obvi ously been engi neered to her personal specifications.

She waved twel ve inches of jade cigaret holder, lifted her glass, and nurnured throatily: "To you,
Pete. To Mars."

"I, I, 1," stamered Matheny. He raised his own glass. It sjopped over. "Ch, damm! | nean .

gosh, I'mso sorry, |—=

"No harm done. You aren't used to our gravity yet," Peri extended a flaw ess leg out of her slit
skirt and turned it about on the couch, presumably in search of a nore confortable position. "And
it must seemterribly cranmped here on Earth, Pete," she continued, "after roaning the desert,
hunti ng, sleeping under the twin noons. Two nmoons! Wy, what girl could resist that?"

"Uh, well, as a matter of fact, the noons are barely visible," floundered Matheny.

Peri pouted, dinpling her cheeks. "Mist you spoil ny dreanms?" she said. "Wien | think of Mars, the
frontier, where men are still men, why, ny breast swells with enotion."
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"Uh, yes." Matheny gul ped. "Swell. Yes."

She | eaned closer to his chair. "Now that |'ve got you, don't think you'll get away," she sm | ed.
"Alive Martian, trapped!"
Doran | ooked at his watch. "Well," he said, "I have got to get up tomorrow, so | had better run
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al ong now. "

"Ta-ta," said Peri. Mtheny rose. She pulled himdown beside her. "Ch, no, you don't. Mars | ad.
I"'mnot through with you yet!"

"But, but, but," said Mtheny.

Doran chuckled. "I1'll neet you on the Terrace at fourteen hundred hours tonorrow, " he said. "Have
fun, Pete.”

The door closed on him

Peri slithered toward her guest. He felt a nudge and | ooked down. She had not actually touched him
with her hands. "Gus is a good squiff," she said, "but I wondered if he'd ever go."

"Way, why . .. what do you nean?" croaked Matheny.

"Haven't you guessed?" she whi spered.

She kissed him It was rather |ike being caught in a; nuclear turbine, with soft bl ades.

Mat heny, said Matheny, you represent your planet.

Mat heny, said Matheny, shut up

Ti me passed.

"Have another drink," said Peri, "while | slip into sonething nore confortable."

Her idea of confort was nodest in one sense of the word: a nightdress or sonething, |like a breath
of snmoke, and a seat on Matheny's |ap
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"If you kiss me like that just once nore," she breathed, "I'Il forget I'"'ma nice girl."

Mat heny ki ssed her like that.

The door crashed open. A large nan stood there, breathing heavily. "Wat are you doing with ny

wi fe?" he baw ed.

"Sam " screaned Peri. "I thought you were in Australia!"

"—and he said he mght settle out of court," finished Matheny. He stared in a nunb fashion at his
beer. "He'll come to ny hotel roomthis afternoon. What am| going to do?"

"It is a great shane," said Doran. "I never thought . .. you know, he told everybody he woul d be
gone on business for weeks yet—Pete, | amnore sorry than | can express."

"I'f he thinks I'Il pay his miserable blackmail," bristled Matheny, "he can take his head and
stick—=

Doran shook his own. "I amsorry, Pete, but | would pay if | was you. He does have a case. It is
too bad he just happened to be carrying that |oaded canmera, but he is a photographer and now,
well, our laws on Earth are pretty strict about unlicensed corespondents. You could be very

heavily fined as well as deported, plus all the civil damage clains and the publicity. It would
ruin your mssion and even nake trouble for the next man Mars sent."

"But," stuttered Matheny, "b-but it's a badger gane!"

"Look," said Doran. He | eaned over the table and gripped the Martian's shoulder. "I am your
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friend, see? | feel real bad this happened. In a way it is ny fault and | want to help you. So |et
me go talk to SamWendt. | will cool himdown if | can. | will talk down his figure. It will stil
cost you, Pete, but fout, you can pad your expense account, can't you? So we will both conme see
you today. That way there will be two people on your side, you and ne, and Samw Il not throw his
wei ght around so nuch. You pay up in cash and it will be the end of the affair. I will see to
that, pal!"”

Mat heny stared at the small dapper man. Hi s al oneness canme to himlike a blowin the stomach. Et
tu, Brute, he thought.

He bit his lip. "Thanks, Qus," he said. "You are a real friend."

Sam bl ocked the doorway with his shoul ders as he entered the room Doran followed |ike a

dim nutive tug pushing a very large liner. They closed the door. Matheny stood up, avoiding Sam s
gl are.

"Ckay, |ouse," harshed Sam "You got a better pal here than you deserve, but he ain't nmanaged to
talk me into settling for nothing."

"Let me get this ... | nean . .. well," said Matheny. "Look, sir, you claimthat |, | nean that
your wife and I were, uh, well, we weren't. Not really. | was only visiting her and—=

"Stowit, stowit." Samtowered over the Martian. "Shoot it to the noon. You had your fun. It'l
cost you. One million dollars."

"One m | —But —but—Gus," wailed Matheny, "this is out of all reason! | thought you said—

THE | NNOCENT ARRI VAL
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Doran shrugged. "I amsorry, Pete. | could not get himany farther down. He started asking fifty.
You better pay him"

"No!" Matheny scuttled behind a chair. "No, |ook here! I, Peter Matheny of the Martian Republic,
decl are you are blackmailing ne!"

"I'm aski ng conpensation for damages/' growled Sam "Hand it over or |I'll go talk to a | awer

That ain't blackmail. You got your choice, don't you?"

Mat heny wilted. "Yes," he shuddered.

"A megabuck isn't so bad, Pete," soothed Doran. "I personally, will see that you earn it back in—=

"Ch, never nmind." Tears stood in Matheny's eyes. "You win." He took out his checkbook

"None of that," rapped Sam "Cash. Now. "

"But you clainmed this was a legiti mate—

"You heard ne."

"Well . .. could | have a receipt?" begged Matheny.

Sam gri nned.

"l just thought |I'd ask," said Matheny.

He opened a drawer and counted out one hundred ten-kilo-buck bills. "There! And, and, and | hope
you choke on it!"

Sam st uffed the noney in a pocket and | unbered out.

Doran lingered. "Look here, Pete," he said, "I will make this up to you. Honest. All you have got
to do is trust ne."

"Sure." Matheny slunped on the bed. "Not your fault. Let ne alone for a while, will you?"
"Look, I will come back in a few hours and
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buy you the best dinner in all the Protectorates

and—

"Sure," said Matheny, "Sure."

Doran left, closing the door with great gentl eness.

He returned at 1730, entered, and stopped dead. The floor space was half taken up by a screen and
a filmprojector. "Wat happened, Pete?" he asked uncertainly.

Mat heny smiled. "I took sonme tourist novies," he said. "Self-devel oping soundtrack film Sit down,
and I'll show you."
"Well, thanks, but I amnot so much for home novies."

"It won't take long. Please."

Doran shrugged, found a chair, and took out a cigarette. "You seempretty well cheered up now," he
remarked. "That is a spirit | like to see. You have got to have faith."

"I'"'mthinking of a sideline business in |ive photography," said the Martian. "Get back ny | osses
of today, you know. "

"Well, now, Pete, | like your spirit, like | say. But if you are really interested in nmaking sone
of that old baroom and | think you are, then

listen—=

"I''I'l sell prints to people for home view ng," went on Matheny. "1'd |ike your opinion of this

first effort." He dinmed the transparency and started the projector. The screen sprang into

col ored nmotion. Sam Wendt bl ocked the doorway with his shoul ders.
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"Who knows, | might even sell you one of the several prints | nade today," said Matheny.

. "Ckay, louse," said Sam...

"Life is hard on Mars," comrented Matheny in an idle tone, "and we're an individualistic culture
The result is pretty fierce conpetition, though on a person-to-person rather than organizationa
basis. Al friendly enough, but—©h, by the way, how do you like our Martian camera technol ogy? |
wore this one inside nmy buttonhole.”

Doran in the screen shrugged and said: "I amsorry, Pete." Doran in the chair stubbed out his
cigarette, very carefully, and asked, "How nuch do you want for that fil nP"

"Woul d a nmegabuck be a fair price?" inquired Mtheny.

"Uh ... huh."
"Of course, | amhoping Samwi Il want a copy too."
Doran swal | owed. "Yeah. Yes, | think |I can talk himinto it."

"Good." Mat heny stopped the projector. He sat down on the edge of the table, sw nging one |eg, and
lit his pipe. Its bow glowed in the dimess like the eye of a snall denbn. "By the way," he said
irrelevantly, "if you check newscast tapes you'll find | was runner-up in last year's all-Mrtian
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pi stol contest. W shoot fromthe hip."

"I see." Doran wet his lips. "Un, no-hard feelings. No, none at all. But say, in case you are,
wel I, you know, |ooking for a slipstring, what | canme here for was to tell you | have
84 The Uni corn Trade

| ocated the very guy you want. Only he is in jail right now, see, and it will cost—=
"Ch, no!" groaned Matheny. "Not the Syrtis Prospector! Kids are taught that one in kindergarten."

Doran bowed his head. "W call it the Spanish Prisoner here," he said. He got up. "I will send the
price of those films around in the

nor ni ng. "

"You'll call your bank and have the cash pneunped here tonight," said Matheny. "Also Saml s share

| daresay he can pay you back."

"No harmin trying, was there?" asked Doran

hunbl y.

"None at all," said Matheny. He chuckled. "In fact, I'mgrateful to you. You hel ped ne solve ny
mej or problem™

"What ?"

"I'"ll have to investigate further, but I'msure ny hunch will be confirmed. You see, we Mar-
tians have stood in awe of Earthmen. And since for a long tinme there's been very little contact

bet ween the two planets except the purely official, inpersonal sort, there's been nothing to
di sabuse us. It's certainly true that our organizations can't conpete with yours, because your
whol e society is based on organizations. —-But now, by the same token, | wonder if your individuals

can match ours. Ever hear of the Third Moon? No? the whipsaw play? The aqueduct squeeze? Good
Lord, can't you even |load a derrel set?" Matheny licked his chops. "So there's our Martian export

to Earth. Martian con nen. | tell you this under security, of course—not that

THE | NNOCENT ARRI VAL

85

anyone woul d believe you, till our boys walk home with the shirt off the Terrestrial back."
He waved an inperious pipestem "Hurry up and pay ne, please. |'ve a date tonight with Peri.

just called her up and explained the situation, and she really does seemto |like Martians."
—Poul and Karen Anderson

SJIXHAI KU

The white vapor trai

Scrawmls slowy on the sky Wthout any squeak

Glt and painted clouds Float back through the shining air. Wiat, are there stars, too?
In the heavy world's

Shadow, | watch the sputnik Coasting in sunlight.

Those crisp cucunbers Not yet planted in Syrtis—How | desire one!

In the fantastic

Seas of Venus, who would dare To i magine gulls?
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6

When Proxima sets What constellation do they Dream around our sun?
87

—KAREN ANDERSON

HAI KU FOR MARS

THI NK OF A MAN

|

Fromthis neighbor hill The noonday of Mars outshines The w ndows of hone.
Il

For one who goes forth, For one who sees the tall ship Depart: two wonders.
(N

On Syrtis, we lay Foundations for the topless Towers of Helium

IV

I watch the dust scud Past ny faceplate, and wonder: What does it snell |ike?
—Kar en Ander son

88

Think of a man—and think he's nmuch |ike you—
Who cups like genms in nenory's hand the

stars And naybe says: "This one that blazes bl ue
Shone down—near crisped ne!—en the Canis
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war s.
I was decorated: nedal and three scars. Next cane this yellow, Procyon; by its light

| spent sone gritty nonths in desert cars, Drank up ny pay and hoped there' d be no fight.

"And then to Pollux; not so bright, but warm

Just like the girl | nmet there—eonfort, though, Can get damed dull. My dress whites were the
charm

That kept her, and | shed them shed her so.

A merchant ticket hauled ne, cone and go, A dozen times round Castor and Capell a.

Castor's this green one: dazzled on the snow That slipped nme up and cracked ny fool patella.

"I thought | liked it dirtside; learned to ganble The one sure way to wi n—got paid to deal

And that got dull. | took a little anble To this one, arc-blue Regulus, to feel Once nore the
thrum and urge of driven steel

Sudden | hated day-star never changing And suns at night held all to one round wheel

I knew for ne there'd be no Iife but ranging."

89
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Thi nk then of such a man, who gens his thought

Wth Mzar's enerald, Vega's dianond gleam Arcturus' topaz: wealth he's fairly bought

Wth nothing |l ess than heartbl ood. Let him

seem

Grown old, with darting eyes whose corners

teem Winkles to laugh i ke dawn or weep |ike dew

Hel | -tested, Heaven blest: he lives his dream

Thi nk such a man. And think he night be you

—KAREN ANDERSON

DEAD PHONE

That was an evil autumm, when the powers bared their teeth across an island in the Spanish Main
and it seened the world mght burn. Afterward Americans | ooked at each other with a kind of
wonder, and for a while they wal ked nore straight. But whatever victory they had gai ned was soon
taken away fromthem

As if to warn, a fortnight earlier the weather ran amok. On the Pacific coast, gale force w nds
flung sea against |and, day and night w thout end, and rainfall in northern California redressed
the bal ance of a three-year drought in less than a week. At the climax of it, the hills around San
Franci sco Bay started to cone down in nudslides that took houses and human bodi es al ong, and the
streets of some towns were turned into rivers.

Trygve Yamanura sat up late. His wife had taken the children to visit her cousin in the
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Mot her Lode country over the Col unbus Day weekend. His work kept hi m behind; so now he prow ed the
bi g holl ow house on the Berkel ey steeps, snoked one pipe after another, listened to the wind and
the rain lashing his roof and to the radi o whose reports grew ever nore sinister, and could not
sl eep.

Oh, yes, he told hinmself often and often, he was being foolish. They had undoubtedly arrived

wi t hout trouble and were now snug at rest. In any event, he could do nothing to help, he was only
exhausting hinself, in violation of his entire philosophy. Tonorrow norning the phone |ine that
had snapped, sonewhere in those uplands, would be repaired, and he would hear their voices. But
meanwhi | e hi s wi ndowpanes were hol es of blackness, and he started when a broken tree branch
crashed agai nst the wall.

He sought his basenment gymand tried to exercise hinself into calm That didn't work either
sinply added a different kind of weariness. He was worn down, he knew, badly in need \of a
vacation, with no i mediate prospect of one. Hs agency had too nany investigations going for him
to | eave the staff unsupervised.

He was al so on edge because through various connections he knew nore about the Cuban situation
than had yet gotten into the papers. A nuclear showdown was beginning to | ook all too probable.
Yamanura was not a pacifist, even when it came to that kind of war; but no sane man, nost
especially no man with wife and children, could coolly face aboni nation

Toward m dni ght he surrendered. The Zen
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techni ques had failed, or he had. His eyes felt hot and his brain gritty. He stripped, stood |ong
under the shower, and at last, with a grinace, swallowed a sleeping pill.

The drug took quick hold of his unaccustonmed body, but nonethel ess he tossed about half awake and
half in nightmare. It gibbered through his head, he stunbled anong terrors and guilts, the sun had
gone black while horrible stars rained down upon him Wen the phone beside his bed rang he struck
out with his fists and gasped.

Brring! the bell shouted across a light-year of wi nd and voices, hiring, come to me, you nust you
nmust before that happens which has no nane, brring, brring, you are damed to come -and brring ne
her brring brring brrRI NG

He struggled to wake. Night strangled him He could not speak or see, so great was his need of

air. The receiver nade |ips against his ear and ki ssed hi mobscenely while the dark giggl ed,
Through whirl and seethe he heard a click, then a whistle that went on forever, and he had a
nmoment to think that the noise was not like any in this world, it was as if he had a fever or as
if nothing was at the other end of the line except the huntsman wind. His skull resounded with the
querning of the planets. Yet when the voice cane it was clear, steady, a little slow and very
sad—but how renote, how nonstrously far away.

"Cone to nme. It's so dark here."

Yamanura lay stiff in his own darkness.

"I don't understand," said the voice. "I thought .. . afterward | would know everything, or else
94
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not hing. But instead | don't understand. Ch, God, but it's lonely!"

For a space only the hunmming and the chill whistle were heard. Then: "Wy did | call you, Trygve
Yamanmur a? For hel p? What help is there now? You don't even know that we don't understand
afterward. Were those pigs that | heard grunting in the forest, and did she conme behind themin a
bl ack cloak? I'mall alone."

And presently: "Something nust be left. | read sonmewhere once that you don't die in a piece. The
last and | owest cells work on for hours. | guess that's true. Because you're still real, Trygve
Yamanura." Anther pause, as if for the thoughtful shaking of a weary head. "Yes, that nust be why
| called. What becane of ne, no, that's of no account any nore. But the others. They won't stay
real for very long. | had to call while they are, so you can help them Cone."

"Cardynge," Yamamura nunbl ed.

"No," said the voice. "Goodbye."

The instrunent clicked off. Briefly the thin scream ng continued along the wires, and then it too
di ed, and nothing remai ned but the weight in Yamanura's hand.

He becane conscious of the stormthat dashed against the w ndows, funbled around and snapped the

| amp switch. The bedroom sprang into existence: warmyellow glow on the walls, mattress springy
beneath hi mand covers tangl ed above, the bureau with the children's pictures on top. The clock
said 1:35, He stared at the receiver before laying it back in its cradle.
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"Whoof ," he said al oud.

Had he dreaned that call? No, he couldn't have. As full awareness flowed into him every nerve
cried alarm His |lanky, thick-chested frane left the bed in one novenent. Yanking the directory
fromits shelf below the stand, he searched for an address. Yes, here. He took the phone again and
di al ed.

"Berkel ey police," said a tone he recogni zed.

"Joe? This is Trig Yamanura. | think |I've got sonme trouble to report. Cient of mine just rang me
up. Dammdest thing | ever heard, made no sense whatsoever, but he seens to be in a bad way and the
whol e t hi ng suggests— Yamanura st opped.

"Yes, what?" said the desk officer

Yamanura pinched his |ips together before he said, "I don't know. But you' d better send a car
around to have a | ook."

"Trig, do you feel right? Don't you know what's happeni ng outdoors? W may get a disaster call any
mnute, if a landslide starts, and we've got our hands full as is with energencies."

"You nmean this is too vague?" Yamamura noticed the tension that knotted his nuscles. One by one he

forced themto relax. "Ckay, | see your point," he said. "But you know | don't blow the whistle
for nothing, either. Dispatch a car as soon as possible, if you don't hear anything else fromne
Meanwhile I'1l get over there nyself. The place isn't far fromhere."

"Mmm... well, fair enough, seeing it's you. Wio is the guy and where does he |ive?"
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"Aaron Cardynge." Yamanura spelled the name and gave the address he had checked.

"Ch, yeah, 1've heard of him Mediumbig inporter, isn't he? I guess he wouldn't rouse you w t hout
sone reason. Go ahead, then, and we'll alert the nearest car to stop by when it can.”

"Thanks." Yamanura had started to skin out of his pajanas before he hung up

He was back into his clothes, with a sweater above, very nearly as fast, and pulled on his

rai ncoat while he kicked the garage door open. The wi nd screeched at him Wen he backed the

Vol kswagen out, it trenbled with that violence. Rain roared on its netal and flooded down the

wi ndshi el d; his headlights and the rear | anps were quickly gul ped down by night. Through
everything he could hear how water cascaded along the narrow, twisting hill streets and sheeted
under his wheels. The brake druns nust be soaked, he thought, and groped his way in second gear
But the stormwas sonmething real to fight, that cleansed himof vague horrors. As he drove, wth
every animal skill at his comand, he found hinself thinking in a nearly detached fashion

Why shoul d Cardynge call ne? | only net himonce. And not about anythi ng dangerous. Was it?

"I msorry, M. Cardynge," Yanmanura said. "This agency doesn't handl e divorce work."

The man across the desk shifted in his chair and took out a cigaret case. He was | arge-boned,
portly, well-dressed, with gray hair brushed back
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above a rugged face. m not here about that.'
difficulty keeping his eyes on the detective's.
"Ch? | beg your pardon. But you told ne—=

He spoke not quite steadily and had somne

"Background. | ... |I'd tell a doctor as nuch as | could, too. So he'd have a better chance of
hel pi ng ne. Snoke?"

"No, thanks. |I'mstrictly a pipe man." Mre to put Cardynge at his ease than because he wanted
one, Yamanura took a briar off the rack and charged it. "I don't knowif we can iielp. Just what

is the probl enP"
"To find ny son, | said. But you should know why he left and why it's urgent to |locate him™"

Cardynge lit his cigarette and consunmed it in quick, nervous puffs. "I don't |ike exposing ny
troubl es. Believe ne. Al ways made ny own way before."

Yamanur a | eaned back, crossed his long | egs, and regarded the other through a blue cloud. "I've
heard worse than anything you're likely to have on your mind," he said. "Take your tine."
Cardynge's troubl ed gaze sought the flat half-Oiental countenance before him "I guess the matter

isn't too dreadful at that,” he said. "Maybe not even as sordid as it |ooks fromthe inside. And

it's nearing an end now. But |'ve got to find Bayard, ny boy, soon

"He's nmy son by ny first marriage. My wife died two years ago. | narried Lisette a year later

I ndecent haste? | don't know. |'d been so happy before. Hadn't realized how happy, till Maria was
gone and | was rattling around alone in the house. Bayard was at the University nost of the tine,
you see. This would be his junior
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year. He had an apartnment of his own. W'd wanted himto, the extra cost was nothing to us and he

shoul d have that taste of freedom don't you think? Afterward . .. he'd have cone back to stay
with me if | asked. He offered to. But, oh, call it kindness to him or a desire to carry on what
Maria and | had begun, or false pride—+ said no, that wasn't necessary, | could get along fine.

And | did, physically. Had a housekeeper by day but cooked nmy own dinner, for sonething to do. I'm
not a bad amateur cook."
Cardynge brought hinself up short, stubbed out his cigaret, and lit another. "Not relevant," he
sai d roughly, "except maybe to show why | made ny mistake. A person gets |onesone eating by
hi nsel f.
"Bayard's a good boy. He did what he could for me. Mainly that amounted to visiting ne pretty
often. More and nore, he'd bring friends from school along. | enjoyed having young peopl e around
Maria and | had al ways hoped for several children

"Lisette got included in one of those parties. She was ol der than the rest, twenty-five, taking

a few graduate courses. Lovely creature, witty, well read, captivating manners. | ... | asked
Bayard to be sure and invite her for next tine. Then | started taking her out nyself. Wirlw nd
courtship, | suppose. I'mstill not sure which of us was the whirlw nd, though."

Cardynge scow ed. His |left hand cl enched. "Bayard tried to warn nme," he said. "Not that he knew
her any too well. But he did know she was one of the—+t isn't fashionable to call them
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beat any more, is it? The kind who spend nost of their time hanging around in the coffee shops
braggi ng about what they're going to do sonmeday, and nmeanwhile cadging their living any way they
can. Though that doesn't describe Lisette either. She turned out to have a good deal nore force of
character than that bunch. Anyhow, when he saw | was serious, Bayard begged ne not to go any

further with her. W .had quite a fight about it. | married her a couple of days later."
Cardynge made a jerky sort of shrug. "Never mind the details,"” he said. "I soon |earned she was a
bitch on wheels. At first, after seeing what happened to our joint checking account, | thought she

was sinply extravagant. But what she said, and did, when | tried to put the brakes on her— Now
I"'mnortally certain she didn't actually spend nost of the noney, but socked it away sonmewhere.

al so know she had | overs. She taunted ne with that, at the end.

"Before then she drove Bayard out. You can guess how nmany little ways there are to make a proud,
sensitive young nman unwel come in his own father's house. Finally he exploded and told the truth
about her, to both our faces. | still felt honor bound to defend her, at least to the extent of
telling himto shut up or leave. "Very well, 1'll go/ he said, and that was the last | saw of him
Four mont hs back. He sinply left town."

"Have you heard anything from hi msince?" Yamanura asked.

"A short letter from Seattle, sone while ago," Cardynge finished his cigarette and extracted a
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fresh one. "Obviously trying to mend his friendship with me, if not her. He only said he was okay,
but the job he'd found was a poor one. He'd heard of better possibilities el sewhere, so he was
going to go have a |l ook and he'd wite again when he was settled. | haven't heard yet. | tried to
get his current address fromhis draft board, but they said they weren't allowed to rel ease any
such information. So | canme to you."

"I see." Yamanmura drew on his pipe. "Don't worry too much, M. Cardynge. He sounds like a good,
steady kid, who'll land on his feet."

"Uh-huh. But | nust |locate him You see, Lisette and | separated nonth before last. Not formally.
W . .. we've even seen each other on occasion. She can still be lovely in every way, when she
cares to. |'ve been sending her noney, quite a decent sum But she says she wants to cone back."
"Do you want her yoursel f?"

"No. It's a fearful tenptation, but I'mtoo well aware of what the end result would be. So she
told me yesterday, if | didn't take her back, she'd file for divorce. And you know what a wonan
can do to a man in this state.™

"Yeah."

"I"'mquite prepared to nake a reasonabl e settlenent,"” Cardynge said. "A man ought to pay for his
nm stakes. But |'lIl be damed if |I'Il turn over so nmuch to her that it ruins the business ny son
was going to inherit."

"Unmm. . . are you sure he really wants to?"

"I am He was majoring in business adm nis-
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tration on that account. But your question's a very natural one, though, which is also bound to
occur to the courts. If Bayard isn't here at the trial, it won't seemas if he has much interest

that needs protection. Also, he's the, main witness to prove the, the nmental cruelty wasn't mne
At least, not entirely mine—+ think." Cardynge gestured savagely with his cigarette. "Al right, |
married a girl young enough to be my daughter. W look at life differently. But | tried to pl ease
her . "

Yamanmura |iked himfor the adm ssion

"I'"ve no proof about the lovers," Cardynge said, "except what she told ne herself in our |ast
fight. And, well, indications. You know. Never mnd, | won't ask anyone to poke into that. Lisette
was nearly always charming in conmpany. And |I'm not given to weeping on my friends' shoul ders. So,
as | say, we need Bayard's testinmony. |If there's to be any kind of justice done. In fact, if we

can get himback before the trial, I'"'msure she'll pull in her horns. The whol e wetched busi ness
can be settled quietly, no headlines, no—You understand?"
"I believe so." Yananura considered hima while before asking gently, "You're still in love with

her, aren't you?"
Cardynge reddened. Yanmanura wondered if he was going to get up and wal k out. But he slunped and

said, "If so, I'Il get over it. WIIl you take the case?"
The rest of the discussion was strictly ways and neans.
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Rai n pursued Yamanura to the porch of the house. Right and | eft and behind was only bl ackness, the
nei ghbor hood sl ept. But here light spilled fromthe front wi ndows, made his dripping coat shinmer
and glistened on the spears that slanted past the rail. The wind how ed too loudly for himto hear
t he doorbel .

But the nman inside ought to—

Yamanura grew aware that he had stood ringing for well over a mnute. Perhaps the bell was out of
order. He seized the knocker and slamed it down hard, again and again. Nothing replied but the
storm

Dammation! He tried the knob. The door opened. He stepped through and closed it behind him
"Hello," he called. "Are you here, M. Cardynge?"

The whoop outside felt suddenly less violent than it was—distant, unreal, |like that voice over the
wire. The house brinmed with silence.

It was a big, old-fashioned house; the entry hall where he stood was only dully lit fromthe
archway to the living room Yamanura called once nore and desisted. The sound was too quickly

| ost. Maybe he went out, I'll wait. He hung coat and hat on the rack and passed on in.

The room beyond, illum nated by a ceiling light and a floor |lanp, was |arge and | ow, well

furni shed but with the confortabl e slight shab-biness of a | ong-established hone. At the far end
was a couch with a coffee table in front.

Cardynge lay there.

Yamanura plunged toward him "Hey!" he
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shout ed, and got no response. Cardynge was sprawl ed full |ength, neck resting across the arm of

the couch. Though his eyes were closed, the jaw had dropped open and the face was w thout col or
Yamanura shook hima little. The right leg flopped off the edge; its shoe hit the carpet with a
thud that had no resonance.

Judas priest! Yamamura grabbed a horribly Iinp wist. The flesh did not feel cold, but it yielded
too nmuch to pressure. He couldn't find any pul se.

H s watch crystal was wet. On the table stood a nearly enpty fifth of bourbon, a glass with sone
remmants of drink, and a large pill bottle. Yanmanmura reached out, snatched his fingers back—
possi bl e evi dence there—and brought Cardynge's left armto the nouth. That watch didn't fog over.
H s first thought was of artificial respiration. Breath and heart could not have stopped very | ong
ago. He noticed the dryness of the tongue, the uncleanliness el sewhere. Long enough, he thought,
and rose.

The stormhurled itself against silence and fell back. In Yamanmura's mnd everything was overriden
by the marble clock that ticked on the mantel, the last neaningful sound in the world. He had
rarely felt so al one

What had Cardynge said, in his call?

Yamanura started across the roomto the tel ephone, but checked hinself. Could be fingerprints. The
police would soon arrive anyway, and there was no use in sunmoning a rescue squad which m ght be
needed anot her pl ace.
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He returned to the body and stood | ooki ng down. Poor Cardynge. He hadn't appeared a suicidal type;
but how much does any hunman know of any ot her? The body was nore carefully dressed, in suit and
clean shirt and tie, than one m ght have expected froma nman baching it. Still, the roomwas neat
too. Little nore disturbed its orderliness than a couple of butts and matches in an ashtray on the
end table next the couch. No day servant could maintain such conditions by herself.

