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Introduction
Damon Knight is arecognized master of the short story. His career has spanned over 50 years and
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continuesto thisday. Hislifetime of achievement has earned him the specid title "Grandmaster of Science
Fiction" from Science Fiction Writers of America, atitle that few living people hold.

His storiesdwaysinclude vivid characters, interesting plots, mind-boggling idess, and satisfying (and
often surprising) endings,

Theten Soriesin this collection span nearly every segment of Knight's career. For example, the horrifying
"To Serve Man," wasfirg published 50 years ago and became the basis of what many fans consider to
be the best episode of the origind The Twilight Zone TV show. The brilliant story "l See You" wasa
Hugo award nomineein the 1970s. His thought-provoking "Life Edit" waswritten only afew yearsago
and was picked as one of the best Science Fiction stories of the year by famed editor David Hartwell.

But from whatever decade they came, we hope you'll enjoy these timeless Damon Knight stories as much
aswedid.

To Serve Man

THE KANAMIT were not very pretty, it'strue. They looked something like pigs and something like
people, and that is not an attractive combination. Seeing them for the first time shocked you; that was
their handicap. When athing with the countenance of afiend comesfrom the stars and offersa gift, you
aredisinclined to accept.

| don't know what we expected interstellar visitorsto look like—those who thought about it at dl, that is.
Angdls, perhaps, or something too alien to be redly awful. Maybe that's why we were al so horrified and
repelled when they landed in their greet ships and we saw what they redly werelike.

The Kanamit were short and very hairy—thick bristly brown-gray hair al over their abominably plump
bodies. Their noses were snoutlike and their eyes smdll, and they had thick hands of three fingers each.
They wore green leather harness and green shorts, but | think the shorts were a concession to our notions
of public decency. The garments were quite modishly cut, with dash pockets and haf-beltsin the back.
The Kanamit had a sense of humor, anyhow.

There were three of them at this session of the U.N., and, lord, | can't tell you how queer it looked to see
them there in the middle of a solemn plenary sesson—threefat piglike creaturesin green harnessand
shorts, Sitting at the long table bel ow the podium, surrounded by the packed arcs of delegates from every
nation. They sat correctly upright, politely watching each speaker. Their flat ears drooped over the
earphones. Later on, | believe, they learned every human language, but at thistime they knew only
French and English.

They seemed perfectly at ease—and that, long with their humor, was athing that tended to make me
likethem. | wasin the minority; | didn't think they were trying to put anything over.

The delegate from Argentina got up and said that his government was interested in the demonstration of a
new chegp power source, which the Kanamit had made at the previous session, but that the Argentine
government could not commit itself asto its future policy without amuch more thorough examination.

It was what al the delegates were saying, but | had to pay particular attention to Senor Vades, because
he tended to sputter and hisdiction was bad. | got through the trandation dl right, with only one or two



momentary hesitations, and then switched to the Polish-English lineto hear how Grigori was doing with
Janciewicz. Janciewicz wasthe cross Grigori had to bear, just as Vades was mine.

Janciewicz repeated the previous remarks with afew ideologica variations, and then the
Secretary-Generd recognized the delegate from France, who introduced Dr. Denis Léveque, the
criminologist, and agreat dea of complicated equipment waswheded in.

Dr. Léveque remarked that the question in many peopl€'s minds had been aptly expressed by the
delegate from the U.S.S.R. at the preceding session, when he demanded, “Wheat isthe motive of the
Kanamit? What istheir purpose in offering us these unprecedented gifts, while asking nothing in return?’

The doctor then said, “ At the request of severd delegates and with the full consent of our guests, the
Kanamit, my associates and | have made a series of tests upon the Kanamit with the equipment which
you see before you. These testswill now be repested.”

A murmur ran through the chamber. There was afusillade of flashbulbs, and one of the TV cameras
moved up to focus on the instrument board of the doctor's equipment. At the same time, the huge
televison screen behind the podium lighted up, and we saw the blank faces of two dias, each with its
pointer resting at zero, and astrip of paper tape with a stylus point resting againgt it.

The doctor's ass stants were fastening wires to the temples of one of the Kanamit, wrapping a
canvas-covered rubber tube around hisforearm, and taping something to the palm of hisright hand.

In the screen, we saw the paper tape begin to move while the stylus traced a dow zigzag pattern along it.
One of the needles began to jump rhythmicaly; the other flipped halfway over and stayed there, wavering

dightly.

“These are the standard instruments for testing the truth of astatement,” said Dr. Léveque. “Our first
object, since the physiology of the Kanamit is unknown to us, was to determine whether or not they react
to these tests as human beings do. We will now repesat one of the many experiments which were madein
the endeavor to discover this”

He pointed to thefirg did. “ Thisingtrument registers the subject's heartbeet. This showsthe electrica
conductivity of the skinin the pam of his hand, ameasure of perspiration, which increases under stress.
And this—" pointing to the tape-and-stylus device—"shows the pattern and intensity of the electrical
waves emanating from his brain. It has been shown, with human subjects, that al these readings vary
markedly depending upon whether the subject is speaking the truth.”

He picked up two large pieces of cardboard, one red and one black. The red one was a square about
three feet on aside; the black was arectangle three and a half feet long. He addressed himsdlf to the
Kanama.

“Which of theseislonger than the other?’

“Thered,” said the Kanama.

Both needles leaped wildly, and so did the line on the unrolling tape.

“| shall repest the question,” said the doctor. “Which of theseislonger than the other?”’
Theblack,” said the creature.

Thistime the ingruments continued in their norma rhythm.



“How did you cometo this planet?’ asked the doctor.

“Waked,” replied the Kanama.

Again the instruments responded, and there was a subdued ripple of laughter in the chamber.
“Oncemore,” said the doctor. “How did you cometo this planet?’

“Inagpaceship,” said the Kanama, and the instruments did not jump.

The doctor again faced the delegates. “Many such experiments were made,” he said, “and my colleagues
and mysdf are satisfied that the mechanisms are effective. Now—" he turned to the Kanama—"| shdll
ask our distinguished guest to reply to the question put at the last session by the delegate of the
U.S.SR—namdy, what isthe motive of the Kanamit peoplein offering these greet giftsto the people of
Eath?’

The Kanamaraose. Speaking thistimein English, he said, “On my planet thereisasaying, ‘ Thereare
more riddlesin astone than in a philosopher's head.” The motives of intelligent beings, though they may at
times appear obscure, are smple things compared to the complex workings of the natural universe.
Therefore | hope that the people of Earth will understand, and believe, when | tell you that our mission
upon your planet isssmply this—to bring to you the peace and plenty which we oursalves enjoy, and
which we havein the past brought to other races throughout the galaxy. When your world has no more
hunger, no more war, no more needless suffering, that will be our reward.”

And the needles had not jumped once.

The delegate from the Ukraine jumped to hisfeet, asking to be recognized, but the time was up and the
Secretary-Genera closed the session.

| met Grigori aswe were leaving the chamber. His face was red with excitement. “\Who promoted that
circus?’ he demanded.

“Thetestslooked genuinetome,” | told him.

“A circus” he said vehemently. “ A second-rate farce! If they were genuine, Peter, why was debate
difled?’

“Therell betime for debate tomorrow, surely.”

“Tomorrow the doctor and hisinstruments will be back in Paris. Plenty of things can happen before
tomorrow. In the name of sanity, man, how can anybody trust athing that looks asif it ate the baby?’

| wasalittle annoyed. | said, “Areyou sure you're not more worried about their politics than their
appearance?’

Hesad, “Bah,” and went away.

The next day reports began to come in from government laboratories dl over the world where the
Kanamit's power source was being tested. They were wildly enthusiastic. | don't understand such things
myself, but it seemed that those little meta boxeswould give more eectrical power than an atomic pile,
for next to nothing and nearly forever. And it was said that they were o chegp to manufacture that
everybody in theworld could have one of hisown. In the early afternoon there were reports that
seventeen countries had already begun to set up factoriesto turn them out.



The next day the Kanamit turned up with plans and specimens of agadget that would increase the fertility
of any arable land by 60 to 100 per cent. It speeded the formation of nitratesin the soil, or something.
There was nothing in the newscasts any more but stories about the Kanamit. The day after that, they
dropped their bombshell.

“Y ou now have potentialy unlimited power and increased food supply,” said one of them. He pointed
with histhree-fingered hand to an instrument that stood on the table before him. It was abox on atripod,
with a parabolic reflector on the front of it. “We offer you today athird gift which isat least asimportant
asthefirg two.”

He beckoned to the TV mento roll their camerasinto closeup position. Then he picked up alarge sheet
of cardboard covered with drawings and English lettering. We saw it on the large screen above the
podium; it wasdl dearly legible.

“We areinformed that this broadcast is being relayed throughout your world,” said the Kanama. “1 wish
that everyone who has equipment for taking photographs from televison screenswould use it now.”

The Secretary-Generd leaned forward and asked a question sharply, but the Kanamaignored him.
“Thisdevice” hesad, “ generates afield in which no explosive, of whatever nature, can detonate.”
There was an uncomprehending silence.

The Kanamasaid, “It cannot now be suppressed. If one nation hasit, al must haveit.” When nobody
seemed to understand, he explained bluntly, “There will be no morewar.”

That was the biggest news of the millennium, and it was perfectly true. It turned out that the explosions
the Kanamawas talking about included gasoline and Diesdl explosions. They had smply madeit
impossible for anybody to mount or equip amodern army.

We could have gone back to bows and arrows, of course, but that wouldn't have satisfied the military.
Besides, there wouldn't be any reason to make war. Every nation would soon have everything.

Nobody ever gave another thought to those lie-detector experiments, or asked the Kanamit what their
politicswere. Grigori was put out; he had nothing to prove his suspicions,

| quit my job with the U.N. afew months later, because | foresaw that it was going to die under me
anyhow. U.N. business was booming at the time, but after ayear or so there was going to be nothing for
it to do. Every nation on Earth waswell on the way to being completely salf-supporting; they weren't
going to need much arbitration.

| accepted aposition as trandator with the Kanamit Embassy, and it was there that | ran into Grigori
again. | wasglad to see him, but | couldn't imagine what he was doing there.,

“| thought you were on the opposition,” | said. “Don't tell me you're convinced the Kanamit are dl right.”
He looked rather shamefaced. “They're not what they look, anyhow,” he said.

It was as much of aconcesson as he could decently make, and | invited him down to the embassy
lounge for adrink. It was an intimate kind of place, and he grew confidentia over the second daiquiri.

“They fascinateme,” hesaid. 1 hate them indtinctively still—that hasn't changed—but | can evduateit.
Y ou wereright, obvioudy; they mean us nothing but good. But do you know—" he leaned acrossthe
table—"the question of the Soviet delegate was never answered.”



| am afraid | snorted.

“No, redly,” he said. They told us what they wanted to do—'o bring to you the peace and plenty which
we oursavesenjoy.’” But they didn't saywhy .”

“Why do missonaries—’

“Missonaries be damned!” he said angrily. “Missonaries have areligious motive. If these crestures have
ardigion, they haven't once mentioned it. What's more, they didn't send amissionary group; they sent a
diplomatic del egation—agroup representing the will and policy of their whole people. Now just what
have the Kanamit, as a people or anation, got to gain from our welfare?’

| sad, “Culturd—"

“Cultura cabbage soup! No, it's something less obvious than that, something obscure that belongsto
their psychology and not to ours. But trust me, Peter, there is no such thing asacompletely disinterested
atruism. In oneway or another, they have something to gain.”

“And that'swhy youre here” | said. “Totry to find out what it is.”

“Correct. | wanted to get on one of the ten-year exchange groups to their home planet, but | couldn't; the
quotawasfilled aweek after they made the announcement. Thisisthe next best thing. I'm studying their
language, and you know that language reflects the basic assumptions of the people who useit. I'vegot a
fair command of the spoken lingo aready. It's not hard, realy, and there are hintsin it. Some of the
idiomsare quite milar to English. I'm sure I'll get the answer eventudly.”

“More power,” | said, and we went back to work.

| saw Grigori frequently from then on, and he kept me posted about his progress. He was highly excited
about amonth after that first meeting; said he'd got hold of abook of the Kanamit's and wastrying to
puzzleit out. They wrote in ideographs, worse than Chinese, but he was determined to fathom it if it took
him years. He wanted my help.

Wedll, | wasinterested in spite of mysdlf, for | knew it would be along job. We spent some evenings
together, working with materid from Kanamit bulletin boards and so forth, and with the extremely limited
English-Kanamit dictionary they issued to the staff. My conscience bothered me about the stolen book,
but gradualy | became absorbed by the problem. Languages are my field, after dl. | couldn't help being
fascinated.

We got the title worked out in afew weeks. It wasHow to Serve Man , evidently a handbook they were
giving out to new Kanamit members of the embassy staff. They had new onesin, dl thetimenow, a
shipload about once amonth; they were opening al kinds of research laboratories, clinicsand so on. If
there was anybody on Earth besides Grigori who il distrusted those people, he must have been
somewherein the middle of Tibet.

It was astonishing to see the changes that had been wrought in less than ayear. There were no more
standing armies, no more shortages, no unemployment. When you picked up anewspaper you didn't see
H-BOMB or SATELLITE legping out at you; the news was always good. It was ahard thing to get used
to. The Kanamit were working on human biochemistry, and it was known around the embassy that they
were nearly ready to announce methods of making our racetaller and stronger and healthier—practically
arace of supermen—and they had a potential cure for heart disease and cancer.

| didn't see Grigori for afortnight after we finished working out thetitle of the book; | wason a



long-overdue vacation in Canada. When | got back, | was shocked by the change in his appearance.
“What on earthiswrong, Grigori?’ | asked. “Y ou look like the very devil.”

“Come down to the lounge.”

| went with him, and he gulped a stiff Scotch asif he needed it.

“Come on, man, what's the matter?’ | urged.

“The Kanamit have put me on the passenger list for the next exchange ship,” he said. “Y ou, too,
otherwise | wouldn't be talking to you.”

“Well,” | sad, “but—"
“They'renot dtruists.”

| tried to reason with him. | pointed out they'd made Earth a paradise compared to what it was before.
He only shook his head.

Then | said, “Wel, what about those lie-detector tests?’

“A farce,” hereplied, without heat. “I said so at the time, you fool. They told the truth, though, asfar asit
went.”

“And the book?’ | demanded, annoyed. “What about that—How to Serve Man? That wasn't put there
for you to read. Theymean it. How do you explain that?’

“I'veread thefirst paragraph of that book,” he said. “Why do you suppose | haven't dept for aweek?’
| sad, “Wdl?" and he smiled acurious, twisted smile.

“It's a cookbook,” he said.

Back to Table of Contents

The Enemy

THE SPACESHIPlay on arockbdl inthe middle of the sky. Therewas abrilliance in Draco; it wasthe
sun, four billion milesaway. In the silence, the stars did not blink or waver: they burned, cold and afar.
Polaris blazed overhead. The Milky Way hung like afrozen rainbow above the horizon.

Intheydlow circle of the airlock, two figures gppeared, both women, with pale, harsh faces behind the
visors of their helmets. They carried afolding meta disk ahundred yards away and set it up on threetall
insulators. They went back to the ship, moving lightly on tiptoe, like dancers, and came out again with a
bulky collection of objects wrapped in atransparent membrane.

They seded the membrane to the disk and inflated it by means of ahose from the ship. The objectsinsde
were household articles: ahammock on ameta frame, alamp, aradio transceiver. They entered the
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membrane through itsflexible valve and set the furniturein order. Then, carefully, they brought in three
last items—three tanks of growing green things, each in its protective bubble.

They unloaded a spidery vehicle with six enormous puffed whedls and | eft it standing on threeinsulators
of itsown.

The work was done. The two women stood facing each other beside the bubble house. The elder said,
“If your finds are good, stay heretill | return in ten months. If not, leave the equipment and return in the

ecape shdl.”

They both glanced upward, where afaint spark was moving against thefield of stars. The parent ship had
leftitin orbit before landing. If needed, it could be cdled down to land automatically by radio; otherwise,
there was no need to waste the fuel.

“Understood,” said the younger one. Her name was Zadl; she wasfifteen, and thiswas her first time
away from the space city adone. Isar, her mother, went to the ship and entered it without another glance.
Thelock door closed; the spark overhead was drifting down toward the horizon. A short burst of flame
raised the parent ship; it drifted, rising and turning asit went. Then the torch blazed out again, and ina
few moments the ship was only abrighter star.

Zad! turned off her suit light and stood in the darkness under the enormous half-globe of the sky. It was
the only sky she knew; like her mother's mother before her, she was space-born. Centuries ago, driven
out of thefat green worlds, her people had grown austere, like the arid fields of starsthey roamed
among. In thefive great pace cities, and on Pluto, Titan, Mimas, Eros and athousand lesser worlds,
they struggled for existence. They werefew; life was hard and short; it was no novelty for a
fifteen-year-old child to beleft done to mine a planetoid.

The ship was adim spark, climbing up the long dant toward the ecliptic. Up there, Isar and her daughters
had deliveries to make and cargoesto take on at Pluto. Gron, their city, had sent them down thislong
detour to make a survey. The planetoid was now approaching the sun, on its eccentric cometary orhit,
for thefirst timein twenty thousand years. Once here, it would be folly not to surface-mine the planetoid
for whatever it might be worth. One child could do that, and survey the planetoid aswell.

Alone, Zad turned impassively to the sx-whedled crawler. She might have rested awhile in the bubble
house, but she had some hours of suit time left, and there was no need to waste it. Shelifted hersdf easily
againg the dight gravity into the cab, turned on the lights and started the motor.

The spidery vehicle crawled ahead onitssix individually sprung whedls. The terrain was astonishingly
broken; giant spires and craters aternated with ravines and with fissures, some of them forty feet wide
and thousands of feet deep. The planetoid's orbit passed near the sun, according to the astronomers,
perhaps nearer than the orbit of Venus. Even now, the temperature of the rocks was afew degrees
above absolute zero. Thiswas a cold beyond anything Zagl had ever experienced. She could fed it
drawing at her feet through the long insulator spikes of her boot soles. The molecules of every stone were
dowed to gillness; the whole world was one frozen yawn of hunger.

But once it had been ahot world. The record was here. At every perihelion passage, the rocks must
have split, again and again, to make this nightmare of tumbled stone.

The surface gravitation was only one tenth g, amost like free-fdl; the light, puffy-wheeled vehicle crawled
eadly up dopeswithin afew degrees of the vertica. Where it could not climb, it went around. Narrow
fissures were bridged by the crawler's extensble legs, when she cameto larger ones, Zadl fired a
harpoon which soared across the gap and embedded itself on the other side. The crawler edged forward,
toppled and swung at the end of its cable; but while the dight gravity drew it toward the far sde of the



fissure, the crawler'swinch motor wasreding in the cable. It arrived with afaint jar a the opposite sde
and, without pausing, inched up and over.

Sitting erect behind her instruments, Zael was charting the minerd deposits she passed over. It wasa
satisfaction to her to find they were rich enough to repay surface mining. The cities could make amost
anything out of anything, but they needed a primary source: they had to have metdls.

Methodicaly, she spirded outward from the bubble house, charting aregion no more than thirty milesin
diameter. In the unpressurized crawler, it was not feasibleto takein alarger area.

Laboring done, hour after hour under the unchanging sky, she identified the richest lodes, marked them
and established routes. Between times, she ate and dept in the bubble house, tended her necessary
plants, serviced her equipment. Out of her armor, she was dender and spare, quick in her movements,
with the harsh, thin-lipped comeliness of her people.

When her chart was made, she rode out again. At each marked spot, she dropped two widely separated
poles. Sdf-embedding, each pair generated a current which ionized the metas or metdlic sdts and would
dowly deposit pure meta around the cathode. Eventudly the concentration would be such that the metal
could be sawed out in blocksfor convenient loading.

Only then did she turn her attention to the traces of shaped metd that clung here and there to the rocks.
They were fragments, for the most part, such as were commonly found on cold satdllites like Mimas and
Titan, and occasiondly on stony asteroids. It was not amatter of any importance; it Smply meant that the
planetoid had been inhabited or colonized at one time by the same pre-human civilization that had left its
traces throughout the solar system.

But she had been sent to see whatever was to be seen. Her real work was almost done; she
conscientioudy examined the traces, photographed some, took others for specimens. She beamed
regular radio reports to Gron; sometimes, five days | ater, there would be a curt acknowledgment waiting
for her in the printer; sometimes not. Regularly she made the rounds of the poles, testing the
concentration of metal. She was ready to replace any faulty poles she might find, but the occasion did not
arise; Gron equipment seldom failed.

The planetoid hung in its millennia arc. The sky imperceptibly turned around it. The moving spark that
was the escape shdll traced its path, again and again. Zael grew restless and took the crawler on wider
explorations. Deegp in the cold crannies of the mountains, she found some metal constructions that were
not mere fragments but complete works—dwellings or machines. The dwellings, if they were that, were
made for some creature smaller than man; the doorways were ovas not more than afoot across. She
dutifully radioed thisinformation back to Gron and received the usua acknowledgment.

Then, one day the printer cameto life out of season. The messageread, | AM COMING. ISAR.

The ship would be three months dower than the message. Zael kept her calendar, rode her rounds, her
sarlit face impassive. Above her the escape shell, unneeded now, made its monotonous passage over
and over. Zagl wastracing the remnants of acomplex of surface structures that had miraculoudy
survived, some haf buried, others naked to the stars. She found wherethey led, in acrater only forty
milesfrom her base, aweek before the ship was due.

In the crater was aheavily reinforced globe of metal, dented and scarred, but not broken. As Zagl'slight
shone steadily on it, a sudden puff of vapor went out; the globe seemed to haze over briefly. Zagl peered,
interested: the minute warmth of the light beam must have thawed some film of frozen gas.

Then it happened again, and thistime she could see ditinctly: the jet escaped from athin, dark seam that



had not been there before.

The seam widened as she watched. The globe was splitting. In the narrow gap between the two haves,
something moved. Startled, Zadl threw the crawler into reverse. The cab lights dipped as the crawler
retreated up-dope. In the dimness outsde the light beams, she saw the globe expanding till more. There
was an ambiguous motion between the barely visible haves of the globe, and she wished she had not
taken thelight away.

The crawler wastilting sidewise up a steep, broken dab of rock. Zael turned downward, still backing at
asharp angle. Thelight siwung away from the globe atogether, then came back to it as she leveled out.

The two halves of the globe had separated completely. In the middle, something jerked asthe light struck
it. She could see nothing but athick, gleaming coil of metd. While she hesitated, there was new maotion
between the haves of the globe. Something gleamed briefly; there was a short ground shock, and then
something struck the cab a hard, resonant blow. The lights whirled bewilderingly and went ouit.

In the darkness, the cab wastipping. Zadl clutched at the controls, but she wastoo dow. The crawler
went over on its back.

Zad felt hersdlf being flung out of the cab. Assherolled over, earsringing, her first and sharpest
impression was of the cold that struck through her armor at gauntlet and knee. She scrambled up quickly
to asquatting position, supporting hersalf on the brushlike spiked soles of her boots.

Even the brief contact had made her fingers smart with cold. She searched automatically for the crawler,
which meant safety and warmth. She saw it smashed on the mountainside. Even so, her ingtinct drew her
toward it, but she had hardly taken afirst step before the wrecked machine leaped again and rolled
another dozen yards down the dope.

Sheturned now, for thefirst time fully redlizing that something down there was shooting at the crawler.
Then she saw aglimmering shape that writhed up toward the wrecked machine. Her helmet light was not
turned on; she crouched il and felt two grinding, metalic shocks transmitted through the rock.

The moving thing appeared again on the other side of the crawler, vanished insde, and after along time
came out again. Zael caught aglimpse of anarrow head upraised, and two red eyes gleaming. The head
dropped; the sinuous form glided down into aravine, coming toward her. Her only thought was to get
away. She scrambled up in the dark, circled aspire. She saw the gleaming head uprai sed farther down,
among atangle of boulders, and went at a headlong, dangerous run across the dope to the wrecked
crawler.

The control board was ruined, levers bent off or flattened down, dials smashed. She straightened to look
at the engine and transmission, but saw at once that it was no use; the heavy drive shaft was bent out of
true. The crawler would never run again without shop repairs.

Down in the bowl, she caught sight of the silvery shape casting aong the edge of afissure. Kespingitin
view, she examined her suit and insgruments all over. Asfar as she could tell, the suit wastight, her
oxygen tanks and recirculation system undamaged.

She was thinking coldly and clearly as shelooked at the split globe, gaping empty under the stars. The
thing must have been coiled in there, inert, for thousands of years. Perhaps there had been a
light-sengitive device in the globe, designed to open it when the planetoid approached the sun again. But
her light had broken the globe prematurely; the thing inside was awake before itstime. What wasit, and
what would it do, now that it was dive again?



Whatever happened, her first duty was to warn the ship. She turned on the broadcast transmitter in her
suit; its range was small, but now that the ship was so near, there was a chance.

She waited long minutes, but no answer came. From where she stood, the sun was not visible; one of the
high crags must be blocking her transmission.

Theloss of the crawler had been a disaster. She was aone and afoot, forty miles across an impassable
terrain from the bubble house. Her chances of surviva now, she knew, werevery small.

Stll, to save herself now, without finding out more about the thing, would be lessthan her duty. Zagl
looked doubtfully down at the empty globe in the starlight. The way between was broken and dangerous,
shewould haveto go dowly, for fear of attracting thething if she used alight.

She sarted down nevertheless, picking her way carefully among the tumbled stones. Severa times she
leaped fissures too long to bypass. When she was halfway down the dope, she saw movement, and
froze. Thething writhed into view over a broken ridge—she saw the triangular head again, and awaving
ruff of tentacles—and then disappeared insde the open globe.

Zael moved cautioudly nearer, circling to get aview directly into the gap. After afew momentsthe thing
emerged again, curioudy stiff and thick-looking. On alevel place outside the globe, it separated into two
parts, and she saw now that one wasthe thing itsdlf, the other arigid metd framework, narrow and
perhaps ten feet long. The thing retreated ingde the globe again. When it came out, it was burdened with
abulbous mechanism which it fitted on somehow to one end of the framework. It continued working for
sometime, using the tentaclelike jointed members that sprouted from just behind itshead. Then it
returned to the globe, and thistime came out with two large cubica objects. Theseit began to attach to
the opposite end of the framework, connecting them by a series of tubesto the bulbous mechanism.

For thefirst time, the suspicion entered her mind that the thing was building a spacecraft. Nothing could
look lesslike aconventiond ship, to be sure: there was no hull, nothing but a narrow shaft on which the
thing could lie, the bulbous object which might be an engine, and the two big containersfor reaction
mass. Abruptly, she was certain. She had no Gelger with her—it was back in the crawler—but she felt
sure there must be radioactives in the bul bous mechanism—amicropile, unshielded, for a spaceship
without ahull! 1t would kill any living cresture that rode on it—but what creature of flesh and blood could
survive for twenty thousand years on thisairless planetoid, at close to absolute zero?

She stood gravely ill. Like al her people, she had seen the evidences of an eons-old war among the
cold planetoids. Some thought the war had ended with the deliberate destruction of the fifth planet, the
one which had formerly occupied the place of the asteroids. A bitter war, that one must have been; and
now Zael thought she could understand why. If one side had been humanlike, and the other like thisthing,
then neither could rest until it had wiped out the other. And if this thing were now to escape, and perhaps
breed more of itskind ...

Zad! inched forward, making her way from stone to stone, moving only when the thing was out of sight.
The dien had finished attaching severa small ambiguous objectsto the front of the frame. It went back
insgde the globe. To Zad, the structure looked dmost complete. It did not seem possible to encumber it
any more and till leave spacefor therider.

Her heart was thudding. She left her concealment and went forward in aclumsy tiptoe pace that was
faster than legping. When she was dmost in reach of the framework, the thing came out of the open
globe. It glided toward her, enormousin the starlight, with itsmetal head rearing high.

Out of pureingtinct she hit the light switch. The hemet beamsflared: she had an ingtant's glimpse of
skeletd metd ribs and gleaming jaws. Then the thing was thrashing away from her into the darkness. For



amoment more she was stunned. She thought, it can't stand light! And she scrambled forward
desperately into the globe.

The thing was coiled there, hiding. When the light struck it, it hurled itself out the other Sde. Zadl pursued
again, and caught it once more on the far side of the low ridge. It dived into aravine and was gone.

Sheturned back. The framework lay on the rock whereit had been left. Zadl picked it up tentatively. It
had more mass than she had expected, but she was able to swing it at arm's length until it gained a
respectable speed. She dashed it againgt the nearest stone; the impact numbed her fingers. The
framework leaped free, did to rest on the stone. The two containers were detached: the bulbous
mechanism was bent away from the frame. She picked it up again, and again swung it hard against the
rock. Theframe bent and buckled; small pieces cameloose. She swung it again, and again, until the
frame broke and the bulbous part came free.

The dienthingwas not in sight. Zadl carried the pieces of the framework to the nearest fissure and
dropped them in. In her hedlmet beams, they drifted slently down and were gone.

She returned to the globe. The creature was still nowhere to be seen. She examined theinterior: it was
full of oddly shaped partitions and of machines, most too large to be moved, some that were detached
and portable. She could not with certainty identify any of them asweapons. To be safe, shetook dl the
movable objects and dropped them after the framework.

She had done dl she could, and perhaps more than was prudent. Her task now was to survive—to get
back to the bubble house, cdl the escape shell down, and get away.

She turned back up the dope, past the wrecked crawler, retracing her route until she cameto the crater
wal.

The cragsloomed over her, hundreds of feet above her head, and so sheer that when shetried to climb
them, even her momentum would not keep her upright; she began to topple back and had to dance her
way dowly down again to firmer footing.

She madethe full circuit of the crater before she was convinced: there was no way ouit.

She was swesting under the armor: abad beginning. The ragged tops of the mountains seemed to bend
forward, peering down at her mockingly. She stood till to cam hersdlf, took asdlt pill and asip of water
from the dispenser in her helmet. The indicators showed that she had lessthan five hours of air |eft. It was
little enough. She had to get out.

She chose what seemed to be the easiest dope within reach. She went up it with arush. When her
momentum began to fail, she used her hands. The cold bit through her gauntletslike needles of fire. The
dightest contact was painful; to grasp firmly became an agony. She was within yards of the top when her
fingers began to grow numb. She clawed upward furioudy, but her fingers refused to grip; her hands did
uselessly away from the rock.

Shewasfdling. She toppled dowly down the dope she had climbed with so much pain; caught herself
with an effort and came to rest, shaken and trembling, at the bottom.

Cold despair settled at her heart. She was young; she had no taste for death, even for aquick and clean
one. To diedowly, gasping for air in afoul suit, or bleeding out her warmth against the stone, would be
horrible.

Out acrossthe crater floor, she saw adim movement in the starlight. It wasthe dien thing; what could it



be doing, now that she had destroyed its means of escape? The thought came to her dowly that perhaps
it could not get out of the crater, either. After amoment, hesitantly, she went down the dope toward it.

Hafway down, she remembered to turn off her suit lights so as not to drive it away. The crater floor was
crisscrossed with innumerable fissures. As she came nearer, she saw that the split sphere was surrounded
by them on dl sides. Down at one end of thislong, irregular idand of rock, the alien was throwing itsdlf
back and forth.

It turned to face her as she legped the last gap. She could seeitsred eyes gleaming in the darkness, and
the circle of thin, jointed armsthat formed a collar behind its head. As she approached, the head reared
higher, and the jaws gaped.

The sght of thething, so near, filled her with acold loathing she had never experienced before. It was not
only that the creasture was metal, and alive; it was some radiance of evil that seemed to reach her directly
from thething, asif to say, | am the death of dl you love.

Theblind, red eyes stared with implacable hatred. How could she make it understand?

The body of the thing was sinuous and strong; its jointed arms could grasp and hold. It was made for
climbing, but not for jJumping.

Abruptly, her loathing for the alien was more than she could master. She turned and jumped the chasm
again. Onthefar Sde, shelooked back. The dien was swaying high, with more than half itslength raised
from the rock. She saw now that there was another cluster of gripping membersat itstal. Thething
glided forward to the very edge of the fissure and swayed upright again, jaws agape, eyes glaring.

They had nothing in common but hatred—and fear. Staring across at the dlien, Zad! redized that it must
be as afraid as she. Metd though it was, it could not live forever without warmth. She had broken its
machines, and now, like her, it was trapped. But how could she make it understand?

She moved afew yards away aong the edge of the fissure, and then jumped again, back to the alien's
sde. It watched her dertly. Thething wasintelligent; it must be. It must know that she was not native to
the planetoid, and therefore that she must have a ship, or some means of escape.

She spread her arms. The dien'scircle of limbswidened in response: but was that agesture of invitation
or of menace? Suppressing her fear and repugnance, she walked nearer. The tall shape swayed above
her in the starlight. She saw now that the segments of the dien's body were metal ringsthat did smoothly
upon one another. Each ring was dightly open at the bottom, and inside she could glimpse some
mechanism.

Such athing could never have evolved on any world; it must have been made, for some unguessable
purpose. The long, supple body was built for pursuit and capture, the jaws were for killing. Only a depth
of hatred beyond her comprehens on could have conceived this horror and let it loose in theworld of the

living.
She forced herself to move astep nearer. She pointed to herself, then back to the crater wall. She turned
and leaped across the fissure, recovered hersdlf and leaped back.

It seemed to her that the dien's attitude, asit stared at her, was an aimost human parody of wariness and
doubt. She pointed to hersalf, and to the dlien; again, she turned and leaped across the chasm, then
leaped back. She pointed to herself and to the dien, and then gestured across the fissure, awide, ow
motion of one arm. Shewaited.



After along timethe alien moved dowly forward. She retreated, as dowly, until she was & the edge of
the fissure. Trembling, she held out her arm. Slowly the great head dipped; the circle of grasping
members waved forward to wrap itsalf around her deeve. Thered eyes stared blindly into hersfrom a
few inchesaway.

Sheturned and kicked off strongly. Shetried to alow for the alien's mass, but the unaccustomed drag on
her arm tipped her backward in midair. They landed together with agrating jar. Awkwardly, Zagl
scrambled up, away from the cold that searched through her armor. The dien was swaying erect,
near—too near.

By indinct again, she hit thelight switch. Thething writhed avay in dlvery coils.

Zael was trembling with reaction. Her heart pounded at her throat. With an effort, she turned off the light
again. Thething roseinto view, waiting for her, adozen yards away.

When she moved, it moved, keeping its distance. When they reached the next fissure, she stood till until
it again gpproached and laid its grasping members on her arm.

Onthefar side, they separated once more. In thisway, they traversed four of the idands of rock before
they cameto the crater wall.

Thedien thrust itsbody dowly up dong the steep incline. At full stretch, the gripping armsfound ahold;
thetall swung free. The long body looped gracefully up; the tail members found another hold above the
dien'shead.

It paused there, looking down at her. Zadl spread her arms; she pantomimed climbing, then stepped
back, shaking her head. She held out her arms again.

The dlien hedtated. After along moment, the head members gripped again; the tail swung down. Zael
braced hersdf asthe alien did nearer. The smooth, shining head loomed over her. In that frozen moment,
Zad found hersdf thinking that to the dien, the universe might be like a photographic negeative: dl the evil
things good, the good things evil. It gave her aqueer sense of exhilaration to redlize when they met, the
dien too might be embracing darkness.

