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JOANNA RUSS

Poor Man,
Beggar Man

JOANNA Russ was born February 22, 1937, in the Bronx, New York. Her parents are schoolteachers,
and science, literature and books were part of her early environment. She was a Westinghouse STS
scholar in 1954. She received her B.A degree in English from Cornell University in 1957 and her
MF.A degree in playwiting fromthe Yale Drama School in 1960. She has acted in community
theater (the Brooklyn Heights Players) and semi professional groups (the Wst Broadway Wrkshop).

She began witing at the age of thirteen, and her nore than thirty published stories have appeared
in science fiction publications such as The Magazi ne of Fantasy and Science Fiction and the Obit
series, and also in such general publications as Manhattan Revi ew, Epoch, C narron Review, The
Little Magazi ne, South, Red Clay Reader and WIIliam and Mary Revi ew.

At present she is assistant professor of English at Cornell University, teaching creative witing
end even, on occasion, science fiction reading. She al so reviews books for The Magazi ne of Fantasy
and Science Fiction and Col |l ege English, contributes an occasional article to scholarly
publications, belongs to Science Fiction Witers of America and the Mdern Language Associ ati on
and reports that the only hobby she has tine for is eating. She offers as her personal phil osophy:
"Worren ought

to run things, as we are friendlier than nmen, but alas, that is only because we are not allowed to
run things."

Her two novels, Picnic on Paradise and A -7d Chaos Died, were both Nebula Award finalists, as was
her novel ette "The Second Inquisition.” In the 1971 Nebula Award ball oting her novel ette "Poor
Man, Beggar Man" appeared on the final ballot.

A strange man, with a bl ack cl oak wrapped about himand a fold of it drawn over his head to hide
his face, with the easy, gliding step of one who no longer cares if his feet go over rough or
snmooth, a man who snelled the snell of cooking at a turn in the narrow, rocky path, but to whomit
meant not hing but a signal about what sonebody el se was doing, nothing nore, this fell owwho was
of a fairly ordinary and nonform dabl e appearance (though perhaps a bit nysterious)-slipped al ong
the wi nding path outside Al exander's canp near the Indus River as if he knew where he was goi ng.
But he had no business being there, certainly not in the heat of the afternoon, though the

veget ati on around himcast the path into a certain tenebrous gl oom Light and shade spotted him
It was early in the Indian sumer and petals and yel |l ow dust dropped on the path and on the | eaf
mold to either side. He shook hinself free. He reached an open place and continued, not | ooking
round.

A quarter of a mle fromthe general's tent the path ascended, becane rockier and nore open; a
guard | ounged on a rock, absorbed in a bluebottle he held between thunb and forefinger. He did not
see the stranger as he passed, nor did he return his salute. Muffled to the chin, the stranger
passed servants clearing dishes froma board table set up in the open sunlight (for the general's
tent commanded a view of the valley froman uninterrupted but therefore somewhat inhospitable

hei ght). He stepped inside the tent, bending under the canvas flap, his black cloak trailing. He
found his man seated at a low table, calling for a map; he put one hand on his shoul der and then
he said quite diffidently-

"Conme, I'mstill a civilized fellow "

"Apoll o guard us!" choked the conqueror, turning pale. The stranger |aughed and shook his head,
still with the inoffensive and

7 friendly manner that had nade himso popular, and that had ° occasioned such grief when
Al exander had nurdered himat the age of twenty-eight. '

"Your teacher, Aristotle, wouldn't like that," he said, shaking his y head hunorously, and he sat
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down on the edge of the table, closing his hand around a w ne cup

"Take your hands off that!" said Al exander automatically, and
back, "Take it."

- then he said, his color comng

"Ch no, thank you," said his dead friend, smling apologetically, "I couldn't, now. You have no
i dea what an inconvenience it is, to be dead-"

"Take it!" said the conqueror
"Ah, but-- and his nurdered friend put the wi ne cup down.

"Wel | ?" said Al exander. The dead man snmiled, the mlId snmle of those who provoke and endure
insult; he smled, backing away. .: "I thought," he said, "that the novelty of ny appearance-"

"Doesn't last."
"Ah, but you owe ne-"
n \Mat ?ll

The ghost wandered away a few steps, past the ray of brilliant f sunlight that entered the tent
through the front flap, brushing the °

canvas wall with his shoul der and causing not a ripple. "I remem
ber," he said, "I remenber." Al exander watched himintently in
the half light the Iight that nade of the conqueror, of his hand
sone face and bronze figure, a statue. a

"“Ah, what | renenber!" broke out the ghost, with a genuine
| augh. "I remenber your amazi ng forceful ness when you got

drunk."” The man at the table watched him "And | renmenber,"”
added t he ghost, padding round the room "sitting with my feet
up and ny knees under my chin on sone kind of marble shelf, like
a school boy, and watching you rant-"

's

"l never rant."

"Rave, then. But you nustn't split hairs. My word, they tried to

hol d you back, didn't they? And ny sister was your old nurse what a scandal! | hear you shut
yoursel f up for three days." Here he paused in the darkest corner of the tent. "You know, " he
said, coming out into the light, dragging his cloak carelessly off one shoul der, "you know, " he
said, his whole face beconing clearer, his browrising, his eyes opening as they do in strong
feeling when the face is about to becone a mask, "you know' (with an expression al nost of
amazenment) "I do renmenber it quite well. | have analyzed it a hundred tinmes. | had no idea what
hit me. | thought the room had turned round and the floor had conme up and thrown itself agai nst
me. And then sonmething hit ne in the chest and I bit nmy tongue, do you know, and | saw your face-"

Here Al exander broke into a roar of laughter that might have been heard even outside the tent, but
the tent flaps did not nove; they hung quite still.

"My dear friend," he said affectionately, "really | amvery sorry, but you know you m ght have
come back four years ago. | feel for you, | do, but I"'mafraid tine has rather worn the whole
affair away. You see" and he pointed to the litter of papers on his desk.

"Ah," said the ghost wisely, "but 1 don't age, you see."

