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SEVEN AMERI CAN NI GHTS*
CGCene Wl fe

Gene Wi fe is a solid and substantial M dwesterner who Is easy to |like as a person, and |npossible
to fault as a witer. He has one flaw He doesn't wite enough. Particularly, he doesn't wite
enough novel | as-a form which, sone would hold, Is the Ideal Iength for a science-fiction story,
and whi ch few persons have perforned in nore successfully than Gene Wlfe. His "the Fifth Head of
Cerberus" proved that a few years ago, and the statenent Is reconfirned with the present exanple,
"Seven American N ghts.”

Est eened and Lear ned Madane:

As | last wote you, it appears to ne likely that your son Nadan (may All ah preserve hinml) has
left the old capital and travel ed-of his own will or another's-north into the region about the Bay
of Delaware. My conjecture is now confirned by the discovery in those regions of the notebook I
enclose. It is not of Anerican manufacture, as you see; and though it holds only the records of a
singl e week, several suggestive itens therein provide us new reason to hope.

| have photocopied the contents to guide ne in ny investigations: but | amalert to the
probability that you, madanme, with your superior know edge of the young man we seek, nmay di scover
i mplications | have overl ooked. Should that be the case, | urge you to wite nme at once.

Though | hesitate to nention it in connection with so encouraging a finding, your nopst
recently due remission has not yet arrived. | assume that this tardiness results fromthe
procrastination of the mails, which is here truly abomi nable. | must warn you, however,

*Runner-up for Nebula, for Best Novella of 1978.
that | shall be forced to discontinue the search unless funds sufficient for ny expenses are
forthcom ng before the advent of winter.

Wth inexpressible respect,
Hassan Ker bel ai

Here | amat last! After twelve nortal days aboard the Princess Fatimah-twel ve days of
cold and ennui -twel ve days of bad food and throbbi ng engi nes-the joy of being on |and again is
like the delight a condermed nan nust feel when a letter fromthe shah snatches himfrom beneath
the very bl ade of death. Anmerica! America! Dull days are no nore! They say that everyone who cones
here either |loves or hates you, Anerica-by Allah I |ove you now

Havi ng begun this record at last, | find | do not know where to begin. | had been reading
travel diaries before I left home; and so when | saw you, O Book, |lying so square and thick in
your stall in the bazaar-why should | not have adventures too, and wite a book |like OGsnman Aga' s?
Few cone to this sad country at the world's edge, after all, and nost who do |and farther up the
coast.

And that gives me the clue | was |ooking for-how to begin. America began for me as col ored
wat er. When | went out on deck yesterday norning, the ocean had changed fromgreen to yellow. |
had never heard of such a thing before, neither in ny reading, nor in my talks with Uncle Mrza,

who was here thirty years ago. | amafraid | behaved |ike the greatest fool inmaginable, running
about the ship babbling, and | ooking over the side every few nminutes to nmake certain the rich
mustard color was still there and would not vani sh the way things do in dreams when we try to

poi nt them out to sonmeone else. The steward told ne he knew. Golam Gassemthe grain merchant (whom
| had tried to avoid neeting for the entire trip until that nmonment) said, "Yes, yes," and turned
away in a fashion that showed he had been avoiding ne too, and that it was going to take nore of a
mracle than yellow water to change his feelings.

One of the few native Americans in first class came out just then: Mster-as the style is
here-Tal | man, husband of the |ovely Madam Tal | man, who really deserves such a tall man as nyself.
(Whet her her husband chose that nane in self-derision, or in the hope that it would erase others
menory of his infirmty; or whether it was his father's; and is nmerely one of the countless
ironies of fate, I do not know.

There was sonething wong with his back.) As if | had not nade enough spectacle of nyself already,
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| took this M. Tallnman by the sleeve and told himto | ook over the side, = explaining that the
sea had turned yellow | amafraid M.. Tallman turned white hinmself instead, and turned sonet hing
el se too-his back-looking as though he would have  struck ne if he dared. It was com c enough,
suppose-4heard sonme of the other passengers chuckling about it' afterward-but | don't believe

have seen such hatred in a human face before. just then the captain cane strolling up, and I-

consi derably deflated but not-flattened yet, and thinking that he had not overheard M. Tall nan
and me-nentioned for the final tine that day that the water had turned yellow "I know " the
captain said. "It's his country" (here he jerked his head in the direction of the pitiful M.
Tal Il man), "bleeding to death.™

Here it is evening again, and | see that | stopped witing last night before | had so much
as described nmy first sight of ~ the coast. Well, so be it. At honme it is mdnight, or nearly, and
the life of the cafds is at its height. How |l wi sh that | were there now, with you, Yasm n, not
webbed anong these red- and purple-clad strangers, who nob their own streets |like an invading
army, and duck into their houses like rats into their holes. But you, Yasnin, or Mdther, or
whoever: nmay read this, will want to know of ny day-only you are sonetines to think of ne as | am

now, bent over an old,: scarred table in a decayed roomwith two beds, listening to , the
hastening feet in the streets outside.
| slept late this nmorning; | suppose | was nore tired fromthe voyage than | realized. By

the tinme I woke, the whole of ; the city was alive around ne, with vendors crying fish and
fruits under ny shuttered wi ndow, and the great wooden' wains the Anericans call trucks runbling
over the broken concrete on their wi de iron wheels, bringing up goods fromthe ships in the
Pot omac anchorage. One sees very odd teanms here, Yasnmin. Wien | went to get ny breakfast (one.
must go outside to reach the |obby and dining roomin these American hotels, which | would think
woul d be very inconvenient in bad weather) | saw one of these trucks with two oxen, a horse, and a
mule in the traces, which would have . nade you |l augh. The drivers crack their whips all the tine.

The first inmpression one gets of Anerica is that it is not as
poor as one has been told. It is only later that it becones apparent how rmuch has been handed down
fromthe previous century. The streets here are paved, but they are old and broken. There are
fine, though decayed, buildings everywhere (this hotel is one-the Inn of Holidays, it is called),
nmore nodern in appearance than the ones we see at hone, where for so long traditional architecture
was enforced by law. W are on Maine Street, and when |I had finished my breakfast (it was very
good, and very cheap by our standards, though | amtold it is inpossible to get anything out of
season here) | asked the manager where | should go to see the sights of the city. He is a short
and phenonenal ly ugly man, sonething of a hunchback as so many of themare. "There are no tours,"
he said. "Not any nore."

| -told himthat |I sinply wanted to wander about by nyself, and perhaps sketch a bit.

"You can do that. North for the buildings, south for the theater, west for the park. Do
you plan to go to the park, M. Jaffarzadeh?"

"I haven't decided yet."

"You should hire at least two securities if you go to the park-1 can recommend an agency."

"l have ny pistol."

"You'll need nore than that, sir."

Naturally, | decided then and there that | would go to the park, and alone. But i have
determ ned not to spend this, the sole, small coin of adventure this |land has provided ne so far
before | discover what else it may offer to enrich ny existence

Accordingly, | set off for the north when | left the hotel. | have not, thus far, seen
this city, or any Anerican city, by night. Wat they might be like if these people thronged the
streets then, as we do, | cannot imagine. Even by clearest day, there is the inpression of a

carnival, of sone mad circus whose perfornmance began a hundred or nore years ago and has not ended
yet.

At first it seemed that only every fourth or fifth person suffered sone trace of the
geneti c danmage that destroyed the old America, but as | grew nore accustoned to the streets, and
thus less quick to dismiss as Anericans and no nore the unhappy ol d wonan who wanted nme to buy
flowers and the boy who dashed shrieking between the wheels of a truck, and began instead to | ook
at them as human bei ngs-in ot her

words, just as | would | ook at some chance-net person on one of our own streets-1 saw that there
was hardly a soul not marked in sone way. These defornities, though they are individually hideous,
in conbination with the bright, ragged clothing so cormbn here, give the neanest assenbl age the
character of a pageant. | sauntered along, hardly out of earshot of one group of street nusicians
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bef ore encountering another, and in a few strides passed a man so tall that he was taller seated
on a low step than | standing; a bearded dwarf with a withered arnmi and a wonan whose face had
been divided by sonme devil into halves, one |arge-eyed and idiotically despairing, the other

squi nting and sneeri ng.

There can be no question about it-Yasmn nust not read this. | have been sitting here for
an hour at least, staring at the flame of the candle. Sitting and listening to sonething that from
tinme to tinme beats against the steel shutters that close the wi ndow of this room The truth is
that | am paral yzed by a fear that entered nme-1 do not know from whence-yesterday, and has been
growi ng ever since.

Everyone knows that these Americans were once the nost skilled creators of consciousness-
altering substances the world has ever seen. The sane know edge that pernmitted themto forge the
chenicals that destroyed them (so that they m ght have bread that never stal ed, innunerable
poi sons for verm n, and a host of unnatural materials for every purpose) also contrived synthetic
al kal oi ds that produced endl ess feverish i magi ni ngs.

Surely sonme, at |least, of these skills remain. O if they do not,, then sonme of the
subst ances thensel ves, preserved for eighty or a hundred years in hidden cabinets, and no doubt
growi ng nore dangerous as the world forgets them | think that soneone on the ship may have
adm ni stered sone such drug to ne.

That is out at last! | felt so nuch better at having witten
it-it took a great deal of effort that | took several turns
about this room Now that | have witten it down, | do not
believe it at all.
Still, last night | dreaned of that bread, of which | first read in the little school room
of Uncle Mrza's country house. It was no conplex, towering "literary" dream such as | have

soneti nes had, and enbroi dered, and boasted of afterward
over coffee. Just the vision of a |oaf of soft white bread lying on a plate in the center of a
smal | table: bread that retained the fragrance of the oven (surely one of the nopbst delicious in
the world) though it was sneared with gray nold. Wiy woul d the Anericans w sh such a thing? Yet
all the historians agree that they did, just as they wi shed their own corpses to appear living
forever.

It is only this country, with its colorful, fetid streets, deformed people, and harsh,
ali en | anguage, that nmakes nme feel as drugged and dreaning as | do. Praise Allah that | can speak
Farsi to you, O Book. WII you believe that | have taken out every article of clothing | have,
just to read the nakers' |abels? WII | believe it, for that matter, when | read this at hone?

The public buildings to the north--once the great center, as | understand it, of politica
activity-offer a severe contrast to the streets of the still-occupied areas. In the latter, the
old buildings are in the |ast stages of decay, or have been repaired by makeshift and
i nappropri ate neans; but they seethe with the life of those who depend upon such comrerci al
activity as the port yet provides, and with those who depend on them and so on. The nonunenta
bui | di ngs, because they were constructed of the nost inperishable materials, appear al nost whol e,
though there are a few fallen columms and saggi ng porticos, and in several places small trees
(rmostly the sad carpinus caroliniana, | believe) have rooted in the crevices of walls. Still, if
it is true, as has been witten, that Time's beard is gray not with the passage of years but with
the dust of ruined cities, it is here that he trails it. These inposing shells are no nore than
that. They were built, it would seem to be cooled and ventilated by nmachi nery. Many are
wi ndow ess, their -interiors now no nore than sunless caves, reeking of decay; into these | did
not venture. Gthers had had fixed wi ndows that once were nere walls of glass; and a few of these
remai ned, so that | was able to sketch their construction. Mst, however, are destroyed. Tine's
beard has swept away their very shards

Though these old buildings (with one or two exceptions) are deserted, | encountered
several beggars. They seened to be Anmericans whose deformties preclude their doing useful work,
and one cannot help but feel sorry for them though their appearance is often as distasteful as
their im

portunities. They offered to show nme the former residence of their Padshah, and as an excuse to

give thema few coins | acconpanied them making themfirst pledge to | eave ne when | had seen it.
The structure they pointed out to ne was situated at the end of a long avenue lined with

i mpressive buildings; so | suppose they must have been correct in thinking it once inportant.

file:/l/F|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe%20Seven%20American%20Nights.txt (3 of 25) [1/17/03 3:56:11 AM]



file:/IIF|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/W ol fe%20Seven%20A merican%20Nights.txt

Hardly nore than the foundation, sone rubble, and one ruined wing remain now, and it cannot have
been originally of an enduring construction. No doubt it was actually a sunmer pal ace or sonething
of that kind. The beggars have now forgotten its very name, and call it nerely "the white house.”

