A Planet Named Magic

asf short story
by John Argo

In the Strelsund Arm of the Nictitating Galaxy, around 3000 C.E., was one rather Earth-likeworld
named Magic. Thisworld, the sixth planet of a GO-3 star not worth mentioning, had derived its name
from arather interesting effect of gravity -- but more of that in amoment.

Magic was awater planet. It had lots of peninsulas and lagoons and the like, but no mgjor continents. It
really had only two useful commodities -- breathable air and potable water -- so people did drift there by
and by to do such things as drive around, look each other up, keep shop, be bank tellers, serve as cops,
admire sunsets paed in seamigt, have children, need new shoes, and die.

Magic had severd large-ish cities, nothing to write home about. Mundane was one of these cities, so
cdled by itsfoundersin the fervent hope that nothing out of the ordinary would ever happen there, thus
making it one of the mogt livable citiesin the Old ManTime Universe.

Mundane, barely a century old, still had mogt of itsorigind glass. It semmed from the era of building
pencil-thin buildings, and aquiver of these glowed dully pink in the sunset on Largo Peninsula Amid the
buildings were parks and trees and places for children to play. There were hotels and restaurants,
hospitals and schools, banks and yes, alargejall, for in Mundane lived those beings known as People,
and when there were People, you never knew what might happen next.

Especidly when you discovered that gravity on Magic was unlike gravity anywhere else.

Annie Stellawas the 13th female clerk in the 6th row from the window in the main accounting department
of the Mundane Savings Bank (men clerks were paid dmost the same but had to Sit in another room
where there wasn't awindow to look out of, or a clock to watch). Annie wasn't blonder or taller or more
buxom than any of the other women clerks. Annie, however, had mystique. She had akind of beaty.
Maybe it wasthe big eyes. Or the way she would toss her bronzed pageboy. Or the quick, mischievous
grin before shelooked down again at her reconciliation statements or at the terminal screen. Whatever it
was, shewas the one a whom men adways stared.

The thing about women like that, they aways had redlly shtark boyfriends. All of the men staring were
losers, asfar as Annie was concerned; to the opposite, Tommy Doone was the most superlative guy
around. Hewas atall, dark, lean detective with MPD. He had easy, challenging eyes that mocked and
frightened bad guys, but reassured good guys. Tommy was Annie Stella's guy. Had been for years. They
were getting married soon, and Annie talked of nothing ese. Normaly that drove women crazy, to hear a
woman carrying on about her intended, but Tommy Doone was every woman's dream, and they talked
about him no end.

Oneday, Stellacalled Tommy at the police department. Shewas at work in a 100-story pencil thin
building overlooking the sea, and in tears. "1 can't even go out on my break anymore and look at the

"What's the matter?* Tommy said in hiseasy manner, putting hisfeet up and tilting hisball cap back while
his cannon dangled by hiselbow in aleather shoulder holster. He wasin another pencil-thin building by
the park in the center of town, amile away.



"Thereisthisredly cregpy guy who kegps coming around.”
"Cam yoursdf, swestie. Stop sobbing and describe this sphincter.”

Annie sobbed afew more times, and Tommy closed his eyes thinking of how heloved to lay hisface
againg that heaving chest, feding her tender breasts againgt his cheeks. She sniffled and started to
describe the man -- and as she did so, the termina on Tommy's desk began to sketch out the culprit.
"Lookslikeared loser,” Tommy said, studying the man'syoung, pudgy face, the petulant lips, the mussy
hair.

"He scares the living heck out of mel”

Tommy looked closer. "Y es, there does appear to be some evil in those eyes. I'd say lurking. Y es, that
would be a strong enough term without overdoing the drama. A real sicko. Does he say nasty thingsto
you?"

"No, hejust stares.”

"Aw hell. | can't arrest him for staring. Can't you get him to say something nasty to you -- never mind.
Oops, look." The screen had looked through the central database and found the person to match the
sketch. It displayed on Annie's screen at work also, Tommy knew, and he heard her gasp of didike.
"What acreep,” Tommy said.

Tommy watched as the centra database unveiled the suspect's shady nature. He was Raddy Blorr, an
antisocid deviant type who worked asalowly clerk in abeer barrdl shipping house. Tommy knew the
brand -- Seaside Brew, which really sucked -- so it didn't surprise him to find Blorr had landed there.

