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Preface
Frank McConndll

How do gods die? And when they do, what becomes of them then?

Y ou might aswell ask, how do gods get born? All three questions are, redly, the same question.
And they al have acommon assumption: that humankind can no more live without gods than you can kill
yoursdlf by holding your bresth.

(Of course, you just may bethe kind of arrant rationalist who huffs that modern man hasfindly
freed himsdf from ancient endavement to superdtition, fantasy, and awe. If so, return this book
immediately to itsplace of purchase for arefund; and, by the by, don't bother trying to read
Shakespeare, Homer, Faulkner, or, for that matter, Dr. Seuss.)

We need gods---Thor or Zeus or Krishna or Jesus or, well, God—not so much to worship or
sacrificeto, but because they satisfy our need—digtinctive from that of dl the other animals—toimaginea
meaning, asenseto our lives, to satisfy our hunger to believe that the muck and chaos of daily existence
does, after all, tend somewhere. It'sthe origin of religion, and also of story-telling—or aren't they both
the samething? AsVoltaire said of God: if he did not exigt, it would have been necessary to invent him.,

Listen to an expert on the matter.

"There are only two worlds—your world, which isthe rea world, and other worlds, the fantasy.
Worldslikethis are worlds of the human imagination: their redity, or lack of redity, isnot important.
What isimportant isthat they are there. These worlds provide an dternative. Provide an escape. Provide
athreat. Provide adream, and power; provide refuge, and pain. They give your world meaning. They do
not exist; and thusthey are all that matters. Do you understand?"

The spesker is Titania, the beautiful and dangerous Queen of Faerie, in Nell Gaiman's graphic
novel The Books of Magic, and | don't know a better summary explanation—from Plato to Sir Philip
Sidney to Northrop Frye—of why we need, read, and write stories. Of why we, as a species, are
godmakers. And spoken by agoddess inasory.

Books of Magic waswritten while Gaiman was aso writing his masterpiece—so far his
masterpiece, for God or gods know what helll do next—The Sandman. It isa comic book that changes
your mind about what comics are and what they can do. It isaserid novel—like those of Dickensand
Thackeray—that, by any honest reckoning, is as stunning a piece of storytelling as any "maingream”
(read: academically respectable) fiction produced in thelast decade. It isatrue invention of an authentic,
and richly satisfying, mythology for postmodern, postmythologica man: anew way of making gods. And
itis thebrilliant ingpiration for the brilliant soriesin this book.

Like most extraordinary things, The Sandman had unextraordinary beginnings (remember that
Shakespeare, as far aswe can tell, just set out to run atheater, make some cash, and move back to his
hick hometown). In 1987, Gaiman was approached by Karen Berger of DC Comics to revive one of the
charactersfrom DC'sWWII "golden age." After some haggling, they decided on "The Sandman.” Now
the origind Sandman, inthelatethirtiesand forties, wasakind of Batman Lite. Millionaire Wedey
Dodds, at night, would put on gas mask, fedora, and cape, hunt down bad guys, and zap them with his
gas gun, leaving them to deep until the cops picked them up the next morning—hardly the stuff of legend.

So what Gaiman did wasjettison virtudly everything except thetitle. The Sandman—childhood's
fairy who comesto put you to deep, the bringer of dreams, the Lord of Dreams, the Prince of
Stories—indisputably the stuff of legend.

Between 1988 and 1996, in seventy-five monthly issues, Gaiman crafted an intricate, funny, and
profound tae about tales, astory about why there are stories. Dream—or Morpheus, or the
Shaper—gaunt, pae, and clad in black, isthe centrd figure. Heisnot agod; heis older than al gods,
and isthar cause. Heisthe human capacity to imagine meaning, to tell stories: an anthropomorphic
projection of our thirst for mythology. And as such, heis both greater and |ess than the humans whose
dreams he shapes, but whose thirgt, after al, shapes him. As Titaniawould say, he does not exist; and
thusheisdl that matters. Do you understand?



Grand enough, you would think, to conceive a narrative whose centra character is narrative.
Among thefew other writerswho have dared that much is Joyce, whose Finnegans Wake isessentidly
one immense dream encompassing al the myths of the race ("wake'— "dream": get it?). And, though
Gaman would probably be too modest to invite the comparison, | am convinced that Joyce was much on
his mind during the whole process of composition. The first words of the first issue of The Sandman are
"Wake up"; thelast words of the last mgjor story arc of The Sandman are "Wake up'—the title of the
lagt story arc being, naturdly, "The Wake." (All of Gaiman's story titles, by theway, are versions of
classic sories, from Aeschylusto Ibsen and beyond. A Brit, raised on British crosswords, he can't resst
playing hide-and-seek with the reader—rather like Joyce.)

Grand enough, that. But having invented Dream, the personified human urge to make meaning, he
went on to invent Dream'sfamily, and that invention isabsolutely original and, to paraphrase what Prince
Hal says of Fagtaff, witty initself and the cause of wit in other men.

Thefamily iscdled the Endless, seven shlings, in order of age—"birth," well see, isnot an
appropriate term— Destiny, Degth, Dream, Destruction, Desire, Despair, and Ddlirium (whose name
used to be Delight). They are the Endless because they are states of human consciousness itsdlf, and
cannot ceaseto exist until thought itself ceases to exist; they were not "born™ because, like consciousness,
nothing can beimagined before them: the Upanishads, earliest and most subtle of theologies, have aded
to say on this matter.

Tobeconsciousat al isto be conscious of time, and of time'sarrow: of destiny. And to know
that isto know that time must have astop: to imagine death. Faced with the certainty of death, we
dream, imagine paradises where it might not be so: "Degth isthe mother of beauty," wrote Wallace
Stevens. And all dreams, all myths, al the structures we throw up between oursalves and chaos, just
because they are built things, must inevitably be destroyed. And we turn, desperate in our loss, to the
perishable but deliciousjoy of the moment: we desire. All desireis, of course, the hopefor afulfillment
impossibleinthe very nature of things, aboundless ddlight; so to desireisawaysdready to despair, to
redize that the wished-for ddight isonly, after dl, the ddirium of our mortd sdf-delusion that theworld is
large enough to fit the mind. And so we return to new stories—to dreams.

Now that's an overschematic version of the lineage of the Endless, dmost aMedieva-style
dlegorization. For they'reaso red characters: asred asthe humanswith whom they are congtantly
interacting throughout The Sandman. Destiny isamonastic, hooded figure, amost without affect.
Death—Gaiman's brilliant idea—is a heartbreakingly beautiful, witty young woman. Dream— isDream,
somber, atad pretentious, and atad neurotic. Destruction isared-haired giant who lovesto laugh and
talkslike astage Irishman. Desire—ancther brilliant stroke—is androgynous, as sexy and as threatening
asa Nagel dominatrix; and Despair, his’her twin, isasguat, fa, preternaturdly ugly naked hag. Ddlirium,
fittingly for her name, isamost never drawn the same way: al we can tell for sureisthat sheisayoung
girl, with multicolored or no hair, dressed in shreds and speaking in non sequiturs that sometimes achieve
the surredl antiwisdom of, say, Rimbaud.

Neverthdess: the Endless are an dlegory, and asplendid one, of the nature of consciousness, of
being-in-the-world. And it can't be emphasized too much that these more-than, less-than gods matter
only because of the everyday people with whose lives and passionsthey interact. The Sandman
mythology, in other words, brings usfull cirdefrom al dasscd rdigions. "In the beginning God made
man?' Quite—and quite precisdy—the reverse.

And Dream, the Lord of Storytelling, isat the center of itdl.

We begin and end with stories because we are the storytelling anima. The Sandman isat one
with Finnegans Wake, and aso with Nietzsche, C. G. Jung, and Joseph Campbel ininggting thet dl
gods, dl heroes and mythologies are the shadow-play of the human drama. The concept of the
Endless—and particularly of Dream— isasplendid "'machine for storytelling” (a phrase Gaiman isfond
of). Charactersfrom the limitless ocean of myth, and characters from the so-called "redl" world—that's
you and | when werre not dreaming—can mingle and interact initsuniverse: quite asthey mingle and
interact in you and me when we are dreaming. It's often been said by literary criticsthat our ageis
impoverished by itsinability to believein anything save the cold equations of science. (Hence Destruction,



fourth of the shlings, left the Endlessin the seventeenth century—the onset of the Age of Reason.) But
our strongest writers, Gaiman included, have dways found ways of reviving the vitdity of the myths, even
on the basis of their unredlity. Credo, quia impossibile est, wrote Tertullian in the third century A.D.,
about the Chrigtian mygtery: "1 believeit because it isimpossible.” Good theology, maybe; excellent
theory of fiction, absolutely.

Now that The Sandman isover, and its creator has moved on, it continuesto serve asamachine
for storytdling. DC Comics provides The Dreaming, a series by various hands using the assumptions
and the characters invented in The Sandman. And the volume you hold now, by gifted "mainstream” (i.e.
non-comic book) writers, al of them expanding and € aborating the Sandman mythas, is perhgpsonly
thefirg, rich fruit of Gaiman's new technique for godmaking.

Dete fabula, runsthe Létin tag: the story, whatever story, isaways about you. That's the
ancient wisdom The Sandman makes new: it'swhy, finaly, weread at dl. It is—and | know no higher
praise—another redization of Walace Stevensssublimevison of fictionin hisgreat poem, "Esthetique
duMda™:

"And out of what one sees and hears and out

Of what one fedls, who could have thought to make
So many salves, so many sensuousworlds,

Asif theair, themid-day air, was swarming

With the metgphysical changes that occur

Merely inliving asand wherewelive.

MASQUERADE AND HIGH WATER
Colin Greenland

| have known Colin Greenland (um, Ph.D.)
at least three weekslonger than | have

known anyone elsein thisbook. That's
about thirteen years. In that time he has
written elegant fantasies, romping space operas,
and wise works of nonfiction. He has
aso won many awards, including the Arthur

C. Clarke Award for hisnovel Take Back
Plenty. Oddly, he has not aged in any
noticeable way, gill looking alittle like Ganddf's
rock-and-rolling youngest brother would, if

he were secretly apirate.

It'salove story; which seemed like agood
placeto start.

Sherri sood in the doorway with amug of ice tea, shading her eyesfrom the sun. "Y ou missed the
wedding!" she cdlled.

Oliver shut the car door and went up the stepsto the porch. ™Y ou had awedding?' he said.

Infact Oliver had been aware of them dl morning, the battered cars and bikestrailing up the
road past his house. He had heard the laughter coming from up here, the distorted wail of old Jefferson
Airplaneabums. It was either awedding or awake. He kept away until the celebration al died down
and everything went quiet. He didn't know why he had come up here now. Just being neighborly, he
supposed.

Sherri was pottering insgde and out, picking up. There was enough mess: paper plates smeared
with guacamole, empty bottles, half-empty cans. There was always messat Sherri's house, wedding or



no wedding. Oliver kind of liked it. It helped confirm his resolve to keep his place down the road
vacuumed and tidy, free of bachelor squaor.

"It was agreat wedding," Sherri said. "I married Johnny and Turquoise.”

She knew everybody in the hillsfor miles around, and aways assumed he did, too. In fact in two
years here she was the only one he had got to know at dl. It was the solitude he liked—that, and the low
property pricesthat meant he could own now instead of paying top dollar rent on some cracker box
downtown. He liked living among the trees, in clean air, with the mountainsin the distance. He sat on
Sherri's broken-down porch and looked out into the soft dark green of spruce, the shivering yelow
aspen. Above his head hung the Sign, black letters charred into a dice of birchwood: CHURCH OF THE
WILD ELK.

"Want some of this?' She put abig cold bowl in hislap.

"What isit?"

"Meon ginger ice cream.”

Probably half an ounce of hash in there too, knowing Sherri. "No thanks.”

Sherri haf sat on the porch rail in her worn long tie-dye skirt, cradling the bowl. Her aams were
sun brown and strong. ™Y ou know, | had this amazing dream,”" she said, dipping her finger intheice
creamand lickingit. "I dreamed | was Sitting there where you're Sitting, only there wasthisbig white cat
inmy lap. And | stroked it, and it got up and went away, and | looked down in my lap and there were dl
thesetiny little kittend! 1t was ama-azing,” she said, drawing the word out into awhole drowsy musca
phrase. "It was redlly amazing. Don't you think that was a good omen for Johnny and Turquoise?’

"l never have dreams," said Oliver.

In hisblack onyx boat in the form of a sphinx, Morpheus the Shaper and his sibling Desire float across
the waters of the buried lake. Theair ishot and gloomy. The sailors in their nightwear haul at the ropes,
putting on more sail. Eyes closed, they trawl the darknessfor the duggish wind.

Thetwo traveerslie upon cushions. They spesk of respongbility. Desire saysit isatiresome
illuson. Morpheus does not deny it, but clamsit isinescapable in the human realm, inseparablefromit as
shadows from sunlight.

"People pursuethings,”" says Morpheus. "As soon as they have them they run away from them.
But what they run away from stayswith them, dragging dong behind them like an ever-lengthening
cloak."

"Cloaksare nice." Bright-eyed Desire bitesitsfinger. "Y ou can wear acloak and have nothing on
under it a al. And you can go anywhere you want like that!"

Thewater isdark and murky, like an old painting. Desire makeswater liliesin it, green and white
and golden as egg yolk. Morpheus broods, as he does so often, hislong chin resting in hiswax-white
hand.

Far away acrossthe water, at the Pavilion of Recurrence, the summoning bell isringing.

"Everybody dreams, Ollie," said Sherri, fetching him a beer. "They say you are what you dream. Did you
ever hear that?"

"No," said Oliver. "l never did."

"Y ou are what you dream," said Sherri again, nodding, and smiled her blissed-out smile. Her
eyeswere pretty. She picked up some butts, an empty corn chip box. She came across ashawl and
draped it round her shoulders, despite the warmth of the afternoon.

Oliver glanced at her. She couldn't be much older than he, though she had a grown-up daughter
somewhere running around. They aways had dressed like grannies, the Earth Mother types, inlong
dresses and scarves and twenty pounds of beads. He did wish shewouldn't cal him Ollie

Sherri was anice Jewish girl from New Y ork, origindly. She had come out here to clean out her
headspace.

Her house was alegally consecrated church, tax exempt. She had told Oliver she wasfiguring out away
towrite off the hot tub as a baptismal font.



Oliver smiled and drank his beer. Sherri and her congregation. People who had crawled up in
here when the sixtiesturned to shit and never crawled out again. But Sherri was okay. She had helped
him thefirst winter, when he got sick, and when his Subaru went into that snowdrift she got somebody
for him, somebody she knew who came with atow truck and pulled it out and never even sent him ahill.
Sherri was okay, when you had time for her. Sherri wouldn't do you harm.

Sometimes the Pavilion of Recurrence looks like an Arabian tent, afinespun marvel of white-and-scarlet
cloth billowing in aplace of sand and mirage. Sometimes it sands to one Side of agrassy river meadow
where swans glide beneath willows and great helms and targets with obscure devices hang amid the
branches of bowed and ancient trees. Sometimesit is made of pelucid white marble, the Pavilion of
Recurrence, with gilded ba conies, and the sound of apiano tinkling lazily from an open window.

Sometimes, like today, the Pavilion of Recurrence has the aspect of an idand monastery, with a
bell tower and a thick coat of evergreen creeper. The bell tollsdowly, insistently, across the buried lake.

Inside the Pavilion of Recurrence, as anywhere dsein the Dreaming to one extent or another,
whatever isneeded is provided. A morgue, where night after night forensic pathologists find members of
their families stretched out on the dab, opened up for dissection, though il pleading to be released. A
school where adults of al agesreturn again and again to face unprepared for and incomprehensible
exams. A tram that takes commuters on an eternal journey to an ominous destination through unknown
yet strangely haunting streets. A sepulchral secondhand shop, on whaose shelves authors find dusty books
with titlesthat are completely unreadable, but whose covers bear their own names.

Inside the Pavilion of Recurrence today they are assembling for adream of masquerade and high
water. Thebdl calsthemin, thefigments, the chimeras, thelarva entities that make up the crowd. A
raven percheson asill above the jetty, ingpecting them asthey disembark. Benegth their long hair they
arefaceless. Smoke driftsfrom their unfinished fingers. One carries atambourine. Others seem to be
swirls of paidey and embroidered clotheswith no bodiesinsdethem at all.

A foreground character with the likeness of aplacid child speaksto thelibrarian, whois
conaulting theindex of alarge book. "How many more times must we do this?'

Thelibrarian answers, "Until he ceasesto mourn.”

Her voice was harsh, roughened by smoke and bad habits. "What are you doing the rest of the
weekend?'

"I've got some stuff to sort out. Some projections.”

"Adtra projections?’ she asked, teasing.

"Just the regular kind. Sales and budgets.”

"Shit, Ollie, they redlly got your feet nailed to thefloor, don't they."

Oliver drank beer, licked hislips. "Thework don't do itself, Sherri," hesaid. "It don't go away.”
Hefound himsdlf saying thingslikethat, don't instead of doesn't, when he talked to Sherri. It was more
appropriate, somehow, out here where people wore beer brand T-shirts and drove around with their
dogs beside them in the front seet.

"Sureit does," shesaid. "When it goes away, that's when you start to worry."

He asked her: "What are you doing these days, Sherri?'

"I'm going into solar,” she said. ™Y ou know that little place down on the mall? They got asdes
training program and incentive scheme and everything. Y ou sell enough systems, they fit you onefor
free" Shebraced her armson therail and beamed up at the sky as though she could dready seethe big
glass panels erected on her roof, gathering heat from the benevolent sun.

"That would be good,” said Oliver.

Sherri never told you what she was doing, dwayswhat she was going to do. She never seemed
to do anything, unlessit was some crazy scheme, charting horoscopes, designing children'sclothes, sdlling
tofu sandwiches out of the back of atruck. House painting, she did sometimes. There was a house
acrossthevdley shetold him she had painted. It had ahuge ydlow sunflower on the side.

Sherri dwaysmade Oliver think of Cdifornia, twenty years before. Nearer thirty now. She



reminded him of when he had lived that way himself for atime, on the coast, in the days of Donna. It had
been possible then. In the summer it was agas—had they redly said that? Something wasagas? The
phrase seemed strange to him, asif it could not possibly have ever fit insde hismouth. In the
summertime, anyhow, yes, the living was easy: plenty of work, warm nights, they dept on the beach.

In the winter it was different. Then there was no work, it wasfreezing cold and it rained dl the
time. Y ou had to hole up in the empty tourist cabins, try to live on what you'd saved from the summer.
The two of them had joined acommune, a bunch of psycheddlic musiciansand their "old ladies’—Jesus
Chrigt, had he said that too, and called them chicks and talked about freaking out and scoring dope?
Living on rice and beans, deegping in bags on drafty floors, keeping watch for the Russian River to flood.
Jesus Chrigt, he must have been crazy.

Oliver thought about Donnathen, dmaost without knowing he did so; and as he lways did,
blanked out her features before consigning her to oblivion.

Hedrank his beer.

The figmentstroop into asmall room. The room haswalls and afloor of green jade. No matter how
many of thefigments comein, the room isaways big enough to hold them.

In the green jade room the Continuity Girl checks their manifestationsfor them. The Continuity
Girl wears gold bangles shaped like stirrups and areassuring jacket of russet tweed. Shetriesto cal the
roll. "Parqua... Quarpa... Apquar..." The letters on her clipboard wriggle about.

"Minimum May ... Dr. Scorpio Bongo ..." The figments are ignoring her. Background characters
stleinto custers, comfortably. Absentmindedly they start to merge.

The raven perches on the librarian's shoulder. It speaks. "What's the story here?" it asks.

Petiently the librarian adjusts his glasses, didodged by the raven'slanding, and turns over a page.
Hefollowsthe line of an entry with hisfinger. "It looks like adream about lost love ..." he says.

"Yeah, well, typicd," saystheraven.

"...and about ariver riang."

Theraven nuzzlesits purple plumage. "l think maybe I've seeniit.”

The clustered figures are growing consolidated, like statuary groups. Their fringes are entwining,
the patches on their denims running together. The Continuity Girl has not yet noticed. Sheisdeding with
thething that is Donna, helping it into a dress made of dried leaves and peacocks eyes.

Over the years the foreground characters have become quite stable. Some of them are acquiring
memories— persondities, dmogt. A little brown thing like an eongated cherub with bat wingsand a
screwed-up, miserable face speaks about the wonderful dress.

"His mother had adresslike that. He remembers her in it, dancing with hisfather in astate of high
excitement. It was at his cousin Monas wedding, but he has forgotten that. He was three. When they sat
down after dancing he got under the table and put his head up his mother's dress.”

A man with the beard of alumberjack and the face of a turtle deniesit. "She never had such a
dress. No one ever had, not in the human realm. It isapiece of something esethat hasblownin from
who knows where, and been caught between the teeth of the dream.”

A grainy boy in aheadband laughs. "Like getting your shorts stuck in your zipper."

"Y ou ever seen Texas, Ollie? El Paso? 1'm going down to El Paso, going to see Pepper.”

Pepper was Sherri's daughter. Short for Chili Pepper, Sherri had told him. "Because she was so
red and wrinkly!" Oliver had never met her, only seen photographs. The girl looked haf-Indian;
half-something, anyway. Sherri was always taking off somewhere or other to go see her.

"Y ou ought to come dong,” said Sherri.

"How's Pepper?' he said.

"She's going to Mexico. She'sdriving atruck for this wildlifesurvey.”

Sherri dways made her daughter out to be a conscientious person—"realy focused"—but Oliver
had noticed that whenever she went to see her, each time Pepper was in some new place, doing some
different thing. Once Sherri had come back from Wyoming in a beat-up Oldsmobile with astory about



her and Pepper mesting two rodeo ridersin Cheyenne and everybody swapping cars with each other.
Pepper, Oliver suspected, might be a lot like her mom.

Oliver glanced down at hiscar. The transmisson needed looking a. And there was that little bit
of rust that needed fixing beforeit got any bigger. Thelittle bit of rust had been there since last winter. He
didn't want to think about it.

Sherri had |eft the porch and was doing something indoors behind him. Oliver pitched hisvoiceto
her.

"When areyou going?'

There was apause. Somewhere in the distance adog barked; then another, and another. All
dongthevdley, a al the houses hidden in the trees, dogs roused themselves on porches and in dustholes
and under sheds. One after another they lifted their heads up and added their contribution to the
neighborhood chorus. Whatever had woken them remained mysterious as aways, remarkable only to
canines.

Sherri regppeared. She was eating ice cream again. "Oh, I'm going real soon,” she said.

The janitor Stsdown on the set and lights a cigarette. His team is setting up the redwood forest, giant
treesthat shoot up hundreds of feet to spread their branches. There are bits of twig dl over thejanitor's
bluebib overdls. He says. "What | can't figureis, were here luggin' these goddamn trees around, yeah?
But the guy's got treesin the daytime, ya know? So what's he need the goddamn trees in hisdreamsfor?’

Thelibrarianturnsapage. "1 think it's other way round, Mervyn."

A black dog that has been hanging around has turned into a squat bird with along beak. When it
liftsitswings you can see it haslegs undernesth like acrab. There are severd of thethings. They run
quickly among the shapdessfurniture,

The Girl flicksback her hair. "What arethose?" she cdls. "I've never seen those before.” Intently
she searches her list. Thelist is getting longer. 1t dips between her fingers and drops to the floor, unrolling
asit bounces away.

"No story isexactly the sametwice," observes afigment with paper lips. "Even written down and
printed in a book."

"Everything isthe same asitsdf," saysanother in adry, whiskery voice. "That'stheway it is,

"It's not the same story because you're not the same person,” saysthefirgt figment.

"I'm the same person, man," the second assarts. "'l used to bein another dream,” it recdlls. "It
was better than this one. It was dl about flying and chocolate.”

"Y ou're not the same person because it's not the same dream.”

Circling, the raven glides back to the librarian. "The Quapras are arguing, Lucien.”

"Sort them out, Matthew, for goodness sake, before they sart attracting Delirium,” saysthe
librarian. "Get everyoneto their entrances. It islike looking after atour party of forgetful old people,
aways squabbling and repesting themsealves, telling each other the same things over and over.

Sitting on Sheri's porch, Oliver fell adeep.

Once again heis standing in the cabin in front of the enormous closet, watching the clown take out
clothes and throw them to the people adl around the room. The clothesfly over Oliver's head, very
dowly. Heisdill in the cabin, but he can see gray sky beyond the floating Hawaiian shirtsand party
gowns, where the celling used to be. The people aways catch the clothes with happy criesand put them
on. They are dressng up asthe summer vistors.

Some of the people are familiar. That boy with the snub nose and long curly hair, heisusualy
there. He called himsdlf Dr. Scorpio. He used to take acid and play the bongosal night. Oliver had
learned to deep through the drumming. Dr. Scorpio puts on apair of pgamas. For an ingtant the pgjameas
areapair Oliver had when hewas a little boy, with blue tugboats on, but he could not be expected to
remember that. The clown has huge buckteeth. Heis il throwing clothes. Oliver triesto catch some, but



they seem to pass right through his hands.

He notices a man with ablack beard who used to work at the funfair, and someone cooking
food, and someone whose skin keeps changing color behind apair of circular purple spectacles. "Fixing
plumbing isNixon ding,” a face swims up and tells Oliver, who folds hishandsin his deeves and laughs
desperately. Donnaisthere—Donnais adways there—in red-and-green-striped trousers, playing the
piano. In the cavernous closet aplacid child sits, contemplatively stroking the jackets and dresses of the
absent guests. "These clothes are not our clothes,” it says. "That iswhy they suit ussowell."

Oliver laughs and laughs and laughs.

On Sherri's porch, the sun sifted through the trees on Oliver's ill face. Sherri wastaking to him about
Turquoise and Johnny, but he was very far away.

Itiswinter in the Pavilion of Recurrence. Oliver and a black woman he saw once on a street corner in
Philaddphiaaretrying to warn everyone theriver isgoing to flood. They are clambering up and down
tiersof seats, likein astadium, in and out of trapdoors, up and down ladderswith just little sumps
instead of rungs. Far below, the rest of the commune come running acrossthe grass, fleeing fromahuge
wave of water. Oliver and the woman aways dide down a chute in an upturned table with a placid child
and aman with afishing pole. Everyone passes around heavy packages wrapped in disntegrating paper.
No matter how Oliver triesto hold on to the packages, the paper keeps tearing and the weight dides out
of hisfingers. Theflood bears him away under the enormous trees. Oliver triesto hang on to the leg of
thetable, but thereis no table anymore. Donnaruns away between the trees, laughing. Oliver isnot
laughing now. Heisaways upset, or cross. Sometimes he tries to catch her, wading franticaly through
earth that has turned to water, or sometimes through the air. Sometimes shetriesto catch him. They
never catch each other, no matter what.

Sherri crumpled the last paper cup into the garbage sack. Shelooked at Oliver, wondering how long he
could hold on to his beer without spilling it. He had the can propped on hisbelly. Hewas getting allittle
pot there, the years starting to pile up around hiswaist. Why were dl the guys she knew getting fat?
Sherri had the strongest urge suddenly to put her hands on Oliver's belly and fed the warm firm massof
it, to squeeze him awake and kisshimin his surprise. She snorted at herself and reeled back aways on
her heds. Shewas il alittle stoned. Deliberately she went and got the cloth and wiped the tabletop,
softly humming atune that was going round her head, thinking about the wedding and the celebrations
and dl. Olliewasnice, Sherri thought, though he dways seemed kind of sad, asif he was more aone,
maybe, than he really wanted to be.

"Weddings aways make me horny," she told the degping man.

In the buried lake at the bottom of the Dreaming the black onyx boat in the shape of a sphinx bumps
againg a shadowy jetty. Its somnambulant crew begin to reef the salls.

Desreinsertsaripe cherry into its own mouth, and one into its brother's. It drawsits feet up and
looks about. "I know thisplace,” it says.

"The Pavilion of Recurrence,” says Morpheus. This spot can be reached from any of their realms.
All the Endless have sometimes been concerned in the ceremonies staged ingde this gray secretive
building, nightbound ceremonies of loss or discovery or consecration established and sanctified by
repetition.

By thelight of pae green torches Morpheus and his sibling climb the steps and walk directly
through thewadll into the flooded Pavilion. Thewall grows vague and confused, admitting them.

Insde, enigmatic monumenta furniture floats about, and vast trees seem to tower out of the thick
brown water. A human man is being hounded thisway and that by chuckling sprites. The Lord of
Shapings pointsat him. "Thisis one encumbered by the cloak of hispagt,” hetells hisshling. Ashe
gpeaks you can dmogt seeit, adim integument of ragged moonlight that clingsto thetoiler's shoulders,
holding him back like a spider'sweb. Hetriesto lunge forward through the liquid wood, but the



phantasms baffle him easily, driving him astray thisway and that.

Dedre gathers up ahandful of air. It ssemsto have caught the hem of the human's cloak, to be
rubbing the unstable fabric between itsfingers. Withitsfree hand it pointsto alaughing woman hiding
behind atree.

"Who isthat?"

"Hisfird truelove”

"How swest."

Desire reaches into the dream, which seems to have become very small suddenly, like atoy
theater, an enclosure of splashing, scampering little mammals. It does something to the face of the
woman, turning her into someone ese, someone older, with long dark red hair. "There," it says,
draightening up again. "That's better, isnt it?"

At fird, the flux of wood and water is so completeit is impossible to notice any change. Then it
becomes apparent the endless recircling rhythm of the piece has been disrupted. Individua phantomsare
ghrinking, dwindling, turning into sparksthat go whizzing away into nothingness. Agitated memoriesare
being smoothed and quelled and laid to rest like ironed clothes folded in sheets of tissue paper. The
Continuity Girl waves her asamslike a scarecrow in agae. Already sheis coming apart, in a flurry of dark
green underwear. An infinite number of golden bangles go shooting away inacylindrical stream.
Meanwhile Lucien is crossing something out in abig book, writing hurriedly in the margin withalong
stout jet black feather.

Morpheusfingershisjaw. "l wish you would not interfere,” he says mildly to hissibling, though
anyonewho knows his voice wel might detect atouch of sardonic amusement.

Desretouchesitsdf then in away that makes even the Dream King inhdereflexively, narrowing
hisnodtrilsand hooding hisfathomless eyes.

"Darling brother,” Desresighsyearningly. "I never do anything dse”

Oliver started awake to ablare of sound, guitar and eectric violin. Sherri had put "I1t'sa Beautiful Day"
on.

He sat blinking on the porch, entirely disoriented. The sun had gone down while he dept, and the
sky was arich thick wash of indigo. Soon it would be black, pricked and blazing, dripping cold Slver fire
from an inconceivable number of stars.

"Sherri?' he cdled. He could not hear or see her, and suddenly that seemed to matter.

He heard her footsteps ingde the house and turned toward them from his chair, amost spilling the
remainsof hisbeer. "When you going to Texas?' he asked clumsly, before he could see whereabouts
shewas. It was hard to speak, deegp seemed to have gummed up histongue.

"I don't know," her voice said, clm and easy as ever over the surging music. "Next week,
maybe. Y ou want to come?"

He saw her then, looking through the kitchen window at him. The smile on her face seemed to
welcome him as though he had returned from along absence, and not just woken from an unintended
nap. Oliver had seen her naked one time, dropped in and found the door open and nobody home, he
thought, until he came upon her deegping out back in the yard in the sun. He had stood and looked at her
curved and comfortable body, her lolling breastswith their broad dirt-brown nipples, her plump thighs
drawn protectively up. He had stood looking a her amoment or two, and then he had returned to his
car, got in, and parped the horn. He had sat and waited until Sherri had appeared with adozy grin on the
porchin her long gown of Laundromat gray, messing up her thick red hair with her hand.

"What about the solar job?" he asked, in amischief-making drawl.

She caught histone. Lifting aplate from abowl full of suds she squinted at the sky. "'l guess|
missed the sun,” she said. Sherri, Oliver thought, was not afraid of time; and that seemed suddenly very
important.

"Y ou want to come?’ shewas asking him again. "To El Paso?"

With Sherri driving, he thought cynicdly, probably they wouldn't ever get to El Paso. Like as not
they wouldn't get to Texas at dl. They would take her car and it would break down in New Mexico.



Oliver could seeit now, asclear asif it had been amemory, not a premonition. They would wind up
waiting dl day by theroad in the middle of nowhere, comparing their childhoods, making lists of state
capitasand snging al the songsthey could think of, and finaly a Navao woman would stop in atruck
full of paper flowers and take them fifty milesout of their way to go see some cave paintings and then on
to abarbecue at the house of aprofessona hang glider, only the directions would be wrong, and they
would wake up at noon the next day in the wrong town, still drunk, on somebody else'sfloor, and they
would have to come home on the bus in each other's arms sharing ahangover and hewould lieto his
manager about the unprojected projections.

"Sure" Oliver heard himsdlf say. "Why not.”

Sherri paused, arrested over the dishes. Through the glass he saw her pretty eyesfill suddenly
with hope and delight and not atrace of dishelief at dl. "Redly?' she said. It waslike she was getting
excited about something. "Redly?'

"Sure" said Oliver, and yawned, and laughed. " Sure, why not."

CHAIN HOME, LOW
John M. Ford

John M. Ford isagenius, | think. He knows many things. He wrote about cyberspace before
William Gibson; he won the World Fantasy Award for best novel with his aternate hisory The
Dragon Waiting, and for best short story with his poem "Winter Solstice, Camelot Station”; he
wrote The Scholars of Night, amodern spy thriller that circlesand centerson alost play by Kit
Marlowe; and hewrotethe only Star Trek nove without Star Trek characters (in The Final
Reflection) and the only Star Trek novel with songsand me (in How Much for Just the Planet
?.
Like Gene Wolfe, Ford writes stories that routindy function on amultitude of levels. Thisstory
takes place during thefirst episode of Sandman (in thefirst Sandman collection, Preludes and
Nocturnes). On onelevel Dream and hisfamily are conspicuous by their absence. On another
level, they aredl through it: Dream was a captive in Burgesss basement, remember; and here
Ford concatenates a chain of events about that captivity, achain of puppets and of strings.
After al, we each of usbeginin desire, and weal end in deeth.

In 1916, three days before Christmas, Siegfried Sassoon wrotein hissoldier'sdiary: "Theyear is
dying of arophy asfar as| am concerned, bed-fast in its December fogs.”
But he was writing about the war.

The town of Wych Cross sits on the Sussex weald, midway between London and the Channd. "Wych"
refersto em trees, and the town, having been rather overlooked by the Indusirid Revolution, did not
feed its stands of stout em to the fires of change. Elm wasthe materid that Arthur's knights used for their
lances—at leadt, in legends. Wych is close to other words, of course.

The town was never large, and rates mention in Sir Nikolaus Pevsner's exhaustive Buildings of
England only for the manor house nearby. The house, cadled Fawney Rig, wasfounded in the late 1500s
asaresdencefor the loca magistrate, a comfortable distance from the court hal in Serecombe. Fawney
Rig was frequently rebuilt, so that by the twentieth century it was only an architecturd oddity, apolyglot
house. (Pevsner was dismissive.) On the manor grounds was the only other point of interestin Wych
Cross, araised ring of earth, some three yards high and twenty across. It was known as Wych Dyke,
and was said to be Roman, or Druid, or aRoundhead artillery revetment.

In 1904, Fawney Rig was purchased by a man who caled himsdlf Roderick Burgess. His origina
name, his background, and his sources of wealth were al obscure, though he carried himsdf asan
aristocrat and his cheques dways proved good. Burgess made further additionsto the house: externdly,
he added Gathic ironwork, gargoyles that vomited rain, coiling dragons dong the ridgeinewhoseiron



scales discouraged birds. Interior dterations were made by afirm from the Continent, odd, dark, sllent
men.

Therewas agresat isolation around Wych Cross, whatever the maps might show, it wasalong
way from anywhere. So it took afew yearsfor thefirst scanda to break, and that happened in London,
with apoliceraid on a housein Belgravia. Severa socidly prominent members of Burgesss "Order of
Ancient Mysteries' wereinvolved, aswas anaked woman. The paperswerefull of it for days.

Burgess went back to Wych Cross. That scandal, and those that followed, did not bother him.
He swam in scanda, breathing and spouting it like Leviathan in the deeps. Burgessclamed to bea
magus, awizard of indefinably vast powers. People laughed at that. But not in Wych Cross.

In the summer of 1916, in atrench in Belgium, a German soldier named Gotrfried Himmelsreceived a
letter from home that filled him with an unidentifiable fear. Himmels had been in the trenchesfor amost a
year, and got frequent letters from hiswife; they were mostly about his daughter Magdaden. A few
months ago, Himmels had sent home some of his pay—he said, "It isafoolishly large sum, but in mad
times one ought to be alowed foolishness'—to buy Magdalen a coveted doll for her eighth birthday.
Frau Himmels's next letter had gone on for two full pages about the party, and the doll, and Magdaden's
ddight.

Thisletter said, "Magdadenis happy." Not aword more.

A few days after the terrible letter, there was atrench raid on Himmels's sector. Men carrying
bayonets and Mills grenades wired to sticks as crude maces—wegpons from haf amillennium
ago—tumbled through the mines and the wire in the wet dark. They fought in silence for a while, except
to gasp or groan when aknife or arifle butt or the odd bullet struck home, and then they began to shout
to one another, because al of them were so covered in mud and dime and each other's blood that only
the sound of avoice could separate friends from enemies. They yelled names, or "Kamerad” or "Ami" or
"Kommen Siean” or "A basles Boches'; the sound counted more than the words. What Gottfried
Himme swas shouting, over and over as he beat and stabbed and shot at faceless muddy men, was
"Magdaen freut sich"—Magdden is happy.

Trench fighting is desperate and fierce beyond even the imaginings of war. Of the forty-odd men
involved inthat particular action, Himmelswas one of only three German survivors, and the only man not
serioudy wounded.

All three survivorsreceived the Iron Cross Firgt Class, and a period of home leave. When
Himmesgot home, he understood the letter. He understood why he had been afraid. He even
understood, faintly, why it had seemed at the height of the battle that something greater than himsdlf
guided his hands, that the Angd of Death was standing gpart from him and would not come near.

That same summer, with the lights of Europe dark for two years, deeping people had begun to
not quite wake up.

Thevictims of "deepy sckness' were not inert. They would eat if fed, and responded, ina
disconnected fashion, to voices and noises. They could and did move about by themsalves, though the
actions had no relation to the actud environment—walking purposefully into wallswas common—and
even if open-eyed they did not see,

Some people blamed the War; some thought it was anew manifestation of the terribleinfluenza
that was affecting so many. But al the cases wereisolated, and it struck in places the Great War had not
touched. Missionaries and explorers brought reports of casesin the most isolated parts of the world.
Sometimes the degpers were called holy. Sometimes they werekilled, or left to the elements. Inthe
Western world they were kept in spare bedrooms, or hospitals, or nursing homes, or wherever seemed
appropriate.

Sigmund Freud saw several cases, and wrote acareful but inconclusive monograph,
Beobachtungs des Wahr schlafssperrung. The name was coined by Dr. SSimon Rachlin, ayoung
associate of Freud's, with the ungainly precison of German, it meant Suspension of True Seep. One of
the observed patients, identified as"Fraulein H.", was Magdaen Himmels, who had been found
dumbering next to her dolls housein August 1916, one of the very first cases. Once or twice in amonth,



Magdaen would act out aformd ball, watzing an invisble doll around her hospital room.

Nine months after Gottfried's vist home, Peter Himmels was born. He dept in his mother'sroom
until hewas nearly two, but he dept no more deegply than any other baby, and woke as often and loudly
asany of them. Peter would believe himsdf to be an only child until hewas eleven years old.

In 1926 the last confirmed case of the deepers disorder was reported in Cape Town. It had been called
deepy sickness, deepers flu, Wahrschlafssperrung, midwar hypersomnia, Delambre's Disease (within
thecircle of Dr. Delambre), and the namethat finally stuck, Encephalitis Lethargica. There were
phantom reports for years afterward, other comas, other deeps. None of them was quite E. Lethe,
however: victims who could eat, could speak, could move, but were connected to life only by a
heartbegt.

There were, at mogt, twenty thousand of the false degpers worldwide, and perhaps that number
again caught more shalowly, so they were never fully adeep or wakeful, ill functiond inacrud way.
Agang themillions of casudties of the Great War, the influenza pandemic that followed on hard and
killed twenty million, what were aquiet few, fading away? There was an entire war footnote to the Great
War, an Allied invasion of Siberiato put down the filthy Bolsheviks, and it was entirely forgotten. The
deepersdid not rave or suppurate or otherwise offend the wakeful; they needed no large amount of
tending (indeed, many got no tending at dl); they could hardly organize themsdlves, and no onein those
daysorganized in their interest. Dopamine drugs were decades away. And so what had briefly been a
great medical puzzle, amysterious visitation, became a curiosity of medicine, afootnote, nothing.

In 1927 aman known as William B. Goodrich directed Louise Brooksin Still Morning, about an E.
Lethe patient finally awakened through the efforts and love of abrilliant young doctor. Photoplay sad:
"It must have sounded like anatura: Brooksin bed for four reels. Who would have expected her to deep
the wholetime?' The picture was quickly withdrawn, before the public found out that Goodrich was
actudly the disgraced comedian Roscoe "Fatty" Arbuckle.

Decades later, Louise Brooks said, "The red deepwalker on that picture was Arbuckle. HEd
been dead with hiseyes open ever since hisfriendshung himin public. He said theideacameto himin
hisdeep. Maybeit did."

A film critic who saw a"rediscovered” print half acentury later said, "I know of no other film,
even Pandora's Box, that makes such extraordinary use of Brooks's demonic innocence. If anybody but
Arbuckle had madeit, it would bein every film school in theworld.”

The management of the Ufa studio near Berlin saw the fallureof Still Morning and quietly
shelved their hdfcompleted Die Traumer, starring Lil Dagover and dmost identicd to the American
picture. Its scenarist had also dreamed the story.

In Serecombe, in 1928, ayoung couple named Martyn had their first child, aboy they named Theodore
after afavorite uncle of the mother's.

Mrs. Martyn confided to her best friend that the couple had intended to wait for ayear or two,
putting money by, before starting afamily. "But it redlly wasn't cardlessness, Rose. It was desire, just
plain desire, like neither of us had ever thought on.”

Theodore Martyn was of course never told of this circumstance of hisbirth. He grew up fairly
typicd, fond of sweets, sports, adventure stories, and things forbidden to him. And since aboy like that
couldn't very well be caled "Theodore," he became"Tiger" a avery early age.

Of theforbidden things, there weretwo in particular. Tiger's best friend Willy Bateswasthe son
of theloca newsagent, and thus had accessto "'Y ank magazines,” the chegp American pulpswith brightly
colored coversthat went to England as balast in merchant ships. Willy'sfather sold afew of them and
tossed the rest into the bin, whence they were rescued by the boys.

The other thing was Wych Cross, three miles down the Wych Road. Tiger and Willy knew this
had something to do with the mysterious manor house—everyone knew about the mysterious manor
house—but exactly what put Wych Cross beyond the pale was ddightfully vague.



From the second decade of the century onward, Roderick Burgesswas perpetudly locked in abattle for
fameand followerswith Aleister Crowley and a Cornishman known as "Mocata," asorcerers duel
conducted mogtly in journals of drictly limited circulation. The recelved wisdom was that M ocatawasthe
most urbane and by far the handsomest, Crowley the most voluble and spectacularly degenerate, and
Burgess the most philosophica and ruthless. (That he was Oxford, while Crowley was Cambridge,
delighted the papers.)

Mocatadied of apparent heart failurein 1928. Burgess lacked Crowley's bizarre sense of humor
(or any other sort) and eventually lost histaste for the spotlight. He was not seen outside of Fawney Rig
after 1930, though there was a continud flow of vistorsin Rolls-Royces and Bentleys and the occasiona
aeroplane.

It was said, though not closer than Serecombe, that Burgess had adevil, or the Devil, inthe
basement of Fawney Rig. It was said he had made a bargain with darkness and could not die. It was said
that he had reached that curious state of wedlthy old men, of being able to afford any pleasure and to
gppreciate none of them.

In 1930, James Richard Lee of Liverpool was deven yearsold. Helived inasmal coa black housewith
two other families, three couplesand eight children dl told. All the men were dockers, on different shifts,
so that at any given time there was aman out working, one deegping, one a the loca or reading the Daily
Worker, al interchangeably. There was the occasiond raised voice, the good hiding for a proper
infraction, but the three wives formed a unified front againgt tyranny of dl sorts, and the smal black house
was happy, by the standards of the countless small black houses around it.

So there was nothing obvious that drove Dickie Lee down to the water-sidein dl his spare
moments. He would sit, sometimes for hours, looking empty-eyed a the oily port water. Thiswasn't
something boysdid in Liverpool. Anyone disturbing Dickie Lee, however, was met first with aword,
then astone thrown close enough to whistle in the ear, and then another stone to prove that the first was
not lucky.

Not that heignored his extended family. Dickie understood that afamily, no matter how odd its
gructure might be, hung together, helped out when one of the members wasin trouble. He helped ashe
could, and got into remarkably little trouble for aboy of hisage.

By thefal of 1930, when Dickie was dleven, this had been going on for nearly two years, and he
waslargdly let done. When someone came up, quietly, behind him this time, he turned, the soneinvisble
inhispadm.

It was hisfather. Dickie waited amoment, then turned back to the sea.

Hisfather crouched besde himinthegray air, great muscles poised without tenson. At some
length theman said, "Do you see that seagull yonder, on the post?”

Dickie nodded.

"Can you scareém off, without 'urting'm?"

The boy's hand flicked back and out, asif it were the only living part of him. Theflat rock
skipped off the top of the post not haf an inch from the seagull's feet, and it screamed and fluttered off.

"Someone you ought to meet," Dickies father said, and they went off together.

The someone to be met was Davy Cale, who ran acorner shop. Every boy in the neighborhood,
except Dickie Lee, knew that Cale had been afootballer of some note, and every boy but Dickie knew
he was trying to put together a club for boys.

"He dun't seem to understand what ateam'sfor," Dickiesfather said, very mildly. "But trying
Mm as godie might bring him halfway out."

Dickie was asked again to show what he could do with arock. Handed afootball, he looked at
it with vague interest, but demonstrated that he could put it anywhere it needed to go. So did the least
likely boy in England become the starting goakeeper for the Liverpool Junior Racers.

Asamovement in James Richard Leeslife, it worked, ashisfather had said, hafway. He never
became one of the lads, still didn't play with them, club football excepted, il did histime aone defended



againg dl comers.

But he was supernatural on the field. He seemed to begin an interception before the god attempt
wasfairly begun, and once blocked, the ball would infallibly go to the boy best placed to returniit. The
Racers were champions; and Deadeye Dick Lee was champion of champions. So, for awhile at least,
therest of it didn't matter.

In 1933, the man who had designed the fastest aircraft on earth went to visit Germany. R. J. Mitchell was
not awell man; he had undergone alung operation during the testing of hislatest plane, and the trip was
supposed to be part of his convaescence.

Mitchell met with anumber of young German pilots. They spoke about what airplanes could do,
what they might do. Something happened ingde the Englishman’'s mind.

Mitchell went back to England deeply troubled, with a vison of something to come. The design
he had been working on wasflying, awkwardly, by the end of the year. Mitchell saw that it would not do,
and began to work a it obsessvely, continuoudy, with no thought of hisphysical condition, possessed by
adream of shapely wingsand destruction.

In 1934, when Peter Himmels was sixteen, he was aware that his S ster existed and had aterrible
sickness. It did not frighten him. He began to vigit the hospitd regularly, got to know the nurses and
Simon Reachlin. Dr. Rachlin was ddighted by Peter'svidits; the other Wahr schlafssperrung patients
seemed asforgotten by their families as the disorder had been by theworld at large.

"Why do you think she dances?' Peter said.

Dr. Rachlin said, "I do not know, though | hopeto someday. | have asked her, when she seems
aware, but as | have told you, the Schlafssperr' patients dmost never answer.”

"Do you think | could dance with her?"

Dr. Rachlin smiled. "I cannot imagine any harminit. Would you object to my watching you?"

Peter and the doctor cleared a spacein the dining room. One of the nurses got somewaltz music
ontheradio, and Dr. Rachlin sat by with a notebook as the young people danced.

Peter tried to look asif he were leading, but in fact Magdaen was pulling him around the floor.
Nor, though it kept vaguely to the radio'swaltz time, was the dance much of anything forma—yperhaps,
Rachlin wrote, an eight-year-old'simagining of awadtz.

"Do they not look lovely?* one of the nurses said.

When the dancers finished, Peter stepped back from his sister and bowed from the waist.

Magdaen curtsied in reply. She had never donethat in her solo dancing.

"Shewaked!" anurse sad.

"If she does, we shdll al take dancing lessons,” Dr. Rachlin said, and his hand was shaking as he
scribbled the description; but amoment later Magdaen was standing ill, unseeing, asever.

At eighteen, James Richard Lee got adocker's button as hisfather and the other men in the black house
wore. In an atempt to get the best out of histaents, he was made a crane operator, and after the first
weeks training, never dropped apallet or missed ahold. Hisfellow dockersfelt safewith Dick on the
crane; management liked that, while he was certainly aunion man, he didn't seem too Bolshie abot it.

In early 1938 hisold coach Davy Cde had another proposa: for awhile now the Roya Air
Force had been training a"Volunteer Reserve.” Locd flying schoolswould teach young mentofly, tuition
paid by the government; in addition, the volunteerstook night coursesin gunnery and signads. They would
be sergeants, if some other things happened: if awar broke out, if Britain entered it.

Asusua, Leedid not oppose areasonable suggestion. Hejoined the RAFVR.

Then some other things happened.

In 1940, not long after thefall of France, Dick Lee was posted to RAF Crowborough, in East
Sussex, part of 11 Group of Fighter Command. It was farther from home than he had ever been, and for
afew days he seemed dazed by the greenness of the fields, the clarity of theair, far from the Mersey
quay. It was apparent soon enough that his quietness was not aresponse to anything, but an essentid bit



of Leehimsdf.

Hewasfriendly without being convivid, wdl liked without any specid likability. Oncethe
German air attacks began in earnest, with the inescapable tensons and terrors, it was accepted that
whatever kept a man sane and ablein the cockpit was right. Lee got the squadron's second confirmed
kill, and was a good man to have on your flight; that, for the second tunein hislife, paid for any other
falings

Lee'sone actud friend in the squadron was a Lieutenant called Chips Wayborne, awedthy
young man, three years older than Lee, who had been in one of the Auxiliary Air Squadrons before the
war. Wayborne had scored the squadron'sfirg kill, on the sameflight as Leg; it wasthe closest thingto a
cause the friendship had. The two men seemed to have nothing € sein common.

On alate night in Augus, after along dogfight in which Wayborne had gotten hisfifth German
and Lee hisseventh, they sat in the barracks with cold cigarettes and staling beer, talking.

"Do you deep bad, after afight?' Wayborne said. "'l dways do. When we're warming up, | think
about the other chap, the oneI'm trying to kill, but once the whedls come up | don't anymore. It'sjust our
machines and their machines. But the night after, | seethem again. Inmy dreams, | seethem.”

"People are dways taking about dreams,” Lee said." There are songs about them, on the radio,
dl thetimeit seems”

Wayborne laughed through histiredness, and sang abit of a song about things never being as bad
asthey seemed, intheworst imitation of VeraLynn ever heard by man.

Lee said, "People say they dream. When they're adeep. They say it'slikethe cinema.”

"Well, yes, we dream," Chipssaid, trying to get the joke.

"l don't," Dickiesaid.

"What, never at dl?| mean, you don't remember most of them, but—"

"I mean never. | fal adeep and that'sit till | wake up agan.”

"Have you told any of the medica boys about this?*

"I hardly ever saw adoctor until | wasinthe service. | don't think the first one believed me. Since
the shooting started, 1've been afraid to say anything. I'm afraid they'll think I've cracked—"

"Not bloody probable.”

"—or funked it."

"Bdlstothat."

"Y ou won't say anything, Chipper?' Leg'svoicewas flat, asif it didn't redly matter.

"Course not, Dickie. Nothing to say, isthere?"

In September of 1940, ayoung man in Luftwaffe uniform arrived at ahospital near Munich. He was
wearing theinggniaof a Staffelkapitan, abomber flight leader, and had the "double badge’ showing that
he was both a highly quaified pilot and an aircraft commander. He was promptly shown to the office of
the hospitd director, adoctor in a crigp white coat, his Party badge prominently displayed.

"Good afternoon, Captain. What may we do for you?'

"l am Peter Himmes WhereisDr. Rachlin?"

"Dismissed,” the doctor said. "It isof no importance. What bringsyou here, Sir?'

"My sigter isapatient here. | haven't been ableto visit in sometime." He gestured at hisuniform,
gmiled and said, "Y ou know. Now | should like to see her."

"We aretrying to discourage visitation,” the doctor said. "It tendsto disturb the patients.”

"If only!" Peter said.

The doctor looked puzzled, and said, " Of course, Captain, | shall see what can be arranged.” He
clicked his hedls and went out of the room.

A few minuteslater he returned, his expression oddly blank. ™Y our pardon, Captain. The old
gaff here haveleft the recordsin an atrocious state. | was not aware your sister was one of the
encephalitis patients. They are, of course, quarantined.”

"They arewhat?'

"Encephalitis |ethargica isavery severe disease. We certainly do not wish to start an epidemic.



Why, itseffect on the war effort—you must understand this.”

Himmeslaughed. "I've been dancing with my sgter for years, Herr Doctor.”

"l just want to see her. Please.”

"That is not possible today, Captain. Perhaps another time. Now, it isamost timefor afternoon
medications, you must excuse me. Hell Hitler."

Peter Himmels returned the salute and was | eft dlonein the office.

At about the same time, Sergeant James Richard Lee was being called into his squadron leader's office.
The officer wasturning aletter over in hishands.

"Thisisthe bad part of thejob, Dick. There's this message, from Liverpool. They were pretty
badly blitzed two nights back, and, well—" He handed the letter over. Lee read it, without any change of
expression.

The squadron leader said, "1 am sorry, Dick.”

"Hadn't been our house, would have been aneighbor's,”" Lee said. "If my dad had been out on
the docks when it hit, one of the other men would have been there adeep. Or eseit would have been
one of themums."

"If youwant leave..."

"If it'sal right, Sir, I'd sooner stay. Here I've a chance of keeping afew of them out of the godl.
That's more use than I'd be up there. Sir."

"Asyouwidh."

"Thank you, Sr."

A few daysafter hisvigt to Munich, Peter Himmels walked into the officers bar, wearing aleather flying
jacket. Men were drinking, idling, telling tales; one of the fighter captains, aman named lost, was playing
the piano.

Jost looked up, played afew measures of the "Stukalied"—ajoke, parodying therivalry
between fighter and bomber fliers—and everyone laughed. Jost went to the bar with Himmels. "Good to
have you back, Peter. Take your coat off, stay awhile.”

"We're supposed to go on araid shortly. Thoseradio towersagain.”

"They didn't tell me! No escorts?!

"Weather's supposed to be too bad for fighters. Besides, we're only going to the coast and
back."

Jost said, "Wll, before you go, we got some good cognac. Compliments of the
Reichsmarschall. A small one for luck."

"A smadl onefor luck," Himmessad. "And abottle for my men, eh? With Goring's
compliments™”

"Just asthe Saffelkapitdn says!” lost poured aglass, which Himmels drank with grace.

Himme s said, "I'd better go see that they've put the propellers on right way forward. See you
for breakfast, Jos3."

"Surely, Peter."

When Himmels had gone, another fighter pilot came over to Jost. "Peter was rather quiet.”

"They've given him amisson tonight, if you can believeit. And hejust got back from leave.”

"Oh. '‘Good-bye, Johnny," en?"

"I think he went to see hissigter. She'sbeen in ahospital most of her life, | hear, and the parents
aregone.”

"That'salot to carry.”

"1 suppose you learn how. Did you see what happened, just now?| offered him adrink and he
said to make sure his Staffel got abottle.” Jost shook his head. "If anything could get aman out of
fightersand into bombers, it would be an officer likethat."

"Dont let the Reichsmarschall hear you say that.”



"Oh, yes, Goring." Jost raised hisglass. "Heresto him again. Until the brandy runsout.”

The Dornier Do 17 was an older aircraft, designed for powerful enginesthat few planes
received; dow therefore, with asmall bomb capacity. They were called Fliegende Bleistiften, Hying
Pencils, for their dender fusdlages. They had four seats, closdly placed; the cockpit was so smdl that the
crew had to board in aparticular order.

Still the crewsliked the Dornier; it was stablein flight and very strongly built. One plane, badly
shot up over England, limped home with over two hundred bullet holes, and the crew all survived to
count them.

The radioman climbed into his seet, then the flight engineer; they each had amachine gun aswell.
Thelast two seats were for the pilot and observer, but Captain Himmels had both those jobs. He
checked controls and communications, then gave the order to the Staffel to begin taking off.

"Radio towers and homefor dinner, right, Captain?' the engineer said.

"Thetowers, yes," Himmelssaid, asif there were something else entirely on hismind.

The British had two kinds of air-defense radar, then known as Radio Direction Finding or RDF. The
Chain Home antennas weretall, open structures, something like oil derricks; the Germans acrossthe
Channedl could see them. Chain Home had along range, a points reaching back to France, and |ooked
only out to sea. It was dso blind to low-flying arcraft.

The Chain Home Low radar used smaller, rotating antennas. Its reach was shorter, only about
haf thewidth of the Channdl, but it could seeinland and pick up planes near the ground.

Both systems produced blips: not clearly defined lights on a dark screen, but spikes and tremors
inawobbling line of light on aglass tube afew inches across. Y oung women, many intheir teens,
watched the tubes and waited for the flickers. Officers, as ever jedous of others right to play the best of
games, said they would panic, said they would faint.

The reports from the radar watchers went to aroom that combined them, adding visud
observations and pilots reports, trying to assemble a picture of what was actudly heppeningintheair;
thiswas communicated to theflight controllers, and then to the pilots, who followed instructions to
whatever degreethey fdt like following them.

Any student of organizations could tell you that this system could not work. All those separate
people, threaded together by telephone wire or crackling radios, keeping count with wooden blocks
pushed about on a map, could not possibly bind together into aworkable modd of fluid, chaotic,
three-dimensiond redity, any more than twenty thousand people separated by continents and oceans
could dl have the same dream in the same night.

At the 11 Group Filter room, the telephone was ringing. One of the operators answered, and
waved to the flight contraller.

"Sir, RDF Hollowd's reporting. Bomber flight, very low. They'll be over the coast in eight
minutes”

"Assuming they're there,” the controller said. Bloody women, he thought; not even women.
Girls. Girls on the telephone, ringing you up—

"Shall | dert squadrons, Sr?”'

Oh, dear! Jerry's coming and my hair'sa fright! Hitler'sin Whitehall and I'm not dressed!

"Onthe coadt in five minutes, Sr."

"Anything from the observers?' What was RDF anyway, alot of wire, couldn't tell abird from a
bomber, a twitch on apiece of glass, avoice on atelephone—

"Nothing yet."

"Then we don't send planes up, young lady. Itisan X classfication because thereis no
confirmation. That isthe procedure.”

"Yes, gr ... Oh, God."

Oh God indeed. They were dways hysterical, dways not ready, aways either dumb or delirious,
on the telephone, the telephone, the bloody mad telephone telling you good-bye.... "What are you cursing
on an open line for, Corpord?"



"It'sthe RDF gation, Sr. They're saying—"

"What are they saying? What are they saying, by God?' He grabbed a handset, shouted in a
voice hardly removed from ddirium, "Hollowdl, report. What'sgoing on down there?!

The voice on the other end of the line was absolutely calm, though she was speaking loudly
above aterrible racket. "Your X raidisbombing us, gir."

Then the line went dead.

"Good job, dl crews,”" Peter Himmelstold his Staffel . "All planes head for home, maximum speed. Well
be dong.”

"We haven't dropped our bombs," the radioman said.

"I'm certainly aware of that,” Himmels said, and the way he said it made the other crewmen
laugh. Then, quite serioudy, he said, "I have specid orders. Very secret. Radio silent, please.”

"Yes, ar." Theradio was switched off. The radioman gave asmall amileto the engineer. Where
were they going? London, perhaps? It didn't matter. They would go with Captain Himmelswherever he
led.

In Serecombe, the air-raid warnings had sounded, the houses were blacked out, Tiger Martyn'sfather
had put on hisflat A.R.P. warden's helmet, dung his gas mask, and gone out on hisrounds. The house
was quiet.

Tiger wasin hisbed, entirely awake. He had been dreaming, but he was very sure he was not
dreaming now. If there were going to be planes, he wanted to see them. He dressed, pulled on his jacket,
dipped atorchinto his pocket, and was down the stairs and out the back door with no sound at dl.

It was very dark. The sky was al opaqgue cloud, and the town showed no lights. Tiger didn't dare
use historch until he was certain no one esewould seeit.

Somehow he didn't need it. The Wych Road glistened before him asif it were silvered over, and
theem trees arched above it like acathedrd celling. A spirit—possibly of Adventure—drew him on.

Over RAF Crowborough, the clouds were thick, and there were spatterings of rain. About nine o'clock,
Dickie Lee was having a cigarette with Chips Wayborne. Lee had never smoked before his
Crowborough posting, but it was something to do between scrambles that required no thought, and the
mechanics of lending, borrowing, and lighting cigaretteswere afair subgtitute for idle conversation.

Wayborne wastelling a story passed over from aneighboring squadron: "So the Ministry says,
'Nobody could have got that many in one sortie, and anyway we don't think there were any Germansin
the sector in thefirgt place. Well cal them probables.’ Tom says ballsto that, goes out and findsthe
wrecks, and brings hometheir serid numbers.”

The squadron leader looked into the hut. "We've got an dert.”

"Inthis stuff?' someone said.

"A flight of Dorniers bombed Hollowell radar station. Last message through said one of ‘em
broke off and headed our way. Could belost.”

"Or apathfinder,” Wayborne said.

"Or photo-recce. At any rate, he seemsto be up there, and we're selected. Y ou chaps drink up
and get some deep; I'll takeit.”

"I've had as much deep asanyone, Sir," Lee said. "If thismuck clears tomorrow, therell be more
than one of them—well, the flight'11 need you then.”

"Do you redly want this one, Sergeant?"

Ledsfacewasinvisblein thedark. He said without inflection, "If hesup there, I'll get him, Sr.”

"Carefor company?' Wayborne said.

"Thisis better for one, Chips. Wouldn't do to run into each other. Thanksfor the offer, though.”

The squadron leader said, "Very well then. Good hunting, Sergeant.”

"Thank you, Sr." Lee garted to turn toward the hangars, then paused. "Segp well, Chips.”

When Lee had gone, the squadron leader said, "I'd lay eight to five he can't take off in this. That



German'sether lost, or mad.”

"I believe Dickie, gr. If therésaplane up there, helll get him.”

"You're abetter pilot. HE's good, but you're better."

"Possbly, sr." Wayborne ground out his haf-finished cigarette. Quietly, evenly, asif it were
something he had been considering for along time, Wayborne said, " Sometimes you have the best team,
and the right wind, and the prettiest girls cheering you from the stands, everything on your side, but
there€sthis chap at the other end of the field; maybe he's not as nice as you or your mates, but he knows
what he's out there for, and he's there when you don't expect him. The best schemein the world can't get

past aman likethat."

"Leewas afootballer, wasn't he?'

"Yes, gr, hewas. If you think I'm the best pilot in this squadron, I'm honored to heer it. But
Sergeant Lee'sthe best killer, God forgive mefor saying so. And God help him for itsbeing true.”

An hour and a half after leaving his bedroom, Tiger Martyn stood at the gates of Fawney Rig. Beyond
therugty iron and the vinestwisted around it, he could see lights, smal and wavering, like candles or
handheld torches. Were the peoplein the big house just careless, as the Martyns neighbors were when
the air raid wardensweren't looking? Or was the house full of spies, signaling to the German bombers?

The gate was closed, but the bars were quite far enough apart for Tiger to dip through, and he
hed learned from Simon Templar to test fences for eectricity with atossed twig.

So. He was through. He could hear no guard dogs, though amurmur did carry through thewind
and the wet, from near the front of the house, where the lights were. The house wasto Tiger'sleft; Wych
Dykewasto the right, perfectly placed to cover acloser approach. The ground was soft, and the fallen
leaves were wet; he made no sound as he moved to the ring of earth.

Dickie Lee opened hiswirelesslink to ground control. While RDF Hollowell was being patched together,
they weretrying to stretch the neighboring CHL radarsto cover.

"Crow Hight to Control, airborne and climbing. Can you give me avector?'

"Roger, Crow Flight, vector one nine zero. Bandit a angestwo.”

"Say angelsagain, Control ?"

"| say again, bandit a angelstwo."