Then the head glided past her shoulder; the heavy coilslooped around her body with afaint scraping
sound. The thing was cold, but not with the numbing super-cold of the rocks. Asthe coilstightened, she
felt the chill, congtrictive strength of the great body. Then she was being lifted off her feet. The steep wall
tilted and swung a acrazy angle.

A faintness sapped her strength as shelay in the metal coils. The stars swung around her heed; they
steadied and burned still. The alien had set her down at the top of the crater wall.

The cold coilsdowly dipped away. Shaken and stunned, Zadl followed the aien down the broken, tilted
land. Thetouch till burned in her flesh. It was like ameaning that lay so heavily and coldly inside her that
she had to puzzle to make it out. It waslike aring that, having been worn so long, still seemsto bethere
after it has been removed.

Down in the tumbled vastness of the valley, the dlien's head was upraised, waiting for her. Humbly she
went down toit, whereit lay at the edge of afissure. Thistime, instead of clutching her arm, the heavy
meass coiled itself around her.

She legped. At the other side, dowly, aimost reluctantly, the supple body did down and away from her.
When they cameto ahigh place, again the dien took her inits cold embrace and swung her up,



weightlesdy, likeawoman in adream.

The sun wasin the sky, low over the horizon. Zadl put her hand to the radio switch, hesitated, and let her
hand fal away. What could she tdl them? How could she make them understand?

Time dipped away. When they passed one of her mining areas, where the cold purplelight flickered from
the rocks, she knew they were on the right path. She steered by that, and by the sun. At each fissure, the
aien coiled itself around her shoulders; at each steep ascent, it cradled her about the waist and lifted her
inlong, free arcsto the top.

When, standing on aheight, she saw the bubble house, she realized with ashock that she had lost
account of time. She looked at theindicators. Therewas haf an hour of air |&ft.

The knowledge brought to wakefulness some part of her mind which had been submerged and adeep.
She knew that the other had seen the bubble house too; there was a new tension in its manner, anew
fixity in the way it stared ahead. Shetried to recall the topography that lay between this spot and the
house. She had been over it dozens of times, but dwaysin the crawler. It was very different now. The
high ridges that had been only momentary obstacles before were now impassable. The whole aspect of
the country was changed; she could not be certain even of her landmarks any longer.

They were passing the last of the mining areas. The cold purplelight rolled across the rocks. Just beyond
this point, Zael recalled, there should be awide fissure; the dien, afew yards distant, was not looking her
way. Bending forward, she broke into a tiff-toed run. The fissure was there; she reached the edge, and

jumped.

Onthefar Sde, sheturned to look. The alien was writhing back and forth at the edge of the fissure, its
collar of limbs extended in fury, itsred eyes blazing. After amoment, its motion dowed and stopped.
They stared at each other across the gap of silence; then Zad! turned away.

Theindicators gave her fifteen minutes more. She set off a abrisk pace and soon found herself
descending into a deep ravine she recognized. All around her were the landmarks of the route she was
accustomed to take in the crawler. Ahead and to theright, where stars gleamed in agap, must be the
place where abroken fal of rock formed anaturd stairway to the top of the ravine. But as she neared
the place, something made her uneasy. The far wall of the ravine was too sheer and too tall.

She stood beneath the gap at last, and there was no tairway.

She must have mistaken the spot. There was nothing for it but to cast dong the ravine until she cameto
theright place. After amoment'sindecison, she set off hurriedly to the lft.

At every step, the ravine promised to become familiar. Surely, she could not have gone so far wrong in
so short atime! Thedots of light from her helmet beams danced ahead of her, mockingly usive.
Abruptly, sheredlized that shewas|ost.

Therewere seven minutes of air |eft.

The thought came to her that the alien must till be where she had | eft it, trapped on one of the idands of
rock. If shewent straight back to it, now, without hesitating a second, there might till betime.

With an involuntary groan of protest, she turned back. Her movements were hurried and unsure; once
she ssumbled, and caught hersdlf barely in timeto prevent abad fal. Y et she dared not dow down or
stop for amoment. Inside the helmet, her breath was [abored; the familiar reek of the recirculated air
seemed to have grown stuffier and morefoul.



Shelooked at theindicators; five minutes.

Topping arise, she saw aliquid glint of metal moving down among the purplefires. She leaped the last
fissure and cameto awary hat. The alien was gpproaching her dowly. The great meta head was
expressionless, the jaws closed; the ruff of grasping members was dmost till; only now and then, one of
the jointed limbs twitched abruptly. There was agrim, waiting stillness about it that she found disquieting,
but she had no timefor caution.

Hurriedly, with abrupt gestures, she tried to pantomime her need. She held out her arms. The alien glided
forward dowly, and dowly wrapped its coils around her.

She scarcdly fdlt the legp, or thelanding. The dien glided beside her: close, thistime, near enough to
touch. Down into the starlit half-darkness of the ravine they went, Zadl treading uncertainly because she
could not use her helmet lights. They paused at the foot of the precipice. The dlien turned to look at her
for amoment.

Zad'searswereringing. The great head swayed toward her and passed by. The metal arms gripped the
rock; the great body swung up, over her head. She looked up to see it looping diagonally across the face
of therock; it glimmered briefly againgt the stars and then was gone.

Zael stared after it inincredulous horror. 1t had happened too quickly; she did not understand how she
could have been so stupid. She had not even tried to grasp the coils as they passed!

Theindicators were blurred; the needles hung near the zero mark. Staggering alittle, she set off down the
ravineto theright. She had perhaps aminute or two of air left, and then five or Sx minutes of dow
asphyxiation. She might till find the stair; she was not deed yet.

Theravinewadll, instead of sinking to an easier level, rosein spires and pinnacles. Zadl stopped, cold and
sodden with weariness. The slent peaks rose high againgt the stars. There was no help there, nor in all
the dead, vampirish world around her.

Something leaped out of the stone at her feet. Startled, she drew back. The thing was spinning away
under the sars. As she watched, another fragment of rock burst into view, and then another. Thistime
shesaw it fall, strike the stone and rebound.

Shejerked her head back. Halfway down the rock face, swinging easily from hold to hold, came the
alien. A cloud of rock fragments, didodged by its passage, floated dowly down and rebounded about
her head. Thedien did the last few yards and came to rest beside her.

Her head was svimming. She felt the heavy coilswind themsdves around her; flt hersdf lifted and
carried. The coilswere too tight; she could not get her breath. When she was released, the pressure did
not relax.

Redling, she went forward toward the bubble house, where it winked and beckoned from the low
horizon. Her throat was &fire. Beside her, the dien went like quicksiIver among the rocks.

Once she fell—an gppalling, dow, helplessfdl into the bruisng cold—and the dien's heavy coils helped
her up.

They cameto afissure. Zagl stood tottering on thelip of it, dimly understanding now why the dien had
come back for her. It wastit for tat; and now she was too bemused to play that game again. Thedien's
grasping memberswere on her deeve.

Up there, somewhere in Draco, Isar's ship was on the way. Zagl fumbled for the radio switch. Her voice



came hoarse and strange: “Mother..."

The heavy body waswinding itself around her shoulders. Breething hurt her chest, and her vison was
dim. Gathering her strength, she jumped.

On the far sde, she moved with ablurred downess. She could see the bubble-house light winking
prismatically at the end of an avenue of mist, and she knew that she had to get to it. She was not sure
why; perhapsit had something to do with the silvery being that glided beside her.

The hum of acarrier wave suddenly filled her earphones. “Zad, isthat you?'

She heard the words, but their meaning dipped away. The bubble house was near now; she could see
the flexible vave of its doorway. She had the ideathat the silver thing must not be alowed to go inside,
or it might breed there, and then there would be a plague of metal creatures running everywhere.

Sheturned clumsglly to prevent it, but lost her balance and fell againgt the Side of the bubble. The great
slvery head waslooming over her. She saw the jaws open and a pair of gleaming fangs dideinto view.
The head dipped delicately, the jaws seized her thigh, and the fangs went in, once. Without haste, the
thing coiled itself away, out of her range of vision.

A coldness was spreading outward from her thigh. She saw two thin jets of vapor escaping from the
armor where it was pierced. She turned her head; the dien creature was just disappearing through the
flexible valve into the bubble. Insde, she could seeit coursing back and forth, avoiding the onetiny light.
It nosed at the hammock, the lamp, then the radio transceiver. Remembering, Zagl said plaintively,
“Mother?'

Asif in answer, the carrier hum came again, and the voice said, “Zadl, what isit?"

Shetried to respond, but her thick tongue could not find the words. She felt weak and cold, but not at all
afraid. Fumbling in her kit, she found the adhesive paste and smeared it over the punctures. The paste
bubbled for amoment, then hardened. Something dow and languorous was spreading from theicy hurt in
her thigh. As she turned again, she saw that the dlien was still curved over the radio transceiver. Even
from here, she could see the bright red knob of the escape shell signder. As she watched, one of the
dien'slimbs grasped it and pushed it down.

She glanced up. After amoment the crawling orange spark in the sky seemed to pause and then grow
dowly larger. Thelight burned to abright star, then to agolden flare.

The escape shell came down on the rocky plain a hundred yards away. The torch winked out. Dazzled,
she saw the dark shape of the alien come gliding down out of the bubble house.

It stopped, and for amoment the cruel head was poised, looking down at her. Then it flowed on.

Theairlock door wasacircle of yelow light. The dien seemed to hesitate beforeit; then it moved on and
disappeared insde. The door closed. After afew moments the torch blazed again, and the shell roseon a
pillar of fire.

Zad lay cradled againgt the bubblesreslient curve. Dimly the thought wasin her mind that insdethe
bubble, afew feet away, were air and warmth. Whatever venom the dien had deposited in her flesh,
perhapsit would not kill her for along time. Her mother's ship was coming. She had achanceto live.

But the escape shell was dtill rising on itslong golden plume, and she had eyesfor nothing but that terrible
beauty ascending into the night.
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Mary

THIRTY SISTERS, dike as pess, were gitting at their loomsin the court above the Gallery of Weavers.
In the cool shadow, their white dresses rustled like the ftirrings of doves, and their voices now
murmured, now shrilled. Over the courtyard was a canopy of green glass, through which the sun
appeared to swim like a golden-green fish: but over the roofs could be seen the strong blue of the sky,
and even, at one or two places, the piercing white sparkle of the sea.

The sgterswereivory-skinned, strong armed and straight of back, with eyebrows arched black over
bright eyes. Some had grown fat, some were lean, but the same smiles dimpled their cheeks, the same
gestures threw back their deek heads when they laughed, and each saw herself mirrored in the others.

Only the youngest, Mary, was different. Hers was the clan face, but so dender and grave that it seemed a
stranger's. She had been brought to birth to replace old Anna-one, who had fallen from the lookout and
broke her neck sixteen springs ago: and some said it had been done too quick; that Mary wasfrom a

bad egg and should never have been let grow. Now the truth was that Mary had in her genesa
long-recessive trait of melancholy and unworldliness, turned up by accident in the last cross, but the
Elders, who after all knew best, had decided to give her the same chance as anyone. For in the floating
idand of Iliria, everyone knew that the purpose of life was happiness. and therefore to deprive anyone of
lifewasagreeat shame.

At thefar Sdeof the court, Vivanacaled from her loom, “ They say anew Fisher came from the
mainland yesterday!” She wasthe eldest of the thirty, a coarse, good-natured woman with abooming
laugh. “If he's handsome, | may take him, and give you others a chance at my Tino. Rose, how would
you like that? Tino would be agood man for you.” Her loom whirled, and rich, dark folds of liaserippled
out. It wasan artificid fiber, formed, spun, woven and dyed in the loom, hardening asit reached the air.
A canigter of the stuff, like tinted gelatin, stood at the top of every loom. It came from the Chemist clan,
who concocted it by mysterious workings out of the seawater that tumbled through their vats.

“What, is hetiring of you aready?’ Rose caled back. She was short and moon-faced, with strong,
clever fingersthat danced on the keyboard of her loom. “Probably you belched in hisface once too
often.” Sheraised her shrill voice over the laughter. “Now let metdl you, Vivana, if the new Fisher isas
handsome asthat, | may take him mysdlf, and let you have Mitri.” Mounds of apple-green stuff tumbled
into the basket at her feet.

Between them, Mary worked on, eyes cast down, without smiling.
“Gogo and Vivana” someone shouted.

“Y es, that's right—never mind about the Fisher! Gogo and Vivanal” All the sisters were shouting and
laughing. But Mary till sat quietly busy at her loom.

“All right, al right,” shouted Vivana, wheezing with laughter. “1 will try him, but then who'sto have
Gunner?'
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“No, me!"
Gunner was the darling of the Weavers, a pink man with thick blond lashes and aroguish grin.

“No, let the youngsters have achance,” Vivanacalled reprovingly. “ Joking aside, Gunner istoo good for
you old scows.” Ignoring the shrieks of outrage, shewent on, “I say let Violahave him. Better yet, wait, |
have an idea—how about Mary?'

The chatter stilled; al eyesturned toward the silent girl where she sat, weaving dow cascades of creamy
white liase. She flushed quickly, and bowed her head, unable to speak. She was sixteen, and had never
taken alover.

The women looked at her, and the pleasure faded out of their faces. Then they turned away, and the
shouting began again:

“Rudi!"
“Ermnegting!"
“Hugo!"
“Aretal”

Mary's dim hands faltered, and the intricate diapered pattern of her weaving was spoiled. Now the bolt
would have to be cut off, unfinished. She stopped the loom, and drooped over it, pressing her forehead
againgt the smooth metal. Tears burned her eyelids. But she held herself Hill, hoping Mia, at the next
loom, would not see.

Below in the street, a sudden tumult went up. Heads turned to listen: there was the wailing of flutes, the
thundering of drums, and the sound of men'srich voices, al singing and laughing.

A gate banged open, and a clatter of feet came tumbling up the stair. The white dressesrustled asthe
sgtersturned expectantly toward the arch.

A knot of laughing, struggling men burst through, full into the midst of the women, toppling looms, while
the Ssters shrieked in protest and pleasure,

The men were Mechanics, dark-haired, gaunt, leavened by afew blond Chemists. They were wrestling,
Mechanic against Chemist, arms locked about each other's necks, legs straining for leverage. One
struggling pair toppled suddenly, overturning two more. The men scrambled up, laughing, red with
exertion.

Behind them was a solitary figure whose stillness drew Mary's eyes. He wastall, dender and grave, with
russet hair and a quiet mouth. While the others shouted and pranced, he stood |ooking around the
courtyard. For an instant his calm gray eyes met hers, and Mary felt asudden pain at the heart.

“Dear, what isit?” asked Mia, leaning closer.
“I think I amill,” said Mary faintly.
“Oh, not now!” Mia protested.

Two of the men werewrestling again. A heave, and the dark Mechanic went spinning over the other's



hip.

A shout of applause went up. Through the uproar, Vivanas big voice came booming, “ Y ou fishheads, get
out! Look at this, haf amorning'swork ruined! Areyou all drunk? Get out!"

“Wereadl freefor the day!” one of the Mechanics shouted. “Y ou too—the whole digtrict! It'sin the
Fisher's honor! So come on, what are you waiting for?"

The women were up, in asudden flutter of voices and white skirts, the men beginning to spread out
among them. Thetall man till tood where he was. Now he was looking frankly at Mary, and she turned
away in confusion, picking up the botched fabric with handsthat did not fed it.

She was aware that two Mechanics had turned back, were leading the tall man across the courtyard,
cdling, “Viole—Claral” She did not move; her bresth stopped.

Then they were pausing before her loom. There was an awful moment when she thought she could not
move or breathe. She looked up fearfully. He was standing there, handsin his pockets, dumped alittle as
he looked down &t her.

Hesaid, “What isyour name?’ Hisvoice waslow and gentle.
“Mary,” shesad.
“Will you go with metoday, Mary?"

Around her, the women's heads were turning. A silence spread; she could sense the waiting, the delight
held in check.

She could not! Her whole soul yearned for it, but she wastoo afraid, there were too many eyes
watching. Miserably, she said, “No,” and stopped, astonished, listening to the echo of her voice saying
gady,“Yed"

Suddenly her heart grew light asair. She stood, letting the loom fall, and when he held out hishand, hers
wentintoit asif it knew how.

“So you have arendezvous with aMainland Fisher?’ the Doctor inquired jovialy. He was pde-eyed and
merry in hisbroad brown hat and yellow tunic; he popped open hislittle bag, took out apill, handed it to
Mary. “ Swdlow this, dear.”

“What isit for, Doctor?’ she asked, flushing.

“Only aprecaution. Y ou wouldn't want a baby to grow right in your belly, would you? Ha, ha, hal That
shocks you, doesit? Well, you see, the Mainlanders don't Serilize the males, their clan cussomsforbid it,
s0 they Sterilize the femalesingtead. We have to be watchful, ah, yes, we Doctors! Swallow it down,
therésagood girl."

Shetook the pill, drank a sip of water from the flask he handed her.

“Good, good—now you can go to your little meeting and be perfectly safe. Enjoy yourself!” Beaming, he
closed his bag and went away.

On the high Plaza of Fountains, overlooking the quayside and the sea, feasts of shrimp and wine,
seaweed sdlad, caviar, pasta, iced sweets had been laid out under canopies of green glass. Orchestrinos
were playing. Couples were dancing on the old ceramic cobbles, white skirts swinging, hair afloat in the



brilliant air. Farther up, Mary and her Fisher had found a place to be alone.

Under the bower in the cool shade, they lay clasped heart to heart, their bodies ill joined so that in her
ecdasy she could not tell where hers ended or his began.

“Oh, I loveyou, | loveyou!” she murmured.

His body moved, his head drew back alittle to ook at her. There was something troubled in hisgray
eyes. “I didn't know thiswas going to be your first time,” he said. “How isit that you waited so long?!

“| waswaiting for you,” she said faintly, and it seemed to her that it was S0, and that she had aways
known it. Her arms tightened around him, wishing to draw him closer to her body again.

But he hed himsalf away, looking down &t her with the same vague uneasinessin hiseyes. “1 don't
understand,” he said. “How could you have known | was coming?'

“I knew,” she said. Timidly her hands began to stroke the long, smooth muscles of his back, the man's
flesh, so different from her own. It seemed to her that her fingertips knew him without being told; they
found thetiny spotsthat gave him pleasure, and lingered there, without her direction.

His body stiffened; hisgray eyes haf closed. “Oh, Mary,” he said, and then he was close against her
again, his mouth busy on hers. and the pleasure began, more piercing and sweet than she had ever
dreamed it could be. Now shewas out of hersdlf again, half aware that her body was moving, writhing;
that her voice was making sounds and speaking words that astonished her to hear ...

Near the end she began to weep, and lay in his arms afterward with the luxurious tears wetting her
cheeks, while hisvoice asked anxioudly, “Areyou dl right? Darling, areyou dl right?’ and she could not
explain, but only held him tighter, and wegpt.

Later, hand in hand, they wandered down the bone-white stairs to the quayside strewn with drying nets,
the glass floats sparkling sharp in the sun, spars, tackle and canvas piled everywhere. Only two boats
were moored at the floating jetty below; the rest were out fishing, black specks on the glittering sea,
amog at the horizon.

Over to eastward they saw the desolate smudge of the mainland and the huddle of stones that was Porto.
“That'swhereyou live” she said wonderingly.

“YSIII
“What do you do there?'

He paused, looked down at her with that startled unease in his glance. After amoment he shrugged.
“Work. Drink alittlein the evenings, make love. What esewould | do?"

A dull pain descended suddenly on her heart and would not lift itswings. “Y ou've made love to many
women?’ she asked with difficulty.

“Of course. Mary, what's the matter?"
“Y ou're going back to Porto. Y ou're going to leave me."

Now the unnamed thing in his eyes had turned to open incredulity. He held her arms, staring down &t her.
“What ese?'

She put her head down obstinately, burying it againgt his chest. “1 want to stay with you,” shesaidina



muffled voice

“But youcan't . You're an Idander—I'm aMainlander.”
“I know."

“Then why thisfoolishness?'

“I don't know."

He turned her without speaking, and they stepped down from the promenade, went into the shadow of
some storehouses that abutted on the quayside. The doors were open, breathing scents of spices and tar,
new cordage, drying fish. Beyond them was a pleasant courtyard with boats piled upside down on one
Sde, on the other atable, an umbrella, chairs, dl coal in the afternoon shadow. From there they took a
shdlow daircase up into amaze of little streets full of the dim, mysterious blue light that fell from canopies
of tinted glass between roofs. Passing a house with open shutters, they heard the drone of childish voices.
They peered in: it was the nursery school—forty young Bakers, Chemists, Mechanics, fair skinsand
dark, each in adoll-like miniature of his clan costume, dl earnestly reciting together while the
shove-hatted Teacher stood listening at the greenboard. Cool, neutra light came from the louvered
skylights, the small faces were clear and innocent, here atiny Cook in his gpron, there two Carters sitting
together, identical in their blue smocks, there apale Doctor, and beside him, Mary saw with apang, a
little Weaver in white. The familiar features were childishly blunted and small, theivory skinimpossibly
pure, the bright eyeswide. “Look—that one,” she whispered, pointing.

He peered in. “ Shelookslike you. More like you than the others. Y ou're different from dl the rest,
Mary—that'swhy | likeyou.” He looked down &t her with a puzzled expression; his arm tightened
around her. “I've never felt quite thisway about agirl before; what are you doing to me?’ he said.

Sheturned to him, embracing him, letting her body go soft and compliant againgt his. “Loving you,
darling,” she said, smiling up, her eyes haf-closed.

Hekissed her fiercely, then pushed her away, looking amost frightened. “ See here, Mary,” he said
abruptly, “weve got to understand something.”

“Yes?' shesadfantly, dinging to him.
“I'm going to be back in Porto tomorrow morning,” he said.
“Tomorrow!” she said. “I thought—"

“My work was done thismorning. It was asmple adjustment of the sonics. Y ou'll catch plenty of fish
from now on ... There's nothing more for meto do here.”

Shewas stunned; she could not believeit. Surely therewould be at least another night ... that waslittle
enough to ask.

“Can't you stay?’ shesad.

“You know | can't.” Hisvoice was rough and strained. “I go where they tell me, come when they say
come.”

Shetried to hold back the time, but it dipped away, ran through her fingers. The sky darkened dowly
from cerulean to Prussian blue, the stars came out and the cool night wind stirred over the jetty.



Below her, inacluster of lights, they were making the boat ready. Orchestrinos were playing up the
hillsde, and there was allittle crowd of men and women gathering to say good-bye. There was laughter,
joking, voices raised good-naturedly in the evening stillness.

Klef, paein thelights, came up the stairs to where she stood, his head tilted as he came, his grave eyes
holding hers.

“I'mnot going to cry,” she said.

Hishandstook her arms, gripping her haf in tenderness, hdf impatiently. “Mary, you know thisiswrong.
Get over it. Find yoursdlf other men—be happy.”

“Yes, I'll be happy,” she said.

He stared down at her in uncertainty, then bent his head and kissed her. She held herself passivein his
arms, not responding or ressting. After amoment he let her go and stepped back. “Good-bye, Mary."

“Good-bye, Klef."

He turned, went quickly down the steps. The laughing voices surrounded him as he went toward the
boat; after amoment she heard hisvoicetoo, lifted in cheerful farewells.

In the morning she awoke knowing that he was gone. A frightening knowledge of loss seized her, and she
sat up with her heart legping.

Down the high dormitory, smelling faintly of cinnamon oil and fresh linens, the Ssterswere beginning to
rustle deepily out of their cubicles, murmuring and yawning. The familiar hiss of the showers began at the
far end of the room. The white-curtained windows were open, and from her bed Mary could seethe
cream and terra-cotta roofs spread out in alazy descent. The air was cool and still and mysterioudy pure:
it was the best moment of the day.

She rose, washed hersalf and dressed mechanicaly. “What isit, dear?’ asked Mia, bending toward her
anxioudy.

“Nothing. Klef isgone”

“Wéll, therell be others.” Miasmiled and patted her hand, and went away. There was a closeness
between them, they were amost of an age, and yet even Mia could not be comfortable long in Mary's

company.

Mary sat with the others at table, silent in the steaming fragrances of coffee and new bread, the waves of
cheerful talk that flowed around her. Carrying her loom, she went down with the rest into the court and
sat in her usua place. The work began.

Time stretched away wearily into the future. How many morningsin her lifewould she St here, where she
sat now, beginning to weave as she did now? How could she endure it? How had she ever endured it?
She put her fingers on the controls of the loom, but the effort to move them appalled her. A tear dropped
bright on the keyboard.

Mialeaned over toward her. “Isthere anything the matter? Don't you fed well?!

Her fists clenched usdesdly. “1 can't—I can't—" was dl she could utter. Hot tears were running down
her face; her jaw was shaking. She bowed her head over the loom.



[liriawas neither wearisomdly flat, nor cone-shaped nor pyramida in its construction, like some of the
northern idands, but was charmingly hollowed, like acradle. The old cobblestoned streets rose and fell;
there were stairways, bal conies, arcades; never avista, dways anew prospect. The buildings were
pleasingly various, some domed and spired, others sprawling. Cream was the dominant color, with
accents of cool light blue, yellow, and rose. For more than three hundred years, theidand had been
afloat, just asit now was. the same plazas with their fountains, the same shuttered windows, the same
rooftops.

During the last century, some colonies had been cregping back onto the land as the contamination
diminished; but every Ilirian knew that only idand life was perfect. Above, the unchanging streets and
buildings served each generation asthe last; down below, the storage chambers, engine rooms, seines,
preserving rooms, conveniently out of sight and hearing, went on functioning as they dways had.
Unsinkable, sheathed in ceramic above and below, theidand would go on floating just asit now was,
forever.

It was strange to Mary to seethe familiar streets so empty. The morning light lay softly dlong thewalls, in
corners, blue shadow gathered. Behind every door and window there was a subdued hum of activity; the
clanswere at their work. All the way to the church circle, she passed no one but aMessenger and two
Carterswith their loads: al three looked at her curioudy until she was out of Sght.

Climbing the Hill of Carpenters, she saw the gray dome of the church rising against the sky—asmooth,
unrelieved ovoid, with a crescent of morning light upon it. Overhead, aflock of gullshungintheair, wings
spread, rising and dipping. They were gray againg the light.

She paused on the porch step to look down. From this height she could see the quays and the
breskwater, and the sun on the brightwork of the moored |aunches; and then thelong rolling back of the
seq, full of whitecapsin the freshening breeze; and beyond that, the dark smudge of the land, and the
clutter of brown windowed stone that was Porto. She stood looking at it for amoment, dry-eyed, then
went into the shadowed doorway .

Clabert the Priest rose up from hislittle desk and came toward her with ink-stained fingers, his skirt
flapping around his ankles. “ Good morning, cousin, have you atrouble?’

“I'minlove with aman who has gone away."

He stared at her in perplexity for amoment, then darted down the corridor to the left. “ Thisway, cousin.”
She followed him past the great doors of the central harmonion. He opened a smdler door, curved like
the end of an egg, and motioned her in.

She stepped inside; the room was gray, egg-shaped, and the light came uniformly from the smooth
ceramic walls. “ Twenty minutes,” said Clabert, and withdrew his head. The door shut, joining
indigtinguishably with thewall around it.

Mary found hersdf standing on the faintly doping floor, with the smooth single curve of thewadll
surrounding her. After amoment she could no longer tell how far away the big end of the oviclewas; the
room seemed firgt quite smdll, only afew yards from one end to the other; then it was gigantic, bigger
than the sky. The floor shifted uncertainly under her feet, and after another moment she sat down on the
cool hollow dope.

The silence grew and degpened. She had no feding of confinement; the air was fresh and in constant
dight movement. Shefdt faintly and agreeably dizzy, and put her arms behind her to steedy hersdlf. Her
vision began to blur; the featureless gray curve gave her no focusfor her eyes. Another moment passed,
and she became aware that the muffled slence wasreally a continua dow hush of sound, coming from al



points at once, like the distant murmuring of the sea. She held her breath to listen, and at once, like
dozens of wingsflicking away in turn, the sound stopped. Now, listening intently, she could hear adlill
fainter sound, a soft, rapid pattering that stopped and came again, stopped and came again ... and
listening, sheredized that it was the multiple echo of her own heartbest. She bresthed again, and the dow
hush flooded back.

Thewall approached, receded ... gradudly it became neither close nor far away; it hung giganticaly and
migtily just out of reach. The movement of air imperceptibly dowed. Lying dazed and unthinking, she
grew intensely aware of her own existence, the meaty solidness of her flesh, the incessant pumping of
blood, the sigh of bresth, the heaviness and pressure, the pleasant beading of perspiration on her skin.
She was whole and complete, al the way from fingersto toes. She was uniquely hersaf; somehow she
had forgotten how important that was ...

“Feding better?’ asked Clabert as he helped her out of the chamber.
“Yes...” Shewasdazed and languid; walking was an extraordinary effort.
“Come back if you have these confusons again,” Clabert called after her, standing in the porch doorway.

Without replying, she went down the dopein the brilliant sunshine. Her head waslight, her feet were
amusingly dow to obey her. In amoment she was running to catch up with herself, down the steep
cobbled street in astumbling rush, with faces popping out of shutters behind her, and fetched up laughing
and gasping with her arms around allight column &t the bottom.

A stout Carter in blue was grinning at her out of histanned face. “What's the joke, woman?"'
“Nothing,” she sammered. “1've just been to church.”
“Ahl” he sad, with afinger beside his nose, and went on.

She found hersdlf taking the way downward to the quays. The sunlit streets were empty; no onewasin
the pools. She stripped and plunged in, gasping at the pleasure of the cool fresh water on her body. And
even when two Baker boys, an older one and ayounger, came by and leaned over thewall shouting,
“Pretty! Pretty!” shefelt no confusion, but smiled up at them and went on swvimming.

Afterward, she dressed and strolled, wet as she was, dong the sea-wall promenade. Giddily she began
to sing as shewalked, “Open your armsto me, sweetheart, for when the sun shinesit's pleasant to bein
love...” The orchestrinos had been playing that, that night when—

Shefelt suddenly ill, and stopped with her hand at her forehead.

What was wrong with her? Her mind seemed to topple, shakeitself from one pattern into another. She
swung her head up, looking with sharp anxiety for the brown tangle of buildings on the mainland.

At firg it was not there, and then she saw it, tiny, amost lost on the horizon. Theidand was drifting,
moving away, leaving the mainland behind.

She sat down abruptly; her legslost their strength. She put her face in her arms and wept: “Klef! Oh,
Klef!"

Thislove that had cometo her was not the easy, pleasant thing the orchestrinos sang of ; it was akind of
madness. She accepted that, and knew hersalf to be mad, yet could not change. Waking and deeping,
she could think only of KIef.



Her grief had exhausted itself, her eyeswere dry. She could see herself now asthe others saw her—as
something strange, unpleasant, ill-fitting. What right had she to spail their pleasure?

She could go back to church, and spend another dazed timein the ovicle. “1f you have these confusions
again,” the Priest had said. She could go every morning, if need be, and again every afternoon. She had
seen one who needed to do as much, silly Marget Tailor who always nodded and smiled, drooling alittle,
no matter what was said to her, and who seemed to have a blankness behind the glow of happinessin
her eyes. That was years ago; she remembered the ssters aways complained of the wet spots Marget
left on her work. Something must have happened to her; others cut and stitched for the Weavers now.

Or she could hug her pain to hersdlf, scourge them with it, make them do something ... Shehad avison
of hersalf running barefoot and ragged through the sireets, with peoplein their doorways shouting, “ Crazy
Mary! Crazy Mary!” If she made them notice her, made them bring Klef back ...

She stopped eating except when the other sisters urged her, and grew thinner day by day. Her cheeks
and eyeswere hollow. All day she sat in the courtyard, not weaving, until a length the other women's
voices grew melancholy and seldom. The weaving suffered; there was no joy in the clan house. Many
times Vivana and the others reasoned with her, but she could only give the same answers over again, and
at last she stopped replying at dl.

“But what do you want?’” the women asked her, with anote of exasperation in their voices.

What did she want? She wanted Klef to be beside her every night when she went to deep, and when she
wakened in the morning. She wanted hisarms about her, hisflesh joined to hers, hisvoice murmuring in
her ear. Other men? It was not the same thing. But they could not understand.

“But why do you want me to make mysdlf pretty?” Mary asked with dull curiosity.

Miabent over her with atube of cosmetic, touching the pae lipswith crimson. “Never mind, something
nice. Here, let me smooth your eyebrows. Tut, how thin you've got! Never mind, you'll look very well.
Put on your fresh robe, there's a dear.”

“I don't know what difference it makes.” But Mary stood up wearily, took off her dress, stood thin and
palein thelight. She put the new robe over her head, shrugged her armsintoit.

“Isthat dl right?’ she asked.

“Dear Mary,” said Mia, with tears of sympathy in her eyes. “ Sweet, no, let me smooth your hair. Stand
draighter, can't you, how will any man—"

“Man?’ sad Mary. A little color came and went in her cheeks. “Klef?"

“No, dear, forget Klef, will you?’” Mias voice turned sharp with exasperation.
“Oh.” Mary turned her head away.

“Can't you think of anything else? Do try, dear, just try."

“All right.”

“Now come dong, they'rewaiting for us."

Mary stood up submissively and followed her sister out of the dormitory.

In bright sunlight the women stood talking quietly and worriedly around the bower. With themwasa



husky Chemist with golden brows and hair; his pink face was good-natured and peaceful. He pinched the
nearest sister's buttock, whispered something in her ear; she dapped hishand irritably.

“Quick, herethey come,” said one suddenly. “Go in now, Gunner."

With an obedient grimace, the blond man ducked his head and disappeared into the bower. In amoment
Miaand Mary cameinto view, the thin girl hanging back when she saw the crowd, and the bower.

“What isit?’ she complained. “I don't want— Mia, let me go."

“No, dear, come dong, it'sfor the best, you'll see,” said the other girl soothingly. “Do give me ahand
here, one of you, won't you?"

The two women urged the girl toward the bower. Her face was pae and frightened. “But what do you
want meto— Y ou said Klef wasn't— Were you only teasing me? Is Klef—?"

The women gave each other looks of despair. “Go in, dear, and see, why don't you?"

A wild expression cameinto Mary's eyes. She hesitated, then stepped nearer the bower; the two women
let her go. “Klef?” she called plaintively. There was no answer.

“Goin, dear."

She looked at them appedlingly, then stooped and put her head in. The women held their breaths. They
heard her gasp, then saw her backing out again.

“Crabsand mullets” swore Vivana. “ Get her in, you foold!™

The girl was crying out, weakly and helplessly, as four women swarmed around her, pushed her into the
bower. One of them lingered, peered in.

“Hashe got her?'
“Yes, now he'sgot her.” Stifled mewing sounds were coming from the bower. “Hang onto her, you fool!"
“Shehit!” came Gunner'sindignant voice. Then silence.

“S4, leave them done,” whispered Vivana. The woman at the bower entrance turned, tiptoed away.
Together the women withdrew afew yards, found themsel ves seats on the old steps under the portico,
and sat down comfortably close to one another.

There was ascream.

The women leaped up, startled and white. Not one of them could remember hearing such a sound
before.

Gunner's hoarse voice bawled something, then there was astir. Mary appeared in the entrance to the
bower. Her skirt was ripped, and she was clutching it to her lap with one hand. Her eyes werefilmed,
pink-rimmed. “Oh!” she said, moving past them blindly.

