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For Cynthia Col dstone

And truly | was afraid, | was nost afraid,
But even so, honoured still nore

That he shoul d seek ny hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth

--D. H Lawence

H s father had been a pot-healer before him And so he, too, healed pots, in fact any kind
of ceranmic ware left over fromthe O d Days, before the war, when objects had not always been made
out of plastic. A ceranic pot was a wonderful thing, and each that he heal ed becane an obj ect
whi ch he | oved, which he never forgot; the shape of it, the texture of it and its gl aze, renunined
with himon and on.

However, al nbst no one needed his work, his services. Too few ceranic pieces remined, and
those persons who owned themtook great care to see that they did not break

| am Joe Fernwight, he said to hinself. | amthe best pot-healer on Earth. |, Joe
Fernwight, amnot |ike other nen.

Around in his office, cartons--enpty--lay piled. Steel cartons, within which to return the
heal ed pot. But on the incom ng side--al nost nothing. For seven nonths his bench had been bare.

During those nonths he had thought many things. He had thought that he ought to give up
and take sone other line of work onto hinmself--any line of work, so that he could go off the war

veterans' dole. He had thought, _My work isn't good enough; | have virtually no clients because
they are sending their bro ken pots to other firns to fix . He had thought of suicide. Once, he
had t hought of a major crime, of killing soneone high up in the hierarchy of the Peacefu

International Wrld Senate. But what good woul d that do? And anyhow life wasn't absolutely worth
not hi ng, because there was one good thing which remai ned, even though everything el se had evaded
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or ignored him The Gane.

On the roof of his room ng house, Joe Fernwight waited, [unch pail in hand, for the rapid-
transit hover blinp to arrive. The cold norning air nipped and touched him he shivered. It'l]
show up any tinme now, Joe inforned hinself. Except that it'Il be full. And so it won't stop; it'l
blipple on by, cramed to the brim Well, he thought, | can always wal k

He had becone accustonmed to walking. As in every other field the government had failed
m serably in the matter of public transportation. Damm them Joe said to hinself. O rather, he
t hought, damm us. After all, he, too, was a part of the planetwi de Party apparatus, the network of
tendrils which had penetrated and then in | oving convul sion clasped themin a hug of death as
great as the entire world.

"I give up,"” the man next to himsaid with an irritable twitch of shaved and perfuned
jows. "lI'mgoing to slide down the slide to ground | evel and wal k. Lots of luck." The man pushed
his way through the throng of those waiting for the hover blinp; the throng fl owed together once
nmore, behind him and he was gone from sight.

Me, too, Joe decided. He headed for the slide, and so did several other grumpy comuters.

At street |evel he straddled a cracked and unrepaired sidewal k, took a deep angry breath,
and then, via his personal |egs, started north.

A police cruiser soared down to linger a little above Joe's head. "You're wal king too
slow," the uniformed officer informed him and pointed a Walters & Jones | aser pistol at him
"Pick up speed or I'Il book you."

"I swear to god," Joe said, "that I'Il hurry. Just give me time to pick up ny pace; | just
now started."” He speeded up, phased hinself with the other swiftly striding peds-- those others
| ucky enough, like hinself, to have jobs, to have sonewhere to go on this dingy Thursday norning
in early April 2046, in the city of Ceveland in the Conmmunal North Anerican G tizens' Republic.
O, he thought, at |least to have sonmething that _|ooks_like a job anyhow. A place, a talent,
experi ence, and, one day soon, an order to fill.

His of fice and workroom-a cubicle, really--contained a bench, tools, the piles of enpty
nmetal boxes, a small desk, and his ancient chair, a |eather-covered rocking chair which had
bel onged to his grandfather and then, at last, his father. And now he hinself sat on that chair--
sat day in, day out, nonth in, nonth out. He had, also, a single ceramc vase, short and portly,
finished in a free-dripping dull blue glaze over the white biscuit; he had found it years ago and
recogni zed it as seventeenth-century Japanese. He loved it. And it had never been broken, not even
during the war.

He seated hinmself nowin this chair and felt it give here and there as it adjusted itself
to a famliar body. The chair knew himas well as he knew the chair; it had known himall his
life. Then he reached to press the button which would bring the norning's mail sliding down the
tube to his desk-- reached, but then waited. What if there's nothing? he asked hinmself. There
never is. But this could be different; it's like a batter: when he hasn't hit for a long tinme you
say, "He's due any tinme now," and so he is. Joe pressed the button

Three bills slid out.

And, with them the dingy gray packet containing today's government noney, his daily dole.
Gover nnment paper noney, in the formof odd and ornate and nearly worthless inflationary trading
stanps. Each day, when he received his gray packet of newly printed notes, he hiked as rapidly as
possi ble to GUB, the nearest all-purpose supershoppi ngredenpti oncenter, and transacted hasty
busi ness: he swapped the notes, while they still had any worth, for food, magazines, pills, a new
shirt--_anything_, in fact, tangible. Everyone did it. Everyone had to; holding onto government
notes for even twenty-four hours was a self-inposed disaster, a kind of nortal suicide. Roughly,
in two days governnent noney dropped eighty percent in its redenptive power.

The man in the cubicle next to his called, "To the President's heal thful |ongevity." A
routi ne greeting.

"Yeah," Joe answered reflexively. Qher cubicles, lots of them |evel upon |level. Suddenly
a thought cane to him Exactly how many cubicles were there in the building? A thousand? Two or
two- poi nt-five thousand? | can do that today, he said to hinmself; | can investigate and find out
how many other cubicles there are in addition to mine. Then I'll know how nany people are with ne
here in this building . . . excluding those who are off sick or have died.

But first, a cigarette. He got out a package of tobacco cigarettes--highly illegal, due to
the health hazard and the addictive nature of the plant in question--and started to |ight up
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At that nmonent his gaze fell, as always, on the snpke sensor nounted on the wall across
fromhim One puff, ten poscreds, he said to hinself. Therefore he returned, then, the cigarettes
to his pocket, rubbed his forehead ruthlessly, trying to fathomthe craving | odged deep within
him the need which had caused himto break that |aw several tines. Wat do | really yearn for? he
asked hinself. That for which oral gratification is a surrogate. Sonething vast, he decided; he
felt the prinordial hunger gape, huge-jawed, as if to cannibalize everything around him To pl ace
what was outside inside.

Thus he played; this had created, for him The Game.

Pressing the red button he lifted the receiver and waited while the creaking, slow relay
machi nery fed his phone an outside line.

"Squeeg, " the phone said. Its screen displayed nonobjective colors and segnents.

El ectronic crosstalk made blurrily visible.

From menory he di al ed. Twel ve nunbers, starting with the three which connected himw th
Moscow.

"Vi ce- Commi ssi oner Saxton CGordon's staff calling,” he said to the Russian swi tchboard
of ficer whose face glowered at himfromthe mniature screen. "Mre ganes, | suppose," the
operator said.

Joe said, "A humanoi d biped cannot maintain metabolic processes by neans of plankton flour
merely."

After a glare of puritanical disapproval, the officer connected himw th Gauk. The | ean
bored face of the minor Soviet official confronted him Boredom at once gave way to interest. "A
presl avni vityaz," Gauk intoned. "Dostoini konovéd tol pi byeznozgl oi, prestdéopnaya--"

"Don't nake a speech," Joe interrupted, feeling inpatient. As well as surly. This was his
customary mnorni ng nood.

"Prostitye," Gauk apol ogi zed.

"Do you have a title for me?" Joe asked; he held his pen ready.

"The Tokyo translating computer has been tied up all norning," Gauk answered. "So | put it
through the snmaller one at Kobe. In sone respects Kobe is nore--how shall | put it?--quaint than
Tokyo." He paused, consulting a slip of paper; his office, |ike Joe's, consisted of a cubicle,
contai ning only a desk, a phone, a straight-backed chair nade of plastic and a note pad. "Ready?"

"Ready." Joe made a random scratch-mark with his pen. Gauk cleared his throat and read
fromhis slip of paper, a taut grin on his face; it was a sleek expression, as if he were certain
of himself on this one. "This originated in your |anguage,"” Gauk expl ai ned, honoring one of the
rul es which all of themtogether had nmade up, the bunch of them scattered here and there across
the map of Earth, in little offices, in puny positions, with nothing to do, no tasks or sorrows or
difficult problens. Nothing but the harsh vacuity of their collective society, which each in his
own way objected to, which all of them in collaboration, circumvented by nmeans of The Gane. "Book
title," Gauk continued. "That's the only clue I'll give you."

"Is it well known?" Joe asked.

I gnoring his question, Gauk read fromthe slip of paper

'The Lattice-work Gun-stinging Insect.'

"@un-slingi ng?" Joe asked.

"No. Gun-stinging."

"“'Lattice-work,'" Joe said, pondering. "Network. 'Stinging Insect.' Wasp?" He scratched
with his pen, stunped. "And you got this fromthe translation conputer at Kobe? Bee," he deci ded.
" '@in,' so Qun-bee. Heater-bee. Laserbee. Rod-bee. Gat_." He swiftly wote that down. "Gat-wasp
gat-bee. Gatsby. 'Lattice-work.' That would be a grating. Grate." He had it now " _The G eat
Gatsby , by F. Scott Fitzgerald." He tossed down his pen in triunph.

“"Ten points for you," Gauk said. He nmade a tally. "That puts you even with Hirshneyer in
Berlin and slightly ahead of Smith in New York. You want to try another?"

Joe said, "I have one." From his pocket he got out a folded sheet; spreading it out on his
desk he read fromit, " 'The Male Ofspring in Addition Gets Qut of Bed.' " He eyed Gauk then
feeling the warnth of knowl edge that he had gotten a good one--this, fromthe | arger |anguage-
transl ating conputer in downtown Tokyo.

"A phononym" Gauk said effortlessly. "Son, sun. _The Sun Also Rises_. Ten points for nme."
He made a note of that.

Angrily, Joe said, "Those for Which the Mal e Honbsexual Exacts Transit Tax."

"Anot her by Serious Constricting-path," Gauk said, with a wide smle. "_For Wwomthe Bell
Tolls_."

"'Serious Constricting-path' ?" Joe echoed wonderingly.
"Ernest Hemi ngway."
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"I give up," Joe said. He felt weary; Gauk, as usual, was far ahead of himin their nutual
ganme of retranslating conputer translations back into the original tongue.

"Want to try another?" Gauk asked silkily, his face bl and.

"One nore," Joe deci ded.

"Quickly Shattered at the Quarreling Posterior."

"Jesus," Joe said, with deep and timd bewildernent. It rang no bell, no bell at all. "
"Quickly shattered.' Broken, maybe. Broke, break. _Quick --that would be fast. Breakfast. But
"Quarreling Posterior'?" He cogitated quickly, in the Roman sense. "Fighting. Arguing. Spat." In
his mind no solution appeared. " 'Posterior.' Rear end. Ass. Butt." For a tinme he neditated in
silence, in the Yoga fashion. "No," he said finally. "I can't nake it out. | give up."

"So soon?" Gauk inquired, raising an eyebrow.

"Well, there's no use sitting here the rest of the day working that one over."

"Fanny, " Gauk sai d.

Joe groaned.

"You groan?" Gauk said. "At one you mssed that you should have got? Are you tired,
Fernwight? Does it wear you out to sit there in your cubbyhol e, doing nothing hour after hour
like the rest of us? You'd rather sit alone in silence and not talk to us? Not try anynore?" Gauk
sounded seriously upset; his face had becone dark.

"I't's just that it was an easy one," Joe said lanmely. But he could see that his coll eague
in Moscow was not convinced. "Ckay," he continued. "I'mdepressed. | can't stand this much | onger.
Do you know what | nean? You do know." He waited. A facel ess nonent poured past in which neither
of them spoke. "lI"'mringing off,"” Joe said, and began to hang up

"Wait," Gauk said rapidly. "One nore."

Joe said, "No." He hung up, sat enptily staring. On his unfol ded sheet of paper he had
several nore, but--

It's gone, he said to hinself, bitterly. The energy, the capacity to fiddle away a
lifetime without dignified work, and, in its place, the performance of the trivial, even the
voluntarily trivial, as we have constructed here in The Gane. Contact with others, he thought;
through The Gane our isolation is lanced and its body broken. W peep out, but what do we see,
really? Mrror reflections of our own selves, our bloodl ess, feeble countenances, devoted to
nothing in particular, insofar as | can fathomit. Death is very close, he thought. Wen you think

inthis manner. | can feel it, he decided. How near | am Nothing is killing ne; | have no eneny,
no antagonist; | amnmerely expiring, |like a magazine subscription: nmonth by nonth. Because, he
thought, I amtoo holl owed out to participate any |longer. Even if they--the others who play The

Gane--need nme, need nmy corny contribution.

And yet, as he gazed sightlessly down at his piece of paper, he felt dimaction occurring
within him a kind of photosynthesis. A gathering of remaining powers, on an instinctive basis.
Left alone, functioning in its sightless way, the biological effort of his body asserted itself
physically; he began to jot a further title.

Dialing his phone, he obtained a satellite relay to Japan; he raised Tokyo and gave the
digits for the Tokyo translating conputer. Wth the skill of long habit he obtained a direct Iine
to the great, clanking, boonming construct; he bypassed its host of attendants.

"Oral transmission," he inforned it.

The hul ki ng GX9 conputer clicked over to oral, rather than visual, reception.

" _The Corn Is Green_," Joe said. He turned on the recording unit of his phone.

At once the conputer answered, giving the Japanese equival ent.

"Thank you and out," Joe said, and rang off. He then dialed the translating conputer at
Washi ngton, D.C. Rewi nding the tape of his phone recorder he fed the Japanese words--again in ora
form-to the conputer segnent which would translate the Japanese utterance into English

The conputer said, "The cliché is inexperienced."

"Pardon?" Joe said, and | aughed. "Repeat, please."

"The cliché is inexperienced," the conputer said with godlike nobility and patience.

"That's an exact translation?" Joe inquired.

"The cliché is--"

"Ckay," Joe said. "Sign off." He hung up and sat grinning; his energy, aroused by human
anusenent, surged up and invigorated him

For a monent he sat hesitating, deciding, and then he dialed good ol' Smith in New York.

"Office of Procurenment and Supply, Wng Seven,"” Snmith said; his beaglelike face, haunted
by ennui, manifested itself on the little gray screen. "Ch, hey there, Fernwight. Got sonething
for me?"

"An easy one,

Joe said. " 'The diché Is--""
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"WAit'll you hear mne," Smith interrupted. "Me first; cone on, Joe--this is a great one
You'll never get it. Listen." He read swiftly, stammering over the words. "Bogi sh Persistentisns.
By Shaft Tackapple."”

“No, " Joe said.

"No what?" Smith glanced up, frowning. "You haven't tried; you just sit there. I'll give
you tine. The rules say five minutes; you' ve got five minutes."

Joe said, "lI'mquitting."

"Quitting what? The Ganme? But you're way up there!"

"I"'mquitting my profession,” Joe said. "I'mgoing to give up this work area and |I'm goi ng
to cancel on ny phone. | won't be here; | won't be able to play." He took a plunging breath, then
spoke on. "l've saved up sixty-five quarters. Prewar. It took ne two years."

" Coins?_" Smith gaped at him " _Metal _ noney?"

“I't's in an asbestos sack under the radiator in ny housing room" Joe said. I'll consult

it today, he said to hinself.

"There's a booth down the street fromnmnmy room at the intersection,” he said to Snith. |
wonder, he thought, if in the final analysis | have enough coins. They say M. Job gives so
little; or, put another way, costs so nuch. But sixty-five quarters, he thought; that's plenty.
That's equal to--he had to calculate it on his note pad. "Ten nmillion dollars in trading stanps,"”

he told Smith. "As per the exchange rate of today, as posted in the norning newspaper. . . which
is official.”

After a grinding pause, Smth said slowy, "I see. Well, | w sh you luck. You'll get
twenty words fromit, for what you ve saved up. Maybe two sentences. 'Go to Boston. Ask for--' and
then it clicks off; then it'll cap the lid. The coinbox will rattle; your quarters will be down
there in that maze of viaducts, rolling under hydraulic pressure to the central M. Job in Gslo."
He rubbed beneath his nose, as if w ping away noisture, |ike a school boy heavy with rote-1labor. "I
envy you, Fernwight. Maybe two sentences fromit will be enough. | consulted it, once. | handed
fifty quarters over to it. 'Go to Boston,' it said. 'Ask for--' and then it shut off, and | felt

as if it enjoyed it. That it liked to shut off, as if nmy quarters had stirred it to pleasure, the
kind of pleasure a pseudolife-formwould relish. But go ahead."

"Ckay," Joe said stoically.

"When it's used up your quarters--" Smith continued, but Joe broke in, his voice blistered
wi t h harshness.

"l get your point," Joe said.

Smith said, "No prayers--"

"Ckay," Joe said.

There was a pause as the two of them faced each other

"No prayers," Smith said at last, "no nothing, will get that godbedanmed nachine to spit
out one additional word."

"Hrim " Joe said. He tried to sound casual, but Smith's words had had their effect; he felt
hi msel f cool off. He experienced the winds, the howing gales, of fright. Anticipation, he
t hought, of winding up with nothing. A truncated partial statement from M. Job, and then, as
Smith says--blam M. Job, turning itself off, is the ultimate visage of black iron, old iron from
antediluvian tines. The ultimate rebuff. If there is a supernatural deafness, he thought, it is
that: when the coins you are putting into M. Job run out.

Smith said, "Can |--hurriedly--give you one nore |'ve got? This canme via the Nanangan
translator. Listen.” He pawed feverishly with long, classic fingers at his own fol ded sheet of
paper. " 'The Chesspi ece Made Insolvent.' Fanobus novie circa--"

_The Pawnbroker ," Joe said tonel essly.

"Yes! You're right there on it, Fernwight, really right there and sw nging both arns and
a tail as well. Another? Don't hang up! | have a truly good one, here!"

"Gve it to Hirshmeyer in Berlin," Joe said, and hung up

| am dying, he said to hinself.

Seated there, in the tattered, antiquated chair, he saw, dully, that the red warning |ight
of his nail tube had cone on, presunably as of the last few nminutes. Odd, he thought. There's no
delivery until one-fifteen this afternoon. He thought, _Special delivery? And punched the button

Aletter rolled out. Special delivery.

He opened it. Inside, a slip of paper. It said:

POT- HEALER, | NEED YOU. AND | WLL PAY.
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No signature. No address except his, as destination. My god, he thought, this is sonething
real and big. | knowit.
He carefully nmoved his chair around so that he faced the red warning |ight of the nai

tube. And prepared to wait. Until it cones, he said to hinself. Unless | physically starve to
death first. | will not voluntarily die, now, he thought harshly. | want to stay alive. And wait.
And wait.

He wait ed.
2

Not hi ng nore cane down the mail tube that day and Joe Fernwight trudged "hone.

"Honme" consisted of a roomon a subsurface |evel of a huge apartnent buil ding. Once, the
Jiffi-view Conpany of Geater C eveland cane by every six nonths and created a 3-D projection
ani mted, of a view of Carnel, California. This "view' filled his rooms "w ndow," or ersatz
wi ndow. However, of late, due to his bad financial situation, Joe had given up trying to inmagine
that he lived on a great hill with a view of the sea and of towering redwiods; he had becone
content--or rather resigned--to face blank, inert, black glass. And in addition, if that wasn't
enough, he had |l et his psycho-|ease | apse: the encephalic gadget installed in a closet of his room
whi ch, while he was "hone," conpelled his brain to believe that his ersatz view of Carmel was
aut henti c.

The del usi on was gone fromhis brain and the illusion was gone fromhis w ndow. Now,
"home" fromwork, he sat in a state of depression, reflecting, as always, on the futile aspects of
his life.

Once, the Ceveland Historical Artifacts Museum had sent himregular work. H's hot-needle
devi ce had nel ded nany fragnents, had re-created into a single honbgeneous unit one ceramic item
after another as his father had before him But that was over, now, all the ceramic objects owned
by the nmuseum had been heal ed.

Here, in his lonely room Joe Fernwight contenplated the [ack of ornamentation. Tine
after time, wealthy owners of precious and broken pots had cone to him and he had done what they
want ed; he had heal ed their pots, and they had gone away. Nothing remmined after them no pots to
grace his roomin place of the window Once, seated like this, he had pondered the heat-needle
whi ch he nade use of. If | press this little device against ny breast, he had rum nated, and turn
it on, and put it near ny heart, it would put an end to me in less than a second. It is, in sonme
ways, a powerful tool. The failure which is nmy life, he had thought again and again, would cease
Wy not ?

But there was the strange note which he had received in the mail. How had the person--or
persons--heard of hin? To get clients he ran a perpetual small ad in _Ceranmics Monthly . . . and
via this ad the thin trickle of work, throughout the years, had conme. Had come and now, really,
had gone. But this. The strange note!

He picked up the receiver of his phone, dialed, and in a few seconds faced his ex-wife,
Kate. Blond and hard lined, she glared at him

"Hi," he said, in a friendly sort of fashion
"Where's last nonth's alinony check?" Kate said.
Joe said, "lI'monto sonmething. I'lIl be able to pay all ny back alinony if this--"

"This what?" Kate interrupted. "Some new nuthead i dea dredged out of the depths of what
you call your brain?"

"Anote," he said. "I want to read it to you to see if you can infer anything nore fromit
than | can." H's ex-wife, although he hated her for it--and for a |lot nore--had a quick mnd. Even
now, a year after their divorce, he still relied on her powerful intellect. It was odd, he had

once thought, that you could hate a person and never want to see them again, and yet at the sane
time seek themout and ask their advice. Irrational. O, he thought, is it a sort of
superrationality? To rise above hate

Wasn't it the hate which was irrational? After all, Kate had never done anything to him-
not hi ng except make hi m excessively aware, intently aware, always aware, of his inability to bring
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in noney. She had taught himto | oathe hinself, and then, having done that, she had left him

And he still called up and asked for her advice.
He read her the note.
"Cbviously it's illegal,"” Kate said. "But you know your business affairs don't interest

me. You'll have to work it out by yourself or with whoever you're currently sleeping wth,
probably sonme ei ghteen-year-old girl who doesn't know any better, who doesn't have any basis for
conpari son as an ol der wonan woul d have."

"What do you mean 'illegal'?" he asked. "What kind of pot is illegal?"

"Por nographi ¢ pots. The kind the Chinese made during the war."

"Ch Christ," he said; he hadn't thought of that. Wo but Kate woul d renmenber those! She
had been |l ewdly fascinated by the one or two of them which had passed through his hands.

"Call the police," Kate said.

W

"Anyt hing el se on your mind?" Kate said. "Now that you've interrupted ny dinner and the
di nner of everyone who's over here tonight?"

"Could I come over?" he said; |oneliness crept through himand edged his question with the
fear which Kate had al ways detected: the fear that she would retract into her inplacable
chesspiece fort, the fort of her own nmind and body out of which she ventured to inflict a wound,
or two, and then disappear back in, |eaving an expressionless nask to greet him And, by neans of
t hat nmask, she used his own failings to injure him

"No, " Kate said.

"Why not ?"

"Because you have nothing to offer anyone in the way of talk or discussion or ideas. As
you've said many times, your talent is in your hands. O did you intend to cone over and break one
of my cups, ny Royal Albert cups with the blue glaze, and then heal it? As a sort of mmgica
i ncantation designed to throw everyone into fits of laughter."”

Joe said, "I can contribute verbally."

"G ve nme an exanple."

"What ?" he said, staring at her face on the screen of the phone.

"Say sonething profound.”

"You nmean right now?"

Kat e nodded.

"Beethoven's nusic is firmy rooted in reality. That's what nakes hi muni que. On the other
hand, genius as he was, Mzart--"

"Shove it," Kate said and hung up; the screen went blank. | shouldn't have asked if |
could conme over, Joe realized with acute msery. It gave her that opening, that foot-in-thepsychic-
door that she uses, that she preys on. Christ, he thought. Wy did | ask? He got up and wandered
drearily about his room his notion becane nore and nore aimess until at |ast he stopped and
sinmply stood. | have to think about what really matters, he told hinmself. Not that she hung up or
sai d anything nasty, but whether or not that note I got in the nail today nmeans anyt hing.

Por nographi c pots, he said to hinmself. She's probably right. And it's illegal to heal a
por nographi ¢ pot, so there goes that.

| should have realized it as soon as | read the note, he said to hinmself. But that's the
di fference between Kate and ne. She woul d know right away. | probably woul dn't have known until |
had finished healing it and then taken a good firmlook at it. I'mjust not bright, he said to
hi msel f. Conpared to her. Conpared to the world.

"The arithnetical total ejaculated in a |leaky flow, " he thought fiercely. My best. At
|l east 1'mgood at The Gane. So what? he asked hinself. _So what?_

M. Job, he thought, help ne. The tine has cone. Tonight. Going rapidly into the tiny
bat hroom attached to his room he grabbed up the lid of the water closet of the toilet. Nobody, he
had often thought, [ooks into a toilet. There hung the asbestos sack of quarters.

And, in addition, a small plastic container floated. He had never seen it before in his

life.

Lifting it fromthe water he saw, with disbelief, that it contained a rolled up piece of
paper. A note, floating in the water closet of his toilet, like a bottle launched at sea. Ch, this
can't really be, he thought, and felt like laughing. | nmean Christ; it just can't. But he did not

| augh, because he felt fear. Fear that bordered on dread. It's another conmunication, he said to
hinself. Like the one in the mail tube today. But nobody comunicates this way; it isn't human

He unscrewed the Iid of the small plastic container and groped the encl osed piece of paper
out. Yes, it had witing on it; he was right. He read the witing and then he read it again.
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I WLL PAY YOU THI RTY- FI VE THOUSAND CRUMBLES

What in god's nane is a crunbl e? he asked hinself, and the dread sharpened into panic; he
felt undernourished, strangulated heat rise to the back of his neck, a weak response somatically:
his body, as well as his nmind, was trying to adjust to this; it could not be done on a nental
| evel alone, not this.

Returning to the main room he picked up the receiver of the phone and dialed the twenty-
four-hour-a-day dictionary service.

"What's a crunmbl e?" he asked, when the robot nonitor answered.

"A crunbling substance," the conputer fed to the nonitor. "In other words fine debris. A
smal | crunb or particle. Introduced into English 1577."

" her | anguages?" Joe asked.

"M ddl e English krenelen. A d English gecrym an. M ddle Hi gh CGothic--"

"What about non-Terran | anguages?”

"On Betel geuse seven in the Urdian tongue it means a snmall opening of a tenporary nature
a wedge which--"

"That's not it," Joe said.

"On Rigel two it nmeans a small life-formwhich scuttles--"

"Not that either," Joe said.

"On Sirius five, in the Pl abkian tongue 'crunble' is a nonetary unit.”

"That's it," Joe said. "Now tell nme how nuch in Earth noney thirty-five thousand crunbles
represents.”

The dictionary robot said, "I amsorry, sir, but you will have to consult the banking
service for that answer. Please |ook in your phone book for the nunmber." It clicked off; the
screen di ed away.

He | ooked up the nunber and dial ed the banking service. "W are closed for the night," the
banki ng- servi ce robot nonitor inforned him

"All over the world?" Joe said in amazement.

"Ever ywhere. "

"How l ong do | have to wait?"

"Four hours."

"My life, my entire future--" But he was talking into a dead phone. The banki ng-service
system had abol i shed the contact.

What |'Il do, he decided, is lie dow and sleep for four hours. It was now seven o' cl ock
he could set the alarmfor eleven

A pressing of the proper button brought the bed sliding out fromthe wall, virtually to
fill the room it had been his living roomand now it was his bedroom Four hours, he said to

hi msel f as he set the mechani smof the bed's clock. He | ay down, nade hinself confortabl e--as much
so as the inadequate bed permtted--and groped for the toggle switch that induced i nediately and
powerful ly the nost profound sleep state possible.

A buzzer sounded.

The dam dreamcircuit, he said to hinself. Even early like this do | have to use it? He
| eaped up, opened the cabinet beside the bed and got out the instructions. Yes, mandatory dreamni ng

was required at any time he used the bed . . . unless, of course, he threwthe sex lever. I'll do
that, he said to himself. I'Il tell it I'mhaving know edge in the Biblical sense of a fenuale
per son.

Once nore he lay down and activated the sleep switch

"“You wei gh one hundred and forty pounds," the bed said. "And there is exactly that weight
ext ended over nme. Therefore you are not engaged in copulation.” The nmechani sm voi ded his throw ng
of the sleep toggle switch, and at the same tinme the bed began to warmup; the heating coils in it
bl atantly gl owed beneath him

He could not argue with an angry bed. So he turned on the sleep-dreaminteraction and shut
his eyes, resignedly.

Sl eep canme at once; it always did: the nmechanismwas perfect. And, at once, the dream -
whi ch everyone anywhere in the world who was now asl eep was al so dreaning--clicked on

One dream for everyone. But, thank god, a different dream each night.

"Hello, there,"” a cheerful dreamvoice declared. "Tonight's dreamwas witten by Reg Baker
and is called _In Menory Engraved . Now renenber, folks; send in your dreamideas and wi n huge
cash prizes! And if your dreamis used you receive an all-expense paid trip off Earth entirely--
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in any direction you desire!l"

The dream began.

Joe Fernwight stood before the Supreme Fiduciary Council in a state of trembling awe. The
Secretary of the S.F.C. read froma prepared statenent. "M. Fernwight,"” he declared in a solem
voi ce, "you have, in your engraving shop, created the plates fromwhich the new noney will be
printed. Your design, out of over one hundred thousand presented to us, and many of them created
with what nmust be called fantastic cunning, has won. Congratul ations, M. Fernwight." The
Secretary beaned at himin a fatherly manner, reminding hima little of the Padre presence, which
he now and t hen nade use of.

"I am pl eased and honored," Joe responded, "by this award, and | know that | have done ny
part to restore fiscal stability to the world as we knowit. It little natters to ne that ny face
will be pictured on the brightly colored new noney, but since it is so, |let nme express ny pleasure
at this honor."

"Your signature, M. Fernwight," the Secretary renminded him in the fashion of a w se
father. "Your signature, not your face, will appear on the currency notes. Were did you get the
idea that it would be your |ikeness as well?"

"Perhaps you don't understand nme," Joe said. "Unless ny face appears on the new currency |
will withdraw ny design, and the entire econonmic structure of the Earth will collapse, seeing as
how you'll have to go on using the old inflationary noney which has by now becone virtually waste
paper to be thrown away at the first opportunity.”

The Secretary pondered. "You would w thdraw your design?"

"You read me |oud and clear,” Joe, in his dream in _their_ dream said. At this sane

nmonent roughly one billion other people on Earth were withdrawi ng their designs as he now was
doi ng. But of course he had no thought of that; he only knew this: without himthe system the
whol e nature of their corporate state, would break apart. "And as to ny signature, | will, as that

great dead hero of the past Ché Quevara did, that noble person, that fine man who died for his
friends, because of nenory of himl wll merely wite 'Joe' on the bills. But ny face nust be of
several colors. Three at least.”

"M. Fernwight," the Secretary said, "you strike a hard bargain. You are a firmnman. You
do, in fact, remind ne of Ché, and | think all the mllions watching on TV will agree. Let's hear
it now for Joe Fernwight and Ché CGuevara both together!" The Secretary threw asi de his prepared
statement and began to clap. "Let's hear it out there fromall you good people; this is a hero of
the state, a new firmm nded man who has spent years working to--"

Joe' s al arm woke hi m up

Christ, he said to hinself; he sat up groggily. What was that about? Money? Already it had
becone hazy in his nmind. "I nmade the noney," he said aloud, blinking. "O printed it." Wwo cares?
he said to hinself. A dream Conpensation, by the state, for reality. Night after night. It's
al nost worse than being awake.

No, he decided. _Nothing_ is worse than bei ng awake.

He picked up the phone and dial ed the bank

“Interplan Corn and Wheat People's Collective Bank."

"How nmuch are thirty-five thousand crunbles worth in terms of our dollars?" Joe asked.

"Crunbl es as in the Plabkian tongue of Sirius five?"

"Right."

"The banking service nonmentarily was silent and then it said,

"$200, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000. 0O. "

"Real | y?" Joe said.

"Would | lie to you?" the bank robot-voice said. "I don't even know who you are."

"Are there any other crunbles?" Joe said. "That is, the word 'crunble' used as a nonetary
unit in any other enclave, civilization, tribe, cult, or society in the known universe?"

"There is a defunct crunble known several thousand years ago in the--"

"No," Joe said. "This is your active crunble. Thank you and off." He hung up, his ears
ringing; he felt as if he had wandered into a titanic auditoriumfilled with bells of terrible and
grand sizes. This nust be what they nean by a nystical experience, he said to hinself.

Hi s front door opened and two Quietude Civil Authority policenmen nmade their way into the
room As they wal ked, their keen, frigid glance took in everything inhabiting the room

"QCA Hynes and Perkin," one of themsaid as he briefly Il et Joe see his identification
pl aque. "You're a pot-healer, M. Fernwight; correct? And you're also on the vet-dole; am|l
right? Yes I"'mright," he finished, answering his own question. "Wat would you say your daily
i ncome anounts to, your dole and noney received for the alleged work you do?"