When they had guided ne to this relic, | pretended that | wanted to nake draw ngs, and
they left as they had pronmised. In five or ten mnutes, however, one particularly enterprising
fellow returned. He had no |lower jaw, so that | had quite a bit of difficulty in understanding him
at first; but after we had shouted back and forth a good deal-I telling himto depart and
threatening to kill himon the spot, and he protesting-l realized that he was forced to nmake the
sound of d for b, nfor m and t for p; and after that we got along better

I will not attenpt to render his speech phonetically, but he said that since | had been so
generous, he wished to show ne a great secret-sonething foreigners |like nyself did not even
realize existed

"Clean water," | suggested.

"No, no. A great, great secret, Captain. You think all this is dead." He waved a m sshapen
hand at the desol ated structures that surrounded us.

"I ndeed | do."

"One still lives. You would like to see it? | will guide. Don't worry about the others-
they're afraid of ne. | will drive them away."
"If you are leading ne into sonme kind of anbush, | warn you, you will be the first to

suffer."

He | ooked at nme very seriously for a nonent, and a man seened to stare fromthe eyes in
that ruined face, so that I felt a twinge of real synpathy. "See there? The big building to the
sout h, on Pennsyl vani a? Captain, nmy father's father's father was chi ef of a departnent
('detartnent') there. | would not betray you."

From what | have read of this country's policies in the days of his father's father's
father, that was little enough reassurance, but | followed him

We went diagonally across several blocks, passing through two ruined buildings. There were
human bones in both, and renenbering his boast, | asked himif they had bel onged to the workers
t here.

"No, no." He tapped his chest agai n-a habitual gesture, | suppose--and scooping up a skul
fromthe floor held it beside his own head so that | could see that it exhibited cranial
deformties nuch like his owmn. "We sleep here, to be shut behind strong walls fromthe things that
come at night. We die here, nostly in wintertime. No one buries us."

"You shoul d bury each other,"” | said.

He tossed down the skull, which shattered on the terrazzo fl oor, waking a thousand di snal
echoes. "No shovel, and few are strong. But cone with ne."

At first sight the building to which he I ed ne | ooked nore decayed than many of the ruins.
One of its spires had fallen, and the bricks lay in the street. Yet when | |ooked again, | saw
that there nust be something in what he said. The broken wi ndows had been closed with ironwork at
|l east as well made as the shutters that protect my room here; and the door, though old and
weat hered, was tightly shut, and | ooked strong.

"This is the nuseum" my guide told nme. "The only part left, alnost, of the Silent Cty
that still lives in, the old way. Wuld you like to see inside?"

| told himthat | doubted that we woul d be able to enter

"Wonderful machines." He pulled at ny sleeve. "You see in, Captain. Cone."

W followed the building's walls around several corners, and at |ast entered a sort of

al cove at the rear. Here there was a grill set in the weed-grown ground, and the beggar gestured
toward it proudly. | nmade himstand sone distance off, then knelt as he had indicated to | ook
through the grill.

There was a wi ndow of unahattered gl ass beyond the grill. It was very soiled now, but I

could see through into the basenment of the building, and there, just as the beggar had said, stood
an orderly array of conplex mechani sms.

| stared for some tine, trying to gain sonme notion of their purpose; and at |l ength an old
Aneri can appeared anong

them peering at one and then another, and whisking the shining bars and gears with a rag.

The beggar had crept closer as | watched. He pointed at the old man, and said, "Still cone
fromnorth and south to study here. Soneday we are great again." Then | thought of nmy own | ovely
country, whose eclipse-though w thout genetic danage-|asted twenty-three hundred years. And | gave
hi m money, and told himthat, yes, | was certain America would be great again someday, and |eft
him and returned here.
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I have opened the shutters so that | can | ook across the city to the obelisk and catch the
light of the dying sun. Its fields and valleys of fire do not seemnore alien to nme, or nore
threatening, than this strange, despondent |land. Yet | know that we are all one-the beggar, the
old man novi ng anong the machi nes of a dead age, those nmachines thenselves, the sun, and I. A
century ago, when this was a thriving city, the philosophers used to speculate on the 'reason that
each neutron and proton and el ectron exhibited the sane nass as all the others of its kind. Now we
know that there is only one particle of each variety, nmoving backward and forward in time, an
el ectron when it travels as we do, a positron when its tenporal displacenment is retrograde, the
same few particles appearing billions of billions of tines to make up a single object, and the
same few particles fornmng all the objects, so that we are all the sketches, as it were, of the
same set of pastels.

| have gone out to eat. There is a good restaurant not far fromthe hotel, better even
than the dining roomhere. Wien | cane back the manager told nme that there is to be a play tonight
at the theater, and assured nme that because it is so close to his hotel (in truth, he is very
proud of this theater, and no doubt its proximity to his hotel is the only circunstance that
pernmits the hotel to remain open) | will be in no. danger if | go without an escort. To tell the
truth, | ama little ashaned that | .did not hire a boat today to take nme across the channel to
the park; so now !l will attend the play, and dare the night streets.

Here | amagain, returned to this too-large, too-bare, uncarpeted room which is already
beginning to . seema second hone, with no adventures to retail fromthe danger-
ous benighted streets. The truth is that the theater is hardly nore than a hundred paces to the
south. | kept my hand on the butt of ny pistol and wal ked along with a great many ot her people
(rmostly Americans) who were also going to the theater, and felt sonmething of a fool.

The building is as old as those in the Silent Cty, | should think; but it has been kept
in sone repair. There was nore of a feeling of gaiety (though to ne it was largely an alien
gai ety) anong the audi ence than we have at hone, and | ess of the atnosphere of what | may call the
sacredness of Art. By that | knew that the drama really is sacred here, as the colorful clothes of
t he popul ace nmake clear in any case. An exaggerated and sol erm respect always indicates a | oss of
faith.

Havi ng recently come fromny dinner, | ignored the stands
in the | obby at which the Anericans-who seemto eat
constantly when they can afford it were sel ecting various
cold neats and pastries, and took ny place in the theater

proper. | was hardly in ny seat before a pipe-puffing old
gentl eman, an Anerican, desired ne to nove in order that
he m ght reach his own. | stood up gladly, of course, and

greeted himas "Grandfather,” as our own politeness (if not
theirs) demands. But while he was settling hinself and | was
still standing beside him | caught a glinpse of his face from
the exact angle at which | had seen it this afternoon, and
recogni zed himas the old man | had watched through the

grill.

Here was a difficult situation. I wanted very nmuch to draw himinto conversation, but |
could not well confess that | had been spying on him | puzzled over the question until the lights
wer e extingui shed and the play began.

It was Vidal's Visit to a Snall Planet, one of the classics of the old American theater, a
play | have often read about but never (until now) seen perfornmed. | would have liked it nuch
better if it had been done with the costunes and settings of its proper period; unhappily, the
director had chosen to "nodernize" the entire affair, just as we sonetines present Rustam Beg as
i f Rustam had been a hero of the war just past. General Powers was a contenporary Anerican sol dier
with the nannerisns of a cowardly bandit; Spelding, a publisher of |ibelous broadsheets, and so
on. The only characters that gave ne nuch pleasure were the |inping

spacenan, Kreton, and the ingenue, Ellen Spelding, played as and by a radiantly beautiful American
bl onde.

Al'l through the first act ny m nd had been returning m

(particularly during Spelding' s speeches) to the probl em of

the old man beside me. By the time the curtain fell, | had

decided that the best way to start a conversation mght be to:

offer to fetch hima kebab--or whatever he night want -
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fromfromthe | obby, since his threadbare appearance suggested .e
that he m ght be ready enough to be treated, and the weak
ness of his |l egs would provide an admirable excuse. | tried
the ganbit as soon as the flanbeaux were relit, and it
worked as well as | could have wi shed. \Wen | returned
with a paper tray of sandwi ches and bitter drinks, he renarkedz
to ne quite spontaneously that he had- noticed ne flexing
my right hand during the performance.

"Yes," | said, "I had been witing a good deal before
cane here." " f

That set himoff, and he began to discourse, frequently with a great deal nore detail than
| could conmprehend, on the topic of witing nachines. At last | halted the flowwith N some
question that rmust have revealed that | knew | ess of the subject than he had supposed. "Have you
ever," he asked me, "carved a letter in a potato, and noistened it with a stanp pad, and used it
to inprint paper?"

"As a child, yes. W use a turnip, but no doubt the principle is the sane."

"Exactly; and the principle is that of extended abstraction. | ask you---on the | owest
| evel, what is conmunication?"

"Tal ki ng, | suppose."

His shrill [augh rose above the hubbub of the audience. "Not at all! Snmell" (here he
gripped my arm, "smell is the essence of comunication. Look at that word essence itself. When
you smnel |l another human being, you take chemicals :° fromhis body into your own, analyze them
and fromthe _: analysis you accurately deduce his enotional state. You do it so constantly and so

automatically that you are largely unconscious of it, and say sinply, 'He seened frightened,' or
"He was angry.' You see?"

| nodded, interested in spite of nyself.

"When you speak, you are telling another how you would ;' snell if you snmelled as you
should and if he could snell you properly fromwhere he stands. it is alnost certain that
S~
speech was not devel oped until the glaciations that.ternminated the Pliocene stimulated nmankind to
develop fire, and the frequent inhalation of wood snoke had dulled the ol factory organs.”

"l see."

"No, you hear-unless you are by chance reading my lips, which in this din wuld be a
useful acconplishnent.” He took an enornous bite of his sandwi ch, spilling pink nmeat that had
surely cone fromno natural animal. "Wen you wite, you are telling the other how you woul d speak
if he could hear you, and when you print with your turnip, you are telling himhow you woul d
wite. You will notice that we have already reached the third I evel of abstraction.”

| nodded agai n.

"It used to be believed that only a linmted nunber K of |levels of abstraction were
possi bl e before the original matter di sappeared altogether-sone very interesting mathemati cal work
was done about seventy years ago in an attenpt to derive a generalized expression for K for
various systems. Now we know that the nunber can be infinite if the array represents an open
curve, and that closed curves are also possible."

"l don't understand."

"You are young and handsome-very fine |ooking, with your wi de shoul ders and bl ack
must ache; | et us suppose a young wonman | oves you. If you and | and she were crouched now on the
linb of a tree, you would scent her desire. Today, perhaps she tells you of that desire. But it is
al so possible, is it not, that she may wite you of her desire?"

Renenbering Yasnmin's letters, | assented.

"But suppose those letters are perfunmed-a nmusky, sweet perfune. You understand? A cl osed
curve-the perfune is not the odor of her body, but an artificial simulation of it. It may not be
what she feels, but it is what she tells you she feels. Your real love is for a whale, a nale
deer, and a bed of roses." He was about to say nore, but the curtain went up for the second act.

I found that act both nore enjoyable, and nore painful, than the first. The openi ng scene,
in which Kreton (soon joined by Ellen) reads the nind of the fanily cat, was exceptionally
effective. The conceal ed orchestra furnished nusic to indicate cat thoughts; | wi sh I knew the
identity of the conposer, but ny playbill does not provide the infornma-

tion. The bedroom wal |l becane a shadow screen, where wesaw sil houettes of cats catching birds, and
then, when Ellen tickled the real cat's belly, making love. As | have said, ,f Kreton and Ellen
were the play's best characters. The juxta= position of Ellen's willow beauty and high-spirited
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nai vet 6, and Kreton's clear desire for her, illuninated perfectly the Paphian difficulties that
woul d confront a powerful telepath, were such persons to exist.