“Mary—" said one, reaching out a hand.
“Oh!” she said hopelessly, and moved on, clutching her garment to her body.
“What's the matter?” they asked each other. “What did Gunner do?"



“| did what | was supposed to,” said Gunner, sulkily appearing. There was ared bruise on his cheek.
“Gut meand cleen meif | ever do it with that one again, though."

“You fool, you must have been too rough. Go after her, someone.”

“WEéll, then serve her yoursdlf the next time, if you know so much.” Prodding his cheek gently with a
finger, the Chemist went away.

Up the dope, an orchestrino began playing.” If you would not be cruel, torment me no more. Do not
deny me ever, let it be now or never. Give me your love, then, as you promised me before... "

“Shut that thing off!” cried Vivanaangrily.

Her ageship, Laura-one, the eldest Weaver, was pacing up and down the sea-wall promenade, knotting
her fingerstogether in silent agitation. Once she paused to look over the parapet; below her thewall
dropped sheer to blue water. She glanced over at the blur of Porto, half concedled in the morning haze,
and at the stark hills above with their green fur of returning vegetation. Her eyeswere till keen; halfway
across the distance, she could make out atiny dark dot, moving toward theidand.

Footsteps sounded in the street below; in amoment Vivana appeared, holding Mary by thearm. The
younger woman's eyes were downcast; the older looked worried and anxious.

“Heresheis, your ageship,” said Vivana “They found her at thelittle jetty, throwing bottlesinto the sea.”
“Again?’ asked the old woman. “What was in the bottles?"
“Herésone of them,” said Vivana, handing over acrumpled paper.

“Tell Klef the Fisher of the town of Porto that Mary Weaver ill loves him,” the old woman read. She
folded the paper dowly and put it into her pocket. “ Alwaysthe same,” she said. “Mary, my child, don't
you know that these bottles never can reach your Klef?!

The young woman did not raise her head or speak.

“ And twice this month the Fishers have had to catch you and bring you back when you stole alaunch,”
the old woman continued. “Child, don't you see that this must end?'

Mary did not answer.

“And these things that you weave, when you weave a dl,” said Laura-one, taking awadded length of
cloth from her apron pocket. She spread it taut and held it to the light. In the pattern, visible only when
the light fell glancingly upon it, was woven the figure of a seeted woman with achild in her ams. Around
them were birds with soread wings among the intertwined stems of flowers.

“Who taught you to weave like this, child?’ she asked.
“Noone,” said Mary, not looking up.

The old woman looked down at the cloth again. “ It's beautiful work, but—" She sighed and put the cloth
away. “We have no placefor it. Child, you weave so well, why can't you weave the usud patterns?’

“They aredead. Thisoneisdive."

The old woman sighed again. “ And how long isit that you have been demanding your Klef back, dear?”



“ Saven months”

“But now think.” The old woman paused, glanced over her shoulder. The black dot on the seawas much
nearer, curving in toward thejetty below. “ Suppose this Klef did recelve one of your messages, what
then?'

“Hewould know how much I love him,” said Mary, raising her head. Color cameinto her cheeks; her
eyes brightened.

“And that would change hiswholelife, hisloydties, everything?'

“yeg"

“Andif it did not?"

Mary wasslent.

“Child, if that failed, would you confess that you have been wrong— would you let us help you?'
“It wouldn't fail,” Mary said stubbornly.

“Butif it did?’ the older woman indsted gently. “ Just suppose—just let yoursdf imagine.”

Mary was slent amoment. “I would want to die,” she said.

Thetwo elder Weavers|ooked at each other, and for amoment neither spoke.

“May | gonow?’ Mary asked.

Vivanacast aglance down &t the jetty, and said quickly, “Maybeit's best, your ageship. Tell them—"

Laura-one stopped her with araised hand. Her lips were compressed. “And if you go, child, what will
you do now?"'

“Go and make more messages, to put into bottles."
The old woman sighed. “You see?’ shesaid to Vivana

Footsteps sounded faintly on the jetty stair. A man's head gppeared; he was an idand Fisher, stocky,
dark-haired, with aheavy black mustache. “Y our ageship, the manishere,” he said, saluting Laura-one.
“Shdl I—?'

“No,” sad Vivanainvoluntarily. “ Dont— Send him back—"

“What would be the good of that?’ the old woman asked reasonably. “No, bring him up, Alec."
The Fisher nodded, turned and was gone down the stair.

Mary's head had come up. She said, “ The man—7"

“There, it'sdl right,” said Vivana, going to her.

“Isit Klef?" she asked fearfully.

The older woman did not reply. In amoment the black-mustached Fisher appeared again; he stared at
them, climbed to the head of the sair, stood aside.



Behind him, after amoment, another head rose out of the stairwell. Under the russet hair, the face was
grave and thin. The gray eyes went to Laura-one, then to Mary; they stared at her, as the man continued
to climb the steps. He reached the top, and stood waiting, hands at his sides. The black-mustached
Fisher turned and descended behind him.

Mary had begun to tremble al over.

“There, dear, it'sdl right,” said Vivana, pressing her arms. Asif the words had released her, Mary
walked to the Fisher. Tearswere shining on her face. She clutched histunic with both hands, staring up at
him. “Klef?" shesaid.

His hands came up to hold her. She threw hersdf againgt him then, so violently that he staggered, and
clutched him asif shewished to bury hersdf in hisbody. Strangled, hurt sounds came out of her.

The man looked over her head at the two older women. “Can't you leave us alone for amoment?’ he
asked.

“Of course,” said Laura-one, alittle surprised. “Why not? Of course.” She gestured to Vivana, and the
two turned, walked away alittle distance down the promenade to a bench, where they sat looking out
over the seawall.

Gulls mewed overhead. The two women sat Side by side without speaking or looking at one another.
They were not quite out of earshot.

“Isit redly you?” Mary asked, holding hisface between her hands. Shetried to laugh. “Darling, | can't
see...youreadl blurred.”

“I know,” said Klef quietly. “Mary, I've thought about you many times."
“Haveyou?’ she cried. “ Oh, that makes me so happy. Oh, Klef, | could die now! Hold me, hold me."

Hisface hardened. His hands absently stroked her back, up and down. “1 kept asking to be sent back,”
hesad. “Findly | persuaded them—they thought you might listen to me. I'm suppaosed to cure you.”

“Of loving you?” Mary laughed. At the sound, his hands tightened involuntarily on her back. “How foolish
they werel How foolish, Klef!"

“Mary, we have only these few minutes,” he said.

Shedrew back alittleto look at him. “I don't understand.”
“I'mto talk to you, and then go back. That'sdl I'm herefor.”
She shook her head in disbdlief. “But you told me—"

“Mary, listen to me. Thereis nothing e seto do. Nothing.”

“Take me back with you, Klef.” Her hands gripped him hard. “ That's what | want—just to be with you.
Take me back."

“And wherewill you live—inthe Fishers dormitory with forty men?"
“I'll live anywhere, in the streets, | don't care—"

“They would never dlow it. Y ou know that, Mary."



Shewas crying, holding him, shuddering al over. “Don't tell methat, don't say it. Evenif it'strue, can't
you pretend alittle? Hold me, Kl€f, tell methat you love me."

“I'loveyou,” hesad.

“Tel methat you'll keep me, never let me go, no matter what they say.”
Hewas silent amoment. “It'simpossible.”

Sheraised her head.

“Trytoredize” hesad, “thisisasckness, Mary. Y ou must cure yourself.”
“Thenyouresick too!” shesaid.

“Maybel am, but I'll get well, because | know | have to. And you must get well too. Forget me. Go
back to your sisters and your weaving."

She put her cheek againgt his chest, gazing out across the bright ocean. “Let me just be quiet with you a
moment,” shesaid. “I won't cry any more. Klef—"

“YS?'
“Isthat dl you haveto say to me?"

“It hasto beall.” Hiseyes closed, opened again. “Mary, | didn't want to fed thisway. It'swrong, it's
unhedthy, it hurts. Promise me, before | go. Say youll let them cure you.”

She pushed herself away, wiped her eyes and her cheeks with the hedl of one hand. Then she looked up.
“I'll et them cureme,” she said.

Hisface contorted. “ Thank you. I'll go now, Mary."
“Onemorekissl” she cried, moving toward him involuntarily. “Only one more!"

He kissed her on thelips, then wrenched himsalf away, and looking down to where the two women s,
he made an angry motion with his head.

Asthey rose and came nearer, he held Mary at arm'slength. “Now I'm redlly going,” he said harshly.
“Good-bye, Mary."

“Good-bye, Klef.” Her fingers were clasped tight at her waist.

The man waited, looking over her head, until Vivana came up and took her arms gently. Then he moved
away. At the head of the stairs he looked at her once more; then he turned and began to descend.

“Dear, it will be better now, you'll see” said Vivanauncertainly.

Mary said nothing. She stood till, listening to the faint sounds that echoed up from the stairwell:
footsteps, voices, hollow sounds.

There was a sudden clatter, then footsteps mounting the stair. Klef appeared again, chest heaving, eyes
bright. He seized both of Mary'shandsin his. “Ligten!” he said. “I'm mad. Y ou're mad. Were both going
todie"

“I don't care!” she said. Her face was glowing as she looked up at him.



“They say some of the sreams are running pure, in the hills. Grassis growing there—there arefishin the
streams, even the wild fowl are coming back. Well go there, Mary, together—just you and |. Alone. Do
you understand?’

“Yes, Klef, yes, darling.”
“Then comeon!”

“Wait!” cried Laura-one shrilly after them asthey ran down the air. “How will you live? What will you
eat? Think what you are doing!"

Faint hollow sounds answered her, then the purr of amotor.

Vivanamoved to Laura-one's side, and the two women stood watching, silent, as the dark tiny shape of
the launch moved out into the brightness. In the cockpit they could make out the two figures close
together, dark head and light. The launch moved steedily toward the land; and the two women stood
gtaring, unable to speak, long after it was out of sight.

Back to Table of Contents

Anachron

THE BODY was never found. And for that reason aone, there was no body to find.

It sounds like inverted logic—which, in asensg, it is—but theré's no paradox involved. It was a perfectly
orderly and explicable event, even though it could only have happened to a Cagtellare.

Odd fish, the Castellare brothers. Sons of a Scots-Englishwoman and an expatriate Itdian, bornin
England, educated on the Continent, they were at ease anywhere in the world and at home nowhere.

Nevertheless, in their middle years, they had become seitled men. Expatriateslike their father, they lived
ontheidand of Ischia, off the Negpolitan coast, in a palace—quattrocento, very fine, with peding
cupids on thewadls, amultitude of rats, no centra heating and no neighbors.

They went nowhere, no one except their agents and their lawyers came to them. Neither had ever
married. Each, at about the age of thirty, had given up the world of people for an inner world of more
precise and more enduring pleasures. Each was an amateur—a fanatica, compulsive amateur.

They had been born out of their time.

Peter's passion was virtu. He collected relentlesdy, it would not be too much to say savagdly; he
collected as some men hunt big game. Histaste was catholic, and his acquisitions filled the huge rooms of
the palace and haf the vaults under them—paintings, Satuary, enamels, porcdain, glass, crystd,
metalwork. At fifty, he was around little man with small, sardonic eyes and a cardess patch of pinkish
goatee.

Harold Cagtellare, Peter's talented brother, was a scientist. An amateur scientist. He belonged in the
nineteenth century, as Peter was athrowback to atill earlier epoch. Modern scienceislargely amatter
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of teamwork and drudgery, both impaossible conceptsto a Castellare. But Harold'sintelligencewasin its
own way as penetrating and origina as aNewton's or a Franklin's. He had done respectable work in
physics and dectronics, and had even, at hislawyer'sinsstence, taken out afew patents. Theincome
from these, when his own purchases of instruments and equipment did not consumeit, he gaveto his
brother, who accepted it without gratitude or rancor.

Harold, at fifty-three, was spare and shrunken, sallow and spotted, with abloodless, melancholy
countenance; on his upper lip grew aneat hedge of pink-and-salt mustache, the companion piece and
antithesis of his brother's goatee.

On acertain May morning, Harold had an accident.

Goodyear dropped rubber on ahot stove; Archimedes took a bath; Becquerd |eft a piece of uranium
orein adrawer with a photographic plate. Harold Castalare, working patiently with an gpparatus which
had so far consumed agreat dedl of current without producing anything more spectacular than some
rather unusua corona effects, sneezed convulsively and dropped an ordinary bar magnet acrosstwo
charged terminds.

Above the gpparatus a huge, cloudy bubble sprang into being.

Harold, getting up from hisingtinctive crouch, blinked &t it in profound astonishment. As he watched, the
cloudiness abruptly disappeared and he was|ookingthrough the bubble at a section of tesselated flooring
that seemed to be about three feet above the red floor. He could aso see the corner of a carved wooden
bench, and on the bench asmall, oddly shaped stringed instrument.

Harold swore fervently to himsalf, made agitated notes, and then began to experiment. He tested the
sphere cautioudy with an electroscope, with amagnet, with a Geiger counter. Negative. He tore atiny bit
of paper from his notepad and dropped it toward the sphere. The paper disappeared; he couldn't see
whereit went.

Speechless, Harold picked up ameter stick and thrust it ddlicately forward. There was no fedling of
contact; the rule went into and through the bubble asif the latter did not exist. Then it touched the
stringed instrument, with asolid click. Harold pushed. The instrument did over the edge of the bench and
gtruck the floor with a hollow thump and jangle.

Staring at it, Harold suddenly recognized itstantdizingly familiar shape.

Recklesdy helet go the meter stick, reached in and picked the fragile thing out of the bubble. It was solid
and cool in hisfingers. The varnish was clear, the color of thewood glowing throughiit. It looked asif it
might have been made yesterday.

Peter owned one dmost exactly likeit, except for preservation—aviolad'amore of the seventeenth
century.

Harold stooped to look through the bubble horizontaly. Gold and rust tapestries hid the wall, fifty feet
away, except for an ornate door in the center. The door began to open; Harold saw aflicker of umber.

Then the sphere went cloudy again. His hands were empty; the violad'amore was gone. And the meter
stick, which he had dropped inside the sphere, lay on the floor at hisfeet.

“Look at thet,” said Harold smply.

Peter's eyebrows went up dightly. “What isit, anew kind of televison?'



“No, no. Look here.” The violadamore lay on the bench, precisely where it had been before. Harold
reached into the sphere and drew it out.

Peter sarted. “Give methat.” Hetook it in his hands, rubbed the smoothly finished wood. He stared at
his brother. “By God and dl the saints,” he said. “Time travel."

Harold snorted impatiently. “My dear Peter, ‘time’ isameaningless word taken by itsdlf, just as‘ space

is

“But, barring that, timetravel.”

“If you like, yes™"

“Youll be quite famous."

“| expect s0."

Peter |looked down at the instrument in his hands. “I'd like to keep this, if | may."
“I'd be very happy to let you, but you can't.”

As he spoke, the bubble went cloudy; the viola d'amore was gone like smoke.
“There, you see?'

“What sort of devil'strick isthat?"

“It goes back... Later you'll see. | had that thing out once before, and this happened. When the sphere
became transparent again, the viol waswhere| had found it.”

“And your explanation for this?'
Harold hesitated. “None. Until | can work out the appropriate mathematics—"
“Which may take you sometime. Meanwhile, in layman's language—"

Harold's face creased with the effort and interest of trandation. “Very roughly, then—I should say it
means that events are conserved. Two or three centuries ago—"

“Three. Notice the sound holes."

“Three centuries ago, then, at this particular time of day, someone wasin that room. If the violawere
gone, he or she would have noticed the fact. That would congtitute an ateration of events dready fixed;
therefore it doesn't happen. For the same reason, | conjecture, we can't see into the sphere, or—" he
probed at it with afountain pen—"1 thought not—or reach into it to touch anything; that would aso
condtitute an dteration. And anything we put into the sphere whileit is trangparent comes out again when
it becomes opaque. To put it very crudely, we cannot dter the past.”

“But it ssemsto methat we did dter it, just now, when you took the viol out, even if no one of that time
saw it happen.”

“This” said Harold, “isthe difficulty of using language as ameans of exact communication. If you had not
forgotten al your calculus... However. It may be postulated (remembering of coursethat everything | say
isalie, because| say it in English) that an event which doesn't influence other eventsis not an event. In
other words—"



“That, Snce no one saw you take it, it doesn't matter whether you took it or not. A rather dangerous
precept, Harold; you would have been burned at the stake for that at onetime.”

“Very likdy. But it can be Stated in another way or, indeed, in an infinity of wayswhich only seemto be
different. If someone, let us say God, were to remove the moon as | am talking to you, using zero
duration, and substitute an exact replicamade of concrete and plaster of Paris, with the same mass,
albedo and so on as the genuine moon, it would make no measurabl e difference in the universe aswe
perceive it—and therefore we cannot certainly say that it hasn't happened. Nor, | may add, does it make
any difference whether it has or not.”

“"When there's no one about on the quad,” said Peter.

“Yes. A basc and, asanatura consequence, ameaningless problem of philosophy. Except,” he added,
“in thisone particular manifestation.”

He stared at the cloudy sphere. “Y ou'll excuse me, won't you, Peter? I've got to work on this.”
“Whenwill you publish, do you suppose?!

“Immediately. That'sto say, in aweek or two."

“Dontdoittill youvetaked it over with me, will you? | have anotion about it."
Harold looked at him sharply. “Commercid ?'

“Inaway."

“No,” said Harold. “ Thisis not the sort of thing one patents or keeps secret, Peter.”
“Of course. I'll seeyou at dinner, | hope?"

“I think so. If | forget, knock on the door, will you?

“Yes Until then."

“Until then.”

At dinner, Peter asked only two questions. “Have you found any possibility of changing the time your
thing reaches—from the seventeenth century to the eighteenth, for example, or from Monday to
Tueday?’

“Yes, asamatter of fact. Amazing. It'slucky that | had arheostat aready in the circuit; | wouldn't dare
turn the current off. Varying the amperage variesthe time s&t. I've had it up to what | think was
Wednesday of last week—at any rate, my smock was lying over the workbench wherel I€eft it |
remember, Wednesday afternoon. | pulled it out. A curious sensation, Peter—I| was wearing the same
smock at thetime. And then the sphere went opague and of course the smock vanished. That must have
been mysdlf, coming into the room.”

“ And the future?’

“Yes. Another funny thing, I've had it forward to varioustimesin the near future, and the machineitsdf is
dtill there, but nothing's been done to it—none of the things I'm thinking I might do. That might be
because of the conservation of events, again, but | rather think not. Still farther forward there are cloudy
aress, blanks; | can't see anything that isn't in existence now, apparently, but here, in the next few days,
there's nothing of that.



“It'sasif | were going away. Where do you suppose I'm going?'

Harold's abrupt departure took place between midnight and morning. He packed his own grip, it would
seem, left unattended, and was seen no more. It was extraordinary, of course, that he should have left at
al, but the details were in no way odd. Harold had always detested what he called “the tyranny of the
vaet.” Hewas, as everyone knew, amost independent man.

On the following day Peter made some trifling experiments with the time-sphere. From the sixteenth
century he picked up ascent bottle of Venetian glass, from the eighteenth, a crucifix of carved rosewood,
from the nineteenth, when the palace had been the residence of an Austrian count and his Italian mistress,
ahand-illuminated copy of De Sade'sLa Nouvelle Justine , very curioudy bound in human skin.

They dl vanished, naturaly, within minutes or hours—all but the scent bottle. This gave Peter matter for
reflection. There had been haf adozen flickers of cloudinessin the spherejust futureward of the bottle; it
ought to have vanished, but it hadn't. But then, he had found it on the floor near awall with quite alarge
rat holeinit.

When objects disgppeared unaccountably, he asked himsdlf, wasit because they had rolled into rat
holes, or because some time fisher had picked them up when they werein aposition to do so?

He did not make any attempt to explore the future. That afternoon he telephoned hislawyersin Naples
and gave them indructionsfor anew will. His estate, including hishaf of the jointly owned Ischia
property, wasto go to the Italian government on two conditions: (1) that Harold Castellare should make
asmilar bequest of the remaining haf of the property and (2) that the Itadlian government should turn the
palaceinto anational museum to house Peter's collection, using the income from his estate for its
adminigration and for further acquisitions. His surviving reatives—two cousinsin Scotland—he cut off
with ashilling each.

He did nothing more until after the document had been brought out to him, signed and witnessed. Only
then did he ventureto look into his own future.

Events were conserved, Harold had said—meaning, Peter very well understood, events of the present
and future as well as of the past. But was there only one pattern in which the future could be fixed? Could
aresult exist before its cause had occurred?

The Cagtellare motto wasAudentes fortuna juvat —into which Peter, at the age of fourteen, had
interpolated the word “ prudentesque”: * Fortune favors the bold—and the prudent.”

Tomorrow: no change; the room he waslooking at was so exactly like this one that the time sphere
seemed to vanish. The next day: acloudy blur. And the next, and the next...

Opacity, straight through to what Peter judged, by the distance he had moved the rheostat handle, to be
ten years ahead. Then, suddenly, the room was along marble hal filled with display cases.

Peter smiled wryly. If you were Harold, obvioudy you could not look ahead and see Peter working in
your laboratory. And if you were Peter, equally obvioudy, you could not ook ahead and know whether
the room you saw was an improvement you yourself were going to make, or part of amuseum
established after your death, eight or nine yearsfrom now, or ...

No. Eight years was little enough, but he could not even be sure of that. It would, after all, be seven years
before Harold could be declared legally dead....

Peter turned the vernier knob dowly forward. A flicker, another, along series. Forward faster. Now the



flickering melted into a grayness; objects winked out of existence and were replaced by othersin the
showcases, the marble darkened and lightened again, darkened and lightened, darkened and remained
dark. He was, Peter judged, looking at the hall asit would be some five hundred yearsin the future.
Therewas athick film of dust on every exposed surface; rubbish and the carcass of some smal animal
had been swept carelesdy into acorner.

The sphere clouded.

When it cleared, there was an intricate trail of footprintsin the dust, and two of the showcases were
empty.

The footprints were splayed, trifurcate, and thirty incheslong.

After amoment's deliberation Peter walked around the workbench and leaned down to look through the
gphere from the opposite direction. Framed in the nearest of the four tall windows was a scene of
picture-postcard bandlity: the sun-silvered bay and the foreshortened arc of the city, with Vesuvio faintly
fuming in the background. But there was something wrong about the colors, even grayed asthey were by
distance.

Peter went and got hisbinoculars.

The trouble was, of course, that Naples was green. Where the city ought to have been, arankness had
sprouted. Between the clumps of foliage he could catch occasiona glimpses of gray-white that might
equaly well have been boulders or the wreckage of buildings. There was no movement. Therewas no
shipping inthe harbor.

But something rather odd was crawling up the side of the volcano. A rust-orange pipe, it appeared to be,
supported on hairline strutslike the legs of a centipede, and ending without rhyme or reason just short of
the top.

While Peter watched, it turned dowly blue.

One day further forward: now al the display cases had been looted; the museum, it would seem, was

empty.

Given, that in five centuriesthe world, or a any rate the department of Campania, has been overrun by a
race of Somethings, the human population being killed or driven out in the process, and that the
conquerorstake an interest in the museum's contents, which they have accordingly removed.

Removed where, and why?

This question, Peter conceded, might have athousand answers, nine hundred and ninety-nine of which
would mean that he had logt his gamble. The remaining answer was. to the vaullts, for safety.

With his own hands Peter built ahood to cover the apparatus on the workbench and the sphere above it.
It was unaccustomed |abor; it took him the better part of two days. Then he caled in workmen to break
aholein the stone flooring next to the interior wall, rig ahoist, and cut the power cable that supplied the
time-gphere loose from its supports al the way back to the fuse box, leaving him asingle flexible length of
cable more than a hundred feet long. They unbolted the workbench from the floor, attached castersto its
legs, lowered it into the empty vault below, and went away.

Peter unfastened and removed the hood. He looked into the sphere.

Treasure.



Crates, large and smdll, racked in rows into dimness.

With pudgy fingersthat did not tremble, he advanced the rheostat. A cloudy flicker, another, aleaping
blur of them as he moved the vernier faster—and then there were no more, to the limit of the
time-sgpheré'srange.

Two hundred years, Peter guessed—A.D. 2700 to 2900 or thereabout—in which no one would enter
the vault. Two hundred years of “unliquidated time."

He put the rheostat back to the beginning of that uninterrupted period. He drew out asmal crate and
prized it open.

Chessmen, ivory with gold inlay, Florentine, fourteenth century. Superb.
Another, from the opposite rack.
T'ang figurines, horses and men, ten to fourteen inches high. Priceless.

The crateswould not burn, Tomaso told him. He went down to the kitchen to see, and it wastrue. The
pieceslay in the roaring stove untouched. He fished one out with a poker, even the feathery splinters of
the unplaned wood had not ignited.

It made a certain extraordinary kind of sense. When the moment came for the crates to go back, any
physica scrambling that had occurred in the meantime would have no effect; they would smply put
themselves together asthey had been before, like Thor's goats. But burning was another matter; burning
would have rel eased energy which could not be replaced.

That settled one paradox, at any rate. There was another that nagged at Peter's orderly mind. If the things
he took out of that vault, seven hundred-odd yearsin the future, were to become part of the collection
bequeathed by him to the museum, preserved by it, and eventudly stored in the vault for him to
find—then precisely where had they come from in thefirst place?

It worried him. Peter had learned in life, as hisbrother had in physics, that one never gets anything for
nothing.

Moreover, thisriddle was only one of his perplexities, and that not among the greatest. For another
example, there was the obstinate opacity of the time-sphere whenever he attempted to examine the
immediate future. However often hetried it, the result was dways the same: acloudy blank, al the way
forward to the sudden unveiling of the marble gdlery.

It was reasonable to expect the sphere to show nothing at timeswhen he himsalf was going to bein the
vault, but this accounted for only five or Six hours out of every twenty-four. Again, presumably, it would
show him no changes to be made by himsalf, since foreknowledge would make it possible for him to ater
his actions. But he laborioudy cleared one end of the vault, put up a screen to hide the rest and made a
vow—which he kept—not to alter the clear space or move the screen for aweek. Then hetried
again—with the same reault.

The only remaining explanation was that sometime during the next ten years something was going to
happen which hewould prevent if he could; and the clueto it wasthere, buried in that frustrating,
unbroken blankness.

Asacorallary, it was going to be something which hecould prevent if only he knew what it was ... or
even when it was supposed to happen.



The event in question, in al probability, was his own degth. Peter therefore hired nine men to guard him,
three to a shift—because one man aone could not be trusted, two might conspire against him, whereas
three, with the very minimum of effort, could be kept in a state of mutual suspicion. He also underwent a
thorough medica examination, had new locks installed on every door and window, and took every other
precaution ingenuity could suggest. When he had done dl these things, the next ten years were as blank
asbefore.

Peter had more than half expected it. He checked through hislist of safeguards once more, found it good,
and theregfter let the matter rest. He had done dl he could; either he would survive the crisis or hewould
not. In ether case, events were conserved; the time-sphere could give him no forewarning.

Another man might have found his pleasure blunted by guilt and fear; Peter's was whetted to akeener
edge. If he had been arecluse before, now he was an eremite; he grudged every hour that was not given
to hiswork. Mornings he spent in the vault, unpacking his acquisitions; afternoons and evenings, sorting,
catal oguing, examining and—the word is not too strong—gloating. When three weeks bad passed in this
way, the shelveswere bare asfar as the power cable would alow him to reach in every direction, except
for crates whose contents were undoubtedly too large to pass through the sphere. These, with heroic
self-control, Peter had |eft untouched.

And ill he had looted only ahundredth part of that incredible treasure house. With grappling hooks he
could have extended his reach by perhapsthree or four yards, but at the risk of damaging his prizes, and
in any case thiswould have been no solution but only a postponement of the problem. There was nothing
for it but to go through the sphere himsdlf and unpack the crates while on the other “side’ of it.

Peter thought about it in afury of concentration for the rest of the day. So far as he was concerned, there
was no question that the gain would be worth any ca culated risk; the problem was how to measure the
risk and if possible reduceit.

Item: He fdlt adefinite uneasiness at the thought of venturing through that insubstantial bubble. Intuition
was supported, if not by logic, at least by a sense of the dramatically appropriate. Now, if ever, would be
thetimefor hiscriss.

Item: Common sense did not concur. The uneasiness had two symbols. One was the white face of his
brother Harold just before the water closed over it; the other was a phantasm born of those gigantic,
splayed footprintsin the dust of the gallery. In spite of himsdlf, Peter had often found himsdif trying to
imagine what the creatures that made them must look like, until his visudization was so clear that he could
amost swear he had seen them.

Towering mongters they were, with crested ophidian heads and great unwinking eyes; and they moved in
adgtrutting glide, nodding their heads, like fantastic barnyard fowl.

But, taking these premonitory imagesin turn: firgt, it wasimpossible that he should ever be serioudy
inconvenienced by Harold's desth. There were no witnesses, he was sure; he had struck the blow with a
stone, stones aso were the weights that had dragged the body down, and the rope was an odd length
Peter had picked up on the shore. Second, the three-toed Somethings might be asfearful asal the
world's bogies put together; it made no difference, he could never meet them.

Nevertheless, the uneasiness persisted. Peter was not satisfied; he wanted alifeline. When he found it, he
wondered that he had not thought of it before.

Hewould set the time-sphere for aperiod just before one of the intervals of blankness. That would take
care of accidents, sudden illnesses, and other unforeseeable contingencies. It would also insure him
againg onevery red and not at dl irrationd dread: the fear that the mechanism which generated the



time-sphere might fail while he was on the other sde. For the conservation of events was not a condition
created by the sphere but one which limited its operation. No matter what happened, it wasimpossible
for him to occupy the same place-time as any future or past observer; therefore, when the monster
entered that vault, Peter would not be there any more.

There was, of course, the scent bottle to remember. Every rule hasits exception; but in this case, Peter
thought, the example did not apply. A scent bottle could roll into arat hole; aman could not.

He turned the rheostat carefully back to the last flicker of grayness, past that to the next, till more
carefully. Theinterva between the two, he judged, was something under an hour: excellent.

His pulse seemed atrifle rapid, but his brain was clear and cool. He thrust his head into the sphere and
sniffed cautioudy. The air was stale and had afaint, unpleasant odor, but it was bresthable.

Using acrate as astepping stool, he climbed to the top of the workbench. He arranged another crate
close to the sphere to make a platform level with its equator. And seven and ahalf centuriesin the future,
athird crate stood on the floor directly under the sphere.

Peter stepped into the sphere, dropped, and landed easily, legs bending to take the shock. When he
straightened, he was standing in what to al appearances was alarge circular holein the workbench; his
chinwas just above the top of the sphere.

Helowered himsdf, haf squatting, until he had drawn his head through and stepped down from the crate.

Hewasin the future vault. The sphere was a brightly luminous thing that hung unsupported inthe air
behind him, its midpoint just higher than his head. The shadowsit cast spread black and wedge-shaped in
every direction, meting into obscurity.

Peter's heart was pounding miserably. He had an illusory stifling sensation, coupled with theidiotic notion
that he ought to be wearing adiver's helmet. The slence was like the pause before a shout.

But down the aides marched the crated treasuresin their hundreds. Peter set to work. It was difficult,
exacting labor, opening the crates where they lay, removing the contents and nailing the crates up again,
al without disturbing the positions of the crates themsalves, but it was the price he had to pay for his
lifdine. Each crate wasin asense amicrocosm, like the vault itself—a capsule of unliquidated time. But
the vault's term would end some fifty minutes from now, when crested heads nodded down these aides;
those of the crates’ interiors, for al that Peter knew to the contrary, went on forever.

Thefirst crate contained lacework porcelan; the second, shakudo sword hilts; the third, an exquisite
fourth-century Greek ornament inrepousse bronze, the equd in every way of the Siris bronzes.

Peter found it dmost physicaly difficult to set the thing down, but he did so; sanding on his platform
crate in the future with his head projecting above the sphere in the present—Iike (again the absurd
thought!) adiver risng from the ocean—helaid it carefully beside the others on the workbench.

Then down again, into the fragile silence and the gloom. The next crates were too large, and those just
beyond were doubtful . Peter followed his shadow down the aide. He had dmost twenty minutes |eft:
enough for one more crate, chosen with care, and an ample margin.

Glancing to hisright at the end of the row, he saw adoor. It was a heavy door, rivet-studded, with a
sangleiron step below it. There had been no door there in Peter'stime; the whole plan of the building
must have been dtered. Of course! heredized suddenly. If it had not, if so much asasingletileor lintel
had remained of the palace as he knew it, then the sphere could never have let him see or enter this



particular here-and-now, this—what would Harold have caled it?—this nexusin space-time.

For if you saw any now-existing thing asit was going to appear in the future, you could dter it in the
present—carve your initiasin it, break it gpart, chop it down—which was manifestly impossible, and
therefore ...

And therefore the first ten years were necessarily blank when he looked into the sphere, not because
anything unpleasant was going to happen to him, but because in that time the last traces of the old palace
had not yet been eradicated.

Therewasno crigs.

Wait amoment, though! Harold had been able to look into the near future.... But—of course—Harold
had been about to die.

In the dimness between himself and the door he saw arack of cratesthat looked promising. The way
was uneven; one of the untidy accumulations of refuse that seemed to be characterigtic of the Somethings
lay in windrows across the floor. Peter stepped forward carefully, but not carefully enough.

Harold Castellare had had another accident—and again, if you chooseto look at it in that way, alucky
one. The blow stunned him; the old rope dipped from the stones; flaccid, he floated where astruggling
man might have drowned. A fishing boat nearly ran him down, and picked him up insteed. He was
suffering from a concussion, shock, exposure, asphyxiation and was more than three quarters dead. But
he was till dive when hewas delivered, an hour later, to ahospital in Naples.

Therewere, of course, no identifying papers, labels or monogramsin his clothing—Peter had seen to
that—and for the first week after his rescue Harold was quite genuingly unable to give any account of
himsdlf. During the second week he was mending but uncommunicative, and at the end of thethird,
finding that there was some difficulty about gaining hisreleasein spite of hisphysica recovery, he affected
to regain hismemory, gave acircumstantia but entirely fictitious identification and was discharged.

To understand thisaswell asdl his subsequent actions, it isonly necessary to remember that Harold was
aCagtellare. In Naples, not wishing to give Peter any unnecessary anxiety, he did not approach his bank
for funds but cashed a check with an incurious acquaintance, and predated it by four weeks. With part of
the money so acquired he paid his hospita bill and rewarded his rescuers. Another part went for new
clothing and for four days residence in an inconspicuous hotdl, while he grew used to walking and
dressing himsdlf again. Therest, on hislast day, he spent in the purchase of adiscreetly smal revolver
and abox of cartridges.

Hetook the last boat to Ischiaand arrived at his own front door afew minutes before deven. It wasa
cool evening, and amost cheerful fire was burning in the central hall.

“Signor Peter iswell, | suppose,” said Harold, removing his coat.
“Yes, Signor Harold. Heisvery well, very busy with his collection.”
“Whereishe?1 should like to spesk to him."