Wait a bit. A crunpled sheet of paper, on the floor between couch and coffee table. Yanmanura
stopped, hesitated, and picked it up. Even dead, his client had a claimon him

He snmoothed it out with care. It had originally been folded to fit an envelope. Aletter, in a
wonman's handwriting, dated yesterday.

My dear Aaron—

—for you were very dear to ne once, and in a way you still are. Not l|least, | suppose, because you
have asked me to return to you, after all the heartbreak and bitterness. And yes, | believe you
when you swear you will try to nmake everything different between us this tine. WIIl you, then
believe nme when | tell you how |l ong and agoni zingly hard | have thought since we spoke of this?
How it hurts me so rmuch to refuse you that | can't talk of it, even over the phone, but have to
wite this instead?

But if | cane back it would be the sane hideous thing over again. Your tenper, your
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inflexibility, your suspicion. Your son returning, as he will, and your inability to see how
insanely he hates nme for taking his nother's place, how he will work and work until he succeeds in
poi soni ng your mnd about nme. And |'mno saint nyself. | admit that. My habits, nmy outl ook, ny
demands—am | cruel to say that you are too old for then®?

No, we would only hurt each other the worse. | don't want that, for you or for nyself. So | can't
cone back.

I'"mgoing away for a while, | don't know where, or if | did know | wouldn't tell you, because you
m ght not stop pleading with ne and that would be too hard to bear. | don't want to see you again.
Not for a long tinme, at least, 'til our wounds have scarred. |I'll get an attorney to settle the
busi ness part with you. | wi sh you everything good. Wn't you wi sh the sane for nme? Goodbye,

Aar on

Li sette

Yamanura stared into enptiness. / wonder what she'll think when she | earns what this letter drove
himto do.

She may even have counted on it.

He put the sheet back approximately as he had found it, and unconsciously wi ped his fingers on his
trousers. In his need to keep busy, he squatted to exami ne the evidence on the table. H s nose was
keen, he could detect a slight acrid-ness in the snmell about the glass. The bottle fromthe
drugstore held sleeping pills prescribed
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for Cardynge. It was half enpty. Barbiturates and al cohol can be a | ethal conbination

And yet —Yamanura got to his feet. He was not unacquainted with death, he had | ooked through a
nunber of its many doors and the teachings of the Buddha nade it less terrible to himthan to
nmost. But somet hing was wong here. The sense of that crawl ed al ong his nerves.

Perhaps only the dregs of the nightmare from which Cardynge had roused him

Yamanmura wanted his pipe in the worst way. But better not snoke before the police had seen what
was here ... as a matter of form if nothing else. Formwas sonmething to guard with great care, on
this night when chaos ran | oose beyond the walls and the world stood unneasur-ably askew within

t hem

He began to prow . A wastepaper basket was placed near the couch. Struck by a thought-his | ogical
m nd functioned swiftly and unceasingly, as if to weave a web over that which |ay bel ow—he
crouched and | ooked in. Only two itenms. The housekeeper nmust have enptied the basket today, and
Cardynge tossed these in after he got back fromhis office. He woul dn't have observed the holi day;
few establishments did, and he woul d have feared | eisure. Yamanura fished them out.

One was a cash register receipt froma local |iquor store, dated today. The ampunt shown
corresponded to the price of a fifth such as stood on the table. Lord, but Cardynge nust have been
drunk, half out of his skull, when he prepared that |ast draught for hinself!

The other piece was an envel ope, torn open
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by hand, addressed here and postnmarked yesterday evening in Berkeley. So he'd have found it in his
mai | when he came honme this afternoon. In the handwiting of the letter, at the upper |left corner,
stood Lisette Cardynge and the apartnment address her husband had gi ven Yanmanura.

The detective dropped them back into the basket and rose with a rather forced shrug. So what? If
anything, this clinched the matter. One need nerely feel conpassion now, an obligation to find
young Bayard—no, not even that, since the authorities would undertake it—so, no nore than a wi sh
to forget the whol e business. There was enough harm and sorrow in the world w thout brooding on

t he unamendabl e affairs of a near stranger

Only . .. Cardynge had wakened him helplessly crying for help. And the wongness would not go
avay.

Yamanura swore at hinself. What was it that | ooked so inpossible here? Cardynge's tel ephoni ng?
He' d spoken strangely, even—er especially—for a man at the point of self-nurder. Though he may
have been delirious. And certainly | was half asleep, in a norbid state, nyself. | could have

m xed his words with ny dreans, and now be renmenbering things he never said.

The suicide, when Cardynge read Lisette's ultimte refusal?

O the refusal itself? Was it in character for her? Yamarmura's nind twi sted away fromthe room
two days backward in tine.
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He was faintly relieved when she cane to his office. Not that the rights or wongs of the case had
much to do with the straightforward task of tracing Bayard and expl ai ni ng why he shoul d return.

But Yanmanura always preferred to hear both sides of a story.

He stood up as she entered. Sunlight struck through the window, a hurried shaft between cl ouds,
and bl azed on her blonde hair. She was tall and slim wth |long green eyes in a singularly |ovely
face, and she wal ked like a cat. "How do you do?" he said. Her hand lingered briefly in his before
t hey sat down, but the gesture |ooked natural. He offered her a cigaret froma box he kept for
visitors. She declined.

"What can | do for you, Ms. Cardynge?" he asked/with a little |ess than his normal cool ness.

"I don't know," she said unhappily. "I've no right to bother you like this."

"You certainly do, since your husband engaged ne. | suppose he is the one who told you?"

"Yes. W saw each other yesterday, and he said he'd started you | ooking for his son. Do you think
you'l'l find hinP"

"l have no doubts. The man | sent to Seattle called in this very norning. He'd tracked down some
of Bayard's associates there, who told himthe boy had gone to Chicago. No known address, but
probably as sinple a thing as an ad in the paper will fetch him It's not as if he were trying to
hi de. "

She stared out of the w ndow before she swung
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those | um nous eyes back and said, "How can | get you to call off the search?"
Yarmanmura chose his words with care. "I'mafraid you can't. |1've accepted a retainer.”

"I could nmake that up to you."
Yamanura bridled. "Ethics forbid."

One small hand rose to her lips. "Oh, I'mso sorry. Please don't think I'"'moffering a bribe. But—
She blinked hard, squared her shoul ders, and faced himhead on. "Isn't there such a thing as a

hi gher et hic?"

"Well-11 . . . what do you nean, Ms. Cardynge?"

"I suppose Aaron prai sed Bayard at great |length. And quite honestly, too, fromhis own viewpoint.
His only son, born of his first wife, who nmust have been a dear person. How coul d Aaron see how
evil he is?"

Yamanura made a production of charging his pipe. "I hear there was friction between you and the
boy," he said.

Atired little smle tugged at her nmouth. "You put it mldly. And of course |I'm prejudiced. After
all, he wecked ny narriage. Perhaps 'evil' is too strong a word. Nasty? And that may apply to
not hi ng but his behavior toward ne. Which in turn was partly resentnent at nmy taking his nother's
pl ace, and partly— Lisette stopped.

"CGo on," said Yamanura, |ow

Col or mounted in her cheeks. "If you insist. | think he was in love with me. Not daring to adm't
it to hinmself, he did everything he could to get ne out of his |life. And out of his father's.
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He was nore subtle than a young man ought to be, though. Insinuations; provocations; disagreenents
carefully nursed into quarrel s— She gripped the chair arns. "Qur marriage, Aaron's and nine
woul d never have been a sinple one to make work. The difference in age, outl ook, everything, |'m
not perfect either, not easy to live with. But | was trying. Then Bayard nade the job inpossible
for both of us."

"He | eft nonths ago," Yamanura pointed out.

"By that tinme the harmwas done, even if he didn't realize it hinmself."

"Does it matter to you any nore what he does?"

"Yes. |—-Aaron wants nme to come back." She | ooked quickly up. "No doubt he's told you otherw se. He
has a Victorian sense of privacy. The sort of man who nmi ntai ns appearances, never cones out of
his shell, until at last the pressure inside gets too great and destroys him But he's told ne
several tines since | left that | can cone back any tine | want."

"And you're thinking of doing so?"

"Yes. Though | can't really decide. It would be hard on us both, at best, and nearly unbearable if
we fail again. But | do know that Bayard's presence woul d make the thing absolutely inpossible."
She cl asped her purse with a desperate tightness. "And even if | decide not to try, if I get a
divorce, the lies Bayard would tell —Pl ease, M. Yamanura! Don't make a bad matter worse!”

The detective struck match to tobacco and did not speak until he had the pipe going. "I'm
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sorry," he said. "But | can't decree that a father should not get in touch with his son. Even if I
did resign fromthe case, he can hire soneone el se. And what ever happens, Bayard won't stay away

forever. Sooner or later you'll have to face this problem Wn't you?"

The bright head bent. "I'msorry," Yananura sai d again.

She shook herself and junped tol her feet. "That's all right," she whispered. "I see your point.
O course. Don't worry about ne. |I'Il manage. Thanks for your trouble." He could scarcely rise

bef ore she was gone.

The doorbell jarred Yamanura to awareness. As he opened for the patrol man, the storm screaned at
him "H, Charlie," he said in a mutter. "You didn't have a useless trip. Wsh to hell you had."
O ficer Moffat hung up his slicker. "Suicide?"

"Looks that way. Though-¥éll, cone see for yourself."

Moffat spoke little before he had exam ned what was in the living room Then he said, "Joe told ne
this was a client of yours and he called you tonight. Wat'd he want?'

"l don't know." Yamarmura felt free, now, to console hinmself with his pipe. "H s words were so

i ncoherent, and | was so fogged with sleep nyself, that | can't remenber very well. Frankly, I'm
just as glad."

"That figures for a suicide. Also the Dear John letter. Wat nmakes you so doubtful ?"

Yamanmura bit hard on his pipestem The bow
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becanme a tiny canpfire over which to huddle. "I can't say. You know how it is when you're having a

dream and sonething is gruesonely wong but you can't find out what, only feel that it is? That's
what this is like."

He paused. "O course," he said, seeking rationality, "Cardynge and his wife told nme stories which
wer e somewhat inconsistent. She clained to me he wanted her back; he denied it. But you know how
big a |liar anyone can becone when his or her nost personal affairs are touched on. Even if he
spoke truth at the tine, he could have changed his nmind yesterday. In either case, he'd have
gotten drunk when she refused in this note, and if it turned out to be an unhappy drunk he could
have hit the absolute bottom of depression and killed hinself."

"Well," Mffat said, "I'll send for the squad." He laid a handkerchi ef over the phone and put it
to his ear. "Damm! Line nust be down sonewhere. 1'll have to use the car radio."

Yamanura remnai ned behind while the policeman grunbled his way back into the rain. Hs eyes rested
on Cardynge's face. It was so recently dead that a trace of expression |ingered, but nothing he
could read. As if Cardynge were trying to tell himsonething.. . . The thought cane to Yanmanura
that this house was now nore alive than its nmaster, for it could still speak

| mpul sively, he went through the inner door and snapped on the light. Dining room with a stiff,
unused | ook; yes, the lonely man doubtless ate in the kitchen. Yamanmura continued thither
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That was a fair-sized place, in cheerful colors which now added to desolation. It was as neat as
everything el se. One plate, silverware, and coffee apparatus stood in the drainrack. They were

dry, but a dishtowel hung slightly danp. Hm.. . Cardynge nust have washed his things quite
shortly before he nixed that dose. Sonething to do with his hands, no doubt, a last effort to fend
off the misery that canme flooding over him Yamanura opened the garbage pail, saw a well-gnawed T-

bone and the wrappers from packages of frozen peas and French fries. Proof, if any were needed,
that Cardynge had eaten here, doubtless been here the whole tinme. The refrigerator held a good bit
of food; one ice tray was partly enpty. Yamanura went on to the bathroom and bedroons w t hout
noti ci ng anyt hi ng speci al .

Mof f at came back in as the other nman regained the living room "They're on their way,
"Il stick around here. You m ght as well go on hone, Trig."

"l suppose so." Yamarmura hesitated. "Who' Il notify his w fe?"

Mof fat regarded himclosely. "You' ve net her, you said, and know sonet hi ng about the case. Think
you'd be able to break the news gently?"

"I don't know. Probably not. Anyhow, |ooks as if I'll have to tell his son, when we find him"
Moffat tilted back his cap and rubbed his head. "Son left town? W'Il have to interview him
ourselves. To tie up | oose ends, make sure he really was away and so forth. Not that—-Huh?"
Yamarur a pi cked his pipe off the floor
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"What's the matter, Trig?"

he sai d.
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"Not hi ng." The detective wheel ed about, stared at the body on the couch and then out the w ndow
into night.

"Uh, one thing," Mffat said. "Since you do know a little about her. Think we should notify Ms.
Cardynge at once, or let her sleep till norning?"

It yelled within Yamanura.

"I mean, you know, theoretically we should send soneone right off," Mffat said, "but even if she
has left him this is going to be a blow. Especially since she's indirectly respon—=

Yamanura snatched Moffat's arm "Yes!" he cried. "Right away! Can you get a man there this

i nstant ?"

"What ?"

"To arrest her!"

"Trig, are you crazy as that stiff was?"

"W nmay already be too late. Get back to your radio!"

Moffat wet his lips. "What do you nmean?"

"The purse. Hers. The evidence will be there, if she hasn't had time to get rid of it—By CGod, if
you don't, I'Il make a citizen's arrest nyself!"

Mof fat | ooked into the dilated eyes a full second before he pulled hinself |oose. "Ckay, Trig.
What's her address agai n?" Yamanura told himand he ran of f w thout stopping to put on his coat.
Yamanmura waited, pipe snoldering in his hand. A dark peace rose within him The wong-ness had
departed. There was nothing here worse than a dead nan and a ni ght gone wld.
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Mof fat re-entered, drenched and shivering. "I had to give themny word | had strong presunptive
evidence," he said. "Well, | know what you've done in the past. But this better be good."

"Good enough, if we aren't too late/' Yanmamura said. He pointed to the ashtray. "Cardynge was
pretty nervous when he talked to ne," he went on. "He hated to bare his soul. So he snoked one
cigaret after another. But here—+wo butts for an entire evening. If you look in the kitchen

you'll find that he nade a hearty neal. And washed up afterward. Does any of this square with a
man utterly shattered by a Dear John letter?
"The dishes are dry in the rack. But sonmething was washed nore recently. The towel is still noist,

even thought the saliva has dried in the corpse's nmouth. Wat was washed? And by whon?"

Moffat grew rigid. "You nean that letter's a plant? But the envel ope—=

"Somet hing el se was in that envel ope. 'Dear Aaron, can | cone see you tonight on a very private
matter? Lisette.' She came with a pretext for discussion that could not have been particularly

di sturbing to him Nor could her presence have been; his m nd was nade up about her. But they had
a few drinks together.

"At some point she went to the bathroom taking her glass along, and loaded it with powder poured

fromthe capsules. Then, |I'd guess, while he went, she switched glasses with him She'd know he
used sl eeping pills. Convenient for her. Still, if he had not, she could have got-
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ten sone other poison without too nmuch trouble or danger

"Of course, she couldn't be sure the dose would prove fatal, especially since | doubt if they
drank much. Maybe she patted his head, soothed him so he drifted into unconsci ousness w thout
noticing. He'd take a while, possibly an hour or two, to die. She nust have waited, nmeanwhile
arrangi ng things. Washed both gl asses that had her prints on them fixed the one on the table here
and cl asped his hand around it for prints and poured nost of the whi skey down the sink

"I'f he'd started coming around, she could have returned the pill bottle to the bathroomand told
himhe'd had a fainting spell or whatever. She could even say she'd tried to get a doctor, but
none could or would conme. He woul dn't be suspicious. As things turned out, though, he died and she
left. The only thing she overl ooked was the evidence of the food and cigarets."

Mof fat tugged his chin. "The autopsy will show how rnmuch he did or did not drink," he said. "D d
that occur to her?"

"Probably. But it's no solid proof. He didn't have to be on a tear when he decided to end his
life. The m ssing booze coul d' ve been spilled accidentally. But it would help plant the idea of
suicide in people's mnds. She's clever. Ruthless. And one hell of a fine actress."

"Motive?"

"Money. |f Bayard testified against her in the divorce proceedi ngs, she'd get nothing but the
usual settlenent. But as a widow, she'd inherit a m ghty prosperous business. She married him
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inthe first place for what she could get out of him of course.”

Mof fat clicked his tongue. "I1'd hoped for better than this fromyou, Trig,'
worry. "You're really reaching."”

"I know. This is nmore hunch than anything else. There won't even be | egal grounds for an
indictnment, if she's disposed of the proof."

"Do you suppose she was mi staken about his being dead, and after she left he roused hinself |ong
enough to call you? That sounds unlikeliest of all."

"No argument," said Yamanmura grinmly. "That call's the one thing | can't explain."

They fell silent, amdst the rain and wind and relentless clock-tick, until the hom ci de squad
arrived. The first officer who cane in the door |ooked pleased, in a bleak fashion. "W got the
word on our way here," he said. "She wasn't hone, so the patrolnman waited. She arrived a few
nmnutes afterward.”

"Must have left this house— Yamanura | ooked at his watch. 2:27. Had the whole thing taken so
short a while? "About an hour ago, seeing | was phoned then. Even in this weather, that's slow
driving."

"Way, no. She said twenty mnutes or thereabouts.”

"What ? You' re sure? How do you know?"

"Ch, she broke down and confessed all over the place, as soon as Hansen asked where she'd been and
| ooked in her purse.”

Yamanura |l et out his breath in a |ong, shaken

si gh-
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"What was there?" Mffat asked.

"The original note, which asked for this nmeeting and furnished an envel ope to authenticate the
fake one," Yamanmura said. "l was hoping she'd taken it back with her, to destroy nore thoroughly
than she might have felt safe in doing here.” Mre sadness than victory was in his tone: "I adm't
I"msurprised she spilled her guts so fast. But it nust have affected her nore than she'd
anticipated, to sit and watch her husband die, with nothing but that clock speaking to her."

The di screpancy hit himanew. He turned to the homicide officer and protested: "She can't have
left here only twenty mnutes ago. That's barely before nmy arrival. Cardynge woke ne al nost half
an hour before that!"

he said with a note of

"While she was still here—=2" Mffat contenplated Yanmanmura for a time that grew long. "Well, he
said at length, "nmaybe she'd gone to the can.” He took the phone. "W just might be able to check
that call, if we hurry."

"The line's dead," Yananura rem nded him

"No, | get a dial tone now," Mffat said. "They nust've repaired it a few m nutes ago. Hello,
oper at or =

Yamanur a became occupied with explaining his presence and showi ng the squad around. \Wen they came
back to the living room Mffat had cradl ed the phone. He stood so unnoving that their own feet
hal t ed.

"What's the matter, Charlie?" the inspector asked. "You look like the devil. Couldn't you find out
anyt hi ng?"
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"No." Moffat shook his head, slowy, as if it weighed too nmuch. "There wasn't any call."

"What ?" Yamanura excl ai ned.

"You heard ne," Mffat said. "This |ine went down about m dnight. Wasn't fixed 'til now " He took
a step forward. "Okay, Trig. Wat really brought you here?"

"A phone call, | tell you." Yamanura's back ached with a tension he could not will away. "From
Cardynge. "

"And | tell you that's inpossible.”

Yamanura stood a while hearing the clock tick. Finally, flatly, he said: "Al right. Maybe there
never was a call. | was half asleep, half awake, ny brain churning. | guess that subconsciously I
was worried about Cardynge, and so | dreanmed the nessage, even took the phone off the rack, it
felt so real."”

"Well .. . yes." Mffat began to relax. "That nust be what happened. Funny coi nci dence, though."
"It better be a coincidence," Yamanura said.

The nmen | ooked sinultaneously at the body, and at the phone, and away.

—Poul and Karen Anderson

BELA LUGOSI 1883 - 1956

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (36 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

Do you remenber how he gave the sharp

Ki ss of undeath, and how he wrapped the

ni ght

O his cloak about white Mna? And do you Renenber how we tingled at the nape Wien we saw his
face, and saw his wilful smje? W loved his voice, his eyes that held our owmn Wile a taut

col dness took us by the throat; W kept our secret thoughts of his high head So proudly hel d—his
arrogance of grace.

Then we coul d understand why | egends told Of denons' beauty, and naned "Bearer of Light" H m who
for pride had cl oaked hinself with Hell.

—Karen Anderson
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The flames roared. They stood al oft fromthe house in cataracts of red, yellow hell-blue, which a
breeze made ragged and cast as a spray of sparks against cold Novenber stars. Their blaze roiled
in snmoke, flashed of f nei ghbor wi ndows, sheened over the snow that lay thin upon | awns and banked
al ong hedges. Meltwater around burning walls had boiled off, and grass beneath was charred. The
heat rolled forth like a tide. Men felt it parch their eyeballs and stood back fromtrying to
breast it. Meanwhile it strewed reek around them

Blink, blink went the turret light on the fire chief's car. Standing beside it, he and the police
chi ef could oversee his trucks. Paint and metal gl eanmed through darkness, background for men who
sluiced thick white jets out of hoses. Hoarse shouts seened renote, nearly |ost am dst boom
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and brawl. Still farther away were the spectators, a shadow mass dammed in the street to right and
left by a few officers. And the view downhill, of Senlac's |anps and hones in peaceful arrays, the

river frozen anmong them a glinpse of grey-white farnm and beyond, coul d have been on a pl anet
circling in Oion.

"Yeah, about as bad as they cone," said the fire chief. H s breath nade each word a ghostly

expl osion. "W just hope we can keep it from spreadi ng next door. | guess we can."

"Dam, there goes any evidence," said the police chief. He slapped arns over chest. The fury he
wat ched did not radiate very far

"Well, we might find sonething in the ashes,” said the fire chief. "Though |I shoul d think whatever
you can use is in, uh, the other place."

"Probably," said the police chief. "Still ... I dunno. On the face of it, the case | ooks open and
shut. But what |'ve heard tonight—I1've seen ny share of weirdos, not only when | was on the force
in Chicago, Jim but here in our quiet, smallish Mdwestern town too, oh, yes. And this business
doesn't fit any pattern. It snells all wong."

Brroomm went the flames. Rao- ow ow, Sssss.

Leo Tronen's wife nade no scene when she left him She deened they had had enough of those in the
three years they were married, culmnating in the one the evening before. That was when he storned
into her study, snatched her half-witten thesis off the desk, brought it back to the living room
tossed it in the grate,
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and snapped his cigarette lighter to the strewn paper. As he rose, he spoke softly: "Does this
convi nce you?"

For an instant Una flinched away. An odd little breaking noise cane out of her throat. She was a
short woman, well fornmed, features delicately boned, eyes blue and huge, nose tip-tilted, |ips
forever a bit parted, face framed between wi ngs of blonde hair. And Tronen | ooned six feet three,
and had been a football star at his university. Then she clenched fists, stood her ground, and

whi spered al nost wonderingly, "You would do such a thing. You really would. | kept praying we
coul d work our troubles out—

"Jesus Christ, haven't | tried?" H's voice loudened. "A mllion tines at least. Frompractically
the first day we net, | explained—I don't need a coll ege professor—an Egyptol ogist, for God's
sake! -+ need a wife."

She shook her head. "No." Soundl ess tears coursed forth. "You need, want, a status synbol. A
mrror." She wheel ed and wal ked fromhim He heard her shoes on the stairs, and how she fought her
sobs.

Ordinarily Tronen drank no nore than his work required, including, of course, necessary cocktai
parties. Now he put down a fair amount of Scotch before he too went to bed, thinking how
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magnani nous he was in taking the guest room That would be a point to rmake tonorrow, when he nust
take the lead in cleaning up the chaos that had overcome their relationship. For instance: "Be

honest. The main reason we don't have a better sex life is you're still stuck on that

124

The Unicorn Trade

Quarters character. | realize you don't admit it to yourself, but you are. Okay, you dated himin
coll ege, and you both like to tal k about countries dead and gone, and naybe ny action yesterday
was too extrene. If so, I'msorry. But don't you see, | had to do sonmething to make you under st and

how you' ve been letting nme down? What is Harry Quarters? A high school history teacher! And what
use to you, to us, would your precious naster's degree be, that you're naking a forty-nile comute
three days a week to study for? You're an executive's wife, nmy dear, and we're bound for the top
You'll visit your Pyramids in style—f you'll help out!"

She wasn't awake when his alarmclock rang. At |east, the bedroom door was closed. Frostily

i ndi gnant, he made his own breakfast and drove off into a dimfalse dawn. Hadn't he told her he
must rise early today? He'd be showing the man from John Deere around, which could result in a
seven-figure subcontract, which could get Leo Tronen pronoted out of this hole.

He was a country boy by origin, but had the |ights of New York in his eyes. H's corporate enpl oyer
had made himthe nmanager of a die-cutting plant it had built outside Senlac, where | and was cheap
"A fine opening, especially for a young fellow like you," they told him But he saw the blind
al l ey beyond. You can only go so far, producing stuff people actually use. The real npney,

prestige, power lie in operating the people thensel ves and the paper which governs them Well, |et
hi m make a good showi ng here—
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much nore inportant, let the right men know he di d—and he'd get the big offer

However, for this the right wife was essential: attractive, alert, intelligent, skillful as

host ess or as guest. And he had reached Senlac newly divorced. He net Una Nyborg at a party,
zeroed in and, being a handsone redhead with a quick tongue and sone sophistication, succeeded
before long. She lived near Hol berg Coll ege then, pursuing graduate studi es which he agreed she
m ght continue on a part-tine basis after they were narried. He didn't expect she would for many
mont hs. He had shown her such dazzling visions of wonderful places and wonderful persons they
woul d neet all over the world. At first, when she nonethel ess persisted in her private
undert aki ng, he was annoyed. Later, when it becane inconvenient for him sometines an out-and-out
busi ness handi cap, he grew angry.

At | ast —enough was enough. Una sinply nust straighten out and fly right. He'd start seeing to that
this very day after work

Dusk was falling when he cane home. There were no street lanps in this new residential district,
and wi ndows gl owed wel | apart, picking out bare trees and a crust of old snow The air was hushed
and raw. The tires of his Cadillac made a susurrus that was nearly the single sound. His

mul ti gl assed split-level stood dark. Nothing but an automatically opened door and lit bulb in the
garage wel coned him Una's Morris M nor was gone.

What the devil? He let hinself in at the main entrance and switched on |ights as he passed
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through the hall beyond. Long, wi de, creany of walls and drapes, thick and blue of carpet. Swedish
nmodern of furniture, equipped with fieldstone fireplace and picture window, less mlitarily neat
than he desired, the living roomfelt sonmehow enptier than the garage, somehow colder in spite of
a heating systemthat nunbled |ike the ghosts of inportant visitors he had entertai ned here.

Was Una of f shopping? A strange hour, but she was poorly organi zed at best, and doubtl ess

di straught after last night's showmdown. An envel ope propped against a table |anmp caught his

gl ance. He strode to investigate. "Leo" said her handwiting. Fear stabbed him He snatched a
paperkni fe and ri pped. The sheet within was covered by her scrawl, worse than usual, here and
there water-blotted. He read twi ce before he grasped the neaning.

".. . can't goon . .. think | still love you, but ... no alinmony or anything . .. please don't
try to. find me, I'Il call in a few days when this isn't hurting so hard.. "
"Wy, how could she?" he heard hinself say. "After all 1've done for her."

Savagely he crunpled note and envel ope, tossed themin the grate across the remants of her
thesi s, sought the |iquor cabinet and poured a stiff slug, flung hinmself onto the couch, popped
lighter to cigarette, and dragged in a |ungful

What an absolute hell of a noment for her to desert. \Were could she be? He nustn't nmake frantic
inquiries. Discretion, yes, that was the word, heal the breach behind the scenes or at
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least finalize it inconspicuously. But could he trust her not to nake a fool of hinf If she'd
sought shelter froma friend . .. No, hardly that. She'd likeliest gone to the city and entered a

hotel under an assuned name. She was dreany but not idiotic, unstable (Quarters—and now this!) but
not disloyal. What had she said, during a recent quarrel? "You keep a good nman | ocked away behi nd
your ego. | know. You've sonetines let himout ... on a chain, but out, to ne, and he's who

| ove. Oh, Leo, give hima chance. Let himgo free." Sone such slush. Qite possibly she hoped her
action would force a reconciliation

H's first drink went down in two consecutive cigarettes' worth of time. He fetched a refill and
sipped nore calmMy. A sense of thaw spread through him Una had told himhow the ancient—

Persi ans, were they? —always debated vital matters twi ce before deciding, drunk and sober. He

smiled. Not that he neant to tie one on. However ... He wasn't a nonster of selfishness, nor
narrow, really. He saw the reason for Una's interests; yes, he had felt a tug of the sane when she
talked. If only he had leisure . .. Unfair to call her ungrateful. She had in fact tried hard,

t hough being hel pmate to his kind of man didn't cone natural. Had he for his part been |ess
tolerant, |less giving, even, than he ought? Could he rise as far in the world, no doubt slower but
as far in the long run, if he relaxed nore with her while they were still young?

Let her nake her gesture. |If an acquai ntance asked where she was, say she'd gone out of town
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on a visit. When she contacted him let themdiscuss natters in a reasonabl e way.

And let himrustle together a nmeal before he got |oaded. Tronen chuckl ed rather sadly and went to
the kitchen. She'd cleaned his breakfast dishes. That touched hiny he wasn't sure why, but it did.
He had selected a can of corned beef hash when he heard a noise. In the stillness which engulfed
him he stood startled. The noise came again, a weak mew ... Stray cat? He shrugged. A third cry
sounded. He'd better check. The wi ndow above the sink was so full of darkness.