Two thousand feet of dtitude wasn't much room to work with. Not that there was much to work
with for anyone tonight. Lee turned south-south-west as ordered and climbed to eight thousand. The
weather was no better at that height; if hetried to get above the cloud, he might never find the bandit.

After twenty minutes and three new vectors, Lee had him. Just asmear of light; it could have
been dmog anything, that low. But it was moving too fast to be anything but aplane.

Leeletit pull afew hundred yards aheed, just to the limitsof vighility. Then hedived oniit. It
didn't evade; they hadn't heard him, they surely hadn't seen him. If one of the gunners opened up, he
could still get aburst off before veering as de—assuming there was enough space beneeth them that a
veer aside didn't auger the Spit straight into the ground.

There were only two waysto bring a plane down. Y ou could pump bulletsinto the airframe,
trying to bend enough tin to make the machine unflyable, or you could kill the men insde. Therewas no
question which way was easer.

Lee brought his nose up, came to within athousand feet of the Dornier, and pressed the trigger.
Eight sreamsof haf-inch dugsraked the plane. Lee pulled up, hearing his own airframe creak, putting as
much load on thethin Mitchell wings asthey would take.

Tiger Martyn crested the dyke. In front of him, halfway between the dyke and the house, he saw aman,
ganding bareheaded in the wet.

Hewas old, and ugly, and bald, with ahuge bulb of a nose. He was wearing what looked like a
long purple bathrobe, and heavy bracelets and pendants, like a pantomime King Herod. He was standing
on the metded drive before the manor, in a pattern of red-and-whitechalked linesthat the mist didn't



seem to smudge and a circle of candlesthat defied the wind.

Tiger'stagteinvillainsran to the air pirates hunted down by the indomitable Biggies, or
(forbidden again) oily foreigners smartly dispatched by Captain Hugh Drummond, but he knew well
enough what awizard was. There were good wizards, like Merlin, and evil ones, like—well, the rest of
them. It was as clear to Tiger asthe shidld of St. George, as plain asthe luridly smudged covers of
Willy's Y ank mags, what heroes did when they met evil wizards

Tiger stood on Wych Dyke, raised hisarms, and shouted, "Hey, you, migter! Put out those
lights!" Hefdt something then, from the earth. The ms of Arthur's lances supported the sky overhead.
And though he never would know it, heilluminated the night, bright in that particular color as Dover
Lighthouse.

The ugly old man's mouth dropped open. He crossed hisarms, then held them out straight. His
jaw waggled like awooden dummy's. Two of his candles went out, bang like the White King's dreams.
The man turned and ran, knocking over the rest of the candles, floundering barefoot over the wet grass,
nearly tripping over hisrobe. Tiger could hear the door of the house dam shut from where he stood.

Suddenly he was cold, and very tired. He went back home, dipped inside miraculoudy unseen,
got into bed, and was adeep at once.

A few days later, when the war news reached Serecombe, Tiger cursed himself for what he had
missed, but he dared not speak of it, not even to Willy, and in time he would forget whether he had redly
climbed the dyke, or only dreamt it.

Peter Himmelswas sick at heart. He had known, deeply, that he would not return from this mission, that
he was flying into the holy twilight of the Fuhrer's favorite composer. But he had hoped histwo
crewmen, brave and loya to adream they had not shared, might have survived, at least as prisoners of
the English. They were both dead, cut nearly in two, within seconds of each other. The Spitfeuer pilot
was very good. Now Himmelswasflying through westher thick as mud, carrying his bombstoward a
target he had seen only in hisdreams.

Suddenly, like acandle going out, the mist seemed to part before him, and he saw the house
with an unred, impossible, bomber's-maoon clarity. Nothing could stop him now; the Spitfire was behind
him, out of anmunition or fuel or smply lost inthe clouds.

Peter Himmel's had no doubt then of the truth of his dream. He would see his sister, awake and
laughing and calling his name. They would both seetheir parents. And they would al dance together, as
long asadream could last.

Dickie Lee had made two long firing passes a the Dornier, which was il flying level and constant
gpeed, likeaflying deepwalker. It hadn't even fired back a him. Lee knew he had used up most of his
ammunition, and he was dead certain he had hit the plane. It wasjust possible that she had adead crew
and ajammed gtick, though it hardly seemed likely.

There was one way to find out, and that was to take a look.

L ee sped past the Dornier, which continued to ignore him. He came around in the easiest turn he
could manage without losing close sight of the German.

Then heflew head-on at the bomber.

At one hundred yards range, even in the weather and the dark, it was possible to read the
identification on the Dornier; it was possible to see the cockpit as a clear white-faceted crystd, fragile
glasswithmeningde.

At eighty yards, four-tenths of asecond from midair collision, it seemed that Lee was|ooking into
the lamped mouth of Despair itsalf. His consciousnessfroze up, just for afraction, just enough for him to
have missed firing on that pass.

But Lee's consciousness had never been in control at timeslikethis. Hisingtinct had sent the
order along time ago. Stuttering lines of red light reached out from the Spitfire. Tracer rounds, the last
handful of ammo in the bottom of the box. The gunswere clicking dry even as Lee pulled up; hefelt the
wake of the Dornier suck a him as they passed.



Lee came around, wings amost vertical. He had no clear ideawhy; he was out of ammo, and at
thisrange one of the Do 17's Side gunners could cut him apart with one burst.

He saw the bomber at once. It was descending, wings dead levd, asif it were making apractice
landing on a sunny afternoon. With astart Lee redlized that the bomber was lower than the trees. Two
seconds later the flash came. Leecalled it in, got adecent amount of space under his own backside, and
turned for Crowborough.

A few days later Lee and Chips Wayborne borrowed a staff car and drove to Wych Cross.
They were directed, with some hegitation, toward Fawney Rig.

"Chap at the Post Office said no one's been out to it,” Wayborne said. "Can't say | blame him.
Look at this place. Lookslike bloody Draculas castle, doesn't it?"

Leesad, "l seethewreck."

"Yes," Wayborne said softly, "Yes, | should say s0." They drove on, past the PRIVATE
PROPERTY TRESPASSERS WILL BE SHOT sgns, away from the silent house.

They parked the car and approached the plane. It had belly-landed, and haf of the right wing
had sheared off on atree trunk, but the fuselage was quite intact. It looked like abad, but survivable,
landing. Chips halowed, then called out al the German he knew ("Would you liketo dance, madame?")
but there was no sound.

They climbed up to the cockpit and looked in. There wasn't much to be said then.

"Dorniers have acrew of four. That's one short."

"I was on her until she was scraping the trees. Nobody bailed out.”

Wayborne looked again into the small cockpit. "Fellow could have lived through this. If he were
damned lucky."

"Yes, | suppose 0, Leesaid. "Well report it. No hurry.”

"No. No hurry. | tell you, Dickie, if the pilot's out there somewhere, I'd gladly buy him apint.”

Lee nodded. Hewas looking directly at the man in the pilot's seat, dead with his hands on the
yoke. The two side gunners had been torn by severa bullets each, but there was only one wound visble
on the pilot's body. A shard of the Perspex canopy, aslong as Lee's hand and three incheswide a the
base, was embedded in histhroat. It had severed an artery, and the man had bled to death. That must
have taken several seconds at least. He had, at afair guess, been dive when the plane had touched
ground.

There was no other way to explain how the Dornier, after losing hdf awing in the trees, had
made abdly landing as straight asaruler, amed with draftsman's precison at the manor with the
gargoyles. Another six hundred yards—six seconds, adozen or so last heartbeats— and the plane would
have been through the house's front door.

"They had better not call this one aprobable,” Wayborne said as L ee climbed down from the
plane. "Shdl | write down her markings, Dickie?"

"l saw them,” Lee said.

Dickie Lee offered to fly Peter Himme'sflying helmet and decorations across the Channel and
drop them on an enemy airfield—achivaric gesture left over from the last war. It was vetoed, of course.
The bodies of the Dornier crew were supposed to be dispatched to amilitary graveyard, but the order
waslost—in an air raid, asit happened— and rather than let them it above ground, the people of Wych
Cross buried them, without ceremony or markers, intheir own churchyard.

A year later, roses bloomed on Peter Himmelss grave, enormous blossoms of acurious
iridescent gray, the peta's edged with crimson. The vicar, who was higtorically minded, caled them
"gules-and-argents." Someone of a different background might have described them aslike fresh blood
on torn duminium. A man from Kew was supposed to come out and examine the flowers, but never did,
and the only visitors Wych Cross ever saw went directly to Fawney Rig, going nowhere near the
churchyard.

L ee brought down eight more aircraft. In one engagement he scored two kills, then damaged a
third, aBf 110, and guided it to a safe landing a Crowborough. He bought each of the crewmen apint.
He ended the war as a squadron leader, with the Distinguished Flying Cross. He bought a modet, bright



house not far from the Mersey for the survivors of the smdl black one, but he never went there for more
than ashort visit. When Crowborough was closed, he bought a bit of it and settled there, alone. In his
forty-third year he surprised his neighbors by offering to help coach ajunior football team. It was agroup
of the boys who found him quietly dead of a stroke; he had been

gtting in adeck chair, by one of the rotting old hangars, looking through the trees toward the Channd,
just asif he were waiting for a scramble. Chips Wayborne was head pallbearer, and bought the stone. It
reed:

SQUADRON LEADER
JAMESRICHARD LEE
DFCMC

1919-1967
SLEEPWELL, DICKIE.

In June of 1942, as part of Nazi Germany's T4 Program of forcible euthanasiaof the mentdly ill,
Magdalen Himmed swas given aletha injection. No oneinvolved with the program knew the nature of
her disorder, and al German copies of Freud's paper on Wahr schlafssperrung had been destroyed, as
merely another lump of "faulty Jewish science. Dr. Rachlin survived the war as a camp doctor in
Theriesenstadt, became a professor of psychiatry in Isragl, and lived to see the deepers avaken in 1988.

In his ninety-sixth year, hewrote: "1 have cometo think it agreat sinto lack hope, but | may say |
have little expectation that we shal ever understand this phenomenon. | beieve (and | believe dso that
Ereud would forgive me for sounding like Jung) that we have seen only the surface ripples of something
very deep ... arudling, if you like, of the Great Chain of Being.

"The Lord does not jest; but | wish | better took his meaning.”

Memory as ever is short. Most people thought he was writing of the camps.

STRONGER THAN DESIRE
LisaGoldgten

LisaGoldstein isthe winner of many literary awards. Lisaisasmal, dark lady with afine amile
and asharp mind. She wrote Strange Devices of the Sun and Moon, anovel about the faries
leaving England in Shakespeare's day, and about the death of Marlowe, and about books.
Thisisagtory about Desire, and awager. Higtoricdly, itis, of course, the only explanation for the
whole business

It issaid that nowadays Desirerardly takes ahuman lover. For Desire, who ismae and female, fair and
dark, old and young, anything and everything you have ever wished for, or coveted, or needed, is
irresstible. And so what would be the point, after al? Loveisnot agameto Desire, asit isto so many
mortals, or if itis, it isagame with aforegone concluson: Desire dwayswins. And Desire hates more
than anything to be bored.

Inthe year 1108 Desire saw ayoung lord and hisretinue leave his castle to go hunting. They
rode through the village, the early morning sun glinting on their banners and finery, on their spears and the
tips of their arrows. The hounds, red and gray and spotted, sensed the presence of the forest ahead of
them and grew excited.

Desire had not seen anyone as beautiful asthislord in many years. Hewastdl, with high
cheekbones, full red lips, acap of black hair. His clothes were made of fine wool and colored with costly
dyes, and he wore them with aflair that none of hisvassals could match.

And s0 Desirefollowed asthe party cameto the forest and passed under the grest trees, the
hounds coursing before them. Desire heard the hounds bay loudly asthey flushed a deer, watched asthe



hunters gave chase through the dark and light corridors of the forest, heard the horns ringing, saw the
moment of triumph asthe bowman brought down the deer.

The hunters stopped to cut abranch and lash it to the deer's feet, and then rode on. The sun rose
up over the forest, shortening the shadows of the trees. Everything was quiet now; the birds had stopped
snging, and the hounds sniffed thetrall Slently, lagging behind alittle. The young lord, whose name was
Raimon, urged his vassals degper into the forest.

Desire surprised a deer. The deer bounded in front of thelord, passing only afew feet from his
horse before it disappeared into the shadows.

Startled, Raimon gave chase. He rode hard down the narrow forest path, then followed asthe
deer plunged off the path and through the trees. Leaves and light flashed overhead. The sounds of his
party faded behind him. The deer twisted and feinted, moving now left, now right asit tried to loseits
pursuer.

The deer began to dow. Raimon urged his horse forward, followed as the deer |egpt farther into
theforest. Desire stood among the shadows of the treesin the aspect of awoman.

Lord Raimon saw her and pulled hard on thereinsof hishorse. The deer hurried away,
unnoticed. "Who are you?' he asked.

"l amAlas" Dedresad.

"I would like to take you back with me, to my castle," Raimon said. "No—I am sorry, | am being
discourteous. Will you come back with me? | will make you my wife, will giveyou everything thet isin
my power to give. | am lord of thisland, of dl thisforest and everything around it for many miles. You
are the most beautiful woman | have ever seen.”

Desirelaughed. "I will gowith you," shesaid. "But | will not beyour wife."

Raimon helped her mount behind him. He rode dowly back through the forest, and when he
heard the barking of the hounds and the laughter of his men he did not hurry to join them.

At last he saw his party in aclearing of the forest. The sun was setting, darkening the trees againgt
the sky. He rode into the clearing.

His men turned toward him, and one or two called out. But when they saw Desirethey fel silent,
and some dirred uneesily. "ThisisAlas," Ramon sad. "Sheisreturning with usto the castle.”

"Where—Where does she come from, my lord?" one of the men asked.

"Where?' Ramon said. "Why, she comes from— It does not matter where she comes from.
Come—we mugt hurry. It growslate."

Raimon and hisretinue | eft the forest and rode through the village. Darkness had fdlen; only the
moon and stars and the distant lights of the castle remained to show them their way.

The men gtayed alittle behind their lord and his new woman, watching them with suspicion in
their eyes. They had urged Raimon to marry, to beget heirsto secure his lands. Many had put forward
favorites, an unwed sister or cousin. Now, with the coming of this strange woman, dl their planswere
thrown into confusion. Who was she? Who were her parents, what was her lineage? The men whispered
among themsalves, careful not to let their lord overhear them; one was even bold enough to speak the
word "witchcraft."”

In the days that followed it seemed that their worst fears had been redlized. Raimon kept to his
gpartments.

Orders cameto the servants for medls, for a priest to say Mass on Sundays. And everyone who
saw himin his rooms reported that the strange woman, the witch woman, was gtill there; some had even
seen them sharing the bed.

Finally one of die men had had enough. Ignoring the entreaties of hisfellows, he climbed the sairs
that led to hislord's apartments and knocked on the door.

Someonegiggled. "Whoisit?' Ramon asked.

"Itisl, my lord."

The man entered. Raimon and Alaislay in the bed, the bedcl othes around them disheveled and
filthy. Raimon sat; the movement caused ablanket to dip and reved his naked shoulders and one of



Alaisswhite breasts.

The man stared a her. "What do you want?' Raimon asked, smiling.

"|—" The man |ooked away with an effort. "Thisisnot right, my lord. All of your men say so.
Y oumust marry. Y ou must have sons, legitimate heirs.”

"l have asked Alaisto marry me," Ramon said. " She refuses™

"Alas?'

"Yes. Isthat so surprisng?!

"My lord, you know nothing of thiswoman. Who is she? Where does she come from?"

"I know al | need to know about her,” Raimon said. He looked at her fondly and she smiled,
amused.

"My lord, you must—"

"I must? Are my vassalsto give me orders now? Isthe order of this castle to be overturned?

"If itis, itisyou who overturned it. Y ou and this woman—"

"Leaveme," Ramon sad. "l grow weary of thisdiscusson.”

The man went to the door, hesitated asif about to say something, and then hurried down the
dairs.

Raimon looked at the woman beside him in the bed and laughed. "He'sright, you know," he said.
"Sooner or later | must marry. Why will you not marry me?!

"l cannot.”

"l don't care about dowry. I'll give you everything you want. Isthat what you're concerned
about?"

"No."

"Areyou contracted to someone else?"

"No."

"I will gomad," Ramon sad, laughing alittle. "I will go mad, and it will be your fault. Why won't
you marry me?'

"l cannot,” Desire said again.

It ssemed to Raimon that she shifted dightly on the bed, that her hair grew shorter, her features
coarser. He jerked away, darmed. Her face returned to what it had been, dl its strange beauty restored.

"Who areyou?' Ramon said.

"l am not what you think."

"No. No, that is quite clear. You are no morta, | seethat now. Who are you?'

Dedrelaughed. "I am the most powerful being, man or woman, that you will ever meset. | anthe
most important thing in theworld.”

"You are not God," Raimon said. His heart beat loudly in his chest but he forced himself to speak
evenly. "And God isthe most important thing in theworld.”

"| am even stronger than your God. | am one of the Endless. | am Desire™

"Dedre. Yes, | see” Ramon fdl slent. Suddenly he
turned to her and pinned her to the bed as he had so many times before. "And if | can proveto you that
you are not the most powerful thing in the world, prove that there are those who can resist you, then will
you marry me?"

"No one canresst me" Desre said scornfully. "Not even you, and you are agreet lord.”

"Will you hazard your future on that? Will you wager marriage?”

"Itisnot given to the Endlessto marry with mortals.”

"What? Not given? Surely abeing as powerful asyou can make your own laws.”

"Very wel," Desre said dowly. "Show metwo people, any two, and | will make them paw at
eech other likeanimasinrut.”

"Andif they will not?'

"If they will not, then you have won the wager. | will marry you."



The next day Lord Raimon and Desire came down from his gpartments. He attended to business he had
neglected, rode through his estate, received petitions. In the evening, after supper, hewaved to his
gseward to join him at the head of the banquet table. "1 would liketo hold afeast,” hesaid. "Andtoinvite
Count Bertran, our neighbor to the east. Seethat you send him an invitation.”

"Yes my lord."

When the steward had gone, Raimon turned to Desire. "1 have begun the wager, my lady,” he
sad.

A week later Count Bertran and hisretinue came to dine at the castle of Lord Raimon. Raimon
waslavishin hishospitality, sparing neither meet nor drink. At the end of the meal thelord clapped, and a
troupe of jugglers came out to perform. The jugglers threw knives and caps and gpples. They grabbed
the hat of one of Raimon's men and threw it back and forth over hishead ashetried vainly to catchiit.
The men and women at the banquet laughed and applauded. One man, however, sat apart; he frowned
and studied the jugglers asthough presented with adifficult problemin Latin grammar. He had brown
hair to his shoulders, brown eyes, along narrow nose, and asmall mouth. He would have been
handsome if he had not looked so serious.

"That man,” Raimon said, pointing him out to Desire. "Heisclerk to Lord Bertran. Hisnameis
Aimeric. | want him to desire the countess.”

Dedirelooked at him, and then at Carenza, Count Bertran'swife. Shewasold, in her fortiesat
least, and worn out from childbearing. Her cheeks had the hollow look of someone with severd teeth
missing, and there were brown pouches under her eyes.

Desregnmiled. "Itisdone” shesaid.

Sowly Aimeric looked away from the jugglers, toward the countess Carenza. Hisface till wore
its studious expression, but as Raimon watched it changed, became softer. Once he frowned, asif
returning to his senses, but then Carenza laughed and Aimeric surrendered wholly to hisenchantment.
For the rest of the evening he did not take his eyes off the countess, and when Bertran's party rose to
leave hefollowed her closdly, and once he even reached out his hand to touch her cloak.

"| think | have won the wager,” Desre said.

"Wait, my lady,” Ramon sad.

Raimon and Desire became frequent visitors to Bertran's castle. They watched as Aimeric gazed after the
countess, as he looked up in ddlight when she entered the banqueting hall. Raimon sought him out and
spoke to him, and he noticed that the clerk took every opportunity to mention hisbeloved'snamein
conversation.

But Aimeric made no move to spesk to her. At supper he kept to his place a alower table.
When he saw her coming toward him in one of the drafty corridors of the castle he hurried out of her
way, and she and her ladies would pass by without glancing in hisdirection.

"l have won the wager, my lady," Raimon said when they had retired to the rooms Bertran had
giventhemfor the night. "Hisfear of the count, and his habit of obedience, are stronger than desire. He
will never speek to her, let alone take her to hisbed.”

Desire said nothing, but went to the pitcher of water Bertran's servants had Ieft for them. She
poured water into agoblet, then breathed softly on the water.

"What are you doing?' Raimon asked.

"Hush," Desresad.

Raimon moved closer to her and looked into the goblet. As he watched a picture formed on the
surface of thewater. Aimeric sat at hisdesk, writing. Y ellow candles burned profligately around him.

"Is he working on Bertran's accounts?' Raimon asked. "At thishour?"

"Hush," Desresaid again.

The picture on the water changed. Now Raimon could read the words written on the page.
"Poetry,” he said, astonished.

"He has never written poetry before,” Desre said. "Now it isal he does, even when he should be
working for the count.”



"Poetry isonething. Hewill never gpproach her—heis too fearful .

"Do you think so?' Dedire asked. She looked up a him, her eyesveiled by her lashes.

"Yes" Raimon laughed, delighted with her beyond words. "Why isit that | think you are planning
something? Why do | imagine the gameisn't over yet?'

"Wait," Desresad. "Youll see”

The next day, asthey sat feagting at the banquet table, Desire pointed to Countess Carenza. Ramon
watched, fascinated, as the countess looked up from her goblet of wine. Her eyes sought Aimeric's. She
gmiled & him, and brushed alock of hair from her forehead.

"Unfair, my lady!" Raimon said, whispering so that the others could not overhear.

"Not at adl," Desre said. She held out apiece of venison to one of Bertran'sdogs, lifted it higher
asthe dog jumped for it. She laughed. "The wager wasthat desireis stronger than anything in the world.
She will make excusesto her lord tonight and share hisbed.”

"And if she doesnot? Then will you marry me?"

"It will happen, tonight or some other night. You will haveto look € sewherefor awife."

"Thereisno onedsel want, my lady. Y ou know that."

"Nonetheless—"

"Look! Look there, my lady! Aimericisleaving."

Desirefrowned. The clerk had stood up from his place at alower table and was leaving the
banquet hal. "Why?' she asked.

"Itisas| said, my lady. Fear and habit are stronger than desire.”

"No. No, hewill have her. You'll see.”

"Andif not? Will you marry me?'

But Desire frowned again and did not answer.

Over the next few weeks, as Raimon and Desire watched, the countess and Aimeric danced acomplex
messure. She would gpproach him, smiling, and he would find an excuse to leave. Hewould gaze @ her
in chapel or in the banqueting hall, but when she glanced up he would quickly look esewhere. Raimon
was amused to seethat the countess Carenza grew more beautiful by the day: her expression had
softened and the pouches under her eyes had disappeared. She carried hersaf confidently, securein the
knowledge that she was fascinating to one pair of eyes at least.

"You see" Dedre said to Raimon when they were donein their rooms. "Desre can turn foul
womeninto fair ones. Tell me one other force in the world that can do that."

"He gtill has not cometo her bed, my lady."

In answer Desire poured water into her goblet, breathed on it. Aimeric'sroom looked the same
asit had the other nightsthey had observed him: the candles, the paper, the inkhorns and pens. The
picture changed, and Raimon saw the page before Aimeric.

"'Although | should besad | amjoyful,'" Aimeric wrote. " 'For my lovelovesmeas| love her.
And athough we cannot be together—" "

A knock came at hisdoor. Raimon and Desire, staring at the picturesin the goblet, heard it as
cearly as Aimeric did. The clerk stood, began to pace back and forth. The knock came again.

Suddenly Aimeric seemed to make up hismind. He went toward the door and opened it. The
countess Carenza stood there, wearing her finest dress.

"Now," Desresaid. "Now it happens.”

"My friend," Carenzasad to Aimeric. "Something tells methat you fed for meas| fed for you.
Please, please do not run from me anymore. It hastaken al my courageto come to your room, to speak
toyou—"

"My lady," Aimeric said. "'l love you morethan | love my life. When | dlose my eyesat night it's
your facethat comes before me. When | see another woman I'm disappointed because she's not you.
But | cannot—I cannot dishonor my lord thisway—"

"Your lord! Your lord cares nothing for me. His parents and mine arranged our marriage in order



to form an dliance between our families. Thereis nothing between us but policy.”

"Even o, my lady—"

"Bertran used me to bear his children, hisheirs. Now that my childbearing days are over, he has
cast me aside. Y ou have shown methat there is something more—something higher—"

"My lady." Aimeric reached out and took Carenza's hand. Raimon felt Desire grow tense beside
him. Now it happens, he thought. "My dear lady, these things you tell me wound me deeply. It seemsto
methat Lord Bertran hasthrown away the most precious jewel in his possession. Even o, | cannot
dishonor your wedding vows, nor the oaths| sworeto him when | entered his service.”

"Why not? He has dishonored our vows twenty times over. We deep apart, hetakes a
sarving-woman into his bed—"

"I'm sorry, my love.™

"So you will send meaway,” Carenzasaid. A tear fell down her cheek. "Send me away with
nothing, not even my pride."

"Not a dl,” Aimeric sad. For thefirst time Raimon saw him smile. "'l will Sng to you, my lady."

Aimeric took alute from the corner of the room. He strummed it once or twice, tuning it, and
then began to ang.

AsRamon and Desire listened, Aimeric sang of Carenza's beauty. He sang of the oaths he had
givento his lord, the count Bertran, and of another oath, one that he had sworn to Countess Carenzain
his heart. Hewould keep her at the forefront of histhoughts, he would cherish her forever. They would
never satisfy their desire, never even kiss one another, but he would be faithful to her until he died.

AsAimeric sang, Ramon saw that hisyearning for Carenza had become something different,
something wholly new. He spoke of her asthe priests spoke of God, or of the Virgin. He had
transformed hislovefor God into his love for Carenza. Raimon nearly gasped at the daring of it.

"Love" hesad. "Loveisstronger than desire.”

Desrelaughed scornfully. "They arethe samething,” shesaid.

In the daysthat followed Aimeric sang in the banquet hdl after supper. He performed the song
Raimon had heard and others aswell. All had the same theme: constant love, love stronger than desire.

Severa times Raimon looked at Bertran, but the count seemed unawarethat it was hiswife who
was being addressed. But something of Aimeric's seriousness and passion communicated itsdf to the
court; Bertran's vassals began to linger around Carenza, to flatter her, to viefor her attention. To
Raimon's eyes she grew even lovdier, worthy of dl of Aimeric's metaphors. she wasaflower, a gazdle a
bird.

"I have won thewager,” Ramon said. "Loveisstronger than desire”

But Desire shook her head. They arethe samething,” shesad.

No one knows how the concept of romantic love began in western Europe. There are those who say that
the Crusaders brought back Arabic songs and poetry from the East; those who argue, more prosaicdly,
that the invention of the chimney alowed for more privacy and so crested an atmospherein which love
could flourish. What is true isthat before this time men and women, like Bertran and Carenza, were given
inmarriage by their families, and for reasons that had nothing to do with love: territory, titles, money.

It was Aimeric who changed everything; after he sang nothing could be the same again. Love
became the fashion: men and women vied with each other to create songs like Aimeric's, extalling the
virtues and graces of their loved ones. To keep the Structure of their civilization intact, their love had to be
adulterous, to have asits object someone not chosen by the family but by the lover, and therefore dmost
aways unconsummeated. They livedin a world of incredible tension. Love never faded because it went
unresolved for years, sometimes evenfor life.

Some of the authors of these songs, the troubadours, traveled through the south of France and
beyond, spreading their songs south into Spain and east into Italy. Other wandering performers, likethe
jugglerswho entertained Lord Raimon and his court, picked up the songs of the troubadours and carried
them even farther; they became known asjongleurs.

Thetalesgrew longer, more daborate. Every story of lovein the Western world was called into



being by thewager of Desire and her lover: Tristan and Iseult, Romeo and Juliet, Prince Charming and
Seeping Beauty, Hollywood tearjerkers and Gothic noves. Lives were ennobled, and liveswere ruined,
because peopletried to live up to an ided that wasinvented hundreds of years before they were born.
Andfor al this, too, Desire must bear the credit, or the blame.

Raimon was one of the few who understood how the world had changed. He saw that Aimeric,
through hismusic, had transcended desire, had turned it into something completely new. Heinsisted that
he had won the wager; daily he asked Desireto marry him, and daily she refused him. Hisarguments
grew more cunning, more philosophical, but Desire remained unconvinced. "Desreand love," shesad,
"arethesamething.”

As helistened to the songs of the troubadours and jongleurs Raimon became convinced that
what hefdt for Desire was love. He wondered how he and Desire could come together in passion every
night without her feding at least alittle of what he felt for her, wondered how she could dlow him every
intimacy but that one.

A year after he and Desire had made their wager, he woke and saw that she had gone. He
searched the castle for her, rode through the forest, sent out ridersto every city and townwithina
hundred miles. No one ever found her.

Hisvassalswererelieved. Now, at last, Lord Raimon would forget the strange woman who had
obsessed him; he would marry and beget heirs. But Ralmon never married. He hunted within the forest;
he visted Count Bertran and his wife. People noticed that he spoke agreat dedl to Bertran's clerk, the
man who sang such beautiful songs, but no one made anything of it. When he attended to the business of
his household it seemed that his mind was e sewhere. His vassas whispered that |ate a night he wrote

poetry.

Forty years after he met Desirein the forest Raimon lay dying. Hisvassas gathered around the
bed he had once shared with Desire. "He should have married and had children," one of them said softly.
"They say now that the castle and lands will go to a son of Count Bertran.”

"No," Ramon said weskly.

Hismen looked at him in surprise; they had not thought that he could hear them, or that he was
dert enough to speak. "What isit, my lord?"

"I could not have married. | stayed faithful to her al my life, evenif shewas not faithful to me.
Loveisthe srongest thing intheworld. You see” he said, closing his eyes, "I won the wager.”

EACH DAMP THING
BarbaraHambly

BarbaraHambly bustlesfrom placeto place, like ahurricane with a sense of purpose. She isa
fine and funny noveligt, and | met her when we were Guests of Honor together at the British
Easter Convention, some years ago. | kept introducing her to people. She returned the favor by
naming aplanetina Star Wars book after me; asaresult of which my twelve-year-old son
Micheel now thinksl may, possibly, be cool (although not as cool as| would beif | wereto
writea Sar Wars nove mysdf).

Barbarawas one of the few authorsto write a Sandman story set mostly in the Dreaming. Sweet
and sour itis, funny and scary too.

"I dreamt | dwelt in marble hals,

And each damp thing that creeps and crawls
Went wobble-wobble on thewdls."

—LEWIS CARROLL, "The Pdace of Humbug"

It was Cain'sfaullt, redly.
After dl the shouting was over, and the mess cleaned up, there was never any question about



that.

Part of Cain's problem wasthat he was genuinely the cleverer of the two brothers. His mind was
more complicated, and he was better at seeing benesth the surface of lies. Thus he knew that his mother
had always cared for hisyounger brother more than him—and how not, when he had been her first
experience of the humiliating sickness of pregnancy, the agony and travail of childbearing, and the pesky,
persistent labor of looking after infant, toddler, No and Why! By thetime Abel was born, she had gotten
somewhat used to it, and was able to relax, and love.

Cain never forgave ether of them.

Every time hekilled hisbrother, reenacting that first glorious, furious, sckening rage, Cain was
aware that whatever hedid, even in desth their mother would till love Abel best.

Thusin hisheart, Cain was dways looking for waysto manipulate the world around him, to gain
an advantage, to hold an edge.

And thusin the long dun-colored chaos season when the Lord of Dreams was held prisoner by
those who knew not what they did, and the palace of the Dreaming crumbled and withered in the winds
of Otherwhere, Cain could not forbear a cautious investigation of theruins,

He moved warily through the dense blocks of shadows, the falen stone doorways, and miles of
lightlessstair and corridor, for he knew some, at least, of the thingsimprisoned in the crypts. It istrue that
the King of Dreamsinvents nightmares. But it isaso true that he was put in charge of the Dreaming to
control the nightmaresthat ariseinto being from human minds, nightmares so powerful that should they
drink of the souls of their creators, and the souls of those with whom those creators share them, they
would grow until they devoured the world.

They say that King Morpheusis overconscientious, a workaholic, sacrificing dl thingsto the
proper performance of his duty.

He hasto be.

It iswhy he, and not any of hisbrothers or sisters, was chosen for this particular job.

There was adoorway that had not only been locked, but bricked across, so that only its marble
jambs and lintels stood out from the stone of thewall. But the brick and plaster that covered the door
were crumbling, asthe Dream King's strength was crumbling, ebbing, in hiscrysta prison. Bricks had
fdlen out, reveding hinges, and Cain found thet if he thrust alever—the world's most perfect cricket bat
that one Humbert Knowlseley had dreamed about in 1881, lying stored for some reason in anearby
room full of the echoes of monstrous fish—if he thrust this behind the bricks, they fdl out easily enough.

The wood around the hinges and lock had rotted away with the damp. Cain's foot made short
work of it.

And for dl that, there was nothing much in theroom. A good ded of dust. Patches of something
black on the plaster. A doorway in the opposite wall, likewise bricked over between marble lintddsand
jambs that had once been gilded—though the masonry held strong thistime despite dl Cainwith his
cricket bat could do.

And amirror, lying on atable.

The mirror's glass was painted over black.

Caintook it homewith him.

"Cuh-Cain, | think you should takeit back."

"If you'retrying to get credit for thinking, sponge-wit, you're not succeeding.” The razor blade
Cainwasusing made a horrible noise as he scraped at the paint. "Take it back and tell him what? That |
just happen to have this hanging about, five years after hisreturn?Y ou know how heisabout hiscrummy
little bits of things."

"B-But he'saway from home right now." Abel wrung his plump hands. Sweat stood out on his
round face, not only because Cain's dark little basement workshop was hot with the flame of the gadights
Cain preferred. There were alot of sharp objects down there. "I wuh-wastaking to Matthew this
afternoon up a the cave..."

Caindewed in hischair, pae hazd eyes glittering behind his spectacles ashelooked up at his



brother, and Abel stumbled back a pace, hand to his mouth in guilt. Cain knew Abel spent agood deal

of time a the Raven Lady's cave, and didn't likeit one bit. But he only said, "Why the hdl do you think

I'm cleaning thisthing up now? Instead of |last week when | dug it out when | was cleaning the attic? By
the time he comes back I'll have finished with it. There”

He sat back, and held the mirror up. Therewas still black paint around the edges of the plain
glver frame, but the circle of glass, ahandspan broad, was clear.

It reflected only Cain'sthin face, the aggressive jut of the reddish beard, the maniac
Spectacle-gleam.

"Hmf," sniffed the Son of Adam. "Now what the hell is it supposed to do?’

"Um," said Abdl hesitantly. "Uh ... Look behind you. Not in this room," he added, as his brother
started to glance over hisshoulder. "In that one.”

Cain angled the mirror. Behind him, reflected in the glass, was not the damp confines of his
workroom, with its glittery tools grinning from the rough-cast walls, but the dark little chamber in the
forgotten crypt of Dream's paace, faded gilt gleaming on the worn marblelintels of the bricked-up door.

"Fascinating." Cain dug around in hisworkbox for another mirror. "I wonder how much of the
room we can see?"

"Cuh-Cuh-Cain, | think ..."

"You think?" Cain'svoice scaed shill as heturned on hisbrother in fury. ™Y ou haven't had a
thought in your life, you microcephdic cretin! Now shut up and hold this™

Trembling, Abel obeyed, backing to the opposite wall with alarge shaving mirror in hishands
while hiselder brother moved and shifted the sllver dream-mirror back and forth, to see every corner of
the hidden room.

"Fascinaing," whispered Cain again. "Do you seeit?"

Abd saw. Sweet was rolling down his plump cheeks. "Cuh-Cain, | don't think you should ..."

Reflected in the second mirror, there were no bricksin the gilded doorway. Only darkness, and
the suggestion of acorridor leading back.

"Shut up!" screamed Cain. "Let's see if we can see anything down that hall.”

"No." Abdl st the shaving mirror on anearby bench. "We shouldn't be..."

"Don't you tell me what | should or shouldn't do!" Cain whirled on him, face white with rage.
"How dare you...?'

Abd fdl back againg the wall, raising his handsto protect his head, knowing what was coming.

A crowbar seemed to spring of itsdf from therack into Cain's hand.

"Cain, no...!"

Cain kicked aside Abd's body as he came back down the cdllar steps. Even dead, he reflected, his
brother was a nuisance, an unwiddy lump of suet dwaysin his way....

He carried the large, camel-backed mirror from the dining room buffet. This he set up on his
workbench— carefully wiping the blood off his hands—and placed a branch of candleswherethelight
would fal clearly onit. Then he arranged the shaving mirror, and findly picked up the dresm-mirror,
holding it by the framein both hands as he moved it in relation to the other two, trying to cast thelight of
the candles down the corridor that stretched beyond that narrow door.

He stopped. A trick of thelight?

The movement of the candle flame in the draft of the door.

Had to be.

He went over and shut the door. The candle flames burned straight up. He picked up the mirror
agan.

No. There was something moving in the dark of the corridor. Trickling dong thefloor.

Water? He squinted, moved carefully—so as not to disturb the alignment of the
reflections—closer. Thicker than water. It glistened with a queer vileness on the sonefloor asit trickled
out into the bricked-up room where the mirror had been, glimmered alittle in the dark.



Cain stepped back quickly, amost tripping over his brother's corpse, and set the camel-backed
mirror down. He went and turned the shaving mirror to the wal, then picked up the dream-mirror and
looked into it directly.

Over his shoulder, he saw the shadowed doorway still open ... and something oozing in athick
pus-colored stream along the wall and out into the center of the room, whereit gathered into afaintly
shining pooal.

The pool began to dir.

"Get up!" Cain kndlt beside Abel's body, dapped the waxen cheeks.

Painfully, agonizingly, in the sagging mess of abroken socket, one brown eye pried itself open.

"We're going to the palace.

Though hisjaw was broken and most of histeeth knocked out, Abel managed to say, "Now?"

Oskar Dreyer jolted out of deep sweating. It wasn't S0 very late; outside he could hear the buzz of traffic
adong the Mariahilferstrasse, and the dim, tinny voices of the television in the next gpartment. Not so very
laeat dl.

He had had the most peculiar dream. An American film, hethought—Dracula, wasn't that
absurd? Dracula, and that little man gtting in hismadhouse cdll, eating flies and begging for abird to eat,
abird or akitten. The blood isthelife, hed said. The blood isthelife.

But that wasn't true.

All lifewasthelife.

Oskar Dreyer was suddenly, desperately hungry.

Upon hisreturn from hisimprisonment, Dream had remade his palace, the center and heart of the
Dreaming, but it was along process. Much was recrested asit had been—as it had always been—but
there were hdls and towers that never came back from the dust, and gardens where weed and vine
continued to devour, unchecked, the old statues and archways that had once decorated them, much as
certain conversations, unremembered for thirty years, return to consciousness embellished with
unexpected ramifications upon the rediscovery of old letters, old ticket stubs, old jewelry or scarves.
Dream had been very tired upon hisreturn, and later, had had other matters to which to attend.

The library was one of those places that had been refound, after being lost for decades. Even
years|ater, Lucien, thelibrarian, was till counting and recatal oging the books, making sure they till said
what they had said before Dream's disgppearance and making note of the ones that didn't. When a
knock sounded on the library door he was lecturing the shade of a stout white-haired woman whom he
had encountered in the stacks—

"Disappeared, Sr?" she was saying. "When disappeared? |'ve been coming here reading every
night for the past sixty-two years. Y ou're not going to send me away?' Her bright blue eyesfilled with
tears. "l haven't finished Plato's comedies!”

"No," said Lucien soothingly. "No, of course not, Mrs. Norton. Er—Y ou don't happen to
remember where Lennon's novels are shelved, do you? | can't seemto find... Yes?'

"It'sme, Sr," said avoice from down thelong aides of sheves "Can."

He had Abel with him in awhedbarrow. Abel showed every sign of having been recently deed,
but wasdowly reviving and trying to Sit up. In the whedbarrow aso were Goldie, the daffodil yellow
baby gargoyle, and a silver-backed mirror.

"| think—er—I'm afraid there might be sometrouble, sir.” Cain jerked anervouslittle haf bow.
"You see, | found this mirro—uh—on the road between my house and the Shifting Zones, and when |
looked init | saw a room herein the paace and—wadll, | thought you ought to know about this."

He handed Lucien themirror. The whitish, gleaming pool had widened until it touched the feet of
theamadl table on which the mirror had origindly lain, and the table now lay, haf-melted, initsmidst. The
patches of black mildew on thewall had changed, swollen and thick, their dark bristles beaded with what
looked, in the shadows, like blood. The ooze had trickled out among the broken bricksin the corridor,
and atiny night-fright—of thekind that ran squeaking through the bottommost foundations of Dream'’s



realm—had become trapped in it, struggling frenziedly asthe flesh was eaten from its odd-shaped bones.

It took alot to scare Cain. He was scared now.

Thetal librarian's pale eyes skewered him from behind the round spectacle lenses. "And how do
you know this room isherein the paace?'

"Uh.." explained Can.

"Do you know whereit is? How to get there?!

Abel waslooking up a him pleadingly but didn't say a word, possibly because his jaw hadn't
heded yet.

"I've seen it on maps,” said Cain. "l think | can locateit agan.”

"Awrp?' sad Goldie.

There are, of course, no maps of the palace of the Dream King. Thisis becausethe vast hals, the
colonnades of porcelain and glass, the gardens where it is aways sunset, or summer night, or the
e ghteenth century, move around. Dream never getslog. If othersdo, it is not his concern. Sometimes
new hdls, new chambers, new gardens appear. In the vaults of the palaceit is worse.

Reptile dreams. Hindbrain dreams. Eyes-in-the-darkness dreams.

"Didn't we come here before?" whispered Cain, as Lucien held historch high. Rillarsradiated in
al directions, pillarsof different marbles, different stones, their time-eroded capitals cut in different
patterns where they supported the brickwork of the vaults. Sty dust stifled their footfdls, and the
darknesswas like amiser's greed, al-encompassng, swalowing even the torch'sred light. The sound of
feet, frenziedly running; athin giggle dying away in the dark.

"We came down those stairs before," said thelibrarian in hischilly voice. "Not the samething at
dl.We.."

“Luden!”

The girl'svoice sounded terrified. Lucien turned, avery tdl thin manin prim bluelivery,
gpectacles shining like moonsin the dark. Between the pillarsin the direction in which they had comethe
doorway wasjust visble, a narrow dit high in the darkness of thewall, and like afirefly a seed of light
bobbed and shivered down the long steep drop of therail-less stair. Lucien, Cain, and Abel— now on
hisfeet and carrying Goldie on one still-did ocated shoulder—were at the bottom of the stair when the
little brown df-girl reached it.

"Lucien, it's—there's something terrible happening in the Hall of the Warriord"

"TheHdl of theWarriord" cried Cainindarm.

Lucien said aword Cain hadn't thought Lucien knew.

After you've had afight-dream, pounding or clubbing Them—usudly with maddening impotence,
or wegpons that break, or blowsthat don't connect... Ever wonder where They go?

The lights were quenched in that big, smelly barroom when Lucien threw open the door. The only
illumination came, hideoudy, from the walls themselves, from the tables that were sinking aready into the
gppdling softness that was the floor; even the panding on the walls was beginning to run, trickling
sckeningly from benegth the bare-breasted pinups and old motorcycle shop calendars.

The screaming was hdllish, the smell beyond belief.

They must have been watching one of the dancers on the narrow mirrored wakway behind the
bar, and not seen the walls begin to bleed, and shift, and change. They were, mostly, haf-drunk. The
suddenly mollient floor gripped ther boots, tripping them if they tried to flee, holding them when they tried
to rise, drinking them, drinking them, pulling the flesh off their bones asthey tried to rip clear their ams
and legs....

Someone at the bar who hadn't checked his weapon wasfiring asemi-auto wildly, bullets
gpattering everywhere; a Crusader was hacking at the gelatinous bands that held him to thewall and
shrieking asthey bled and heredlized it was his own flesh, hisown veins, hewas cutting....

Under Lucien's hand, the doorknob turned suddenly soft and warm. Lucien jerked free and
legped back, palm bloody—the wholewall on the outside of the Hall of the Warriors was sarting to
drip, shapes bulging and blistering fromit.

"Wherésthe Magter?' cried the df-girl Nuaa. "Earth?’



"Worse. The Realm of Order ..."

"I hope he packed asandwich,” said Cain. "Even Hell has better food."

"MOTHERFUCKING NAZI PIGS!" shrieked avoice from within the Hall, and there was
another spattering of gunfire

A thousand tiny pockmarks puffed in the wet gorp that had been the corridor wall, and in unison
they shifted, moved.... "Well dl be one. Well dl be one. Thetime will come and well al beone...."

Near them thewall bulged out suddenly into ahuge shape, like one of the ugly little dust-bunny
frightsthat hide under children's beds, but blown up to dmost man-size: squid, roach, orchid of one of
the more repellent varieties. ...

"All life" it said, from awoman'sred lipsinitsbely. "All lifeisredly one greet continuum.”

Lucien and the others backed hagtily away. "Matthew,” said Lucien. "Maithew will be ableto
reach him." Nuaa ran across the hall to the long window, leaned out, and cried the raven'sname. "In the
meantime we mugt... we must take stepsto isolate thiswing of the paace....”

"And just exactly what steps are those?' demanded Cain sarcadticdly.

Jamilla Beyaz wondered what in the name of al Crestion she was doing dreaming about going to the
maosque. Since shed moved up to Istanbul from Ankara and gotten ajob in the Posta Minigtry shed
vidted amosgue maybe hdf adozen times—shetried to be agood Modem, of course, but she
consdered it possble without wearing vellsand letting someimam tdl her how to run her life. Thiswas
the twentieth century, after all.

But here she was, knedling in the women's section of the Blue Mosque, crowded shoulder to
shoulder with those veiled women in the black polyester chaddurs she saw in the marketsin the old part
of thecity....

And the place wasjammed. Filled, asif it were Ramadan ...

She couldn't see who was reading, up in the mimber, under the rings of low-hanging lamps. But
she could hear him, hear what he was saying, hisvoicefilling thetiled swell of the domes.

"Weared| apart of one another,” hewas saying. "All lifeisdl life, one great continuum. We are
al of one another. We must become one another if anyoneisto be happy.”

And to her horror, dl the men packed, kneeling, on the carpets before her turned to one another
and began to bite one another—eat one another—tearing off bleeding hunks of flesh. Jamillasprang to
her feet, sckened, appaled; the women in the little boxlike dcove were faling on one another, tearing
with their teeth, their hands.... Bloody mouths, bloody fingers. One man afew feet from therailing
twisted, ripped the head off another. Blood fountained forth and the head said, "We are dl one. We are
dlone..."

Jamillawoke, gasping, trembling in the dark. Beside her, her husband Pierre rolled over, blinked
at her. "What?' he asked.

She didn't know why she had the words on her lips as shed come out of her dream, but she
repeated them now. "Wearedl| one" she said.

"Can you muh-move the rooms?"' asked Abdl. "Puh-put the bad ones dl in one place?'

"The bad ones are already dl in one place, fatwit!" Cain backed another few hasty steps down
the hdl asthe softening wall bulged and blistered again, birthing in a kind of obscene bas-relief more
frights, big ones, this time: closet-mutterers, cellar-groaners, attic-knockers. Thefird fright, ill
whispering about dl life, dl life, was dowly drawing out from thewall, veins bulging in the bands of flesh
that fill held it to the wood of the pandling.

"What thefiretruckin' hell... 7' Matthew the raven swept in through the window Nuaa had
opened, saw the things—the movement, the shifting farther down the hall—and veered to land on
Lucien'sshoulder. Lucien and his party had backed a considerable distance from the door of the Hall of
the Warriors. The door itself was melting now, flowing down to join the squishy, flocculent mass of the
floor, and from the putrid-glowing dark within came only the mutter of men'svoices, "We aredl one. We
aredl one...."



"Get Lord Morpheus. Quickly.”

Feet thundered past them—no bodies, just running pairs of feet. Those dreams about footstepsin
the dark haveto live somewhere, too. With them fled the Lightswitch Thing, pausing only long enough to
extinguish thetorch Lucien till carried in hishand.

Matthew flapped for the window again. With awet snap and a spattering of blood, the
roach/squid fright pulled free of thewals, manifested apair of rubbery wings, and sprang in pursuit, far
faster than one would have thought such athing could move.

The other frights pulled free amoment later. Eydess, they turned as one and lunged at thelittle
group inthe halway.

"Thisway!" ydled Cain suddenly, turning and plunging down the hdll.

Of course the Lightswitch Thing had locked most of the doors.

The frights were boneless, amorphous, but they moved fast, with the veering scuttle of mice and
roaches across bedroom floors, the juddering bounce of enormous crickets, and they muttered and
sgueaked and hissed asthey came. Cain and the others veered through a bank of school lockers, where
the gym clothes and books and final exams sedled in those combinati onless cubbyholes were mdting,
flowing out under the cracks, to form pulpy white spidersthat crawled in adevouring mass over the
screaming archetype of a math teacher, and even asthey fled past, Cain heard the man's screaming
change... "OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD WE ARE ONE LIFE ISONE..."

"The Sat Garden!" cried Lucien, understanding.

The squeaking, grasping frights were on their heels as they plunged through the cold white rock
of the colonnade that surrounded the place. The fugitives shoes keened thinly on the combed crystaline
waves of the sdlt, the dunes shaped around the bare black bones of codl. It wasadwaysday in the Salt
Garden, hard and cruel and hot, and the ground smelled of bitter Sterility, of the death locked up in every
necessity of life.

Thefrightsfell, wailing, to the ground, and began to shrivd.

"Fill your pockets" yelled Cain, ripping off hiscoat and throwing it down. "Fill your clothes,
damnit...!" Hekndt to scrape the bitter crystalsin piles onto the cloth. "Take off that stupid scarf of
yours, bitch...."

Nuaalooked up, startled, as shadows crossed the burning noon sun and Matthew plunged down
toward them, shrieking, "Get under cover!”

Flabby, flapping, dripping asthey flew, the dirty-colored thingsfollowed himin adumsy, deadly
swift horde.

Caintried to spring to hisfeet and tripped on his coat; Abd caught him by the arm, dragged him
after them as the foul, pinkish creatures dropped out of the air toward them. Cain hurled thewhole
coatful of salt at them, but they parted like aflock of batsto let it through, regathering to strike ...

Thefrights hit the door of the hdl on the far Sde of the garden with asoggy splat asLucien
dammed it, shot the bolt. The heavy oak panelsimmediately began to soften.

"Organic,” panted Lucien. It was night herein therest of the palace. He produced a match to
rekindle historch. "They—it—can absorb anything organic.”

"That's what they've been saying, isn't it?" demanded Cain, brushing the sdt from hisknees.
"And let go of me, birdorain." He pulled hisarm free of Abdl's steadying grasp. " So what's your story?"
He cocked an eye at Matthew.

"Too many," panted the raven. "Coming out of every window—Jesus, take alook at the palace!
It looks like the whole southern side of it'scaving in...."

"The Stone Tower," said Lucien. "We can go through the stables ..." He turned toward a door at
thefar end of the Painted Chamber, but even as he spoke it was opened, and the Fashion Thing came
through, panting and scared, with old Mrs. Norton from thelibrary, il clutching a book, in her wake.

"It'sinthe gtables" said the Fashion Thing, shaking dl over at what she had seen there. Shewas
into neo-sixties these days, a Cardinoid ripoff made of clear vinyl and dabs of brushed stedl, probably
the only thing that had saved her, black hair (thisweek, anyway) brushed dick againg her skull, lipstick
now no whiter than her frightened face. "It's ... the things from the Hall of the Warriors ... They're tearing



up the horses. Eating them. Eating each other.” She shuddered, and pressed her hand to her mouth.
"They caught... some of the other servants. ..."

"Isthere another way through?' asked Abdl.

Mrs. Norton pulled her pink quilted housecoat more closely around her throat. "Perhaps Lord
Raven saw from theair which way is safest”?"

"Not 'Lord, " corrected Matthew modestly, preening &t his breast fegthers. "And yeah. Through
the Sunset Terrace il looked safe.”

"And with all the trees and plants aong there, won't we bein fine shapeif itsnot?' retorted Cain
savagdly.

"Y ou wannastay here?'

Thewet door manifested asmall intestine and anumber of hands, and awoman's face that smiled
and said, "But dl lifeisone. We are dl redly eements of the same thing. It's only natura—it'sonly right
—that we al come together...."

"Hishelmet,” said Abdl, as L ucien opened the door did led through Teddy Bear Hell and thusto
the Sunset Terrace.

The otherslooked a him.

"If Duh-Dream went to the Realm of Order, he won't have his helmet. When he cuh-comes back
here, thuhthuh-they'll be waiting for him."

"Let'sdiscussthisin the next room," suggested the Fashion Thing. Thewalls of the Painted
Chamber were plastered adobe, but the massive window shutters and sills were wood, and had begun to
pulse and bleed and put forth tongues that wagged drippily, trying to form words. Thick streams of
pinkish matter were beginning to creep in under the shutters and benesth the door.

Lucien bolted the door behind them—wood aso. The teddy bears had fled. The room held only
darknesswithin itsline of candy cane pillars, darkness and athick smell of peppermint, kapok, and
unicorn piss.

"His quarters are on the other sde of the library this week," said Lucien quietly. They dl looked
at each other. Thelibrary was, at present, very closeto the Hall of the Warriors.

"It hasto be done," said Nudahesitantly. "1 mean he ... he won't stland a chance.”

"Whoever goes after it won't stand achance, ether,” retorted Cain.

"Thisisserious," said Lucien. "Quite apart from the danger to oursalves, what is going to
happen when this thing breaks out of the Dreaming? When it enters human consciousness? At the
moment, Dream isthe only one who can stop it... if it does not destroy him."

"l... Il go," offered Mrs. Norton hesitantly. "If you'll tell mewhat it isthat I'm looking for and
how to get there"

Thetal man turned to her. "It isahelmet wrought of the bones of forgotten gods,” he said.
"Long, narrow, covering thewhole head ... But we would not ask that of you, Madame. Y ou are aguest
inthishouse" Heglared a Cain and Abd. "l am manifestly againgt asking it of either of the two young
ladies, for that matter.”

Cansad, "Well draw straws.”

Abd got the short one. Abdl always got the short one, when Cain was holding the straws.

"Will you cuh-carefor Goldie?" he asked Caintimidly, handing him thetiny gargoylethat had
clung, dl this time, to his shoulder. "Will you muh-make sure nothing happensto her?!

"Sure, sure," said Cain, not liking the look of the bolted door behind them. "Now we'd better get
going...."
"Awrk?' Goldie struggled in Cain'sgrip as Abel cautiously unbolted the door back into the
Painted Chamber, peered into the heaving dark. There still seemed to be a way across one corner of the
dime-coated terra-cotta floor to the door that led back to the colonnade around the Salt Garden....

"No, honey, you stay with us," said Mrs. Norton, catching thetiny creature as Goldie |esped
from Cain'sgrip, tried to follow Abel through the door. Cain and Lucien were hurrying them aong,
horribly aware of how quickly the threat was moving through the padace. "Oh ... !"

Goldie sprang down from Mrs. Norton's hands, raced at afleeting toddle through the half-open



door. "Oh, no, come back, sweetheart... "
Cain grabbed the woman by the wrist and dragged her &ter him.

Bert Blaine walked the dleys around Leicester Square in the darkness, looking at the girls. Dirty dlits, the
lot of them; ten pounds and they treat you like they're doin' you agreat bloody favor—wasn't awomanin
the world who didn't think she had asolid gold wazoo, asthe Yanks at the yard said. Well, hed been
paid and he had ten quid, and some was better than another night with Five-Finger Mary....

Thought they were o hot. Well, one night hed show 'em. Generaly he did dap 'em around a
little, just to let ‘em know who was the boss, but it crossed his mind now that it would be finer—it would
be more fun—if... if...

Jesus, what in hell was he thinking! He shoved the thought aside, but it came creeping back.

There was a chap held met insde once, amerein Africa, nobody had messed with him. Big
bloke with the devil'sown smile. "Ever egt long pig?' held asked him once. "Holed up in the bush, or
under fire... itain't bad.”

"What," Bert had asked, "you ... what? Draw straws?"'

And the big bloke had grinned. "Not while you got the ladies of the regiment around, you don't,"
he'd said, and winked. In awhisper he'd added, " Gets your money back, you does."

Why did hethink of that?

And why didn't it bother him?

"Dear God." Lucien pressed hishand to hismouthin horror.

The Dream King has many servants. Some he has taken from unremembered dreams of
humankind, or has wrought to serve in those dreams; others have been given to him, likethe df Nuala, as
gifts by the monarchs of Realms other than his own. Othersyet, no one has the dightest idea how they
cameinto his service—perhaps not even they.

Driven from the paace, they had fled to the long terrace that forms its western edge, where the
sunset had failed and the sky above lay hard and starless and utterly black asthe night at the bottom of
the sea. And there they were devoured.

Whitish, glowing, flaccid as dirty mushrooms, the frights birthed by the thing within the pal ace had
taken the forms of that which it had aready eaten, but changed and shifting, amoebalike. Rats heads
formed like buboes out of the gelid bodies of spiders, or parts of spiders; skulls bled out of their earsand
nogtrils asthey tore mouthfuls of Morpheusswarriors, serving-women, grooms. Caught in the sticky
muck to which dl grass, dl wood, dl fabric had been transformed, the servants could only scream for
hdp asther flesh wastorn from their bones, and al the while the dripping tongues, the gaping pock-pits,
the open esophagi and veins of the thing around them kept saying, "We eat, and we become one. Y ou
are becoming one of us. Youll thank usfor this; you'll thank us...."

Likefilthy rubber squids, or the gross spawn of the unspeskabl e deep, the flying frights came
sweeping out of the sky.

"Runfor it!" screamed Matthew, and Cain, and Lucien, and the women ran.

They reached the door of the Stone Tower at the terrace'sfar end barely ahead of their pursuers,
dammed it, bolted it, only to redlize that the door was made of dragon bone and gargoyle tooth ... harder
than forged stedl, but organic asthe wood. "Dream, you pea-brained idiot!" screamed Cain, asthey
climbed the twisting stair, heard the soft, nasty drip of the door transmuting, the thick trickles of matter
seeping under it and flowing, one step at atime, up the stone sairs.

"Sateshingles" Lucien wasenumerating asthey climbed, "iron bars on thewindows..." The
orangelight of historch jolting grimily over thewalls, cast huge drunken shadows on the curve of the
walls, the spird of thelow ceiling curling ever upward. "Narrow mesh ..."

The window bars were close-st, but the frights that clung to them, gibbering, thrust greedy,
probing tentacles through, like tongues, or grasping gargoyle hands. The faint light of them wasadirty
phosphorescence in the dark chamber, and glowing dime dripped from them, running in thin streams
down the stone of thewall. Lucien strode from window to window, thrugting with historch, and thesmdl



of roasted flesh, of the charred drops of matter that fell to the stone floor, filled the room with a choking
gtench. Cain and Nuaakindled other torches from the holders around the walls and helped him, while
Mrs. Norton and the Fashion Thing clung together near the dragon horn door of the upper chamber,
listening to the sea-surge of voices crying in chorus below.

We are one. We will be one. All lifeis one with us, with you .. .

Then the thingsfell awvay from the windows. Outsde there was a horrible cacophony of wet
flopping, avast stench, and thefaint, sickly glow of them shifted over the faces of those within as
hundreds of them circled the tower...

And flew away.

Cautioudy, Lucien stepped close to the window.

They had merged into asingle, monstrous, filthily shimmering cloud, heading in the direction of the
Shifting Zones.

Lucien sad softly, "He'scoming.”

"I won't let you take her!" Charlotte van der Berg screamed. "' won't!" She seized her daughter from her
crib, clutched her closeto her breast, and Boetie—scum, pig, Boer chauvinist that held turned out to be
under that modern Jo'berg businessman front—grabbed the baby's feet and pulled, trying to drag Renata
from her arms. Charlotte clung tighter, the baby screaming in shrill uncomprehending pain.

Charlottefinaly ripped her away from Boetie, ran ... ran through the house, which like dl houses
in nightmare was dark, with impossible numbers of rooms, halls, doorways. Boetie's footfalls thundered
on the wooden floors behind her; she heard him blundering againgt walls, cursing in Afrikaans, "Hoor!
Swine! Kaffir-lover!"

Shethrew hersef into acloset, thelittle girl clutched to her breast. "1 won't let you take her," she
whispered franticaly. "1 won't et him take you from me, my darling, my darling. Youremine, dl mine....
Youll forever be mire...."

And dowly, ddiberately, she pulled the arm off her child, and began to et.

"NO!" Charlotte van der Berg convulsed, sitting up, gasping as she fumbled at the bedside lamp.
Damn him, she thought, damn Bostie for invading even her degp with hisdamn divorce settlement, his
damn custody battle. She sank back on the pillows, trembling. She couldn't—she couldn't let him take
Renata. Not her daughter. Not and bring her up to be as closed-minded, bigoted, viciousas he.

The child was hers. Hers.

She got to her feet, sumbled across the hot, stuffy little gpartment bedroom to where the infant
lay degping.

Before I'd let himtake her, I'd... I'd...

Mad thoughts flitted through her mind. Insane thoughts that made sense. She'd keep her. Always.
They would dways be one.

She stayed standing by the crib, staring down at the child insde, for alongtime.

* k% % *

In the dark of the Shifting Zones, Dream floated like arag of midnight borne by the winds.

Hewastired. Kilderkin, the Manifestation of Supreme Order, was predictable and ostensibly not
to be feared, but the endlessintensvelegdism, the meticulous pilpul of splitting rulesinto finer rules,
definitionsinto yet more exacting definitions, exhausted him, and in hisheart he understood intuitively thet
the Manifestation of Supreme Order did not approve of him. Kilderkin would not, on its own, attempt to
imprison or destroy Dream. But he was aware that the Manifestation—or any of its numerous
sub-Manifestations or sub-sub-Manifestations—might a any time be manipulated in some complex game
played by one of the younger Endless, by Desire or Despair.

And then he would have to beware.

Helet the night carry him on its back.

A glow inthe sky, aswirling lift, like the Milky Way surrounding him.



Far ahead of him he saw the Gates of Horn and Ivory, the boundaries of hisrealm, and knew,
suddenly, that something was amissthere. Amissin the Dreaming ... voices crying hisname...

And hewas enfolded in the stench of athousand desths.

He made one dropping plunge through the air to avoid them, but for al their—its—many-bodied
cdumgness, it wasfadt. It wasdl over him, clinging, sticky, vile, burning hisrobes, chewing the flesh of his
bare arms—acid, ants, rats. Theweight of it fell about him, smote him out of the air and they plunged
together, it mouthing him asthey fell, and they smashed into the dry rock of the Shifting Zoneswith a
force that would have crushed a human's bones.

It was huge, bearing him down when hetried to rise. He clawed the Stuff out of hiseyeswheniit
gnawed, digging, at the sockets, toreit from his mouth and nose asit covered him in asuffocating wave.
He saw the bones of hisown hand, hisown arm as he tried to thrash free of it, tried to summon his
power to him through the hissng yammer that clogged hismind. We are one, we are one, all life will be
one.... It seemed to him that he was being buried under half amountainside of maggots, each maggot
opening itslittle brown-red mouth and whispering, We are one ... and the next second he wasripping the
half-rotted, chewing skull of one of his own dream-warriors off hishand.

It wasn't hisflesh it wanted but hismind, hisbeing— the mind that was ripped, scattered, invaded
by the seasurge of the voices....

"My lord!"

A voicethat was not one with those others. A shapein the crowding chaos of shapes, afleshless
skull inwhich one eye till remained, blood streaming down the eaten bones...

"My lord!"

Torn handsfdling gpart held out to him hishe met.

Abd had had alot of practice being dead.

A sguesk like the note of ahigh-pitched bell. As he put on the helmet, through the curved
cabochon eyes Dream saw Abe—what was eft of Abe—turn, hold out one hand, cry despairingly
"Goldie!" asthetiny speck of brightnessfluttered awkwardly toward him....

Then agluey skeleton fist shot from the muck, caught the flying speck of gold, and crushed it like
aripe strawberry in acrunching of bone.

"Goldig"

"THAT ISENOUGH! "

With the helmet on hishead, the hard cool curving bones of gods who had been worshiped by
the races preceding humankind protecting hismind, the hellish charivari of the attacker ceased. Dream's
mind focused, his power focused, to cold laser light, doughing dl that had been doneto hisflesh ...
gathering to him theimmense and terrifying power of the Dreaming. He rose up among theglowing dime,
the clawing tentacles and talons, and cried again in the voice of power, " THAT ISENOUGH!"