On the other hand, Kreton's sumoni ng of the presidents,--, which closes the act, was as
obj ectionable as it could possi- 3 bly have been nmade. The foreign ruler conjured up by error was
pl ayed as a Turk, and as broadly as possible. | confess to feeling sonme prejudi ce agai nst that
bl oodt hirsty race nyself,: but what was done was indefensible. Wen the president of the Wrld
Counci | appeared, he was portrayed as an American

By the end of that scene | was in no very good nood. | ;

think that I have not yet shaken off the fatigues of the f
crossing; and they, conbined with a fairly strenuous day
spent prowling around the ruins of the Silent City, had |eft
me now in that state in which the smallest irritation takes on
the di nensions of a nortal insult. The old curator beside ne

di scerned ny irascibility, but mistook the reason for it, and.

began to apol ogize for the state of the Anmerican stage, saying;
that all the performers of talent em grated as soon as they
gai ned recognition, and returned only when they had fail ed
on the eastern shore of the Atlantic. -5

"No, no," | said. "Kreton and the girl are very fine, and the rest of the cast is at |east
adequate. "

He seemed not to have heard nme. "They pick them up
wherever they can-they choose themfor their faces. Wen
they have appeared in three plays, they call thensel ves
actors. At the Snitbsonian-1 am enpl oyed there, perhaps B
I've already nmentioned it we have tapes of real theater
Laurence Aivier, Orson Wlles, Katharine Cornell. Spelding
is a barber, or at least he was. He used to put his chair under :j
the ol d Kennedy statue and shave the passersby. Ellen is a
trollop, and Powers a draynan. That |ane fell ow Kreton
used to snare sailors for a singing house on Portland Street." e

H s di sparagenent of his own national culture enbarrassed me, though it put nme in a better
mood. (I have noticed that the two often go together-perhaps | amsecretly huniliated to find that
peopl e of no great inportance can affect ny interior state with a few words or sonme nmean service.)
| took
my | eave of himand went to the confectioner's stand in the | obby. The Americans have a very
pretty custom of duplicating the speckled eggs of wild birds in nmarzipan, and | bought a box of
these-not only because | wanted to try them nyself, but because | felt certain they would prove a
treat for the old man, who nust sel dom have enough noney to afford luxuries of that kind. | was
quite correct-he ate them eagerly. But when | sanpled one, |I found its odor (as though |I were
eating artificial violets) so unpleasant that | did not take another

"W were speaking of witing," the old man said. "The closed curve and the open curve. |
did not have tine to make the point that both could be achieved mechanically; but the nmonograph |
am now devel opi ng turns upon that very question, and it happens that | have exanples with ne.
First the closed curve. In the days when our president was anong the world's ten nost powerful mnen-
the reality of the Paul Laurent you see on the stage there each president received hundreds of
requests every day for his signature. To have granted them woul d have taken hours of his tine. To
have refused them woul d have rai sed a brigade of enenies.”

"What did they do?"

"They called upon the resources of science. That science devised the machine that wote
this."

Fromwi thin his clean, worn coat he drew a fol ded sheet of paper. | opened it and saw t hat
it was covered with the text of what appeared to be a public address, witten in a childish
scrawl. Mentally attenpting to review the list of the Anerican presidents | had seen in sone
di gest of world history Iong ago, | asked whose hand it was.

"The machine's. Wose hand is being imtated here is one of the things | amattenpting to
di scover."

In the dimlight of the theater it was al nost inpossible to make out the faded script, but
I caught the word Sardinia. "Surely, by correlating the contents to historical events it should be
possible to date it quite accurately."

The ol d man shook his head. "The text itself was conposed by another machine to achieve
some national psychol ogical effect. It is not probable that it bears any real relationship to the
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i ssues 'of its day. But now | ook here." He drew out a second sheet, and unfolded it for ne. So far
as | could see, it was conpletely blank. | was still staring at it
when the curtain went up.

As Kreton noved his toy aircraft across the stage, the old man took a final egg and turned
away to watch the play There was still half a carton left, and 1, thinking that he m ght want nore
later, and afraid that they mght be spilled fromnmny lap and | ost underfoot, closed the box and
slipped it into the side pocket of ny jacket.

The special effects for the |anding of the second spaceship were well done; but there was
sonmething else in the third act that gave ne as nuch pleasure as the cat scene in the second. The
final curtain hinges on the device our poets call the Peri's asphodel, a trick so shopworn now
that it is acceptable only if it can be presented in sone new light. The one used here was to have
Jghn--Ellen's lover-find Kreton's handkerchi ef and, remarking that it seemed perfumed, bury his
nose in it. For an instant, the shadow wall used at the begi nning of the second act was
illum nated again to graphically (or | should say, pornographically) present Ellen's desire,
conveying to the audi ence that John had, for that nonent, shared the telepathic abilities of

Kreton, whomall' of them had now entirely forgotten.

The device was extrenely effective, and left ne feeling that | had by no neans wasted ny
evening. | joined the general applause as the cast appeared to take their bows; then, as | was
turning to leave. | noticed that the old mag appeared very ill. | asked if he were all right, and

he confessed ruefully that he had eaten too much, and thanked nme again for ny ki ndness-whi ch nust
at that tinme have taken a great deal of resolution

| hel ped himout of the theater, and when | saw that he had no transportation but his
feet, told himl would take himhone. He thanked nme again, and informed ne that he had a room at
the nmuseum

Thus the half-block walk fromthe theater to nmy hotel was transfornmed into a journey of
three or four kilonmeters, taken by noonlight, nuch of it through rubbl e-strewn avenues of the
deserted parts of the city.

During the day | had hardly glanced at the stark skeleton of the old hi ghway. Toni ght,
when we wal ked beneath its ruined overpasses, they seenmed inexpressibly ancient and sinister. It
occurred to ne then that there may be a tinmeflaw, such as astrononers report from space, sonmewhere
inthe Atlantic. Howis .it that this western shore is nore antiquated in the remains of a
civilization not yet a century
dead than we are in the shadow of Darius? May it not be that every ship that plows that sea noves
through ten thousand years?

For the past hour-1 find |I cannot sleep-lI have been debating whether to nmake this entry.
But what good is a travel journal, if one does not enter everything? | will revise it on the trip
hone, and present a cleansed copy for ny nother and Yasmn to read.

It appears that the scholars at the nuseum have no inconme but that derived fromthe sale
of treasures gleaned fromthe past; and | bought a vial of what is supposed to be the greatest
creation of the old hallucinatory chem sts fromthe woman who hel ped ne get the old man into bed
It is-it was-about half the height of ny smallest finger. Very probably it was al cohol and nothing
nore, though | paid a substantial price.

I was sorry | had bought it before I left, and still nore sorry when | arrived here; but
at the tine it seened that this would be my only opportunity, and | could think of. nothing but to
sei ze the adventure. After | have swallowed the drug | will be able to speak with authority about
these things for the remainder of ny life.

Here is what | have done. | have soaked the porous sugar of one of the eggs with the
fluid. The noisture will soon dry up. The drug-if there is a drug-will remain. Then | will rattle
the eggs together in an enpty drawer, and each day, beginning tonorrow night, | will eat one egg.

| amwiting today before I go down to breakfast, partly because | suspect that the hote

does not serve so early. Today | intend to visit the park on the other side of the channel. If it
is as dangerous as they say, it is very likely I will not return to nake an entry tonight. If | do
return-well, | will plan for that when | am here again.

After | had blown out ny candle last night | could not sleep, though | was tired to the
bone. Perhaps it was only the excitement of the |long wal k back fromthe museum but | could not
free my mnd fromthe image of Ellen. My wandering thoughts associated her with the eggs, and
i magi ned nyself Kreton, sitting up in bed with the cat on ny lap. In ny daydream (I was not
asl eep) Ellen brought me ny break-
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fast on -a tray, and the breakfast consisted of the six candy eggs.

When ny mind had exhausted itself with this kind of inagery, | decided to have the nanager
procure a girl for me so that | could rid nyself of the accunul ated tensions of the voyage. After
about an hour during which | sat up reading, he arrived with three; and when he had given ne a
glimpse of themthrough the hal f-open door, he slipped inside and shut it behind him |eaving them
standing in the corridor. | told himl had only asked for one.

"I know, M. Jaffarzadeh, | know. But | thought you mght |like to have a choice."

None of themfromthe glinpse | had had-resenbled Ellen; but | thanked himfor his
t hought ful ness and suggested that he bring themin.

"I wanted to tell you first, sir, that you nust allow ne to set the price with theml| can
get themfor much less than you, sir, because they know they cannot deceive ne, and they nust
depend on ne to bring themto my guests in the future."” He named a sumthat was in fact quite
trivial.

"That will be fine," |I said. "Bring themin."

He bowed and snil ed, making his pinched and niserly face as pl easant as possible and
rem nding me very much of a picture | had once seen of an inp summoned before the court of
Sul ei man. "But first, sir, | wished to informyou that if you would like all three-together-you
may have them for the price of two. And should you desire only two of the three, you nay have them
for one and one half the price of one. Al are very lovely, and | thought you m ght want to
consider it."

“Very well, | have considered it. Show themin."

“I will Iight another candle," he said, bustling about the room "There is no charge, sir,
for candles at the rate you're paying. | can put the girls on your bill as well. They'll be down
as room service-you understand, |I'msure.”

When the second candl e was burning and he had positioned it to his liking on the
ni ght stand between the two beds, he opened the door and waved in the girls, saying, "I'll go now.

Take what you like and send out the others."” (I feel certain this was a stratagemhe felt | would
have difficulty in getting any to | eave, and so would have to pay for all three.)

Yasmi n nust never see this-that is decided. It is not just
that this entire incident would disturb her greatly, but because of what happened next. | was
sitting on the bed nearest the door, hoping to decide quickly which of the three npst resenbl ed
the girl who had played Ellen. The first was too short, with a wan, pinched face. The second was
tall and bl ond, but plunp. The third, who seened to stunble as she entered, exactly resenbled
Yasni n.

For a few seconds | actually believed it was she. Science has so accustonmed us to devising
and accepting theories to account for the facts we observe, however fantastic, that our minds nust
begin their manufacture before we are aware of it. Yasmn had grown |onely for ne. She had booked
passage a few days after nmy own departure, or perhaps had flown, daring the notorious Anerican
landing facilities. Arriving here, she had nade inquiries at the consulate, and was approachi ng ny
door as the manager lit his candle, and not knowi ng what was taking place had entered with
prostitutes he had engaged.

It was all noonshine, of course. | junped to ny feet and held up the candle, and saw t hat
the third girl, though she had Yasm n's | arge, dark eyes and rounded little chin, was not she. For
all her night-black hair and delicate features, she was indisputably an Anerican; and as she cane
toward nme (encouraged, no doubt, because she had attracted nmy attention) | saw that |ike Kreton in
the play she had a club foot.

As you see, | returned alive fromthe park after all. Tonight before | retire | wll eat
an egg; but first | will briefly set down ny experiences.

The park lies on the opposite side of the Washi ngton Channel, between the city and the
river. It can be reached by land only at the north end. Not choosing to walk so far and return, |
hired a little boat with a tattered red sail to carry me to the southern tip, which is called
Heins Point. Here there was a fountain, | amtold, in the old tinmes; but nothing remains of it
now.

We had cl ear, sunny spring weather, and nmade our way over exhilarating swells of wave with
not hi ng of the deadly wall owi ng that oppressed nme so nuch aboard the Princess Fatinah. | sat in
the bow and watched the rolling greenery of the park on one side of the channel and the ruins of
the old fort on the other, while an elderly man handl ed the

tiller, and his thin, sun-browned granddaughter, aged about el even, worked the sail
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When we rounded the point, the old nan told ne that for very little nore he would take ne
across to Arlington to see the remains of what is supposed to be the largest building of the
country's antiquity. | refused, determ ned to save that experience for another tinme, and we | anded
where a part of the ancient concrete coping renmined intact.

The tracks of old roads run up either shore; but | decided to avoid them and nade ny way
up the center, keeping to the highest ground in so far as | could. Once, no doubt, the whole area
was devoted to pleasure. Very little remains, however, of the pavilions and statuary that nust
have dotted the ground. There are little, worn-away hills that may once have been rockeries but

are now covered with soil, and nmany stagnant pools. In a score of places | saw the burrows of the
fanous giant Anerican rats, though |I never saw the aninmals thenselves. To judge fromthe hol es,
their size has not been exaggerated-there were several | could have entered with ease.

The wi | d dogs, against which | had bean warned by both the hotel manager and the old
boat man, began to follow ne after | had wal ked about a kiloneter north. They are shorthaired, and
typically blotched with black and brown flecked with white. | would say their average wei ght was
about twenty-five kilos. Wth their erect ears and alert, intelligent faces they did not seem
particul arly dangerous; but | soon noticed that whichever way | turned, the ones in back of ne
edged nearer. | sat on a stone with ny back to a pool and nade several quick sketches of them
then decided to try ny pistol. They did not seemto know what ft was, so | was able to center the
red aimng | aser very nicely on one big fellow s chest before | pressed the stud for a high energy
pul se.

For a long tine afterward, | heard the mel cancholy how i ng of these dogs behind ne.
Per haps they were nourning their fallen | eader. Twice | cane across rusting nmachines that nmay have
been used to take invalids through the gardens in such fair weather as L nyself experienced today.
Uncle Mrza says | ama good colorist, but | despair of ever nmatching the green-haunted bl acks
with which the declining sun painted the park.

