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GECRGE R R MARTIN
Wth Morning
Conmes M stfall

if you could go to Loch Ness tonorrow and prove or disprove conclusively the
exi stence of the nonster, would you? Should you? When all the questions are
answered, when all the superstitions are stilled, when science has unravel ed
all the mysteries, what will we do? Wuld you want to live in such a tine?
Wul d we be able to live then?

| was early to breakfast that norning, the first day after |anding. But
Sanders was al ready out on the dining bal cony when | got there. He was
standi ng al one by the edge, |ooking out over the nountains and the msts.

| wal ked up behind himand nuttered hello. He didn't bother. to reply.
"I't's beautiful, isn't it?" he said, w thout turning.

And it was.

Only a few feet bel ow bal cony level the mists rolled, sending ghostly
breakers to crash against the stones of Sanders's castle. A thick white
bl anket extended from horizon to horizon, cloaking everything. W could see
the sunmt of the Red Ghost, off to the north; a barbed dagger of scarlet rock
jabbing into the sky. But that was all. The other mountains were still bel ow
m st |evel.

But we were above the nmists. Sanders had built his hotel atop the
tallest mountain in the chain. W were floating alone in a swirling white
ocean, on a flying castle amd a sea of clouds.

Castle Coud, in fact. That was .what Sanders had naned the place. It
was easy to see why.

"Is it always like this?" | asked Sanders, after drinking it all in for
a while.

"Every mistfall,"” he replied, turning toward nme with a wistful smle. He
was a fat man, with a jovial red face. Not the sort who should smle
wi stfully. But he did.

He gestured toward the east, where Waithworld' s sun rising above the
m sts made a crinson and orange spectacle of the dawn sky.

"The sun," he said. "As it rises, the heat drives the mists back into
the valleys, forces themto surrender the nmountains they've conquered during
the night. The m sts sink, and one by one the peaks conme into view By noon
the whole range is visible for mles and mles. There's nothing like it on
Earth, or anywhere el se.™

He smiled again, and led ne over to one of the tables scattered around
t he bal cony. "And then, at sunset, it's all reversed. You nmust watch mist rise

toni ght , "
he said. j

W sat down, and a sleek robowaiter cane rolling a out to serve us as
the chairs registered our presence. Sanders ignored it. "It's war, you know,"

he continued. "Eternal war between the sun and the mists. And the mists have
the better of it. They have the valleys, and the plains, and the seacoasts.
The sun has only a few nmountaintops. And themonly by day."

He turned to the robowaiter and ordered coffee for both of us, to keep
us occupied until the others arrived. It would be fresh brewed, of course.
Sanders didn't tolerate instants or synthetics on his planet.

"You like it here," | said, while we waited for the coffee.

Sanders | aughed. "Wat's not to |ike? Castle C oud has everything. Good
food, entertainment, ganmbling, and all the other conforts of home. Plus this
planet. 1've got the best of both worlds, don't [?"



"l suppose so. But nost people don't think in those terns. Nobody comnes
to Waithworld for the ganbling, or the food."

Sanders nodded. "But we do get some hunters. Qut after rock cats and
plains devils. And once in a while soneone will cone to | ook at the ruins.”

"Maybe," | said. "But those are your exceptions. Not your rule. Mst of
your guests are here for one reason."”

"Sure," he admitted, grinning. "The waiths."

"The waiths,"” | echoed. "You' ve got beauty here, and hunting and
fishing and nountai neering. But none
of that brings the tourists here. It's the waiths they cane for."

The coffee arrived then, two big steam ng nmugs acconpani ed by a pitcher
of thick cream It was very strong, and very hot, and very good. After weeks
of spaceship synthetic, it was an awakeni ng.

Sanders sipped at his coffee with care, his eyes studying ne over the
mug. He set it down thoughtfully. "And it's the waiths you've conme for, too,"
he sai d.

| shrugged. "OF course. My readers aren't interested in scenery, no
matter how spectacul ar. Dubowski and his men are here to find waiths, and I'm
here to cover the search.”

Sanders was about to answer, but he never got the chance. A sharp
preci se voice cut in suddenly. "If there are any waiths to find," the voice
sai d.

W turned to face the bal cony entrance. Dr. Charles Dubowski, head of
the Waithworld Research Team was standing in the doorway, squinting at the
light. He had managed to shake the gaggle of research assistants who usually
trailed himeverywhere

Dubowski paused for a second, then wal ked over to our table, pulled out
a chair, and sat down. The robowaiter cane rolling out again.