“Heisin thevaults, Signor Harold. Bt ... *

-

“Signor Peter sees no onewhen heisin the vaults. He has given gtrict ordersthat no oneisto bother him,
Sgnor Harold, when heisin the vaults™



“Oh, well,” said Harold. “1 daresay hell seeme”

It was athing something like a bear trap, apparently, except that instead of two semicircular jawsit had
four segments that snapped together in the middle, each with ashdlow, sharp tooth. The pain was quite
unendurable.

Each segment moved at the end of athin arm, cunningly hinged so that the ghastly thing would close over
whichever of the four triggers you stepped on. Each arm had a spring too powerful for Peter's muscles.
The whole affair was connected by a chain to a staple solidly embedded in the concrete floor; it |eft Peter
free to move some ten inchesin any direction. Short of gnawing off hisown leg, he thought sickly, there
was very little he could do about it.

The riddle was, what could the thing possibly be doing here? There were ratsin the vaults, no doubt,
now asin hisown time, but surely nothing larger. Wasit conceivable that even the three-toed Somethings
would set an enginelike thisto catch arat?

Logt inventions, Peter thought irrdlevantly, had away of being rediscovered. Even if he suppressed the
time-gphere during hislifetime and it did not happen to survive him, till there might be other time-fishers
in the remote future—not here, perhaps, but in other treasure houses of the world. And that might
account for the existence of this metal-jawed horror. Indeed, it might account for the vault itself—a better
man-trap—except that it was al nonsense; the trap could only be full until the trapper cameto look at it.
Events, and the lives of prudent time-travelers, were conserved.

And he had been in the vault for amost forty minutes. Twenty minutesto go, twenty-five, thirty at the
most, then the Somethings would enter and their entrance would free him. He had hislifdine; the
knowledge was the only thing that made it possible to live with the pain that was the center of hisuniverse
just now. It waslike going to the dentist, in the bad old days before procaine; it was very bad,
sometimes, but you knew that it would end.

He cocked his head toward the door, holding hisbreath. A distant thud, another, then acurioudy
unpleasant squeaking, then silence.

But he had heard them. He knew they were there. It couldn’t be much longer now.

Three men, two stocky, one lean, were playing cards in the passageway in front of the closed door that
led to the vault staircase. They got up dowly.

“Who ishe?’ demanded the shortest one.

Tomaso clattered at him in furious Sicilian; the man's face darkened, but he looked at Harold with
respect.

“I am now,” stated Harold, * going down to see my brother.”
“No, Signor,” said the shortest one positively.

“You areimpertinent, Harold told him.

“Yes, Sgnor.”

Harold frowned. “Y ou will not let me pass?"

“No, Signor.”



“Then go and tell my brother | am here.”

The shortest one said gpologeticaly but firmly that there were gtrict orders againgt thisaso; it would have
astonished Harold very much if he had said anything dse.

“Well, at least | suppose you can tell me how long it will be before he comes out?!
“Not long, Signor. One hour, no more.”

“Oh, very well, then,” said Harold pettishly, turning half away. He paused. “Onething more,” he said,
taking the gun out of his pocket as he turned, “ put your hands up and stand against the wall there, will
you?'

Thefirst two complied dowly. Thethird, the lean one, fired through his coat pocket, just like the
ganggersin the American movies.

It was not asharp sensation at dl, Harold was surprised to find; it was more asif someone had hit himin
the sde with a cricket bat. The racket seemed to bounce interminably from the walls. He felt the gun jolt
in his hand as hefired back, but couldn't tell if he had hit anybody. Everything seemed to be happening
very dowly, and yet it was astonishingly hard to keep his balance. As he swung around he saw the two
stocky oneswith their hands half ingde their jackets, and the lean one with his mouth open, and Tomaso
with bulging eyes. Then thewall came a him and he began to swim dong it, paying particular attention to
the problem of not dropping one's gun.

As he weathered the firgt turn in the passageway the roar broke out afresh. A fountain of plaster stung his
eyes, then he was running clumsily, and there was a bedlam of shouting behind him.

Without thinking about it he seemed to have selected the laboratory as his destination; it was an
ingtinctive choice, without much to recommend it logically. In any case, heredized hafway acrossthe
central hall, he was not going to get there,

He turned and squinted at the passageway entrance; saw ablur move and fired at it. It disappeared. He
turned again awkwardly, and had taken two steps nearer an armchair which offered the nearest shelter,

when something clubbed him between the shoulderblades. One step more, knees buckling, and thewall

struck him a second, softer blow. He toppled, clutching at the tapestry that hung near the fireplace.

When the three guards, whose names were Enrico, Alberto and Luca, emerged cautiously from the
passage and approached Harold's body, it was aready flaming like aViking'sin itsimpromptu shroud;
the dim horses and men and fal cons of the tapestry were writhing and crisping into brilliance. A moment
later an uncertain ring of fire wavered toward them across the carpet.

Although the servants came with fire extinguishers and with buckets of water from the kitchen, and
athough the fire department was cdled, it was al quite useless. In five minutes the whole room was
ablaze; in ten, aswindows burst and walls buckled, the fire engulfed the second story. In twenty amass
of flaming timbers dropped into the vault through the hole Peter had made in the floor of the laboratory,
utterly destroying the time-sphere apparatus and reaching shortly theresfter, as the authorities concerned
were later to agree, an intensity of heet entirely sufficient to consume ahuman body without leaving any
identifiable trace. For that reason aone, there was no trace of Peter's body to be found.

The sounds had just begun again when Peter saw the light from the time-sphere turn ruddy and then wink
out like asnuffed candle.

In the darkness, he heard the door open.
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Life Edit

Maureen Appleforth opened the door, saw that the little conference room was empty, walked in, and let
the door close behind her. She pulled out a chair and sat down. One day away from her twenty-ninth
birthday, Maureen Appleforth had reddish brown hair with anatural wave, and she was neither too
plump nor too thin, but just right.

After amoment the door opened and ayoung man came in with amachine under hisarm. He had deek
brown hair and looked like the kind of man who smoked a pipe. He saw Maureen and looked surprised.
“Ms. Appleforth? | wasjust going to set up thelife editor. I'm Brian Orr.”

He offered hisfree hand and she took it for amoment with her coal fingers. “I'm alittle early,” she said.

“That'sdl right. Better early than never.” He laughed briefly and set the machine down on the table. Then
he uncoiled athick cable and plugged it into an outlet. “Would you sit over here please, Ms. Appleforth?
Wewon't start until you're ready, but | just want to do some cdlibrationsfirst.” He pulled two leads out
of the machine and showed her the cuffs at the ends of them. * Okay to put these on you?’

Shesad, “Will it hurt?’

“No, not ahit. Take off your watch, please.” He wrapped the cuffs around her wrigts; the cuffs were soft
but alittle tight. He tapped keys on the pad in front of him and looked at the screen. “Y ou're abit
nervous,” he said. “Isthisavoluntary decision on your part?’

“Not entirely. They told me| couldn't go any higher in the company unless...”
“But you don't want to do it?’

“No.”

“But you want to stay in the company. Go higher.”

“yes”

“Soit'sadilemma, isn'tit?’

“Yes” Sheamiled. “That'sthekind of thing | tell people.”

“You'rein conflict resolution upstairs? Or counsding?’

“Conflict.”

“And you're good at it. Or they wouldn't care if you went higher or not.” His voice was pleasant, and she
wasfeding alittle more relaxed.

“Solet'sjudt talk,” he said. “Isthere anything | can tell you?”
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She looked a him. He was projecting honest concern and impartidity. She said, “Why did you take the
treatment? If you did, and if you remember.”

“Oh, | remember, dl right. It was something | said to agirlfriend of mine, years ago. | don't remember
what it was, but it used to bother me about once aweek. I'd sit and think, * Jesus, | wish | hadn't said that
to her.”

“And now you don't remember.”

“No, because it never happened.”

“But you can remember remembering.”

“That'stheway it works.”

“What if | don't have anything like that? Anything that bothers me when | remember it?’

“Y ou may be surprised. Everybody has something. All the way from horrible crimesto egg on your
fme.”

“I don'. I've had avery tranquil life.”

“Happy childhood?’

“Oh, yes. My father—my biologica father—"
“y e

“Heleft uswhen | wasayear old, but helooked me up when | was grown, and we have dinner every
now and then. HEs very nice, avery gentle man. He's very fond of me, in fact. So even that—it's just—"

Hewaited.

“Why do | have these headaches?’ she said.
Helooked down at his keypad. “Been to adoctor?’
“Many doctors. All the tests”

“Wall, then that's another good reason, isn't it? Redlly, | don't see how you can lose. Either you'l find
something to change, like everybody dse, or you won't. And if youdon't, that's even better, don't you
think?’

She hesitated. “When you edit yourlife —’

“y e

“Doesn't that make everything different? Not just for you, for other people?’
“I'mnot sure| follow.”

“Supposg, for ingtance, you had alover, awoman, and it was a bad relationship. Now you go back and
edit her out of your life, right?’

“Yes.” Helooked uncomfortable.



“So, after you do that, just suppose she finds somebody el se and they have achild. That child wouldn't
haveexisted before. Or suppose you kill somebody, and you wish you hadn't. So you edit that, make it
come out differently. So now the dead personisdive, but isshered, or jus—some kind of ghost?’

“Asfar asI'm concerned, she'sredl. Y ou know, what they tell usintraining is, you're not creating
anything. Y ou're just moving from one timeline to another. Where you didn't say anything dumb to your
girlfriend, didn't get drunk and fall down the stairs, whatever. So, in this new timeline, naturally you meet
people that weren't in the old one. They'rejust asred asyou are. Whatever that means.”

After amoment, looking at the machine, he remarked, “Y our pulse rate has been holding pretty steady.
Thisian't an emotiond thing with you, isit?’

“No. AndI'mgoingtodoit. Yes. | am. What do | do?’

“Just relax and remember. Start with things that happened today, then further back, further back. Y ou'll
know when you hit something you need to change, even if it's buried back there.”

The machine began to hum and the room darkened gradudly, asif transparent dark petalswere closing
around her. She closed her eyes, and it waslikefalling into awell of shadows. Bright images swam up
and receded, but there was nothing to edit or change; it was al moonlight and shadows, right back to her
firgt birthday. The day when her drunken father picked her up by the ankles. And swung her. Againgt the
cold dark.

And there was nothing to edit there, either. Somebody else, her father probably, had dready edited that
moment, or she wouldn't be here wandering like a cool ghost through the life that was so important to
other people.

Orr was bending over her. “Ms. Appleforth?” She opened her eyes. “Areyou dl right?’
“I have an awful headache,” shesaid.
“That happens sometimes.” He sat down again.

She took the cuffs off, rose and opened the door. “ Aside from that, I'm fine,” she said over her shoulder.
“You'refinetoo, aren't you?’

13 Y$11
“Wadl, that'sjust fine. Isn't it?’
Orr looked up at her anxioudy. “Ms. Appleforth, are you sureyoure dl right?’

“Oh, yes. Or if not—" Asthe door closed, her voice drifted back, “—doesit matter?’
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A Likely Story


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\FW-Knight-Volume-1.htm

THAT WAS the damnedest December | ever saw in New Y ork. Whatever the wegther is, Manhattan
adways getsthe wordt of it—frying hot in summer, snow or dush up to your anklesin winter—and dl
aong the seaboard, it was a mean season. Coming in from Pennsylvaniathe day before, we'd been held
up twice while the tracks were cleared. But when | stepped out of the hotdl that night, the Saturday after
Chrigtmas, it waslike amild October; the air was just cool, with afresh hint of snow init. Therewasa
little dush in the guttters, not much; the pavements weredry.

| waslate, or | would have gone back and ditched the rubbers; | hate the foolish things to begin with, one
reason | moved to the country—out there, | wear house dippers haf the year, galoshes the ret; there's
no in-between. | took off my gloves, opened my scarf, and breathed deep lungfulswhile | walked to the
corner for acab. | began to wonder if it had been smart to move ninety miles out of town just because |
didn't like rubbers.

The streets didn't seem overcrowded. | got a cab without any trouble. Nobody was hurrying, it was asif
the whole popul ation was Sitting peacefully at home or in some bar, in no rush to be anywhere e se.

“Ligten,” | said to the cabbie, “thisistill New York, isn't it?'

Hejerked hischin at me. “Hah?"

“Where'sthe crowds?’ | said. “Where's the rotten weather? What happened?”
He nodded. “1 know whatchamean. Sureisfunny. Crazy wegther."

“Wdl, when did this happen?'

“Heh?'

“| sad, how long has this been going on?'

“Cleared up about three o'clock. | looked out the winda, and the sun was shinin'. Jeez! Y ou know what |
think?”

Y ou think it'sthem atom bombs,” | told him.

“That'sright. Y ou know what | think, I think it'sthematom bombs.” He pulled up opposite a canopy and
folded down hisflag.

Inthelobby, | found an arrow-shaped sign that ssid MEDUSA CLUB.

The MedusaClub is, loosely speaking, an association of professond science fiction writers. No two of
them will agree on what sciencefiction is—or on anything else—but they all writeit, or have written it, or
pretend they can writeit, or something. They have three kinds of meetings, or two and ahalf. Oneisfor
club palitics, oneisfor drinking, and thethird isaso for drinking, only more so. Asarule, they meetin
peopl€'s apartments, usually Preacher Hatt'sor Ray Alvarez', but every year at thistime they rent ahotel
ballroom and throw awhingding. I'm amember in bad sanding; the last time | paid my dueswasin
1950.

Rod Pfehl (the Pisslent, asin Psmith) was standing in the doorway, drunk, with awad of dollar billsin
his hand. “I'm the treasurer,” he said happily. “Gimme.” Either he wasthe treasurer, or he had conned a
lot of peopleinto thinking so. | paid him and started zigzagging dowly acrossthe floor, trading hellos,
looking for liquor.

Tom Q. Joneswent by in ahurry, carrying abig camera. That was unusua; Tom Q. is head components



designer for aleading radio-TV manufacturer, and has sold, | guess, about two million words of science
fiction, but thiswasthefirg time | had ever seen him in motion, or with anything but ahighbdl in his hand.
| spotted Punchy Carrol, nut-brown in ared dress; and Duchamp biting his pipe; and Leigh MacKean
with her pale proto-Nordic face, aswistful and fey asthe White Knight's; and there was afan named
Harry Somebody, nervoudy adjusting his hornrims as he peered across the room; and, this being the
Christmas Party, therewere alot of the strangest faces on earth.

Most of them were probably friends of friends, but you never knew; one time there had been aquiet

banker-type man at aMedusamesting, sitting in acorner and not saying much, who turned out to be
Dorrance Canning, an old idol of mine; he wrote the “Woman Who Sept” series and other gorgeous
stuff before | was out of knee pants.

There were two blue-jacketed bartenders, and the drinks were eighty-five cents. Another reason |

moved to the country isthat the amusements are chegper. Nuraing my collins, | steered around two

broad rumpsin flounced satin and ran into Tom Q. He snapped a flashbulb in my face, chortled
something, and went away while | was still dazzled. Somebody else with alemon-colored spot for ahead
shook my left hand and muttered at me, but | wasn't listening; | had just figured out that what Tom had
sadwas, “Therésnofilminit!"

Somebody fell down on the waxed floor; there was alittle flurry of screamsand laughter. | found myself
being joggled, and managed to put away an inch of the collinsto saveit. Then | thought | saw Art
Greymbergen, my favorite publisher, but before | could get anywhere near him Carrol's clear
Sunday-school voice began caling, “ The program is about to begin—please take your seatsl” and a
moment |ater people were moving duggishly through the bar archway.

| looked at my watch, then hauled out my copy of thelittle mimeographed sheet, full of earnest jocularity,
that the club sent out every year to announce the Party. It said that the program would begin somewhere
around ten, and it was that now.

Thiswasimpossble. The program aways pivoted on Bill Plass, and Bill never got there, or anywhere,
until the party was due to break up.

But | looked when | got down near the bandstand, and by God there he was, haf aslarge aslife,
gesturing, flashing his Charlie Chaplin grin, teetering like anervous firewaker. He saw me and waved
hello, and then went on talking to Asa Akimisov, Ph.D. (A-K-I-M-I-S-0-V, please, and never mind the
Akimesian, or Akimsiov.)

Maybe itwas them atom bombs. | found avacant folding chair with agood view of the platform, and a
better one of adtriking brunettein blue. Akimisov got up on the platform, with hisneck sticking out of his
collar like apotted pam (he had lost forty pounds, again) and began telling jokes. Aceisthe second
funniest man in Medusa, the first being Plass; the peculiar thing isthat Plass writes humor professondly,
and delivershisannua set-pieces the same way—the rest of the time heis merely a perfectly fascinating
morbid wit—but Akimisov, who writes nothing but the most heavily thoughtful fiction in the business,
bubbles with humor &l the time, apoor man's Sam Levenson. | was going to write an article once
proving that awriter's personality on paper was hisrea oneturned insde out, but | fell afoul of some
exceptions. Like Tom Q., who was il flashing hisbulbs over a the sde of the platform, and being
noisily suppressed—you could paper him al over with his published stories, and never know the
difference.

The program was good, even for Medusa. Ned Burgeon, wearing a sky-blue dinner jacket and a
pepper-and-sat goatee, played hisfamous twenty-one-string guitar; adark-haired girl, anew oneto me,
sang in aswest, strong contrato; there was a kit involving Punchy Carrol as adream-beast, L. Vague



Duchamp as abewildered spaceman, and B. U. Jadrys, the All-Lithuanian Boy, as aticket agent for the
Long Idand Railroad. Then came Plasss annua monologue, and thereisjust nothing like those. I'm not
exaggerating out of parochia pride (once ayear isenough Medusafor me): the smpletruth isthat Plass
isacomic genius.

He had hisaudience laid out flat, gasping and clutching its sides. Why should aman like that waste his
timewriting fiction?

Toward the end he paused, looked up from his notes, and ad-libbed a biting but not very funny
wisecrack about—well, 1'd better not say about what. A certain member in the audience stiffened and
half got up, and there was alittle embarrassed murmur under the laughter, but it was over in aminute. Bill
looked flustered. He went back to his prepared speech, finished, and got aroar of applause.

| did my share, but | wasworried. Bill can charm the rattles off asnake; if he wanted to go in for
quack-doctoring, nut cultism or Canadian mining stock, let aone night-club comedy, he could bea
millionaire. Thatgaffe smply hadn't been like him, at al. Still, it was Bill's Dostoevskian soul that made
him the funny man he was, and God only knew what had been happening to himin theyear since I'd
beenintown ...

Akimisov, asm.c., ddivered the find words. He bowed, straightened, and his pantsfell down.

In the dressing room, when | got back there, Bill was busy apologizing to the member on whose toeshe
had trodden—that apology would have soothed atiger with atoothache—and Akimisov, with a
bewildered expression, was holding up his pants. That was what | was curious about; it was another fase
note—I didn't think Ace would stoop that low for alaugh. The pantswere too big for him, of course, but
Ace had dways struck me as the kind of guy who wears abeltand suspenders.

He did; but the tongue had come out of the belt-buckle, and al the suspenders buttons had popped, all at
once. Scouts were being sent out to look for abelt that would fit.

| wandered out into the hall again. | was beginning to get a peculiar fedling on one drink. Too many fresh
vegetables; | can't takeit like | used to. So | went to the bar and got another.

When | came out, the brunette in the blue evening gown was standing near the doorway listening to Larry
Bagsby. Next thing | knew, shelet out awhoop, grabbed her bosom, and fetched Larry agood one on
the ear. Thiswas unfair. | wasawitness, and Larry hadn't done a thing except look; her over-worked
shoulder straps had smply given way, like Akimisov's suspenders.

Curiouser and curiouser ... The noises around me were picking up in volume and tempo, for al theworld
like adancehall scenein aWestern movie, just before somebody throwsthe first table. There was athud
and a screech off to my right; | gathered that somebody else had fallen down. Then atinkle of bursting
glass, and another little chorus of shouts, and then another thud. It went on like that. The crowd was on
the move, in no particular direction, everybody was asking everybody e se what was going on.

| felt the sameway, so | went looking for Ray Alvarez; you can dways count on himto tell you the
answer, or make one up.

Tom Q. went by, flashing that camera, and it wasn't till the mob had swallowed him that | reglized he
wasn't replacing the bulb between shots—the same one was blazing over and over.

Well, afew yearsago it was silly putty; the year before that, Diarrhetics. Thisyear, everlasting flash
bulbs—and no filmin the camera.



Ned Burgeon passed me, hisgrin tilting hiswhiskers dangeroudy near the lighted stub in his cigarette
holder; he was carrying the guitar case asif he were wading ashore with it. | saw Duchamp off to one
Sde, talking to somebody, gesturing emphatically with his pipe.

It isn't so, but occasiondly you get the impression that science fiction writers are either very tdl or very
short. | watched H. Drene Pfeiffer gilt by, Ray Bolgerish in an astonishing skin-tight suit of horseblanket
plaid, followed by Will Kubatius and theheldentenor bulk of Don' W. Gamble, Jr. | lowered my sghts.
Sandwiched between the giants there ought to have been half adozen people I'd have been glad to
see—if not Alvarez, then Bill Plass or his brother Horty; or Jerry Thaw; Bagsby; Preacher Hatt, who
looks too much like amarmoset to be true ... But no: down on those lower levels there was nobody but
an eleven-year-old boy who had got in by mistake, and the ubiquitous fan, Harry You -Know, the one
with the glassesand dl that hair. | tacked, veering dightly, and beat across the room the other way.

There was another crash of glass, abig one, and alouder chorus of yells. It wasn't dl automatic femae
dhrieks, thistime; | caught acouple of male voices, raised in unmistakable anger.

The crowd was thinning out alittle; droves of friends of friends appeared to be heading for the coat
room. Across one of the clear spaces came a pretty blonde, looking gpprehensive. Inaminute | saw
why. Her skirt billowed out around her suddenly and she yelled, crouched, holding the cloth down with
both hands, then sunfished away into the crowd. A moment later the same thing happened to atal
brown-haired girl over to my left.

That was too much. Glancing up, | happened to see the big cut-glass chanddier begin swaying gently
from sideto side, jingling faintly, working up momentum. | moved faster, buttonholing everyone | knew:
“Have you seen Ray? Have you seen Ray?'

| heard my name, and there he was, standing like stout Cortez atop the piano, where he could seethe
whole room like an anthill. | climbed up beside him. Alvarez, to quote Duchamp's description, isasmall
rumpled man with an air of degpy good-nature. Thisis gpt until you get close to him, when you discover
he isabout as deepy asahungry catamount. “Hi,” he said, with asidewise glance.

“Hi. What do you think'sdoing it?"

“It could be,” said Ray, speaking firmly and rgpidly, “aloca discontinuity in the four-dimensiona plenum
that were passing through. Or it could be poltergeists—that's perfectly possible, you know.” He gave me
alook, daring meto deny it.

“Y ou think so?"
“Itcould be"

“By gally, | believeyou'reright,” | said. Thisisthe only way to handle Alvarez when he talks nonsense. If
you give him the dightest degree of resstance, he will argue dong the samelinetill doomsday, just to
prove he can.

“Mmm,” he said thoughtfully, screwing up hisface. “No, | don't—think—so."
“No?'

“No,” he said positively. “Y ou notice how the thing seemsto travel around the room?’ He nodded to a
figt fight that was breaking out afew yards from us, and then to agoosed girl legping over by the bar
entrance. “Therésakind of irregular rhythmtoit.” He moved his hand, illustrating. “ One thing
happens—then another thing—now here it comes around thisway again—"



A fat friend of afriend and her husband backed up againgt the platform just below us, quivering. There
was something wrong with my fingers; they felt warm. The callins glass was turning warm. Warm, hell —I
yelped and dropped it, sucking my fingers. The glasslooped and fell neatly on the flowered hat of the
friend of afriend, and liquid splattered. The woman hooted like a peanut whistle. She whirled, dipped in
the puddle and lurched off into the arms of ahairy authors agent. Her husband dithered after her a
couple of steps, then came back with blood in his eye. He got up asfar as the piano stool when, asfar as
| could make out, his pants split up the back and he climbed down again, glaring and clutching himsdif.

“Now it'sover inthemiddle,” said Ray imperturbably. “Itmight be poltergeists, | won't say it isn't. But
I've got a hunch theré's another answer, actudly.”

| said something dubious. A hotel-manager-looking kind of man had just comein and waslooking wildly
around. Punchy Carrol went up to him, staring him respectfully right in the eye, talking aquiet six to his
dozen. After amoment he gave up and listened. I've known Punchy ever since she was a puppy-eyed
greenhorn from Philadelphia, and | don't underestimate her anymore. | knew the manager-type would go
away and not call any cops—at least for awhile.

| glanced down at the floor, and then looked again. There were little flat chips of ice scattered in the
wetness. That could have been from theice cubes; but there wasfrost on some of the pieces of glass.

Hot on the bottom, cold on top!

“Ray,” | sad, “something's buzzing around in my mind. Maxwell'sdemon.” | pointed to the frosted bits of
glass. “ That might— No, I'm wrong, that couldn't account for al these—"

Hetook it al ininonelook. “Yes, it could!” he snapped. His cat-eyes gleamed at me. “Maxwell had the
theory of the perfect heat pump—it would work if you could only find a so-called demon, about the sze
of amolecule, that would bat al the hot molecules one way, and al the cold onesthe other.”

“I know,” | sad. “But—"
“Okay, I'mjust explaining it to you."

What hetold mewaswhat | was thinking: Our unidentified friend had someway of changing probability
levels. | mean, dl the molecules of air under awoman's skirtcould suddenly decide to move in the same
direction—or dl the moleculesin apatch of flooringcould losether surface friction—it just wasn't likely.
If you could makeit likely—there wasn't any limit. Y ou could make honest dice turn up athousand
sevensinarow. Y ou could run acar without an engine; make rain or fair weether; reduce the crime
index to zero; keep a demagogue from getting re-elected ...

Well, if dl that wastrue, | wanted in. And | didn't have the ghost of a chance—I was out of touch; |
didn't know anybody. Ray knew everybody.

“Spread out, folks!” said abullhorn voice. It was Samwitz, of course, standing on abench at the far wall.
Kosmo Samwitz, the Flushing Nightingade; not one of the Medusa crowd, usualy—anice enough guy,
and ahard-working committeeman, but the ordinary Manhattan meseting hall isn't big enough to hold his
voice. “ Spread out—make an equa distance between you. That way we can't get into any fights.”
People started following his orders, partly because they made sense, partly because, otherwise, hed go
on belowing.

“That's good—that'sgood,” said Samwitz. “All right, thismeeting is hereby caled to order. The chair will
entertain suggestions about what the nature of these here phenomenon are...”



Ray showed signs of wanting to get down and join the caucus; he loves parliamentary procedure better
than lifeitsdf; so | said hadtily, “Let's get down with the crowd, Ray. We can't see much better up here,

anywey."

He gtiffened. “You go if you want to,” he said quietly. “I'm staying here, where| can kegp an eyeon
The chandelier was now describing tately circles, causing agood ded of ducking and confusion, but the
meeting was getting on with its business, namely, arguing about whether to confirm Kosmo by

acclamation or nominate and elect a chairman in the usual way. That subject, | figured, was good for at
least twenty minutes. | said, “Ray, will you tel methetruthiif | ask you something?!

“Maybe.” He grinned.
“Areyou doing this?'

He threw his head back and chuckled. “No-o, I'm not doing it.” He looked at me shrewdly, still grinning.
“Isthat why you werelooking for me?"

| admitted it humbly. “1t wasjust afoolishidea,” | said. “Nobody we know could possibly—"
“Idon't know about that,” he said, squinting thoughtfully.
“Ah, comeon, Ray."

He was affronted. “Why not? Weve got some pretty good scientific brainsin Medusa, you know.
There's Gamble—he's an atomic physicist. There's Don Bierce; there's Duchamp; theres—"

“I' know,” | said, “1 know, but where would any of them have got hold of athing likethis ?'
“They could haveinvented it,” he said stoutly.

“Y ou mean like Bamer and Phog Relapse running the Michel son experiment in their cdllar, and making it
come out that thereis an ether drift, only it'sdown? "

Hebristled. “No, | do not—"
“Or like Lobbard discovering Scatiology ?*

“Ptah! No! Like Watt, like Edison, Galileo” —he thumbed down three fingers emphatically—"Goodyear,
Morse, Whitney—"

Down below, the meeting had taken less than five minutes to confirm Samwitz as chairman. | think the
chanddier helped; they ought to ingtall one of thosein every parliamentary chamber.

The chair recognized Punchy, who said sweetly that the first order of business ought to be to get opinions
from the people who knew something, beginning with Werner Kley.

Werner accordingly made avery charming speech, full of Teutonic rumbles, the essence of which was
that he didn't know any more about this than arabbit. He suggested, however, that pictures should be
taken. Therewasachorus of “Tom!” and Jones staggered forward with hiswar-cry: “Thereisn't anyfilm
init"

Somebody was dispatched to get film; somebody e se trotted out to telephone for reporters and
cameramen, and three or four other people headed in a businesdike way for the men's room.



Ray was smultaneoudly trying to get the chair's attention and explaining to me, in staccato asides, how
many epocha inventions had been made by amateursin attic workshops. | said—and thiswasredlly
bothering me—"But look: do you see anybody with any kind of agadget? How's he going to hideit?
How's he going to focusit, or whatever?

Ray snorted. “It might be hidden in dmost anything. Burgeon's guitar—Gambl €'s briefcase—Mr.
Charman!"

Duchamp wastalking, but | could fed it in my bonesthat Samwitz was going to get around to Ray next. |
leaned closer. “Ray, ligen—athing like this—they wouldn't keep it to themselves, would they?"

“Why not? Wouldn't you—for awhile, anyway?’ He gave me hisbobcat grin. “1 can think of
quite—a—few things| could do, if | had it."

So could I; that was the whole point. | said, “Y eah. | was hoping we could spot him, before the crowd
does.” | sighed. “Fat chance, | suppose.”

He gave me another sidelong look. “That shouldn't be so hard,” he drawled.
“Youknow whoitis?'

He put on hismost infuriating grin, peering to see how | took it. “I've, got, afew, ideas."
“Who?'

Wrong question. He shook his head with athat-woul d-be-telling look.

Somebody across the room went down with a crash; then somebody else. “Sit on thefloor!” Ray
shouted, and they dl did it, squatting cautioudy like old ladies at apicnic. The meeting gathered speed

again.

| looked apprehensively at the narrow piano top we were standing on, and sat down with my legs
hanging over. Ray stayed where he was, defying the dements.

“You know, dl right,” | said, looking up a him, “but you're kegping it to yoursdf.” | shrugged. “Wéll,
why shouldn't you?'

“O-kay,” he said good-naturedly. “ L etsfigure it out. Where were you when it Sarted?’
“Inthe bar."

“Who ese was there? Try to remember exactly.”

| thought. “ Art Greymbergen. Fred Baester. Gamble was there—"

“Okay, that eliminates him—and you, incidentally—because it sarted in here. Right, so far?"
“Right!"

“Hmmm. Something happenedto Akimisov.”

“And Plass—that booboo he made?"

Ray dismissed Plasswith agesture. He was |ooking alittle restive; another debate was under way down
bel ow, with Punchy and Leigh MacK ean vociferoudy presenting the case for psychokinesis, and being



expertly heckled by owlish little M. C. (Hotfoot) Burncloth's echo-chamber voice. “It'stoo much,” | said
quickly. “Therestoo many of them Ieft. Well never—"

“It's perfectly ample!” Ray said incisvely. He counted on hisfingersagain.
“Burgeon—KIley—Duchamp—Bierce—Burncl oth—Jones—MacK eean—Jibless. Eight people.”

“Oneof thevigitors?’ | objected.

He shook hishead. “1 know who dl these people are, generdly,” he said. “It's got to be one of those
eight. I'll take Kley, Bierce, Jbless and MacK ean—you watch the other four. Sooner or later they'll give
themsavesaway."

| hadbeen watching. | did it some more.

A wave of neck-clutching passed over the crowd. Cold breezes, | expect. Or hot ones, in some cases.
Tom Jones legped up with acry and sat down again abruptly.

“Did you see anything?’ Ray asked.

| shook my head. Where, | wondered, was the good old science-fiction camaraderie? If I'd been the
lucky one, | would have let the crowd in—well, afew of them, anyway—given them jobs and palaces
and things. Not that they would have been grateful, probably, the treacherous, undependable, neurotic
bums...

They were looking nervous now. There had been that little burst of activity after along pause (eventhe
chanddier seemed to be swinging dowly to rest), and now the—call it the tillness—was more than they
could stand. | felt it too: that building up of tenson. Whoever it was, was getting tired of little things.

A horrible jangling welled out of Burgeon's guitar case; it sounded like abull banjo with the heaves. Ned
jumped, dropped his cigarette holder, got the case open and | guess put his hand on the strings; the noise
stopped. That diminated him.. . . or did it?

Takeit another way. What would the guy have to be like who would waste amarve likethison
schoolboy pranks at a Medusa Christmas party? Not Jibless, | thought—he abominates practica jokers.
Bierce didn't seem to be the type either, athough you could never tdl; the damnedest wry stories get
hatched occasiondly in that lean ecclesiastic skull. Duchamp wastoo staid (but was | sure?); MacKean
was an enigma. Gamble? Just maybe. Burgeon? Jones? It could be either, | thought, but | wasn't
sidfied.

| glanced at Ray again, and mentally crossed him off for the second or third time. Ray's an honorable
man, within his own complicated set of rules; he might midead me, with pleasure, but he wouldn't lie
outright.

But | had the feding that the answer was squarein front of me, and | wasblindto it.

The meeting wasjust now getting around to the idea that somebody present was responsible for al the
nonsense. This shows you the trouble with committees.

A shocking idea hit me abruptly; | grabbed Ray by the coatdeeve. “ Ray, this cockeyed weather—I just
remembered. Supposeit'slocal ."

His eyes widened; he nodded reluctantly. Then he stiffened and snapped his fingers at somebody
squetting just below us—theinvisible fan, Harry Somebody. | hadn't even noticed him there, but it's
Ray's busnessto know everything and keep track of everybody—that'swhy he's up on hishill.



The fan came over. Ray handed him something. “ Here's some change, Harry—run out and call up the
weather bureau. Find out whether this freak weather isloca or not, and if it is, just where the boundaries
are. Got that?"

Harry nodded and went out. He was back only a couple of minutes|ater. “1 got the weather bureau dl
right. They say it'sloca—just Manhattan and Queend!”

Something snapped. | did afast jig on the piano top, dipped and came crashing down over the keys, but
| hardly noticed it. | got adesth-grip on Ray'strouser leg. “Listen! If he can do that—he doesn't have to
bein the same room. Doesn't Gamble live out in—"

There were cries of darm over by the open courtyard window. The room was suddenly full of
cats—brindle ones, black ones, tabbies, white oneswith pink ribbons around their necks, lunatic
Samese.

After them came dogs: one indistinguishable wave of liquid legping torsos, flying ears, gullets. In haf a
second the room was an incident written by Dante for the Mutascope.

| caught aglimpse of aterrier bounding after two cats who were climbing Samwitz' back; | saw
Duchamp asprawl, pipe dill in his mouth, partially submerged under atidal eddy of black and white. |
saw Tom Q. rise up like alighthouse, only to be bowled over by afranticaly scrambling Leigh

MacK ean.

Ray touched my arm and pointed. Over by thefar wall, his back againgt it, Gamble stood like adightly
potbound Viking. He was swinging that massive briefcase of his, knocking aflying cat or dog asde a
every swipe. Two women had crawled into hislee for shelter; he seemed to be enjoying himsdif.