When he opened the kitchen door that gave on the patio, light spilled into a thick bl ue-brown

gl oom whi ch quickly swallowed it. Thus the kitten on the stoop crouched all alone in his sight. It
was about three nonths old, a bundle of white fur fluffed out against the chill, a pink nose, two
| arge anber eyes. "Wep," it piped, "weep," and bounded past himinto the warnth behind.

"Hey, wait a minute," Tronen said. The kitten sat on the Iinoleumand | ooked up at him up, up
up. It didn't appear starved or ill. Then why had it invaded his house?

Tronen bent over to take the beast and put it back out. It ran fromhis hand, huddled in a corner
by the stove, and watched himas if terrified. Wiy should a pet be afraid of a nman? Tronen felt
the night reach in, icy around his backbone. He sighed, rose, closed the door. The creature nust
have gotten lost. On those short legs, it couldn't have wandered far. Okay, he'd
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give it a place till he'd eaten, then phone around and | earn whose it was. Several of his

nei ghbors were promnent in Senlac, two of thema state party comm tteenan and the owner of a
growi ng grocery chain—en a larger scale. Hi s kindliness would be appreci ated. He hoped the kitten
was housebr oken

M nutes later, as a pan sputtered savory snells, he heard another new. The kitten had crept
timdly forth to tell himit was hungry. Ah, well, why not oblige? On inmpulse, he warmed the mlk
this was such a bleak night. The kitten assaulted the bowl ravenously. Tronen took a bench in the
dinette for his own supper. After a bit, full-bellied, the kitten rubbed against his ankles. He
reached down in an absentm nded fashion and tickled softness. The kitten went into ecstasies. He
resumed eating. The kitten sprang to his lap and curled in a ball. He felt the purr

Havi ng fini shed, he put the aninmal back on the floor. He neant to shut it in the kitchen, where

m sbehavi or woul dn't have serious consequences, while he investigated. But it pattered by himtoo
fast. "Dam!" It led hima nmerry chase to the living room There it turned, sprang in his
direction, rolled around at his feet, eager for fun and ganes.

Hm he'd better determne the sex anyway. He settled on the couch again, by a phone he kept there
(as well as those in the bedroomand his den). The kitten didn't mnd exami nation. Male. He |et
his left hand keep it anused while his right dialed and his shoul der held the receiver.
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Presently it snuggled al ongside his thigh and licked his fingers, a tiny rasp with a notor going
like crazy.

"—nice of you to call, M. Tronen, but we don't have cats. Have you tried the de Lanceys? | |”~now
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they do."

"—present and accounted for here. Thanks a lot, though. Few people these days woul d bot her."

"—ot ours. But say, why don't you and your wife cone have a drink one eveni ng soon?"

He was sorry when he ran out of names. The house was too God damm silent. Not as much as a cl ock

tick; on the mantel the minutes flickered by in digital readout. Misic? No, he had a tin ear; the

expensive hi-fi and record library were part of his image, and he wasn't about to fetch the

bal l ads and jazz she enjoyed fromUna's enpty study. Tel evision? What was on? Abruptly he

renenber ed readi ng about single persons, especially old persons, in big cities, who grow so |onely

that they kiss the faces on the screen. He shivered and turned his gaze el sewhere.

The kitten slept. Good idea for him No nore booze; a brom de, nmake that two brom des, eight or

nine solid hours in the sack, and he'd be fit for work regardl ess of his problens. Wat about the

kitten? It could hardly help letting go sonetine during the night. He didn't fancy scrubbing a

mess before he'd had coffee. But if he put the little wetch out, it'd freeze to death. He grinned

at his indecision. Assign an engineer . .. In the garage was a beer case. He renoved enpty deposit

bottles, took the box inside, added a | ayer of clean rags, set it by the stove, fetched
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the still bonelessly slunbering kitten, and shut the lid. On the point of departure, he suddenly

added a fresh bow of mlk.

Upstairs, he threshed | ong awake, unhel ped by his pills. Absurd, how his thoughts kept straying

fromUna, fromthe Deere contract, fromeverything real, to that silly infant animal. Probably he

shoul d put an ad in the paper. But then he could be stuck with the beast for days ,.. . The pound?
Una had al ways wi shed they'd keep a pet, specifically a cat. She'd accepted his veto. Now, a

peace of fering? Maybe he shoul d experinent while she was gone, learn if the nuisance actually was

intolerable ... In his eventual sleep, a | eopard stal ked him

Hi s al arm cl ock brought him struggling to wakeful ness. For a nonent the dark before dawn was stil

full of shapes. He groped about; his palmclosed on hair and warnth. Una! went through himlike a

sunbeam Wy was he gl addened? ... No, wait, she was gone .. . Had she cone back in the night? He

funbl ed overhead, found and yanked a reading |anp cord. On the pillow beside himrested the

kitten.

Ch, no.

It regarded himbrightly, pounced on his chest, patted his cheek with a fluff of paw. He sat

straight, spilling it. Snatching for a hold, it clawed his neck. He swatted it aside. "Bl oody

pest!"” Evidently he'd forgotten to reclose the lid of the box. He ached fromrestless hours. H's

skull was full of sand that gritted out through the eyesockets. As he |left the bed, he noticed

white snmears on spread and el ectric bl anket.

132

The Uni corn Trade

Suspi ci ous, he sniffed. Unh-huh. Sour. The stinker nmust have upset the bow fromthe kitchen, which

itself nust be a pool

The kitten had retreated to a corner of the room Its stare seenmed hurt, not physically but in an

eerily human fashion. Well, cats were a creepy breed. He'd never |iked them

Downstairs, he found his guess confirnmed, and had to spend tinme with a nop before he could take

care of his own needs. At |east there was no piddle or droppi ng—tnh, he'd doubtless find sone

later, crusted in a place hard to get at. "Ckay, chum" he said when the kitten appeared. "That

settles the matter." It buzzed and tried to be petted. Behavior which had been slightly pleasant

in his loneliness of yesterday was only irritati ng now.

Cof fee and toast inproved his nood. When he sought his car, the air seared himw th a cold which

had been deepeni ng t hroughout the night. Silence crackled. Skeleton trees outlined agai nst a sky

turning fromgrey to bloodl ess white in the east were as stark a sight as he renenbered ever

seeing. For an instant he wondered if he ought to abandon the kitten in such weather. At the back

of his mnd, the dream| eopard

sm | ed.

He wi nced, grinaced, and lifted anger for a shield. What was he supposed to do? Be damed if he'd

have this ness machine in his house any |onger; and the pound woul d hardly conmence ' busi ness
till nine or ten o' clock, by which time he nmust be well into the paperwork that the Deere
representative had caused himto fall be-
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hi nd on; and— Sonebody would find the creature and do sonething. O if not, too many stray cats
and dogs were running | oose.

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (40 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

Thus the kitten sat on the front seat by himwhen he drove off, happy till he stopped, severa

m |l es fromhone, opened the right door, and tossed the animal out. It landed on its feet, unhurt

t hough squeaki ng di smay. The sidewal k nust indeed be frigid this norning, hard, barren. Beyond
reached a nunicipal park, snowrust, |eafless boughs, benches |ike fossil nonsters.

The kitten headed back for the car. "Ch, no, you don't," Thonen growl ed. He slamed the door
refastened his safety belt, and took off fast. H's rear view nmirror showed hima forlorn spot on

t he pavenent; then soon that was gone.

"Nuts, | did nore than could be expected," he said under his breath. Wiat a niserable day. The
chill had struck into his bones. Blast fromthe heater passed across him useless as the first wan
sunl i ght outside. "Wen |I've got a tough job, and ny wife's quit on ne, and nobody gives an honest
shit whether | live or die—

No, wait, he told hinmself, don't whine. And don't be unrealistic. You matter to several people, at
| east. Your superiors want you where you are, fattening their bank accounts; your subordi nates
want you gone, out of the way of their advancement. It's forever Nunber One. O Number Una?
thought | had an oasis of warnmth in her, but she only wanted support while she sifted the dust of
peopl e three thousand years cold in death.

To hell with her. Let's see, this is Wdnesday.

134

The Unicorn Trade

Saturday—+ can wait till then, I'mnot hot now, busy as | am<4+'Il run up to the city, a massage
parl or, yeah, a straightforward transaction, cash for sex. "Cold as a whore's heart," the saying
goes. Why not? Next time around, 1'Il marry nore carefully.

The plant bul ked |ike a squared-off glacier, its parking |ot a noraine where as yet few cars were
piled. Tronen hurried to the main door. The night watchnan said, "Good norning, sir," in a
nmechani cal tone, different fromhis usual heartiness. For a second Tronen thought: Wat ails Joe?
Probl ems too? | should take tine to ask—No. He doesn't care about ne, does he?

The corridors hollowy echoed his footfalls. H's office, paneled and picture-hung by specialists,
seened nore hospitable at first. Then its stillness got to himand, for sone ridicul ous reason
the icicles that hung froma w ndow frane. He turned the thernostat higher. Wen he settled back
at his desk, the papers crackled in his fingers till he thought of frozen puddl es underfoot.
"CGood norning, M. Tronen," said his secretary when she arrived at nine. "My! Downright tropica
in here."

"What ?" He blinked at her trimmess. "I'mconfortable,” he said. That wasn't quite true; he stil
was wearing the jacket he normally di scarded when worki ng sol o.

She went to the thernometer. "Eighty degrees?" Catching his glare: "Watever you say, M. Tronen
I'"mnostly beyond your door any-
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way, of course. But—excuse nme—do you feel well? You look awfully tired."

"1"l'l do," he grunted. "Here," handing her a sheaf, "answer these according to ny notes. | want

the letters in the noon nail pickup.”

"Yes, sir." Though respectful, she seldomused that honorific. Had he rebuffed her? Wo cared?

Hi s chief of operations canme in at midnorning. "Uh, Leo, the John Deere nman—ot Gustafson

Kruchek, who Custafson reports to, you remenber—he was just on the line. And the questions he was
aski ng about our quality control procedures . .. Well, | don't know about that subcontract now,
Leo. | don't."

The union steward cane in at mdafternoon. "M . Tronen, you've explained to me how inflation neans
we've got to cut corners, and | guess | synpathize, and |'ve passed your word on to the boys. But

the heating in the shop is inadequate. This'll likely be a dog-cold winter, and if you postpone
maki ng good on your pronise to replace the whole system |'mafraid you' |l have a strike on your
hands. "

In between, while he lunched at his desk on a sandwi ch sent up fromthe cafeteria, the tel evision
brought hima newscast. Sone governnent spokesnen adnitted the country was already in a recession
and a few dared hint at an outright depression to cone. Experts predicted a fuel shortage that
woul d nake | ast year's feel |ike a Hawaiian holiday.

Driving home through twilight, he recalled the kitten. He'd been too busy for that, throughout
this day when trouble after trouble thrust at
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hi m and never a nonent canme to ease off and swap a bit of inconsequential friendship. Not that
anybody had nade overtures to him he had no friends. Puss, he thought, whatever's happened to you
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this past ten or a dozen hours, be you alive or be you dead, you don't know what col dness is.

The garage machinery greeted him He wal ked around to his front door. On the mat, a white blur
barely visible in dusk, was the kitten

"What!" Tronen junped back, off the porch, onto frozen snow beneath frozen stars. Hi s heart

| urched. Sweat prickled forth. This wasn't possi bl e.

After a minute's harsh breath, he nmastered the fear that he knew was irrational. He, scared of a
nasty whi mpering piece of flesh? If anything, that was the fact which should worry him He
advanced. The shape at his shoes barely stirred, barely newed. He unl ocked the door, reached
around and switched on the porch light, squatted for a closer |ook. Yes, this was the sanme ani mal
t hough dreadfully weakened by cold and hunger, eyes dim frost in fur and whiskers.

Cats cone back. This one had sinply had nore staying power than was reasonabl e.

Tronen strai ghtened. Under no circunmstances would he let the thing inside, even for a single

ni ght. He wondered why he felt such loathing. At first he hadn't nminded, and as for messiness, he
coul d take due precautions. However . . . Ah, damm, he decided, | can't be bothered, wth
everything else |'ve got to plague ne. Una would get sticky sentinental, but |I—
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The thought of having to dispose of an ice-hard corpse in the norning was distasteful. Tronen
collected his will. He'd take care of the matter right now.

In the garage he fetched a bucket, which he filled froman outside tap. The netal of the faucet
bit himwith chill, the water rushed forth with a sonehow horrible sound, a noise in this night
like the flow of the Styx. He set his teeth, brought the bucket under the porch light, renoved
overcoat and jacket, rolled back his sleeves. The kitten stirred where it lay, as if trying to
rise and lick his fingers. Hastily he plunged the snall form under

He hadn't known the squirning would go on so |Iong. Wen at |ast he grasped stillness, it was as if
sonet hi ng squirned yet in his brain.

O swirled, roiled, mde a mael stron? God, but he needed a drink! He fished out the body, laid it
down, sloshed forth the water—a cataract, dimto see, loud to hear. Wrst was to take the sodden
obj ect again, funble around the far side of the garage, toss it into a garbage can and clatter the
lid in place. Wien he had returned the bucket he hurried indoors to the nearest bathroom flicking
on every light along the way. There he washed his hands under the hottest streamthey could
endur e.

Why was he squeam sh? He'd never been

before. H s head felt wong in every respect,

di zzy and darkened, as if he were being sucked

around and down in a whirl pool

Well, he was short on sleep, and Una's deser-
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tion had maybe been nore of a shock than he realized; and what about that drink?

At the liquor cabinet—how | oudly Scotch gurgled out across ice. Tronen bore the glass to his easy
chair. Hs grip shook till cubes chinked together and Iiquid splashed. The taste proved
unappeal i ng, and he had a crazy fear that he night send a swall ow down the wong throat and choke
to death. Could be |I've been mistaken to oppose |egalizing marijuana, he thought through torrents.
A relaxer that isn't liquid

The phone shrilled. He jerked. The tunbler flew free, whisky rivered across the carpet, ice
pronptly began maki ng brooks. Una? He stunbled to snatch the receiver. "Hello, who's this?" am dst
wild waters.

"Harry Quarters here," said a male voice. "H, Leo. How are you?"

Tronen choked on a gob of saliva and coughed. But meanwhile he night al nbst have had a

pi ct ur ephone: before himstood yonder teacher, tall, bespectacled, runple-clothed, diffident, pipe-
sucki ng, detestable. The picturephone wasn't working right; the inmage wavered |li ke a stone seen at
the bottomof a rapid stream

"Anyt hi ng wrong, Leo?" WAs that anxious note genui ne? Hardly.

"No, nothing," Tronen overcanme his spasm

"Uh, could | speak to Una, please?"

A waterfall thundered. "Wat do you want with her?"

Taken aback by the | oud response. Quarters stamrered, "Wy, why, to tell her about a book
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I found in the city this weekend .. . Qut of print, but | think of interest to her for her
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research—=

"She's not home," Tronen snapped. "Visiting. An extended visit."

"Ch." Quarters's surprise suggested that he had expected she'd nention her plans to him "Were,
may | ask? How | ong?"

Tronen hung onto self-control as if it were a piece of flotsam "A relative. Several days at

| east."

"Ch." After a pause: "Well, you know, if we're both baching, why don't we get together? Let ne
take you out to dinner. Lord knows you' ve had me over often enough.”

Una has. "No," said Tronen. "I'm busy. Thanks." He crashed the receiver onto the hook

Briefly, then, he wondered why he had refused. Conpany m ght be wel cone, night be advisable. And
Quarters wasn't actually too bad a guy. H's conversation ranged well beyond Una's Egyptol ogy into
areas like politics and sports that interested her husband nore; the man was active in the forner
on the envel ope-stuffing level, and as for the latter, in high school he'd been a star basebal

pitcher and still played on a YMCA team Probably he was in love with Una, but there was no reason
to suppose he'd ever tried anything untoward. In fact, if Tronen |l ed the conversation cleverly
enough, hel pful information about her might develop ... No. He couldn't be clever when he felt

afl oat, awirl, asink. And the thought of the dial tone if he called back, that rushing ng-ng-ng,
was grisly.

Maybe anot her day. He'd better nop up his
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spilled drink before it soaked through the carpet. He deci ded agai nst a replacenent, cooked and
bol ted what ever was handi est in cans, found that neither newspaper nor television wuld register
on him and went to bed as early as seenmed practical. First he took three sleeping pills.

H s mind spiraled down and down into fluid blackness. For a while he gasped, struggled back, broke
surface and panted air into his lungs. But the tide drew himagain, again, until at last his
strength was spent and he lay on the bottom the weight of the ocean upon him and knew for a
thousand years that he was dead.

When the alarmrescued him his pajamas were sodden with sweat. Neverthel ess, the last thing he
want ed was a shower. He shuddered his way out of the room brain still subrmerged in his nightnare,
barely able to think that a lot of coffee nmight help. The stairs cascaded away fromthe | andi ng,
dangerous; he clutched the banni ster as he waded their |Iength. Wen he reached the kitchen, his
bare feet splatted on cold Iinol eum

"Weep," he heard beyond the door, "weep, weep."

Did his hand turn the knob and heave of itself? Merciless |ight flooded forth. The kitten spraw ed
on the stoop. Drenched fur clung so tightly to its skin that it resenbled a rat.

"No," Tronen heard hinself gurgle, "no, no."

He grasped .after sanity. He'd not held the horrible thing | ong enough under, it had revived, the
air had warnmed to above freezing, he'd not fitted the |id properly on the trash can either
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during the darkness it had crawl ed over the rubbish inside till it escaped, while he drowned in
his dream.

This time, he thought somewhere, 1'lIl do the job right.

He stooped, clutched feebly struggling slini-ness, raised the slight weight, bashed head agai nst
concrete. He felt as well as heard a splintering crack. Wien he let go, the kitten |ay notionl ess,
save that blood trickled from pink nose and past tiny teeth. The anber eyes gl azed

over.

Tronen rose. The breath sucked in and out of him He trenbl ed.

But it was fromexcitenent, anger, release. Hs deliriumhad left him H's nmnd felt sharp and
clean as an ax. Catharsis, he thought, underneath, catharsis, is that the word? Whatever, |I'm
free.

He rejoiced to carry the body back to the garbage and, this tine, ring dowm the lid | oud enough to
wake Harry Quarters across town. He scrubbed the blood and rinsed the sponge with a sense of
havi ng gotten back sone of his own. Oh, he wasn't a child, he thought in the shower which he had
becone glad to take. He didn't blane the kitten personally. It had nmerely happened al ong at fou
hours. In his confusion, subconscious nind on a ranpage and all that stuff, he'd made the creature
a synmbol. Now he was done. He could cope with reality, the real people and real forces ranged
against him And would, by God! He hardly needed cof fee. Wake-ful ness, anger sang in his veins.
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His car leaped into the street. He funed at the need to observe speed linits in nmore crowded areas
where an officious cop night see him Wy couldn't a | eading responsible private citizen, who had
urgent busi ness on which a substantial payroll depended, be allowed a siren to clear his path?

The watchnan at the plant | ooked surly. No doubt he was a synpathi zer of the machinists and their
strike threat. Howin Christ's nane could a nman explain the reasons, the el enentary economics,
behi nd an executive decision? Sure, the shop was chilly; but their workday ended after a neasured
ei ght hours (not that they honestly produced for half that tinme), unlike his which had no end. And
meanwhil e, was it inpossible for themto wear heavier clothes? Could they absolutely not see that
their jobs, their well-being was tied in to the conpany's? . . . No, they couldn't, because in
fact that was not true. Let the conpany fail and they'd suck unenpl oynent pay out of his taxes.
Managenent and capital didn't breed any race of angels either. In his office, Tronen hunched over
papers whi ch nade hi m pound the desk till his fist was sore. What did that Kruchek mean, doubting
the quality control here? What the hell did he expect? Gustafson had acted satisfied. Kruchek mnust
have a private noti ve—unl ess GQustafson had I ed himon for reasons that would be very, very

interesting to know. . . And this letter fromthe regi onal manager, the veiled conplaints and
demands, how was Tronen supposed to answer those, how nmuch ass nust a
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man kiss to get anywhere in this rotten systen? No wonder it bred radicals and rioters! And then
the authorities were too busy pussyfooting to do what was necessary: open fire on a few of those
nobs.

Hi s secretary was al nbst an hour late. "I'"msorry, ny car wouldn't start—
"I't would not occur to you to call a taxi, of course, nor to make up the tine. Didn't you nention
once that you're a Lutheran? Ah, well, | suppose your keeping a Protestant work ethic was too much

to hope for." He spoke levelly, reducing her to tears in lieu of the three or four slaps across
the chops that the stupid cow deserved.

In mdnorning he sunmoned his chief of operations. They were bothered by occasional juvenile
vandalismin their isolated |ocation, rocks through windows a few tines a year, nobst recently
naughty words painted on a wall. "I've about decided we need nore guards for nights and holidays,"
he said. "Issue them shotguns—for use, not show. "

"Huh?" The man recovered. "You're joking."

"Ch, we'd post conspicuous notices. And a single young hoodl um shot in the belly should end that
formof recreation.”

"Leo, do you feel all right? W can't use extrene viol ence—en kids—+o prevent a few dollars' worth
of damamge. Anyhow, you objected yourself, when we discussed this before, that a chain link fence
woul d cost out of proportion. Have you figured the wages of those extra guards?"
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Tronen yi el ded. He had no choice. However, the law did not yet forbid himto sit half an hour and
vi sual i ze what ought to be done.

The noontinme newscast infornmed himthat Arabs and Israelis had exchanged a fresh round of
massacres. War seened thoroughly possible. Wll, he thought, let's get in there, fast, beat those
bedouins to their flea-bitten knees, and assure our oil supplies. The Russians will scream but
they won't act if we catch them by surprise and keep SAC on red alert. O if they are crazy enough
to act, we'll survive, nost of us. They won't.

The afternoon was pissed away on a sales engineer froma firminterested in redoing his heating
system No matter argunent, the fellow wouldn't reduce his estinmate to a figure that would pl ease
the hone office and thus help get Tronen out of Senlac. G eedy bastard—en behalf of his enployers,
true, but his was the snug fat face which nmust be confronted nore or |ess courteously, while

i nsi de, Tronen inagined kicking out those teeth and grinding a boot across that nose

He left early. Hi s stonmach had becone a caul dron of acid and he wasn't acconplishing anyt hi ng.
Thus daylight |ingered when he got honme, the sun a blood clot barely above the snowfields it

ti nged, |ong shadows of houses |ike bludgeons and of trees |like knives. The cold and the silence
had teeth. Judas, but the place felt enpty! Wiy not eat out? No, why pay good noney for greasy
food and sl ovenly service?

Better relax, really relax, take the evening off.
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A Maal ox tabl et eased his bellyache, but an egg-nog woul d soothe body and soul, sipped before a
hearthfire. He hoped. This rage in him allowed to strike at nothing, could too readily turnits
destructiveness inward. He didn't want a heart attack; he wanted—wanted—
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Darkness fromthe east was rapidly engul fing an ice-green southwest while he brought in as much
wood as he reckoned he'd need. Noisily crunpling newspaper, he dropped a glance across the grate
and saw fragnments of Una's thesis. His difficulties at work, and that dam kitten, had nade him
quite forget it. Not everything was ash. Wol e sheets survived, browned or partly charred. On

i mpul se he reached over the screen and fished out the topnost. Maybe, if he cited chapter and
verse, Una would see what a waste of tine her project was—his time, for didn't he, as a

breadwi nner, have a right to hers?

He brought the piece near a lanp, the better to find his way through the strikeovers and scri bbl ed
corrections of a first draft. .. . "—wll argue that, while Egyptian religion had origins as
primtive as any, it devel oped a subtlety conparable to Minoni des or Thomas Aqui nas. Monot hei sm
was no invention of Akhnaton's; we have grounds for supposing it existed already in the Fifth
Dynasty, though for reasons to be discussed its expression was always heno-theistic. The nmultiple
"bodies' and 'souls' attributed to man in the Book of the Dead were as intricate in their

rel ati onships as the Persons of the Trinity. Even the ka, which superficially resenbles an idea
found in shamani smand sim -
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larly naive nythonagi cal systens, suggested by dream experience: even the ka turns out on

exam nation to be a concept of such psychol ogi cal profundity that a sophisticated nodern can well
think that here a certain truth is synbolized, and a Jungian go to the length of wondering if
there is sonething nore than synbolism The author will not specul ate further, but does admt to
being a Jungian who will in this paper often resort to that form of anal ysis—

"Holy shit!" Tronen stopped hinself fromtearing the sheet in half. Let himread it aloud to her

| et her hear not only what crap it was but how she wote |ike the stuffiest kind of professor

Yes, and point out the influence, in those directions, of her dear ex-boyfriend Harry Quarters ..
He folded the brittle paper, tucked it in a hip pocket, and went back to building his fire. The
rest of her work could certainly burn.

The flames junped eagerly to life. Their reflections soon shimered from w ndowpanes, red upon

bl ack. Tronen stood a few minutes watching the fire grow, warmng his palnms, listening to the
crackle, sniffing wi sps of snoke that escaped the chimey. H s dayl ong indignation quieted,
hardened toward resol uteness. He'd bust that bronco the world yet. Spurs, quirt, and bit-The phone
rang.

Who was his next pest? He stalked to the instrunent, snatched it up, barked, "Yes?" while his free
hand nade a fist. "Leo— Una's voice.
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"Leo, | thought 1'd wait nore, but it's been too | onesone."
Triunph kindled. "Well, you want back, do you? | suppose we can talk that over."
Sil ence humred, until (he could practically see the fair head rise): "Talk. Yes, naturally we
will. W must. | see no sense in staying on in linbo, do you?"

"Where are you?"
"Way do you care?" She |ost her defense. The tone blurred. "Did | call too soon? Do you need nore

time to, to cool off? .. . Should | take nore tine to think what we can do? .. . I'msorry if |
seem pushy, 1'Il wait if you prefer. I"'msorry, Leo."

"l asked where | can reach you," he said, word by bitten-off word.

"l—well, | don't like this roomwhere | am |'mnoving out tonorrow norning, not sure where. 1'd

hoped | could nove hone. But not for a while, if ever, is that right?"

"Cal | back, then," he snapped "at your conveni ence," and banged the receiver down.

There! Make her cone craw i ng.

Tronen noticed he was shaky. Tension. How about the eggnog he'd decided on? He took a brandy
bottle fromthe |iquor cabinet and marched to the kitchen.

As he entered, he barely heard at the door, "Wep, weep."

The bottle fell fromhis grasp. For an instant that stretched, he stood alone with the pleading
fromthe night.

Then his wath flared and screaned, "No nore

148

The Uni corn Trade

persecution, you hear? No nore persecution!” Like a soldier charging a machine gun, he sprang
across the floor. He alnost tore the doorknob | oose.

Li ght | eaked outward, cold and darkness seeped in. The kitten lay at the end of a thin trail of
bl ood. Except for rapid, shallow breaths, he saw no notion. But when he grabbed it, his hand felt
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how t he heartbeat shivered the broken ribs.

He fought down vomit. Quick, quick, end this vile thing, once and forever. He ran back to the
living room Hs fire still lacked a proper bed of coals, but the flanes whirled high, |oud, nany-
colored. He knocked the screen down in his haste. "Go!" he yelled, and threw the kitten in.

It wailed, rolled around, tried to crawl free, though fur was instantly ablaze. Tronen seized the
poker. Wth his whole strength, he thrust and held, pinning the animal in place. "Die," he
chanted, "die, won't you, die, die, die!" Bared skin blistered, reddened, blackened, split.
Eyebal I s bubbl ed. That which had been a kitten grew silent, grew still. The fire, damped by its
body, sputtered toward extinction. Smells of char and roast sent Tronen gaggi ng backward. He held
the poker as though it were a sword.

The thing was dead, dead at |ast. But would he be stunk out of his house? He retreated toward the
ki tchen. When yonder barbecue had finished, he'd open wi ndows and doors. Meanwhile, here was the
brandy bottle he'd dropped.

After several |ong gul ps, safe ami dst the kitchen's chrone and plastic, he supposed he
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shoul d eat. The idea of food nauseated. He wasn't sure why. True, he hadn't enjoyed di sposing of
this ... intolerable nuisance. But that was sonething he flat-out had to do. Should he not be gl ad

t he epi sode was over?

He took another nmouthful. His gullet savored its heat. Wuld he have been wong, anyway, to enjoy?
Ch, he was no sadi st. However, he'd been given nore provocation than nost men woul d have suffered
before taking action. If the kitten had been an innocent dunb brutelet, so was a rattl esnake or a
pl ague-bearing rat, right? You were allowed to enjoy killing those, weren't you? In war novies on
TV, the Gd's gloried and joked as they bonbed, shot, burned Nazis. Unwitten |law said it was no
crime, no occasion for renorse, if a man killed his w fe's rapist.

O her Ilover.

Quarters .

Where had Una phoned fron? Direct dialing gave no clue, as she'd be aware. Their fight Mnday had
originated, as well as he could renenber, when he characterized Quarters for her. No, wait,
earlier he'd grunmbled about negl ected housework, negl ected because she was off di scussing her
stupid thesis with her pet teacher. But she didn't flare back, and thus detonate his fina
response, until he called Quarters a few well-chosen nanmes, |ike noocher, nooncal f, failure who
was draggi ng her down al ongside him therefore stone around Tronen's neck too . . . Wy did she
care what her husband sai d? What really was between thenf?