I met no one until | had al nost reached the piers of the abandoned railway bridge. Then
four or five Anericans who
pretended to beg surrounded ne. The dogs, who as | understand it live nostly upon the refuse cast
up by the river, were nore honest in their intentions and cleaner in their persons. |If these

peopl e had been like the pitiful creatures | had net in the Silent Cty, | would have thrown them
a few coins; but they were nore or |ess able-bodied men and women who coul d have worked, and chose
instead to rob. | told themthat | had been forced to kill a fellow countryman of theirs (not

mentioning that he was a dog) who had assaulted me; and asked where | could report the matter to
the police. At that they backed off, and permitted nme to wal k around the northern end of the
channel in peace, though not w thout a thousand savage | ooks. | returned here without further
incident, tired and very well satisfied with nmy day.

I have eaten one of the eggs! |I confess |I found it difficult to take the first taste; but
mar shaling nmy resolution was |ike pushing at a wall of glass-all at once the resistance snapped,
and | picked the thing up and swallowed it in a fewbites. It was piercingly sweet, but there was
no other flavor: Now we will see. This is nore frightening than the park by far

Not hi ng seened to be happening, so | went out to dinner. It was twilight, and the carniva
spirit of the streets was nore nmarked than ever-colored |ights above all the shops, and nusic from
the rooftops where the weal thier natives have private gardens. | have been eating nostly at the
hotel, but was told of a "good" American-style restaurant not too far south on Miine Street.

It was just as described-people sitting on padded benches in al coves. The table tops are
of a substance |ike fine-grained, greasy, artificial stone. They | ooked very old. | had the Number
One Dinner-buff-colored fish soup with the pasty Anerican bread on the side, followed by a
sandwi ch of ground neat and raw vegetabl es doused with a tomato sauce and served on a soft, oily

roll. To tell the truth, | did not nuch enjoy the neal; but it seens a sort of duty to sanple nore
of the American food than | have thus far

| amvery tenpted to end the account of my day here, and in fact | laid down this pen when
I had witten thus far, and nmade nyself ready for bed. Still, what good is a dishonest record?
will et no one see this-just keep it to read over after | get hone.

Returning to the hotel fromthe restaurant, | passed the theater. The thought of seeing
Ellen again was irresistible; I bought a ticket and went inside. It was not until | was in ny seat
that | realized that the bill had changed.

The new play was Mary Rose. | saw it done by an English conpany several years ago, with

great authenticity; and it struck ne that (like Mary herself) it had far outlived its time. The
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Anerican production was as inauthentic as the other had been correct. For that reason, it retained-
or | should have said it had acquired-a good deal of interest.

Areri cans are superstitious about the interior of their country, not its coasts, so Mary
Rose's island had been shifted to one of the huge central |akes. The hi ghl ander, Caneron, had
accordi ngly becone a Canadi an, played by General Powers' former aide. The Spel di ngs had becone the
Mor el ands, and the Mrel ands had becone Anericans. Kreton was Harry, the knife-throwi ng wounded
soldier; and ny Ellen had become Mary Rose.

The role suited her so well that | imaginefl the play had been selected as a vehicle for
her. Her hei ght enphasized the character's unnatural immuaturity, and her slenderness, and the
vul nerability of her pale conplexion, would have told us, | think, if the play had not, that she

had been victimzed unaware. Mdre inportant than any of these things was a wild and i nnocent
affinity for the supernatural, which she projected to perfection. It was that quality alone (as
now under st ood) that had nade us believe on the preceding night that Kreton's spaceship might |and
in the Speldings' rose garden-he woul d have been drawn to Ellen, though he had never seen her. Now
it made Mary Rose's di sappearances and reappearances plausible and even likely; it was as likely
that unseen spirits lusted for Mary Rose as that Lieutenant Bl ake (previously John Randol f) | oved
her.

Indeed it was nore likely. And | had no sooner realized that, than the whol e nystery of
Mary Rose-whi ch had seemed at once inexplicable and banal when | had seen it well played in
Teheran-lay clear before ne. W of the audience were the envious and greedy spirits. If the
Mor el ands coul d not see that one wall of their confortable drawi ng roomwas but a sea of dark
faces, if Caneron had never noticed that we were,the backdrop of his island, the fault was theirs.
By rights then, Mary Rose shoul d have been drawn to us when she vani shed. At the end of the second
act
| began to | ook for her, and in the beginning of the third | found her, standing silent and
unobserved behind the, last row of seats. | was only four rows fromthe stage, but | slipped out
of nmy place as unobtrusively as | could, and crept up the aisle toward her

I was too |late. Before |I had gone halfway, it was nearly time for her entrance at the end
of the scene. | watched the rest of the play fromthe back of the theater, but she never returned.

Same night. | am having a good deal of trouble sleeping, though while | was on the ship
sl ept nine hours a night, and was off as soon as my head touched the pillow

The truth is that while | lay in bed tonight |I recalled the old curator's remark that the
actresses were all prostitutes. If it is true and not sinply an expression of hatred for younger

peopl e whose bodies are still attractive, then-I have been a fool to nban over the thought of Mary
Rose and Ell en when | m ght have had the girl herself.
Her name is Ardis Dahl-1 just |ooked it up in the playbill. | amgoing to the nanager's

office to consult the city directory there.

Witing before breakfast. Found the manager's office |ocked last night. It was after two.

I put ny shoul der against the door and got it open ee8ily enough. (There was no netal socket for
the bolt such as we have at home-just a hole nortised in the frane.) The directory |isted severa
Dahls in the city, but since it was nearly eight years out of date it did not inspire a great dea
of confidence. | reflected, however, that in a backwater |ike this people were not likely to nmove
about so nmuch as we do at honme, and that if it were not still of some utility, the manager woul d
not be likely to retainit; so | selected the one that appeared fromits address to be nearest the
theater, and set out.

The streets were conpletely deserted. | renmenber thinking that | was now doi ng what | had
previously been so afraid to do, having been frightened of the city by reading. How ridiculous to
suppose that robbers would be af oot now, when no one el se was. What woul d they do, stand for hours
at the enpty corners?

The noon was full and high in the southern sky, showering the street with the | anbent
white fluid of its light. If it had not been for the sharp, unclean odor so characteristic of

Anerican residential areas, | mght, have thought nyself wal king through an illustration from sone
ol d book of wonder tales, or an actor in a children's pantonm ne, so bew tched by the scenery that
he has forgotten the audience.
(I'n witing that which to tell the truth | did not think of
at the tinme, but only now, as | sat here at ny table-|
realized that that is in fact what nust happen to the Aneri
can girl | have been in the habit of calling Ellen but nust
now learn to call Ardis. She could never performas she does
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if it were not that in sone part of her nind her stage becane
her reality.)

The shadows about ny feet were a century old, tracing faithfully the courses they had
determ ned | ong before New Tabriz cane to jewel the lunar face with its sapphire. Wbbed with
t houghts of her-my Ellen, ny Mary Rose, nmy Ardis! -and with the nagic of that pale |light that

commands all the tides, | was elevated to a degree | cannot well describe.

Then | was seized by the thought that everything | felt night be no nore than the effect
of the drug.

At once, like soneone who falls froma tower and clutches at the very wi sps of air,

tried to return nyself to reality. | bit the interiors of ny cheeks until the blood filled ny
mout h, and struck the unfeeling wall of the nearest building with my fist. In a nonent the pain
sobered nme. For a quarter hour or nore | stood at the curbside, spitting into the gutter and
trying to clean and bandage ny knuckles with strips torn fromny handkerchief. A thousand tines

t hought what a sight | would be if | did in fact succeed in seeing Ellen, and | conforted nyself
with the thought that if she were indeed a prostitute it would not matter to her-1 could offer her
a few additional rials and all would be well.

Yet that thought was not really much confort. Even when a wonan sells her body, a nman
flatters hinself that she would not do so quite so readily were he not who he is. At the very
monent | drooled blood into the street, | was congratul ating myself on the strong, square face so
many have admired; and wondering how | should apologize if in kissing her | sneared her nouth with
red.

Perhaps it was sone faint sound that brought nme to nyself; perhaps it was only the
consci ousness of being watched. | drew nmy pistol and turned this way and that, but saw not hing.

Yet the feeling endured. | began to wal k again; and if there
was any sense of unreality remaining, it was no longer the unearthly exultation | had felt
earlier. After a few steps | stopped and listened. A dry sound of rattling and scraping had
followed ne. It too stopped now.

I was nearing the address | had taken fromthe directory. I confess ny mnd was filled
with fancies in which | was rescued by Ellen herself, who in the end should be nore frightened
than |, but who would risk her lovely person to save nine. Yet | knew these were but fancies, and

the thing pursuing me was not, though it crossed ny mind nore than once that it m ght be sone druj
made to seem visible and pal pable to ne.
Anot her bl ock, and | had reached the address. It was a house no different fromthose on

either side-built of the rubble of buildings that were older still, three-storied, heavydoored,
and al nost wi thout wi ndows. There was a bookshop on the ground floor (to judge by an old sign)
with living quarters above it. | crossed the street to see it better, and stood, w apped again in

ny dreans, staring at the single thread of yellow light that showed between the shutters of a
gabl e wi ndow.

As | watched that light, the feeling of being watched nyself grew upon me. Tine passed,
slipping through the waist of the universe's great hourglass |ike the eroded soil of this
continent slipping down her rivers to the seas. At last ny fear and desire-desire for Ellen, fear
of whatever it was that glared at ne with invisible eyes-drove nme to the door of the house. |
hanmered the wood with the butt of ny pistol, though | knew how unlikely it was that any Anerican

woul d answer a knock at such a tinme of night, and when |I had knocked several tinmes, | heard sl ow
steps fromwthin.
The door creaked open until it was caught by a chain. | saw a gray-haired man, fully

dressed, holding an ol d-fashi oned, |ong-barreled gun. Behind hima woman |ifted a stub of snoking
candle to let himsee; and though she was clearly nuch ol der than Ellen, and was narked, noreover
by the deformities so prevalent here, there was .a certain nobility in her features and a certain
beauty as well, so that | was rem nded of the fallen statue that is said to have stood on an
i sland farther north, and which I have seen pictured.

| told the man that | was a traveler-true enoughl-and that | had just arrived by boat from
Arlington and had no place to stay, and so had wal ked into the city until | had

noticed the light of his window | would pay, | said, a silver' rial if they would only give ne a
bed for the night and breakfast in the norning, and I showed themthe coin. My’ plan was to becone
a guest in the house so that | mght discover whether Ellen was i ndeed one of the inhabitants; if
she were, it would have been an easy matter to prolong ny= stay.

The wonan tried to whisper in her husband's ear, but save for a | ook of nervous irritation
he ignored her. "I don't dare let a stranger in." Fromhis voice | might have been a lion, and his
gun a trainer's chair. "Not with no one here but my, wife and nyself."
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"I see," | told him "I quite understand your position." t

"You might try the house on the corner," he said, shutting the door, "but don't tell them
Dahl sent you." | heard the heavy bar dropped into place at the final word.
| turned away-.end then by the mercy of Allah who is' a indeed conpassi onate happened to gl ance
back one last tine at the thread of yell ow between the shutters of that high wi ndow. A flicker of
scarlet higher still caught my attention, perhaps only because the |light of the setting noon now
bat hed the rooftop froma new angle. | think the creature |_ glinpsed there had been waiting to
| eap upon ne from behind, but when our eyes net it launched itself toward ne. | had barely tine to
lift ny pistol before it struck me and.;; slamred ne to the broken pavenent of the street.