Sanders eyed the thin scientist with unconceal ed di s-

taste. "What nmakes you think the waiths aren't there,
Doct or ?" he asked.

Dubowski shrugged, and smiled lightly. "I just don't feel there's enough
evi dence," he said. "But don't worry. | never let ny feelings interfere with
my work. | want the truth as nuch as anyone. So I'll run an inpartial
expedition. If your waiths are out there, 1'll find them"

"Or they'll find you," Sanders said. He | ooked grave. "And that m ght
not be too pleasant.”

Dubowski | aughed. "Ch, cone now, Sanders. Just because you live in a
castl e doesn't nean you have to be so nel odramatic."

"Don't |augh, Doctor. The wraiths have killed people before, you know. "

"No proof of that," said Dubowski. "No proof at all. Just as there's no
proof of the wraiths thenselves. But that's why we're here. To find proof. O
di sproof. But come, |I'mfanmi shed.” He turned to our robowaiter, who had been
standi ng by and hunming inpatiently.

Dubowski and | ordered rockcat steaks, with a basket of hot, freshly
baked bi scuits. Sanders took advantage of the Earth supplies our ship had
brought in | ast night, and got a massive slab of hamw th a half dozen eggs.

Rockcat has a flavor that Earth nmeat hasn't had in centuries. | |oved
it, although Dubowski |eft much of his steak uneaten. He was too busy tal king
to eat.

"You shouldn't disnmiss the waiths so lightly," Sanders said after the
robowai ter had stal ked off with our orders. "There is evidence. Plenty of it.
Twenty-two deaths since this planet was discovered. And eyew tness accounts of
wraiths by the dozens."

"True," Dubowski said. "But | wouldn't call that real evidence. Deaths?



Yes. Most are sinple di sappearances, however. Probably people who fell off a
nmount ai n, or got eaten by a rockcat, or sonething. It's inmpossible to find the
bodies in the mists. Mre people vanish every day on Earth, and nothing is

t hought of it. But here, every tine soneone di sappears, people claimthe
wraiths got him No, I'msorry. It's not enough"

"Bodi es have been found, Doctor," Sanders said quietly. "Slain horribly.
And not by falls or rockcats, either."

It was nmy turn to cut in. "Only four bodi es have been recovered that |
know of ," | said. "And |I've backgrounded mnyself pretty thoroughly on the
waiths."”

Sanders frowned. "All right,"” he admtted. "But what about those four
cases? Pretty convincing evidence, if you ask ne."

The food showed up about then, but Sanders continued as we ate. "The
first sighting, for exanple. That's never been expl ai ned satisfactorily. The
Gregor Expedition.”

| nodded. Dave Gregor had captained the ship that had di scovered
Waithworld, nearly seventy-five years earlier. He had probed through the
msts with his sensors, and set his ship down on the seacoast plains. Then he
sent teanms out to explore.

There were two men in each team both well-armed. But in one case, only
a single man cane back, and he was in hysteria. He and his partner had gotten
separated in the mists, and suddenly he heard a bl oodcurdling scream When he
found his friend, he was quite dead. And sonethi ng was standi ng over the body.

The survivor described the killer as manlike, eight feet tall, and
sonehow i nsubstantial. He clained that when he fired at it, the blaster bolt
went right through it. Then the creature had wavered, and vani shed in the
m st s.

Gregor sent other teams out to search for the thing. They recovered the
body, but that was all. Wthout special instruments, it was difficult to find
the sane place twice in the nmists. Let alone sonething |ike the creature that
had been descri bed.

So the story was never confirmed. But nonetheless, it caused a sensation
when Gregor returned to Earth. Another ship was sent to conduct a nore
t horough search. It found nothing. But one of its search teans di sappeared
without a trace,

And the | egend of the nmist waiths was born, and began to grow. O her
ships came to Waithworld, and a trickle of colonists came and went, and Paul
Sanders | anded one day and erected the Castle Coud so the public night safely
visit the nysterious planet of the waiths.

And there were other deaths, and other di sappear

ances, and many people clainmed to catch brief glinpses of waiths prowing
t hrough the nmists. And then soneone found the ruins. Just tunbled stone

bl ocks, now. But once, structures of sonme sort. The hones of the waiths,
peopl e sai d.

There was evidence, | thought. And some of it was hard to deny. But
Dubowski was shaki ng his head vi gorously.