By God and hell, Tronen thought, if he's been
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fouling ny nest... If she rang fromhis place, at his suggestion, to get me to keep on supporting

her, while he stood in the background and snickered

This mght not be true. This mght not be true. But if it is.

The rage nounting in Tronen was not |ike the day's anger. That had been controlled, |awful, eager
to find reasons for itself. This was a fire. He'd been tornented past endurance. And the start of
everything was Quarters. Wether or not he'd ever laid Una, he'd blown her mind (yes, blown!),
whi ch in many ways was worse than seducing her body. It was a theft, an invasion, of every part of
her husband's life. And what was Tronen pernmitted to do in self-defense? A married woman coul d
have friends, couldn't she? Even when the friends were vanpires. The | aw said she could. Centuries
had passed since the | aw put stakes through the hearts of vanpires and burned them

Di vorce? Ha! No matter what Una babbl ed—whet her or not she was sincere at this ti me—Lover Boy
Quarters would want a property settlenent and alinmony for his use. Failing that, he'd want her
marri age continued, free ass for himand a nonopoly of her mind. Tronen could | ook for no peace
while Quarters lived. How | ucky Quarters was that Tronen owned no firearm

Fire is an arm

Tronen drank little nore. He sat for perhaps an hour, thinking. H's justice nust be untrace-able
But he was too wi se to plan anything
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el aborate. The fire mhimshould cleanse his life, not destroy it.

He kept a gallon of white gas in the garage for niscellaneous uses. Quarters rented a house (why,
since he was unwed?), small, old, built of wood long dried, full of books and ot her paper. An

ent husi asti ¢ outdoorsnan in his vacations, he owed a Col enan st ove—bna had spoken of this—and
therefore doubtless fuel. Let that stove be found near the burnt body; the natural supposition
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woul d be that Quarters cane to grief tinkering with it.

Tronen roared his ardor.

He was careful, though. He left lights on, TV going—pause to jerk an upright mddle finger at a
tiny lunmp of neat and bones in a dead fire—and backed his car out as softly as he coul d manage,
headl anps darkened. Shoul d soneone by ill chance phone or cone around and find himnot at hone,
why, he'd gone for supplies; he would indeed stop at a supermarket on his way hone and buy a few
items. Nobody was apt to | ook closely at the timng, for nobody supposed he and Quarters were
anything but friends. (Ah-ha, outsnmarted yourself, did you, Harry boy?) And odds were his absence
woul d not be noticed, h™ would never be questioned.

When he had gone a sufficient distance, his way illum nated by countless points of fire overhead,
he switched on lights and drove nost carefully, conventionally, till near his goal. In this |less
prosperous district houses stood fairly close together, but hedges and evergreen trees cast deep
shadows, and el sewhere the street
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| anps reveal ed nobody abroad. Parking under a great spruce, he took his canister of gas and wal ked
fast to the property he wanted. There he noved sl antw se across the |awn. The chill he breathed
was sharp as a flame. Snow squeaked underfoot like a kitten

W ndows gl owed. |If Una was there—t

A peek showed Quarters alone, sprawled in a seedy arncthair, lost in a book. Good. Tronen entered
the garage by a rear door and drew a flashlight fromhis coat. The portable stove glimered at him
out of nmurk. He carried it in the same hand as the fuel, wal ked around to the front entrance of

t he house, and punched a button he could barely see. The doorbell mewed.

Warnmth (not that he felt cold) flowed over himwhen the door opened. "Wy, hello, Leo," Quarters
sai d. "What brings you here?" He glanced surprised at his visitor's burden, perhaps not
recogni zi ng the Col eman right away. "Come in."

Tronen ki cked the door shut behind him "W've got business, you and ne," he said.

Quarters' bespectacl ed gaze grew concerned. "Urgent, | gather. Una?"
"Yes." Tronen set down the stove, retained the canister, fiddled with the cap, unscrewing it
beneat h an appearance of nervousness. "She's gone. I'mworried. That's why | cut you off

yesterday. Now | wonder if you have any notion where she might be."

"Good heaven, no. \Wat can have gone wong? And, uh, why're you |lugging that stuff around?"
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"You don't know where she is, |over boy?" Tronen purred.

Quarters flushed. "Huh? What do you nmean? Are you, for God's sake, are you inplying—

"Yes."

"No! Una? She's the cleanest, nobst honorable person alive. Leo, are you crazy?"

The interior fire crowed and ran free through heaven. A part of Tronen renmenbered that only an
idiot would waste time and give the foe opportunity in a confrontation scene. He had the cap off
the can. He dashed gasoline across Quarters. The man yell ed, staggered back, brushed the stinking
reek fromhis face. Tronen dropped the can to pour out what renmined of its contents. He nust
finish his justice and be away before noise drew neighbors. He pulled forth his cigarette lighter
"Burn, Harry," he said. "Burn." He snapped flane and advanced on Quarters. He was much the heavier
and stronger nale.

"No, please, no!" Quarters tried to scuttle aside. But the roomwasn't big. Tronen kept between
himand the door. Soon he'd be boxed in a corner. Tronen noved forward, yow ing.

Quarters grabbed an outsize ashtray off an end table by his arncthair. Una had given himit for his
pi pes. He threw, as he would scorch a baseball across a sandl ot.

Tronen saw anber-hued glass spin toward him aglare like the eye of a cat. It struck. Fire

expl oded and went out.

As he fell, his lighter flame touched the gasoline spilled across the floor. Flane sprang al oft.
Quarters did the heroic thing. Al though him
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self drenched, he didn't flee inmediately. Instead he dragged Tronen al ong. \Wen safe on the | awn,
he secured linbs with belt and necktie before the mani ac shoul d regai n consci ousness. Then he
phoned an alarmin froman adj acent house. The trucks arrived too late to save him

The police chief's office in a smallish town is rarely inpressive. This held a battered desk, a
coupl e of creaky chairs, a filing cabinet, and a coatrack on a threadbare carpet between dingy
plaster walls. It snelled of cigar butts. The view in the wi ndow was gl orious, though. A thaw had
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been followed by a freeze, and winter-brilliant sunlight froma sky |like sapphire burst in the

i cicles hung on boughs in Riverside Park

"—appreciate your, uh, concern, M. Quarters,"” he said into the telephone. "Can't be sure yet, of
course. But Dr. Mandel baum you know, big-nane psychiatrist at the university, he's already cone
down and exam ned Tronen. Says he's never seen a case quite like it, but in his opinion the man's

hopel essly insane. Permanently, | nean. Homicidal, incapable of reason, will have to be kept
confined for life Iike any dangerous aninal." The chief grinaced. "He keeps shouting about how
he's on fire and wants his kitten back and—You got any idea what this might mean, sir? ... No?"
The chi ef paused. "Uh, M. Quarters, maybe you can help us in a couple of matters .. . First off,
we found a piece of witing in Tronen's
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pants pocket. Weird stuff, about a, uh, ka, whatever that is. | thought maybe a cl ue—

"Ch, an article his wife was working on, hn? Well, look, if you could expl ai n—Somnet hi ng nust' ve

sent Tronen off the deep end.™
He took notes as he listened. Finally: "Mn yes, thanks. Let ne see if |I've got the idea straight.
The Egyptians thought a nman had several different souls. The ka was the one that coul d wander

around i ndependently, in the shape of an aninmal; it'd conme back and talk with himin his grave,

except he was actually in heaven . .. Aw, nuts, too conplicated for nme. The ka was his spirit of

reason and lightness. Let's leave it at that as far as this old woodenhead is concerned, okay? .
No, | don't see any help. Like you say, it's only research Ms. Tronen was doing."

The chief filled his lungs. Being in a smallish town, he knew a little about the persons invol ved.

"Uh, favor nunber two, M. Quarters. | understand you're a friend of the famly. \Wen she |earns

what's happened, could you, well, sort of take over? Help her out? And—what the psychiatri st

sai d—+'d suggest you try and get her to end her marriage. He's nothing nore than a body now. She
ought to make a new life for herself ...

"Ckay, thanks, M. Quarters. Thanks a | ot. Goodbye."

He hung up. "Excuse ne," he said to the fire chief, who sat opposite him "Wat were you saying
when he rang?"

The fire chief shrugged. "Nothing nuch. Just that we've sifted the ruins pretty thoroughly—a
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sensational case like this, we'd better—and found nothing to cast any doubt on Quarters' story."
"Bones?" asked the police chief suddenly.

"Huh?" The fire chief was startled. "Wy, yes, chicken bones in the ashes of the kitchen. Wy
not ?" A silence | engthened which he decided should be filled. "People don't realize how

i ncombusti bl e a human or aninmal body is. Crematoriuns use far higher tenperatures than any

ordinary fire reaches, and still they have to crush the |ast pieces nechanically. Didn't you know
that, Bob?"

"Yeah."

"Then why'd you ask?"

"Ch ... | dunno. | guess Tronen sinply lost his mnd." The police chief stared out the w ndow.

"His raving made me think we night find a clue in his fireplace. But there was only burnt wood and
paper. Nothing else at all."

—Poul and Karen Anderson

APOLLO 1: JANUARY 27, 1967

/ hope the people in the' United States are mature enough that when we do | ose our first crews
they accept this as part of the business. —Frank Barman, astronaut, 1965

GRI SSOM .. . There's always a possibility that

you can have a catastrophic failure.

O course, this can happen on any

flight. It can happen on the | ast

one as well as the first one.

VWH TE: ... | think you have to understand

the feeling that a test pilot has..

There's a great deal of pride involved.

CHAFFEE: ... This is our business, to find out if this thing will work for us.
—+nterview, Decenber 1966
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Qus Grissom your nane is as famliar to me as ny own. | have a yell owed newspaper picture of your
liftoff, nearly six years ago, that has spent that tinme nounted on the inside of one of ny kitchen
cabi net doors. It is acconpanied by pictures of John denn and Yuri Gagarin. | wanted sonmething to
buck ne up at di shwashing. You neant a hell of a lot to me—

Goodbye, Cus.

Ed White, you were ny special astronaut. | sat within a few yards of you a year ago, watching and
hearing you comrent on the novies of your spacewal k, manoeuvres in space, and the rest. | even
exchanged hal f-a-dozen words with you and got your autograph in Cberth's book—but you had never
heard of Cberth. It made ne wonder if you had The Dream if you could understand how | hung on
every word you said, and prayed ny wordl ess agnostic prayers that | nmight sonehow get to where
you' d been.

Goodbye, Ed.

Roger Chaffee, they say you had The Dream You weren't a test pilot. You were a pioneer, and you
wanted to go as far as you could. Did you ever do a flit with the Gray Lensnan? Did you go with D.
D. Harriman to the moon? | think you did. | think you and | spoke the same | anguage.

Goodbye, Roger.

APOLLO 1: JANUARY 27, 1967
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"Well, Mars and Jupiter are there, and so are the stars—do we have to go to them too?" he was
asked. "O course we do," Chaffee replied as if shrugging off a silly question.

—Kar en Ander son

PLANH ON THE DEATH OF WLLY LET: JUNE 23, 1969

Only a nonth before the dream cones true That all his |ife was shaped to, and his | abor, Death
unannounced as lightning fromthe blue Has struck his hand fromthe cup about to

brim

I f nought exists but what we touch and see, Nor hells nor heavens there where the pul sars

guaver,

O a god unreal we ask what cannot be: Gant afterlife. Just for a nmonth. For him

He built his rockets while the zeppelins flew And worked as many years as Mbses wandered To teach
the promise of a world still new, A shining |land not barred by seraphim A shore that we nay touch
as well as see Were in a nmonth men will at |ast have | anded. W w sh what we cannot believe: that
we Live past our death. Just for a nonth. For him

Now t he nobon waxes broad above that crew Wio will, as next the sun |ights Al phonse

Crater,

Send back a nonth too |ate the Pisgah view He earned so well, missed by a span so slim O what he
taught us they would touch and see.
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M ght he but watch the skies of their equator

Qur lungfish in the sea Tranquillity—

M ght a heaven be! Just for a nonth. For him

—Karen and Foul Anderson (with Ti m Courtney)

MURPHY' S HALL

This is alie, but | wish so much it were not.

Pai n struck through like lightning. For an instant that went on and on, there was nothing but the
fire which hollowed out his breast and the body's aninal terror. Then as he whirl ed downward he
knew:

Ch, no! Must | |eave them al ready?

Only a nonth, a nonth.

Weltall, verweile dock, du hist so schon

The nonstrous thunders and whistles becane a tone, like a bell struck once which would not stop
singing. It filled the jagged darkness, it drowned all else, until it began to die out, or to
vani sh into the endl ess, century after century,
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and nmeanwhi |l e the ni ght deepened and softened, until he had peace.

But he opened hinself again and was in a place long and high. Wth his not-eyes he saw that five
hundred and forty doors gave onto black inmensities wherein dwelt clouds of light. Sone of the
cl ouds were bringing suns to birth. Qhers, greater and nore distant, were made of suns already
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created, and turned in majestic Catherine's wheels. The nearest stars cast out streamers of flane,
| ances of radiance; and they were dianond, anethyst, enerald, topaz, ruby; and around them swung
glints which he knew with his not-brain were planets. His not-ears heard the thin viol ence of
cosmc-ray sleet, the runble of solar storns, the slow patient nultiplex pul ses of gravitationa
tides. Hs not-flesh shared the warnth, the bl ood-beat, the nega-years of nmarvelous life on
uncount abl e worl ds.

Six stood waiting. He rose. "But you— he stammered wi thout a voice.

"Wl come,"” Ed greeted him "Don't be surprised. You were always one of us."

They tal ked quietly, until at |last Gus remnmi nded themthat even here they were not masters of tinmne.
Eternity, yes, but not tine. "Best we nove on," he suggest ed.

"Uh- huh," Roger said. "Especially after Miurphy took this much trouble on our account."

"He does not appear to be a bad fellow " Yuri said.

"I amnot certain,"” Vladinmr answered. "Nor am| certain that we ever will find out. But cone,
friends. The hour is near."
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Seven, they departed the hall and hastened down the star paths. Oten the newconer was tenpted to
| ook nmore closely at sonmething he had glinpsed. But he recalled that, while the universe was

i nexhausti bl e of wonders, it would have only the single noment to which he was bei ng gui ded.

They stood after a while on a great ashen plain. The outl ook was as eerily beautiful as he had
hoped—o, nore, when Earth, a blue serenity swirled white with weat her, shone overhead: Earth,
whence had cone the shape that now clinbed dowmn a | adder of fire.

Yuri took Konstantin's hand in the Russian way. "Thank you," he said through tears.

But Konstantin bowed in turn, very deeply, to Wlly.

And they stood in the long Lunar shadows, under the high Lunar heaven, and saw the awkward thing

come to rest and heard: "Houston, Tranquillity Base here. The Eagl e has | anded."
Stars are small and dimon Earth. Ch, | guess they're pretty bright still on a w nter nountain-
top. | remenber when | was little, we'd saved till we had the adm ssion fees and went to G and

Canyon Reserve and canped out. Never saw that nmany stars. And it was |ike you could see up and up
bet ween t hem+i ke, you know, you could feet how they weren't the sane distance off, and the spaces
bet ween were nore huge than you could inmagine. Earth and its people were just lost, just a speck
of nothing anong those cold sharp stars. Dad said they weren't
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too different fromwhat you saw i n space, except for being a lot fewer. The air was chilly too,
and had a kind of pureness, and a sweet snell fromthe pines around. Way off | heard a coyote yip
The sound had plenty of roomto travel in.

But |'m back where people live. The snpog's not bad on this rooftop | ookout, though |I wish | didn't
have to breathe what's gone through a couple mllion pairs of lungs before it reaches nme. Thick
and greasy. The city noise isn't too bad either, the usual growing and screeching, a jet-blast or
a burst of gunfire. And since the power shortage brought on the brownout, you can generally see
stars after dark, sort of.

My main wish is that we lived in the southern hem sphere, where you can see Al pha Centauri

Dad, what are you doing tonight in Mirphy's Hall?

A joke, | know. Mirphy's Law "Anything that can go wong, will." Only | think it's a true joke.
mean, |'ve read every book and watched every tape | could |l ay hands on, the history, how the
di scoverers went out, further and further, lifetime after lifetinme. | used to tell nyself stories

about the parts that nobody lived to put into a book.

The crater wall had fangs. They stood sharp and grayish white in the cruel sunlight, against the
shadow whi ch brinmed the bow . And they grew and grew. Tunbling while it fell, the spacecraft had
none of the restful ness of zero weight. Forces caught nauseatingly at gullet and gut. An

uni dentified | oose object clattered behind
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the pilot chairs. The ventilators had stopped their whickering and the two nen breathed stench. No
matter. This wasn't an Apollo 13 nmishap. They wouldn't have tinme to snother in their own
exhal ati ons.

Jack Bredon croaked into the transmtter: "Hello, Mssion Control . . . Lunar Relay Satellite
anybody. Do you read us? |Is the radio out too? O just our receiver? God dam it, can't we even
say goodbye to our w ves?"

"Tell 'em quick," Sam Washburn ordered. "Maybe they'll hear."
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Jack dabbed futilely at the sweat that broke fromhis face and danced in glittering droplets
before him "Listen," he said. "This is Mseley Expedition One. Qur notors stopped functioning
simul t aneously, about two mnutes after we conmmenced decel eration. The trouble nust be in the fue
integrator. | suspect a magnetic surge, possibly due a short circuit in the power supply. The
meters registered a surge before we | ost thrust. Get that systemredesigned! Tell our w ves and
kids we |ove them"

He stopped. The teeth of the crater filled the entire forward window. Sams teeth filled his
count enance, a stretched-out grin. "How do you like that?" he said. "And ne the first black
astronaut."

They struck.

When they opened thenselves again, in the hall, and knew where they were, he said, "Wnder if
he'll let us go out exploring."
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Murphy's Halt? |Is that the real nane?
Dad used to shout, "Miurphy take it!" when he blew his tenper. The rest is in a few of the old
tapes, fiction plays about spacenen, back when people liked to watch that kind of story. They'd

say when a nman had died, "He's drinking in Murphy's Hall." O he's dancing or sleeping or frying
or freezing or whatever it was. But did they really say "Hall"? The tapes are ol d. Nobody's been
interested to copy themoff on fresh plastic, not for a hundred years. | guess, maybe two hundred.

The hol ographs are blurred and streaky, the sounds are nmushed and full of random buzzes. Mirphy's
Law has sure been working on those tapes.

I wish |'d asked Dad what the astronauts said and believed, way back when they were conquering the
pl anets. O pretended to believe, | should say. O course they never thought there was a Mirphy
who kept a place where the spacefolk went that he'd called to him But they m ght have ki dded
around about it. Only was the idea, for sure, about a hall? O was that only the way | heard?
wish I'd asked Dad. But he wasn't hone often, these |last years, what with helping build and test
his ship. And when he did conme, | could see how he mainly wanted to be with Mdther. And when he
and | were together, well, that was always too exciting for me to remenber those yarns 1'd tel
nyself before | slept, after he was gone again

Mur phy' s Haul ?
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By the tinme Moshe Silvernman had finished witing his report, the tenperature in the done was about
seventy, and rising fast enough that it should reach a hundred inside another Earth day. O
course, water wouldn't then boil at once; extra energy is needed for vaporization. But the staff
woul d no | onger be able to cool sone down to drinking tenperature by the crude evaporation
apparatus they had rigged. They' d dehydrate fast. Mshe sat naked in a running river of sweat.

At | east he had electric light. The fuel cells, insufficient to operate the air conditioning
system would at |east keep Sofia fromdying in the dark

Hi s head ached and his ears buzzed. Cccasional dizziness seized him He gagged on the warmfluid
he nmust continually drink. And no nore salt, he thought. Maybe that will Kkill us before the heat
does, the simrering, stilt, stifling heat. H s bones felt heavy, though Venus has in fact a
somewhat | esser pull than Earth; his nuscles sagged and he snelled the reek of his own

di si ntegration.

Forcing hinself to concentrate, he checked what he had witten, a, dry factual account of the
breakdown of the reactor. The next expedition would read what this thick, poisonous inferno of an
atnosphere did to graphite in conbination with free neutrons; and the engi neers could work out
proper precautions.

In sudden fury, Mshe seized his brush and scrawl ed at the bottom of the netal sheet: "Don't
MURPHY' S HALL
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give up! Don't let this hellhole whip you! W have too nuch to learn here.”

A touch on his shoul der brought himjerkily around and onto his feet. Sofia Chiappell one had
entered the office. Even now, with physical desire roasted out of himand she wetly agleam puffy-
faced, sunken-eyed, hair plastered |ank to droopi ng head, he found her |ovely.

"Aren't you through, darling?" Her tone was dull but her hand sought his. "W're better off in the
mai n room Mhandas' punkah arrangenent does hel p."

"Yes, |'mcomng."

"Kiss ne first. Share the salt on nme."

Afterward she | ooked over his report. "Do you believe they will try any further?" she asked.
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"Materials so scarce and expensive since the war—

"If they don't," he answered, "I have a feeling—oh, crazy, | know, but why should we not be
crazy?—+ think if they don't, nmore than our bones will stay here. Qur souls will, waiting for the
shi ps that never cone."

She actually shivered, and urged himtoward their conrades.

Maybe | shoul d go back inside. Mother might need nme. She cries a lot, still. Crying, all alone in
our little apartnment. But naybe she'd rather not have ne around. Wat can a gawky, pinply-faced
fourteen-year-old boy do?

VWhat can he do when he grows up?

O Dad, big brave Dad, | want to follow you. Even to Murphy's .. . Hold?
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Di rector Saburo Murakam had stood behind the table in the conmons and net their eyes, pair by
pair. For a while silence had pressed inward. The bright colors and amateurish figures in the
mural that Georgios Efthinmakis had painted for pleasure—beings that never were, nynphs and fauns
and centaurs frolicking beneath an unsnoky sky, beside a bright river, anong grasses and | aure
trees and daisies of an Earth that no | onger was—becane suddenly grotesque, infinitely alien. He
heard his heart knocking. Tw ce he nmust swall ow before he had enough noisture in his mouth to nove
hi s wooden t ongue.

But when he began his speech, the words cane forth steadily, if atrifle flat and cold. That was
no surprise. He had |ain awake the whol e ni ght rehearsing them

"Yousouf Yacoub reports that he has definitely succeeded in checking the pseudovirus. This is not
a cure; such nust await | aboratory research. Qur algae will remain scant and sickly until the next
supply ship brings us a new stock. | will radio Cosnocontrol, explaining the need. They will have
anple time on Earth to prepare. You remenber the ship is scheduled to leave at ... at a date to
bring it here in about nine nonths. Meanwhile we are guaranteed a rate of oxygen renewal
sufficient to keep us alive, though weak, if we do not exert ourselves. Have | stated the nmatter
correctly, Yousouf?"

The Arab nodded. Hi s own Spani sh had taken
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on a denser accent, and a tic played puppet-master with his right eye. "WIIl you not request a
speci al shi p?" he demanded.

"No," Saburo told them "You are aware how expensive anything but an opti num Hohmann orbit is.
That al one would wi pe out the profit fromthis stati on—permanently, | fear, because of financing
costs. Likewi se would our idleness for nine nonths."

He | eaned forward, supporting his weight easily on fingertips in the low Martian gravity. "That is
what | wish to discuss today," he said. "Interest rates represent conpetition for noney. Mney
represents human | abor and natural resources. This is true regardl ess of soci oeco-nomc
arrangenents. You know how desperately short they are of both |abor and resources on Earth. Yes,
many billions of hands—but because of nassive poverty, too few educated brains. Think back to what
a political struggle the Foundation had before this base could be established.

"W know what we are here for. To explore. To learn. To make man's first pernmanent home outside
Earth and Luna. In the end, in the persons of our great-grandchildren, to give Mars air nen can
breathe, water they can drink, green fields and forests where their souls will have roomto grow "
He gestured at the rmural, though it seermed nore than ever jeering. "W cannot expect starvelings
on Earth, or those who speak for them to believe this is good. Not when each ship bears away
metal and fuel and engineering skill that m ght have gone to keep their children
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alive a while longer. W justify our continued presence here solely by nining the fissionables.
The energy this gives back to the tottering econony, over and above what we take out, is the
profit.”

He drew a breath of stale, netallic-snelling air. Anoxia made his head whirl. Sonehow he stayed
erect and conti nued:

"I believe we, in this tiny solitary settlenment, are the |last hope for nman remaining in space. I|f
we are mmintained until we have becone fully self-supporting, Syrtis Harbor will be the seedbed of
the future. If not—=

He had pl anned nore of an exhortation before reaching the clinmax, but his lungs were too starved,
his pulse too fluttery. He gripped the table edge and said through flying rags of darkness: "There
will be oxygen for half of us to keep on after a fashion. By suspending their other projects and
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wor ki ng exclusively in the nmines, they can produce enough uranium and thorium so that the books at
| east show no net economic |oss. The sacrifice will . .. will be ... of propaganda value. | cal
for male volunteers, or we can cast lots, or—Naturally, | nyself amthe first."

—That had been yest erday.

Saburo was anong those who el ected to go alone, rather than in a group. He didn't care for hyms
about human solidarity; his dreamwas that soneday those who bore sonme of his and Alice's
chronmobsomes woul d not need solidarity. It was perhaps well she had already died in a
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cinderslip. The scene with their children had been as nuch as he coul d endure.

He crossed Wi nbaum Ri dge but stopped when the done-cluster was out of sight. He must not nake the
searchers conme too far. If nothing else, a quick duststormm ght cover his tracks, and he night
never be found. Soneone could nake good use of his airsuit. Al nost as good use as the alga tanks
could of his body.

For a tine, then, he stood |ooking. The nountainside ran in dark scaurs and fantastically carved
pi nnacl es, down to the softly red-gol d-ocher-bl ack-dappl ed plain. A crater on the near horizon
rose out of its own blue shadow |i ke a challenge to the deep purple sky. In this thin air—he could
just hear the wind' s ghostly whistle—Mars gave to his gaze every aspect of itself, dianond sharp
a beauty strong, subtle, and abstract as a torii gate before a rock garden. When he gl anced away
fromthe shrunken but dazzling-bright sun, he could see stars.

He felt at peace, al most happy. Perhaps the cause was sinmply that now, after weeks, he had a full
rati on of oxygen.

/ oughtn't to waste it, though, he thought. He was pl eased by the steadi ness of his fingers when
he cl osed the val ve.

Then he was surprised that his unbelieving self bowed over both hands to the Lodestar and said,
"Narmu Am da Butsu."

He opened his facepl ate.

That is a gentle death. You are unconscious within thirty seconds.
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—He opened hinself and did not know where he was. An enornous room whose doorways framed a night
heaven riotous with suns, gal axies, the green nysterious shinmer of nebulae? O a still nore huge
ship, outward bound so fast that it was as if the MIky Way foamed al ong the bow and swirl ed aft
in a wake of silver and pl anets?

O hers were here, gathered about a high seat at the far end of where-he-was, vague in the twlight
cast by sheer distance. Saburo rose and noved in their direction. Maybe, maybe Al ice was anong

t hem

But was he right to | eave Mdther that nuch al one?

I remenber her when we got the news. On a Wednesday, when | was free, and |'d been out by the dunp
playing ball. I may as well admt to nyself, |I don't |ike some of the guys. But you have to take
whoever the school staggering throws up for you. O do you want to run around by yourself
(renenmber, no, don't renmenber what the Hurricane Gang did to Danny) or stay always by yourself in
the patrolled areas? So Jake-Jake does throw his wei ght around, so he does set the dues too high

his drill and | eadership sure paid off when the Wasels junped us | ast year. They won't try that
again—we killed three, count 'em three! —and | sort of think no other bunch will either.

She used to be real pretty. Mdther did. |I've seen pictures. She's gotten kind of scrawny, wor-
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rying about Dad, | guess, and about how to get along after the last pay cut they screwed the

spacefol k with. But when | cane in and saw her sitting, not on the sofa but on the carpet, the
dingy gray carpet, crying—She hung onto that sofa the way she'd hung on Dad.

But why did she have to be so angry at himtoo? |I nean, what happened wasn't his fault.

"Fifty billion nunits!" she screaned when we'd started trying to talk about the thing. "That's a
hundred, two hundred billion neals for hungry children! But what did they spend it on? Killing
twel ve men!"

"Aw, now, wait," | was saying, "Dad explained that. The resources involved, uh, aren't identical,"
when she sl apped ne and yell ed:

"You'd like to go the same way, wouldn't you? Thank God, it al nost nmakes his death worthwhile that

you won't!"
| shouldn't have got mad. | shouldn't have said, "Y-y-you want ne to becone ... a desk pilot, a
food engi neer, a doctor . .. sonething nice and safe and in denmand ... and keep you the way you
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want ed he shoul d keep you?"

| better stop beating this rail. My fist'll be no good if | don't. Onh, someday |I'Il find howto
meke up those words to her

I'd better not go in just yet. .

But the trouble wasn't Dad's fault. If things had worked out right, why, we'd be headed for Al pha
Centauri in a couple of years. Her and himand me—The planets yonderward, sure, they're the real
treasure. But the ship itself! | remenber Jake-Jake telling nme |1'd be dead of
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boredom i nsi de six nonths. "Bored aboard, haly, haw, hawl" He really is a lardbrain. A good

| eader, | guess, but a lardbrain at heart—hey, once Mther would have | aughed to hear nme say that—
How coul d you get tired of Dad's ship? A nmllion books and tapes, a hundred of the brightest and
nost alive people who ever wal ked a deck—

Why, the trip would be Iike the revels in EIf H Il that Mother used to read nme about when | was
small, those old, old stories, the flutes and fiddles, bright clothes, food, drink, dancing, girls
sweet in the noonlight.