Then the briefcase burst. It didn't just come open; it flew apart like a comedy suitcase, scattering a
whirlwind of manuscript paper, shirts, socks—and nothing else.

The tide rushed toward the window again: the last screech and the last howl! funneled out. In theringing
slence, somebody giggled. | couldn't placeit, and neither could Ray, | think—then. Stunned, | counted
scratched noses.

Samwitz was nowherein sight; the crowd had thinned agood ded, but al of the eight, thank heaven,
were gill there—MacK ean sitting groggily on astranger's lap, Werner Kley nursing abloody nose, Tom
Q., camera gtill dangling from his neck, crawling carefully on hands and knees toward the door ...

Hereached it and disappeared. An ingtant later, we heard afull chorus of feminine screamsfrom the
lobby, and then the sound of an enormous J. Arthur Rank-type gong.

Ray and | looked at each other with awild surmise. “ Tomlivesin Queend” hesad.

| scrambled down off the piano and the platform, but Ray was quicker. He darted into the crowd, using
hiselbowsin short efficient jabs. By thetimel got to the door he was nowherein sight.

The lobby wasfull of large powdery women in flowered dresses, one of them il shrieking. They dowed
me down, and so did tripping over one of those big cylindrica jardinieresfull of sand and snipes. |
reached the Street just in time to see Ray closing the door of acab.

| hadn't the wind to shout. | saw his cheerful face and Tom'sin the small yellow glow of the cab light; |
saw Tom Q. raise the camera, and Ray put out his hand to it. Then the cab pulled away into traffic, and |
watched its beady red tail lights down the avenue until they winked out of sight.



Sometime later, walking down the cold morning street, | discovered there was somebody with me,
keeping step, not saying anything. It was Harry Er-Ah.

He saw | had noticed him. “Some party,” he remarked.
| said yesh.

“That was pretty funny, what happened in the [obby."

“| didn't seeit."

“He came tearing through there on al fours. Right into the middle of al those women. They probably
thought he was amad dog or something.”

| took two more steps, and stopped, and looked at him. “That wasall hedid?’ | said.
“Sure”

“Wadll, then,” | said with mounting exasperation, “in the name of— Oh. Wait aminute. Y ourewrong,” |
told him, cdming down again. “ There was the gong. He made that gong noise.”

“Did he?” said Harry. One nervous hand went up and adjusted the hornrims.

| fdt alittletugging at my shirt front, and looked down to see my necktie dithering out. | swatted &t it
ingtinctively, but it ducked away and hovered, swaying like acobra

Then it dropped. He showed me his open hand, and there was awire running up out of hisdeeve, with a
clip ontheend of it. For thefirgt time, | noticed two rings of meta wired behind the lensframes of his

eyeglasses.

He pulled his other hand out of his pocket, and there was alittle haywirerig in it—batteries and acouple
of tubes and three tuning knobs.

Fans, | was thinking frozenly—sixteen or eighteen, maybe, with pimples and dandruff and black
fingernails, and that wonderful, terrible eagerness boiling up insgde them ... daving away a backyard
rocketry experiments, wiring up crazy gadgetsthat never worked, printing bad fiction and worse poetry
in mimeographed magazines ... How could | have forgotten?

“I wasn't going to tell anybody,” he said. “No matter what happened. If they'dlooked at me, just once,
they would have seen. But aslong as you're worrying so much about it—" He blinked, and said humbly,
“It scares me. What do you think | ought to do?"

My fingerstwitched. | said, “Wéll, thiswill take some thinking about, Harry. Uh, can |—"

He backed off absentmindedly as| stepped toward him. “I've been thinking about it,” hesaid. “Asa
matter of fact, | haven't been to bed since yesterday morning. | worked on it straight through from four
o'clock yesterday. Twenty hours. | took caffeine tablets. But go ahead, tell me. What would you do if
you'—he sad it gpol ogeticaly—"were me?"'

| swallowed. “I'dgo at it dowly,” | said. *Y ou can make alot of mistakes by—"

Heinterrupted me, with a sudden fiendish glint in hiseye. “The man that hasthisis pretty important, don't
you think?” And he grinned. “How would you like to see my face on dl the samps?”’

| shuddered in spite of mysdf. “Well—"



“I wouldn'tbother ,” he said. “I've got something better to do firg.”
“Harry,” | sad, leaning, “if I've said anything...”
“You didn't say anything.” He gave me such alook as | hope | never get from ahuman again. “Big shot!™

| grabbed for him, but he was too quick. He legped back, jamming the gadget into his pocket, fumbling
at the spectacles with hisother hand. | saw hisfeet lift clear of the pavement. He was hanging there like a
mirage, drifting backward and upward just alittle faster than | could run.

Hisvoice came down, thin and clear: “I'll send you apostcard from..."
| lost the last part; anyhow, it couldn't have been what it sounded like.

Just over amonth later came Palomar's reports of unaccountable lights observed on the dark limb of
Mars. Every science fiction reader in theworld, | suppose, had the same thought—of awanderer's
footprints fresh in the ancient dust, his handprints on controls not shaped for hands, the old wild light
wakened. But only afew of us pictured hornrims gleaming there in the Martian night ...

| drove over to Milford and had alook through Ham Jibless homemade telescope. | couldn't seethe
lights, of course, but | could see that damned infuriating planet, shining away ruddy there across thirty-six
million miles of gpace, with itseternd Yah, yah, you can't catch me!

M edusa meetings have been badly attended since then, I'm told; for some reason, it gives the members
the green heavesto look at each other.
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La Ronde

HE FELT that he was gone along time, and when he came back from wherever it was, he found himsalf
Sitting on astone, gazing at awrecked automobile that was tilted upside down against atree. One of the
front whedswaslazily turning. The door on the driver's Side hung open; below it the whole top of the car
had been crushed flat, and it seemed to him amiracle that anyone had got out dive.

There was abuzzing in his head, but he stood up and went closer to the wreck to see if anyone needed
help. The car was empty. What could have become of the driver?

For that matter, what was he himsdlf doing here? Perhapsit would come back to him in aminute, when
he was rested. He went al around the car with akind of dumb obstinacy, through brush that whipped his
legs under his coat. No one was there.

Above him there was a broad muddy swath, littered with glass, bits of chrome, and more incongruous
things—scattered pieces of white tissue, sunglasses, apack of cigarettes. He climbed, helping himself up
from one sapling to another, until he reached the highway, where he stood looking uncertainly around
him. There were long black skid marks on the macadam. The road made a curve here, and on the
opposite side the dope resumed, rising another hundred feet against the gray sky. It was very cold.
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He peered down the dope again, thinking that from this elevation he might be able to see the body of the
driver, but he could barely make out the wreck itself through the screen of branches.

Although he could not think very clearly because of the continuous dull buzzing in his head, he knew that
he ought to report the accident, and he trudged out around the curve in the direction the car had been
going. The road straightened here for adistance of half amile or so; it was empty and gray under the sky,
with the gloomy forested dope on one side and the ravine on the other. There were no highway sgns, no
billboards, nothing to tell him where he might be.

The road ran on, empty and cold under the gray sky. The forested hill was behind him now and on either
sdewere barefidds. A few flakes of snow came drifting dong; they melted a once on the highway.
Then the snow came more thickly and made awhitefilmin which heleft atrail of glistening footprints.
For some reason this alarmed him, but when he looked back after afew minutes, he saw that the prints
werergpidly being covered.

He went on, with the snow whipping into his eyes, until he cameto a private road with achain acrossit.
He ducked under the chain. The road went up steeply, covered with dead leaves and fallen branches.
Over the crest of therisg, it ran straight between fields grown up with tall weedsto awhite houseon a
hill. While he was climbing the dope he had been sheltered alittle from the wind-driven snow, but now it
flew at him again. As he approached the house he could see that the windows were boarded up. The big
front door had a padlock on it. He went around the house and found the back door padlocked too.

As he stood under the eaves to get out of the wind, he noticed an oblong pit covered by aframework of
metal bars next to the foundation. He crouched over it and tugged the framework; the metal was rusted
and heavy, but it came up. Helaid it asde. When he had cleared out the dead |eaves and spruce needles
undernegath, he found, as he had guessed, that the pit was alight-well for acellar window. He pulled up
the hinged window, crawled through and dropped into musty darkness.

The light from the cobwebbed glass was water-gray, but it was enough to show him the wooden steps
that led up to atrap-door. When he raised the trap, he found himsdlf in along gray room illuminated only
by awatery glow at one of the windows. It was cold—colder, it seemed, than the outdoors. His ghostly
breath roseintheair.

Therewas firewood and kindling in abox beside the old-fashioned cookstove, but not a scrap of paper,
though he opened one drawer after another and lighted matchesto look in. In one of the drawers he
found the stub of acandle, and with thisin his shivering hand he went through adining room, and from
thereinto alibrary. Even here there were no newspapers, only the mol dy-apricot-colored leather books
in the glass-fronted bookcases. He retreated into the kitchen, and this time opened the doors of cabinets,
where he found brittle shelf paper under the heavy old plates and tumblers. He pulled out afew pieces of
this, and presently had afire going in the stove.

Thetall wooden icebox was empty, but he found peachesin aglassjar in the pantry. Thejar waslike
none he had ever seen; it had a glasstop held down by two jointed handles, and ared rubber gasket
between jar and lid. He stood beside the stove, which was now radiating an almost imperceptible
warmth, and ate the peaches with a cold metallic-tasting spoon.

There was a kerosene lamp on the kitchen table; hefilled it from acan he found in the pantry and lighted
it. It smoked at firgt, blackening theinsde of the glass chimney, until he found out how to adjust and trim
the wick. Carrying the lamp, he mounted the back stairway and found two bedrooms. The beds had
been stripped, but the mattresses, covered with coarse gray-striped twill, remained. He dragged one of
them down the stairs to the kitchen; there, in front of the stove, he stretched out in his clothes and fell

adeep.



The cold woke him early in the morning; the fire had gone out. He built it up again, ate the rest of the
peaches for bregkfast, and then set out to explore the house. All the furniture was Victorian, even the
pieces that looked dmost new. Under the high crossbeamed ceiling hung a black wrought-iron chandelier
with candlesin it. Kerosene lamps with painted china shades were on dl the tables. Theliving room,
dining room, and library had fireplaces, red brick in the living room, green tile in the other two; there were
fireplacesin two of the upstairs bedrooms as well. Two other upstairs rooms had doors which he could

not open.

He went down again to forage in the pantry. He found sacks of flour and cornmeal, cans of condensed
milk, oil and lard, and jar after jar of preserved fruit and vegetables. There was plenty of wood stacked
on the porch and in the yard.

With tools he found in the cellar he pried |oose the staple that held the padlock on the back door, so that
he could go in and out fredly while leaving the door apparently still locked. Gray smoke ascended from
the kitchen chimney; he could not help that, but the sky was so overcast, dthough it was no longer
snowing, that he thought the smoke would not be seen.

With flour, water and condensed milk he mixed a batter and made pancakes. There was even awhole
cheese, not very moldy; he cut off the bad part and ate awedge with his pancakes.

Afterward he madefiresin dl the fireplaces downgtairs. He fed them until they roared in the chimneys,
but the stubborn cold of the house yidlded dowly. Even when he sat in awing chair with hisfeet onthe
hearth, he could fed theinsstent chill probing at his back.

All through the house, the firelight sent shadows racing up the walls. These shadows disturbed him, and
he went to work filling the ail lamps, trimming and adjusting their wicks.

Nowhere in the house was there any dectrica appliance: no lights, no television, not even aradio. There
were no newspapers, and no magazines except for the bound volumes of Harper's andThe Century in
thelibrary, Even the bathroom fixtures were old; the shower (which did not work) was avast
sunflower-head of meta suspended on astalk over the claw-footed bathtub. In the mahogany medicine
cabinet he found bone toothbrushes with black hog-bristles, and medicinesin plain brown bottleswith
paper labels: ipecac, calamine. Y et he knew that the house could not have been abandoned for more
than ayear or two; there was dust everywhere, but only alight film, not the accumulation of a century.
Moreover, it was curious, in ahouse with so much food iniit, that therewas no sign of rats.

He was rel uctant to damage anything in the house, but in the end his curiosity won out, and he forced the
two locked doors upstairs. Behind one of them was alumber room, choked with bedsteads, sofas,
chairs, dl dusty and soiled, but modern in appearance. The second room had been fitted out as an office,
with an oak desk, aleather armchair, and an ancient Roya typewriter, the kind with alittle glass window
in the sde through which part of the works could be seen.

Besidethe typewriter lay asheaf of manuscript. Thefirst few words caught his eye, and he sat down to
reed.

My maternal great-grandfather built his house on aterrace at the foot of awooded hill in Potamos
Township, near the New Y ork and New Jersey borders of Pennsylvaniain what they now cal the
“Tri-States” area. Behind the house there are seven Norway spruces, of which thetallest is about eighty
feet; the ground beneath them is carpeted with brown needles, and the wind moves quietly through their
branches. Farther up the hill are Scotch pines, native spruces and firs, maples, and birch. Still farther up,
amile or so above the house, there is an old logging road, now grown up in maple saplings, and above
that the foundations of a settler's cabin, the stones barely visible in the underbrush. Except for these, and



apower linethat crossesthe hill, thereisno sign of human habitation.

The house itsdlf is of white-painted frame and shiplap construction, three soriestal, with dormers, a
verandaand an Itdian date roof. Over the yearsit has settled, having been built without footings, asthe
custom then was, but the frame is sturdy; | remember that an electrician who was called into wire the
house, when | was aboy, complained that he had to drill through innumerable “cats,” diagona framing
members which united the studs.

The downstairs rooms are paneled in golden oak; the floors are parquet. All the rooms, even the old
sarvants quarterson thethird floor, are amplein size; the living room celling is eighteen feet high, and the
rest fifteen. These high ceilings make the house “hard to heet,” astheloca expresson hasit, but they give
asense of gpaciousness and aquality of sound entirely different from that in “modern” cheap-jack
houses. It isasoothing and relaxing ambience, afeding of permanence and safety, which must be
experienced to be appreciated.

When | saw the house again, after the death of my aunt Margaret in 1978, the silences of the vast rooms
seemed to speak of boyhood pleasures. | am half-convinced that houses somehow soak up psychic
experiences of their inhabitants, there are certain houses which have amean-spirited or discouraged air,
and there are city gpartmentsthat seem to radiate asense of irritability, asif thewalls still contained the
last echoes of an angry shott.

My aunt Margaret, who had lived in this house since | was aboy, and to whom my parents willed the
possession and use of the property during her lifetime, was, | now think, akindred soul; we were alike a
least in that each of uswas happiest in agtate of nonmatrimony. When | was achild, however, | didiked
and feared her, because she sometimes seemed aware of my existence and sometimes not.

It was she who had redecorated the house and covered dl the sofas with chintz, hung “modern” pictures
and strewn the coffee tables with cigarette boxes and French novels. Y et even her old age and illness
seemed to have left no psychic tracesin this house. The wals, the cornices, the mantel pieces seemed to
say, “Here we are, as we have always been. Why have you stayed away so long?"

| must add that although there were no ghostsin the house itself, the cellar was another matter. It was
irregular and low, angling around a huge stone that had been too big for the excavators to remove; to
reach it, one went down through atrap in the kitchen and then had to walk stooping aong asort of
cobwebbed passageway to reach the farther room where the furnace was. In this chamber, so long as
thelight wason, | felt no uneasiness, but in the stifling dark something was there, some maevolent and
incoherent impul se that was ol der than the house,

Againg the well-meant advice of my friends, | settled my affairsin New Y ork, retired from my practice,
sold most of my furniture, and disposed of my lease. In September | moved into the old house. A loca
woman, Mrs. Beveridge, helped me set the place to rights. | gathered that she was arecent widow, in
straitened circumstances; | asked her to stay on as my housekeeper, and she agreed.

Mrs. Beveridge was awoman of perhapsfifty, sturdily built, with pale skin and dark hair which she wore
in an old-fashioned bun. Her husband, whom she rarely mentioned, had been a carpenter or roofer or
something of that sort; she hersaf had had little education, but she had ahigh degree of native intelligence
and had formed her mind by reading. | felt myself lucky to have her, not only because of her efficiency in
caring for the house, but because there was no suggestion on either side of any sexua innuendo between
us. She spokelittle, in aquiet voice, and adapted her habits perfectly to mine. When | wanted her for any
reason she was there; when | wished to be aone she effaced hersdf. In the evenings sheretired to her
room on the third floor, where | sometimes heard her radio playing softly.



In November an early storm knocked down power lines and left us without light or heat. Mrs. Beveridge
kindled firesin the fireplaces and kept the wood range going in the kitchen; | got out the kerosene lamps
which were kept for such emergencies, and we ate by candlelight. During the four days of the storm, |
became accustomed to the soft light of lamps and candles and grew to like it. When the power came
back on, | discovered that | was actualy disappointed. The electric lights seemed cold and impersond;
they revealed too much; | preferred the warm brown darkness, the mystery. | continued to use the lamps,
Mrs. Beveridge appeared to have no objection.

With her help, | carried down some pieces of furniture abandoned years ago in the attic. The
marble-topped dressers and tables were as sound as ever; the chairs and love seats, of course, were
upholstered in horsehair, impossibly hard to Sit on, and the leather was cracked and pedling. As soon as|
was able, | got an upholsterer in Stroudsburg to come out and take these pieces away for refinishing. |
had them done in rose and blue plush, or rather mohair, a deep-piled fabric. When they were brought
back and arranged in the living room, the remaining modern pieces |ooked al the more out of place. One
by onel got rid of them. At the Auction Barn, so-called, on the Port Jervisroad | found a huge icebox
and two large copper washtubs. | consulted Mrs. Beveridge about each of these changes, half-expecting
her to demur since they involved more labor for her, but she expressed her entire satisfaction, and
indeed, | often heard her singing quietly at her work. At last, more than nine months after | had begun, |
was able to look about me and see nothing whatever that had been made later than the year 1910. | had,
of course, canceled my subscriptionsto al newspapers and magazines. Our supplieswere ddivered in
bulk by aMr. Thomas and stored by Mrs. Beveridge.

From adeder in Stroudsburg | acquired aparlor organ in fair condition. It had not been converted to
motorized operation, as so many old organs have; the bellows was cracked, however, and some of the
padding under the keys was worn away. When it was restored, it functioned perfectly. The organ had a
keyboard of two and ahalf octaves, and with the use of various stops ("Tremolo,” “ Ceeste,” “Vox
Humana,” and thelike) it could produce an astonishing variety of pleasant sounds. | made some effort to
learn thisinstrument, and amused mysdlf with it sometimeswhen Mrs. Beveridge was at her work, but
she was S0 much better at it than | that in the evenings | merely sat and listened to her play. We had a
musi¢ book, published in the 1880s, which contained some charming things of Schubert's, aswell as
some sacred music and even afew popular songs.

| discovered in mysdlf an insatiable appetite for Victorian literature—novels, miscellanies, journas. That
spring | haunted the antique shops and secondhand stores around Potamos. One of my prizeswasa
leather-bound set of Dickens, published in 1878, with the origind illustrations, another was awork
entittedDr. Hood's Plain Talks and Common Sense Medical Adviser , aquaint heavy volumewhich
recommended prussic acid for somach ulcers, and cocainefor heroin addiction. Asfor hedlth care, |
knew quitewdll that if | became serioudy ill | should have to seek modern medica treatment, but my
hedlth was good aslong as | took care not to overstrain my heart, and Mrs. Beveridge was never ill.

| was awarethat the Victorian life | was attempting to re-create within these wallswas not the redlity.
The songs of Victorian men and women were not al decorous, nor were dl their habitsnice. A red
Victorian bachelor in my situation would long before now, in dl probability, have undone the laces of his
housekeeper's underwear. No, it was not the real Victorian world that | was attempting to re-create, but
my boyhood'simaginary world of safety, serenity, and gentleness.

| confessthat | was as much darmed as pleased by the dacrity with which Mrs. Beveridge fell in with my
scheme. Never once did she suggest even by a smile or agesture that what we were doing was absurd.
She seemed to takeit dl as perfectly norma, and it wasthisthat darmed me. Either wewerefaling
together into afolie a deux , or she was humoring me, with consummate skill, for some motive of her
ownwhich | could not guess.



At any rate, the life we now began to lead was so pleasant that | ceased to question it. Inthe mornings, in
fine weather, | tended my garden; in the afternoons | worked in my study, and in the evenings Mrs.
Beveridge and | decoroudy diverted oursalves. On fair days the house was sunny, and the porch pillars,
which | could see through the glass pane of the door at the far end of the living room, gave back the pure
essence of light. But it isthe winter eveningsthat | remember with more pleasure, when the whole world
was shut out in darkness, and the lamps were surrounded by abrown gloom.

With the aid of an old book of parlor tricks and games, Mrs. Beveridge and | relearned the art of the
cat's cradle, forming more and more intricate figureswith aloop of string. Beginning with the Cat's
Cradle, we went on to the Calm Sea, the Upturned Cradle, the Mattress Turned Over, the Cat's Eye, the
Pig on the Pegs. We dso played at making hand shadows on the wall: the Bird in FHight, the Tortoise, the
Goose aprisoner (in which one hand grips the wrist of the other which forms the goose), and so on; we
played word games, a which Mrs. Beveridge was very good, and sometimes Anagrams, Scat, or Old
Maid.

| counted, | say, on the fact that | was completely aware of my own deegpening obsession, but this belief
was shaken one morning, when, arising earlier than usual, | went down to the kitchen to seeif therewas
any coffee. It was about seven o'clock; the day was clear, and the sunlight reflecting from the white snow
gave ashimmer to the atmosphere. Mrs. Beveridge was nowherein sight, but aman in along coat was
carrying asack up the steps of the back porch to the pantry. At first | thought it was Mr. Thomeas, then |
saw that he was an older and stouter man, and when he shifted his burden noticed that he was wearing a
long brown apron under his coat. He turned and stumped down the stairs again, and as | went to another
window to watch him, | distinctly saw him get up on the driver's seat of awagon drawn by two massive
horses. | saw the wagon move off down the driveway; then it was gone.

When Mrs. Beveridge camein afew minuteslater, | asked her, “Who was herejust now?"
“Why, Mr. Thomas,” shereplied, and gave me such a puzzled look that | could not say any more.

One of our evening amusements was the Ouijaboard. Mrs. Beveridge was very adept at this, and under
her fingertips the planchette siwept rapidly about the board, spelling out ambiguous communications from
various defunct notables (Napoleon informed us, for ingtance, that he did not like fish).

| soon noticed that she could manipulate the planchette by hersdlf, and it was not long before |

discovered that she often went into light trance while doing so. This gave me the notion of trying to
deepen the trance, to which she readily assented, and | found her to be an excellent subject; after afew
sessons she exhibited al the classical Sgns of deep trance: catalepsy, glove anesthesia, amnesia,
halucination, and dl the rest. | was able to suggest to her that her hand would write automatically, a
procedure less tiresome than the Ouijaboard. While she sat with her eyes closed, the pencil in her fingers
traced large, childish letters, only adozen or so to apage. When her pencil dipped off the edge of the
paper she seemed to know it, and after amoment's hesitation would begin anew line; when she reached
the bottom of the paper | lifted her hand, put afresh sheet under it, and she began where she had | eft off,
evenif it werein the middle of aword.

When | say that her writing was childish | mean to be understood literaly; not only were the letterslarge
and painfully formed, but thet's were often uncrossed and there were many misspelings, “annd” for
“and,” for example, and “pulleded” for “pulled.” The lines doped more and more downward as she
wrote, and that seemed curious to me, because she was right-handed. When something agitated her, as
when | asked her to describe a dream she had had the night before, her writing grew more irregular and
the lines sometimes ran into each other.

These sessonsweretiring to her, but she was as interested by their results as | was, and we performed



them at least two or three times aweek for a considerable period. We had been able to dispense with
hypnotic induction entirely, by the use of posthypnotic suggestion; after having settled hersdf comfortably,
on aword of command, she would go promptly into deep trance and begin to write. Ordinarily | would
suggest atopic, but on severa occasions she produced rather surprising things without any prompting
from me. Her most daborate effort was a narrative which she produced in the course of five consecutive
sessions. In each case | woke her after three quarters of an hour, and on the following evening |
suggested to her that she would go on with the narrative until it was done. The transcript which followsis
verbatim except for the correction of errorsin spelling, the elimination of repetitions, etc.

Some people seem to be born with ataste for violence. One of these was aman named Norman
Edwards, who lived with hiswife Sdly in a hillsde house in a suburb of Newark, New Jersey. Theliving
room and master bedroom were upstairs, the kitchen, family room, and spare bedroom were down.
Edwards, who worked as an insurance underwriter in Newark, was aman in histhirties, pale,
horse-faced, deceptively dender. His hands were large, and he enjoyed using them.

One Saturday morning in early October he was taking down the screens on the side of the house when
he heard the water hissin the upstairs bathroom. Sally had dept late that morning. Edwards raised the
window quietly and put his head in. He saw her body moving againgt the blue shower curtain in the tub.
Heleaned in over the windows|l, stretched as far as he could, and grabbed her leg. He heard a shriek
and athump. Hewaited, but the water kept on running. “ Saly?’ he said. She did not answer.

He climbed in the window and twitched the shower curtain aside. Shewaslying in the tub with her yellow
shower cap on. A little blood from her nose was washing away in pink trails. He turned off the water and
pulled her upright. Her eyeswere open, but she looked stuporous.

He had her dressed by the time the doctor came; by then her nose was beginning to swell. It was broken,
asit turned out, and they kept her in the hospital overnight to seeif she had a concussion. When Edwards
saw her the next day there was ared and purple bruise spreading out from under the bandage, and she
had two beautiful shiners. “It wasjust ajoke, Saly,” he said, but she turned her head away.

That afternoon her sster Wanda came over. “ Sdly sent mefor somethings.” She waked past him up the
dairs.

“They going to keep her? | thought she was getting out today.” Edwards followed her.

“That'sit. Some complications,” Wanda said. She opened a suitcase on the bed and began pulling things
out of bureau drawers. When she had finished packing the suitcase, she started on another.

“She doesn't need dl that in the hospita,” Edwards said.
“Shemight,” Wandasaid. She lifted the two suitcases and walked past him.

He caught up with her downstairs and crowded her againgt thewall. “ Y ou're lying, aren't you?’ he said.
“Sheian't coming home."

“That'sright,” Wandasaid, “andlisten to me , you bastard, if you lay ahand on me, Morriswill kill you.
Now get out of my way."

After amoment he stepped back, and she carried the suitcases down to her car, got in and drove off.

When he thought about the incident, Edwards redized that he was hearing in hismind the sound Saly's
nose had made when it hit the water faucet, asort of crunchingclick . He had not actualy heard the
sound, but it was perfectly clear to him, and he found himself playing it over and over, each timewith the



samelittle stab of pleasure.

It was not a complete surprise to him that he felt thisway. Once, as aboy, he had hit his older brother
Tim with abaseball bat, and he had heard the same sort of sound—athud , with asharp littlecrack inthe
middle of it when Tim's collarbone had broken.

Edwards caled Wandas number severa times, hoping Sally would answer the phone, but it was always
Wandaor Morris, and they told him Sally didn't want to talk to him. Twice he went to their house and
made a nuisance of himsalf. On the day after the second of these visits, when Wanda had threatened to
cal the police, Morris Hollander came to see Edwards. Hollander, Sdlly's sster's husband, was a
prosperous man who had businessinterests up and down New Jersey. He was much older than Wanda,
at least Sixty, but he was il trim and erect. Hisdeek hair was not white, not gray, but something in
between, and he wore emerad cuff links.

“Hédllo, Morris, what do you want?’ Edwards said.
“You can't invite mein? We have to talk on the doorstep?’
“All right,” said Edwards, and led the way upstairsto the living room.

Hollander laid his hat carefully on the sofa, but he did not sit down or take off his black overcoat.
“Norman,” hesaid, “I'll put the whole thing in anutshell. Y ou're making Saly nervous, she don't want to
see you, S0 what good isit? Save the aggravation.”

“Sdly ismy wife)” Edwardssaid.

“O.K., why not treat her like awife? Arguments | understand, believe me, and even to hit someone|
understand, but to break your wife's nose—this| don't understand.”

“It was an accident."”

“So? A woman istaking ashower, and you reach through the window and grab her leg—thisisan
accident? If you're walking down the street, | throw a bananaped under your foot, and you fal and
break your hip—thisisaso an accident?'

The old man took aturn around the room. “I was married to my first wife, she should rest in peace,
twenty-seven years. To me adivorceisashame. But | wouldn't say to Sdly, go back to him, your place
iswith your husband. It's better she shouldn't have more accidents.”

He turned and gave Edwards one level 1ook. “ So, now | said what | cameto say. Don't make no more
trouble. Good-bye, Norman."

Edwards was thinking about the phrase, “fall down and bresk your hip,” and in the plosive of the last
word he seemed to hear the faint sound of a breaking bone. As Hollander started down the sairs, he
sd, “Morris.”

The old man haf-turned, taking his hand off the banigter. “ Y es?"

“Goto hdl.” Edwardskicked him hard in the chest. The old man fell backwards and clattered down the
gairs. When Edwards got to him, he was lying against the wall with his neck bent, and he was dead.

Edwards knelt, got hisarms under the body, hoisted it to his chest with an effort, and stood. As he
carried it through the kitchen, the phone began to ring. He put hisfoot on a chair, steadied the body with
his knee and one arm, picked up the receiver. “Hello."



“Norman, thisis Wanda. Excuse mefor cdling, butisMorristhere?
“Morris? No,” he said, speaking over the dead man'sface. “Why would he be here?’

“Wall, he said he was going to stop by on hisway home from Sparta. Anyway, if he comes over there,
would you please ask himto cal me?"

“Sure. ‘Bye."

He put the receiver down, hoisted the body chest-high again, and went out to the driveway where
Morriss big blue Lincoln was parked. He toppled the body gently into the trunk head-first, moved the
heavy arm that seemed to want to cling to him, then folded the legs. He explored the pockets gingerly for
car keys, found them, and stepped back.

The body lay onits Side, one arm undernegth. By the time he got where he was going, it would be stiff; it
might be harder to get out of the trunk. He bent the legs upward asfar as he could, folded thearm. The
other onewastoo hard to get at; thiswould have to do. What €lse? The hat. Where was the hat?

Edwards went back through the kitchen, glancing at the phone, but it did not ring. He found Morriss hat
under thelittle table at the foot of the stairs, hiding there like ablack animal. He put it on top of the body
inthetrunk, closed the lid, and went back inside for his jacket and topcoat. When he pulled out onto the
Street, it was just after two o'clock.

The day was cold and bright, the road clear; most of the traffic was coming the other way. According to
the map, there were three or four lakes and reservoirs not far from U.S. Route 206. Edwards drove
steadily north, keeping just under the speed limit. The car handled well. At Netcong he turned northeast
to have alook at Lake Hopatcong. The approaches were too shdlow, and there were too many trailers
parked on the shore. He kept going around the lake, then northwest again to Lake Mohawk, but it did
not suit him, either. He drove through Newton, Lafayette, and Augusta. North of Branchville therewasa
turnoff marked “ CulversLake.” Edwards kept on going. He redlized now that the Jersey lakes would not
do. Hewas close to the state line already; somewhere along the Delaware there would be a private place
where he could tip the car down into deep water. Then he would walk or hitchhike to the nearest town,
gay inamote overnight, and take the bus home in the morning.

North of Dingmans Ferry the map showed the highway running closeto theriver, and he glimpsedit, or
thought he did, occasiondly through the trees, but there was no good approach. The sky had turned
gray; there were afew flakes of snow. He turned on his headlights. A curve came up, too fast. Ashe
swung around it, braking, two yelow-white eyeslegped into view, the headlights of another car. He
turned franticaly, saw thelights blaze up, felt ahammering jolt. Then things began to become very queer.
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THERE WAS atime dip in southern Caiforniaat about onein the afternoon. Mr. Gordon Fish thought it
was an earthquake. He woke up confused and sullen from hismidday nap, blinking fiercely, aspink asa
gpanked baby's behind, with his sandy-yellow beard and eyebrows bristling. He got off the sofaand
listened. No screams, no rumble of falling buildings, so probably it wasdl right.

He heard aknock. Squinting uneasily, Fish went to the door. He had |eft his glasses on the table, but
never mind; it might be aclient, or even an investigator from the city. In which case ... He opened the
door.

A dender man in purple was standing there. Hewas small, hardly an inch taller than Gordon Fish. He
said, “ Three twenty-two and ahalf Platt Terrace?’ Hisface was an ova blur; he seemed to be wearing
some kind of tight uniform, like a bellboy's—but purple?

“That'sright, three twenty-two and ahdf, thisisit,” said Fish, Sraining to make out thefelow's
salmon-colored face. He caught sight of some other people standing behind him, and a shadowy bulk,
like abig box of somekind “I don't know if you—"

“All right, fezh, bring itin,” said the man, turning to spesk over his shoulder. “Bung, did we have atime
finding you,” he said to Fish, and pushed hisway into the living room. Behind him, other men in tight
purple clothing came staggering under the weight of boxes, first abig one, then two smaller ones, thena
really big one, then aclutter of smaler boxes.

“Listen, wait, there must be some mistake,” said Fish, dancing out of theway. “I didn't order—"

The first man in purple looked at some papersin his hand. “ Three twenty-two and ahalf PlattTerrace? ”
he said. His voice sounded durred and angry, asif he were haf drunk or had just waked up, like Fish
himsdlf.

Fish was unreasonably irritated. “1 tell you | didn't order anything! | don't care if— Y ou walk in here, into
aman'shome, just like— Listen! Y ou get that out of there!” Infuriated, he rushed at two of the men who
were setting down one of the smaller boxes on the sofa

“Thisisthe address,” said thefirst man in abored voice. He shoved some papersinto Fish'shand. “You
don't want ‘em, send ‘em back. Wejust deliver ‘em.” The purple men began to move toward the door.

The spokesman went out last. “Bung, areyou advich!” he said, and closed the door.

Raging, Fish fumbled for hisglasses. They ought to berightthere , but the movers had upset everything.
He went to the door anyway, twitching with anger. Dammit, if he could just find his glasses heldreport
them, but ... He opened the door. The purple-uniformed men, alittle knot of them, were standing in the
courtyard looking bewildered. One of them turned a sdlmon-colored dot of aface. “Hey, whichway is
..." Something. It sounded like “enchmire.”

There was atremor, and Fish lurched against the door frame. It felt like an earth shock, aheavy one, but
when helooked up the pam treesin the street were not swaying, and the buildings were solid and firm.
But the purple men were gone.

Swearing franticaly to himsdlf, Fish went back into the living room and dammed the door behind him.
The biggest box wasin hisway. Hekicked it, and adat fell out. He kicked it again, grunting with angry
satisfaction. Thewhole side fell down with aclatter, reveding ablack-enameled pand. Fish kicked that,
and bruised histoe.

“Hm,” said Fish, looking at the deek black finish of whatever it was. “Hah.” It looked like money.



Peering, heran hisfinger dong the metal. Cool and smooth. Why, it might be dmaost anything. Industria
machinery, worth thousands of dollarsto the right party. With risng excitement, Fish ran to the table,
found his glasses pushed into some magazines, and ran back, fitting the glasses over hismean little eyes.