He raised his hands, fleshlessto the elbows, and the stars flashed through the bones of them. The
dien power swirled around him, tearing a him, awhirlpool of shining mist, and through the eyes of the
helmet hewas able to see how much of its substance had been taken from his servants, hisream, his
creation. They had been turned againgt him. Reaching out, he caled forth his strength, to wrest them
back.

Very quiet, hesaid, "Cease."

The glowing muck surged asif with the release of gas, then fell till. He stood for along time,
brown ooze clinging, dark and dirty as old blood, to the rags of hisrobe, to hisbody, to hishandswhich
hung now whole and hedled at hissides.

The entireworld was slent.

Dream reached up, took off his helm, and shook the dime-dripping hair out of hiseyes. Under
darlight the hard earth of the Shifting Zones looked like a place upthrust from the floor of the sea, inches
deepinalayer of primordid filth through which rocks and dead trees projected like broken bones. There
was no movement anywhere. No howling voices. No greedy, al-absorbing pseudalife.

Dream waked over to where atiny chip of whitelay.

The bones of ababy gargoyle, broken, the flesh stripped away.



Dream took them up in his hand, stroked with hisforefinger the curve of thelittle skull. Thenfor a
timehe stood, atal pale man robed in torn rags of black, looking down at the perfect, golden creature
despingin hishand.

He went to kned by the gummed wreck of Abel's bones, passed his hand across them, and said,
"Abd?'

"Muh-My lord?"

"Meep?' sad Goldie.

"Profanity is not going to help us, young man!™

It had been so long since anybody had called Cain "young man" that he only stared a Mrs.
Norton in furious shock, unableto reply. Pressed to the stone of the wall between the two windows,
Lucien, Cain, and Nuada had dternated in stepping forward and thrusting with their torches at the
ever-thickening tentacles of glowing oozethat crept in under the dowly dissolving door. Twicethey'd hed
to burn out the pools that were forming, taking shape into knots of things that might have been serpents
or entrails, and the room was thick with smoke. Wet, heavy, likefilthy curtains, thefrights clung to the
window bars again, reaching in with glowing tendrils, and Nuala dashed at a groping tube with amouth
and eyesthat wriggled toward her dong the stone of thewall.

"Any suggestions asto what to do when these brands are exhausted?' The torches had burned
short; the flame on Lucien'swas dmost touching his hand, and his deeve was charred. Sweat plastered
thelibrarian's gingery hair to hisface; he pushed up his spectacles more firmly onto his nose, and added,
"Technicdly spesking, Mr. Cain, | might point out to you that the mark you bear on your forehead
protects you from any man's hand raised againgt you.... | doubt it will save you fromthis.”

"I think | want to wake up," said Mrs. Norton unsteadily, as aglowing spider leg the length of a
man'sarm groped inches from her face. "Thisis the most extraordinary going-to-the-library dream I've
ever hadinmy life, but | think I'd like to go home now."

"Will it... er ..." Nualagulped. "If that thing were to ... to devour Cain ... would it then be
Protected? From everyone?'

The door softened, shifted. Running with blood, a woman's face appeared, smiling, and a
hundred tongues lolled out from the puckering surface around her. "We will dl be one," she said, and
gmiled. Theflesh ran down off her face; her eyesfell out and turned into thin cregpers of fluid trickling
toward Lucien'sfeet. "Wewill dl be one”

Lucien bent and seared the cregpersinto stinking worms of ash, gasped and tried to maneuver
thefew inches of burning wood in his hand to something that wouldn't scorch him every time he bent
down.

"| fear, MissNuda," he said, "that we are about to find thet out.”

The door dropped off its hingesin sodden chunks. A great ground swell of pus heaved through,
then spent itself, flaccid, on the floor only haf ayard from their feet.

Itlay till. It was dready turning dark, rotting and settling into awet residue of harmlessdime,
With an indescribable sound, the frights plastered over the windows released their hold, and fell.

Silencefilled the room. The stench was unbdlievable.

"| trust,” said Dream's voice from the doorway, "that thereisan explanation for al of this?"

His boots made no sound in the rotting muck of the floor. His robe hung damp and torn on his
thin frame, and under thefilth-streaked black toude of hishair his eyes were very angry indeed.

"Boss!" croaked Matthew's voice from the window. "Damn, I'm glad to see you—"

Dream snapped hisfingers. Matthew fell silent at once.

From thefolds of hisrobe, Dream produced a silver-framed mirror. "1 found this downstairs," he
sad. "In Cain'swhed barrow."

"|l—er—" sammered Cain. "l came acrossit..."

"I know exactly where you must have come acrossit.” Hisvoice waslikeiron pipein winter,
that tears the skin off ahuman hand. Eyes dark asthe dag of falled stars turned on Cain, who sank to his
knees, hisface pressed to thefloor.



"Eight hundred years ago | came close to being destroyed, binding that thing, chaining it when a
stupid and irrespongble wizard first summoned that particular variety of solipsstic nightmare into materia
form." When Dream was angry hisvoice becameterrifyingly quiet. "I bricked it up in the bottommost
crypts of my palace so that it could never wreak its havoc on humanity again. Thereits heart, its essence,
isimprisoned once more.”

He held up the mirror, and in it could be seen the gilded lintdls, the bricks between them not only
whole, but layered as they had aways been with cobweb and dust.

"I will not have my secrets meddled with."

"No," whispered Cain, clenched hands pressed together. "No, my lord. | swear, my lord, I..."

"Slence." Heturned to the others: Lucien, Nuaa, Mrs. Norton, the Fashion Thing. Y ou dl may
go." Asthey filed past him helaid ahand on the librarian'sarm, looked up into the sweat-stresked face.
"Thank you, Lucien.”

"I'm only glad to seeyou survived, my lord. "  Alone, he turned back to Cain. ""Son of Adam,"
he said, and held out his hand palm down, "for that which you have done, | condemnyou ..."

"Muh-my lord?" Abd's chubby face appeared around what was | €ft of the door. "Puh-please ...
Cuh-Cuh-Cain didn't mean any harm.”

"What he meant," said Dream, each word cold and separate, "is no concern of mine. Leave us.
And bid your brother good-bye."

Abd took a step back, cradling thetiny gargoylein his hands, then inhaed, stiffened his
shoulders, and cameforward again. In his own way the Dream King, in hisanger, was much more
dangerous than Cain to cross.

"Muh-my lord ... | ask a... aboon. A g-gift. | did ... | did save you. Puh-Please. D-Dont...
D-Don't..." His voicefailed him, tongue-tied, and he stood biting hislip and gazing up a the thin, pae
measter of the Dreaming.

Dream looked from Abel to the wretched man groveling at hisfeet, then back at that round,
earnest face. He lowered his hand, and though there was no change in his countenance, he sounded
amog sad. "Isthistruly what you want, out of al that it isin my gift to give?'

"Y—Y—Y ..." He couldn't speak, but nodded so that hisdark thinning curls bounced on his
head.

Dream's eyesreturned to Cain. "Get up,” he said quietly. "Get amop. Have this palace clean by
morming."

"Yes, my lord. Certainly, my lord." Cain scampered for the door, pausing beside Abel only long
enough to hissvicioudy a him, "And | don't need you to fight my bettles for me, nitwit!"

And hewas gone.

"Cuh-Can...!"

Dream caught Abel'sarm, staying him as he would have gone through the ruined doorway after
him. "Hewill only kill you again," he said, in avoicelike the dark beyond the stars. Y ou know that."

"He muh-might change," said Abdl. "Oneday."

He broke free, and hurried down the twisting stairs after his brother, hisyelow gargoylein his
ams

THE BIRTH DAY
B. W. Clough

| met Brenda Clough in Washington at a Sgning, and it was avery long signing, and she had
waited with an agtonishingly patient infant son for hoursto get her books signed.

Thisstory arrived unsolicited, and is chronologicaly the earliest of thetdesin here. It's science
fiction, | think. Or maybe romance.

It was quite a new thing the band was planning, athing so new there was no namefor it yet. "I will think



of aname," Ikat promised her uncles. "It will be here ready when you al come back, triumphant.”

Her words were ddiberately well-omened. Uncle Rav winked at her—therewere no flieson
him. Everyone e se murmured gpprovingly and fingered their pebble bags or sticksto rub the luck onto
whereit would do the most good. "Now remember,” Uncle Oren fussily repeated, "don't kill! Were just
scaring them aong. Y ou remember where the dead-end canyonis. And you, Ree, keep your paws off
that ding of yours, it'sdeadly!"

The boy grinned happily at this danted compliment. People moved off in twos and threes down
thehill tofind their places. Everyone except Ikat went, old and young, even the nursing mothers, who
were supposed to wait at the canyon and keep the captured goats insde by yelling and whistling until the
woven wicker barriers could be tied into place.

Though it was autumn, the day was too hot for garments. Ikat wore nothing but the clay bead
around her neck. Shereclined on her folded deerskin skirt, with the dogsfor an armrest, in the shade of
the big cedar tree overlooking theriver valley. The yellow dust of the band's descent rose up into the blue
sky, higher and higher, to join the bigger yellow stain up there, the one stirred up by athousand thousand
cloven hooves.

"Do you wish to go, too?" avoice asked quietly behind her.

Startled, Ikat haf turned. A stranger, lurking in the brush?"Hint! Thunder!" The dozing dogs
legped up, dert in an eyeblink. Flint and Thunder knew something exciting was happening down the hill,
and fdlt left out. Now they were delighted to discover an enemy. FHint'slionlike mane rippled and bristled,
and hiseyes got red. Thunder's savage low growl hung like smokeintheair. They loomed on either sde
of Ikat, waiting only for her word to tear the intruder apart like abuck. "Come round the tree, stranger,
to where| can seeyou,” Ikat ordered.

"Thisisnot theway aNew Meeter should greet people,” the visitor said reprovingly. His feet
made no noise a al on the coarse grass. He loomed very tall over Ikat, but then she was Stting down. A
black antel ope hide was knotted around histhin brown body, and his bead was smooth-polished red
agate, cunningly bored through to take a neck thong.

"Y ou are not quite astranger, then, if you know my job," Ikat said sunnily. "If | have offended
againg hospitality, let me make amends. Hint, back! Please, St in the shade here—I will move over to
giveyou the coolest spot. Lie down, Thunder! When you arethirsty thereisaskin of water in thetree
hollow there. | regret, Sir, that | have forgotten your name, if | ever knew it."

"Y ou havelong known it, Ikat, but we have never met,” the visitor said. ™Y ou cal me Shaper,
and you have served medl your life"

"Oh!" Quickly Ikat averted her gaze in respect and touched her forehead to her sitting knees.

"Y ou honor me, lord!"

"You arenot afraid,” the god noticed in mild surprise.

"I have never met agod before, but what sort of aNew Meeter should | be, if meeting someone
new frightened me?' Shewould have said that anyway, but was pleased to fed only adight flutter in her
stomach, no worse than when Uncle Rav called on her to tell astory after supper to guests. "And asto
your firgt question, lord, if you know me so long, you know why | do not go with my band today." She
stretched out her legs, so that the sunshinefell on her club foot.

"Areyou sorry for that?"

Shefrowned. If anyone else asked, she twisted her answer, but it'sunwiseto lieto agod. "Well,
it'shorrid not to be ableto ran. | didikethat alot. But | can walk fast enough to keep up, when we move
to thewinter camp. The cousinstake turns carrying my bundle. | might never have become the New
Mester if my foot waswdll. It'sfun to tell the stories, and put namesto new things. And this year I've
found something truly new, something redly useful and exciting if it al worksout. So I'm ahelpful
member of the band; what more could anyone want?"

She glanced sdeways a him to seeif shewasrambling on too much, for that was afault shewas
often subject to. But he was gazing out over the heat-hazed valey at the wild goat herds on their journey.
The oncoming winter drove them out of the northern mountains, south and west to where summer
lingered Al year. Ikat imagined the summer place as green and well watered, buzzing with bees. "We



should follow the goats someday, and see," she said out loud, and then covered her mouth to show she
meant nothing by it. "I'm sorry, | will make astory out of that one. | shoot out these things like sparks
fromaflint. [t'smy job."

"Youdoit wel," thegod said. "What isthis new spark of yours?' He pointed to where some
band members were just visble down below trotting through the tall grass.

"Oh, itismy best one so far! It came to mewhen | went with Aunt Amato draw water from the
river. We use baskets lined with clay because these goatskins are too hard to come by." She dragged the
waterskin out and took a drink, first politely offering it to her guest. "It waslast spring, right &fter the
goats passed by on their way north. We had eaten dl the meat, and were living on nothing but wild grain
and roots. Y ou don't get berries around heretill mid-summer. And, | thought, theanimadsarealot like
the river, flowing by us. We can dip out the water and saveiit in baskets and skins. Wouldn't it be great
to dip out some goats and keep them alittle while? Then instead of eating meet until wefal down, twice
ayear, we could spread out thefood for alonger time."

"Very clever," thegod sad.

"It'snot methat's going to make it work," Ikat admitted. " The band will do al the work—Uncle
Rav had the idea about tying basketry panelsto pen the goatsin, for instance. I'm the New Meeter—I
had the thought, like the way the father begets the baby in the womb. The band has to actudly go into
labor to birth the child, and today isthe birth day. That'swhy it'sredly dl right, that I'm not there. Fathers
aren't dlowed in the birthing tent.” She knew it sounded silly, agirl referring to hersdf asafather, but
Shaper, of al gods, would surely understand.

Then she sat up straight, digging her ebow in so suddenly that Thunder whined protestingly
beside her. "And that spark came from you, lord! For you are master of the Uncreated. Y ou must be
come to bless the occasion and receive our thanks! Do you prefer blood sacrifice, or sex, or---"

Her own unheeding chatter suddenly made her blush right down to her breasts. The other big
problem with her foot, which she hadn't mentioned to the god, wasthat no other band would accept a
limping bride, however clever. And she couldn't marry any boy here, they were all her cousins. Up to this
point her best hope had been to captivate some visiting hunter. But now—she looked full a him, asagirl
should when ng apossible sex partner, and her heart sank. So far as she could read his strange
face, he looked acutely embarrassed! "Libations,”" she blurted. "Some gods prefer drink offerings; that's
good, too. Just indicate your wishes, lord."

The god fingered his neck stone, staring down et it. "To speak the truth, Ikat, | come because |
am of two minds about your 'new thing." Y ou might cal it 'herding,’ by the way. The goatsare dready in
their herds, you are merely moving them to your own design.”

"It shdl be named asyou say, lord, thank you," Ikat said, ddlighted.

"But think carefully about it. Y ou press forward to embrace new things. Asyou say, it isyour
job. But isevery new thing agood thing?"

Ikat stared. "How could this be other than good? Y ou are agod, lord, and know no hunger, but
for usitisvery different! Do you know what | dreamed yesterday night?' The god nodded, but Ikat,
absorbed in her words, didn't notice. "1 dreamed that the little canyon was brimful of imprisoned goats,
o full that we ate mest once aday!" She sghed with pleasure at the memory.

"Ikat, listen to me. Y our band, al of humanity, islikea fishintheriver, a aplace where the
sream splitsinto two channds. The choice the fish makeswill changeitslife, itsworld, forever, and
should not betaken lightly."

Beat clapped her handsin delight. "Y ou can talk in word pictures, too! But | shouldn't be
surprised, thethought skillsareyours. It isthe best fun! Do you warn the fish, then, againg theriver
channd ahead? What isit like?"

Suddenly, though he did not tir, the god seemed to be very tdl. "1 could show you," he said
quietly. Thunder the dog shivered beside her, and Ikat noticed for the first time how very shady the cedar
was, how its broad cool boughs cast the degpest and most clinging shadows around the god. They were
shadows of the uncreated, of thingsthat were not now and might never be. And the chief horror wasther
namelessness. Ikat, the namer, could not name them, though she could see that some were big and some



were littlein the hand, and others were thought skills while yet others were arts of finger and leg and arm.
There wereliterdly no words yet, for the things that stirred there in the shadow of the god. The New
Meseterswho would name those things were themsalves yet to be born.

Dizzy and sick, Ikat turned and hid her eyes againgt Thunder's flank. "Forgive me, lord, | am not
srong enough to seel”

"No—I should not have done that. It is not weakness, Best. It isyour strength that prevents you
from seeing, the strength of smplicity and innocence.... Tell me, what is the name of that river?

Ikat swallowed her nausea. The god had actualy apologized, and was trying to soothe
her—amazing! It was up to her to respond. She seized on the plainness of his question with relief.
"lt—we have no specid namefor it, lord. Itisjust theriver. Isit your will that | should find it a name?'

"I will nameit for you," thegod said. "Cdll it Euphrates.”

More important issues distracted Ikat from this pronouncement. What about the "herding"? He
had said he was in two minds about it. She thought about pleading for mercy, but discarded the idea.
Too late to be humble, and anyhow it was her way to be bold. "Oh, Lord Shaper, if onewishesto
prevent the birth of achild, it isfar easier at the beginning. Perhaps the pregnancy has aready come too
far toabort it."

He looked down at her, wrapping the antelope skin more firmly around himself. "Even the birth
day isnot too late. A child may die of itsbirthing. Have you no gtillbornsin the birthing tent?”

Wewill conceive again, she wanted to retort. Instead she said, "But you've aready named the
baby, lord, named it yoursdf!"

"So| did," the god said, disconcerted.

Mistake, Ikat thought to herself, wincing. Even kindly Uncle Oren didn't gppreciate having his
inconsstencies pointed out. No man did—how much less agod? She bowed her head to her knees
again. "We are the grass under your feet, lord. Do to usasyou will."

For amoment, bent over, she knew hewas till there, maybe thinking it over. Then Thunder gave
ahdf whine, and Hint sneezed. She sat up and saw the deity was gone, evaporated like apuddiein the
sun. "That was scary,” she told Hint, pulling hisears. "And, oh dear, what's happening down &t that
canyon?' She couldn't stland waiting anymore—suppose the god was down there right now, tossing goats
over the wicker barrierslike Ree dinging pebbles?

She hung the waterskin over her shoulder and hauled hersdlf to her feet. Tying her skirt on, she
began limping down the rocky dope. The dogs ran ahead, but she called them sharply to hedl. Trained to
chase and kill, the dogs might never learn the art of "herding." "Heck, we haven't learnt it ourselves” Besat
sghed. "And it was such agood idea...."

She paused, listening. They were coming; she could hear the voices! As soon asthefirst people
cameindght she shrieked, "What happened?'

The children ran up the hill to her, seizing the waterskin and talking al together at the tops of their
voices. More tired, the adults came on in atight clot, arguing dl theway. "Only apartid triumph, niece,"
Uncle Rav said. "Half a dozen goats caught dive, no more. And al because of this bean-balled,
wisp-brained, snot-arsed, misborn—" He shoved someone forward, someone entirely new.

"I'm sorry," the strange young man said miserably, hanging hishead. "But | redly didn't know. |
dill dont.”

Reesad, "l keep trying to tell you!"

"We need that limber tongue of yours, Ikat," Uncle Oren grumped, "to get it through histhick
head. Thisis Neem, from aband up theriver. A hunter, and thought we were hunting. Jumped in and
speared half the goats before we could sop him!"

Ikat assessed the newcomer with one piercing glance. His beautifully flaked spear showed there
was aclever flint-knapper in hisband. And thetiger skin he wore— wow, if hekilled that anima himself,
he was a superb hunter indeed! "I'm Best, the New Meeter," she said to him. "Sinceyou killed, you
should eat of thekill with us, that would only befair.”

Neem'sfacelightened a her words. "How kind you are," he said. "'l thought you'd hand me my
head, for spoiling your trick, whatever it was!"



"Lend meyour arm up thishill, for you see | have a limp, and I'll forgive you.” Close besde him
likethis, Ikat could smell Neem's strange and attractive odor, awhiff of mae sweat and tiger |leather.
Aha, | seeyour plan, Lord Shaper, she said to hersdf, smiling. Admirably subtle! You will distract me
with pleasures, perhaps even children, and count on my other child, the child of thought born this
day, to die of neglect. But | am not so poor a parent as that!

SPLATTER
Will Shetterly

Will Shetterly isone of those peoplel fed likel've known forever. Will isafine writer who,
inexplicably, kegps doing other things ingtead, like nearly becoming governor of Minnesota, and
nearly directing and releasing an independent film. He has had abeard long enough that | cannot
remember what he looked like without one. Heisalso anice man, gentle and perceptive. Thisis
not a story | would have expected him to write, but then, nasty taleslurk in the nicest of us.

He setshis story during Sandman #14, the story | called "Collectors" in The Doll's House
collection. (It'saso apretty accurate portrait of thewhole sgning tour thing.)

Sometimes he suspected his publisher called each city before asigning tour to order, "Fans, assorted, at
least two geeksin every batch.” Today, the geeks seemed to be a Demented Duo, ayoung man and
woman dressed in black who placed a stack of his books before him and asked for an autograph doodle
on thewoman'sthigh that could be turned into atattoo. He obliged them, pleased for just that moment
that thislast-minute appearance was S0 poorly publicized that no photographers were present. He knew
he was grateful that they wanted his signature sketched on her skin with afelt-tip rather than arazor
blade.

He drew a cartoon cat's head with vampire teeth and a knowing wink, then added an
indecipherable scrawl that might be Peter Confry or Please Crucify. They both thanked him profusdly.
Hefdt old as he redlized he had miscategorized them. They were actudly aNice Y oung Couple who
would not embarrass him with offers of obscure drugs or inventive sex that he would haveto politely
decline. Thisredlization saddened him. It was dways nice to be' asked.

Heinscribed their books and ingtantly forgot their names (Teri and Jon?), though he wrote
thirteen times"To (her name) and (his name)—Best wishes! P-scrawl C-scrawl.” While he scribbled in
the worn paperback copies of every nove of hisexcept the new one, the hardcover that they'd bought
here, they told him they had driven from Alabamajust for this. Before they drove home, they would eat
cheeseburgers Side by side at McDonad's with their copy of Hunting Butterflies open between them.
Grandma liked to take care of the baby, and besides, their autographed copies of Confry's complete
worksweren't just to make them happy—those sgned books were investmentsin their baby's future.

He nodded and grinned, and told them he hoped they'd like the new one, and wondered when
his driver would arrive to take him away. He glanced at thewall clock four timeswhilethe Nice Y oung
Couple hugged their books and repested that held have aplace to stay if he ever came through Mobile,
that their long drive home would seem to fly by ‘cause she (Kathi with ani?) had brought aflashlight to
read to him (Rod? Todd?) while they drove, or maybe they would splurge on achegp motel room and
findly have their honeymoon, aone for the weekend, reading chapters to each other. She added, " Except
when, well, we are married, you know," and they looked at each other and smiled. Hetold Confry, "
wouldn't share her with anyone but you," and she swatted him with afreshly autographed copy of | Hear
the Heart of the Night, saying, "Dream on, Mr. In Control." After alast awkward laugh, the Nice
Y oung Couple that looked like a Demented Duo |eft.

Two fansfrom the stlandard selection remained in the mall bookstore: abalding Thirty-Something
Exec and an overweight Commando-Wanna-be. Both had waited quietly for everyone elseto leave,
which put them into the subset of Shy Hoverers. The Thirty-Something Hoverer shook his head, smiled,
and sad, alittle mockingly and yet sympatheticdly, "Fans.”



Confry's ssomach contracted at the word. Before he could select the right response from (a)
Smile, say understandingly, "It's a privilege to make others happy,” (b) Laugh, say serioudy, "And thank
God for them; they pay my bills" or (c) Sneer, say mockingly, "So what don't you like about my work?",
the Commando-Wanna-be thrust forward an often-handled firdt printing of Banshee's Need.

"Sure." Confry took the book and glanced up. "Who for?'

The Commando-Wanna-be looked over Confry's head, asif there were something more
interesting on the shelves behind him, then glanced out into the mall and mumbled, "Karl. With at.”

"Karl, witha k" Confry scribbled: "For Karl—Best wishes! P-scrawl C-scrawl.”

"Uh, thanks." The Commando-Wanna-be looked at the books piled on the cloth-covered card
tableinfront of Confry. " 'S good." He looked at the door at the back of the store. "Bye." Helooked at
the manager by the cash register, turned on the hedl of a polished army boot, and walked quickly into the
mdll.

"Glad you liked it!" Confry cdled to the man'sback. It was easy to sound sincere, though
Banshee's Need was hisonly book that made him fed defensive. It was his grimmest noved, and hisfirst
popular one. He had written it just after helost histeaching job, while Jan, pregnant with Lisa, had
supported them as atravel agent. He had written it more quickly than anything before or snce. It washis
only book told entirely from the point of view of a mass murderer.

He turned to the Thirty-Something. The man held out a hand without a book. " John Hunter."

"Ah." Confry smiled, stood, and shook the hand. "The convention?'

Hunter glanced to either side, though Confry had spoken quietly. "Didn't want to say anything
until your fans had gone. Be embarrassing if onetried to crash a private affair. For them, | mean, of
course.”

Confry nodded. "A sold-out con is asold-out con.”

"Yes. And, frankly, our collectorswouldn't minglewd |l with most of you fans. Peoplein my trade
tend to be, well, conservetive.”

"Eh. It'srefreshing to be invited to a convention where I'm not agtar.”

"Tome, you are.""

Confry laughed self-deprecatingly. " Critics complain about my fondness for trademarks, but |
never had anyone drown in abowl of Whesties. Still, if acered convention wantsto pay meto show up
and sell more copiesof my books, | won't complain.”

Hunter set apale leather briefcase on the card table and unsnapped it. Thelid rose between
them. Hunter reached in with the satisfaction of a Hollywood hit man about to display an automatic pistol
or aformer U.S. vice-president about to display an anatomically correct doll. "I have everything you
wrote, of course, but | thought you might be getting writer's cramp after along signing, so | restricted
mysdlf to two." He held out acopy of Hunting Butterflies.

Practice made Confry's smile perfectly sincere. "1 wouldn't do signingsif | didn't enjoy them.”
With one exception, he hated everything about Signings and conventions: nightsin bland hotdls, flights at
awkward hours, medlsin restaurants that were convenient rather than good, meetingswith journdistsand
store managers who would never read his books but who needed him for aninterview or asigning to
make themsdves alittle more money. The exception? He was neither so selflessnor so sdfish that he
could be annoyed when people told him they loved hiswork.

"And this"" Hunter took back the signed Hunting and offered a pristine copy of Buzzard Love.

"My God." Confry held the book in both hands. "I thought it had anegative print run.”

"Two thousand five hundred copies.”

"Almogt dl remaindered.” Confry turned the book carefully and looked for amark acrossthe
edge of the pages. "Not thisone." He opened it quickly enough that some collectors would have winced,
but this book had been open before. "Y ou read it?"

Hunter smiled. "No point in having something without enjoyingit.”

Confry smiled too, a heartfet smile that made him redlize he was no longer looking at another
Thirty-Something. He was looking a aman in blue chinos, awhite short-deeved shirt with an orangetie,
and wire-framed glasses. He was |ooking at aman with watery brown eyes, receding dark hair, abushy



moustache, and asmall scar on one cheek. He was|ooking a aman who had asked himself late at night
what the good thingsin life could be, and had answered that among them were the writings of Peter
Confry.

Confry flipped to thetitle page and poised his pen aboveit. "Defaceit?"

"Hlegse.”

Hewrote, "For John Hunter, with the greatest pleasure, Peter Confry.” Each letter of his
signature could be seen, or a least, inferred. "Y ou know, | didn't kill asingle personinthis.”

Hunter nodded. "1t's ayoung man's book. But it's very promising. When Quinn talked about his
rage after Janet left, | ftit here” Hunter placed his open hand over his heart.

"l—Thank you."

"It seemed like afirst draft for the scene in Banshee's Need when Christopher'sin the
baby-gitter's basement.”

"Well." Confry's signature would add hundreds of dollarsto the value of this book. He flipped
toward the end, found the scene Hunter had mentioned, and opened the book wide, cracking its spine.
After aglance at the words, he handed the book back and, feding guilty for hurting it, said, "Writers
aways cannibdize themsalves. | hadn't redlized the bitswere so smilar.”

Hunter smiled. "Not that similar. Quinn gets drunk and vomits. Christopher kills seventeen
people with each tool of aSwissArmy knife."

Confry laughed. "It's the difference between a quiet academic novel and abook that paysfor a
Manhattan town house"

Hunter shook hishead. "Y ou shouldn't blittle your work. Y ou're too good."

"Hey, the only reason you find my books near Joseph Conrad'siswe're both filed under Fiction
and Literature."

"No. Y ou understand the heart of darkness."

Confry gave aloud laugh that made ateenager in the Human Sexudity section turnto stare.
"Comeon! You can't compare my little hack-fests—"

"Of course not. Conrad |ooked from the outside and saw—" Hunter grinned. " The horror! The
horror! But you look from theinsde, and see—"

"Royadtieswithout end.”

"Beauty. Love. Power. The attempt to remake the universe asit should be, even when we don't
know what it should be. The courage to act without regard for anyone's opinion.”

Confry, still grinning, shook hishead. "I try to show the effects on thelittle people—"

"Exactly! Thelittle people. They suffer. But compare their suffering to that of Christopher or Big
Red or everyonein the Dogmeat Gang. Little people can only suffer, but those who see—" Hunter
stopped. "1 shouldn't embarrass you with my pet theories."

"Well. | just write the suff. How can | know what it means?'

"Y ou know. Y our work provesit."

"Eh." Confry glanced at the clock for thefirst time since the Nice Y oung Couple had |ft. "Hadn't
we better begoing?'

In Hunter's car, Confry answered the usua question about his next book with the usua answer: "I never
know what it'sabout until I'minto thefind draft." Thetruth wasthat he had not begun anything for dmost
ayear. He kept thinking about a serious nove concerning awriter of fantasy instead of horror going
through adivorce instead of a separation involving ablonde and a son instead of a brunette and two
daughterswhile trying to decide why he was commercially successful and artistically unhappy. 1t would
be a supernatura horror story, but the ghosts haunting him would be the ghosts of complex, ambitious
novelsthat he had never written. Confry thought the conceit might be sufficiently self-referentia to win the
respect of the reviewers. And if he could figure out away to have those phantom novelskill acritic or
two of the sort who skewered work that bore no resemblance to what the writers had written, Confry
might keep enough of hisfans to keep his career.

Asthey drove, he thought about Jan and Lisaand Meg. Meg till saw him as Daddy, and she



legped into hisarms whenever he came home. He could not remember the last time Jan or Lisahad
hurried to him. Lisa seemed unable to talk to him without sounding exasperated. And Jan said something
waswrong, but she couldn't tell him what had changed. The closest she had come to saying something
meaningful about their marriage was that perhgps nothing had changed in sixteen years. Shouldn't that be
good?

A dead German shepherd lay by the highway. Confry stared, not wanting to seeits strewn guts
and not wanting to look away.

"l hate seeing an animdl likethat," said Hunter. "Killed so cardlesdly.”

Confry glanced a him. "'l saw my dog hit when | wasa kid."

"They catch theguy that did it?"

"No." He had never told Jan or the girls about Buster. Maybe telling astranger was proof that he
could change. "We were running across the highway. | madeit intime, but my dog didn't." He thought he
should add the rest, that he had been eight, and he had seen the truck coming, but he had run for the thrill
of winning aforbidden race and had not thought about Buster &t his hedls.

"Another of lifeéslessons”

"Yeah." He decided to say no more. He had read that confessonswere never thefull truth, that
something was aways withheld. That had seemed profound. Now he thought it stupidly saf-evident.
Who would have the patience to listen to anyone's compl ete confession?

"We're here." Hunter turned at a Sgn announcing the Empire Hotel and WELCOME CEREAL
CONVENTION.

"Great." Confry forced enough enthusiasm to be polite. He had visited too many conventions at
amilar places, molds twenty years past their prime on the outskirts of smal towns near enough to acity
to attract truckers, salespeople, adulterers, swap meets, and fan conventions. He had hoped to be
bathed for three daysin breskfast food profits. Now he suspected that the World Ceredl Society was
only aletterhead in John Hunter's computer. He wished he had asked for a check in advance.

Hunter ingsted on carrying his suitcase. Holding open the hotdl door, he said, "Enter fredly, and
of your own will." Helaughed, and Confry smiled in spite of himsdif. If thiswas only agathering of poor
but avid fans, he would be bathed in adulation instead of money. Someone would undoubtedly buy his
drinks, and someone would probably deep with him. Jan had often told him that if held just take part in
the things around him, he could be happy anywhere.

In the lobby, perhaps fifteen attendees sat on the sofas or spoke quietly with the desk clerk.
Most were white men, afew were women, several were people of ambiguous sex and race. Their
clothing tended toward working-class. jeans and feed caps, T-shirts and baseball jackets, running shoes
and wide leather belts with heavy buckles. A few wore black |eather, and afew wore tailored suits, but
this was not aflamboyant or awedlthy crowd.

He hesitated inside the door, then answered Hunter's glance. "I'd kind of hoped to be met by
Tony the Tiger or Captain Crunch. Don't the companies give you posters or T-shirts or free samplesor
anything?”

Hunter smiled. "Were avery sdf-sufficient bunch.”

At theregistration desk, while Hunter sgned himin, Confry listened to agray-haired black man
inachegp suit tell ayoung Asian woman in aleather jacket, "1 don't kegp no mementos, girl. It'sall up
here." He tapped his head. "Sdfer, that way."

"Chegper on insurance, too," Confry said. Thetwo gave him looksthat asked him to explain his
interruption. "1'm Pete Confry. Thisismy first cered con.”

The black man smiled. "Oh, yes. Thewriter."

"Ah," said the ASan woman. "Y ou collect?"

"Just books, now," Confry said. "Buitterflies, coins, and comics, when | was akid. I've been
wondering. Do cered collectors eat the Stuff they collect, or isn't that the point?’

The Asan woman smiled. " Some egt nothing ese.”

Confry shook hishead. "Fandomisaway of life, | guess. | think I'd keep the packages and
dump the contents.”



The black man shrugged. " Some do that, too. We best be gettin' ready for opening ceremonies.
Seeyou there?'

Confry nodded and watched them go. As Hunter turned from the registration desk, athin young
man in aBugs Bunny T-shirt hurried toward them. "Nimrod! Hi! Is this—"

Hunter nodded without pleasure. "Peter Confry. Yes."

The man thrust out amoist hand that Confry accepted. "Hi! | love your work. | redly do! I'm—"

Confry released the hand as he read the young man's name badge. "Fan Man?"

Fan Man grinned. "Y eah. It'saslly handle, but—"

"Fan Man?"' Confry repeated, hearing asharp, brittle emphasisin hisvoice and not caring.

"Thisisunfortunate." Hunter took Confry'sarmto lead him away. ,

Confry jerked hisarm away and jabbed a tiff finger into Bugs Bunny'seye. Thethin man
winced, then blinked as Confry said, "What the hell kind of joke—"

"C'mon." Hunter dapped aroom key into Confry's hand, picked up his suitcase, and led him into
ahdlway of numbered doors.

"I loveyour stuff," Fan Manyelled. "I redly do!"

"Then get agoddamn clue!" Confry caled back. "Get two; they're cheap!™

"Kids," Hunter said. "Y ou've got to expect a certain amount of excess from the young.”

"Excess. Right." Confry swallowed, then nodded. Two families had been killed in ways that
seemed likeintentiond recreations of the first mutilation scenein Banshee's Need. The press had called
thekiller Fan Boy. Then athird family had been killed in the same way, and asignature had been l€ft in
blood: Fan Man.

"| should'vetold you," Hunter said. "For the weekend, weve dl got the handles of serid killers.
Seemed like a fun ideafor Halloween.” He took abadge from his pocket and pinned it to his shirt. " See?
I'm Nimrod." Hunter shook his head. "I forgot about the Fan Man until | saw him heading toward you."

"Fun. Yeah. | guess.” Confry tried to smile, failed, then said camly, ™Y ou think he believed using
the name was funny?'

Hunter shrugged. "It bothersyou?'

Confry shook his head asthough shuddering. "No way. It'snot my fault | have moreimagination
than anut with a knife. Thered Fan Man would usethe Biblefor ingpiration if he had nothing ese."

"And hed be continuing afine old tradition.”

"Yeah." Confry breathed deeply, then laughed. " So, wholll | be? The Ripper? The Corinthian?
TheBogton Srrangler?”

"Y ou're our author guest. Everyone should know that." Hunter drew another badge from his
pocket and handed it to Confry. The othersin the lobby had been white, but Confry'swasthe red of
drying blood.

Alonein hisroom, he picked up the phoneto call Jan and ask about Meg's cough. After threerings, a
male Southerner said, "May | hélp you?" His voice suggested the task was hopeless.

"l want to call—"

"Sorry. Linesdown.”

Confry heard adisconnecting tick. He listened to the empty song of the telephone for severd
seconds, then punched "O" again.

"May |—"

"What's this about the phone line?'

"Can't make no outside calls. Ever' phonein the place isout. Sorry."

"For how long?'

"Monday aft'hoon, most like."

"Monday. Thanks." Confry dropped the receiver into its cradle. He had often said he wanted
privacy. Now he had aweekend's worth. He missed his office at the house he ill cdled home. There,
privacy had been a choice, enforced by the occasiond yell at the girlsto be quiet ‘cause Dad was



working. Writerswrote, right? No one resented firefightersfor putting out fires. He had thought himsdlf
one of the lucky ones, because Jan had encouraged him to write.

He whispered, "No matter how you choose, you lose.” Then he smiled. A good lineaways
pleased him, no matter how bad the circumstances. Jan hadn't understood that, either.

Fedling as though his hotel room had been cut adrift from the world, he clicked on the television.
Theworld promised beaches, bikinied blondes, and beer. He clicked off the set. Theworld always made
promises. Maybe he should see what the world ddlivered.

In the lobby, eyes turned toward his red badge, then away. Conversations grew quieter. He did not fit in
here, but he was used to that. He did not fit in anywhere. Perhaps he should have stayed in hisroom until
Hunter returned to take him to dinner. Perhaps he should have opened his notebook computer and begun
creating aworld in which purpose was defined by plot and a pure heart dways prevailed, where love
held trueif you persevered and every path could lead to redemption, so long as you watched the Sgns.

He walked toward the convention area. A posterboard placard on one door identified the art
show, s0 he stepped insde. A bearded man filling out forms at atable looked up in surprise, then
shrugged and kept working. On his badge was written, "Fuck you."

Confry pointed at the badge. "Never heard of him."

The bearded man grinned. "No one knows the fuckin' best. Everybody's heard of fuckin'
McDondd's."

Seven ail paintings had been hung in the place of honor before the door. "Who's the artist guest?”

"Haven't got afuckin' one. Wefuckin' got afuckin' honored artist instead, 'cause he fuckin'
couldn't get the fuck away.”

Confry turned toward the seven paintings. Thefirst showed adeegping man writhing on abed. A
chalk white man leaned over the deeper, whispering into hisear. In the dark room, furniture and shadow
coupled like beasts.

In the second, the man who had been adeep sat on a park bench, watching two teenage girls
pass with schoolbooks pressed to their chests. The man stared at them, though they did not see him. His
hands pressed into the flesh above hisknees, bunching the cloth. Beside him, a pae and beautiful
androgyne looked at hisface and amiled.

Inthethird, only the man's face could be seen. Beside him, awhite-skinned woman with skeins
of multicolored hair pressed her cheek againgt his. They woreidentical unfocused smiles. Around them,
toads flew with butterfly wings, and the two schoolgirls scampered hand in hand through fieldswhere van
Gogh sunflowers grew with petalslarger than the girls heads.

In the fourth, the man sawed wood in abasement while ared-bearded giant watched him. Four
stedd manacles sat on top of a stack of lumber.

In the fifth, the man drove his car behind the two schoolgirls, who waked down the sdewak
without seeing him. In the car's backseat, a hooded man sat, chained by the wrist to a heavy book.

In the sixth, the man stood in the basement. Beside him, two crucified forms on awall might have
been shadows or stains. Before him, awall opened on agreen field. The schoolgirls, clad in white robes,
ran through the grass toward a black-garbed smiling woman whose skin was the color of bone.

In the seventh and last, the man stood in acourtroom with his hands cuffed together before him.
Thelawyers, jury, and audience were dl facdless manikins. Thejudge, anaked obese woman, raised an
iron hook like agave, perhaps to strike the desk, perhaps to strike the accused man in the heart. He
looked up at her, expecting the blow with something like resignation or hope.

"Hey!" said Confry. "Thisswhatssname's, that desth row guy'swork, right?"*

The bearded man glanced up. "Brilliant fuckin' deduction, dude. Fuckin' everybody's heard o
that fucker."

"Well. | likethis better than Gacy's clowns.”

"Fuckin' amateurs™

"Widl, you haveto admire the effort.”

"Fuck," said the bearded man. "Y ou'll seefuckin’ shit in here by fuckin' prosyou fuckin' never



heard of—" He sighed. "Fuckin' amateurs.”

Confry studied gar that appeared to be filled with eyeballs, and decided he didn't get it. He
almost respected a painting of anude man Stting in acar seat with his decapitated head facedown in his
lap, but heonly liked it for thetitle, Auto-fellatio. There were anumber of grotesque human-sized dolls
made of leather, and an assortment of redlistic body parts embedded in Lucite. Hisfavorite effort was a
group of forgettable portraits made strange by being framed in long bonestied together with hair, but he
hesitated longest before alarge skull and severa smaler ones, displayed on red velvet with asign saying,
FAMILY GATHERING, BY NIMROD. He stared at that, thinking of Fan Man, then of Jan and the
girls. How did three people you loved become an enemy and two strangers?

In the back of the room sat alarge wooden crate labeled "Work in progress.” Muffled moans
camefromwithinit. Confry jerked histhumb toward it and told the bearded man, ™Y ou guys should
sponsor a haunted house. Kidsd loveit."

"Yeah." The bearded man grinned. "It'd fuckin' day 'em.”

Confry waslooking at a series of photographs when Hunter hurried into the art show. Confry
sad, "l studied this case when | was researching Dreams in Darkness. | thought 1'd seen all the photos,
but this—"

Hunter said, "We should get some supper before opening ceremonies.”

"Oh. Sure." Confry followed.

Hunter said, "So, what do you think?’

"Y our piece had a certain black charm.”

"Thanks. Y our overdl impresson?'

"Eh. Someinteresting uff.”

"BUt?

Confry shrugged. "Well, as usud with fannish shows, | can't say I'm impressed by thelevel of
execution.”

The bearded man at the door said, "Fuck. Mot o' this shit'sonly worth lookin' at for the fuckin'
quality of execution.”

The hotel restaurant surprised him. The menu had asmall selection of Hungarian specidties, and Hunter
ingsted on ordering the best red winein the cdllar. Whilethey waited for their orders of chicken
paprikas, astout older man in a hunting vest approached their table. "Hey, Nimrod, bag anything good?"

Hunter nodded. "A big buck standing right by the side of the highway like God put him therefor
me. Smokey, thisis Peter Confry, the writer."

"Oh, yeah. Y ou write them killin" books."

Confry shrugged.

"They scare my ma, but she keeps on readin’ ‘'em.” Smokey peered at him. "Y ou ain't edtin’
here?'

Confry sad, "Wdl, uh—"

Hunter said patiently, "Thefood's very good, asyou wel know."

"Could be any ol' thing." Smokey pulled aplastic baggie from his vest and unzipped the sedl. "But
| can vouch for this. Meat an' smoke, nothin' else, jus like the good Lord intended.”

Confry glanced at Hunter, who nodded as he took abit of jerky. "Smokey's got away with
pork."

Confry accepted a piece and bit into it. "Good."

"Meat kegpsyou hedlthy,” Smokey said. "Only kill your own, though. They put al kinds o
chemicalsin livestock nowadays. | don't know what the world's comin' to.”

"I hear you," Hunter said.

As Smokey walked away, Confry said, "l takeit he doesn't eet from his collection.”

Hunter shook hishead. "Smokey'sanaturd cereal sort. Weget dl kinds."

Following asip of hisafter-dinner Tokay, Confry said, "I should get to aphoneto cal my wife. Ex-wife.



Ex-wife-to-be." He amiled. "God, separating's the shits."

"Anything urgent?' Hunter asked.

"Not redly. Just wanted to hear my kids voices."

"WEell have sometime after opening ceremonies.”

"All right."

"l know how you fed. My divorcewas hdll."

"Still bother you?'

"Not redly. | see my family whenever | wish."

"I wish Jan was as understanding. The lawyers are ftill working out vigiting rights.™

Hunter aimed hisfork at Confry's chest. " Sometimes you can't compromise without
compromising yoursdlf. | saw you understood that in Nicky's Pleasure.”

"Well," said Confry. "Shewas crazy.”

Hunter shook his head. "Driven. If her husband had understood that, he wouldn't have had to die.
Wheat did she want? A room of her own in which to pursue her own concerns? Isthat so much?!

"But shewas gtill crazy. | wanted to suggest they were both right and both wrong."

Hunter turned hisfork toward his polecinta. "Who were your sympathieswith? Redlly? The
whining husband and the nagging kids? Or Nicky, who wanted to make something that was hers done?"

"Wdl—"

"Behonest.”

"Hey, Nicky wanted to make art out of dead things." As Confry finished the sentence, he thought
of the art show and redized what had disturbed him. The concepts and techniques of congtruction might
have been crude, but the materials were as perfect as Hollywood could demand.

Hunter said, " Something wrong?"

"Just acrazy idea. Maybeit'l turninto astory.”

"Redly?'

"Y ou never know."

"Ah." Hunter cut into his dessert. "What you said about art out of dead things. That's ametaphor,
right? So it'snot relevant. Who do you fed for when you write? Honestly?"

Confry finished his Tokay, then smiled. "Honestly? Okay. | admit it, | love my mongters.”

"I knew it!" Hunter dapped thetable, rattling glasswvare.

"The mongters can do anything,” said Confry, hismed and his suspicions forgotten. "Which
means|, inturn, can do nothing at al. It'sthe greatest freedom, having characters act for you."

"Oh?Which is greater, the shadow or the substance?’

Confry laughed. "The shadow. The police don't get you for fiction, no matter how badly written."

"Y ou're never tempted to act out the things you imagine?'

"Imagining them isthe acting out.”

After adp of coffee, Hunter said, "Y ou do alot of research.”

"Ever interview akiller?'

Confry shook hishead. "I read alot. And | know enough about my own impulsesto extrgpolate,
| liketo think. Besides, red killersare pathetic.”

"Oh?"

"Sure." He had made this argument before, so it came eadily. "Y our average killer's someone
who'sdrunk or high who killsafriend, aneighbor, or afamily member. Nothing interesting there. Hired
killerstend to be smple people with little education. They don't have any rea sense of the humanity of
anyonewho isn't part of their family, clan, business group, or"—he smiled at his cleverness— "inthe case
of armies, nation. That's not very interesting either. Mass murderers and sexrid killers arethe sorriest of
thelot. They're stupid or ignorant and usualy both, and they only succeed for aslong asthey do because
they're so pathetic that no one suspectsthem. Usudly they've been abused askids. Look at the
Wisconan boys, Ed Gein and Jeffrey Dahmer. Once you learn alittle aboout them, they're pitiful, not
horrible Confry sighed. "That'swhy | write about brilliant sociopaths and wedthy megao-maniacs.



Draculasheirs. The stuff of fiction. Of fairly popular fiction, if you'l forgive abit of immodesty.”

Hunter spped hiswine. "Y ou don't think peoplelike that exit?"

"About the best you get is Ted Bundy. And he was alying little weasel compensating for afailed
persond life"

"Whichisthefailed life? Thelifein aworld that couldn't understand him? Or the life that he made
for himsdf in privatewith hisprey?”

Confry set down hisglass. "Hey, | can entertain that argument, but it redly doesn't anuse me.”

"Fine" Hunter smiled. "Bundy wasafailure. Hewas caught. But what about the oneswho aren't?
Who knows how many they are, or how clever they may be?’

"How many miles of unexplored cavesin Carlsbad?" Confry laughed.

"Serioudy.”

"Serioudy? Well, sure, there are some who're never caught, but that's because they quit before
the police get close. They get frightened, or find religion, or kill themselves. It doesn't change the profile.”

"They must get caught?*

"They tend to get caught. Y ou kill afew people, you're going to leave atrail.”

"Redly?' said Hunter. "This country expectsto find people killed. Forty thousand automobile
victimsayear. Thirty thousand suicides. Twenty thousand fatal home accidents. How many of those were
faked? Then there's missing people. How many of them—" Hunter's eyes narrowed. "Does this bother
you?"

"What?"

"Tdking about killing with afan you don't know."

Confry made himsef laugh. "Isn't that what most of my books are?"

Hunter smiled. "I knew you understood.”

Confry knew then that he understood, too. If his understanding was wrong, he might look foolish.
If hisunderstanding was right, he could not stay inthishotel. "I should make that call before opening
ceremonies. | noticed a gas station down the block."

"Damn, | wish there was moretime. We start in acouple minutes.”

Confry stood. "Tell youwhat. Y ou get thebill. I'll run to the corner. Won't take five minutes." He
looked around the room. Only afew attendees were till in the restaurant, and none of them were paying
atention to him.

"Y ou're determined?'

Confry began walking away. "It'simportant. Jan's expecting it. I'll be right back.”

Hefdt asthough every eyein the hotel rode upon his shoulders. That made him think about the
jar of eyes, and the sounds from the crate, and the jerky he had eaten. He kept hisface still. He had no
ideawhether he was walking too fast or too dowly or perfectly normally, but he knew hewasn't running,
and, more importantly, no one was running after him.

At the front door, he felt something like hope and something like embarrassment. He wanted to
turn and agreethat the call could wait. An active imagination was an occupationa hazard. Would he
redlly go to the nearest phone, cal the police, and tell them that most of the country's serid killers had
gathered for aconvention? Theidea wasinsane, but when he thought about what he had seen and heard,
he knew he would rather be paranoid than dead.

Thenight air, cool and moigt, drove his doubts avay. He strode across the well-lit sdewak and
headed for the parking lot. Someone walked toward the hotel, undoubtedly another member of the
convention. Confry continued on, keeping his eyes averted, planning to run only when he was out of the
parking lot lights and close to the street.

Something about the man's Slhouette seemed familiar, familiar enough to draw Confry's gaze urtil
he recognized Karl-with-a-K, the Commando-Wanna-be from the Sgning.

Karl-with-aK said, "I cameto hear you talk."

"That'sgreat! | got to make a cal, ‘cause the phones are out here, but—"

Karl-with-a-K seized hisarm, spinning him toward the hotdl. Fan Man ran slently toward them,
and Hunter walked behind him at a comfortable pace.



Confry said, "Please. Let me go. | don't know any of your names.”

Karl-with-aK said, "Y ou know mine, Mr. Confry."

"l sign thousands of books, I—I don't remember anything that the police could use. | thought—"
Confry swalowed. "I thought you liked my work."

Fan Man nodded severd times. "That'swhy you're here"

Confry screamed, "Police! Help me! Police!™ He stopped when he heard the othersjoinin likea
chorusof drunks or madmen. Karl-with-a-K shouted, "Eee-hah!" and Fan Man shouted, "Ligtento this!”
then screeched even louder than Confry had.

In the following silence, Hunter said, " Smokey's a state trooper. Even if someone cameto
investigate, they'd leave after he said afew of the boys had had ali'l too much to drink."

Confry said, "Thisis, ah, ajoke. Somekind of hidden video show, right? Scare the scaremeister,
am| right?'

Fan Man drew a Swiss Army knife from his pocket and opened one of its shorter blades. "I'll cut
something off you if it'll make you fedl better. | collect Peter Confry mementos.”

Confry shook hishead. "Y ou—" He hit back the impulseto say, "—can't let melive," and
finished, "—won't hurt me?'

Hunter said, "We don't want to hurt you.”

Fan Man, pocketing hisknife, said, "And we don't want anyone else to hurt you. We all agreed.”

Hunter tapped Confry's chest. "We want you to write about us." He smiled. "Because no one will
believeyou. Isnt that right?

Confry nodded, pursed hislips, then nodded again more dowly to show them he thought that
was reasonable. "1'd do that. I'd love to do that. It'd be a great book. Sure. It'saded.”

"Good. Let'sgoinsde.”

"Oh. Sure." He looked at them, wondered how far he would get if he ran, and began to walk
toward the hotdl.

In front of the door, though he knew it wastoo late, he stopped. The otherslooked at him with
something like kindness, and Hunter said, 'Y es?’

"How do | know? That you know. That you can trust me?"

Hunter nodded. "It'ssmple, redly."

"Simple," Karl-with-a-K agreed.

Hunter put ahand on Confry's shoulder, propelling him into the hotel. “"When we disperse a the
end of the convention, and you get | eft at the airport, you could go to the police and describe some of us
well enough to catch us.”

Confry sad, "l wouldnt.”

Hunter smiled. "But you couldn't hopeto find dl of us. And you know that any of us could find
you, now, don't you?"

Histhroat was so dry that histongue fdlt like a dead toad. He would remember that the next time he
needed to describe anagging awareness of an unconfirmed fear. He sat on ametd folding chair inthe
front row of the Rhett Butler Room and listened as Hunter took the stage. Fan Man sat on one side of
him, and Karl-with-a-K, wearing a badge naming him. "The Neat Freak," sat on the other. The guards
were not necessary. A hundred people or more filled the room. All of them knew he was not one of
them.

Hunter told ajoke. For Confry, the sentences did not parse. At the punch ling, "Heused a
scythe" helaughed with the audience. That seemed better than vomiting. When Hunter told the second
rule of the convention, that no one wasto do any collecting until the convention was over and everyone
was at least two hundred miles away, he winked at Confry, and Confry grew cdmer. Hefdt like a
reporter on the front lines of battle. When thiswas over, hewould go home, and though he would never
tell anyone what had happened this weekend, he would tell Jan that he would do anything for her and the
girls evenif that meant learning how he had failed them.

Hunter introduced aman in sunglasses as the guest of honor. Fan Man whispered, "Whoa, the



Corinthian!" Severa seats away, someone whispered loudly, "Fuckin' injury to fuckin' eyefetishig.”

The man in sunglasses grinned and waved. He spoke briefly about opportunity, self-expression,
and the satisfaction of pursuing adream. As Confry tried not to wonder what someone would do to win
the admiration of this crowd, Hunter took the stage again and introduced his favorite author, and
Americas, Peter Confry.

Fan Man chanted, " Speech, speech, speech, speech!™

Karl-with-a-K nudged Confry. "Go on, Mr. Confry. Thisiswhat | camefor."

He walked awkwardly to the podium, clenched it in both hands, then waved to the crowd.
Hunter indicated the microphone and whispered, " Say something. Wed appreciateit.”

The crowd looked much like any other crowd, and his fear was much like hisusua fear of
speaking before any crowd. "Hi. Er. Thisis, er, an honor. | didn't, ah, prepare a speech, but, er, I'd like
to say, ah, thank you." Asthe applause began, he added, "I'd dso like to say, ah, | appreciate your trust.
And, um, | won't let you down. I'll write a book about this weekend, but | know how to disguise people
infiction. Um, it'll be the best thing I've done. And itll al befor you. It1l inspire me to keep writing better
and better books, and that'll be our secret. Ah, thanks again.”

Asheturned toward his seat, Hunter spoke into the microphone. "Don't Sit yet, Pete. A few of us
got together to get you a present.”

Hdf of the crowd smiled. The rest merdly watched. Confry did not know which disturbed him
more. Hesaid, "You didn't haveto."

"Oh, yes, wedid."

An obese man in askull cap topped with Batman ears whedled the crate marked "Work in
Progress' onto the stage. Whistling "Hi Ho, Hi Ho, It's Off to Work We Go," he and Karl-with-aK
pulled nails with ahammer and a crowbar.

Asthe side of the crate came away, aset of black-jeaned legs and another set in torn fishnets,
both bound at the ankleswith silver tape, kicked outward. Continued thrashing told Confry that the
people were dive, and so did their muffled, desperate grunts. High on one of the stockinged legs, agap
in the netting revedled an inked cat's head caught in an eterna wink.

"Don't be shy," said Hunter. "Y ou remember Ron and Keri from the bookstore?”

Karl and the man in the Batman cap dragged the Nice Y oung Couple out of the crate. They
stared at Confry over wide bands of slver tape that sedled their mouths.

In the audience, severd people shouted, "Hi, Ron and Keri!"

Hunter said, "Ron and Keri are from Mobile. They're big Confry fans. They told Grandmathey'd
be back by Sunday. Come Monday, someonell start looking for them, and they'll find their car far from
here, by ariver a aroadsde rest that's on their route home."

"Please" Confry whispered. "L et them go.”

Hunter shook his head. "Theres something | didn't tell you. The threat about never being safe
fromdl of us, well, that's an gpped to logic, and people smply aren't logical. Y ou might get anotion that
your lifeisworth risking to capture afew of us, or you might think the government could hide you under a
new identity. Y ou might even decide we could do for your sdleswhat the Ayatollah did for Rushdi€s"

"l wouldn't. Honest."

"l know that. But the rest of the folks here don't. Neat Freak?"

Karl-with-a-K came back with aplastic box. Hunter said, "Battery recharger, jumper cables,
miscellaneous clamps. Glue. A hacksaw. Dishwashing gloves and condoms for those who like to play
safe. It'swonderful how much fun can be had in the average home.”

Fan Man spread a plagtic tarp on stage, then rolled the Nice Y oung Couple onto it.

Karl-with-a-K reached hisfree hand into the trousers of hisfatigue pants and drew out a black
commando knife. As he handed it to Confry, he said, "Careful, Mr. Confry. It's sharp.”

Confry glanced at Hunter, who nodded. "Okay. First I'll cut them free, then—"

Hunter shook his head.

The breathing of ahundred or more people seemed very loud in the absence of other sound. The
Nice Y oung Couple breathed loudest of al. What was the sound of a dog's bresth as it ran before an



oncoming car? Confry could not remember. He looked at the couple, and then a the dark bladein his
hand, and then a Hunter. "What do you want?'

Hunter smiled. "Y ou get to choose. Be one of us." He shrugged and jerked afinger at the Nice
Y oung Couple. "Or one of them."

Karl-with-a-K drew a Luger and pointed it at Confry's knee. "I'll dwaysthink you'rethe very
best writer, no matter what."

SEVEN NIGHTSIN SLUMBERLAND
George Alec Effinger

George Alec Effinger livesin New Orleans. He has written many novels and many short stories
and won many awards, and he can recommend a strange-but-wonderful restaurant with the very
best of them.

Winsor McCay has been dead for many years. He was drawing comics ninety years ago that are
dranger, more inventive, and more innovative than anything you'l seetoday.

Effinger builds something morethan a smple padtiche. It'sthe literary equivaent of aWinsor
McCay comic. But, asyou'll see, it'smore than that.

TheFirst Night:

The year was 1905, L ittle Nemo was six years oW, and he was having trouble faling adeep. Heworea

long white nightshirt, and he lay between tiffly starched and ironed mudin sheetsin hiswooden bed with
the high headboard. He said, "I hope | can get to the palace in Slumberland tonight. | do so want to meet
the Princessagain. Yes! | hopel don't wake up before | get there.”

Thelonesome Princess had sent many of her servants and subjectsto lead Nemo to theroya
palace of her father, the King of Sumberland, but amost every night some accident or adventure caused
the boy to waken before he arrived. Every night Nemao's papa and mama were roused by the sound of
histumbling from hisbed in the throes of his dream struggles. Every morning they wondered whet ailed
the boy, and determined that he should never again be alowed to eat cheese toast at bedtime.

On this night, the Princess of Slumberland had sent a specia courier with wonderful newsto
Nemo. The courier's name was Lopopo, and hewas atall, thin man with atuft of red hair and awide,
friendly grin. He was wearing afine purple coat with wide |apels, green tights, and green boots, and he
had avery nigh green hat that cameto apoint. "Oh, Nemo," he said palitely, "the Princess herself has
sent mewith thisinvitation. It isfor you, yed"

Nemo took an envelope from Lopopo and opened it. Inside were a pasteboard ticket and a brief
note from the Roya Box Office of Sumberland. "Thisisfor me?' the boy asked.

"Yes, yes. Thereisto be agpecia base-ball game played for the entertainment of the Princess.
That ticket is for you. Y ou will join the Princess a the stadium, and after the game | will present you to
HisMagesty."

"A base-bal game! Oh, | am excited!"

Lopopo led Nemo down aflight of stairsthat had never before existed in the boy's bedroom.
"Yes, it will beathrilling contest, | have no doubt, agame between the New Y ork Giants and the
Pittsburgh Pirates. They are the two best teamsin the Nationd League.”

Nemo was 0 pleased that he clapped his hands. "The New Y ork Giants are Papa's favorite! He
will wish that he had come with me. Oh!™

At the bottom of the stairs, Nemo discovered that they werein alow-celinged tunnd. Torches
mounted along the sdes of the tunnel gave asmoky light, and it glittered on the facets of many colored
gemsthat decorated thewalls.

"Thiscavern will lead usto Sumberland, dl right,” Lopopo said. "It isonly about a thousand
mileslong. Thenit isbut ancther five hundred milesthrough the King's ream to the Slumberland Stadium.



Wewill be there soon, ha”

They walked for avery long time, and Nemo was surprised by al the bizarre and wonderful
sghtsto be seen in Sumberland and its outlying reaches. He was beginning to grow tired, though, and he
stopped and stretched. "Will we ever get there?' he asked.

Lopopo laughed. "Come dong, Nemo! Y ou do not wish to disgppoint the Princess, no!
Everyonein Sumberland knows how much she has missed her playmate.”

They waked another hundred miles, and then another. At last they climbed avery long, very
broad set of marble gairs, from the underground cavern up into the fresh, flower-scented air of
Sumberland.

"Hurry, Nemo!" Lopopo urged. "We have five hundred miles moreto wak, and we have only a
few minuted™

"Oh, I anwaking asfast as| can!" Nemo said.

They hurried through wide, tree-lined boulevards, where crowds of Sumberland's citizens
cheered the boy who had become their beloved Princess's new friend. They passed by grand, imposing
buildingsinwhich the affairs of Sumberland were debated and ordered. After a while, Lopopo pointed.
"Therel Nemo! The Sumberland Stadium!”

"Good," Nemo said. "I do not think | could walk another hundred miles.”

"Now, you have not lost your ticket, have you, Nemo?"'

The boy held up the envelope. "I haveit right here.”

"Then giveit to the man in the blue uniform and we will goright in. Itisamost timefor the
base-bdl gameto gart!"

The Slumberland Stadium was the biggest Nemo had ever seen. He and Lopopo began walking
up the marble ramps toward the specia box of seats reserved for the King of Sumberland, his daughter,
and their guests. At last they emerged, and Nemo could look down at the base-bal diamond laid out
below.

"Oh! Itisso beautiful!” hesaid. "'l have never seen grass o green!”

"Thisway, Nemo," Lopopo said, directing him to his seat beside the Princess.

"Oh, cometo mel" the Princess said. "1 have missed you! Y ou will enjoy the base-ball game. It
will begrand!”

Nemo bowed to the Princess, then sat beside her. He looked down at the field again, wherethe
game was about to begin. "Oh, it is'Matty!" he said. "Mathewson is pitching for the Giantd! ‘Matty' is
Papa's favorite player. Hewill wish hed come, gracioud”

The Princess |ooked through her field glasses. "And now it is Honus Wagner batting for the
Pittsourgh fellows,” she said.

"Heisavery good hitter,” Nemo said. " 'Matty' will have to be careful.”

Mathewson pitched a hard fast ball and Wagner swung at it. He hit afoul bal that sped likea
rocket toward Nemo and the Princess.

"Aha," Nemo said. " 'Dutch’ Wagner is sending us a souvenir!”

"Oh, I'm afraid it will hit ud" the Princess said.

"I will catchit,” Nemo said. The bal began asalittle white speck down on the playing field, and
asit came nearer it grew larger and larger and larger. Soon the ball seemed the size of amelon, then it
was as big as ahouse, and then Nemo could see nothing at al except the gigantic base-ball that was
screaming toward him.

"Oh" hesaid. "It will crush ud Help!"

And the next thing Nemo knew, he was tangled up in his bedclothes on the floor of hisroom. His
papa had come to see what was making the boy shout doud in his deep.

"Pshaw!" Nemo said. "l wish I'd seen the rest of that game!™

"Go back to deep, Nemo," his papa said. "And stop that dreaming!”

The Second Night:



Nemo was fast adeep in his bed when anoise made him st up in astonishment. Once again he
saw astrange man in hisroom. Thisfelow was dressed as aclown, with awhite face and abroad red
grin painted around his mouth. He wore atiny cone-shaped hat on his smooth white head, and abaggy
clown suit decorated with purple, yellow, and green circles. He held hisright hand out before him, and a
small bird perched on his forefinger.

"Have you come from Sumberland?’ Nemo asked.