The ot her QCA man pushed open the door of the bathroom "Sonething interesting here. The
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top of the tank, the toilet tank, is off. And he's got a bag of netal coins hanging in there; |
shoul d guess about eighty quarters. You're a frugal man, M. Fernwight." The QCA man cane back
into the main room "How | ong--"

"Two years," Joe said. "And |I'm not breaking any law, | checked with M. Attorney before
began. "

"What's this about thirty-five thousand Pl abki an crunbl es?"

Joe hesitated.

It was not an unusual phenonenon, his attitude toward the QCA and their nen. They had such
neat suits, such good gray and brown weaves. Each carried a briefcase. Al |ooked like highly
reput abl e busi nessnen--prosperous and responsi bl e, able to nmake decisions: they were not nere
bureaucrats to whom orders were given and who nerely carried out orders |ike pseudorobots
and yet they had an inhumanity about them for no particular reason that he could make out. But
then he thought, Ah--1 have it. No one could ever imagine a QCA nan hol ding a door open for a
| ady; that was it; that explained his feeling. A small thing, perhaps, but it seemed to be a
conprehensi on of the severe essence of the QCA throughout. Never hold a door, Joe thought, never
take of f your hat in an elevator. The ordinary laws of charity did not apply to them and these
| aws they did not follow Ever. But how well shaved they were. How greatly neat.

Strange, he thought, how thinking this could give ne the feeling that at |ast | understand
them But | do. In synbolic form naybe. But the conprehension is there and it will never go away.

"I got a note," Joe said. "I'll showit to you." He handed themthe note which he had
found bobbing about in its plastic bottle in the water closet of his facility.

"Who wrote this?" one of the QCA nen asked.

"God knows," Joe said.

"I's that a joke?"

Joe said, "You nean is the note a joke, or what | said in answer to your question in
saying, 'God knows--' "He broke off, because one of the QCA men was bringing out a teep rod, a
receptor which would pick up and record his thoughts for police inspection. "You," Joe said,
see. That it's true.”

The rod, wandli ke, hovered over his head for several mnutes. No one spoke. Then the QCA
man returned the rod to his pocket and stuffed a little speaker into his ear; he played back the
tape of Joe's thoughts, listening intently.

"It's so," the QCA man said, and stopped the tape transport, which was |ocated, of course,
in his briefcase. "He doesn't know anything about this note, who put it there or why. Sorry, M.
Fernwright. You know, naturally, that we nonitor all phone calls. This one interested us because--
as you can probably appreciate--the suminvolved is so large."

Hi s conpani on cop said, "Report to us once a day about this matter." He handed Joe a card.
"The nunber you're to call is on the card. You don't have to ask for anyone in particular; tel
whoever answers the call what's devel oped. ™"

The first QCA man said, "There isn't anything |l egal that you could do to get paid thirty-
five thousand Pl abkian crunbles, M. Fernwight. It has to be illegal. That's how we see it."

"Maybe there're a hell of a lot of broken pots on Sirius five," Joe said.

"Bit of hunor, there," the first QCA man said tartly. He nodded to his conpanion, and the
two of them opened the door and departed fromhis room The door closed behind them

"Maybe it's one gigantic pot," Joe said loudly. "A pot the size of a planet. Wth fifty
gl azes and--" He gave up; they probably couldn't hear himanyhow. And originally ornamented by the
greatest graphic artist in Plabkian history, he thought. And it's the only product of his genius
| eft, and an eart hquake has broken the pot, which is locally worshiped. So the whol e Pl abki an
civilization has coll apsed.

Pl abki an civilization. Hm he thought. Just how far devel oped are they on Sirius five? he
asked hinmself. A good question

Going to the phone he dialed the encycl opedi a nunber.

"Good evening," a robotic voice said. "What info do you require, sir or madan®"

Joe said, "Gve ne a brief description of the social devel opnent on Sirius five."

Wthout the passing of even a tenth second the artificial voice said, "It is an ancient
soci ety which has seen better days. The current domi nant species on the planet consists of what is
called a dimung. This shadowy, enornous entity is not native to the planet; it nmigrated there
several centuries ago, taking over fromthe feeble species such as wbs, werjes, klakes, trobes,
and printers left over when the once-ruling master species, the so-called Fog-Things of antiquity,
passed away."

"dimmung--the dimmng--is all-powerful?" Joe asked.

"Hi s power," the encyclopedia's voice said, "is sharply curtailed by a peculiar book

wi | |
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probably nonexistent, in which, it is alleged, everything which has been, is, and will be, is
recorded. "

Joe said, "Wiere did this book come fronP"

"You have used up your allotted quantity of information," the voice said. And clicked off.

Joe waited exactly three minutes and then redial ed the nunber.

"Good evening. What info do you require, sir or madan®?"

"The book on Sirius five," Joe said. "Wiich is alleged to tell everything that has been--"

"Ch, it's you again. Well, your trick won't work anynore; we store voice patterns now " It
rang off.

That's right, Joe realized. | renmenber reading in the newspaper about that. It was costing
the governnent too much noney the way it was--when we did what | tried to do just now. Nuts, he
said to hinself. Twenty-four hours before he could get any nore free informati on. O course, he
could go to a private enterprise encycl opedia booth, to M. Encyclopedia. But it would cost as
much as he had stored in his asbestos bag: the governnment, when |icensing the nonstateowned
enterprises such as M. Attorney and M. Encyclopedia and M. Job, had seen to that.

I think I got aced out, Joe Fernwight said to hinself. As usual

Qur society, he thought broodingly, is the perfect form of governnent. Everyone_is aced
out, in the end.

VWhen he reached his work cubicle the next norning he found a second special delivery
letter waiting for him

SH P OQUT TO PLOAWAN S PLANET, MR FERNWRI GHT, WHERE
YOU ARE NEEDED. YOUR LI FE WLL SIGNIFY SOVETH NG YQU
W LL CREATE A PERVANENT ENDEAVCOR VWHI CH W LL OUTLAST
ME AS WELL AS YQU

Pl owran' s Pl anet, Joe reflected. It rang a bell, although dimy. Absentm ndedly, he dialed
t he encycl opedi a's nunber.

"I's Plowran's Pl anet--" he began, but the artificial voice interrupted him

"Not for another twelve hours. CGoodby."

"Just one fact?" he said angrily. "I just want to find out if Sirius five and Pl owmman's--"

dick. The robot nechanismhad rung of f. Bastards, he thought. All robot servo-nechani sns and al
conputers are bastards.

Who can | ask? he asked himself, that would know, offhand, if Plowman's Planet is Sirius
five? Kate. Kate would know.

But, he thought as he started to dial her office nunber, if I"'mgoing to enmigrate to
Pl owran's Planet | don't want her to know, she'll be able to trace me re ny back alinony paynents.

Once nore he picked up the unsigned note, studied it. And, in a gradual, seeping fashion
a realization concerning it suffused his mnd and entered into his field of awareness. There were
nmore words on the note in sone kind of senmiinvisible ink. Runic witing? he wondered; he felt a
sort of w cked, aninmal excitenent, as if he had found a carefully protected trail.

He dialed Snith's nunmber. "If you got a letter," Joe said, "with sem -invisible runic
witing on it, how would you-- you in particular--go about making it visible?"

"I"d hold it over a heat source,” Smith said.

"Why?" Joe said.

"Because it's nost likely witten in mlk. And witing in mlk turns black over a heat
source. "

"Runic witing in _mlk?_" Joe said angrily.
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"Statistics show-"

"I can't imagine it. |I sinply can't imagine it. Runic witing in mlk." He shook his head.
"Anyway, what statistics are there on runic witing? This is absurd.” He got out his cigarette
lighter and held it beneath the sheet of paper. At once, black letters becane visible.

WE SHALL RAI SE HELDSCALLA.

"What's it say?" Smith asked.
Joe said, "Listen, Smith; you haven't used the encyclopedia in the |ast twenty-four hours,

have you?"

"No," Smith said.

Joe said, "Call it. Ask it if Plowran's Planet is another name for Sirius five. And ask it
what 'Heldscalla' consists of." | guess | could ask the dictionary that, he said to hinself. "Wat
a nmess," he said. "lIs this any way to conduct business?' He felt fear overlaid with nausea; it did
not appeal to him It did not seemeffective nor funny; it was nmerely strange. And, he thought, |
have to report this to the police, so I'll be back cloistered with them again, and now there's
probably already a file on ne--hell, he thought, there has been since ny birth--but nowthe file

has new entries. Wich always was bad. As every citizen knew.

Hel dscal | a, he thought. An odd and sonehow i npressive verbal integer. It appealed to him
it seened totally opposed to such conditions as cubicles, phones, wal king to work through endl ess
crowds, fiddling his Iife away on the veterans' dole, neanwhile playing The Gane. | am here, he
t hought, when | shoul d be there.

"Call me back, Smith," he said into the phone. "As soon as you' ve talked to the
encycl opedia. Bye." He rang off, paused, then dialed the dictionary. "Heldscalla," he said. "Wat
does it mean?"

The dictionary--or rather its artificial voice--said, "Heldscalla is the ancient cathedra
of the once-ruling Fog-Things of Sirius five. It sank under the sea centuries ago and has never
been pl aced back, intact and functioning, with its old, holy artifacts and relics, on dry land."

"Are you hooked into the encycl opedia right now?" Joe asked. "That's an awful |ot of
definition."

"Yes, sir or nmadam | am hooked into the encycl opedia."

"Then can you tell nme any nore?"

"No nore."

"Thank you,

Joe Fernwright said huskily. And hung up

He could see it. dimung--or the dimung, if that was correct; evidently there was only
one of them-intended to raise the ancient cathedral Heldscalla, and to do so, the G imung needed
a wide span of skills. Such as his own, for exanple; his ability to heal ceranic ware. Heldscalla
obvi ously contai ned pots--enough of themto cause the Ainmung to approach him . . and to offer
hima good sum for his work.

By now he's probably recruited two hundred skills fromtw hundred planets, Joe realized.
I"'mnot the only one getting peculiar letters et cetera. He sawin his nmind a great cannon being
fired, and out of it special delivery letters, thousands of them addressed to various life-form
i ndi vi dual s t hroughout the gal axy.

And oh god, he thought. The police are spotting it; they barged into ny roommnutes after
I consulted the bank. Last night, those two; they knew al ready what these letters and weird note
floating in the water closet of the toilet nmean. They could have told ne. But of course they
woul dn't; that would be too natural, too humane.

Hi s phone buzzed. He lifted the receiver.

"I contacted the encyclopedia,” Snith said, as his i mage appeared on the screen
"Plowran's Pl anet is space argot for Sirius five. Since | had hold of the encyclopedia | took the
opportunity of asking it nore. | thought you might appreciate it."

"Yes," Joe said.

"One vast old creature lives there. Apparently infirm"

"You nmean it's sick?" Joe asked.

"Well, you know . . . age and such |ike. Dormant; that's what it's been."

"I's it nenaci ng?"

"How could it be nenacing if it's dormant as well as infirn? It's senile. Yes, that's the
word--senile."
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Joe asked, "Has it ever said anything?"

"Not really."

"Not even the tinme of day?"

"Ten years ago it canme to briefly and asked for an orbiting weather-station satellite."

"What did it pay for it with?"

"It didn"t. It's indigent. We contributed it free, and we threwin a news type satellite
along with the weat her one."

"Broke and senile," Joe said. He felt glum "Well," he said, "I guess | won't be getting
any noney out of it."

"Why? Were you suing it?"

"CGoodby, Smith," Joe said.

"Wait!" Smith said. "There's a new gane. You want to join? It consists of speed-scanning
t he newspaper archives to cone up with the funni est headline. _Real _ headline, you realize; not
made up. | have a good one; it's from 1962. You want to hear it?"

"Ckay," Joe said, still feeling glum Hi s glummess had oozed throughout him | eaving him
i nert and spongelike; he responded reflexively. "Let's hear your headline."

"ELMO PLASKETT SINKS G ANTS," Snith read fromhis slip of paper.

"Who the hell was Elnp Pl askett?"

"He came up fromthe mnors and--"

"I have to go, now," Joe said, standing up. "I have to |l eave ny office." He hung up. Hone,
he said to hinself. To get ny bag of quarters.

Al ong the sidewal ks of the city the vast aninallike gasping entity which was the nass of
Cl evel and' s unenpl oyed- - and unenpl oyabl e- - gat hered and stood, stood and waited, waited and fused
together into a lunmp both unstable and sad. Joe Fernwight, carrying his sack of coins, rubbed
agai nst their collective flank as he pushed his way toward the corner and the M. Job booth. He
snelled the fam liar vinegarlike penetrating scent of their presence, their overheated and yet
pl ai ntively disappoi nted nmassi veness. On all sides of himtheir eyes contenplated his forward
nmotion, his determination to get past them

"Excuse me," he said to a slender Mexican-Iooking youth who had becone wedged, anong al
the others, directly ahead of him

The yout h blinked nervously, but did not nove. He had seen the asbestos bag which Joe
hel d; beyond any doubt he knew what Joe had and where Joe was goi ng and what Joe intended to do.

"Can | get by?" Joe asked him It seened an inpasse of permanent proportions. Behind him
the throng of inactive humanity had closed in, blocking any chance of retreat. He could not go
back and he could make no progress forward. | guess the next thing, he thought, is that they'l
grab my quarters and that will be that. H's heart hurt, as if he had clinbed a ridge, a fina
ridge of life itself, a terrible hill strewn with skulls. He saw, about him gaping eye sockets;
he experienced a weird visual distortion, as if the ultimate disposition of these people had nade
its appearance palpably . . . as if, he thought, it can't wait; it rmust have them now.

The Mexican youth said, "Could | ook at your coins, sir?" It was hard to know what to do.
The eyes--or rather the hollow sockets--continued to press in at himin a conplete circle; he felt
t hem enconpass hi mand his asbestos bag. | am shrinking, he thought in surprise. Wiy? He felt weak
and glum but not guilty. It was his noney. They knew it and he knew it. And yet the vacant eyes
made himsmall. As if, he thought, it doesn't matter what | do, whether | get to the M. Job booth
or not; what | do, what becones of nme--it won't change things for these people.

And yet, on a conscious level, he didn't care. They had their lives; he had his, and his
i ncluded a sack of carefully saved-up netal coins. Can they contam nate me? he asked hinsel f. Drag
me down into their inertial storn? This is their problem not nine, he thought. I'mnot going to
sink with the system this is my first decision, to ignore the two special delivery letters and do
this: take this journey with this sack of quarters. This is the start of ny escape, and there wll
be no new bondage.
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"No, " he said.

"I won't take any," the youth said.

A strange inpul se overcanme Joe Fernwight. Qpening the bag he runmaged, got out a quarter
he held it out toward the Mexican youth. As the boy accepted it other hands appeared, on al
sides; the ring of hopel ess eyes had becone a ring of outstretched, open hands. But there was no
greed conspiring against him none of the hands tried to grab his sack of coins. The hands were
sinmply there, nerely waiting. Waiting in a silence nade up of trust, as his own earlier waiting at
the mail tube had been. Horrible, Joe thought. These people think |I'm going to give thema
present, as if they've been waiting for the universe to do this: the universe has given them
nothing all their lives and they have accepted that as silently as now. They see me as a kind of
supernatural deity. But no, he thought. |'ve got to get out of here. | can't do anything for them

But even as he realized this he found hinself digging into the cloth sack; he found
hinself putting a quarter into one palmafter another

Overhead, a police cruiser whistled loudly as it lowered, like a great lid, its two
occupants in their slick, bright uniforms, wearing riot helnets that sparkled, holding, each of
them a laser rifle. One of the two cops said, "Get out of this nan's way."

The pressing circle began to nelt back. The extended hands di sappeared, as if into a
nunbed, intol erabl e darkness.

"Don't stand there," the other cop said to Joe in his thick cop's voice. "Get noving. GCet
those coins out of here or I'll wite you out a citation after which you won't have one goddam
coin left.”

Joe wal ked on.

"What do you think you are?" the other cop said to him as the cruiser followed after him
holding its position directly above his head. "Sone sort of privately endowed phil ant hropic
organi zati on?"

Sayi ng not hi ng, Joe continued on

“You're required by law to answer ne," the cop said.

Reaching into his asbestos cloth sack, Joe got out a quarter. He handed it up toward the
nearer of the two cops. And, at the sane tine, saw with amazenment that only a few quarters
remai ned.

My coins, he realized, are gone! So there is only one door open to ne--the mail tube and
what it has brought in the last two days. Whether | like it or not--by what |'ve done just now
it's been decided.

"Whay did you hand nme this coin?" the cop asked.

"As a tip," Joe said. And, at the same time, felt his head burst as the | aser beam on
stun, hit himdirectly between his eyes.

At the police station the swank young police official, blondhaired, blue-eyed, slim in
his swank clean uniform said, "W're not going to book you, M. Fernwight, although technically
you're guilty of a crine against the people.”

"The state," Joe said; he sat hunched over, rubbing his forehead, trying to nake the pain
stop. "Not the people," he managed to say. He shut his eyes and the pain fl ooded over him
radi ating out fromthe spot where the beam had touched him

"What you're saying," the young police official said, "constitutes in itself a felony and
we coul d book you on that, too. We could even turn you over to the Political Control Bureau as an
eneny of the working class, engaged in a conspiracy to advocate agitation agai nst the people and
the servants of the people, such as ourselves. But your record heretofore--" He studied Joe with
professional intensity. "A sane man doesn't start handing coins out to total strangers." The
police official exam ned a document which had come unreeling itself out of a slot of his desk.
"Obviously you acted without deliberation.”

"Yes," Joe said. "Wthout deliberation.”" He felt nothing in the way of enotions; he
experienced only bodily disconfort, acute and still growing. It had preenpted any feeling, any
mental activity.

"However, we're going to inpound your remaining coins. For the present at |east. And
you'll be on probation for a year, during which tine you will report here, once a week, and give
us an account, a full account, of your activities."

"Wthout a trial?" Joe said.

"Do you want to be tried?" the police official eyed himkeenly.

"No," Joe said. He went on rubbing his head. The QCA material apparently hasn't been fed
to their computers yet, he decided. But eventually it'll all be conbined. They'Il put it al
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together, ny tipping the cop, ny finding notes in the water closet of ny toilet. I'ma nut, he
said to hinself. |I've gone mad frominactivity; the |last seven nonths have destroyed nme. And now,
when | made ny nove, when | took my coins to M. Job--_| couldn't do it _.

"Wait a mnute," another cop said. "Here's sonmething on himfrom QCA. It just rolled down
the circuit fromtheir conputer bank central."

Turning, Joe ran toward the door of the police station. Toward the nass of people outside.
As if to bury hinmself anbng then to cease to be a finite part.

Two cops appeared ahead of himand they lunged toward himas he ran; they cane cl oser
unnaturally rapidly, as if on video tape speeded up. And then, suddenly, they were under water;
they, like slender silver fish, gaped at himand rhythm cally naneuvered thensel ves anong- - good
god! coral and seaweed. And yet he hinself felt nothing, no water; but here was a tank of water
i nstead of the police station, all the furniture |ike sunken wrecks, half-buried in sand. And the
police twisted and streaked by him lovely in their glittering gliding novenents. But they could
not touch him because he, although standing in the center, was not in the tank. And he heard no
sound. Their nouths nmoved, but only silence reached him

Bobbi ng and undul ating, a squid swept past him it was, he thought, |like the soul of the
sea. The squid all at once ejected clouds of darkness, as if nmeant to efface everything. He saw no
police officers, now, the darkness propagated itself until it filled up the panorana and then it
became nore intense, as if it were not opaque enough before. But | can breathe, Joe said. "Hey,"
he said al oud--and heard his own voice. I'mjust not in the water, he realized, |ike they are.
can identify myself; I'msplit off, a separate entity. But why?

VWhat if | try to nove? he wondered. He took one step, another, and then clunk; he
rebounded off a wall-like surface. Another way, he said; he turned and took a step to his right.
Clunk. In panic he thought, I'min a box like a coffin! Did they kill nme? he asked hinsel f. When
tried to run for the door. He reached his arns out, into the darkness, groping . . . and somnething
was placed in his right hand. Small, square. Wth two di sklike knobs.

A transistor radio.

He turned it on.

"H there, folks!" a happy, tinny voice sounded in the darkness. "This is Cavorting Cary
Karns here with six phones sitting in front of ne and twenty switchboard circuits going, so that |

can hear you all, all of you good people who want to discuss sonething, anything. The nunber is
394-950-911111, so call in, folks, about anything at all, whatever's on your m nd, good, bad,
indifferent, interesting, or dull--just call Cavorting Cary Karns at 394-950-911111 and t he whol e

radi o audi ence out there will hear you and what you have to say, your opinion, a fact that you
know t hat you think everyone el se should know-" Fromthe speaker of the transistor radio canme the
sound of a phone ringing. "Hello--we've got a caller already!" Cavorting Cary Karns declared. "Yes
sir. Yes ma'am | nean."

"M. Karns," a shrill fenale voice said, "there ought to be a stop sign placed at the
i ntersection of Fulton Avenue and Cl over, where all the little school children, and | see them
every day--"

Sonet hi ng hard, sone dense object, bunped Joe's left hand. He took hold of it. A phone.

Sitting down, he placed the phone and the transistor radio in front of himand then he got
out his cigarette lighter and zi pped the butane flane on. It illum nated a neager circle, but
within the circle he coul d nake out the phone and the transistor radio. A Zenith transistor radio,
he noted. Evidently a good one, fromthe size of it.

"Ckay, folks out there,” Cavorting Cary Karns merrily prattled. "The nunber is 394-950-
911111; that's where you'll reach ne and through me the whole world of--"

Joe dialed. At |ast he had painstakingly dialed the whole nunber. He held the receiver to
his ear, listened to a busy signal for a nmonent, and then heard, fromboth the receiver and the
radi o, the voice of Cavorting Cary Karns. "Yes sir, or is it ma' an?" Karns asked.

"Where am | ?" Joe said into the phone.

"Hey there!" Karns said. "W've got sonebody out there, some poor soul, who's lost. Your
name i s, sir?"

"Joseph Fernwight," Joe said.

"Well, M. Fernwight, it's a downright pleasure to talk to you. Your question is, Wuere
are you? Does anybody know where M. Joseph Fernwight of Ceveland--you are in Ceveland, aren't
you, M. Fernwi ght?--does anybody out there know where he is, at this nmoment? | think this is a

valid question on M. Fernwight's part; 1'd like to hold the |ines open for anyone who can cal
in and give us sone idea, at |least a general idea, of the vicinity in which M. Fernwight is
currently. So you other people, who don't know where M. Fernwight is, could you not call in

until we've located M. Fernwight? M. Fernwight, it shouldn't be long; we've got a ten mllion
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audi ence and a fifty-thousand-watt transmitter going and--wait! A call." Tinny sound of a phone
ringing. "Yes sir or ma'am Sir. Your nane, sir?"

A nmal e voice, fromthe radio and fromJoe's phone, said, "My name is Dwight L. dinmung of
301 Pleasant Hill Road, and | know where M. Fernwight is. He's in ny basenent. Slightly to the
right and a little behind ny furnace. He's in a wooden packing crate that cane with an air-
conditioning unit that |I ordered from People's Sears, |ast year."

"You hear that, M. Fernwight?" Cavorting Cary Karns whooped. "You're in a packing crate
in M. Dnight L.-- what was the rest of your name, sir?"

"dimung."
"M. Dwight L. dimmung's basenent of 301 Pleasant Hill Road. So all your troubles are
over, M. Fernwight. Sinply get out of the packing crate and you'll be just fine!l"

“I don't want himto bust the crate, though,"” Dnight L. dimung said. "Maybe | better go
down there into that basement and pry a few boards | oose and let himout."

"M. Fernwight," Karns said, "just for the edification of our radi o audi ence, how did you
happen to get into an enpty packing crate in the basenent of M. Dwight L. dimung of 301
Pl easant H Il Road? |'m sure our audi ence would |like to know. "

"l don't know, " Joe said.

"Well, perhaps then M. dinmung--M. dinmmung? He seens to have rung off. Evidently he's
on his way down into the basenent to let you out, M. Fernwight. Wat a lucky thing for you it
was, sir, that M. dimmung happened to be listening to this show O herw se you probably would be
in that crate until doonsday. And now let's turn to another |istener; hello?" The phone clicked in
Joe's ear. The circuit had been broken

Sounds. From around him A creaking noise and sonething wi de bent back; light flooded into
the box wherein Joe Fernwight sat with his cigarette lighter, his phone, and his transistor
radi o.

"I got you out of the police barracks the best way | could,” a male voice--the sane that
Joe had heard on the radio-- said.

"A strange way," Joe said.

"To you strange. Strange to ne have been a nunmber of things you' ve done since the tinme |
first becane aware of you.,

Joe said, "Like giving away ny coins."

"No, | understood that. Wat strikes ne as odd is your having sat for all those nonths in
your work cubicle, waiting." A second slat slid away; nore light flooded in at Joe and he bli nked.
He tried to see @immung, but he still could not. "Way didn't you go to a nearby nmuseum and break
a nunber of their pots anonymously . . . and you woul d have got their business. And the pots would
be heal ed as new. Nothi ng woul d have been | ost and you woul d have been active and productive over
these days." The last slat fell away, and Joe Fernwight saw, up in the full light, the creature
fromSirius five, the life-formwhich the encycl opedi a had descri bed as being senile and

penni | ess.

He saw a great hoop of water spinning on a horizonal axis, and, within it, on a vertica
axis, a transversal hoop of fire. Hanging over and behind the two el enental hoops a curtain draped
and floated, a billow ng fabric which he saw, with amazement, was Pai sl ey.

And- - one nore aspect: an inmage enbedded at the nucl eus of the revolving hoops of fire and
wat er. The pleasant, pretty face of a brown-haired teen-age girl. It hung suspended, and it smled
at him. . . an ordinary face, easily forgotten but always encountered. It was, he thought, a
conposite mask, as if drawn on a blank sidewal k with colored chalk. A tenporary and not very
i mpressi ve visage, through which @inmmng apparently neant to encounter him But the hoop of
wat er, he thought. The basis of the universe. As was the hoop of fire. And they revolved on and
on, at a perfectly regul ated speed. A superb and eternal self-perpetuating nechanism he thought,
except for the flinmsy Paisley shawl and the immture fenale face. He felt bew ldered. Did what he
see add up to strength? Certainly it gave no aura of senility, and yet he had the inpression that,
despite the jejune face, it was very old. As to its financial status, he could nmake no estinmate at
this time. That would have to cone later, if at all

"I bought this house seven years ago," dimung--or at |east a voice--said. "Wen there
was a buyers' narket."

Joe, looking for the source of the voice, distinguished an oddity which twitched his bl ood
and nmade himcold, as if ice and fire had m xed together in him a pale anal og of G inmmung.

The voice. It cane froman ancient wind-up Victrola, on which a record played at a
pecul i ar high speed. dimmng's voice was on the record.

"Yeah, | guess you're right," Joe said. "Seven years ago was a good tinme to buy. You do
your recruiting from here?"
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"I work here," dimmung's voice--fromthe ancient w ndup Victrol a--answered. "I work many
other places as well . . . in many star systens. Now let ne tell you where you stand, Joe
Fernwright. To the police you sinply turned and wal ked out of the building, and for sone reason
they seenmed unable, at the tinme, to stop you. But an APB has been sent out regarding you, so you
can't go back to your rooming house or your work cubicle."

"W thout being caught by the police," Joe said.

"Do you want that?"

"Maybe it has to be," Joe said stoically.

"Nonsense. Your police are feral and nalicious. | want you to see Heldscalla, as it was
before it sank. Youuuuuuuuu," and the phonograph ran down. Joe, via the handcrank, wound it up
again, feeling a mxture of feelings, each of which he would probably, if asked, be unable to
describe. "You will find a viewing instrunent on the table to your right," Qimung said, the
record now playing at its proper speed. "A depth-perception nechanismoriginating here on your own
pl anet . "

Joe searched--and found an anti que stereoscope viewer, circa 1900, with a set of black-and-
white cards to be put intoit. "Couldn't you do better than this?" he demanded. "A fil m sequence,

or stereo video tape. Wiy, this thing was invented before the autonobile."” It came to him then
"You are broke," he said. "Smth was right."

"That's a calumy,” dimung said. "I amnerely parsinonious. It is an inherited
characteristic of ny order. As a product of your socialistic society you are used to great waste.
I, however, amstill on the free enterprise plan. 'A penny saved--'

"Ch Christ,"” Joe groaned.

“I'f you want ne to quit,"'
needl e assenbly fromthe record."

"What happens when the record comes to an end?" Joe said.

“I't will never do so."

"Then it's not a real record.”

"It's a real record. The grooves forma | oop."

"What do you really look like?" Joe said.

dimung said, "What do _you really look Iike?"

Nettled, Joe said, gesticulating, "It depends on whether you accept Kant's division of
phenonena fromthe _Ding an sich_, the thing in itself which like Leibnitz's wi ndowl ess nonad--"

He hal ted, because the phonograph had run down again; the record had ceased to turn. As he
rewound it, Joe thought, He probably didn't hear anything | said. And probably on purpose.

"I mssed your philosophical discourse,” the phonograph decl ared, when he had fini shed
rewinding it.

"What |'m saying," Joe said, "is that a phenomenon perceived is done so in the structura
percept - system of the perceiver. Mich of what you see in perceiving ne--" He pointed to hinself
for enphasis. "--is a projection fromyour own mnd. To another percept-system| woul d appear
quite different. To the police, for instance. There're as many worl dviews as there are sentient
creatures.”

"Hm" dinmung said

"You understand the distinction I'm nmaking," Joe said.

"M. Fernwight, what do you really want? The time has come for you to choose, to act. To
participate--or not participate--in a great historical nmonent. At this nonent, M. Fernwight, |
amin a thousand places, conmtting or helping to commt an enornmous variety of engineers and
artisans . . . you are one craftsman out of many. | can't wait for you any |onger."

"Am | vital to the project?" Joe asked

"A pot-healer is vital, yes. You or soneone el se."

Joe said, "When do | get ny thirty-five thousand crunbl es? In advance?"

"You will get them whennnnnn," dimung began to say, but again the old Victrola becane
unwound; the record slowed to a halt.

Cagey bastard, Joe said to hinself grimy as he rewound the phonograph

"When," dimmng said, "and if, only if, the cathedral is raised once nore as it was
centuries ago."

That's what | thought, Joe thought.

"WIl you go to Plowran's Planet?" dinmung asked.

For a tine Joe considered. In his mnd he considered his room the cubicle in which he
wor ked, the loss of his coins, the police--he thought about it all and tried to make it add up.
What ties ne here? he asked hinmsel f. The known, he decided. The fact that | amused to it. You can
get used to anything, and even learn to like it. Pavlov's theory of learned reflex is correct;

d@imung said, "nerely lift the m ca-disk playback head-and-
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am hel d by habit. And nothing nore.

"Could I have just a few crunbles in advance?" he asked dimung. "I want to buy a
cashmere sports jacket and a new pair of wash-and-wear shoes."

The phonograph split apart; pieces of it rained everywhere, |ancing Joe's arns and face.
And, in the center of the hoops of water and of fire, a huge contorted furious face nanifested
itself; the feeble fenmal e countenance di sappeared, and what glared at Joe now glared with the
force of a sun. The face cursed at him cursed in a |anguage he did not know. He shrank back
appal | ed by the anger of G imung; the ordinary objects through which dinmmung had up to now
mani fested hinself disintegrated into bits, the Paisley shawl, even the two el enental hoops. The
basement itself began to crack apart, like a declining ruin; pieces of cenent fell to the floor
and then the floor itself broke like dried clay.

Jesus, Joe thought. And Smith said it was senile. Now huge chunks of the house were
droppi ng around him a section of pipe banged himon the head and he heard a thousand voices
singing a thousand songs of fear. "I'll go," he said aloud, his eyes shut, hands enw apping his
head. "You're right; it's not a joke. I'msorry. | know this has great inportance to you."

The fist of @inmung clutched himaround the waist; it lifted himup as it squeezed him
like a roll of newspaper. He saw for an instant the raging, nelting, burning eye--a single eye!--
and then the firestorm ebbed. The pressure around his waist relaxed, just a trifle. But enough. He
t hought, | probably didn't get any ribs cracked. | better get a nedical exam nation before | |eave
Eart h, though. Just to be sure.

"I will set you down in the main |ounge of the C evel and Spaceport,” G imung said. "You
will find that you have enough noney for a ticket to Plowran's Planet. Take the next flight; do
not go back to your roomfor your things-- the police are waiting for you there. Take this."
dinmung thrust something into his hand; in the light it reflected many colors; the col ors bl ended
into one shape and then trickled out in threadlike streans to re-formin another pattern. And then
anot her, which | eaped up at himwldly.

"A potsherd," G imung said.

"This is a piece of a broken vase of the cathedral ?" Joe said. "Wiy didn't you showit to
me right away?" | woul d have gone, he thought, if | had seen this . . . if | had had any idea

“Now you know," dimmng said, "what you will be healing with your talent."

A man is an angel that has becone deranged, Joe Fernwight thought. Once they--all of them
-had been genuine angels, and at that tinme they, had had a choice between good and evil, so it was
easy, easy being an angel. And then sonethi ng happened. Sonething went wong or broke down or
failed. And they had becone faced with the necessity of choosing not good or evil but the |esser
of two evils, and so that had unhinged them and now each was a man.

Seated on the plush plastic bench at the C evel and Spaceport, waiting for his flight, Joe
felt weak and unsure of hinself, and ahead of himlay a terrible job--terrible in the sense that

it would put inordinate demands on his waning strength. | amlike a gray thing, he thought.
Bustling along with the currents of air that tunble ne, that roll ne, like a gray puffball, on and
on.