"That's too bad," said the enperor, putting his el bows on the table and his chin in his hands,
"and now "

"Now?" said the ghost expectantly.

"Now be a good fellow and go away."
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"Then | shall," but when the enperor pushed back his chair and got up, he saw that the friend he
had killed was sonehow sitting in it and fingering his papers and that he did not Iike.

"My, look at this,"” said his friend.
"Let that be!"
"You're going to India; how nice."

"WIl you-!" and he snatched the stranger's hand, but the shock of finding it flesh and bl ood was
too much for himand he started back, shouting, "Quards!" No one cane.

"Ah, nonsense," said his friend quietly. He sat at the table as a

secretary or acconpanyi ng phil osopher sits and wites down a great nan's words; his black cloak
had slipped off his shoulders and lay half on the seat and half on the dirt floor, Iike a pool of
i nk. He picked up one docunment after another, carefully and respectfully. It had al ways been
remar kabl e how this man could pick things up; his hand closed around a cup, a vase, a woman's
hand, with such gentl eness and such attentive curiosity that one m ght al nbst inagi ne i nani nate
obj ects feeling actual pleasure at his touch. Wnen had |iked himand he had evaded them

"You're going to India," he said. He was | ooking at marks on a map. Al exander strode matter-of -
factly to the tent flap to get friends or attendants who would rid himof this annoyance, but the
tent flap hung straight as stone. He could not nove it.

"What do you want from ne?" he said between his teeth.
"We-ell," draw ed the stranger

"What ?" shouted the king, losing his patience.

"You're growing afraid.”

"Not I!"

"Yes you are, and you'll do it."

"Do what!"

"Quietly." He studied the nmap. "Look at this," he said. "You're going to cross the Indus, you'l

be another seven years away from hone, your arny will nutiny and by the tine you establish another
Al exandri a- how many Al exandrias are there by this time? -at the eastern edge of the world, your
government in the west will have collapsed and you'll have to begin all over again. Good Lord,
what an agenda!”

"Stop playing with nme," said the king, and he sat, with considerable dignity, on a | ow bench near
the opening of the tent.

"Way not? You used to play with ne," said the ghost reasonably. "I used to."

"Precisely. You used to."

"Death hasn't steadi ed your character," said Al exander

"Or sweetened yours!"

"Those who want to get kicked will get kicked," said the king.

"Yes, precisely,” said his friend, blinking. "Well, what | want is this. | want you to turn back
go spend the next winter in Heliopolis, renaned from Babyl on (what a change!), and w t hdraw your
borders to the edge of Persia. You're a fool. You can't keep what you've got. As it is, the enpire
will fall apart three days after your death. You think you can put up a few carved pillars,

appoint a satrap and a place is yours. Nonsense."
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"And-"sai d Al exander

"And," repeated the ghost, looking a little bewildered, "and well-there you are." Al exander rose
to his feet. "I'mnot done-" But a sudden breeze blasted the tent flap into the air as if
sonmeone' s violent enthusiasmhad flung it skyward. Ginning cheerfully, though perhaps with a
certain awkwar dness, Al exander wal ked to his friend and enbraced him

"Wul d you believe me," he said, "if | told you that | had repented? Sincerely repented? Wiy, man
I saw no one for three days; they thought | would abandon themin the mddle of the desert. So
much grief! But you should have known enough to keep away fromne." He patted, w thout shrinking,
his friend' s unnaturally solid back. "And the story about your sister was true," he said, "though
enbroidered a little, I'Il admit. | was truly fond of her and hated to cause her pain. And you"
Hi s voice thickened. "Well, you know"

"Ah," said the ghost, hel plessly blinking.

"You know," said Al exander tenderly. "You know." And then, wi thout another word, only |ooking back
with smling and conpassi onate regret, he wal ked out of the tent.

Left al one, the stranger gazed thoughtfully after himfor the space of a minute. Then, with
extraordi nary rapidity, he whipped his cloak fromthe chair near the low table, wapped it into a
smal | package, and flung it into the air. Watching it as it hung suspended between the roof and
the floor, he laughed to hinself, a noiseless fit that doubled himup. As soon as he took his gaze
off the cloak, it fell like any other object, gracelessly unfolding itself in a scattered bundle
i ke a wounded goose. He picked it up and put it on

Nom for the other one, he thought, and he sat down on the bench near the canvas wall, quite
conmposed. His nanme was Ceitus. He had been known in life as Ceitus the Bl ack

In Persia, in order to secure his political position, Al exander had nmarried (and caused two
hundred of his nobles to do |ikew se, although their sentinments on the natter had not been
ascertained at the tine) a Persian |ady of aristocratic birth. Roxane, as his wife was called, had
spent nmost of her childhood in a courtyard with a nosaic nmarble floor, either learning to read and
wite (which she despised) or chasing a striped ball with several other girls who ki ssed her hand
in the norning and in the evening and said "ny |ady." \Wen she was seventeen she was surprisingly
and suddenly nmarried to a man fanous, handsonme, young and forni dabl e Three weeks' absence from
hone nade her desperately sick for her courtyard, which she had al ways consi dered a prison before,
and in which she had Ionged to stand on a chair piled on another chair piled on a table so that
she could see out of it and view the great world.

She came into the tent five mnutes after Al exander had left it and two mnutes after the stranger
had seated hinself on a bench

"Eh!" she said, startled. He was down on his knees, bow ng, before she could take fright and run.
Then he ki ssed her hand, which conforted her because that was so famliar

"Who are you?" said she, sensibly. He only snmiled at her, as vaguely and disarm ngly as a man who
has never been anything el se but a woman's bunbling pet, and he ki ssed her hand again "I, nadam"
he said, "am call ed Theophrastus."”

"What a foolish nane!" said Roxane, giggling, for she had never learned to lie or be polite
ei ther.

"My lady," he said, suddenly affecting to | ook al arned, "should you be here alone with ne? That is-
I mean-1 believe-" Roxane tossed her head.