"Yes," theclown said. "I am Doopsie the Chief of Clowns. The Princess sent meto fetch you.
She hasaspecid surprise planned, you see! Y ou will meet the Spirit of Heart's Desire.”

"Itissuch along wak," Nemo said, yawning. "l am dways so tired before | get there.”

"Do not worry, no!" Doopsie said. "Wewill not need to walk tonight." He knelt down and let the
bird hop onto the floor of the bedroom.

"Oh!" Nemo said. "It isBudgie, Mamas pet!"

"Yes, and hewill carry us both quite safely to Sumberland.”

As Nemo watched, the little bird began to grow. In a moment he was so big that hisfeathered
head brushed the room's celling.

"Oh, mercy!" Nemo said. "Hewill never get back into his cage now! | hope Mamawill not be
too unhappy, no!"

Doopsie mounted the giant bird's back and held out a hand for Nemo. The boy climbed up
behind the clown, and Budgie spread his huge wings. Then they soared upward, smashing through the
caling, flying through the upstairs room where Angelus the Negro maid dept, and then breaking through
the roof of the house into the cool, sweet, moonlit sky.

"Papawill not be pleased with the holein theroof, | guess,” Nemo said. He clutched Doopsie
around the wag.

"Itisalong way down, but don't be afraid, Nemo," the clown said.

They circled over Nemo's house, then flew away across the city. Nemo laughed when he
recognized hisschool, the church, and hisfriends houses far below. "Wheeo! Thisis much better than
walking, yes" hesaid.

"Hold on tight,” Doopsie said. "Wewill bein Sumberland soon.”

Asgood as hisword, the clown steered Budgie up into the clouds, toward the shining spires of
Sumberland. In a few minutes the bird descended, and at last came to agentle landing in the courtyard of
the Princess of Sumberland's paace.

"Yes, we are here, Nemo," Doopsie said. He jumped down and lifted the boy from Budgi€'s
back. The bird began to shrink again immediately. When it wasitsnorma size once more, it flew back
into the air and disappeared.

"I hope he goes back to Mama," Nemo said.

"Look, Nemo," Doopsiesaid. "It isyour dear friend, the Princess.”

"Yes," Nemo sad, "but oh! who isthat with her?'

Doopsesad, "That isthe Spirit of Heart'sDesire. | am sure the Princesswill introduce you.” The
clown made a low bow to the Princess and another to Nemo, and then he backed quickly away.

The Princess smiled. "I am so happy to seeyou again, Nemo!" she said.

"l anglad | did not fal off that bird's back.”

"I want you to meet the Spirit of Heart's Desire," Princess said. "Desire is the most beautiful of al
in Sumberland. Don't you think so, Nemo?Y es?’

The dark-haired Princess was hersdf very beautiful, and Nemo was about to tell her so when he
was interrupted by a sudden commotion. Someone had burst into the very palace of the Princess.
"Heart's Desire, pshaw!" theill-mannered intruder said. "1 can not eventdll if itsabeautiful girl or a
beautiful boy! What sort of agameisthat?’

"Oh!" the Princess cried. "It's Flip! If my father hears of this, hewill be very angry!"

Flip was a sour, unhappy person with agreen face and ahuge cigar stuck in acorner of his
mouth. He wore a long black tailcoat, green trousers, and avery high stovepipe hat with abroad
hatband. Written on it were the words "Wake up!" He wasjea ous of Nemo; he always did hisbest to



interfere with anything the boy and the Princess had planned.

"If you causetrouble, Flip," Nemo said, "then you and | arefor it, and you will haveto takea
lickint"

Flip glared at Nemo. "I don't care two shucksfor that. | may cdl my uncle, the Dawn Guard, to
bring on the sun and mdt dl of Sumberland into daylight! Just seeif | won't."

The Princess|ooked unhappy. "Oh, Nemo, we will pretend heis not even here. Now listen,
because the Spirit of Heart's Desire must ask something of you.”

Desire gave Nemo acharming smile. "Y ou see, Nemo, itisthis | have lost something very
vauableto me, and the Princess said only you could find it. Will you help me? Yes?'

Looking into Desire's golden eyes, Nemo was glad to be of service. "I will do anything | can for
you," hesaid.

Desresmiled again. "Yes, | know you will." The Spirit's voice was sweet and melodious.

"So what are we looking for?' Flip asked. "I am coming aong, too. It isno useleaving me out of
this"

Desire glanced at Flip, then turned again to Nemo. "'l hope you will find my golden bottle. It hasa
stopper carved from abeautiful diamond. It isasmall thing, and Sumberland isavery big place.

"I will search everywhere" Nemo said. "What isin the bottle?"

"Itisdream dugt," Desre said. "King Morpheus himsdf gaveit tome.™

"Come dong then, Hip," Nemo said. "Wewon't come back until we have found it."

"Oh, Nemo, good luck! Yed" the Princess said.

"Y ou will have aspecid reward when you find it," Desre said.

Nemo and Hip left the palace and began their quest for the golden bottle of dream dust. "1 guess
| am stumped, kiddo," Fip said. "Where will welook first? The jungle? The desert? The frozen north?

They turned down anarrow street between two great domed buildings. "Gracious,” Nemo said,
"thismay take al therest of the night.”

"Wdl, ehem, what isthis?' Hip said. He had lifted the lid of ameta trash can and was peering
ingde

"Come dong, we don't have much time, no!"

Hip reached down and lifted something from the trash can. "'l guessit isagolden bottlewith a
diamond stopper! | guessitid™

"Oh my!" Nemo said, astonished.

Flip was very pleased with himsdlf. "They say it isdwaysin thelast place you look, but not this
time, en?'

"Now we can take it back to the Spirit of Heart's Desire. We will get our reward, surel™

"Oh," Hipsaid, "I will keep thisfor mysdif. | found it. Yes"

Nemo tried to pull the golden bottle away from the green-faced rascal. Flip would not let go, and
they wrestled for awhile until Hip called out to hisuncle. "Uncle Aurora, help me! Bring on the sun and
send thiskid back where he belongdl™

Suddenly, dl of Sumberland was flooded with bright sunlight. "Oh no!" Nemo cried. "l amfdling
sound awakel"

And then he turned over in his bed. Hismamahad come into the room and was shaking him by
the shoulder. "Come dong, Nemo,” shesaid. "It isnearly time for Sunday schoal, yes!"”

TheThird Night:

Dressed now in apale blue coat with brass buttons, blue breeches, shiny black leather boots,
and a peaked military cap with ablack visor, Little Nemo wondered where the Princess of Sumberland's
city had gone.

The paace had completely vanished. The maze of dtreets, the carefully tended parks, the vaulting
marble edificeshad al disappeared like the cool morning haze. Nemo stared in astonishment. Therewas
nothing to see except agrass-covered plain. Not even atree stood between him and the distant horizon.



"Oh, dear!" Nemo said. "Thisisal Hip'sdoing! When | find him, | will makehim sorry! Yed"

"Y ou know," ayoung woman's voice said, "what happens sometimesisthere are just some
people you can't make sorry. Um, like my brother. One of my brothers. At lesst one”

Nemo turned and saw her. She was not much taller than he, and she looked alittle bewildered,
and he decided that heliked her even though she was the most unusua-looking person he had ever seen,
evenin Sumberland. She had skin aswhite as bone, and wild hair that waslong in places and cropped
short in others, sometimesthe hair was blond and sometimesit was pink or purple or orange. She wore
earrings—little white skulls—but she a so had a ring through one nostril and another in her upper lip, like
savages in Mamas picture-books. She didn't look like a savage, though; she looked nice. Sheworea
jacket made of heavy black leather, and a short black skirt. She had one blue eye and one green eye and
shewas staring over Nemo's head at absolutely nothing.

"Excuse me, maam,” Nemo said, "but | am looking—"

"He cdled me'maam!,” the young woman said. "The last time anyone cdled me that—um, |
forget.”

Nemo tried again. "l am looking—"

"Y ou're looking for agolden bottle with adiamond stopper.”

Nemo raised his hat and scratched his head. "How did you know that?"

"I don't know how | know, | just know," she said. "Don't you know when you know?"

"Don't | know what?' Nemo asked.

The young woman gazed at him for amoment. "Here" she said at last. "I can help you find what
you'relooking for. Well use my cards.”

"Mamaand Papaliketo play cards.”

"Let'sst down onthisnicered grass," shesaid. "Now, shuffle”

Nemo sat beside her, but he didn't say anything, because there was only one single card, and he
didn't know how to shuffle one card.

"That's good enough,”" she said. "Now turn it over." She touched the grass, and tiny fire-breathing
dragonsin many bright colors began to crawl around.

Nemo watched for amoment, then he turned the card. It wasthe four of hearts.

"Ah," shesad. Sheamiled. "The six of pentacles. A nice card. Urn."

"What doesit say?' Nemo asked.

"How can acard say?| cantell you what it means. A card can mean. Um, wait aminute. It
meansthat thisisa redlly, redly good timeto help somebody. So that'swhy 1'm helping you.”

"Thank you, yes" Nemo said. "I must find that bottle!"

"Now shuffleagain.”

Nemo turned the four of hearts over so the back of the card faced up—it was from a deck of
DdtaAirlines playing cards. Then he turned it over again. Now, somehow, it was the jack of spades.

"Oh, wow," shesaid. "It'sthe Little Ndl card. That'sa horrible card. It means|lots of grief and
suffering and sometimes as much as you want to help someone, you just can't, you know?" She stared
over Nemo's head again. "Well, urn," she said, standing up, "in that case, good-bye."

"Oh! Oh!" Nemo cried. "Please don't leave!l No!"

The young woman sat down beside him again. "Okay, well try it again. Turn the card over; but if
it comesup Hiroshimaor the King of Anchorsor something, I'm gone.”

Nemo nodded and turned the card: the deuce of diamonds.

"I'll bet that even felt better, didn't it?' she said. "It's al about freedom and happiness and, well,
goldfish, | guess, if you want goldfish. | likethem until they're, you know, dead. Y ou're going to have a
wonderful future and you're going to have agood friend, atal, pale man who livesfar avay from the city.
Oh. Oh. I'll bet | know who thet ig"

"Whoisit?' Nemo asked. "Tdl me, do!"

"Um," shesad.

"Shall | turn over another card?'

The young woman raised her eyebrows. "There aren't any more cards,” she said.



"Then how will | find the golden bottle?"

Shesghed. "All right. Takethisdring." Shelifted the end of along piece of white string and gave
it to Nemo. "The other end istied around your golden bottle. All you haveto doisfollow it."

"Thank—"

"And, um, hope that somebody bad doesn't untie it before you get there.”

"Thank you, maam," Nemo said.

"He cdled me'maam'’," she said happily, as she vanished.

Nemo opened his eyes and found himsalf back in his bedroom. He heard his papa.caling him:
"Nemo! Seepyheads don't get breskfast in this house! No!™

The Fourth Night:

Little Nemo redlized suddenly that the healthy grass of Sumberland was gone. Swirling patches
of fog had appeared while held followed the string, and now he could barely see the ground.

"Oh, gracious!" Nemo said. "Where am | now? What is happening, eh?' He wasn't out under the
bright blue sky any longer. Hewasin some dimly lighted, dank and echoing room. He till held the string,
and he walked and walked and walked, but he didn't seem to be getting anywhere. He couldn't seewdlls
on any Sde of him; he couldn't see the celling or the floor. There wasjust the fog, getting thicker and
thicker.

And therewas arat, ahuge gray rat the size of alarge dog. "Oh my!" Nemo said. "Maybe that
awful rat won't ssemeinadl thisfog. | hope!"

"| do seeyou there,” therat said. It had arough, rasping voice.

"Oh! Oh! Itisataking rat!"

"What are you doing in my realm, Nemo? | don't get many visitors, and they're usudly sorry they
came here”

Nemo felt acold emptinesswithin him. "I must wake up!" he said. "'l must go hometo Mamaand
Papal”

The rat made an unpleasant growling sound; it may have been laughter. Y ou won't ever go
home, Nemo. Look at your string.”

Nemo glanced down at the string in hishand. It had been chewed off, and the end of it dangled
usdedy from hisfingers. He became even more frightened. He sank to hisknees, searching inthe
impossibly thick fog for the other end of the string.

"Youwon't find it, you know," therat said. Itsvoice was barely above awhisper, but it was
compdling nonetheless. "Y ou'll never go back to your home or your family again. Just thiseasily, hope
turnsto despair.”

Hot tears ran down Nemo's cheeks. He stood again and looked wildly around himself; he saw
only thefog and the rat. "Mamal" he cried.

"She can't hear you."

"Why isthis happening? Why am | here? Eh?"

Therat showed itslong, crooked fangs. ™Y our task, Nemo. Y ou haven't found the golden bottle
with the diamond stopper. Desire iswaiting for you, and you haven't even begun to look.”

"I havelooked for it, yes," Nemo said hopelessly. "1 would look some more, but how can | find it
here?'

"Theré's an important lesson, then: Y earning may lead only to unhappiness. A wise person knows
when to stop searching. It'stime to quit, Nemo; it'stimeto give up.”

Little Nemo blinked and the rat became an ugly old woman. She had skin like a cold dead thing
and eyesthe color of abitter morning in December. Her short black hair was caught together with adirty
piece of cord, and she had on no clothes at al. On her |eft hand, where Nemao's mother wore her
wedding ring, thiswoman had a ring with a barbed hook, and with it she ripped at the flesh of her own
face. Nemo watched the blood trickle downward toward her chin. He shuddered, and then he
shuddered again.



She reached for him. "Come, boy," shesaid in her low, disquieting voice, "1 will show you how
youll end.”

Little Nemo ran. He could hear the blood roaring in his ears. He felt prickly and hot. Heran
through thefog; it twirled and twisted around him, but it could not hold him. There were many window
frames suspended in the air. Nemo wondered what he might seeif he stopped by one, but he wastoo
afraid to look.

"Oh, why can | not wake up now?" he said. Heran some more. He had run athousand miles,
and he had not gained asingle step on the ugly woman, who was still chasng him.

He ran dong anarrow muddy path where, here and there, someone had set down wooden
planks. "I amin a deep ditch,” Nemo said. Now there were walls made of dirt, and they reached afew
feet higher than hishead. There were sandbags piled on top of them, and ladders going up. He could not
see where he was, and he could not see where he was going, but he did not stop running. Theway
turned and crossed itself, and Nemo quickly became confused in amaze of intersecting channels.

"A dozen yearsfrom now," the ugly woman said, "youll die herein the trenches.”

Nemo heard her asif she were beside him, whispering into hisear. "The trenches?' he said.

"The next twelve years—the rest of your life—mean nothing. Y ou'll end herein the cold, inthe
mud, with dl the others. The sound of the maggotswill be like winter wind rustling the dead straw, except
therewill be no one aiveto hear it. Why do you even—"

Nemo felt asharp painin hissde just beneath hisribs. It hurt too much to run, so he continued
walking asfast as he could. He turned into atrench that crossed to the left, and then into another leading
back to theright. After a while he no longer heard the voice of the ugly woman, but he did not stop
hurrying away.

At lagt, along time later, he needed to rest and catch his breath. He looked behind him and saw
two bright points of red. "Oh, | can seethe eyes of the giant rat,” he said. "I must get away, that'sal!"

He had gone only afew more steps when he tripped over arock embedded in the muck. "Oh!"
hecried. "That did hurt my toe, oh!"

Nemo discovered that he was home again, but that held fallen out of bed and now lay on the
floor twisted up in the shesets. "'l guess| was dreaming again, Papa,” he said.

Hisfather shook hishead. "Dreaming, en?| wonder what you do dream about!"

TheFifth Night:

"I hope the Princess sends another messenger for me tonight,” Nemo said, sitting up in bed. "He
will hep me find the golden bottle with the diamond stopper, | know! It islost somewherein
Sumberland, and | must return it to the Spirit of Heart's Desire.”

"Then you must look for it in Sumberland, Nemo."

"Who said that, eh?' Nemo looked around his bedchamber and saw ayoung girl somewhat taller
than he. She was dressed like the older schoolmaids he knew except that her sailor-dress was black
rather than blue, and she wore black cotton stockings, black high-button shoes, and asort of silver cross
around her neck. "Oh, you are very pretty! You are as pretty as King Morpheuss daughter, the Princess,
yes! You are dmost as pretty as my mama”

Thegirl amiled. "Y ou're sweet, Nemo."

"Do you go to my school ?1 think | have seen you there”

She shook her head, laughing. "No, we haven't met before. For most people, onevisit frommeis
morethan enough. Now, if you like, | can show you the way to Slumberland. It'sjust through that door."

"But thereisno door there! Oh, oh, now thereisa door!"

The girl opened the door that had just appeared in the wall. Little Nemo stepped through, il
dressed in his nightshirt and dippers. He was outdoors again, beneath a bright blue sky. He was unhappy
to see that he'd returned to the awful trenches.

"What's the matter, Nemo?' the girl asked.

"l don't like it here. The ugly woman said to me—"



His amiable companion smiled again. "I know what she said to you, and now I'll tel you
something: She doesn't dways know what she'stalking about."”

Little Nemo shivered even though the sun waswarm overhead. "Who is she?'

"She'smy sgter. My younger sigter.”

Nemo was confused. He didn't believe she could possibly be the sster of the ugly woman who'd
chased him— and it was even more unlikely that she was the older of the two. "Why did she bring me
here?' Nemo asked.

"Shethinksif people get alook at how they're gonna die, it'll tip them over the edgeinto despair.
She doesn't redlize that there are worse things around than deeth. Lots of worsethings.”

Nemo fdt afraid. "How does she know what will happen to me?"

"She thinks she knows."

"Will | redly die herein twelve years?'

"Maybe," said the girl. Shelooked more closdly at Little Nemo and shrugged. "And maybe not. |
think my sster could use agood lesson.”

She took Nemo by the hand, and they walked alittle farther. He thought she had the paest
complexion and the blackest, most disheveled hair held ever seen. "What is that, en?' he asked after a
while. Nemo pointed to the heavy silver pendant the girl wore on achain around her neck.

"It'san ankh,"

"Anankh, isit, en?'

She smiled and lifted it up. "I have abrother who indgsts on calling it an ansate cross. Ansate
means having a handle, like along-haul driver onthe CB."

\Wha—"

"Never mind. Now, | want you to ook up there." She pointed to awooden ladder raised againgt
thewadl of the trench.

"Shdl | go up that?'

"Y es, Nemo, and tell me what you see.”

Hewas glad to climb the ladder and ook out of the trench. "Oh, itisalovely garden!" he cried.
"Havewe found our way back to Sumberland? Is the palace of King Morpheus near? 1 do hopeit igl”

"Just follow the path through the hedges," she said. "And give the Princess akissfor me when
you see her.”

"If | never do anything more aslong as| live," Nemo said, "I must find that golden bottle. |
would do anything to please the Spirit of Heart's Desire.”

Thegirl frowned. "I know," she said. "Almost everyone would. | hate the way people are
punished for the crime of fdling inlovewith Desire. Now, get yourself up that ladder—and be careful up
there”

Nemo scrambled over the top of the ladder. In his haste and excitement he caught hisfeet in the
coils of barbed wire, and he fell sprawling to the muddy ground.

"Nemo!" said his mother, shaking him by the shoulder. "If you kick off the covers every night,
you will soon catch your degth of cold!”

The Sixth Night:

There were hedges and gravel paths, asundia and an iron bench. The garden—if it wasa
garden—went on and on.

"Now wheream I, en?’ Little Nemo said. "Isthis Sumberland?’

Just as he'd been lost in the maze of trenches, Nemo was now lost in alabyrinth of tall hedges.
The shrubbery towered over him; as before, it was impossible to see where he had been or where he
was going. Every twist and turn in the maze brought him to a place that looked exactly likedl the other
places Nemo had seen there: There wasthe carefully groomed lawn and the trimmed hedges and a
green-painted bench.

And the statues—Nemo had never seen so many statues, of men in overcoats or business suits,



womenin gowns or servants uniforms, even children Sitting at desks or at play. The statues weren't
particularly heroic or even memorable. Then Nemo followed an avenue of the maze and came upon a
datue that looked familiar. "Oh gracious!" he said. "It ismy uncle Alexander! | wonder why thereisa
gatue of Uncle Alexander inthis place.”

He waked aong some more, beginning to fed both tired and hungry. He said, "'l do hope the
Princesswill send someone soonto find me. Yed!”

A moment later—a dream moment that may have lasted seconds or hours or years—a man
appeared from beyond aturning of the way, perhapsin answer to Little Nemo'swish. The man worea
long brown robe and his face was hidden within its cowl. He walked aong the path, sudying alarge
book. Nemo saw that there was a chain around the man's wrist, and the book was attached to the other
end of thechain.

Nemo didn't want to disturb the man in the brown robe, but he was very curious. "What isthat
great book you are reading, en?’

The man gazed at Little Nemo for amoment. "It isa book that contains everything that ever
happened, and everything that will ever happen.” He had acam voice, like achurchman or alibrarian.

Nemo was astonished. "Doesit tel how the world was mede?"

"Yes, it does." Heturned to a page about a quarter of the way from the beginning. "Hereit s, in
this chapter.”

Nemo was puzzled. "If thisiswhen the world was made, what isin al those pages that come
beforeit?!

"Things that happened before there was aworld," the man said.

"If there wasn't aworld,” Nemo said, "where did they happen?’

"Youmay reed it if youwish."

Nemo looked at the book, and although the words were in English, the pages didn't make a
particle of senseto him. He shook his head. "And doesit tell how the world will end?'

The man nodded his cowled head. "Here," he said, indicating a page about three-quarters of the
way through the book.

"What will happen after the end of theworld?' Nemo asked.

"Youmay reed it if youwish."

"Thank you, gir,” Nemo said, "but if that book tells about everything that will happen, doesit say
if | find the golden bottle with the diamond stopper?*

Without aword, the man opened the book to a certain page and showed it to the boy.

"Now | must find my way to the palace of King Morpheus,” Nemo said. "Can you tel me—"

The man didn't even look up from hisreading. Hejust pointed to a path.

"Thank you, Sir!'" Nemo said. He turned to hurry away, and ssumbled into awall of hedges. "Oh,
pshaw! | will be tangled in these bushes now!"

Hefought with the branches for amoment, until he realized that he was fighting with the sheets
and hispillow. "Oh, Mama!" said Nemo. "I was only dreaming again

The Seventh Night:

Little Nemo woke and sat up in hiswooden bed with the high headboard. HEd heard anoisein
the room, but he saw nothing out of the ordinary. "Wasthat you, Leo?' he asked the family's cat. "Did
you meow?"

"Yes, Nemo," the cat said. "The Princessis eagerly waiting for you. Do hurry!"

"Oh, now you can talk, Leo!"

Leo stopped amoment to lick his paw. Then he went on: "The Spirit of Heart's Desire wishesto
have the golden bottle with the diamond stopper returned. Nemo, you are to rash to the palace as
quickly asyou can. All of King Morpheussloyd subjects are expecting you, yes!"

"Will you cometo Sumberland with me?* Little Nemo asked.

"Yes, | will gowith you. And Captain Jack the Soldier will go to protect us, and Bobby Bear,



too!" « Nemo took off hisnightshirt and put on his clothes. "How will we get to Sumberland, Leo?" he
asked.

"Hobbyhorse will take useasily, you will seel”

Little Nemo climbed onto Hobbyhorse's wooden saddle. He carried Captain Jack in onearm
and Bobby Bear inthe other.

"Ohmy!" said Leo. "Isthere enough room for me?'

"Yes, yes Jump up here, Leo!" The smdl gray cat leaped onto Nemo'slap, and the boy began
rocking back and forth on his Hobbyhorse. Soon, asif by magic, they were racing across meadows and
fields, leaving thetown far behind.

"Gracioud!" said Leo. "l have never ridden so fast! It is making my head sin!”

"Wewill bein Sumberland in no time," said Captain Jack the Soldier.

"| can seethe domes of King Morpheuss palace!” said Bobby Bear.

"Tdl mewhen we get there, for | will shut my eyesuntil then," said Leo.

In less than aminute, Hobbyhorse came to a stop at the bottom of the grand marble staircase
that led up to the palace gates. "We will come back soon," said Little Nemo, "and then we will go home
agan."

"I will be here, yes!" said Hobbyhorse.

Stll carrying Captain Jack and Bobby Bear and with Leo following behind him, Nemo began
mounting the marble stairs. From his previous visits he knew there were exactly 1,234,567,890 steps, he
had counted them often. It took along timeto climb the staircase, but when they arrived at the top, the
Princess's specid courier, Lopopo, waswaiting for them.

"| see you have brought your friendsto Slumberland, Nemo!™ Lopopo said, grinning. He took of f
his pointed green hat and bowed. " The Princess asks you to wait for her in the Ice Cream Chamber. Y ou
may have asmuch ice cream asyou wish!" Lopopo bowed again, and then he went to tell the Princess of
Nemo'sarival.

The Ice Cream Chamber was aroom as big as a castle, and in the middle of it was amountain of
ice cream. "Oh, that isgrand!” said Nemo.

"Thereis enough ice cream to freeze an ocean!™ said Bobby Bear. "This has got mewinging!™

"l will have some," said Captain Jack the Soldier. "All that riding made me hungry!"

"Oh, what kind of ice creamisit?' asked Nemo.

"Ah! Hal Itisrumraisn!" said Captain Jack.

Before Nemo could est even atiny bit of theice cream, the bad-tempered, green-faced Hip
threw open adoor and strutted into the chamber. "Huh!™ he said. ™Y ou thought you could have a party
without mel™

"Itisthat Mr. Hip," Leo said.

"Hip," said Nemo, "you may leave now! We don't care if you do!"

"I'll show you something,” said Hip. "I'll fill this flubadub with ice cream and have some dl day
and dl night!" He held up the golden bottle with the diamond stopper.

"Oh! | have been searching for that!" said Nemo.

"I know it, kiddo! | guessif | giveit to the Princess, shelll like me and forget about you anyway!"

Little Nemo felt aterrible fury, a passion greater than anything hed ever known before. "'l guess
youwill giveit to me!" he said fiercdly.

"Wait, Nemo!" Hip said, astonished by the boy's grim expression. "For mercy's sakel"

"Letit go, or youll beworrying!"

Nemo tore the golden bottle with the diamond stopper from Flip's grasp. As soon as he touched
it, Nemo was filled with aprofound happiness. "Gracioud" he said in a quiet voice. "Thismust bethe
maost wonderful thing in the whole world!™

Captain Jack the Soldier said, "Now you must takeit to the Princess and the Spirit of Heart's
Dedre”

"I... oh!" Nemo said. He didn't want to giveit to anyone. He ran out of the Ice Cream Chamber,
chased by Captain Jack, Bobby Bear, Leo, and Flip. They shouted at him to stop, but he just ran and



ran. He didn't know what was inside the golden bottle with the diamond stopper; hejust knew that it
was his Heart's Desire as much as anyone's.

"Come back, Nemo!" called Captain Jack. "That does not belong to you! No!™

"I will not let them havethis™ Nemo told himself. He dashed out of King Morpheus's palace and
began running down the 1,234,567,890 steps, hafway down, he came upon two people. "Mamal
Papal" he exclaimed. "Y ou are herein Sumberland!”

His papareached for the boy's treasure. "I'll take that now, Nemo," he said.

Nemo woke suddenly in hisbed. "Um! Ooh!" he said. "l wasdreaming! Y ou werent really
chasingme, Leo!"

Thegray cat did not reply.

"I'll take that now," said the Spirit of Heart's Desire.

"Hurrah! Look!" said Little Nemo. "I gtill have the golden bottle with the diamond stopper!”

"Yes," sad the Spirit, "and now you must return it to me"

Nemo fdlt his heart besting faster. He didn't want to surrender his prize.

The Spirit of Heart's Desire sat on the bed beside Nemo, holding out one hand. "Don't you love
me, Nemo? | won't love you anymoreif you don't giveit to me."

Nemo fdt like crying. He wanted the Spirit to love him, but he didn't want to give up the golden
bottle.

Someone ese came into Nemo's bedroom. He wastall and very thin, and hewasdressed dl in
black. "1 will take that now," he said.

As soon as the gaunt man took the golden bottle from him, Nemo felt agrest rdief. "I must il
be dreaming!" hesaid.

The man in black turned to the Spirit of Heart's Desire. "How dare you use one of my dreamers
to stedl theilluson of Heart's Degirel”

Desire gave Dream amocking laugh. "His desires are under my jurisdiction—or have you
forgotten about that?'

"It isnot right for achild to desire something that strongly. Get out.” In an ingtant, Desire
vanished.

Dream stood beside Little Nemo's bed. He put ahand on the boy's forehead and looked into
Nemo's eyes. Then, like Desire, Dream also disappeared. Later, Nemo could never quite recal what the
King of Dreams had said to him that night. Nemo didn't wake up because he was dready awake. Helay
in his bed and watched as the sunrise flooded his room with soft, golden light. Soon his papa and mama
would call him to breskfast.

ESCAPE ARTIST
CatlinR. Kiernan

Wanda, nee Alvin, Mann, was my favorite character in A Game of You, the fourth Sandman
gtory arc, the fifth book.

The story went through a couple of name changes beforeit got itsfind title. | originaly wanted to
cdl it"Ingdeof Your Heart," and then | wanted to cdl it "The Bimbos of Night," but eventudly,
the ghost of an old Robert Sheckley spy nove rattling around in my head (my then-editor, Alisa
Kwitney, is Sheckley's daughter), it became "A Gameof You," and there it stayed.

Two writerstook Wanda on. Thefirst of them is Cait Kiernan, atdl, eegantly gothic lady, who
looks good in dark green velvet, and how many of us could dare to make that dam?

The big black bird, unkindness of one, rarely leavesthe smdly little cave he shares with her, the woman
who has chosen to livein nightmares, rardly shakesthe sfting, rust-colored dust she dreams from his
feathers. Except, sometimes, when she opens her eyes and leans close, lips crackling like winter twigs
and parchment and the bones of things much too small to make araven'smedl, her voice dry asasdt flat



breeze, and she whispers, one word, or two, never more than that, "Desire, Raven,” or "Déelirium,” or
"Despair, Raven.”

And he gretches hiswings, siff, arthritic pop, and aways he wondersif maybethistimeit hasn't
findly been s0long that he'sforgotten how, if maybe thistime helll smply go tumbling down the hill, ass
over besk, lie bloody and broken in the date and bramble until someone or something kindly comes
adong and eatshim.

But that never happens, and thewings that till fed impossible carry him out into the twilight, bear
himhigh above the frontiers, across neglected dreamspace and blight and findly, far below, the gates of
horn and ivory and the palace, like achanddier smashed to cloudy crystal shards. And hecircles, circles
and descends, wheels nervous between the needle spires and shattered arches, until the ruins close awvay
the sky. Sometimes the librarian's there, patching diamond wallswith spit and putty and Krazy Glue, or
sweeping away the glittering rubble of acollgpsed arcade or flying buttress, more often, thereis no one
and heisadone. Comesdone, a lagt, to the gdlery, His gdlery, the frames dangling crooked on thelr
crooked nalsor falen to thefloor.

And helights, claws click-clacking, on some piece of rubble or die marble floor, the cracked and
pitted flagstones, his black eyes shifting warily from one frameto the next. Wishing he were back inside
his drippy damp cave, nestled warm againgt her, wishing he were acrow ingtead, alying, shit-for-brains
crow that could just flap around a bit and go back and lie, tel her he's done the deed, done his best, and
what difference would it make, anyhow?

Their answers are dways the same. When they even bother to answer.

And thistime, this particular time, it's not the heart or the book or the framethat swirlslikea
flickering, liquid kaleidoscope; this particular timeit's the barb, the fish-hooked ring, tarnish and patina
green, but ill so sharp, and if that's not the worg, it's surely bad enough. He hesitates, buys himself
another second, but Jeez, there ain't no use in draggin' thisthing out, so he hops, leaps back intothe
ar, wingsfluttering. And at just the precise moment when hel's dways sure helll bash his brains out, and
the perfect image of the bright Rothko smear down the canvas, sticky blood and maybe alittle gray
gpeck of bird smartsfor contrast, something shifts, or dips, or wrinkles, and he'sthrough, moving fast
between the stedl gray void and the roiling mist, viscous, mest locker-cold here, and the windows
hanging in the nowhere on thelr taut wires and chains and glossy jutetwine. A hundred million windows,
for Sarters; Victorian casements of polished oak, granite arches, snazzy, modern louvered affairs, and
enormous rose windows of lead and stained glass. Windowsto everywhere and everywhen and
everyone gretching into theflat, horizonless distance.

And he sees her dmost at once, hunched thing, paer than the rat-filled miststhat writhe like
insubstantia tentacles about her legs. PAlms and stubby fingers braced flat againgt apunky-looking sil,
flaking paint and dry rot, and if she even notices as he perches on one of the window's sagging shutters,
she makes no sign, does not acknowledge the intrusion. Her eyes are the color of jaundice and ocher and
she stares, past intent, through filth-smeared glass at the murky shapes moving about on the other side.
She grinds her teeth, and athough she does not smile, she isn't frowning either. She wears her ring on the
left hand, and he shiversin hisfestherswhen he seesit. From the sill, afat black rat, deek coat and
twitching whiskers, watches him cautioudy.

"Ah-hem," but she doesn't move, doesn't so much as flinch or even blink, and so hetriesagain,
much louder thistime—"AH-HEM," and sends the rat squeaking and scurrying into the gloom.

And sheturns her head, dowly, shaggy hair knotted, and he can see the scars now, puckered
white traced on white, and he swearsto himsdlf that next time hell at least argue with her before flying off
to...

For amoment he can't even think, padlocked inside his head with those bottomless eyes, and
then she speaks, and her words are sandpaper scritched dowly across raw mest, gristle sghsand
murmurs, hardly asloud asthe mist dinking around her. But it's better than the eyes.

"What do you want, raven."

"Uh, um, you know. It'sthat time of the month again,” he says, and shifts uneasily from foot to
foot. "Same shit, different day, if you get my meaning.”



"I don't know where heis" she says. And dowly, she turns back to the window, absently raises
her ring finger, and digs the hook deep into the soft flesh of her cheek.

"Yeah, wdl, you see, that'sjust exactly what | tell her every time, honest. But, hey, | just go
where..."

"l said, | do not know where heis," and shetwiststhe ring, pullsit free, flaying skin and dark
muscle, spattering blood.

"Right! Yes, ab-so-lutely," and he springs from the shutter, frantic wings dapping the cold, il
arr, darting between the windows and wires, between faces framed in ornate, gilded wood and stone and
agony. And when he comes to one that opensinto sunlight, and fields, and cloudless, blue sky, the raven
goreads hiswings and sails through.

Five-thirty-seven in the morning by the plastic Pepsi-Cola clock over the door, and at least therain had
stopped, but he was till sitting in the booth, worn and duct-taped Naugahyde the color of strawberry
licorice, waiting, and Buck Owenswas till wailing from the jukebox; still so dark outside that the diner's
plate glasswindow may aswel have been amirror.

Alvin Mann's face stared back at itsdlf, transparent, but solid enough to seethe bruisy red
gathered benegth his eyes, puffy from crying, and he was no longer sure how long it'd been now since
held dept, really dept. He stared through himself, but there was nothing out there. Dregs of the Kansas
night like an oil stain and the handful of pickups, arust and bondo Mustang, the pumps aone on their
crumbly idand of concrete and light. At the edge of the mud and grave lot, a portable sign flashed
weerily, hdf its bulbs blown and nobody'd bothered to replace them, haf its plastic |etters plucked away
by autumn storms, an epileptic'sword game left behind. KORA'SKOUNTRY KITCHEN, OPEN 24
MRS, BREAKFAST ANYTIME, DAY OR NTTE—if you knew how to play.

He turned away from the window and tried hard not to notice that there were other peoplein the
diner—the handful of menintheir overalsand John Deere caps, scattered aong the counter, filling other
booths—tried not to fed their eyes or hear their conversations. The diner wastoo warm and smelled like
grease, coffee and cigarettes, frying eggs and thick pink dices of ham.

"Y ou sure you don't want nothing to eat?' He looked up and the waitress was a ready pouring
more of the bitter coffeeinto hiscup. "That busan't duein herefor another hour, andit'susudly late."

Her name was Laurleen, Laurleen printed on her name tag in black, and he shook his head no,
no thank you; she shrugged, haveit your way, wandered off to refill other cups and scribble ordersfor
pancakes and sausage and hash browns smothering in lumpy melted cheddar. He tore open a packet of
sugar and dumped it into the cup, stirred briefly, and then added another two and cream from thelittle
pitcher shaped like acartoon cow, until the liquid was the muddy color of amonds and most of the acid
taste was hidden benegth syrupy sweetness.

Elvis coffee, Charlotte would have said, because she'd read somewhere, in one of her mother's
supermarket tabloids, The Star or Weekly World News maybe, that Elvis Predey had drunk his coffee
the same way. Charlotte, who'd drunk hers black.

Alvin sipped, scalded histongue and set the cup back down, wondered if it was dways going to
be likethat, Charlotte everywhere he looked, Charlotte sneaking hersdlf into whatever he did. And the
tearswere fill very close, hot and heavy behind his bloodshot eyes. He marveled that there could till be
adrop left ingde him to spare.

"Hey, you're Zeke Mann's boy, ain't you?'

And thistime when he looked up, it wasn't the waitress, thistime it was one of the men, turning
away from the cash register, toothpick staked firmly between tobacco-yellowed teeth. The man stuffed
his change and an unopened pack of Doublemint gum into an aready-bulging denim pocket.

"I'm Alvin Mann," he answered, eyesimmediately back to his cup and the thin white foam il
swirling there like alazy galaxy winding down, prayed aslent, faithless prayer that the guy wouldn't say
anything ese, that the next thing he'd hear would be the brass bell above the door, beneath the Peps
clock, clanging exit and release, tdling him he could bregthe again.

"Yeah, | thought you looked familiar.”



And the adrendine, then, playground hair trigger response, hammering through hisveins,
heart-drumin his ears. Alvin wrapped his hands, his mother'slong, ddlicate fingers, tight around the cup,
too hot to hold, but the pain calmed, dmost as soothing asthe little white pills he and Charlotte had
sometimes stolen from her mother's medicine cabinet.

"Damned shame," the man said, "about your friend, I mean. The Williamsgirl. She was your
friend, right?"

"Yesdr, shewasmy friend," and now the coffee cup wasn't enough, and he bit down hard on the
tip end of his tongue, but don't let them see it, Alvin-baby, and it was as much Charlottes voice ashis
own, 'cause that's just what they want, and Jesus, you're almost out'a here.

"Y egh, adamned shame," and the man was gill standing there, and Alvin could taste hisown
blood, blood and coffee spit, rich and faintly metalic. "But lotsafolks seen it coming, | guess. Kid that
weird is bound to come to no good. Gotta pay the fiddler, you know, sooner or later."

Pause, and he could hear the clock, ticking insect sound, and someone chewing loudly.

"Y ou headed somewhere?’ the man asked, pointing to the small, blue suitcase tucked underneath
thetable.

"Away," and hisvoice wavered, "just away," fantest tremble, but in another second he knew
thereld be tears, sdty wet sigmata, and they'd dl be pointing, pointing and laughing their growling,
throaty man laughter, and that's just what they want, that's just exactly what they want, Charlotte
sad.

Then, Laurleen, harpy-voiced, "Hey, Billy. Y ou left your car keyslaying over here.”

Billy patted hisjeans, his coat pocket, frowned.

"Shit. Thanks, Laurleen. Guess| wouldn't'agone very far without those."

Billy went back for hiskeys, and Alvin was up, up and moving, past Laurleen swabbing at the
countertop with her soppy gray rag, past the pay phone and the jukebox (Buck Owens having
surrendered unnoticed to Ricky Skaggs) and the gumball machine with the faded March of Dimessign
stuck on top. Past the cigarette machine with "out of order” Scotch-taped to its face; two doors, each
painted the same hospital puke green, sexed with varnished cedar plagues nailed up like horseshoes,
GUY S and GAL Swood-burned in ropy, lariat script.

Alvin pushed one open and dipped insde.

November, one day and aweek since Haloween. Bonfires and pumpkin grins finished now and the dead
month, autumn's gourdhusk heart, and nothing else, stood between them and winter. They lay together in
the brown sea of soybeans, listening to the whisper and rustle of |eaves, the shriveled bones of leaves.
The soil was damp and smdlled faintly of earth-worms and the tiny white mushroomsthat grew between
the rows, and above them, the sky thought it was gtill October, brilliant eectric blue showing through the
waist-high canopy.

For along time Alvin had lain with his eyes shut, fedling the shadow-dappled sunlight, dull
warmth on hisface, his hands, and Charlotte talking, Charlotte amost aways talking, reciting the KERC
New Wave show out of Lawrence; Missing Persons and Devo and Gary Newman, and then shed
gotten around to the new Kate Bush album, a song about Houdini and Begtrice Houdini. Last
Wednesday, she'd skipped school, out more than in thisfall, had hitched al the way into Junction City
and pocketed the cassette at Kmart.

While shetaked, Alvin watched the sky and an enormous black bird circling low overhead, a
crow, maybe the biggest crow he'd ever seen. It passed between them and the sun, flegting eclipse of
flesh and feathers, dazzling corona, and whedled away, cawing like ahoarse old woman.

Charlotte took his hand, then, hers so much harder, callused, the nails chewed down to nothing,
and he hdd on tight as the ground began to vibrate, to thrum and thump like a hundred thousand pissed
and bottled bees. And he knew that he'd been hearing it for some time now, the huge combine harvester
dragging itsdlf dowly, inevitably, acrossthefield. That held been trying not to think about it; Charlotte
was gl talking, dmost snging, with a kiss, her voice thin and raspy from cigarettes and talking dl
morning long, I'd pass the key.



Alvin squeezed her hand tighter, didn't darelet go or close hiseyesagain, didn't dare so much as
blink. Dug the fingers of hisfree hand asfar into the soft skin of the field as he could. Charlotte was
garing into the sun, her hazel-green eyes beginning to tear, seeming dmost to mdt, vitreoustrickle leaking
across her templesinto her red hair, hair the same vivid cinnamon as his, thisis no trick asthethrum
became agrinding thump, and findly, the thunderous rattle and clamor of sted on stedl. She turned to
him, her lips till moving, but the wordslost, smply swallowed by the combine, and the water stresking
her cheeks glistened, and she wasn't amiling, but she wasn't frowning either.

One summer afternoon, when Alvin had been seven, his mother had caught him Stting at her dressing
table, painting his mouth the color of pink carnations with her lipstick. For amoment pulled so long and
brittleit had seemed asmdll forever, shedd stood behind him, staring in horror and disgust & her son's
reflection, and hed stared back at hers, the lipstick frozen halfway across his lower lip.

Findly, shed taken it away from him, had wrestled the tube from fingerstoo frightened to turn it
loose, and dapped him so hard that his ears had rung and the pink had smeared across hischin like
candy blood. Had dapped him again and ordered him down onto his knees, bare knees against the bare
pineboard floor, and by then he'd been crying and sheld threatened to hit him again, twice as hard this
time, if hedidn't stop hisbawling, bawling like ababy, not the little man he was.

Sheld made him pray with her for God and Sweet Baby Jesus nailed up on Cavary to forgive
him. Had made him recite the books of the Bible, Old and New Testament, frontwards, then backwards,
and the Lord's Prayer, and part of the Pledge of Allegiance, both of them speaking through hitching sobs
and tears and strangling snot.

And she would have made him stay right there until his father and Uncle Lonnie had comein from
thefidds, if hisaunt Dora hadn't found them first. Hadn't led him to the bathroom and scrubbed hisface
with awashrag and Dia soap, scrubbed at his mouth until hislips had burned. Then shéd sent himto his
room and Alvin had listened through thewall to his mother crying, her sister comforting her, praying with
her, telling her that it didn't mean anything, that he was just a child and didn't know what he'd done.

That nothing like thiswould ever happen again.

And held understood.

Tip? and dwaysit was hismother'svoicein this dream, or just that terrible once, hisfather's, but when
he turned away from the mirror and dl the pretty thingsin the old steamer trunk, there was never anyone
standing in the attic except the Woggle-Bug and Jack Pumpkinhead, the Tin Woodman and the Walrus,
waiting for himinthemusty haf-light jumble of cardboard boxes and produce crates. Downgtairs, the pot
'n' pans slverware sounds of his mother setting the table for Sunday dinner, and then the thunder that
rattled the roof and made Mr. H. M. WoggleBug, T.E., mutter and rub his antennae together anxioudly.
The Tin Woodman counted backwards, four mississippi, three mississippi, waiting for the lightning thet
never came.

"That's the jackdaws, mind you," muttered the Walrus, and Jack crossed his wooden legslike he
had to pee.

Alvin turned back to the mirror, to rose-scented powder, the rouge and mascara, but someone
had taken an eyebrow pencil and written adnaWadnaWadnaWadnaW, over and over again until the
lettersfilled up the entire looking glass, row after row, top to bottom, and he couldn't see hisface through
the doppy scrawl. And when he reached out to wipeit, to smear away the greasy black with his
fingertips, the mirror was dways smooth and clean and squeaked. But the | etters were ill there, indelible
nonsense, unreachable, and the Walrus leaned down over his shoulder to see, tuna bresth and his
mustache scratching againgt Alvin's cheek like awire scrub brush.

The Tin Woodman, who'd tired of counting after lightning that was never coming, cleared his
throat impatiently.

"Dont think shell wait forever, Tip," hesad.

And that was true, what with Charlotte tap-tapping her tennis shoes somewhere in the shadows
and the thunder rolling off thetin roof like bowling balls. Alvin hurriedly picked out ahat, avelvet red



cloche, something Clara Bow or Lillian Gish might have worn, tugged down the narrow brim.

"Oneday, lady, one day you're gonnalearn,” Charlotte said, and her fingers brushed the nape of
hisneck, trailed up to the zipper's dangling tab just below his hairline. She tugged gently and it felt likea
loose tooth or an old scab pulling free asthe metd teeth parted thetiniest bit.

Before he dapped her hand away.

She laughed as he closed the trunk, hiding the mirror, al the old clothes and the stolen makeup,
his silverfishchewed notebooks and comics, checked the latches twice and carefully replaced the
camouflage of paint-splattered drop cloths and the moldering rolls of calico wallpaper.

"Oh, so careful, box girl, trunk secret girl, shhhhh ..." whispered Charlotte. "Watch your skinny
ass, box girl."

And the Tin Woodman and Jack Pumpkinhead and the Woggle-Bug and the Warus made a
circlearound him, naked Alvin, face drawn and eyes shaded perfect and the hat on his head, and
together they walked dow, in stately, measured step, between the attic country trees of discard and
throw-away. Charlottes warnings grew faint, and then fainter, and findly were lost completely inthe
distance and dust and the clanking jangle of the Woodman's footsteps.

Pest the tiny window, glass gone to milky cataracts with cobwebs and cloudy age, the world out
there blown and buffeted beneath the ssorm-feathered wings of the birds, and phantonwise, Alice
moving under crow black skies.

"Pay that no mind, Father," said Jack. "She went through and there's hardly ever any coming
back."

And before he could answer, they had dready stepped over the ladder and the trapdoor, past
forgotten bundles of Reader's Digest and Progressive Farmer trussed in shiny baing wire. Off of the
white and onto the red, and here wasthe crimson king, bleeding quietly to himself; he watched them
passin slence.

Behind them, the jackdaws had found the attic window and dammed themsdvesfurioudy againgt
the glass. Thunder and blackbirdsfdling like the hail before a twister and hisaunt Dora, caling him down
for dinner. Alvin tried looking back, caught amad blur of pecking beaks, birdshitty smear, and it won't
bold them all out, it'll break, before the Walrus seized his head roughly in both blubbery fistsand
twisted it back around.

"That's what shewants," the Walrus snorted between his nicotine-stained tusks. "That's exactly
what she wants.”

And then the wardrobe. His mother's oak and cherry wardrobe, and before that, his
grandmother's; tregbone cut and carved, stained rich and dark as menstrua tea. And wrapped sdlfishin
chainsthat dithered and scarred the varnish skin, that knotted themselvestighter as Alvin approached, so
tight finally that the wood began to pop and splinter.

Alvin tried to push between Jack Pumpkinhead and the Walrus, hurled himsdlf a the wardrobe.

"Makeit stop,” hewailed, and " Please, before they hear," but dready there were voices
downgtairs, concern and anger, his aunt demanding to know what was going on up there, demanding to
know right thisminute.

"No, Mother," Jack whispered urgently. "That'swhat she wants.”

And behind them, asthe Tin Woodman lifted hisax high above his head, glass shattered, and the
world filled with the howling whoosh of wind and the roar of athousand charcod wings.

And one gray winter morning, when Alvin had been thirteen and away at school, his mother had gone
looking for amisplaced box of Ball Mason jarsin the attic and instead, she'd found the trunk. She had
amog forgotten about it, hidden away up there for so many decades, since sometime just after the war
and her grandmother's death. Sheld been feding low al morning, her usud bout with the January blues,
but suddenly sheld fdt alittle better, had begun to quietly hum "Bringing in the Sheaves' as she'd cleared
away dl thejunk and clutter piled on top of the trunk. It hadn't been locked, just the two latches that hed
creaked loud like barn doorsin wet westher.

And hours later, when Alvin had come home, held seen the smoke all the way from the road,



wisp thin, dmost white againgt the sky, risng up from behind the house. The bus ride home from school
had been especidly bad that day. When he hadn't been looking, when he'd been busy trying to keep
Dewayne Snubbs from grabbing his lunch box, one of the Harrigan boys had taken his socid studies
book, Our Foreign Friends Around the World, and drawn pictures, dirty picturesin balpoint ink, so
that hed have to rip out five whole pages of the chapter on South America

And as held trudged toward the house through the wind and ice-scabbed snow, the smoke had
seemed anything but important; so many thingsto burn on the farm, empty Purinafeed bags or the old
papers hisfather let pile up for weeks on end until they buried the back porch beneath a sprawling drift of
newsprint.

Inside, the house had been very dark, no lights on and only the dimmest anemic day filtered
through the drawn curtains. Dark and empty and almost as cold asthe wak from the road. Alvin had
wandered from room to shadowy room, still carrying his books and lunch box, until held found his aunt
Doradgtting done at the kitchen table, smoking, tapping ashesinto a saucer.

"Auntie Dora?" hed whispered, setting his school things down on a countertop, suddenly very
much afraid; the cold had found its way inside him, had dipped past his teeth and down histhroat, had
pooled in hisbowd s like molasses dudge.

"What's happened? Wheres Momma?'

Sheld said nothing at first, had seemed to watch him from somewhere outside of hersdf, high up
and far away, and then, "She's out there, boy," and sheld motioned toward the back door with the softly
glowing tip of her cigarette. "But maybe thistime you'd better just consider turning around and ..." but
sheld stopped, sighed smoke, and crushed her cigarette out in the saucer.

"She's out back, child.”

Alvin had stepped past as sheld fished another Marlboro Red from the pack lying on the gingham
tablecloth. Had opened the back door and the screen storm door, and stood shivering on the porch.

His mother and the black circle of earth, scorched and muddy where the snow and frost had
meted from the heat. And dmost everything dready laid insde, aready gone to unrecognizable cinder,
al the giftsfrom Charlotte, the thrift store dresses and plastic pearls. The five-and-dime cosmeticsand a
yellow-green bottle of tearose. And what little remained, the books and magazines, his comics, asingle,
burgundy evening glove like flayed velvet skin, in acarelesspile at her feet.

A sudden gust had ruffled pages and the fake fur collar of her overcoat, had caused the fireto
flare and gutter. Sheld turned, fierce eyesloathing him, loathing hersdlf for having made him. Her lipshad
chapped and cracked open in the cold, and blood flecked her mouth and chin.

"YOU," sheld howled over the prairiewind, "YOU ARE AN ABOMINATION, ALVIN
ROBERT CALEB MANN, IN THE BENEVOLENT EYES OF THE LORD YOUR GOD AND
THE HOLY HOST OF ANGELS, YOU ARE FILTH AND CORRUPTION AND AN
OBSCENITY!"

The paperback dangling in her brightly mittened fingers, The Land of Oz, had fallen onto thefire,
and hed watched its cover blister and darken around the edges, curling back onitsdlf, exposing
dog-eared pages, vulnerable words. And Alvin had said nothing, had not cried this time or begged her to
stop, had only stood silent and watched.

And when shed findly dropped to her kneesin the dush and turned her face up to the sky,
praying for hisimmortal soul to merciless cloudsthe color of frostbite and lead, Alvin had knelt on the
porch, his hands pressed into the same penitent steeple as hers.

But hiseyes had never I€eft thefire.

Charlotte, who'd lain laughing on railroad tracks until the train was so close that Alvin could see the panic
in the engineer's eyes, and the ties and rails and limestone ballast had danced in time to the spinning razor
whedls. Charlotte, who wore black lipstick and everyone at school called awitch because she carried an
old pack of tarot cardsin her purse.

Charlotte, who'd learned to handle rattlesnakes and to drink strychnine mixed with tap water
from hanging out at tent revivals, who'd been born two hours and aday and three weeks before him.



Who lived with her crazy mother in alopsided avocado housetrailer in the middle of another soybean
fidd, afew milesaway from the one where they were lying now, listening to the grind and diesd rumble
of the combine harvester, feding the ground shudder and spasm as the pickup wheel turned and drove
row after dirt-clotted row of stedl teeth forward.

And it wasnt hislife that was rewinding itself behind Alvin's eyes, it was Charlotte, Charlotte,
who knew everything, al thewrithing, twisted secret things held kept shackled inside, because he'd told
her and afterward, she/d held him while hed cried, had cried until hed thrown up on her bedroom floor,
and gl shed hed him even after that.

Charlotte, who knew.

She amiled, tear-streaky amile, raised the hand mirror, her cracked Woolworth's looking glass
held together by its shel of tawdry, pink plastic, held it like a periscope up above the beans. Inside, there
was room for nothing but the red machine's reflection, meta the color of fire trucks and fresh blood.

Thisisno trick, Alvin screamed, screamed for her to move her ass, to run, pried hisfingersfree
from hers. Above them, the big crow was back, shrieking, and his mind was trying to make words of its
noise, imagined desperate, absurd warnings. She dropped the mirror, arms spreading wide, and
Charlotte only shook her head no, not yet, something sad and relieved flashing hot across her face,
settling in her eyes.

And helet her go, rolled, and was scrambling on dl fours, till screaming her name, crushing row
after row of the dead, brown plantsflat beneath him, until he was somehow up and on hisfet, running.
Running, and running through fields and pastures, crossing empty highway and dirt back roads, through
autumn-leafed stands of cottonwood and sycamore and dry creek beds.

Until at last he tripped, foot snagged by aroot or afurrow or agopher hole and tumbled, landed
hard and the air knocked out of him, and lay, choking on the nothing filling hislungs, hislips4till forming
screams his voice was no longer ableto follow through.

Aloneinthe diner rest room, donewith the stink of Lysol and piss and little blue cakes of toilet cleanser,
Alvin leaned over the sink again and splashed hisface with the icy cold water gurgling hafheartedly from
thetap.

"C'mon, bubullah, you gotta pull this show together now," and he groped blindly for a paper
towel, but there was nothing within reach but atampon dispenser. And that was funny, so he laughed and
let hisface and soggy red hair drip into the sink.

And behind him, the softest sigh and rustle, frantic, caged flutter of wings, and the dow scrape of
something sharp acrossthetiled wals or floor. He did not turn around, looked dowly up and into the big
mirror bolted above the snk. And there was no one and nothing else, just the row of empty sdls, his
too-thin Sixteen reflection, acne and cadaver greenish skin in the unforgiving fluorescence. Faint hints of
stubble shadow and the jutting Adam's apple like arumor.

But not his parents, come to drag him back, and not Laurleen, cometo tell him to get hisfag butt
out of the ladies room or she'd call the cops.

And no ghosts, no zombie Charlotte dripping lastminute wisdom like maggots and forma dehyde.

All the ghosts you 're ever gonna need, Alviekins, and he made apistol of index finger and
thumb and pressed it firmly againg hisright temple. Crammed right in there.

Alvin dried hisface on hisdeeve, ignored the homesick smdll of fabric softener and flannd, and
went back out into the diner to wait for the bus.

" 'A dlow sort of country!" said the Queen. 'Now,
here,you see, it takes all the running you can do,

to keep in the same place. If you want to get
somewhere else, you must run at least twice as fast
asthat.™

—Through the Looking Glass by Lewis Carroll



In memory of Elizabeth Aldridge (1971-1995),
who must have known Despair better than me.

AN EXTRA SMIDGEN OF ETERNITY
Robert Rodi

Bob Rodi wrote abook called What They Did
to Princess Paragon, which was ahilarious
satire on the world of comics—Stephen
King's Misery meets the Chicago Comics
Convention. It'savery funny book. It hasa
minor British-writer character in it who
dressesalot like me, but thinks more like
Alan Moore circa 1984, and behaveslike
Grant Morrison (two other strange British
people who write fine comics).
Thisisabeautiful story, technicaly de-
lightful, and funny, and sad. Darren in't the
only onewho would liketo hear how the
story ends.

The room was still and quite dark when Wanda stuck her head through the door, so she softly caled out,
"Knock, knock."

Something stirred againgt the far wall; she could just make out asilhouette asit traversed amurky
blob of window.

"Just asec,” said avoice—Ray'svoice. A heartbeat later athin white light hummed into the
room, and Wanda caught Ray fingering the light switch that was draped over one arm of Darren's bed.

"That's better,” he said, and he scooted around the bedside to greet her with akiss.

She pecked him on the lipsin return, then dropped her import car-sized purse behind the door
and followed him into the room. "How's he doing?" she whispered as she gave Darren the once-over.

"Some bad patches," said Ray, running hisfingers through his mass of dirty blond hair. "I've just
been gitting, holding his hand. Hours. Didn't notice the sun go down." He plopped back into the hideous,
off-beige chair. "Actudly thought he'd have gone by now. Y esterday, even. Weve taken him of f
everything but morphine. He's running on stubbornness done.” He amiled, somewhat unconvincngly.

Wandamade amoveto sit on acorner of the bed, then thought better of it and remained
ganding. "Helooks— peaceful,” she said. Shed amost said "good,” but that would've been too grossa
lie. Darren'sarms and legs weretwiglike and gray. His mouth was hanging open like abroken latch. His
eye sockets were as deep as billiard pockets. The ondaught of one disease after another had winnowed
away hbitsof himftill thiswasdl that was|eft.

Wandaheld her hair from her face and leaned over to kiss him on the forehead. When she did
S0, he emitted a watery, ancient-sounding sigh.

"Didn't hurt him, did 1?" she asked, straightening up quickly.

Ray shook his head. "Course not."

Shetook agood, hard look at Ray. He wasn't looking so hot, himself. Eyesteary and crimson
from lack of degp. Cheeks hollow from worry. Bit of crusted food at the corner of his mouth. A sour
milk body odor.

Wandahad evidently arrived just in time. She went to him and rubbed his shoulders. "When was
thelast time you ate?' she asked materndly.



He wobbled beneath her minigrations, asthough he were made of cloth. "Dunno,” he said.
"What time'sit now?"

"Nearly eleven." She squeezed his neck affectionatdy. "Off you go, then. Commissary's closed,
of course, but there's a pancake house two blocks down. Open al night. | highly recommend the peach
cobbler. Tasty, and dmost nontoxic.”

"Not hungry,” hesaid, rubbing hiseyes.

Shelifted him by the armpits and put him on hisfeet; she was so much taller and bulkier than he
that it wasn't even an effort. "'l don't care if you're not hungry,” she said in amock-stern manner. "1 have
aright to fed needed and validated, too, and I'm not about to |et you deny methat by not letting me
watch Barren while you go grab some grub.”

He smiled and rubbed his smarting armpits. "Ow. Y ou're atough bitch."

"Sorry if | hurt you. Better go before | doit again.” She settled into the chair while Ray donned
hisblack leather jacket. " Should | read to him, or what?"'

"Upto you." Heflipped up hiscollar. "Doubt if he hearsaword.”

Shetsked. "l can't believe that. | have to believe he understands what we're saying. On some
levd."

He sghed. "Hope youreright.”

She brightened. "I'll tdll him astory! Everybody loves agood story."

"Y ou got one?'

"With my sordid past? Dozens. Hundreds, even.”

He gave her athumbs-up. "Y ou're agood guy, Wanda."

"Girl, please," she said sharply. "I am in preoperative therapy, you know. And even if | weren't!"

Hethrew hishandsin theair. "Meafucking culpal” Then be blew her akiss and shambled out.

Darren heaved another sgh—thisone sgnificantly more bone-rattling than the last. Wanda
placed her hand on his (so hot!) and cooed, " Oh, hon, you miss him aready? Hell be back in aflash.
Meantime, how's about | tdl you anice story?"

She waited for aresponse, then fancied she saw atwinklein hiseye, and continued. "Got agood
one, too. A nice, dishy, scandal ous one that has the distinct advantage of being true. Whet'll | call it?
How about—um—Wanda and the Apparent Errant.' " She paused for areaction, in van. "Wdl, I'm
sureyou're excited, deep down. Now." She crossed her legs and folded her handsin her [ap. "It darts
about two years ago. Inthat old rat trap | had on Avenue A. 'Member?"

No response. Barren stared toward the ceiling, afilm over hiseyes.

"Wiped it from your memory, huh? Wish | could say the same. Anyway, thispair movesin just
around Halloween. Remember the date 'cause there was asmashed pumpkin on the doorstep, dl the
movers kept having to scoot around it—this big choreographed orded while they're carrying, you know,
dressers and stuff. | kept thinking, why don't they just spend two minutes sweeping it away? Anyway.
Didractions.

"The woman—now, she'sthe dramatic type. Y ou know? Failed actress. Hell—probably failed
acting teacher. Kaftans with big prints. Peacocks. Water lilies. Wearing lots of makeup. Hair pulled
back so tight, her lips are cracking. Seesmein the halway and throws her hands intheair. At first | think
she'sgonnahit me." She paused, grimaced. "Well, with my higory, you blame me?"

She recrossed her legs and continued. " So, anyway, she rushes up to me and with both hands
takes one of my arms, and she leansway, way too deep into my persona space, and says, 'l am your
new neighbor, Countess Protopsilka, but you must call me Deirdre.’ Because, see, the count waslong
dead, and anyway helogt histitle when Greece stopped being a monarchy after the war. And the more
she protests that she's not a countess anymore, the more | realize I'd better call her Countess or shélll
hate me. So she tells me she's moving to town with her new husband, who ran an orangejuice bottling
plant in Jupiter, Florida, till his brother bought him out behind hisback and ruined him.

"And it'sthen that | seethislittle guy behind her, struggling with four suitcases, onein each hand,
another one under each arm. A dapper little man with a pencil-thin mustache and ruby red lips. Lips|i'd
kill for. I smilea him and he winks at me. Which, you know—being the kind of girl I am—I accept



winksfrom anybody. They're gifts, Darren.”

She paused, asif waiting for him to chuckle. His soft, quick, shalow breathswere dl she got; she
shrugged, as if they'd haveto do.

"Then the countess turns and says, "Hurry up, Cary.' And | can't redlly continue down the gairs
with thebig old countess and pack mule Cary on their way up. So | back up two flights and then I'm at
their apartment, which isabove mine and one over. Filthy. Family of nine had lived there just before.
Leadt, I'm assuming they were a family. Anyway, the countess professes hersalf enchanted by the place
and asks meto stay for tea. And | tell her | can't because | have an appointment, not to mention she can't
possibly have any tea things unpacked anyway, and shelaughsthis crazy laugh and kissesme.

"Now, thisiswhere| get the impression that maybe she's seen better days, and maybe not so
long ago, and maybe the sudden change has made her alittle crazy. Desperate-friendly, you know the
type. | mean—okay, I'm not saying I'm not convincing, or anything. Asme, | mean. My hair'smy own.
I've had dectrolyss. But this countess babe is, like, nose to nose with me, and | mean, come on. She
doesn't even give me ahard look. Instead shetellsme, I'm abeautiful girl, and of course dl beautiful girls
are always rushing off to some romantic rendezvous or other, but | must agree to come and have tea with
her and Cary very soon. | say, sure.

"Then | turn and smile politely a Cary, who gives me thislook like hed ravish meright thereif
the countess weren't around to stay hisimpeccably manicured hand. | kind of swalow my disodief at this
whole Merchant-and-1vory-on-the-skids scene, and bolt.

"I don't even remember where | went. But that night, when | get home, I'm on my way up the
dairs, right? And who do | runinto but Cary. Gives me this slent-movie leer and askswhy I'm
unescorted. | put on my best Lewis Carroll and say, 'Because | do not have an escort.' He laughs,
laughs, laughs. Then heingsts on walking me up the stairs, and when we get to the door to my place,
Darren, | swear to God, | have to fight the bastard off. He's, like, got one shoulder in the door, and he's
pushing, telling me he understands me, he wantsto ‘comfort’ me. | tell him he better go, | have ayeast
infection, and that confuses him for just long enough for meto give him one big shove and get the door
bolted on him.