Strength. The strength of being, he thought, and opposite to that the peace of nonbeing.
Whi ch was better? Strength wore out in the end, every tine; so perhaps that was the answer and no
nmore was needed. Strength--being--was tenporary. And peace--nonbeing--was eternal; it had existed
prior to his birth and would resune for himafter his death. The period of strength, in between,
was nerely an episode, a short flexing of borrowed nuscl es--a body which woul d have to be returned

to the real owner.

Had he not net dimung he woul d never have thought this--realized it. But in dimung he
wi t nessed eternal, selfrenewing strength. Ginmng, like a star, fed on hinself, and was never
consunmed. And, like a star, he was beautiful; he was a fountain, a meadow, an enpty twilight
street over which dwelt a fading sky. The sky would fade; the twilight woul d becone darkness, but
@ inmmung woul d blaze on, as if burning out the inpurities of everyone and everything around him
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He was the |ight who exposed the soul and all its decayed parts. And, with that |ight, he scorched
out of existence those decayed portions, here and there: menentos of a |life not asked for.

Seated there in the waiting roomof the spaceport, seated upon the unpleasant plastic
chair, Joe heard rocket motors wi nding up. He turned his head, saw through the great w ndow an LB-
4 rise upward, shaking the building and everything init. And then, in a matter of seconds, it had
gone; nothing remai ned.

| gaze across the silence of the nmarshes, he thought, and out of them nysterious and
wi |l d, pops the sound of giant vehicles.

Getting to his feet he crossed the waiting roomto the Padre booth; seated inside he put a
dime into the slot and dialed at random The narker canme to rest at Zen

"Tell me your tornents,"” the Padre said, in an elderly voice narked with conpassion. And
slowy; it spoke as if there were no rush, no pressure. Al was tineless.

Joe said, "I haven't worked for seven nonths and now |'ve got a job that takes ne out of
the Sol Systementirely, and |'mafraid. What if | can't do it? What if after so long |'ve |ost ny
skill?"

The Padre's weightless voice floated reassuringly back to him "You have worked and not
wor ked. Not working is the hardest work of all."

That's what | get for dialing Zen, Joe said to hinself. Before the Padre could intone
further he switched to Puritan Ethic.

"Wthout work," the Padre said, in a somewhat nore forceful voice, "a man is nothing. He
ceases to exist."

Rapi dl y, Joe dial ed Ronman Catholi c.

"CGod and God's love will accept you,
safe in Hs arnms. He will never--"

Joe dialed Allah

"Kill your foe," the Padre said.

"I have no foe," Joe said. "Except for nmy own weariness and fear of failure."

"Those are enenies," the Padre said, "which you nmust overcone in a _jihad_; you nust show
yourself to be a man, and a nan, a true man, is a fighter who fights back." The Padre's voice was
stern.

the Padre said in a faraway gentle voice. "You are

Joe di al ed Judai sm

“"A bowl of Martian fatworm soup--" the Padre began soothingly, but then Joe's noney wore
out; the Padre closed down, inert and dead--or anyhow dormant.

Fat wor m soup, Joe reflected. The nobst nourishing food known. Maybe that's the best advice
of all, he thought. I'Il head for the spaceport's restaurant.

There, on a stool, he seated hinself and picked up the nenu.

"Care for a tobacco cigarette?" the man next to him said.

Horrified, Joe stared at himand said, "My god--you can't snoke a cigarette out in the
open--especially here." He turned toward the nan in agitation; he started to speak on. And then he
real i zed whom he was speaking to

In human form @ inmung sat beside him

"I never intended,"” dinmung said, "for you to be so troubled. Your work is good; |'ve
told you that. | picked you because | consider you the finest pot-healer on Earth; |'ve told you
that, too. The Padre was right; you need sonething to eat and a chance to cal mdown. [|'I| order

for you."

G i nmung nodded to the robot nechani smfrom which the food came--nodded as he openly
snoked his tobacco cigarette

"Can't they see the cigarette?" Joe asked.

"No," dimung said. "And evidently the food-dispensing mechanismcan't see ne either."
Turning toward Joe he said, "You order."

After he had eaten his bow of fatworm soup and had drunk his caffeine-free (it had to be
so, by law) coffee, Joe said, "I don't think you understand. To soneone |like you--"

"What am | |ike?" dinmng said

"Don't you know?" Joe said.

"No creature knows itself,’

dimmung said. "You don't know yourself; you don't have any

know edge, none at all, of your npbst basic potentials. Do you understand what the Raising wll
mean for you? Everything that has been | atent, has been potential, in you--all of it will becone
actual i zed. Everyone who conspires in the Raising, everyone involved, froma hundred planets
tossed here and there in the gal axy-- everyone will _be_. You have never been, Joe Fernwight. You
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merely exist. To be is to do. And we will do a great thing, Joe Fernwight."
like steel.

"Did you cone here to talk ne out of ny doubts?" Joe asked. "Is that why you' re at the
spaceport? To nmake sure | don't change nmy mind and drop out at the last nonent?" It couldn't be
that; he was not that inportant. dimrung, stretched between fifteen worlds, would not be | owering
hinself to this, to an attenpt to restore the confidence of one neager pot-healer from d evel and;
dinmmung had too nuch to do: there were larger matters.

G@imung said, "This is a 'larger matter.""

G i nmung' s voi ce rang

" \Why 2"
"Because there are no small matters. Just as there is no small life. The life of an
insect, a spider; his life is as large as yours, and yours is as large as nine. Life is life. You
wish to live as much as | do; you have spent seven nonths of hell, waiting day after day for what
you needed . . . the way a spider waits. Think about the spider, Joe Fernwight. He makes his web.

Then he nmakes a little silk cave at the end of the web to sit in. He holds strands that lead to
every part of the web, so that he will know when sonething to eat, sonething he rmust have to live
arrives. He waits. A day goes by. Two days. A week. He waits on; there is nothing he can do but

wait. The little fishernan of the night . . . and perhaps sonething cones, and he lives, or
not hi ng cones, and he waits and he thinks, 'It won't come in tine. It is too late.' And he is
right; he dies still waiting."

"But for me," Joe said, "sonmething cane in tine."

"I came,"” dinmung said.

Joe said, "Did you pick me because of--" He hesitated. "Qut of pity?"

"Never," dimung said. "The Raising will take great skill, nmany skills, many know ngs and
crafts, vast nunbers of arts. Do you still have that potsherd with you?"

Joe got the small divine fragnment fromhis coat pocket; he put it down on the |unch
counter, beside the enpty bow of soup

"Thousands of them "™ dinmung said. "You have, | should guess, a hundred nore years of
life. It can't be done in a hundred years; you will step anmong them the beautiful little pieces,
until the day you die. And you will get your wi sh; you will be, until the end. And, having been
you will always exist." dimung | ooked at the Omrega wistwatch that circled his humanoid wist.
"They will be announcing your flight in two minutes."”

After he had been strapped to his couch, and the pressure hel net had been screwed over his
head, he managed to twi st around so that he could hopefully see his flight conpanion, the person
besi de him

Mal i Yojez, the tag read. He squinted and saw that it was a girl, non-Terran but hunanoi d.

And then the first thrust rockets ignited and the ship began to rise.

He had never been off Earth before, and he realized this starkly as the weight on him
grew. This--is--not--1ike-- going--f rom-New York--to Tokyo, he said to hinself gaspingly. Wth
i ncal cul abl e effort he managed to turn his head so that he could once again see the non-Terran
girl. She had becone blue. Maybe it's natural to her race, Joe thought. Maybe |'ve turned bl ue,
too. Maybe I'mdying, he said to hinself, and then the booster rockets came on . . . and Joe
Fer nwi ght passed out.

Wien he awoke he heard only the sound of the Mahler "Fourth" and a | ow nurnmur of voices.
I"'mthe last to conme out of it, he said to hinmself gloomly. The pert, dark-haired stewardess
busily unscrewed his pressure hel met and shut off his separate supply of oxygen

"Feeling better, M. Fernwight?" the stewardess inquired as she delicately reconbed his
hair. "M ss Yojez has been readi ng the biographical material you gave us before flighttinme, and
she is very interested in neeting you. There; now your hair |ooks just ever so fine. Don't you
think so, Mss Yojez?"

"How do you do, M. Fernwight?" Mss Yojez asked himin a heavily accented voice. "I have
been glad to know you very. In the lengthitude of our trip | amsurprised not to talk to you
because | think we in common much have. "

"May | see M ss Yojez's hiographical material?" Joe asked the stewardess; it was handed to
himand he scanned it rapidly. Favorite animal: a squinp. Favorite color: rej. Favorite gane:
Monopoly. Favorite music: koto, classical and Kimo Eto. Born in the Prox system which nmade her a
pi oneer, of sorts.

"I think," Mss Yojez said, "we are in the sanme undertaking, several of us with the
inclusion of I and ne."

"You and ne," Joe said.
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"“You're natural Earth?"

"I've never been off Earth in my life,'

"Then this is your first space flight."

"Yes," he said. He eyed her covertly and found her attractive; her short-clipped bronze
hair formed an effective contrast to her light gray skin. In addition, she had one of the snall est
wai sts he had ever seen, and in the perno-form spray-foam bl ouse and pants this as well as the
rest of her stood cleanly revealed. "You're a marine biologist," he said, reading nore of her
bi ographi cal material.

"Indeed. | amto determne the depth of coral investation of--
a small dictionary and | ooked up a word. "Subnerged artifacts."

He felt curiosity toward one point; he asked, "How did dinmmung nmani fest hinself to you?"

"' Manifest,' " Mss Yojez echoed; she searched through her snall dictionary.

"Materializing," the stewardess said brightly. "There is a circuit of the ship linking us
with a translation computer back on Earth. At each couch is an earphone and nicrophone. Here are
yours, M. Fernwight, and here are yours, Mss Yojez."

"My Terran linguistic skills are returning," Mss Yojez said, rejecting the earphone. To
Joe she said, "Wat did you--"

"How did dimung appear to you?" Joe asked. "Physically what did he | ook |ike? Big?
Short? Portly?"

M ss Yojez said, "Aimung initially manifests hinself in an aquatic framework, inasmch
as he, proper, often rests at the bottom of the oceans of his planet, in the--" She culled her
mnd. "The vicinity of the sunken cathedral."”

That expl ained the oceanic transformation at the police station. "But subsequently how did
he appear?" he asked. "The sane?"

"The second tinme he came to |,
basket . "

Can she nean that? Joe wondered. A basket of laundry? He thought, then, of The Gane; the
ol d preoccupation abruptly stirred into life inside him "Mss Yojez," he said, "perhaps we could
make use of the conputer translator . . . they can be very interesting. Let ne tell you about an
i ncident that occurred in automated translating of a Soviet article on engineering years ago. The
term-"

Joe sai d.

She paused, brought forth

M ss Yojez said, "he manifested hinself as a |laundry of

"Pl ease," Mss Yojez said, "I can't follow you and additionally we have things other to
di scuss. W nust ask everyone and find out how many has been enployed by M. @ imung." She fitted
the earphone to the side of her head, lifted the m crophone and pressed all the buttons on the

transl ati on consol e beside her. "Wuld everyone who is going to Plowran's Planet to work in M.
d i nmung' s undertaking rai se their hands, please?"

"So anyway," Joe said, "this article on engineering, when the conputer translated it into
English, had one strange termin it that appeared over and over. 'Water sheep.' Wat the hell does
that nmean? they all asked. | dunno, they all said. Well, what finally they--"

M ss Yojez broke in, "O the forty-five of us aboard this ship thirty are in dinmung' s
pay." She | aughed. "Perhaps nowis the tine for us to establish a union and work collectively."

A stern-1ooking gray-haired man at the front end of the section said, "That's not a half
bad idea, actually."

"But he's already paying so nmuch,” a timd I little fellowon the left side pointed out.

"I's it in witing?" the gray-haired man said. "He's nmade oral prom ses to us and then he's
threatened us, or at least so | gather. Anyhow he threatened ne. He cane on |ike the day of
judgnment; it really took the wind out of ny sails, and if you knew nme you'd know it's rare when
anyone can do that to Harper Bal dwin."

"So anyhow, " Joe said, "they finally managed to trace it back to the original paper, in
Russi an, and you know what it was? It was 'hydraulic ram' And it canme out in English as 'water
sheep.' Now, on the basis of this, | and a nunber of distinguished coll eagues--"

"Oral pronmises,"” a sharp-faced niddl e-aged wonan toward the rear of the section said,
not enough. Before we do any work for himwe should have witten contracts. Basically, when you
get down to it, he's gotten us on this ship by intimdation."

"Then think what a threat he'll be when we get to Plownan's Pl anet,’

are

M ss Yoj ez pointed
out.

Al the passengers were silent for a nmonent.

"W just call it The Gane," Joe said.

“In addition," the gray-haired man said, "we nmust renmenber that we're only a small part of
the work force that @inmung's been recruiting all over the galaxy. | nean, we can act collective
to hell and gone, and what does it matter? We're just a drop in the bucket, we here. O eventually
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we'll be, when he gets the others onto his damm planet, which could be any tine."
"What we'll have to do," Mss Yojez said, "is to organize ourselves here, and then, when
we reach Plowran's Planet, we'll probably be staying at one of the major hotels, and once there we

can contact sonme or all of the others he's recruited and then possibly we can forma union
effective."

A heavyset red-faced man said, "But isn't Ginmung a--
creature? A deity?"

"There are no deities," the timd little fellow on the left side of the compartnent said.
"l used to put strong faith in themat an earlier age of ny life, but after keen and very
recurrent frustration and di sappoi ntnment and disillusionment | gave up."

He gestured. "A supernatura

The red-faced man said, "In terns of what he can do. Wat does it matter what you cal
it?" Vigorously, he declared, "In relation to us, dimung has the power and nature of a deity.
For exanple, he can manifest hinself sinultaneously on ten or fifteen planets all over the gal axy,
and yet still remain on Plowran's Planet. Yes, he manifested hinmself to me in a scary fashion, as
that gentleman up front just pointed out. But I'mconvinced it's the real thing. dimnung _nade_
us cone here; he coerced us--1 know he did. In nmy case the police becane peculiarly interested in

my affairs about the sane tinme that @inmung first approached nme. The way it worked out was that |
nmore or | ess wound up having a choice between picking up on dinmung's proposition or going to
jail as a political prisoner."

In the nane of god, Joe thought. Perhaps dimmung played a hand in getting the QCA to drop
in on me. And then the harness bulls who hung over me when | was giving away quarters, the cops
who busted me--they may have been steered there by Qi nmung

Several people were talking at once, now. Listening intently, Joe nade out the genera
drift of their discourses; they, too, were telling about rescues from police vehicles and stations
by @imung. This changes everything, Joe said to hinself.

"He got me to do an illegal act," a matronly woman was saying. "He got ne to wite a check
to one of the governnent's beneficial organizations in a fit of passion. The check bounced and of
course the police pulled nme right in. Whien | got on this ship | junped bail. |I'mamzed they | et

me go, the QCA, | nean; | thought they'd stop ne at the spaceport.”

That is strange, Joe reflected. The QCA could have stopped all of us; dinmmng didn't take
us to Plowran's Planet by sonme vast display of his power: he had us take a regular flight--was
hinself, in fact, at the spaceport, apparently to see that we didn't back out. Does that nean, Joe
asked hinmself, that there is no genui ne antagoni sm between Qi nmung and t he QCA?

He tried to renmenber the current |aw dealing with know edge and skills of unusual val ue.

It was a felony, he recalled, for a person to |leave Earth if that person had skills which couldn't
be nmade available to the governnment or "people" in his absence. My statenment as to nmy skills and
know edge was routinely okayed, he renmenbered; they just glanced at it and stanped it and went on

to the next one . . . and the next one was probably someone el se, with a special and highly usefu
skill, on his way to Plowran's Planet. And they okayed him too, it would seem

He felt a deep and abiding insecurity, thinking this. A common basis between dimung and
the police--if that were the case he was, for all intents and purposes, as nuch in the hands of

the authorities as he would have been if he had renained at the police station. Perhaps even nore
so; on Plowran's Planet he woul d not be covered by the nodi cum of statutes protecting the accused.
As soneone had said already, once they reached Pl owran's Planet they would be entirely in
@i mmung' s possession, for whatever he wanted done. They would be, in essence, extensions of
dimmung; it was another corporate existence toward whi ch he was headi ng, and he had in no sense
escaped from anyone or anything. And this would be true for all the others; hundreds or perhaps
even thousands of them flowing to Plowran's Planet fromall over the gal axy. Jesus, he thought in
despair. But then he thought of sonething, sonething that @imung, in hunmanoid form had said in
the restaurant of the spaceport. "There are no small lives." And the little fisherman of the
night, as dinmmung had called the lowy spider

"Listen,"” Joe said aloud into his mcrophone, and he had all the buttons down; everyone in
the conpartnent was hearing him whether they wanted to or not. "A@inmng told nme sonething," he
said, "at the spaceport. He told ne about life waiting for sonething to come along and sustain it,
and that thing, that event, never coming for many lives. He said that this Undertaking, this

Rai si ng of Heldscalla, was that thing, that event, for me." In his mind he felt his conviction
grow until it becane absolute and powerful, and he felt it change him it woke himup until, by
now, he could say, as @Ainmmng put it, _|I am. " 'Everything that has been l|atent,' dinmung said,
‘"that has potential--all of it will be actualized.' | felt--" Joe hesitated, trying to find the

exact word he wanted. "He knew," he said finally, as the other passengers listened in silence.
"About ny life. He knewit fromthe inside, as if he were inside it with me, |ooking out."
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"He's telepathic,” the timd little fell ow piped up. There was a general stir of

agr eenent .

"It was nore than that,” Joe said. "Hell, the police have equi pnent that nanufactures
telepathy and they use it all the tine. They used it on ne yesterday."

M ss Yojez said, "I experienced that also." To the others she said, "M. Fernwright is

correct. dimmung | ooked into the basis of ny life; it was as if he saw all the way back through
ny life, sawit all pass along and | ead here, to this point. And he saw that at this point it
isn'"t worth living. Except for this."

"But he conspired with the police--" the gray-haired nan said, but Mss Yojez interrupted
hi m

"W don't know that he did. | think we're experiencing panic. _|I think dinmung planned
this Undertaking to save us_. | think he sawus all, the futilities of our various |lives, and

where they were | eading, and he loved us, because we were alive. And he did what he could to help
us. The Raising of Heldscalla is only a pretext; all of us--and there may be thousands--are the
real purpose of this." She paused a nmonent and then said, "Three days ago | tried to kill myself.
| attached the tube of nmy vacuum cl eaner to the tailpipe of ny surface car, and then |I put the
other end of the tube inside the car and | got in and started the notor."

"And then you changed your mind?" a slender girl with wi spy, cornsilk hair asked.

"No," Mss Yojez said. "The turbine msfired and knocked the tube | oose. | sat for an hour
in the cold for nothing." Joe said, "Wuld you have tried agai n?"

"I planned to do it today," she said levelly. "And this tinme in a fashion that woul dn't

fail."

The red-faced red-haired man said, "Hear what | have to say, for what it's worth." He
si ghed, a ragged, hoarse noise of resignation and unease. "I was going to do it, too."

"Not me," the gray-haired man said; he | ooked exceedingly angry; Joe felt the strength of
the man's wath. "l signed on because there was a great deal of noney involved. Do you know what |

an?" He gl anced around at all of them

"I"m a psychoki neticist, the best psychokineticist on Earth." Ginly he reached out his
armand a briefcase at the rear of the conpartment flew directly toward him Fiercely, he grabbed
it, squeezing it.

--Squeezing it, Joe thought, the way dimung squeezed ne.

"dimmung is here," Joe said. "Anbng us." To the grayhaired man he said, "You are dinmung
and yet you're violently arguing against our trusting him You."

The gray-haired man smled. "No, friend. I'mnot Gimmung. |I'm Harper Bal dw n,
psychoki neticist consultant for the governnment. As of yesterday, anyhow. "

"But dimmung is here sonewhere," a plunp woman with tangl ed doll-hair said; she was
knitting and had said nothing up until now. "He's right, that man there."

"M. Fernwight," the stewardess offered helpfully. "May | introduce you to one another?
This attractive girl beside M. Fernwight is Mss Mali Yojez. And this gentleman . . She droned
on, but Joe did not listen; names weren't inportant, except, perhaps, the nanme of the girl seated
beside him He had, during the last forty mnutes, becone nore and nore favorably inclined toward
her spare, sparse, even bl eak beauty. Nothing at all like Kate, he thought to hinself. The
opposite. This is a truly fem nine wonan; Kate's a frustrated nan. And that's the kind which
castrates right and left.

Harper Bal dwin, the introductions over, said in his overbearing, ultrafirmvoice, "I think
our status, our true status, is that of slaves. Let's stop a mnute and review this whole matter
how we happen to be here. The stick and the carrot. Am 1| right?" He glanced fromside to side,
seeking confirmation.

"Plowran's Planet," Mss Yojez spoke out, "is not a backward, deprived planet. It has an
advanced society active and evolving on it; true, it's not yet a civilization in the strict sense
of the word, but it's not herds of food-gatherers nor even clans of food-planters. It has cities.
Laws. A variety of arts ranging fromthe dance to a nodified formof 4-D chess."

"That's not true," Joe said, with scathing anger. Everyone turned toward him startled by
his tone. "One vast old creature lives there. Apparently infirm Nothing about an advanced city
society."

"Wait a minute,” Harper Baldwin said. "If there's one thing Aimung is not it's infirm
Where' d you get your information, Fernwight? Fromthe governnment encycl opedi a?"

Joe said unconfortably, "Yes." And secondhand, too.

"I'f the encycl opedia described dimung as infirm" Mss Yojez said evenly, "I'd be
interested to know what else it said. I"'mjust curious to see how far your know edge of Pl owran's
Pl anet departs fromthe reality situation."
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Wth growi ng disconfort, Joe said, "Dornmant. Advanced age; hence senile. Hence harm ess."
And harm essness had not been apparent in @inmung, at |east as he had appeared to Joe. And to the
ot hers.

Standing, Mali Yojez said, "If you'll please excuse ne--1 think I'Il go sit in the |ounge
and perhaps read a nmgazine or nap." In brisk, short steps she departed fromthe passenger
conpart nent.

"I think," the plunp worman busily knitting said, wthout |ooking up fromher work, "that
M. Fernwight ought to go to the | ounge and apol ogi ze to M ss What ever her nanei s. "

H s ears red, and the back of his neck prickling, Joe got to his feet and followed after
Mal i Yoj ez.

As he descended the three carpeted steps an eerie feeling came over him As if, he
thought, I"'mgoing to ny death. O is it life, for the first time? The process of being born?

Soneday he woul d know. But not now.

He found M ss Yojez, as she had declared, seated in one of the great soft couches of the
| ounge, reading Ranparts . She did not look up at him but he took it for granted that she was
aware of him Therefore he said, "How-do you happen to know so nmuch about Plownran's Planet, Mss
Yojez? | nean, you didn't get your know edge out of the encyclopedia. Coviously. As | did."

Readi ng on, she said not hi ng.

After a pause Joe seated hinself near her, hesitated, then, wondering what to say. Wy had
her statenents about the society on Plowran's Pl anet angered him so? He didn't know, it seened as
irrational to himnow as it had seened to the others. "W have a new gane," he said, finally. She
continued reading. "You search the archives for the funni est headlines ever printed, each player
topping the others." She still did not speak. "I'Il tell you the headline that struck ne as the
funniest," he said. "It was hard to find; | had to | ook all the way back to 1962."

Mali gl anced up. Her face showed no great enotion, no resentnment. Merely detached
curiosity, of a social nature. No nore. "And what was your headline, M. Fernwight?"

"ELMO PLASKETT SINKS G ANTS, " Joe said.

"Who was El np Pl askett?"

"That's the point," Joe said. "He came up fromthe mnors; nobody ever heard of him

That's what makes it funny. | mean, El no Pl askett--he cane up for one day, hit one honme run--"
"Basketbal | ?" M ss Yoj ez asked.
"Basebal | . "

"Ch yes. The gane of inches."

Joe said, "You have been on Pl ownan's Pl anet ?"

For a monent she did not answer and then she said, sinmply, "Yes." He noticed that she had
rolled the magazine into a tight cylinder, holding it with both hands, very tightly. And her face
showed severe stress.

"So you know firsthand what it's |ike. And you encountered d i mung?"

"Not really. W knew he was there, half-dead or half-alive; whichever way you'd put it

| don't know. Excuse ne." She turned away.

Joe started to say sonething further. And then he saw, in a corner of the |ounge, what
appeared to be an SSA machine. CGetting to his feet he went over to it and inspected it.

"May | be of help, sir?" a stewardess said, and approached him "Wuld you like me to sea
the |l ounge off so that you and M ss Yojez can nake | ove?"

"No," he said. "I'minterested in this." He touched the control panel of the SSA machine
"How rmuch does it cost to use it?"

"SSA service is free during your flight for one tinme," the stewardess said. "After that it
takes two genuine dinmes. Do you want me to set it up for you and M ss Yojez?"

"I"'muninterested,” Mali Yojez spoke up

"How unfair to M. Fernwight," the stewardess said, still smling, but, in her voice,
conveying a reprimand. "He can't use it al one, you understand."
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"What do you stand to | ose?" Joe asked Mali Yojez.

“You and | has no future together," she answered.

"But that's the whole point of the SSA machine," Joe protested. "To find out what--"

"I know what it finds out,” Mali Yojez interrupted. "I've used they before. Ckay," she
said abruptly. "So you can see how it works. As a--" She searched for the word. "Experience."

"Thanks, " Joe sai d.

The stewardess began setting up the SSA nachine in a rapid, efficient fashion, nmeanwhile
explaining it. "SSA stands for _sub specie aeternitatis_; that is, something seen outside of tine.
Now, many i ndividuals imagine that an SSA machine can see into the future, that it is
precognitive. This is not true. The mechanism basically a conmputer, is attached via electrodes to
both your brains and it swiftly stores up i mense quantities of data about each of you. It then
synt hesi zes these data and, on a probability basis, extrapolates as to what would nost |ikely
beconme of you both if you were, for exanple, joined in narriage, or perhaps living together. |
will have to shave two spots of hair on both your heads, please, in order to attach the
el ectrodes." She brought out a little stainless steel instrunment. "How far ahead are you
interested in?" she asked as she shaved the two spots on Joe's skull and then on Mali Yojez's. "A
year? Ten years? You're free to choose, but the less tinmeel apse you pick, the nore accurate the
extrapolation will be.”

"A year," Joe said. Ten years seened too renote; probably he would not even be alive
t hen.

"I's that agreeable to you, Mss Yojez?" the stewardess asked.

"Yes."

"It will take the conmputer fifteen to seventeen mnutes to gather, store, and process al
the data,"” the stewardess said, as she attached two el ectrodes to Joe's scalp and then two to Ml
Yojez's. "Merely sit still and relax; there is of course no disconfort; you won't feel a thing."

Mali Yojez said tartly, "You and I, M. Fernwight. Together a whole year. Wat a nell ow,
friendly year."

"You did this before?" Joe asked. "Wth another man?"

"Yes, M. Fernwight."

"And t he extrapol ati on was unfavorabl e?"

She nodded.

“I"'msorry | rubbed you the wong way, back there,
apol ogeti c.

"You called ne a--" Mali Yojez flipped through her dictionary. "Aliar. In front of all
And | have been there and you have not."

"What | nmeant to say--" he began, but the stewardess interrupted him

"The SSA conputer is gathering data fromyour mnds, now It would be best if you would
rel ax and not quarrel for a tinme. If you could sort of gently free-float . . . let your mnds
open, open wi de and |l et the probes gather data. Think of nothing in particular."

That's hard to do, Joe reflected. Under these circunstances. Maybe, he thought, Kate was
right about me; in ten mnutes | managed to insult Mss Yojez, ny flight conpanion and an

Joe said, feeling hunmble and profusely

attractive girl. . . . He felt gloony and oppressed. Al | have to offer her is ELMO PLASKEI T
SI NKS G ANTS. But maybe, he thought suddenly, she would be interested in pot-healing. Wiy didn't |
talk about that the first tine around? he asked hinself. After all, that's the basis on which

we're here: our skills, experience, know edge, training.

"I'ma pot-healer,"” he said al oud.

"I know," Mali Yojez said. "I read your biographical material; renenber?" But she did not
sound so mffed, now. Her hostility, conjured up by his ineptness, had abated.

"Are you interested in pot-healing?" Joe asked.

“"I"'mfascinated by it," she answered. "That's why | so--" She gestured, then again
consul ted her dictionary. "Delighted. To sit and talk with you. Tell nme--is the pots perfect

agai n? Not nended but . . . like you say; healed.”
Joe said, "A healed ceramic piece is in the exact condition as before it broke. Everything
fuses; everything flows. O course, | have to have all the pieces; | can't do it with a fraction

of the pot not present." |'mbeginning to talk |like she does, he said to hinself. She nust be a
strong personality and |I'm subconsciously sensing this. As Jung pointed out, there is the aninm
archetype, which men experience when they encounter wonen. The archetypal image projected onto

first one wonman and then the next, giving thema charismatic power. | had better be careful, he
reflected. After all, my involvenent with Kate suggests that my anima-figure is strong-wlled and
dom nating, rather than receptive and passive. | don't want to make the same mi stake all over

again, he said to hinmself. The m stake call ed Katherine Hurl ey Bl ane.
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"The SSA conputer has obtained the data," the stewardess informed himand Mali Yojez. She
renoved the electrodes fromtheir scalps. "It will take two or three mnutes for it to process
them"

"What form does its extrapol ation take?" Joe asked. "Witten on a paper ribbon in punch
form or--"

"You will be presented pictorially with a representative nonent of your two |lives entw ned
together a year fromnow," the stewardess said. "Projected in 3-D and color on the far wall." She
| owered the lights in the | ounge.

"Can | snoke?" Mali Yojez said. "W're not bound by Terran | aw out here."

"The snoki ng of tobacco cigarettes is forbidden on the ship during its entire flight," the
stewar dess sai d. "Because of the high oxygen content of the retained atnmosphere.”

The lights di med; everything around Joe sank into cloudy darkness, and each object becane
indistinct, including the girl beside him A nmonent passed, and then an illum nated square
materialized, in depth, near the SSA machine. Colors flashed by; colors and variegated i mges: he
saw hinsel f at work healing pots; he saw hinmself eating dinner; he saw her seated at her vanity
tabl e conbing her hair. The images continued to flutter past, and then, all at once, the visua
representation | ocked into place.

He saw, in 3-D and in color, hinself and Mali hol di ng hands and wal ki ng, slowy, along the
twilight beach of sone deserted, other world. The fish-eye | ens-system zooned in, and he saw his
own face and hers. Both their faces expressed the nost tender |ove possible. He knew at once,
seeing his expression a year fromnow, that he had never had such a | ook on his face; life had
never held anything like that before for him Perhaps, he thought, it had never held this for her
either. He glanced toward her but could not make out her features; he could not see how she was
taking this.

"My, but you two | ook happy," the stewardess said.

Mali Yojez said, "Please | eave us. Now. "

"Vell," the stewardess said. "I"'mvery sorry | was here at all.
door clicked after her.

"They' re everywhere," Mali Yojez said, by way of explanation. "The entire flight. They
never | eave you. Leave alone.”

"But she showed us how the nmechani sm worked," Joe said. "Hell, |I can make a SSA nachi ne
work; I've it several tines done." She sounded cross and tense, as if what she saw did not appeal
to her.

“"I't looks like we'd be good for each other," Joe offered.

"Ch Christ!" Mli Yojez screeched; she banged her fist down on the arm of her chair.
"That's what it said before. | and Ralf. Perfect outworking in everywhere. And it were not!" Her
voi ce sank to a husky growl; her anger pervaded the |ounge, as pal pable as animal nusk. He felt
her glowering next to him he intuited her imrense enotional reaction to the representative scene
proj ected by the machine.

"As the stewardess explained," Joe said, "the SSA mechanismcan't see the future; it can
only put together all the data fromny mind and yours and work out a trend of greatest
probability."

"Why then use it at all?" Mali Yojez countered.

"Consider it like fire insurance," Joe said. "You're sort of putting yourself in the
position of claining fraud because your room ng house didn't burn down after all, in other words
that you really didn't need the insurance."

"The anal ogy is inperfect.”

Joe said, "Sorry." He, too, felt irritable, now. And, as before, at her

"Do you think," Mali said bitingly, "that 1'mto go to bed with you because of this scene
of us hol ding our hands? Tununa nokino hilo, kei dei bifo ditikar sewat," she said in her own
tongue; obviously profanity.

There sounded a knock on the door. "Hey, you two," Harper Baldwin bawl ed. "W're worKking
out the logistics of our collective enploynent; we need both of you."

Joe got up and nade his way through the darkness of the |ounge to the door

She left the | ounge; the

For two hours they haggled. And at no tine did they reach any kind of joint conclusion

"W just don't know enough about Qi nmung," Harper Bal dwi n conpl ai ned, |ooking weary. He
then scrutinized Mali Yojez intently. "I have the feeling that you know nore about dimmung than
any of us, and a lot nore than you'll adnit. Hell, you even kept back fromus the fact that you
ever were on Plowran's Planet; if you hadn't mentioned it to Fernwight--"
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"Nobody asked her," Joe said. "Until | did. And she said so, straight out."