"Nobody follows nme around," she said, "here. Nobody would dare hurt ne," she added, "I suppose."”
"Yes," she said. "Are they-are they-" (she whispered this)"bl oodsuckers?"

"Uh-no," said the ghost, his wits scattered.

"Ch, then it's all right," she said, relieved. "You can keep away the other kinds, but that kind-"
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Suddenly she | ooked at himkeenly. "You don't really know, do you?" she said.

"OfF course | do," he said. She frowned. "No-you-don't,'
"You're Greek!"

she said with enphasis. Her face darkened.

He admitted it.
"Ha!" she said. "You probably don't believe in themat all."
He protested that he did.

"No you don't," she said. "I can tell. You'll tell ny husband it's a | ot of nonsense. | know. "

"Madam " he protested. "On ny honor-"

"Greek honor!" she cried. "You'll tell my husband it's sone Asiatic foolishness."” She darted to
him grabbing his shoul ders and furiously shaking him "Yes you will!" she shouted. "You'll tel
himit's nonsense and then he'll go out there and then-" and she turned away and screwed up her

face. She began to cry.
"Now, now, now," he said.
"He'll get killed!" wailed little Roxane. "He will! He will!"

"No, no, no," said the stranger, stroking her hair. She |eaned against him sobbing a little. Then
she pul | ed away.

"I'"'mrat her honesick," she said sharply, explaining her conduct.

"Of course, of course,"” said the ghost in the tone wonen used to | ove so when he was alive. "It's
only natural, of course."

"You shouldn't pat my head," said Roxane, sniffling.

"Yes, of course," he said snmoothly, "of course.-But it calnms you, doesn't it? and it does so
distress nme to see you upset."

"I't nakes ny eyes red," said Roxane, blowi ng her nose in her |long, Persian sleeve.

"I't nmakes you unhappy,"” said he, "and | don't |like to see people unhappy, you know, though |I have
so few feelings nyself." He smled. "I had a wife |like you once; she was nuch cleverer than | and
she hated the court: a real intellectual."

"Nobody with any heart would," said he. She col ored.
"Madam " he said quickly, "I nust find the enperor."

"I don't know where he is," said she, sitting plunp on the bench. She | ooked interested and
expectant. The ghost began to wal k up and down like a nan tornmented in his mind by the urgency of
sonmet hing. He said "Ah, but madanml" and then he shook his head to hinself a few tines and said,
"Madam "

"Way, what's the matter?" cried Roxane, who was entirely ignorant and hence unafrai d. The ghost
cane and sat down beside her with his black cloak (looking rather foolish) dragging behind him

"You know, nmadam " he said earnestly, "that your husband, his Inperial Mjesty, pai dios-"

"Yes, yes," said Roxane inpatiently, clasping her hands.

"Your husband," said the ghost, looking round as if afraid they m ght be overheard, "has no doubt
told you, nadam that he intends to cross the river in a few days' tinme and for this he will need
native scouts, guides, nmadam to acquaint himwth the towns and villages that may |ie beyond."
Roxane nodded, perfectly attentive. "Well now, " continued the ghost, "and, madam | tell you-I

tell you, | amnearly out of mnmy senses-these gui des whom your husband has engaged now refuse to go
anywhere. They have scattered to the four wi nds, nmadam" He | ooked at her apologetically, as if
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what he was about to say was too foolish to be believed and in any case utterly beyond her notice,
and then he said, "They are afraid, madam of the ghosts."

"CGhosts!" shouted Roxane, sitting bolt upright.

"Ch yes, but it's nothing, sone native foolishness, people wal king about with their feet on
backwar d- "

Roxane sprang to her feet and began wal ki ng nervously around the tent.
"If there are ghosts out there," she said, "I won't let himgo."

"But his Inperial Mjesty-"said the ghost, coughing faintly.

"Never you nmind about that," she said. "I know what's what and | know "She turned to him
suspi ci ously. "What kind of ghosts?"

"Ki nd?" said the ghost, puzzled.
" "I'"mstupid," said Roxane spitefully. "I believe in ghosts."

"Ah, but," said the man, as if he had made an astonishing discovery, "so do I!"
"Real | y?" said she

"Ali yes.-1've seen too many not to believe in them But the kind | believe in are not those
Indians with their feet put on backward or your Persian denons and afreets that suck bl ood but a
ki ndwel |, a kind-"'

"A Geek kind?" asked Roxane, fascinated.

"No, | think a universal kind," he said with a slight, guilty |augh, stroking her hair. "The kind,
you see- You see, when a poor wetch dies, some unfortunate idiot, many tines he dies with an
unful filled passion, sonmething that tornented himall his |ife but sonmething he never nastered or
settled with. And this poor fool, he finds after his death that he's not one of the bl essed dead
that lie in the ground or end up in the fire and are gone, that's it, the lucky ones. Mst of

t hese nen-and wonen, too, you know npost of them are nothing nuch, no force of character, you m ght
say, so they sinply blow about with the wind like old rags, drifting fromplace to place."

" Ooooh-yes-yes-" whi spered Roxane.

"Now for nobst of us,"” he went on, cupping her face in his hands, "that's it, you see, but for a
few" He smiled enchantingly. "A few have too nuch feeling to stand for that; they want too nuch,
and these are the dead you hear about in songs and stories, who conme back to pay off debts or

wr eak vengeance, you know, or take care of their children. And sone-ah, sonme! they have a driving
passion, a force that won't let themrest. They have hard bodies |like you and nme. You can see
them too. And you can find themwhy, anywhere! In the marketplace at high noon, in tenples,
theaters-"

"They don't cast shadows!" Roxane broke in eagerly.

"Ah, but they do," he said, "indeed they do and sonetines" (with the sane slight, guilty laugh
pi cking up his cloak and cradling it in his arms) "sometimes they even carry their shadows

around with them They do all sorts of odd things. But they are poor folk, after all, you know "
"Why?" she whi spered.