"The Gregor affair proves nothing," he said. "You know as well as | this
pl anet has never been explored thoroughly. Especially the plains area, where
Gregor's ship put down. It was probably sone sort of animal that killed that
man. A rare aninmal of some sort native to that area.”

"What about the testinmony of his partner?" Sanders asked.

"Hysteria, pure and sinple.”

"The ot her sightings? There have been an awful |ot of them And the
wi t nesses weren't always hysterical."

"Proves not hing," Dubowski said, shaking his head. "Back on Earth,
plenty of people still claimto have seen ghosts and flying saucers. And here,
with those damed mists, nistakes and hallucinations are naturally even
easier."



He jabbed at Sanders with the knife he was using to butter a biscuit.
"It's these msts that foul up everything. The waith nmyth woul d have died
| ong ago without the mists. Up to now, no one has had the equi prent or the
nmoney to conduct a really thorough investigation. But we do. And we will.

W'll get the truth once and for all."

Sanders grimaced. "If you don't get yourself killed first. The waiths
may not |ike being investigated."

"I don't understand you, Sanders," Dubowski said. "If you're so afraid

of the wwaiths and so convinced that they' re down there prowing about, why
have you |lived here so | ong?"

"Castle Coud was built with safeguards," Sanders
said. "The brochure we send prospective guests describes them No one is in
danger here. For one thing, the waiths won't come out of the mists. And we're
in sunlight nost of the day. But it's a different story down in the valleys."

"That's superstitious nonsense. If | had to guess, |I'd say these m st
wraiths of yours were nothing but transplanted Earth ghosts. Phant ons of
someone's i magination. But | won't guess-I'Il wait until the results are in.
Then we'll see. If they are real, they won't be able to hide fromus."

Sanders | ooked over at ne. "What about you? Do you agree wth hin®"

"I"'ma journalist,"” |I said carefully. "I'"mjust here to cover what

happens. The wraiths are fampbus, and ny readers are interested. So |I've got no
opinions. O none that |I'd care to broadcast, anyway."

Sanders | apsed into a disgruntled silence, and attacked his ham and eggs
with a renewed vigor. Dubowski took over for him and steered the conversation
over to the details of the investigation he was planning. The rest of the neal
was a nontage of eager tal k about waith traps, and search plans, and
roboprobes, and sensors. | listened carefully and took nmental notes for a
col um on the subject.

Sanders listened carefully, too. But you could tell fromhis face that
he was far from pl eased by what he heard.

Not hi ng nuch el se happened that day. Dubowski spent his tinme at the
spacefield, built on a small plateau bel ow the castle, and supervised the
unl oadi ng of his equipnment. | wote a colum on his plans for the expedition
and beaned it back to Earth. Sanders tended to his other guests, and did
what ever el se a hotel nmnager does, | guess.

| went out to the bal cony again at sunset, to watch the msts rise.

It was war, as Sanders had said. At mstfall, | had

seen the sun victorious in the first of the daily battles. But now the
conflict was renewed. The m sts began to ° creep back to the heights as the
tenmperature fell. Wspy gray-white tendrils stole up silently fromthe
val l eys, and curled around the jagged nountai n peaks |ike ghostly fingers.
Then the fingers began to grow thicker and stronger, and after a while they
pul led the nmists up, after them

One by one the stark, wi nd-carved sunmts were swall owed up for another
night. The Red CGhost, the giant to the north, was the |last nmountain to vani sh
in, the lapping white ocean. And then the nists began to pour in over the
bal cony | edge, and cl ose around Castle Cloud itself.

I went back inside. Sanders was standing there, just inside the doors.
He had been wat chi ng ne.

"You were right," | said. "It was beautiful."

He nodded. "You know, | don't think Dubowski has , bothered to | ook
yet," he said.

"Busy, | guess."

Sanders sighed. "Too damm busy. Cnon. I'll buy :: you a drink."

The hotel bar was quiet and dark, with the kind of nmood that pronotes
good tal k and serious drinking. The nore | saw of Sanders' castle, the nore
liked the man. Qur tastes were in remarkabl e accord.

W found a table in the darkest and nost secluded part of the room and
ordered drinks froma stock that included Iiquors froma dozen worlds. And we



t al ked.

"You don't seemvery happy to have Dubowski here," | said after the
drinks canme. "Why not? He's filling up your hotel."

Sanders | ooked up fromhis drink, and smled "True. It is the slow
season. But | don't |like what he's trying to do."