"Next morning, theresaknock, and | think, Christ, and start foraging around for my Mace, but
whileI'm looking | hear someone sSing out my name so that it's, like, seven syllables, and | think, Gotta be
the countess. So | open the door, and there sheisin aturban and abig apron that says KISS ME, I'M
WELSH. And she'sgot atray of muffinsin her hand, because she's sorry she couldn't offer metea
yesterday and thisisto make up for it and aren't we going to be the best of friends.

"Well, can| tdl you? Firg of dl, the muffins are wonderful. Cranberry or something. Little bursts
of tang. And second, there's something kind of grand about old Deirdre—| mean, something romantic
and indomitable. Something no queen canresist. | just looked at that face and kind of fdll alittlein love.
So I'm like, yes, aren't we going to be the best of friends. And she Sartstelling me about thetime she
and Princess Grace had to share open toilets a an aams dedler'svillain Rangoon, and I'm going, no way
am | talking to someone who saw Princess Grace take adump, which till now | was quite certain she
never did. And theninwaks Cary."

At this point, Wandawas interrupted by aknock at the door. She turned and found ayoungish,
gap-toothed duty nurse leaning into the room. "Just come to check the morphinefeed,” the nursesaid in
hushed nurse tones.

Wanda got up and moved the chair to give the nurse access to the buzzing, squidlike monitor.
She gaveit the once-over, then said, "How is our golden boy tonight?

Wandalooked at him; he was fidgeting now, moaning faintly. "Little restless”

The nurse hit a button that sent the LED indicator whirling into the numerica stratosphere. "Well,
that ought to make it easier on him." She made alittle notation onto a clipboard, and said, without looking
up, "Kesping him amused, are we?”'

"That'stheidea."

Shelooked up, dipped her pen through the sllver clamp, and smiled. "Doulbt if he can hear you.
Stll, worth atry.”



| can hear you, thought Darren as the extra shot of morphine flowed through him like a potent,
fiery steak sauce. | can hear you fine. | can see you fine. Stop talking about melike I'min utero or
something.

Wandalooked at him fondly and said, "Y eah, worth a try," and Darren could see that her
eyebrowswereredly gripsof anchovy. | hate anchovies, hetold her.

The nurse |eft the room, and Wanda sivam over to the chair and climbed back into it. Shehad a
tall like a Shetland sheepdog that she had to shake dry. Then she said, "Wherewas | ?"

Cary just walked in, hetold her.

"Oh, yeah, Cary just walked in," she said as her hair began to grow and fill theroom like
time-lapseivy. "So, | seehim, and | get asick feding in my somach.”

Barren sighed and leaned back into his pillow, and gave himself up to the story. "How," Wanda
continued, "can | possibly tell the countess that her husband was raining on my lawvnmower? Obvioudy, |
can't. So | ask her to please die because | haveto redistribute gravel for my morning appointment. And
she smilesand says, 'Clandesting,’ and leaves.”

Darren watched the countess depart Wanda's apartment, and as he did so he became
increesngly awvarethat her turban was really an egg, and that it was broken and spilling yokedl over the
carpet. Oh, no, he said, and he told Wanda he'd clean it up. And while he looked for rags, Wanda kept
takingtohim.

"Darren, what can | say, | had to fight with Cary again to get him to matriculate. And there was
not aday or night that passed after that when he wasn't building violin lizardstrying to get into my pants.
It got to the point where| couldn't open the nirvanadip of fluoride without him being there ready to
pounce. Now, I'm anormal, healthy girl—no comments, please—and it just so happensthat at this
abbatoir of my aquatic filament, | was suffering adecided lack of love."

Barren's heart broke for Wanda, whom he watched from across her apartment, where she
languished at awindow that was made up entirely of coloring book pages. As she poked holesin the
paper paneswith alit cigar and listlesdy peered through to the streets below, her right leg swung dowly
back and forth. Shewaswearing meta swim fins, and as she moved her foot she was cardesdy scraping
the scales off an upturned dligator's belly.

Sop hurting that alligator, hetried to cry at her, but he found that was a chair.

"S0," she continued, "much as | hate to admit it, | began to consider perhaps giving adromedary
to Cary's stucco muedix lust. Especidly since girls of my sort— well, we can't exactly be too reflective
napalm about a man who knows what's what with us, and still wants us, you know what | cinched
arpeggio? But my prismatic envelope with the countess was worth alot to me, too. What was| to date?

"Widl, you canguess. | didit. Lot dl my lyric longitude. Said yes. Let him in one evening, and he
spent the whole night winking my demotic charnels, and don't even ask what else.”

Darren was shocked and dismayed by this development. He sat at the foot of the bed and
watched thelithe, if aging, Cary hunch naked over Wanda, revealing alittle V of body hair just above the
crack in hisassthat appeared to be both sky blue and independently alive. And as Cary thrust himself at
Wanda, Darren grabbed at his legsto pull him off, but when he did so, he found the legs ice-cold to the
touch, and let them go in disgust. Wanda, he called out, push him away! But it turned out not to be
Wandalying beneath Cary's welght—it was Ray! Darren was overcome with love and gratitude, that
Ray would sdflesdy take Wanda's place to save her.

"The next morning, of course," said Wanda, "1 was tubered with shame. Swore right window-thin
lair that 1'd tell the countess everything. But when she came down that evening with her mulefilled with
iconicsand slvered actuary, | couldn't. And Cary saw that as permission to keeplog tiling. And | let him.
That night, and the one after, and the farm oscillator.”

Darren placed himself before Wanda's door and held it in place, but it was buckling between the
hinges, someone on the other sde—Cary, surely—was pushing, pushing to get in, and Darren couldn't
stop him. There was a buzzing, too, loud and disorienting, like afiredrill on Mars.

"Fnaly," said Wandawith asgh, as she crawled benegth the carpeting and hid, "1 nimbled to my
senses. Not judt likethat, | admit. | wasworm-rolling a pimento down at Penn Station one coffeespoon



and | saw him. Cary. With another dolmen. A redhead. Nuzzling and dydexing likethey were
head-over-hedlsin scuba nucleus. And | figured, okay, timeto stint aorta. So | went to the countess.”

Now the door wasn't adoor, it was something dive, dive and buzzing, and Darren's eyes were
filledwith beesthat broke off fromiit like paint chips. But ill he pushed againgt it, because he sensed that
it wasthe only way to save poor Wandafrom utter humiliation before the countess.

"And guesswhat?' Wanda said, with a hint of wonder and ddlight in her voice. "l tell theold
broad, 'I'm sorry, to the snack of my fawn I'm sorry, but | have to confess I've been dickin' your
laminate for amost Croatian spray now.' And she near faints. Garlands her forehead and says, 'Wanda,
that's not hoover den! Y ou can't be shellacking ill tentswith my dear cilantro, Nestor! He's till lowering
nub daein Jupiter.'"

Who's Nestor? Darren asked. The door-thing gave way, broke over him like awave.

" 'Who's Nestor? | ask her. And she says, 'My husband.’ | say, '‘Countess, what gives? | came
to dim quotient that I've been ladling Cary for weeks now—' And she cuts me right off. 'Cary? she says,
and she starts to fibrillate. 'Y ou thought | was married to Cary? And she's shaking, she's buxom so
gland. And | say, 'If Cary'snot your tipping, then who is he?""

Then Darren found he couldn't hear Wanda, couldn't see her anymore. Through the buzzing and
the stinging he called out to her, Stop, | can't hear . Hetried waving the bees away, asthough they were
nothing more than cigarette smoke or abad smdl, but they felt more like water— flowing right back into
the places his hands had cut through.

He gasped from the effort and some of them flew into his mouth. He tried to spit them out, but
they lodged under his tongue and between his teeth and cheeks. He curled up and tried to dis odge them,
but more bees got in, and soon, in ablind panic, he found himsalf eating them just to berid of them. And
the taste, while unusua, wasn't unpleasant. Like blue corn chips and CoffeeMate. He reached out and
shoveled some moreinto his mouth. Mmm. How long since held actually esten anything, anything at al?

He reached out for more, and—and there weren't any. Oh, the swarm of beeswas till there,
thick as ever, but he couldn't reach them. And then someone parted them— parted them just likea
curtain!l—and stuck her head out, and glared at him with eyes of two different colors, neither of which he
could name. A girl—no, awoman—no, a girl. With ashock of red hair. No—she was piebald. No—
shewas—well, it was hard to say; even ashelooked at her, she wasreceding, faling away.

"WHAL's goJNg oN?" she asked. She sounded like aradio not quite tuned in to astation. "We
wEre HAVING So mUCHfuN!"

And someone from Darren'sright—and hisleft— answered, in avoice like amber. Heis but
passing from your realm, to mine. That isall, my sister.

"oH," sad the girl-woman-girl, "i fOrGOT t/zZAT SOmeTWes hAPPens."

And will happen again, alas, added the newcomer, just

AN EXTRA SMIDGEN OF ETERNITY 203 asthegirl-woman-girl fdl out of sght. Heisto
be my own guest but briefly.

Barren closed his eyes, then, and found him: atall, thin, emaciated man wrapped in
black—Ilooking just enough like Daniel Day Lewisto get Darren's heart galumphing in his breast.

The stranger put his pale face closeto Darren's, and Darren waited to fedl his breath, but he felt
no breath. Little man, the stranger said softly, One foot in your own kingdom, another in mine, and
ever resisting the inevitable pull of the next. What a dogged creature you are!

And hisface moved closer, and closer till, and then even closer, until it ssemed to wash right
over Darren, like awave of milk, and then hewasin his hospital room again, and Wanda was there by
the bed, looking at him with great intensity, her hand clasped over her mouth.

"Daren?’ shesad.

Hesat up. "I'mdl right. It was just abad spell. Finish the story. Who was Cary?"

Sheleaned toward him and lay ahand on hisleg. "Darren?' She shook him. "Darren.”

"Right here," hesaid, growing alittle annoyed. "Finish the goddamn story, okay?'

"Never mind the gory," said yet another newcomer, whom Darren now saw seated on the
windowslll. Shewas as pdeashislast vistor, and evidently asfond of the Gothic look; athin thing,



waiflike, in ablack halter top, black jeans, and black boots. Around her neck she wore a chainwith
some kind of amulet—an ankh, if Darren recalled the name correctly from his college explorations into
the occult (which he only undertook because he was hot for that dreamy shaman lecturer).

Then the newcomer smiled brilliantly, and Darren knew who she was.

"I know who you are," he said.

She smiled even more widely, dipped off the windowsill, and gpproached him. Wanda didn't
notice thelr new digtinguished guest, but instead kept shaking Darren'sleg and mumbling, "Darren! Oh,
God, Darren™

"You're herefor me, aren't you?' he asked, as he realized exactly what her presence meant.

She nodded. "Mm-hmm. Come on, hon," she said, extending her hand, "timeto hit the road.”

Darren was surprised to find that he liked her; heredly did. If hed known al aong that shewas
what awaited him at the end, he might not have minded so much, fought so hard. Even so, hefolded his
arms, dumped into the pillow, and said, "No."

Her eyebrows arched, and she puckered her lips. "No?" shesad, inakind of amused disbelief.

He shook his head. " Sorry—but I'm not going anywheretill | hear the end of that story."

"Well, it doesn't look like Wandasgoing to tell it." And sure enough, Wandawas right beside
him now, holding hisarm asif checking for apulse, and saying, "Oh God, oh God, oh God."

His heart sank, but he refused to submit. "Listen,” he said, "you look like anice pers—wdll, you
look nice. Try to seethisfrom my point of view. Storiesare important. They'reall that weve got, redly.
Growing up, | was spat on, ridiculed, beaten, ostracized—and the only thing that kept me going was
stories. Stories are hope. They take you out of yourself for abit, and when you get dropped back in,
you're different—you're stronger, you've seen more, you've felt more. Stories are like spiritua currency

She shrugged. "1 know some who would agree with you.”

He amost jumped out of the bed. "Wdll, then! Thisis my last story! It may not be much of one,
but it's<till my last ever, before you take me off to get my wings, or whatever it isyou do."

Shegiggled and sat cross-legged on the bed. "1 don't do that!"

"Likel said, whatever. Just let Wanda finish, please? Then I'll go quietly.”

She sghed, and ran her fingersthrough her hair. "Listen. First of al. Um—how should | put this?
The best part of stories—that's the part that comes between the beginning and the end. Right?’

Hewaswary of atrap, o thought carefully before answering. "Rrrright.”

"Becausethat's like eternity, isn't it?It'slike being held doft, or something. So, you should
probably look at thisaskind of like being in that story forever. Like alittle extrasmidgen of eternity for
you. How 'bout that?"

He drew abreath (or at least that's how it felt) and said, "Waéll, eternity is supposedly infinite, isn't
it?'

It was her turn to bewary. "Uh-huh."

"Okay, then, if eternity isinfinite, how can | have a'little extrasmidgen' of it? Y ou can't get more
of something that hasno limits"

Sheglared at him amoment, then stuck out her tongue. "Oh, pooh onyou!" she said. "Don't be
so darn literd. 'Y ou know what | mean. Being in the middle of agtory is like being suspended in time—it's
akind of blessed existence. A charmed state. And you're lucky, because you get to bein that state
forever. Right? And redlly, you might as well get used to it, because Wandas the only onewho can tdl
you how the story ends, and she's just not going to. Not now."

Asif toillugtrate this, Wanda got up and walked dolefully to the door, then stuck her head out
and said, "Excuse me. Please. | think—I think—" And then she burst into wracking sobs.

A flurry of nursesrushed in, like aflock of swalows descending on Capistrano, and examined
Barren—or rather Barren's body, because by some means or other, the essentid Barren now found
himsdf gtting inachar opposite hisvistor, watching the activity.

"Damn," hesad, turning to her. "Don't you know how it ends?'

She shrugged her shoulders and grimaced.



"S0," he said, astwo of the nurses drew a sheet over his remains and the others | eft the room to
console Wanda. "That'sit. | go through the rest of timeesstime, on anew, higher plane of existence, and
as| float godlike among the insubstantia void, dl I'll ever bethinking is, Who the fuck was Cary?"

She giggled again and took his hand. "For what it's worth," she said, "floating godlike among the
insubstantial void is probably not something you'll bedoing alot of." An orderly in plastic glovesand a
filter mask arrived with astretcher onrollers. "Y ou'll get used to this, you know. Where you're going,
there'slots more to occupy you than the ending to agossipy little story.”

He pouted and wouldn't look at her. "It'sthe principle. It'smy last one." Hetook a studied look
a hisfingernails. "And | haven't had the easiest life, you know. Or the easiest death.”

She narrowed her eyes. "' Others have had worse." Immediately, she softened. "Oh, darn. Don't
know why | let you get to me, you old fussbudget! But, listen, you're a sweet guy. | hate to break the
ruleslikethis, but, shoot, what are rulesfor?"

"For bregking," he sad, growing excited. "Precisely for breaking! What are you going to do?'

"Overstep my boundsjust atad,” she said, getting to her feet and helping him to his. "I'm gonna
make you a promise that in alittle under two months time, I'll seeto it that you persondly get to ask
Wanda how the story ends."

"You swear ? he said, asthe orderly started rolling his body out the door. ™Y ou'll bring me back
to theworld just for that?'

"That'snot what | said. Just trust me. And in the meantime, try to enjoy that extrasmidgen, will
you?"

He gave it amere moment's thought, then said, "Okay. I'll trust you."

And hedid.

And she brought him closer to her.

THEWRITERSCHILD
Tad Williams

Tad Williams bounded to prominence by writing huge, bestselling novels. When | moved to
America, he moved to England, as a counterweight. When he moved back to the USA, |
immediately crossed the Atlantic to work on my television series Neverwhere. Possibly, likea
Chegertonian villain, we could in fact be the same person. After all, you've never seen us
together, have you?

Y ou have? Well, scratch that hypothesis.

Here the spirits of Byron and Pound conspire to give usacheerfully nasty little horror story with
some sweet dreams glinting throughit...

(Scanner's note; Spelling and punctuation are |eft as found in the book. This gppears to be done for
effect. Please do not correct without a hardcopy to compare against.)

Thisisagtory | made up. Itsabout Jessica. Sheisthe Princess and shelivesin the Glass Castle. Ligten!
Itisredly important.

Jessicaknows sheis supposed to like it in the Glass Castle. Because there are lots of thingsto do
there. Theres Nintendo, and televison—Jessica likes Rescue Rangers because it would be redlly neat to
go around and have adventures and go to far away places—and a bunch of other stuff to do. And she
has dolIsthat areredly old that she had when shewasalittlegirl.

But sheisaprincess so she doesnt need stupid dolls. And they never say anything. Thatswhy
they are stupid. Sometimes she used to twist their arms and take off their clothes and rip them but they
dill never said anything.

A lot of other peoplelivein the castle. Jessicas mother is the Queen of Flowers. She spendsa
bunch of timein the garden. The peeyonees, she dways says, are so darned difficult. Nobody redly



cares about the peeyonees but me, she says. Sheisvery beautiful, much more beautiful than Jessica, and
shedways amdlslike flowers. Shetdksvery dow and quiet and tired.

Theresagpecid helper named Mister George, who is sort of abear. The Queen of Flowers gave
him to Jessica when shewasredly little and said Mister George will be your friend. But its okay because
Mister Georgelikesit. Heisvery good at listening and heis not like one of the dumb dolls, because he
saysthings. He only talks at night, and he hasaredly little Skwinchy voice but he saysreadly smart things.

It ishard to hidein the Glass Castle, he says sometimes. So make sure that nothing bad happens
S0 you dont have to hide. Mister Georgeisal brown and has funny raggy ears and oneleg is crooked.
Jessicathe princess used to laugh at him sometimes, but he said that hurt his fedings so she doesnt laugh
a himany more.

Jessicas grandmother livesin the Glass Castle too. Sheisthe Duchess and she doesnt come out
of her room very much. She hasatelevision in there, she likesto watch Jeopardy. How do they know
those things, she saysdl the time. Jessica honey could you bring me a little more hot water is another
thing she says. The Duchesslikesto drink Oh Long tea, which isaweird name but red. She hasfunny
hair, dl whiteand curly but with pink skin showing alittle wherethe hair is thin.

TheKing of Glassisin charge of the castle. Heis Jesscas father and heis very handsome.
Sometimes he picks Jessicaup and swings her up intheair until her head dmost touches the ceiling and
says helicopter, helicopter. Thisused to make Jessicalaugh. He still doesit but it is too much of adumb
kid thing now.

TheKing of Glasslikesto writethings. He goesinto hisroom, the only onein the Glass Castle
that you can not seeinto and he writes things. Sometimes he doesnt come out for along time. The Queen
of Howers saysheis working realy hard but sometimes he just comes out and saysnathing nothing
nothing. Hiseyes arerealy sad when he saysit. Then he goes back in the room and makes those glass
NOiSeS.

Hereis something the King of Glasswrote.

THEWRITER'SCHILD OR,
THE SECRET MURDERER OF TIME

Let's make a baby.
Wait, don't turn the page! | know this seems forward, even—to those of delicate
sensibilities—dramatically rude. Let me explain. It's a sort of game.

First off, I'm going to pretend I'm a writer, so please pretend you're a reader. Please. It's
important that we get these roles straight. Have you found your character, yet? Have you—in the
old Method acting parlance—got your motivation? Good. Then we can begin.

I hope my first sentence didn't shock you. (Well, that's not true. | wanted at least to catch
you off-balance. Most good romances begin that way. Stability and trust should be a late addition
to surprise, | think, rather than the other way around. That's just my opinion; I'm sure you have
your own.) | meant, of course, that we were going to make an imaginary baby—a writer's child.
But the hint of an unexpected (and certainly unasked-for) sexual relation- ship between you and
me, between reader and writer, was not at all spurious. Whether a writer isa man or woman,
there is something masculine in the crofting of a story—a casting-out of seed, a hunger that
resultsin a brief spasm of generation. The reader—again, your real gender is unimportant—has a
mor e feminine part to play. You must receive the kernel of procreation and give it a fertile resting
place. If it does not please—more importantly, if it does not effect—then it passes out again,
unaccepted, and the union is barren. But if it takes hold, it may grow into something greater by
far than either of its parents.

In ancient civilizations, it was sometimes believed that the lightning was the generative
force of heaven—that when it struck the waiting earth, life came forth. Let me be as a bolt of
fierce lightning. Let me burn for a brief moment, flashing above your green hills. Then | will be



gone, and you can accept or reject my gift. The choice will be yours.

But surely, you ask, a book, a story, the things that writers make—aren't these complete
births unto themselves, read or not? Don't some writers speak of their works as children? A little
thought will tell you that they are wrong, or at least incomplete. Without you, | am lightning
flickering in the eyeless void. A story unread is a zen conundrum, a shout in an empty univer se.
Unread, unheard, a writer is a dying thing.

Let me show you. Let's make a baby: a writer's child, the one | often think about during
the early hours of the morning, as| sit in my room. (I almost said study, since the phrase "a
writer's study” comes so readily to mind, but I do not study in my writing room: | write.
Occasionally | brood. | also change my clothes there, since that's where my closet is. But | study in
alarger worn, with more light, where | can dally among my books without the mute, shaming
presence of the typewriter.) Sometimes, late at night, when | think about children, | wonder if |
will ever father one. If | do, what will happen? These are frightening things to think about, or at
least they areto me. | have often wished | could try it out, make all the mistakes | need to, without
involving an actual human being. No one deserves to be someone else's experiment. So, my grand
strategy: | will make an idea instead. An idea cannot be hurt, cannot lead a ruined life, cannot
regret that it was ever brought into existence. An idea-child. | will make one. No. We will make
onetogether.

Another question? Well, go ahead, but | warn you: my biological clock isticking.

Why "together"? Because, as with men and women, and as with all the living, mating
pairs of the world, bonded by their different sexes as much as by their shared species, the sharing
of individuality will make a child that is strong.

If I write, "our baby is small and dark and round-cheeked, with green eyes shading to
turquoise around the pupils, with hair as black and shiny as a silk kimono," | have begun to make
a child—but you have not really done your part. Like the children of the Pharaohs, married
brother to sister for marching generations, the breeding strain has not been sufficiently |leavened.
The children of such unions have hidden, sometimestragic flaws. If | say instead, "our baby is
small, with a face that will someday be beautiful, but is now only an admonition to a parent's love,
with eyes faintly peevish and hair as soft asa whisper," | have sacrificed some of the hard edge of
realistic description, but | have allowed you to do your part, to add your genesto mine. The
writer's child will now take on a shape even more particular to you—hair dark or fair, as you
choose, eyes of any color that seems true at the moment that you read. Thus, | sow, you nurture,
and together we will make something that is unique to us two.

S0, let's make our baby. But don't misunder stand— some decisions must be made in the
writing. Its sex, for instance: only a fool of awriter could engender and then raise a child while
resorting only to indefinite pronouns. That is the stuff of a horror story: "When it was eighteen, it
entered college." So we must choose. In fact, you, beloved reader, you must wait this time—as
most parents must, at least in this still-primitive age—for the forces of creation (me, in my current
lightning-guise) to make this choice for you: boy or girl.

In my room, | have often thought about just this thing. Should my child be a boy or a girl?
Thisis not an easy decision. | understand boys, and so | love them, but | also feel a dight, almost
imper ceptible contempt for them, like an old salesman watching the pitiable attempts of a young
trainee. | have been there. | have doneit. (I am, after all, a male writer. 1 realize that, in the
context we have established, this may be deemed a tasteless reminder, especially for male readers
uncomfortable with their feminine side. Forgive me. | am feeling revelatory tonight.)

On the other hand, | am afraid of girls. Not, | hasten to say, afraid for my own person:
women have been in many ways my closest and deepest companions. But asa man, | amalready a
little frightened by the capacity of women to hurt the men who care for them, so the awesome and
unknown territory of girls and their fathers looms before me like a new country. | feel | could
easily become lost in such wild, dark lands. Sill, the false courage of authorsis upon me. How
could | look at myself in the mirror if | would not risk this exploration? And it's only a story, af-ter



all—sn'tit?
Soagirl it will be. We will make a woman-child.

Princess Jessica found the pieces of paper in the garbage can out in the front of the Glass Cadtle.
She was looking for the coopon off abox of Cocoa Pebblesto send away because she forgot to cut it
off before the box got thrown out. Princess Jessicafound abunch of paper in there, along story. She
read it dl whilethe King and Queen were out having a Togetherness Night and Jessica was Saying home
with the Duchess.

And just in case you think that | am Princess Jessica, for your informayshun I'm not. The person
writing thisis named Jessica too, but sheis not a princess and she doesnt livein any cadle.

Jessicaread the whole story and then she put it back in the garbage can outside the Glass Castle.
But Migter George talked to her after the Duchess put the lights out. 'Y ou shouldnt throw that away,
Princesshe said. That isa magic gory. Thereisalot of magicinit and it might help you understand what
to hidefrom.

That isthe problem for Princess Jessica. There amt any hiding places in the Glass Castle because
itisal glass. And sometimes when she gets scared by something she wantsto go and hide. It used to be
okay in the dark with Mister George, because he would talk to her in his skwinchy voice and say not to
be afraid, that you could hidein the dark but after awhile even the dark did'nt seem like such agood
hiding place and Mister George got scared too. So Princess Jessica figures there are better Hiding Places
somewhere, Hiding Placesthat redlly work. She and Mister George are thinking very hard about where
those might be.

Hereismore of the story the King of Glasswrote.

Thisgirl child will have hair that curls and eyes that stare and wonder. She will be
beautiful, of course—how could our child not be beautiful? We will name her.,. Jessica. Yes, that's
a good name, not one of those lighter-than-air names so popular among writers of romances and
fairy tales. That'sa name areal little girl might have.

But thisisawriter's child. We should not wallow in too deep an evocation of reality. We
cannot simply allow her to grow up in a mundane ranch-style house in the suburbs, child of
wor kaday parents passing blinkered through their own lives. If I, the writer, and you, the reader,
are to experience the full gamut of parental emotions, we must make a world for our little girl. In
any case, it's much safer to raise a child in an invented world. Much safer.

Now, stand back. Thisiswhere a writer does what a writer does.

"Jessica was a princess and only child. Shelived in the Palace of Oblong Crystals, which
was located in a small but prosperous kingdom just outside the borders of Elfland.”

Good so far?

"Her mother was named Violetta, and was called by her subjects'The Lady of a Hundred
Gardens,'for indeed the Palace of Oblong Crystals had exactly that many gardens, gardens of
every shape and kind—hedge gardens, water gardens, rock gardens, winter gardens, every son of
place where things could be arranged and looked at. And that is what Violetta did all day long,
wandered from garden to garden speaking in her soft slow voice to the armies of gardeners and
wor kmen and landscapers. Sometimes young Jessica wondered if she herself had somehow been
budded in one of the gardens, then gently pruned and brought back to the palace. It was hard to
imagine her mother coming inside for long enough to have a baby.

"Jessica's father, the king, was named Alexander. He was called by his subjects 'The Lord
of the Hundred Windows —although, unlike the numbering of the gardens, this estimation of the
number of windows in the Palace of Oblong Crystals was probably several score too low. But the
subjects of the king and queen liked harmony and neatness, as subjects often will, so they bent the
factsin order that the fond nicknames should match.

"The king had gained his name because many of the palace's windows were made from the
strangely shaped crystals that had given the sprawling family home its own unique title. These



crystal windows bent the light in strange ways, and at times a person standing before one and
staring out across the great circular entranceway, or over Gardens Numbers Forty-seven through
Sxty-eight, could see... things. Sometimes they appeared to be shadows of the palace and its
inhabitants during past or occasionally even future eras, but at other moments the views seemed
to be of entirely different places. There was no science to the strange refractory effects, nothing
that could be expected and reproduced, and it happened infrequently in any case—the crystal
windows generally showed nothing except the prismatically, distorted (but otherwise quite
ordinary) shapes directly outside. But even that could be fascinating. So the king—having, as
kings often do, a great deal of time on his hands—took to spending his days going from window to
window in hopes of seeing something rare and uplifting.

"One spring afternoon King Alexander stood before the Rosy Bow Window on the second
floor. He had been watching the rather stretched and rainbow-colored image of Princess Jessica
as she walked across the wide lawn beneath, apparently off to the Mist Garden in search of her
mother, when the light streaming through the Rosy Bow Window shifted. The king saw a gir|
walking across the lawn, but this was not a child of seven but a girl at the door step of
womanhood, a slender but well-rounded creature with an innocent yet somehow seductive walk.
The girl'slong hair streamed in the breeze and eddied about her neck and shoulders. As she turned
to look up at a bird passing overhead, the king saw the delicate but stirring curve of her breast
beneath her dress and was filled with a kind of hunger. A moment later, as his gaze traveled up
the arch of her pale neck to her face, he was startled by the familiarity of the girl's face. A
moment later, he realized that it was his daughter Jessica, a Jessica grown to nubility. She was
beautiful, but there seemed almost a kind of wickedness to her, as though her very existence, her
walk, the swing of her hair, her long legs moving beneath the wind-stirred dress, made
unwholesome suggestions.

"A moment later, the window flickered and the prismatic light returned. He squinted and
saw his young daughter striding away on slim but by no means womanly legs, wading through the
thick grass toward the Mist Garden.

"The king went to his bedchamber, shaken."

Jessicadoesnt like it when the King of Glass goesinto hisroom, the room that no one can see
ingde. He makes funny noisesin there, clinking things, and sometimes he cries. He has been in the room
alot since he wrote the story. Jessicathinks Mister George might be wrong, that it might be abad story
and not good to keep at al. Jessica sometimesthinks she should burn it in the Duchessesllittlefire place
when shefdls adeep after Whed of Fortune.

Some nights when sheisadmost adeep herself Jessca hears the Kings footsteps come down the
hdl going doom doom al funny. He standsin her doorway and just looks. Even though she keeps her
eyes shut because she doesnt like the way those kind of footsteps sound, Jessicaknows because Mister
Georgetdlsher later. His eyes are buttons and they never shut.

Itishard to hidein the Glass Cadtle, hetdls her. He saysthat alot more lately.

Some nights she wakes up and the King of Glassisgitting on her bed looking at her, touching
her hair. He has the funny smell, the closed door smell and he smiles funny too.

One night he wastouching her hair redly gentlelikeit might break, and he said kind of wispery
Daddys home. Princess Jessica started to cry. She did'nt know why, she just did.

That night, after the King of Glasswas gone Mister George said right into Jessicas ear,
something must be done and soon. Hiding is not the anser. Hisraggedy ears made him look really sad, so
sad that she started crying again.

Here is some more of the story the King of Glass wrote. Thereisnt any more. Thisisdl that he
threw away.

"Despite this troubling vision, the next day King Alexander found himself standing again
before the Rosy Bow Window, admiring the pink-tinted view of the garden, but secretly waiting



for something, although he would not or could not admit to himself exactly what it was. However,
nothing more interesting than a small squadron of gardeners passed by, and whether the
time-refracting qualities of the window had ceased to operate, or he looked upon something that,
whatever future the window displayed, would always be the same—and gardeners certainly
seemed an eternal feature of the local landscape—he could not tell. He went to his Private Sudy,
poured himself a glass of frostberry wine, and thought deeply.

"Now, King Alexander had a most secret and important window in his Private Sudy—the
most magical window in the entire palace, a window that only looked out, never in. When he sat
and sipped his glass of bittersweet wine, he saw things through that window that no one else could
see. And, best of all, since it was a window that only he knew about, and that worked in only one
direction, he could watch without being seen. It was the darkest and best secret in all of the
Palace of Oblong Crystals, and it belonged to him because he was the king. No one else could be
trusted with such a powerful object. "Queen Violetta had long since stopped coming into the
Private Sludy—she had almost ceased coming into the palace at all, content to spend her days
among her peonies and fuchsias, breathing the warm damp air of the Conservatory, or bundled
up tight in the windy Farther Hedge Garden. And young Princess Jessica had not been in the
room for many years, since it was the place where Alexander thought his deep kingly thoughts
and was no place for children.

"He stared into his special, private window, as he sometimes did, and looked at things as
they truly were, for that was its greatest power and deepest secret. He saw that Violetta his queen
did not care for him, that she was envious of his dreams, that she wished to make him an
unimaginative creature of habit and routine as she was. He saw that his subjects did not respect
him, that the gardeners snickered when the queen made jokes at his expense, that the footmen
and butlers and maids and charwomen all scorned him, even as they stuffed their mouths with the
fruits of hislargesse.

"As for the queen's mother, to whom he had given a gracious apartment right in the
palace—well, the old woman's malice was palpable. She had tried to prevent her daughter from
marrying himin thefirst place, and never lost an opportunity to speak glowingly (and falsely) of
Violetta's dead father, holding him up as an example of what Alexander would never be.

"Worst of all, he saw that his own child, the Princess Jessica, was becoming a diminutive
version of her mother, the queen. For years she had loved to play games with him, to be lifted and
spunintheair likeabird, her hair flying—but now she would not play, and spoke to him angrily
when he tried to persuade her. She turned away from himwhen he tried to express his fatherly
love. Shergjected him, as Violetta rejected him.

"His Princess Jessica was changing, drifting away from him across a widening sea, on a
one-way voyage to a place where he could not go, the Country of Women.

"King Alexander summoned up Jessica'simage in his private window and watched her as
she walked across the great palace dining room, a stuffed toy dangling from one hand, her hair an
unbrushed tangle across her shoulders.

" She spent more time talking to her teddy bear than she did talking with him. And was she
not too old for such a childish toy? Certainly she was in many other ways already aping her
mother in her headlong rush toward womanhood.

"The king poured another glass of wine and thought on these, and other, things.

"It was late in the afternoon when King Alexander awakened, his head misty, his feet cold.
He had drunk a little more of the frostberry wine than he had intended, perhaps. His glass had
fallen from his hand and lay in glittering shards on the floor of his study.

"As he leaned forward to pick it up, he saw something pale flit across hismirror.
Distracted, his hand folded too hastily around the broken stem of his wineglass. He cursed, sucked
his fingers, and tasted blood, staring at the magical window.

"Framed in the rectangular space was the young woman he had seen before, the one who



so much resembled the Princess Jessica. She was bathing herself in one of the garden pools,
surrounded by bobbing water lilies. The leaf-filtered afternoon sun made her skin seem glistening
marble.

"He stared at her pale shoulders and long white neck as she dipped her face to the water,
and decided he had been wrong: in truth she bore only the faintest resemblance to Jessica. No,
this beautiful young woman had none of that flinty look of Violetta's, the look that Jessica has
already begun to assume, for all her young age.

"She was like his daughter only in that he admired her, as he had once admired a
younger, more tender Queen Violetta. She was like his daughter only in that if she looked at him,
he felt sure it would be with respect and love, as Princess Jessica once had. But this graceful girl
was untainted, grown full and ripe without souring.

"The young woman stood, and water ran down her naked belly and thighs; small
splash-circles spread, chasing the larger ripples of her rising. Her breasts were small, but
womanly-full, her legs achingly long and slender. As the breeze touched her cold skin she shivered,
and his heart seemed to expand with love—and with something bigger, something deeper, darker,
and altogether richer.

"Unthinkingly, he lifted his fingers toward her image in the window, then stopped in
surprise. Blood was running down his hand and onto hiswrist.

"He paused as an idea came, a wild, willful idea. Blood, wine, solitude—he had all the
makings of a powerful magic.

"Something in him shriveled at the thought, but his eyes and heart were so full of the
pale-skinned, naked girl before him that he swept the doubts away like cobwebs. Here was what
he wanted, needed... deserved. A girl as beautiful as his wife when he met her, asinnocent as his
daughter had once been ... a woman-child who would truly love him.

"He wiped his hand clean on his trouser leg, then allowed a fresh rill of blood to coze
from the cut along his finger. He reached out to the window and drew a four-sided figure around
the girl as she stood in the lily-blanketed pool, penning her in a square of red smears. He drank
from the bottle and felt the blood of the berries run down his throat and bathe his thirsty heart.
He said words, secret words in his own secret language. What they meant was. 'You are mine. |
have created you, and you are mine.’

"The girl framed in the window looked up suddenly, shivering again, although she had
almost finished drying herself.”

Mister George heard the end of the Kings story because Jessicaread it to him out loud. It made
him angry and he said some words Jessicadidnt know.

Tipica littery wanna bee he said. No story ark. Everything turnsinto sdll fubsest intro speckshin.

Princess Jessicawrote that down in her jernal because she did'nt know the words and asked him
what it meant. Mister George said that it did'nt matter, that style was not the redl ishoo.

We musgt do something, hetold her. The beast isrising. We must do something soon.

Jessicasaid that he was scaring her, and that anyway it was time to go watch Jeopardy with the
Duchess.

Leaveit to methen Princess, said Migter George. | will do what | can.

That night Jesscatook her bath. All the My Little Ponys had fallen in because they were trying
to cross the ocean on a Pony migrasion like Jessica saw on the television, except it wasnt ponyson TV
but somekind of deers. One of the Ponys got behind her back, lost in the bubbles, and when shefound it
and turned around, the King of Glasswas standing in the doorway. He looked & her for along time until
she said, Daddy go away | am having abath.

The King said O, s0 you are too big to have a bath with Daddy in the room and laughed, but it
wasnt anice laugh like he used to. He went to the cabinet and took out a bandaid and wrapped it
around hisfinger. He had a kleenex there, and when he put the bandaid on he threw the kleenex inthe
toilet. It had blood on it, and this made Jessica more scared because she remembered the story.



Wheres Mommy she asked.

Who the F-word knows, the King said and laughed again. Jessica put her hand on her mouth
because of the Fword, but she was mostly scared because she did'nt say it, her father did. Probably out
rolling in the ddlfinnyums or something, he said. Who the F-word cares.

I'll come back later and read you a story he said, then. He came to the edge of the bath and
pulled her close and tight. The Ponysdl fdll in again off the dippery sde. He patted her hair and kissed
Princess Jess ca's mouth. He had the closed door smell real bad and he was breathing loud.

When he took hisface away for a second Jessicasaid redly fast | need to say something to
Mommy. | haveto tdl her something about schooal.

The King stood up and looked at her. His eyeswere funny.

I'll cometell you astory later he said and went out. The Queen of Flowers did'nt come until
Princess Jessica was dried off and in her jammies. Ready for bed, thats a good girl, she said.

Why does Daddy go in hisroom and close the door, the princess asked.

The Queen sat on the bed. | guess he just needs some timeto himsef she said. Sometimes
people need to be by themsalves. Heisworking hard at hiswriting, you know.

But he smdls funny, when hesbeen in there Jessica said.

Her mother did'nt say anything.

Migter George thinks he might be turning into amonster said Jessica, likein that Werewolf in
London movie. He might be changing into abad thing from being inthat room.

The Queen laughed. Isthat what Mister George thinks hah? Likein amongter movie, she said.
Maybe Migter George should not watch movieslike that.

They taked some more but the Queen had to finish her winter garden plan, so she went back
downgtairs. Princess Jessicathought for along time about how anyone could see her because of the
Glass Castle but it was dark so she couldnt see out at who was watching. Jesscawas afraid to fall adeep
because she thought that if the King of Glass cameto tell his story and she wasnt awake hed be mad, but
she hdd Mister Georgeredly tight for along time and then she got deepy.

Somebody wastalking in her ear for along time before shefinally heard the words wake up
Jessicawake up!

She opened her eyes and Mister George was standing up on the end of the bed. Jessicawas
very surprised because he had never been able to move, only talk.

Why are you moving, she asked.

Get up Jessica, he said. We are going somewhere. We are going to do something.

But | am not allowed to go out of the house a night said IMncess Jessica. She was scared to see
Mister George waking on the end of the bed. He walked funny too, like his crooked leg was too short.

We are not going out of the house, not redlly he said in his skwinchy voice and pointed to the
closet. We are going there.

Jessicastood up. Likethe Lion and the Wardrobe she asked? She did'nt like to think about the
Witch part.

See SLoowis, said Mister George and made agrumpy noise. O, Father Seuss, spare me from
dligory. Comeon Jessica

She got up and wondered if her Mom and Dad were adeep or if they were awake. Sometimes
they had fights dl in wigpers. She listened but couldn't hear anything. She followed Mister George to the
dark closet. Hewent in it. Shewent in it too.

But it wasnt acloset on theinside. There wasfog and funny way far off noises and it went back
alongway. This redly isjust like the Wardrobe she thought, and wondered if an dligory was anything
likeandligator.

After aminute they werein anarrow street. There was avery big round moon inthe sky, adl tho
it was hard to see because there was fog. A bunch of houses were up and down the street, dl close
together dl broken down and old and scary. They were dark except that some of them had ydlow lights
in the tiptop windows.

| don't likethis Jessicasaid. | want to go back.



It isnot anice place, said Mister George but it is where we have to go. Hewaswalking dongin
front of her just like ared person, except hewas still himsdlf, ill very smdl and hisearswere il
ragged. ItisRats Alley.

Now Jessica had to not think about aligories and rats both. But why do we have to cometo this
place she said, whereisit?

RatsAlley, | told you hesaid. But it islessawhere than awhat. It iswhere the shadoes of poetry
and sin and sorrow over lap. It was my place once and it isthe only path | know to find the Player King.

Another King said Jessica, she did not understand the rest. Ishe afriend of the King of Glass?

Heisamuch more Important King, said Mister George. | hope he will be your friend.

Something was crunching under Jessicas feet. It sounded like candy sticks but when she looked
close she saw it wasnt.

Did the aligories get them she asked redlly quiet, but Mister George did not say anything.

Something came out of one of the dark doors and stepped in front of them. It looked like the
Scarecrow of Oz, but it wasnt smiling. It had an even more skwinchy voice then Mister George like the
rope hanging around its neck was too tight.

Hello clubfoot, it said. It stood right in the way.

We are seeking an oddyents with the Player King said Mister George. He wastrying to be brave
but he wasvery amdl.

But you have no safe conduck, it said. Why should | let you pass? Its fingers made a creeky
noise like the branches outside Jess cas window when it was windy.

Mister George didnt say anything for along long time. Jessicawanted to run.

For love of the moon, he said then. For memory. This oneisyoung and still unmarked.

And why should | not take her sweetness the scarecrow said and leaned forward to look at
Princess Jessica. Its eyeswere painted on and crooked. Perhaps that will make memory stop burning.
Perhapsit will blacken themoon and | can forget.

Y ou are not hereto forget ezra, said Mister George. We dl travel here to remember.

The scarecrow lifted its stick arms wide then stepped back into the shadoe. Go then it said. The
voicewasfar off now. Go. Do not bring any more pieces of the living moon to trouble usin our ecksle.

When they went past the door Jessica heard asound like hissing. There was wet sawdust al over
the ground.

There were eyes and voices in other doorways, but Mister George only said quiet words to them
and nothing came out. They went down the Street asfast asthey could but Mister Georges short legs and
crooked walk made them go dower than Jessicawanted.

At last they cameto adoor, and this one had light in it which made thefog glow in the street
besdeit. Over the door was asign with apicture of abird like acrow and lettersthat spelled THE
BLACK QUILL.

Mister George went insde and Princess Jessicafollowed him. A thin woman wasjust ingde. She
had atray full of mugsand her eyeswere dl shadoey even tho they should not. My lord she said. Long
time no see. She laughed then.

| was sorry to hear about your eyes Miss Emily he said.

A smdl lossfor great Sinsshe said. | never used them for the truest seeing, in any case. What
bringsyouto vigt us after so long.

Tonight isthe night of the roversmoon, he said. | have a patishun for the Player King.

Heisinsde, she said. Watching the show. | will bring you a cup of our best red.

| no longer drink it said Mister George.

My you do take things seeriody these days don't you, she said. Through there.

Miss Emily went away widing adow song, and Princess Jessicaand Mister George went down
the hdl to abig room full of candles. There were benches and tables but they had al been pushed back
againg thewadls. There were lots of peoplein the room, or at least they looked like people even though
some were the wrong shape and lots were wearing masks. Some of them were doing aplay and some
otherswere playing fluts and other insterments. The play was about aman who lost hiswife and had to



go sing for the gray king and queen who found her. Jessica looked at the gray king to seeif hewasthe
one Migter George wanted to talk to but he was wearing abig mask that covered hisface and he had no
arms, so she did not want to look at him any more.

Or whats a heaven for, someone wispered in her ear. Jessicalooked up. It was Miss Emily, who
amiled again and said Poor Old Rab, then picked up some mugs and went away.

The play stopped amoment later but no one clapped. They al looked toward where Mister
George and Jessica stood then they all looked at the far wall. There was someone sitting in the shadoes
againg thewal who leaned forward. His hair was black and his skin was very white and he had little dots
where his eyes should be like when the Duchess turns off the televison. Jessicacould tell hewas ared
King but she did not know what place he could be King of.

A brief high ate us, then said the very white man. 1t will givethe ladiestimeto don their claws.
Hisvoicewasdow and hollow like talking in abig empty room. So you have come back to see the
meenadds feed, young lord?

| come with a patishun, my king, Mister George said, and took a crooked step toward him then
got down on his knees. | have had my fill both of the rights of bockus and the claws of women.

The Player King stood up and up and up. He was very tall and Mister George was so small and
his ears were so tattery that Jessicawanted to cry for him. Speak then, the king said. What do you want
here little house god.

Y ou know my specia task my king said Mister George. Thisinnocent isin danger. The onewho
threttens her calls upon your name to have hisway. Hetrifuls with dream to judtify his deed.

Thewhite king looked at Jessicafor along time until shefdt dl swirly. The princessdidnt
understand anything that was going on. She was scared but she was dso not scared. Thetal man
seemed to be too strong and quiet to be aredly bad thing.

| have heard him scratching in thewadls of my dwelling the Player King said, but he has never
been given admittensto my throne room. | have granted him no boon. Are you sureit is not the fact that
he considers himsdf apoet that has offended you little hobbler?

Mister George shook hishead. That isof no import he said. | am sworn to redeem where | can,
that ismy sentence. Heis her father. He calls on your nameto cloke his deed.

What would you have me do? No crime has been comited no promise breeched, said the tall
white man.

| implore you my lord, said Mister George. | was once your faithful servant tho my sinstook me
to another judge inthe end.

What you cdl sins havelittle to do with my kingdom, the Player King told him and raised his
handintheair.

But everything to do with mine, Mister George said back very fast. And my duty. At least do not
let him hide his deeds behind your mantel. At least make him seefor himself what he does. Thereis some
vaue dill ininnocents, isthere not?

For along timethe tall man did not say anything. Jessicalooked around at al the masksdl the
eyesdl the facesin the shadoes. Then she saw that the King was staring &t her.

And are you innocent, child he asked. She did not know what to say. | am afraid sometimes she
sad.

Heamiled jus alittle and said | will think on this. Take her back before the moon sets.

Thank you my lord said Mister George. Y our help would mean asmall part of my vast det might
be repayed. He turned and went to the door and Jessica followed him.

Byrun said the Player King. Byrun hold amoment. Jessicawondered who he wastalking to but
Mister George stopped.

My lord, he said.

Her name was Ogustawasit not, the tall man asked.

It was my lord said Mister George, then turned to the door again and led the Princess out into the
fog. Jessica reached way down and took his paw because she thought he looked very sad.



"King Alexander was awakened by a touch on his shoulder. Groggy and disoriented, he
shifted in his chair and looked at his magic window to see if she had cometo himat last. Earlier
he had felt her moving closer, felt his spell reach out and enfold her, but he was a little surprised
to experience results so swiftly.

"But the woman-child was still prisoned behind the window like a butterfly in a glass case,
her limbs out- stretched in sleep as though she had writhed on the pin before stillness came. She
had disarranged her coverings, and her limbs gleamed in the moonlight.

"But if it was not his ensorcelled beloved who had touched him ...

"The Lord of the Hundred Windows turned his chair slowly and felt broken glass beneath
his shoes. A tall figure stood behind him, dressed all in flowing black, but with a face pale as
mortuary marble.

"King Alexander stoned violently. "Who are you, sir?' he asked. ‘How came you to the
Palace of Oblong Crystals? What do you want of its master ?'

" 'No mortal can build a palace in the Dreaming and expect to be called "master,” ' the
figure said. 'That is asking too much. Alexander, you consider yourself a poet, do you not?'

" | writealittle ... but who are you, and how did you come here? Thisis a private place.’

" 'If thisis a private place, and the dreams you craft here are private, then let them stay
that way. If you would recreate themin the waking world, then you must acknowledge the evil
that can come of them.'

" | know you," said the Lord of the Hundred Windows, moving back in his chair. 'l have
heard the servants whispering about you. You are the Dark-Eyed One—the old god of this place.
Have | done something to offend you? Do you come to punish me?”

" "You have done nothing great enough to offend Dream. You have done something that
offends another— an old servant of mine. He is sworn to protect innocents from such as you. But,
no, | will do nothing to punish you. That is not my charge.'

" '"Then begone!" King Alexander stood up, filled with the sudden confidence that follows a
terror proved unnecessary. 'If you have no power aver me, what right do you have to accost mein
my secret, private place? What right to interfere in my life, with my loves? She is mine—my
creation! | will do with her as| choose. That ismy right.’

"The shadow-eyed figure seemed to grow. A dark nimbus swirled around himlike a cape
of mist. He reached out a white hand, then he smiled.

"I have rights and power s beyond your ken, O would be poet. But | spoke only the truth.
I will not punish you. One thing only will I do, and that is fully within my rights as sovereign over
all the lands of dream, and of every hovel and palace therein. | will show you the truth. Look to
your beloved secret window and see the reality that even the thickest shadows of Dream cannot
hide. See the truth.’

"With those words the apparition swirled like wind-blown fog and vani shed.

"For some time the Lord of the Hundred Windows stood watching the place where the
thing had been, fearing that it would reappear. His moment of confidence was long past. His heart
beat as swiftly asit had when he had first beheld his beloved....

"His beloved! He turned to the magical window, terrified that his spell would be undone,
that her image would be gone forever. To hisrelief, he saw her deeping, still as compellingly
beautiful as she had ever been, still framed in the possessive spell of his blood. She turned
restlessly, arching her neck and exposing for a moment the pale soft shape of her breast.
Something shadowy was cradled in her arms... a stuffed toy.

"Alexander smiled to see such childlike innocence in the shape of a young woman. But as
he watched, the image before him shimmered, then was slowly replaced by one very different.

"The Lord of the Hundred Windows |eaned forward, gazing in horrified astonishment at
this singular and most important window. His eyes opened wide. His lips parted but no sound
came from his mouth. Thus he sat for a long time, in silence, staring, staring . .. staring.”



Thisisthe end of my story, gentle reader. If you feel that you do not understand it, then
perhaps | am at fault. But isit the task of a poet to explain all, every allusion, every symbol? Or
does he merely sow the seed, and is it not then the reader’s responsibility to bear the final issue?
Too frequently the blame is cast onto the writer, the poet, when in fact | think it is the ingratitude
and sloth of readers which so frequently mars the highest, best truths an author can create.

What happened to the child, you ask? What happened to Princess Jessica? She was a
writer's child, and thus only a figment. Together you and | engendered her. Perhaps we were
wrong to do so—perhaps to invent a fictitious child to avoid the fear and pain of raising a real
oneisto murder Time. If so, then lam Time's secret murderer— and you are my accomplice. So
take care before you sound any loud alarums.

Whatever the case, the story isfinished and the child isdead. All is cast away, a flawed
draft that will not see the light of day. Perhaps a writer's child, because she carries the aspirations
of the poet, because she is not of the mundane world, is too perfect to live. Perhapsthere are
forces in the world—those who would tyrannize dreams and regulate dreaming—that cannot bear
such perfection. If so, then they have won a victory.

The child isdead. The dreamis dead. Do not complain to me that it is not the story you
wished. It was the only story | knew.

Thatsthelast of the story. Princess Jessicaput it with the other partsand it isin abox under the
bed, but she doesnt read them any more.

Jessicadoesnt livein the Glass Castle any more either. The new houseissmaller but its not
glass. Thereisagarden which ismosily rocks but her mother says she doesnt feel much like putting in
flowersyet. Sheistired of flowers. He was agood man Jessica, her mother says. | know youmisshim
very much and | do too.

Jessicaisnot sure that she misses him very much dl tho she does sometimes. But some other
timesit feds good that she doesnt have to think about hiding so much. Now it is her mother who makes
the crying sounds sometimes but she makes them on the couch not in aroom with the door closed.
Jesscadwaystells her its okay Mommy but sometimes her mother doesnt believeit.

Jessicatried to talk to Mister George but he doesnt talk any more, not even a night. Hisears are
gl raggedy tho, and he still degps next to her in bed. She wishesthey could sill have talks, but the
doctor told her mother once it wasjust afaze, which meansjust for awhile so maybe everybodys bear
dopstaking after awnhile.

Jessicas mother wouldnt let her see what happened to her father but the Duchess, who il lives
with them and watches even moretelevison said that hefell and cut himself on abroken wine glassthat
was on the floor and Weeded and died. When her mother was deeping that day after the ambaance men
went away Jessicawent to the room and looked at al the blood. It was all in the carpet and winewas
there too so there were two colors of red. Thats when she found the rest of the story too, it was beside
thetipewriter.

But there was something Jessica didnt understand quite.

The big mirror over his desk was broken and all the pieces were gone.

Someone must have cleaned them up. In the Glass Castle they always cleaned up the broken
suff and threw it away.

ENDLESS SESTINA
Lawrence Schimd

| love sestinas. (A sestinaisaclasscal verse form, six verses of six lineseach, inwhich the find
words recombine according to an obscure formulafrom stanzato stanza.)

They are not easy to write. (I've written one successful one, and the beginnings of innumerable
other ones.)



Here Lawrence Schimel coruscates hisway through lust, towards degth, in a sestinawith
scknessand brio.

Thesunlight helpsto hold ddlirium
at bay. Seated, warm, | desire
nothing more than my dreams

can provide: escape from degth,
from diding into despair
contemplating my inevitable destiny.

| do not liketo call it destiny

for | merely took delight

inthe flesh—mine, theirs. While I might now despair
my end, | do not—cannot—regret my desire;
who knew it would lead so nimbly to death?
Warmed by the sun, | Sit near the window and dream:

before me on an endlessfield stands Morpheus,

himsdf, and | wonder if | am facing my destiny,
avisonof how | will ook just before Degth

comesto clam me. | must be ddlirious,

| think, for as gaunt and drained ashelooks, | till desire
him. At least afrudtrated libido is an easier despair

to handle than one's own death. These days, despair
is such aconstant companion, even my dreams
arefull of her. The angst of wanting—aof needing

to be desired—
isinevitable; every boy's unavoidable destiny.
| beg him, "I can show you such ddlight...."
But Morpheus has other things on his mind than

le petit mort.

Heisabansheg, foretelling my death
with akeening wail of utter despair.
| shiver at the sound, cold, and know that delirium
and night swests wrack my body, invading even

my daydreams.
| know what | cannot avoid; therefore, cal it detiny.
Who am | trying to fool with thisdesire

for time, for life, for the chance to be desired
again, if only once more before| die?
Beforel die! How crud thisuntimely fate!

| am so far sunk into despair

| can't even get laid in my own dreams!

But | know this abstinenceisonly the delirium

invading my dreams. Morpheus, help mefight

my degtiny.
Let me bedesred! | won't give way to despair!



Rage, rage, againg the dying of delight!

THE GATE OF GOLD
Mark Kreighbaum

Mark Kreighbaum is a San Franciscan poet and author.
Hisstory and Tad Williamsscamein at the sametime, like two sides of a coin. Companion tales,
perhaps, or bookends.

The doll watched hdplessly as Ginny suffered through the nightmare that owned her every time she dept.
An immense shadow, reeking of strange smellsand sour hate, swung abdt likeasnarl of midnight againgt
the skeletal figure of Ginny's mother. The shrieks echoed with agony. The whine of the shadow's belt
cracked likelightning againsgt the mother's flesh. Ginny wept, her own screams weak and thready. Ginny's
doll hung from thelittle girl's white-knuckled fist.

Hewas only adall, but hetried to hug Ginny, to comfort her. Ginny clasped the doll to her chest
with al the force she could manage. Shewas so smdl, sofrail.

"No no no no. Don't hurt Mommy. Stop it, Daddy. Please. I'll be good. Please.” Thelittle girl's
voice shattered into sobs. But the nightmare went on, pitiless. The father-monster paid her no heed.

The doll wished it could weep, too. He loved Ginny, though he was only adiver of the Dreaming,
theamdlest of smdl mattersin thisredlm. But he had been thinking and planning. The nightmares couldn't
go on. They mustn't. Awake, Ginny didn't conscioudy know wheat the dreamstold her, but the doll knew
how they were scarring her soul and mind.

He knew what he had to do. It meant abandoning Ginny here, though, and he couldn't bear the
thought of leaving her done with no hope. But as she wailed into the darkness and the lightning of
satisfied hate fell over and over again, endless, the doll knew it must find the courageto go, to save his
friend.

He dipped from Ginny's grasp. She looked down &t the doll, her eyeswide with anew fear. In
the Dreaming, Ginny's green eyes were transformed into holes of night. He could see dl the way down
those dark corridorsto the pearl of her soul, bleeding, burning.

"Dolly?* She spokein aterrified whisper.

"I loveyou, Ginny," said the doll. "Remember.”

Then, heturned and ran away into the silver mists before she could say another word and chain
him to her sde for the rest of the nightmare. He wanted to promise her he would return, but that would
bealie. Hewas about to violate dl the laws of the Dreaming, and he had no illusions about the pendty.

The doll was ancient. He had been the companion to children since the first night brought fear to an
innocent'sday. Always, he had done his duty, giving comfort, playing games, tumbling and telling taes.
Heloved dl hischildren. The pain of losing them to older dreams was softened by the new spiritswho
welcomed himinto their small lambent hearts. He had known joy and sorrow both for aslong as children
dreamed and had never failed his trugt. Until now.

He knew many things about the Dreaming that were hidden from hisyounger kin. Over centuries,
he had glimpsed other creatures, some kind, some bitter, observing his children's dreams. The doll took
notice, studied them, learned the paths they used to travel in and out, spoke with them if they wished. He
had |learned about the Dreaming, and its Lord.

Once, he had even fdlt the cold passage of the Lord of the Dreaming, as he moved on some
errand beyond the doll's tiny comprehension. Mere contact with the wake of the Endless brought deeper
knowledge of the Dreaming, even to such aspeck of illuson ashe.

The doll was determined to seek out the Master and demand an end to Ginny's nightmares.
Surdly, the sculptor who fashioned such lovefor children out of the stuff of the Dreaming would not deny
him. But hewas afraid. Afraid. The brush of the Lord's wake had been terrifying. Hewaslessthan a



spider's web to the storm of the Master. Would such abeing even notice amote like him, much lessligen
to hisplea?

The doll followed awinding path out of Ginny's dream that led sideways out of the imperfect
wadlsof thelittle girl'simagination. Once beyond Ginny's nightmare, he saw rainbow spheresin countless
number filling every space of the silver redlm of the Dreaming. They were other dreams, he realized. He
wasonly adoll and could not count above anumber he thought of as eeventeen, two pudgy handsfull of
fingers, but asudden redization of theimmengty around him gave him pause. What he planned was
hopeless. The Master would not even notice him, might destroy him with aflicker of thought. And then,
what of the generations of children to come? There would be no doll to play with them in their dreams, to

make them laugh and grow into dreamers. He wavered. He should go back. Ginny would grow up, lose
her need for the doll, and he could go on to another child. He had been the companion to children with
nightmares before, some far worse than Ginny's. There would be an end to the pain. He looked back and
saw that Ginny's sphere was adull gray tumor tumbling in the migts. The dall's heart wasfilled with
sorrow and pity. Why did children have to suffer nightmares? It wasn't fair. It wasn't right. He stiffened
histiny form. Let the Lord destroy him. He would be heard.

The Master'shomelay at the center of the Dreaming. It wasalong way to travel, and he had to
finish hisjourney before Ginny woke. The doll moved with desperate speed through theinfinite rainbow
spheres.

The palace rose up before him like ablack tree. It loomed inthe mis asif brooding onincaculable
matters. The doll fearfully approached the entrance. An enormous gryphon trained its glittering gaze upon
him.

"You arefar from your home, little one," the gryphon boomed. The doll could not tell if the
gryphonwasangry or amused. "Y ou have no business here. Leave now."

The doll felt his courage dissolve. The gryphon was right. He didn't belong here. Some of the
strangerswho had paused in his children's dreams had told him that the Lord of the Dreaming had
guardians who were quick to anger and nearly as powerful astheir Master. The doll trembled.

"I.... I've cometo see the Lord Morpheus.”

One of the other guardians, the wyvern, gave athroaty chuckle, like the memory of thunder. "I
think not," it said.

"Mercy, brothers" murmured the third warden, the hippogriff. *Y ou have traveled in vain, little
one. Morpheusis not in residence.

The doll felt the shreds of his courage tatter to whispers. All for nothing. He had failed Ginny.

"Couldn't | pleasewait? It's very important,” he said, timidly.

"Important?' The wyvern laughed. "The Lord of the Dreaming hasthe care of al redlity. You
presume greetly, child."

But when it spoke theword "child,” the doll felt an answering flare of anger that Strengthened his
resolve. He was a peck to these beings, true, but he was not nothing. He had cared for children dl of his
exigence, and that had been avery long time, even measured in the millennia counted by such creatures
asthese,

"l will wait." Hetried to say it with some dignity, but it came out as aquaver.

"That would befoalish," said the kindly hippogriff. "M orpheus has passed through the Gate of
Gold and his return may be very long in coming.”

"The Gate of Gold?*

"There are three gates that rule the Dreaming," said the gryphon. " Surdly you know of them."

Thedoall could tell from the gryphon'stone that it supposed that he did not. But he had listened to
many travelers and learned much of the Dreaming.

"Of course. The Gate of Hornisfor true dreams. The Gate of Ivory for false" Thedall'svoice
faltered. "But | have never heard of the Gate of Gold."

"Even the Endlessmust dream,” said the hippogriff. "M orpheus bides among the Infinite."

Thedoll fell slent for some moments. At lagt, he worked up his courage to speak.



‘Tel me how to find the Gate of Gold," he said.

"Why?" asked the gryphon.

The doll could think of no good answer. But as he |ooked at the gryphon, he saw that it was not
angry a him, but rather deeply sad. He had seen such an expression too many timesto mistakeit. And
suddenly he knew. This creature was a child, and the doll had been made to amuse children.

Thedoll did what he had done for thousands of years. He capered before the gryphon, turning
himsdf into a bright-feathered bird, a colorful dream gryphon, that skirled intheair playing tag with his
own feathers. He played games that were old before the first human tamed fire. He flew around and
under and behind the great guardian, telling tales of eggs stolen and recovered, singing breskfast songs
and cloud rhymes. He played and teased and tickled and tumbled. He used every thing he had ever
known or learned. He thought of Ginny, who never laughed anymore, and invented still more games.

And, in the end, the gryphon'simmense sadness lifted afraction, aflicker. It didn't laugh. But it
gaveasigh that was not entirely woven of sorrow.

"Indeed,” he rumbled. But he turned to his brothers, and they exchanged silent thought. Findly,
the gryphon spoke. "Follow thetrail of the Master. It will lead you to the Gate."

"Whereisthetral?' asked the doll, hardly daring to believe his good fortune,

"It beginsthere." The gryphon pointed with aclaw to a patch of the silver mist that seemed to
glitter."Youwill fed the mark of his passng, never fear."

"Thank you."

"We give you no gift. Morpheus does not take kindly to unasked-for visitors. And no dream has
ever dared disturb him within the Gate of Gold."

The doll bowed. "Even the Lord of the Dreaming shouldn't ignore a child's nightmares.”

The guardians said nothing. The doll found the beginning of thetrail and felt achill knife through
hisbeing. Following the Master's path might be the end of him. Suddenly, hefelt atug, alight pull back
toward Ginny. Her nightmare was amost over. She would be waking soon and he would be sent into
deep. Would he ever have the courage to try again? He thought not. It was now, or never.

He rushed away, down thetrall.

"Farewdll," whispered the gryphon, fashioned into a dreamless warden who had never known the
gamesof other children. "Y ou werewel made.”

The journey was hard. The steps of the Lord Morpheus |eft the doll's entire being cold asice. He fought
the whole way against Ginny's summons. He could hear her faint cries as her nightly torment came close
to an end. Grim and frozen, the doll moved againgt amyriad of slver sorms, never dowing his pace.

The Gate of Gold cameinto view at last. The doll had expected some vast ornate arch,
gem-encrusted and shining. Instead, he stood before asmple gold curve, filled with aswirl of ebon.

He paused outside, uncertain and afraid. He could fed thefreezing fire from the gate. He knew
that if he passed through the arch, he would be destroyed. He called out to the gate. "L ord Morpheus?”

Therewasno reply.