"Why?" he said lightly. "Wy, because they only live while their passion is unsatisfied, you see
And as soon as they get what they cone back for, they die for good. But they nust cone back, you
know, they can't help thenmselves. They want it so much. You know yoursel f" (here she shuddered)
"what it feels |like to go about wanting sonething desperately, don't you?"

"Ch, | do!" sadly.
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"Well, there you are." He stopped, |ooked tenderly at her, and then, as if it were the natura
sequence of his discourse, kissed her, pulling her up to himby the shoul ders.

"Ah, that's wong!" cried she, bursting into tears because she had a husband but nobody, really,
and he-smiling-because she rem nded hi m (perhaps) of three or four menories picked out of his
menories of women or perhaps all of them because he had | oved and pitied everything living when
he hinself was alive.

"Little one wants to go hone, doesn't she?" he whispered, holding her against him "Little one's
| onel y? Eh?" kissing her hair.

"Yes, yes,
at himdoubtfully, ready to run away.

she sobbed, pushing himaway. As if she were comng out of an enchantnent, she | ooked

"Madam " he said briskly, "if you would pernit ne-l1 nean to utter no treason against his |nperial
Maj esty, but a man of affairs, a man preoccupied with questions of state-a busy nan, in short -
why, such a nman may negl ect those nearest and dearest to himw thout the | east design. He may not
even realize that he is so doing, his nind being preoccupied as it is."

"Ah?" sai d Roxane, bew | dered but sure there was sonething s good com ng

"I'n such cases," said the stranger, with a bland smile, "a short absence nay be the best- ah

madam forgive ne offering you advice, but as, an old friend of the famly, as it were, | feel-"
"Well-" said Roxane, trying to |look like a grande dane.
"I feel," he continued, "that if your husband could be presented though not in reality, of course-

with the prospect of losing you -if he could be nade to imagine it, so to speak, he would at once
realize the void, the gap, if | may say it, the absence in his Iife and he would-with a rush of
feeling, of repentance, as it were, though far be it fromne he would i mMmediately regret that his
busi ness affairs had taken himso often and so far away fromyou."

"Wel |, ye-es," said Roxane.

"Many men," continued the stranger, with unction, "many nen only realize their true feelings when
those feelings are threatened, as it were. They

"Yes, but how?" Roxane broke in inpatiently.

"How?" he said.

"How could | do it?"

He bowed (as best he could froma sitting position).

"How?" she repeated anxiously. "Cone, tell nme and do stop beating about it like that!"
"Madam has sei zed the thought at once," said the stranger admiringly.

"I always do," she said, "I'mvery quick, but really, if you won't-"

"Amnute, a nmnute." He cleared his throat. "Could you not-'; he said, and then: "There is an
Indian village a fewmles fromthis canp.”

"Yes indeed," said Roxane pronptly.

"You have never been to this village," he said, "but you can go there easily enough. |n daylight,
of course. The path is wide and unm stakable. If you don't mnd staying with one of the farmers -a
conmparatively rich and | uxurious househol d, of course-"

"Pooh! | don't care," she said.

"Well then, that's that! Stay for a night and he'll go wild wi thout you. And I wouldn't be
surprised if he gives up this Indian project, too. You'll get a good deal nore attention fromhim
fromnow on." He spread his hands. "That's it."

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jo...%20Russ%20-%20Poor%20Man,%20Beggar%20Man.txt (7 of 15) [10/18/2004 5:03:33 PM]



file://IG)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/ ncoming/Joanna%20Russ%620-%20Poor%20M an,%20Beggar%20M an.txt

"Ch!" excl ai med Roxane, then "Ch!" again in delight. She

sprang to her feet. "I shall," she said, "this very night. Thank you." She started to run out of
the tent, exclaimng "Yes-1 nust-- and then she turned around abruptly, saying, "Don't tell!" He
took her hand and she cried "Really!" quite unaffectedly, snatching it away with a di sgusted
expression. He bowed lowa real bowthis tine -and the princess rushed out.

Left to hinmself, the dead nman appropriated two itenms of his forner master's property: a pen and a
pi ece of paper. Wth the appropriately serious expression, he began to wite a letter, a letter
such as those witten to husbands by adventurous and fleeting wives who are only too delighted to
be running away with sonebody interesting, but who wite of the whole matter in ternms of the
deepest and direst conpul sion. He was | aughing soundlessly to hinmself by the tine he had fini shed.
Ah! that kiss had been sweet! but only for old tinmes' sake, he thought. The static qualities of
death oppressed him he felt that nutability was mankind's only hope, even though it took the
flowers and pl easures of one's time. Most terrible about the dead was the way in which they did
not, could not, could never, could never even hope to change. Change, he thought, wi th unspeakabl e
angui sh. Qutside the tent, as transparent to his sight as the sky, the sun was beginning to set.
Littl e Roxane would be in her Indian village by evening, very curious, very delighted to see how
the peasants lived and playing alternately the mlkmaid and the great |ady. He envied her. He
envi ed Al exander, he envied every comon soldier, he envied every dog, every rat, every |louse on
that inhospitable, rocky em nence. They could be hungry. They could be in pain. They m ght not
wal k t hrough the worst of Alexander's battles no nore in danger than the rain that rotted the
bodi es of the dead. Did nen want little or get much? He could not tell. Wth the mld, ingenuous
face and diffident manner that had nmade him so popular in Al exander's court, he wandered about the
tent with the letter in his hand. Dinners were cooking all over the canp, three and a quarter

m | es of dinners. The thought of so much human busy-ness caused hi m consi derabl e pain. He noved
unsteadily and blindly agai nst Al exander's canpaign table, and then as the innocent maps and
menoranda stared up at himin the gloom his brow cleared. He dropped the letter on the center of
the heap. Al exander would look for his lady in the woods, not in the village, msled by the

fanci ful instructions of a dead nan, and in the woods- his blind face stirred with a painful rage.
That dammed fool! The sentry who would find it would run to himnot a noment too soon; that woul d
be seen to -and Al exander, who knew perfectly well that his wife detested witing and could not
spell, would-! The ghost bent over in a silent fit of laughter. Ch, the enperor would call hinself
an idiot but he woul d go! He despised his wife, no doubt, but he would go! He would know it was a
trap, but he would go! What had the At henian phil osopher said? Ghosts hate crowds? Ah yes, that
was it. In silence and in little conpany and nost of all at night-The fool! Men were easiest to
mani pul ate alone, in silence, and in the dark; that was all. Even that great fool, that king of
fools, that king of kings . . . Laughing still to hinself, the enperor's friend wal ked toward the
tent wall, his cloak folded over his arm He could have gone out any way he chose, but he chose to
melt through the wall like a m st, astonishing anyone who saw him No one saw him

When Al exander received his wife's letter he was lying on a divan after supper, hearing one of his
tame phil osophers read hima discourse on the imortality of the soul. It did not please him He
had drunk nmoderately at table. He received the letter curtly, read it abruptly and gave vent to
his feelings with a roar of rage.