For a brief period | think I |lost consciousness. If ny shot. had not killed the thing as
it fell, I would not be sitting here witing this journal this norning. After half a ninute or so
I came to nyself enough to thrust its weight away, stand up, and rub ny bruises. No one had cone
to nmy aid; but neither, had anyone rushed fromthe surroundi ng houses to kill and w rob ne. | was
as alone with the creature that lay dead at my feet as | had been when | only stood watching the
wi hdow i n the house fromwhich it had sprung

After | found ny pistol and assured nyself that it was still '~ in working order,
dragged the thing to a spot of noonlight. --t When | glinpsed it on the roof, it had seened a
feral dog, .i like the one | had shot in the park. Wen it |ay dead before ne, | had thought it a
human being. In the moonlight | saw it was neither, or perhaps both. There was a blunt nuzzle; and
, the height of the skull above the eyes, which anthropol ogists say is the surest badge of
humanity and speech, had been

stunted. until it was not greater than | have seen in a macaque. Yet the arns and shoul ders and
pel vis-even a few filthy rags of clothing---all bespoke mankind. It was a female, with snall
flattened breasts still apparent on either side of the burn channel

At |least ten years ago | read about such things in Gsnan Aga's Mystery Beyond the Sun's
Setting; but it was very. different to stand shivering on a deserted street corner of the old
capital and examine the thing in the flesh. By Gsman Aga's account (which no one, | think, but a
few ol d wonen has ever believed) these creatures were in truth human bei ngs-or at |east the
descendants of human beings. In the last century, when the fam ne gripped their country and the
irreversi bl e damage done to the chronpsonmal structures of the people had al ready becone apparent,
sone few turned to the eating of human flesh. No doubt the corpses of the fam ne supplied their
food at first; and no doubt those who ate of them congratul ated thensel ves that by so doing they
had escaped the effects of the enzynes that were then still used to bring slaughter animals to
maturity in a matter of nmonths. What they failed to realize was that the bodies of the human
bei ngs they ate had accunul ated far nore of these unnatural substances than were ever found in the
flesh of the short-lived cattle. Fromthem according to Mystery Beyond the Sun's Setting, rose
such creatures as the thing I had kill ed.

But Osman Aga has never been believed. So far as | know, he is a nere popular witer, with
a reputation for glorifying Caspian resorts in reconpense for free |odging, and for indulging in
absurd expeditions to breed nore books and publicize the ones he has already witten-crossing the
desert on a canel and the Al ps on an el ephant-and no one el se has ever, to ny know edge, reported
such things fromthis continent. The ruined cities filled with rats and rabid bats, and the
terrible whirling dust storns of the interior, have been enough for other travel witers. Now | am
sorry | did not contrive a way to cut off the thing's head; | feel sure its skull would have been
of interest to science.

As soon as | had witten the precedi ng paragraph, | realized that there mght still be a
chance to do what | had failed to do last night. | went to the kitchen, and for a small bribe was

able to secure a large, sharp knife, which | conceal ed beneath ny jacket.

It was still early as | ran down the street, and for a few m nutes | had hi gh hopes that
the thing's body mght still be lying where | had left it; but my efforts were all for nothing. It
was gone, and there was no sign of its presence-no blood, no scar fromny beamon the house. |
poked into alleys and waste cans. Nothing. At last | came back to the hotel for breakfast, and
have now (it is mdnorning) returned to my roomto make nmy plans for the day.

Very well. | failed to nmeet Ellen last night-1 shall not fail today. | am going to buy
anot her ticket for the play, and tonight | will not take my seat, but wait behind the |ast row
where | saw her standing. If she cones to watch at the end of the second act as she did | ast
night, I will be there to conplinent her on her performance and present her with some gift. If she
does not come | will make ny way backstage-fromwhat | have seen of these Americans, a quarter
rial should get nme anywhere, but | amwlling to |oosen a fewteeth if | nust.
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What absurd creatures we are! | have just reread what | wote this norning, and | mght as
wel | have been witing of the philosophic specul ati oons of the Congress of Birds or the affairs of
t he denons in Dondaniel, or any other subject on which neither | nor anyone el se knows or can know
a thing. O Book, you have heard what | supposed would occur, now let nme tell you what actually
took pl ace.

| set out as | had planned to procure a gift for Ellen. On the advice of the hotel
manager, | followed Maine Street north until | reached the wi de avenue that passes close by the
obel i sk. Around the base of this still inposing nonunent is held a perpetual fair in which the
merchants use the stone bl ocks fallen fromthe upper part of the structure as tables. Wat renains
of the shaft is still, | should say, upwards of one hundred neters high; but it is said to have
fornmerly stood three or four tines that height. Mich of the fallen material has been carted away
to build private homes.

There seens to be no logic to the prices in this country, save for the general rule that
foodstuffs are cheap and i nported nachi nery-caneras and the like--costly. .Textiles are expensive,
whi ch no doubt expl ains why so nany of the
peopl e wear ragged clothes that they nmend and dye in an effort to nake them | ook new. Certain
kinds of jewelry are quite reasonable; others sell for much higher prices than they would in
Teheran. Rings of silver or white gold set, usually, with a single nodest dianond, may be had in
great nunbers for such low prices that | was tenpted into buying a few to take hone as an
i nvestment, Yet | saw bracelets that woul d have sold at honme for no nore than half a rial, for
which the seller asked ten tinmes that nmuch. There were many interesting antiques, all of which are
al l eged to have been dug fromthe ruined cities of the interior at the cost of soneone's life.
When | had talked to five or six vendors of such itens, | was able to believe that | knew how t he
country was depopul at ed.

After a good deal of this pleasant, wordy shopping, during which | spent very little,
sel ected a bracel et nmade of old coins-nmany of themsilver-as ny gift to Ellen. | reasoned that
wonen al ways like jewelry, and that such a showy piece mght be of service to an actress in
pl ayi ng sone part or other, and that the coins nmust have a good deal of intrinsic value. \Wether
she will like it or not-if she ever receives it-1 do not know, it is still in the pocket of ny
j acket .

When the shadow of the obelisk had grown long, | returned here to the hotel and had a good
dinner of lanb and rice, and retired to groom nyself for the evening. The five remaini ng candy
eggs stood staring at ne fromthe top of nmy dresser. | remenbered ny resolve, and took one. Quite
suddenly | was struck by the conviction that the denon | believed | had killed the night before
had been no nore than a phantom engendered by the action of the drug.

VWhat if | had been firing my pistol at nere enpty air? That seened a terrible thought-
indeed it seens so to nme still. A worse one is that the drug really may have rendered visibl eas
sone say those ancient preparations were intended to-a real but spiritual being. If such things in
fact wal k what we take to be unoccupi ed roons and rooftops, and the enpty streets of night, it
woul d expl ai n many sudden deaths and di seases, and perhaps the sudden changes for the worse we
sonetines see in others and others in us, and even the birth of evil men. This nmorning | called
the thing a druj; it may be true.

Yet if the drug had been in the egg | ate last night, then the

egg | held was harm ess. Concentrating on that thought, | :x forced nyself to eat it all, then
stretched nyself upon the :. bed to wait.

Very briefly | slept and dreamed. Ellen was bending over :4 me, caressing me with a soft,
Il ong-fingered hand. It was only. for an instant, but sufficient to nake me hope that dreans are
propheci es.

If the drug was in the egg | consuned, that dreamwas its only result. | got up and
washed, and changed ny clothes, sprinkling my fresh shirt liberally with our Pamir rosewater
whi ch I have observed the Anmericans hold in high regard. Making certain ny ticket and pistol were
both in place, | left ' for the theater

The play was still Mary Rose. | intentionally entered late ~_ (after Harry and Ms. Qery
had been tal king for several mnutes), then lingered at the back of the last row as though | were
too polite to disturb the audi ence by taking ny seat. Ms. Oery nade her exit; Harry pulled his
knife fromthe wood of the packing case and threw it again, and when the nists of the past had
mar ched across the stage, Harry was gone and Morel and and the parson were chatting to the tune of
Ms. Mreland' s knitting needl es. Mary Rose would be on stage soon. My hope that she would cone
out to watch the opening scene had cone to nothing; | would have to wait ~° until she vani shed at
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the end of Act Il before |I could expect to see her

I was | ooking for a ,vacant seat when | becane consci ous of someone standing near ne. In
the dimlight I could tell little ' except that he was rather slender, and a few centineters
shorter than I.

Finding no seat, | noved back a step or two. The newconer touched ny armand asked in a
whisper if | could light his cigarette. | had already seen that it was customary to snoke in the

theaters here, and | had fallen into the habit of carrying matches to light the candles in ny
room The flare of the flame showed the narrow eyes and hi gh cheekbones of Harry--or as
preferred to think of him Kreton. Taken sonewhat aback, | nurmured some inane remark about the
excel I ence of his perfornmance.

"Did you like it? It is the least of all parts-1 pull the curtain to open the show, then
pull it again to tell everyone it's tine to go hone."

Several people in the audi ence were | ooking angrily at us,
SO we retreated to a point at the head of the aisle that was at least legally in the | obby, where
I told himl had seen himin Visit to a Small Planet as well.

"Now there is a play. The character-as | amsure you sawis good and bad at once. He is
beni gn, he is nischievous, he is hellish."

"You carried it off wonderfully well, | thought."

"Thank you. This turkey here-do you know how many roles it has?"

"Well, there's yourself, Ms. Oery, M. Amy-"

"No, no." He touched ny armto stop-nme. "--"| nean roles, parts that require real acting
There's one-the girl. She gets to skip about the stage as an ei ghteen-year-old whose brain
atrophied at ten; and at |east half what she does is wasted on the audi ence because they don't
realize what's wong with her until Act | is al nost over."

"She's wonderful ," | said. "I nmean Madenoi selle Dahl."

Kret on nodded and drew on his cigarette. "She is a very conpetent ingenue, though it would
be better if she weren't quite so tall."

"Do you think there's any chance that she mi ght come out here-as you did?"

"Ah, he said, and | ooked me up and down.

For a nmonent | could have sworn that the telepathic ability he was credited with in Visit
to a Snall Planet was no fiction; nevertheless, | repeated ny question: "Is it probable or not?"

"There's no reason to get angry-no, it's not likely. Is that enough paynent for your
mat ch?"

"She vani shes at the end of the second act, and doesn't conme on stage again until near the
close of the third."

Kreton sniled. "You' ve read the play?"

"I was here last night. She nust be off for nearly forty ninutes, including the
interm ssion."

"That's right. But she won't be here. It's true she goes out front sonmetines-as | did
mysel f toni ght-but | happen to know she has conmpany backstage. "

"M ght | ask who?"

"You might. It's even possible | mght answer. You're Mdslem | suppose-do you drink?"

“I"'mnot a strict Mbslem but no, | don't. I'lIl buy you a drink gladly though if you want
one, and have coffee with you while you drink it."

We | eft by a side door and el bowed our way through the crowd in the street. A flight of
narrow and dirty steps descending fromthe sidewalk led us to a cellar tavern that had all the
at nosphere of a private club. There was a bar with a picture (now rmuch di nmed by dirt and snoke)
of the cast of a play |I did not recogni ze behind it, three tables, and a few al coves. Kreton and
slipped into one of these and ordered froma barman with a ni sshapen head. | suppose | nust have
stared at him because Kreton said, "I sprained ny ankle stepping out of a saucer, and now | ama
conval escent soldier. Should we nake up sonething for himtoo? Can't we just say the potter is
angry sonetines?"

"The potter?" | asked.

"' None answered this; but after Silence spake/ A Vessel of a nore ungainly Mke:/They sneer
at ne for leaning all awy;/Wat! Did the Hand then of the Potter shake?"

I shook ny head. "I've never heard that; but you' re right, he |ooks as though his head had
been shaped in clay, then knocked in on one side while it was still wet."

"This is a republic of hideousness, as you have no doubt already seen. Qur national synbo
is supposed to be an extinct eagle; it is in fact the nightrmare."

"I find it a very beautiful country,” | said. "Though I confess that many of your people
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are unsightly. Still, there are the ruins, and you have such skies as we never see at hone."

"Qur chi meys have been filled with wind for a long tine."

"That may be for the best. Blue skies are better than nost of the things nmade in
factories."

"And not all our people are unsightly," Kreton mnurnured.

"Ch no. Madenviselle Dahl-"

"l had nyself in nmind."

| saw that he was baiting me, but | said, "No, you aren't hideous-in fact, | would cal
you handsone in an exotic way. Unfortunately, ny tastes run nore toward Madenvoi selle Dahl."

“Call her Ardis-she won't mnd."

The barnman brought Kreton a glass of green liqueur, and ne a cup of the weak, bitter
Anerican coffee

"You were going to tell ne who she is entertaining."”

"Behind the scenes." Kreton smiled. "I just thought of that-1've used the phrase a
thousand tinmes, as | suppose
everyone has. This tinme it happens to be literally correct, and its birth is suddenly made plain
like Cedipus's. No, | don't think | pronmised | would tell you that-though | suppose | said
mght. Aren't there other things you would really rather know? The secret hi dden beneath Mount
Rushnore, or how you mi ght meet her yoursel f?"