"So you try to scare himaway?" _

Sanders' snile vanished. "Was | that transparent?"

| nodded.

He sighed. "Didn't think it would work," he said. He sipped thoughtfully
at his drink. "But | had to try sonething."

"\Why 2"

"Because. Because he's going to destroy this world, if I let him By the
time he and his kind get through, there won't be a nystery left in the
uni verse."

"He's just trying to find sone answers. Do the waiths exist? Wat about
the ruins? Who built then? Didn't you ever want to know those things,

Sander s?"

He drained his drink, |ooked around, and caught the waiter's eye to
order another. No robowaiters in here. Only human hel p. Sanders was particul ar
about at nosphere.

"OfF course," he said when he had his drink. "Everyone's wondered about
t hose questions. That's why people cone here to Waithworld, to the Castle
C oud. Each guy who touches down here is secretly hoping he'll have an
adventure with the waiths, and find out all the answers personally.

"So he doesn't. So he slaps on a blaster and wanders around the m st
forests for a few days, or a few weeks, and finds nothing. So what? He can
cone back and search again. The dreamis still there, and the romance, and the
nystery.

"And who knows? Maybe one trip he glinpses a waith drifting through the
msts. O something he thinks is a waith. And then he'll go home happy,
because he's been part of a legend. He's touched a little bit of creation that
hasn't had all the awe and the wonder ripped fromit yet by Dubowski's sort."

He fell silent, and stared norosely into his drink. Finally, after a
| ong pause, he continued. "Dubowski! Bah! He nakes ne boil. He comes here with
his ship full of |lackeys and his mllion-credit grant and all his gadgets, to
hunt for waiths. Ch, he'll get themall right. That's what frightens ne.
Either he'll prove they don't exist, or he'll find them and they'll turn out
to be some kind of submen or animals or sonething.”

He enmptied his glass again, savagely. "And that will' . ruinit. Ruin
it, you hear! He'll answer all the questions with his gadgets, and there'll be
nothing left for anyone else. It isn't fair."

| sat there and sipped quietly at ny drink and said nothing. Sanders
ordered another. A foul thought was running around in nmy head. Finally | had
to say it al oud.

"I f Dubowski answers all the questions," | said,
"then there will be no reason to conme here anynore. -
And And you'll be put out of business. Are you sure that's.
not why you're so worried?"
Sanders glared at nme, and | thought he was going to hit me for a second.

But he didn't. "I thought you were different. You | ooked at mistfall, and
understood.; | thought you did, anyway. But | guess | was wong." , He jerked
his head .toward the door. "Cet out of here,", he said.

| rose. "All right," | said. "I"'msorry, Sanders. But , it's nmy job to
ask nasty questions like that."

He ignored ne, and | left the table. Wien | reached' the door, | turned
and | ooked back across the room.. Sanders was staring into his drink again,
and talking:; loudly to hinself.

"Answers," he said. He nade it sound obscene. "Answers. Al ways they have
to have answers. But the questions are so much finer. Wiy can't they |eave



t hem al one?"
| left himalone then. Alone with his drinks.

The next few weeks were hectic ones, for the expedition and for ne.
Dubowski went about things thoroughly, you had to give himthat. He had
pl anned' his assault on Waithworld with meticul ous precision

Mappi ng canme first. Thanks to the mists, what maps: there were of
Waithworld were very crude by nodern standards. So Dubowski sent out a whole
fl eet of roboprobes, to skimabove the mists and steal their secrets with
sophi sticated sensory devices. Fromthe in
formati on that cane pouring in, a detail ed topography of the region was pieced
t oget her.

That done, Dubowski and his assistants then used the maps to carefully
pl ot every recorded waith sighting since the Gregor Expedition. Considerable
data on the sightings had been conpil ed and anal yzed | ong before we |eft
Earth, of course. Heavy use of the matchless collection on waiths in the
Castle Cloud library filled in the gaps that renai ned. As expected, sightings
were nost comon in the valleys around the hotel, the only pernmanent human
habi tation on the planet.

When the plotting was conpl eted, Dubowski set out his waith traps,
scattering nost of themin the areas where waiths had been reported nopst
frequently. He also put a fewin distant, outlying regions, however, including
t he seacoast plain where Gregor's ship had made the initial contact.

The traps weren't really traps, of course. They were squat durall oy
pillars, packed with nost every type of sensing and recordi ng equi pnrent known
to Earth science. To the traps, the nists were all but nonexistent. If sone
unfortunate waith wandered into survey range, there would be no way it could
avoi d detection.