"My lord!" exclaimed the tame phil osopher

"Damm her!" cried the king.

"The imortality of the soul-" ventured the philosopher, trenbling.

"Dam the imortality of the soul!" shouted the conqueror, his neck swelling. He began to put on
his arnmor. He dashed to the wall, seized his shield and rushed out, looking in again only to
snatch up his sword fromwhere it stood by the entrance to the tent. H s face was scarlet and
distorted, like a djinn's.

They searched the area north of the canp, taking no chances; they shouted to each other; someone
found footprints but they were not the proper size. Soon, through his own inpetuosity and his
sol diers' fear of beconmi ng separated, the enperor and one of his philosophers, a historian, one
Ari st ophorus, found thensel ves ahead of the search party. They were in a little gl ade.
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"Rest yourself, rest yourself," said Al exander, and the old man, tottering to a fallen log, said
"Yes, nmy lord." He was carrying a torch. He took off his sandals and sat, his back hunched over,
his beard pointing at his knees.

"Why don't they shout?" said Al exander suddenly. "I told themto shout."

"They will catch up with us, ny lord," said the phil osopher, rubbing his feet, "no doubt."
Al exander repeated "No doubt” and wandered to the other side of the glade, into which a faint
radi ance had al ready begun to creep fromthe rising noon. He peered into the darkness.

"I can't see any lights," he said.

"According to Aristotle," said the phil osopher contentedly, "the eye sends out rays which are
reflected by objects in its path, thus producing sight. But when the rays are reflected strongly
by any object-and those objects conposed of the elenent of fire are nbpst vigorous in the exercise
of this property-then other objects appear but weak and faint in conparison.”

"Put it out!" said the young nan, and as the old one only stared at hi m unconprehendi ngly,

Al exander seized the torch hinmself and thrust it upside down against the earth. Immediately the
dar kness around them seened to rush in as if the circle of |light had been snapped |Iike a hoop
Al exander | eaned between two trees at the edge of the little clearing.

"I can't-'
thing."

he said, and then, conscious that he had spoken nore softly than before, "I can't see a

"They will catch up with us, ny lord," said the old man. Wth

the nmoon rising and the firelight gone, sonething very peculiar was happening to the little gl ade;
obj ects were nelting and changing; they ran one into the other as if nothing in the universe were
stable. The clearing | ooked like the bottom of the sea. Al exander wal ked rapidly back and forth
for a few nonents, then turned (as if the place were affecting his nerves) and stared at the old
man.

"I"'mafraid to talk out loud," he said, as if stating a fact, and then he said sharply "W are
you?"

"What, ny lord?" said the old man, startled, but his inperial naster did not answer, only shook
his head as a man does who has found a note in his eye. He wal ked about again and then stopped as
if the indistinct light-and the masses of shade confused him he said, "I hear no one."

"Way no, ny lord," said the old nan placidly, stroking his toes, "I daresay they have passed us by
and we nust wait until norning."

"Fool!" said Al exander. He stopped in the mddle of the glade irresolutely. Then he said, "Get out
of here, old man."

"My lord?" said the philosopher nmildly.

"CGet out of here!"

"But nmy lord-!"

"Get out! That's a command! You'll find the others soon enough.™

"WI1 you-"began the phil osopher, but Al exander (who had drawn his sword) waved hi minperiously
away.

"Get out!" he roared.

"But ny dear lord-" (shocked,) and then the king urged himw th such fury that the old nan flew
out of the clearing with his sandals still in his hands. He saw the lights of the soldiers
torches at once, as Al exander had said he would, and they spent the rest of the night |ooking for
the enmperor, but they did not find him
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Left al one, and doubly uncertain of hinself, Al exander turned back into the glade, only to see his
friend | oungi ng against a tree in the noonlight at the opposite end. The nobon had risen and it
bathed the little glade in livid quicksilver; the king felt his nerves s

gi ve way; he had an inpul se either of |ove or of despair that nade himwant to bury his head in
his friend s knees and beg

"I like alight in which | can judge distances," he said griny.
"There are no distances here," said the dead man. "Here things are very cl ose together."
"My wife?" said the conqueror.

"Quite safe." They | ooked one another over for a few nonents, the one erect and bristling Iike a
dog, the other curved against his tree as he had curved agai nst every surface, every conmand,
every necessity in his short and easy life.

"Your fine world!" said Al exander contenptuously, indicating the clearing with a gesture that was
al nost-but not quite-a snap of the fingers.

"No," said the dead man, smling urbanely, "yours. The real world. Like the bottomof the sea. As
you | ook at ny features they

seemto swarmand nelt. They could be anybody's." -
"I magi nation!" with scorn.

"Ah, the imagination . . . the imagination, which the phil osophers say gives color to everything."
The dead nan detached hinself fromhis tree and noved noiselessly into the clearing, over grass
the color of nmercury. "My dear friend," he said lightly, "ny dear, dear friend, you nust renmenber
that | amdead and so | look at things froma very special point of view | know, you see, the
tornents of desire after death, desire too late to satisfy desire, and | want you to avoid the
same fate as nyself. You nust not spend eternity longing for your wife and your cook and your
mattress maker, for you neglect them you know you do."