A muffled, gangly youth asked, "Wat do you think, Mss Yojez? Is Ainmmung trying to help
us, or has he in effect created a slave popul ation of experts for his own ends? Because if it's
the latter we better get this ship turned around before we get any closer to Plowan's Pl anet."

H s voi ce squeaked with nervousness.

Seat ed beside Joe, Mali Yojez |eaned toward himand said in a |l ow voice, "Let's get out of
here; let's go back to the lounge. W are getting nowhere and | want to talk to you farther."

"Okay," he said, pleased; he stood up and so did she. Together they nade their way down
the aisle toward the | ounge.

"There they go," Harper Bal dwin conplained. "What's the great attraction about the | ounge,
M ss Yojez?"

Mal i paused and said, "W besport ourself anorously." She then continued on

“You shouldn't have told themthat," Joe said as he and she entered the | ounge and cl osed
the door. "They probably believed you."

"But it's true,” Mali said. "A person doesn't nornally use the SSA nachi ne unless he's
serious. To the other person, in this case |I." She seated herself on the couch of the | ounge and
reached up her arns toward him

He | ocked the | ounge door first. It seened, all circunstances considered, a reasonable
thing to do

Joys too fierce, he thought, too fierce to be expressed. Whoever said that understood.

In orbit around Plownan's Planet, the ship began firing its retrorockets, cutting its
velocity. They would be landing in half an hour.

Meanwhi | e, Joe Fernwright anused hinself in a nordant way: by reading _The Wall Street
Journal _; he had found over the years that this newspaper, out of all of them contained the nost
chilling and the nost recent oddities. Reading the _Journal _ was like taking a little trip into
the future--six nmonths or so

A new deep-depth rooni ng house in New Jersey, designed especially for geriatric persons,
has built into it a novel circuit, designed to nmake the transfer of the roomeasy and w t hout
del ay. When a rooner dies, electronic detectors in the wall register his lack of pulse, and send
swift circuits into action. The deceased is grappl ed by standard wal does, drawn into the wall of
the room where on the spot his remains are incinerated within an asbestos chanber, thus
permtting the new tenant, also a geriatric case, to take possessi on by noon

He ceased readi ng, tossed down the newspaper. W nust be better off out here, he decided.
If that's what they've got planned for us back on Earth.

“I'"ve verified our reservations," Mali said matter-of-factly. "W all have roons at the
O ynpia Hotel in the largest city on the planet; D anond Head, it's called, because it's on a
wi ndi ng prom nence that goes fifty nmilies out into Mare Nostrum"

"What's ' Mare Nostrum ?" Joe asked

"*Qur Ccean.'"
He showed the itemin the Journal to her and then, silently, to the rest of the
passengers. They all read it and then they all | ooked at one another for sign of a reaction

"We made the right choice," Harper Baldwin said. The others nodded. "That's good enough
for me," Baldwi n said. He shook his head and scow ed, disgust and anger contorting his face. "And
we built such a society,” he rasped.

Strong-arned nenbers of the ship's crew manual Iy unscrewed the hatch; outside air eddied
in, snelling odd and cold. It seened to Joe that the ocean was cl ose; he sensed it in the air.
Shi el ding his eyes he gazed out agai nst a weak sun; he distinguished the outline of a reasonably
nmoder nl ooking city, and, past it, hills in a mxture of brown and gray. But the ocean is sonethere
nearby, he said to hinself. Mali is right; this is a planet dom nated by an ocean. And it is in
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the ocean that we will find everything that matters.

Smiling with nechani cal courtesy, the stewardesses escorted themto the open hatch and the
flight of stairs which |led dowmn to the danp surface of the field. Joe Fernwight took Mali by the
arm and | ed her down; neither of them spoke for a tine--Mali seened absorbed in herself, taking no
noti ce of the other people or the spaceport buil dings. Bad nenories, Joe reflected. Maybe what
happened to her happened here.

And for me, he thought; |ook what this is for me. The first interplanetary or intersystem
flight in my life. This ground under me is not Earth. A very strange and inportant thing is
happening to ne. He snelled the air. Another world and another atnosphere. It feels strange, he
deci ded.

"Don't say," Mali said, "that you find this place 'unearthly.' Please, for ny sake."

“I don't get it," Joe said. "It is unearthly. It's conpletely different."

"Never mind," Mali said. "Alittle gane Ralf and | had. A long time ago. Thingisnms, we
called them Let's see if |I can renenber sone of them He thought all of themup. 'The book
busi ness is hidebound.' That's one. 'Plants are taking over the world sporadically.' Let's see.
"The operator let nme off the hook.' | always liked that; it nmade nme think of a giant hook, in fact
a whol e gi ant phone. 'In 1945 the discovery of atomic energy electrified the world.' Do you see?"
She glanced at him "You don't," she said. "Never nind."

"They're all true statements," Joe said. "As far as | can make out. \Wat's the gane part?"

'The senate inquiry into nmodern use of side arns was nuzzled.' How do you |ike that one?
saw that in a newspaper. | think Ralf found the others in newspapers or heard them over TV,
think all they were real."” She added sonberly, "Everything about Ralf was real. For the begi nning.
But then later, no."

A careful, brown, large creature resenbling a rat approached Joe and Mali. It held what
appeared to be an arm oad of books.

"Spiddles,"” Mili said, pointing to the careful ratlike creature, and to a second one which
had accosted Harper Baldwin. "One of the native life-fornms, here. Unlike dimmung. You will find--
let me see.” She counted on her fingers. "Spiddles, wiubs, werjes, klakes, trobes, and printers.
Left over fromthe old days . . . all of them ol der species, when the Fog-Things of antiquity
passed away. It wants you to buy a book."

The spiddle touched a tiny tape recorder nounted on its belt; the tape began to speak for
the spiddle. "Fully docunmented history of a fascinating world," it said in English, and then
evidently repeated this in a variety of other tongues; anyhow it had stopped speaking in English

"Buy it," Mali said.

"Pardon?" Joe said.

"Buy its book."

"You know this book? What book is it?"

Mali said, with rigorous patience, "There is only one book. In this world."

"By 'world,' "Joe said, "you nean 'planet,' or in the |arger sense--"

"On Plowran's Planet,” Mali said, "there is just this one book."

"Don't the people get tired of reading it?"

"It changes," Mali said. She handed the spiddle a dinme, which it accepted gratefully; a
copy of the book was passed to her and she in turn passed it to Joe.

Exanmining it, Joe said, "It has no title. And no author."
"It is witten,” Mali said, as they wal ked on toward the spaceport buildings, "by a group
of creatures or entities--1 don't the English know-that records everything that passes on

Pl owran' s Pl anet. Everything. Great and snall."

"Then it's a newspaper."

Mali halted; she turned to face him her eyes burning with exasperation. " _It is recorded
first_," she said, as steadily as she could manage. "The Kal ends spin the story; they enter it in
t he ever-changi ng book without a title, and it conmes to about, finally."

"Precognitive," Joe said.

"That raises a question. Wiich is cause? Wiich is effect? The Kal ends wove in their
altering, evolving script that the Fog-Things woul d pass away. They did pass away. Did then the
Kal ends _make_them pass away? The spiddles think so." She added, "But the spiddles are very
superstitious. They naturally believe that."

Joe opened the book at random The text was not in English; he did not recognize the
| anguage or even the letters of its al phabet. But then, as he leafed through it, he cane to a
short section in English, enbedded in the mass of alienl ooking entries.

The girl Mali Yojez is an expert at renmoving coral deposits from submerged artifacts.
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O her individual s brought fromvarious systenms throughout the gal axy include geol ogi sts,
structural engineers, hydraulic engineers, seisnologists; one specializes in underwater robot
operations and another, an archaeologist, is a naster at |ocating buried, ancient cities. A
pecul iar many-arned bivalve lives in a tank of salt water and functions well in supervising the
rai si ng of sunken ships for sal vage purposes. A gastropod, capable of

At that point the text |apsed into another |anguage; he shut the book, pondered. "Maybe
I"mnentioned in here somewhere,"” he said, as they reached the noving sidewal k | eading to the
concourse sections of the spaceport term nal buil di ng-conpl ex.

"Of course,"” Mali said calmy. "If you long | ook enough you will find it. How will you
make it--pardon. Howwill _it_ make _you_ feel ?"
"Eerie," he said, still pondering.

A surface car, acting as a taxi, transported themto their hotel. Joe Fernwight, on the
short trip, continued to examne the untitled book; it preoccupied him preenpting the colorfu
shops which the taxi passed, and the several lifeforns bustling about here and there--he was aware
of the city street, its people, and buildings, but only dimy. Because he had al ready found
anot her passage in English.

OQovi ously, the Undertaking involves the |ocating of and the raising and repair of an
underwat er structure, probably--due to the nunber of engineers involved--of great nagnitude.
Al nost certainly an entire city or even an entire civilization, very likely of sone renote past
age.

And then, once again, the text lapsed into a foreign script resenbling dots and dashes, a
sort of binary system of annotation

Joe said to the girl beside himin the taxi, "The people who are witing this book know
about the raising of Heldscalla."

“"Yes," Mali said shortly.

"But where's the precognition?" Joe denanded. "This is remarkably up to date--right up to
this mnute, give or take an hour--but that's all."

"You will findit,” Mali said, "when you have |ooked a long time. It is buried. Anong the
different texts, which are all translations of one primary text, one line like a thread. The
thread of the past entering the present, then entering the future. Sonewhere in that book, M.
Fernwight, the future of Heldscalla is witten. The future of G inmmung. The future of us. W are
all woven in by the yarn of the Kalends' tine, their tinme-outside-of-tine."

Joe said, "And you al ready knew about this book, before the spiddle sold it to you."

"I saw it before when Ralf and | were here. The SSA machi ne extrapol ated we'd be joyous,
and the Kal ends' book, this book, said Ralf would--" She paused. "He killed hinself. First he
tried to kill ne. But--he wasn't able to."

"And the Kal ends' book said that."

"Yes. Exactly that. | renenmber it, Ralf and | reading in the text about ourselves and not
believing. Still under the idea that the SSA mechani smwas scientific data-analysis and this book
was tale by old wife, a lot of old w ves, seeing doomwhen we and the SSA machi ne saw happi hood. "

"Why did the SSA machine m ss?"

"I't mssed because it didn't have one datum Whitney's Syndrone. Psychotic reaction to
anphetami nes by Ralf. Paranoia and nurderous hostility. He thought hinself overwei ght; he took
them as--" She hunted for the word.

"Appetite suppressants,” Joe said. "Like alcohol." Good for sone people, he thought;

I ethal for others. And Whitney's Syndrome didn't require overdoses; even a snmall anount triggered
it off. If the latent illness was already there. Just as, for an alcoholic, the snallest drink
meant defeat and bitter, utter, final destruction. "Too bad," he nurnured.

The taxi pulled up to the curb. Its driver, a beaverlike creature with w cked, cutting
teeth, said several words in a | anguage which Joe did not understand; Mli, however, nodded and
gave the beaverish individual a sumof nmetal noney from her purse, and then she and Joe stepped
fromthe taxi onto the sidewal k.

Joe, looking around him said, "It's |ike going back a hundred and fifty years." Surface
cars, carbon arc lighting . . . this could be Earth in the days of President Franklin Roosevelt,
he thought to hinself, both enticed and anused. He liked it. The pace, he realized; it's slower.
And the density of population--relatively few organi sns propelled thensel ves up and down the
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street, either on foot (or a reasonable substitute) or in cars.
"You can see why | got angry at you," Mli said, catching his reaction. "For your defam ng

Pl owman' s Pl anet, ny home for six years. And now-" She gestured. "I'm back. And doing agai n what
| did then: believing faith in a SSA nechanism™"
"Let's go inside the hotel," Joe said, "and have a drink." Together, they passed through

the revol ving door, into the Oynpia Hotel, with its wooden floors, carved hardwood decorati ons,
pol i shed brass doorknobs and railings, and thick red carpet. And its antique el evator, which Joe
had al ready caught sight of. Nonautomatic, he discovered. The el evator required an attendant.

In his hotel room with its dresser, splotched mrror, iron bed, and canvas w ndowshade
el egance, Joe Fernwight sat on an overstuffed, faded chair and studi ed The Book

Not |ong ago he had been preoccupied with The Gane. And now - The Book. But this consisted
of sonmething quite different, and the nore he read of The Book the nore he realized it. Gadually,
as he nosed anong its pages, he began to assenble, in his mind, the totality of the English text;
he had begun to put the separate bits in superinposition over one anot her.

"I"'mgoing to take a bath,” Mali said. She had al ready opened her suitcase and had |aid
nmost of her clothes out on the bed in her room "Isn't it strange, Joe Fernwight?" she call ed.
"That we have to keep two roons. Like a century ago."

"Yes," he said.
She entered the room wearing only her tight pants; bare fromthe waist up, he saw. Small -
breasted but dense and tall, with fine nuscle tone. The body of a dancer, he said to hinself, or--

a Cro-Magnon fenale, a hunter, an astute, supple person accustomed to |long, |ean, even fruitless
mar ches. There was not a gram of usel ess flesh on her, as he had already discovered in the | ocked
| ounge of the ship. He had clutched it then; now he saw it. However, he thought norbidly, Kate had-

-actually still has--as good a figure. That nmade hi m depressed. He returned to readi ng The Book

"Woul d you have wanted to go to sleep with ne," Mili said, "if | were a cyclops?" She
pointed to a spot above her nose. "One eye there. Polyphenus; the cyclops in _The Gdyssey . They
put his one eye out with a burning stick, | think."

Joe said, "Listen to this." He read al oud from The Book. 'The current, dom nant species on
the planet consists of what is called a @inmmng. This shadowy, enornpus entity is not native to
the planet; it mgrated here several centuries ago, taking over fromthe weak species |eft over

when the once-ruling master species, the so-called Fog-Things of antiquity, vanished.' " Joe waved
her to come and |l ook. "' dinmmung s power, however, is sharply curtailed by a nysterious book in
which, it is alleged, everything which has been, is, and will be is recorded.' " He snapped the

book shut. "It's tal king about itself."

Conming over to his chair, Mali bent to read the text. "Let me see what else it says," she
sai d.

"That's all. The English part ended there."

Taki ng The Book fromhim Mli began to glance through it. She had begun to frown; her
face was tense and stern. "Well here you are, Joe," she said at last. "As | told. You're in here
by nane."

He took The Book from her and read rapidly.

Joseph Fernwight Iearns that @i mung considers the Kal ends and their Book his
antagonist, and is said to be plotting to undernine the Kal ends once and for all. How he will do
this, though, is not known. Here the runors begin to differ

"Let nme turn the pages," Mali said; she exam ned the subsequent pages and then, her face

dar keni ng, paused. "In ny |anguage," she said. For a long, long time she studied the passage, and
as she read and reread it, her expression becane nore intense, shadowed by her own intense urgency
into starkness. "It says," she said at last, "that dimmung's Undertaking is the raising of the

cathedral Heldscalla to dry land once nore. _And that he will fail _."

"I's there nore?" Joe said. He had a feeling there was; her face showed it.

Mali said, "It says that nost of those recruited to help Ainmmung will be destroyed. When
the Undertaking fails." She corrected herself. "Toojic. Damaged or nade to unexist. Miinmed; that's
it. They will be permanently altered, beyond i mediate repair."

"Do you think dinmung knows about these passages?" Joe said. "That he'll fail and we'l|l
be--"

"Of course he knows. It's there in the text, in that section you read. 'dimung considers

file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K%20-%20Galactic%20Pot%20Healer%20v1.0.txt (30 of 70) [1/21/03 10:49:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K %620-%20Gal acti c%20Pot%20Heal er%20v1.0.txt

the Kal ends and their book his antagonist and plots to undernmine them' And, 'He's raising
Hel dscal |l a to underm ne them

"It didn't say that,"” Joe said. "It reads, 'How he will do this, though, is not known;
here the runors begin to differ.""

"But obviously it's the raising of Heldscalla." She paced about the roomin agitation, her
hands cl asped tightly together. "You said it yourself. 'The people who are witing this book know
about the raising of Heldscalla." Al you have to do is put the two passages together. | told you
it was all there, our future, Heldscalla's, @immung's. And ours is to unexist, to die." She
halted, stared at himfrantically. "That's the way the Fog-Things perished. They chal |l enged the
Book of the Kalends. As the spiddles can tell you; the spiddles are still chattering about it."

Joe said, "W had better tell the rest of the people here at the hotel about it."

A knock sounded on the door; it opened, and Harper Bal dwi n peered apol ogetically into the

room "lI'msorry to bother the two of you," he runbled, "but we've been reading this book." He
hel d up his copy of the Book of the Kalends. "There's stuff in it about all of us. |I'mhaving the
hotel managenent notify all its guests to neet in the main conference roomin half an hour."

"W'l | be there," Joe said, and, beside him Mali Yojez nodded, her partially disclosed
body rigid with concern.

Hal f an hour later all of them a hotelful of sentient organisms of forty kinds, filled
the main conference room Joe, |ooking about at the enornous variety of life-forms, saw, anpng
them several which he had eaten, back on Earth. Mst of the forns he did not recognize. dinmung
had in fact gone to many star-systens to get the talent he wanted. More than Joe had realized.

“I think," Joe said quietly to Mali, "that we ought to prepare ourselves for a ful
mani festation of Gimung. He'll probably show up here as he really is."

Mali grated, "He weighs forty thousand tons. If he manifested hinself here as he really is
he'd col |l apse the building; he'd fall through the floor and down to the basenent."

"Then in some other form Such as that of a bird."

On the stage, at the m crophone, Harper Baldwin rapped for silence. "Cone on, folks," he
said, and, in all that vast variety of tongues needed, his words were translated into each

ear phone.

"You nean such as a chicken?" Mali said.

Joe said, "That's not a bird; a chicken is fow, barnyard fow. | nean |like a soaring
great |ong-w nged al batross."

"dimmung isn't above lowy things," Mili said. "Once he nanifested hinmself to ne--" She

broke of f. "Never mnd."

"What this neeting is about, folks," Harper Baldwi n continued, "has to do with a book they
have here that we've run across; now, those of you who've been on this planet |onger probably know
about it. If so, you' ve already formed your own--"

A nultilegged gastropod rose up and spoke into its mcrophone. "OF course we are famliar
with The Book. The spiddles sell it at the spaceport.”

Mali said into her own m ke, "Qur edition, being |later than yours, may contain materia
you haven't read."

"We buy a new edition each day," the gastropod said.

"Then you know it says that--the raising of Heldscalla will fail," Joe said. "And that
we'll be killed."

"It does not precisely say that," the gastropod answered. "It says that those he enpl oys
will _suffer_ , will receive sonme sort of blow which will perrmanently change them™

An i mrense dragonfly took the floor by the sinple expedient of flying up to Harper
Bal dwi n' s entrenchnment and | anding on his shoul der. Challenging the gastropod it said, "There is
no doubt, however, that the Book of the Kalends predicts the failure of the attenpt to raise
Hel dscal | a. "

The gastropod yielded the floor to a reddish jelly supported by a netal frane that held it
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upright; hence it could join in the discussion. As it spoke it flushed darkly, obviously very shy.

"The burden of the text seenms to state that the raising of the cathedral will fail. 'Seens to
state,' | put it to you. I ama linguist, brought here by M. dimung for that reason; under the
water in the cathedral there are countless docunents. The key sentence, 'The Undertaking will
fail,' appears one hundred and twenty-three tines in The Book. | have read each of the
translations and | subnmit that the text nost properly neans, 'There will be failure after the
Undertaking,' that it will _lead to failure, rather than it will fail."

"I don't see the difference," Harper Baldwin said, frowning. "Anyhow the part that's
inmportant for us is the part about our being killed or injured--not the failure of the
Undertaking. Isn't this Book always right? The creature that sold it to nme said it was."

The reddish jelly said, "The creature who sold that Book gets forty percent of the
purchase price for itself. Naturally it says The Book is accurate.”

Stung by the jibe, Joe hopped to his feet. "Then by the same token you could indict al
the doctors in the universe on the grounds that they nake noney when you're sick, so they're
responsi bl e for your being sick when you're sick."

Laughi ng, Mali tugged hi mback down into his seat. "Ch god," she said, covering her nouth.
"I don't think anyone's defended the spiddles in two hundred years. Now they have a--let's see. A
chanmpagne. "

"Chanpion," Joe grow ed, still feeling the heat of resentnent. "It's our lives," he said
to her, "that we're talking about. This isn't a political debate or a taxpayers' neeting about the
| ocal transportation.”

An undercurrent of muttering nmoved about the room The craftsnen and scientists were
tal ki ng anong thensel ves.

"I nove,"” Harper Baldw n brayed, "that we act collectively, that we form a permanent
organi zation with officers who can deal as a deputation with @imung for the rights of us all.
But before that, all of you friends and coworkers seated here today, or flying around the room

here today, | suggest that we take an initial vote as to whether we want to work on the
Undertaking at all. Maybe we don't want to. Maybe we want to go hone. Maybe we ought to go hone.
Let's see how we feel collectively about it. Now, how many vote to go ahead and work--" He broke

off. A vast runbling shook the conference room Harper Baldwin's voice had becone inaudible. Talk,
for any of them was now out of the question
d i mung had cone.

It nmust be the true manifestation, Joe decided as he watched and listened. It was in al
respects the real dimmung, dimung as he actually was. And so--

Li ke the sound often thousand junked, rusty autonobiles being stirred by one gi ant wooden
spoon, dimmung heaved hinself up and onto the raised stage at the far end of the conference room
Hi s body quivered and shuddered, and from deep inside hima noan becane audi bl e. The npan grew,
rose, until it becane a shriek. An aninal, Joe thought. Caught, perhaps in a trap. One paw. And
it's trying to get |l oose but the trap is too conplicated. And, at the sanme tine, a great spew ng
forth of brackish sea water, trash fish, aquatic manmal s, sea kel p--the roomreeked with the roar
and shock of the sea. And, in the center of all of it, the churning | unp which was Qi mung.

"The hotel people aren't going to like this,"” Joe said half al oud. Good god--the huge mnass
of fluttering extremties, the whipping, withing arnms which flung thensel ves at every spot on the
gigantic carcass . . . the whole thing heaved, and then, with a furious roar, it collapsed the
floor beneath it; the mass di sappeared fromsight, |eaving remants of the sea all over the room
From t he gapi ng chasm snokel i ke tendrils, probably steam fizzled upward. But G inmmung was gone
As Mali had predicted, his weight had been too great. @ imung was down in the basenent of the
hotel, ten floors bel ow t hem

Shaken, Harper Baldwin said into his mcrophone, "A-a-apparently we'll have to go
downstairs to talk to him" Several life-forns hurried over to hinm he |istened, then straightened
up and said, "I understand he's in the cellar rather than on the next floor. He--" Bal dwi n
gestured in agitation. "--evidently went the whole way down."

"I knew it would happen," Mli said. "If he tried to cone here. Wll, we'll have to

conduct our words with himin the cellar."” She and Joe both got to their feet; they joined the
crowd of life-forns gathered at the el evators.
Joe said, "He should have cone as an al batross."
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When they reached the basenment, dimung booned a hearty greeting at them "You won't need

transl ating equi pnent,” he informed them "I1'll speak to each of you telepathically in your own
| anguage. "

He filled alnost all of the basenment; they had to remain by the el evators. Now he had
becone nore dense, nore conpact--but he still renmai ned huge.

Joe took a |large, deep, steadying breath and said, "Are you going to pay the hotel
conpensati on? For the danage you' ve done?"

"My check," dimmng said, "will be in the mail by tonorrow norning."

"M. Fernwight just neant that as a joke," Harper Baldw n said nervously. "About paying
the hotel . "

" 'Joke'?" Joe said. "Collapsing ten floors of a twelve-floor building? How do you know
people weren't killed? There could be as nmany as a hundred dead, plus a lot nore injured.”

"No, no," Gimung assured him "I killed no one. But the query is legitimte, M.
Fernwight." Joe felt the presence of Gimung within him stirring in his brain: dinmmung edged
here and there throughout the nobst unusual corners of Joe's mind. | wonder what he's | ooking for?
Joe thought. And at once the answer, within his consciousness, cane. "I'minterested in your
reaction to the Book of the Kalends," dinmung said. He spoke, then, to themall. "Qut of all of
you, only M ss Yojez knew about The Book. The rest of you I'll need to study. It will only take a
nmoment . " The extension of Ainmung left Joe's nind, then. It had gone el sewhere

Turning to Joe, Mali said, "I'mgoing to ask hima question." She, too, took a deep and

steadyi ng breath. "G imung," she said sharply, "tell ne one thing. _Are you going to die soon?_"
The enornmous lunp throbbed; its whiplike extremties thrashed in agitation. "Does it say
that in the Book of the Kal ends?" dinmng demanded. "It does not. If | were, it would say."
Mal i said, "Then The Book is infallible."
"You have no reason to think I amnear death," dimung said.

"None at all," Mali said. "I asked ny question in order to learn sonething. | learned it."
"When | am depressed,"” dimmung said, "I begin to think about the Book of the Kal ends, and
I think that their pre diction that | cannot raise Heldscalla is true. That, in fact, | can

acconplish nothing; the cathedral will renmain at the bottomof Mare Nostruminto eternity.”
Joe said, "But that's when your energy is |ow"
"Each living entity," @ imung said, "passes through periods of expansion and periods of

contraction. The rhythmof living is as active in ne as in any of you. | amlarger; | am ol der;
can do many things that none of you, even collectively, can. But there are tinmes when the sun is
lowin the sky, toward evening, before true night. Small lights conme on, here and there, but they
are a long way off fromme. Wiere | dwell there are no lights. | could of course manufacture |ife,

light, and activity around ne, but they would be extensions of nyself alone. This, of course, is
changed, now that you have begun to come here. The group today is the final group; Mss Mali Yojez
and M. Fernwright and M. Baldwin, and those with them are the last who will be coning."

| wonder, Joe thought, if we will [eave this planet again. He thought about Earth and his
life there; he thought about The Gane and his roomw th its dead, black w ndow, he thought about
the governnent's M ckey Muse noney that came in baskets. He thought of Kate. | won't be calling
her again, he thought. For sone reason | know that; it is a fact. Probably because of Mali. O
per haps, he thought, the larger situation . . . dimung and the Undertaking

And dimmung's falling through the floor, he thought. Descending ten stories and w ndi ng
up in the basenment. That meant sonething, he realized, and then he realized sonething el se.
d i mmung knew his weight. As Mali had said, no floor could hold him Gimmung had done it on
pur pose.

So we wouldn't be afraid of him Joe realized. Wen we at |ast saw himas he really is.
Then, he thought, we really should be afraid of him perhaps. More so than before. Just exactly
because of this.

"Afraid of me?" dinmung' s thought care.

"Of the whol e Undertaking," Joe said. "There's too little chance of it being a success.”

"You are right,” dimung said. "W are tal king about chances, about possibilities.
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Statistical probabilities. It may work; it may not. | don't claimto _know_; | amonly hoping. |
have no certitude about the future--_nor does anyone else, including the Kalends_. That is the
basis of ny entire position. And ny intent."”

Joe said, "But to try and then to fail--"

"I's that so terrible?" dimung said. "I'll nowtell you all sonething about yourselves,
sonet hing that every one of you possesses: a quality in common. You have net failure so often that
you have all becone afraid to fail."

| thought so, Joe thought. Well, so it goes.

"What | amdoing,"” dimung said, "is this. | amattenpting to | earn how nuch strength |
have. There is no abstract way of deternmining the linmts of one's force, one's ability to exert
effort; it can only be neasured in a way such as this, a task which brings into view the actual

real limtation to ny admittedly finite--but great--strength. Failure will tell me as nuch about
nyself as will success. Do you see that? No, none of you can. You are paralyzed. That's why |
brought you here. Self-know edge; that is what | will achieve. And so will you: each about

hi msel f. "

"Suppose we fail?" Mali asked.

"The sel f-knowl edge will be there anyhow," dinmung said; he sounded baffled, as if there
was a gap between hinself and the group of them "You really do not understand, do you?" he said
to themall. "You will, before it's over. Those of you, anyhow, who want to go through with it."

A fungiformlispingly asked, "At this late point do we still have the right to choose?"

"Any of you who wish to return to your own world are free to do so," dAimung said. "I
wi Il provide passage-- first class--back. But those of you who do go back--you will find it once
again as it was. And, as it was, you could not live such a |life; each of you intended to destroy
yoursel ves, and were in the process of so doing when |I found you. Renmenber. That is what |ies
behi nd you. Don't nake it that which |ies ahead of you_."

There was an unconfortabl e silence.

"I'"'mleaving," Harper Bal dwi n said.

Several others noved closer to him signifying that they would | eave, too.

"What about you?" Mali asked Joe.

Joe said, "What's behind me is the police." And death, he thought. The same as for you

for us all. "No," he said. "I'"'mgoing to try. 1I'll take the chance that he--we-- fail. Mybe
he's right; maybe even failure is valuable. As he says, it tells us the linmt of ourselves; it
maps our boundaries."

"If you'll give me a tobacco cigarette,” Mali said, with a shiver of fear, "I'IIl stay,
too. But I'mdying for a cigarette.”

"That's nothing worth dying for,"'
stories into the basement doing it."

"And the rest of you are staying," dinmung said.

"That's right," a unival vul ar cephal opod squeaked.

Uneasily, Harper Baldwin said, "I'Il stay. | guess.”

dimung, with satisfaction, said, "Then | et us begin."

Joe said. "Let's die for this. Even if we fall ten

At the curb before the A ynpia Hotel heavy-duty trucks had been parked. Each had a driver
and each driver knew what to do

A portly organismwith a long, ropy tail approached Joe and Mali, a clipboard clutched
energetically inits fuzzy paw. "You two are to go with ne," the organi smdecl ared, and then
pi cked fromthe group el even nore individuals.

"That's a werj,"” Mali said to Joe. "Qur driver. They can nake excell ent speed; their
refl exes are so acute. W'll be out on the pronontory in the manner of a minute.”

“"Matter of minutes," Joe corrected absently as he seated hinmself on the bench in the rear
segrment of the truck.

O her life-forms squeezed in with Joe and Mali, and then the truck engine cane noisily to
life.

"What kind of turbine is that?" Joe said, annoyed by the noise it nmade.

A kindly | ooking bivalve beside himgroaned, "It's internal conbustion. Bang bang bang al
t he way."

"The frontier," Joe said, and felt an aching joy, all at once. Yes, he thought, this is
the frontier; we are back w th Abraham Lincoln in a |log cabin, and Daniel Boone, all of them The
ol dti me pioneers.

One by one the trucks pulled away fromthe curb, their lights yellowin the night, |ike
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the orbs of |uninous, foreign noths.

"dimmung will be waiting for us," Mali said. "Wien we get there." She sounded tired.
"He's capable of reflex relocation, based on autononi c pul sations enmanating fromwthin his own
neur ol ogi cal substructure. For all intents and purposes he can nove from one |ocus to another

wi t hout tine-1lapse." She rubbed her eyes and si ghed.

The hel pful bival ve spoke up once nore. "The creature beside you, M. Fernwight, is
truthful ." It extended a pseudopodiumto Mali. "M ss Yojez, | amNurb K ohl Dag from Sirius three.
We have all been waiting anxiously for your party to arrive, because we understood that once you
reached the Hotel O ynpia all of us who have been waiting a long tine can begin. As it seens to be
so. But in addition | amglad to becone known to you and have you know nme, in that | for ny part
will search out and |ocate the coral encrusted objects which will then be brought out of Mare
Nost rum and brought to you at your shop."

"l amthe engineer in charge of discreet artifacts and the transporting thereof on M.
Nurb K ohl Daq's request to your shop," a quasiarachnid, brightly black in its chitinous
exoskel et on, said.

"You haven't done any prelimnary work?" Mali asked it. "Wile you waited?"

"dimmung kept us in our roons," the bivalve explained. "W did two things. One. W read
all pertinent docunents relating to the history of Heldscalla. Two. W watched on a video nonitor
as robot sensors scanned the sunken cathedral tine and again. On our screens we have seen
Hel dscal l a countl ess times. But now we will be allowed to touch it."

"I wish |l could go to sleep,” Mali said. She rested her close-cropped head on Joe's
shoul der and sl unped against him "Wke nme up when we get there.”

The quasi arachnid said to Joe and the bivalve, "This total Undertaking . . . it rem nds ne
of an Earth saga, parts of which we were required to nenorize during our educational years. It
made a deep inpression on ne."

"He neans the Faust theme," the bivalve told Joe. "Faustian man, striving upward, never
satisfied. Gimung is |like Faust in certain respects, unlike himin others."

Rustling its antennae in agitation the quasiarachnid said, "G immung resenbl es Faust in
all respects. The Faust, at |east, of Goethe, which is the version | adhere to."

Eerie, Joe thought. A chitinous multilegged quasiarachnid and a | arge bivalve with
pseudopodi a argui ng about CGoethe's _Faust . A book which I've never read--and it originated on ny
pl anet, is the product of a hunman being.

"Part of the difficulty,” the quasiarachnid was saying, "lies in the translation; it was
witten in a | anguage which has died out."

"German, " Joe said. He knew that nuch, at |east.