He pulled some more dats aside. The box fell away, disclosing an oddly shaped hunk of meta with
knobs, dias and switchesin the top. An engraved white plate read: “TECKNING MASKIN,” and then
some numbers. It sounded ominous and important. Heart besting, Fish rubbed hisfingers over the
knurled knobs and the gleaming switch handles. Therewas afaint click. He had accidentally moved one
switch, he saw, from “Av” to “Pa” The didswerelighting up, and a set of long hooked arms, like claws,
were dowly drifting out over the flat empty spacein the middle.

Hadtily, Fish turned the switch back to “ Av.” The lightswent out; the arms, looking disappointed, he
thought, drifted back into their enclosures.

Well, itworked , whatever it was, which was funny, because cometo think of it he hadn't plugged it in
anywhere. Fish tared at the machine uneasily, rubbing his pudgy hands together. Batteries? In amachine
that Sze? And those funny dids, the peculiarexpression the whole thing had, and “ Teckning
Maskin"—not even English. Thereit sat, dl eight or nine pieces of it, filling up hisliving room—one crate,
he saw with a pang, blocked off hisview of the TV. Supposeit was al somekind of joke?

Theingant he thought of it, he saw the whole thing in aflash. The crates sitting here, and thenin afew
daysthe bill would come in the mail—maybe they wouldn't even take the things away until hed paid the
shipping—and al the time, the joker would be laughing himsdlf sick. Laughing, whoever it wasthat had
ordered the machinesin Fish's name—some old enemy, or it could even be someone he thought of asa
friend.

With tears of ragein his eyes, he rushed to the door again, flung it open and stood panting, staring around
the courtyard. But there was nobody there. He dammed the door and stood looking helplesdy at the
crates. If they would fightfair! How was he going to watchDragnet, and, good heavens, where was he
going to talk to clients—in thekitchen?

“Oh!” said Fish, and he kicked another crate hard. Slats gave, and something fell out, alittle yellow
booklet. Fish glimpsed more black-enameled machinery inside. He bent wildly to pick up the booklet
and tried to tear it across, but it hurt his hands. He threw it across the room, shouting, “Well, then!” He
danced from one crate to another, kicking. Sats littered the floor. Gleaming machines stood up from the
mess, some with dias, some without. Fish stopped, out of breath, and stared at them with anew
bewilderment.

A trick—no, it couldn't be. Big industrial machineslike that—it wasn't like ordering something from a
department store. But then what? A mistake. Fish sat down on the arm of a chair and frowned, scrubbing
his beard with hisfingers. In thefirst place, now, he hadn'tsigned anything. Even if they came back
tomorrow, if he could manage to get rid of say one piece, he could dways claim there had beeneight
ingead of nine. Or suppose he even got rid of al of it, discreetly of course, then when they came back he
could smply deny the whole thing. Say he never heard of any machinery. Fish's nerves began to twitch.
He jumped up, looked around, sat down again. Speed, speed, that wasthe thing. Get it over with. But
what kind of machinerywas it?

Fish frowned, squirmed, got up and sat down. Finally he went to the phone, looked up a number and
dialed. He smoothed down hisves, cleared histhroat musicaly. “Ben? Thisis Gordon Fish, Ben ... Just
fine. Now, Ben—" hisvoice dropped confidentialy—"I happen to have a client who wants to dispose of
aTeckning Maskin. Eight— What? Teckning Maskin. It's machinery, Ben. T-E-C-K-N-I-N-G— No?
Well, that's the name they gave me. | have it written down right here. Y ou never— Well, that's funny.



Probably some mistake. | tell you, Ben, I'll check back and see. Y es, thanks alot. Thanks, Ben,
bye-bye."

He hung up, chewing hiswhiskersin vexation. If Ben Abrams had neverheard of it, then there couldn't
be any market for it, not inthis part of the country anyhow .... Something funny. He was beginning to
have a hunch about thisthing now. Something ... He prowled around the machines, looking at them this
way and that. Here was another engraved white plate; it said “TECKNING MASKIN,” and under that
“BANK 1,” and then two columns of numbers and words: “3 Folk, 4 Djur, 5 Byggnader,” and soon, a
lot more. Crazy words; it didn't even look like any language hed everheard of. And then those maniacs
inthe purple uniforms.... Wait aminute! Fish snapped hisfingers, stopped, and stood in a pose of
thought. Now what wasiit that fellow had said just as he was leaving? It had made him mad, Fish
remembered—something like, “Boy, are you advich.” Made him mad as ahornet; itsounded insulting,
but what did itmean?

And then that kind of earthquake just before they got here—woke him up out of a sound deep, left him
feding al funny. And then another one after they left—onlynot an earthquake, because he remembered
distinctly that the palm trees didn't even tremble.

Fish ran hisfinger delicately over the shining curved edge of the nearest machine. His heart was thumping,
histongue came out to lick hislips. He had afeding—no, he reallyknew —nobody would be coming
back for the machines.

They were his. Y es, and there was money in them, somewhere; he could smell it. But how? What did
theydo?

He opened dl the crates carefully. In one of them, instead of amachine, there was ametal box full of
creamy-thick sheets of paper. They were big rectangular sheets, and they looked asif one would just
about fit onto the flat center space on the biggest machine. Fish tried one, and it did.

Well, what could go wrong? Fish rubbed hisfingers nervoudy, then turned the switch on. Thedias
lighted and the hooked arms drifted out, as before, but nothing else happened. Fish leaned nearer again
and looked at the other controls. There was a pointer and aseries of markslabeled “Av,” “Bank 1,”
“Bank 2,” and so on down to “Bank 9.” He moved the pointer cautioudy to “Bank 1.” The arms moved
alittle, dowly, and stopped.

What else? Three red buttons marked “Utplana,” “Torka,” and “Avda” He pressed one down, but
nothing happened. Then a series of white ones, like on an adding machine, all numbered. He pressed one
down at random, then another, and was about to press athird when he legped back in darm. The
hooked arms were moving, rapidly and purposefully. Where they passed over the paper, thin dark-gray
lineswere growing.

Fish leaned closer, his mouth open and his eyes bulging. The little points under the ends of the arms were
riding smoothly over the paper, leaving graceful lines behind them. The arms moved, contracted on thelr
little pivots and springs, swept thisway and that, lifted dightly, dropped again and moved on. Why, the
machine was drawing—drawing a picture while he watched! There was aface forming under thearm
over on the right, then aneck and shoulder—kind of a sappy-looking man, it was, like a Greek statue.
Then over here on thel€eft, a the same time, another arm was drawing a bull's head, with some kind of
flowers between the horns. Now the man's body—he was wearing one of those Greek togas or
whatever you call them—and the back of the bull curving around up on top. And now the man'sarm, and
the bull'stail, and now the other arm, and the bull's hind legs.

Thereit was. A picture of aman throwing flowers at this bull, who was kind of leaping and looking at the



man over his shoulder. The arms of the machine stopped moving, and then pulled back out of sight. The
lights went out, and the switch clicked by itsalf back to “Pa."

Fish took the paper and looked it over, excited but alittle disappointed. He didn't know anything about
art, of course, but he knew thiswas no good—all flat looking and kind of smple, like akid would draw.
And that bull—whoever saw abull dancing like that? With flowers between its horns? Still, if the machine
would draw this, maybe it would draw something better; he couldn't quite see the angle. Where would
you sgll drawings, even good ones? But it was there, somewhere. Exhibit the machine, likein afair of
science and industry? No, hismind hurriedly buried the thought—too exposed, too many questions.
Heavens, if Verafound out hewas 4till dive, or if the policein Scranton ...

Drawings. A machine that made drawings. Fish looked at it, al eight lumpy black-enameled massve
pieces of it scattered around hisliving room. It seemed like alot of machinery just to makedrawings . He
admitted it: he was disappointed. He had expected, well, metal stampings or something like that,
something real. Crash, bang, the big metal jaw comes down, and tink, the bright shaped piecefals out
into the basket. There was machinery for you; but this...

Fish sat back and pondered, twitching the paper disapprovingly between hisfingers. Things were dways
letting him down likethis. Redly, his best line was marriage. He had been married five times, and dways
made alittle profit out of it. He smoothed the vest down over his suety front. Between times, he turned to
whatever was handy—maritd counsgling someyears, or gavelife readingsif he could get enough clients,
or naturopathy. It al depended. But somehow every timeit looked asif he had ared gold mine, it
dipped out from under his hand. He reddened with discomfort as he thought of the one winter he had
been forced to go to work in ashoe store .... Having this house had softened him up, too, he had been
getting lazy—just aclient or two aweek for life readings. He ought to be getting busy, working up new
contacts before his money ran out.

The thought of poverty made him ravenoudy hungry, asit dwaysdid. He kneaded his somach. Time for
lunch. He got hisjacket hurriedly, and, as an afterthought, rolled up the drawing—it would not fold—and
tucked it under hisarm.

He drove to the barbecue place three blocks down the boulevard where he had been edting alot of his
medlslately, to save funds. The counterman was ayoung fellow named Dave, lean and pale, with alock
of sraight dark hair faling over hisforehead. Fish had got into friendly conversation with him and knew
he was going to art school nights, over in Pasadena. Fish had tried to get him over for alife reading, but
the youngster had said frankly that he“didn't believeinit” in such an honest and friendly way that Fish
bore him noiill-will.

“Bowl 0’ chile, Dave,” he said cheerfully, hoisting himsdlf up on astool with therolled drawing
precariously on hislap. Hisfeet dangled; the paper was squeezed tight between his vest and the counter.

“Hello, Doc. Coming up.”
Fish hunched forward over the bowl, loosening his collar. The one other customer paid and |eft.

“Say, Dave,” said Fishindigtinctly, munching, “liketo get your opinion of something. Unh.” He managed
to get the rolled paper free and opened it on the counter. “What do you think—isit any good?’

“Say,” said Dave, coming nearer. “Whereld you getthat? "

“Mm. Nephew of mine,” Fish answered readily. “He wants meto advise him, you know, if he should go
onwithit, because—"



“Go onwithit! Wdll, say. Where's he been studying, anyhow?"

“Oh, just by himsdlf, you know—aback home.” Fish took another mouthful. “Ver’ bright boy, you
understand, but—"

“Wadll, if helearned to draw like that all by himself, why he must be aworld-beater.”
Fish forgot to chew. “ Y ou redly mean it?'
“Why, sure. Listen, are you sure he drew this himself, Doc?'

“Oh, certainly.” Fish waved the imputation of dishonesty away. “Ver' honest boy, | know'm well. No, ‘f
hetdls me he drew it, why—" he swallowed—"he drew it. But now don't fool me, isit—do you redly
think it'sasgood —"

“Wadll, | tdl you thetruth, when | first saw it,| thought Picasso. Y ou know, his classical period. Of course
| see now it's different, but, my gosh, it'sgood. | mean, if you wantmy opinion, why—"

Fish was nodding to indicate that this only confirmed his own diagnosis. “M-hm. M-hm. Well, I'm glad to
hear you say it, son. Y ou know, being arelative of the boy, | thought— Of course, I'm very impressed.
Very impressed. | thought of Pricasso, too, same as you. Of course, now from the money end of it—" he
wagged his head dolefully— *you know and | know ..."

Dave scratched his head under the white cap. “Oh, well, he ought to be able to get commissions, dl right.
| mean, if | had aline like that—" Hetraced in air the outline of the man'slifted arm.

“Now, when you saycommissions, ” Fish said, squirming with eagerness.

“Oh, well, you know, for portraits, or industrial designs or, you know, whatever he wantsto goin for.”
Dave shook hishead in admiration, staring at the drawing. “If thiswas only in color.”

“How'sthat, Dave?'

“Why, | was just thinking—see, there's a competition up in San Gabrie for acivic center mural.
Ten-thousand-dollar prize. Now | don't know, it might not win, but why don't you have him render thisin
color and send it in?"'

“Color,” said Fish blankly. The machine wouldn't color anything, he was sure. He could get abox of
water color paints, but ... “Well, now, thefact is” he said, hadtily revolving idess, “you know, the boy is
laid up. Hurt his hand—oh, not serious,” he said reassuringly (Dave's mouth had falen into anO of
sympathy), “ but won't be able to draw any more picturesfor awhile. It'sa shame, he could use the
money, you know, for doctor hills.” He chewed and swalowed. “ Tl you, thisisjust awild idea, now,
but why couldn't you color it up and send it in, Dave? Course if it doesn't win, | couldn't pay you, but—"

“Wall, gee, | don't know how held like that, Doc. | mean, suppose hed have something esein mind, like
some other color scheme atogether. Y ou know, | wouldn't like to—"

“I'll take full respongbility,” said Fish firmly. “Don't you worry about that, and if wewin, why I'll seethat
you're paid handsomely for your work, Dave. Now there, how's that?'

“Wadll, sure, then, Doc. | mean, sure,” said Dave, nodding and blushing. “I'll do it tonight and tomorrow,
and get it right off in the mail. Okay? Then—oh, uh, one thing, what's your nephew's name?

“George Wilmington,” said Fish at random. He pushed the cleaned chile bowl away. “And, uh, Dave, |



bdievel'll have an order of ribs, with french frieson the sde."

Fish went home with avastly increased respect for the machine. The civic center competition, hewas
positive, wasin the bag. Ten thousand dollars! For one drawing! Why, there was millionsinit! He closed
and locked the front door carefully behind him, and pulled down the venetian blinds to darken the gloomy
little living room ill further. He turned on the lights. There the machine il was, dl eight gleaming pieces
of it, scattered around on the floor, the furniture, everywhere. He moved excitedly from one piece to
another, caressing the dick black surfaceswith hispam. All that expensive machinery—al hisl

Might aswell put it through its paces again, just to see. Fish got another sheet of creamy paper from the
stack, put it in postion, and turned the switch to “Pa.” He watched with pleasure asthe diaslighted, the
hooked arms drifted out and began to move. Lines grew on the paper: first some wavy ones at the
top—could be anything. And farther down, apair of long, up-curved lines, kind of like handlebars. It
was like apuzzle, trying to figure out what it was going to be.

Under the wavy lines, which Fish now perceived to be hair, the pointer drew eyes and anose.
Meanwhile the other one was gliding around the outline of what, it became clear in amoment, wasa
bull's head. Now here camethe rest of the girl'sface, and her arm and one leg—not bad, but kind of
beefy—and now the bull'slegs, sticking out al different ways, and then, whoops, it wasn't abull: there
was the whatyoumaycallum with the teats swinging; it was acow. So, agirl riding on acow, with flowers
between its hornslike before.

Fish looked at the drawing in disgppointment. People and cows—was that al the thing coulddo?

He scrubbed his beard in vexation. Why, for heaven's sake, suppose somebody wanted a picture of
somethingbesides bulls and people? It was ridiculous—eight big pieces of machinery ...

Wait aminute. “Don't go off half cocked, Gordon,” hetold himself aloud. That waswhat Florence, his
second, aways used to say, except she dways called him “Fishy.” He winced with discomfort at the
memory. Well, anyway, be noticed now that the same buttons he had pressed down before were sill
down. That must have something to do with it. Struck by another thought, be trotted over and looked at
the machine marked “Bank 1.” Now thislist here, number 3was*Folk,” and number 4 was*Djur.”
Those were the numbers he had pressed on the big machine, so ... maybe “folk” meantpeople , and
“djur,” why, that might be some crazy word forbulls . Then if he pressed adifferent set of buttons, why,
the machine would have to draw something else.

In fifteen minutes he verified that thiswas the case. Pressing down the first two buttons, “Land” and
“Planta,” gave him drawings of outdoor scenes, just hillsand trees. “Folk” was people, and “Djur”
seemed to be animals, now he got goats or dogsinstead of bulls. “Byggnader” was buildings. Then it got
more complicated.

A button marked “ Arbete” gave him pictures of people at work; onelabeled “Kéarlek” produced scenes
of coupleskissing—all in the kind of Greek-looking clothes—and the landscapes and buildings were sort
of vague and dreamy. Then there was awhole row of buttons under the heading “Plats,” and another
headed “Tid,” that seemed to control the time and place of the pictures. For instance, when he pressed
“Egyptisk” and “Gammad,” dong with “Folk,” “Byggnader” and, on ahunch, “Religion,” he got apicture
of some priestsin Egyptian headdresses bowing in front of abig statue of Horus. Nowthere was
something!

The next day he nailed up the crates again, leaving the tops loose so that he could remove them whenever
he wanted to use the machines. In the process, he came acrossthe little yellow booklet he had thrown
away. Therewere diagramsin it, some of which made sense and some didn't, but the printing wasdl in



the same unfamiliar language. Fish put the booklet avay in abureau drawer, under an untidy hegp of
clothes, and forgot about it. Grunting and sweating, he managed to push the smdler cratesinto corners
and rearranged the furniture so there was room to put the big one against the wall. It still looked terrible,
but at least he could get around, and have clientsin, and he could seethe TV again.

Every day he ate lunch at the barbecue place, or at least stopped in, and every day, when Dave saw him

comein, he shook his head. Then dl afternoon he would sit with aglass of beer, or maybe a plate of nuts
or fudge, watching the machine draw. He used up al the paper in the stack and started turning them over
to use the other sides.

But where was the money coming from? After some thought, Fish built asmple magic-writing box, and
used it with his Egyptian drawings—he had adozen, dl of different gods, but after the first onethe
machine didn't draw any priests—to show clientswhat they had been up to in previousincarnations. He
began to get alittle more business, and once or twice hisingtinct told him he could raise the fee on
account of the drawings, but that was only pocket money. He knew there wasmillions iniit, he could
amogt tagte it, but where?

Once it occurred to him that maybe he could take out a patent on the machine and sdll it. Trouble with
that was, he didn't have any ideahow the thing worked. 1t seemed like the little machines must have
picturesingde, or pieces of pictures, and the big machine put them together—how? Fuming with
impatience, Fish took the big crate apart again, moved furniture out of the way, and fumbled at the
smooth black side of the machine to seeiif there was any way of opening it up.

After amoment hisfingers found two shalow depressonsin the metd; he pushed experimentdly, then
pressed upward, and the side plate of the machine came off in hishands.

It weighed dmost nothing. Fish put it asde, staring doubtfully into theinterior of the machine. It wasall
dark in there, nothing but afew very tiny specks of light, like mica dust hanging motionless. No wires, no
nothing. Fish got asheet of paper and put it in position, and turned the machine on. Then he squatted
down. Thetiny specks of light sesemed to be moving, circling dowly around one another in timeto the
motion of the drawing arms. It was darker in there, and looked further away, somehow, than it had any
right to.

Holding the front of the machine, Fish touched another shalow depression and, without redly meaning to,
he pushed upward. The whole front of the machinefel off, and the other sde with it.

He sprawled backward frantically to get out of the way, but the top of the machine didn't fdl. It stayed
there, rock-steady, athough there was nothing holding it up but the back panel.

And undernegath, nothing. No framework, just the thick darkness, with the little stars going dowly around
asthe machine drew.

Fish hastily picked up the front and side panels and put them back. They did easily and perfectly into
place, and fitted so closely that he couldn't see any line between them.

After that, he put the crate back together and never tried to look inside the machine again.

Dave hurried around the end of the counter to him. “Doc! Where you been?’ Hewas drying hishandson
his apron and grinning nervoudy, with asort of pole-axed expression around hiseyes. A customer
around the other side of the counter looked up, then went on chewing with his mouth open.

“Wadll, | had quitealot of thingsto do,” Fish began automaticaly. Then he began to fed excited. “ Say!
Y ou don't mean—"



Dave fished along white envelope out of his back pocket. “ Came yesterday! L ook here!” The envelope
crackled in his nervous fingers. He pulled out afolded | etter, and Fish seized it. Dave looked over his
shoulder, breathing heavily, as he read.

DEAR MR. WILMINGTON:

Itismy very grest pleasure to inform you that your design has been awarded the First Prizein the San
Gabrie Civic Center Mural Competition. In the opinion of the judges, the classic smplicity of your entry,
together with itstechnical mastery, madeit far superior to anything else submitted.

Enclosed please find our check for three thousand dollars ($3,000.00) ....
“Where?’ cried Fish, looking up.

“Right here,” said Dave, with agrin that looked painful. He held up asamon-colored strip of paper. The
red-printed lettering read: “EXACTLY 3,000.00" DOLLARS***** "

Fish hugged Dave, who hugged him back, and then looked at the | etter again.
... the remainder to be paid when the design is executed to the satisfaction of the Committee. ...

“Executed?’ said Fish, with asinking feding. “What's that mean? Dave, what's he mean here, where he

Sys—
“When he paintsthe mura onthewall. Gee, Doc, | just can't tell you—"

“Who?'

“Y our nephew. George Wilmington. See, when he paints the mural—

“Oh,” said Fish. “Oh. Wéll, you see, Dave, the factis—"

Dave'slong face grew solemn. “Oh, gosh, | never thought. Y ou mean he's not well enough to draw yet?'

Fish shook his head mournfully. “No, gr. It'saterrible shame, Dave, but—" He folded the check
absently and dipped it into his pocket.

“I thought you said, | mean, it wasn't serious or anything ...."

Fish continued to shake his head. “ Turned out, there was more to it than they thought. It looks like now,
they just don't know when helll ever be ableto draw again.”

“Oh, Doc,” said Dave, stricken.

“That'stheway it is. These things—the doctors don't know as much about ‘ em asthey'd like you to
think, Dave.” Fish went on staring fiercely at the letter, bardly listening to the sound of hisown voice. To
be paid when the design is executed ...

“Look here,” he said, interrupting Dave's murmurs of commiseration. “It don't saywho hasto executeit,
now doesit? Notice right there? Says ‘when the design is executed.””

“How about aglassawater over here?’ called the customer.

“Coming right up, sir. Look, Doc, | think you got anidea” He retired sidewise toward the counter, il
talking. “'Y ou know, anybody could scale that up and do the actud painting—any competent artist, |



mean. Gee, I'd do it mysdlf, | mean if George didn't care. And if it wasdl right with the committee, why,
you know, it would be an opportunity for me.” He gave the customer hiswater, mopped the counter
blindly and came back.

Fish leaned over the counter, beard in hand, frowning. “Wilmington” was just aname. Dave could take
the part, just aswell asnot, and it would be alot better in one way, because then Fish himsdlf could stay
out of sight. But, whoops, if they did that, then Dave wouldbe Wilmington, and he might want to take off
onhisown....

“Wadl, Dave,” hesad, “areyou agood artis?"

Dave looked embarrassed. “ Gee, Doc, you put me on the spot, but, well, anyway, they liked how |
rendered the design, didn't they? See, | used a color scheme of deep aguaand akind of buff, with
accents of rose, you know, to makeit cheerful? And, gee, if | did it on the paper, | could do it on awall.”

“Sold!” said Fish heartily, and clapped Dave on the shoulder. “George don't know it yet, but he just got
himsdf an assgant!”

A dimfemalefigure popped up a him suddenly from beside a potted pam. “Mr. Wilmington?If | could
just haveamoment ...

Fish paused, one hand going to his chinin the old gesture, although be had shaved off the beard over a
year ago. He felt exposed without it, and his features tended to twitch when he was startled like this.
“Why, yes, uh, miss..."

“My nameis Norma Johnson. Y ou don't know me, but | have some drawings here ..."

She was carrying abig black portfolio fastened with tapes. Fish sat down beside her and looked at the
drawings. They looked dl right to him, but skimpy, like the kind of thing he turned out mostly himsdlf.
What heliked was pictures with some mest to them, like Norman Rockwdll, but the one time he had set
the machine to draw something like that, his agent—the first one, Connally, that crook!—had told him
there was no market for “ genre stuff.”

Thegirl'sfingers were trembling. She was very neat and pale, with black hair and big expressve eyes.
Sheturned over thelast drawing. “ Arethey any good?’ she asked.

“Wdl, now, theré'sagood deal of spirit there,” said Fish comfortably. “And avery fine sense of design.”
“Could | ever be successful at it?"

“See, thethingis” shesad rapidly, “my Aunt Marie wants me to stay in San Francisco and come out
next season. But | don't want to. So she agreed, if you said | had redl taent, that she would send me
abroad to study. But if you didnt, I'd give up.”

Fish looked at her intently. Her fingernails were short but |ooked cared for. She was wearing asmple
white blouse and alittle blue jacket and skirt; there was awhiff of woodsy perfume. Fish smelled money.

Hesaid, “Wdl, my dear, let me put it thisway. Now you could go to Europe and spend alot of
money—ten thousand, twenty thousand dollars.” She watched him without blinking. “ Fifty thousand,”
said Fish deicately. “But what would be the point of it? Those fellows over there don't know as much as
they'd like you to think."



She fumbled blindly for her purse and gloves. 1 see.” She started to get up.

Fish put a pudgy hand on her arm. “Now what| would suggest,” he said, “why don't you come and study
with mefor ayear instead?"

Her paeface lengthened. “Oh, Mr. Wilmington,would you?'

“WEell, anybody with as much talent as these drawings—" Fish patted the portfolio on her knee—"why,
we have to do something, because—"

She stood up excitedly. “Will you cometdl that to Aunt Marie?"
Fish smoothed down thefront of hispink shirt. “Why, gladly, my dear, gladly.”
“She'sright hereinthelounge.”

Fish followed her and met Aunt Marie, who was a handsome woman of about fifty, plump but beautifully
taillored in brown linen. They agreed that Normawould take astudio near Mr. Wilmington'shomein
Berkdey, and that Mr. Wilmington would look in severa times aweek and give her the full benefit of his
great experience, in return for ten thousand dollars per annum. It was, as Fish pointed out to them, less
than half the amount he usudly got now for mgor commissons, but, never mind, every little bit helped.
Murds, indtitutional advertising, textile desgns, private sdesto collectors—my God, how it wasrolling
int

Theonly thing that redlly worried him was the machineitsaf. He kept it now in alocked inner room of the
house he was renting—twenty rooms, furnished, terrific view of the Bay, lots of room for parties—and

up to apoint he could work it like akiddy car. One time or another, he had figured out and memorized
every one of the dozens of |abeled buttons on the “Bank” machines, and just by combining the right ones,
he could get any kind of adrawing he wanted. For instance, that commission for stained glassfor a
church—"Réligion,” “People,” “Pdedting” “Ancient,” and there you were.

The trouble was, the machine wouldn't draw the same thing twicein arow. On that church window job,
he got one picture of Christ and then couldn't get another, no matter how long hetried, so he had to fill
out with saints and martyrs. The church put up abeef, too. Then sometimes at night, for hisown
amusement, he used to put the machine through its paces—for instance, set it for “ Historica figures” and
“Romantisk,” which seemed to be the maching's name for the present era, and then push the button
marked “Overdriva,” and watch the famous faces come out with big cartoony noses, and teeth like
picket fences.

Or hewould st it for “Love,” and then various interesting times and places—ancient Rome gave him
some spicy ones, and Samoawas even better.

But every time he did this, the machine turned out fewer drawings, and findly it wouldn't do any morelike
thet at dl.

Was there some kind of a censor built into the thing? Did itdisapprove of him?

He kept thinking of the funny way those men in purple uniforms had ddivered the thing. They had the
right address, but the wrong ... time? Whatever it was, he knew the machine wasn't intended for him. But
who wasit meant for? What wasa“ dvich"?

There were eight pieces—six banks, the master machine, and one which he had discovered would
enlarge any detail of adrawing to dmost full size. He could handle dl that. He could manage the controls
that governed the complexity or smplicity of adrawing, gave it more or less depth, changed its style and



mood. The only buttons he wasn't sure of were the three red ones marked “ Utpléna,” “Torka,” and
“Avda” None of them seemed todo anything. He had tried dl three both ways, and they didn't seem to
make any difference. In the end he left them the way they had been: “Torka’ down, the other two up, for
lack of any better idea. But big and red like that, they must be important.

He found them mentioned in the booklet, too: " Utplana en teckning, press knappen ‘ Utplana.’
Avlagsna ett monster fran en bank efter anvandning, press knappen ‘ Torka.” Avsla en teckning
innan slutsatsen, press knappen ‘Avda.’”

Press knappen, press knappen, that must be “push button.” Butwhen? And that business about
“monger,” that made him alittle nervous. He had been pretty lucky so far, figuring out how to work the
whole machine without any accidents. Suppose there was still something that could go wrong—suppose
the booklet was awarning?

He prowled restlesdy around the empty house—empty, and untidy, because he wouldn't have any
servantsin the place. Y ou never knew who was going to spy on you. A woman camein two daysa
week to clean the place up—all but the locked room—and once in awhile heldd bring a couple of girlsup
for aparty, but he ways threw them out the next morning. He was busy, dl right, seeing alot of people,
traveling around, but hed had to drop dl his old friends when he decided to become Wilmington, and he
didn't dare make any new onesfor fear of giving himsalf away. Besides, everybody was out for
something. The fact was, dammit, he wasn'thappy . What the hell good was al the money he was
making, dl thethings hed bought, if they didn't make him happy? Anyhow, pretty soon now that oil stock
would gtart paying off—the salesman had assured him that the drillers were down within afew hundred
feet of ail right now—and then held be amillionaire; he could retire—move to Florida or someplace.

He pausad in front of hisdesk in the library. The booklet was still there, lying open. Thething was, even
suppose that was some language anybody had ever heard of, who would he dare show it to? Who could
hetrust?

Anideaoccurred to him, and he leaned over, staring at the yellow pages with their incomprehensible text.
After dl, he could dready figure out some of the words; he didn't have to show anybody the whole

book, or even awhole sentence.... Then there was that information business that came with hisde luxe
et of the Encyclopaedia Britannica—he ought to have it right here somewhere. Fish hunted in thefile
drawers and finally came up with afolder and a sheet of gummed yellow stamps.

Grunting, he sat down at the desk, and after much cigar-chewing, scribbling and crossing out, he typed
thefollowing:

DEAR SRS

Kindly inform me asto what language the enclosed words are, and dso what they mean. Kindly givethis
matter your best atention, as| aminahurry.

On aseparate sheet he wrote dl the doubtful words from the paragraph about the red buttons, cannily
mixing them up so no one could guesswhat order they camein. Feding alittlefoolish, he carefully drew
indl thetiny circlesand dots. Then he addressed an envelope, stuck one of the yellow slampsto his
letter, and mailed the thing off before he could regret it.

“My rhetorica questionis” said Fish craftily to the young physicist shouting over the hum of
cocktail-party conversation, “ purely in interest of science, could you make amachine that would draw?’
He beamed over his glasses at the horn-rimmed blur of the young man'sface. He had had three martinis,
and whew! hewasfloating. But fully in command of his senses, of course.



“Wall, draw what? If you mean charts and graphs, sure, or something like a pantograph, to enlarge—"

“No, no. Drawbeau'ful pictures.” The last word sprayed alittle. Fish rocked forward and back again.
“Purdly rhetorica question.” He put his glass down with precision on apassing tray and took another
one, which spilledicy liquid down hiswrist. He gulped to saveit.

“Oh. Well, inthat case, no. | would say not. | assume you mean it would originate the drawings, not just
put out what was programmed into it. Well, that would mean, in thefirst place, you'd haveto have an
incredibly big memory bank. Say if you wanted the machine to draw ahorse, it would have to know
what a horse looks like from every angle and in every position. Then it would have to select the best one
out of say ten or twenty billion—and then draw it in proportion with whatever dseisin the drawing, and
so on. Then, for God's sake, if you wantedbeauty , too, | suppose it would have to consider therelation
of every part to every other part, on some kind of esthetic principle.l wouldn't know how to go about it."

Fish, thick-fingered, probed for hisolive. “Say it'simpossible, hey?’ he asked.

“Well, with present techniques, anyhow. | guess welll be staying out of the art businessfor another
century or two.” Theblur smiled and lifted its highball glass.

“Ah,” said Fish, putting ahand on the young man'slapel to support himsdlf and keep the other from
moving out of the corner. “Now, suppose you had machine like that. Now, suppose that machine kept
forgetting things. What would be the reason for that?'

“Forgetting things?'

“What | said.” With adisastrous sense that he was talking too much, Fish was about to go on, but a
sudden hand on hisarm forestalled him. 1t was one of the bright young men—beautiful suit, beautiful

teeth, beautiful handkerchief in pocket. “Mr. Wilmington, | just wanted to say, what an absolutely
marvelous piece of work that new mura is. One enormousfoot. | don't know what the significanceis, but
the draftsmanship is marvelous. We must get you onFile Seven some afternoon and have you explainit.”

“Never goontdevison,” said Fish, frowning. He had been fending off invitationslike this one for dmost
ayear.

“Oh, too bad. Nice to have met you. Oh, by the way, somebody asked meto tell you there's a phone
cal for you over there” Hewaved hisarm and drifted away.

Fish excused himsalf and set an adventurous course across the room. The phone was lying on one of the
Sdetablesgiving him ablack look. He picked it up jauntily. “Hello-0."

“Dr. Ash?'
Fish's heart began to knock. He put the martini glass down. “Whao'sthat?” he demanded blankly.
“ThisisDaveKinney, Doc."

Fishfet awave of relief. “Oh, Dave. | thought you were in Boston. Or, | suppose youare , but the
connection—"

“I'mright here in San Francisco. Look, Doc, something's come up that—"
“What? What're you doing here? Now | hope you haven't quit school, because—"

“Thisis summer vacation, Doc. Look, thefact is, I'm herein Norma Johnson's studio.”



Fish stood with the swesty black phonein hishand and said nothing. Silence hummed in the wires.

“Doc? Mrs. Prenticeis here too. We've been kind of talking things over, and we think you ought to come
over and explain afew things."

Fish swallowed, with difficulty.

“Doc, you hear me? | think you ought to come over. They're talking about calling the police, but | wanted
to giveyou achancefirst, so—"

“I'll beright over,” said Fish hoarsdly. He hung up the phone and stood bemused, with hishand to his
flushed forehead. Oh, Lord, three—no, four—martinis and this had to happen! Hefdt dizzy. Everybody
seemed to be standing at adight angle on the kelly green carpet, dl the bright young men in glossy
summer jackets and the pastel women in cocktail dresses with bright, phony smiles on their faces. What
did they careif dl he could get out of the machine any more was parts of bodies? Hislast oneabig
clenched fist, and now afoot, and don't you think the committee didn't beef. They beefed plenty but they
had to take it, because they had dready announced the commission. Now this morning his agent had
caled up. Some church group in Indiana, they wanted sample sketches. So it was dl going down the
drain while he watched, and now this. Dave, good God, you'd think at least he would stay stuck off in
Boston, and how thehd| did he ever run into Norma?

One of the newspaper reporters turned away from the free lunch and planted himself in Fish's path as be
lurched toward the door. “Oh, Mr. Wilmington, what would you say was the real significance of that
foot?'

“Gow my way,” said Fish, staggering around him. He took a cab home, told the driver to wait, ducked in
for aquick shower and a cup of black coffee, and came out again, shaky but not as drunk as before.
Those goddamn cocktails ... He never used to get like thiswhen he just drank beer. Things were better
back on Patt Terrace; how did he ever get mixed up in this crazy art game anyway?

His stomach felt hollow. He hadn't eaten any lunch, he remembered. Well, too late now. He braced
himsdf and rang the bell.