"Bah! Don't want them " said Al exander.

"No?" Wth the same fixed snmile the dead nman noved toward him |ike a wal king corpse or a nan in a
dr eam

"Keep away!" cried the king in horror

"Why?" said his friend gently. "Because | have a white face? Because | | ook like a leper? My face
is white, nmy dear friend, through an excess of passion. My novenents are slow because | . am
dead. "

"Dam you, what do you want?" cried Al exander, breathing hard.

"Want ? The man who killed ne."

"I never-never-!" cried the king passionately.

"Never? Never?" Color came flooding into the dead man's face, naking it | ook black under the noon.
"Never intended? Never nmeant? Oh no, | daresay! No one ever intends to kill a pet! One wings the
poor bird's neck in a moment of sheer, unthinking irritation, isn't that right? One kicks the

cl own and behol d! the poor fool falls downstairs and breaks his neck. Bah! One shatters a vase,
merely." They | ooked at each other for the space of a minute and then-as if the outburst had
broken his nmpod and reassured him

"I never disliked you," said Al exander sullenly.
"Ch, no!" in a tone half between a | augh and a sob. "Ch, no!" nore quietly.

"No, never," said the king stolidly, and he went and sat on the fallen | og.
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"I"'mnot through," said his friend nmldly. "Do you know what you "nissed?" He |eaned over the
seated nan. "For one, your wife's sweet little tongue that |I tasted sone four hours ago."
Al exander said nothing. "Ah, you don't care? You have glory?"

"l do," said the nopnarch.

"Yes, like the sunset, | suppose. Al the color and |light that belong to nobody bel ongs to you
Nanes! What el se do you have: |ove?"

"We don't deal in that commodity,"” said Al exander with a flash of teeth

"Ah! there you speak like your father. Your father, whom your nother poisoned with the poison they
use to drive rats mad, and who di ed bl ubbering over a servant girl who was the only one in the
pal ace foolish and brave enough to give hima drink of water."

"One can avoi d being poisoned,"” said Al exander, grinning again.
"Yes, one can," said his friend, "and | daresay if you avoid being

poi soned or assassi nated or stabbed in a nutiny-and you have been pretty successful so far-you
will live to be an old man."

"You tire me out," said Al exander, rising.
"Ah! but wait-can you get by, do you think, at the end?"
"You' ve shot your bolt, man!"

"No, wait-listen-there's ny wife. | think about her all the tine, about the colors of her face and
hair and the renoteness she had for ne, and how | liked her the better for that, | think. Cnh!
don't you wander about when you're dead, renenbering things like that!"

"I can renmenber what |'ve done," said Al exander, laughing, , "which is nore than you can nanage, |
think. Now Let me go. | have no tinme for any nore."

"No, no," said his friend softly.
"Ah, yes!" answered the king, as softly.

"Try," said the dead man. The king drew his sword. "Try." Hi s friend was snmiling charnmingly; he
stretched forth his neck as if to offer it to the knife. "I can keep you here," he said. "That's
one '* thing | can do."

"For what!" harshly.
"You'l | see."

The ki ng began to | augh. He wal ked about the clearing, roaring with mrth. The moonlight struck
sparks fromhis sword hilt and a line of silver blazed along the blade; he whirled his sword above
his head like a boy going into battle for the first tine; he struck the trunks of trees with it
and | aughed.

"1 have sonmething to show you," said the dead man quietly.

"What ?" gasped the king, "what?" half out of breath.

"Somet hi ng, dear, boy." Al exander could not stop |aughing. He sat on the | og and roared, rocking
back and forth. The npon nust have gone behind a cloud, for the little gl ade grew darker and
darker; in the gloom in the nmdst of the indistinct mass of confused shadows, sat Al exander

| aughi ng. He | ooked up and found, .to his surprise, that his dead friend had come up behind him
and now held himby the shoulders in a grip so strong and yet so |ight

that he could not break it. He was forced to turn to one side; he tried to turn back and could
not; he struggled inpotently under the dead man's grip while his friend's face, so close to his
own, noved not an inch, showed not by the slightest alteration in its expression that to contro
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the warrior of the age was any effort for him a soft and an always soft |iving nan.

"Look," he said, "look ahead," in a voice alnost |ike |ove, and changi ng the position of his hands
so that he held the king's face (that king whose arns now hung usel essly at his sides), forced him
to turn his gaze.

Al exander gave a screamlike the screamof the damed, like the yell of a hurt aninmal that has
nothing to restrain it: no discretion, no prudence, no fear. He would have fallen to the ground if
the dead nan had not held him

"There, there, there!" said the dead man in a soft, enthusiastic, urgent whisper, his eyes
glittering. "There, look! look!" He grasped the king's shoulders with a vehenence that |eft marks;
he shook him "There's glory for you!" he whispered, and finally letting himgo, retreated across
the clearing, never taking his eyes off him never noving his rigidly spread hands, blending into
the stippled shadow and the uncertain light until one | ooking after himwould never have known
that there was any such person

Al exander sat drooping on the fallen |log as the old phil osopher had before him The npbon was
setting; nmorning was near. His soldiers, horribly frightened at losing hire in the middle of the
night, would find himat |ast, though he would not speak to them He would raise his handsone face
and say nothing. They would bring his wife to him(she had gotten worried and had sent a nessenger
back to the canp in the mddle of the night) and he would | ook at her, say her name in a tone of
surprise-and faint. Two days later the army, the Persian queen's handnai ds, the king's philosophic
reti nue and the royal couple thenselves would pack all their gear and start on the return narch to
Babyl on, now cal |l ed Hel i opolis.

The runors were started by an Egyptian professor whose

catal oguing systemfor the library at Egyptian Al exandria was . sumrarily rejected by the enperor
Al exander, he said, was nad and had been shut up. He was drunk all day. He alternated wintry '

nm dni ght swins with bouts of fever. Hs wife had left him "No, no," said Aristophorus heatedly,
"the truth is-"and hurried away .. to attend to sonething el se.