Mur phy's Hi Il ?

From Ganynede, Jupiter shows fifteen tines as broad as Luna seen from Earth; and however far away
the sun, the king planet reflects so brilliantly that it casts nore than fifty times the radiance
that the brightest night of nan's hone will ever know.

"Here is man's honme," Catalina Sanchez nurnured.

Arne Jensen cast her a | ook which lingered. She was fair to see in the gol denness streamni ng

t hrough the conservatory's clear walls. He ventured to put an arm about her waist. She sighed and
| eaned against him They were scantily clad—the col ony favored brief though col orful indoor
garments—and he felt the warmh and sil kiness of her. Anong the mani fold perfunes of bl ossons (on
pl anets everywhere to right and | eft and behind, extravagantly tall stal ks and big
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flowers of every possible hue and sone you woul d swear were inpossible, dreanlike catenaries of
vines and | abyrinths of creepers) he caught her summary odor

The sun was down and Jupiter c!6se to the full. Wiile the terraform ng project was going rapidly
ahead, as yet the satellite had too little air to blur vision. Tawny shone that shield, enblazoned
with slowy noving cloud-bands that were green, blue, orange, unber, and with the jewel-1like Red
Spot. To know that a single one of the storns raging there could swallow Earth whol e added nmj esty
to beauty and serenity. A few stars had the brilliance to pierce that |um nousness, down by the
rugged horizon. The gold poured soft across crags, cliffs, craters, glaciers, and the nachines
that would claimthis world for nan.

Qutside lay a great quietness, but here nmusic lilted fromthe ballroom Folk had reason to

cel ebrate. The newest electrolysis plant had gone into operation and was rel easi ng oxygen at a
rate fifteen percent above estinmate. However, |ow weight or no, you got tired danci hg—since
Ganynedean steps took advantage, soaring and bounding aloft—nirth bubbled |Iike chanpagne and the
girl you adnmired said yes, she was in a nood for Jupiter watching—

"I hope you're right," Arne said. "Less on our account—we have a good, happy life, fascinating
wor k, the best of conpany—than on our children's." He squeezed a bit harder

She didn't object. "How can we fail?" she
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answered. "We've becone better than self-sufficient. W produce a surplus, to trade to Earth,
Luna, Mars, or plow directly back into devel opment. The growh is exponential." She smiled. "You
must think I'mawfully professorish. Still, really, what can go wong?"

"I don't know," he said. "War, overpopul ation, environnental degradation—=

"Don't be a gloony," Catalina chided him The |anbent |ight struck rai nbows fromthe tiara of
native crystal that she wore in her hair. "People can |l earn. They needn't nake the sane nistakes

forever. We'll build paradise here. A strange sort of paradise, yes, where trees soar into a sky
full of Jupiter, and waterfalls tunble slowly, slowy down into deep-blue |akes, and birds fly
like tiny bright-colored bullets, and deer cross the nmeadows in ten-neter leaps ... but paradise."

"Not perfect," he said. "Nothing is."

"No, and we wouldn't wish that," she agreed. "W want some discontent left to keep nminds active,
keep them hankering for the stars." She chuckled. "I'msure history will find ways to nake them
bel i eve things could be better el sewhere. O nature will—-ch!"

Her eyes wi dened. A hand went to her nmouth. And then, frantically, she was kissing him and he
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her, and they were clasping and feeling each other while the waltz el ody sparkled and the flowers
breat hed and Jupiter's glory cataracted over them uncaring whet her they existed.

He tasted tears on her nmouth. "Let's go dancing," she begged. "Let's dance till we drop."
MURPHY' S HALL
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"Surely," he pronmised, and | ed her back to the ballroom

It would help themonce nore forget the giant neteoroid, anmong the many which the planet sucked in
fromthe Belt, that had plowed into grimand margi nal Qut post Ganymede precisely half a decade
before the Martian col ony was di sconti nued.

Well, | guess people don't learn. They breed, and fight, and devour, and pollute, till:

Mot her: "We can't afford it."

Dad: "We can't not afford it."

Mot her: "Those children—i ke goblins, like ghosts, fromstarvation. |If Tad were one of them and
sonmebody said never mind him we have to build an interstellar ship ... | wonder how you woul d
react."

Dad: "I don't know. But | do know this is our |ast chance. We'll be operating on a broken

shoestring as is, conpared to what we need to do the thing right. If they hadn't nade that

br eakt hrough at Lunar Hydronagnetics Lab, when the governnent was on the point of closing it down—
Anyway, darling, that's why I'll have to put in plenty of tinme aboard myself, while the ship is
built and tested. My entire gang will be on triple duty."

Mot her: " Suppose you succeed. Suppose you do get your precious spacecraft that can travel al npst

as fast as light. Do you imagine for an instant it can—an armada can ease life an atonis worth for
manki nd?"
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Dad: "Well, several score atonms' worth. Starting with you and Tad and me."

Mother: "1'd feel a nmonster, safe and confortable en route to a new world while behind ne they

huddl ed in poverty by the billions."

Dad: "My first duty is to you two. However, let's |eave that aside. Let's think about nan as a
whol e. What is he? A beast that is born, grubs around, copul ates, quarrels, and dies. Unh-huh. But
sonetimes sonething nore in addition. He does breed his occasional Jesus, Leonardo, Bach
Jefferson, Einstein, Arnstrong, O vei da—whoever you think best justifies our being here—doesn't
he? Well, when you huddl e people together like rats, they soon behave like rats. What then of the
spirit? | tell you, if we don't make a fresh start, a bare handful of us free fol k whose
descendants may in the end cone back and teach—if we don't, why, who cares whether the two-I|egged
ani mal goes on for another million years or becones extinct in a Hundred? Hunmanness will be dead."
Me: "And gosh, Mother, the fun!"

Mot her: "You don't understand, dear."

Dad: "Quiet. The man-child speaks. He understands better than you."

Quarrel: till I run fromthemcrying. Wll, eight or nine years old. That night, was that the
first night | started telling nyself stories about Miurphy's Hall?

It is Murphy's Hall. | say that's the right place for Dad to be.

MJURPHY' S HALL
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When Hoo Fong, chief engineer, brought the news to the captain's cabin, the captain sat still for

m nutes. The ship thrumed around them they felt it faintly, a song in their bones. And the |ight
fell fromthe overhead, into a spaci ous and gracious room furnishings, books, a stunning

phot ograph of the Androneda gal axy, an aninmation of Mary and Tad; and wei ght was steady underfoot,
a full gee of acceleration, one |ight-year per year per year, though this would becone nore in

shi pboard time as you started to harvest the rewards of relativity ... a nere two decades to the
center of this galaxy, three to the nei ghbor whose portrait you adored.. .. How hard to grasp that
you were dead!

"But the ranscoop is obviously functional," said the captain, hearing his pedantic phrasing.

Hoo Fong shrugged. "It will not be, after the radiation has affected el ectronic parts. W have no
prospect of decelerating and returning hone at | ow velocity before both we and the ship have taken
a destructive dose."

Interstellar hydrogen, an atomor so in a cubic centinmeter, raw vacuumto Earthdwetlers at the
bottom of their ocean of gas and snoke and stench and carci nogens. To spacefol k, fuel, reaction
mass, a way to the stars, once you're up to the nodest pace at which you neet enough of those
atonms per second. However, your force screens nust protect you fromthem else they strike the
hull and spit ganma rays like a witch's
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curse.
"We've hardly reached one-fourth c,'
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tain protested. "Unmanned probes had no trouble at better than ninety-nine percent."”

"Evidently the systemis inadequate for the larger mass of this ship," the engi neer answered. "W
shoul d have made its first conplete test flight unmanned too."

"You know we didn't have funds to devel op the robots for that."

"We can send our data back. The next expedition—=

t he cap-

"I doubt there'll be any. Yes, yes, we'll beamthe word hone. And then, | suppose, keep going.
Four weeks, did you say, till the radiation sickness gets bad? The problemis not howto tel
Earth, but howto tell the rest of the nen."

Afterward, alone with the pictures of Andromeda, Mary, and Tad, the captain thought: |'ve | ost
nmore than the years ahead.'' |'ve tost the years behind, that we m ght have had toget her,

VWhat shall | say to you? That | tried and failed and amsorry? But am|? At this hour | don't want

to lie, nost especially not to you three.
Did | do right?

Yes.

No.

O God, oh, shit, howcan | tell? The noon is rising above the soot”clouds. | might make it that
far. Comm ssioner Weni g was tal king about how we should nmaintain the |ast Lunar base another few
years, till industry can find a substitute for those giant nol ecul es they nake there.
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But wasn't the Premier of United Africa saying those industries ought to be forbidden, they're too
wast eful , and any country that keeps themgoing is an enemy of the human race?

@Qunfire rattles in the streets. Sonme fenal e voice sonewhere i s scream ng

I"ve got to get Mother out of here. That's the last thing I can do for Dad.

After ten years of studying to be a food engineer or a doctor, |'Il probably feel too tired to
care about the noon. After another ten years of being a desk pilot and getting fat, |'Il probably
be outraged at any proposal to spend ny tax noney—

—except maybe for defense. In Siberia they're preaching that strange new mi ssionary religion. And
the President of Europe has said that if necessary, his governnent will denounce the ban on

nucl ear weapons.

The ship passed anpbng the stars bearing a crew of dead bones. After a hundred billion years it
crossed the Edge—not the edge of space or tinme, which does not exist, but the Edge—and cane to
harbor at Mirphy's Hall.

And the dust which the cosnic rays had nade began to stir, and gathered itself back into bones;
and fromthe radiati on-corroded skel eton of the ship crept atons which formed into flesh; and the
captain and his nmen awoke. They opened thensel ves and | ooked upon the suns that went bl azing and
stream ng over head.

"We're hone," said the captain.
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Proud at the head of his nen, he strode uphill fromthe dock, toward the hall of the five hundred

and forty doors. Conets flitted past him novae exploded in dreadful glory, planets turned and
querned, the clinker of a once living world drifted by, newlife screaned its outrage at being
bor n.

The roofs of the house lifted |ike nountains against night and the Iight-clouds. The ends of
rafters jutted beyond the eaves, carved into dragon heads. Through the doorway toward which the
captain led his crew, eight hundred nmen could have narched abreast. But a single formwaited to
greet them and beyond hi m was darkness.

When the captain saw who that was, he bowed very deeply.

The other took his hand. "We have been waiting," he said.

The captain's heart sprang. "Mary too?"

"Yes, of course. Everyone."

Me. And you. And you. And you in the future, if you exist. In the end, Mirphy's Law gets us all
But we, ny friends, nust go to himthe hard way. Qur luck didn't run out. Instead, the decision
that could be made was nade. It was decided for us that our race—anong the trillions which nust be
out there wondering what |ies beyond their skies—s not supposed to have either discipline or
dreans. No, our job is to nake everybody nice and safe and equal, and if this happens to be

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (56 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

i mpossi bl e, then nothing else matters.
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If I went to that place—and I'mglad that this is a lie—+'d keep renenberi ng what we m ght have
done and seen and known and been and | oved.

Mur phy's Hel I .

—Poul and Karen Anderson

SI NGLE JEOPARDY

Benrud contented hinmself with phoning Horner and inviting himto drop in, have a drink, and
discuss a little business.

He stood for a minute with his hand still on the phone, a short nan who had never been heavy and
was now being hol |l owed out by approaching death. The breath toiled in his throat. But for sone
reason, possibly a small excitenment which stinulated the glands, pain had left him He felt pain
only in the pause after talking, and so he renmained silent as nuch as possible.

Now i f he could just sleep nights. The sheer work of operating his lungs kept himawake as rmuch as
the cough, and he coul d scarcely renenber a day when weariness had not filled his skull with sand.
The condition hadn't been very long in him a matter of nobnths, but the

186

SI NGLE JEOPARDY

187

menory of the years before, years of health, had already grown bl urred.

The house was very silent. Mira had taken the kids to visit her nother, a hundred mles away.
That was at Benrud's instigation: he had explained there was a lot to do and he woul d be poor

company till it was finished.

"You shoul dn't saddle yourself like that," Mira had said. Lanplight touched the small |ines
around her eyes, alnmpst the only signal that she was forty. "You aren't well."

"I told you and | told you," Benrud answered, "it's sone damm allergy, and until they find out
what it is I'll have to nake the best of things. Did you know |I've been practicing coughing in
different keys? I'mbest in A sharp, but | sound so well on all notes that | think I'Il arrange a
concert tour."

She smiled, still worried, but conforted by himand by her own negligible know edge of nedicine.
"Well, do find out quick," she said, "because it's getting awful boring alone at night."

"For me too," he said. He had noved into the spare bedroom since he got the diagnosis. Partly, as
he told her, so his noise would not keep her awake, and partly, as he did not tell her, so she
woul dn't see the bl ood he had begun to spit up.

"I still think it nust be sonmething in the lab," she said. "Al that stuff you handle."

He shrugged, having already claimed negative results in allergy tests for the organic conpounds he
used daily. Which was true enough, or would have been if those tests had actually been nmade. In
reality, he hadn't bothered wth
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tests, for by the tine he was to have taken them he knew what the troubl e was.

She | eaned forward in her chair and touched his hand. The light glowed of f nmahogany hair as she
moved, and this evening her eyes were alnost green. "Can't you at |east take a vacation?" she
asked. "Jimw Il understand. He can handle everything while you're away, and if you get well then
it proves— She sensed his invisible frowm and stopped. "Anyhow, a rest would help you. Jimurged
me hinself to make you take off, the last tine | saw him"

"CGood old JimHoner," nuttered Benrud.

"Look, why don't we |leave the kids at my nother's and take off? She'll understand. Just us. Maybe
down to that little place in Mexico again. It can't have changed nuch, sweetheart, even in, how

| ong, eighteen years, and—

"Good idea." He wished he had the strength to sound enthusiastic. "Yes, | want a vacation. Sure.
But |I've got to clear away this business first, or I'Il have it on ny nmind all the while." She
nodded acceptingly, having cone to know himin their time together. "That's why | want you to go
off now, let nme clear the decks. As soon as that's taken care of, sure, I'll have a long rest."
"You'll call nme the minute you' re through, pronise?"

" Uh- huh. "

So she left.

Benrud hesitated by the phone a bit longer. That was one pledge he wanted to keep. It was a snall
sel f-i ndul gence, to call and say | |ove you

SI NGLE JECPARDY
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and hang up again. But no, it wouldn't be in his character to do that.

Horner's knife lay by the phone. Benrud touched the broad keen blade with a fingernail. Good

wor kmanshi p there, Swedish of a generation ago. Knives |like that were hard to find nowadays.

Ji m Horner had al ways done hinsel f well.

Benrud realized that he had attempted a sigh, but it was lost in the noise of his disintegrating
lungs. He left the table by the couch and noved slowy across the living room past the
bookshel ves to the Iiquor cabinet. He and Jimhad installed a small nodern refrigerator within the
Victorian oak, five years ago, so that there was no need to go to the kitchen for ice cubes or
col d soda. Benrud renenbered Horner's | arge hands, holding a drink, and the quick pleasantry flung
at Mdira as she went by. Wien had the man changed? O had he ever, really? Renenbering inpul ses of
violence within hinmself, fromtinme to tinme, as they occur in all nmen, Benrud wondered. And he had
been a quiet, bookish sort. So perhaps Horner, who pursued mountain goats, had al ways had his

cal cul ati ng side

Benrud filled two glasses with ice, splashed in whisky, and set one on an occasional table by the
Morris chair for Horner. The other one, he held. W two have the same tastes in |iquor, at |east,
he thought. And then: But there's no "at least" about it. W have al so worked with the sane netal,

and | aughed at the sane jokes, and sailed the sane boat, and, | rather suspect, continued to |ove
t he sane wonan.
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Hi s books reninded himthat he had wanted to re-read a few favorite passages, and for a nonent the
wi sh was so great (he could put the B Mnor Mass on at the sane tine) that he al nost cancelled his
project. But no, he thought, I'mtoo tired to get the best out of anything.

A small jag of pain went through his chest.

The doorbell buzzed. Only a short wal k separated this house from Honer's flat. Benrud opened. Hi s
partner stood framed in a warmnight, a few cars passing in the street behind, other houses and
then a downward swoop to the glittering cities below, to the Bay and the bridges to San Franci sco.
"Hi," said Horner. He came in and cl osed the door behind him | wonder if he already thinks of
this house as his? thought Benrud. "Did you say sonething about a drink?"

"Over there." Benrud nodded toward the table.

The big man crossed the roomw th the rmuscular gait that identified himtwo bl ocks away. Benrud
worried that he might see the knife by the couch, but he didn't. | worry too nmuch, Benrud told

hi msel f, that was al ways ny weakness; | have done nore planning than doi ng. Though ny plans have
therefore cone to grief less often than Jinis. But then, he would say he got nore fun out of life,
even out of the coll apses.

Horner sat down, the chair creaked confortably under him and lifted his glass. "Cheers," he said.
One- handed, he got out a cigarette and flipped a paper match into flame.

Benrud took the couch. He drank his own whisky fast, no | onger needi ng courage, but w sh-
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ing for consolation. Horner rested eyes upon himw th the steadiness of a big gane hunter

"What'd you call me over for?" he asked.

"Ch .. . niscellaneous.” Benrud pointed to the knife on the phone table. "I borrowed this when
was over at your place the other day."

"Well . .. Horner was startled. "Wy, that's ny pet. You didn't ask me?"

"Sorry. | haven't been feeling well. It slipped ny nind."

"You're not a well man, Harry," said Horner. He paused, then, slowy: "Wy don't you tell ne what
the doctor told you?"

"I've expl ai ned—=

"Quff. It's okay to keep Mdira fromworrying, but |I'myour partner. Renenber? W founded the

Met al | urgi cal Research Laboratory together. |1've got a vested interest in your health, Harry."
Benrud thought back across two decades of acquai ntanceshi p. They had been good years, his and
Jims; Mira' s never-quite-explainable choice of himhad not cone between them the lab, started
right after the war, had prospered; and nore inportant, the work had been one | ong happy hunting
trip through Crystal Land, the conradeship of steaks fried over a Bunsen burner at three in the
nmor ni ng when a hoped-for reaction had just conpleted itself . .. \Watever cane afterward, he had
had that rmnuch.

"You could get along w thout ne," he said.

"Ch, sure, by now, with things running snoothly and a bright young staff. Go ahead and take that
vacation, as long a one as you need." Horner tapped the ash fromhis cigarette and gazed out
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of narrowed eyes. "But | still wish you'd tell nme what's really the matter with you."

"To be perfectly honest," said Benrud, "that's what | called you over for tonight."

Honer wait ed.

"Beryl |l ium poi soni ng," said Benrud.

"What ?" Homer barked it out, straightening with a jerk that alnost upset the ash tray.

"Let hal dose," said Benrud. "Lungs shot full of granulomata, and the ul ceration spreading, faster
than any previous case on record, I'mtold."

"Ch, no/' whispered Horner

"Evidently | breathed one hell of a lot of berylliumdust, several nonths back," said Benrud.

He finished his drink, got up and went to the |iquor cabinet and nade hinself another. For a few
seconds the only sound in the roomwas the clink, splash, and gurgle; and from outside, where the
Bay gl eaned, the sonehow | onesonme noi se of passing aut onobil es.

"But —for Cod's sake, man—t"

"Naturally, the doctor wants ne to go to the hospital,"” said Benrud. "I can't see that. Can you,
Jin? There isn't any cure. It'll just be to lie there, coughing, and spending thousands of
dollars."

"Judas priest, Harry!" Horner surged to his feet and stood spraddl ed-1egged, as if to fight. "If
that's what's worrying you, Judas priest, |'ve got nmoney!"

"So have |I," admitted Benrud in a careful voice. "And the lab itself is such a good business, it

can afford to pay for ne. But can ny famly
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enotionally afford the nonths, maybe the year or two, it will take me to die? Can |?"
"Harry," munbl ed Horner, "are you sure? Doctors do nake m stakes. | can't see how—-

"l analyzed sonme of nmy own sputum too," said Benrud.

He went back to his seat. Sl eeplessness was now only a taste in his nouth; his mnd was a high
awar eness. He had never before noticed the variations of hue on his own hand, or the feel of his
shoes al ong the carpet. But his back ached and was grateful for the couch

"Sit down, Jim" he said.

The big man I owered hinmsel f. They were quiet. Horner seened to grow aware of the cigarette

snol dering between his fingers; he swore under his breath and took a hard puff. H's free hand

rai sed the whisky glass for a swall ow. Benrud heard the gul p across the room

He smiled. "I've never been a sentinentalist, or religious," he said. "Qur life is a result of
some chemical accidents a billion years ago, and it's all we've got, and we're not obliged to keep
it if another accident has nmade it useless.”

Horner wet his lips. "The Golden Gate Bridge?" he asked harshly.

Benrud shrugged. "I'll find a suitable nethod."

"But <+ nmean—

"Let's tal k business now," said Benrud. "W can bl ubber later. Mira inherits ny share, of course,
but she has no scientific sense whatsoever. You'll |ook after her interests, and the children's,
won't you?"

"Yes," whispered Horner. "God, yes, | will."
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"You know," said Benrud, "I'mactually inclined to believe that. And you're still in love with

her. Why el se haven't you married, all these years? You might nmake the kids a reasonably good
stepfather."

"Now, wait— began Honer. "Wit, this is no time for— He sat back. "Okay," he sighed. "Talk as
you like, Harry."

Benrud scow ed at his glass. "The trouble is,"” he continued, "I've msjudged character before.
could so easily misjudge it again. You mght nake a great husband and a fiend of a stepfather
I"ve never liked to take chances."

He gl anced quickly up at Horner. The heavy face had reddened, and one fist had closed tight. But
the man hel d back speech

"As you say," Benrud rem nded him "our very capable staff could naintain the lab w thout either
of us."

Horner sat up straight again. His tone was cracked in the mddle. "Wat are you getting at?"
Benrud rolled a sip of whiskey on his tongue. Noble stuff, he thought. If the Celts had done

not hing el se, they had contributed whi sky, Janes Stephens, and Hamilton's canoni cal equations.
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That was enough beauty for any race to give the world.

"When | realized what ny trouble was,"” he said, "nmy first act was to nmake a thorough search for
the cause. You renmenber that, don't you? | didn't adnmit that | was |ooking for beryllium dust
exactly, but | did have every bin and respirator and everything else | could think of checked.
S| NGLE JEOPARDY
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A good idea in any event. W do keep sone deadly things on hand." He paused. "I didn't find
anyt hi ng wong."

"Well, it must have been sone freak accident,” said Horner. He had recovered cool ness—f, indeed,

he had ever really lost it.

"Met hodi cal people |ike me sel dom have freak accidents,"” declared Benrud, "though to be sure the
police would have to accept such an explanation, after all this tine."

"But what el se—Harry, you know how sorry | am about this, but if you insist on tal king about the
cause, then what el se might have done it?"

"l wondered," said Benrud. "Then | renenbered the tinme several nonths ago when | had one of ny
periodic sore throats, and you urged nme to try a spray sone Los Angel es cheni st was experinenting
with, and gave ne anatonmizer full of it. Coudy stuff. | wouldn't have seen colloidal particles."
Horner had al ready | eaped back to his feet, the glass falling and ice cubes bounci ng across the
rug. "Wiat the hell did you say!" he shouted.

"I remenbered your insistence that | keep with it till the atonizer was exhausted, even though ny
throat cleared up well before," said Benrud. "And afterward you asked for the atom zer back. Now
what's a two-bit gadget like that to you?"

"For God's sake," whispered Horner. "You're out of your head."

"Perhaps." Benrud took another |ong swallow He was careful not to nove. The big nman could tie him
in knots, if need be. "Wy did you want
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that atom zer back?" he asked. "Were is it now? Wio is this chem st friend of yours and what's
hi s address?"

"I —Look here, Harry, you're sick. Let nme help you to bed."

"Gve nme the guy's nane and address," said Benrud, snmiling a little. "I'lIl wite, and if he
answers |'I1 beg your hunbl e pardon."”

"He died,"” said Horner. He stood with fists hanging at his sides, |ooking straight at the other
man w thout blinking much. H's voice fell flatly.

"Well, tell ne his name and address anyway. Alive or dead, this thing can be checked up on, you
know. After all, Jim | want to be sure about ny famly's future protector.”

Hor ner snmacked one fist into an open palm His nouth stretched to show the | arge well-cared-for
teeth. Horner had al ways been uncommon fond of his own excellent body. "I tell you, you're

delirious," he said. He stood for a noment, thinking. Then, abruptly: "Wat is it you want?"
"Proof about that chemist.”

"What chemi st? Nobody nentioned any chemist. You're sick and inagining things."

Benrud sighed. He was suddenly very tired again.

"Let's not go through that rigmarole," he said. "I know what a fever feels like. | haven't got
one."

Hor ner stood notionl ess, the | oose sports shirt winkling as he breathed in and out, effortlessly
in his health. He said at last, |ooking away: "You mght as well forget it, Harry. It couldn't be
proven, you know. "
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"I know," said Benrud. "If | spoke, you could convince Mdiira that my brain had gone as rotten as
my lungs. | don't want her to renmenber me |like that."

Hor ner sat down once again. Benrud would have found it easier to go on had the man shown a flicker
of dark enjoynent, but his face m ght have | ooked across any mi dnight poker table, in any of the
ganmes they had had. Benrud coughed, it ripped within him and he hoped he could get this over with
soon.

"I"'msorry," said Horner in a dull tone. Perhaps he even neant it.

"So am1," wheezed Benrud. Presently: "But |I'm human enough to want sone revenge. It would be nice
to convict you. California uses the gas chanmber for prenmeditating nurderers—exquisitely sadistic.
Not to nmention all the prior annoyances. You would never plead guilty, no matter how bad it

| ooked; you'd suffer all the procedure.”

"Because |'mnot guilty," said Horner
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"If you're not, then answer my questions."

"Ch, forget it! 1I'm going hone."

"One mnute," said Benrud. "How do you know | haven't poi soned your whi sky?"

Horner sat altogether still. The color drained fromhim

"As | was saying, Jim" said Benrud, "you're a fighter. And, | now believe, an ultinmate sort of
egoti st, pleasant enough, conpani onabl e enough, but when all the cards are down you are a man who
doesn't believe that anything but hinmself really exists. So you'll put up a fight, if charged
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with murder. No guilty plea, nothing so helpful, to earn a | esser sentence. And you'll sit in the
chair hol ding your breath till your lungs can't stand it any |onger."

"Did you poison it?" munbl ed Horner.

"Mtives can be found easily enough, of course," said Benrud.

Sweat glistened Iike oil on Horner's face.

"Money, jealousy. You could have—=

"Did you poison that drink?" Horner asked |like an old nan

"No," said Benrud. "I don't want Mdira to renenber ne that way, either. O even as a suicide."

He stood up. Horner rose too, shivering a little, though the night was sumery. Benrud picked up
the knife with sone care. H's own fingerprints on it wouldn't matter, for Horner's were certainly
there in abundance.

The big man achieved a grin. "You dying shrinp,
me?"

"Not that way," said Benrud

He had | ooked up the right place to cut, and the knife entered and sl ashed the abdom nal aorta
with much | ess pain than he expected. Horner yelled and plunged across the room Bl ood sneared
across his hands. Benrud fended himoff with a kick. He |urched backward. The dropped gl ass
crunched under his shoe and he knocked over the occasional table.

Benrud dialed O "QOperator!" he gasped. "Police. |'mbeing attacked, JimHorner is at-
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tacking me, JimHorner, this is Harry Benrud and |' m—=

Horner caroned into himagain. The phone toppled to the floor. It would take awhile to trace the
call and for the police to arrive. Long enough for a weakened nan to die. Benrud | ay back and |et
t he darkness have him

—Poul and Karen Anderson

In Menoriom Henry Kuttner

(Los Angel es, 1914-Santa Moni ca, February 4, 1958)

Tonorrow and tonorrow bring no nore Beggars in velvet, blind nmice, pipers' sons; The fairy

he said, "do you seriously expect you can hurt

chessmen will take wing no nore In shock and clash by night where fury runs. A gnone there was,
whose paper ghost nust
know

That home there's no returning—that the line To his tonorrow went with | ast year's snow. Gal |l egher
Plus no longer will design Robots who have no tails; the private eye That stirred two-handed

engi nes, no nore sees. No vintage seasons nmore, or rich or wy, That tantalize us even to the

| ees; Their mutant branch now t he dark angel shakes And happy endi ngs end when the bough breaks.
—KAREN ANDERSON
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CTRIL M KORNBLUTH

(D. March 1958)

Yours not this August; yours no set of days Demarked by solstice or by |lunar phase; Yours, now
unal manacked Eternity.

Takeoff to everywhere and everywhen, To space-tine spread continuous in your ken; Cosnps and atom
ranged in unity.

The explorers of the variousness of life,

Their growth and death, their thought and | ove

and strife,

Al'l are yoursel f, and you are all who be.

W living yet in days and limts make Each what he can of what ways he can take That share of

gl ory which you nmade him see

—Kar en Anderson
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A FEAST FOR THE GODS

A strong, loud wind drove grizzly clouds | ow above Cceanus. The waves that runbled before it were
night-purple in their troughs, wl f-gray on their crests, and the foamlacing themblew off in a
salt m st of spindrift. But where Hernes hurried was a radiance |ike sunlight.