Dave opened the door. Fish greeted him with cries of pleasure, shaking hislimp hand. “ Dave, boy! Good
to seeyou! How long hasit been, anyway?’ Without waiting for areply, he bustled on into the room. It
was agray, windowless place that dways made him nervous; instead of aroof there was one big danting
skylight, high overheed; the light filtered down cool and colorless through the trand ucent panes. There
was an easdl in one corner and some drawings pinned up on the otherwise barewalls. Down at the far
end, Normaand her aunt were sitting on the red padded bench. “Norma, how are you, honey? And

Mrs. Prentice—now thisisared pleasurel”

That wasn't hard to ssay—shereally did ook good in that new dark-blue suit. He could tell he was
projecting the old charm, and he thought he saw her eyes glint with pleasure. But it was only for an
instant, and then her expression hardened. “What's this | hear about your not even coming to see
Norma?’ she demanded.

Fish registered deep surprise. “Why ... why, Norma, didn't you explain to your aunt? Excuse mea
minute.” He darted over to the drawings on the wall. “Well. Now these are redlly excellent, Norma;
therésagood ded of improvement here. The symmetry, you see, and the dynamicflow —"

Normasaid, “ Those are three months old.” She was wearing aman's shirt and dungarees, and looked as
if she might have been crying recently, but her face was carefully made up.



“WEell, honey, | wanted to come back, even after what you said. | did come around, twice, you know,
but you didn't answer your bell.”

“That'snot 0."

“Wall, | suppose you might have been out,” said Fish cheerfully. He turned to Mrs. Prentice. “Norma
was upset, you know.” His voice dropped. “ About a month after we started, she told me to get out and
not come back."

Dave had drifted back across the room. He sat down beside Norma without comment.

“Theideaof taking the poor child's money fornothing ,” said Mrs. Prentice vehemently. “Why didn't you
giveit back?'

Fish pulled up afolding chair and sat down closeto her. “Mrs. Prentice,” he said quietly, “I didn't want
Normato makeamistake. | told her, now, if you'l live up to your agreement and study with mefor a
year, | sad, and then if you're not satisfied, why, I'll gladly refund every cent.”

“Y ou weren't doing meanygood ,” said Norma, with ahysterical notein her voice.
Fish gave her alook of sorrowful patience.

“Hed just comein, and look at my work, and say something like* Thishasagood fedling,” or ‘The
Symmetry isgood,” or somemeaningless thing likethat. | was getting so nervous| couldn't evendraw .
That'swhen | wrote you, Aunt Marie, but you were in Europe. My golly, | had to do something, didn't
I?" Her hands were clenched whitein her lap. “ There, dear,” Mrs. Prentice murmured, and gave her arm
alittle squeeze.

“I've been going to day classes at the Art Center,” Normasaid between her teeth. “It wasall | could
afford.”

Mrs. Prentice's eyes sparkled with indignation. “Mr. Wilmington, | don't think we haveto discussthis
much longer. | want you to return the money | paid you. | think it's disgraceful, awell-known artist like
youstooping —"

“Mrs. Prentice,” said Fish, pitching hisvoice lower again, “if it wasn't for my faith in Normas great future
asan artist, why | would hand you over every cent. But asit is she would be making agreat mistake, so |
suggest again—"

“Doc,” said Dave rudely, “you give her back that money pretty damn quick.” He leaned forward to
speak to the older woman. Y ou want to know what hisreal nameis, it's Fish. Anyhow, it waswhen |
met him. Thiswholethingisjust ajoke. Why, he'sno artist. The real George Wilmington is his nephew;
he'saninvaid out in Wisconsin. Doc here has just been fronting for him, because he'stoo sick to stand
the publicity and dl. Now, that's the truth. Or as much of it as | know."

Fish said sorrowfully, “Dave, isthisthe thanks | get for putting you through art school ?*

“Y ou got me the scholarship, but it didn't cost you anything. | found that out from the director. | guess
you just wanted to put me out of the way so | wouldn't talk too much. Hell, Doc, that was al right. But
when | met Normahere, over a your place yesterday—"

“What? When wasthat?'
“About ten o'clock.” Fish winced, he had been in bed with abad head and hadn't answered the bdll; if



he'd only known! Y ou weren't home, so we got to talking, and—well, pretending to be your nephew,
that's one thing, but when you promise to teach somebody when you can't even draw aline yoursef!"

Fishraised ahand. “Now, Dave, thereés athing or two you don't know. Y ou say my real nameis Fish.
Now did you ever see my birth certificate, or did you know anybody that knew me as a child? How do
you know my nameisFish?'

“Wdl, youtold me."

“That'sright, Dave, | did. And you say the red George Wilmingtonisan invaid out in Wisconsin. You
ever see him, Dave? Y ou ever been in Wisconain?'

“Wiéll, no, but—"

“Neither havel. No, Dave—" helowered hisvoice solemnly—"every singlething | told you about that
wasjust alie. And | admit it.” Now here was the place for atear. Fish turned his mind to the creditors,
the trouble with the machine, the oil stock salesman who had gone south with his money, the lawyerswho
were robbing him blind trying to get it back, the ungratefulness of everybody. A warm trickle crept out
onto his cheek and, lowering his head, he knuckled it away.

“Wdl, what?’ said Dave, bewildered.

Fish said with an effort, “| had reasons. Certain reasons. Y ou know, it's.... it's hard for meto talk about
‘em. Mrs. Prentice, | wonder if | could just see you adonefor aminute.”

Shewas leaning forward alittle, looking at him with concern. It never failed—awoman like that couldn't
stand to seeaman cry.

“Wdl, it'scertainly dl right withme ,” said Norma, getting up. She waked away, and Dave followed her.
After amoment the door closed behind them.

Fish blew his nose, dabbed unobtrusively at his eyes, straightened up bravely and put his handkerchief
away. “Mrs. Prentice, | don't Spose you know that I'm awidower.” Her eyeswidened alittle. “1t'strue,

| lost my dear wife. | don't usualy talk about it, as amatter of fact, but somehow—I don't know if you've
been bereaved yoursdlf, Mrs. Prentice.”

She said nervoudy, “Didn't Normatell you? I'm awidow, Mr. Wilmington."

“No!” said Fish. “lsn't that strange? | felt something—you know, avibration . Well, Mrs. Prentice—can

| call you Marie?—you know, after my loss—" time for another tear now; once started, they came
easly—"| just went to pieces. | don't excuse mysdlf, | didn't want to live. | couldn't touch apencil for a
year. And even to thisday | can't draw alineif there's anybody watching me. Now—there's the reason
for thiswhole mixup. That business about my nephew and dl, that wasjust astory | made up to make
thingsalittle eeser. That'swhat I thought . | don't know, I'm so clumsy whereit takes alittle tact. I'm
just likeabull inachinacloset, Marie. And that's the whole story.” He sat back, blew his nose vigoroudy

again.

Mrs. Prentice's eyes were moist, but her handsome face had awary expression. “1 honestly don't know
what to think, Mr. Wilmington. Y ou say you can't draw in public—"

“Cdl me George. Y ou see, it'swhat the psychologists call atrauma.”

“Wél, how would thisbe? I'll step outside for afew minutes, and you draw apicture. Now, | think that
would be—"



Fish was shaking hishead sadly. “It'sworsethan | told you. | can't drawanywhere except in oneroomin
my house—I've got it fixed up with her picture, and some mementos.” He gulped hard, but decided
againgt athird tear. “I'm sorry, I'd do it for you if | could, but ..."

She st quietly in thought for amoment. “Then let's say this. Y ou go home, Mr. Wilmington, and draw
something—a sketch of me, my face, from memory. | believe any competent artist could do that?"

Fish hesitated, not liking to say no.

“Now, you see, that will settleit. Y ou couldn't get asngpshot of me and send it off to Wisconsin—there
wouldn't betime. I'll give you, oh, haf an hour.”

“Half an—"

“That should be enough, shouldn't it? So that when | cometo cal on you, in haf an hour from now, if you
have a sketch of me—alikeness—why then I'll know that you'retdling thetruth. If not ..."

Boxed in, Fish made the best of it. He got to hisfeet with a confident smile. “Well, now, that'sfair
enough. Onething, | know I could never forgetyour face. And | want to tell you how relieved | am that
we had thislittle talk, incidentaly, and—well, | better go and get that drawing started. I'll expect youin
half an hour, Marie!” He paused at the door.

“I'll bethere ... George,” she said.

Grunting and twitching, Fish stormed into the house banging doors behind him. Place was amess—sofa
cushions and newspapersdl over the living room—but, never mind, she might marry himto clean up his
house. Thing was—he unlocked the private room, feverishly swept the cover off the big machine, and
began pushing buttons on one of the banks—thing was, get that sketch made. One chancein a hundred.
But better than no chance at dl. He switched on the machine, watched in helplessimpatience while the
armsdrifted out and hung motionless.

A face—and alikeness! Only hope he had wasto put it together from bits and pieces. Nothing left now
that would work in the whole machine but some usdessitemns, mechanica drawings and architecture, and
afew scraps of anatomy. Let there be enough for one more face! And let it be something like Marie's
face!

The machine clicked suddenly and began to trace aline. Fish stood over it in hand-wringing anxiety,
watching how the combined motion of the two revolving pivots trand ated the straight push of thearm into
asubtleline. Pretty thing to watch, even if he never could like what it made. Now hereit came curving
around; now the arm wasllifting, going back. A nose! It was drawing anose!

It was akind of Greek nose, shapely but thick, not much like Mari€'s fine curved nose, but, never mind,
he could talk her into it—give him the raw materia, he could always sdll. Let there beany kind of a
femdeface, solong asit wasn't ugly. Come on, now, an eye!

But the arms stopped and hung motionless again. The machine hummed quietly, the diaswere lighted;
nothing happened.

Eaten by impatience, Fish looked at hiswatch, clapped his pam over it, peeked, swore, and wandered
rapidly out of the room. Sometimes|lately the machinewould just St like that for minutes at atime, asif it
weretrying and trying to work, but somehow not succeeding, and then,click , off it would go again. He
hurried back, looked—still nothing—and went back, pacing the empty rooms, looking for something to
do.



For thefirgt time he noticed there was some mail in the basket under the letter drop. Mostly bills. He
threw them behind the living-room sofa, but one was along, bulky brown envelope with “ Encyclopaedia
BritannicaLibrary Research Service’ in the corner.

It had been so long ago, it took him amoment to remember. A couple of weeks after he sent in his|etter,
there had been a polite printed postcard acknowledging it, then nothing for months. Somewhere dong the
line he had decided he wasn't going to get an answer. There wasn't any such language.... Well, let's see.
He picked the end of the envelope open.

His restless eye was caught by the dining-room clock. Look at thetime! Clutching the envelope
forgetfully, he rushed into the private room again. The machinewas till gtting motionless, humming,
lighted. There was nothing on the paper but a noble nose.

Fish pounded on the side of the big machine, with no result except to hisfist, and then on the bank that
wasin use. Nothing. He turned away, noticed he was still holding the envelope, and irritably plucked out
the papersinsde.

There was a iff orange folder, stapled at the top. When he lifted the cover, there was asingle sheet of
paper insde. At the top, the Britannicaletterhead, and “V. A. Sternback, Director.” Then, in the middle,
“SWEDISH WORDS."

Hiseyeran downthelig, startled. There were dl the words he had copied off, and opposite each one a
word in English. Teckning ... drawing.Monster ... pattern.Utplana ... to erase. Anvandning ...
goplication, use.

Fish looked up. Then that was why nothing had happened when he pressed theUtplana button—hed
awaystried it before the machine made a drawing, never while there was afinished one on the board.
Now why hadn't he thought of that? Y es, and herewasAvda ... to rgect. Anddlutsatsen ... completion.
“To rgject adrawing before completion, press...” Hed never donethat, either.

What about the middle button, Torka ... to wipe. To wipe? Let's see, there was another word—
Avlidgsna, that wasit. Sometimes the phrase" Avliagsna ett monster" would be running through his head
when he was half awake, like awhispered warning .... Here it was. Avidgsna ... to remove.

His hands were shaking. “ To remove a pattern from bank after use, press button ‘Wipe.” Helet the
folder fal. All thistime, not knowing, hed been systematicaly using up the precious patternsin the
machine, throwing them away one by one, until now there was nothing left—just eight big hunks of
usel ess machinery, made for somebody somewhere who spoke Swedish ....

The machine clicked softly and the other arm began to move. It traced a graceful upright line, some
distancein front of the nose. It looped over and came back down again, then up ...

Somewhere distant, the doorbell rang imperioudy.

Fish stared, mesmerized, at the paper. The moving point traced another graceful open loop, then another,
like a squeezed-together roller coaster. Then another one, moving inexorably and without hurry: now
there were four. Without pausing, it extended the last line downward and then brought it across. Theline
met the tip of the nose and curved back.

The four open loops were fingers. Thefifth one was athumb.

The machine, humming quietly, withdrew itsarmsinto their recesses. After amoment the lights went dark
and the hum stopped. Outside, the doorbell rang again, and went on ringing.
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LEN AND MOIRA Connington lived in arented cottage with asmall yard, a smaler garden and too
many fir trees. Thelawn, which Len seldom had time to mow, wasfull of weeds, and the garden was
overgrown with blackberry brambles. The house itself was clean and smelled better than most city
gpartments, and Moirakept geraniumsin the windows, however, it was dark on account of thefirsand
on the wrong side of town. Approaching the door one late spring afternoon, Len tripped on aflagstone
and scattered examination papers al the way to the porch.

When he picked himsdlf up, Moirawas giggling in the doorway. “ That was funny.”

“Thehdl itwas” said Len. “I banged my nose.” He picked up his Chemistry B papersin agtiff silence; a
red drop fell on thelast one. “Goddamn it!”

Moira held the screen door for him, looking contrite and faintly surprised. She followed him into the
bathroom. “Len, | didn't mean to laugh. Doesit hurt much?’

“No,” said Len, staring fiercely at his scraped nose in the mirror, athough in point of fact it was throbbing
likeagong.

“That's good. It was the funniest thing—I mean, funny-peculiar,” she said hadtily.

Len gtared at her; the whites of her eyeswere showing. “Isthere anything the matter with you?’ he
demanded.

“I don't know,” she said on arising note. “Nothing like that ever happened to me before. | didn't think it
wasfunny at al, | wasworried about you, and | didn't know | was going to laugh—" She laughed again,
atrifle nervoudy. “Maybe I'm cracking up?’

Moirawas a dark-haired young woman with aplacid, friendly disposition, Len had met her in hissenior
year at Columbia, with—ooking at it impartiadly, which Len seldom did—regrettable results. At present,
in her seventh month, she was shaped like arather bosomy kewpie doll.

Emotional upsets, he remembered, may occur frequently during this period. He leaned to get past her
belly and kissed her forgivingly. “Y ou're probably tired. Go st down and I'll get you some coffee.”

... Except that Moirahad never had any hystericstill now, or morning sickness, either—she burped
ingtead—and anyhow, was there anything in the literature about fits of giggling?

After supper he marked seventeen sets of papers desultorily in red pencil, then got up to look for the
baby book. There were four dog-eared paperbound volumes with smiling infants' faces on the covers,
but the one he wanted wasn't there. He looked behind the bookcase and on the wicker table besideiit.
“Moira”

“Hm?’
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“Where the bloody hell isthe other baby book?’
“I'vegot it.”

Len went and looked over her shoulder. She was staring at amildly obscene drawing of afetuslyingina
sort of upside-down Y oga position inside a cutaway woman's body.

“That'swhat helookslike,” shesaid. “Mama.”

The diagram was of afetus at term. “What was that about your mother?’ Len asked, puzzled.
“Don't bedlly,” she said abstractedly.

Hewaited, but she didn't ook up or turn the page. After awhile he went back to hiswork.

He watched her. Eventudly she leafed through to the back of the book, read afew pages, and put it
down. Shelighted acigarette and immediately put it out again. She fetched up aresounding belch.

“That was agood one,” said Len admiringly. Moira's belches surpassed anything ever heard in the men's
locker rooms at Columbia; they shook doors and rattled windows.

Moirasighed.

Fedling tense, Len picked up his coffee cup and started toward the kitchen. He halted beside Moira's
chair. On the sde table was her after-dinner cup, still full of coffee: black, scummed with oil droplets,
stone-cold.

“Didn't you want your coffee?’

Shelooked at the cup. “1 did, but...” She paused and shook her head, looking perplexed. “I don't
know.”

“Wadll, do you want another cup now?’

“Yes, please. No.”

Len, who had begun a step, rocked back on his hedls. “Which, damn it?’

Her face got dl swollen. “Oh, Len, I'm so mixed up,” she said, and began to tremble.

Len fdt part of hisirritation spilling over into protectiveness. “What you need,” he said firmly, “isadrink.”

He climbed a stepladder to get at the top cabinet shelf which housed their liquor when they had any;
small upstate towns and their school boards being what they were, thiswas one of many necessary
precautions.

Inspecting the doleful three fingers of whisky in the bottle, Len swore under his breath. They couldn't
afford adecent supply of booze, or new clothesfor Moira, or— The original idea had been for Lento
teach for ayear while they saved enough money so that he could go back for his master's; more lately,
this proving unlikely, they had merely been trying to put aside enough for summer school, and even that
was beginning to look like the wildest optimiam.

High-school teachers without seniority weren't supposed to be married. Or graduate physics sudents, for
that matter.



He mixed two siff highballs and carried them back into the living room. “Hereyou are. Skod.”

“Ah,” she said appreciatively. “ That tastes— Ugh.” She st the glass down and stared at it with her
mouth haf open.

“What's the matter now?’

Sheturned her head carefully, asif shewere afraid it would come off. “Len,| don't know . Mama.”
“That's the second time you've said that. What isthisal—"

“Sad what?’

“Mama. Look, kid, if youre—"

“I didn't.” Shelooked alittle feverish.

“Sureyou did,” said Len reasonably. “ Once when you were looking at the baby book, and then again
just now, after you said ugh to the highbal. Speaking of which—"

“Mamadrink milk,” said Moira, spesking with exaggerated clarity. Moira hated milk. Len swallowed half
hishighbdl, turned and went silently into the kitchen.

When he came back with the milk, Moiralooked at it asif it contained asnake. “Len, | didn't say that.”
1] Okw.”

“I didn't. I didn't say mamaand | didn't say that about the milk.” Her voice quavered. “And | didn't laugh
a youwhen you fdl down.”

“It was somebody else.”

“It was.” Shelooked down at her gingham-covered bulge. “Y ou won't believe me. Put your hand there.
A littlelower.”

Under the cloth her flesh waswarm and solid againgt his pam. “Kicks?’” heinquired.
“Not yet. Now,” shesaid in agirained voice. “You in there. If you want your milk, kick threetimes.”

Len opened his mouth and shut it again. Under his hand there were three squirming thrusts, one after the
other.

Moiraclosed her eyes, held her breath and drank the milk down in onelong horrid gulp.

“Onceinagreat while,” Moiraread, “cell cleavage will not have followed the orderly pattern that
produces anormal baby. In these rare cases some parts of the body will develop excessively, while
othersdo not develop at dl. Thisdisorderly cell growth, which is gtrikingly smilar to thewild cell growth
that we know as cancer—" Her shoulders moved convulsively. “Bluh.”

“Why do you keep reading that stuff if it makes you fed that way?’
“I haveto,” she said absently. She picked up another book from the stack. “ There's a page missing.”

Len attacked the last of hisegg in anoncommittal manner. “Wonder it's held together thislong,” he said.
Thiswas perfectly just; the book had had something spilled on it, partidly dissolving the glue, and wasin
an advanced State of anarchy; however the fact was that Len had tom out the page in question four nights



ago, after reading it carefully: the topic was* Psychosesin Pregnancy.”

Moirahad now decided that the baby was male, that his name was L eonardo (not referring to Len but to
daVinci), that he had informed her of these things dong with agood many others, that he was keeping
her from her favorite foods and making her eat things she detested, like liver and tripe, and that she had
to read books of hischoiceal day long in order to keep him from kicking her in the bladder.

It was miserably hot; Commencement was only two weeks away, Len's students were fish-eyed and
gavanic by turns. Then there was the matter of his contract for next year, and the possible opening at
Ogter High, which would mean more money, and the Parent-Teacher's thing tonight at which
Superintendent Greer and hiswifewould be regally present....

Moirawas knee-deep in Volume | of Der Untergang des Abendlandes , moving her lips, an occasond

guittural escaped her.
Len cleared histhroat. “Moy?’

“...und also des tragischen—what in God's name he means by that— What, Len?’

Hemade anirritated noise. “Why not try the English edition?’

“Leo wantsto learn German. What were you going to say?’

Len closed hiseyesfor amoment. “ About this PTA business—you sure you want to go?’

“Wdl, ofcourse . it's pretty important, isn't it? Unless you think | look too doppy—"

“No. No, damnit. But areyou fedingup to it?’

There werefaint violet crescents under Moiras eyes, she had been deeping badly. “ Sure,” she said.
“All right. And you'l go see the sawbones tomorrow.”

“l said | would.”

“And you won't say anything about Leo to Mrs. Greer or anybody—"

Shelooked dightly embarrassed. “No. Not till hesborn, | think, don't you? It would be an awful hard
thing to prove—you wouldn't even have believed meif you hadn't felt him kick.”

This experiment had not been repeated, though Len had asked often enough;, dl little Leo had wanted,
Moirasaid, was to establish communication with his mother—he didn't seem to beredly interested in
Lenat dl. “Tooyoung,” she explained.

And 4till... Len recalled the frogs his biology class had dissected last semester. One of them had had two
hearts. Thisdisorderly cell growth... like acancer. Unpredictable: extrafingers or toes—or adouble
helping of cortex?

“AndI'll burplikealady, if & dl,” Moirasaid cheerfully.

When the Conningtons arrived, the room was empty except for the ladies of the committee, two
nervoudy smiling male teachers and the impressive bulk of Superintendent Greer. Card-table legs
skreeked on the bare floor; the air was heavy with wood polish and musk.

Greer advanced, beaming fixedly. “Wdll, isn't this nice. How are you young folks thiswarm evening?’



“Oh, we thought we'd beearlier , Mr. Greer,” said Moirawith pretty vexation. She looked surprisingly
schoolgirlish and chic; the lump that was Leo was hardly noticeable unless you caught her in profile. “I'll
go right now and help the ladies. There must be something | can il do.”

“No, now, we won't hear of it. But I'll tell you what you can do—you can go right over there and say
hello to Mrs. Greer. | know she's dying to sit down and have agood chat with you. Go ahead
now—don't worry about this husband of yours; I'll take care of him.”

Moirareceded into a scattering of small shrieks of pleasure, at least haf of them arcing across agap of
mutud didike.

Greer, exhibiting perfect dentures, exhaed Ligterine. His pink skin looked not only scrubbed but
disnfected; his gold-rimmed glasses belonged in an optometrist'swindow, and histropica suit had
obvioudy come straight from the cleaner's. It wasimpossible to think of Greer unshaven, Greer smoking
acigar, Greer with asmudge of axle grease on hisforehead, or Greer making love to hiswife.

“Wadll, gr, thiswegther...”
“When | think of what thisvalley waslike twenty yearsago...”
“At today's prices...”

Len listened with growing admiration, putting in comments where required; he had never redlized before
that there were so many absolutely neutral topics of conversation.

A few more people straggled in, raising the room temperature about half a degree per capita. Greer did
not perspire, he merely glowed.

Across the room Moirawas now seated chummily with Mrs. Greer, alarge-bosomed woman in an
outrageoudy unfashionable hat. Moira appeared to be telling ajoke; Len knew perfectly well thet it was
aclean one, but he listened tensdly, dl the same, until he heard Mrs. Greer yelp with laughter. Her voice
carried well. “Oh, that'spriceless ! Oh, dear, 1only hope | can remember it!”

Len, who had resolutely not been thinking of waysto turn the conversation toward the Oster vacancy,
stiffened again when he redlized that Greer had abruptly begun to talk shop. His heart began pounding
absurdly; Greer was asking highly pertinent questionsin agood-humored but businesdike way—drawing
Len out, and not even bothering to be Machiavel lian abot it.

Len answered candidly, except when he was certain he knew what the superintendent wanted to hear;
then helied likeaTrojan.

Mrs. Greer had conjured up a premature pot of tea; and obliviousto the stares of the thirstier teachers
present, she and Moirawere hogging it, heads together, asif they were plotting the overthrow of the
Republic or exchanging recipes.

Greer listened attentively to Len'sfind reply, which was ddivered with as piousan air asif Len had been
aBoy Scout swearing on theManual ; but since the question had been “Do you plan to make teaching
your career?’ therewas not aword of truthinit.

He then ingpected his paunch and assumed amild theatrica frown. Len, with that socid sixth sensewhich
is unmistakable when it operates, knew that his next words were going to be: “Y ou may have heard that
Ogter High will be needing anew science teacher next fal....”

At thispoint Moirabarked like a sedl.



The ensuing silence was broken amoment later by a hearty scream, followed instantly by aclatter and a
bone-shaking thud.

Mrs. Greer was Sitting on the floor; legs sprawled, hat over her eye, she gppeared to be attempting to
perform some sort of orgiastic dance.

“It wasLeo,” Moirasaid incoherently. “Y ou know she's English—she said of course acup of tea
wouldn't hurt me, and she kept telling me to go ahead and drink it whileit was hot, and | couldn't—"

“No. No. Wait,” said Leninacontrolled fury. “What—"

“So | drank some. And Leo kicked up and made me burp the burp | was saving. And—"
“Oh, Chrigt.”

“Then he kicked the teacup out of my hand into her lap, and | wish | wasdead .

Onthefollowing day, Len took Moirato the doctor's office, where they read dog-eared copies of The
Rotarian andField and Stream for an hour.

Dr. Berry was around little man with soulful eyes and atwenty-four-hour bedsde manner. Onthewalls
of hisoffice, whereit is customary for doctors to hang at |east seventeen diplomas and certificates of
membership, Berry had three; the rest of the space wasfilled with enlarged, colored photographs of
beautiful, beautiful children.

When Len followed Moiradeterminedly into the consulting room, Berry looked mildly shocked for a
moment, then gpparently decided to carry on asif nothingoutre had happened. Y ou could not say that he
spoke, or even whispered; he rustled.

“Now, Mrs. Connington, we're looking just fine today. How have we been feding?’
“Jugt fine. My husband thinksI'm insane.”

“That's g— Well, that's afunny thing for him to think, isn't it?” Berry glanced at the wall midway between
himsdf and Len, then shuffled somefile cards rather nervoudy. “ Now. Have we had any burning
sensationsin our urine?’

“No. Not asfar as|I'm— No.”

“Any sorenessin our ssomach?’

“Y es, he's been kicking me black and blue.”

Berry misinterpreted Moiras brooding glance at Len, and his eyebrows twitched involuntarily.
“Thebaby,” said Len. “The baby kicks her.”

Berry coughed. “ Any headaches? Dizziness? Vomiting? Swelling in our legs or ankles?’

“No.”

“All rightie. Now let's just find out how much we've gained, and then well get up on the examining table.”

Berry drew the sheet down over Moiras abdomen asif it were an exceptionaly fragile egg. He probed
delicately with hisfat fingertips, then used the stethoscope.



“Those X rays,” said Len. “Have they come back yet?’

“Mm-hm,” said Berry. “Yes, they have.” He moved the stethoscope and listened again.
“Did they show anything unusua?’

Berry's eyebrows twitched a polite question.

“Welve been having alittle argument,” Moirasaid in astrained voice, “about whether thisisan ordinary
baby or not.”

Berry took the stethoscope tubes out of his ears. He gazed at Moiralike an anxious spaniel. “Now let's
not worry aboutthat . We're going to have a perfectly hedthy, wonderful baby, and if anybody tellsus
differently, why, well just tell them to go jump in the lake, won't we?’

“The baby isabsolutely norma?” Len said in amarked manner.
“Absolutely.” Berry applied the stethoscope again. His face blanched.
“What's the matter?’ Len asked after amoment. The doctor's gaze was fixed and glassy.

“Vagitus uterinus,” Berry muttered. He pulled the stethoscope off abruptly and stared &t it. “No, of
courseit couldn't be. Now isn't that a nuisance: we seem to be picking up aradio broadcast with our little
stethoscope here. I'll just go and get another instrument.”

Moiraand Len exchanged glances. Moiras was dmost excessively bland.

Berry came confidently in with anew stethoscope, put the digphragm againgt Moiras belly, listened for
an ingant and twitched once dl over, asif hismainspring had broken. Vigbly jangling, he stepped away
from the table. Hisjaw worked severa times before any sound came ouit.

“Excuseme,” hesaid, and waked out in an uneven line.
Len snatched up the instrument he had dropped.

Like abdl ringing under water, muffled but clear, atiny voice was shouting: " You bladder-headed pill
pusher! You bedside vacuum! You fifth-rate tree surgeon! You inflated enema bag!" A pause."Is
that you, Connington? Get off the line; | haven't finished with Dr. Bedpan yet."

Moirasmiled, like a Buddha-shaped bomb. “Well?’ she said.
“Weve got to think,” Len kept saying over and over.

“You'vegot to think.” Moirawas combing her hair, snapping the comb smartly at the end of each stroke.
“I've had plenty of timeto think, ever since it happened. When you catch up—"

Lenflung histie a the carved wooden pinegpple on the corner of the footboard. “Moy, bereasonable .
The chances againgt the kid kicking three timesin any one-minute period are only about oneina
hundred. The chances againgt anything like—"

Moiragrunted and stiffened for amoment. Then she cocked her head to one sdewith alistening
expression, anew mannerism of hersthat was beginning to send intangible snakes crawling up Len's

sine.
“What?' he asked sharply.



“He saysto keep our voices down, he'sthinking.”

Len'sfingers clenched convulsively, and a button flew off his shirt. Shaking, he pulled hisarms out of the
deeves and dropped the shirt on the floor. “Look. | just want to get this straight. When he talksto you,
you don't hear him shouting al the way up past your liver and lights. What—"

“Y ou know perfectly well. He reads my mind.”

“That isn't the same as—" Len took a deep breath. “Let's not get off on that. What | want to know is
what isit like, do you seem to hear ared voice, or do you just know what hel'stelling you, without
knowing how you know, or—"

Moira put the comb down in order to think better. “It isn't like hearing avoice. Y ou'd never confuse one
with the other. It's more— The nearest | can cometo it, it's like remembering a voice. Except that you
don't know what's coming.”

“My God.” Len picked histie off the floor and abstractedly began knotting it on hisbare chest. “And he
seeswhat you see, he knows what you're thinking, he can hear when peopletalk to you?’

“Of course”

“But damnit, thisistremendous!” Len began to blunder around the bedroom, not looking where he was
going. “They thought Macaulay was agenius. Thiskidisn't evenborn . Quints, schmints. lheard him. He
was cussing Berry out like Monty Woolley.”

“He had me readingThe Man Who Came to Dinner two days ago.”

Len made hisway around asmd| bedside table by trid and error. “That's another thing. How much could
you say about his... his persondity? | mean, does he seem to know what he'sdoing, or ishejust striking
out wildly inal directions?’ He paused. “ Are you sure helsredly consciousat al?’

Moirabegan, “That's sllly—" and stopped. “ Define consciousness,” she said doubtfully.

“All right, what | redly meanis— Why am | wearing this necktie?’ Heripped it off and threw it over a
lampshade. “What | mean—"

“Areyou sureyou're redly conscious?’

“Okay. You makejoke, | laugh, ha. What I'm trying to ask you is, have you seen any evidence of
cregtive thought, organized thought, or ishejudt... integrating, dong the lines of, of ingtinctive responses.
Doyou—"

“I know what you mean. Shut up aminute.... | don't know.”

“I mean, ishe awake, or adeep and dreaming about us, like the Red King?’

“| don'tknow .”

“Andif that'sit, what'll happen when he wakes up?’

Moiratook off her robe, folded it neatly, and maneuvered herself between the sheets. “Cometo bed.”

Len got one sock off before another thought struck him. *“He reads your mind. Can he read other
people's?” Helooked appaled. “ Can he read mine?’



“He doesn't. Whether it's because he can't, | don't know. | think he just doesn't care.”

Len pulled the other sock hafway down and left it there. In another tone he said, “ One of the things he
doesn't care about iswhether | haveajob.”

“No... He thought it was funny. | wanted to sink through the floor, but | had al | could do to keep from
laughing when shefdll down. ... Len, what are we going to do?’

He swiveled around and looked at her. “Look,” he said, “I didn't mean to sound that gloomy. Well do
something. Well fix it. Redlly.”

“All right.”
Careful of hiselbows and knees, Len climbed into the bed beside her. “ Okay now?’

“Mm... Ugh.” Moiratried to Sit up suddenly and amost made it. She wound up propped on one e bow
and sad indignantly, “Oh, no.”

Len stared at her in the dimness. “What?’
Shegrunted again. “Len, get up. Allright . Len,hurry! ”

Len fought hisway convulsvely past atreacherous sheet and staggered up, goose-pimpled and tense.
“Now what?’

“You'll have to deep on the couch. The sheets are in the bottom—"

“On that couch? Areyou crazy?’

“I can't hepit,” shesaidin athin voice. “Please don' let'sargue, youll just have to—"
"Why?”

“Wecan't degpinthe same bed,” shewalled. “He saysit's—oh!—unhygienic!”

Len's contract was not renewed. He got ajob waiting on tablesin aresort hotel, an occupation which
pays more money than teaching future citizens the rudiments of three basic sciences, but for which Len
had no aptitude. He lasted three days at it, he was then idle for aweek and ahdf, until hisfour years of
college physics earned him employment asaclerk in an eectrica shop. His employer was acheerfully
aggressive man who assured Len that there were great opportunitiesin radio-TV, and firmly believed that
atom-bomb tests were causing al the bad wesather.

Moira, in her eighth month, walked to the county library every day and trundled aload of books homein
the perambulator. Little Leo, it appeared, wasworking hisway smultaneoudy through biology,
astrophysics, phrenology, chemica engineering, architecture, Christian Science, psychosomatic medicine,
marine law, business management, Y oga, crystallography, metaphysics and modern literature,

His domination of Moairas life remained absolute, and his experiments with her regimen continued. One
week, she ate nothing but nuts and fruit washed down with ditilled water; the next, she was on adiet of
porterhouse steak, dandelion greens and Hadacol.

With the coming of full summer, fortunately, few of the high-school saff werein evidence. Len met Dr.
Berry once on the street. Berry started, twitched, and walked off rapidly in an entirely new direction.

The diabolica event was due on or about July 29. Len crossed off each day on their wall caendar with



an emphatic black grease pencil. It would, he supposed, be an uncomfortable thing at best to be the
parent of a super-prodigy-Leo would no doubt be dictator of the world by the time he was fifteen, unless
hewas nated firs—but almost anything would be afair price for getting Leo out of his materna
fortress.

Then there was the day when Len came home to find Moiraweeping over the typewriter, with ahaf-inch
stack of manuscript beside her.

“Itisnt anything, I'm just tired. He started after lunch. Look.”
Len turned the face-down sheaf theright way up.
Droning. Abrasng

the demiurge.

Hier begrimmsthetde

Eyes undotted, grewling

and looking, turns off

alarm, seizescloes.

Stewed! Bierly awretch!

Pence, therefore jews we. Pons!

Let the pantstake air of themsulves.

Searchesin the bottom of ahole

for soap; hawks up a good gob.

Flayed on fable, a

round cut of cat's mest...

Thefirst three sheetswere dl like that. The fourth was a perfectly good Petrarchan sonnet reviling the
current administration and the party of which Len was an assenting member.