"I have," the quasiarachnid nuttered, "nade a--" It groped in a plastic utility pouch
slung over its shoulder; four of its manual extrenmities busily sorted through the pouch. "Dam
thing," it muttered. "Everything sinks to the bottom Here it is." It brought out a nuch-fol ded
sheet of paper, which it proceeded to unfold carefully. "I have made nmy own translation into
nmodern-day Terran, formerly called "English.” | will read you the crucial scene fromthe second
part, the nonment at |ast when Faust pauses in contenplation of what he has done, and is content.
May, can--whatever the expression is. Al right, M. Fernwight, sir?"

"Sure," Joe said, as the truck runbled al ong, over potholes and rocks, shaking and swayi ng
the creatures within it. Mli, now, seened to have totally fallen asleep. She had certainly been
right about the driving skill of the werj; the truck rattled through the darkness at a great rate.

"' A swanp surrounds the nmountains,' "the quasiarachnid read fromits carefully preserved
sheet of paper." 'Poisoning everything already reclaimed. To drain the foul marsh--this nust be
done; this would be the highest conquest possible. I'lIl open roomfor many millions: not in any
sense safe, but daily freed, in which to live. Green the neadow, and fruitful; nen and herds
al rost already on the nost new earth, settled on the rimof which has been pushed up by bold
peopl es' efforts. Wthin here a paradi se | and, that keeps outside the flood, and as it eats away,
trying to enter and take over, a group will hurries to cut it off. Yes! This--'"

The bivalve interrupted the quasiarachnid' s earnest recitation. "Your translation is not
idiomatic. 'Men and herds al nost already on the nost new earth.' Gammatically it is correct, but
no Terran tal ks like that." The bival ve waved a pseudopodi umtoward Joe, seeking his support.
"I'sn't that so, M. Fernwight?"

Joe thought, "Men and herds al nost already on the nost new earth." The bival ve was right,
of course; but--.

"I likeit," Joe said.

Hi ghly pleased, the quasiarachnid yel ped, "And see how nuch it resenbles us and d i mmng
the Undertaking! 'Wthin here a paradise |land, that keeps outside the flood.' The flood is a

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K%20-%20Galactic%20Pot%20Healer%20v1.0.txt (35 of 70) [1/21/03 10:49:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K %620-%20Gal acti c%20Pot%20Heal er%20v1.0.txt

synbol for everything that eats away structures which [iving creatures have erected. The water

whi ch has covered Hel dscalla; the flood won out many centuries ago, but now @immung is going to
push it back. "A group will' which hurries to cut it off--that is all of us. Perhaps Goethe was a
precog; perhaps he foresaw the raising of Heldscalla."

The truck slowed. "We're there," the werj driver informed them He applied his brakes, and
the truck cane to a squeaking halt, causing everyone aboard to pitch violently. Mli stirred,
opened her eyes; she glanced around in each direction, panic shaping her face--obviously she could
not orient herself imediately.

"We're there," Joe said to her, and hugged her against him And now it begins, he
refl ected. For better or worse. For richer; for poorer. Until--death, he thought. Do us part. Odd
that he should think of that, the litany of the nmarriage vows. Yet it seenmed to fit. Death, in
sone indistinct form seemed to hover close bhy.

Stiffly, he rose, helped Mali up; they and the others began creakily to get down fromthe
back of the truck. The night air with its snell of the sea . . . he took a deep breath. It is
really close now, he realized. The sea. The cathedral. And Aimung trying to separate them the
sea pushed back from Hel dscalla. Like God did, he thought. Separating the dark fromthe Iight, or
however it goes. And the water fromthe |and.

To the quasiarachnid he said, "CGod, in Genesis, was very Faustian."

Mali npaned. "Good lord; theology in the niddle of the night." In the danp, cold air she
shivered, peering around her. "I don't see a damm thing. We're in the center of noplace.

Agai nst the di mnocturnal sky Joe nmade out what appeared to be a geodesic dome. There it
is, he said to hinself.

The other trucks had arrived by now, all had stopped and from each of themthe throng of
life-forns enmerged, each in its own peculiar fashion. Sorme hel ped others; the reddish jelly, for
exanple, had a difficult time until a spiny apparition resenbling a hostile bowing ball helped it
down.

A hovercraft, illum nated and | arge, manifested itself above them gradually descending
until at last it had parked itself in the mdst of their group. "Hello,” it said. "I amyour
conveyance to your work-areas. Board ne carefully and | will take you there, if you would, please.
Hello, hello."

Hello to you, too, Joe said to hinmself as he and the rest of themslithered, flapped, and
bunbl ed aboard.

I nsi de the geodesic done they were nmet by a herd of robots. Joe stared in disbelief.
Robot s!

"They're not illegal here," Mali pointed out. "You nust get it into your mnd: you' re not
on Earth anynore."

Joe said, "But Edgar Mahan proved that a synthetic lifeformcan't come into existence.
"Life has to come fromlife, and therefore, in the construction of self-progranm ng nmechani snms--"

"Well, you're looking at twenty of them" Mali said.

"Whay were we told they couldn't be nade?" Joe asked her

"Because there're too many unenpl oyed people on Earth as it is. The government faked
scientific evidence and docunentation to say robots couldn't be done. They are rare, however. They
are hard to build and costly. I'msurprised to see this many. It is all he has, |I'msure. This is
a--" She searched for the word. "For our benefit. A display. To inpress us."

One of the robots, catching sight of Joe, coasted directly toward him "M. Fernwight?"

"Yes," Joe said. He | ooked around himat the corridors and massive doors and the recessed
overhead lighting. Efficient, extensive, and |abyrinthine. And w thout defect. Qoviously it had
just been built--and not yet put to use.

“I"'manmazingly glad to see you," the robot declared. "In the center of ny chest you wll
probably see the word "WIlis' stenciled. | amprogrammed to respond to any instruction beginning
with that word. For exanple, if you would |ike to see your work-area, nerely say, '"WIllis, | would

like to be taken to my work-area,’ and | would then happily | ead you there, giving pleasure to
mysel f and hopefully to you as well."

"WIllis," Joe said, "are there living quarters here for us? For exanple is there a private
roomfor Mss Yojez? She's tired; she should be asleep.”

"A three-roomapartnment is ready for you and Mss Yojez," WIlis said. "Your persona
living quarters.”

"What ?" Joe said.
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"A three-room apartnent--"

"You nmean we have an actual _apartment_? Not just a roon®?"

"A three-roomapartnent,” WIlis repeated, with robotic patience.

"Take us there," Joe said.

"No," WIlis said, "you have to say, 'WIllis, take us there.'

"WIllis, take us there."

"Yes, M. Fernwight." The robot |led themacross the foyer to the el evators.

After |ooking over the apartnent Joe got Mali into bed; she fell asleep w thout a sound.
Even the bed was large. Everything in the apartnent was solid and in good taste (of a nobdest
sort), and the apartnment itself was, like its contents, large. He could hardly believe it. He

exam ned the kitchen, the living room-.
And found, in the living room on a coffee table, a jar fromHel dscalla. As soon as he saw
it he knew what it was. Seating hinself on the couch he reached out and carefully picked it up
The deep yell ow gl aze. He had never seen such a rich yellow before; it surpassed even the
yell ows of Delft tiles-- surpassed, in fact, Royal Albert yellow That made hi m wonder about bone
china. Are there bone beds here? he asked hinmself. And, if so, what percentage bone are they
usi ng? Sixty percent? Forty? And are their bone beds as good as the peopl es' bone bed in Mravia?
"WIllis," he said.

"Yassuh. "

Questioningly, Joe said, " 'Yassuh'? Wiy not 'Yessir'?"

The robot said, "I jes' done bin readin' Earth history, Massah Fernwight, suh."”

"Are there bone beds here on Plowran's Pl anet ?"

"Well, Massuh Fernwight, | don' rightly know. Ah gues' dat you'all kin as' de centra

conputator iffen--"

"l order you to talk correctly," Joe said.

“You'all gotta say "WIlis' fust. Iffen you' all wan' nme tuh--"

"WIllis, talk correctly."

"Yes, M. Fernwight."

"WIllis, can you take me to ny work-area?"

"Yes, M. Fernwight."

"Ckay," Joe said. "Take ne there."

The robot unl ocked the heavy steel and asbestos door and stood to one side, pernitting Joe
Fernwight to enter the enornous, dark room Overhead lights cane on automatically as he crossed
the threshol d.

He saw, at the far end of the room a major workbench, and fully equi pped. Three sets of
wal does. dare-free |lighting which operated froma pedal console. Self-focusing magnifying
gl asses, fifteen inches and nore in dianmeter. The separate heat-needles, all the known sizes. To
the left of the workbench he saw protective cartons, a kind which he had read about but never
seen. Coing over, he picked up one, dropped it experimentally . . . and watched it float downward,
gently | andi ng, wi thout inpact.

And the seal ed containers of glazes. Every tint, shade, and hue was represented; the row
of containers lined one side of the roomin four rows. Wth themhe could match virtually the
gl azes of every pot coning onto his bench. One nore item He wal ked over to it and inspected it
with wonder. A weightless area, where gravity was bal anced by a ring of invisible counterspin:
this was the ultinate workshop device for a pot-healer, this weightless area. He woul d not need to
secure the pieces of pot in order to neld themtogether; the pieces, in the weightless chanber,
woul d sinply remain where he put them By neans of this he could handle four tinmes the nunber of
pots he had turned out in forner tines, and those were tines of prosperity. And the positioning
woul d be absolutely exact. Nothing would slip, slide, or tilt during the healing process.

He noted, too, the kiln, which night be needed if a shard were nissing and the need to
create a duplicate cane into being. Thus he could conplete pots of which he did not have all the
pi eces. This aspect of the craft of pot-healing was not generally dealt with publicly, but--it
exi st ed.

Never in his life had he seen such a well-equi pped shop for pot-healing.

Al ready, a nunber of broken pots had been brought in; a pile of filled protective cartons
had accunul ated at the incom ng end of the bench. | could start right now, he realized. Al | have
to dois to flip a half-dozen switches and I'min business. Tenpting . . . He wal ked over to the
rack of heatneedles, took one down, held it. Well bal anced, he decided. Quality product; the best.
He opened one of the filled cartons, gazed down at the potsherds. H s interest becane energent
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instantly; setting down the heat-needl e he took the shards out one by one, enjoying the glazes and
the gl aze texture of the pot. A fat, short pot. A funny pot, perhaps. He put the pieces back in
the carton and turned, with the idea of carrying themover to the weightless area. He wanted to
begin. This was his life. Never did | think, he thought, that | would have access to, the use of--

He halted. And felt, inside, as if sonme animal had gnawed at his heart. Gnawed it with
greed. And delight.

A black figure, like a negative of life itself, stood facing him It had been wat ching
him and now that he faced it he thought it would go away. But it remained. He waited a little
longer. It still renmained.

"What is this thing?" he asked the robot, who still stood at the threshold of the
wor kr oom

"You have to say 'WIllis' first," the robot renmi nded him "You have to say, 'WIllis, what--
"Wllis," he said, "what is it?"
"A Kal end," the robot said.

10

Wth them Joe Fernwight thought, there is not life but nmerely a synopsis of life. W are
a thread that passes through their hands; always in nmotion, always flowing, we slip by and are
never fully grasped. The slipping away is continuous, and carries all of us with it, on and on
toward the dreadful al chemy of the tonb.

To WIllis he said, "Can you contact dimung?"

"You have to say--"

"WIllis," he said, "can you contact dimmung?" Across the roomfrom himthe Kal end stood
silently--not silently as an ow might stand, absorbing and subduing noise with its feathers, but
silent in the mechanical sense: as if its audio portion had been severed. Is it really there? Joe
wondered. It appeared to be substantial; it did not have a ghostly, vaporous, waithlike quality.
It really is there, he said to hinself. It has invaded ny work-area before | have placed a single
shard into the weightl ess chanber. Before | have ignited one heat-needl e.

"I can't contact @imung," WIlis said. "He's sleeping; this is his tine for that. In
anot her twelve hours he'll wake up and then | can contact him But he's left a |arge nunber of
servo- assi st nmechani sns ready, in case of an emergency. Do you want any of them activated?"

Joe said, "Tell me what to do. WIllis, tell me what the hell to do."

"About the Kal end? There is no existing record of anyone doi ng anyt hi ng about Kal ends. Do
you want ne to research this further? There is one particular conputer which | can tie into;
perhaps it can make an anal ysis of your abilities in relation to the nature of the Kal end, and
fornmulate a new interaction which--"

"Do they die?" Joe said.

The robot remained silent.

"WIllis," he said, "can they be killed?"

"That's hard to say," the robot said. "They're not your standard |living creature. Also,
they all | ook alike, which nakes the problemeven nore conplicated.”

The Kalend laid a copy of The Book on the table beside Joe Fernwight. And waited for him
to pick it up.

Silently he picked up the book, held it for a time, and then opened it to the page narked.
The text read:

That which Joe Fernwight finds in the sunken cathedra
will cause himto kill dimung, and, in doing so, halt
forever the raising of Heldscalla.
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That which | will find in the cathedral, Joe said to hinself. Down there, under the water
Al ready down beneath the sea. Waiting for ne . . .

He thought, | had better get under the water as soon as | can. WIl dimung |let nme? he
wondered. Especially after he has read this--and he is probably reading it right now, as | stand
here; certainly he follows every alteration of the text as it grows, changes, corrects itself day
after day. Hour by hour.

If he is smart, Joe thought, he will kill ne first. Before |I go under water. Kill ne, in
fact, _now..

He stood there, waiting for @inmmung' s violence to conme onto him

It did not come. That's right, he renenbered. G imung is asleep

On the other hand, he nmeditated, maybe | should not go down there. What woul d Qi mung
recommend? Perhaps that should decide it; if Gimung wanted hi mto go under water and inspect the
sunken cat hedral then he would . . . if not, then not. Qdd, he thought, that ny first reaction
woul d be to want to go under water. As if | can't wait to make ny discovery--a di scovery which
will destroy @imung and with himthe project of raising the cathedral. A perverse response, he
decided. A slip on the part of unconscious inhibitions. Maybe this told himsonething about
hi nsel f, somet hi ng which he had not known. Something evoked by the Kal end and its Book. The
Kal ends woke this in me, he realized; this is the principle on which they operate. By this, they
meke their prophecy come true.

"WIllis," he said, "how does one get down to Hel dscal | a?"

"One descends via suit and mask or via a prol epsis chanber,"’

"Can you take ne there?" Joe asked. "I mean, WIlis--"

"Just a nmonent," the robot said. "There's a call coming through to you. An official call."
The robot was silent for a noment. Then it said, "Mss Hilda Reiss, @imung's personal secretary.
She wants to talk to you.” A door in the robot's chest popped open and, out on a tray, cane an
audi o tel ephone. "Pick up the receiver," WIllis said.

Joe picked up the receiver.

"M. Fernwight?" a practiced, conmpetent, female voice said, "I have an urgent request for
you from M. dimmung, who is now sl eeping. He would prefer it if you did _not_ go down to the
cat hedral right now He wants you to wait until someone can go with you."

"You say 'request,' "Joe said. "AmI| to assune that that's actually an order? That he's
ordering ne not to go bel ow water?"

"All M. Ginmng's instructions
not order; he always nerely requests.”

"So this is, actually, an order," Joe said.

M ss Reiss said, "I think you understand, M. Fernwight. Sonetime tonorrow, M. dimung
will contact you. Goodby." The phone clicked, becane dead.

“It's an order," Joe said.

"That's right," WIllis the robot agreed. "That's the way he handl es everything, as she
cleverly pointed out."

"But if | tried to go bel ow water--"

"Well, you can't," the robot said flatly.

"I can," Joe said. "I can do it and get fired."

"You can do it," the robot said, "and becone killed."

""Killed," WIlis? Killed how and who by?" He felt frightened and angry, a peculiar
m xture of enotions that started his vagus nerve into spasns; his breathing, his peristalsis, and
his heart rate--all changed radically. "Killed by who?" he demanded.

"You first have to say--aw, the hell with it," the robot said. "Yes, many feral life-
forms. Many hazards."

"But normal for a task of this kind," Joe said.

"l suppose you could say that. But a request like this--"

“I''mgoi ng under water," Joe said.

“"You will find terrible decay down there. Decay which you cannot imagi ne. The underwat er
world in which Heldscalla lies is a place of dead things, a place where everything rots and falls
into despair and ruin. _That is why Gimmung intends to raise the cathedral . He is unable to
endure it down there; neither will you be able to. Wait until he goes under water with you. Wait a
few days; heal the pots in your workshop and forget about going below. dimung calls it the
"Aquatic Sub-World.' He is right; it's a world nmade up of its own self, entirely separate from
ours. Wth its own wetched | aws, under which everything nust decline into rubbish. A world
dom nated by the force of unyielding entropy and nothing el se. Wiere even those w th enornous

t he robot said.

M ss Reiss said, "conme in the formof requests. He does
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strength, such as G immung, becone vitiated and |l ose their power in the end. It is an oceanic
grave, and it will kill all of us unless the cathedral can be raised."

"It can't be all that bad,"” Joe said, but, as he spoke, he felt fear rustle through him
and | odge inside his heart, fear generated in part by the vacuity of his own renark.

The robot | ooked at himenigmatically, a conplex | ook that gradually becane that of scorn

"Considering you're a robot," Joe said, "I don't see what you have enotionally involved in
this; you have no life."

The robot said, "No structure, even an artificial one, enjoys the process of entropy. It
is the ultimte fate of everything, and everything resists it."

Joe said, "And dinmung expects to halt this process? If it's the ultimate fate of
everything, then dimung can't halt it; he's doomed. He'll fail and the process will go on."

"Down bel ow the water," WIllis said, "the decay process is the only force at work. But up
here--the cathedral raised-- there will be other forces which do not nove in a retrograde nanner.
Forces of sanction and repair. O building and naking and formcreating--and, in your case,
healing. That is why you are so needed. It is you and the others |ike you who will forestall the
decay process by your abilities and work. Do you see?"

"I want to go down there," Joe said.
"Suit yourself. | nean that literally; put on diving gear and descend into Mare Nostrum
alone, in the night. Descend into the subworld of decay and see it for yourself. I'lIl take you to

one of the staging centers floating on Mare Nostrum you can descend fromthere--w thout ne."

"Thanks," Joe said. He uttered the word with what he intended to be irony; however, it
energed in a weak wheeze, and the robot did not seemto catch his tone.

The staging center consisted of a platformwithin hernetically seal ed dones, three of
them each |arge enough for life-forns to gather, with their equi pnent. Joe gazed about himin
expert appreciation at the size of the construct. Built with robot |abor, he deci ded. And
recently; the dones seermed new, and probably were so. This installation had been created for him
and the others, and would not be used until he and they began to operate out of them Space, he
reflected, is not at a premum here, as it is on Earth. These dones can be as |arge as they want

and dinmmng, of course, had wanted them | arge indeed.

"And you still won't descend with nme," he said to the robot WIlis.

"Never."

"Show nme the diving gear," Joe said. "And show ne how to use it. Show nme everything | need
to know. "

"I will show you the mninmal--" the robot began, and then broke off. On the roof field of
the greatest donme a snmall airship was landing. Wllis scrutinized it intently. "Too small for
dimmung," he murnured. "It nmust be a nore neager and hence lesser life-form"

The airship came to a stop; it remained i nmobile and then its hatch slid back. Taxi, it

proclaimed fromits stemto its stern. And out of the taxi stepped Mali Yojez.

She descended via the elevator and canme directly toward Joe and the robot WIlIis.
"dimung spoke to ne," she said. "He told ne what you're doing here. He wanted nme to go al ong
with you. There was sone doubt in his mnd as to whether you could nake it al one--1 nean
physically survive the experience of the Sub-Wrld down there."

"And he thinks you can," Joe said.

"He thinks that two of us going together and having each other to rely on--he thinks that
that woul d probably work. And |'m nore experienced than you. Vastly nore."

"Ms. Lady," WIllis said to her, "did dinmung want nme to go undersea, too?"

"He didn't nention yQu," Mali said tartly.

“"It'"s just as well." The robot scow ed in heavy gloom "I dislike it down there."

"But soon," Mali said, "it will all be changed. There will _be_ no 'down there.' Only up
here, in this world, where other |aws operate.”

"The best-laid plans of nice and nen,"

"Hel p us into our gear," Joe said.

The robot said, "Down there in the Aquatic Sub-Wrld, you will be in a place that Amalita
has forgotten."”

"Who is "Amalita' ?" Joe asked.

Mali said, "The god for whomthe cathedral was built. The god who was worshiped in
Hel dscal | a. When the cathedral is restored, then dinmmung can call upon Amalita, as in earlier
tinmes, before the Catastrophe in which the cathedral sank. The defeat of Amalita by Borel--a
tenporary defeat, but a nmajor one. | amreninded of a Terran poem by Bert Brecht called, 'The
Drowned Grl.' Let's see; if nmenory serves . . . '"And gradually God forgot her, first her arns,
then her | egs and body until she was--'"

the robot said, with frigid skepticism
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Joe said, "Wat sort of deities are these?" There had been no mention of this before, but
of course it was obvious and logical; a cathedral was a place in which to worship, and sonmeone or
sonmet hing had to be the object of the worship. To Mali, he said, "Do you know anyt hi ng nore about
this angl e?"

"I can fully informyou," the robot said, annoyed.

To it, Mali said, "Had it ever occurred to you that it nmight be Amalita, working through
dinmmung, who is raising the cathedral? So that worship of himhere on this planet can resune?"

"Hhm " the robot said, in a nettled fashion; Joe could alnbst hear it whir and click as it
cogitated. "Well," it said all at once, "anyhow you asked about the two deities, M. Sir. However,
you once agai n neglected to say--"

"WIllis," Joe said, "tell nme about Ammlita and Borel. How | ong have they been worshi ped,
and on how rmany pl anets? And where did the cult begin?"

"I have a brochure," the robot said, "which will exhaustively cover these matters." It
slid its hand into its thorax pocket; fromthe pocket it lifted out a m nmeographed panphlet. "I
wote this in ny spare tinme," the robot said. "Wth your permssion | will refer toit. That way |
don't have to overtax so nmuch in nmy nenory spools. To begin with, Amalita existed alone. That was
roughly fifty thousand Terran years in the past. Then, in a spasmof apotheosis, Analita felt
sexual desire. But there was nothing to feel sexual desire toward. He felt |ove, and there was
nothing to love. He felt hate, and there was nothing to hate."

"He felt apathy. And there was nothing to feel apathetic about." Mli spoke wi thout
enotion; it did not involve her

"Let's tackle sexual desire first,"” the robot said. "As is well known, the nobst enjoyable
formof sexual love is that which pertains to incest, inasmuch as incest is the fundanental taboo
t hroughout the universe. The greater the taboo, the nore sheer excitenment. Hence, Amalita created
his sister, Borel. The next nobst exciting aspect of sexual love is |love for soneone evil, someone
who, if you didn't love them you would abomi nate them So Amalita caused his sister to be evil;
she began at once to tear down everything which he had, over the centuries, built."

Mal i nmurnured, "Such as Heldscalla.”

"Yes, Ms. Lady," the robot agreed. "Now, the next nost powerful stinulant to sexual |ove
is to be in love with soneone stronger than you. So Amalita caused his sister to be capable of
destroying his edifices one by one; he tried to intervene, but she was by now too strong. As he
had intended. Finally, the last elenent: the |ove object forces one to descend to its level, where
its laws, unethical and violent, obtain. This is what we have here in the Raising of Heldscalla.
Every one of you will have to descend into the Aquatic SubWrld in which Amalita' s | aws do not
operate. Even Aimung hinself will inevitably sink into the Sub-Wrld where Borel's travesty of
reality cloaks everything and is everywhere."

"I thought of @imung as a deity," Joe said. "Because of his inmense power."

The robot said, "Deities do not fall ten floors to the basenent."

"That seens reasonable,” Joe adnmitted.

"The criteria involved,” the robot said, "start with imortality. Analita and Borel have
that; dinmung has not. The second criterion deals with--"

"W are aware of the two other criteria," Mali interrupted. "Unlimted power and unlimted
know edge. "

"Then you' ve read ny panphlet,"” the robot said.

"Christ," Mali said with wthering disdain.

"You nention Christ,” the robot said. "He is an interesting deity because he has only
limted power; he has only partial know edge; and he could die. He fulfills none of the criteria."

"Then how did Christianity cone into being?" Joe said.

"It came into being," the robot said, "because this is what Christ did: he worried about
other people. "Wrry' is the true translation of the Geek _agape_ and the Latin _caritas_. Christ
stands enpty handed; he can save no one, not even hinmself. And yet, by his concern, his esteem
for others, he transcends--"

"Just give us the panphlet," Mali said wearily. "We'lIl read it in our spare tine. As of
now, we're going under the water. Get our diving gear ready, as M. Fernwight asked."

"There is a sonewhat simlar deity," the robot said, "on Beta twelve. This deity | earned
how to di e whenever another creature on his planet died. He could not die in place of them but he
could die with_ them And then, as each new creature was born, he was restored. So he has endured
countl ess deaths and rebirths. As conpared with Christ, who died only once. This, too, is dealt
with in nmy panphlet. Everything is in ny panphlet."

"Then you're a Kalend," Joe said.

The robot eyed him Long and carefully. And silently.
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"And your panphlet," Joe said, "is the Book of the Kal ends."

"Not exactly," the robot said, at |ast.

"Meani ng what?" Mali denmanded sharply.

“"Meani ng that | have based ny various panphlets on the Book of the Kal ends."

"Why?" Joe said.

The robot hesitated and then said, "I hope to be a freelance witer soneday."

"CGet our gear," Mali said, with overwhel mi ng weariness. An odd, random thought entered
Joe's mind. Possibly it had emerged because of the discussion about Christ.

""Worry,' "he said aloud, echoing the robot's term "I think I know what you nean. A
strange thing happened to ne, once, back on Earth. A very small thing. | got down a cup fromthe
cupboard, a cup | hardly ever used. Init |I found a spider, a dead spider; it had died because
there was nothing for it to eat. Cbviously it had fallen into the cup and couldn't get out. But
here's the point. It had woven a web, at the bottomof the cup. As good a web as it could weave
under the circumstances. Wien | found it--saw it dead in the cup, with its meager, hopel ess web--1
thought, It never had a chance. No flies would ever have come along, even if it had waited

forever. It waited until it died. It tried to nmake the best of the circunstances, but it was
hopel ess. | always wondered, Did it know it was hopeless? Did it weave the web knowing it was no
use?"

"Little tragedy of life," the robot said. "Billions of them unnoticed, every day. Except
that God notices, at |east according to my panphlet.”

"But | see what you nean," Joe said. "About worry. Concern; that's closer to it. | felt it
concerned nme. It _did_ concern ne. _Caritas_. O in the Geek--" He could not renmenber the word.

"Can we go bel ow, now?" Mali asked

"Yes," Joe said. Qbviously she did not understand. But, oddly, the robot did. Strange, Joe
t hought. Why does it understand when she doesn't? Maybe caritas_ is a factor of intelligence, he
refl ected. Maybe we've al ways been wong: _caritas_is not a feeling but a high formof cerebra
activity, an ability to perceive sonething in the environnent--to notice and, as the robot had put
it, to wrry. Cognition, he realized; that's what it is. It isn't a case of feeling versus
thinking: cognition is cognition

Al oud he said, "Can | have a copy of your panphlet?"

"Ten cents, please," the robot said, holding out the panphlet.

Joe fished out a cardboard dine and handed it to the robot. To Mali he said, "Now let's go
bel ow. "

11

The robot touched a switch; a wall |ocker opened its sliding door and Joe saw, within,
conpl ete sets of diving gear: oxygen nasks, pedal flippers, plastic skinsuits, waterproof |ight
sources, weights, pry bars, crossbows, oxygen and heliumtanks--everything. Including many
assorted itens of equipnent which he could not identify.

"I'n view of your |ack of experience in deep-sea diving,
you descend by spherical prolepsis chanber. But, if you want to suit up--
control over that; the decision is yours."

"I'"ve had sufficient experience," Mli said briskly. She began bringing equi prent out of
the I ocker; presently she had a fornidabl e heap stacked neatly before her. "Get out what | got
out," she instructed Joe. "Put the segments of the suit on in the order |I'mputting themon, and
in the sane way."

They suited up and then, led by Wllis, they nade their way to the stagi ng chanber proper

"Sone time," the robot said as it unscrewed the great plug-valve in the floor of the
chamber, "I intend to wite a panphlet on deep-sea diving. There is a basic assunption that the
chthonic world is in the ground--you find this in every religion. But in actuality it's in the
ocean. The ocean--" It dragged the huge plug away. "--is the actual prinordial world, out of which
every living thing cane a billion years ago. On your planet, M. Fernwight, this error is found
in many religions--for instance, the G eek goddess Deneter and her daughter Kore--they cone up

the robot said, "I would suggest
" It shrugged. "I have no
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fromthe earth.’

Mali said to Joe, "There is attached to your belt an energency device in case of failure
in the oxygen circuit of your rig. If you lose your air, if the conduit |oosens or bursts or the
tanks run dry, activate the hypo plunger of the belt unit."” She pointed to the one nounted on her
own belt. "It swiftly drops nmetabolic processes so that your need for oxygen is mnimal; little
enough so that you can easily float to the surface before you suffer any brain damage or
experi ence any other lasting physiological effect fromthe curtailed oxygen supply. Wen you fl oat
to the surface you will of course be unconscious, but your mask is designed to let in air
automatically; it will respond to the altered condition, the presence of outside air. And then
"Il be up to steer you back here."

"1 rmust be gone,' "Joe quoted, trying to remenber howit went. " 'There is a grave where
daffodil and lily wave."'"

The robot said, " 'And | would please the hapl ess faun, buried under the sleepy ground.' A
favorite of mine. Yeats, | believe. Do you think, M. Sir, that you are descending into a grave?

That what stands before you is death? That to descend is to die? Answer in twenty-five words or
| ess. ™

"I know what the Kalend told ne," Joe said somberly. "What | find in Heldscalla will cause
me to kill Aimung. So it is into death that |I'm goi ng; nmaybe not _my_ death, but soneone el se's.
To pernmanently halt the raising of Heldscalla." Gimy, the words flowed within his mnd, always
at the surface. Al ways avail able. They woul d not sink out of sight for a long, long tinme. Perhaps,
he thought, never. The stigna is upon ne and | will carry it the rest of ny life.

"I will give you a lucky charm" the robot said; again it runmaged within its chest
pocket. It presently brought out a tiny packet, which it handed to Joe. "A token which represents
the purity and sublimty of Amalita. A synbol, so to speak.”

"And it'Il ward off evil influences?" Joe asked.

The robot said, "You nust say, 'WIllis, will it ward--

"WIllis," Joe said, "will this charmhelp us down there?"

After a pause the robot said, "No."

"Then why did you give it to hinP" Mili asked caustically. "To--" The robot hesitated.

"Never mind." It seemed, then, to retract into itself; it becane silent. Distantly inert.
"I"'mgoing to lash us up in tandem" Mli said to Joe as she attached a cable from her
belt to his. "This will give us twenty feet of free |ine. That should be enough. | can't risk

getting separated fromyou; that mght be the |ast we'd see of you."

The robot wordl essly handed Joe a plastic carton

"What for?" Joe said

"You probably will find a broken pot or two down there. And you'll want to bring the
shards up."

Stalking catlike to the aperture in the floor of the staging chanber, Mli said, "Let's
go." She snapped on her heliunpowered torch, glanced briefly at Joe, and then dived out of sight.
The twenty-foot cable attached to himstretched taut, pulled hin it walked himto the aperture,
propelling him and then, his nmind blank of any real thoughts, he dived, too. Passively.

The light of the staging chanber faded out above him He snapped on his own torch and
all onwed hinmself to be tugged al ong, down and down; the water becane utterly black, except for the
vague, seenmingly half-real quadrant illum nated by his torch. And, below him Mli's torch gl owed,
i ke the phosphorescent |ight of an exceedingly deep sea-fish

"Are you okay?" Mali's voice sounded in his ear; it startled himand then he realized that
a two-way intercom connected them

"Yes," he said.
Various fish floated past him incurious and ponpous; they gawked at him and travel ed on
di sappearing into the void surrounding his illum nated path.

"That wi ndbag robot," Mali said scathingly. "My god; we nmust have conversed with it for
twenty mnutes."”

But, Joe thought, we are here, now Wthin the waters of Mare Nostrum spiraling down and
down.

I wonder, he thought, how nmany theologically inclined robots there are in the universe.
Perhaps Wllis was the only one . . . put there by Aimung to talk at extended | ength, thus
interfering with the attenpt to go bel ow the surface.

The heat unit of his suit snapped on; he felt the cold of the sea ebb away fromhim And
for that he gave thanks.
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"Joe Fernwight," Mali's voice sounded in his ear. "Did it occur to you that dinmmung

m ght have sent ne here, to go belowwith you as we're doing, _to kill you?_ @ immung knows the
prophecy. Whuldn't it be reasonable for himto do that? So obvious. Didn't you think at all of

t hat ?"

As a matter of fact he had not. And, thinking it now, he felt the chill of the ocean ease
back into its grip around him the enervating cold plundered his loins, his heart--he felt hinself
freeze, within, into frightened immbility, like a defenseless ninor creature; his fear deprived
hi m of his sense of being human, and of being a man. It was not a man's fear; it was the fear of a
small animal. It shrank him as if devolving himinto ages past; it eradicated the contenporary
aspects of his self, his being. God, he thought. | amfeeling a fear that is mllions of years
ol d.