Meanwhi | e, the mapping roboprobes were pulled in to be overhaul ed and
reprogranmmed, and then sent out again. Wth the topography known in detail
t he probes could be sent through the mists on |owlevel patrols wthout fear
of banging into a conceal ed nountain. The sensing equi pnent carried by the
probes was not the equal of that in the waith traps, of course. But the
probes had a nuch greater range, and could cover thousands of square mles
each day.

Finally, when the waith traps were depl oyed and t he roboprobes were in
the air, Dubowski and his nmen took to the mist forests thenselves. Each
carried a heavy backpack of sensors and detection devices. The
human search teans had nore nobility than the waith

traps, and nore sophisticated equi pment than the probes. They hovered a
di fferent area each day, in ' painstaking detail

I went along on a few of those trips, with a backpack of ny own. It nade
for sone interesting copy, even though we never found anything. And while on
search, | fell in love with the m st forests.

The tourist literature likes to call them "the ghastly mst forests of
haunted Waithworld." But they're not ghastly. Not really. There's a strange
sort of beauty ,” there, for those who can appreciate it.

The trees are thin and very tall, with white bark and pal e gray | eaves.
But the forests are not without color. There's a parasite, a hangi ng noss of
some sort, that's very conmon, and it drips fromthe overhangi ng branches in
cascades of dark green and scarlet. And . there are rocks, and vines, and | ow
bushes choked with nisshapen purplish fruits.

But there's no sun, of course. The mists hide every-' thing. They swirl
and slide around you as you wal k, caressing you with unseen hands, clutching
at your feet.

Once in a while, the msts play ganes with you. Most of the tine you
wal k through a thick fog, unable to see nore than a few feet in any
direction,. your own shoes lost in the m st carpet below Sonetines, though
the fog closes in suddenly. And then you can't see at all. | blundered into



nore than one tree when that happened.

At other tines, though, the msts-for no apparent. reason-will roll back
suddenly, and | eave you standing alone in a clear pocket within a cloud.
That's when you can see the forest in all its grotesque beauty. It's a brief,

breat ht aki ng gl i npse of never-never |land. Mnents |like that are few and
short-lived. But they stay:: with you

They stay with you.

In those early weeks, | didn't have much tine for' walking in the
forests, except when | joined a search-. teamto get the feel of it. Mstly I
was busy writing. |
did a series on the history of the planet, highlighted by the stories of the
nost fanmous sightings. | did feature profiles on sonme of the nore col orful
menbers of the expedition. | did a piece on Sanders, and the probl ens he
encountered and overcanme in building Castle Coud. | did science pieces on the
l[ittle known about the planet's ecology. | did nood pieces about the forests
and the mountains. | did specul ative-thought pieces about the ruins. | wote
about rockcat hunting, and nountain clinbing, and the huge and dangerous swanp
lizards native to sone offshore islands.

And, of course, | wote about Dubowski and his search. On that | wote
reans.

Finally, however, the search began to settle down into dull routine, and
| began to exhaust the nyriad other topics Waithworld of fered. My out put

began to decline. | started to have tine on nmy hands.

That's when | really began to enjoy Waithworld. | began to take daily
wal ks through the forests, ranging w der each day. | visited the ruins, and
flew half a continent away to see the swanp |lizards firsthand i nstead of by
holo. | befriended a group of hunters passing through, and shot nyself a
rockcat. | acconpani ed sonme other hunters to the western seacoast, and nearly

got nyself killed by a plains devil

And | began to talk to Sanders agai n.

Through all of this, Sanders had pretty well ignored me and Dubowski and
everyone el se connected with the waith research. He spoke to us grudgingly if
at all, greeted us curtly, and spent all his free tine with his other guests.

At first, after the way he had talked in the bar that night, | worried
about what he might do. | had visions of himnurdering someone out in the
msts, and trying to nake it look like a waith killing. O maybe just
sabotaging the waith traps. But | was sure he would try something to scare
of f Dubowski or otherw se underm ne the expedition
Cones of watching too rmuch hol ovi sion, | guess.

Sanders did nothing of .the sort. He merely sulked, glared at, us in the
castle corridors, and gave us less than full cooperation at all tines.