"Lord Morpheus? If you can hear me, pleaselisten. Children ..." The doll trailed off. What could
he say that would matter to one of the Endless? Surely, the Lord of the Dreaming knew everything he
cared to know. Ginny's call was very strong now. He had only momentsto decide whether to enter the
gate. "Children arethe hope of dreams, Lord Morpheus. It's not right to break them with never-ending
nightmares. | have seen so many of their dreams. They are always alone. No one cares about the hopes
of the young, and they know it. | try to make them laugh, but too often the waking world is empty, and
they learn to be empty in dreams. Please hep me. I'm just a dall, but | love them.”

The only reply was ablast of cold from the gate. A find scream echoed across the Dreaming.
Ginny was awakening to the sound of her mother's screamsin the waking world.

For thefirgt timeinitslong life, the doll felt tears break from its glass eyes. He legpt into the Gate
of Gold, and the razors of dreaming light ripped through him, severing his being too swiftly for himto
even cry out. Hislast thought wasfor Ginny, who would be done again for therest of her life, and dl the
children who would never have adoll to play within their dreams.



Morpheus stood upon a shdf of shadow, looking down on adarkling plain. His glittering eyes, like stars
wrapped in black velvet, burned in his pale face. His cloak rippled in a self-crested wind. A raven
hovered in the air before him.

"l don't get it."

"What isthat, Matthew?' murmured Morpheus.

"Well... that doll, you know, it'sjust destroyed itsdlf for nothing. | mean, thereisn't any Gate of
Gold."

"No," said Morpheus. "Thereisnt.”

"But then... well, it waskind of brave," said the raven. "Waan't it?"'

"It was very brave, yes."

"Uh, well, what's gonna happen to Ginny? And her mother and that creep of afather?!

"Those are matters of the waking world, Matthew."

"So, that'sit? Geez, it just seems... | don't know ... unfair, likethe doll said.”

"Doesit?' Morpheusfixed his gaze briefly on the raven, who let out a frightened squawk and fell
glent.

Morpheusraised ahand asif he were plucking afruit. The shape of the doll formed in hispam.
He whispered something to the manikin and with agentletoss, the doll vanished into the Dreaming.

"What was that?' asked Matthew.

"I made the doll in the beginning and, asthe gryphon said, it waswell made." Morpheusdrew his
cloak closer to hisdender frame.

"S0, hejust starts over? And kids have to have nightmares?'

"Not necessarily." Matthew started to ask another question, but the Lord of the Dreaming
quelled himwith a glance. "I told the doll that a nightmare belongsto its owner. A brave dream might find
away to chase anightmare into the deep of the one who madeit.”

And with that, Morpheus turned away and headed home. Matthew followed after, in sllent

thought.

A BONE DRY PLACE
Karen Haber

| met Karen Haber for afew moments at the World Fantasy Conventionin New Orleans in
1994, and discovered in meeting her that she was married to Robert Slverberg. The said Bob
Silverberg wasthe first person | interviewed professondly asajournaist, and was (athough he
doesn't know it) indirectly responsible for the shape of my subsequent journalistic career. And
while I wouldn't normally mention people's spouses, loved ones, inamorata, and so forth, inthis
introductory hbit, | thought that warranted some kind of minor commemoration.

Thisisatight and punchy story about late nights on the telephone, and saving the world.

Out on the long road beyond burnout, beyond woe, beyond anger, humor, and fear, but mostly beyond
hope, isa place some call Desolation Valley. It'sabone dry place for people who are past the
rationalizations and recriminations, the acting-out and shutting in.

The usua therapeutic juju doesn't work here: No happy drugs, deight of hand, faster-than-light
distractions, damdunk denid's, excuses, or escapes. Only regrets. And yes, those are mandatory.

Somefolksjust stop by for avist and get right back on the road going the other way. Others
return every year, their reservations prepaid by their parents, grandparents, or somebody elsein their
gene stream.

Oh, and it'sdark. But those who dwell here don't really need light.
Despair, the younger sister of Degth, twin of Desire, knowsthisvaley well. She has been here



often, sumping along on her short, misshapen legs to sweep up the tag ends of fedling, clutch each shard
of ashattered dream, savor the sudden bursts of festering pain.

It'snot by choice that she serves. Sheis one of the Endless, sworn to duty here until the universe
endsor her elder sister takes over: Despair doesn't much care which comesfirgt. Until then, shewaits.
The Endless are patient.

Otherswere on watch through the long night aswell.
The phone, when it rang, was aways sartling, bresking the midnight hush. The ugly,
green-wadled home of the Bay Area CrissHatline, lit with white-cold fluorescent light. The roomswhere
the smd| of stde coffeeand old swest lingered, mixed with the echoes of old fears. It seemed a place out
of time, set gpart from dusk to dawn. Therest of the world was adeep, everyone tucked in safdly,
dreaming sweetly, except for the caller and the volunteer linked by atelephone umbilicus.
"Incoming fire," said Bill Rutledge, night shift supervisor, ashewatched the red light blink on his
phone.
The voice on the other end was arasping whisper. "My mind was eating itsdlf for breskfadt. |
decided to wake up.”
"It'stweve-thirty inthe morning,” Bill said. "That's kind of early for breskfast, isn't it?"
A reluctant chuckle. "Y ou guys are good.”
"Thanks." Now Bill recognized the voice. It was Zefrem, one of the chronics. He leaned back
and ran his hand through histhinning brown hair. "Zefrem, you've called twice today. Y ou know thisis
thelast call you can make until tomorrow.”
"Yeah, wel, | just wanted to say that I've taken my medication and I'm waiting for it to kick in
and | got londly, so's| caled, okay?'
"Sure”
"Okay, well. What are you doing?"
"Tdking toyou."
"Have talked to you before?’
"Yes. Many times.”
"Oh, good. Bad night?'
"No." Thank God.
Another phone light flashed. Acrossthe room, Rita, the night shift volunteer, gestured franticaly
for Bill to take the call. She had been on the phone for twenty minutes, working with a Hispanic mother
stuck in the city bus station, eight months pregnant, no place to go, no money, no English.
Jesus, Bill thought, why do they give them our phone number? All the shelterswill befilled
by now. She might aswell stay put in the bus station—at least it's got lights and a bathroom. She
can start calling around in the morning, when somebody might have room for her.
"Listen, Zefrem,” hesaid. "I've got to go. Y ou take care. Somebody will be here tomorrow.”
"Yeah, | know. Gnight."
Bill switched lineswith practiced skill. "CrissHotline. How can | help you?"
Thevoice, when it came, was hesitant, female, low-pitched. "I just don't know anymore...."
"Don't know what?*
A deep breath, along exhdation. Was she smoking? The pauses could be drug-induced, could
be exhaustion or fear. "l just don't know. | just don't redly. I-1 can't. | can't doit anymore.”

"Areyou thinking about killing yoursd f?"

"Yes. | mean, | think so. | don't know."

"Why don't you tdl me about it?" Bill settled infor a long listen. Outside, thefog rolled in, egting
the sars.

Acrosstown, inasmall cottage near the edge of adeep canyon, Sarah Underhill, student of philosophy,
was having anightmare.
Atigerish noisein the sky. A fervid light brighter than the sun at midday, too bright to see



except through black glass, flashing neon against the red silk lining of eyelids. Outside a corona of
particles sleeted softly down upon the sleeping city. A thousand souls cried out, briefly. Terrible
silence, after.

Sarah cameto hersdlf, shivering, her blond hair drenched in sweat. Another god-awful dream.
She had struggled with them for weeks, the terrible dreams and visions. She couldn't work, couldn't
think. Armageddon was coming, she was certain. But she would outwit it. She could. The pillswerein
the bathroom. She had prepared for this.

Despair has stood guard over the relms of pain and regret, relishing the agonies of this night. Now she
peers into Sarah Underhill'sliving room, wondering. This one woman, she thinks. This Sarah.
Problematical. Something about these nightmares and visions she's having, these dreams, seemswrong.
Despair is no expert in dreams, however. She decidesto consult her brother, Oneiros, dark lord of the
Dreaming Redm.

He does not respond when she grasps his sigil. How typicd of him, shethinks, ways esewhere
when you need him. Despair—patient and, in her way, faithful— returnsto stand watch over Sarah and
al the others.

Haf acontinent away, on a plane not yet uninhabited by Despair, men were gathered around atable.
Menwith hard, serious faces and fanaticd light in their eyes. Men who had lost and lost again. They had
fingered their scars. They had cursed their enemies. And now they had found a leader and a plan.

They had been talking dl night or, rather, they had listened as their leader, the generd, talked. A
platter in the middle of the table held the remains of aroasted goat. The menignored it, intent on their
leader. It was dmost time for them to take action. Y es, it was amost time. They nodded at one another
with grim satisfaction.

The addict, whose name was L etisha, sobbed over the phone. "I've dready got onekid. What am |
going to do with another?’

"Have you congdered not having it?" Bill said.

"Sure. Y ou want to tell me how 1'm going to pay for an abortion?'

"What about adoption?’

"Abandon another baby? Oh, yeah, right. And who'd want an addict'skid? Y ou tell methat. A
black addict's kid?" L etisha sobbed harder.

Bill knew he had no solutions, no answers. And that what L etishareally needed wasto get off the
junk. But until shedid that, she would live minute by minute. And right now, thisvery minute, what she
most needed was another human being to listen and say he was sorry. So he listened.

Rita had finished with her call and was sitting on the threadbare couch, eating cookies and
flipping through a tattered three-month-old magazine. She glanced up, caught hiseye, rolled hersin
sympathy, went back to her magazine

"I never thought it would be thishard," Letishasaid. She choked on the last few words.

"I know. I'm sorry." Bill reminded himsdlf for the thousandth time that he couldn't save
everybody, that he had no answers, no solutions. And for perhaps the thousandth time, he hated it.

At 1:30 A.M., Sarah lay in bed waiting for the pillsto work, her cat Tito curled againgt her. Briefly she
thought of the cat, with regret.

"I'm sorry, Tito. I'd take you dong too, if | could.”

And it began, again. The sound. The pain. The sweet purple dark.

Thehorror.

Citiesignited in flame and exploded, spewing orange dust, and toppled in upon themsalves. A
maddened cyclone wind swept through the ruins, tossing the luckless survivorsinto the red ravenous
maw of uncontrollable fire. Children screamed as the skin was crisped from their bodies. The scent of
roasted flesh was swest, cloying, nausegting.



The Fenris Wolf loped across the orange clouds. Its fangs were bared and its mouth dripped
sdiva. It crushed buildings underfoot, trampled al those who would flee beforeit.

The crust of the earth broke open as the legions of Hades erupted from below in a cacophony of
screams and trumpets. The forces of evil rode the land, triumphant, as the universeended in pain, in
unthinkable holocaust. No Golden Age would follow. No rainbow phoenix would comeforth, shrug off
the ashes, and begin anew. Only scarred and shaken survivors, left to paw through the rubble, to kill for
aurviva. And so the entire ugly killing cycle would continue, red in tooth and claw. No miraculous rebirth,
perfect, cleansed, redeemed. No hope. Only blood. Riversand rivers of it.

Tears and sweat mingled across Sarah'sface. "No more," she whispered. "Please.”

Despair turnsto greet her wide-eyed, wild-haired sister, Ddirium. "' was wondering when you'd get
here." She nods down at Delirium's companion, the German shepherd named Barnabas. "Watch out for
my ras."

The dog managesto look insulted. "I don't do rats.” Délirium brushes her peppermint-striped
hair out of her blue and green eyes, peers at the mortal, Sarah, giggles, and says, " Shelooks so sad. |
don't usudly get sad ones.”

"Y ou'rewelcometo her," Despair says. "But watch out. She movesin and out of our realms
fedt."

"They don't, um, they don't usudly do that."

Despair shakes her head. "There's something strange here. | redly think that Dream should
handlethis, but you know how heis"

"l do?" Ddlirium blinks her one blue and one green eye. "Was she, like, was she, you know?
Before shetook that Suff?"

Despair juts out her square, fanged jaw. "Was she what?'

"Adegp?'

"Of course shewas adeep. | waswatching her."

"l mean, redlly? With dresms and everything?'

"Siger, what are you trying to say?"

"l don't know. | never redly do."

Barnabas brushes againgt her leg. " Sweetums,” he says. "Do you mean that you think that
mortd's tapped into something €se? Something that's not dreams? Like prophecy?!

Ddlirium nods so vigoroudy that her hair goes swirling up and away from her head. Y elow and
green curlstumbleinto orange pinwheds and blow away on thewind. "I think so. Yes. | do. Yes."

Degpair gazes at her sster without speaking. She bends down. Her squat, gracel ess body seems
tomdtintoitsaf, dack breasts resting upon raddled knees. She picks up one of her pets, aseek gray
rat, and strokesit thoughtfully. "Prophecy? Why would this morta be granted such agift? She'sno
oracle

"I dunno. Sometimesthey catchit, like abad cold.”
Ddirium'snew hair growsin quickly, purple dreadiocks. Shetwirlsabit of it around her fingers.
"Remember Cassandra? Boy, she got adose. And our nephew, what's-is-name.”

"Orpheus,” saysBarnabas.

"Yeah. Him, too." Delirium pauses, remembering other sadder things. "1 don't think he enjoyed

Barnabas scratches afleabite. "They never do."

"No?Oh, I'd likeit. At least, | think | would. Our sister, Degth, sayswe know everything
anyway. Or anything every way." She pauses. "Umm, what were we talking about?

"The mortd isdipping more firmly into your redm, sster.” Despair says, and makes asign of
parting. "Farewdl."

Ddirium waves but her troll-like sster isdready gone, taking her ratswith her.

On the bed, Sarah moans softly.

Ddlirium gigglesand wiggles her toes. Thisisanice room," shesays. "l likeyour chair. | like your



cat, too. Y ou don't seem to be having avery good time, though.”

Barnabas forces his nose againgt her hand and whines softly. " She gives me the cregps.”

"Do you want to go back to my realm?’

"Anyplaced "

"Okay." She smilesas he vanishes. In hiswake she scatters a dozen glowing purple toadstools
and, just for fun, puts miniature yellow pigs on top of them.

The men listened to their leader as he spoke to them of need, of righteousness, of redemption by fire. He
was strong and proud and upright, shining in their eyeslike a smal sun. He wore his green paramilitary
jacket with its yelow inggniaas proudly as aking's robes. His sharp billed cap with its scrolls of golden
honor sat atop hisdark hair like acrown.

The men nodded at their splendid leader, at hiswords, dapped pams againgt tabletop and hedls
against floorboards in appreciation. Fire, yes. Revenge, yes. Death. Redemption. Revenge. Yes, yes,
yes. Thetable and floor rattled and thundered with their approval.

A voice whispered in along-distance hiss. Sarah's brother, Scott, ascientist, calling from apay phone
near the South Pole. He had been scrambling through the [abyrinth of the underground lab, searching for
the switch, the food, the light above the exit door.

"Run,” hesad. "Run, run, run ..."

Hiswords broke into sharp piecesin her ears but Sarah could fed hismeaning tranamitted in
pulses over the shining wires and pillowed cables, dl the longing and sadness bounced off of satellites and
into her brain, once around the auditory cand and home. She's been infected with the twentieth
century—| ove was the vector but the cure was years distant.

"Tekecare" shesad. "l missyou,” and many other safe words, safe because he couldn't hear
her, because the line was dead. She hung up tenderly. The TV wasthere, waiting to comfort and
understand.

A blueface onscreen said, "Run, run, run ..."

Thetdevison flared up into flames and mdted into a Sizzling multicolored puddle. Sarah didn't
care because the entireroom wason fire.

She pedled down, pulling off every layer until she reached ground zero, skin, and still couldn't
grip off enough, unwind hersdf, cool down her soul.

Sarah fought up toward wakefulness, dipped, fell back into the flames, the torrent of flamesand
blood.

"l don't likethisone" Ddlirium says. "Make adifferent one. Come on, you can do it. Let's have the blue
flowers again or the white noise. No, wait. What about blue noise? Or maybe strawberry?!

Sarah ismotionless, staring at something that Delirium can't see.

"Stop it,” Delirium says. "Stop it. | don't likeit anymore. Thisisred, isntit?1 don't likeit." She
watches Sarah, fretful now. If only her brother Destruction were here. He would know what to do. But
he'slong gone. He had been niceto her.

Her other brother? No, not Destiny. The other other one, Dream. He might help. He had helped
her before, after she had cried. He was nice, too, sort of.

"Dream! I'm holding your insect face thingamaiggy. Y ou know. Y our vigil, um, Sgil. Yesh.
Anyway, Dream, | need you. Where are you? | know you can hear me. DREAM, ANSWER ME!"

A sound that is not asound. The movement of air thet is scarcely perceived, bardly felt. Thelord
of the dreamworld, her brother, stands before her, dark robesbillowing. Y ou cdled, my sister?!

"l did?'

Dream, her brother, floats before her, apalewraith with har the color of the darkest nightmare
and eyes unfathomably deep. A ook of irritation crosses his colorless face.

"I did," Ddirium says, nodding happily. "See?' She points at the bed, at Sarah. "It'sredly not my
kind of thing, isit?'



"What isnt?"

"Her." Ddirium gestures again a the curled lump of Sarah.

"Who isthismorta?'

"Her name's Sarah. Don't you know? | mean, weren't you in charge of her origindly?Who gave
her dl those awful dreams?

"I may once have given her dreams, ster, but sheis unknown to me now."

"Y ou didn't send her the fire and the burning babies and the wolf-thing in the sky?*

"No."

"W, neither did I."

Dream sighs. "No, | supposeyou didn't. Isthat dl?

"Dream! Don't you dare leave."

"My sger, | confess| have no ideawhat you want of me”"

"If youll—ust wait aminute, then I'll tell you." Delirium pauses, squinting. She can't remember.
But shemudt. "Um. You're my brother, Dream. Yes, that'sright. And | called you. So it must be because
of dreams." She amiles, triumphant. "Y es, her dreams.”

"I've dready told you, sSister, she has not been dreaming.”

"Thenwhat isit, dl thisfire and things exploding and cities getting smashed and stuff?"

"Possbly theimaginings of adiseased mind."

"Don't you talk about her that way! She's nice. She's unhappy, and she'strying to die because of
al the pictures in her head."

"Then you have called thewrong sibling. Y ou want our elder Sgter.”

"No | don't. And she doesn't, either.”

"What exactly isit that you want me to do?'

"Help mefind where her pictures are coming from. She took pills and yucky thingsto get away
fromthem.”

"l don't know the source of her discomfort.”

"Widl, findit. And hurry up.”

"And why can't you do it?"

"Because | haveto stay herewith her. That's my job. But you don't. Y ou can go see Destiny—he
likesyou best, anyway—or look it up inyour library or pond or mirror or lily pad or tealeavesor entrails
or.."

"Enough! I'll ssewhat | can do.”

Hethins upon the air. She can see the blue-rose wallpaper on the wall behind him, through him.
Heisgone. Poof. Dreamislikethat.

Delirium waves & the empty air and wondersif she should call for Desth. Probably not. Her
sder isaways very, very busy. Sooner or later she would be here anyway. She went everywhere,
sooner or later. Better to wait for Dream to come back. Y es. But in the meantime Ddlirium will do the
best she can. She smiles. She hasan idea

"Hey," she whispersto Sarah. "Wake up. Just alittle bit." She nudges the telephone with her
spangled toe. "Come on. Wake up. You candoit.”

The time had come. The leader gave the sign and hisfollowersrose, shook hands, then turned to the
piled objects againgt the wall. Each man took a soft, cloth-wrapped bundle: death swethed in flannd. To
them theweight of it againgt their bellies was sweet, dmost as sweet as the weight of anestling fetus,
awaiting birth. But thiscoming birth would befiery, bringing desth and deliverance. The thought, too, was
swest. The leader reminded them of their quest once more. With tearsin their eyes, proud tears, they
went out into the night carrying their deedly parcels, securein their righteousness.

"Brainsturned in upon themsalves, begting themsalvesto degth,” the thin, high voice muttered.
Christ, Bill thought. It's the Poet. Again "Look," he said. "Y ou know therules. Threecals
maximum. Thisis your fifth today."



"But redly, | fed suicidd....."

"No you don't. Read abook or watch TV or something but don't call back here until tomorrow.”
Bill hung up, immediately regretting his rough trestment of the Poet. He was getting an edge, bad sign.
Maybe it wastime to take a vacation. But who would fill in hereif he were gone? So much need, so few
volunteers.

The phonerang.

"Hello?1 just took something. At leagt, | think | did."

Bill sat Sraight up, dl fatigue gone. The woman's voice quavered dightly. Thiswasfor red. He
could fed it. "What did you take?"

"Littlegreen pills"" A yawn. "Some of them."

"Dark green?"

"Pye”

Shit. Probably Valium 20s. That could be bad. Especially if she mixed them. "How many?'

"Thewhole bottle. And rum. A bottle of that, too."

Definitely bad. He went into mgjor criss mode, signaling Ritathat he had an emergency and to
cdl the police and havethem tiein thetraceline.

She nodded, signaled back when it was engaged. Fine. Now al he had to do was keep hiscaller
on thelinefor fifteen minutes.

"Hello?" he said. She sounded woozy. He had to keep her talking. Keep her awake. "Have you
vomited?'

"No."

"Can you make yoursdf vomit?'

"| don't think s0."

Don't panic, he thought. She didn't swallow Drano. It's good old Valium with booze. Takes
awhileto fully dissolve, get into the bloodstream, and conk her out. "Did you est dinner?'

"l think 0."

Good. Anything to dow the body's absorption of the poison. "When did you take the pills?*

"I don't know. Maybe an hour ago."

"What'syour name?"'

"Sarah.

"Sarah, I'm Bill. Why did you take the pills, Sarah?"

"Because theworld iscoming to an end.”

"How do you know?"

"l sawit."

The men separated, dl of them taking different carswith untraceabl e license plates. Some were thinking
of thetask ahead. Otherswere thinking of loved ones. A few thought of the parcels, their little clock
faces shining green and red and yellow with digital readouts. Tick. Tick. Tick.

Dream, dark lord of the subconscious, has been busy, been many placesin the space of timethat a
morta lowers and raises an eydid.

Blink.

Hisbrother Destiny's garden is not arestful place. Nor is Destiny himsdlf a pleasant companion.
Thevigt s brief. Destiny reved s the patterns he seesin hisbooksfor Sarah.

"Thisisnot her time, not yet," says Detiny.

"But see, here," Dream replies. "Sheistangled here with the destiny lines of these others, these
violent men.”

Destiny nods. " Sometimes connections cross. At night, late. It happens.”

"l see. Thank you, brother."

Blink.

Dreamisin the leader's house, the man cdled the generd, listening asthe man stsaone a atable



and babbles to an imaginary army.

"Wewill destroy them dl. The evil ones must be vanquished. Only then can we make the world
safefor our families. We've waited too long. Y ou know what to do. Make them die, makethem dl die.
We must cleanse the world so that our children will be safe.”

Dream seesthat the man existsin awaking dream state, congtantly halucinating.

"No," saysthelord of the Dreaming. "No more. Y ou may dream no longer."

The generd's face grows pae and he beginsto tremble. Hiseyes go wide but thelight within
them faters, dims, fades. His splendid cap tumbles from his head as he crumples|like an abandoned
puppet, faling into along, empty deep which medicswill cal perastent vegetative syndrome.

Blink.

The generd'sfollowers. There are too many to handle at once, dispersed asthey are.

Dream returnsto find Sarah on the telephone and his ster, Ddlirium, whispering in her ear.

"Sider," hesays "Why areyou interfering?’

Ddlirium gives him anindignant look. "If | hadn't been supposed to interfere, then | couldn't have,
could I? So I must have been supposed to do what I'm doing.”

Dream sighs. "Never mind. Listen to me carefully. | need your help in order to prevent many
foolish mortas from destroying themsaves—and from further polluting the dreams of others.”

"You sad | wasinter—inter—"

"Interfering.”

Ddirium pouts. "What do you cal what you're doing? And you've never asked for my help
before.”

"It never seemed so peculiarly appropriate.”

"Will this stop her bad pictures?’

"l think 0."

"Then okay." Delirium takes his outstretched hand. "How was Destiny?"

"Thesame."

"He awaysis. Poor Destiny. What do you want meto do?"

"I want you to stedl this morta's pictures and give them to me."

Deliriumgiggles "Y ou redly want them?But | could give you something much prettier, with
hyacinth wings, maybe, or lemon tires. Or you could do it for yoursdlf. Why do you need her pictures?’

"Never mind, Del. Just doit. Please.”

"You caled meDd." Shedimplesa him. "Okay, Dream."

She pullsal the ugliness out of Sarah's head, encapsulatesiit in gossamer bubbles whose curved
iridescence masks the horrors within. Gently she tosses each bubble toward her brother.

He catches them in adeep basket made of wind. "Thank you, Sster.” Laden with nightmares,
Dream bows and leaves.

Inthetimeit takesto tell it, heiswith the generd's men, sitting in the car beside each true
believer. In each car Dream raises up one of the shining bubbles and pricks it. Soon his basket is empty.
And each one of the genera’s men knows that he has been betrayed. The genera has promised that
Armageddon and agony will fall upon the others. He has promised. And lied.

The streets dissolved into rivers of fire and blood. Terrible riders raced beside the generd’s men, ridersin
blood-caked armor and horned helmets, on hellish beasts, who pierced their mortal bodieswith flaming
spears. They fdl, screaming, into fiery cauldronswhere their skin was burned from their bodies. They
writhed in torment, screamed, covered their faces. The luckiest among them died.

The police and hospitals had a busy night mopping up after astring of strange accidents. Each wreck
produced a dead or dying driver and a deactivated bomb. Months later, the bombsled investigatorsto a
dlent, unresponsve man lying in ahospital bed in acounty ward. Very peculiar. Definitely one for the
books.



There was the shriek of brakes, the dam of car doors, and frantic knocking. Sarah raised her head but
was too weak to get off the bed.

The front door burst open. Tito scrambled for the safety of the bedroom and, gratefully, Sarah
fdl into thearmsof her rescuers.

One of the blue-coated medics picked up the phone. "Hi," hesaid. "It'sokay. We got herein
time"

On the other end, Bill said, "Thank God," and hung up the receiver. He and Rita exchanged
high-fivedgps of congratulations. He blinked, yawned, stretched. Rescues aways made him fed
light-headed and spacey. He checked thewall clock. Two hoursto go until dawn, until hiswatch would
be over. He shrugged and reached for a cookie.

Sarah degps upon the medics gretcher. Delirium blows the mortd akiss.

"Take good care of her, Dream," she says. "And come visit me and Barnabas." A kaleidoscope
of rainbow colors, and sheisgone.

Thelord of the Dreaming peers down upon Sarah on her stretcher. "Sleep well,” he whispers.
"All of your dreamswill be sweet." He leaves her dreaming that sheis agtar twinklingin ablazing,
beautiful firmament. In her deep, Sarah amiles.

Dream isthere and then heis not there, and the space where he stood isfilled with astrange
wind from abone dry land and ahundred emotions, but not one single regret.

THEWITCH'SHEART
DdiaSherman

DeliaShermanisared lady. She knows more about things obscure and English than | do, and
has written brilliant, stylish stories, and an amazing nove caled The Porcelain Dove. Sometimes
shelivesin Boston and sometimes shelivesin New Y ork.

Thisisabeautiful tale of love and madness and heartbreak, hearts and wolves. There's blood
running throughtit, like a strong, intoxicating wine; blood, and desire.

"I havekilled."

The girl took two steps into the room and halted nervoudy, brushing the brindled hair from her
eyesto glance a the cocoon of wolf pelts huddled by the fire and then away.

"Areyou clean?' A woman'svoice, resonant as an oboe, but without emation.

The girl examined her hands back and front. "Yes," she said.

"Come, then." A long, ddlicate hand extended from the cocoon of furs and beckoned to the girl,
who padded obediently to the woman's side and curled down at her feet.

"| left it at the kitchen door for the cook," said the girl. "It's chewed. | was hungry.”

Thewoman laid her hand on the girl'shair. The girl leaned into the touch. "What wasit, Fida? A
rabbit?'

"A deer.”

"Didyou gut it?"

Thegirl Fidadtilled, then shook her head vigoroudy. The woman'sfingerstightened in her hair,
gaveitasmdl, sharp tug. "Bad cub,” she said.

"Yes" Fida's mouth opened in an embarrassed grin, baring pointed teeth. She began to pant. The
woman tweaked her hair again. "I'm hot," said Fida gpologetically.

It was no wonder. The room was at blood hegt from the fire and seemed hotter till; for it was
red astheinside of aheart. Turkey carpets blanketed the floor, crimson hangings muffled walls and bed.
The clock on the cherry wood mantel was made of red porphyry. Its hands stood at haf past
one—whether morning or afternoon wasimpossible to tell, the windows being both shuttered and
curtained.

"I'm hot," said Fidaagain, and shifted, restless and uncomfortable. "I'm going out."



"Youjud camein.”

"I'm going out agan.”

Thewoman withdrew her hand into her furs and shivered. "Of course," she said. "'Y ou must do
asyou please.”

In one swift heave, Fidawas on her feet and padding to the door. She paused with her hand on
the knob. "Will you watch me go?' she asked.

"Themoon'sfull,” said thewoman.

"I'm going to the Mountain,” said Fida

Thefigurein the chair went very ill. "To the Mountain,” she said, laying down her words like
porceain cups. "1 will watch you go."

Fidagrinned, and was gone.

No need to go to the window immediately, thought the woman. Just sit a moment longer by
the firewhile the girl readies hersalf. But even as she thought it, shewas up, pulling back the curtain,
unlatching the heavy wooden shuiters, folding one of their panelsinto the thickness of the sonewall,
pushing the casement window open to the night.

It had snowed, snow on deep snow. The clearing between the manor house and the forest was a
dlver tray polished to brilliance by afull moon riding the Mountain's shoulder. A beautiful night, al black
and crystd white, and very, very cold. The chill flooded the woman's lungs, stung her cheeks and her
eyes, cut through her layers of wool and fur and velvet asthough they werethin silk. She clenched her
chattering teeth and endured until a lean pale she-wolf trotted out around the side of the manor and
toward the wood, pausing halfway across the clearing to look up at the window.

Thewoman raised one hand in abloodless salute; the wolf howled.

As she watched the wolf's shadow lift its pointed chin againg the snow, the woman fdt time dip.
Themoonlight fell just asit had ayear ago, the night she'd heard anoise outside her bloodred room. An
owl, sheldd thought at first, or awolf howling. But when it came again, she thought it was avoice, shouting
aword that might have been her name.

She was curious—no one had come near manor or Mountain for more years than she could
count—s0 she had unshuttered the window and |ooked out. She saw naked trees groping at the edge of
adense wood, snowdraped Mountain brooding beyond, full moon glaring down on the courtyard, and
nothing else. But as she shrank back into the room, away from the moon's cold gaze, awolf had did
across her vision like ashadow.

Two shadows, redlly. The wolf's shadow was darker than the wolf itsdlf, long and black asa
shard of night fallen into the courtyard, stretching out from the wolf's forepaws, shoulders hunched, head
tilted curioudy, arms splayed just alittle too wide for grace: the shadow of a young girl, ashuman asthe
wolf was not.

The woman had thrown wide the casement and leaned out into the frigid night.

Her voicerattled the ar like aflight of pheasants; the wolf disappeared under the trees before the
echo of it faded.

The woman closed the window with giff, blue fingers and fumbled the shutters and the curtains
shut. Then she blew up thefire and crouched besideit to thaw her hands among the darting flames. A
young wolf, shethought, still a cub, to judge from the outsize paws and the lean, gangling body. A wolf
with ahuman shadow.

A grange sight. But the woman was awitch, and she had seen strange sights before. A brown
man with branching horns and dainty, cloven feet bending gravely above her to offer soup in asilver
tureen. A small, deek woman with apple-seed eyes, who swayed like grassin the wind when she
walked. A Lady whose face shone coldly among her dark hair like the moon among clouds, and the
Witch'sfather weeping at her feet. Thiswolf with ahuman shadow was not the strangest of them, nor the
most unexpected. Once her father's Lady had shown it to her, trotting unsubstantialy over the face of the
moon. "Tinder," she'd said, and, "A two-edged blade." Then sheld smiled and gone away.

The Witch had not understood the Lady's words at the time, being young and pass onate and



unacquainted with blades and their uses. But sheld had time to consider them over the long, cold years,
and she'd decided they meant that such awolf was apromise of heat, like tinder, and that fire could burn
aswell as comfort. Now it was come, shewasforewarned. All she need do was bring herself to step out
under the moonlight, the starlight, the shadow of the Mountain, and she would be warm.

A flame caught her finger, caressed it to rosy life. She closed her long, dark eyes. "I cannot,” she
murmured. "l cannot go outside.”

"Then you must stay ingde." The voice wasthe Witch's own, and the face to which she raised her
eyes. Both voice and face were cast over with asilver brilliance like the moon's.

"You," sad the Witch.

"You," agreed the other.

"The hour has come."

"But you cant seizeit." Thefluting voice was both despairing and mocking. "Y ou're afraid.”

The Witch curled hersdlf into the scarlet cushions of her chair and gathered a black shawl around
her shoulders. Her visitor laid one arm aong the mantel and gazed down at her, smiling dightly. Mesting
her eyes, the Witch thought that she saw the moon in them, dead and leering; she shivered, but did not
look away.

"l cannot fed fear,” shesad.

"No," sad her vistor. "Nonetheless, you will not go out. Out istoo cold, too hard, too bright.

Y ou have not been out in years. Besides, it would have pleased your father.”

The Witch reached for acup of tea—peppermint— fragrant and steaming to warm her hands
and her cold, empty belly, and found one ready on thetable. "What," she said when she had taken a
careful sip, "could my father's pleasure have to do with my going out?!

"Very good," approved her twin. "Theteaisanice touch. Haven't you noticed that you never do
anything you think would have pleased your father?"

"But breaking the spell would not please him. That was the bargain, wasn't it? That | should live
likethisforever?'

"That'swhat | said." The other turned to admire her reflection in the overmantel mirror. "Pretty. |
likethe earrings. But you should do something new with your hair."

The Witch put her hand to her hair. It poured over her chair like carved and polished wood,
deep brown, with ared glint initsdepths. "I likeit," she said.

"You'reafraid to changeit,” said her vigitor. "Y our father liked it loose, you know. | remember
him saying 0."

"l did not cdl you," said the Witch. "I do not need you. Begone."

"Ungrateful bitch. | wasjust trying to help.”

"I do not need your help.”

The other began to laugh, showing smdl, white teeth that lengthened as she laughed and grew
sharp and ydlow until they filled al her mouth, and her tongue between them grew long and flat and red,
and her laughter did up into ashuddering howl. And then she was gone, taking the fire with her.

The next night the Witch watched for the wolf in the library from aFrench door that gave onto the
courtyard.

The moon had paced across the sky before the wolf finally appeared, silent as smoke and close
enough for the Witch to see the wet gleam of its eyes and its vaporous bresth rising. 1ts shadow on the
snow was sharp and clear asablack paper silhouette, blocky and awkwardly configured, yet
unmistakably human.

The Witch forced hersdlf to push the door gar, then her nervefailed her. Shivering, she caled:

The wolf started at her voice and loped back into the wood, pausing under the first treesand
looking back over its brindled shoulder before taking itself and its shadow to the shelter of the wood.

The Witch ran after it, a step and then another crunching over the pathless snow, carrying her out
of the shadow of the manor and into the moonlight. It dazzled her, so that she reeled and lifted both



hands to her face and staggered backwards with the snow dragging at her feet like quicksand. Tripping
over thethreshold, shefdl hard upon the library's carpeted floor, where she sat with her fingers pressng
hard againgt her lids until stars appeared in the darkness there, and amilky light like moonrise. Hadtily,
she opened her eyes. The French doors were closed and shrouded, as they ought to be. But asilver chill
was upon her.

In her chamber, she blew up the fire and wrapped hersdlf in the wolf pelt from her bed.
Half-expecting the Lady to appear, black-eyed and mocking, she brooded over the fire. The porphyry
clock chimed meaningless hours. The flames were scarlet and gold, with coas glowing below them, hot
and dive asthe sun. One cod was larger than the ret, dull red in the fire'sice-blue heart, drawing her
eyeuntil it filled dl her vison: acarbunde encased in faceted crystd. The logs shifted, and the cod flared
into whiteness marked with red, like the red mouth in awoman's face—her own face, the Lady'sface,
st white, with blind stone eyes turned inward and two lines carved between the brows. The stone eyes
twitched and opened on starsin asky so black that it sucked into itself the soul of anyone gazing uponit.
Into its deepsfell the Witch's soul, flying among adamantine knivesthat pricked her toward the moon,
which looked upon her with loving eyes and stretched its bearded lipsto engulf her.

The Witch saized one of the adamantine knives. It was al blade. Her hand scattered rubiesfrom
her wounded fingers, but she felt no pain as she diced the star across and across the moon'sface, only
cold.

"That didn't work the last twenty thousand timesyou tried it," the Lady remarked. "Can't you try
something ds=?"

The Witch gave astrangled mew, sat upright in the cushioned chair, put her hand out for aglass
of wine. Her fingers groped in empty air. "Red wine," she said doud. "In agolden cup. Set with rubies.
Now."

"You must be mad,”" said the Lady cheerfully. "What you redly need ismeat. Y ou haven't eaten
anythingin ages™

"Red wine," said the Witch decidedly, and lifted a brimming goblet to her lips. Thewinewas
warm and fragrant with cinnamon and cloves; it burned in her hands and feet and behind her eyes. She
drained the goblet, then dressed hersdlf in acrimson velvet riding dress and little hedled boots lined with
wolf fur, wrapped hersdf in pelisse and shawls, veiled her face againgt the wind and the cold gaze of the
moon and stars. She unbolted the front door, opened it, and stepped outside to wait on the snow while
the moon rose over the Mountain, bringing with it the she-wolf and her human shadow.

Seeing the woman, the wolf stopped. The Witch took a step forward. The wolf hesitated,
lowered her tail, advanced one paw and then another. Step by dow step, wild-eyed and shivering, wolf
and Witch left the safety of manor and forest, gpproaching the exposed and brilliant center of the
clearing, approaching each other. They met. The she-wolf sat on her haunches, the Witch knelt before
her and put back the veil, trembling like abride. "Y ou are Fida," she said. "Y ou are my faithful servant.”

The wolf shuddered dl over, quick and hard as a degth throe, then rolled onto her back and
sprawled her back legs, offering the Witch heir soft, pink belly. The Witch laid her gloved hand inthe
furry hollow, stroked upward to the furry chin, and stood.

"Come," she said, and thistime the she-wolf obeyed, following a her hed like awdl-trained dog
back across the clearing through the open door, stopping only to mark the threshold with her scent. She
looked about her, with ears pricked curioudy, until the Witch closed the door and barred it. The cold,
clear scents of pine and game and night and her pack drowned in ahot miasma of dusty wool and
woodsmoke. The she-wolf sat down on the Turkey red rug and howled.

The Witch grasped her muzzlein both hands. "1 don't likethat noise," she said, shaking her
gently. "Bad cub."

The wolf drooped her ears and whined; but when Witch released her, she howled again: along,
panicked ululaion.

Cold prickled up the Witch's spine. She needed utter devotion, and here was Fida, scrabbling
franticaly a the heavy oak door, snuffling at the thread of clean air, telling her that home was on the other
gde



Laughter echoed in her earslike asiver bell. "Y our father would be very pleased,” it rang,
mocking.

The Witch stamped her foot. "Bad cub,” she shouted, to drown the bell. " Stop that at once and
comewith me."

Thewolf raised her head and fixed her with moonstone eyes. Her nose wrinkled, her lip lifted
from her sharp, yellow teeth; she rumbled thresteningly. The Witch kicked her sharply in theribs. She
gave one startled yel p; the Witch kicked her again. Whining, the wolf offered her belly as she had inthe
courtyard. The Witch bent to accept her submission. "Good cub.”

Theritud chamber wasin the cdllar, asfar as possible from the open sky and the stars. The stairsleading
downtoit were cold and smelled of stale earth, like along-abandoned den. The she-wolf marked them
with her scent, and the chamber door and the high stone table that wasits only furnishing. In one corner,
shediscovered along, lumpy shape covered by a heavy carpet. Her nose pronounced the carpet dusty
and the bones beneath it dry and fleshless and long, long dead. She sneezed, then legped onto the table
and sat, earsflicking back and forth, panting anxioudy.

She whined when the Witch swept her front paws from under her and flipped her awkwardly on
her back, but made no other objection. She even stretched her neck when the Witch put the knife to her
underjaw and began to dit her skin away.

TheWitch hersdf had never performed thisritud, but she had watched her father countless
times, skinning the pelts from wolves and deer and bears to create servantsto wait on him and her. After
he died, she had made no more. She needed no servants; she preferred to do things for hersdlf. If she
knew absolutely that there would be wood for her fire and bread for her table, it would be so. That was
the way of her magic, to work by absolute knowledge. Now, she knew absolutely that the she-wolf
would liedll and trustful under her knife, and it was s0. She knew she must cut only so deegp and no
deeper, must cut surely, without hesitation. A moment's doubt would kill thewolf and al the Witch's
hopes of warmth. Once she might have doubted. But her father's bargain with the Lady had negtly
excised disgust, compassion, and fear, leaving behind nothing but her absol ute knowledge and a steady
hand upon the knife.

Therewas no blood. The edges of the pelt were white and dry in the knifeéswake, the flesh
under it pink and whole and hairless. The pain, the Witch knew, would not be great unless by chance she
pierced too deep. Asthe thought brushed her mind, the knife faltered, leaving a dender, scarlet track just
over the breastbone. The she-wolf cried out in avoice neither human nor wolf, and the Witch sucked her
breath in hard between her teeth. So easy to dip, to let out life and let in desth—the ultimate coldness.
Somewhere in the back of her mind amemory stirred, of blood hot on her cold hands, peat brown eyes
wide with terror, and athin, high scream like adying rabbit's. Annoyed, she began to mutter the ritual
aoud, the fluid words drawing the knife with them down the belly to the tail, then Sdeways between skin
and pdt, working the wolf loose from the girl-form beneath.

Theritua took al night, and when the Witch was done, her hands ached with pulling and cutting,
her lip bled where she had bitten through it, her eyes and knees twitched and strained. A brindled wolf
pelt lay piled at one end of the stone table at the feet of anaked girl.

She wasn't pretty, not as humans measure beauty, being thin-hipped and shallow-breasted, her
torso too long for her legs and arms, her hands and feet broad and stumpy, with horny pamsand soles.
Her hair was brindle gray like her pelt, and stood out in awild aureole around her sharply planed face.
Her nose waslong and blunt, and her lipswere very thin. Along her breast-bone was a scar, red and
rased likeawhip welt.

"Fida," the Witch caled her, and she opened eyeslike winter moons. Thethin, mobilelips
twitched and worked, parted for the long, pink tongue to explore them. She made atentative huffing
noise, sneezed and sat up, eyeing the Witch with her head tilted awkwardly to one side.

"Midtress," she said, her voice rough and deep. She looked down at hersdlf, lifted her hands one
by one, licked between her subby fingers, twisted to examine her dtered body. She even tried to smdll
her crotch, a which the Witch laughed, cracking open the cut on her lip. The wolf-girl's head came up at



the sound. Seeing the blood dribbling down the Witch's chin, shelicked at it as she would lick the blood
from a packmate's jaws. The Witch drew back from the touch of her tongue, hand to mouth, eyes
showing white around the starless pupils.

"Bad cub?' thewoalf-girl inquired anxioudy.

The Witch shook her head dowly, then reached out to toude the rough, brindled hair. "No," she
said. "Good cub.”

That day, Fida dept and woke and dept again, curled at the foot of the Witch's bed. When she woke at
dusk, the Witch returned her pelt to her so that she could hunt. Following old habit, Fida searched out
her pack. But she smdlled wrong now—of woodsmoke and hot wool and dust and magic and
humanity—and they soon drove her away again. For alittle while, shelicked her nipped haunchesand
whined before hunger drove her to hunt alone. She caught arabbit and ate it, and then caught another to
carry home to her new den. The rabbit was alittle torn and chewed about the throat and back, but the
Witch laughed when Fidalaid it at her feet. She picked it up and smoothed the fur matted with blood and
sdiva, then kndt to caress the wolf's dripping jaws. "Good cub," she said. "I need meat.”

"That'swhat | said." The Lady's voice was smug. Fida growled.

"Bedill," said the Witch, and carried the rabbit into the dining room, where shelaid it on the dark
oak table, seated hersdlf, and looked thoughtfully into the bogbrown eyes of her father's portrait hanging
over the sideboard. " Stewed rabbit with dried apricocks and cinnamon,” she said, and picked up
slver-gilt cutlery. But when shelooked down at her first real med in ahundred years, the rabbit was il
whole: laid out on the golden plate sheld imagined for it, mangled and cold.

"Eat," urged ahoarse voice behind her.

"I can't,” whispered the Witch. The candle flames reflected in the rabbit's jet-bead eye were
chipsof diamond, or stars. A broad hand jerked the rabbit off the plate.

"Rabbit good," said Fida, and st her teeth to its soft belly to demonstrate. The Lady began to
laugh, and the Witch put her hands over her ears and ran down the stairs to theritua chamber, wherethe
Lady never went.

When she emerged, she tripped over Fida, naked in her girl-shape, stretched out across the
threshold.

"Bad cub," she said, and rolled over onto her back.

The Witch lifted her dippered foot and rested it lightly on the girl's hollow bdlly, at the end of the
scar. "Bad cub," she agreed. "Bring me adeer, dive and unharmed, and I'll think you avery good cub
indeed.”

"Alive?"

"And unhurt.”"

It took Fidauntil spring, but shedid it in the end, catching the deer in atrap shed rigged in ashdlow
cave at the Mountain'stumbled hem. The Witch followed her into the wood to retrieveit, fedling for the
firg timein centuries the spring of grass and maoss and pine needles under her feet, the weave of bark
under her hand, the prick of pine scent and decaying leavesin her nose. Fidas shaggy presence at her
knee warmed her through; as she led the spell-tamed buck back to the manor, she threw off her heavy
shawl and loosened her gown at the neck.

Inthefront hall, the Lady waswaiting for her. "What's this?' sheinquired. "Following in Daddy's
footsteps?”

"You sad | needed mest," said the Witch defensively.

"Did 17" The Lady surveyed the buck. "How obedient of you. Do you intend to egt it dive?"

"I'm going to make a.cook out of him." The Witch giggled suddenly. "I think his speciaty should
be venison stew, don't you?"

The Lady put out her hand to Fida, who advanced stiff-legged and bristling to sniff it. "Clever
doggie" shesad. Fidabegan to growl, the hair on her crest rising upright as her lip drew away from her
fangs. The Lady snapped dender fingers under her nose. "A two-edged blade," she said, and



disappeared.

All that summer of warmth and light and dappled sunshine, the Witch staked the wood with the wolf
padding beside her, slver-gray and graceful through the long evenings. She discovered the joys of the
hunt, of blood hot on her hands and coppery on her tongue, and the sweet warmth of Fida's breath on
her neck in the black hours between midnight and dawn. Sometimes she dept, and when she dept, she
dreamed.

Walking in anice cave, blue-white and cold asthe stars, with one warm spot in the heart of it: a
carbunclein acrysta coffer. The carbuncle was carved in the shape of ahuman heart, two-lobed, veined
ddicately with blue. As she gpproached, it swelled dowly, contracted, and swelled again, warming asits
beating strengthened, filling al the crystal cave with blood and hegat and life. All save one corner, where a
white-faced figure stood, robed in impenetrable black.

So the summer passed and autumn came. The days grew shorter, the nightslonger, deeper, brighter with
stars, and much, much colder. When the snows came, Fidawandered for aweek in her wolf-form,
sniffing & old densand the bones of old kills, howling her frustration to the moon. The moon did not
answer her, nor did the Witch, who greeted her return with black silence. Her body was bloodless and
white with cold, but she thawed when Fida curled around her in the crimson-hung bed, and closed her
eyes and sighed. With her mahogany hair folded across her throat, her unfathomable eyesveiled, her red
lips half-open upon her small, sharp teeth, she waslike acub falen from the teat. Fidanuzzled her neck,
smooth and white and hairless, and the Witch turned to her and licked her mouth, petting her shoulders
and her soft, shalow breasts. Their legs scissored together, thighsinterlaced. Fida whined and nipped at
the Witch'slips. The Witch whined too, then scrabbled from Fida's embrace to huddle against the
bedpogt, shivering and clutching her hair around her like a cloak. There was blood on her lower lip.

"Go away," shetold Fida. "I'm cold.”

Fidahed out her arms. "L et me warm you, then."

The Witch gave a convulsive shudder. "No! No. Y ou're making me cold. Go away."

Fidadipped out of the bed and padded naked to the door.

"Poor doggie," said the Lady.

Fida's eyes narrowed and her lips twitched.

"Y ou don' like me, do you, doggie? Well, | likeyou. But | like your mistress better.” Fida
growled, as deep as her human throat would alow. The Lady smiled. "Jealous? | won't touch her, |
promise. Now. Run away."

Asthe door closed behind Fida, the Lady settled herself comfortably in the Witch's cushioned
char."Lazy girl," shesaid. "Tsk, tsk. Y our father would be so ashamed of you. Don't you want your
heart back?'

The Witch searched among the coversfor her bed gown. "Of course | want it," she said.

"You're getting fat," said the Lady. "Must be all that venison stew. Or maybeit'slove.”

The Witch wrapped hersdf in fur-lined velvet. I have no heart," she said sulkily. ™Y ou haveto
have a heart to loveanything."

"l dwaysthought so, certainly,” the Lady agreed. "1 don't know why your father was so
surprised whenyou killed him. | told him he shouldn't have removed it.”

The Witch clutched the bed gown, the fur rough againgt her icy skin. She was beyond shivering.
"Youremovedit," shesad. "That wasthe bargain.”

"It was hisbargain. He paid mefor it, anyway. Which reminds me. We haven't discussed

"Payment? But there€'s no bargain between us."

"Yes, thereis. | remember it clearly. We discussed it just before you killed your father. You
wanted to be free of him and you wanted your heart back. Y ou said you'd give me anything | asked for."

"My heartisgtill inthe Mountain,” said the Witch.

"Thewere-girl can get it for you, if youre afraid to go yoursdlf,” the Lady said. "And you've been



free of your father for eons. Y ou owe me."

The Witch got out of bed and knelt by the fire. She didn't like being so closeto the Lady, but the
flames whispered comfort, and she was cold, so cold. "What do you want?' she asked.

"That would betelling, wouldn't it? Y ou just haveto be willing to giveit to me. Areyou willing?"

"I am not your creature,” said the Witch.

"Aren't you?' The Lady widened her eyes. "Y ou're mad as a hatter, mad with fear."

"l cannot fed fear," said the Witch.

"You arefear," said the Lady. "Boneto skin, hair to nail, you are made up of fear. Just like your
fether."

She laughed then, her eyesblack and leering and full of stars, her mouth gaping wide on her
merriment. The Witch saized thefireironsinicy fingers and dashed them acrossthe Lady'sface. The
force of the blow sent bright blood spattering over her hand, her face, her gown, and hissnginto thefire.
The Lady gave athin, high scream like adying rabbit's. Her eyes were bright and mocking.

"How many timeswill you try thet?" she said around thefireironswedged in among teeth and
red-stained bone. "It doesn't work. It doesn't work with me. It didn't work with your father. Not that |
care; but it does make a mess”

The Witch covered her face with sticky hands. "Go away," she mumbled. "Take anything you
want. Anything. Just go away."

"Vey wdl," theLady said. "l will."

When the Witch unblinded hersdlf, the chair was empty and the blood was gone. So were the fire
ironsand the fire. The Witch dressed, braided her hair around her head, and called Fida

Fida had clothed hersdlf in agown the Witch had imagined for her, loose leaf brown wool made
high to the neck and tight to the wrists. She camein shyly and knelt at the Witch'sfeet, head low,
shoulders hunched. The Witch took her by the chin, forced her head up, and looked long into her
moonstone eyes.

"Do you love me?"' she asked.

"Likehot blood," said Fida, unblinking. "Like the fresh marrow of bones."

"Good. Will you proveit?"

Fidalooked puzzled. "I hunt for you. | deep with you. What more do you want of me?”’

The Witch caressed her hairless cheek. "There's a cave at the top of the Mountain,” she said. "l
want you to go there and bring me back something that | lost along time ago.”

"No," said Fida

The Witch's hands dropped numbly. "Y ou must.”

"I will not. The Mountain is dangerous."

TheWitch shivered, littletremorslikeripplesin till water. "Y ou must, Fida I1t'swhy | made
you—tofind my heart and bring it back to me, my heart that liesfrozen in a cave a the Mountain's

Fidaducked her head stubbornly. "The Mountain belongs to the White Wolves," she said. "They
let noliving thing pass”

"The Lady set them there to guard my heart from any who would harm me," said the Witch. "You
loveme. Surdy they'll let you by."

"No."

"They're shadows, | tell you. They're for humansto fear, not for awolf. Not for you."

"l am not afraid. | am not stupid.” Fidatouched the Witch's knee. ™Y ou have power and beauty
and endless life. What do you need with a heart?'

"l need aheart,” the Witch whispered. "I need my heart. | need it to love. | need it to hate. | can
fed pain, nothing else. Oh, and cold. | can fed cold.”

She began to weep, huddled in her wolf pelt, shuddering with dry, soundless sobs. Fida, reaching
up to the blue-white hand, found it cold as snow or death. "Y ou cannot love?" she asked sadly. ™Y ou
don't love me?'

The Witch illed. "Youwarm me," shesaid at last, and put her fingersto Fida's mouth.



Thegirl licked them until they were supple and ivory white and held them againgt her cheek. "l
must think," she said.

"Youwill doit, then?"

"l don't know," said Fida. "I must think."

Sitting till by the open window, the Witch shuddered and wrapped an end of her black shawl around her
throat. A year. Four hundred days, or alittle less, since sheld first seen Fida; two days since she'd asked
her to retrieve her heart from the Mountain. And before that, how long? Ten years? Fifty years? A
hundred? What meaning doestime have when there is nothing by which to measureit?

Fidahad brought time into the Witch'slife, marking the hours and days by her presence, by her
absence. The Witch felt she had lived alifetimein that year, two lifetimesin the two days Fida had
oscillated restlesdy between manor and wood. Now she was gone and the Witch did not know what to
think. One moment, she knew, as she knew there would be wine at her hand, that Fida would not return,
that the cold centurieswould unfold year by year with the Witch at the heart of them, frozen and
unchanging. The next moment she knew that Fida would bring her heart to her, awaken her like the
Sesping Beauty, to joy and warmth and peace.

Long after Fida had disappeared into the wood, the Witch sat staring out over the chiaroscuro of
snow and forest, watching the shadow of the Mountain nibble at the manor and growing colder and
colder until, had she had a heart, it would have stopped besting forever.

Inthat cold and in that silence, she remembered how lovely she had once found the moon's silver
gpell cast over Mountain and wood. She remembered loving the stars, and begging her father to teach
her the patterns of their celestial dance. Those had been her first lessonsin magic, conducted inthe
observatory her father had built in the manor's attics. They'd had human servants then, and people had
cometo vigt from timeto time—men in long black robes and ruffs and woolen capstied under ther
spade-shaped beards, men whose skin was like unbleached linen, who smelled like old books. They had
talked with her father of the stars, of the Philosopher's Stone that could turn lead into gold and confer
eternd life. Sheld had alittle maid to wait on her, and alittle dog to deep at her feet, and her father had
cdled her his heart's ddight. The maid's name was Gretchen. The dog had been Sweetheart. Had she
had aname? She must have. But she could not remember it.

The moon wasfull. Fidatrotted up silent, silver glades toward the Mountain, her paws crunching on the
frozen snow. Sheld been asfar asthisthe night before, to challenge the White Wolves, whose territory
began where the trees thinned and the rocks grew thickly together. They'd answered her with growls and
bared fangs. Sheld fled downhill before them, but sheld learned that they had neither smell nor shadow.
Perhapsthey were like her mistresss bread, which filled the mouth and left the belly grumbling—shedows
of wolves, with only the power that shadows have, to raise the ruff at nothing.

The trees began to dwindle in number and size, bowed by the wind, stunted by the cold, their
roots twisted under boulders and down cracksin search of soil and water. Suddenly awolf appeared,
bright asmist in her path, his pack drifting near behind him like snow. Fida bristled and rumbled and
cocked her earsforward. The White Wolf stretched hisjaws and howled.

Had Fidaworn her human form, she would have laughed aoud. No wolf howls at the edge of
battle. She shook down her ruff and walked forward to meet him, wary but unafraid. The shadow-wolf
howled louder, and his pack echoed him, scattering froth from their jaws like a snowstorm. As Fida
gpproached, their howling grew more frantic, and they themsalves more insubgtantia, until she walked
blindly through a cacophonous mist, following the dope of the ground upward step by step, while around
her the White Wolves yammered liketerrified puppies.

When the migt dtilled, she was amogt at the top of the Mountain, her nose againg adit inthe
rock barely wider than her shoulders. She sniffed deeply, smelled rock and water and something else,
something that made her think of awhite face and black eyes and sweetly curved red lips. Head warily
low, she pushed into the dit and entered the Mountain.

The cave was very cold, colder than afrozen river, and so damp that Fida's bones ached withiit.



Themoonlight crept in behind her, silvering theicy rocks, picking out odd gleams and sparks from the
cave's shadowy throat. Sowly the wolf-girl paced into the darkness, her fur bristling.

Ice-rimed rock gave way to atunne carved out of blue ice, crazed and clouded like old crystal.
At the end of the tunnel, adiamond spark glittered unnaturally, beckoning her forward. Thewals
breathed an arctic chill that froze her fur into anicy armor and her thoughtsinto silence, and ill she
advanced, her pads dipping on the glazy floor toward the ice cave, where the Witch's heart was hidden.

The caveitsdf was as bright asthe tunnel was dark, carved facets of ice reflecting light back and
forth to adamantine brilliance. The wolf narrowed her eyes against the glare and padded forward to the
center and source of thelight.

It was a casket of ice, set with moony jewels and bound with slver bands, fantasticdly carved
and faceted to set off the scarlet heart that rested in its clear depthslike an uncut ruby. Theair around it
shivered with waves of painful cold. The wolf bowed her head and whimpered.

In her blood-hot room, the Witch paced. She knew she must be patient, and yet she could not be il
but strode from hearth to window, from window to hearth, in afever of restlessness. She wiped irritably
at her hairline and her upper lip; her hand came away damp.

Thewolf circled the casket, eyeing it asif it wereastag at bay. Her paws and tongue were bleeding and
torn from her attack. Her brain was numb with magic and cold. Y et shewas hopeful. It seemed allittle
warmer in the cave than it had been, and the surface of the casket was no longer perfectly flawless. It
seemed to her, pacing and watching, that the heart had begun to best alittle, feebly, intimeto her
stiff-legged strides. Her own heart best faster.

The Witch stood at the undraped window. Wood and Mountain were mantled in ermine, their image
subtly distorted by the rippled window glass. Shelaid her handsflat against theicy pane. Heat caught in
her chest and throat, dragging at each breath. She unbuttoned her woolen bodice and undid her boned
lace collar, stroked her chilled hands down her face and neck. It felt nice; not as nice as Fida's coarse
fur, damp after arun in the snow or the migt, but nice. She had a sudden image of Fida's head tucked into
her shoulder, the brindled hair rough againgt her skin, the moony eyes hidden. She shivered, but not with
cold.

"Wel? Areyou warm yet?' The Lady's voice wasteasing. It was alovely voice, the Witch
thought, resonant as an oboe. Odd she'd never noticed. Sheturnedto it asto a fire

"l amwarmer than | was," shesad.

"Good. | hopeyou likeit. Heat's expensve." The Lady wasexamining hersdf inthe mantel
mirror. The Witch saw both reflections, the Lady's and her own, near and distant, side by side. Feature
by feature, they wereidentica: mahogany hair coiled like deeping snakes around shapely heads, long,
danting eyes, high cheeks, crimson mouths, white throats.

The Witch stepped closer. "Who are you?'

The Lady settled ajeweled pin at her nape. "You," she said.

"No," said the Witch. "Y ou are beautiful and | am not." She took another step. "Y our lipsarefire
and your neck is snow. There are mysteriesin thefolds of your hair and the curve of your mouth." She
was very near now. Thetwo faces, one intent, one detached, watched her hand rise and hover toward
the Lady's shoulder.

The Lady stepped aside and turned in one smooth movement. "Do you want to kissme? There's
apriceon my kisses"

"Who are you?" asked the Witch again.

"Y our father kissed me. He gave dl he had for the privilege"

"l will giveyou everything | have."

"I havethat dready. Y ou have nothing left to give me. Except everything you might have had.

Y ou could give me that."



Fida put off her wolf's pelt as the Witch had taught her, and wrapped it around her shoulders. Gently, she
touched onetorn finger to the casket, leaving asmear of blood on its clear surface, which dicked and
shone for amoment, asif the blood had melted it to liquid. Shelifted her finger to her mouth and ripped
at the nail with her teeth until blood welled from the wound and dripped onto the casket. A fat crimson
drop trembled amoment, cabochon, then collapsed and ran off the casket's Sde. Where it had been was
atiny pit.

Fidatore at her wrist then, sharp wolf teeth shearing through thin human skin aseasily asknives.
Theresulting stream of blood was strong, pulsing over theicy casket in thick waves that thinned asthey
sheeted down the sides, melting the facets and the fantastic carving to rose-tinted smoothness, releasing
the slver bands and the moony jewelsto lie among rocks and pools of ice melt. Her arm grew heavy; she
rested her hand on theice, which burned her fingers, clung to them and to her wrist, freezing her to itself.
Still thewound bled duggishly as Fidaknelt by the casket, her pelt dipping from her shoulders, watching
her blood soak through the ice toward the Witch's glowing heart.

"Wel?' said the Lady. "Isit aded or isn'tit? Y our father knew what he wanted, and the last ded we
made, you did too." A paper appeared in her hand, oneline of small black type printed nestly acrossthe
middle and, benezath it, ablotched signature scrawled in brown ink.

"Hereitis, inliving color,” shesad. "l hep get rid of your father and give you achanceto get
your heart back, and you give me your name, your life, and your mind. Signed with your heart's blood,
which isanest trick for someone who doesn't have one."

The Witch reached for the paper; the Lady snatched it away. "Uh-uh,” shesaid. "Youll just have
to trust me. Comeon, havel ever lied to you?"

"l don't know."

"So you don't," said the Lady cheerfully. "That's the beauty of it. But | dways keep my bargains.
Just ask your father."

"My father! My father! Why must you dways be taking of my father? He'sgone."

The Lady looked apologetic. "Well, that's the problem, you see. Heisn't. When you cut out his
heart, you smply covered him up with arug and left him in the corner of the ritual chamber.” The Witch's
eyes shifted away, blank as stones. The Lady smiled and said, "'l promised him you'd dways be
together."

"But what of your promiseto me?' the Witch wailed.

"It hasn't been easy, | can tell you. Now. What about thet kiss?'

TheWitch fdt her hair clinging stickily to her cheeks and brow, and lifted her hand to push it
back. The movement brushed her loosened gown againgt her nipples, which hardened. There was sweat
trickling down between her breasts, and, benegth the layers of her petticoats, she felt amoist heat
between her thighs. The room pulsed around her, quick and hard. She stepped forward, close enough to
seethethread of aheding cut on the Lady's lower lip.

Had Fida bitten the Lady, too? She fingered her own mouth, felt the faint ridge Fida's tooth had
|eft there. It hadn't been abite at dl; it had been akiss. And it had burned her. She recognized the heat
now. It was desirefor Fida Fidaof thewild smell and the bristly, brindled hair, Fidawho never taunted
her, Fidawho waswilling to brave the White Wolves for her. Fidawho loved her.

"Yes" sad the Lady, "shelovesyou. Sheé'syours, by her own free gift. Asyou aremine.”

"l am not yours," said the Witch.

"Very wdl, then; you're not. Save your chilly charms for your little pet, if she returns. She could
meet ayoung dog-wolf on her way back through the wood—winter is mating season for wolves, did you
know? And she-wolves are notorioudy horny. Or she could run off with your heart, or edt it. Y ou haven't
been very kind to her, and she's till awolf. Everyone knows that wolves are by nature crud and crafty
and mean."

"No," said the Witch. "She'd never do that. Would she?"

"Of course shewouldn't. Shed bring it back, or die trying. Wolves are notorioudy faithful. And
then you'd be whole again, mistress of your name, your life, and your mind. Y ou'd fed warmth again, and



love and fear and desire, and al sorts of other things you've forgotten about. Grief. Remorse. Loneliness.
Oh, and you'll grow older. White hairs, some of them growing from your chin, and lines around your eyes
and mouth. Loose teeth, droopy breasts. | can't guarantee you'll be able to imagine food and drink and
fud from thin air anymore, either. There are certain kinds of magic only | can giveyou.”