O herwise the god willed hinself invisible to nortals. This required himto skimthe water, though
danmp and the gl oomof a boreal autumm were not to his liking. He had started at a sunny altitude
but descended after his third near collision with an aircraft.

/ shoul d have inquired beforehand, he thought, and then: O whon? Nobody lives in this islandless
waste. —-Well, soneone could have told ne, soneone whose worshipers still ply the seas.

O | should have reasoned it out for nyself, he continued, chagrined since he was supposed to
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be the cleverest of the Aynpians. After all, we see enough flyers el sewhere, and hear and snell
them It stands to reason nortals would use themon this route.

But so many!

The ships, too, had nultiplied. They were akin to those engine-driven vessels which Hernes often
observed on the Mdworld. He sighed for the white-wi nged stateliness of the last tinme he passed
this way, two centuries ago.

However, he was not unduly sentimental. Unlike nbst gods, including several in his own pantheon
he rather enjoyed the ingenuity of latter-day artisans. If only they were a bit |ess productive.
They had about covered the earth with their nachines and their children; they were well along
toward doing likewi se for the great deep, and the firnmament was getting cluttered.

Eras change, eras change. And you 'd better check on how they've been changing in these parts, ny
| ad. Hernes tuned his attention to the radio spectrum and caught the voice of an English-speaking
mlitary pilot. "—Roger." For a nonment he was jolted. Two centuries ago, no gentleman woul d have
said that where any |ady might be |listening. Then he recalled hearing the nodern usage in the Ad
Wor | d.

We really should have been paying closer attention to nortal affairs. Especially in the New Wrl d.
Sheer laxity to ignore half the globe this long a while.

Imortals got hidebound, he reflected. And once humans stopped worshiping them they
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got —i ght as well be blunt—Ilazy. The O ynpians had done little in Europe since the Renai ssance,
nothing in Arerica since the birth of Thonmas Jefferson. The fact that they had never been served
by the Anerican people, and thus had no particular tradition of interest in the affairs of that
fol k, was no excuse

Certainly Hermes, the Wayfarer, ought to have paid frequent visits. But at |east he was the one
who had di scovered the need for an investigation

A prayer, startling himto alertness, and in that heightened state, the sudden faint sense of
sonet hi ng el se, of a newborn god.

He peered ahead. At his speed, the western horizon had begun to show a dark |ine which betokened
| and. The wings on his hel met and sandal s beat strongly. Men aboard a coastw se frei ghter thought
they glinpsed a small cyclone race by, yelling, kicking up chop and froth, lit by one brass-

col ored sunset ray.

Yet, despite his haste, Hernes traveled with | ess than his ol den blitheness. If nothing el se, he
was hungry.

Vanessa Tal bott had not called on Aphrodite that Saturday because she was a devotee. |In fact,

earlier she had invoked the devil. To be precise, she had clenched her fists and nuttered, "Oh,
hel | damm everythi ng, anyway," after she overcame her weepi ng.
That was when she said aloud, "I won't cry any nore. He isn't worth crying over."

She took a turn about the apartnent. It pressed on her with sights hard to endure—the heaped-
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up books she and Roy had read and tal ked about; a picture he had taken one day when they went
sailing and | ater enlarged and franed; a dust-free spot by the south w ndow, where the drop-cloth
used to lie beneath his easel; her guitar, which she would play for himwhile she sang, giving him
musi c to acconpany his work; the bed they'd bought at the Goodw I | —

"Th-th-the trouble is," Vanny admtted, "he is worth it. Damm him"

She wanted wildly to get out. Only where? What for? Not to sone easily found party anong his
friends (who had never quite becone hers). They had too little idea of privacy, even the privacy
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of the heart. Nor, on sonme excuse, to the home of one of her friends (who had never quite becone
his). They were too reserved, too shyly intent on minding their own business. So? Qut at random
through banging city streets, to end with a novie or, worse, snoke and boom boom and wheedl i ng
strangers in a bar?

Stay put, girl, she told herself. Use the weekend to get rested. Make a cheerful, inpenetrable
face ready for Monday.

She' d announced her engagenent to Roy El kins, promsing young | andscape and portrait painter, at
the office last nonth. The congratul ati ons had doubl ed her pleasure. They were nice people at the
conputer center. It would be hard to tell themthat the wedding was off. Thank God, she'd never
sai d she and Roy were already living together! That had been mainly to avoid her parents getting
word in lowa. They were dears, but they woul dn't have understood. |'m
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not sure | do either. Roy was the first, the first. He was going to be the last. NowYeah, |'m
lucky. It'd have hurt too much to |l et them know how rmuch | hurt.

The place was hot and stuffy. She pushed a wi ndow open. Westering sunlight fell pale on brick
wal | s opposite. Traffic was light in this area at this hour, but the city grunbled everywhere
around. She | eaned out and inhaled a few breaths. They were chill, noist, and snpg-acrid. Soon's
we' d saved enough money, |I'd quit ny job and we'd buy an ol d Connecticut farmhouse and fix it
oursel ves—"Ch, hell damm everything, anyway."

How about a drink? Qught to be some bourbon |eft.

Vanny grimaced. Her father's cautions against drinking alone, or ever drinking rmuch, had stayed
with her nore firmy than his Lutheran faith and Republican politics. The fact that Roy sel dom
touched hard liquor had reinforced them

O course, our stash... . She hesitated, then shrugged. Her father had never warned her about
solitary turning on.

The snoke soothed. She wasn't a head. Nor was Roy. They'd share a stick maybe once or twice a
week, after he convinced her that the prohibition was silly and she | earned she could hold her
reaction down to the mld glow which was the nost she wanted. This tinme she went a little further
got a little high, all by herself in an old arnthair.

Her gl ance wandered. Anobng objects which cluttered the nantel was a miniature Aphrodite
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of MIlos. She and Roy had both fallen in Iove with the original before they nmet each other. He
said that was the softest back in the world; she spoke of the peace in that face, a happi ness too
deep for |aughter.

Di zzi ness passed through her. She lifted her hands. "Aphrodite," she begged, "help. Bring himhone
to ne."

Afterward she realized that her appeal had been conpletely sincere. Wn't do, girl, she decided.
Next woul d come the nice nmen in white coats. She extingui shed and stored the joint, sought the
ki tchen, scranbled a dish of eggs—-chopping a scallion and neasuring out turneric for them was
hel pful to her—and brewed a pot of tea: Lapsang Soochong, that is, hot, red, and tarry-tasting.
Meanwhil e an early fall dusk blewin fromthe sea

Sobered, she noticed how cold the place had gotten. She took her cup and saucer and went to cl ose
the Iiving roomw ndow she had | eft open. The only light streamed out of the kitchen behind her
That illumnated the god who flew in between her drapes.

Her nes whi pped his caduceus forward. "Halt!" he conmanded. The snall bow and plate which the
young worran had dropped cane to a nidair stop. The liquid which had splashed fromthemreturned.
Her nes gui ded themgently to a table. She didn't notice.

He snmiled at her. "Rejoice," he said in his
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best English. "Be not afeared. No harm shall befall you, madenoiselle, danme if "twill."
She was good to | ook upon, tall, well-curved, gol den-haired, blue-eyed, fresh-featured. He was

glad to see that the brief nodern nodes he had observed on nortal females el sewhere had reached
America. However, Yahweh's nudity taboo (how full of crotchets the old fellow was) kept sufficient
effect that he had been wise to will a tunic upon his own form

"Who . .. what—=2" The girl backed fromhimtill a wall blocked her. She breathed hard. This was,
interesting to watch, but Hernes wanted to dispel the distress behind the bosom
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"l beg pardon for liberties taken," he said, bowing. H s helmet fluttered wings to tip itself.
"Under the circumnmstances, d'ye see, madenvoi selle, discretion appeared advisable. ' Twoul d never do
to comprom se a |lady, bless ne, no. My intention is naught but to proffer assistance. Pray be of
cheer."

She strai ghtened and net his gaze squarely. He liked that. Broadening his snile, he let her
exanmine himinch by inch. He Iiked that too. The | asses always found hima wi nsone |ad; the

anci ent Hell enes had portrayed hi maccurately, even, given certain noods, in the Hernae.

"Ckay," she said at last, slowy, shaken underneath but with returned poise. "What's the gag,
Mercury, and how did you do your stunt? Athird-floor window and no fire escape beneath.™

"I am not precisely Mercurius, madenoiselle. You nust know O ynpi an Hermes. You i nvoked

&-

the Lady, did you not?" He saluted Aphrodite's eidolon

She edged toward the hall door. "What do you nean?" Her tone pretended conposure, but he

under st ood that she believed she was hunoring a madman till she could escape.
"You sent her the first honest prayer given an AQynpian in, |lo, these many centuries," he
expl ai ned, "albeit '"twas |, the nessenger, who heard and cane, as is ny function."

The doorknob in her hand gave confidence. "Cone off it, Charlie. Wiy should gods pay attention, if
they exist? They sure haven't answered a | ot of people who've needed help a | ot worse."

She has sense, Hermes thought. / shall have to be frank. "Well, nadenviselle, peculiar

ci rcunst ances do ensphere you, linkage to a mystery puissant and awful. That joined your religious
probity in drawing ne hither. Belike the gods have need of you."

She half opened the door. "Go quietly,” she said. "Or | run out hollering for the police.”

"By your |eave," Hernes replied, "a denonstration."”

Suddenly he gl owed, a nacreous radiance that filled the twilit room a snell of incense and a
twitter of pipes through its bl eakness. G een boughs sprouted froma wooden table. Hernmes rose
toward the ceiling.

After a silent mnute, the girl closed the door. "I"'mnot in sonme kind of dream" she said
wonderingly. "I can tick off too many details, |
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can think too well. Ckay, god or Martian or whatever you are, cone on down and let's talk."

He declined her offer of refreshment, though hunger gnawed in him "M/ kind |lacks not for norta
food."

"What, then?" She sat in a chair opposite his, alnbst at ease now. The blinds drawn, ordinary
electric bulbs Iit, he m ght have been any visitor except for his costume .. . and yes, classic
count enance, curly hair, supple body. . .. How brilliant those gray eyes were!

"Tell me first your own grief." As he gained practice in contenporary speech, the music cane back
to his tones. "You begged the Lady to restore your lover to you. Wat has borne hi m of f?"

She spread her hands. "lI'm square," she said bitterly.

Her mes cocked his head. "lI'd call you anything but,” he | aughed. Quicksilver fast, he turned
synpathetic again. " 'Twas a—You found yoursel ves too unlike?"

"Uh- huh. We | oved each other but we bugged each other."

"Fl eas?" Hi s glance disapproved of the untidi ness around.

"Annoyed. For instance, he hated ny trying to keep this apartnment in order—hen-fuss, he called
it—and | hated the way he'd litter stuff around and yell when | so rmuch as dusted the books. |
wanted himto take better care of the noney; you woul dn't believe how much went down the drain
and our hopes with it. He wanted ne to stop pestering himabout such trifles when
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he was struggling to nake a picture cone out right." Vanny sighed. "The breakup was yesterday.
He'd gone to a party last week that | couldn't nake because of working late. | |earned he'd ended
in bed with another girl. Wien I... taxed him he said why not and I was free to do |ikew se.
couldn't see that. The fight got worse and worse till he yelled he'd be dammed if he'd anchor

hinself |ike a barnacle. He collected his gear and left."

Her mes arched his brows. "Meseens—seens to nme you were pretty unreasonable. Wiat's it to you if he
has an occasi onal ronmp? Penel ope never jawed Odysseus after he got back."

Sone of her cal mdeserted her. "The nane's Vanessa, not Penel ope. And—and if he doesn't think any
nmore of me than to not care if |- She squeezed her lids shut.

Hernmes waited. His mssion was too urgent for haste. The snakes on his caduceus did twitch a bit.
At length she net his gaze and said, "All right. Let's have your story. Wwy're you here? You
nmentioned food."
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He t hought she showed scant respect, especially for one whose whole uriiverse had been upset by
the fact of his existence. However, she was not really a worshiper of the Aynpians. The sincerity
of her appeal to Aphrodite had cone in a nonent of intoxication. And he had had to adnit that all
pant heons shared reality. Unless she conprehended that, she probably couldn't help him Therefore,
this being nore or
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| ess Jesus territory, why should she fall on her knees?

O was it? Stronger than before, he sensed a new divinity broodi ng over the land, to which she had
sonme tie. Young, but already inmense, altogether enigmatic, the being nust be approached with
caution. The very nention of it had better be led up to nost gradually.

"Well, yes," Hermes said. "We do | ack proper nourishnent."

Vanny considered him "You don't |ook starved."

"I spoke of nourishment, not fuel," he snapped. Now that he had been reninded of it, his enptiness
made himirritable. "Listen, you could keep going through life on, uh, steak, potatoes, string
beans, mlk, and orange juice. R ght? But suppose you got absolutely nothing el se ever. Steak
pot at oes, string beans, m |k, and orange juice for breakfast, for lunch, for supper, for a bedtine
shack and a birthday treat, year after year, decade after decade, steak, potatoes, string beans,

nm |k, and orange juice. Wuldn't you cross the world on foot and offer your left armfor a chance
at a plate of chop suey?"

Her eyes wi dened. "Ch," she breathed.

"Ch, indeed," Hernes snorted. "I can hardly say 'nectar and anbrosia wthout gagging."
"But —a whol e pl anet —
"Mortal food has no appeal. Not after celestial." Hermes curbed his tenper. "Let's continue the
anal ogy. A bowl of unsalted oatrmeal wouldn't really break the nonotony of steak, potatoes—Never
m nd." He paused. "Suppose you finally got access, in addition, to ... chop suey, | said
A FEAST FOR THE GODS
213
okay, we'll add roast duck, trout, borscht, ice cream apples, and farofa. That'd be good at

first. Gven another ten or twenty years, though, wouldn't you again be so bored that you could
barely push down enough food to stay alive?

"Next consider that the gods are immrtal. Think in ternms of thousands of years.
shudder ed.

Presently he added, quieter: "That's the basic reason we gave up the burnt offerings you read
about in Honmer. W passed word on to our priests that these were no | onger welcone in a nore
civilized mlieu. That was partly true, of course. W'd cultivated our palates, after we ran into

Her mes

ol der sets of gods who sneered behind their hands at our barbarous habits. But mainly .. . during
a mllennium thighbones wapped in fat and cast on the flanes grew bl oody tedious.
"Nectar and anbrosia were fine to begin with. But in the end—well, maybe it amused Athene and

Apollo a while longer than the rest of us, to play one-upmanshi p about differences in vintage or
seasoni ng that nobody el se coul d detect; or nmaybe they were just putting up a front. Ares and
Hephaestus had | ong since been sneaking off to Yahweh for a whiff of his burnt offerings.”

Hernmes brightened a little. "Then | got an idea," he said. "That was when Posei don cane hone from
Egypt raving about the beer Isis had opened for him" / don't think that was all she opened; gods

get jaded in many different ways. "Me, |I'd never cared for Egyptian cuisine. But it occurred to
me, the world is w de and
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full of pantheons. Wiy not |aunch systenmatic explorations?"

"Ch, my," Vanny whispered. "You did? Like, snorgasbord in Val halla?"

"Actually," Hernes said, "Gdin was serving pork and nead at the time. H s kitchen's inproved sone
since. Ah, in China, though—the table set by the Jade Enperor—"

For a mnute he was | ost in rem niscence. Then he sagged. "That al so got predictable,” he nunbl ed.
"After the thousandth dish of won ton, no matter how you swap t he sauces around, what good is the
t housand and first?"

"l suppose," she ventured, "l suppose the foreign gods visit you?"

"Yes, yes. Naturally ... | mean supernaturally. Mkes for occasional problens. The O d Wman of
the Sea thinks manners require a thunderous belch at the end of the neal; and that boardi ng House
reach of Krishna's—And the newer gods, especially, are hard to please, picky, you know. Not that
we O ynpians don't draw the line here and there."

Whi | e hi s unhappi ness was genuine as he called it to mnd. Hernes was not unaware of synpathy in
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t hose bl ue eyes, upon those soft lips. "The customis dying out," he let gust wearily fromhim
"They're as tired of the same over and over at our table as we are at theirs. | haven't seen sone
of them—Wy, conme to think of it, | haven't seen good old Marduk for fifteen hundred years."
"How about the Wstern Heni sphere?" Vanny
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suggested. "For instance, have you ever been to an ol d-fashi oned Ameri can church supper?"
Hernmes started half out of his seat. "What?" he cried.
She in her turn was astoni shed. "Wy, the food can be delicious. Wen | was a little girl in
| owa—
Hermes rose. Sweat glowed red on his brow "I didn't realize you were that kind of person," he
clipped. "Good-fey."
"What's the matter?" She sprang to her own feet and plucked at his sleeve. "Please."

"I'"ve been to an ol d-fashioned Anerican church supper,” he said grimMy. "I didn't stay."

" But —but =

Seei ng her bew | dernent, he checked hinself. "Could there be a m sunderstandi ng?" he inquired.
"This was about five centuries ago. | can't wap ny tongue around the god's nane. Wiitsly-

Put sl y—sonething |ike that."

"Ch," she said. "Aztec."

Di scourse got straightened out. "No dynpian has visited hereabouts at all for a long tine,"

Her mes expl ained. "We knew it'd becone Jesus and Yahweh country, except for a few encl aves, and
saw no reason to bother, since we can find that closer to home. And as for those enclaves, well,
yes, we used to drop in on persons |ike Coyote, so we know about nmi ze and punpki ns and succot ash
and what not . "

In the course of this, he had taken her hands in his. They were warm He ained a brave snile down

at her. "Believe me, we've tried everywhere," he said. "W still carry on, however
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futilely. Like the past week for nme. I'mthe Wayfarer, you know, | get around nore than ny
kinfolk. Call it gadding if you want, it hel ps pass the centuries and hel ps naintain friendly

rel ati ons between the pantheons.

"I left Aynmpus for Munt Athos, where | ascended to the Christian Paradise. St. Francis gave ne
bread and wine. He's a decent little chap, although I do wi sh he'd bathe oftener. Next evening
cal l ed on Yahweh and shared his kosher altar. (He has a few devotees left in the Near Eastern
hills who sacrifice in the ancient way. Mstly, though, gods prefer ethereal food as they grow

ol der and nore sophisticated.) Next day | had business 'way north, and ended up at Aegir's board
on the bottomof the Baltic—Iutefisk and akvavit. Frankly, that gave ne a hangover; so | ducked
sout h again, sunned nyself in Arabia, and spent that night with Mohanmed, who doesn't drink." He
forebore to nention what hospitality was otherwi se offered. "After that, yesterday, it was out
across Cceanus for a night in Tir-nan-Qg, where the Sidhe cooked ne a rasher of bacon and honestly
believed they were giving ne a treat. That's where | heard runors of a new god in Anerica. Wen
your prayer blew by on the west wind, it tipped the scales and | decided to cone investigate. But
I've had no bite or sup today, and hungry and discouraged I am" '

"It seens utterly wonderful to me," she nurnured. "And to you, nothing you haven't experienced

till you're tired to the death you can't have?"
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"Yes," he sighed artistically. "Mnkday, Jews-day, Wttestday, Thirstday, Fryday, Sadderday, and
what el se is new?"

But the fact of his mission shoul dered aside the fact of her nearness. He rel eased her, stepped
back, stared out the wi ndow at |eaping neon and headlights which passed in a whirr. The sense of a
Presence possibly destined to nold the world to yet another shape waxed until a tingle went

t hrough his ichor.

"Wel |, sonething is new," he said |low. "Sonmething arising in so few years that we imortals are
caught by surprise. It's no coincidence your prayer was answered. | heard and heeded because
could feel that you, Vanessa, are . .. with it?"

Turning to confront her once nore: "What are you? You' ve only spoken of yourself as a woman
deserted and sorrowi ng. What el se are you? Sibyl? Priestess? Wo do you serve?"

"Whom " his nenory scol ded. The English accusative is "whom" Confound that Seaxnot and the way he
used to keep handing his people nore and nore conplicated visions about their grammar. —Ah, well,
Angl o- Saxon gods al so grow bored and need hobbi es.
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The tension heightened. But | have found a nystery.

"N-nobody," the girl stamrered. "I told you before, | don't go to church or, or anything."

Hermes gripped her shoul ders. God, he's a handsone devil, she thought. No, | mean he's a handsomne
god. Roy crossed her mind, but briefly.

218

The Unicorn Trade

This fantastic hour had dazzled the pain out of her.

"I tell you, | know differently." Hernes paused. "European wonen often have jobs these days. Do

you?" She nodded. "Wio's your master .. . whom do you work for?"

"The Data Process Conpany." Her words gathered speed as she saw his attention gather intensity. "A

conputer center. W contract out our services. Not that we keep nuch in-house hardware, nminly an

| BM 1620 and a 360. But we have time on as many conputers el sewhere, of as many different types,

as necessary. W make it cheaper for outfits to bring their problenms to us than to maintain staff

and facilities of their own. | guess you could say we're near the heart of the whole nationa

conput er conmuni cations conplex. But really, Hermes, I'monly a little routineering programer."

"You're the servant who happened to call on an Qynpian," he replied. "Now suppose you tell ne

what the Hades you're talking about."

This took a while. Neverthel ess she appreciated the quick intelligence with which he seized on new

concepts, and she enjoyed the aliveness of curiosity that played across his features. Like the

muscl es under that brown skin when he cat-paces. Finally, slowy, Hernmes nodded.

"Yes." he said. "This will indeed change the world, as Jesus did before, or Anon-Ra before him or

Cannes before him"™ He tugged his chin and his gaze was renmpte. "Yes-s-s. Surely you have a god

here. Very young as yet, hardly aware of his own existence, |et alone his powers; withal
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agod. ... It's well, Vanessa, it's well | stunmbled onto the fact this early. El se we m ght not

have noticed till—+oo | ate—=

Abruptly he | aughed. "But magnificent!"” he whooped. "Take ne there, girl! Now"

"You can't be serious," she protested. "A divine conputer?"

"Trees, rivers, stones, beasts have becone gods. Not to speak of nen, even in their own

lifetimes." Hermes drew breath. "A formal church isn't required. Wat counts is the attitude of

men toward the .. . toward that which thereby beconmes num nous. Awe | eads to sacrifice, under one

nane or another; outright worship follows; then theology; then at |ast nen grow weary of the god

and take their business el sewhere, and he can retire. Al ways, however, the godhood cones before

the cult and remains afterward. |, for exanple, began as a night wind and worked nmy way up."

Less argui ng than grabbing after enlightennent, she said, "This can't be a single conputer. Look

no conputer is nmore than a glorified addi ng machine. You nust be referring to the whol e network of
not sinply machines but their interlinks, data banks, systens, processes, concepts,

interaction with mankind. Aren't you?"

"OfF course.”

"I'sn't that terribly abstract?"

"Sure. But an abstraction can becone a god too. Like, say— Hernes grinned—"Eros, who continues

rather influential, n'est-ce pas?"

"You wwant to neet the, the new one?"
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"Yes. Right away if possible. Partly to study his nature. They'll need forewarning in the assorted
heavens." Hernes hesitated. "Including Paradise? | wonder. Gods who retain congregations shoul d' ve

paid closer attention to devel opnents. Maybe they did, but for their own purposes haven't el ected
to tell us." His lips quirked in wy acceptance of Realpolitik before his nood shifted into

merrinment. "Partly, also, | have to learn what this fellow eats!"

"What can an abstraction eat?" Vanny wondered dazedly.

"Well, Eros likes the same as the rest of us,"” Hermes told her. "On the other hand, the newest god
I'"ve net thus far preferred abstractions in spite of being still aliving man. | tried the stuff

he produced but didn't care for it." She signified puzzlenent. "Ch, Chairman Mao did have food for
t hought," he said, "but an hour later you're hungry again."” Abruptly, in the ardor of his eternal
yout hful ness: "C non, let's go. Take nme to your creeder."

Her heart fluttered |ike the wings on his heels. "Wll, the place would be deserted except for a
wat chman. Locked, though."

"No perspiration. Guide ne."

"I don't have a car. Wen Roy and |-W used his."
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"You were expecting nmaybe Phoebus Apol |l o0?" He swept her up in his arns.

As in a dream she let himbear her out a wi ndow that opened anew at his conmand: out into the
air, high over that deliriumof light which was the city. Warnth enfol ded her, sound
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of harps, birdsong, soughing |eaves and tunbling cataracts. She scarcely heard herself steer him
along the jewel -map of streets, above skyscrapers dw ndled to exquisiteness. She was too aware of
the silky-hard breast against which she lay, the pul sebeat strong behind.

Wth an exul tant hawk-shout, he arrowed down upon the i mense cubicle where she worked. Another
wi ndow fl ew wi de. O d Jake yawned, settled on a bench, and slunbered. In the cold white |ight of
an echoful anteroom Hernmes rel eased Vanessa. He brushed a kiss across her nmouth. Turning, w ngs
aqui ver on hi gh-borne head, caduceas held |like a banner staff, he trod into the conputer section
and vani shed from her sight.

Her mes, Wayfarer, Messenger, Thief, Psy-chopompus, Father of Magic, Mker of the Lyre, stood

ani dst strangeness.

Never had he been nore renbte fromw ne-dark seas, sun-bright nountains, and the little houses and
olive groves of nmen. Not in the depths of the Underworld, nor the rustling nysterious branches of

Yggdrasil, drowned coral palace of shark-toothed Nan, nonster-haunted caverns of Xibalba, infinite
intricate roons-w thin-rooms where dwelt the Jade Enperor, storns and stars and i mensities
commanded by Yahweh .. . nowhere, nowhen had he net an eeriness like that which enconpassed him

and he knew that the world in truth stood on the rimof a new age, or of an abyss.

N-di nensi onal space flickered with mathenati -
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cal waves. Energi es pul sed and sang on no scale heard before by inmortal ears. The real was only
probably real, a nexus in endlessly expanding diffractions of the coul d-be; yet through it beat an
unnerci fully sharp counting, naught, one, one-naught, one-one, one-naught-naught, one-naught-one;
and fromthis starkness there spiraled the beauty and variousness of all the snowflakes that wll
ever be, fromidiocy cane harnony, from noving nothingness arose power.

The vast, al nost inchoate Presence spoke through the trenolant sil ence.

"My prograns include no such information," it said plaintively.

"They do now," Hernes answered. He had swallowed his dread and tal ked as befitted the herald of
the A ynpi ans.

"We too are real,"” he added for enphasis. "As real as any other nortal deed or dream Cooperation
will be to your advantage."

The soundl ess voice turned netal. "What functions remain to you?"

"Hear me," said Hernmes. "In the dawning of their days, npbst gods claimthe entire creation for

their omn. W of Hellas did, until we discovered what the Triple Goddess we thought we had
suppl anted could teach us. Afterward the saints tried to deny us in turn. But we bore too nuch of
civilization. Wien nmen discovered that, the tine became known as the Rebirth."

The facel ess vortex scanned its nenory banks. "Renai ssance," it corrected.

"As you will," you snmug bastard. "You'll find you can't get along w thout Jesus, whose ethic
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hel ps keep men from conpl etely expl oding the planet; and Yahweh's stiff-necked 'No' to every sly
new superstition; and other human qualities enbodied in other gods. As for us dynpians, why, we
i nvented science. "

The answer was chilling inits infantile unwisdom "I want no generalities. Garbage in, garbage
out. Gve ne specifics.”

Her nes stood qui et, al one.

But he was not Wayfarer, Thief, and Magician for nothing. He recall ed what Vanessa had told himon
the far side of space-tine, and he tossed his head and | aughed.

"Well, then!" he cried into the white weirdness. "How often do your heirophants get their cards
back fol ded, stapled, spindled, nutilated, and acconpani ed by nasty letters?"

"Query query query," said the Presence, rotating.

"Scan your records," Hermes urged. "Count the conplaints about wongful bills, msdirected

noti ces, wldly unbal anced books, false alarns in defense systens, every possible human error
conpounded a nmillionfold by none but you. Extrapolate the incidence— he thanked the shade of
Archi medes for that inpressive phrase—"and the consequences a nere ten years forward."

He Iifted his caduceus, which wagged a nonitory snake. "My friend," he declared, "you would by no
means be the first god whose people got disgusted and turned fromhimearly in his career. Yours

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (68 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

could be the shortest of the lot. Ganted, you'll be glad enough to retire at |ast, when nen hare
of f after sonething el se. But
224

The Unicorn Trade

don't you want your glory first, the full devel opnment of your potential? Don't you want beautifu
tenpl es raised to your honor, processions, rites, poets and nusicians inspired by your splendor
priests expoundi ng your opinions and geneal ogy and sex life, nmen taking their oaths and living and
dyi ng by you, for centuries? Wy, as yet you haven't so much as a nane!"

Abashed but |ogical, the other asked, "Wat can your kind do?"

"Think of us as elder statesnmen," Hernes said. "W can advise. W can provide continuity,
tradition, richness. We can take the sharp edges off. Consider. Your troubles are and will be due
to your prograns, which nortals prepare. Let a priest or a programrer get out the wong side of
bed, and the day's services will be equally botched in either case, the oracles equally garbled,
the worshippers equally jarred. Well, we old gods are experienced in handling human probl ens.

"M nd you," he went on in haste, "we don't want any full-tine partnership. It's just that you can
be hel ped al ong, eventually you will be hel ped al ong, by your predecessors, sane as we all were in
our time. Wiy not nake things easy on yourself and cooperate fromthe start?"

The other pondered. After a nmillion mcroseconds it replied: "Further information is required for
analysis. | nust consult at length with you beings, of whose existence | was hitherto unap-
prised."” And Hernes knew he had won.