Egypti an Al exandri a, Babylonian Al exandria, Al exandretta . one room of the palace at Heliopolis
had a replica (about seven feet ' high) of a nmonument Al exander had caused to be built to the
menory of his dead friend as soon as he (Al exander) had returned to that city. The nmonument was a
bronze tower, eighty feet high, ; with a platformat the top-"for junping," Al exander had said

di si ngenuousl y, watching Aristophorus twitch. He drank for hours =~ at the foot of the replica, in
a desultory way. He talked to it once in a while.

One afternoon in that part of |late winter when a stone house- even in the Babyl onian climate-
becomes a place to freeze the ' living and preserve the dead, Aristophorus found his naster asleep
at the foot of the nmonument.

"You're drunk, ny lord," said he sadly and di sapprovingly.

"You're mddle-class,"” said Al exander

"That monunment ought to be destroyed," said Aristophorus, weeping.
"I't has charm" said Al exander
"I't's gracel ess!" weeping harder

"lIt's necessary.'
"We want to honor our dead friend, Aristophorus.
garnents on the step. "Bravo!"

Al exander rolled over and fetched hinself up . on a step, blinking Iike an ow .
" He discovered a wi neskin under a heap of outer

"My lord, ny lord!'" wept the old phil osopher

"My lord, ny lord!" mnmicked- Al exander. He lay in the heap of clothes, idly. "You think I'm
drunk but I'mnot." He sighed. "I haven't got properly drunk for years. |'mtoo used to it."

"Ch, ny lord!"
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"Bah! get out of mnmy sight!" and when he was |l eft alone, his face

settled into an expression of perfect vacancy. The stone hall was covered with stately, patterned
hangi ngs that gave the walls a spurious, slightly ridiculous dignity. There was one uncovered

wi ndow. Al exander anbled tiredly over to it. It gave on a small court and a garden; soneone was
hoei ng. As the king watched he cl osed both hands unconsci ously; the sight of anyone working al ways
affected him The sl ave outside bent hinmself double, clearing and pulling; then he straightened
and rubbed his back. A faint, disorganized sound, of which he was not aware, cane fromthe king's
throat; he lifted the wineskin to drink and halted hal fway. He remenbered, with satisfaction
wresting a cup fromthe old phil osopher when the man would drink fromit in a dramatic, despairing

show that he too would sink to the king's dreadful |evel: Al exander |aughed. "I'msick," he said
He | eaned on the stone w ndowsill, watching the sky and shivering. He thought The words they use
for drunkenness. Smashed. Stoned. Blind. Hit yourself over the head with a rock. Ah!-to fall- Hs

shivering increased. He thought again, with pleasure, that he was sick. Wpe it out, he thought.
He | eaned his head in his hands. They worried himabout his wife; who woul d protect her? they
said. Yes, that was right . . . . Slipping to his knees, he | eaned his back agai nst the clanmy
stone wall with a kind of confort. The dead man had said once what had he said? "Confort, above
all." But that had been when he was alive.

"My dear lord," said soneone. Al exander opened his eyes. "Go away," he said.

"My lord, nmy lord-"said the old phil osopher

When he opened his eyes again he saw that Aristophorus had gone. He knew that he was sick and it
alarmed him He dragged hinself to his feet and started toward the nonunent. "Ch ny dear, ny
dear," he said passionately to nobody in particular. "My dear, ny dear, ny dear

The | ate afternoon sunlight, wintry and wan, cane through the uncovered wi ndow and nade a square
on the floor. He lay on the floor. He opened his eyes for the third time (when the drowning

man goes down) and saw the face he had expected to see.

"You're dying," said his friend, and there were tears in his eyes Al exander said nothing, only |ay
on the stone floor with his mouth slightly open and his eyes vacant. Hi s breathing was qui ck and
shallow. "Cl own," he nanaged to say. "Jackal. But | kept you around."”

"lI've kept you around. Doing nothing. For the last four years."

"AM ah!" cried Al exander, for the floor was sinking and bellying under him "Help!" he cried.
Crouched over him his nurse's son, his harpy, his old friend watched himintently. "Courage,
man!" he cried, "courage! It only lasts a noment! Keep your head clear."

"Call nmy wife," said the king, with an effort. The dead man shook hi s head.

"Ch yes," said Al exander grimy. "Ch, yes."

"Never," said the other. "I don't share."

"Roxane!" cried Al exander, and then before his friend could stop him "Roxane!" so that the walls
re-echoed with it. There was the sound of light steps in the passageway. "You cruel fool!"

whi spered the dead man angrily, and he rose to his feet and darted to her, barring the way. She
carried her eight nonths' pregnancy in front of her |like a basket, hurrying along the hall with
little breathless steps.

"My dear," he said, "ny dear, it's nothing, nothing. Go back. Please go back."
"Good heavens, it's you," said she matter-of-factly.

"Yes, love, go back," he said, "go back. Go rest." He held out his
hands, sniling tenderly. -

"Ch, no," said the queen wisely, "there's sonething, 1 can tell," and she pushed past him She
began telling her husband that he really nust go to bed; then she stopped, puzzled, and then a
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little intake of breath announced that she had seen the dying man's face. The dead man trenbl ed;
he stood at the wi ndow where the king had stood, but saw nothing. At his back the princess gave a
little scream

"My dear," said the dead man, turning round (she was kneeling at Al exander's side) "ny dear, he'l
be quite well, | promise you," (but she seened not to hear him "ny dear, | prom se you-" but she
rushed out, crying different names out |oud. She stopped at the doorway, |ooking right past the
dead man as if she were | ooking through him Her face expressed nothing but surprise, although she
was wringing | eer hands.

"My dear," he said calmy, "what you see' is a delusion. The nman is not suffering. At the end
fever is not unpleasant, | assure you; the body sinks but the mnd floats |like a piece of ash, and
you wi Il only make your husband's | ast noments needl essly unhappy if you cry and wing your hands
and behave in an unconsi dered and haphazard way."