"On the other hand," Mali pointed out, "the text which the Kalend showed you ni ght have
been a forgery, prepared for your benefit. One single copy for your eyes alone."

Joe said hoarsely, "How did you know about the Kal end and the new text?"

"dimung told ne."

"Then he read what | read. It isn't a forgery for ny benefit. If it was you wouldn't be
here. "

She | aughed. And said nothing. And, on and on, they spiraled downward.

"Then | can assune |'mright," Joe said.

Stark and yellow, the hull of sonething gleanmed and putrifled within the focus of his
torch. To his right, Mali's torch |it up another vertebra of it. Huge . . . like an ark that had
been built to contain every living thing--and an ark which had sunk to the bottom of Mare Nostrum
Forever. The ark, he thought, of failure.

"What is it?" he asked Mali

"A skeleton."

"Of what?" He thrashed toward it, sweeping out as much of it as possible with his torch
Si nul t aneously, Mali did the same.

She bobbed close to him then; he could see her face through the transparent plastic disk
of her oxygen mask. \When she spoke, her tone was subdued, as if, despite her know edge and
experi ence, she had not expected to find this here.

"I't's a @immung," she said. "The skel eton of an ancient, archaic, |ong-dead, forgotten

@immng; it's coral-encrusted terribly; it's been down here, | would say, for a century at |east.
Good lord."

"You nean you didn't know it was here?" he denanded. "Maybe dinmung; not nme. But--" She
hesitated. "I think it's a Black @i nmung."

"What's this?" Joe asked, and his uneasi ness burgeoned; it filled himand becane, by
degrees, overwhel m ng dread.

"It's alnost inpossible to explain,” Mali said. "As with antimatter; you can talk about it
but you can't really imagi ne what the words nmean. There are dinmmungs and there are Bl ack
d i mmungs. Always on a one-to-one ratio. Each individual @imung has his counterpart, his opaque
Doppel ganger. Sooner or later, during his Ilife, he nust kill his Black counterpart, or it wll
kill him"

"Why?" Joe said.

"Because that's the way it is. It's like asking, "Wiy is a stone?" Do you see? They--
_evolved_ this way, on this strange parity basis. They are mutually exclusive, antagonistic
entities, or, if you prefer, properties. Yes, properties, |like chem cal conbinations. You see, the
Bl ack @ immungs are not precisely alive. And yet they're not biochemcally inert either. They're
like nal formed crystals with the forndestroying principle nmotivating them tropic specifically as
regards their matching dimung. And sone say that it's not limted to @inmungs; sone say--" She
broke of f, staring acutely ahead. "No," she said. "Not this. Not already; not the first tine."

A decayi ng hunmp of flopping fabric mingled with threads of cloth tottered toward t hem
propel l ed by the currents of nurky water. It had a hunmanoid | ook, as if once, long ago, it had
held itself erect, had wal ked on strong legs. Now it bowed fromthe waist, and its | egs dangled as
if the bones had been scooped out of them He stared at it and it cane nearer and he continued
staring, because it seened sonehow to want to eddy into his vicinity . . . clunsily, so that its
pace was slow. And yet it made progress forward. He nade out its face, now.

And felt the world within himdisintegrate.

"It's your corpse,” Mali said. "You must understand; tine down here is sinply not--"

"I't'"s blind," he said. "Its eyes--they've--rotted away. Gone. Can it see nme?"

"It's aware of you. It wants--" She hesitated.

"What does it want?" he demanded, snarling at her so that she shuddered.
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"I't wants to talk to you," she said, then. And becane totally silent; now she nerely
observed, nerely saw. And did nothing, in either direction. She did not assist him she did not

assist his corrupted corpse. As if, he thought, she has withdrawn and is not here. I amalone with
this thing_.

"What should | do?" he asked her

"Not--" She becane silent once nore, then abruptly said, "Don't hear what it says."

"You nean it can speak?" he demanded, appalled. He could accept what he saw, he could
retain his sanity when presented with his own dead body. But he could not believe beyond that. It
could not be real, not sane; it had to be the mmcry of sonme aquatic life-form something which
saw hi m and managed, in a plastic manner, to adopt the senblance of his own shape.

“I't will tell you to go away," Mali said. "To |eave this world, this ocean. Leave
Hel dscal |l a forever, and dimmung's hopes, his project. See: it's already trying to formwords."

The decayed fl esh of the |l ower face withed; he saw broken teeth and then, fromwthin the
cavity which his mouth had becone, noise issued forth. A drumring, as if far off on a heavy ocean
cabl e. Sonething extending for five hundred mles, sonething which weighed so nmuch. Something so
dense, so hard to naneuver. And yet the thing tried. The drumming continued. And finally, as it
bobbed before him rotating slow nmotion and rising now, then sinking a little, he distinguished
one word. Then anot her

"Stay," it said, and its nmouth cavity gaped. Snall fish floated in, disappeared, then
floated skimm ngly back out. "You--nust go ahead. Ahead. Lift. Heldscalla."
"Are you still alive?" he asked it.

Mali said, "Nothing down here is really alive, in the strict sense. Residual anopunts
partial changes in a damaged battery."

"But it's not yet," he said. "This is the future."

"There is no future down here," Mli said.

"But it hasn't happened to ne yet. I'malive. I'"'mfacing this ugly thing, this horrible
mobile rot. It couldn't talk to ne if I were it.”

"Coviously,” Mali said. "But--the distinction isn't really conplete between the two of
you. Some of it is merged in you; sone of you remains in it. They are both you; you are both of
them 'The child is father to the man'; remenber? And the man is father to the corpse. But |
thought it would say to you to go away. And instead he--it--wants you to renmain. That's what it's
swmup here to tell you. | don't understand. This can't be your Black, in the sense that | was
explaining it, anyhow It's badly decayed but it's benign, and the Bl acks are never benign. Can |
ask it sonethi ng?"

He said nothing. Mali took it as silent assent.

"How did you di e?" she asked the corpse

The exposed jawbone waggled whitely in the currents of water surrounding it as it drunmed
out its deformed words, its answer. "dinmmung had us killed."

"'Us'?" she asked alertly. "How nmany of us? Al of us?"

"Us." It extended a deconposed armtoward Joe. "W two." It becane silent, then. And, by
degrees, drifted away. "But it isn't so bad. | have a box |I've nade; it helps protect ne. | get
inside it and put up a barrier where the door--the entrance--is, and very few of the fish, the
real ly dangerous fish, get in."

“You nmean you're trying to protect your _life? " Joe said. "But your life is over." He did
not conprehend; it nmade no sense, and it was eerie and bizarre. The thought of a decayed corpse--
his corpse--living this senmlife down here, going though the notions of making itself safe

"Inmprove living standards for the dead," he said savagely, speaking at large, to neither Mali nor
the corrupted body floating before him

"The curse,” Mali said.

"What ?" he sai d.

"It won't let you go. It confronts you with your own final self and yet you won't go away.
And then later on when you're this--" She gestured at the corpse. "You'll w sh you had left.
Today, tonight. Tonorrow norning."

"Stay," the corpse said to Joe.

"Why?" he said.

"When Hel dscalla is raised fromthe water | will go to sleep. | amwaiting to go to sleep
I"mglad you canme, at last. | have waited centuries. Until you conme here and release me | am
caught in the totality of tinme." It made an inploring gesture with its right armand hand, but

portions of the hand broke | oose and fell away into the nurky water; the hand now had only two
fingers, and, seeing this, Joe felt physically, substantially sickened. He thought, If | could
turn the clock back and not have cone here. But the corpse had said the opposite; his conming here
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meant its--and his--rel ease. My good Jesus, he thought. 1'Il be that thing before long; parts of
my body will fall off and be snapped up by the dangerous fish. I will have to hide in a box down
here at the bottom of the sea, and the fish will eat ne piece by piece.

O maybe it's not true, he thought. Maybe this is not ny corpse; how nany people are
confronted by their own corpse--a corpse tal ki ng beseechingly? The Kal ends, he thought. But that
made no sense because--contrary to Mali's expectations--it had urged himto stay, urged himto
begin his job of pot-healing.

@i mung, he thought. This is a phantasm projected by him a warped, a deranged hook, to
gaff ne. GCbviously.

He said to the bobbing, lingering corpse, "Wll, thanks for your advice. I'lIl take it
under advi senent."

"I's ny corpse here, too?" Mili demanded

No answer. Joe's physical remants had floated away. Did | say the wong thing? Joe asked
hi nsel f. But ye gods; what are you supposed to say to your own corpse? | said I'd think its advice
over; what nore can it ask? He felt strangely angry, not frightened any |onger or horrified, just
the mundane boiling inside himof irritability. Pressure like this--it was unfair. He had been
told that he nust_go ahead with his part of the project. And then he thought of the curse.

"Death," he said to Mali as they bobbed close to each other. "Death and sin are connect ed.
That neans that if the cathedral is cursed then we al so--"

“I'mgoing back up." She rose, drifting upward above him her |egs nmoving expertly. "I
don't want to find myself too close to the dredging operation.” She pointed.

He turned his body in that direction

An enornous, silent instrument, a construct which he did not recognize, lay far to their

right. He heard its activity now, the dull, |ow throbbing. Its sound had been there all this tine;
but, he estimated, in the formof a twenty cycles per second churning at the lower linit of
audi bility. Perhaps he had felt it as a vibration; perhaps he still felt it that way now "Wat is
it?" he asked her, and started in that direction; it fascinated him

"A caprix scoop,” Mali said. "lonian caprix, the element with the greatest atom c wei ght
currently in use. Replacing the ol der rexeroid scoops that you used to see."

"I's the entire cathedral going to be raised by the scoop?" he asked Mali, who,

unwi I Iingly, flapped and dove beside him following his course in a reluctant, halting nanner.

"Only the base,” Mli said.

"The rest is being cut into bl ocks?"

"Everything but the base, which is a solid slab of Deneb three agate. If it were sawed
into blocks it would be unable to support the superstructure. Hence the scoop." She hung back
"I't's not safe to go so close. Anyhow you' ve seen caprix scoops and shovels in operation before;
you know the principle they utilize. The fulcrumis passed back and forth anong the four rins of
the scoop. Now pl ease! Let's go back up to the surface. | find it very exacting down here. Damm
it; it's dangerous so near the dredging."

"Are all the bl ocks cut?" he asked.

"Ch god," Mali said wearily. "No, not all. Only an initial few. The scoop is not yet
lifting the base; it's nmerely inserting itself in place."

"What will the ascent rate be?" he asked.

"That hasn't been decided. Look--we're not ready for that; you're tal ki ng about ascent
rate while we're still involved in getting the scoop in place. This isn't your field; you have no
knowl edge about dredging. The scoop is noving horizontally at the rate of six inches per twenty-
si x-hour day, which is virtually not noving at all."

He said, "There's sonething you don't want ne to see."

“"Paranoia," Mli said.

Fl ashing his bifocal light-source to the right of the scoop he nmade out sonething, a dense
and opaque nmass that soared up high, beconming a triangle of planes past which fish swam and onto
whi ch barnacl es and bival ves and a host of uni podul ar nol |l usks and Crustacea clung. And, next to
it, where the scoop slowy worked, an identical shape: Heldscalla.

"That's what you didn't want ne to see," he said to Mli.

Two cat hedral s.
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"One of them" he said, "is black. The Bl ack Cathedral."

"Not the one they're dredging,” Mli said.

"I's he sure?" Joe said. "Could he make such a mstake?" It would kill dinmung; he knew
that intuitively. It would be the end of everything. And of themall. Merely knowing that it
exi sted, and seeing it--he felt the sting of death; ice settled over his heart and remained there.
Hopel essly he flashed his torch about, here and there. As if trying to find-- and failing to find--
a way out.

"You now know," Mali said, "why | wanted to go back up."

He said, "I'Il go up with you."™ He did not want to remain here any |longer. Like Mali, he
yearned for the surface, for the world above water. That world contained nothing like this
and, he thought, it never should. That was never intended. "Let's go," he said to Mali, and swam

upward; w th each passing second he was farther up fromthese blackchilled depths and all that
they held. "G ve nme your hand." He turned, reached back for her

And then he saw it. Saw the pot. In the rays of his torch

"What's wong?' Mali said in alarm he had ceased ri sing.

"I have to go back," he said.

"Don't let it draw you down! That's the terrible thing it does; its val ence works on you
_dinb_." She tore her hand away from his and, kicking vigorously, ascended past him toward the
surface above. Her legs kicked as if she were trying to shake | oose sone bi ndi ng substance,
sonet hi ng which nmired her down here.

"You go on up,"” Joe said. He sank, |lower and |lower, his eyes never |eaving the pot. And
steadily he focused his torch onit. It had coral around it, but, for the nost part, it remained
uncovered. As if, he thought, it was here waiting for ne. Trying to ensnare ne, the best possible
way . . . through the thing | |ove nost.

Mali hesitated above him then reluctantly descended until she was parallel with him
"What - -" she began, and then she, too, saw the pot; she gasped.

"It's a volute krater,"” Joe said. "Very large." Al ready he could distinguish colors
emanating fromit toward him the colors which bound himnore firmy to this spot than all the
cords and seaweed, all the other snares. He sank. And sank sone nore.

"What can you tell about it?" Mali asked. They had al nost reached the pot; Joe's arns
ext ended thenselves as if acting on their own will. "Is it--"

"Not earthenware," Joe said. "It's been fired past five hundred degrees centigrade. It nmay
even have been fired at a tenperature as high as twelve hundred and fifty degrees. There's a great
deal of vitrification over and above the glaze." Now he touched it. Carefully he tugged at it. But
the coral held it tight. "Stoneware," he decided. "Not porcelain; it's not translucent. The white
of the glaze nmakes ne think--as a guess--that it's a stannic oxide conmpound. If so it would then
be a najolica ceramic piece. Tin-enanmeling, it's generally called. Like the Delft ceranic
of ferings." He rubbed the surface of the pot. "Fromthe feel, I'd say it's sgraffitoware, with a
| ead gl aze. See? The pattern has been incised through the slip, disclosing the body col or beneath.
As | say, this is a volute krater . . . but with it here we can probably expect to find psykters
and anphoras as well; it's just a question of renoving the coral deposits and seeing what's
bel ow. "

"Is it a good pot?" Mali asked. "I mean, to me it |looks unique; | think it's terribly
pretty. But in your expert opinion--"

"It's superb,” he said, sinply. "The red glaze is probably fromreduced copper; it passed
through a reduci ng atnosphere in the kiln. And ferrous iron. Look at the black. And the yell ow, of
course, is obtained fromantinony. Wich produces an excellent yellow " The col or of glaze, he
reflected, which attracts nme the nost. The yellows, the blues. | will never change

He thought, It's alnost as if sonmeone put this here for ne to find. He rubbed the surface,
on and on, appreciating it by tactile sense-inpressions, rather than sight. Cupric oxide blues, he
said to hinself. This pot has everything but that. Did Gimung have this put here? he asked
hi nsel f.

To Mali he said, "Has coral been renpbved fromthis? Recently? It seens strange it wasn't
conpl etely covered."

For a tine Mali poked about the pot, examining its surface and that of the coral hol ding
it frombelow As she did so he studied the design on the pot. A conplex and ornate scene, nore
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ornate even than the _istoriato_ style of Urbino. Wat did the scene show? He studied it,
pondering. Not all of the design was visible. And yet--he was accustomed to filling in m ssing
segnents renoved from pottery pieces. What does this tell? he asked hinmself. A story, but of what?
He peer ed.

"I don't like the amobunt of black onit," Mali said, all at once. "Anything black down
here underm nes ny sense of security." She floated away fromthe pot, her exanination over. "Now
can we go back up?" she asked. Her tension had becone even greater; it grewwith each tick of the
clock. "lI'"mnot going to stay down here and extinguish nmy life voluntarily for one damm dunb pot.
Pots just aren't that inportant.”

Joe said, "What did your exam nation show?"

"Coral has been stripped fromit within the |last six nonths." She broke a section of cora
away, revealing nore of the pot. "I can finish the job in a few mnutes, when | have ny tools."

Now he saw nore of the design. The first panel showed a nman seated alone in a bleak and
enpty room The next, an intersystem spacecraft of comercial design. The third showed a man--
evidently the same nman--fishing; it showed himlifting a huge black fish fromthe water. That was
where the black glaze which Mali objected to canme in: the enornous fish. The next panel he could
not see. Coral blocked his view But sonething cane after the lifting up of the giant black fish
Lifting the fish was not the end. There was at |east one nore panel and perhaps two.

"This is a flanbé gl aze," Joe said absently. "As | said before, of reduced copper. But in
sonme places it |ooks alnost like 'dead leaf' glaze; if | didn't know better 1'd--"

"You pedantic fop," Mali said savagely. "You miserable nitwit. 1'mgoing up." She kicked
away, rose, unfastened the cable which connected them and was soon gone, her torch flashing above
him He found hinself alone with the pot and the nearby Black Cathedral. Silence. And the utter
abstention of activity. No fish noved near him they seened to shun the Black Cathedral and its
environs. They are w se, he decided. As is Mali

He took one last, long, lonely | ook at the dead structure, the cathedral which had never
been alive.

Bendi ng over the pot he took hold with both hands and tugged mghtily, his torch
tenporarily put aside. The pot broke into nany pieces; the pieces drifted away in the ocean
currents and he found hinself gazing down at the few stillinprisoned fragments.

Bracing hinmself he grasped a remaining fragnent and tore it forward, where the whol e pot
had been. The consolidated coral hung back; it kept its seizure of the fragnment active. And then,
by degrees, the coral released the fragment. It canme |oose in his hands, and at once he flailed
for the surface above.

He held in his hand the renai ning two panels of the visual narrative. They ascended with
him held tight.

Presently he broke through to the surface. He slid aside his mask, and floating about,
exanmi ned the two panels by torch Iight.

"What is it?" Mali called, swnmring toward himwi th | ong, |ean strokes.

"The rest of the pot,"” he said raspingly.

The first panel showed the great black fish swallowi ng the nan who had caught it. The
second--and final --panel reveal ed the great fish once again. This tine it devoured and absorbed a
dimung . . . or rather _the_ Ginmmng. Both the man and Qi mung di sappeared down the throat of
the fish, to be decomposed within its stonmach. The man and dinmung ceased. Only the great bl ack
fish remained. It had engulfed all

"This potsherd--" he began, and then broke off. There was sonmething that he had failed to
see at first glance. That something now gathered his attention; it tugged at him drawing him
restlessly, inpotently toward it.

In the latter panel a talk balloon had been incised above the fish's head. Wbrds filled
the talk balloon, words in his own |anguage. He read them haltingly as he bobbed about upon the
uneasy water.

Life on this planet is under water, not on the land. Do not get involved with the fat fake
calling hinmself dinmung. The depths draw fromthe earth, and within those depths the rea
d i nmung can be found.

And then, in very snmall letters, these words at the edge of the term nal panel

This has been a public-service nessage.

"It's insane," Joe said, as Mali swam up beside him He felt |ike dropping the fragment of
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pot, letting it drift down and down into the dark, heavy water, out of sight once nore.

Peering over his shoulder, clinging roundly and wetly to him Mali read the contents of
the talk balloon. "Good god," she said, and | aughed. "It's like that what is it you have on Earth.
Cooki es. Wth nessages in them"

"Fortune cookies," Joe said savagely.

"I read where soneone in a Chinese restaurant on Earth, in the city San Franci sco, opened

a fortune cookie and the slip said, 'Abstain fromfornication.' "Again she | aughed, a warm
throaty laugh; at the sanme time she clutched at his shoulder, turning herself about so that she
faced him Now all at once she becanme calm And very serious. "It's going to make a terrible
fight," she said. "To keep the cathedral down there."

Joe said, " It _doesn't want to cone up. The cathedral--it wants to stay down there. This

shard is a part of it." He dropped the fragnent of pot and at once it sank into oblivion bel ow
him he watched for a second, saw only ebbing water, and then turned back toward Mali once again.
"That was the cathedral talking to us," he said. It was a somber thought, a thought he did not
l'ike.

"Didn't the pot belong to the Bl ack--"

"No," he said. "Not fromthe Black one." It had to be faced by all of them hinself, the
others, and--@inmng. "I don't think he knows," Joe said aloud. "It's not merely a question of
t he Book of the Kal ends, what they wite as fate. It's not a problemin hydraulic engineering
either."

"The soul,"” Mali said faintly.

"What ?" he denmanded, with anger

"I guess | don't nean that," Mali said after a pause.

"You're damm right you don't," Joe said. "Because it's not alive." Despite the message on
the potsherd, he said to hinself. It's the senblance of life only. Inertia. Like any physica
object it remains where it's at until enough force is brought to bear against it . . . and then it
moves, reluctantly. Bel ow us, he thought, that cathedral contains a mass of infinite enormty, and
we will break ourselves trying to nove it. W will never recover, none of us, dimung included
And- - .

It will remain down there, he thought. As it is now. Wirld w thout end, he thought, as
they say in the church. But what a strange cathedral, he thought, to scratch nessages on
coral encrusted pots. There nmust be a better way by which it can comunicate to us up here, we who
live on the land. And yet . . . dinmung' s way of conmunicating, his note bobbing around in the
water closet of a toilet on Earth . . . that had been equally bizarre. A planetw de propensity, he
deci ded. An ethnic custom probably sancti oned down through centuri es.

Mali said, "It knew you would find that pot."

" How?"

"I'n the Book of the Kal ends. Buried sonewhere in a footnote hal fway through, in squirre
agate type."

"But for exanple they were wong," Joe said, "when they said | would find sonmething in
Hel dscal l a that would cause nme to kill dimmung. So it could only be a guess, and maybe a bad
one." Yet, he thought, it did work out. | did find the pot.

And maybe soneday, he thought, the tidal currents of reality will sweep Ginmng and e

along so that, at last, |I kill him If enough tinme elapses. In fact, he reflected, if enough time
passes everything will happen. Wiich in a sense was the way the Kal ends' Book worked.

Wr ked--and did not work.

Probability, Joe said to hinself. A science in itself. Bernoulli's Theorem the Bayes-
Lapl ace theorem the Poisson Distribution, Negative Binomal Distribution . . . coins and cards
and birthdays, and at |ast random variables. And, hanging over it all, the brooding specter of

Rudol f Carnap and Hans Rei chenbach, the Vienna Circle of philosophy and the rise of symbolic
logic. A nmuddy world, in which he did not quite care to involve hinself. In spite of the fact that
it pertained imediately to the Book of the Kal ends. Muddier by far than the water real mwhich
| apped at himand Mali

"Let's get back to the installation,” Mali said, and shivered. She abruptly paddl ed off,
| eaving him he saw, ahead of her, the Iights which the robot WIllis had previously turned on for
their benefit. Those lights still burned; the robot waited for them

Amalita did not get us, Joe reflected as the two of them paddl ed toward the staging center
with its blaze of lights. And for that he was thankful. It had been as awful as Wllis-- and Mli--
had said. H's own corpse . . . he could still see, in his mnd, the exposed jawbone as it waggl ed,
white and dead in the current of the Aquatic Sub-Wrld. Amalita's world, with its ow laws. Filled
with refuse and everything half dead.
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He reached the illuninated staging area with its three hernetically seal ed dones. And
there was WIllis, waiting to help himup

The robot seened irritable as Joe and Mali renpoved their diving gear. "It's about tine,
Sir and Lady," WIllis said fussily as it gathered up their equi pnent. "You di sobeyed ne and stayed
too long." It corrected itself. "Disobeyed Ginmung, | nmean."

Joe said, "What's the matter with you?"
"Ch, a goddamradio station," WIlis said; nowit worked with Mali's oxygen tanks. Its

strong hands lifted themw thout effort. "Just consider this." It stripped her suit from her

gat hered up everything, and began to lug it toward the supply locker. "I'msitting here waiting
for you to cone up and listening to the radi o. They're playing Beethoven's 'Ninth.' Then there's a
comrercial for a hernia belt. Then the Good Friday nusic fromWagner's Parsifal . Then an ad for

an ointnent that cures athlete's foot. Then a chorale fromthe Bach cantata _Jesu Du Meine Seele._.
Then an ad for a rectal suppository used in the treatnent of piles. Then Pergol esi's _Stabat
Mater . Then an ad for a false-teeth dentifrice. Then the ' Sanctus' fromthe Verdi _Requiem_. Then
a laxative ad. Then the "doria' section fromHaydn's Mass in Tine of War_. Then an ad for an
anal gesic used for female nonthly disorders. Then a chorale fromthe _Saint Matthew Passion_. Then
an ad for cat litter. Then--" Abruptly the robot ceased speaking. It tilted its head, as if

I'i stening.

And now Joe heard it. And, beside him Mli seenmed to have heard it, too; she turned
swiftly, then loped to the building' s entrance. Qutside, in the nmeager |ight, she peered up

He followed after her. So did WIlis.

A huge bird hung in the night sky, containing two hoops: one of water, one of fire. Wthin
the two an adol escent fenmle face gazed out, partially covered by its Paisley shaw. dimung, as
he had first appeared to Joe, yet now el evated into an enornmous bird form An eagle, Joe thought
wonderingly. Screaming as it canme, ploughing up the nocturnal sky with its talons. He noved

backward a space, into the security of the building' s doorway. And still the great bird soared
toward them the right-angle hoops spinning with shrill intensity.
"It's the old fellow," WIllis said, showing no anxiety. "I asked himto come. O did he

ask ne? | forget. Anyhow the two of us conversed, but it's a little blurred, now, in ny mnd. W
have that problem ny colleagues and |."

Mali said, "He's landing."

The bird came to rest in the air, its beak working in spastic agitation; the yell ow eyes
gl owered at Joe--specifically at Joe and no one el se--and then fromthe huge craw of the bird,
words cane, shouted into the darkness of the night. Wrds sharp and wild, a screech of
interrogation. " _You ," the bird yelled at him "I didn't want you to go into the ocean. | didn't
want you to see what's there, buried at the bottom You are here to cure pots. Wat did you see?
What did you do?" The shrieks of the bird had a frantic quality about them an overpowering
urgency. G imung had cone here because he could not wait to find out; he had to know at once what
had happened at the ocean bottom

"I found a pot," Joe said.

"The pot lied!'" dinmmung shrieked. "Forget what it said; listen to nme instead. Do you
under st and?"

Joe said, "The pot only told ne--"

"There're a thousand lying pots down there," G immung broke in. "Each has a separate
false tale to tell to anyone who happens to come by and notice it."

"A great black fish," Joe said. "It showed that."

"There is no fish. Nothing is real down there except Heldscalla. | can bring it up any
time; | can do it alone, with no help fromyou or fromanyone. | can bring each pot up nyself; |
can free themone by one fromthe coral, and if they break | can repair themor get soneone who
can. Shall | send you back to your cubicle to play your ganme? To deteriorate over the years? To

sink into decay gradually over the years until you beconme debris, without mind or plans? Is that
what you want ?"

“No," Joe said. "That's not what | want."

"You are going back to Terra," dimung shrilled; the beak snapped open and shut, open and
shut, biting the air savagely.

"I"'msorry I--" Joe began, but the bird cut himoff with ruthless fury. And, as before,
wi th overwhel ning agitation.

"I wWill return you to the crate in ny basenent,’

d i nmung decl ared. "You can stay there

until the police catch up with you. Further, | will tell themwhere you are; they will get you and
they will reduce you to tatters. Do you understand? Didn't it occur to you that if you di sobeyed
me |'d expel you? | have no use for you. As far as | am concerned you no longer exist. |I'msorry
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to yell at you this way, but this is the way | get when |'mthoroughly teed off. You'll have to
excuse me."

Joe said, "It seens to nme you're going overboard. What in fact have | done? | went bel ow,
| found a pot; I--"

"You found the pot | didn't want you to see." The frigid eyes of the bird bored
relentlessly, stultifyingly down at him "Don't you see what you've done? _You've forced ny hand_.
| have to react _now_; | can't wait!" Al at once the bird wheel ed upward, spinning and realigning
itself, turned now toward the sea, rather than Joe. The bird shot outward, at trenmendous velocity;
its massive wings flapped with violent rage and the bird soared, rose, and hovered. It hung in the
sky above the sea, shrieking in wild, determ ned bursts of ear-piercing noise. "Cavorting Cary
Karns and his six phones won't help you now" the bird shrilled as it hung in the dark sky,
merging with the fog which rolled in, |ike waves, above the ocean surface. "The radi o audi ence
doesn't know about you! The radi o audi ence doesn't care about you!" The bird wheel ed, dropped
| ower

Sorrething rose fromthe sea

13

"Ch god," Mali said, standing close to Joe. "It's the Black One. Coming to neet him"

From the sea the Black @i mung ascended, neeting the authentic Gimung in mdair.
Feathers flewin all directions as the two creatures raked each other with their claws; then
al rost at once, the tangled mass of the two of them dropped Iike a stone into the water. On the
surface they thrashed nmonentarily, and it seened to Joe--unless it was an illusion--that the
authentic dinmmung was struggling to extricate hinself.

Both dinmungs di sappeared. Qut of sight, into the depths of Mare Nostrum

"It pulled himunder," Mli whispered in a stricken voice. To the robot, Joe said, "Is
there anything we can do? To help hin? To get himfree?" He's drowning, Joe realized. This wll
kill him

"He will emerge,

t he robot said.

"You can't be sure of that," Joe said; Mli, beside him echoed his words. "Has this ever
happened before?" Joe denmanded. "dimmung pull ed under?" Instead of lifting Heldscalla up, he
realized, Ginmung had been dragged down . . . to join the Black dimung and the Bl ack Cathedral

forever. Like _my_ corpse; a lifeless thing floating about in the formof mere debris. Dwelling in
a box.

"I can fire an HB cartridge into the water,” the robot said. "But a warhead |ike that
would kill him too."

“"No," Mali said enphatically.

"This did happen once before," WIllis said, reflecting. "In Terran timne--
"Late in 1936. About the time of the sumrer A ynmpics, held in Berlin, that year."

Mali said, "And he nade it back up?"

"Yes, Ms. Lady," WIlis answered. "And the Black One slid back down to the bottom agai n.
Where it has remmined until now. By coming here, @imung took a calculated risk; he knew it m ght
disturb the Black One. That's why he said, 'You've forced ny hand.' You did. It's been forced;
he's down there now. "

Fl ashing his torch out onto the water, Joe saw sonet hi ng bobbi ng about. An object which
reflected light. "Do you have a power boat?" he asked WIlis.

"Yes, M. Sir," the robot said. "Do you want to go out there? What if they cone boiling

It cal cul ated

up?"

"I want to see what that is out there," Joe said. He already had a good idea

Grudgi ngly, the robot went off in search of the boat.

A few nminutes later the three of them put-putted their way out onto the dark and turbul ent
surface of Mare Nostrum

"There it is,"” Joe said. "A fewyards to the right." He held the object fixed with his
torch as the boat approached it. Reaching out, he groped for the thing; his fingers closed over
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its handle and he lifted it back, into the boat.

A large bottle. And, in the bottle, a note.

"Anot her message from G inmung," Joe said acidly as he unscrewed the Iid of the bottle and
dunped the note out; it fluttered onto the bottom of the boat and he retrieved carefully. Hol di ng
it inthe light of the torch he read it.

Watch this place for hourly progress reports. Cordially, Aimung. P.S. If I'mnot up by
nmorni ng, notify everybody that the Project has been scrubbed. Get back to your own planets as best
you can. My best to you all. G

"Why does he do this?" Joe asked the robot. "Wy does he | eave notes in bottles and reach
peopl e via radi o progranms and--"

"An idiosyncratic nethod of interpersonal communication," the robot answered as they put-
putted back toward the staging center. "As long as |I've known himhe's dribbled out opaque,
el liptical chunks of information in indirect ways. In your opinion, how ought he to communicate?
By satellite?"

"He might as well," Joe said, and felt gloom descend over himin a norbid, taciturn cloud.
He withdrew silently into hinmself; shivering with cold he awaited their arrival back at the
stagi ng area.

"He's going to die,” Mali said quietly.

"dimung?" Joe asked.

She nodded. In the dimlight her face seenmed ghostly; across it vague shadows flitted,

i ke ebbing tides.

"Did | ever tell you about The Gane?" Joe said.

"I"'msorry; at this monment 1|--"

"It works this way. You take a book title, preferably one well known, and you feed it
orally into a conputer in Japan, which translates it into Japanese. Then you--"

"I's that what you're going back to?" Mli asked.

"Yes it is," he said.

"l should feel sorry for you," Mali said. "But | can't. You brought this on all of us--
you' ve destroyed G inmung, who neant to save you fromyour puerile pastines. He meant to restore
the dignity of work to you in a heroic enterprise, a joint enterprise involving hundreds of us,
froma nmultitude of planets.”

"But M. Sir had to go below," the robot said.

"Exactly," Mali said.

"The Book of the Kalends nade ne do it," Joe said.

"No it didn'"t," the robot said. "You had it in your nind to go bel ow Mare Nostrum before
the Kal end showed up and got you to read that passage in The Book."

"A man nust do what aids his humanity," Joe said.

"What does that nean?" Mali denanded.

"A figure of speech,"” Joe said lanely. "Wat | nean is: like with the nmountain clinbers

it is there." And now, he thought, | have killed Ginmng, as The Book foretold. The Kal end
was right. The Kal ends are always right. dimmung is dying as we sit here in this boat, put-
putting back to the staging area. Wthout nme, wi thout ny descent into Mare Nostrum he would be
alive and functioning. They are right. It's ny fault--as Gimrung hinmself said, there at the end,
before the Black @imung rose fromthe sea to do battle with him

"How do you feel, Joe Fernwight?" Mali asked him "Know ng what you did, know ng what you
are responsible for?"