The Witch made alittle whimpering noise. Her reflection in the mirror flushed and paled as waves
of heat and cold chased one another up her throat and licked her cheeks.

"Ah," said the Lady. "Y ou don' like thet, do you?'

"I want my heart," said the Witch. "That wasthe bargain.”

"Y ou can't have both your heart and me," said the Ladly.

Fidalay white and unmoving in apuddle of pinkishice melt, her hand cupped protectively around a
quivering human heart. The cave was like acloudy night, dark and close and featureless. In one comer, a
shadow flickered black against black and drifted toward the wolf-girl. Shaking long deevesfromitssar
white hands, it touched her head. Fidas head stirred on her pillowing arm; she opened one eye and
sghed. All waswell. Her migtress had cometo her.

"Good cub?' she whispered.

Her mistress giggled. Fidasquinted up at the long face set in the depths of the cowl. No, not her
migtress. Like, as adeadly mushroom islike an edible one, but not the same. Her eyes had no white, but
were black fromlid to lid; and where her mistress smelled of wool and woodsmoke and fear, thiswoman
amelled faintly of peaches. Fidagrowled.

"Ah, you know me," said the Lady. "Well, never mind. 1t will be our little secret. Y ou have
something that belongsto me, | believe.”

Fida closed her hand around the heart. It throbbed and burned in the hollow of her pam likea
wound or aliving cod.

"Dont bedlly,” said the Lady. "Y ou can't fight me." Her white facefilled the cave, round and
unbearably white. "I am everything. | am wiser than heaven and more powerful than apack leader in his
prime. Truthitself is my creature and my dave.”

Fida contracted on her sodden pelt, clutching the Witch's heart to rest againg her belly, shielding
it from the Lady's pitiless eyes with her wide hands and her bony knees.

The Lady's face waned, dwindled to apale curve of cheek veiled by adrifting wrack of hair.
"You can't fight me," shewhimpered. "I am nothing. | am moreignorant than dirt and more powerless
than aday-old cub. Truth passesthrough me asthough | didn't exist.”

Fidaclosed her eyes. Resting againgt her belly, the heart pulsed dowly, each beat sending
warmth through her, and atrickle of strength.

In the blood-red chamber, the Witch sweated and shivered.

"It'sthe bitch-girl or me," murmured the Lady, soft as snow fdling. Y ou can't have both. Why
areyou hesitating? She'san animal, not like you and me. Shelll be dead in twenty yearsor so, just likethe
rest of them, and who knowswhether I'll still want you by then? What do you know about thiswolf-girl?
How do you know you can trust her? Don't you want to know what she's doing right now?"

The Witch put her handsto her burning forehead, pressed it between them until the pain stopped
her. "No. Yes. No. Shelovesme. | trust her."

"Suit yoursdlf. Shemight bein trouble, be hurt, even dying. Y ou could help her. But | guessyou
don't care.”

"No! | do care. If sheé'shurt, | want to see.”

TheLady smiled, aferd baring of theteeth. "Very well," shesaid. "Y ou asked for it." She
nodded at the mirror, which clouded and resolved into adark painting of a naked girl curled on awolf
pdt. Thegirl was nursing something against her belly. Bending above her was the Witch, her proud face
pleading, her hand beseechingly outstretched. The wolf-girl'slips were drawn back, snarling. Her eyes
werewild.

"Does shelook hurt?' asked the Lady.



"Shelooks... angry.”

"Mad ashdl," agreed the Lady.

"Why won't she give me the heart?'

"Shewantsit for hersdlf," said the Lady.

The Witch screamed and, lifting her fists, shattered the vison into athousand glittering shards.
Sheturned to the Lady, sobbing, the tears hot on her cheeks, bloody hands begging an embrace. "Y ou,”
shesad thickly. "Who are you?'

The Lady opened her arms. "1 am whatever you wish meto be" shesaid. "I an Desire”

But the Witch was still speaking and did not hear her. "You are Love," said the Witch. "You are
Family and Home and Safety. Y ou are my Heart."

Then she stepped into the embrace of Desire, which was as cold as the moon, and raised her lips
tothelipsof Desire, which sucked from her al warmth and hope of warmth. Asthey kissed, thefirein
the hearth burned blue and white asice, filling the room with adeadly chill. And far below, intheritud
chamber, her father's corpse shuddered and sighed.

In Fidals grasp, the heart throbbed wildly and unevenly, gave awild, shuddering best, and was still. Fida
cradled it to her, willing it warm again, lifting it to her mouth and lickingit. It lay cool and eagtic in her
fingers, dead medt.

"It'sno use," said Desire. " She doesn't love you. She can't love you. She belongsto me.”

"But | love her," said Fida passionately. "1 love her morethan my life”

"Diethen," said Degre.

Not long after, Desire took the Witch's heart from between Fida's torn and bloody paws and set
it back on the rocky spur where it had reposed for the past three hundred years. She spat upon it and
smoothed the spittle into a casket of ice, faceted and fantastically carved, bound in slver bands and set
with moony jewels. Then she pulled her cowl up around her face, shook down her long, dark deeves,
and drifted back into the corner.

The Witch sitsin her blood-red room, cocooned in wolf pelts. The hands on her porphyry clock stand at
haf past one—whether morning or after noon isimpossibleto tell, for the windows are shuttered and
curtained. So are the Witch'seyes, lids closed againgt the ruddy firelight and velled by the mahogany hair
hanging loose over her face. Stone and glass and wood and cloth stand between her and the moon, but
she can fed it nonetheless, cold and hungry outside her chamber window, riding above the Mountain
where her heart liesfrozeninice. Someday shélll get it back. All she needsis someone who will brave the
moon and the Mountain and the Lady's White Wolves, to break the spell and get it for her. Someone
whowill not betray her. Someone who will love her. A wolf with ahuman shadow. The Lady has
promised.

THE MENDER OF BROKEN DREAMS
Nancy A. Collins

Thefirg timel met Nancy Callins, wewere

sharing ahotel room. Nancy had to deep on

thefloor. It was Steve Bissette'sfault, and |

tell the story in the afterword to Nancy's anthology, Nameless Sns, so you won't hear any
more of it here.

Here she gives us aglimpse further into

the murky background of The Dreaming.

| am the Mender of Broken Dreams. That ismy occupation, my cdling, if you will.
| start each day by walking the long hals of the castle, climbing great staircasesthat curl and wind



likethe chambers of anautilus. Every day the hals are different, the stairs head in adifferent direction, the
artwork and furnishings decorating the wings no longer the same.

Some days the door leading to the Restoration Department looks like an ancient vault, sometimes
it resembles the yawning, laughing maw of afunhouse clown, other timesit istwisted and off kilter, like
the lurching doorways from a German expressonist film.

The Restoration Department is aways huge; that much never changes. There are thousands upon
thousands of towering shelvesthat stretch up to the dim ceiling, each shelf divided into cubbyholes of
various sizes and shapes, each cubbyhole carefully labeled and marked according to some arcanefiling
system created while Man picked his neighborsfor nits. And in each specidly marked cubbyhole thereis
abox holding the remains of adream.

My jobisto repair the dreams or, should that prove impossible, retool them so they might
somehow continueto work. It isan endlesstask, but immensely rewarding on a persond level. | love my
work. It challengesme daily, both artistically and intellectually. | approach each case with the utmost
interest and dedication. Therepair and restoration of so delicate and ephemera athing asa dreamis
something only atrue master craftsman would attempt. And while | blush to sound my own horn, false
modesty has no place here. To stateit Smply: | am the best thereisat my craft.

My attendant, Kroll, iswaiting for meto arrive, asaways. Like many of Lord Morpheuss
sarvants, heisnot native to the Dreaming but an emissary from one of the many redms of myth. Krall
clamsto be aprince of Nibelheim, the Land of Dwarves, but with his grest shock of orange hair, round
little belly and thick features, he looks moretroll than dwarf.

| take off my topcoat and drape it over the back of a chair carved to resemble aflying monkey.
"Good morning, Kroll."

"Morning, boss. Herestoday's schedule,”" he announcesin his basso profundo squesk as he
hands me a sheaf of computer printouts.

| glance at the columns of serid numbers, nodding my head. "L ooks like we have abusy day
ahead of us."

"Lucky us," Kroll grunts, and heads over to the motorized cart he usesto traverse the labyrinthine
gacks. To aid himin reaching the higher shelves, it comeswith acherry picker.

| do not know how long Kroll has been working in the Restoration Department, but | would
hazard aguessthat he has been herefor alifetime or two. Occasionaly he forgets himsalf and makes
references to my predecessor, the previous Mender. AsKroll starts up the retrieva cart, | unlock the
huge freestanding cabinet behind my workbench and take out the tools of my trade: ajeweler's eyepiece,
a potting whed, sculpting tools, a set of soldering ironsand glass cutters, asewing kit, an electron
microscope, and far more mundane objects such as C-clamps and drill bits. Just asl'vefinished laying
out my tooals, | hear the puttputt-putt of Kroll'sretrieval cart heading in my direction.

Today there are several small and medium-sized boxes, a couple of crates, and what looksto be
arolled-up rug on the cart. | watch Kroll as he unloads abox big enough to hold afreezer unit without
bresking aswest. Although he isthe size of athree-year-old child, Kroll's strength is prodigious. Rumor
hasit that once, whilein his cups, he got into abrawl with one of the Aesir whilein Vahala and was
forced to flee hismyth cycle, which iswhy he's in Lord Morpheuss service.

| check the seria numbers on the boxesin order to make sure we have the same ones as those
listed on the manifest, then open each box to check the contents.

"Hmmm. Lot number 36/92: damaged stained glass. Lot number 87/12BB: frayed tapestry. Lot
number 410/ZF: broken mechanical bird-of-paradise.”

"I'll get thelooms and spinning wheedls reedy. Let me know what fabrics and dyesyou'l be
needing.”

"Very good, Kroll. And you'd better see to the blast furnace and kiln while you're et it."

| decide to start with the clockwork bird-of-paradise. Mechanical things are dwaysthe easiest to
fix, even when they have suffered the roughest of handling. | turn the bird-of-paradise over in my hands,
admiring the workmanship.

It ismade of burnished gold with delicate patterns, chased in silver dong its body and with



precious stones set initstail and head. Redlity hastaken itstoll on the thing's beauty, though. Tarnish has
corroded the sllver and covered the settings with ablack goo that turns the rubies and emeralds and
pearlsinto grimy pebbles.

Screwing the jewder'sglassinto my right eye, | set mysdf to repairing its clockwork guts. Within
ahaf hour the dream-machineis whole once more. | hand the bird-of-paradise to Kroll, who produces a
burnishing doth and begins polishing it like afiendish Aladdin. Soon the clockwork bird looks as good as
new—its golden skin reflecting the sunlight that spillsin through the high windows like the face of the sun
itsdf.

"Now, let'sseeif shell fly," | mutter, holding up the key | found in the box alongside the broken
dream. It fits just below the clockwork bird's right wing. | turn the key clockwise, careful not to overwind
it. The dream jerks into motion, flapping itswings and tossing back its head to give voiceto ajoyful burst
of clockwork birdsong.

Spreading its gold and slver wings, the bird-of-paradise takesto the air, circling over our heads
afew times before flying out the open window in search of itsrightful owner.

"What kind of dream do you fancy that was?' Kroll asks, scratching himsdf with his
three-fingered hand.

"Probably one of wedlth. It's no doubt going to roost on the bedpost of a peasant farmer
somewhere."

| decide to tackle the tapestry next, since matching threads, dyes, and weavesisthe most
time-consuming of restorations. As| unroll the tapestry, | find myself impressed by its elaborate design
and dismayed by the state of its decay.

Brave Persan warriors battle hungry lions and fearsome djinni. Aninvading army riding war
chariotsand Soviet tanksis met by heroic soldiers armed with spears and AK-47s, while angry gods and
helicopter gunships hover in the war-darkened skies. Some of the images are obscured by bloodstains,
while other parts have been damaged by bullets and fire. The tapestry reeks of smoke and gunpowder.
Cleaning and restoring it to itsformer glory will be difficult—I will have to reweave the more damaged
sections mysdlf, usng more modern materials while utilizing traditiona crafts—but the task ahead of meis
not impossible.

| clipasmdl sample from the damaged portion of the dream and dip it under the electron
microscope in order better to comprehend the € ements necessary to duplicate the weave. Looksto bea
mixture of hope, fantasy, romance, pride, and tradition. Not that unusual ablend, redly. | jot down notes
for Kroll to usefor reference as he spinsthe raw materidsinto thread.

Satisfied | have the compostion correctly identified, | proceed to clean the dream asbest | can
before placing it ontheloom for repair. Thisis, in fact, far trickier than replacing the damaged portions. If
| am not careful and use too much force or too caustic acleaning agent, | may permanently alter—if not
completely eradicate—the elaborate designsworked into it. It requires a steady hand and sure touch to
remove the effects of afew centuries of abuse from such afragilething asadream.

By thetime Kroll hasfinished spinning the raw materiasinto fine thread and dyeing them the
proper colors, | have finished cleaning the dream and placed it in the handloom. As | work the treadles
and guide the shuttle dong itsrace, the loom's ancient rhythm fills me with the magic of the woof and the
weave.

Theloom'srhythmisthat of the sea. It isthe sound of the womb tides each morta rides before
birth. It isthe rhythm of bodies asthey createlife. Itisthe sound of Making. Itisasif | am listening to the
beeting of agiant's heart, and | allow mysdlf tofal into atrance.

Whiteness. Pungent smells and frightening, bestial sounds that do not come from animals.
A memory of pain. Dull, repetitive pain.

Thevisonisso sharp, soimmediate, it startles me from my trance with an audible gasp. My first
concern isfor the dream | amworking on. Tomy relief, | seethat the restoration isasuccess. Whilethe
tapestry will never be mistaken for new, it is once more whole. The colors are a bit faded and the
bloodsainsare fill visible, if one knows whereto look, but it does not affect the overal impact. In a
way, it servesto enhance the mystique. Thisisan old dream, but one with many yearsof use dill init.



Although I am 4till shaken by my vison, my handsdo not tremble as | free the dream from the
loom. | lay it out on thefloor so | can get a better look at it. Kroll nods his head in admiration.

"Great job. Some of your best work yet, boss.”

"Thank you, Krall. | value your opinion on these matters.”

Just then the tapestry flexesitsdlf, likeacat in front of the fireplace. The figureswoven into the
dream begin moving and making noise. Thelionsroar, the djinni laugh, the armies clash their swords
againg ther shidds, the AK-47sfire celebratory bursts, while the helicopter gunshipshum like giant
dragonflies.

| nudge the dream with my boot tip. "Thereyou go. Y ou're freeto return to your people.”

The dream-tapestry wastes no time. It legpsinto the air, flapping its outer edges like amantaray
cruisng the sandy bottom of alagoon. Like the bird-of-paradise before it, it dips through the open
window and, within seconds, iswell onitsway home.

| clap my handstogether and smile down a my assistant. "What do you say to knocking off for
lunch, Kroll?'

"I'd say it's about bloody time."

| like to take my lunch on the window seet, looking out at the wondrous garden below. The garden, like
evaything esein Lord Morpheuss paace, changes from day to day. Sometimesit isa Japanese
meditation garden, complete with elaborate designs raked into the sand, other timesit isan English
country garden. Once it was atopiary, and | digtinctly recdl the day it was a cactus grove. On this
particular day it isaFrench garden, liketheone at Versalles.

| look down on the nestly manicured grass and the regimented lines of trees and flowering shrubs
as| eat my box lunch. The mingled fragrances of orange and cherry blossoms, of rosebushes and
honeysucklein full bloom tickle my nose, erasing the smdl of human excrement my vision had summoned
sovividly.

Asl sp from my thermos of iced teg, | glimpse movement at the corner of my eye. Something
dark and yet pale at the sametime. Without thinking, | turn my head to look.

That'swhen | see them—aman and woman, each dressed in clothes black as the space between
the stars, each with flesh aswhite as dabaster. The manistal, gaunt—amost unhedthily so—outfitted in
along cape. Hishair isdark and touded, asif he hasjust left his bed.

The woman is shorter, not nearly asthin, wearing jeans and a cutaway tuxedo jacket, an
undertaker's mourning derby atop her own unruly mane. Thewoman istalking, laughing, her hands
clapping at some joke. The man looks preoccupied, hisfeatures dour. Although heisastranger to me,
thereisahaunting familiarity to hisfeatures. With agtart, | suddenly redizewho | am looking at.

[tshim.

After dl thistime—Hasit been years? Decades? | cannot remember exactly when it was|
became the Mender—I am finally looking upon the face of my master. The face of the Shaping Lord
himsdf: Morpheus, he whom mortasknow as Dream.

And if heisLord Dream, it occurs to me, then the woman with him must be hiselder sgter, Lady
Desth.

Even as| think these thoughts, the pale woman turns her gaze from her brother. | glimpse her
gamileand the sign of the ankh that marks her right eye. Even though she has no way of knowing that | am
gtting here, watching her, she smilesin my direction. Sheisbeautiful. Possibly the most beautiful thing |
have ever seen, or will ever see. | quickly look away.

Lunchtimeisover. Timeto get back to work.

| open the next job lot—thistime the dream isin the form of a shattered Ming vase, decorated with
heavenly sorm dragons and good luck bats so stylized they resemble exotic flowersinstead of animals. |
try to focus on thejob at hand, rearranging the broken pieces and mixing the necessary fixativeto glueit
back together, but | cannot shake the image of Degth looking at me and amiling asif | were an old friend
shewas looking forward to chatting with.



Luckily the shattered dream-vaseis not adifficult repair job. 1 find my mind wandering as|
meticuloudy paste it back together with a brush made from the eyelash of a newborn camd.

Not for thefirst time, | wonder whereit is| come from and go every day. By thetimel am
aware of my surroundings at the sart of the day, I'm aready well within the confines of the paace. And,
asfar asmy memory is concerned, the moment | step over the threshold of the Restoration Department
at theend of the day, everything goes blank.

| should be ableto recdl if | go home, relax with abeer, and tell my wife about my day.
However, | don't even know if | have ahome to go back to, much lessawife. | can remember what
transpireswithin the walls of the palace perfectly well—but everything € se remainsagray, amorphous
mist. | don't even know where or how | came about my prodigious knowledge of the restoration and
repair of dreams. Itisasif with each working day | am born anew, like Athenalegping from Zeuss
brow.

Only onceinawhiledo | have bursts of—I hesitate to cdl it ingght. Visonsisabetter word.
Vidonslikethe onel had earlier. They're dways brief, dways confusing, and seemto involve pain.
Maybe I'm better off not knowing. | keep telling mysdlf that. But | redly don't believeit.

Therest of the day passesin ahaze. | repair the dream-vase without a hitch, even though my
heart isnot redly in it, and set about repairing adream in the form of amedieva stained-glass window
depicting the martyrdom of St. Sebastian. The saint's face has been eaten away by both man-made and
natura forces, leaving the features indistinct. Ashard as| try, | cannot replicate the saint's origind
appearance, 0 | substitute those of ayoung actor who died on the street. Aestheticdly, it works.

| am surprised when the lights go off, blinking like an owl in the face of strong daylight. Kroll is
ganding there, hislittle green felt coat draped over one arm, regarding me oddly.

"Quitting time, boss."

"Oh. Yes. Of course" | get to my feet dowly, moving like an old man with winter in hisbones.

Krall isgtill watching me, frowning. "Boss—you okay? Y ou seemed, | dunno, alittle
preoccupied today. Y ou comin' down sck or something?”

"No. I'mfine, Kroll. | wasjust—thinking."

Krall shoves histiny, muscular armsinto the deeves of his coat, pulling peaked cap from his
pocket and onto his head. "All that doesislead to trouble, if you ask me."

"Kroll—?May | ask you aquestion?’

"Go ahead. Shoot.”

"Where do you go?'

"GO

"Y ou know. After work."

"l go to my quartersin the east wing. That'swhere most of uswho aren't native to the Dreaming
end up. | share my space with this pixie ga named Shian. She ain't stuck-up about my kind like those
damn faerie-folk Lord Morpheusis so bleedin’ fond of "

" She sounds—nice. I'm happy for you, Kroll."

"'Sfunny, you askin' methat."

"What do you mean?"

"The old Mender, the one before you—used to ask me thingslike that."

"Hedid?'

"She. The Mender before you was awoman.”

"Oh"

"See you tomorrow, boss." With that, Kroll opens the door and disappears into the corridor.

| stare & the door for along time. It istimeto leave. Thewindows are darkened, the lights are
off, the vast cavern of the Restoration Department empty. It istime for me to go home. But to what?

Taking adeep breath, | open the door and prepare to step into the gray nothing that has clamed
me every day for aslong as| can remember. But, asmy foot crosses the threshold, | find myself notin
limbo but till inthe hdlsof the palace.

The corridors ook different after dark—more sinister and treacherous than during the workday .



It'sasif the palace can tdl that | am not supposed to be here and has dtered itsdlf to reflect this.
Although | have worked inthis place for aslong as| can remember, | haverardly strayed beyond the
Restoration Department. | know there are countless othersin service to the King of Dreams because
Krall isfond of relating palace gossp, and | occasionally catch glimpses of the various courtiers,
courtesans, and servants from the windows overlooking the garden. But, during al thistime, | have never
dedlt with anyone but my trollish assgant.

Asl| round acorner | collidewith atall, gangly figure, knocking him to the ground. To my
amazement, it isnot a man but an animated scarecrow, itslimbs made of wood and draped in abaggy
pair of overdls. In place of ahead isapumpkin carved to resemble ajack-0-lantern, alit cigarette held
between itsjagged lips. Next to whereit's sprawled is abucket of sogpy water with an industria dring
mop stuck in it.

"Hey, buster! Wannawatch were yer goin'?' the scarecrow snaps. "'Y 'coulda smashed m'
noggin’, and | just carved it two daysago!"

| help the scarecrow back to itsfeet. "I-I'm terribly sorry, Mister, uh—7?"

"Mervyn. Just Mervyn," saysthe pumpkinhead, taking adrag on its cigarette. The smokefillsits
hollow skull and seeps out through the eyeholes. "'I'm the janitor around here. And who might you be?1
don't recollect seein’ you before...."

"l am the Mender of Broken Dreams."

Mervyn's carved features somehow take on the gpproximation of surprise. "So you 're the
Mender, eh? I've heard Kroll go on about you! What are you doin’ out and about at this hour?'

Thewords come out before | redize what I'm saying. "'I'm looking for Lord Morpheus.”

Mervyn'sjack-0-lantern countenance grimaces even morethan | thought possible. "Arey'sure
y'wannado that, pal? | mean, the bossis an okay guy, asimmorta manifestations of power go, but hesa
little, uh, standoffish. Y'just don't go lookin' for him, if y'get m'drift.”

"It'svery important that | talk to him.”

Mervyn shrugs and points down the halway. "Y ou'll find the throne room down thishall and to
theright. At least that'swhere it was ahdf hour ago. Nothing'sin the same place from day t'day around
here anyways, but he's especidly fond of movin' the damn throne room every time the mood hitshim.”

"Thank you, Mervyn! Thank you very much!”

The scarecrow smply shrugs and returns to mopping the polished onyx floor. With every swipe
of the mop the floor turns from onyx to sparkling sapphire. " 'Syer funerd, Mac.”

Thethroneroomis till where Mervyn said it was. The great doors fashioned of horn, fivetimesthe
height of a man, carved with the symbols of dreams, are shut. No paace guards stand ready, nor isthere
any sign of amgjordomo or page who could announce me. Timidly, | moveto rap on the door, only to
have it open before me. From the darkness beyond the threshold there comes a voice, both frightening
and familiar. Itisavoicefrommy dreams.

"Enter, Mender. Y ou are very much welcome here.”

The doors swing inward, and | step insde the throne room, feding very smal and naked and
vulnerable. "L-lord Morpheus?'

The Shaper of Dreamslalls on histhrone of horn, watching mewith the casud interest achild
givesto a shiny-backed beetle. Heis still dressed in black, dthough hisclothing is casud to the brink of
insult: threadbare jeans, a French-cut T-shirt, and square-toed motorcycle boots.

"Y ou would speak with me, Mender?'

"Y-yes, milord." As| approach the throne I'm astounded at how young heis. Until | look into his
eyes. Only thereisone reminded that thisisthe Third Born of the Endless, younger brother to Degtiny
and Desth, abeing old beyond human measure. "There is something | must know—something | believe
only you can explan.”

"And what isyour question?"

"What am 7'

The dightest of smilestouchesthelips of the Shaper of Dreams. ™Y ou have served me well,



Mender. Your skill at repairing even the most abused and sullied of dreamstuff isamarvel, evento me.
Y our work pleases me, Mender. And for that, | shal grant you aboon and answer your question.”

"Thank you, milord!"

Morpheus rises from his throne, the shadows pooling about his shouldersto form acape. "Do
not be so quick with your thanks, Mender," he sghs. "Come. Follow me.”

Together wewak down along, dark hallway, toward a digant light. Although Morpheusisdight
in build, he radiates the presence of amonarch securein his power. He glances down at me, his deep-set
eyes unreadable.

"Before | answer your question, thereisone | would pose; what do you think you are, Mender?

"Since | can never remember where | come from and where | go at the end of my work, | think |
must be a dream of somekind. Am | right?"

"Most astute, Mender. Y ou are correct. Does that bother you?'

"Whet?'

"Being adream. Doesit bother you?'

| frown, rubbing my chin. "I don't know. | guess| should be—I mean, if I'm a dream, that means
I'm not red, right?’

Morpheus laughsthen, sartling me. When he laughs his eyesdmost belietheir age. "My dear
Mender! Surdly you, most of dl, know that dreams possessaredlity dl their own! In many cases, they
arefar more substantial than the dreamersthemselves!”

He points achak-white finger at awal, which ripples like water. "Every human born hasthe
keysto my kingdom within them. For many the Dreaming issmply a place to escape the pressures of
being mortd. For ahandful of poets and madmeniit istheland of portents, signs, and ingpiration. But for
others, it isthe one place where true happiness can be found; where beggars ride as kings, the spurned
find love, the hungry fesst."

Therippling wal steadies, becomesalooking glass. In it aheroicaly muscled man dressedina
loincdloth hacks away at athree-headed dragon.

"The brave warrior you're watching is acomputer systems anayst from Passaic, New Jersey,”
Morpheusinforms me. He sngps hisfingers and the sword-wielding computer nerd isreplaced by a
visgon of Marilyn Monroe, circa"Diamonds Are a Girl's Best Friend." Sheis surrounded by a squadron
of horny young men clad only in white gloves and formal bow ties, each burdened with bouquets, jewelry

cases, heart-shaped chocol ate boxes, and rock-hard erections. Marilyn coos and bats her eyes
appreciatively at such evidence of lust and adoration. "This dreamer is a preoperative transsexua in
Dallas, Texas. Thereare millions upon millions of other such dream sequences | could show you—all the
same, dl different. But of dl thesehillions of dreamers, few have spawned dreams substantia enough to
become amember of my paace staff. Do you understand what I'm telling you, Mender?

| fed twin surges of pride and anxiety swell withinme. "I-1 think so, milord.”

Morpheus pointsto the light at the end of the hallway, now uncomfortably close. "Would the
dream like to see the dreamer? | have the power to enter the Waking World when and wherel so
choose"

We step from the Dreaming into the Waking World sde by sde, asif traversng dimensond
barriersis of no more import than walking into the backyard. And, | guess, for him that might very well
be the case.

Whiteness.

My vision from earlier comes rushing back to haunt me, filling my eyeswith white glare, dogging
my nose with the smell of urine and feces. Ingtinctively, | shidd my face. Gently, Lord Morpheus takes
my handsand pullsthem away from my face.

The blinding whiteness strobes then fades. | find mysdlf staring at the whitewalls of what is
obvioudy an inditution of some sort, lit by abare bulb held in awire cage. The smell of pissand shit
comes from the narrow bed againgt thewall. On the bed, curled in onitsdf like a giant fetus, isahuman.

Morpheus says nothing as | draw closer to the bed, inspecting the creature lying on the mattress.
It looksto be a man. No. A boy. Naked except for an adult diaper, the dirty blond hair cropped



painfully short. I notice that the deeper'swrists and ankles are bound to the bed by restraints made from
torn sheets. | also notice the bruises dong hisrib cage and the scars, scabs, and lumps on the back of his
head.

"Why ishetied up?'

"Heisindifferent to those around him and does not react to pain or recognize true danger. When
heis conscious he has atendency to repetitive physical motion—such as butting his heed againgt thewall.
Therestraintsare for his protection—and the convenience of the nursing staff.

"Theboy isautistic." Morpheussvoiceis soft and sad. " Something happened to him as hewas
forming within his mother'swomb that affected his cerebelum and limbic system, effectively seading him
away from theredlity of theworld he was born into. He haslived inaworld of hisown making sncethe
moment of hishirth."

"Y ou mean he's never been awake?!

"I mean that the Dreaming and the Waking World are one and the same for him. He was born
into dreamsand shall diein them. But the spawn of such adreamer are not those of the average mortal.
Their dreams are far more potent. Far more ... redl.

"All the Menders who have ever served me were born of smilar dreamers. The Mender before
you was an elderly woman who suffered from Alzheimer's disease. | do not know why it is, but the
dreams of damaged mindsal possessageniusfor repairing that which is broken.”

| shake my head in confusion. | cannot takeit in. Part of me smply does not want to. "Is this
what | redly am? An incontinent idiot locked inside hisown mind?’

"My dear Mender—you may very well ask if you are whet he redly is"

"Isthere no curefor him, then?' | move to touch the dumbering boy's head, but Morpheus stays
my hand. His touch is cold, but not unpleasantly so.

"No. Not in thislifetime. Unless ascientist somewhere in theworld outside this horrid room has
the strength and inspiration to make a dream come true. Come, let us go. Y ou have seen enough.”

Aswereturn to the darkly glowing portal in the middle of thewadl, | notice my dreamer's eyes
tracking usbehind closed lids.

| am the Mender of Broken Dreams.

| take dreams that have been shattered, abused, twisted, and bent by the ravages of harsh redlity
and repair them asbest | can, so they may return to their rightful owners. Restoration work ismy calling.
My genius if you will.

| start each day by walking the long hdls of the castle of my prince, whom the mortalscall
Dream. | dill have no memories of what | do or where | go before and after work, but it no longer
bothers me. | know that | am a dream, and that is enough self-knowledge.

At first Lord Morpheus feared that by revealing the circumstances of my creation, | would go
mad—as the Mender before me did, or so I'm told—and try to uncreate myself. But that has not been
the case.

| redizethat |, unlike the more powerful dreams—the one Lord Morpheus refersto as tropes
and archetypes— am finite. But | do not alow my mortdity to worry me. I am determined to make the
best use of thetime | have dlotted to me, whatever that span may be. If | am to find immortdity, it will
have to be in the souls of those whose dreams | have rescued and returned to them. And perhaps, when
the time comes, and a beautiful, pale woman dressed in black comes to embrace a skinny boy with a
shaven skull tied to abed, and escorts him to the place that waits beyond the white walls, perhapsthen |
will discover if the dream can outlive the dreamer.

AINT YOU 'MOST DONE?
Gene Woalfe

Gene Wolfeisoneof our finest living authors. He wrote my favorite modern nove (it'scaled



Peace), one of my favorite science fiction novels(it's called The Book of the New Sun), and he
istwo booksinto one of my favorite historica novels (the books are Soldier of the Mist and
Soldier of Arete).

The critic and encyclopedist John Clute described Gene Wolfe as " Sergeant Bilko as Adan” (by
which he meant Phil Silversand not, of course, Steve Martin).

Here hetellsagory of dreams: the ones we have when we deep, and the ones that power us
during the day. Of dreams, and of redemption.

The hot pink dragster had not moved in aminute and a haf. It seemed like five; but Benson was careful
and accuratein dl mattersinvolving time, and it had been one minute and ahdf. He shifted the
transmisson into PARK and took hisfoot off the brake. One and a half minutes— ninety seconds—was
along time. In ninety secondsflat, no more, askilled man in one of the company’s seventeen hundred
Magus Muffler and Brake Shops could prep acar for theingtdlation of anew tailpipe, anew exhaust
pipe, and abrand-new Magus Muffler—copper, nickel, and chrome plated in successve layersand
guaranteed for as long as the customer retained title to the car on which it wasingaled.

In seven more seconds, the time would be two minutes.

A smdl carrying case on the rear seat held sixty-four of his favorite compact discs. Benson
reached in back for it, got it, and opened it, removing a collection of nineteenth century sea songs.

The dragster's brake lights faded, and he shifted his car into DRIVE. He had counted on an hour,
possibly an hour and ahdf, at his office before the hdlicopter that would fly him to the airport arrived.
Now hewould be [ucky to get ten minutes. The dragster crawled forward, and his car with it; when both
stopped again, they had traversed perhaps fifty feet.

He returned the transmission to PARK and put the CD into the dashboard player. His back and
neck hurt, presumably from the tension induced by this endless delay, and the pain was cregping down
both arms. He would haveto learn to relax.

Oh, the smartest clipper that you can find,
A-hee, a-ho, ain't you 'most done?

Isthe Marg'ret Evans of the Blue CrossLine,
So clear the deck and let the bulgine run!

To me hey rig-a-jig in a low-back car,
A-hee, a-ho, ain't you 'most done?

Benson could play that himsdf, and angit, too. Play and sing it pretty well, not that anybody
cared. He pictured himself sested on the tarred hatch-cover of atransatlantic packet with hisguitar on his
lgp and avillainous black stogie smoldering between thumb and forefinger, ringed by delighted sailors and
passengers.

The brakelights of the dragster glowed as obstinately red as ever. Wouldn't that fool kid ever
makeit easy on himsdf? Benson let his head loll to one Side, then the other, rolling it upon his shoulders.

Ohthe Marg'ret Evans of the Blue CrossLine,
A-hee, a-ho, ain't you 'most done?
She's never aday behind thetimes....

If things had gone differently, perhaps he, too, would be making CDs and giving concerts,
appearing occasionaly on TV, consulted by authorities on folk music who would want to know where he
had learned this song or that and from whom he had learned it: seamen’s songs and rivermen's songs,
songs sung by lumberjacksand Civil Wer soldiers,

With LizaLee upon my knee, oh!
So clear thetrack and let the bulgine run!



He was making ten times more than he could possibly have made like that, but money wasn't
everything; in fact, once you had food and clothes, awarm place to deep and afew hundred pocket
money, more money meant very little.

One of the dragster's brake lights had gone out, or perhaps the two had flowed together,
condensing into asingle cyclops light belonging to anewer car. Sweat trickled down Benson's forehead
into his eyes. The air-conditioning was dready set on MAX, but he moved the fan control up to HIGH,
conscious of increased pain under his breastbone where his ssomach joined the esophagus. Acid
indigestion. Hetried to recall what he had eaten for breakfast. Ham? No, the ham had been on Sunday.

When | come home across the ses,
A-hee, a-ho, ain't you 'most done?
It'sLiza, will you marry me?

So clear thetrack and let the bulgine run!
To me hey rig-a-jig in a low-back car,
A-hee, a-ho, ain't you 'most done?

Benson blinked and closed his eyes, after one hundred and twenty-three seconds blinked a
second time, aware of weakness and pain. He lay on his back; something had been thrust into both
nogtrils; the calling was off-white and very remote.

Wires clung to him like leeches.

After atime that was neither long nor short so far as he was concerned, a nurse appeared at his side.
"Youhadaclosecdl," shesad.

Hewas not sure what she meant. It seemed best to keep quiet.

"You're awake, aren't you, Mister Benson?' She looked at him more closdy. "Thisisred.
You're not dreaming.”

He managed to say, "l never dream.”

"Redly?' She turned to scrutinize what appeared to be an oscilloscope.

"I daydream. Of course." Hetried to smile, dthough he was aware that she was not looking at
him. "Muchtoo much, I'm afraid..." Taking was no longer worth the effort.

Stll not looking at him, but not looking now (he thought) so that she would not haveto see his
expression, the nurse said, "Y ou've had a heart attack, abad one. Probably you've dready figured that
out for yoursdf."

"It seemed the most likdly explanation.” Privately, he was relieved. It was better to know the
truth, to be sure. People survived heart attacks and lived for years. Decades in some cases.

"But you've come through it." The nurse turned to face him. ™Y oure going to bedl right.”

"Thank you," hesad.

"Y ou're avery important man."

Under the circumstances, that seemed humorous. Smiling took little effort thistime.

"Weve had dl sorts of people phoning and trying to get in to seeyou.”

He could easly imagine what it had been like. He said, "l gpologize"

"Oh, it'sokay, we're used to it. But for the present, only family members, and no cdls. It'sfor
your own good.”

She bustled away, stopping in the doorway to ask, "Y ou redly don't dream? Ever?

"No," he murmured. Hetried to make hisvoice stronger, strong enough to carry to her. "Not
evenwhen | wasachild. | can'timaginewhat it'slike, to tell you the truth.”

Sheregarded him skepticaly.

"Likehalucinating, | suppose.” He had not thought of this before. "But I've never done that
ather.”

"Everyone dreams, Mister Benson. It'sjust that sometimes the unconscious mind tellsusto



forget, cutsus off fromit."

| don't, he said, but the words never reached hislips— she had |eft too fast.

If shewasright, he reflected, somewhere in hismemory there was avast reservoir of
unremembered dreams; he searched for it, but it was not there.

A touch woke him. The same nurse was bending over his bed. "Mister Benson?”'

He blinked. "Would you do me afavor, Nurse? A great favor?'

That surprised her. "Certainly, if | can.”

"Cdl meTim."

Involuntarily, she glanced a the door. "It says Otis Benson. That's the name we have you down
under.”

It brought back abook that Michagl had liked when Michael was young. Benson told her,
"Winnie the Pooh lived in ahollow treein the woods under the name Sanders.” It was easy to smile now.
"Or at lead,, | think it was Sanders.”

She amiled, too. "That'sright. | read that to my little nephew."

"1," hetried to clear histhroat, "on the other hand, have lived under the name Otis Benson. My
rea nameis Timothy Otis Benson. | dropped the Timothy along time ago.”

"l see" Asthough unsure what to say, she added, "My name's Ruth. Y ou can cal methat if you
want to, Tim."

"I will, Ruth. My mother cdled me Tim. Tiny Tim. I'd liketo be Tim again.”

"I understand. Tim, your daughter's hereto seeyou. | said I'd seeif you were strong enough. Are
you?We won' let her stay long.”

Benson, who had no daughter, said, "Of course | am. Send her in," and watched the doorway
with someinterest after the nurse had gone.

It was Daisy, and before she came in he had discovered an armless chair of enameed metd
beside hisbed. As he tried to decide whether the sorrow in her face was genuine hesad, "I thought it
was you. Won't you St down?”

She did, knees primly together, hands folded in the lap her salient chest clearly prevented her
from seeing. After a second or two, it occurred to him that she was dressed for the office, and he asked
her what timeit was.

Sheraised her left hand to consult the diamond-studded watch he had given her. " Seven
oclock."

"Inthe evening?'

She nodded. "We didn't hear until three—after three. | left when | heard. | 1eft everythinginan
awful mess, but | left. | told Susan to—to take care of things, and | l€ft. The traffic wasterrible.”

Hesad, "I remember.” A tall, pale-faced man in black had entered without making asound. An
orderly of some sort, Benson thought, athough he did not look like an orderly.

"Y ou weretherein your car for more than an hour— thisiswhat they said on the radio—while
thetraffic crawled around you. | listened while | drove over here, while | was stuck in treffic.”

And cried, as Benson saw. Her eyes were red, but it was probably better to pretend he had not
noticed. He had dways been angry when Daisy cried, never imagining that someday she might cry for
him.

"People had been caling on their car phonesto complain. They said there was an abandoned
car, and findly a tow truck got there, and the driver called an ambulance.”

She sighed, and her shoulders dumped. "I guessthey drove on the shoulder when they could.
That'sthe way they do, but it till took along, long time. A terribly long time. Then it was the president
and CEO of Magus, Otis Benson. And when | heard | thought, | thought..."

"Y ou thought what?' He was genuindly curious, and sensed that she would tell him the truth now.

"| thought, | don't care what anybody says, I'm going, and I'm going to wear black, everything
black and avell." For an ingtant, her reddened eyesflashed. "Then | thought, nobody will say anything.
Theloyd secretary coming to the bosssfunerd, how nice. Mister Wilson will pat me on the shoulder. |



know hewill." Her voice roseto awail. "Oh, Benny! Don't die. Please don't die!™

She should not have cdled him Benny in the presence of the silent man in black, but Benson
could not bring himself to rebuke her. "I won't," hesaid. "l won't." His groping hand found hers.

The prettiest secretary in the company, and when he had reached the top he had taken her,
athough shewas by no means the best secretary or the best typist. She had been abadge, atrophy,
letting everybody know that he wasin charge, that the board was in his pocket, that what he said went,
and there had better be no arguments and no foot-dragging—one trophy among a great many. Susan,
who had been his secretary when he wasfirst vice president and sales manager, became his executive
assgtant at twice her old sdlary, handling everything tricky, confidentia, or sengitive. Daisy had typed a
few lettersand memos, had brought him coffee and emptied the ashtrays and opened the mail each
morming.

And then—

"So | showed them my fake ID that says Daisy Benson," she was saying, "and they let me come
up.”

He managed to nod. She had that odd old-fashioned streak, worrying about hotels that had
ceased to worry about couplesfifty years ago, wearing glovesin thelobby or dipping the star sgpphire
he had given her onto thering finger of her left hand. Lying in the hospital bed and only haf-hearing her,
he understood for the firgt time that she had found satisfaction in that, had liked to think of the sapphire
ring as awedding ring, had fantasized about it. Shewas dlill talking, but he interrupted her. "What kind of
aceremony do you want, Daisy?"'

"You meanyour... 7' She stared blankly, the pinkish lids of her wide, bloodshot eyes moving
dowly down, and dowly up again. "What?'

"What kind of wedding? Y ou must have thought about it. What kind would you like?"

"Wedidn't have ared wedding."

For amoment he actualy thought that she meant the two of them, that she was reminding him of
something he had forgotten.

"Jugt a the courthouse.”

The nurse appeared in the doorway. "Y ou'll haveto leave now, Miss Benson."

Reductantly Daisy rose, letting go of hishand. "At the Consort. Please?’

"All right," hetold her. "Soon as | get out of here.”

She blew him akiss from the doorway, and he smiled and shut his eyes. He had wanted to keep
Michadl's estate safe for him, had wanted to avoid the entanglements of a divorce he had considered only
too likely. All of that seemed childish now. Perhaps she redlly loved him—perhaps she didn't. Heloved
her, and that was what mattered.

When he opened hiseyes again, thetal man in black was standing over him. He had the whitest
face Benson had ever seen—so white that he seemed practically transparent. "I'm awake," Benson told
him.

"l know you are.”

"What isit you want? Do you have to change the bed or something?"

"Y ou have been wronged.” The man in black spoke dowly, in aloud whisper. ™Y ou would say
shortchanged. | have cometo st thingsright.”

Benson shut his eyes again. No doubt he was entitled to some hospital amenity that he was not
recaiving, aTV in hisroom or an evening snack.

"Y ou have never dreamed.”

He had told someone about it not long ago; perhapsit had been thistal maninblack. The
darkness he saw with his eyes closed wasthe tal man's black clothing. He had never known it, yet it did
not seem strange.

Far off, in apaace beyond the universe, the manin black said, ™Y ou will dream now, Timothy
OtisBenson, for aslong asmay be."

He sat up. He had lain down, apparently, on the front seat of his car. Drunk? He hadn't been drunk since



college.
Something fell from the seat with ame odious clang, and he bent to pick it up.

It looked like aguitar yet unlike one, too, atinny affair someone with more skill than sense had
made from one of hismufflersand a section of tailpipe, guitarlike but given the S-shaped sound holes of a
vidlin.

Turning it over, he verified that it wasin fact (as he had supposed from the first moment he saw
it) made from a Magus muffler; Maguss clouded moon was slamped boldly on what was now the back,
athough the trade nameitself, which should have appeared there in capital letters, was missng.

Aswere the sensuous curves of ared guitar, or for that metter ared violin. This—hisquesting
thumb woke a chord from the five Slver strings—was as plain and straight-sided as any prepubescent
girl.

How did the song go?

"LittleMissy Riddle,
Haul 'em away."

He had meant only to mutter the words, but their old magic overcame him a once; hisvoice
echoed from the windows and the windshield, in some fashion transmuted to melow gold.

"LittleMissy Riddle,

Haul 'em away.

She broke her brand-new fiddle,
Haul ‘'em away.

Got aholeright up the middle!
Haul ‘'em away.

To me holly heigh ho!"

Benson grinned as he ducked beneath the Magus-guitar's thin strap. Could you redly play this
thing?

"LittleMissy Taylor,

Haul 'em away.

Said shéd never love asailor,
Haul 'em away.

She's been harpooned by awhaler!
Haul ‘'em away,

To me holly heigh ho!"

He had never played, never sung, half so well; moved by innocent vanity, he looked around to
see whether anyone had been listening.

Cars, trucks, and buses surrounded him, motionlessin the danting rays of abrighter sun. No
brakelight glowed crimson now, no exhaust fouled the clear air.

Herein hiscar that air was warm and musty, and growing warmer. He depressed aswitch in the
armrest to put down hiswindow, but the glass remained where it was. Turning the key kindled no
instrument lights, woke no degping tiger intheengine.

He opened the door and got out. Morning was fresh and beautiful, and ghostly initsslence save
for the barking of asmall dog far off. A jet-black cat with eyeslike emeradsblinked at him, spit, and
retrested benesth a rusty minivan.

Before and behind him, the sixteen lanes of Interstate 75 Stretched asfar as he could see, eight
north, eight south. Every lane wasfilled, and every bumper touched another.

He turned back, remembering that he had left hiskey in theignition; but he had locked the door



behind him, or it had locked itsalf. There were no keys in the pockets of the worn work pants he wore,
no money, no driver'slicense, no credit cards, and no handkerchief.

"I'm brokeand | ain't got adime,
Everybody gets hard luck sometime.”

He had not meant to play, but the low-down blues notes stole out of the Magus-guitar,
possessed by awill of their own.

"Mamadon't treat your daughter mean,
That's the meanest woman that ever | seen.”

The door of agtation wagon severd cars up the lane swung open and adeepy-eyed womanina
threadbare housedress got out. Thinking she might be offended, he switched songs.

"Woke up this mornin' with the blues round my bed.
Y ep, woke up thismornin' with blues round my bed.
Went to eat breakfast, got bluesin my bread.”

Thewoman called, ™Y ou hungry?' and started toward him.

"Good mornin', Blues, how dye do?
Good mornin', Blues, how d'ye do?
Feelin'good, Partner. How 'boutyou?"

Nearer now, the woman repeated, "Y ou hungry?'

Benson shook his head.

"Wegot afew little somethings | eft over from last night. The chowchopper comelast night.”

"I'm redlly not hungry,” Benson told her. "1 just hope my singing didn't disturb you.”

The woman smiled, and at once the smile made her younger and dmost attractive. "l wasjust
layin' therein our car awake, thinkin'. Y ou sure can sing. | never heard nobody on the radio better'n what
you are. Not near as good."

"Thank you," Benson said.

"They don' play music much, and ain't good when they do. Maybe you'd play me just one song?"

"If it won't wake people up.”

Another car door opened; the man who got out said, " Go ahead. Nobody's goin' to complain.”

"A love song," the woman said, and Benson nodded.

"As| was awaking down Strawberry Lane,
Where theroses grow pretty and fine,

| happened to meet amerry, fair maid,

That would be alover of mine...."

By the time the song was finished, there were ten or more ragged people around him, some
awed, many smiling. Someone shouted, "Another song!" seconded a once by the woman, "Play another
one, won't you?"

Benson winked at the nearest man and began it.

"I'm alonely bush-whacker on the Reed County Line,
| can lick any bastard, yokes one ox o' mine.
If ever | catch him, you bet that I'll try,



I'll lick him with the ox-bow,
Root, hog, or die!

"Git out upon that lonely road,
Crack your whip 'n haul your load,
Whip 'em, boys, and holler,

Yédl and cuss'em 'til you'redry,
It'swhack them cattle on, boys.
Rooat, hog, or die!"

Benson glanced around him. He had fifty listeners now, perhaps a hundred. As helaunched into
the third verse, he told himsdlf firmly that he should play no more than three songs for them. It was
better—far better—to get off stage while you were sill welcome, sill being applauded with honest
enthusiasm. Hewould count " Strawberry Lane" as thefirgt, this asthe second.

"Sing another likethat 'un!™ aman in the crowd called when he had finished.

Benson shook his head. "There are no more like that.”

"Sing agood one," the man he had winked at said. ™Y ou know what you got."

"Shenando' " seemed the only possible choice. He began to walk before he finished the first
verse, afraid at firg that they would follow him, and fearful thet they would not.

And when the last was sung, and the last of those who had, had dropped behind him, the
Magus-guitar sang sill, murmuring the haunting melody of the wooded Eastern river and the crud, hot,
Western flood men had once cdled the Big Muddy, amile wide and an inch deep, too thick to drink and
too thin to plow, reentlesdy rolling to the Gulf of Mexico.

"Where areyou goin', Mister?' aboy shouted.

"Moving on," Benson told him, and sang " The Wayfaring Stranger” for him, and then walked on
ashe had promised.

Where was he going, and where had he been? Once he had sold franchises for acompany that
wasto dl intents and purposes afraud. Bit by bit, he had made the thing real, providing thetraining that
had been promised, upgrading the cheap and deazy replacement parts, arranging—it had been hisone
stroke of genius—to sall stock to the franchisees, and welding them, his people, into the force with which
he had seized contral.

It seemed avery long time ago, something he had worried about once but need worry about no
longer. For amoment he paused to study hisreflection in the window of a big, black, limo-likevehicle, a
window cleaner than most.

He looked as he had dways supposed himself to look. A tickle from the back of hismind
reminded him, for a moment only, that of late he had not looked like that—had been shocked, in fact,
each time he saw hisown facein a mirror. He turned away, and the tickle ceased.

He was going to marry somebody again, marry a woman he loved, hefdt sure, though he could
not lay hand to her name at the moment. She would be pleased, whoever she was, to see him looking so
young. Or anyway to see him no longer looking old.

"Can you play that thing?" aman much younger than he asked.

Benson nodded. "I'll play you asong, and sing it too, if youll stroll dong with me."

The young man hesitated, then grinned. "One song? That shouldn't be very far. They can't get too
med if you just walk for one song.”

"Ah," Benson said, wondering who "they" were.

" 'Sides, if you play like most othersI've heard, one song ought to be enough. Maybe too much.”

"Thisistheway | play," Benson told him, and hisfingers (almost cardesdy, it seemed to him)
cdled forth the melody of "Londonderry Air."

"Say," the young man croaked when the last note had faded, "you're good. Y ou're real good.”
He sounded almost reverent.

"Thank you," Benson said. "It'sagood tune, though. So good that some have caled it the most



beautiful ever written. It's hard to go wrong with atunelikethat if you canplay it at al."

"You sad you'd sing, though. You didnt sng.”

"That was before you implied that the way | played one song would be more than enough,”
Benson explained. "Sinceit was my playing you'd questioned, | let you hear that. Nothing compels meto
sing for people who don't likemy musc.”

"Areyou going to sng now?" the young man asked. "I'll comedong.”

"No," Benson told him, and walked on, alittle upset with himsdlf at firgt, but soon feding oddly a
peace.

He had waked two milesif not more before he understood the fedling. He was at peace because
he had been given what, in the depths of his soul, he had dways wanted. It was an article of faith with
many peoplethat what one wantsis never enough when one achievesit.

But that was only because so many—himsdlf included— enjoyed the chase, the struggle, the
pursuit of some distant goal. Mountain climbers, when they had at length conquered the pesk that had
frudtrated their efforts for months or years, went looking for more difficult heights. Not because they were
insatiable, but because they enjoyed pitting their courage and their skills against Nature.

He had liked pitting himself against Business, had liked being more duplicitous than the crooks,
cheating them as they had cheated others, enjoyed beating the corporate politicians at corporate
politics—then dtriking down those who tried to play politicswith him.

All that wastrue; but undernegth it, he had longed for this, had longed to be asmple man living
among smple people, seeing their faces glow when he sang the old songs. He had been in a hospita; he
was quite sure that he remembered that. Someone must have given him thisto curehim.

Asit had.

The persstent whi ck-whick-whick of ahelicopter sounded in the distance. It drew scores of
peoplefrom carsto look at it, and point, and shout to one another. Benson stopped to look, too, shading
his eyeswith hishand. It wasabig one, aslarge asthe largest military helicopter he had ever seen, but
date blue or blue-gray, not the desert camouflage of the United States Army.

It dowed asit passed overhead, then settled, almost but not quite landing. Menrantoit, queuing
up to form aline that soon stretched twenty or thirty yards between the motionless lines of rusty carsand
trucks. Benson joined them.

Glancing behind him, he saw hundreds of women and children faling into linein back of the men.
A barefoot young woman, alanky blonde of perhaps seventeen, dashed past him and was admitted to
the line by ayoung man who might profitably have pursued a career in professond footbal. Therewasa
rumble of complaint, soon dilled.

"Should be eggstoday,” the man standing behind Benson said happily.

Benson nodded his agreement. Far ahead, flat white boxes about eight inches by eight were
being passed out by the crew of the helicopter, together with... He strained hiseyes.

Men who had been at the front of the line were drifting back now, some egting from the flat
boxesthey carried, more drinking from clear, squat bottles that were distorted by the pressure of their
fingers

"Hope we get there 'fore the water runs out,” the man behind Benson said.

"I'd likeanicedrink of water myself,” Benson admitted.

"They ought to take as many waters as cracker boxes," the man continued bitterly. "They never
do. Water's cheaper, too, only they don't liketo bring it."

"It'sheavier, | imagine" Benson said.

The man ahead of him turned to stare back at him. "What'sthat got to do with it? It'sjust water."

"Weight limits the amount of cargo that ahdlicopter can carry,” Benson explained. "The size of
thefusdageis just amatter of convenience, redly. Capacity is determined by the power of the engines
and the configurations of the rotors."

The man behind him asked, ™Y ou from hereabouts?'

"From thiscity?' For ahaf a second, Benson consdered. "Why, yes, | suppose | am. At
least—"



Thefigt of the man behind him caught him just below theribs, sending him staggering forward.
Something struck the side of his head, and something € se, presumably akick, the side of one knee. He
fdll, dropping the Magus-guitar. Shod and booted feet attacked him like a flock of birds. Herolled,
covering hishead with hisarms, hislegs drawn up to protect his belly.

Someone sprawled on top of him. He gasped and struggled before redizing that the body above
hiswas not that of anew attacker. Overhead, in the lofty space occupied by those who till stood, a
woman said, "Don't get him," and aman: "That's enough! Hold on!"”

The protecting body vanished. Benson coughed and spit, wondering how badly he had been
hurt. Therewas no blood in his spittle—or if there was, the dust in his eyes kept him from seeing it.

They were ill talking above hishead. A new voice, a boy's or avery young man's, said, "'l guess
he didn't know. | ought to havetold him." Wasthat the young man for whom he had played
"Londonderry Air*? Benson tried to get to hisfeet, and succeeded in getting to his knees.

Someone nudged his arm with a booted foot, saying, "Y ou. Get up.”

Hedid, finding that he could stand athough hislegs were shaky.

"Y ou get back thereto theend.” It was the hulking young man who had alowed the lanky blonde
tojoinhiminline

Benson nodded, il too dazed to spesk. Magicaly, it seemed, the Magus-guitar wasin his
hands as before.

"Comeon." Thiswas anew young man, short and dight. Y ou made that out of amuffler, didn't
you?"

Benson cleared histhroat and spit again.

"l never seen onelikethat."

He managed to nod. "A replacement muffler." He came very near to adding that it was one of his,
oneof hiscompany's. He redlly had made that muffler, in a sense, although not as an instrument.

"Y ou cut those fancy holeswith ali'l file? Therésa man by ushad afile”" The young man himsdlf
was grasping what seemed to be a hubcap with a dozen wires strung acrossit, arude harp or lyre.

Benson contrived to say something suitable.

"It get busted?I'd like to hear it."

Dusting hishands, he spat again. "1 owe you alot more than that." He offered to shake hands,
consciousthat his own was soiled, but conscious, too, that the one it would be shaking would be soiled
at least asbadly. "I'm Tim Benson."

The young man's hand was smdl, but surprisngly hard and muscular. "Aldo Berry. We both of us
play, an’ we both got nameswithaB."

They had cometo the end of the line, the place marked by abedraggled child who said, "Y ou
won't neither get nothin'. Me neither.” Her small face was sad and resigned.

"What's your name?" Benson asked her. ™Y ou know ours, if you wereligening. I'm Tim and he's
Aldo. Who areyou?'

"B'neice”

"How old are you, B'neice?'

"Ber-nice! "

Benson was so involved with histhoughts that he scarcely heard her. Thisyoung man, Aldo, was
presumably amusician of somekind; that explained hisrushing to the aid of a stranger—the age-old
sympathy of one performer for another. And now his rescuer wanted him to play.

Unbidden, hisfingers caressed the strings, evoking for perhgpsthe millionth timesinceits
composition theold Irish melody.

"The mingrd boy to thewar isgone,
Inthe ranks of deeth you'l find him,
Hisfather's sword he has girded on,
And hiswild harp dung behind him...."



Aldo opened his mouth to speak, gulped, ssammered, and at last managed to say, "Y ou got to
learn me."

Benson sighed. Had he ever been thisyoung? Yes. Yes, of course. Hetried to say that he had
very little of vaueto teach anyone—that what he redlly needed was courage like the boy's own, adding,
"You play and ang yoursdlf, don't you?'Y ou implied a moment ago that you did."

Aldo nodded hesitantly, accepting alimp dice of bacon from one of the men "The Mingrel Boy"
had attracted.

"May | try your instrument? Y ou may try mine, if you like"

The exchange completed, Benson ran hisfingertips across Aide's strings; A-sharp was a shade
flat, and he tightened it. Someone handed him a pastry dotted with nutmedts; to free hishands, he gaveit
to the child.

He had never so much as touched even amodern harp, and he remembered reading somewhere
that it wasthe most difficult of al the stringed instruments; this primitive harp of Aldo's, with itsvery
limited range, should be much easie—more like amandolin than amodern peda harp. The question was
whether even an gpproximation of real music could be coaxed fromiit.

The opening notes of "Shenando' " sounded thin and poor. He would have to reinforce them with
their harmonics, plainly, and fill between them like ajazz piani<.

Hetried again.

"Oh Shenando' | long to hear you,
Away, youralling river..."

Still pretty bad. He made athird attempt, at first only haf-snging thelyric.

"Oh Shenando' | long to hear you,
Away, you rolling river.

Oh Shenando' | long to hear you.
Away, I'm bound away,
Acrossthewide Missouri . .."

Thistime a chance-caught spell among the dancing, tinny notes showed him theriver asthe
composer of that song had seen it, the enchanted gateway to freedom, to adventure and riches, acall
stronger than home or honor or any woman. Liketheriver itsdf, the song carried everything beforeit.

"Oh Shenando' | love your daughter,
Rall away, you ralling river.

Oh Shenando' I'm bound to leave her,
Away, I'm bound away,
Across the wide Missouri!"

There were deafening cheers, applause greater than he had ever imagined in hismost
s f-indulgent moments.

Later, asthey walked beside amotionless Greyhound bus, Aldo offered him adab of flatbread. He took
it and nibbled tentatively, troubled by the feeling that once he had eaten in this strange place he would
become as desperately hungry asthe rest of itsinhabitants.

"Don' bite down hard," Aldo warned him, " 'lessyou got good teeth.”

Swallowing the morsdl he had succeeded in gnawing free, Benson ventured aremark about saliva
softeningit.

"Or water, if you got abottle." Aldo appeared troubled; by slence, Benson encouraged him to
Speak.



"Theresthe off-road way an' then theresthe free way, Tim. Were the freewayers, but you're an
off-roader, ain't you? | won't tell."

They talked about that for atime—not about the world beyond Interstate 75, in which Aldo
seemed to have very littleinterest, but about the freewayers, the people like Aldo himsdf, squatterswho
lived inthelr carswaiting for the hand-drawn carts that brought them gasoline, compressed air, and
sometimes water, and for the helicopters that brought food and clothing. "It'syour clothes™ Aldo told
him. "Off-roader clothes. Y ou turn them in, Maam said, to churches an' things, an' they pick them up an'
put them in the dopchopper, an' then throw them down for us."

AsBenson tried to grasp the twin horrors of poverty and idleness, Aldo explained, "Maam was
my ma. Can | tell you 'bout her?Y ou might make asong 'bout her, an' it'd make her proud if she knew."

Benson had tried to write songs of his own many times, never with success. New folk song,
where he was concerned at least, was an oxymoron, a contradiction in terms. Aldo looked incredulous
when he explained that, so Benson asked whether he himself composed the songs he sang.

Aldo nodded, solemn asif they were deciding an issue of life and deeth. "That'swhy I'm goin' to
the Spaghetti Bowl. I'll get anew onethere, but | can't say how | know it. | just do. The songs you sang
back there where the chowchopper was? Didn't you make them up?'

Benson shook his head, and spoke (more openly than he ever had to anyone before) of the
pleasurefolk music had given him, and of his own fruitless efforts to compose folk songs. When hefelt
that he could stand the pain of sdf-reveation no longer, he returned the rude harp. "Sing me one of your
songs, please, Aldo. A song you made yoursdf.”

"Herésyours," Aldo said, and returned the Magusguitar. "Thiss about my ma." He cleared his
throat and strummed hisrude harp.

"Indl thisjam, therés none like Maam,
For playin' nor for Sngin’.

Sheld drove the land, her an' her band,
And st the big roomsringin' ...

"It'snot avery good song,” he said when it wasfinished, "an' that's all thefarther | ever got, an'
now she's drove out." Asthough seeing that Benson had not understood him, he added, "Dead, it
means”

After that, they talked of Aide's mother and a sweetheart he seemed not entirely surewas his
until he sorinted away to the spot beyond the outer lane where ayellow helicopter was landing.

Benson followed more sedately, wondering what had caused such excitement; the yellow
helicopter appeared to be afour-seater, and was certainly too small to carry much cargo.

When he reached the place where it had set down, atall professondly personable young woman
inatailored blue jumpsuit was addressing a microphone for the benefit of a video recorder.

Aldo nudged him. "Seewhat she'sgot, Tim? Maam had athing like that what she'stakin' into,
only there wasn't nowhereto plug it in."

Benson nodded, giving most of his attention to the young woman in the blue jumpsuit.

"We're hereto look for very specid artistswe can put on our program,” the young woman's
amplified voice announced to the crowd. "But it has to be something visud, bascdly. Y ou have to make
things that we can show, or do something we can show you doing. So if therés anyone herelike that, |
hope that he or she will step forward.”

Benson watched Aldo, half-expecting him to volunteer; but he did not.

The young woman in the blue jumpsuit spoke glowingly of the future that she and her station
offered, and a voice from the crowd caled, "There's somebody back at the chowchopper that singsred

"That'syou,” Aldo whispered.

Nearer now, the young woman pointed to Aldo's rude harp. "What's that you've got? Our other
crew discovered agirl last night who had something like that.”



Aldo hdd it up. "Was her name Mar'?"

Mar', Benson remembered, was Aldo's sweetheart. He said, "Sing for them, Aldo. They want to
hear you, and so do|."

The young woman in the blue jumpsuit had gotten a grip on Aldo's arm. She drew him nearer the
handheld video recorder. Aldo resisted at first, then grinned at her.

"Choppergal, choppergal, dressed so fine,
Got agd dready, an' that gal'smine...."

It was agood, rollicking song, and Benson gpplauded asloudly as anyone when it was done.

"Andyou, Sr," the young woman in the blue jumpsuit said, "what's your name?”

Until two men pushed him forward, Benson believed that she was addressing someone else.

"What's your name?" she repeated.

Hedid not belong in this nightmarish traffic jam, was not what Aldo would have called a
freewayer—or perhaps he was. He had awakened in astopped car, after al. Would very likely be there
now, if he had not locked himsdlf out of it and set off with some vague notion of exploring, of finding
someone who would help him retrieve his keys without bresking awindow.

"Will you play for us, Tim?Wed liketo hear you." He had not been conscious of giving the
young womean his name, but perhaps he had. He shook his head.

"Go 'head, Tim," Aldo said. And to the others, "He's so fine! Wait 'til you hear.”

He had played "L ondonderry Air" only an hour or two ago, and there was ahaunting song, "My
Gentle Harp," settothemusic.

Almost before he knew that he had begun to play, he was concluding -thefirst verse, anging, yet
hearing his own voice soar above the crowd as though it were another's. How envious hewould have
been of that voice, so vibrant with sorrow and majesty, had it not been his own!

"Y et even then, when peace was Snging
Her halcyon song o'er land and seg,
Though joy and hopeto others bringing,
She only brought new tearsto thee.”