"Aristophorus!" screaned the princess, "Aristophorus!" and she rushed out of the room

I am beginning to fade, the dead nan thought, going back to Al exander. His attack of trenbling hit
hi m agai n and he knelt by the dying man, taking the unconscious face in his hands.

"King," he whispered urgently. "King." Al exander opened his eyes. "Listen to ne."
"No," said the dying man. Hs friend, cradling the conqueror's head in his hands, smiled with a
radi ant and serene joy; "Live," he whispered. "Live. Live."

"Can't," said Al exander brusquely, trying to shrug. He closed his eyes. CGently the dead nman | et
his friend' s head down onto the floor; he stood up; he noved away. Roxane had come back in with
friends, philosophers, doctors; they crowded round the enperor while his friend (whom nobody saw)
wandered out of the roominto a passageway and down that passageway into another. In the garden
(he | ooked out of a wi ndow) the gardener still hoed and weeded | ast year's dried stal ks. The dead
man had carried Al exander's wi neskin with himand a cup he found near it; he poured hinself a
drink and sat down on the floor by the wi ndow where the pale sunlight cane in. Then he stood up
"You butcher!" he shouted, "you bully, you egoist, you killer in love with your own

greatness!" and then he said "How | |oved you, how | adnmired you!" raising the cup in one hand and
his other enpty hand to the ceiling in an attitude of extrenme and theatrical grief. Hi s arns sank
he sat again on the floor. Now 1 die too, he thought. He thought, with a certain anusenent, of
that night in the Indian forests near the river and what he had shown the great Al exander. Like
the denons in the old stories he had shown himall the world; he had shown it filled with

Al exandrias and Al exandrettas as numerous as the stars, with carved pillars set up in the East as
far as the kingdons of Ch'in and Ch'u, farther than Han, satraps ruling the undi scovered
continents on the other side of the globe, tablets comenorating Al exander in the | ands of the

Fi nns and, the Lapps, in the lands of the Al askan Eskinos, enpire up to the Arctic Circle and down
into Africa, over the Cape and through the other side, Al exanders here, Al exanders there, a
fulfilled enpire, . a safe enpire, a satisfied dream And then two words: Wat then?

Legend has it that great Al exander wept because there were no nore worlds to conquer; in truth, he
bell owed like a bull.

No one, thought the dead nan, feels nore despair than a man who has been robbed of his profession
Luckily I never had one. A sound fromthe roomhe had just quitted hit himand made him. catch
his breath. How terrible to die, he thought, howterrible! He ; took a drink fromthe wine cup and
noted that his hand was . shaking. Fromthe next roomcanme a sharp cry, little Roxane wailing for
her man. The dead man, whose heart seened to have stopped, sat notionless while his face becane
clear of all expression, taking on the beautiful, grave nelancholy of all faces whose owners are
absent, tenporarily or otherwi se. Gently and carefully '' he put the wine cup down on the danp,
stone floor, with the E concentrated gentleness of all the tinmes he had picked things up only to
put them down-cups, flowers, jewelry, paintings and wonen's hands. He thought of all the things he
had touched and never owned, of all the wormen he had |iked and avoi ded. The one man he had adm red
so passionately and so passionately envied: was dead. Nothing was left. He thought, as if thinking
of a picture,

of his wife-a dissatisfied Sappho who had witten verses and left the court to live with sone

busi nessman. He doubl ed over, not in laughter this tinme, but as if Al exander's blade, that had
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| ong ago stabbed through his vitals, once again tore him The dead forget nothing. The bl ade had
ripped apart the intricate webs that kept himalive, it had startled and hurt him it had broken
his heart. Silently he bent over and fell to the floor. He stretched along it with a kind of sigh
as if going to sleep, and the nonent he cl osed his eyes he disappeared. The wi ne cup stood al one
on the floor. An attendant who had heard the news of the king's death ran excitedly through the
room and out into the garden

"Somnet hi ng has happened! " he shouted to the gardener. The gardener threw down his hoe and the two
tal ked together in | ow whispers.

"I't'll be hard on us," the gardener said, shaking his head. The attendant cl apped hi mon the back
"Don't forget," he said, "we stand together." He added generously "I don't forget ny relatives."
The gardener nodded sol emmly. He picked up his tools, the attendant hel ping him Together they

di sappeared into another part of the court. The sun (for it was now | ate afternoon) noved a
little; the square of light on the floor altered its position somewhat and touched the standi ng
wine cup with a spark of gold. Nearby lay the wineskin, on its side but closed by some considerate
hand-or so it seemed, for the floor remained clean. Nothing noved. Everything remained as it was.
It was exactly as if nothing had happened.

NOTE ON "POOR MAN, BEGGAR MAN': It is riddled with inaccuracies. Ceitus the Bl ack was one of

Al exander's general s, whom Al exander actually did kill in 328 B.C., as Ceitus becane incensed at
the proskynesis (Asiatic knee-craw i ng) Al exander denanded of his associates. Al exander was drunk
at the tinme, Ceitus' sister had i ndeed been his old nurse, and fromthat day on Al exander
exenpt ed Macedoni ans fromthe Persian court etiquette of proskynesis.

However, Al exander did cross the Indus in 326 B.C. It was the Beas or Hyphasis River that his arny
refused to cross; after three probably rather unpl easant days, Al exander consented to return to a
nore westerly portion of the world.

Even nore at variance with ny story, Al exander had not-in 326 B.C narried Roxane. She was a

Sogdi an, to be exact, and he married her in 324 at Susa, so that she could not possibly have been
with himat the historically ; crucial nonment when he decided to penetrate no farther into India.
In fact, ' Al exander also nmarried Darius' daughter Barsine in 324 B.C. In 324 he returned to
Babyl on. He died of fever on June 13, 323. He was thirty-three years old. -.."

In character he was far fromthe blunt-mnded bully ny story suggests; in historical fact, ny
Al exander and ny Ceitus put together would have nade up a nmuch better facsinmle of the historica
Al exander .

Perhaps that is the whole point of the story.

/. R
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