"Well," Joe said, "I suggest we keep watching the hourly progress reports." It sounded
weak even to him as he said it his voice faded away, ebbed at last into silence. The three of
them conti nued on, no one speaking, until they reached the dock of the staging area and WIllis was
securing the boat.

"' The hourly progress reports,'" Mali said sardonically as they clinmbed up onto the wharf.
The bright lights of the staging area blazed around them giving Mali and WIlis an unnatura
cast, a kind of blanched-1lead aspect, as if they were nmimcking human life in a macabre, unnatura
way. Or, he thought, as if |I've killed them too, and these are their corpses. But a robot, he
deci ded, does not have a corpse. It's the lighting and the fact that I'mtired. He had never felt
such exhaustion in his life; as he clinbed he wheezed for air, his lungs aching. It was as if he
had tried, by his own nmuscles, to lift dimung out of the sea and back onto dry |and-- and
safety.

Whi ch, he thought, dinmmung deserves.
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"It's an interesting story," Joe said, to change the subject, "about how dimung first

contacted ne. | was sitting in my cubicle, with nothing to do, and the mail light it up.
pressed the button, and down the pipe canme--"

"Look," Mali interrupted quietly; her voice was | ow but deeply intense. She pointed out
over the water, and Joe turned his torch in that direction. "It's frothing. Fromthe struggle

under neat h. The Black @i mmng swall ows dimung; the Black Cathedral swallows the cathedral
Amalita and Borel are forgotten, and so is @ imung. Nothing survives; nothing comes back up out
of the water." She turned her back and continued on into the staging area.

"Just a noment," the robot said. "I think a call is coming through for M. Sir. As before
an official call." The robot becane silent and then it said, "dinmng' s personal secretary. She
wants to talk to you once again." The door of the robot's chest swung open and, as before, on its
tray appeared the audi o tel ephone. "Please pick up the receiver," the robot instructed.

Once again Joe picked up the receiver. He felt weights, attached to his arns, drag him
down; he had to struggle to hold the receiver up high enough so that he could hear

"M . Fernwright?" The professional, adequate, female voice. "This is Hlda Reiss, again
Is dimmng there with you?"

“"Tell her," Mali said. "Tell her the truth."”

Joe said, "He's at the bottom of Mare Nostrum"

"I's that so, M. Fernwight? Do | understand you correctly?"

"He went down into the Aquatic Sub-Wrld," Joe said. "All of a sudden. None of us expected

"I don't think I'munderstanding you properly,” Mss Reiss said. "You seemto be saying--"

"He's fighting with everything he's got," Joe said. "lI'msure he'll enmerge eventually. He
says he'll be sending up hourly progress reports. So | don't think there's really too nmuch to
worry about."

"M. Fernwight," Mss Reiss said briskly, "G immung only sends out hourly progress
reports when he's in distress.™

"Hmim " Joe sai d.

"Do you understand nme?" M ss Reiss snapped.

"Yes." Joe nodded.

"Did he go under voluntarily or was he dragged under?"

"Alittle bit of both," Joe said. "There was a confrontation." He gesticulated, finding it
difficult to bring forth the right words. "Between the two of them But dimung decidedly seened
to have the upper hand. O should | say pseudopodi unf"

"Let me talk to her," Mali said; she seized the phone, tugged it fromhis hand, and spoke
intoit. "This is Mss Yojez." An interval of silence. "Yes, Mss Reiss; | know that. Yes, | know
that, too. Well, as M. Fernwight says, he may energe victorious. W nust have faith, as the
Bi bl e says." Again a prolonged period of |istening. Then she glanced up at Joe, held her hand over
t he nout hpi ece of the phone, said, "She wants us to try to get a nmessage down to @i nmung."

"What nessage?" Joe said.

Into the phone Mali said, "What nessage?"

"No nessage," Joe said to WIllis, "is going to be of any help to him There isn't anything
we can do." He felt utterly inpotent, nore so than at any other tine of his life. The sense of the
proxi mity of death, which had haunted himduring his depressed periods, dilated in him and in
undi smayed fury; he felt it nunb his guts, his heart, his nervous system Awareness of guilt clung
to himlike a satin, ornate cloak. Shane so pure that it had virtually an archetypal quality to
it, as if he were reexperiencing the prinordial shame of Adam the first sense of conspi cuousness
before the sight of God. He felt hatred for hinself, for the fecklessness of his conduct; he had

brought his benefactor into jeopardy-- and the entire planet as well. |I'ma Jonah, he said to
hi nsel f. The Kal ends are right; | have cone here to blight this planet with ny presence. And
@ i mmung rmust have known . . . yet, he brought me here anyhow. Perhaps because | needed this; for

my sake. Christ, he thought. And this is now the end. Look how |I've paid himback: w th death.

Mal i hung up the phone. Her face, strained and taut, noved until she confronted Joe
Fernwight directly; she gazed at himw thout blinking for a long, long tine. She gazed at him
with fire-swollen intensity, and then, spent, she shuddered and ducked her head down, as if
swal | owi ng. "Joe," she said huskily, "M ss Reiss says for us to give up. To | eave here and go back
to the Oynpia Hotel for our things. And then--" She paused, her face knotting profoundly. "And
then | eave Plowran's Pl anet and return to our own worlds."

"Why?" Joe said.

"Because there's no hope. And once @inmung is--" She nade a convul sive gesture. "ls dead,
then the scourge will descend on everybody on the planet. So we should get . . . you know .
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_out_."
Joe said, "But the note in the bottle said to watch for hourly progress reports.”
"There will be no progress reports.”

"Why not ?"
She said nothing; she did not anplify.
Chilled with fear, Joe said, "Is she going to | eave?"

"Yes, but first Mss Reiss will be staying behind to route everybody to the spaceport.
There's an intersystem ship that can begin |oading at any time. She hopes to have everyone on it
within the next hour.” To WIllis, Mali said, "Call nme a taxi."

"You have to say, 'WIllis, call ne a taxi,' "the robot said.

"WIllis, call me a taxi."

"You're | eaving?" Joe asked. He felt surprise and, in addition, a further sinking of his
life sense.

"We've been told to," Mali said sinmply.

Joe said, "W've been told to watch for hourly progress reports.”

"You dam fool," Mali said

"I intend to stay here," Joe said.

"All right, stay here." To WIlis she said, "Did you call for a cab?"

"You have to say--"

"WIllis, did you call for a cab?"

"They're all busy,"” the robot said. "Shuttling people fromevery corner of this rusty old
world of ours to the spaceport.”

Joe said, "Let her have the vehicle you and | cane here in."

"Then you're sure you don't intend to | eave?" the robot asked.

"I'"msure," Joe said.

“I think I can follow your reasoning," Mali said. "It was you who made this conme about,
this trouble crisis. So you feel it would be imoral to | eave, to save yourself."

"No," he said. Truthfully, he said, "I'mtoo tired. | can't face going back hore. |'I|

take a calculated risk. If Aimung returns to dry |land then we can continue with the raising of
Hel dscalla. |If not--" He shrugged.

"Fake bravery," Mali said.

"Fake not hing. Just weariness. CGet going; take off for the spaceport. The end could come
any mnute, as you well know "

"Well, anyhow that's what Mss Reiss told nme," Mali said, somewhat apol ogetically. She
loitered, clearly divided in her mnd as to what to do. "If | stay--" she began, but Joe cut her
of f.

"You're not staying. You and everyone el se. Except ne."

"May | interpose a point?' WIllis inquired. Neither of themreplied, so it continued. "It
was never @imung's intention that anyone die with him Hence Mss Reiss's instructions to all of
you; she is following his dictates. Undoubtedly he left a standing order with her that if he were
killed she woul d get everyone off the planet, hopefully in tinme. Do you see, M. Sir?"

"l see," Joe said.

"Then you'll |eave with Mss Lady?"

"No, " Joe said.

"Terrans are known for their stupidity,” Mali said scathingly. "WIlis, drive ne to the
spaceport direct; I'Il leave ny things in ny apartnent. Let's go."

"Goodby, M. Sir," WIllis said to Joe.

"Rots of ruck," Joe said.

"What does that nean?" Mali denanded.

"Not hi ng. An archaic drollery." He wal ked away fromthe two of them to the wharf;
standi ng there he gazed sightlessly down at the noored boat, and, in it, the bottle and note. Rots
of ruck to ne, too, he thought. "It was never a very good drollery anyhow," he said to no one in
particular. To dimmung, he thought. Luck to him Down in Mare Nostrum where | ought to be. \Were
we all should be. Fighting, as he is fighting, the Black Entities that have never lived. Death on
the nove, he thought; aninmated death. Death with an appetite.

He said aloud, " 'Cursed with an appetite keen | am"'"

They had gone. He stood alone in the staging center. And, presently, he heard rockets, a
| ow murmur of power that shook the building: they had taken off.

"From Princess lda_," he said, to no one. "Sung by Cyril, in act two, in the gardens of
Castl e Adamant." He was silent, then, listening. He could no | onger hear rockets. Wat a hell of a
thing, he thought. Areally lousy hell of a thing. And | brought it on. The Book nmade a pool ball
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out of ne, an object set in notion, as in Aristotle' s view of the world. One noving pool ball hits
the next; it hits a third; that is the essence of life.

Wuld Mali and WIlis have known what he was quoting fron? Mali no . . . but WIlis was
famliar with Yeats. Surely it would be equally familiar with W S. Glbert. Yeats. He then
t hought this:

Q Do you like Yeats?

A. | don't know, |I've never tried any.

For a tine his nmind was enpty and then he thought this:

Q Do you like Kipling?

A. | don't know, |'ve never kippled.
Angui sh and despair filled himas these thoughts passed through his brain. |'ve gone nad,
he said to hinself. Only rubbish occupies ny attention; | amflattened by pain. Wat is going on

down t here?

He stood on the dock, gazing out across the water. Firmand snmooth--the surface hid
anyt hi ng beneath; he could get no idea fromwhat he saw, no understandi ng. And then--.

A quarter mle fromthe staging area the water began violently to churn. Sonething huge
rose to the surface, thrashed about, and then tore itself | oose. The vast object spread w ngs
whi ch beat ineffectually; the wi ngs continued beating, slowy, as if the creature were exhaust ed.
And then, in a ragged, careening flight, the thing rose up. It punped its w ngs up and down, and
yet it did not rise nore than a few feet fromthe surface.

G imung? He strained to see as the thing drew closer; it punped and flapped until it
reached a donme of the staging area. It did not |and, however; laboriously it continued past; he
heard and felt it go by overhead in the night's darkness.

At the sane tine an autonomic alarm triggered by the thing's proxinity, tripped on; a
recorded, stentorian voice began to speak fromhorns here and there throughout the structure.

"Attention! A false Aimung is active! Take energency procedures under condition Three
Attention! A false dimmng--" It boonmed on and on

The flailing, thrashing object which had risen fromthe sea was not d i nmmung

14

The worst alternative had cone about. dimung had been defeated. He realized it as he
heard the alarmand listened to the heavy rustle of giant, preoccupied wings. The thing had a
m ssion. It was heading in a calcul ated direction. Wiere? Joe wondered. Reflexively he cringed,;
even without landing it cast its terrible weight over the planet's surface. And over himas well.
It seenmed as if he bore the thing, at |east nonentarily. It's not interested in ne, he said to
hi nsel f, as he crouched, eyes shut, his body drawn into a fetal position.

He said al oud, "dinmung."

There was no answer.

It's heading toward the spaceport, he said to hinself. They will never |eave this planet.
Goi ng that way--he sensed the determ nation in its exhausted straining. dimmung had damaged it
but not destroyed it. And dimung |ay at the bottom of Mare Nostrum probably--al nost certainly--

dyi ng.

|'"ve got to go below, Joe realized. | have to dive once nore, to see if there's anything
can do for him Frantically, he began collecting his previous diving gear; he found oxygen tanks,
the transparent mask, flippers, his torch; he | ocated weights to fix his belt . . . feverishly he

wor ked. And, as he crept into the skintight suit, he realized that it didn't matter. He was too
| ate.

And, he thought, even if | find himl have no way of grappling him | have no hoist by
which to bring himup. And who can heal hin? Not ne. Not anyone.

He gave up. He began stripping the suit and weighted belt fromhim Hi s half-paral yzed
fingers plucked at the zipper-- the job of desuiting |ay al nbst beyond his capacity.

A disaster of a trade, he thought. dinmung now on the ocean bottonm the Black d i nmung
the false Aimung, in charge of the sky. Everything has been reversed, and a dangerous situation
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has becone a catastrophe.

But at |east, he thought, it didn't try to get ne. It flapped on past . . . in search of
greater prey.

He gazed out across the water; he shone his torch on the spot where dimung and his
antithesis had sunk. Wat appeared to be bits of hide and broken clunps of feathers shone pale and
sticky in the light of the torch. And a deep stain eddying out in greater and greater circles like
oil. Blood, he thought. The thing is hurt, all right. Unless that's dimmng's bl ood.

Stiffly, his arns shaki ng, he managed to creep down into the noored power boat. Presently
he had put-putted out to the spot; the blood slick glistened on all sides of his boat as he shut
off the power to the engine and nerely drifted. The flotsamtold hi mnothing. Even so, he renmai ned
there, listening to the sound of waves flopping blindly against a dark coastline somewhere behind
him Experinmentally, he reached his hand down into the water and brought it out. The slinme, in
torch light, |ooked black. But it was blood. Fresh blood and lots of it. Blood from sonething
whi ch had been permanently nai med. Beyond hope of recovery.

[t--whoever lost this blood--will die in a matter of days, he decided. O possibly hours.

From the depths of the ocean a bottle floated up. At once he spotted it with his torch,
snapped the power on to the engine, and put-putted toward it; reaching, he lifted the bottle into
t he boat.

A note. He uncorked the bottle, shook the note out into his waiting hand. By torch |ight
he read it.

Good news! | have routed the opposition and am presently
recuperating.

In disbelief he reread the words. Is it a gag? he wondered. Fake bravado at a tine |ike
this? And that was exactly what the pot had called Aimmng: _a fake . And, by extension, the note

itself a forgery, not really fromdimung; |ike the words on the pot, this could be a product of
the cathedral-- not the Black counterpart but by the Heldscalla which d@inmung intended--or had
i ntended--to raise. "I have routed the opposition," he echoed in his mnd as he reread the note

once again. There is a credibility gap here, he decided. The eneny, as it thrashed its way out of
the water and into the air, had seenmed damaged but not nortally so. It was dinmung, unable to
ascend fromthe ocean floor, who seened to Joe to be nortally damaged, despite this note.

A second bottle, smaller than the previous two, floated to the surface. He sequestered it,
unscrewed the lid, and read the brief note wthin.

The previous communiqué is not a forgery. | amin good health and hope you are the sane.
G

P.S. It will no |onger be necessary for anyone to | eave the planet. Notify themthat |I am
all right, and tell themto stay in their living areas for the tinme being. G

"But it's too late,” Joe said aloud. They're leaving right now dinmung, you waited too
long. | amthe only one left. | and the robots; in particular Wllis. And we are not nuch. Nothing
at all conpared with the gigantic and varied crew whi ch you assenbl ed for the task of raising
Hel dscal | a. Your Project has cone to an end.

And what was nore this note could be a forgery, too. An attenpt by the cathedral to hold
onto everyone, to keep themfromleaving the planet as M ss Reiss had ordered. However, the note
had the authentic ring of Ainmung' s style. If the notes were forgeries, they were good ones

Taking the | ast sheet of paper, Joe wote an answer on the back of it in block letters.

If you are in good health why are you stayi ng down bel ow?
Si gned Worried Enpl oyee.

He stuffed the note in one of the bottles, put in a weight fromhis belt, screwed tight
the Iid, and dropped the bottle over the side of the boat. It sank i medi ately. And, al nost
i mredi atel y, cane bobbi ng back up. He fished it in and opened it.

I amcurrently dispatching the Black Cathedral. WII return
to the dry land when that has been done. Signed Confident
Empl oyer.

P.S. CGet the others. They will be needed. G

Obedi ently, but without conviction, Joe put-putted back to the lit-up staging area. He
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| ocated a vi dphone--there were several --and when connected asked the autonomnm ¢ phone systemto
connect himwi th the tower at the planet's sol e spaceport.

"When did the last nmajor ship take of f?" he asked the tower.

"Yest erday. "

"Then you have an intersystem ship on your pad right now?"

"Yes, we do."

Good news, and yet, in a sense, onminous news, too. Joe said, "Ginmung wants it halted and
t he passengers dispersed so that they can come here."

"You have authority to speak for M. dimung?"

"Yes," Joe said.
"Prove it."

"He told me orally."
"Prove it."

"I'f you let the ship go,'
will destroy you."

"Let's see you verify that."

"Let me talk to Mss Reiss,"

"Who is Mss Reiss?"

"Aboard the ship. @inmung's private secretary."”

Joe said, "then Heldscalla will never be raised. And d i nmng

Joe said.

"I can't take orders fromher either. |I'm autonomc."

"Did a huge flapping thing, conmpletely black, cone your way?"

"No. "

"Well," Joe said, "it's heading there. It should show up any tine. Everyone on board the

ship will die because you won't tell themto disperse.™

"Neurotic panic alarns cannot di ssuade me," the tower said, but it sounded uneasy, now.
There was a pause; Joe sensed it straining to see and hear at the farthest reach of its sensory
apparatus. "I--" the tower said haltingly. "I think | see it.”

"Di sperse the ship's passengers,” Joe said. "Before it's too |late.™

"But they'll be sitting hens," the tower said.

"Ducks," Joe corrected

"My point is clear though the netaphor be wong," the tower said. But now it sounded
uncertain of itself. "Perhaps | could put you through to someone aboard the ship."

"Hurry," Joe said.

The phone's screen showed a variety of unnatural colors, and then upon it there appeared
the rugged, gray, mmssive head of Harper Baldwin. "Yes, M. Fernwight?" He, |like the tower,
showed acute nervousness. "W're just leaving. | understand a false Aimung is headed this way.
Unl ess we take off inmediately--"

"The orders are changed," Joe said. "dimmung is alive and well and wants you all here at
the aquatic staging center. As soon as possible."

A cool, practical, conpetent face appeared on the vidscreen. A near-fenale face. "This is
Hilda Reiss. In a situation like this our only viable alternative is to evacuate Pl owran's Pl anet;
| thought you understood that. | told Mss Yojez--"

"But G inmung wants you here," Joe said. The red tape; the damm red tape. He held the note
from dimung before the vidscreen. "You recognize his witing? As his personal, private secretary
you shoul d. "

She peered, forehead wrinkl ed.
pl anet,' "she read al oud.

“"Notify themthat | amall right. And tell them-'"

Joe held the next note before the screen

"'Cet the others,” " Mss Reiss read. "I see. Wll, that is certainly quite distinct." She
eyed Joe. "All right, M. Fernwight. W will hire werj drivers and vehicles and conme to the
stagi ng center posthaste. You can expect us in ten or fifteen mnutes. For a nunber of reasons |
hope that the false Aimung let |oose will not destroy us on the way. Bye." She rang off, then
The screen becane dark, the receiver silent.

Ten minutes, Joe thought. And with the Black dinmng over their heads. They'll be |ucky
if they can get any werjes to drive them Even the autonomic tower, a synthetic construct, had
been worri ed.

The hope of their arriving at the aquatic staging center seened di m

Hal f an hour passed. There was no sign of a hovercraft, no manifestation of the group. It
got them Joe Fernwright said to hinself. They are finished. And, neanwhile, dimung battles the
Bl ack Cathedral at the bottom of Mare Nostrum Everything is being decided right now.

"It will no longer be necessary for anyone to | eave the
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Wiy don't they come? he asked hinmself violently. Did it get then? Are they corpses
floating in the water or drying to bl eached teeth and bones on the I and? And dinmmung. Wat about
hin? Even if they get here, everything still depends on Ainmung' s victory over the Bl ack
Cathedral. If he dies then they have cone here for nothing; we will all |eave, |eave here, |eave
the planet. Back to overcrowded Earth for ne, with phony noney, the vets' dole, the enpty cubicle
wher e not hi ng happens. And The Gane, the goddam Gane. For the renainder of ny life.

I'mnot going to | eave here, he said to hinmself. Even if dinmung dies. But--what would
this world be like without @imung? Ruled by the Book of the Kalends . . . a nechanistic world
each day cranked out by The Book; a world without freedom The Book will tell us each day what we
are going to do, and we will do it. And, eventually, The Book will tell us we are going to die,
and we will--.

Di e. He thought, The Book was wong; it said what | found down bel ow the surface of the
ocean woul d cause ne to kill dinmmung. _And it didn't_.

But dimung could still die; the prophecy could still cone true. Two battles remain: the
battle to destroy the Black Cathedral, and the battle, the terrible task, of lifting Heldscalla to
the surface. @imung could die during either; he could be dying right now. And all our hopes with
hi m

He turned on the radio to see if there was any news.

"l mpotent?" the radio said. "Unable to achieve an orgasnf? Hardovax will turn

di sappoi ntnent into joy." Another voice, then, that of a miserable nale. "Gosh, Sally, | don't
know what's been the matter with me. | know you've noticed that I'mconpletely flaccid of |ate.
CGosh, everyone's noticed.” A fenale voice, then. "Henry, what you need is a sinple pill called
Har dovax. And in days you'll be a real nman." " 'Hardovax'?" Henry echoed. "Gosh, maybe | should

try it." Then the announcer's voice again. "At your nearby drugstore or wite direct to--" Joe
shut it off, at that point. Now | know what WIllis neant, he said to hinself.

A large hovercar landed at the niniature field of the staging center. He heard it arrive;
he felt the building quiver and vibrate. So they nade it, he said to hinself, and hurried toward
the field to neet them His legs felt |ike heated thernoplastic; he could barely support hinself.

Harper Baldwin, tall and stern, energed first. "There you are, Fernwight." Harper Bal dwin
shook hands cordially with Joe; he seened relaxed, now. "It was quite a battle."

"What happened?" Joe said, as the sharp-faced ni ddl eaged woman stepped out. Chrissakes, he
thought. Don't just stand there; tell nme. "How did you get away fromit?" he asked as the reddish,
heavyset man emerged, then the matronly woman, and, after her, the timd little fell ow

Mal i Yoj ez, appearing, said, "Cal mdown, Joe. You get so agitated.”

Now t he nonhumanoid life-forns made their way fromthe hovercraft onto the small field.
The mul til egged gastropod, the i mrense dragonfly, the furry ice cube, the red jelly supported by
its netal frame, the unival vul ar cephal opod, the kindly | ooking bivalve Nurb K ohl Daq, the
quasi arachnid, its chitinous shell gleaning, its many legs drumming . . . and then the portly,
rope-tailed werj driver hinmself. The various forms scuttled, w ggled, wal ked, and haltingly
slithered under the protection of the three hernetically seal ed donmes of the staging center
getting thensel ves out of the nocturnal cold. Mali, alone, renmained with Joe--except for the werj
driver, who |oitered nearby, snoking sonme peculiar formof native grass. It |ooked pleased with
itself.

"Was it that bad?" Joe asked Mali.

Still pale and tense, but, |ike Harper Bal dwi n, beginning to unwind, Mali said, "It was
awful , Joe."

"And no one is going to talk about it," Joe said.

"Il talk," Mali said. "Just give ne a nonent." Holding out her hand to the werj she
said, "Just give nme a nonent." She trenbled, then got out a cigarette, snoked rapidly, passed the
cigarette to Joe. "Wien Ralf and | were here we got to using this. I find it helpful." He shook
his head no, and Mali nodded. "Let's see." She ruminated. "After your call we got out of the ship
As we were |l eaving the ship the Black @i mung approached and began to circle the ship. W hailed
this werj and--"

"I took off," the werj said, proudly.

“Yes, it took off," Mali continued. "It was told the situation, fully and conpletely, in
case it didn't want to take us, and it flew al nost touching the ground; it flew | would say on an
average of ten feet above the nearby buildings and then the open country. And, npst inportant of

all, it took a route it was famliar with." To the werj she said, "I forget why you devel oped that
strange anabasis. Explain again."
The werj renoved the cigarette fromits gray lips and said, "lIncone-tax violators."

“Yes," Mali said to Joe, nodding. "Plowran's Planet has a huge inconme tax, roughly seventy
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percent of earned gross income, as an average . . . it varies, of course, depending on the
bracket. You see, the werjes usually drive that route the other way; that is, starting in a
distant residential spot and zigzagging, et cetera, to the spaceport, avoiding the native police
and tax agents and getting the passenger aboard a ship before he's caught. Once on the ship he's
safe, because the ship is recognized as extranational territory, |ike an enbassy."

"I can always get themthere," the werj said sleekly. "Onto a ship, before they're caught.
No police cruiser, even with radar, can spot me as | zero in on the spaceport. In ten years |'ve
only been stopped once, and that time | was clean.” It grinned as it puffed on its cigarette.

Joe said, "You nmean the Black dimung took off after you?"

"No," Mali said. "It crashed into the ship, a few mnutes after we vacated it. The ship
was totally destroyed, according to what we heard over the air, and the Black d i mmung was
injured."

"Then why did you need an el aborate escape route?" Joe asked, bew | dered.

"It seened like a good idea at the tine," Mali said. "I understand fromHilda Reiss that
dimmung is currently attacking the Black Cathedral. Have you heard any further word, since the
note Mss Reiss saw over the vidphone?"

"No," Joe said. "I haven't looked; | was waiting for all of you to show up."

“"One nore mnute," Mali said, "aboard that ship, sitting there, waiting for takeoff, and
we woul d have been killed. It was too close, Joe. | wouldn't want to live through it again. |
think it thought the ship was alive because the ship was so large. And we were too small; it

apparently never saw the hovercar."
"Funny things happen on this planet,

the werj said. Now it was picking its teeth with its

el ongated thunmbnail. It all at once held out its hand.
"What do you want?" Joe said. "To shake hands?"
"No," the werj said. "I want .85 of a crunble. They said you'd pay the bill for ne

bringi ng them here over ny extragood escape type route."
"Bill dimung," Joe said
"You don't have .85 of a crunble?" the werj asked.
"No, " Joe said.
"Do you?" the werj said to Mali.
"None of us has been paid," Mali said. "W'll pay you when dimung pays us."

“I could call in the police," the werj said, but fundanentally it appeared to be
reconcil ed. Basically, Joe decided, it's a hunble creature. It will let us pay later.

Mali took his armand | ed himindoors; the werj renained behind, glowering fruitlessly.
But it did not try to halt them "I think," Mali said, "that we've gained a great victory. | mean
by our escape fromthe Black dimmung, and its injury; | understand that it's still there at the
spaceport, and the authorities are trying to decide what to do with it. They'll wait unti

dinmmung tells themwhat they should do. That's the way they've worked for decades, in fact since
@ immung came here. At least that's what Ralf used to say. He was very interested in the way
dimmng ran this planet; he used to say--"

"What if dimung does die?" Joe said

"Then the werj won't get paid," Mli said.

“I'"mnot thinking about that," Joe said. "I nmean this: if Gimung dies, will the Black
@i mmung be patched up and allowed to rule this planet? In his place? As the next best
substitute?”

"Lord knows," Mali said. She joined the group, the variegated life-fornms froma variety of
pl anets; arns folded, she stood listening to what Harper Bal dwin was saying to the kindly bivalve.

"Faust al ways dies," Harper Bal dwin said.

Nurb K' ohl Daq answered, "Only in Marlowe's play and in the | egends which Marl owe drew

on.
"Everyone knows that Faust dies," Harper Bal dwi n said; he surveyed the group of life-forns
gathered in a circle around himand the bivalve. "lIsn't that true?" he asked them all

Joe said, "It's not preordained."”

"Yes it is!" Harper Baldwin said enphatically. "In the Book of the Kal ends. Specifically.
Look again. W've lost sight of it; we should have |left when we coul d, when our ship was getting
ready to fire off its launch rockets."

"Then we woul d have died," the quasiarachnid said, its many arns waving in excitenment.
"The Black dimmung woul d have killed every one of us, the nmonment it hit our ship.”

"That's true," Mli put in

"Actually that's so," Nurb K ohl Daq said, in his kindly way. "W are here only because
M. Fernwight was able to reach Mss Hilda Reiss and tell us that Ginmng wanted us to evacuate
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the ship, which we did, and not a nonent--"

"Balls," Harper Baldwi n said angrily.

Joe picked up his torch and wal ked fromthe staging area to the wharf. He shone the helium
powered bright light out onto the surface of dark water, seeking for--sonething. Anything. Any
sign of Aimung's condition. He exam ned his watch. Nearly an hour had passed since @i nmung had
met the Black @ inmmung and had dropped to the floor of Mare Nostrum to do fatal battle with his
Doppel ganger, and, after that, to struggle with the Black Cathedral itself. Is he alive? Joe
wondered. Would his corpse float to the surface, or, like mine, wuuld it remain down below in the
real m of decay, rotting into offal, hiding in a box or other construct, not alive and yet not
totally inert? A kind of semi sentient state that might continue for centuries. And--the Bl ack
Cat hedral would be free to rise to the surface and onto dry |land. Once Ainnung is dead then
nothing can halt it.

Maybe there was a further note. He searched the water for a bottle; he whisked the Iight
here and there, sweeping out an enornous area.

No bottle. Nothing.

Mal i came up beside him "Anything?"

"No," he said curtly.

"Do you know what | think?" Mali said. "I think, as |I've always thought, that he's fated
to fail. The Book is right and Harper Baldwin is right. Faust always fails and @imung is an
i ncarnation of Faust. The striving, the restless intensity . . . it's all there; the legend is
fulfilled, in fact is being fulfilled right now as we stand here."

"Maybe so,"” Joe said, still lashing the water with shafts of white |ight.

Mali took his armand nuzzled close to him "It's safe, now. W could | eave. The Bl ack One
isn't after us anynore."

"I'mstaying here." Joe noved away fromher, still sweeping the water with his torch. No
thoughts crossed his mind; nmentally he was blank, nerely listening passively, waiting. Waiting for
a clue, a sign. _Any_ sign of what was goi ng on bel ow

All at once the water stirred. He swung the torch, lit up that general area. He strained
to see.

Sonet hi ng enornous was attenpting to cone to the surface. What was it? Hel dscalla?
dinmmung? O--the Black Cathedral ? He waited, trenbling. The vast object made the water boil and
hi ss; clouds of steamtravel ed upward and the night was alive with a full roaring, a cauldron of
haste and activity and titanic effort.

Mali said quietly, "It's dinmmung. And he's badly hurt.”

15

The hoop of fire had been extingui shed. Only one hoop turned, the hoop of water, and it
grated piercingly . . . as if, Joe thought, a nmachine is dying, not a living creature.

The others of the group made their way to the wharf. "He's failed,"” the red jelly
supported by the netal frame said. "You can see; he's beginning to die."

"Yes," Joe said, aloud, and was surprised to hear his own voice; it rang harshly in the
m dst of the noans rising fromthe injured dimmng. Several others in the group echoed his word;
it was as if he had pronounced a ban, as if it was his decision to make, whether dinmung woul d
live or not live. "But we can't be really sure until we get out there," he said. He set down his

torch and descended the wooden | adder to the parked boat. "lI'mgoing to go and find out," he said;
he reached for his torch and then, squatting and shivering in the chill night wind, started the
engi ne of the boat.

"Don't go," Mali said.

Joe grated, "I'll see you in alittle while." He guided the boat fromits dock, out into
the furiously |apping waves created by the thrashing bul k of dinmmung s body.

An enormity of injury, he thought as the boat rose and fell, put-putting its way anxiously

forward. Injury on a scale which we really can't understand. Dam it, he thought with bitterness.
Why does it have to end this way? Wiy couldn't it have been otherwi se? He felt nunb, as if death
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were assailing him too. As if he and d i mung--

The huge shape wallowed in the water, and, as it lay, blood poured fromit; like Christ on
the cross it bled eternally, as if its blood supply was infinite. As if, Joe thought, this nonment
is going to last forever: me in the boat, trying to get close, and him fl oundering and bl eedi ng
and dying. God, he thought; this is awful, truly awful. And yet he guided the boat on, closer and
cl oser.

From the depths of himself dinmmung said, "l--need you. Al of you."

"What can we do?" He continued on, closer and cl oser; now the periphery of the body
strained and twisted only a yard fromthe prow of the boat. Water and bl ood swanped its way into
the boat; Joe felt it sink below him He gripped the sides, tried to shift his weight. But bl ood
and water continued to pour in. | will be drowned, he thought, in another few seconds.

Rel uctantly, he reversed direction; he backed away from @i mung. The boat ceased taking
liquid. And yet he felt no better. H's fear and agony renmi ned the sanme, his enpathic
identification with his dying enpl oyer.

G inmmng sputtered, "l--1--" He slobbered, now, rolling on his side, unable to control the
thrashing of his nmained body.
"Whatever it is," Joe said, "we'll doit."

"That's--inordinately receptive--of you,"” dinmung nanaged to whi sper, and then he
revol ved entirely; he sank bel ow the surface, so that speech, for him becane inpossible.

The end, Joe thought, has cone.

Wetchedly, he turned the boat about and, nisery wei ghing himdown, steered for the wharf
once nore. It was over.