Thefifth was hand-lettered in the Cyrillic aphabet and illustrated with geometric diagrams. Len put it
down and stared shakily at Moira

“No, goon,” shesad. “Read therest.” The sixth and seventh were dirty limericks, and the eighth, ninth
and so on to the end of the stack were what looked like the first chapters of arattling good historical
adventure novd.

Its chief characters were Cyrus the Great, his gallon-bosomed daughter Lygea, of whom Len had never
previously heard, and a one-armed Graeco-Mede adventurer named Xanthes; there were also
courtesans, spies, gpparitions, scullery daves, oracles, cutthroats, lepers, priests, whoremasters and
men-at-arms in magnificent profuson.

“He'sdecided,” said Moira, “what he wants to be when he'sborn.”

L eo refused to be bothered with mundane details. When there were eighty pages of the manuscript,



Moirainvented atitle and bylinefor it—The Virgin of Persepolis, by Leon Lenn—and mailed it off to a
literary agent in New Y ork. His response, aweek later, was cautioudy enthusiagtic and atrifle plaintive.
He asked for an outline of the remainder of the nove.

Moirareplied that thiswasimpossible, trying to sound as unworldly and impenetrably artistic asshe
could. She enclosed the thirty-odd pages Leo had turned out in the meantime.

Nothing was heard from the agent for two weeks. At the end of thistime Moirareceived an astonishing
document, exquisitely printed and bound in imitation lesther, thirty-two pagesincluding the index,
containing threetimes as many clausesasalease.

Thisturned out to be abook contract. With it came the agent's check for nine hundred dollars.

Lentilted hismop handle againgt thewall and straightened carefully, conscious of every individud gritty
musclein hisback. How did women do housework every day, seven days awee, fifty-two bloody
weeks ayear? It was alittle cooler now that the sun was down, and he was working stripped to shorts
and bath dippers, but be might aswell have been wearing an overcoat in a Turkish bath.

The clatter of Moira's monstrous new typewriter sopped, leaving afaint hum. Len went into theliving
room and sagged on the arm of achair. Moira, gleaming swestily in aflowered housecoat, waslighting a
cigarette.

“How'sit going?’
She switched off the machine wearily. “ Page two-e ghty-nine. Xanthes killed Anaxander.”
“Thought he would. How about Ganesh and Zeuxias?’

“I don't know.” Shefrowned. “I can't figureit out. Y ou know who it was that raped Mariamnein the
garden?’

“No, who?’

"Ganesh."

“You'rekidding.”

“Nope.” She pointed to the stack of typescript. “ Seefor yoursalf.”

Len didn't move. “But Ganesh wasin Lydia, buying back the sapphire. He didn't get back till—"

“I' know, | know. But he wasn't. That was Zeuxiasin a putty nose and his beard dyed. It'sall perfectly
logical, the way he explainsit. Zeuxias overheard Ganesh talking to the three Mongols—you remember,
Ganesh thought there was somebody behind the curtain, only that was when they heard Lygea scream,
and while their backs were turned—"

“All right, but for God's sake thisfouls everything up. If Ganesh never went to Lydia, then hecouldn't
have had anything to do with distempering Cyruss armor. And Zeuxias couldn't, either, because—"

“Iknow . It's exasperating. | know he's going to pull another rabhbit out of the hat and clear everything up,
but | don't see how.”

Len brooded. “It beats me. It had to be either Ganesh or Zeuxias. Or Philomenes. But look, damniit, if
Zeuxias knew about the sapphire dl the time, that rules out Philomenes once and for al. Unless... No. |
forgot about that businessin the temple. Whuff. Do you think he reglly knowswhat he's doing?’



“I'm certain. Lately I've been ableto tdl what he's thinking even when heisn't talking to me—I mean just
generdly, like when he's puzzling over something, or when he's feding mean. It's going to be something
brilliant, and he knowswhat it is, but he won't tell me. Well just have to wait.”

“I guess.” Len stood up, grunting. “Y ou want meto seeif therés anything in the pot?’
“Pease”

Len wandered into the kitchen, turned the flame on under the Silex, stared briefly at the disheswaiting in
the ank, and wandered out again. Since the ondaught of The Nove, Leo had rdinquished hisinterest in
Moiras diet, and she had been living on coffee. Smal blessngs...

Moirawas leaning back with her eyes closed, looking very tired. “How isthe money?” she asked without
moving.

“Lousy. We're down to twenty-one bucks.”

She raised her head and opened her eyeswide. “We couldn't be. Len, how could anybody go through
nine hundred dollarsthat fast?’

“Typewriter. And the dictaphone that Leo thought he wanted, till about half an hour after it was paid for.
We spent about fifty on oursalves, | guess. Rent. Groceries. It goes, when thereisn't any coming in.”

Shesghed. “1 thought it would last longer.”

“Sodidl.... If hedoesnt finish thisthing in afew days, I'll have to go look for work again.”
“Oh. That isn't so good.”

“I know it, but—"

“All right, if it works out, fine, if it doesn't... He must be near the end by now.”

She stubbed out her cigarette abruptly and sat up, hands poised over the keyboard. “He's getting ready
again. See about that coffee, will you?’

Len poured two cups and carried them in. Moirawas il Sitting in front of the typewriter, with a curious
half-formed expression on her face.

Abruptly the carriage whipped over, muttered to itself briefly and thumped the paper up twice. Then it
stopped. Moiras eyes got bigger and rounder.

“What's the matter?’ said Len. He went and looked over her shoulder.

The last line on the page reed:
(TOBE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT)
Moiras hands curled into smdl, helplessfigts. After amoment she turned off the machine.

“What?’ said Len increduloudy. “To be continued— What kind of talk isthat?’

“He says he's bored with the novel,” Moirareplied dully. “ He says he knows the ending, so it'sartisticaly
complete; it doesn't matter whether anybody el se thinks so or not.” She paused. “But he saysthat isn't
the redl reason.”



“Wdl?

“Hés got two. Oneisthat he doesn't want to finish the book till he's certain helll have complete control of
themoney it earns”

“Wadll,” said Len, swallowing alump of anger, “that makes a certain amount of sense. It'shisbook. If he
wants guarantess...”

“Y ou haven't heard the other one.”

“All right, let'shaveit.”

“He wantsto teach us, so well never forget, who the bossisin thisfamily.”

“Len, I'mawfully tired.”

“Let'sjust go over it once more; there has to be some way—He il isn't talking to you?’
“I haven't felt anything from him for the last twenty minutes. | think he's adeep.

“All right, let's suppose heisn't going to listen to reason—"

“Wemight aswell.”

Len made an incoherent noise. “ Okay. | fill don't see why we can't write the last chapter oursdves—a
few pages—’

“Whocan?’

“Wall, not me, but you've done alittle writing—damned good, too. And if you're so suredl the cluesare
there— L ook, if you say you can't do it, okay, well hire somebody. A professiona writer. It happens al
thetime. Thorne Smith'slast novel—"

“Ugh”

“Well, itsold . What one writer starts, another can finish.”
“Nobody ever finishedThe Mystery of Edwin Drood. ”
“Oh, hl.”

“Len, it'simpossible. Itis. Let mefinish. If you're thinking we could have somebody rewrite the last part
Leodid—"

“Yeeh, | just thought of that.”

“Even that wouldn't do any good, you'd haveto go al the way back, amost to page one, it would be
another story when you got through. Let'sgo to bed.”

“Moy, do you remember when we used to worry about the law of opposites?’
1] M m?i

“Thelaw of opposites . When we used to be afraid the kid would turn out to be a pick-and-shovel man
with apointy head.”



“Uh.Mm.”

Heturned. Moirawas standing with one hand on her belly and the other behind her back. Shelooked as
if shewere about to start practicing alow bow but doubted she could makeit.

“What's the matter now?’ he asked.

“Paininthesmadl of my back.”

“Bad one?’

“No...”

“Bdly hurt, too?’

She frowned. “ Don't be foolish. I'm fedling for the contraction. Thereit comes.”
“The... but you just said the smdll of your back.”

“Where do you think labor painsusudly sart?’

The pains were coming at twenty-minute intervals, and the taxi had not arrived. Moirawas packed and
ready. Len wastrying to set her agood example by remaining cam. He strolled over to the wall
cdendar, gazed at it in an offhand manner, and turned away.

“Len, | know it'sonly thefifteenth of July.”
“Huh?1 didn't say that doud.”
“You sad it seven times. Sit down; you're making me nervous.”

Len perched on the corner of the table, folded hisarms, and immediately got up to ook out the window.
Ontheway back he circled the tablein an aimless way, picked up a bottle of ink and shook it to seeif
the cap was on tight, stumbled over awastebasket, carefully upended it and sat down with an air of J'y
auis, j'y reste . “Nothing to worry about,” he said firmly. “Women do thisdl thetime.”

“True”
“What for?’ he demanded violently.

Moiragrinned a him, then winced dightly and looked at the clock. “ Eighteen minutes. Thisisagood
one”

When sherelaxed, Len put acigarettein his mouth and lighted it in only two tries. “How's Leo taking it?’

“lsn't saying. Hefedls—" She concentrated. “ Apprehensive. He's feding strange and he doesntt likeit....
| don't think he's entirely awake. Funny.”

“I'm glad thisis happening now,” Len announced.
“Soaml, but...”

“Look,” said Len, moving energeticaly to the arm of her chair, “we've dways had it pretty good, haven't
we? Not that it hasn't been tough at times, but—you know.”

“1 know.”



“Wdll, that'sthe way it'll be again, oncethisisover. | don't care how much of asuperbrain heis, once
he's born—you know what | mean? The only reason he's had the bulge on us all thistimeis he could get
at usand we couldn't get at him. He's got the mind of an adult, he can learn to act like one. It'sthat
smple”

Moirahesitated. “Y ou can't take him out to the woodshed. He's going to be a helpless baby, physicaly,
like anybody else's. He has to be taken care of . Y ou can't—"

“No, dl right, but there are plenty of other ways. If he behaves, he getsread to. Like that.”

“That'sright, but—there's one other thing | thought of. Y ou remember when you said suppose he's
adeep and dreaming... and what happensif he wakes up?’

1] Ya,].”

“Well, that reminded me of something ese, or maybeit's the same thing. Did you know that afetusin the
womb gets only about half the amount of oxygen in hisblood that helll have when he sartsto bresthe?’

Len looked thoughtful. “ Forgot. Well, that's just one more thing Leo does that babies aren't supposed to
do.”

“Use as much energy as he does, you mean. All right, but what I'm getting at is, it can't be because he's
getting more than the norma amount of oxygen, can it? | mean, he'sthe prodigy, not me. He must be
using it more efficiently.... And if that'sit, what happens when he's getting twice as much?’

They had sogped and shaved and disinfected her, dong with other indignities, and now she could see
hersdlf in the reflector of the big ddivery-table light—the image clear and bright, like everything else, but
very haloed and swvimmy, and looking like a statue of Sita. She had no idea how long she had been
here—that was the scopolamine, probably—but she was getting pretty tired.

“Bear down,” said the gtaff doctor kindly, and before she could answer, the pain came up likeviolinsand
she had to gulp at the tingly coldness of laughing gas. When the mask lifted she said, “lam bearing
down,” but the doctor had gone back to the other end of her and wasn't listening.

Anyhow, she had Leo.How are you feeling?

His answer was muddled—because of the anesthetic?>—but she didn't really need it; her perception of
him was clear: darkness and pressure, impatience, adow Satanic anger ... and something else.
Uncertainty? Apprehension?

“Two or three more ought to do it. Bear down.”

Fear. Unmistakable now. And a desperate determination. “ Doctor, he doesn't want to be born.”
“Seemsthat way sometimes, doesn't it? Now bear down good and hard.”

Tell himstop blurrrrrr too dangerrrrrrrrr stop | feel wowrrrr stop | tellrrrr stop.

“What, Leo, what?’

“Bear down.”

Faintly, likeavoicefar under water:Hurry | hate you tell him ... sealed incubator ... tenth oxygen,
nine tenthsinert gases ... Hurry.



The pressure abruptly relaxed. Leo was born.

The doctor was holding him up by the hedls, red, bloody, wrinkled, trailing alumpy soft snake. Thevoice
was ill there, very smdll, very far avay: Too late. The same as death. Then ahint of the old cold
arrogance:Now you'll never know ... who killed Cyrus.

The doctor dapped him smartly on the minuscule buttocks. The wizened, maevolent face writhed open;
but it was only the angry squall of an ordinary infant that came out. Leo was gone, like alight turned off
under the measureless ocean.

Moiraraised her head weskly. “Give him onefor me", she said.

Back to Table of Contents

| SeeYou

Y OU ARE five, hiding in aplace only you know. Y ou are covered with bark dust, scratched by twigs,
sweaty and hot. A wind sighsin the aspen leaves. A faint steady hiss comes from the viewer you hold in
your hands; then avoice: “Lorie, | see you—under the barn, eating an apple!” A slence. “Lorie, comeon
out, | seeyou.” Another voice. “That'sright, she'sin there.” After amoment, sulkily: “Oh, okay."

Y ou squirm around, raising the viewer to aim it down the hill. Asyou turn the knob with your thumb, the
bright image races toward you, trees hurling themsdvesinto red darkness and vanishing, then the houses
in the compound, and now you see Bruce standing beside the corra, looking into his viewer, dowly
turning. His back isto you; you know you are safe, and you Sit up. A jay passeswith awhir of wings,
settles on abranch. With your own eyes now you can see Bruce, only adot of blue beyond the gray
shake walls of the houses. In the viewer, heisturning toward you, and you duck again. Another voice:
“Children, comein and get washed for dinner now.” “Aw, Aunt Elliel” “Mom, we're playing hide and
seek. Can't we just Say fifteen minutes more?” “Please, Aunt Ellie!” “No, come on in now—you'll have
plenty of time after dinner.” And Bruce: “Aw, okay. All out'sin free” And once more they have not
found you; your secret placeisyoursaone.

Cdl him Smith. He was the president of a company that bore his name and which held morethan a
hundred patents in the scientific instrument field. He was sixty, awidower. Hisonly daughter and her
husband had been killed in a plane crash in 1978. He had a partner who handled the business operations
now; Smith spent most of histimein hisown lab. In the spring of 1990 he was working on animage
intengfication device that was puzzling because it was too good. He had it on his bench now, aimed at a
deep shadow box across the room; at the back of the box was a card ruled with black, green, red and
blue lines. The only source of illumination was asingle ten-watt bulb hung behind the shadow box; the
light reflected from the card did not even register on his meter, and yet theimagein the screen of his
device was sharp and bright. When he varied the inputs to the componentsin a certain way, the bright
image vanished and was replaced by shadows, like the ghost of another image. He had monitored every
televison channd, had shielded the device againgt radio frequencies, and the ghosts remained. Increasing
theillumination did not make them clearer. They were vaguely rectilinear shapes without any coherent
pattern. Occasiondly amoving blur traveled dowly acrossthem.
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Smith made a disgusted sound. He opened the clamps that held the device and picked it up, reaching for
the power switch with his other hand. He never touched it. As he moved the device, the ghost images
hed shifted; they were dancing now with the faint movements of his hand. Smith stared at them without
breathing for amoment. Holding the cord, he turned dowly. The ghost images whirled, vanished,
regppeared. He turned the other way; they whirled back.

Smith set the device down on the bench with care. His hands were shaking. He had had the thing
clamped down on the bench al the time until now. *“ Christ dmighty, how dumb can one man get?’ he
asked the empty room.

Y ou are Sx, dmost seven, and you are being dlowed to use the big viewer for thefirst time. You are
perched on acushion in the lesther chair at the console; your brother, who has been showing you the
controls with abored and superior air, has just |eft the room, saying, “All right, if you know so much, do
it yoursdlf."

Infact, the controls on this machine are unfamiliar; thelittle viewers you have used dl your life have only
one knaob, for nearer or farther—to move up/down, or Ieft/right, you just point the viewer where you
want to see. Thismachine has dids and little windows with numbersin them, and switches and
pushbuttons, most of which you don't understand, but you know they are for specia purposes and don't
matter. The main control isametd rod, right in front of you, with agray plastic knob on thetop. The
knob isdull from years of handling; it feedswarm and alittle greasy in your hand. The console hasafunny
electric smdl, but the big screen, taller than you are, issilent and dark. Y ou can fed your heart begting
againg your breastbone. Y ou grip the knob harder, push it forward just alittle. The screen lights, and you
are drifting acrossthe next room asif on huge silent whedls, chairs and end tables turning into reddish
slhouettes that shrink, twist and disgppear as you pass through them, and for amoment you fed dizzy
becauise when you notice the red numbers jumping in the console to your l€ft, it isasif the whole house
were passing massively and vertiginoudy through itsalf; then you are floating out the window with the
same dow and steady motion, on across the sunlit pasture where two saddle horses stand with their
heads up, sniffing the wind; then a stubbled field, dropping away; and now, below you, the co-op road
shineslike asilver-gray stream. Y ou press the knob down to get closer, and drop with agiddy swoop;
now you are rushing along the road, overtaking and passing ayelow truck, turning the knob to steer. At
first you blunder into the dark trees on either side, and once the earth surges up over you in a chaos of
writhing red shapes, but now you are learning, and you soar down past the crossroads, up the farther hill,
and now, now you are on the big road, flying eestward, passing al the cars, rushing toward the great
world where you long to be.

It took Smith six weeksto increase the efficiency of the image intengfier enough to bring up the ghost
pictures clearly. When he succeeded, the image on the screen was ingtantly recognizable. It wasaview
of Jack McCrani€'s office; the picture was fill dim, but sharp enough that Smith could see the expression
on Jack'sface. He was leaning back in his chair, hands behind his head. Beside him stood Peg Spatolain
apurple dress, with her hand on an open folder. She wastalking, and McCranie waslistening. That was
wrong, because Peg was not supposed to be back from Cleveland until next week.

Smith reached for the phone and punched McCrani€'s number.
“Yes, Tom?!

“Jack, isPeg in there?"

“Why, no—shéesin Cleveland, Tom."

“Oh, yes"



McCranie sounded puzzled. “Is anything the matter?’ In the screen, he had swiveled his chair and was
talking to Peg, gesturing with short, choppy motions of hisarm.

“No, nothing,” said Smith. “That'sdl right, Jack, thank you.” He broke the connection. After amoment
he turned to the breadboard controls of the device and changed one setting dightly. In the screen, Peg
turned and walked backward out of the office. When he turned the knob the other way, she repeated
these actionsin reverse. Smith tinkered with the other controls until he got aview of the calendar on
Jack's desk. It was Friday, June 15th—Iast week.

Smith locked up the device and dl his notes, went home and spent the rest of the day thinking.

By the end of July he had refined and miniaturized the device and had extended its sengitivity rangeinto
theinfrared. He spent most of August, when he should have been on vacation, trying various methods of
detecting sound through the device. By focusing on the interior of aspeaker'slarynx and using infrared,
he was able to convert the visible vibrations of the voca cordsinto sound of fair quaity, but that did not
satisfy him. He worked for awhile on vibrations picked up from panes of glassin windows and on
framed pictures, and he experimented briefly with the digphragmsin spesker systems, intercoms and
telephones. He kept on into October without stopping and findly achieved asystem that would givetinny
but recognizable sound from any vibrating surface—awall, afloor, even the speaker's own cheek or
forehead.

He redesigned the whole device, built a prototype and tested it, tore it down, redesigned, built another. It
was Christmas before he was done. Once more he locked up the device and dl his plans, drawings and
notes.

At home he spent the halidays experimenting with commercia adhesivesin various strengths. He gpplied
these to coated paper, et them dry, and cut the paper into rectangles. He numbered these rectangles,
pasted them onto letter envelopes, some of which he stacked |oose; others he bundled together and
secured with rubber bands. He opened the stacks and bundles and examined them at regular intervals.
Some of thelabels curled up and detached themsel ves after twenty-six hours without leaving any
conspicuous trace. He made up another batch of these, typed his home address on six of them. On each
of sx envelopes he typed his office address, then covered it with one of the labels. He stamped the
envelopes and dropped them into amailbox. All Sx, minustheir labels, were delivered to the office three
dayslater.

Just after New Y ear's, hetold his partner that he wanted to sell out and retire. They discussed it in
generd terms.

Using an assumed name and a post office box number which was not his, Smith wrote to acommission
agent in Boston with whom he had never had any previous dedlings. He mailed the letter, with the agent's
address covered by one of hislabels on which he had typed afictitious address. The label detached itself
intrangt; the letter was delivered. When the agent replied, Smith was watching and read the letter asthe
secretary typed it. The agent followed hisingruction to mail hisreply in an envelope without return
address. The owner of the post office box turned it in marked “not here”; it went to the dead-letter office
and was returned in due time, but meanwhile Smith had acknowledged the letter and had mailed, in the
sameway, alarge amount of cash. In subsequent letters he instructed the agent to take bids for
components, plans for which he enclosed, from e ectronics manufacturers, for plastic casngsfrom
another, and for assembly and shipping from till another company. Through a second commission agent
in New Y ork, to whom he wrote in the same way, he contracted for ten thousand copies of an instruction
booklet in four colors.

Latein February he bought a house and an eectronics dedership in asmall town in the Adirondacks. In



March he signed over hisinterest in the company to his partner, cleaned out hislab and left. He sold his
co-op apartment in Manhattan and his summer house in Connecticut, moved to his new home and
became anonymous.

Y ou are thirteen, chasing afox with the big kidsfor the first time. They have put you in the north field, the
worst place, but you know better than to leaveit.

“Hesintheglen.”
“I see him, he'sin the brook, going upstream.”

Y ou turn the viewer, racing forward through dappled shade, a brilliance of leaves. thereisthe glen, and
now you see thefox, trotting through the shallows, blossoms of bright water &t its feet.

“Ken and Ndll, you come down ahead of him by the springhouse. Wanda, you and Tim and Jean stay
where you are. Everybody else come upstream, but stay back till | tell you."

That's Leigh, the oldest. Y ou turn the viewer, catch aglimpse of Bobby running downhill through the
woods, hislong hair flying. Then back to the glen: thefox isgone.

“Hée's heading up past the corncrib!”

“Okay, keep spread out on both sides, everybody. Jim, can you and Edie head him off before he getsto
the woods?'

“WEll try. Thereheid"

And the chase is going away from you, as you knew it would, but soon you will be older, asold as Ndll
and Jm; then you will bein themiddle of things, and your lifewill begin.

By tria and error, Smith has found the settings for Dallas, November 22, 1963: Dedey Plaza, 12:25 p.m.
He seesthe Presidential motorcade making the turn onto EIm Street. Kennedy dumps forward, raising
his handsto histhroat. Smith presses a button to hold the moment in time. He scans behind the
motorcade, finds the sixth floor of the Book Depository Building, finds the window. Thereisno one
behind the barricade of cartons; the room is empty. He scans the nearby rooms, finds nothing. Hetries
the floor below. At an open window aman knedls, holding a high-powered rifle. Smith photographs him.
He returns to the motorcade, watches as the second shot strikes the President. He freezestime again,
scans the surrounding buildings, finds a second marksman on aroof, photographs him. Back to the
motorcade. A third and fourth shot, the last blowing off the side of the President's head. Smith freezesthe
action again, finds two gunmen on the grassy knoll, one aming across the top of a station wagon, one
knedling in the shrubbery. He photographs them. He turns off the power, sitsfor amoment, then goesto
the washroom, kneels beside the toilet and vomits.

The viewer isyour babystter, your television, your telephone (the telephone lines are ill up, but they are
used only as sgnding devices, when you know that somebody wantsto talk to you, you focus your
viewer on him), your library, your school. Before puberty you watch other people having sex, but even
then your curiosity iseasly satisfied; after an older cousin initiates you at fourteen, you are much more
interested in doing it yourself. The co-op teacher monitors your studies, sometimes makes suggestions,
but more and more, asyou grow older, leaves you to your own devices. You areintensaly interested in
African prehistory, in the European thester, and in the ant-civilization of Epsilon Eridani 1V. Soon you will
have to choose.

New Y ork Harbor, November 4, 1872—a cold, blustery day. A two-masted ship rides at anchor; on



her sernislettered: MARY CELESTE. Smith advancesthetime control. A flicker of darkness, light
again, and the ship isgone. He turns back again until he findsit standing out under light canvas past
Sandy Hook. Manipulating time and space controls a once, hefollowsiit eastward through aflickering of
storm and sun—Iosesit, findsit again, counting days as he goes. The farther eastward, the more he has
to tilt the device downward, while the image of the ship tilts correspondingly away from him. Because of
the angle, he can no longer keep the ship in view from adistance but must track it closely. November 21
and 22, violent sorms: the ship is dashed upward by waves, falsagain, visble only intermittently; it takes
him five hours to pass through two days of real time. The 23rd is camer, but on the 24th another storm
blows up. Smith rubs his eyes, loses the ship, findsit again after aten-minute search.

The gde blowsitsaf out on the morning of the 26th. The sunis bright, the seaamost dead cam. Smithis
ableto catch glimpses of figures on deck, tilted above dark cross-sections of the hull. A sailor issplicing
aropein the stern, two otherslowering atriangular sail between the foremast and the bowsprit, and a
fourth isa the helm. A little group stands leaning on the starboard rail; one of them isawoman. The next
glimpseisthat of arunning figure who advancesinto the screen and disappears. Now the men are
lowering aboat over the Sde; therail has been removed and lies on the deck. The men drop into the
boat and row away. He hears them shouting to each other but cannot make out the words.

Smith turnsto the ship again: the deck isempty. He dips beow to look at the hold, filled with casks, then
the cabin, then the forecastle. Thereisno sign of anything wrong—no explosion, no fire, no trace of
violence. When helooks up again, he seesthe sailsflgpping, then bellying out full. The seaisrisng. He
looks for the boat, but now too much time has passed and he cannot find it. He returns to the ship and
now reversesthe time control, tracksit backward until the men are again in their places on the deck. He
looks again at the group standing at therail; now he seesthat the woman hasachild in her arms. The
child struggles, drops over therail. Smith hears the woman shriek. In amoment shetoo isover therall
and fdling into the sea.

He watches the men running, sees them launch the boat. Asthey pull avay, heis able to keep the focus
near enough to see and hear them. One cdlls, “My God, who's at the hdm?’ Another, abearded man
with aface gone tallow-pale, replies, “Never mind—row!” They are staring down into the sea. After a
moment one looks up, then another. TheMary Celeste, with three of the four sails on her foremast s, is
gliding away, dowly, now faster; now sheisgone.

Smith does not run through the scene again to watch the child and her mother drown, but others do.

The production modd was ready for shipping in September. 1t was asimplified version of the prototype,
with only two controls, one for space, one for time. The range of the device was limited to one thousand
miles. Nowhere on the casing of the device or in the instruction booklet was a patent number or a
pending patent mentioned. Smith had called the device Ozo, perhaps because he thought it sounded
vaguely Japanese. The booklet described the device as adistant viewer and gave clear, Smple
ingtructionsfor its use. One sentence read cryptically: “Keep Time Control set at zero.” It waslike *Wet
Paint—Do Not Touch."

During the week of September 23, seven thousand Ozos were shipped to domestic and Canadian
addresses supplied by Smith: five hundred to € ectronics manufacturers and suppliers, six thousand, thirty
to acarton, marked “On Consignment,” to TV outletsin mgor cities, and the rest to private citizens
chosen a random. The instruction booklets were in sedled envel opes packed with each device. Three
thousand more went to Europe, South and Central America, and the Middle East.

A few of the outlets which received the cartons opened them the same day, tried the devices out, and put
them on sale at prices ranging from $49.95 to $125. By the following day the word was beginning to
spread, and by the close of business on the third day every store was sold out. Most people who got



them, either through the mail or by purchase, used them to spy on their neighbors and on peoplein hotels.

In ahousein Cleveland, aman watches his brother-in-law in the next room, who iswatching hiswife
getting out of ataxi. She goesinto the lobby of an apartment building. The husband watches as she gets
into the eevator, ridesto the fourth floor. She rings the bell beside the door marked 410. The door
opens, adark-haired man takes her in hisarms; they kiss.

The brother-in-law meetshiminthe hall. “Don't do it, Charlie”

“Get out of my way."

“I'm not going to get out of your way, and | tell you, don't do it. Not now and not later.”
“Why the hell shouldn't |?'

“Becauseif you do I'll kill you. If you want adivorce, OK, get adivorce. But don't lay ahand on her or
I'll find you the farthest place you can go.”

Smith got his consignment of Ozos early in the week, took one home and | eft it to his store manager to
put aprice on the rest. He did not bother to use the production model but began at once to build another
prototype. It had controls calibrated to one-hundredth of a second and one millimeter, and atimer that
would alow him to stop a scene, or advance or regressiit at any desired rate. He ordered some
clockwork from an astronomical supply house.

A high-ranking officer in Army Intelligence, watching the first demongtration of the Ozo in the Pentagon,
exclamed, “My God, with thiswe could dismantle hdf the establishment—all weve got to do islaunch
interceptors when we see them push the button.”

“It'sagood thing Senator Burkhart can't hear you say that,” said another officer. But by the next
afternoon everybody had heard it.

A Baptist minister in Louisville led the first mob againgt an Ozo assembly plant. A month later, while civil
and crimind suitsagaing dl therioters were till pending, tapes showing each one of themin
compromising or ludicrous activities were widdly distributed in the area.

The commission agents who had handled the ordersfor the first Ozos were found out and had to leave
town. Factories were fire-bombed, but others took their place.

Thefirst Ozo was smuggled into the Soviet Union from West Germany by Katerina Belov, amember of
adissdent group in Moscow, who used it to document illegal government actions. The device was seized
on December 13 by the KGB; Belov and two other members of the group were arrested, imprisoned
and tortured. By that time over forty other Ozos werein the hands of dissidents.

Y ou arewatching an old movie,Bob and Carol and Ted and Alice . The humor seemsinfantileand
unimaginative to you; you are not interested in the actresses’ occasional seminudity. What strikesyou as
hilariousisthe coyness, the sddlong glances, smiles, grimaces hinting at things that will never be shown on
the screen. Y ou redlize that these people have never seen anyone but their most intimate friends without
clothing, have never seen any adult shit or piss, and would be embarrassed or disgusted if they did. Why
did children say “pee-pee’” and “poo-poo,” and then giggle? Y ou have read scholarly books about
taboos on “bodily functions,” but why was shitting worse than sneezing?

CoraZickwolfe, who lived in aremote rura areaof Arizonaand whose husband commuted to Tucson,
arranged with her nearest neighbor, Phyllis Mdll, for each of them to keep an Ozo focused on the bulletin
board in the other's kitchen. On the bulletin board was a note that said “OK.” If there was any trouble



and she couldn't get to the phone, she would take down the note, or if she had time, write another.

In April, 1992, about the time her husband usualy got home, an intruder broke into the house and seized
Mrs. Zickwolfe before she had time to get to the bulletin board. He dragged her into the bedroom and
forced her to disrobe. The state troopers got there in fifteen minutes, and Cora never spoke to her friend

Phyllisagain.

Between 1992 and 2002 more than six hundred improvements and supplements to the Ozo were
recorded. The most important of these was the power system created by focusing the Ozo at anarrow
gperture on theinterior of the Sun. Othersincluded the system of satellite dave unitsin Sationary orbits
and a computerized tracer device which would keep the Ozo focused on any subject.

Using the tracer, an entomologist in Mexico City isfollowing the ancestrd line of ahoney bee. The
images bloom and expire, ten every second: the tracer isfollowing each queen back to the egg, then the
egg to the queen that laid it, then that queen to the egg. Tens of thousands of generations have passed; in
two thousand hours, beginning with a Paleocene bee, he has traveled back nto the Cretaceous. He stops
a intervasto follow the beein red time, then accelerates again. The hiveisgrowing smdler, more
primitive. Now it isonly acluster of round cells, and the beeis different, more like awasp. Hisyear's
labor is coming to fruition. He watches, forgetting to eet, amost to breathe,

In your mother's study after she diesyou find an eaborate chart of her ancestors and your father's. Y ou
retrieve the program for it, punchit in, and idly watch arandom sampling, back into time, first thefemae
line, thenthe male ... ateacher of biology in Boston, asuffragette, acorn merchant, asinger, a Dutch
farmer in New Y ork, a British sailor, a German musician. Their faces glow in the screen, bright-eyed,
cheeks flushed with life. Someday you too will be only a series of imagesin ascreen.

Smith iswatching the planet Mars. The clockwork which turnsthe Ozo to follow the planet, even when it
is below the horizon, makesit possible for him to focus instantly on the surface, but he never doesthis.
He takes up his position hundreds of thousands of miles away, then dowly approaches, in order to see
the red spark grow to adisk, then to ayellow sunlit ball hanging in darkness. Now he can make out the
surface features: Syrtis Mg or and Thoth-Nepenthes leading in along gooseneck to Utopiaand the
frostcap.

Theimage asit swells hypnoticaly toward him is clear and sharp, without tremor or atmospheric
digtortion. It issummer in the northern hemisphere: Utopiaiswide and dark. The planet fills the screen,
and now he turns northward, over the cratered desert till hundreds of milesdistant. A dust storm, likea
ydlow veil, obscures the curved neck of Thoth-Nepenthes; then heisbeyond it, drifting down to the
edge of the frostcap. Thelimb of the planet regppears; he floats like aglider over the dark surface tinted
with rose and violet-gray; now he can make out individud plants. He is drifting among their gnarled gray
gems, their leaves of violet horn; he sees the curious misshapen growths that may be air bladders or
some grotesque anad ogue of blossoms. Now, at the edge of the screen, something black and spindling
legps. Hefollowsit ingantly, findsit, bringsit hugely magnified into the center of the screen: athing likea
hairy beetle, its body covered with thick black hairs or spines; it stands on six jointed legs, waving its
antennae, its mouth parts busy. And its four bright eyes stareinto his, acrossforty million miles.

Smith's hair got whiter and thinner. Before the 1992 Crash, he made heavy contributionsto the
International Red Cross and to volunteer organizationsin Europe, Asaand Africa. He got drunk
periodicaly, but aways done. From 1993 to 1996 he stopped reading the newspapers.

He wrote down the coordinates for the plane crash in which his daughter and her husband had died, but
never used them.



Atintervaswhile dressing or looking into the bathroom mirror, he stared asif into an invisible camera
and raised onefinger. In hislast years he wrote some poems.

We know his name. Patient researchers, using advanced scanning techniques, followed his | etters back
through the postal system and found him, but by that time he was safely dead.

The whole world has been a peace for more than a generation. Crime is amost unheard of. Free energy
has made the world rich, but the population is stable, even though early detection has wiped out most
diseases. Everyone can do whatever he likes, providing his neighbors would not disapprove, and after all,
their views are the same as his own.

Y ou areforty, arespected scholar, taking afew days out to review your life, as many people do at your
age. Y ou have watched your mother and father coupling on the night they concelved you, watched
yourself growing in her womb, first ared tadpole, then athing like an embryo chicken, then a big-headed
baby kicking and squirming. Y ou have seen yoursdf delivered, seen the first moment when your bloody
head broke into the light. Y ou have seen yoursdlf staggering about the nursery in rompers, clutching a
yelow plastic duck. Now you are watching yourself hiding behind the fallen tree on the hill, and you
redlize that there are no secret places. And beyond you in the ghostly future you know that someoneis
watching you as you watch; and beyond that watcher another, and beyond that another ... Forever.
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