It didn't surprise him ether that Blorr was peripheraly associated with the Magic Underground, a
network of men who couldn't get dates and women who could only make it with such men. Magic's
crosswise gravitationa orientation in the upper ten superstrings of redlity caused it to have acurious
effect. To acertain extent, brain waves could be forced -- if you worked hard enough and had time on
your hands -- to perform certain quasi-supernatura tricks. For example, an adept could levitate a brick
from 100 feet away; big deal, normal people like Annie and Tommy thought, who cares? After thefirst
year or two of colonization, the effect had worn thin so people didn't talk about it. Y ou could read
someone's mind within ten feet; you could cause miniature tornadoes that weren't strong enough to knock
over amilk bottle. Y ou could do dl kinds of stupid, senseless, ineffective thingsif you didn't have better
thingsto do. In polite society on Magic, it was consdered retro and redly grossto be into thiskind of
stuff. And that was just the ticket for socia rgects like Raddy Blorr. If they couldn't get dates, they
would make themsealves noticed somehow.

What did surprise Tommy was that Blorr had an arrest record for various offenses related to attractive
women above his appearance, personadlity, and staturein life. Those arrestsincluded severd attempted
rapes (the ga's dways managed to grab him, throw him down, and st on him until police arrived). "This
could be serious,” Tommy started to say. Then histermind shut down, winking away Annie's
tear-streaked face.

Tommy found himself shoved by an invisbleforce, thrown to the ground, kicked in theribs. Ashe sat
nursing his bruised side, he looked up. An evil-looking figurein along black cape hovered in the middie
of Tommy's office. Through the dark cowl, Tommy recognized Raddy Blorr, whose mad cackling laugh
filled the room. " So, Copper, in the end you get yours. Let me rephrase that. In the end, she getshers.
Or maybe | should say, in the end she gets mine, and you get yoursin the end.” He leaned close with
crazed eyes and shouted: "Right up yourswhereit belongs!”



"What?' It seemed the only way to respond.

"Your girlfriend!" the apparition boomed, flickering angrily. Blorr raised his hands, and threads of red and
bluelightning crackled noisily from hisfingertips. "Now | amin control, and it feds good, Copper. So!"

Another kick from aninvisible foot, and Tommy crawled in circles holding his gut, wondering where the
next blow was coming from. The thought of Annie being in danger made him fed utterly frantic and
helpless.

"So guys like you aways get the best girlst Haw, haw, haw. Now it's your turn to seewhat it feelslike. |
joined the most powerful of the magic cults.” Blorr waved hisfist. "Even there, | was an underling,
because the lead sorcerers there ways get the best of our kind of women. | decided to become the
greatest of them dll. | have read dl the arcane texts. | have mastered the most powerful spells.” Blorr's
eyesradiated as he stared into some phantasmagoriain which he was God and the galaxies whirled
around him. "I hold in my hands such power that no other sorcerer daresto try! One wrong syllable, a
mistake in agesture, a symbol wrongly placed, and the universe can turn against mel" Blorr laughed. "But
| make no mistakes, Doone. | want your woman. | will have her now, even as| fed you tracing me
through your feeble eectronic net, and you will not be able to stop me! Her lunch bregk isover, and she
iseven now turning back to her termind. In amoment | will rush out of Magic space like awhirlwind of
cosmic power. | will transform her into a golden storm of electrons and abduct her far away into the
kingdom of the dynamo jungle, where you will never find us. To follow us there would mean degth for
you, but wewill live forever, your woman and |."

Laughing medly, Blorr vanished into thin air. Heleft afading halo of evil lechery intheair. Despite his
injuries, Tommy Doone heaved himsdf erect. Firgt hetried caling the bank; there was no answer. Of
course -- Blorr had killed the connection. Tommy raced for the eevator, holding hisside.

Staggering down the street, he threw himsdlf into his police air-cruiser, turned on the flashers and siren,
and sped between the buildings to the bank. Parking, he jJumped out, drew his gun, and raced up the
gtairswith hislong raincoat billowing. People turned to stare. As he rode up in the elevator among
startled bank workers, he began to wonder if Blorr had merely played some cosmic joke on him.

But when he got to the 40th floor, where Annie worked, he smelled smoke. The lights were out and
sartled workers milled about with nothing to do but ask questions. And the battered ribsin Tommy's
side were no joke either.

Still waving hisgun, Tommy found Annie near her desk. She and afew other women were staring at the
black, smoking ruin of her termind. Tommy put the gun away and took hisbeoved in hisarms. "Areyou
.

"I'm okay, darling,” she said, "but you look amess. Y ou had avist from Blorr?'

"He got the best of me," Tommy grimly admitted. "But you -- you look fine. He said he was coming here
to take you under his power with magic spdlls”

Annie smiled mysterioudy. "I know. But | saw it coming. | caught him before he could get hisfingerson
me. He's gone for good, somewhere in data heaven. HEll never bother anyone again.”

"But Annie, how did you know? Are you amagician now too?'
"Silly. Of coursenot. It'sjust -- ."
"Just what?'



"Well, | wastaught in school, to dwaysusemy -- ."
"Y our what, for heaven's sakel"

"My spdll checker, darling. | dways use my spell checker. Workslike acharm!”