As he tied up the boat, Mali and Harper Bal dwi n and several nonhumanoi ds reached to help
hi m

"Thanks," he said, and clunsily ascended the wooden | adder. "He's dead," Joe said. "O
al nost dead. Virtually dead." He let Mss Reiss and Mali sweep a bl anket over him a warm cl oak

whi ch settled into place over his foam and bl ood-drenched body. My god, he realized. |'m soaking
wet. He had no nenory of it; at the tinme he had been concerned with what he saw only. Wth
@i mmung. Now he turned his attention on hinself . . . and found that he was wet, freezing, and

filled with despair.

"Here's a local cigarette,” Mali said; she placed it between his trenbling lips. "Get
inside. Don't watch. There's nothing you can do. You tried."

Joe said, shakily, "He asked for our help."

"I know," Mali said. "W heard him" The others of the group nodded silently, their faces
bl eached wi th unyi el di ng pain.

"But I don't know what it is,” Joe said. "The help we can do. | don't see anything we can
do, but he was trying to say. Maybe if he could have said it we could have done it. The last thing
he said, did, was to thank ne." He |let Mali | ead hi munder the hernetically sealed done and into
the radi ant heat of the staging center

"We'll leave this planet tonight," Mali said presently, as the two of them stood together.

"Ckay," he said. He nodded.
"Cone to ny planet with me," Mali said. "Don't go back to Earth; you' d be so unhappy

there. "

"Yeah," he agreed. It was true. Beyond any doubt, any possible doubt whatever. As W S.
G lbert would have put it. "Were's WIIlis?" he asked, |ooking around. "I want to trade quotes
with him"

"Quotations," Mali corrected.

He nodded in agreenment. "Yes,

"You're really tired."

"Hell," he said, "I don't know why | should be; all | did was paddl e out there in a boat
totry totalk with him"

"The responsibility," Mli said.

"What responsibility? I couldn't even hear him™

"But the prom se you nade. Regarding us all."

Joe said, "Anyhow | failed."

" He_ failed. It's not your fault. You were listening--we all were listening. He never
managed to say it."

"I's he still on the surface?" Joe asked; he peered past her, across the wharf, at the
wat er beyond.

"He's on the surface, slowy drifting this way."

Joe tossed down the cigarette, ground it out with his heel, and started for the wharf.

he said. "I nmeant to say quotations."
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"Stay in here," Mali said, trying to stop him "It's seal ed against the cold. You're stil
wet; you'll die."

"Do you know how G | bert died?" he asked her. "WIIiam Schwenck G | bert? He had a heart
attack trying to rescue a girl who was drowni ng." He pushed past her, through the thermal barrier,
and outdoors onto the wharf once nore. "I won't die," he said to her as she followed after him
"Which in a sense is too bad." Maybe it would be nore useful, he thought, to die with G inmung
That way, at l|east, we could show how we felt. But who would notice? W is left to notice?

Spi ddl es and werjes, he thought. And robots. He continued on, pushing his way through the group
until he reached the edge of the wharf.

Four torches illum nated the expiring hul k which had once been @inmung; in their |ight
Joe watched, as the others watched, silently. He could think of no coment, and no coment seened
to be needed. Look at him he said to hinself. And | brought it about. So the Book of the Kal ends
was right after all; by going down below | caused his death.

"You did it," Harper Baldwin said to him

"Yep," Joe said stoically.

"Any reason?" the nultil egged gastropod |isped.

"No," Joe said. "Unless you want to count stupidity."

"I"'mready to count it," Harper Bal dw n rasped.

"Ckay," Joe said. "You do that." He | ooked; he | ooked; he | ooked; @ inmung came cl oser
closer; closer. And then, at the edge of the wharf, alnbst against it, the body reared up

"Watch out!" Mali screanmed from behind him the group broke, scattered, hurried toward the
security of the hernetically seal ed done

Too late. @immung's bul k descended on the wharf; the wood splintered and sank. Joe,
gazing up, saw fromoutside into the i mense body. And then, a nonent later, _saw frominside the
body out .

@ i mung had enclosed them All. No one had escaped, not even the robot WIlis, who had
stood far off to one side. Caught up, trapped. Included in that which was Qi mmng.

He heard dimung speak--heard not through his ears but in his brain. And, at the same
time, heard the babble of the others, of the remainder of the group; their voices, the unceasing

din, nuttered beyond @immung's own voice, |ike crosstalk. "Help ne? Wiere am|? Get ne out of
here!" They babbl ed agai nst one another, |ike disturbed, frightened ants. And @i mung's voice
booned, overpowering but not quenching them "I have asked you here today," dimung decl ared

bonmbar di ng Joe's brain, "because | need your help. Only you can give it to ne."

We're a part of him Joe realized. A part! He tried to see, but his eyes registered only a
swirling, jellolike image, a filmwhich obliterated rather than revealed the reality around him
I'"'mnot on the edge, he thought; I'"mat the center. So | have no vision. Those at the edge can
see, but--.

"Please listen to ne," dimmung interrupted, fragnenting his batlike flittering thoughts.
"Concentrate. |If you do not, you will be absorbed and finally vanish, and hence be of no use to ne
or to anyone else. | need you to live, as separate entities conbined within ny one somatic
presence. "

"WIIl we ever get out?" Harper Baldwi n yanmered. "Are we going to have to remain in here
forever?”

"I want out!" Mss Reiss cried in panic. "Let ne |oose!"

"Pl ease," the imense dragonfly inplored. "I want to fly and sing; | amheld down in here,
pushed and conpressed and made not al one. Sanction ny flight, Ginmung!"

"Free us!" Nurb K ohl Daq begged. "This is unfair!"

"You're destroying us!"

"We're being sacrificed for your ends!”

"How can we help you if we're destroyed?”

@ imung said, "You are not destroyed. You are engul fed."

"That's being destroyed," Joe said.

"No," dimung booned, "it is not." He began to |unber away fromthe remains of the wharf,
the scattered bits of wood which he had not absorbed. Down, G imung thought, and the thought
inpressed itself in Joe's brain--as well as in the other brains around him Down to the bottom
The tine has cone; Hel dscalla nust be raised.

Now, 4 inmung thought. Wat sank down centuries ago will be spewed up, once nore, to the
surface. Amalita and Borel, he thought. You will be free and on the shore; it will all be as it
was before, worlds w thout end.

Dept h. The water became dull. Forns darted or crept by, a nultitude of them no two alike.
The snowf| akes of the sea, he thought. A winter of vegetable life which craw s over and hangs
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onto. Let go.

Before himHeldscalla lay. Its pale turrets, its Gothic arch, its flying buttresses, its
red-stained glass made fromgold-- he saw all of it froma dozen eyes. It was intact, except for
t he engi neering divisions, fromanother time, when he had planned to raise it externally. Now, he
thought, | will enter you; | will beconme a part of you and then I will rise. You will go up with
me, and we shall die on the shore. But you will be saved.

He made out the jagged ruins of the Black Cathedral. Broken into bits, he thought.
Destroyed where | left you; rotten and unusabl e debris which serves no purpose and which no | onger
can bl ock ne, weak as | am Because of all of you, he thought, | can function again. Can you hear
me? He spoke distinctly. "Say if you can hear ne."

"Yes we can."

"Yes."

"Yes." The answering voices rattled on and on; he counted themand they were all there,
all alive and functioning as subforns of hinself. "All right," he said, and triunph filled him as
he dove directly at Hel dscall a.

"WII we survive this?" Joe Fernwight asked. He felt fear. You will, G inmng thought.
But not ne. Raising his perineters he extended hinself so that his front end served as w de an
area as possible. Now you are nme, he thought, and | amyou, Heldscalla. It has happened, despite
The Book.

He held within himthe sunken cat hedral

Now, he thought. He listened; he had ceased noving. M. Bal dwi n, he thought, and M ss
Yojez, M. Daq, Mss Fleg, Mss Reiss--can you hear ne?

"Yes." Begrudgi ng but genuine responses; he felt their presence, their agitation, as they
hel d out against his pull. Cone together, he told them To survive we must go up, and to go up
requires you to _act . There is no other way. There never was.

"How can we act?" the voices asked.

Conbine with ne, dimung said. Add your skills, your capacities, your strengths . . . add
everything to nmy mind. M. Baldw n; you nove matter at a distance. Help nme. Help them M ss Yojez;
you understand the art of renoving objects fromcoral encrustation. Do that, now, unbind the cora

reaches. M. Fernwight; you nust knit the ceram ¢ surfaces of the cathedral together . . . they
are clay and you are the potter. M. Daq; you are a hydraulic engineer. No, Daq replied; | ama
graphi c archaeologist; | deal in recovered art objects. | can identify them catalog them and
estimate their cultural value. Yes, dimmung thought; it is M. Lun¢ who is the hydraulic
engineer. | forgot. The sinmilarity of nanes.

We will make our first run now Gimung told them told the parts of hinself who
possessed separate identities. Probably we will sink back down. But we will try again. As |long as
we live? Mali Yojez asked. Yes, he thought. W will try as long as we are alive. Until the | ast of
us is dead. But that's not fair, Harper Baldwi n thought. dimmung thought, You offered ne
everything you had; you yearned to help ne when |I lay dying. Now you are doing it. Be gl ad;
rejoice. He grasped the uncut floor of the cathedral with his many somatic extensions. Before, he
t hought, when the Black @ imung and the Bl ack Cathedral were down here, | could not take the risk
of lifting with my own girth. Now | can

The lift failed. The cathedral renmained rooted to the coral. Held fast by its mass, its
wei ght, and bonds. He gasped, spent by the faulty effort. Everywhere within hinself he ached, and
all the separate voices cried out in panic and despair. And pain.

It doesn't wish to come, Joe Fernwight thought.

I's that so? dimmung asked. How did you know t hat ?

| found it out, Joe thought. Wien | came down here. | read it on the pot; remenber?

Yes, G immung thought. | remenber. He felt weary terror, the overwhel mi ng subm ssion which
i nvol ved everything which cane down here. Even hinself. Once again, he thought. And then he
t hought, Faust always fails. But, he thought, |I'mnot Faust. You are, a multitude of voices cane,

a desperate din of defeat and refusal

Let us go upward, dimung said. W are going. He felt the base of the cathedral resist.
Per haps you are right, he thought. | know | am the voice came. It has happened before; it wll
happen again; it will always happen. But | can raise Heldscalla, Aimung said to hinself and to
them W can, all of us.

Using them neking themhis arns, he lifted; he tugged the body of the cathedral to him
and forced it to rise, against its own desires. Feeling it resist he felt bitterness and di snay.
|1 did not know this_, he thought. Perhaps this know edge will kill me; perhaps this is what The
Book neant. Perhaps, he thought, | should leave it down here; perhaps it is better the way it is.

It won't lift.
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He tried again. No. It will not lift; I say it will not. At any tine. For anyone. Under
any conbi nation of circunstances.

It will rise, Joe Fernwight said, when you are recovered fromyour injury, the danmage
done to you by the Bl ack Cathedral

"What ?" he said, listening. Other voices joined Joe's. _\When you are stronger. Wit unti
then_.

I rmust nmake nyself stronger, he realized. Tine nust pass, authentic time over which | have
no control. How can they know this when | do not? He |listened, but heard no voices; they had

qui eted into silence as soon as he ceased striving. So be it, he decided. | will rise to the
surface al one, and some day, not long fromnow, _| will try again_.

And once again, he decided, | will absorb you. Al of you. Once nore you will be parts of
me as you are now. Al right, the voices squeaked. But |let us go; prove to us you can rel ease us
| shall, he told them And let hinself rise to the surface.

Cold night air plucked at himand he saw feeble, distant stars.

On a wild shoreline, with nocturnal water birds striding about, he deposited the strident
voi ces, he disgorged all of them those whom he had incorporated, and then he |unged out again
into the water--an aquatic world which was now safe: he could stay here forever and not be
endangered by any hostile force. Thank you, Joe Fernwight, he thought, but now no answer cane;
internally he was again al one. So he spoke the words al oud, and, as he spoke, felt lonely. For a
tinme he had been inhabited. But . . . it would cone again, the warm interior babble.

He exami ned his wounds, nmade hinself confortable in a hal f-submerged position, and waited.

Shivering, his feet in sandy nud, Joe Fernwight |istened and heard dinmmng' s voice
"Thank you, Joe Fernwright." He continued to |isten, but there was no nore.

He could see dinmung, as the big creature lay a few hundred yards from shore. He would
have killed us, Joe thought. And hinself, too. In trying to bring up the cathedral. Thank god he
l'i stened.

"That was too close," Joe said to the other creatures near him deployed here and there
al ong the sandy beach. And especially to Mali Yojez, who huddled close to him trying to get warm
"Miuch too close,"” he said, half to hinself. He shut his eyes. Anyhow he let us go, he reflected.
And now it's just a question of walking until we come to a house or a road. Unless he tries to get
us back.

But that did not seemlikely. Not, anyhow, for sone tinme. "Are you going to stay on

Pl owran' s Pl anet?" Mali asked him "You know what it means; he'll reabsorb all of us who stay
here. "

Joe said, "I'mstaying."

" W]y?ll

"I want to see The Book proved wong."

"It's already been proved wong."

"I mean finally," Joe said. "Once and for all." As of now, he thought, it could still be
right . . . because we don't know what w |l happen tonorrow or the day after. | could still kill
dinmmung, he realized. In sonme indirect way.

But he knew that woul d not happen. It was too late. Like many things, it could not now be
recall ed. The Kal ends were dooned. Their power was gone.

"But The Book was al nost right," he said. Cbviously the Kal ends played t he percentages.
Generally, in the long run, they were correct. But in given instances--such as this--they were
wong. And this was inportant; this had to do with Ginmng' s literal, physical death and the
literal, physical raising of Heldscalla.

In relation to this, final events, such as the planet falling back into the sun from which
it had arisen, did not really matter. They were too renpte. In the final analysis the Kal ends
m ght be correct; their prophecies had to do with cosm c trends such as the | aws of thernodynam cs
and ternminal entropy. And, of course, @inmng would eventually die. So would he hinself. So woul d
they all. But in the here and now Hel dscalla waited for Ginmung to recover. And he would. And--
the cat hedral would conme up fromthe water, as G inmmung pl anned.

"W were a polyencephalic entity," Mli said.

"Pardon?" Joe said.

"A group mnd. Except that we were subordinate to Ginmmung. But for a little while--" She
gestured. "All of us, fromat |least ten star systens; we functioned as a single organism In sone
ways it was exciting. To not be--"

"Al one," Joe said.
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“"Yes; it makes ne realize how isolated each of us normally is, how cut off. Separated from
everyone else . . . in particular separated fromother |ife. That ended when G i mung absorbed us
And we were no longer individual failures.”

"It ended," Joe said, "but it's begun again. As of now. "

Mali said, "If you stay here on Plowan's Planet, so will I."

"\ 2"

"I like the group mind, the group will. As they say on your planet, this is where the
action is."

"They haven't said that on Terra," Joe said, "for close to a hundred years."

"Qur textbooks were very old," Mali said contritely.

Loudly, to the group nmenbers as they stood here and there, Joe said, "Okay; let's get
started back to the Aynpia Hotel. So we can get a hot bath and sone di nner."

"And then sleep,” Mali said.

He put his armaround her. "Or whatever else,"” he said, "that humanoids normally do."

16

Ei ght twenty-six-hour days l|ater dinmung asked the group to assenbl e under the
hernetically seal ed domes of the heated, illumnated staging center. The robot WIlis checked the
list as each arrived; when they had all conme he notified dimmung, and, collectively, they waited.

O themall, Joe Fernwight had been the first to arrive. He made hinself confortable in
one of the sturdy chairs and Iit a cigarette made from Pl owmman's Pl anet grass. It had been a good
week; he had seen a lot of Mali, and he had becone friends with Nurb K ohl Daqg, the warnmhearted
bi val ve.

"Here's one they're telling on Deneb four," the bivalve said. "A freb whomwe'l|l call Ais

trying to sell a glank for fifty thousand burfies."
"What's a freb?" Joe asked.

"A kind of--" The bivalve undul ated with effort. "A sort of idiot."
"What's a burfle?”
"A nmonetary unit, like a crunble or a ruble. Anyhow, soneone says to the freb, 'Do you

really expect to get fifty thousand burfies for your glank? "

"What's a gl ank?" Joe asked.

Again the bivalve undulated; this tine it turned bright pink with effort. "A pet, a
val uel ess lower life-form Anyhow, the freb says, 'I got my price.' 'You got your price? the
interrogator interrogates. 'Really? 'Sure,' the freb says. 'l traded it for two twenty-five-
t housand-burfle pidnids.""

"What's a pidnid?"

The bivalve gave up; it slamed its shell shut and withdrew into privacy and silence.

W' re tense, Joe said to hinself. Even Nurb K ohl Dag. It's getting to us all

He rose to his feet, then; Mali had entered the room "Here," Joe said, getting a chair
for her.

"Thank you,"” Mali nmurnured as she seated herself. She seened pale, and, when she lit a
cigarette, her hands shook. "You should have lighted that for ne," she said to himhalf jokingly

and hal f accusingly. "I guess |'mthe last to arrive." She gl anced around the chanber
"You were dressing?" Joe asked.
"Yes." She nodded. "I wanted to | ook right for what we're going to be doing."
Joe said, "How does one dress for polyencephalic fusion?"
"This." She rose to show himher green suit. "I've been saving this. For a special

occasion. This is a special occasion." She reseated herself, crossed her long, trimlegs, and
snoked vi gorously; obviously she was deep in thought: she hardly seened aware of him

G inmung entered the room

H's formwas new to them Joe studied the prim bagshaped entity and asked hinsel f why
dimmung had inmtated this particular formof life. To what star systemis this indi genous? he
wonder ed.
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"My dear friends," dinmmng booned. The voice had not changed. "First, | want you to know
that | amfully recovered physically, although psychologically a traunma remains, making ny nenory
erratic. Second, | have had tests run on all of you, w thout your know edge and at no
i nconveni ence to you, and | have the data which tell nme that you, too, are physiologically in top
form M. Fernwight, | want to thank you especially for halting nmy premature efforts to raise the
cat hedral . "

Joe nodded.

After a pause the bag-shaped object reopened its slitlike nouth and continued. "You al
seem very quiet."
Getting to his feet Joe confronted @i nmung. "Wat are our chances of |iving through

t hi s?"

"Good," dimmung said

"But not excellent," Joe said.

Gimmung said, "I will nmake a conpact with you. If | feel ny strength waning--if | feel
can't nmake it--1 will return to the surface and di sgorge you."

"And t hen what?" Mali asked.

"And then,"” dimmung said, "I will go back down and try once nore. | wll try until | can
do it." Three norose eyes snapped open in the center of the bagli ke shape. "Is that what you
mean?"

"Yes," the reddish jelly supported by a netal frame said. "You are really only concerned
with that?" Ginmng asked them "Your personal safety?"

Joe said, "That's right." He felt odd, saying it. By this he had voi ded the dedicated
at nrosphere whi ch dimung had brought with him instead of the joint effort the individual lives
had become paranount. And yet he had to do it. It was the consensus of the group. And, in
addition, it was his own feeling.

“"Nothing will happen to you," dinmung said

"Assuning," Joe said, "that you can get us up to the surface in time. And on dry land."

Ginmmung, with his three centrally |ocated eyes, regarded himfor a protracted interval.
"I did it once," he said.

Exami ning his wistwatch, Joe said, "Let's get started.”

"Are you timng the universe," dimung asked, "to see if it is late? Are you givVving
breadth and neasure to the stars?"

"I"'mtimng you," Joe said truthfully. "W have polled one another and our decision is to
gi ve you two hours."

"*Two hours'?" The three eyes gaped at himin disbelief. "To rai se Hel dscal |l a?"

"That's right,"” Harper Bal dwi n said.

For a tine dimmung reflected. "You know," he said at last, "I can force pol yencephalic
fusion on you, on all of you, at any tine. And | can refuse to rel ease you."

“I't won't conme to that," the nultil egged gastropod piped up. "Because even in fusion we
can refuse to help. And if we don't give you that help you won't be able to do it."

The baglike entity swelled with ponpous rage; a Luciferous sight: the indignation of an
forty-thousand-ton creature contained by this frail vessel. Then gradually, dimung ebbed; he
slid by degrees into conparative calm

"It is nowfour-thirty in the afternoon," Joe said to Ainmung. "You have until six-thirty
to raise Heldscalla and get us back on dry land."

Ext endi ng a pseudopodi um the baglike creature brought a copy of the Book of the Kal ends
fromits pouch; it opened the volune and studied the text carefully. Then, thoughtfully, it closed
the book and put it away in its pouch once nore.

"What does it say?" the sharp-faced m ddl e-aged woman asked.

@imung said, "It says | can't do it."

"Two hours,"” Joe said. "Less than two, now "

"I will not need two hours,"” dimung said, drawing hinmself up in dignity. "If | haven't
done it in one hour, I will give up and deposit you back here." Turning, he stal ked fromthe

chanber and out onto the newy repaired wharf.

"Where do you want us?" Joe asked him follow ng himout of the hernetically seal ed, warm
region, into the |ateafternoon cold.

"At the water's edge," dimung said. He sounded angry but at the sane tinme contenptuous;
the group's conditions seened to have enl arged his deternination

Joe said, "CGood luck."

The others flew, crawl ed, or wal ked out onto the wharf, now, as dinmng had requested
they lined up at the water's edge. dimmung surveyed themone last time, then descended the wooden
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| adder into the water. At once he di sappeared beneath the surface; only circles of water and
bubbl es marked the place where he had gone. Possibly forever, Joe thought. He--and we--nay never
come back up.

Standing close to Joe, Mali said, "I'mscared."

"It won't be long, now, " the plunp woman wi th tangl ed baby-doll hair said.

"What's your specialty?" Joe asked her

" Sl abbi ng rock."

After that they waited in silence.

Fusion cane to himas a nonunental shock. And, he discovered, it canme to the others the
sanme way; the frightened babble of their conposite voices washed over him-their voices and then
the overpowering presence of Gimmng, his thoughts, his desires. And, Joe realized, his fears.
Beneat h t he anger and contenpt there was a core of anxiety that had not been evident before
fusion. Now they all knewit . . . and dinmng was aware of their know edge; his thoughts altered
as he deftly sought to evade their scrutiny.

"dimmung is scared," the matronly woman decl ar ed.

"Yes, very scared,” the timd Ilittle fellow piped.

"More," the quasiarachnid said, "than we are."

"Than some of us are,"” the i Mmense dragonfly answered.

"Where are we?" the red-faced heavyset man demanded. "I'm di soriented al ready.'
filled his voice

Joe said, "Mali?"

"Yes." She seened very near him close enough for himto touch. But he had no manual

Pani c

extremties; like a wormin a cadaver he found hinmself, as before, rigidly placed within the
magnasoma that was G imung. Separate notion was inpossible, for any of them They existed as
mentational entities only . . . a weird sensation that he found unpl easant.

And yet--once again deeply augnented. Miultiplied by all the others and, nore than anything
el se, by dimmng. He was hel pless and in addition he constituted a supranornal organi smwhose
potentialities were beyond cal culation. For Ginmng, too, there had been a radi cal enlargenent;
Joe listened carefully to @immng's cerebral activity and marveled at the new acuity of it
acuity and power.

They dropped into the depths of the ocean

"Where are we?" Harper Baldwin said nervously. "I can't see properly; I'mtoo far in. Can
you see, Fernwi ght?"

Through G inmung' s eyes Joe saw the shape of Hel dscalla grow before them @ inmung noved
rapidly, wasting no time; evidently he took the two-hour limt seriously. Reaching out, dimmng
sought to enbrace the cathedral; he discharged, in a split second, his entire fund of energy in an
attenpt to hug the cathedral in a grip which could not be broken.

Suddenly d i mung hal ted. Sonething rose fromHeldscalla and confronted him a dimfigure
dinmung's mcescurrying thoughts poured over Joe, drenching him Fromthe thoughts Joe understood
why dimung had ceased to nove; he knew what the dimfigure was.

A Fog-Thing. Fromantiquity. Wich still lived. And it stood between @ inmng and
Hel dscal | a.

Physically, literally, the Fog-Thing bl ocked the way.

"Questobar,"” dinmmng said. "You are dead."

The Fog-Thing said, "And, |ike everything else on this planet which is dead | |ive here,
now. In Mare Nostrum Nothing on the planet conpletely dies." The Fog-Thing raised its arm then
pointed directly at dinmmng. "If you raise Heldscalla fromout of the depths to dry land, you

will bring back to life the worship of Amalita and, indirectly, Borel. Are you prepared for that?"
"Yes," dimung said
"And with it ourselves? As we were before?"
dimung said, "Yes."
“You no longer will be the domi nant species on the planet."

"Yes," dinmmung said. "I know. " Through himrapid thoughts travel ed, but they were
t hought s of tension, not of fear
"And you still intend to raise the cathedral ? Knowi ng this?"

"I't nust be put on dry ground,” dinmung said. "Back again where it bel ongs. Not down here
in a world of decay."
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The Fog- Thing stepped aside. "I will not stop you," it said. Joy filled dimung; he
rushed forward to seize Heldscalla, and with himthey all plunged, too. Al of themreached with
dimmung. Al of them grasped the cathedral together. And, as they did so, @imung began to
change. He devol ved, rushing backward into tine, becom ng once nore what he had | ong since ceased
to be. He becane powerful, wild, and wise. And then, as he lifted the cathedral, he changed agai n.

G i mmung became an enornous femal e creature.

Now t he devol ution reached the cathedral; it changed, too. In Aimung's arns it becane an
encased fetus, a small, sleeping child-creature wapped tightly in the cocoon whose strands
envel oped it. Wthout effort, dinmmung raised it to the surface; all of themcried out in delight
as, in aglimmering instant, the cathedral broke through into the cold | ateafternoon sun

Wiy the change? Joe wonder ed.

d i mung answer ed. Because, she thought back to Joe, at one tine we were bisexual. This
part of nme has been suppressed throughout the years. Until | obtained it again | could not make
the cathedral ny child. As it has to be.

Under the weight of the child-creature the dry ground sagged and failed; Joe felt the
ground sink away under the majestic weight. But dinmung did not seem al arnmed; gradually, she

rel eased the cathedral, unwilling to let it go, to let it once again be separate fromher. | am
it, she thought, and it is part of ne.
A clap of thunder sounded and rain began to fall. Quietly, heavily, the rain soaked into

everyt hing; water gushed fromthe cathedral and wound a tortuous route back to Mare Nostrum Now,
by degrees, the cathedral regained its customary form The child-creature gave way to concrete and
rock and basalt, to flying buttresses and a soaring Gothic arch. Once again the red-stained gl ass,
derived fromgold, shone in the erratic Iight of a rain-clouded sunfall

It is done, @imung thought. Now | can rest. The great fisherman of the night has
received its victory. Everything has been set in order once again.

Let us go, Joe thought. That ever yet remains.

"Yes!" others of them dinned. "Rel ease us!"

dinmung hesitated; Joe felt her conflicting thoughts ebb back and forth. No, she thought.
Because of you | have great authority; if | release you | will sink again, dw ndle into snall ness

You nust, Joe thought. That was our conpact.

True, dimmung thought. But you have so nuch to gain as portions of ne. W can function
for a thousand years, _and none of us will be al one_.

"A vote," Mli Yojez said.

Yes, G immung thought. A vote anpbng you, to see who wishes to remain within me and who
chooses to separate into an individual entity.

"Il stay, Nurb K ohl Daqg thought.

So will I, the quasiarachnid thought.
The vote continued; Joe listened to them sonme of themelecting to remain, sone of them
electing to break free. I want to be rel eased, he said, when his time came to vote. At this

d i mmung shuddered with di smay. Joe Fernwight, dimmung thought. You are the best of them won't
you renai n?
No, Joe thought.

He wal ked a shadowy shore with dark shapes |oonm ng, a dense and pernmanent swanp sonewhere
in the wilds of Plowran's Planet. How | ong had he been here? He did not know. Sonetinme before, he
had been within dinmung, and now he trudged painfully, the sharp sand | ancing his feet as he
st ruggl ed on.

Am | al one? he wondered. Halting, he peered into the twilight, trying to make out anot her
life-formin his proxinty.

The nultil egged gastropod wriggled toward him "I left with you," the gastropod said.
"Anyone el se?" Joe asked.
The gastropod said, "In the final vote only the two of us. All the others remained. |

consider it incredible, but it is so--they rennined."

"Including Mali Yojez?"

"Yes," the gastropod said.

So that was that. He felt the weight of centuries on him the task of raising the
cathedral and now the |l oss of Mali were too nmuch. "Do you know where we are?" he asked the
gastropod. "I can't wal k rmuch farther."

"Neither can |," the gastropod said. "But there is a light to the north; I have drawn a
paralactic fix on it and we are peregrinating in that direction. In another hour we should reach

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K%20-%20Galactic%20Pot%20Healer%20v1.0.txt (68 of 70) [1/21/03 10:49:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K %620-%20Gal acti c%20Pot%20Heal er%20v1.0.txt

it, if I have conputed our velocity correctly.”

"I can't see the light," Joe said.

"My vision is superior to yours. You will see it in another twenty minutes. It w nks
al nost out; it is very fragile. Probably a spiddle colony, | would guess."

"Spiddles," Joe said. "Are we going to live the rest of our life with spiddles? Is that
how we wind up after leaving all the others and Qi mung?"

The gastropod said, "Fromthere we can go by hovercar to the O ynpia Hotel, where our
possessi ons can be found. And then we can return to our own planets. We did a good job; we did
what we cane here for. W should rejoice.™

"Yes," Joe said sonberly. "W should rejoice."

"It was a great feat," the gastropod insisted. "You can see that the | egends which
mai ntain that Faust nust fail are not only false in relation to reality, but in addition--"

"Let's talk about it," Joe broke in, "when we get back to the A ynpia Hotel." He trudged
on. After a nonment of hesitation the nultilegged creature followed after him

"I's it very bad on your planet?" the gastropod inquired. "On Earth, as you call it?"
"On Earth,' "Joe said. "As it is in heaven." "It is bad, then."
"Yes," Joe said.

The gastropod said, "Wy don't you cone with ne to ny world? | can get you a task
you're a pot-healer, aren't you?"

"I am" Joe said.

"W have many ceranmi cs on Betel geuse two,"'
great demand.”

the gastropod said. "Your services would be in

“Mali," he said, half to hinself.

Perceptively, the gastropod said, "I understand. But she's not com ng; she's staying
within @inmung. Because, like the others, she is afraid to return to failure."

“I think I'Il go to her planet," Joe said. "Fromwhat she said about it--" He ceased
speaki ng, continued to trudge.

"Anyhow, " he said presently, "it would be better than Earth." And, he thought, 1'd stil
be anong humanoi ds. Maybe, he thought, 1'Il meet soneone |like Mali there. There is at |least a

chance.

In silence, the two of them continued on. Toward the faroff spiddle colony which, with
each exhausted, halting, neager step, grew nearer.

"You know what | think your problemis?" the gastropod said. "I think you ought to create
a new pot, rather than nerely patching up old ones.™

"But," Joe said, "ny father was a pot-heal er before ne."

"Observe the success of dinmmung's aspirations. Emulate him who in his Undertaking fought
and destroyed the Book of the Kal ends and thus the tyrannic rule of fate itself. Be creative. Wrk
agai nst fate. Try."

Joe said, " 'Try.' He had never thought about it, a new pot of his own creation
Techni cal ly, he knew how, he understood exactly how a ceram c pi ece was nade.

“I'n the workshop @i mung provided you," the gastropod said. "You have all the equi pnent
and nmaterials. Wth your know edge and ability it should be a good pot."

"Ckay," Joe said harshly. "Okay | will. "Il try."

In the new, gl eaning workshop he stood, the overhead lights flooding down on him He
studi ed the maj or workbench, the three sets of wal does, the self-focusing magnifying gl asses, the
ten separate heat-needl es, and--every gl aze: every tint, shade, and hue. The wei ghtl ess area; he
i nspected that. The kiln. Jars of wet clay. And the potter's wheel, electrically driven

Hope welled up within him He had all he needed. Wheel, clay, glazes, kiln

Qpening a jar he got out of it a dripping lunmp of gray clay; he carried the clay to the
potter's wheel, started it turning, and plopped the clay down dead center. And on ny first try, he
said to hinself, feeling pleased. Using his strong thunbs he began to dig into the lunp,
meanwhile, with his fingers, drawing the lunp into sonething high. And virtually symretric. Higher
and hi gher the nound grew, and deeper and deeper his thunbs sank into it, hollow ng out the
center.

At last it was done.

He dried the clay in an infrared oven and then, taking a sinple glaze, he ornanented the
pot. One nore color? He selected a second gl aze, and that was enough. Tinme to go into the kiln.

He placed it in the already hot kiln, bolted the door, and seated hinmself at the workbench
to wait. He had plenty of tine. Alifetine, if necessary.
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An hour later the kiln's tiner pinged. The kiln had shut off; the pot was done.

Wth an asbestos glove, he trenblingly reached into the still-hot kiln and brought out the
tall, now bl ue-and-white pot. Hs first pot. Taking it to a table, under direct light, he set it
down and took a good look at it. He professionally appraised its artistic worth. He apprai sed what
he had done, and, within it, what he would do, what later pots would be |like, the future of them

lying before him And his justification, in a sense, for leaving Ainmng and all the others. Mli
nmost of all. Mali whom he | oved.

The pot was awful .
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