After a while, though, he began to warm up again. Not toward Dubowski
and his nmen. Just toward ne.

| guess that was because of my wal ks in the forests. Dubowski never went
out into the msts unless he had to. And then he went out reluctantly, and
cane back quickly. His nen followed their chief's exanple. I was the only
joker in the deck. But then, | wasn't really part of the sane deck

Sanders noticed, of course. He didn't mss nuch of what went on in his
castle. And he began to speak to ne again. Cvilly. One day, finally, he even
invited ne for drinks again.

It was about two nonths into the expedition. Wnter was coming to
Waithworld and Castle Coud, and the air was getting cold and crisp. Dubowski
and | were out on the dining bal cony, lingering over coffee after another
superb meal. Sanders sat at a nearby table, talking to sone tourists.

| forget what Dubowski and | were discussing. Watever it was, Dubowski
interrupted me with a shiver at one point. "It's getting cold out here," he
conpl ai ned. "Why don't we nove inside?" Dubowski never |iked the dining
bal cony very much

| sort of frowned. "It's not that bad," | said. "Besides, it's nearly



sunset. One of the best parts of the day."

Dubowski shivered again, and stood up. "Suit yourself," he said. "But
I"'mgoing in. | don't feel like catching a cold just so you can watch anot her
mstfall."

He started to wal k off. But he hadn't taken three steps before Sanders
was up out of his seat, howing |like a wounded rockcat.

"Mstfall," he bellowed. "Mstfall!" He | aunched into a | ong, incoherent
string of obscenities. | had never seen Sanders so angry, not even when he
threw me out
of the bar that first night. He stood there, literally trenbling with rage
his face flushed, his fat fists clenching and uncl enching at his sides.

| got up in a hurry, and got between them Dubowski turned to ne,
| ooki ng baffled and scared. "Wha-" he started.

"Cet inside," | interrupted. "Get up to your room GCet to the |ounge.
Get somewhere. Get anywhere. But get out of here before he kills you."

"But - but -what's wrong? What happened? | don't "

"Mstfall is in the norning," | told him "At night, at sunset, it's
m strise. Now go."

"That's all? Wy should that get him so-so-.-'

oL

Dubowski shook his head, as if to say he still didn't understand what
was goi ng on. But he went.

| turned to Sanders. "Cal mdown," | said. "Calmdown."

He stopped trenbling, but his eyes threw blaster bolts at Dubowski's
back. "Mstfall," he nuttered. "Two nonths that bastard has been here, and he
doesn't know the difference between mstfall and mistrise.”

"He's never bothered to watch either one," | said. "Things |ike that

don't interest him That's his |loss, though. No reason for you to get upset
about it."
He | ooked at nme, frowning. Finally he nodded. "Yeah," he said. "Maybe

you're right." He sighed. "But mistfall! Hell." There was a short silence,
then, "I need a drink. Join ne?"
| nodded.

We wound up in the sanme dark corner as the first night, at what nust
have been Sanders's favorite table. He put away three drinks before | had
finished ny first. Big drinks. Everything in Castle C oud was big.

There were no argunments this tinme. W tal ked about mistfall, and the
forests, and the ruins. W tal ked about the waiths, and Sanders lovingly told
me the stories of

the great sightings. | knew themall already, of course. But not the way
Sanders told them

At one point, | nentioned that |1'd been born in Bradbury when ny parents
were spending a short vacation on Mars. Sanders's eyes lit up at that, and he
spent the next hour or so regaling nme with Earthman jokes. |I'd heard them al
before, too. But | was getting nore than a little drunk, and sonehow they al
seened hilarious.

After that night, | spent nore time with Sanders than with anyone el se
in the hotel. | thought | knew Waithworld pretty well by that time. But that
was an enpty conceit, and Sanders proved it. He showed me hidden spots in the
forests that have haunted me ever since. He took ne to island swanps, where
the trees are of a very different sort and sway horribly without a wind. W
flewto the far worth, to another mountain range where the peaks are higher
and sheathed in ice, and to a southern plateau where the msts pour eternally
over the edge in a ghostly imtation of a waterfall.

| continued to wite about Dubowski and his waith hunt, of course. But
there was little newto wite about, so nost of nmy time was spent with
Sanders. | didn't worry too nuch about ny output. My Waithworld series had
gotten excellent play on Earth and nost of the colony worlds, so | thought I



had it nade.
Not so
I'd been on Waithworld just a little over three nonths when ny
syndi cate beaned ne. A few systens away, a civil war had broken out on a
pl anet call ed New Refuge. They wanted me to cover it. No news was comni ng out

of Waithworld anyway, they said, since Dubowski's expedition still had over a
year to run.
Mich as | liked Waithworld, | junped at the chance. My stories had been

getting a little stale, and I was running out of ideas, and the New Refuge
thing sounded like it could be very big.