That was enough, surely—time to retreat into the crowd, to become one of them again. Benson
looked at the circle of starved and dirty faces, at the open mouths and awed eyes of a hundred men and
women who had never—until now—heard music that touched their souls, and launched into the second
verse.

"Then who can ask for notes of pleasure,
My drooping harp, from chords like thine?
Alas, thelark's gay morning measure,

Asill would suit the svan's decline.

Or how shdl I, who love, who bless thee,
Invoke thy breath for freedom's strains,
When €en the wreathsin which | dressthee,
Are sadly mixed, haf flowers, haf chains?'

Only when the closing notes had ascended to the clear sky from which the yellow helicopter had
dropped, did he entirely comprehend how well that old song accorded with the freewayers plight.
Looking at them, he knew that they had known almost as soon as he had begun.

The young woman in the blue jumpsuit, who clearly had not, said, "That was—wasjust so
wonderful, Tim, but won't you play something about this mess? Thistraffic jam that's kept so many of
you here so long? That'swhat they want to hear, back at our building.”



Speaking more to himsalf than to her, Benson said, "I'd like to go with you. That's been my
dream, to ing folk music and be astar. But | don't know any. Only one, actudly."

She gave him aprofessondly charming smile. "Then sngthat.”

He asked Aldo's permission and received it, then began Aldo's song about his mother, certain
that it would mark the end of the opportunity he had so long feared and desired. What dream would
remain for him, when this one was gone?

"Indl thisjam—"

That was what the young woman in the blue jumpsuit wanted, of course: something that actudly
employed the words traffic jam. And whatever its other defects, thisdid.

"Theresnone like Maam,

For playing or for Snging.

Shed drive thisland, she and her band,
And et the big roomsringing.”

How had shefelt, Aldo's mother, confined to this sixteen-lane hdl until death camefor her? How
had shefdlt, this no doubt personable, determined, and talented woman whom he would never meet?

"Her faceyou'd seeonyour TV,
'Most any day you played it.”

Benson struggled to keep the pity he felt from hisvoice— and, appalled; heard it issue from the
Magus-guitar, a once sorrowing and raging.

"Sheld like to gone, with me, her son,
But thisherejam'sdelayedit.
Now here we stay, and pray each day ..."

Thelast notes died while Benson was gtill wondering
what good those prayers had ever done Maam—or her son Aldo, for that matter.

The young woman had hisright arm and her cameraman hisleft. He ducked under awhizzing
rotor blade and found himself pushed into a seat behind the two front seats of the yellow helicopter. The
door shut, and in amoment the young woman was in the seat beside the pilot, and the cameraman in the
seat beside his own. The hdlicopter rose, seeming amost to float up like aballoon.

Over her shoulder, the young woman said, "1 want you for the noon news, Tim. With alittle luck
we ought to be ableto makeit." She glanced at her writ, then back to him. "It'sten-twenty. That'san
hour and forty minutesto get you there and get you made up. Should be fine."

The cameraman said, "What about clothes?' It was the first time that Benson had heard him

speak.

"I want them to seewhat he worein the jam, thefirst time. Tim, | bet you're wondering when
youll get tolive at the Consort-Hilton and do all that shopping | talked about."

He had been wondering no such thing.

"We're going to put you on the eleven o'clock, too. Maybe on the four-thirty if you realy go over
at noon and nothing big's breaking. After that, were going to save you for the 'People Y ou Should Meet’
show Sunday afternoon—three or four songs and an interview. Today's Grunday, so thet'll giveyou five
whole days, and afterward well see. It could be longer.”

Benson asked, "What day did you say it was?"

The cameraman answered for her. "Grunday."

They were banking, high abovethetalest buildingsin the city. Far below, obscured by haze,



Interstate 75 might well have been locked in any ordinary rush-hour traffic jam.

Benson swallowed, and swallowed again as the helicopter began to descend—far too quickly, it
seemed to him. In front, the pilot appeared unconcerned, and the young woman in the blue jumpsuit was
whispering into a handheld microphone; on hisright, the cameraman was unwrapping astick of gum.

Benson gripped the armrest and his seat belt. Grunday. Where was he? Where in the world was
he, anyway?

Theydlow hdicopter landed with adight thump on the tarred roof of an office tower, and before
he could catch his breath ashort, bouncy, round-faced woman with carroty curls opened hisdoor. "I'm
Jennifer,” shesad. "Youre Tim? Comeon.”

He fumbled with the buckle of his safety belt and stooped as he got out. A head shorter than he,
Jennifer stood bolt upright, still grinning as she pulled him aong. "1've got to take you to your dressing
room. It'snot far."

Wheat looked like arooftop shed held an elevator in which the young woman in the blue jumpsuit
and the cameraman were dready waiting. Its doors closed and it fell from under him the moment Benson
entered.

I'm seeing this as a real folksinger would, he thought, a backwoodsman brought to the city
likethisfor thefirg time—even thefamiliar isnew and terrifying.

His ears popped.

"Hereweare," Jennifer announced. Doors did open, and she and Benson stepped out. "My
names Jennifer, and I'm apage. Did | tdll you that?"

Benson gulped and forced himsdlf to say something. Y our name. Jennifer. Y ou told methat up
there”

"Wel, I'mapage.”" Jennifer indicated the smple blue frock shewore. "Redly I'm asummer
intern. I'll get my master'sin communicationsin two years. Comeon.”

Benson did, trying to recall one of Michagl's booksin which people were forever saying come
on. Was he about to meet the Mock Turtle? The Mock Turtle would be reassuringly familiar after dl this.

"Anybody who's got one of these blue dressesisa page,” Jennifer explained, "except the guys.
Guys have blue dacks and blue shirts. Same thing.”

"All right."

"Ask us anything. Want aPeps?I'll bring it. Here's your dressing room." She opened anarrow
green door.

"A glassof icewater," Benson told her asfirmly as he could.

"Isthet dl?"

"A large glassof ice water."

"You'll haveit in ananosecond. Only go in your dressing room, okay? And stay there. Makeup
will bein. Somebody'11 come for you at airtime, probably me."

"All right," he said again, and found himsdlf inasmal room containing a couch, astool, adressng
table, amirror ringed by lights, and very littleelse.

He sat down on the couch and looked at the Magusguitar. He had no memory of having had it
on the helicopter whatsoever, yet hereit was, till suspended from his neck by its narrow strap. He had
caried it and failed to noticeit, or it had demateriaized when hefinished Aldo's song and remateriadized
here. At the moment, those dternatives seemed equally likely.

The door opened, and ayoung man wearing black dacks, awhite shirt, and adeplorable
necktie set atumbler of ice water on the dressing table, saying, "Jenny said you wanted this."

"l did," Benson began. " Thank—"

The door dammed shut.

Shrugging, he picked up the tumbler and began to drink. What had been in the bottlesthe
chowchopper had passed out? Tap water, presumably. Not even cold, since there had been no
condensation on the thin plastic.

He sghed, suddenly consciousthat he wasterribly tired. They would want him to play the song
about Aldo's mother; the lyric had stuck in hismind, and the melody was so smplethat he had improved



it consderably, extemporizing as he played. What about the later broadcasts? They wouldn't want him to
repesat the same song, surdly.

Therewas aknock at the door, and he cdlled, "Come in"

Daisy wasthe makeup girl. A nice touch, Benson thought, and tried to recal to whom he should
be grateful.

"It would help if you liedown," she said, and he did.

She opened the large black box she carried and got out amonstrous powder puff. "I'm just
going to put alittle powder on you, and—" Her other hand dabbed at his cheeks. "A littlerouge. Just a
touch.”

"I'm sunburned, | suppose," he ventured.

"A littlewnhite, redly.”

"Dagy?

"What isit? Don't purse your lips. You need alot of color there, too."

"Dasy, don't you know me?'

"Now the powder." It came as a sudden, suffocating cloud; and beforeit cleared, he heard the
door dam.

He got up, went to the door, and looked out. Jennifer had told him to stay in the dressing room,
but looking out would do no harm, surely.

Daisy was vanishing around aturn in the corridor, and avery pale but very attractive young
woman in ablack pantsuit was gtriding toward him. Tim? Thereyou are.”

An old seasong, "The Bulgine Run," popped into his head, and he played the first few chords for
her. "How's this? I'm thinking of doing it on the eleven o'clock news."

Shelaughed. She had an infectious laugh, and he found that he enjoyed it—that he was drawn to
her, infact.

"Comeon,” shesad, amiling. "Times up." And then, asthey walked down the corridor together,
"Would you liketo play that thing for me some more?l, like, dig rock sars."

"l was expecting Jennifer,” hetold her, and was on the point of telling her that she was preferable.

"She's busy right now. What was that song?"

"This?' Benson played the opening bars, and she nodded.

"It's about sailors unloading freight in arailroad yard. Y ou have to know nineteenth-century dang,
sdlors dang and railroad dang, to understand everything. They yell to each other and to agirl in what
we'd call ataxi, and so on.”

The pade young woman in the black pantsuit grinned at him, her teeth flashing in the dimness of
the corridor. "I've known lots of sailorsand railroad men. | knew Casey Jones."

Benson grinned back. "I'll bet you did."

"Sure, lots" she said. They turned into anew corridor. It was even darker than the last, huHhere
wasalight at the end. "Won't you sing it for me?1'd love to hear you."

"All right." He would have one more song ready, and that could only be good.

"Oh the smartest clipper that you canfind ..."
To hissurprise, the pae young woman in black joined him on therefrain: "A-hee, aho, an't you
'most done?’
VALOSAG AND ELET
Steven Brust
Steven Brugt isaswashbuckling gypsyish individua of Hungarian extraction; awearer of fine

hats, asipper of finewhiskies; aplayer of the drum and the doumbek; and anovdig.
He has crept into Sandman acouple of times: he can be spotted in The Worlds End pubinthe



Worlds End collection, and later, at the Renaissance Festiva, in astory cdled "Sunday
Mourning' in The Wake.

Steven Brust does not, as he will happily tell you, write short stories. Thisfolk taleis one of the
short stories he does not write.

Well, you dl talk about Valosag and Elet, but | know the truth about them, and | can proveit to you. If
you want me to tell you | will, only you must first buy meadrink so | can wet my whistle,

It came about like this: Once there was-a very poor family living in acottagein thewoods. They
were so poor that the mother had to knit with cobwebs when she wanted to knit, and the father had to
smoke the chimney sweepings when he wanted to smoke. All they had to live on wasthe milk of one
poor old cow.

Now, they had three boysin thisfamily. One day, the oldest one said, "I am going to go out to
seek my fortune, so that we won't be poor anymore." Y ou see, he was a good boy, who wanted to
providefor hisfamily. So they wished him well, and off he went.

Soon he meets aman who iswalking barefoot through the woods. " Greetings, father," saysthe
young man.

"Hello," said the barefoot man. "My nameis Vaosag. Where are you going and what are you
seeking?'

"Why, | am going through the woods, and | am seeking my fortune”

"Well, but what isafortune?’ said the barefoot man.

"A fortune? Oh, it isto live as one dreams of living."

"Isthat what you think?" said Va6sag. "Then you may haveit." And the oldest brother fell down
on the spot and began to dream, and nothing and no one could wake him up.

A year and aday after the oldest brother had left, the second brother said, "I am going to go out
to seek my fortune, so that we won't be poor anymore.” So they wished him well, and off he went. Soon
he met agirl with hair as black asaraven'swing.

"Greetings, black-haired girl," he said.

"Hdlo," said the girl. "My nameisElet. Where are you going and what are you seeking?”

"Why, | am going through the woods, and | am seeking my fortune.

"Well, but what isafortune?' said the black-haired girl.

"It iswhat you need never to know hunger or pain.”

"Isthat what you think?' said Elet. Then you may haveit." And the middle brother fell down
dead on the spot.

A year and aday passed. Now, during thistime, the youngest brother, whose name was Jancs,
had been taking care of the cow, and he was aways careful to make sureit had as much feed asthey
could spare, and that it was aways kept brushed and its stall was kept clean. And so, when Jancs
announced that he was going set off to seek hisfortune, the cow suddenly spoke. "Be careful, young
master, that you do not make the same mistakes your brothers made.”

"How are you speaking?' said Jancs.

"Wdll, why shouldn't | speak? Am | not ataltos cow?"

"But what has happened to my brothers?!

"Y our oldest brother has met with Vaosag, and is dreaming hislife away, and your middlie
brother has met with filet and isin theland of the dead. Y ou must be careful to avoid the samefate.”

"Well, but how can | do that?'

"Y ou must take my horn (in those days, cows had one horn, right in the middle of the head), and
you must useit to trap those two so they'll do what you say, then you can get your brothers back and
make your fortune."

"But how can | do that?"'

"If they try to do something that can't be done, then you can trap their power in the horn.”

"But what can | have them do that can't be done?"

"I will tell you this much: everyone dreams of dying, but no one dreams of being dead. And that is



all can sy."

And with that, the cow fell slent and would spesk no more.

So Jancs took the cow's horn and set off through the woods, and soon he met a barefoot man.
"Gredtings, father," said the young man.

"Hello," said the barefoot man. "My nameisVadosag. Where are you going and what are you
seeking?'

"| am going through the woods, and | am seeking my fortune."

"Waéll, but what isafortune?'

"Who are you to ask me?"

"Tofind afortune, you must first vist me, for | hold themdl inmy keeping.”

"Well then, my fortuneis my brother, who has been taken by Elet.”

"Well, sheisjud alittle farther dong this path.”

"Then | will goto her. But you must keep me safe”

"How am | to do that?"

"By making adream of being dead.”

"But no one dreams of being dead.”

"Then| shdl be safe”

So Vaosag tried to make a dream about being dead, and Jancs took Vaosag's power and put it
into the horn. Then he quickly ran dong the path, and soon met with a girl whose hair was black asa
raven'swing.

"Greetings, black-haired girl," he said.

"Hdlo," saidthegirl. "My nameis Elet. Where are you going and what are you seeking?'

"I am going through the woods, and | am seeking my fortune."

"Waéll, but what isafortune?'

"Who are you to ask me?"

"Whatever your fortuneis, at the end you bring it to me, for | am the ultimate keeper of dl
fortunes™

"Wl then, my fortuneis my brother, who has been taken by Vdosag.”

"Vdosag?' shesad. "But surely you passed him in the woods."

"Maybel did," hesad. "But if | amto vigt him again, you must protect me."

"How can | do that?'

"By wrapping mein the dream that comes from those who have died.”

"But no dreams come from those who have died.”

"Then| shdl be safe”

So Elet tried to make those who were dead dream, and Jancs quickly put her power into his
horn. Then hewent back down the path, with Elet coming after him. Well, soon enough Vaosag and Elet
meet, and they just look at each other for a minute, you know, the way you look when you're surprised
to see someone, and then Vaosag says, "What have you done?' and at the sametime, you see, Elet
says, "What have you done?" And they look at the young man and they say to him, "What have you
done?'

Then Jancs says, "Wdll, you have taken my brothers away from me, so | have taken you two
away from the world, and | won't let you go until you have returned my brothersto me and done
whatever dsel want."

"Waell," they said, "and what isthat?'

"Y ou must make our fortunes.”

"But,” they said, "what isafortune?’

"Itisdl that my oldest brother has dreamed of while he has been dreaming, and it isthe good
hedlth that my other brother was looking for before he died.”

Having no choice, Vaosag and Elet agreed to these terms, and no sooner had Jancs given them
their power back than up jumped the older brother, and in walked the middle brother, and you can bet
they were dl glad to see each other!



It took the three of them to carry al of the gold and silver the one brother had been dreaming of,
but it wasn't too hard because they dl had good hedlth, and so did their mother and father, and the proof
isthat the buttons on my vest were made out of the very same horn from the taltos cow, and, not only
that, but they gave methisfine gold watch because they liked the stories | told them, just as you are going
to buy me another drink for the same reason. Now, thisall happened many years ago, yet | am certain
that if they haven't ance died, they aredl 4ill diveto thisday.

STOPPT-CLOCKYARD
Susanna Clarke

Severd years ago Colin Greenland (whose story opensthisvolume) sent meanovella by an
author he had met at awriter'sworkshop. It was awonderful story. The author was Susanna
Clarke, who livesin Cambridge and writes like an angd. When | read it, | knew | wanted her to
write agtory for this book. (She sold that novellato Patrick Neilsen Hayden's anthology
Sarlight.)

The attraction for me of working on this anthology, fraught with strange and unexpected
vexationsthough it has proved, was redly the sdfish desire to read a Sandman sory; something
that | have not been able to do until now.

| wish | had written thisstory. But I'm even more pleased that | got to read it.

In Don Saltero's Coffee-House in Danvers-street Mr. Newbolt was taking coffee with his son.

Hesaid, "Itissolong sincelast | saw you, Richard, | hope you have been well dl thistime?"

Richard sighed. "Father, | was drowned in the Dutch Wars. | have been dead these fifteen
years”

Then Mr. Newbolt saw how cold and white was his face, how cold and white were his hands.
"Why, child," he said, "so you were. | remember now. Still | am very glad to see you. Will you not walk
home with me? It is scarce five minutes wak and | daresay you will not mind the ran?'

"Oh, Father," cried Richard, "I cannot come home. | can never come home. Do you not see?
Thisisadream. It isonly adream.”

Then Mr. Newbolt looked around Don Saltero's CoffeeHouse and saw the strangest people all
talking and taking coffee together. "Why, child," hesad, "soitis."

Mr. Newbolt woke in the cold and the dark and remembered that he was dying. He had been
for forty years England's most famous, most revered astrologer. He had published hundreds of
amanacks and made agreat dea of money and he had looked into the stars—oh, long, long ago
now—and he knew that he must diein this season and in thisplace. Helay in aclean, sweet bed in an
upper room in Friday-street and his old London friends cameto pay him visits. "Sir!" they cried. "How
areyou feding today?'; and Mr. Newbolt would complain of acoldnessin the brain and aheat in the
liver, or sometimes, and by way of achange, the other way round. And then they would tell himthet dl
the most gracious planetsin heaven were dowly assembling above haf-built St. Paul'sintimeto bid
him—their old friend and confidant—a satdy farewdl.

Onefriend who visted him at thistime was avery famous Jew of Venice and Amsterdam, amost
wonderful magician among his own people (who know many clever things). Thisman was caled
Trismegistus. He had not heard that Mr. Newbolt was dying and had come to beg Mr. Newbolt'shelpin
some very tremendous astrologica or magica business. When he discovered that he had cometoo late,
he sighed and wept and smote his own forehead. "Oh,” he cried, "al my days| did despise every man's
help. | have walked with vanity. Thisismy punishment and it isjust.”

Mr. Newbolt looked at him. "Oh, vanity in afiddlestick, Isaac. | am surethereisno need to be
quite so biblical. Let you and | drink some muscatel-wine and we shdl soon find someone elseto aid
you."

So they did as Mr. Newbolt proposed. But, as there was no astrologer or magician in the City of



London who had not, at some time or another, ridiculed one or other of them, who had not called one
"Impogtor” or the other "Juggling Jew," and asthey both had an excdlent memory for aninsult (though
they forgot many other things), they had very soon run through every name.

"Theré's Paramore,” said Mr. Newbolt, "and heis cleverer than dl of them.”

"Paramore? Who is Paramore?"

"Well," said Mr. Newbolt, "I cannot truthfully tell you much good of him, for | never heard any.
Heisaliar, an adulterer, agamester, and adrunkard. He has the reputation of an atheist, but he told me
once that he professed blasphemy, because he had taken offense at some passages of Scripture and now
was angry with God and wish't to plague Him. Like amosguito that wish't to prick acontinent.”

"Heisnot the man | want," said Trismegidtus.

"Hal" cried Mr. Newbolt. "There are women in every parish of the City who thought that John
Paramore was not the man they wanted. They soon discovered their mistake. And so did I. For | swore
when hefirst cameto me that | would not take him as a pupil, but now, you see, | havetaught himall |
know. | also sworethat | would not lend him money. Still | love the rogue. Do not ask me why. | cannot
tell. Y ou must ask for Paramore at a house in Gunpowder-alley—'is near Shoe-lane—where he owes
eight weeks rent for alittle attic about the size and shape of a pantry bin. Y ou must not expect to find
him there, but very likely hisfootman will know where heis.”

"He hasafootman?' said Trismegistus.

"Of course," said Mr. Newbolt. "Heisagentleman.”

So dl that day and dl the next Isaac Trismegistustrod the City streets and asked a great many
peopleif they knew where John Paramore might be found, but he learned nothing to the purpose and
what he did learn only brought him closer to despair. For the City did not think that John Paramore
would wish to be troubled with an old Hebrew gentleman just now. The City knew of acertain widow in
Clerkenwell with lands and houses and no one could tell what rich commodities, and the City happened
to know that this lady—young, virtuous, and beautiful— had lately logt alittle boy, asweet child, who
had died of the rickets and the City said that in her misfortune John Paramore was her Mephistopheles
who sat in the shadows behind her chair with satirical looks and hislong, crooked smile and whisperedin
her ear and that she prefer'd his comfort to that of honest men and women.

Isaac Trismegistuslived in an old dark house near Creechurch-lane. Like himsdlf the housewasa
little foreign-looking. Like himself, the house appeared to know that the City was not alwayskind to
strangers, for it had crept into adusty yard full of shadows and dead leaves, where it hoped to be
forgotten. But the Jew and the house differed in one respect, for he had not got a great stopp't dlock in
the middle of hisforehead, forever telling the time of along-dead afternoon.

Onthethird day after Trismegistus had spoken to Mr. Newbolt atall, thin, shabby man (who
looked nothing at all) knocked on the door of Trismegistuss house. He said that his name was John
Paramore and that he had come to learn magic.

"Why?" asked Trismegistus suspicioudy. "To catch the women, | suppose?’

Then the thin, shabby man (who had looked nothing at al) smiled along, thin smilethat went up
onesde of his face and when he did that he looked quite different. He looked what he was—one of the
dyest roguesin the City and his sharp, bright eyes had worlds of clevernessin them. "No, sir," hereplied
with amix't air of modesty and complacency. " That magic | do aready have. | hope, sir, that you have
not heard any ill report of me? London isa wicked place—an honest man's reputation has no more wear
in it than awhore's shoestrings once the City gossips have got hold of it."

Inside the house agreat staircase spiraled up into darkness and a cold wind spiraled down.
Paramore glanced and, shivering alittle, remarked that it was very quiet. "Why, sir!" he cried suddenly.
"Youaeill!"

"1?No."

"Indeed you are. Y ou are as pale aswax and your eyes—! Y ou have afever.”

"l have no fever. Itisonly that | do not deep.” Trismesgistus paused. "1 shal dieif | do not deep
soon,” hesaid. "But | am afraid to go to deep. | am afraid of what | might dream.”

"Wel, sr," said Paramorein akinder tone, "if you will tell me how | may help you, | shdl beglad



to do so."

So Trismegistus led Paramore to aroom and he taught him two spells. One spell gave Paramore
the power to see into another person's dreams, but what the other spell was for Trismegistus did not say.
Trismegistustold Paramore to watch his dreams as he dept and if Paramore saw any harm coming to him
in hisdreams, he was to wake him up.

Trismegistus got into bed and Paramore sat crossegged on thefloor like his Puck, and Paramore
said the spell and look't into alittle polished crysal.

Trismegistus dreamt that he wasin the Venetian Ghetto, in amean and dusty little courtyard
where six old Jews— friends of his—sat silent on battered wooden thrones and one by one each caught
fire. Not one of them tried to save himself and dl were burnt to ashes. Asthe old magician watched the
smoke and sparkstwist into the darkening sky, he saw arecipe for plum cake writ upon one of the stars.
It happened that in his dream he had a use for such a thing, and so he went to fetch aladder to read it
better. But al he found was a greet fat woman with amoustache made of spiders legs, that stank of
cheese and dirty dops, and who produced, from under her skirts, pairs of rusty scissors, toasting forks,
and French tweezers.

Now this Paramore thought was very horrid and so he woke the old man up. But Trismegistus
was very cross at being woken and said he had not meant that sort of dream at al. He said Paramore
should watch for atdl, black castlein an airy place, guarded by adragon and a griffin and ahippogriff
and for atdl, pale man, like aking, al dresst in black with starrey eyes. These, he said, were what he
feared more than anything, and he went back to deep. He dept until morning and neither the castle nor
theterrible pale king appear'd.

The next day Paramore paid avisgt to Mr. Newbolt.

"The Jaw keeps avery odd house, Sir," said Paramore. "He says he has no servants.”

"Pish! Everyone has servants. Even you, John, have that saucy footman.”

"True, but | have been thinking for sometime, Sir, that | must get rid of Francisco. | must turn him
off. | dare not for shame be seen anywhere with him. His clothes are so much better than mine. Hewas
ever abetter thief than 1."

"| daresay,” said Mr. Newbolt (whose thoughts till ran on hisold friend), "that it istheloss of his
daughter that makes him so solitary and sad. She ran away and married a Chrisian—atal, spicy fellow
with rogue's eyes and no money—just such another one as yoursdlf, John. Isaac found out their hiding
place and visited her in secret and begged her to come home. But she was very proud and would not
come, though by that time she knew what sort of aman she had married. Ah, but hewas cruel! He gave
away her petticoats and earrings and candlesticks and spoonsto other women. Then one night he came
infrom hisrovings about and made her get out of bed. 'Why? she asked, 'Where are we going? But he
bid her be sllent. They got into a coach with al that was | €eft of their possessions and they rode awvay. But
he kept looking back, and far away she heard the sound of riders. He made the coach stop and he pull'd
her out and took a horse and made her get up behind and they rode on. But he kept looking back and all
the while she could hear the sound of riders. They reach'd a black river too deep and too quick to ford
and he was amost frantic to know which way to go. She begged him to tell her what he had done. But he

bid her be silent and far away she heard the sound of riders. 'Why," he said, 'you don't want to come
adong of me and, sureitis, I'll get on faster done." So he tumbled her into the quick, black water and she
drowned. She had golden hair—avery rare thing for one of her race. Isaac said she put the very sunto
shame. But then | thought nothing could compare with my dear Richard's smile, and | daresay there are
peoplein theworld who did not find it so very remarkable. What do brokenhearted old men know? Oh,
yes, the fair-haired Jewess of Stopp't-Clock Yard, | remember her very well. She had alittle daughter—
but | have forgot what became of her."

Paramore scratched hislong nose and frowned. "But how do you know this, Sir?"

"How do you know what the Jewess said to her husband at the moment of her death?”

"Eh?" Poor Mr. Newbolt grew confusd and unhappy, asold people do whenit is prov'd to them



that their wits are duller than they used to be. "Isaac told me," he said. "Why! What isthet glinting on
your finger, John? Has your widow given you abright new golden ring?'

"l found it, Sir, in the Jew's garden. Caught on arosebush.”

"Y ou should tell him, John. Perhaps he haslost such a thing."

But Mr. Newbolt no longer saw very well. It was not a ring at dl, but only two or three golden
hairsthat Paramore had found, just as he had described, and had wound about hislong finger.

She looked, asthey do, neither old nor young. Under different circumstances (very different
circumstances) he might have thought her beautiful. In her fine, dark eyes and the curve of her cheek was
displayed some Spanish or suchlike Romancy origins, but her skin was rather pae. She wore asevere
black robewith aline of tiny buttons that went from throat to hem. A pair of silver spectacles svungona
long silver chain around her neck. She had two pieces of paper. She looked at the piece of paper in her
right hand, but it was not what she wanted. She looked at the piece of paper in her left hand and liked it
better. She put her spectacles on her nose and read, "The Lord of Dreams and Nightmares, the Prince of
Stories, the Monarch of the Sleeping Marches, His Darkness Dream of the Endless.” She paused and
glanced over the spectacles and no amount of cold, astonished magjesty on the part of the person seated
onthetdl, black throne would ever discompose her.

"Wdl," shesad, "are you?'

The person seated on thetall, black throne agreed that he was dl those terrible things and
inquired, alittle iffly, who in the world she might be.

"Doktor Estrella Silberhof. Of Heaven. That isto say the Heaven of the Children of Isradl.
Secretary-in-Ordinary to the Chamber of Dreams, Visions, Vistations, and Extraordinary Hauntings."
She produced a quantity of |etters and documents beautifully written in severa ancient tongueson
best-qudity vellum and nestly tied with red sk ribbons, al testifying to the fact of her being who she said
shewas. "l wroteto you," she said, "on September 30th. And again on October 4th. And again on
October 11th. | did not recelve areply. | wasforc'd to come mysdlf. | arrived six days ago. | have
waited Sx daysfor an audience. When | first cameto the castle it was not my intention to trouble you. |
asked to speak to your recorders, secretaries, bailiffs, magistrates, clerks, or any other of your servants
bearing such like office or offices. But | was informed that no such persons are employed by you. In the
interim ..."

"I have alibrarian. Y ou may speak to him. Good day."

"... Intheinterim your servants have attempted to fob me off with awesk-brained librarian, a
raven named Jessamy, and a prattling fool of awhite rabbit caled"—she consulted the piece of paper in
her right hand—"Ruthven Roscoe. | am here," she said, "about the Returns'

"The Returns?'

She produced avery large book beautifully bound in the palest tan-colored leather with
"Memorias of Returns, September 29th, 1682 (R.C.F.)" stamped in gold letters on the spine. It
contained gpproximately seven million names written in excruciatingly smal characterswith anumber of
entirely incomprehens ble shorthand symbols by the side of each.

"A record," she explained, "of those occupants of Heaven, those righteous dead, who on the
night of September 29th |eft Paradiseto visit theliving in dreams. | have marked the place for you to see
and underlined the subject's name in green ink. Simply stated, Deborah Trismegistus came from Paradise
into the Dreaming on September 29th and did not return. My intention in coming herewas quitesmple: |
wish't to compare our Memorias with your own and to discover into whose dream this young woman
went. But | am told that nowherein this realm are any such records kept."

"Doktor Silberhof, Deborah Trismegistusis not in the Dreame-Countries.”

She amiled patiently. "No, | did not think that she was. In that case, you know, the person
dreaming of her would now have been adeep for thirty-three days.”

Therewasalong slence.

"Il look intoit," hesaid.



In Isaac Trismegistus's bedchamber in Stopp't-Clock Y ard John Paramore sat, yawning his head off and
peering without enthusiasm into his polished glass.

"l wonder whoitis" he murmured, "that goes cregping about this house?"

A littlewnhile later, he glanced into a crop of dusty, moonshiny shadowsthat clustered thickly in
one corner. "And | wonder who it is" he observed, "behind that curtain? With two little mousey feet and
ten little mousey toes."

He studied hisglassfor awhile. "And | wonder who it is," he continued thoughtfully, "that stands
directly before me, pegping out between those little mouse fingers?' He looked up. "Hello, puss-face.
What big eyesyou've got.”

"Grandfather..." shesad.

"Grandfather is adeep, sweetheart. He dreams of waking in Paris-Gardens. But who isthis that
walks beside him, that he cannot help but catch up in hisarms, who strokes his beard and who provokes
him to so many loving smiles and kisses?' He gave her the glassto hold that she might seehersdf init.
Shedid not object to being taken upon hislap.

"How cold are these hands. How cold are these feet. And what," he muttered to himsdif, "have
you got on your ams?'

There were two little black boxes, onetied to each arm, with leather straps wound round and
round to keep them on. Thefirst box contained astrip of paper, on which was written, WHAT
THINGES ARE GOOD FOR LILY TO DREAME OF. And underneath wasavery long list which
began, "Breade & Jam, Treacle of Venice, Sugar'd Chesnuttes & Such Like Sweetes & Tit-bits; Ye
Goode Dogge, Pepper ..." In the other box was another long list entitled, WHAT THINGESLILY
MUST NOT DREAM OF. Thislist began, "Our enemie, Kinge Morpheus nor anie of hisfriends nor
anie of his servants; skeletons & old bones...."

Ashe had never laid eyes on her before, he reasoned that she must have come from one of the
mydterious rooms at the top of the house. He waited until she had fallen adegp and then he picked her up
and carried her out onto the cold, black staircase.

During the day the wind had brought a quantity of dead leavesinto the house and now it was
entertaining itsdf by tumbling them up and down the steps and making a queer rattling music with them.

"And if thereare no servants,”" he mused, "then who caresfor thee? Combsthy hair like silk and
makes thee smell of gpplesand lavender?' He climbed alittle higher. "Staircases are like the bowels of a
house, remarkably like—I wonder | never thought of it before—and thisis the windiest, most flatulent
house that ever | wasin. Were | aphysician, | would prescribeit three pillsfortis. Kill or cure...”

He paused at the last twist of the staircase. "Paramore, Paramore,” he muttered, "you are
gpeaking without sense or connection. What in theworld isthere to fear, man?”

At the very top of the stairs stood the dead Jewess, her golden curlssilver inthe moonlight. A
little draft made the dead leaves spin and eddy about her feet. Another shook thetiny, tear-shaped pearls
in her ears, but she moved not &t dl.

"Faith! Y ou must forgive me, madam, but al these stairs have snatched my bresth away. My
nameis Paramore—another very famous magician. And you, madam—if aman might ask—areyou a
Ghogt or a Dream?"

She sighed. "Are men gtill such fools? Am | aghost or a dream? Lord! What manner of fool's
questionisthat? What am 1?1 am her mother.” And shetook Lily from Paramore'sarmsand
disappeared through a dark doorway.

Mrs. Beaufort (the widow in whose affairs the City took such awarm interest) lived in
Jerusalem-passage in Clerkenwdll, a street much patronized by musicians. Whenever Mrs. Beaufort
paced the length of her large, well-furnished rooms, weighing the emptinessin her aamswhere her little
boy should have been, or peered into mirrorsto discover what a childlesslady look'd like, she did so to
the accompaniment of the dow, sad music of the German gentleman's viola da gamba a number 24 or
the melancholy airs of the Scottish harpsichord a number 21.

Latein the afternoon of the following day aservant came to Mrs. Beaufort, saying that Mr.



Paramore was below and wished to speak to her at once.

When Paramore entered Mrs. Beaufort |looked up from her needlework and frowned. "Y ou have
been drinking,” she said.

"1?No!"

"Wenching then."

"No, indeed!" he cried, al indignation.

"Something then. Thereisakind of riot in your face.”

"That isbecause | am happy.”

She turned a corner in the hem she was making before she said in acold and jealous way, "Well
then ... | am glad for you."

" am happy because of what | may do for you. Tell me" he said, "what you dream of—at night
when you go to bed.”

Shelooked very coldly at him for some moments and then pulled her hand away (he was holding
it).

"Oh, | am punished!" shecried. "A hundred, hundred warnings| have had in this very room! But
these ears'— and she put up her hands asif to menace the offending ears—"would not heed them! And
if, dr, | should hold myself so cheap asto submit to you, should you put it al in a poem afterward?—nall
it to apost on Snow-hill for every passing fool to smirk at?'

Paramore threw up his hands and cast hislooks about himin hisexasperation. "l do not mean
that!" he cried.

"Indeed? And what should | understand from dl this talk of what you may do for me and going to
bed?'

He crossed hisarms. "There are tears in your eyes— which you do deservefor thinking | am so
bad—and | haveit in my power now to make you so happy. Only believe that | am better than that and
you shall be happier yoursdf.”

She smiled and weypt together. "That isno reason ..." she began.

"Hush ... Tell mewhat you dream of "

"Of my baby. Of my little boy."

"Thendl iswdl and | shdl cureyou of dl your griefs. For Morpheusisan idle king, grown dull
and foolish from the long years of security. Hiswallsare old and crumbling. His gates are unguarded. His
servants are not weatchful.”

The next day Mrs. Beaufort was seen walking in &t. Giles Fields, and at her sdewasalittle boy,
with hair that was such amass of fine curlicues and spirdsthat it appeared to have been written onto his
head in gold and slver ink by avery expensive writing master.

The Librarian (who wasin the act of polishing his spectacles with abit of wool) began to change. It
started at the tips of his curious ears, which dissolved into fine sand. If hewereat al distressd by this
sudden transformation, then he gave no sgn.

The throne room, with amusica swish, became sand and tumbled down. A raven swooping
acrossit crumbled to sand in mid-flight. The whole dreaming world turned to sand. And when it was
done, dl that remained of the whole world was aquantity of sand in the Dream-king's white cupped
palm. Then the Dream-king took a pair of scalesthat he kept for the purpose and weighed the sand and
discovered that, as he suspected, he wasfive grains short.

"How many?" asked Paramore.

"Five" sad Trismegisus. "They stuck to the hem of my daughter's gown when | brought her out
of the Dreame-Countries, and, as you see, John, | keep them very safe, for who knows how powerful
thesefive grains may be.... Now remember, John—'tis very important— were you and | ever tofall
adeep at the sametime, then Morpheus might dip into our dreams and reach out and take hold of my
Deborah and thelittle English boy and stedl them back. While you deep | shdl say spellsand watch over
them, and while | deep you shdl do the same.”



"But perhaps the Dream-king might care to make abargain with us, Sr? After dl, he knows us
English magicians, does he not? Our brother-magicians have had dedingswith him. | have heard of
recipes to make aman have aparticular dream.”

"Heisnot aking to ded with," said Trismegistus. "He isaking to spy upon, to cheat, to deceive,
and to sted from—and thento fear. You and I, that have spied upon him, cheated, deceived, and stolen
from him, must—for a part of every day or night—ventureinto hisrealm and how hewill wish to abuse
usthen. Sowhileyou deep | shall watch over you, and while| deep you shal do the same.”

In the weeks that followed I saac Trismegistus and John Paramore brought many dead people out
of dreams, through the broken walls of the Dreame-Countries and into the waking world. They restored
children to parents, parentsto children, wives to husbands, husbands to wives, sweetheartsto each
other. Some gentlemen of the City who had insured a ship that had sunk near the Barbadoes (and who
had thereby lost alarge sum of money) paid Paramore five pounds to bring the captain back to life so
that they might relievethar fedingsby raling a him.

For thefirst timein hislife Paramore began to make money, but he said that it was not the money
he cared for. What he did care for, he said, was that young people should not die. Surdly, he said, there
were saints enough in Heaven to sing the hymns, and sinners enough in Hell to keep the firesblazing
brightly through al Eternity? He had heard tell, he said, that Death was lady. Strange behavior for alady!
To be so very hasty and a-grabbing after every littlething shefancied. It was high time, said John
Paramore, that someone taught her better manners.

Therewas a that timeliving in Petticoat-lane in Whitechapel ayoung girl, Jess Kettle, seven
years of age with brown eyes and amost impudent grin.... But she prick't her thumb on an old gardener's
pruning hook (which she never should have touch'd in thefirst place) and agreet fistulagrew up until al
the thumb was corrapt'd. The surgeon made them tie Jess Kettle fast in a chair with apron stringsand
laces and he struck off her thumb with a chisdl and amallet. But the Fright and Convulson was morethan
she could bear, and it was discover'd that with that blow the surgeon had struck her understanding out of
her head and her hair came out and she turned the color of three-day-old milk and she spake no more.
But her aunt, Anne Symcotts, walk'd to Stopp't-Clock Y ard and asked everyone she met where she
would find John Paramore, the sorcerer, and when she found him she went boldly up to him and
entreated his help. John Paramore said she had aface like a spoon, but was very brave and clever. John
Paramore sent the aunt to deep and into the DreameCountries, where she found Jess K ettl€'s reason and
dl her bonny looks and her thumb, and she brought them, laughing, out of the Dreame-Countries, right
from under the Dream-king's very nose. Or so it was said. And Jess Kettle was her merry sef again.

The Duchess of Cleveland's pearls (of which she was uncommonly fond) had al been givento Mr.
Newbolt for safekeeping, and to this end he had taken them into alarge cabbage fidd, thinking to hide
them there. But the string had broke and the pearls had tumbled in between the leaves of a cabbage and
got lodged there. Mr. Newbolt knew the cabbage field well. It had lain behind hisfather's cottage when
Mr. Newbolt had been a child seventy years before in Leicestershire. Now, as he stood |ooking about
him in the utmost fright and perplexity, alarge black raven alighted on one of the cabbages and pecked at
something ingdeit. Mr. Newbolt shouted and waved his arms and the bird flew away. But it did not go
far, but went and flapped about the shoulders of atall, pale man who had suddenly appeared.

"Ah, ar!" cried Mr. Newbolt. "For pity's sake, help me! | do not know which cabbage to ook
into."

"William Newbolt," said thetal, pae man, "you are dreaming.”

"Yes, | know," said Mr. Newbolt. "What of it?" And he continued to peer in a desperate sort of
way into the cabbages.

"William Newbolt," said thetal, pdeman, "do you know me?'

Then Mr. Newbolt looked up and saw the cold, white Leicestershire sky and the cold, white
gleam of theman's face. And the one was very like the other and Mr. Newbolt began to wonder if, in
fact, they might not be the same thing, and the black winter trees that marked the boundary of thefield
and the black shadows beneath them so resembled the man's black hair and clothesthat it seemed



impossible that they should not be made of the same stuff.

"Yes, | know you," said Mr. Newbolt. "Y ou are that scrawny, handsome man—Lord! | have
forgot his namel—the writing master that killed a cat belonging to an aderman and in the same evening
ran away with the alderman’s daughter. Sir, did not Mrs. Behn cal you Lysander and write a poem on
your beauty?"

The tall man sighed and passed along white hand through hislong black hair.

"Of course he is dead, the writing master," said Mr. Newbolt thoughtfully. “They hanged him. |
forget for what. Still perhaps that does not signify now. They say that Morpheusisanidleking. Hiswadls
are old and crumbling. His gates are unguarded. His servants are not watchful.”

A littlerain of bitter deet fel sharply and suddenly down on Mr. Newbolt aone. Mr. Newbolt
looked around, puzzled. Thetall man appeared to be so full of wrath that, had Mr. Newbolt had hiswits
about him, he would have been very much afraid. (Mr. Newbolt knew something of the wrath of great
princes, having had in histime cause to speak to three—Charles, the first and second of that name, and
Oliver Cromwell). But Mr. Newbalt did not have hiswits about him. Mr. Newbolt'switswereal adeep
inhisbed in Friday street, and so he only smiled dimly at thetal, mgestica person.

"What do you say?' asked the tall man.

"Oh," said Mr. Newbolt, wringing astream of icy water out of hisclothesand catching itin alittle
crysta cup that he had just discovered he had with him, "/ do not say so. Y ou do not attend properly, Sir.
Other people say it."

"Where do they say it?"

"In the town. It iswhat iscommonly reported in the town."

"Who reportsit?’

"Everybody. But mostly 'tisthe wastrdl John Paramore.”

The tall man folded hisarms and agreat wind came up out of nowhere and tossd al the trees
about, asif dl the world had been put in agreet fright by the tall man's frowning &t it. Mr. Newbolt
stepped up to the tall man and, catching hold of hislong black robe, tugged at it.

"But, Sr! Will you not help melook for the Duchess's pearls? Shewill be horribly angry.”

"Aye," sad thetdl man with satisfaction, "that she will." And he stalked away.

In his place came a hundred fat pigswho ate up al the cabbages and swallowed dl the pearls. A
hundred men next appeared and dit the throats of the pigs and poured the blood into a hundred basins,
then the basinswere dl taken away to be made into pigs blood puddings. At that moment someone
arrived to say that Mr. Newbolt must make haste—the Duchess was asking for him. When he arrived
Her Grace was at dinner with al her cronies. A chinadish of pigs blood pudding was set before each.
The Duchess said nothing at dl. She only looked at Mr. Newbolt and held up her silver fork and wagged
it three times at him. Between its silver prongs, glistening bloodily, was agrest white pearl.

"l can explain,” said Mr. Newbolt.

At theKing's paace of Whitehall agreat masque was held, in which Apollo, Mars, Minerva, King
Solomon of the Jews, and no end of other great and noble personages were to come upon the stage,
wesaring golden robes and faces like stars and suns and moons, and make speeches about Charles |1 and
lay their tributes a hisfeet. A tdl, thin actor caled Mr. Percival (who when out of costume rather
resembled an upturned mop that had just heard something very surprising) was employed to take the part
of Morpheus. Just before the performance two gallants came to him with alittle pot and said how

meking speeches was thirsty work and would he like some beer? He, not suspecting any mischief,
thanked these kind gentlemen and drank it up.

Butit wasapurging de.

The consequence was that when poor Mr. Perciva went upon the stage to make his speech
(about how Morpheus had long dreamt of such aKing as Charles n and how he now bestowed his
deepy blessngs on humanity) no one could hear the sound of hiswords above hisfarting.

At which the King and dl the court laughtt like anything. But those who laugh't loudest were those
who had heard of John Paramore and what he did and whom he cheated to do it.



That night the King of England had adream.

He dreamt that he was paying state visits to other monarchs and had reached athrone room, as
vast as Hampstead Heath, where atdl, pale king sat upon ablack throne, complaining of the bad
behavior of some Englishmen who had lately journeyed through hisream.

The pale king seemed quitein arage about it. He said it had been the cause of aquarrel between
himsdf and his sister and showed the King of England no end of documents and | etters and Memorias he
had had from persons he called "High Authorities,”" accusing the paleking of negligence because of
something the Englishmen had done.

The King of England looked at the documents but found they were complicated, so he put them
asdefor the Duke of Buckingham to read and to tell him what wasin them.

"l amnot at all surprised at what your Mgestic tells me," cried the King of England. "My subjects
arethe most unruly that ever poor prince was burdened with, and the men of London are the very wordt.
For yearsthey rent my reslm in pieceswith bloody civil wars, wicked rebellions and the impudent
government of Oliver Cromwell, and when their republican humor was spent they sent me aletter,
begging my pardon for cutting off my father's head and asking meto betheir king again ..." (Thetdl, pae
king seemed about to speak, so the King of England hurried on.) "... It istheir damp, idand climate which
is chiefly to blame. The cold and the rain chillsthe guts and the brain and makes men first melancholy and
then mad and then ungovernable. Madnessis, as everybody knows, the English maady. But | have
colonies, you know. A great many in the Indies and the Americas, and | have hopesthat, in time, when
al the philosophers and preachers and mad rogues have gone there, then nothing but good, obedient
subjectswill remain. Does your Mgestic have colonies?”

No, said thetall, pale king, he had none.

"Then your Mgestic should get some. Straightaway.” The King of England leaned over and
patted the pale king's hand. He was rewarded for this by avery smdl, very chilly smile

The paeking asked if it was difficult to make the troublesome subjects go there.

"Oh, no," said the King of England, "they go of their own accord. That isthe excellent thing about
colonies.

The King of England fdlt alittle sorry for this sad, pale king. He seemed so young, so dl donein
hisgreet slent, starlit paace, with no ministersto advise him and no mistressesto comfort him. And
besides, thought the King of England—as hetook aglass of wine from alittle silver tray and glanced up
at the person who had brought it to him—his servants are so odd....

Paramore remarked that in the past week nine separate persons had come to him. "Each of these men
told me they had dreamt of seeing me hung. Faith! Thisking pokes about in this person's dream and that
person's, but he can get no foothold.”

Trismegistus said something in reply, but it so happened that Paramore had that very day resolv'd
to learn Hebrew (so that he might read Trismegistuss books of magic), and so he had no time just then to
hear what the old man said.

A littlelater Trismegistus said another thing, but once again Paramore did not listen to him. At
the end of two hours Paramore look't up and discovered that Trismegistus was gone from the room, but
inleaving it (and this was odd) he had knocked over two stools. Paramore went to look for the old man
and found him lying on hisbed with his eyes closed.

"Mr. Trismegistus! Ah, Sir, you should not have goneto deep without me! | am your watchman,
ar. The congtable that preserves the good order of your dreams. Now, what's here?"

Paramore said the spell and looked into the glass. Trismegistus stood before two black doors,
each as broad as the world and as high as the heavens. Above them and beyond them was nothing but
black wind and dead night and cold stars. These doors (which were more vast than anyone could
conceive) began to open.... With asudden scream Paramore flung the glassfrom him and it rolled away
to rest in the dust beneath a broken sixpenny mirror.



"Good morning, your Mgestic!” cried Doktor Silberhof, her little Slver spectacles dancing on their silver
chain as shewalked briskly up to thetall black throne. "They tell methat you have some newsfor me.
And not before time"

"The Jewish magician is dead, Doktor Silberhof. He died in hisdeep last night.”

There was a pause for the Lord of Dreams and Nightmaresto look quiet, composed, and full of
grandeur, and for Doktor Silberhof to look merely puzzled.

"And that'sit, isit?" she asked.

The Lord of Dreams and Nightmares gazed down at her from heights both literdl and
metaphoric. "Paramore, we pseudo-magician, must deep soon and when he does ..."

"But, your Mg estic! Suppose that he does not!™

"l shdl not suppose any such thing, Doktor Silberhof. The pseudo-magician never yet, indl his
life, denied himsdlf any thing that hewish'd for.”

"But in the meantime, your Mgedtic ..."

"In the meantime, Doktor Silberhof..." The Lord of Dreams and Nightmares smiled. "Wewait."

Three dayslater Mr. Newbolt's mother was washing his smdl, three-year-old hands with awarm, wet
cloth. It was asummer'sday in Lincolnshire and Mr. Newbolt stood in his mother's cool, shadowy
kitchen. Through abright, hot doorway he saw flowers, herbs, and deegpy, humming bees.

Mr. Newboalt's maid was washing his shriveled, eighty-year-old legs. Mr. Newbolt lay inabed in
adlent, candldit room in Friday-street. The maid straightened hersdf and put a hand to her aching back.
In the other hand she held awarm, wet cloth.

Mr. Newbolt knew dimly that one washing took place in the Dreame-Countries and onein the
waking world, but asto which was which Mr. Newbolt neither knew nor cared.

Mr. Newbolt dreamt that someone with athin, anxious face cameto see him and talked to him
for along while about a matter of great importance.

"...ahdsowhat am| todo, sir?'

"About what, John?" asked Mr. Newbolt.

"King Morpheus,”" said Paramore.

Mr. Newbolt considered thisfor along while and then he said, "Y ou have made him angry,
John."

"Yes, | know. But what can | do?'

"Why," said Mr. Newbolt, "nothing that | know of. He talks of broken rules and robberies and
inaults (I hear him, John, in my dreams). | daresay he will pursue you to the ends of the earth and beyond

They sat in sllence awhilelonger and then Mr. Newbolt said kindly, "Y ou look alittle pale, John.
You arenot well. Let Mary make you a posset.”

Paramore laughed astrange sort of laugh. "No, no, | am quitewel.”

After thisMr. Newbolt appeared to fal adeep again (dways supposing that he could truly have
been said to have woken up in the first place), but just as Paramore was at the door, Mr. Newbolt
roused. He said, "Were he only like his sste—what a difference that would make! For there never was
such asweet and gentle lady! | hear her footsteps, as she goes about the world. | hear the
swish-swish-swish of her slken gown and thejingle-jangle of the silver chain about her neck. Her amileis
full of comfort and her eyesare kind and happy! How | long to see her!”

"Who, sir?" asked Paramore, puzzled.

"Why, hissgter, John. Hissgter."

Outsdein Friday-gtreet athin, cold rain wasfaling. Paramore |ooked up and saw arough, country giant
of a man walking toward him, wearing acurious hat which covered his eyes and which the man had
gpparently fashioned for himsdlf out of old paper. Perhaps the man pushed againgt him, for Paramore
(who had not dept dl week) suddenly found that he was steadying himsdlf againgt awall. Just for a
moment Paramore let hishead rest againgt thewall, but as he did so he noticed that insde the red bricks



there weretiny grains of golden sand....

There was an orchard walled with rose red brick. Once the walls had been covered with
roses, but it was winter now and all that was left was the thorns. There was grass; there were
many apple trees. But grass and trees were all wintry now. In the mazy pattern of winter sunlight
and blue shadows stood a pale king all dresst in black. His black arms were crossed. The toe of
his black boot tapped upon the ground. He raised his head and look't at John Paramore....

Paramore woke with a start. He walked very dowly back to Stopp't-Clock Y ard. In that gray
rain London seemed no more than the dream of acity and al the peopleinit ghosts. That evening
someone came to Paramore and told him that Raph Clerrihew (an Idington candlestick-maker whom
Isaac had brought back out of dreams four weeks before) had disappeared from the face of the earth.

On the next day (which was Wednesday), at three o'clock in the afternoon, Paramore was
descending the staircase in the Jew's house in Stopp't-Clock Yard. At the first step he felt tired to death.
At the second step hefelt tired to death. At the third step he touched some particularly frail part of the
wood and the staircase shuddered, letting fall cobwebs and dirt. Paramore looked up and saw, without
aurprise, tiny grains of golden sand faling into hisface...

The next step was a barren orchard with a pale, smiling king.

In that moment Lord Morpheus stole back a Mortlake laundress—the mother of four little ones.
On Thursday, in thetime it took for Paramore's eyesto closetwice, Lord Morpheustook back anegro
seaman and afamous progtitute named Mrs. Aphra Pytchley; on Friday it was ababy and andbino
doll-maker from Wapping; and on Saturday aglove-maker and hiswife. On Sunday Paramore fell
adeep for afull quarter of an hour, but Lord Morpheus took back no one at all. Paramore could only
suppose that Morpheus meant it for ajoke—to ape agreater divinity by resting on the Sabbath. Butin
none of 1saac's books was there the least hint that Morpheus knew how to make jokes.

By thefollowing Saturday in al the coffeshouses and tavernsin London men vied with each other
to tell the most gridy tdes of the things that Paramore did to himself to keep himsdlf awvake. But even if
these tales were true, then they did no good—for by the following Saturday Morpheus had taken back
al the revenants but two.

At the house in Stopp't-Clock Y ard the dead Jewess went into her father'slittle closet, where all
his books and powders were kept, and found Paramore dumped upon the ground, his head nodding
between the pages of an open book.

"Paramore!" shecried. "Get up!”

Paramore got dowly to hisfeet.

"l never knew aman could look so tired,” she said.

"Oh ...l amnot tired. It isthishouse. It is so dark. It makesaman deepy.”

"Then let usleaveit ingantly and go e sewhere! Where shdl we go?'

"Oh..." he began. But somehow he forgot what he wanted to say.

"Paramore!" Shetook his face between her hands. "'l was born in the Ghetto at Venice, where
curious people cometo look at the Jews. There | have seen great Spanish ladies, dl dark and soft and
glowing, like sunsets. Paramore, would not you like to see alady the color of a Spanish gardenona
summer'sevening?”

Paramore smiled aghost of his crooked smile asit once had been. "I prefer women the color of
English gardens on awinter's afternoon. That is my meancholy English humor.”

The dead Jewess laugh't and began to spesk of English humors....

There was an orchard walled with rose red brick, where a great multitude of birds had
settled in the barren trees— birds of the commonest sorts, blackbirds, mistle thrushes, robins,
finches, and wrens. But something made them take fright and all flew away together. The pale
king lifted his head and smiled. . . .

"Paramore!™ She struck his cheek with theflat of her hand and he started awake. She pushed
him againg the wall the better to hold him up. "Y ou are every bit as clever ashe. How will you fight him?
How?'

Paramore's ghostly smile appeared. "'l will order dl the king'sarmy to liedown ..." he said.



"Good!" shecried. "We shdl lay them al down on Salisbury Plain—even the horses! What
then?'

"And then, in an enchanted deep, the English army shall march on Morpheus's castle and pull
him from his throne.”

"Yed" shecried. "Paramore, it isapity that you and | should have to part so soon.”

"Perhaps," said Paramore and reached up and took down agreet blue jar from the shelf. He
emptied some white powder into alittle leather pouch and tucked it inside his shirt.

That night it rained, and al of London's sinswerewashed away. All the Streetswerefull of water and,
onceit had stopp't raining, al the water wasfull of stars. Stars hung above the City and stars hung below
and London hung between. John Paramore—onetime astrologer and seducer, self-styled poet and
magician, present madman—appeared high up among the stars, upon aroof in Blue Ball Court—
laughing and singing and calling on Morpheusto come and fight him. He was very drunk.

Householders from Shoe-lane and Gunpowder-alley got out of their beds and gathered in the
street below, with the kind and neighborly intention of seeing John Paramore break hisneck and of telling
hisrdationsdl about it afterward. Some of the bystanders found a strange, thin man with along, pae
face lurking in adoorway and, beieving thisto be Lord Morpheus, began to pull hishair and kick his
shinsand roundly to abuse him, until it was discovered that he was not Morpheusat dl, but a
cheesemonger from Aberdeen.

Later Paramore went walking through the dark City streets, from Holborn to the village of
Mile-End and back again, sumbling through the scaffolding of dl the hdfbuilt City churches, dambering
over al the beams and shadows and blocks of Portland stone that waited in Chespside for Sir
Christopher Wren to make them into St. Paul's. He could have told you—if you had cared to know such
athing—the number of Morpheuss eyeashes and described in most minute detail the faint
crescent-shaped mark on his cheek an inch below hisleft eye. For there was nothing left in Paramore's
head but Lord Morpheus and hefilled it till it was nigh to burgting.

Toward morning London grew colder. The sky wasfilled with clouds like torn bed sheets and broken
mattresses, and a gentle snow began to fall. There was not another soul indl theworld.

The snow spotted the red-brick buildings and the piazzas. L ofty Statues gazed down on
Paramore with some thing remarkably like pity and the flooded Thames flowed slently between walls of
slvery grey Carraramarble.

"Cararamarble?' murmured Paramore in amazement. "Lord, what city isthis?'

"Do you not know it?' asked avoice.

"Well, gr, it is London—that much | do know. But she was not so fair and lovely yesterday, | am
sure. So many beautiful buildingd So many fine cands—with apae rose-colored dawn in each and
every one! And everything so very geometrica!”

"Thisisthe London that Sir Christopher Wren designed when the old city was burnt upin the
Grest Fire fifteen years ago but which the King refused to build. So | took Sir Chrissdrawingsand |
built hiscity here

"Well, | will not tell him, sir, or hewill want paying for it. Faith, Sir, those Italians brag and brag,
but | doubt they have anything sofair asthis”

"A city the color of awinter's afternoon,” said the voice thoughtfully.

"And do they want magiciansin this city, sir?" asked John Paramore. "1 only ask because | find
mysdf alittle quiet a the moment.”

"Indeed? And why isthat?" asked thevoice.

"Ah, gr," sghed Paramore. "It sometimes hgppensthat asmal man—such as mysdf—hasthe
misfortune to offend agreet prince—how or why he cannot tell. But ever after dl hisactions miscarry and
hisliferunsdl awry."

There was slence for amoment.

Then the voice said—in accents of grest bitterness— "For Morpheusisanidleking, grown dull



and foolish from the long years of security. Hiswallsare old and crumbling. His gates are unguarded. His
servants are not watchful.”

Paramore |ooked up and saw a doorcase surmounted with two figures, splendid but solemn,
representing Winter and Autumn. Between the two was the Dream-king, with his black €lbow propped
up on the Autumn’'s marble head and hisblack boot idly resting in Winter's marble bosom and hislong,
black hair whipp't by the wind.

"Hal" cried Paramore. "Now thisisfortunate. | have lately heard a puzzling rumor that Y our
Grace hastaken it into his head to be angry with me and, sinceitismy wish dwaysto have Y our Grace's
good opinion, | have cometo make amends.”

"Paramore,”" said Lord Morpheus, "isthere no end to your impudence?' Then hesaid, 'l an glad
you likemy London. I intend you shall stay herefor agood long while"

In the empty streets the chill winds (or dreams of winds) eddied and played. Y et the streets were
not quite empty. Dreams of voices and dreams of sad, tolling bells were carried on the wind, and what
looked like ghostly bundles of fluttering, flapping rags.

"What arethey?"' asked Paramore.

"Old dreams. Tired dreams. Bitter, angry dreams,” said Lord Morpheus. "Y ou will cometo
know them better."

"Your Graceisvery kind," murmured Paramore, but he seemed to be thinking of something ese.
"Ah," hesghed, "if only Y our Grace were awoman, then | know that I might make you pity me."

"True, Paramore," said Morpheus. "For so many years you have lived on the kindness of women.
But there are none here for you to play your trickson.”

Along the street (which both was and was not Chegpside), came the dead Jawess. She walked
dowly, for she had agreat way to go and had al the breadth of Dreame-Countries to cross before she
would reach Heaven's Marches. In her arms she carried the little Christian boy, the widow's child,
Orlando Beaufort. He was not deeping (for the dead do not deep) but he had buried hisface in her neck
and hisgolden curlswere mingling with her own.

Lord Morpheus raised one black eyebrow and smiled at Paramore asif to say: she cannot help
you. She cannot help hersdlf.

Deborah Trismegistus stopped in front of the doorway where Lord Morpheus sat. To Morpheus
shesaid, "l see, g, that you have mended your walls." And to Paramore she said, " 'Tisaways
disheartening to see aking. They are never so tdl asfancy paintsthem.”

But Paramore did not reply.

In the waking world snow falsdirectly to the ground or is carried on the wind, in accordance
with the rulesand protocols of the waking world. In Dreame-Countries the snow falsand returnsinto
Morpheus. It meldswith his white skin in accordance with the rules and protocols of that world.
Morpheuss face glistened with snow. He parted the snow to get a better view of Paramore. For it
seemed to Morpheus that something had happened to Paramore—it was asif his soul had falen away in
grains of sand and reappeared the next moment with some strange new qudity.

Without warning alady appeared. She came from the direction of Friday-street, for she had just
been with Mr. Newbolt. She strode capably through the snow. She wore ablack silk gown and
something very queer swung from a silver chain about her neck. Her smilewas full of comfort and her
eyeswere kind and happy. She was just as Mr. Newbolt had described.

And the name of thislady was Degth.

What happened next can only truly be expressed in metaphors—being, asit is, an exchange
between two immortal beings. But let us say for amplicity's sake that a kind of argument took place
between Morpheus and his sister, Degth. Let us say that both of them claimed John Paramore's soul. Let
us say that the argument went on for sometime, but that the lady (who was a great dedl older and
cleverer than her brother, and who had ample proof that Paramore had just died of poisonin an dley
near Blackfriars) paid not the least attention to her brother's many grievances, and Morpheus wasforc'd
toyieldto her.

Death and John Paramore, the dead Jewess and the dead Christian child went away together,



and dready John Paramore was beginning to bargain and to plead with Deeth to be alowed to follow the
dead Jewessinto her own particular Heaven (... For | have often thought, madam, how strangdly Jewish
| fed in my soul..."), and Morpheus heard his Sster (amost compassionate and forgiving lady) begin to
laugh at Paramore's nonsense.

It was whispered among some of Lord Morpheuss servants and subjects that their lord was
displeased: but who among them could say for certain? Those dreamswhich haunted London that night
might well have peered up at Morpheusto discover if he were angry, but they surely came away nonethe
wiser—for there was nothing in his eyes but the black night and the cold stars.

AFTERWORD: DEATH
Tori Amos

| discovered Tori in 1991, when she sent me atape, through afriend, of the record that would
become her dbum Little Earthquakes. Weve been fast friends and mutual fansever since.
Thisistheintroduction she wrote to Death: The High Cost of Living.

It'sfunny but on good days | don't think of her so much.

Infact never. | never just say hi when the sunison my tongue and my bely'sal warm. On bad
days| talk to Death congtantly, not about suicide because honestly that's not dramatic enough. Mogt of
uslove the stage, and suicide is definitely your last performance, and, being addicted to the stage, suicide
was never an option—yplus people get to ook you over and stare at your fatty bitsand you can't cross
your legsto give that flattering thigh angle and that's depressing.

So wetalk.

She says things no one el se seemsto come up with, like let'shave ahot dog, and theniit'slike
nothing'simpossible.

Shetold me oncethereisapart of her in everyone, though Neil believes!'m more Ddlirium than
Tori, and Death taught me to accept that, you know, wear your butterflies with pride. And when | do
accept that, | know Desgth is somewhere insde of me. Shewasthekind of girl al the girlswanted to be, |
believe, because of her acceptance of "what is.” She kegps reminding methereis changeinthe"what is’
but change cannot be madetill you accept the "what is."

Like yesterday, dl the recording machines were breaking down again. We dmost lost amaster
take and the band leaves tomorrow and we can't do any more music till we resolvethis. Werein the
middle of nowherein the desert, and my being wantsto go crawl under acactusand wish it away.
Instead, | dyed my hair and she visited meand | started to accept the messI'min. | know that mess
pelled backwardsis ssem, and | felt much better armed with that information. Over the last few hours
I've dlowed mysdlf to fed defeated, and just like she said, if you alow yoursdf to fed the way you redly
fed, maybe you won't be afraid of that feding anymore.

When you're on your knees you're closer to the ground. Things seem nearer somehow.

If dl | cansay isI'm not in thisswamp, I'm not in this swamp, then thereis not aropein front of
me and thereis not an dligator behind me and thereisnot agirl Stting at the edge eating a hot dog, and if
| bedievethat, then dying would be the only answer because then Degath couldn't come and say Peachy to
me anymore and, after al, she has a brother who believesin hope.
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