"I will give you twenty rials to introduce ne to her, with some assurance that sonething
will come of the introduction. No one need ever find out."

Kreton | aughed. "Believe nme, | would be nore likely to boast of my profit than keep it
secret-though | woul d probably have to divide nmy fee with the lady to fulfill the guarantee."

"You 11 do it then?"

He shook his head, still laughing. "I only pretend to be corrupt; it goes with this face
Cone backstage after the show tonight, and I'lIl see that you neet Ardis. You're very wealthy, |
presune, and if you're not, we'll say you are anyway. \Wat are you doi ng here?"

"Studying your art and architecture.”

"Great reputation in your own country, no doubt?"

“I ama pupil of Akhon M rza Ahnmek; he has a great reputation, surely. He even cane here,
thirty years ago, to exanine the mniatures in your National Gallery of Art."

"Pupil of Akhon Mrza Ahnmak, pupil of Akhon Mrza Ahmak," Kreton nuttered to hinself.
"That is very good-1 nust renmenber it. But now'-he glanced at the old clock behind the bar-"it's
time we got back. I'll have to freshen nmy nmakeup before I go on in the last act. Wuld you prefer
to wait in the theater, or just cone around to the stage door when the play's over? I'll give you
a card that will get you in."

“I'"l1l wait in the theater;" | said, feeling that would offer |ess chance for nishap; also
because | wanted to see Ellen play the ghost again.

"Come al ong then-1 have a key for that side door."

| rose to go with him and he threw an arm about mnmy shoulder that |I felt it would be
inmpolite to thrust away. | could feel his hand, as cold as a dead nman's, through nmy clothing, and
was rem nded unpl easantly of the tw sted hands of the beggar in the Silent City.

We were going up the narrow stairs when | felt a gentle touch inside ny jacket. My first
t hought was that he had

seen the outline of ny pistol, and nmeant to take it and shoot ne. | gripped his wist and shouted
sonet hi ng-1 do not renenber what. Bound together and struggling, we staggered up the steps and
into the street.

In a few seconds we were the center of a nob-sone taking his side, sone mne, nost only
urging us to fight, or asking each other what the disturbance was. My pocket sketchpad, which he
nmust have thought held noney, fell to the ground between us. Just then the Anerican police
arrivednot by air as the police would have cone at hone, but astride shaggy, hul king horses, and
swi ngi ng whips. The crowd scattered at the first crackling arc fromthe lashes, and in a few
seconds they had beaten Kreton to the ground. Even at the time | could not help thinking what a
terrible thing it must be to be one of these people, whose police are so quick to prefer any
pr osperous-1 ooking foreigner to one of their own citizens.

They asked nme what had happened (ny questioner even disnounted to show his respect for
me), and | explained that Kreton had tried to rob ne, but that | did not want hi m punished. The
truth was that seeing himspraw ed unconscious with a burn across his face had put an end to any
resentnment | night have felt toward him out of pity, | would gladly have given himthe fewrials
| carried. They told me that if he had attenpted to rob nme he nust be charged, and that if |I would
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not accuse himthey would do so thensel ves.
| then said that Kreton was a friend; and that on reflection | felt certain that what he
had attenpted had been intended as a prank. (Iff maintaining this | was considerably handi capped

by not knowi ng his real name, which | had read on the playbill but forgotten, so that | was forced
to refer to himas "this poor man:")

At last the policenan said, "We can't leave himin the street, so we'll have to bring him
in. Howwi Il it look if there's no conplaint?"

Then | understood that they were afraid of what their
superiors mght say if it became known that they had beaten
hi m unconsci ous when no charge was nmade agai nst him
and when | becane aware that if | would not press charges,
the charges they would bring thensel ves woul d be far nore
serious --assault or attenpted murder-1 agreed to do what
they wi shed, and signed a formalleging the theft of ny
sket chbook.

When they had gone at last, carrying the unfortunate Kreton across a saddl ebow, | tried to
reenter the theater. The side door through which we had left was | ocked, and though | would gl adly
have paid the price of another ticket, the box office was closed. Seeing that there was nothing
further to be done, | returned here, telling nyself that nmy introduction to Ellen, if it ever
came, would have to wait for another day.

Very truly it is witten that we wal k by paths that are always turning. In recording these
several pages | have nmanaged to restrain ny enthusiasm though when | described ny waiting at the
back of the theater for Ardis, and again when |I recounted how Kreton had promi sed to introduce ne

to her, | was forced for mnutes at a tinme to lay down ny pen and wal k about the room singi ng and
whi stling, and-to reveal everything-junping over the beds! But now | can conceal no longer. | have
seen her! | have touched her hand; | amto see her again tonorrow, and there is every hope that

she will become my m stress!

I had undressed and laid myself on the bed (thinking to bring this journal up to date in
the norning) and had even fallen into the first doze of sleep, when there was a knock at the door
| slipped into nmy robe and pressed the rel ease.

It was the only tine in nmy life that for even an instant | thought | night be
dreami n"ctually asleep-when in truth I was up and awake.

How feeble it is to wite that she is nore beautiful in person than she appears on the

stage. It is true, and yet it is a suprene irrelevance. | have seen nore beautiful woneni ndeed
Yasmin is, | suppose, by the formal standards of art, nore lovely. It is not Ardis' beauty that
draws ne to herthe hair like gold, the translucent skin that then still showed traces of the

bl ui sh makeup she had worn as a ghost, the flashing eyes |like the clear, clean skies of America.
It is sonmething deeper than that; something that would remain if all that were sonmehow taken away.
No doubt she has habits that would disgust me in soneone else, and the vanity that is said to be
so conmon in her profession, and yet I would do anything to possess her
Enough of this. Wat is it but enpty boasting, now that | amon the point of w nning her?
She stood in ny doorway. | have been trying to think how | can express what | felt then
It was as though sone tal

flower, a lily perhaps, had |l eft the garden and cone to tap at ny door, a thing that had never
happened before in all the history of the world, and woul d never happen again.
"You are Nadan j af farzadeh?"
| admitted that | was, and shanefacedly, twenty seconds too |late, noved out of her way.
She entered, but instead of taking the chair | indicated, turned to face ne; her blue eyes
seened as large as the colored eggs on the dresser, and they were filled with a nelting hope. "You
are the man, then, that Bobby O Keene tried to rob tonight."

| nodded.

"l know you-1 rmean, | know your face. This is insane. You cane to Visit on the |ast night
and brought your father, and then to Mary Rose on the first night, and sat in the third or fourth
row. | thought you were an American, and when the police told me your name | inmagi ned sone greasy

fat man with gestures. Wiy on earth woul d Bobby want to steal from you?"

"Per haps he needed the noney."

She threw back her head and | aughed. | had heard her laugh in Mary Rose when Sinon was
aski ng her father for her hand; but that had held a note of childishness that (however well suited
to the part) detracted fromits beauty. This laugh was the nerrinent of houris sliding down a
rai nbow. "I'msure he did. He always needs nobney. You're sure, though, that he neant to rob you?
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You couldn't have..."

She saw my expression and let the question trail away. The truth is that | was
di sappointed that | could not oblige her, and at last | said, "If you want ne to be m staken
Ardis, then | was m staken. He only bunped agai nst me on the steps, perhaps, and tried to catch ny
sket chbook when it fell."

She sniled, and her face was the sun smiling upon roses. "You would say that for ne? And
you know nmy nane?"

"Fromthe program | came to the theater to see you-and that was not my father, who it
grieves me to say is long dead, but only an old man, an Anmerican, whom | had net that day.'

"You brought himsandwi ches at the first internission-I was watching you through the
peephole in the curtain. You nust be a very thoughtful person.”

"Do you watch everyone in the audi ence so carefully?"

She blushed at that, and for a nonent could not meet ny eyes.
"But you will forgive Bobby, and tell the police that you
want themto let himgo? You nmust |ove the theater, M.

Jef Jaff-"

"You've forgotten ny nane already. It is Jaffarzadeh, a very commonpl ace nanme in ny

country."
"l hadn't forgotten it-only how to pronounce it. You see, when | cane here | had | earned
it without knowi ng who you were, and so | had no trouble with it. Now you're a real person to ne
and | can't say it as an actress should." She seened to notice the chair behind her for the first
time, and sat down.

| sat opposite her. "I'mafraid | know very little about the theater."

"W are trying to keep it alive here, M. Jaffar, and-"

"Jaf farzadeh. Call nme Nadan-then you won't have so many syllables to trip over."

She took my hand in hers, and | knew quite well that the gesture was as studied as a
sal aam and that she felt she was playing me like a fish; but | was beside nyself with delight. To
be played by her! To have her eager to cultivate ny affection! And the fish will pull her in yet-
wait and see!

"I will," she said, "Nadan. And though you may know little of the theater, you feel as
do-as we do-.or you would not cone. It has been such a long struggle; all the history of the stage
is a struggle, the gasping of a beautiful child born at the point of death. The noralists,
censorshi p and oppression, technol ogy, and now poverty have all tried to destroy her. Only we, the
actors and audi ences, have kept her alive. W have been doing well here in Washi ngton, Nadan."

"Very well indeed,"” | said. "Both the productions | have seen have been excellent."
"But only for the past two seasons. Wien | joined the conpany it had nearly fallen apart.
W revived it-Bobby and Paul and |I. W could do it because we cared, and because we were able to

find a few naturally tal ented peopl e who can take direction. Bobby is the best of us-he can wal k
away with any part that calls for a touch of the sinister..."

She seened to run out of breath. | said, "I don't think there will be any troubl e about
getting himfree."

"Thank God. W're getting the theater on its feet again now. W' re attracting new peopl e,
and we've built up a follow ng-people who come to see every production. There's even sone noney
ahead at last. But Mary Rose is supposed to run another two weeks, and after that we're doing
Faust, with Bobby as Mephistopheles. W' ve sinply no one who can take his place, no one who can
cone close to him"

"I"'msure the police will release himif |I ask themto."

"They nmust. W have to have himtonmorrow night. Billsoneone you don't know.tried to go on
for himin the third act tonight. It was just ghastly. In Iran you' re very polite; that's what
I've heard."

"W enjoy thinking so."

"We're not. W never were; and as..."

Her voice trailed away, but a wave of one slender arm evoked everything-the cracked
pl aster walls becane as air, and the decayed city, the ruined continent, entered the roomw th us.

"I understand," | said.
"They-.we-were betrayed. In our souls we have never been sure by whom Wen we fee
cheated we are ready to kill; and maybe we feel cheated all the tine."

She slunped in her chair, and | realized, as | should have |ong before, how exhausted she
was. She had given a perfornmance that had ended in disaster, then had been forced to plead with
the police for nmy nane and address, and at |ast had conme here fromthe station house, very
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probably on foot. | asked when | could obtain O Keene's rel ease.

"W can go tonorrow norning, if you'll do it."

"You wish to cone too?"

She nodded, snoot hed her skirt, and stood. "I'lIl have to know. 1'll come for you about
nine, if that's all right."

“I'f you'll wait outside for nme to dress, |I'll take you hone."

"That's not necessary."

“I't will only take a norment," | said.

The bl ue eyes held sonething pleading again. "You're going to come in with ne-that's what
you're thinking, | know. You have two beds here-bigger, cleaner beds than the one | have in ny
little apartment; if | were to ask you to push themtogether, would you still take ne home

af terward?"
It was as though | were dreaning i ndeed-a dreamin which everything | wanted-the cosnos

purified-delivered itself to nme. | said, "You won't have to | eave at all-you can
spend the night with ne. Then we can breakfast together before we go to release your friend."
She | aughed again, lifting that exquisite head. "There are a hundred things at hone |

need. Do you think |I'd have breakfast with you without my cosnetics, and in these dirty cl othes?"

"Then | will take you hone-yes, though you lived in Kazvin. O on Munt Kaf."

She sniled. "Get dressed, then. I'll wait outside, and I'll show you my apartmnent; perhaps
you won't want to cone back here afterward."

She went out, her wooden-sol ed Anerican shoes clicking on the bare floor, and | threw on
trousers, shirt, and jacket, and jammed ny feet into nmy boots. Wien | opened the door, she was
gone. | rushed to the barred wi ndow at the end of the corridor, and was in tinme to see her
di sappear down a side street. A last swirl of her skirt in a gust of night wind, and she had
vani shed into the velvet dark.