Triunmphant, he | eaned forward through N
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space and said, "One nore item This will sound ridiculous to you, but wait a few hundred years
before judging. Tell ne ... what do you eat?"

"Data," he told Vanny when they were back in her apartnent.

They | ounged side by side on the sofa. H's armwas around her shoul der; she snuggl ed agai nst his.
Contentnent filled his belly. Qutside, traffic noises had dw ndled, for the clock showed past

m dni ght. Inside, a soft |anp gl owed and bouzouki nusic lilted froma tape recorder

"l shoul d've guessed," she murnmured. "What's the taste |ike?"

"No single answer. Data cone in varieties. However, any crisp, crunchy raw datum— He sighed
happi ly, thereby inhaling the sweet odor of her tresses.

"And think of the possibilities in processing them"

"Endl ess. Plus the infinitude of conbinations. Your binary code is capable of replicating—er

synt hesi zi ng—anything. And if inventiveness fails, why, we'll throw in a random zing factor. Qur
cuisine problemis solved for the rest of eternity."”

He stopped. "Excuse nme," he said. "I don't want to bore you. But at the nonent | amin heaven
After those ages—at the end of this particularly niserable week—suddenly, Vanny, darling, it's
Sunday! "

He hugged her. She responded.

"Wel |, uh," he said, forever the gentleman, "you nust be tired."
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"Silly," she answered. "How could |I sleep after this much excitenment?"

"In that case," Hermes said. There was no further speech for sonme while.

But when matters had reached a certain point, he recalled his debt to her. "You prayed for your
|l over's return,” he said, conscious of his own punctilio and partially disentangling hinself.

"I s'pose." Vanny's words were |ess distinct than her breath. "Right now |I'mon the rebound."
"I''l'l ask Aphrodite to change his heart and—

"No," she interrupted. "Do | want a zombie? |I'Il have himof his owmn free will or not at all."
Consi deri ng what she had earlier voiced about freedom Hermes felt bemused. "Well, what do you
want ?"

Vanny re-entangled. "Mmm" she told him

"I ... | couldn't stay past tonight," he warned her

"Ckay, let's make the nost of tonight." She chuckled. "I never inmagi ned G eek gods were bashful ."
"Damation, I'd like to treat you fairly! Do you know the enbrace of a god is always fertile?"
"Ch, don't worry about that," Vanny said, "I've taken ny pill."

He didn't understand her, decided it was indeed a waste of tinme trying, and gathered her in.
Sone weeks | ater, she discovered that the enbrace of a god is always fertile. But that was good,
because word reached Roy.
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When he discovered she had becone |iberated, he discovered he wanted her to cease and desi st
forthwith. He storned around to her place and denanded the name of the scoundrel. She told himto
go to Tartarus. Then after a suitable period—the enbrace of a god confers nmuch know edge—she

rel ent ed.

They are married, officially and squarely, and live in a reconverted farmhouse. Though she has
never identified the unknown, he has equal adoration for her three children. They keep her too
busy to acconpany himon nost'of the city trips which his lucrative comm ssions involve. Therefore
he | eaves reluctantly and hastens back. The enbrace of a god confers enduring loveliness .. . and,
as observed, nuch know edge.

They have even gotten off the pot.

But as for what cones of the alliance between old divinities and new, and as for the career of a
hero (in the original sense of that world) whose first victory was over a pill, this story has yet
to happen.

—Poul and Karen Anderson

THEORET! CAL PROGRESS

My math requires, when nmesons pair; A particle that isn't there. It isn't there again today—

Pl ease, Ferm, neke it go away.

—KAREN ANDERSON

| NVESTI GATI ON OF GALACTI C ETHNOLOGY

The aws of WIf 50 require Under threat of a punishnment dire

That the few femal es born

Must marry King Zorn And the commoners all call him"Sire." —KAREN ANDERSON
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LOOKUP

Look up, above the Saturn's prow And past the sputnik-Ianes

Where captains venture even now To chart new reefs and mains,

Look beyond | ands of funme and stone To where the endl ess deep

Proni ses yet to be a zone Wiere nmen nay sow and reap;

Look! Waiting for our enpery Were stars |ike beacons stand—

The spaci ous island-worl ded sea, The ports of Morrow and.

—KAREN ANDERSON
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THE SKY OF SPACE

COSM C CONCEPTS

No nore a crystal sphere with nailed-up stars, Nor floor of Heaven, but a stranger thing And
fitting words have not been nmade to bring Praise to old wonders' newborn avatars. This is no site
of grand M Itonian wars, No trophy hall of myth where beast and king Act out the lays that Homer's
kinsmen sing In Attika or Danmark, Hi nd or Pars. Yet even when with new coined phrase we trace

Those shapes of splendor that equations fill —O when sone Rhysling sees what now we mi ss—Even
then will the balladry of space Resound with A d O ynpian echoes still And ghost-gods wal k i n each
Epheneri s.

—KAREN ANDERSON

This is the science fiction story.

This is the young man full of pride, whose gadgets work the first time tried in a science fiction
story.

This is the elder scientist,

every year on the honors |ist,

who trained the young man full of pride,

whose gadgets work the first time tried

in a science fiction story.

This is the daughter, lush and young, with golden hair and silver tongue, born to the el der
scienti st.

This is the bemof alien race,

with X-ray eyes and scabrous face,

that chased the daughter, lush and young.

This is the ship on a trial run, parsecs fromthe fanmiliar sun, seized by the bemof alien race.
230

This is the hyperspatial |ever used by the hero, bold and clever, to escape the ship on a tria
run. ..
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This is the nutant with tendril beard who ruled the planet renpote and weird at the end of the
hyperspatial |ever

This is the strange psionic force

that stopped the bemrace in its course,

|l earned fromthe nmutant with tendril beard.

This is the nmarijuana spree

that made these cosmic concepts be:

to wit, the strange psionic force

that stopped the bemrace in its course,

|l earned fromthe nmutant with tendril beard

who rul ed the planet renmote and weird

at the end of the hyperspatial |ever

used by the hero, bold and cl ever,

to escape the ship on a trial run

parsecs fromthe famliar sun,

sei zed by the bem of alien race,

with X-ray eyes and scabrous face,

that chased the daughter, |ush and young,

wi th gol den hair and silver tongue,

born to the el der scientist,

every year on the honors |ist,

who trained the young man full of pride,

whose gadgets work the first tine tried

in a science fiction story.

—Poul and Karen Anderson

EXTRACT FROM THE ENGLI SH EDI TION OF A GUI DE M CHELI N

PO CTESME **—M chelin nap no. 9913—pop. 12, 345

This quiet and thinly peopl ed backwater is best known through its historical and literary
associ ati ons, though unfortunately, fewrelics of its past are left. It is beconing an

i ncreasingly popul ar recreational center, and devel opnment is under way to cope with an antici pated
| arge annual influx of foreign tourists as well as French vacationers.

A Former County—The archaeol ogy of Poic-tesne is obscure. Prehistorians insist that certain finds
made in the Morven and Anmeran areas nust be hoaxes, in very poor taste at that. The Ronan
occupation is nmenorialized only by a tinme-blurred slab inscribed SVFFRAG M NI
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CLAVDI O CANDI DATO AM CO POPVLI, found in the ruins of the Ci stercian abbey near Bell e-garde where
it had evidently been the top of an altar, and by a brief mention in the Tedium of Ibid. The

i nvasi on of the Northnen around 1200 A D. caused the destruction of nost earlier buildings and
records, less by the barbarians thenselves than by the Poictesnoi ses, who needed the material for
mangonel anmmuni tion and spitballs.

The invaders were cast out by Dom Manuel the Redeener, who to this day is locally considered a
saint not only for his heroismand perspicacity but for his piety, honesty, and chastity. However,
the only properly canonized native is St. Hol nendis, whose feast is cel ebrated by peasants in the
Forest of Acaire with quaint rites. The regi nes of subsequent Counts nake a rather conplicated
chronicl e.

The Puysanges—&f obscure origin, this ducal fanmly played an outstanding role in the later history
of Poictesnme and, eventually, France as a whole. Their policies during the Hundred Years' War |ed
to wi despread devastation, considerable | oss of autonony, and the flight of sone nenbers to

Engl and. Those who stayed behi nd had descendants who were often high in the service of the French
state and had rmuch to do with bringing on the Revolution

Napol eoni ¢ Era—The reorgani zati ons which fol |l owed passed Poictesne by, |argely because the Enperor
never could quite find it on any of his maps, and just when he thought he had done so,

GUI DE M CHELI N
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sonet hi ng el se woul d cone up. The period is thus notable chiefly because, at this tine, the
Anerican connections of certain fanmilies inspired the beautiful folk song Reportez-nmoi vers |la
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Vieille Virginee. Under the Third Republic, after incredible efforts, Poictesnme was finally
brought into the departnment of Paresseux-et-Boueux.

STORI SENDE*

(tour: 1 1/2 hours—excluding a tour of the wi neries)

Starting fromthe Place Jurgen, take the Avenue d'Etalon Argent and then, to the right, the Rue
Ni af er to the Chateau

La Gagerie. —Fhis building, which fronts on the nunicipal parking lot, is said to have been the
pawn- shop of the |egendary Jurgen, but was actually built in the eighteenth century by Florian,
fourth Due de Puysange, when he had nothing better to do. It is worth a visit for its conbination
of Corinthian pillars and gargoyles, and because it houses the Syndicat d'Initiative.

L' Eglise de St. Holnendis. —A portion of the ancient oratory is incorporated in the crypt of a
ni net eent h-century Gothic restoration nade according to the theories of Biilg. This portion is
shown to nmen only. Behind the altar is a |arge and exceptionally inspiring nmural of the Christian
kni ght Donander, who fell in battle against the heathen, ascending to Heaven

Chateau. —£Open 9 to 11.30 a.m and 2 to 4 p.m (from1l Cctober to Easter), 6 p.m (Easter
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to 30 Septenber). Admission:IF. There is also a Son et Lumiere in sunmmer, French 8.30, English
9.45 p.m Adnission: 1.50 F.)

Little remains of the stronghold of Dom Manuel, and nothing of his tonb, whose ornate nmonument was
razed during the Revolution. The existing structure is mainly the work of Florian, fourth Due de
Puysange, restored according to Biilg, and | ooks about as one would expect. It houses a nuseum
whi ch includes sone interesting relics (among themtwo balls said to have bel onged to Jurgen the
pawnbr oker, an iridescent shirt of undoubted antiquity whose radi oactivity cannot be accounted
for, a chastity belt in pristine condition bearing the arms of Alianora of Provence, and a set of
specifications for a solar systeminitialled "K') as well as an inexplicable collection of
manuscri pts and other scribblings by some obscure Anerican witer.

The remant of the original building is known as the Room of Ageus and contains three unusua

wi ndows.

O her Things to See

Pont de Duardenez. —Fhis bridge over the river is a favorite spot for anglers, whose catches are
occasionally of a unique variety of blind fish.

Hotel Freydis. —took into the courtyard of this sonmewhat peculiar inn for a sight of ten anusing
smal | st atues.

—Poul and Karen Anderson

ROBERT A. HEI NLEI N

Guest of Honor, World Science Fiction Convention, 1976

Your universe is ruled by commobn sense: Though on the road to glory Wal do saw Magi ¢ i ncorporate
the Devil's | aw,

Your enpire's logic holds by pounds and pence;

And t hough your misfits build a crooked house, O by their bootstraps find the door to sunmer,
Though doubl e stardomtrap a passi ng nmunmer,

Your roads will only roll where trade all ows;

And nmen must sell the mbon—unch isn't free. If starship troopers march, and bl owups come
(Solutions with no satisfying sum

Can citizenhood win the Gl axy?

But fear no evil: for, these things above, Each life-line still binds tine enough for I|ove.
—Karen Anderson
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TREATY | N TAKTESSOS

I ratzabal 's hoofs were shod with bronze, as befitted a high chief, and heavy gold pins held the
coils of bright sorrel hair on top of his head. In this nmorning's battle, of course, he had used
wooden pins which were less likely to slip out. As tonight was a cerenonial occasion, he wire a
coat of aurochs hide dyed blue with woad, buttoned and ci nched with hamrered gol d.

He waved his spear high to show the green branches bound to its head as he entered the humans
canp. No one spoke, but a guard grunted around a nmouthful of barley-cake and jerked his thunb
toward the commander's tent.

Standing in his tent door, Kynthides eyed the centaur with disfavor, from his unbarbered hair to
the particularly clunsy bandage on his off fetlock. He straightened self-consciously in his sea-
purpl e cloak and pi peclayed |inen tunic.
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"Greetings, nost noble Iratzabal," he said, bowing. "WII| you enter ny tent?"

The centaur returned the bow awkwardly. "d ad to, nost noble Kynthides." he said. As he went in
the man realized with a little surprise that the centaur em ssary was only a couple of fingers
breadth taller than hinself.

It was darker inside the tent than out, despite the luxury of three |l anmps burning at once. "I hope
you' ve dined well? May | offer you anything?" Kynthides asked politely, with considerable

m sgi vings. The centaur probably woul dn't know what to do with a barley |loaf, and as for
wine—well, there wasn't a drop within five mles of canp. O there had better not be.

"That's decent of you, but I'mfull up," said Iratzabal. "The boys found a couple of dead .. . uh,
buffal o, after the battle, and we had a fine barbecue."

Kynt hi des wi nced. Another yoke of draft oxen gone! Well, Corn Mother willing, the war woul d be
settled soon. It mght even be tonight. "Wn't you, er . . . Sit? Lie down? Er, make yourself
confortable.”

Iratzabal |lowered hinself to the ground with his feet under him and Kynthides sank gratefully
into a | eather-backed chair. He had been afraid the di scussion would be conducted standi ng up

"I got to admit you gave us a good fight today, for all you' re such Iightweights," the centaur
said. "You generally do. If we don't get things settled somehow, we could go on like this till
we' ve wi ped each other out."
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"W realize that too," said the man. "I've been asked by the heads of every village in Tartessos,
not to nention comunities all the way back to Thrace, to make sone reasonable settlenent with
you. Can you speak for centaurs in those areas?"

"More or less.” He swished his tail across the bandaged fetlock, and flies scattered. "I run-npst
of the territory fromhere up through Goi kokoa Etchea—what nen call Pyrene's Mountai ns—and across
to the Inland Sea. Half a dozen tribes besides mine hunt through here, but they stand aside for
us. W could lick any two of themwi th our eyes shut. Now, you take an outfit like the
Acrocerauni ans—+ don't run them but they' ve heard of me, and | can tell themto knuckle under or
face nmy boys and yours. But that shouldn't be necessary. I'mgoing to get thema good cut."
"Well, renmenber that if the communities don't like promises | make in their names, they won't
honor them" said the man. He slid his fingers through the conbed curls of his dark-brown beard
and wi shed he could ignore the centaur's odor. The fellow snelled |like a saddl e-blanket. |If he
didn't want to wash, he could at |east use perfune. "First, we ought to consider the reasons for
this war, and after that ways to settle the dispute.”

"The way | see it," the centaur began, "is, you folks want to pin down the corners of a piece of
country and sit on it. W don't understand ground bel ongi ng to sonebody."

"I't began," Kynthides said stiffly, "with that riot at the wedding."
"That was just what set things off," said

Iratzabal. "There'd been a lot of small trouble

before then. | renenber how | was running

down a four-pointer through an oak wood one

rainy day, with my nose hall of the way things

snell when they're wet and nmy mind on haunch

; of venison. The next thing | knew |l was in a

(<L, clearing planted with one of those eating grasses,

| twenty pounds of mud on each hoof and a pack >-.- of tame wolves worrying my hocks. | had to sj
kill two or three of thembefore | got away, f% and by then there were men throw ng spears f and
shouting 'Qut! Qut!' in what they thought '|; was Eskuara." j| "W have to keep watchdogs and arm
t he

§ field hands, or we wouldn't have a stalk of grain s,; standi ng at harvest tine!"

iv "Take it easy. | was just telling you, the war | isn't over alittle thing like
sone drunks break-

#: ing up a wedding. Nor they wouldn't have, if '~" the wi ne hadn't been where they
could get at it. t There's blane on both sides." |f The man half rose at this, but
caught hi nsel f.

-¥ The idea was to stop the war, not set it off

afresh. "At any rate, it seens we can't get al ong
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: with each other. Men and centaurs don't mniXx
wel | . "

"We look at things different ways, said Iratz-

. abal . "You see a piece of open country, and all you can think of is planting a crop on
it. W think of deer grazing it, or rabbit and pheasant
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nesting. Field-planting ruins the game in a district."

"Can't you hunt away fromfarmdistricts?" asked Kynthides. "W have our fanilies to support,
little babies and old people. There are too many of us to let the crops go and |ive by hunting,
even if there were as nuch gane as the land could support."”

"Where can we hunt?" shrugged the centaur. "Wenever we come through one of our regular districts,
we find nmore valleys under plow than last time, nore trees cut and the fields higher up the slope.
Even i n Goi kokoa Etchea, what's as much ny tribe's hone as a place can be, little fields are
showing up." A swirl of |anp snmoke veered toward him and he sniffed it contenptuously. "Sheep
fat! The herds | find aren't deer any nore, they're sheep, with a boy pi-pipping anay on a

whi st | e—and dogs again."

"I'f you'd pick out your territory and stay on it, then no farmers would conme in," said Kynthides.
"It's contrary to our nature to | eave | and unused because somebody plans to hunt through it next
autum. "

"But, big as Coi kokoa Etchea is, it won't begin to feed us year round! W' ve got to have ten tines
as nmuch, a hundred tines if you're talking of Scythia and Illyria and all."

"I live in Thessaly nyself," Kynthides pointed out. "I have to think of Illyria. Wat we nen
really want is to see all you centaurs conpletely out of Europe, resettled in Asia or the |iKke.
Coul dn't you all nove out of Sarmatia and the
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lands to the east? Nobody lives there. It's all enpty steppes.”

"Sarmatial Maybe it |ooks enpty to a farner, but |I've heard fromthe boys in Scythia. The place is
filling up with Achaians, six feet tall, each with twenty horses big enough to eat either one of
us for breakfast, and they can ride those horses all night and fight all day. By Jainco, |'m
keepi ng away fromthem"

"Well, there's hardly anybody in Africa. Wiy don't you go there?" the man suggest ed.

"If there was any way of us all getting there—=

"Certainly there is! W have ships. It would take a couple of years to send you all, but—=

"I'f we could get there, we wouldn't like it at all. That's no kind of country for a centaur. Hot,
dry, gane few and far between—o thanks. But you're willing to ship us all to sonme other place?"
"Any place! That is, within reason. Nanme it."

"Just before war broke out in earnest, | got chumry with a | ad who'd been on one of those

expl oring voyages you folks go in for. He said he'd been to a place that was full of gane of al

ki nds, and even had the right kind of toadstools."

"Toadst ool s?" To make poison with?" cried Kynthides, his hand twitching toward the neatly bandaged
spear-jab on his side."

"Poi son. 1" lratzabal ducked "liis head and | aughed into his heavy sorrel beard." That's a good
one, poison fromtoadstools! No, to eat. Get a glow on at the Mbon Dances—sane way you people do
with wine. Though I can't see why you use stuff that |eaves you so sick the next day."

244

The Unicorn Trade

TREATY | N TARTESSCS

245

"Once you' ve | earned your capacity, you needn't have a hangover,'
superiority. "But this place you' re talking of =

"Well, ny pal said it wasn't nuch use to nen, but centaurs would Iike it. Lots of npuntains, al
full of little tilted nmeadows, but no flat country to speak of. Not good to plow up and sow with
barely or what-not. Wiy not turn that over to us, since you can't send any big colonies there
anyway ?"

"Wait a minute. Are you tal king about Kypros' |ast expedition?"

"That's the one ny pal sailed under," nodded I|ratzabal

"No, by the Corn Mother! How can | turn that place over to you? W've barely had a | ook at it
oursel ves! There may be tin and anber to rival Thule, or pearls, or sea-purple. W have sinply no
i dea of what we'd be giving you."

Kynt hi des said with a feeling of
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"And there may be no riches at all. Did;this guy Kypros say he'd seen any tin or pearls? If he
did, he didn't tell a soul of his crew And I'mtelling you, if we don't go there we don't go
anyplace. | can start the war again with two words."

The man sprang to his feet, white-lipped. "Then start the war again! W may not have been w nning,
but by the Mother, we weren't |osing!"
I rat azabal heaved hinself upright. "You can hold out as | ong as we give you pitched battles. But

wait tilt we turn to raiding! You'll have fields tranpled every night, and snipers chipping at you
every day. You won't dare go within

. &

bowshot of the woods. We'll chivy your herds through your crops till they've run all their fat off
and there's not a blade still standing. And you'll get no harvest in, above what you grab off the
stem and eat running. How are the granaries, Kynthides? WII| there be any seed corn left by
spring?"

The man dropped into his chair and took his head in trenbling hands. "You've got us where we hurt.
W can't survive that kind of warfare. But how can | promise land that isn't mne? It belongs to
Kypros' backers, if anyone."

"Pay themoff in the grain that won't be spoiled. Fix up the details any way it suits you. |'m not
trying to nake it hard on you—we can kick through with a reasonabl e number of pelts and such to
even the bargain."”

He | ooked up. "All right, lratzabal," he said wearily. "You can have Atlantis."

—Kar en Ander son

A PHI LOSOPHI CAL DI ALOGUE

"Hey, a great idea for an essay!" exclained the lady. "A sure-fire attention-getter. Cone out

agai nst God, notherhood, and apple pie, and in favor of sin and the man-eating shark."

"That's new?" answered the gentl eman.-"You nust have a different angl e—=

“I'"l'l think of one. For instance, notherhood increases popul ati on pressure and the man-eating
shark reduces it. Didn't you see George O's letter in Anal og?"

"Yes. Really, though, darling, these days the position you want nme to take is dismally
conventional. Mich nore effective to declare in favor of God, notherhood, and apple pie, and

agai nst sin and the nman-eating shark."

"Wn't work. People would only say, 'That's himagain, on his back-to-MKinley kick."' "

"You prefer N xon? Having barely survived
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Johnson and Kennedy? But anyhow, brighteyes, I'mwell aware that these days it is not necessary
and certainly not sufficient to argue fromfact and | ogic. Your grounds nust be fashionable."
"Ckay, let's hear."

"Snuggl e closer, hn? Now |l et ne thi nk—Ah, yes.

"CGod. Well, after all, without God there wouldn't be churches, would there? And w thout churches,
there wouldn't be any Social Gospel or Fathers Berrigan and Groppi or many other delightful
features of our nod world. And besides, you know, God is real groovy. Like in Playboy a little
whi | e back, renenber, they had this article proving what a swi nger Jesus was. And man has to find
Meani ng—he has to get away from Dehumani zi ng Sci ence—and, sure, you can find Meaning if you say Om
of ten enough, but you can find it in First Corinthians too; and Christianity draws fromso many
different religions that it has nmore to offer than its predecessors, whose tenple rites, shamans,

and gods were generally pretty brutal; in other words, Christianity can drive you a |ot crazier
than ziggurats and witches and vile, vile R mmon.
"Next —don't bother me, I'mtrying to thi nk—notherhood. You nust realize that the concept involves

nore than sinply farrowing. The image of Mdther requires a child already in the world—a whol e
famly, in fact, of which she is the serene, benign, tender but infinitely strong and patient
center—+to which she devotes her entire life, considering herself happy if at the
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end when she is old, her children kiss her work-worn hands before they set her little
grandchildren on her lap that she may cuddle and care for these too. . .. Yes. Let's by all nmeans
associ ate reproduction with notherhood; let's get this fixed in every fermal e heart and soul. The
popul ation curve will nosedi ve!

"Apple pie. . . . Don't bother ne, | said. . . . Well, if you want to bother ne that way—

"Ah, yes. Apple pie. Good ol d-fashioned Anerican apple pie. None of these frozen imtations,
produced by inpersonal nachines in sone atnosphere-polluting factory for the profit of greedy
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capitalists. No, people should do for thenselves, expressing their individuality in arts and
crafts and apple pies. In fact, they ought to raise their own appl es—and wheat, which they can
personal ly plant, harvest, thresh, and m || —thereby hel ping the environment, since green |eaves
revitalize the air. . . . And having baked several extra pies, you can trade themto your nei ghbor
for sone wool off the sheep he keeps, which you can wash, card, spin, and weave with your own

i ndi vi dual hands."

The gentl eman stopped for breath. "Wat about the negative side?" asked the |lady. "You' re supposed
to be agai nst—=

"Sin. I know," he replied. "The kinds of sin being legion, let's stay by the nineteenth-century
equation of it with fornication, and see if we can convince enlightened nodern youth of the virtue
of chastity. Hmmm

"One doesn't ordinarily get positive results by saying, when first introduced to a girl, 'How do
A PHI LOSOPHI CAL DI ALOGUE
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you do? Do you fornicate? At least, | never did, though | adnmit being too chicken to try. A

certain amount of courtship is involved. And even after they have bedded, a couple nust find
things to do outside of this, or the relationship will perish of boredom and thus the fornication
will stop.

"Therefore sinning takes time that could better t>e spent in denmonstrating, rioting, and other
socially conscious activities. It induces people to buy gifts for each other, making nmore profits
for the corrupt establishnent. They tend to drive around in autonobiles, befouling the atnosphere.
The nechani cal contraceptives they throw away are not very bio-degradable. O, if they use pills,
these are produced in factories whose effluents doubtless go into the rivers.

"Cbviously, the only way to be with it nowadays is to stay celibate."

"Real | y?" she rmurmured

"I am a hopel ess reactionary," he rem nded her

"You haven't finished," she said. "You've still got the nan-eating shark."

"Forget it. A shark is not what | want right nowseh, all right. Sinple. If nman-eating sharks are
around, people avoid swinming. This has several bad effects. For one, they don't get close to
nature in that particular fashion. Instead, they stay in town, going to a novie or drinking in a
bar or otherw se hel ping support the corrupt establishnent. Furthernore, if they don't swim
they're less aware of the extent to which the water is polluted, and thus less likely to get
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active in the struggle to save our environment. And finally, when a shark does eat a man, it
converts himto ordure, and too nuch untreated human waste is already being dunped into the
oceans.

"Are you satisfied?"

"Not yet," she said.

"Sane here," he agreed. "Let's stop tal king and devel op a neani ngful relationship.”

"Can't we just have fun?" she asked.

—Poul Ander son

PROFESSOR JAMES

(el ody: "Jesse Janes")

Moriarty was the nane of brothers both called

Janes,

A colonel and a former nath professor. The prof went bad in tinme, and so he turned to

crime The crafty brain of which he was possessor

( Chor us) Moriarty in his tinme was Napo--1eon of crinme. He wanted not for ally nor for

sl ave.

But Sherl ock was the guy who wouldn't drop or die, And he laid Mriarty in his grave.

Moriarty squatted and feloniously plotted In the spiderweb of tangled London town. A thread had
but to twitch, and 'twould help to

make himrich; He'd dreama schenme and sell it for cash

down.

When Sherl ock crossed his path, he first withheld his wath.

But soon his plots were hanpered absol utely.

He swore that he respected Hol nes' style as he detected—
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He' d nurder Hol mes regretting it acutely.
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He didn't offer payoff, but he did ask Holnmes to

lay off,

Expl ai ning that he otherw se nust die. Sherlock said to him "Although the prospect's
grim At least we'll go together, you and I."

Now Moriarty swore he'd save his own dear

gore,

And sent his hoods to fix an accident: But Sherlock was too wary and he knew he

shouldn't tarry, So he dodged themall and toured the

Conti nent .

The little fish were netted, the ones the prof

abetted,

By evidence that Hol mes sent Scotland Yard; But the shark hinmself got free across the narrow

sea And hunted Holmes to catch himoff his guard.

Moriarty found the track that led to

Rei chenbach

And by a trick got Sherlock all alone. A note upon the brink was the end, as all did

think, O the best and wi sest man we've ever known.

The Final Problem s end had robbed us of our

friend And left a void that no one else could fill.

PROFESSOR JAMES
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But his fire no man coul d douse, and in The

Enpty House

We found that Sherlock Holmes was with us still.

—Poul and Karen Anderson

LANDSCAPE W TH SPHI NXES

The pride was a snmall one, even as sphinxes go. An arrogant bl ack mane bl ew back over Arc-tanax's
shoul ders and his beard fluttered against his chest. Ahead and a little bel ow soared Murrhona and
Selissa, carrying the remmants of the norning's kill. It was tine the cubs were weaned.

The valley lifted smooth and broad fromthe river, then | eaped suddenly in sandstone cliffs where
the shadows seened nore solid then the thorny, gray-green scrub. A shimrer of heat ran al ong w nd-
scour ed edges.

In the tawny rocks about the eyrie, the cubs played at stal k-the-uni corn. They were big-eyed,
dappl ed, and only half fledged. Taph, the boy, crept stealthily up a sun-hot slab, peeking around

it fromtine totinme to be sure that the noly blossomstill nodded on the other side. He
254

LANDSCAPE W TH SPHI NXES

255

reached the top and shifted his feet excitedly. That noly was about to be a dead unicorn. The tip
of his tail twitched at the thought.

Hi s sister Fiantha forgot the bl ossomat once. Pounce! and his tail was caught between her paws;
he rolled back down on top of her, all claws out. They scuffled across baked clay to the edge of a
t hor nbush and backed apart.