So | said good-bye to Sanders and Dubowski and
Castle Coud, and took a last walk through the m st forests, and booked
passage on the next ship through

The New Refuge civil war was a firecracker. | spent less than a nonth on
the planet, but it was a dreary nonth. The place had been col oni zed by
religious fanatics, but the original cult had schisned, and both sides accused
the other of heresy. It was all very dingy. The planet itself had all the
charm of a Martian suburb

I moved on as quickly as | could, hopping fromplanet to planet, from
story to story. In six nmonths, | had worked nyself back to Earth. El ections
were coming up, so | got slapped onto a political beat. That was fine by ne.
It was a lively canpaign, and there was a ton of good stories to be m ned.

But throughout it all, | kept nyself up on the little news that cane out
of Waithworld. And finally, as |I'd expected, Dubowski announced a press
conference. As the syndicate's resident waith, | got nyself assigned to
cover, and headed out on the fastest starship | could find.

| got there a week before the conference, ahead of everyone else. | had

beamed Sanders before taking ship, and he net me at the spaceport. W
adjourned to the dining bal cony, and had our drinks served out there.

"Well?" | asked him after we had traded anmenities. "You know what
Dubowski's goi ng to announce?"
Sanders | ooked very glum "I can guess,"” he said. "He called in all his

damm gadgets a nonth ago, and he's been cross-checking findings on a conputer
W' ve had a couple of waith sightings since you | eft. Dubowski noved in hours
after each sighting, and went over the areas with a fine-tooth conmb. Not hing.
That's what he's going to announce, | think. Nothing."

| nodded. "Is that so bad, though? G egor found nothing."

"Not the sane," Sanders said. "G egor didn't |ook

t he way Dubowski has. People will believe him whatever he says."
| wasn't so sure of that, and was about to say so;'. when Dubowski
arrived. Someone nust have told him | was there. He cane striding out on the

bal cony,, smling, spied me, and cane over to sit down.

Sanders glared at him and studied his drink. Dubowski trained all of
his attention on nme. He seenmed very pleased with hinmself. He asked what 1'd
been do
ing sincel left, and | told him and he said that was nice.

Finally I got to ask himabout his results. "No Comment," he said.
"That's what |'ve called the press conference for."

"Cron," | said. "I covered you for nonths when, everybody el se was
i gnoring the expedition. You can' give nme sonme kind of beat. \Wat have you
got ?"

He hesitated. "Well, O K ," he said doubtfully. "Bu don't release it
yet. You can beamit out a few hours ahead of the conference. That shoul d be
enough time, for a beat."

| nodded agreenent. "Wiat do you have?"

"The waiths,"” he said. "I have the waiths, bagge
neatly. They don't exist. |'ve got enough evidence to
prove it beyond a shadow of a doubt." He sniled
broadl y. -



"Just because you didn't find anything?" | started.' "Maybe they were
avoiding you. If they're sentient ;° they night be smart enough. O maybe
they're beyond the ability of your sensors to detect."

- "Conme now," Dubowski said. "You don't believe
that. Qur waith traps had every kind of sensor we

could come up with. If the waiths existed, they would
have registered on sonething. But they didn't. W had

the traps planted in the areas where three of Sanders's
so-cal | ed sightings took place. Nothing. Absolutely
not hi ng. Concl usi ve proof that those people were see

Ing things. Sightings, indeed."

"\What about the deaths, the vanishings?" | asked. "Wat about the G egor
Expedition and the other classic cases?"

Hs smle spread. "Couldn't disprove all the deaths, of course. But our
probes and our searches turned up four skeletons."” He ticked them off on his
fingers. "Two were killed by a rockslide, and one had rockcat claw marks on
t he bones.”

"The fourth?"

"Murder," he said. "The body was buried in a shallow grave, clearly by
human hands. A flood of sone sort had exposed it. It was down in the records
as a di sappearance. |I'msure all the other bodies could be found, if we
searched | ong enough. And we'd find that all died perfectly normal deaths."

Sanders raised his eyes fromhis drink. They were bitter eyes. "Gegor,"
he said stubbornly. "G egor and the other classics.”