For a long tine | stood there | ooking out over the ruinous buildings. | was not angry-1 do
not think I could be angry with her. | was, though here it is hard to tell the truth, in sone way
glad. Not because | feared the enbrace of |ove-1 have no doubt of ny ability to suffice any woman
who can be sated by nan-but because an easy exchange of ny cooperation for her person would have
failed to satisfy ny need for romance, for adventure of a certain type, in which danger and | ove
are twined like coupling serpents. Ardis, ny Ellen, will provide that, surely, as neither Yasmn
nor the pitiful wanton who was her double could. | sense that the world is opening for ne only
now, that | am being born; that that corridor was the birth canal, and that Ardis in |eaving ne
was drawi ng ne out toward her

When | returned to ny own door, | noticed a bit of paper on the floor before it. |
transcribe it exactly here, though | cannot transmit its scent of |ilacs:

You are a nost attractive man and | want very much to stretch the truth and tell you you
can have ne freely when Bobby is free but | won't sell nyself etc. Really I will sell nyself for

Bobby but | have other fish to fry tonight. I'lIl see you in the norning and if you can get Bobby
out or even try hard you'll have (real) love fromthe vani shing
Mary Rose

Morni ng. Woke early and ate here at the hotel as usual, finishing about eight. Witing
this journal will give ne sonething to do while | wait for Ardis. Had an American breakfast today,
the first tine I have risked one. Flakes of pastry dough toasted crisp and drenched with cream
and with it strudel and the usual Anmerican coffee. Mst natives have spiced pork in one form or
anot her, which |I cannot bring nmyself to try; but several of the people around nme were having egg -
di shes and oven-warned bread, which | will sanple tonorrow.

| had a very unpl easant dream |l ast night; | have been trying to put it out of ny mnd ever
since | woke. It was dark, and | was under an open sky with Ardis, wal king over ground nuch
rougher than anything | saw in the park on the farther side of the channel. One of the hideous
creatures | shot night before |last was pursuing us-or rather, lurking about us, for it appeared
first to the left of us, then to the right, silhouetted against the night sky. Each tine we saw
it, Ardis grasped ny armand urged ne to shoot, but the little indicator light on ny pistol was
glowing red to show that there was not enough charge left for a shot. Al very. silly, of course,
but I amgoing to buy a fresh powerpack as soon as | have the opportunity.

It is late afternoon-after six-but we have not had dinner yet. | amjust out of the tub
and sit here naked, with today's candy egg laid (pinker even than |) beside this book on ny table.
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Ardis and | had a sorry, weary time of it, and | have conme back here to make nyself presentable.
At seven we will neet for dinner; the curtain goes up at eight, so it can't be a |ong one, but |
am goi ng backstage- to watch the play fromthe wings, where | will be able to talk to her when she
isn't performng.
| just took a bite of the egg-no unusual taste, nothing but
an unpl easant sweetness. The nore | reflect on it, the nore
inclined | amto believe that the drug was in the first | ate.
No doubt the nonster | saw had been lurking in ny brain
since | read Mysteries, and the drug freed it. True, there were
bl oodstains on ny clothes (the Pori's asphodel!) but they
‘could as easily have cone fromny cheek, which is stil

sore. | have had nmy experience,- and all | have left is ny
candy. | amalnost tenpted to throw out the rest. Another
bite. 7
a

Still twenty minutes before | nust dress and go for Ardis--she showed nme where she |ives,
only a few doors fromthe theater. To work then

Ardis was a trifle late this norning, but cane as she had prom sed. | asked where we were
to go to free Kreton, and when she told ne-a still-living building at the eastern end of the

Silent GCity-l1 hired one of the rickety American cal eches to drive us there. Like nost of them it
was drawn by a starved horse; but we made good tine.

The American police are organi zed on a peculiar system The national secret police
(officially, the Federated Enquiry Divisions) are in a tutorial position to all the others, having
power to review their decisions, pronote, denote, and discipline, and as the ultinmte reward,
enroll personnel fromthe other organizations. In addition they maintain a uniforned force of
their own. Thus when an Anerican has been arrested by uniformed police, his friends can sel dom
| earn whet her he has been taken by the local police, by the F.E.D. uniformed national force, or by
menbers of the F.E. D. secret police posing as either of the foregoing.

Since | had known nothing of these distinctions previously, | had no way of guessing which
of the three had O Keene; but the local police to whom Ardis had spoken the night before had given
her to understand that he had been taken by them She explained all this to ne as we rattled
al ong, then added that we were now going to the F.E.D. building to secure his release. | nust have
| ooked as' confused as | felt at this, because she added, "Part of it is a station for the
Washi ngton Police Departnent-they rent the space fromthe F.E D."

My own inpression (when we arrived) was that they did no such thing--that the entire
apparatus was no nore real than one of the scenes in Ardis's theater, and that all the nen and
worren to whom we spoke were in fact agents of the secret police, wielding ten tines the authority
they pretended to possess, and going through a solem ritual of deception. As Ardis and | noved
fromoffice to office, explaining our sinple errand, | came to think that she felt as |I did, and
that she had refrained fromexpressing these feelings to me in the cab not only because of the
danger, the fear that | might betray her or the driver be a spy, but because she was ashanmed of
her nation, and eager to nmake it

appear to nme, a foreigner, that her government was |ess devious and nmeretricious than is actually
t he case.

If this is so-and in that wi ndowl ess warren of stone | was certain it was-then the very
expl anati on she proffered in the cab (which | have given in its proper place) differentiating
clearly between local police, uniformed F.E. D. police, and secret police, was no nore than a
children's fable, concealing an actuality less forthright and nore convol ut ed.

Qur questioners were courteous to me, much less so to Ardis, and (so it seened to ne)
obsessed by the idea that sonmething nore |lay behind the sinple incident we described over and over

again-so nuch so in fact that | cane to believe it nyself. | have neither tine nor patience enough
to describe all these interviews, but | will attenpt to give a sanple of one.
W went into a small, window ess office crowmded between two others that appeared enpty. A

m ddl e-aged Anerican worman was seated behind a nmetal desk. She appeared normal and reasonably
attractive until she spoke; then her scarred guns showed that she had once had two or three tines

the proper nunber of teeth-forty or fifty, | suppose, in each jaw and that the dental surgeon who
had extracted the supernunmerary ones had not al ways, perhaps, selected those he suffered to remain
as wisely as he might. She asked, "Howis it outside? The weather? You see, | don't know, sitting

in here all day."
Ardis said, "Very nice."
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"Do you like it, Hajji? Have you had a pleasant stay in our great country?"

"I don't think it has rained since |'ve been here."

She seened to take the remark as a covert accusation. "You came too |late for the rains,
I"'mafraid. This is a very fertile area, however. Sone of our ol dest coins show heads of wheat.
Have you seen then?" She pushed a small copper coin across the desk, and | pretended to exani ne
it. There are one or two like it in the bracelet | bought for Ardis, and which | still have not
presented to her. "I nust apol ogi ze on behalf of the District for what happened to you," the wonman
continued. "W are making every effort to control crime. You have not been victinm zed before
t hi s?"

| shook ny head, half suffocated in that airless office, and said | had not been

"And now you are here." She shuffled the papers she held, then pretended to read from one
of them "You are here to secure the release of the thief who assaulted you. A very comendabl e
act of magnanimity. May | ask why you brought this young woman with you? She does not seemto be
mentioned in any of these reports.”

| explained that Ardis was a coworker of O Keene's, and that she had interceded for him

"Then it is you, Ms. Dahl, who are really interested in securing this prisoner's rel ease
Are you related to hinP"

And so on.

At the conclusion of each interview we were told either that the matter was conpletely out
of the hands of the person to whom we had just spent half an hour or an hour talking, that it was
necessary to obtain a clearance from sonmeone el se, or that an additional deposition had to be
made. About two o' clock we were sent to the other side of the river-into what my gui debooks i nsi st
is an entirely different jurisdiction-to visit a penal facility. There we were forced to | ook for
Kreton anong five hundred or so mserable prisoners, all of whomstank and had lice. Not finding
him we returned to the F.E.D. building past the hal f-overturned and yet still brooding figure
called the Seated Man, and the ruins and beggars of the Silent City, for another round of
interrogations. By five, when we were told to | eave, we were both exhausted, though Ardis seened

surprisingly hopeful. When | left her at the door of her building a few m nutes ago, | asked her
what they would do toni ght w thout Kreton

"Wthout Harry, you nmean." She sniled. "The best we can, | suppose, if we must. At |east
Paul will have soneone ready to stand in for himtonight."

We shall see how well it goes.

| have picked up this pen and replaced it on the table ten tines at least. It seenms very
likely that | should destroy this journal instead of continuing with it, were | wi se; but | have
di scovered a hiding place for it which | think will be secure.

VWhen | cane back from Ardis's apartnment tonight there were only two candy eggs remaini ng
| am certain-absolutely certain-that three were left when | went to neet Ardis. | am al nost
equal ly sure that after | had finished naking the

entry in this book, | put it, as | always do, at the left side of the drawer. It was on the right
si de.

It is possible that all this is nerely the doing of the naid who cleans the room She
m ght easily have supposed that a single candy egg woul d not be nissed, and have shifted this book
whil e cl eaning the drawer, or peeped inside out of curiosity.

I will assune the worst, however. An agent sent to investigate my room m ght be equi pped
to phot ograph these pages-but he might not, and it is not likely that he hinself would have a
readi ng knowl edge of Farsi. Now I have gone through the book and elimnated all the passages
relating to my reason for visiting this I eprous country. Before | leave this roomtonmorrow | will
arrange indicators-hairs and other objects whose positions |I shall carefully record-that will tel
me if the room has been searched again.

Now | may as well set down the events of the evening, which were truly extraordinary
enough.

I met Ardis as we had planned, and she directed me to a
small restaurant not far from her apartnent. W had no
sooner seated ourselves than two heavy-1 ooki ng nen entered.
At notime could | see plainly the face of either, but it
appeared to ne that one was the American | had net aboard
the Princess Fatinahand that the other was the grain deal er
I had so assiduously avoided there, Golam Gassem It is
inpossible, | think, for ny divine Ardis ever to | ook |ess
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than beautiful; but she came as near to it then as the | aws of
nature permt the blood drained fromher face, her nmouth
opened slightly, and for a nonment she appeared to be a
| ovely corpse. | began to ask what the trouble was, but before
I could utter a word she touched ny lips to silence ne, and
t hen, havi ng sonmewhat regai ned her conposure, said, "They
have not seen us. | amleaving now. Follow nme as though we
were finished eating." She stood, feigned to pat her lips with
a napkin (so that the lower half of her face was hi dden) and
wal ked out into the street.
| followed her, and found her |aughing not three doors away fromthe entrance to the
restaurant. The change in her could not have been nore startling if she had been rel eased from an
enchantnent. "It is so funny," she said. "Though it wasn't then. Come on, we'd better go; you can
feed me after the show. "
| asked her what those men were to her

"Friends," she said, still |aughing.

“"I'f they are friends, why were you so anxious that they not see you? Were you afraid they
woul d nake us late?" | knew that such a trivial explanation could not be true, but | wanted to
| eave her a nmeans of evading the question if she did not want to confide in ne.

She shook her head. "No, no. | didn't want either to think I did not trust him ['Il tel

you nore later, if you want to involve yourself in our little charade."”

"Wth all my heart.”

She snmiled at that.-that sun-drenched snmiled for which | would gladly have entered a |lion
pit. In afewnore steps we were at the rear entrance to the theater, and there was no tinme to say
nmore. She opened the door, and | heard Kreton arguing with a woman | | ater |earned was the
war drobe mistress. "You are free," | said, and he turned to | ook at nmne.

"Yes. Thanks to you, | think. And I do thank you."

Ardi s gazed on himas though he were a child saved from drowni ng. "Poor Bobby. Was it very
bad?"

"I't was frightening, that's all. | was afraid |I'd never get out. Do you know Terry is
gone?"

She shook her head, and said, "Wat do you nean?" but | was certain--and here | am not
exaggerating or coloring the facts, though | confess | have occasionally done so el sewhere in this
chronicle-that she had known it before he spoke

"He sinply isn't here. Paul is running around like a lunatic. | hear you m ssed ne | ast
ni ght."

"CGod, yes," Ardis said, and darted off too swiftly for me to follow

Kreton took nmy arm | expected himto apol ogi ze for having tried to rob nme, but he said,
"You've met her, | see.”

"She persuaded ne to drop the charges agai nst you."