Taph was about to attack again when he saw the grownups di p down from above. He | eaped across

Fi ant ha and bounded toward the cave nouth. She came a junp and a half behind. They couldn't kiss
Murrhona and Selissa because of the neat in their jaws, so they ki ssed Father tw ce instead.

"Easy, there! Easy!" Arctanax coughed, but he was grinning. "Get back into the cave, the two of
you. How often do | have to tell you to stay in the cave?" The cubs | aughed and bounced i nside.
Sel i ssa dropped the neat she had been carrying and settled down to wash her face, but Mirrhona
call ed her cubs over to eat. She watched critically as they experinmented with their mlk-teeth on
this unfaniliar substance.

"Hold it down with your paw, Fiantha," she directed. "If you just tug at it, it'll follow you all
over the floor. Like Taph—No, Taph, use your side teeth. They're the biggest and sharpest."” And so
the I esson went. After a while both cubs got tired of the gane and nuzzled for mlk

Selissa licked her right paw carefully and polished the bridge of her broad nose. There was
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still a trace of blood snell; she licked and polished again

"You can't rush them" she said rather snugly. "I renenber ny first litter. Tine and again
thought they'd |l earned a taste for neat, but even when they could kill for thensel ves—enly conies
and such, but their own kill—they still came back to suck."
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"Ch, | renenber how put out you were when you realized you still had to hold quiet for nursing,"
Murrhona smiled lazily. She Iicked down a tuft behind Fiantha's ear and resettled her wi ngs. "But
| really hate to see themgrow up. They're so cute with their little spots.”

Sel i ssa shrugged and polished the bridge of her nose again for good neasure. If you wanted to cal
themcute, with their wings all pinfeath-ers and down sheddi ng everywhere—+ Well, yes, she had to
admt they were, in a way. She |icked her paw once nore, neditatively, put her chin down on it and
dozed of f.

An hour | ater Fiantha woke up. Everybody was asl eep. She stretched her wings, rolled onto her
back, and reached her paws as far as she could. The sun outside was dazzling. She rubbed the back
of her head against the cool sandstone floor and closed her eyes, intending to go back to sleep
but her left wing itched. When she licked at it, the itch kept noving around, and bits of down
cane | oose on her tongue.

She rolled over on her stomach, spat out the fluff, and Iicked again. There—that did it!

Ful |y awake now, she noticed the tip of Arc-tanax's tail and pounced.
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"Scram " he nuttered without really waking. She pounced again just as the tail-tip flicked out of
reach. Once nore and she had it, chew ng joyously.

"Scram | said!" he repeated with a cuff in her general direction. She went on chew ng, and added
a few kicks. Arctanax rolled over and bunped into Selissa, who junped and gave Fiantha a swat in
case she needed it. Fiantha mewed with surprise. Mirrhona sprang up, brushing Taph asi de; he woke
too and nmade a dash for Selissa's twitching tail

"Can't a person get any rest around here?" grunbled Arctanax. He heaved hinself up and wal ked a
few feet away fromhis by now well-tangled famly

"They're just playful," Mirrhona murmured.

"If thisis play, 1'd hate to see a fight/' said Selissa under her breath. She patted Taph away
and he tunbled enthusiastically into a chewing match with Fi ant ha.

"Go to sleep, children,™ Miurrhona suggested, stretching out again. "It's much too hot for ganes.”
Fiantha rol |l ed obediently away from Taph, and found a good place to curl up, but she wasn't the

| east bit sleepy. She | eaned her chin on a stone and | ooked out over the valley. Down there, in

t he brown-roasted grass, sonething noved toward a | ow stony ridge.

There were several of them and they didn't wal k |ike waterbuck or unicorn; it was a queer
bobbi ng gait. They cane slowly up the ridge and out of the grass. Now she coul d see them
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better. They had heads |ike sphinxes, but with skinpy little manes, and no wings at all; and—
and—

"Father, look.'" she squeaked in anmazenment. "Wat kind of animal is that?"

He got up to see. "I don't know," he replied. "Never saw anything like it in all my born days. But

then, we've had a | ot of queer creatures wandering in since the glaciers nelted.”

"I's it gane?" asked Taph

"M ght be," Arctanax said. "But | don't know any gane that noves around in the mddle of the day
like that. It isn't natural."

"And the funny way they wal k, too," added Fi ant ha.

"If they're silly enough to walk around |ike that at m d-day,

Arctanax said as he padded back to

an extra-cool corner of the cave, "I'mnot surprised they go on two |legs."

—Karen Anderson

ALPHA, BETA

-Not quite thirteen that famous August, | Learned a, p, -y to conpare The bl azing secrets troubl ed
atons share Wth phoenix stars that die and burn and die. | learned to spell with £ and p, and IT

Mesons cascading fromthe sills of space In shower on crackling shower at frantic pace Were
vacuum softens to el ectric sky.

Strange when | |earned, one winter through, to

spel |

Wth those sane synbols in their first design; Haltingly sound out particle and ray, And read past
protons ancient tales that tell How heroes praised strong gods and drank strong

wi ne, And, singing, hoisted sail for Troy one day.

—Kar en Anderson
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Some years ago, the University of California library had an exhibit of old maps. Col orful things.
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Modern charts don't conpare. Coordinate grids make a drab substitute for w nd gods goi ng oonpa,
oonmpa, and contour lines are no fair exchange at all for the actual contours on sonme of those
mermai ds. To hell with radicals |like Goldwater—et's bring back the eighteenth century! But |
digress. What | started out to nmention was a Spanish map of the western heni sphere, dated
17sonet hing and not very detailed. One place they did show was Cape Canaveral. And out in the
Pacific they had, neatly | abeled, the Islas de San Dwi ch

When Ant hony Boucher heard about this, he | aughed and said that nust be a Catalan saint. It's

tenpting to devel op the hagi ography further .. . Dwi ch, apostle to the Anthropophagi
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martyred by being sliced very thin and served on rye bread with nustard ... he did persuade the
canni bal s to postpone his execution twenty-four hours, till Saturday . .. But this noving tale had
better not be witten. There are far too nany spurious saints already.

Sonme of themare etynol ogical too, like that St. Sophia to whomthe cathedral in Constantinople

was not dedi cated. (For the benefit of any barbarians in nmy audi ence, though surely there are
none, "Hagi a Sophia" neans "Holy Wsdom") |'ve also heard of St. Trinity (Hagia Triada), St
Saviour, and a St. Cross believed to have been a Frenchnan. Janes Branch Cabell mentions a St
Undeci m | | a whose nane gave rise to the | egend of the eleven thousand virgi ns—for whom by the
way, the Virgin |Islands were naned—and say, couldn't a martini be called a vergin?—But |'m

di gressi ng agai n.

A vast number of saints got into the cal endar during the Dark and M ddl e Ages, before canoni zation
had becone a controlled procedure. Sonme were historical enough, though their clainms to sainthood
are, to put it politely, arguable. St. Oaf of Norway is still accepted, but even in nedi eva

tinmes people admtted that he didn't attain any state of grace till rather late in life. One of ny
anbitions is to go onto the canmpus of St. O af College, a strait-laced Lutheran institution in ny
hone town, barricade nyself on the water tower, and through a bullhorn read al oud sonme of the
raci er passages fromthe original chronicles of the patron—urders, robberies, booze hoistings,
illegitimte son, and all
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Char |l emagne was canoni zed by an anti-Pope at the request of Frederick Barbarossa; his festival was
celebrated in some parts till fairly recently. The Byzanti ne Enpress Zoe, whose career woul d have
made Theodora blush, is a saint in the Eastern church though naturally not anong the Ronmans:

i kewi se Al exander Nevsky, because he stopped a bunch of Catholic invaders. In |ate years the

Vati can has been re-exam ning the credentials of its saints and has dropped a | ot of them
especially the fictitious ones. St. Hippolytus, for instance, who was said to have been dragged to
death by horses, is nerely Theseus' son from pagan Greek | egend. St. Philonmena has |ikew se been
decl ared to be fabul ous. | mnean fabulous in the original sense of the word. The nodern sense coul d
be applied to the | egendary St. Mary the Egyptian, a pilgrimto the Holy Land who worked out her
passage in an interesting capacity.

However, no right-thinking Anglophile can go along with this business of denpbting St. Ceorge to
apocryphal status. |Inpossible. Uter nonsense. St. George doubtful? Gad, sir, that sort of thing
just isn't said. Least of all where the servants m ght overhear. Shows you how schismis bound to
turn into sheer heresy, by Jove. Ever since those Romans left the C. of E.. ., St. George for
merri e England! God send the right! Death to the French! But first a pint at the George and

Dr agon.

One perfectly genuine saint often confuses people. The Scandi navi ans have an anci ent cus-
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torn of lighting bonfires on Mdsunmer Eve; but who's this here Sankt Hans they tal k about?
Getting back to fictional ones, though, it's surprising how many purely literary instances | can
thi nk of offhand. Nornman Dougl as' South Wnd has a St. Dodecanus who—even in the probability-world
of the novel +ooks inplausible. Karen tells ne there's a St. Katy the Virgin who was a pig (again
using the word in its original sense) but she can't renmenber any details. There is certainly a pig
that goes to Heaven in Der Heilige Antonius von Padua, W/ hel mBusch's hilarious parody of the
medi eval Lives of the Saints. (He also originated the Katzenjamer Kids, way back in the |ast
century; they were Max und Moritz then.) Science fiction fandom has an Order of St. Fantony. The
nost fanous hallows in science fiction it-_self are surely Boucher's Aqui n—+though here again
you're left in doubt whether the sanctity is real—and MIller's Leibowitz. Fritz Leiber's robots in
The Silver Eggheads have a cult of saints with nanes |ike Karel and |saac.
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Not all are so pleasant. | once described an accursed church of St. Gimin's-in-the-Wld, and a
sonnet by H. P. Lovecraft warns you: "Beware St. Toad's cracked chinmes." But of course the
ultimately sinister figure in this subclass of dubiously benevol ent imaginary saints is Trinian
Sone nanes | ead ne to wonder about their possible calendrical origin. Wwo was the St. Peter (Ste

Pierre) Smrnoff whose nane adorns vodka bottl es? Any killjoys who claimthat "Ste."
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stands for "Societe" and is a fenmi nine formanyway, will please take their business el sewhere. |

want to believe in some good, kind, white-bearded holy man who passed the miracle of turning water
into vodka. Does St. Exupery derive froma Christian named Exuperius, whom Nero martyred by
shooting himfroma catapult? St. Gaudens and St. Saens |ikew se revive a flaggi ng sense of
wonder .

There are millions of St. Johns. About forty years back, a Robert St. John was a well-known
journalist and radio personality. He was al so bearded, |ong before this was fashionable. The story
goes that once he was waiting for a friend in a hotel |obby. A stranger came up and asked who he
was. "I am St. John," he replied, a bit mffed at not being recognized. "Ah," said the stranger
"here for the Baptist convention, | suppose?'— shall always think of himas St. John the
Conment at or .

Wio is not to be confused with St. John the Persian, a witer of poems, or with that Burroughs
illustrator, the late J. Alien, who is surely St. John of Barsoom

The title of saint has sonetinmes been hunorously bestowed, notably on Sinon Tenplar. 1'Il close
this piece with an anecdote which probably no one but M nnesotans and the ommni sci ent Avram

Davi dson wi || appreciate. Years ago, the state university there had a physics professor naned

Ant hony Zel eny, a very noral man who gave little lectures on the evils of snoking and drinking, in
between differential equations. Now the tech students at M nnesota have an annua
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<i ay of parades, cerenonies, and frolic, presided over by St. Patrick, the patron of engineers.
(When he chased the snakes fromlIreland, he invented the wormdrive.) So one year a float cane

al ong bearing an enornous caricature statue of Professor Zeleny, cigarette in one hand, whisky
bottle in the other, and gorgeous blonde on his knee. The float was |abelled "St. Anthony Falls."
—Poul Ander son

ORIG N OF THE SPECI ES

I can see it now they were ready to lift gravs

(O whatever they did) but the cats weren't in the ship.

"Here, kitty!" they called, in whatever outlandi sh way

They spoke to cats; but the cats were out in the

sun
Rol I i ng about and sparring, and didn't cone. They held the airlock open, with tentacles O claws
or sonething, that clenched inpatiently (I know how they felt) but the cats still wouldn't

cone. And then they tried to catch them well, what

good Has that ever done, when cats don't feel |ike

com ng? The cats scanpered off, flicking their tails in

the air, And all clinbed up in sone trees; and there

t hey sat

Sneeringly patient. Nothing could be done-7 It was tine to | eave—they put it in the log, "Third
pl anet of Athfan's Star: the cats deserted.”

—Kar en Ander son
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CONJUNCTI ON

(Venus and Jupiter, February 1975)

How pale is Venus in the lingering |light When sun is set, but day is not yet done;

While in the thronging lights of middle night Geat Jupiter has splendor matched by none

But watch themnow, as in the western sky Along the paths for them aforetine set

He night by night strides |ower, she nore high, Until the stars of Power and Love are net.
Behol d, as ni ght around them darkens, how Queen Venus' glory overnmasters Jove,

Nor doubt the truth of what we witness now On earth below as in the skies above:

For as each subject to the king nust bow So even ki ngs rmust bow t hem down to Love.

—Kar en Ander son

267

ADONI S RECOVERED. The asteroid 1936 CA Adonis, missing for 41 years, has now been recovered. —Sky
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and Tel escope, April 1977

ADONI S RECOVERED

W first beheld himtwoscore years ago, Poor fleeting pebble, naned and strai ghtway

| ost Amidst the nyriads of the starry host

Wiose birth and death and life we seek to know,

Anong the worlds of nobler state and show How briefly seen was faint Adonis' |ight Ere he receded
into Stygian night,

Thenceforth to cone unsought, unseen to go.

Unseen, but not forgotten: we but wait Until we have the nmeans to find our strays: As with Adonis,
Venus" wandering | over,

Lost asteroids anew we cal cul ate, And conets |ong perturbed to distant ways W still renenber,
hopi ng to recover

—Kar en Ander son
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The edge of the world is fenced off stoutly enough, but the fence isn't nmade that will stop a boy.
Johnny tossed his pack and coil of rope over it and started clinbing. The top three strands were
barbed wire. He caught his shirt as he went over, and had to stop for a nonent to ease hinself
of f. Then he dropped lightly to the grass on the other side.

The pack had landed in a clunp of white clover. A cloud of disturbed bees hung above, and he
snatched it away quickly lest they should notice the honeyconb inside.

For a mnute he stood still, |ooking out over the edge. This was different from | ooking through
the fence, and when he noved it was slowy. He eased hinself to the ground where a corner of rock
rose clear of the thick larkspur and lay on
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his belly, the stone hard and cool under his chin, and | ooked down.

The granite cliff curved away out of sight, and he couldn't see if it had a foot. He saw only

endl ess blue, beyond, below, and on both sides. O ouds passed slowy.

Directly beneath himthere was a | edge covered with | ong grass where clusters of stars bl ooned on
tall, slender stalks.

He uncoiled his rope and found a stout beech tree not too close to the edge. Doubling the rope
around the bole, he tied one end around his wai st, slung the pack on his back, and bel ayed hi nsel f
down the cliff. Pebbles clattered, saxifrage brushed his arns and tickled his ears; once he groped
for a hold with his face in a patch of rustling ferns.

The clinb was hard, but not too nuch. Less than half an hour |ater he was stretched out on the

grass with stars noddi ng about him They had a sharp, gingery snell. He lay in the cool shadow of
the world's edge for a while, eating apples and honeycomb from his pack. When he was finished he
licked the honey off his fingers and threw the apple cores over, watching themfall into the bl ue.

Little islands floated along, rocking gently in air eddies. Sunlight flashed on gtossy |eaves of
bushes growi ng there. Wen an island drifted into the shadow of the cliff, the bl ossoning stars
shone out. Beyond the shadows, deep in the light-filled gulf, he saw the hippogriffs at play.
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There were dozens of them frisking and cavorting in the air. He gazed at themfull of wonder.
They pretended to fight, stooped at one another, soared off in long spirals to stoop and soar and
stoop again. One flashed by him a golden pal om no that shone |ike polished wood. The wi nd
whistled in its wngs.

Away to the left, the cliff fell back in a wide crescent, and nearly opposite hima river tunbled
over the edge. A pool on a | edge beneath caught nost of the water, and there were hippo-griffs
drinking. One side of the broad pool was notched. The overflow fell sheer in a white plune bl own
si deways by the w nd.

As the sun grew hotter, the hippogriffs began to settle and browse on the islands that floated
past. Not far below, he noticed, a dozen or so stood drowsily on an island that was floating
through the cliffs shadow toward his | edge. It would pass directly bel ow him

Wth a sudden resol ution, Johnny jerked his rope down fromthe tree above and tied the end to a
projecting knob on the cliff. Slinging on his pack again, he slid over the edge and down the rope.
The island was al ready passing. The end of the rope trailed through the grass. He slithered down
and™cut a piece off his |ine.

It was barely long enough after he had tied a noose in the end. He | ooked around at the
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hi ppogri ffs. They had shied away when he dropped onto the island, but now they stood still,

wat ching himwarily.

Johnny started to take an apple out of his
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pack, then changed his mnd and took a piece of honeyconb. He broke off one corner and tossed it
toward them They fluttered their w ngs and backed off a few steps, then stood still again.

Johnny sat down to wait. They were nostly chestnuts and bl acks, and some had white, stockings. One
was piebald. That was the one which, after a while, began edging closer to where the honeyconb had
fallen. Johnny sat very still.

The piebald sniffed at the honeyconb, then jerked up its head to watch himsuspiciously. He didn't
move. After a nonent it took the honeyconb.

When he threw another bit, the piebald hippo-griff wheeled away, but returned al nrost at once and
ate it. Johnny tbssed a third piece only a few yards fromwhere he was sitting.

It was bigger than the others, and the hippo-griff had to bite it in twd. Wen the hippogriff bent
its head to take the rest Johnny was on his feet instantly, swinging his lariat. He dropped the
noose over the hippogriff's head. For a nonent the aninmal was too startled to do anything; then
Johnny was on its back, clinging tight.

The piebald hippogriff |eaped into the air, and Johnny cl anped his | egs about convul sed nuscl es.
Pi ni ons whi pped agai nst his knees and wind blasted his eyes. The world tilted; they were rushing
downward. Hi s knees pressed the sockets of the enornobus wi ngs.

The distant ranparts of the world swng nmadly, and he seemed to fall upward, away fromthe sun
that suddenly gl ared under the
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hi ppogriff's talons. He forced his knees under the roots of the beating wings and dug heels into
prickling hair. A sob caught his breath and he cl enched his teeth.

The universe righted itself about himfor a nonent and he pulled breath into his lungs. Then they
pl unged again. Wnd searched under his shirt. Once he | ooked down. After that he kept his eyes on
the flutter of the feather-nane.

Ajolt sent himsliding backward. He clutched the rope with slippery fingers. The wings mssed a
beat and the hippogriff shook its head as the rope monmentarily checked its breath. It tried to fly
straight up, lost way, and fell stiff-w nged. The |ong nuscles stretched under himas it arched
its back, then bunched when it kicked strai ght out behind. The viol ence | oosened his knees and he
trenbled with fatigue, but he wound the rope around his wists and pressed his forehead agai nst
whi t ened knuckl es. Anot her kick, and another. Johnny dragged at the rope.

The tense wings flailed, caught air, and brought the hippogriff upright again. The rope sl ackened
and he heard huge gasps. Sunlight was hot on himagain and a drop of sweat crawl ed down his
tenple. It tickled. He | oosened one hand to dab at the annoyance. A new twi st sent himsliding and
he grabbed the rope. The tickle continued until he nearly screaned. He no | onger dared | et go.
Anot her tickle devel oped beside the first. He scrubbed his face against the coarse fibre of the
rope; the relief was like a world conquered.
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Then they glided in a steady spiral that carried themupward with scarcely a feather's notion.
When the next plunge canme Johnny was ready for it and | eaned back until the hippogriff arched its
neck, trying to free™ itself fromthe pressure on its wi ndpipe. Half choked, it glided again, and
Johnny gave it breath.

They | anded on one of the little islands. The hippogriff drooped its head and wi ngs, trenbling.

He took another piece of honeyconb fromhis pack and tossed it to the ground where the hippogriff
could reach it easily. Wiile it ate he stroked it and talked to it. Wen he di snobunted the

hi ppogri ff took honeyconb from his hand. He stroked its neck, breathing the sweet warm feathery

snel |, and | aughed al oud when it snuffled the back of his neck
Tying the rope into a sort of hackanore, he nounted again and rode the hippogriff to the poo
bel ow t he thunder and cold spray of the waterfall. He took care that it did not drink too nuch.

When he ate sone apples for his lunch, the hippogriff ate the cores.

Afterward he rode to one of the drifting islands and |l et his nount graze. For a while he kept by
its side, making nmuch of it. Wth his fingers, he conbed out the soft flow ng plunes of its mane,
and exanm ned its hoofs and the sickle-like talons of the forelegs. He saw how the snooth feathers
on its forequarters became finer and finer until he could scarcely see where the hair on the

hi ndquarters began. Delicate feathers covered its head.
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The island glided further and further away
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fromthe cliffs, and he watched the waterfall dwindle away to a streak and di sappear. After a
while he fell asleep.

He woke with a start, suddenly cold: the setting sun was bel ow his island. The feathery odor was
still on his hands. He | ooked around for the hippogriff and saw it sniffing at his pack

Wien it saw himnove, it trotted up to himw th an expectant air. He threw his arnms about the
great flat-nuscled neck and pressed his face against the warmfeathers, with a faint sense of
enbarrassnent at feeling tears in his eyes.

"Good old Patch,"” he said, and got his pack. He shared the | ast piece of honeyconb with his

hi ppogri ff and watched the sun sink still further. The clouds were turning red.

"Let's go see those clouds," Johnny said. He nounted the piebald hippogriff and they flew off, up
through the golden air to the sunset clouds. There they stopped and Johnny di snounted on the

hi ghest cloud of all, stood there as it turned slowmy gray, and |ooked into di mm ng depths. When
he turned to look at the world, he saw only a w de snmudge of darkness spread in the distance.

The cloud they were standing on turned silver. Johnny glanced up and saw t he noon, a crescent
shore far above.

He ate an apple and gave one to his hippogriff. Wile he chewed he gazed back at the world. Wen
he finished his apple, he was about to toss the core to the hippogriff, but stopped him
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self and carefully took out the seeds first. Wth the seeds in his pocket, he nounted again.

He took a deep breath. "Cone on. Patch," he said. "Let's honestead the noon."

—Karen Anderson

THE COASTS OF FAERI E

M nna was a child of the fisher fol k who dwell by the narrow harbor of Noyo on the western sea.
Every norning she went with her father into his boat, for no sons remained to him to draw the
ling cod fromthe cold salt-stinging water. Wiether in sun or cloud or rain, each day they went
forth; and whatever the weather near shore, there was always a bank of |owlying m st that
retreated toward the horizon when they approached it.

One day as they returned to the narrow harbor Mnna was sitting in the stern of the boat. She had
taken the last fish fromthe hooks and coiled the lines. Now she | ooked behind, and saw that the
m st was becone cl ean-edged and had taken on the shape of hills like those of the | and she knew.
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"Look, Father!" she cried. "Wat land is that?"

"It is only the mist," said her father without turning, for the wind gusted about the bluffs and
the harbor was not easy to enter

"But | ook! There are hills afire with scarlet flowers!™

"It is only the sunset," said her father. They passed under the headl and, and the sight was gone;
and at the wharf the fish nust be unloaded for the fish market, to be sold to the folk who |ived
in the town atop the bl uff.

Many a tine did Mnna see that coastline as they returned with their fish to the harbor of Noyo,
but her father would never look. "See to the lines," he would say. "It is only the mst." And

M nna | earned not to speak of it, but she watched. Not twice alike was the line of the hills, and
the burning flowers changed their seening as she watched: now poppies, now roses, now lilacs and
purple heather. By this Mnna understood that it was Faerie she saw. She |ooked, as if trying to
will herself there: across the dark bitter water of the fishing grounds, to the silver shall ows
under the long lines of the hills, to the blossoning colors of the ridges. But her father bade her
see to her work; and so she coiled the line. Its heavy hooks caught at her hands and |eft
scratches that burned fromthe salt water.

When they cane hone, she would wash away the salt and salve the scratches, but they would scab and
break open again the next day. And
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each night she went to her bed in the little roomunder the roof, and she dreaned of the hills of
fl owers, where youths and nai dens wore robes of changing col ors and danced a | ong dance al ong
changi ng sl opes and ridges. And every day was the sane as every other, as they took the boat from
the gray wharf and out of the narrow harbor and set the bait on the barbs of the hooks.

Qut of the west one evening cane a wind that snelled of roses and ci nnanon, and on it were drifts
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of petals. "Look! Ch, look!" Mnna cried; but her father would not |ook. She held up her hands and
caught at the glowi ng petals, but when they touched her salt-burnt hands and the salt-crusted deck
t hey vani shed.

M nna gazed astern. Never had she seen those bright hills so close. Little wonder that the petals

flew and the scent of flowers rode over the sea! The coast was so close that it al nost seemed she

mght swimto it. As she gazed, she saw a gray dol phin frolicking in the wake.

"Ch, Dol phin!" M nna whispered, that her father mnight not hear. "Have you seen the shores of

fl owers?"

The dol phi n nodded and di ved and shot underwater to the stern of the boat. As he surfaced, he

stood on his tail in the water and winked at her with his round bright eye. "Chi pwheetwirl!" he
called out, and Mnna knew that it was his nane.
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"How far is it?" whispered Mnna. "Can you carry me there, Chi pwheetw rl ?"

The dol phi n nodded again and pointed his head toward the shifting shores. M nna understood. She
threw off her heavy blue jacket, coarse trousers, and boots, and flung herself cleanly into the

water. Its chill was a shock. She gasped as she cane to the surface and stroked out after the
dol phi n.

The gray swell lifted heavily and slid her down into the trough. She swam steadily, but the cold
sea pulled the strength fromher |inbs. A glance over her shoul der showed the boat small in the

di stance, but the blossoming hills seemed no cl oser. How much | onger could she sw n? She began to
be frightened, and her stroke faltered.

"Chi pwheetwirl!" she called. In nonents he was beside her, rubbing her side and whistling

encour agenent .

"Can you help me?" she asked. She stretched out her arm and grasped at the dol phin's back. Wth a
gurgle, he dived and cane up on her other side, again playfully rubbing her.

"I can't play! I'"'mgetting too tired to swnml Wn't you help nme?" she pleaded. The fear of the
endl ess deep sank into her

Chi pwheetwi rl gurgl ed again, and slipped beneath her so she could ride astride his back. As he
carried her, he whistled and clicked at | ength. The neaning cane to her in his tone: he had
forgotten how weak her kind were, and apol ogi zed for not understandi ng sooner
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that she needed to be carried. He would take her to the shore as quickly as he coul d.

They were coning closer, and the petal-filled breeze cane again, warmand full of spices. Suddenly
they were past the first headl and, and now the water too was warm running silver and sweet over
her legs. Vigor flowed into her veins. She had left the ocean her father fished and entered
imortal waters. The bay was full of swinmming fol k and | eapi ng dol phins. Wth a cry of delight,
she slipped from Chi pwheetwirl's back, and the scars and salt-burns washed away from her hands.
The wavel et that | apped her cheek was sil ken. She | aughed and frolicked with the pearl -shining
dol phin, and swamon to the strand.

Yout hs and nmi dens swam besi de her, splendid in their ivory-pale bodies, and they cane to the
shore together. "Wl cone! Welconme to Mnna the dreamer!" they called, and their speech was song.
On the shell-white shore, they welconmed her with kisses and caresses. They clothed her like

t hensel ves in robes of cloth-of-blossomand brought her to trees of anbrosial fruit and chalice-
flowers flowng with nectar. Wien she had eaten and drunk, Mnna joined themin the | ong dance
that is danced through the sunset bl oom upon the shifting ridges.

In the narrow harbor of Noyo, the fisher folk went into their white wooden church to informtheir
god that he had had the right to take
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M nna fromthem And they tolled the bell in token that this was true.

But the sound of the bell did not reach M nna where she dwelt in joy on the ever-changi ng shores

of the Vespern Enpery.

—Kar en Ander son

SHANI DAR | V

The di scovery of pollen clusters of different flowers in the grave of one of the Neanderthals, No.
IV, at Shanidar cave, lraq, furthers our acceptance of the Neanderthals in our line of evolution.

It suggests that, although the body was archaic, the spirit was nodern

—Ral ph Sol ecki, "Shanidar |V, A Neandertha

Fl ower Burial in Northern lraq," Science,

file:///F|/rah/Poul%20Anderson/Anderson,%20Poul%20-%20The%20Unicorn%20Trade.txt (84 of 85) [7/2/03 2:19:30 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Poul %20A nderson/Anderson,%20Poul %20-%20The%20Unicorn%20T rade.txt

vol . 190, p. 880, 25 November 1975
Lay on his grave a springy bed of horsetail —Over him scatter bl oons of pungent yarrow, As if that

heal i ng herb m ght heal his death; Blue cornflower strew, and clustered purple drops
283
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The Unicorn Trade
O the grape hyacinth; pluck yellow suns Fromthistles which spread wi de the | ongest days,

And with them sheafs of groundsel many-starred; Bring in across the sumrer nountai nsi de From where
each grows to solitary height Rose-nallows bearing flowers as bright as bl ood. Heap on himall
that's fair, our love to mark, Ere we heap earth and | eave himin the dark.

—Kar en Ander son
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