Dubowski's smile became a smrk. "Ah, yes. W searched that area quite
t horoughly. My theory was right. W found a tribe of apes nearby. Big brutes.
Li ke gi ant baboons, with dirty white fur. Not a very successful species,
either. We found only one small tribe, and they were dying out. But clearly,
that was what Gegor's man sighted. And exaggerated all out of proportion.”

There was silence. Then Sanders spoke, but his voice was beaten. "Just

one question,"” he said softly.. "Wy?"
That brought Dubowski up short, and his snmle faded. "You never have
under st ood, have you, Sanders?" he said. "It was for truth. To free this

pl anet fromignorance and superstition.”

"Free Waithworld?" Sanders said. "Was it ensl aved?"

"Yes," Dubowski answered. "Enslaved by foolish nyth. By fear. Now this
planet will be free, and open. W can find out the truth behind those ruins
now, w thout nurky | egends about hal fhuman waiths to

fog the facts. We can open this planet for colonization. People won't be
afraid to cone here, and live, and farm W' ve conquered the fear."

"A col ony worl d? Here?" Sanders | ooked amused "Are you going to bring
big fans to blow away the msts, or what? Col onists have cone before. And |eft
The soil's all wong. You can't farmhere, with all these mountains. At |east
not on a comrercial scale. There's no way you can nake a profit grow ng things
on Waithworld.

"Besi des, there are hundreds of colony worlds crying for people. Did you
need anot her so badly? Must Waithworld beconme yet another Earth?"

Sanders shook his head sadly, drained his drink, and continued. "You're
t he one who doesn't understand, Doctor. Don't kid yourself. You haven't freed
Waithworld. You ve destroyed it. You ve stolen its waiths, and left an enpty
pl anet . "

Dubowski shook his head. "I think you' re wong. They'll find plenty of
good, profitable ways to exploit this planet. But even if you were correct,
well, it's just too bad. Know edge is what nman is all about. People Iike you

have tried to hold back progress since the beginning of time. But they failed,
and you failed. Man needs to know. "

"Maybe, " Sanders said. "But is that the only thing man needs? | don't
think so. | think he al so needs nystery, and poetry, and romance. | think he
needs a few unanswered questions, to nake hi m brood and wonder."



Dubowski stood up abruptly, and frowned. "This conversation is as
poi ntl ess as your philosophy, Sanders. There's no roomin ny universe for
unanswer ed questions."

"Then you live in a very drab universe, Doctor."

"And you, Sanders, live in the stink of your own ignorance. Find sone
new superstitions if you rmust. But don't try to foist themoff on ne with your
tales and |l egends. |'ve got no tine for waiths." He | ooked
at me. "I'll see you at the press conference,"” he said. Then he turned and
wal ked briskly fromthe bal cony.

Sanders wat ched hi mdepart in silence, then swiveled in his chair to
| ook out over the nountains. "The mists are rising," he said.

Sanders was w ong about the colony, too, as it turned out. They did
establish one, although it wasn't nuch to boast of. Some vineyards, sone
factories, and a few thousand people; all belonging to no nore than a couple
of big conpani es.

Commercial farming did turn out to be unprofitable, you see. Wth one
exception-a native grape, a fat gray thing the size of a lenon. So Waithworld
has only one export, a snoky white wine with a nmellow, lingering flavor.

They call it mistwine, of course. |I've grown fond of it over the years.
The taste renminds ne of mistfall sonehow, and makes ne dream But that's
probably me, not the wi ne. Mst people don't care for it much.

Still, in a very minor way, it's a profitable item So Waithworld is
still a regular stop on the spacel anes. For freighters, at |east.

The tourists are | ong gone, though. Sanders was right about that.
Scenery they can get closer to home, and cheaper. The waiths were why they
cane.

Sanders is |long gone, too. He was too stubborn and too inpractical to
buy in on the m stw ne operations when he had the chance. So he stayed behi nd

his ramparts at Castle Cloud until the last. I don't know what happened to him
afterwards, when the hotel finally went out of business.
The castle itself is still there. | sawit a few years ago, when

stopped for a day en route to a story on New Refuge. It's already crunbling
t hough. Too expensive to nmaintain. In a few years, you won't be able to tel
it fromthose other, older ruins.

O herwi se the planet hasn't changed much. The mists still rise at
sunset, and fall at dawn. The Red

Ghost is still stark and beautiful in the early morning _ light. The forests
are still there, and the rockcats still prow. Only the waiths are m ssing.
Only the waiths.