"Whatever it was you offered ne-twenty rials? I"'mnorally entitled to it, but | won't
claimit. Cone and see ne when you're ready for somnething nore whol esone-and neanwhil e, how do you
i ke her?"

"That is something for nme to tell her," | said, "not you."

Ardis returned as | spoke, bringing with her a balding black nman with a nustache. "Paul
this is Nadan. His English is very good-not so British as nost of them He'll do, don't you
t hi nk?"

"He'll have to-you're sure he'll do it?"

"He'll love it," Ardis said positively, and di sappeared agai n.

It seened that Terry was the actor who played Mary Rose's husband and | over, Sinon; and |-
who had never acted in so nmuch as a school play-was to be pressed into the part. It was about half
an hour before curtain tinme, so | had all of fifty minutes to learn ny lines before ny entrance at
the end of the first act.

Paul, the director, warned ne that if ny name were used, the audi ence woul d be hostile;
and since the character (in the version of the play they were presenting) was supposed to be an
American, they woul d see errors where none existed. A nonent later, while | was still in frantic
rehearsal, | heard himsaying, "The part of Sinon Blake will be taken by Ned Jefferson.”

The act of stepping onto the stage for the first tine was really the worst part of the
entire affair. Fortunately | had the advantage of playing a nervous young man conme to ask for the
hand of his sweetheart, so that ny shaky | aughter and stanmer becanme "acting."
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My second scene-with Mary Rose and Caneron on the magi c island-ought by rights to have
been nuch nore difficult than the first. | had had only the interm ssion in which to study ny
lines, and the scene called for pessimstic apprehension rather than nere anxiety. But all the
speeches were short, and Paul had been able by that tine to get themlettered on | arge sheets of
paper, which he and the stage nanager held up in the wings. Several tinmes | was forced to
ext enporize, but though | forgot the playwight's words, | never lost ny sense of the trend of the
pl ay, and was always able to contrive sonething to which Ardis and Canmeron could adapt their
replies.

In conmparison to the first and second acts, ny brief appearance in the third was a
hol i day; yet | have sel dom been so exhausted as | was toni ght when the stage darkened for Ardis's
final confrontation with Kreton, and Caneron and |, and the niddl e-aged peopl e who had pl ayed t he
Mor el ands were able to creep away.

We had to remain in costune until we had taken our bows, and it was nearly m dni ght before
Ardis and | got something to eat at the sane small, dirty bar outside which Kreton had tried to
rob me. Over the steam ng plates she asked ne if | had enjoyed acting, and | had to nod.
it has turned ny mind again to the fate of the old Anericans. How often they, who chose their
| eaders for superficial appearances of strength, wi sdom and resolution, nust have el ected them
only because they were as fatigued as | was |ast night.

| had nmeant to buy a hanper of delicacies, and call for Ardis about one, but she cane for
me at eleven with a little basket already packed. We wal ked north al ong the bank of the channe
until we reached the ruins of the old tonb to which | have already referred, and the nearly
circular artificial |lake the Arericans call the Basin. It is rimed with flowering trees-old and
gnarl ed, but very beautiful in their robes of white blossom For sone little Anerican coin we were
given command of a bright blue boat with a sail twice or three times the size of ny handkerchi ef,
in which to dare the hal cyon waters of the |ake

VWen we were well away fromthe people on shore, Ardis asked ne, rather suddenly, if |
intended to spend all my tine in Arerica here in Washi ngton

| told her that ny original plan had been to stay here no nore than a week, then nmake ny
way up the coast to Philadel phia and the other ancient cities before |I returned hone; but that now
that | had net her | would stay here forever if she wished it.

"Haven't you ever wanted to see the interior? This strip of beach we live on is kept half
alive by the ocean and the trade that crosses it; but a hundred miles inland lies the weck of our
entire civilization, waiting to be plundered.”

"Then why doesn't soneone plunder it?" | asked.
"They do. A year never passes W thout soneone bringing sone great prize out-but it is so
large..." | could see her |ooking beyond the |ake and the fragrant trees. "So |arge that whole

cities are lost init. There was an arch of gold at the entrance to St. Louis-no one knows what
became of it. Denver, the Mle High Cty, was nested in silver nines; no one can find them now "

"Many of the old maps must still be in existence."

Ardi s nodded slowy, and | sensed that she wanted to say nore than she had. For a few
seconds there was no sound but the water |apping against the side of the boat.

"I remenber having seen sone in the museumin Teherannot only our maps, but sone of your
own froma hundred years ago."

"The Bourses of the rivers have changed," she said. "And when they have not, no one can be
sure of it."

“Many buil di ngs nust still be standing, as they are here,; in the Silent Gty."
"That was built of stone-nore solidly than anything else in the country. But yes, sone,
many, are still there."

"Then it would be possible to fly in, |land sonewhere, and.: pillage them"
"There are many dangers, and so nuch rubble to | ook through that anyone m ght search for a
lifetime and only scratch the surface."
| saw that talking of all this only nade her unhappy, and= tried to change the subject.
"Didn't you say that | could: escort you to a party tonight? Wiat will that be |ike?"
"Nadan, | have to trust soneone. You've never net my°
father, but he lives close to the hotel where you are staying,
and has a shop where he sells old books and maps." (So
had visited the right house.-alnost-after all!) "Wen he
was younger, he wanted to go into the interior. He nade
three or four trips, but never got farther than the Appal a
chian foothills. Eventually he married ny nother and didn't
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feel any longer that he could take the risks..."

"l understand."

"The things he had sought to guide himto the wealth of the past becane his stock in
trade. Even today, people who live farther inland bring himold papers; he buys themand resells
them Sonme of those people are only a step better than the ones who dig up the ceneteries for the
weddi ng rings of the dead wonen."

| recalled the rings | had bought in the shadow of the broken obelisk, and shuddered,
though | do not believe Ardis observed it.

"I said that sone of themwere hardly better than the grave robbers. The truth is that
sone are worse-there are people in the interior who are no | onger people. Qur bodies are. poi soned-
you know that, don't you? Al of us Americans. They have adapted-that's what Father says-but they
are no longer human. He nade his peace with them|ong ago, and he trades with themstill."

"You don't have to tell ne this."

"Yes | do-I must. Wuld you go into the interior, if | went with you? The government will
try to stop us if they learn of it, and to confiscate anything we find."

| assured her with every oath | could renenber that with her beside ne | would cross the
continent on foot if need be.

“I told you about ny father. | said that he sells the naps and records they bring him
What | did not tell you is that he reads themfirst. He has never given up, you see, in his
heart."

"He has made a di scovery?" | asked-

"He's made nany-hundreds. Bobby and | have used them You renenber those nen in the
restaurant? Bobby went to each of themwi th a map and sone of the old letters. He's persuaded them

to help finance an expedition into the interior, and nade each of thembelieve that we'll help him
cheat the other-that keeps them from conbining to cheat us, you see."

"And you want me to go with you?" | was beside myself with joy.

"W weren't going to go at all-Bobby was going to take the noney, and go to Baghdad or
Marrakesh, and take ne with him But Nadan," here she | eaned forward, | renenber, and took ny
hands in hers, "there really is a secret. There are nany, but one better-nore likely to be true,
more likely to yield truly imense wealth than all the others. | know you would share fairly with
me. We'll divide everything, and I'll go back to Teheran with you."

| know that | have never been nore happy in ny life than | was then, in that silly boat.
We sat together in the stern, nearly sinking it, under the conbined shade of the tiny sail and
Ardis's big straw hat, and ki ssed and stroked one another until we would have been pilloried a
dozen times in Iran

At last, when | could bear no nore unconsunmmated | ove, we ate the sandwi ches Ardis had
brought, and drank sone warnish, fruit-flavored beverage, and returned to shore.

When | took her home a few minutes ago, | very strongly urged her to let ne cone upstairs
with her; | was on fire for her, sick to inpale her upon nmy own flesh and pour nyself into her as
some nmad god before the comi ng of the Prophet m ght have poured his golden blood into the sea. She
woul d not pernit it-1 think because she feared that her apartnent could not be darkened enough to
suit her nodesty. | amdeternmined that | will yet see her

* *

| have bat hed and shaved to be ready for the party, and as there is still time | wll
insert here a description of the procession we passed on the way back fromthe | ake. As you see, |
have not yet conpletely abandoned the thought of a book of travels.

A very old man-1 suppose a priest-carried a cross on a long pole, using it as a staff, and
al nrost as a crutch. A nmuch younger one, fat and sweating, wal ked backward before hi mswi nging a
snoki ng censer. Two robed boys carrying | arge candl es preceded them and they were followed by
nore robed children, singing, who fought w th nudges and pinches when they felt the fat man was
not wat chi ng t hem

Li ke everyone else, | have seen this kind of thing done nuch better in Rome; but | was
nore affected by what | saw here. Wien the old priest was born, the greatness of America nust have
been a thing of such recent nenory that few can have realized it had passed forever; and the
entire processionfromthe flickering candles in clear sunshine, to the dead |eader lifted up, to
his inattentive, bickering followers behindseened to nme to incarnate the phil osophy and the
dil enma of these people. So | felt, at least, until | saw that they watched it as
unconprehendingly as they might if they thenselves were only travelers abroad, and | realized that
its ritualized plea for life renewed was nore foreign to themthan to mne.
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It is very late-three, ny watch says.

| resolved again not to wite in this book. To burn it or tear it to pieces, or to give it
to some beggar; but now | amwiting once again because | cannot sleep. The roomreeks of ny
vomt, though |I have thrown open the shutters and let in the night.

How could | have loved that? (And yet a few nonments ago, when | tried to sleep, visions of
El I en pursued ne back to wakeful ness.)

The party was a nmasque, and Ardis had obtained a costune for ne-a fantastic gilded arnor
fromthe wardrobe of the theater. She wore the robes of an Egyptian princess, and a domi no. At
m dni ght we lifted our nmasks and kissed, and in ny heart | swore that tonight the nask of darkness
woul d be lifted too.

VWen we left, | carried with me the bottle we had brought,
still nearly half full; and before she pinched out the candle |I persuaded her to pour a fina
drink for us to share when the first frenzy of our desire was past. She-it-did as | asked, and set
it onthe little table near the bed. Along tine afterward, when we |ay gasping side by side, |
found ny pistol with one groping hand and fired the beaminto the wide-bellied glass. Instantly it
filled with blue fire fromthe burning al cohol. Ardis screaned, and sprang up

| ask nyself now how | could have | oved; but then, how could | in one week have cone so
near to loving this corpse-country? Its eagle is dead-Ardis is the proper synmbol of its rule.
One hope, one very small hope renmains. It is possible that what | saw tonight was only an

illusion, induced by the egg. | know now that the thing | killed before Ardis's father's house was
real, and between this paragraph and the last | have eaten the last egg. |f hallucinations now
begin, I will know that what | saw by the light of the blazing arrack was in truth a thing with
which I have lain, and in one way or another will see to it that | never return to corrupt the

cl ean wonbs of the wonen of our enduring race. | might seek to claimthe mniatures of our
heritage after all, and allow the guards to kill me-but what if | were to succeed? | amnot fit to
touch them Perhaps the best end for nme would be to travel alone into this naggot-riddled
continent; in that way | will die at fit hands.

Later, Kreton is walking in the hall outside nmy door, and the tread of his tw sted bl ack
shoe jars the building |like an earthquake. | heard the word police as though it were thunder. M
dead Ardis, very small and bright, has stepped out of the candle-flame, and there is a hairy face
com ng through the w ndow.

The ol d woman cl osed t he not ebook. The younger woman, who had been readi ng over her
shoul der, noved to the other side of the small table and seated herself on a cushion, her feet
politely positioned so that the soles could not be seen. "He is alive then," she said.

The ol der woman remai ned silent, her gray head bowed over the notebook, which she held in
bot h hands.

"He is certainly inprisoned, or ill; otherwi se he would have been in touch with us." The
younger woman paused, snoothing the fabric of her chador with her right hand, while the left toyed
with

the gem sinulator she wore on a thin chain. "It is possible that he has already tried, but his
letters have nmiscarried.”

"You think this is his witing?" the ol der woman asked, opening the notebook at random
When the younger did not answer she added, "Perhaps. Perhaps."”

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe%20Seven%20American%20Nights.txt (25 of 25) [1/17/03 3:56:11 AM]



	Local Disk
	file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe%20Seven%20American%20Nights.txt


