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Aut hor' s DEDI CATI O\

To Banks Mebane.

Life is a thing--if you'll excuse a quick dab of phil osophy before you
know what kind of picture I'"mpainting--that reminds ne quite a bit of the
beaches around Tokyo Bay.

Now, it's been centuries since |'ve seen that Bay and those beaches, so
I could be off a bit. But I'mtold that it hasn't changed rmuch, except for the
condons, fromthe way that | remenber it.

| remenber a terrible expanse of dirty water, brighter and perhaps
cl eaner way off in the distance, but snelling and sl opping and chill close at
hand, like Tine when it wears away objects, delivers them renoves them Tokyo
Bay, on any given day, is likely to wash anything ashore. You nane it, and it
spits it up sone tinme or other: a dead man, a shell that m ght be al abaster
rose and punpkin bright, with a sinistral whorling, rising inevitably to the
tip of a horn as innocent as the unicorn's, a bottle with or without a note
whi ch you may or may not be able to read, a human foetus, a piece of very
snoboth wood with a nail hole in it--maybe a piece of the True Cross, | don't
know - and white pebbles and dark pebbles, fishes, enpty dories, yards of
cable, coral, seaweed, and those are pearls that were his eyes. Like that. You
| eave the thing alone, and after awhile it takes it away again. That's how it
operates. Ch yeah--it also used to be lousy with condons, |inp, alnost
transparent testinonies to the instinct to continue the species but not
toni ght, and sometinmes they were painted with snappy designs or sayings and

sonmetines had a feather on the end. These are al nost gone now, | hear, the way
of the Edsel, the klepsydra and the button hook, shot down and punctured by
the safety pill, which makes for |arger mammaries, too, so who conpl ai ns?

Sonetimes, as |'d wal k al ong the beach in the sun-spanked norning, the chil
breezes helping nme to recover fromthe effects of rest and recuperation | eave
froma small and neatly contained war in Asia that had cost ne a kid brother
sometines then | would hear the shrieking of birds when there were no birds in
sight. This added the el enent of nystery that nade the conparison inevitable:
life is athing that remnds ne quite a bit of the beaches around Tokyo Bay.
Anyt hi ng goes. Strange and uni que things are being washed up all the tinme. I'm
one of them and so are you. W spend sone tinme on the beach, maybe side by
side, and then that slopping, snelling, chilly thing rakes it with the liquid
fingers of a crunbling hand and some of the things are gone again. The
nmysterious bird-cries are the open end of the human condition. The voices of
the gods? Maybe. Finally, to nail all corners of the conparison to the wall
before we | eave the room there are two things that caused ne to put it there
in the first place: sonmetines, | suppose, things that are taken away m ght, by
some capricious current, be returned to the beach. |I'd never seen it happen
before, but maybe |I hadn't waited around | ong enough. Al so, you know, sonebody
could come along and pick up sonething he'd found there and take it away from
the Bay. When | learned that the first of these two things m ght actually have



happened, the first thing I did was puke. I'd been drinking and sniffing the
fumes of an exotic plant for about three days. The next thing | did was expe
all ny house guests. Shock is a wonderful soberer, and | already knew that the
second of the two things was possible--the taking away of a thing fromthe
Bay- - because it had happened to ne, but I'd never figured on the first coning
true. So | took a pill guaranteed to make nme a whole man in three hours,
followed it with a sauna bath and then stretched out on the big bed while the
servants, mechani cal and otherw se, took care of the cleaning up. Then | began
to shake all over. | was scared

| am a coward.

Now, there are a lot of things that scare nme, and they are all of them
t hi ngs over which | have little or no control, like the Big Tree.

| propped nyself up on ny el bow, fetched the package fromthe bedside
table and regarded its contents once nore.

There could be no m stake, especially when a thing like that was
addressed to ne.

| had accepted the special delivery, stuffed it into ny jacket pocket,
opened it at ny |eisure.

Then | saw that it was the sixth, and I'd gotten sick and called things
to a halt.

It was a tri-dee picture of Kathy, all in white, and it was dated as
devel oped a nmont h ago.

Kat hy had been ny first wife, naybe the only woman |I'd ever |oved, and
she'd been dead for over five hundred years. 1'Il explain that last part by
and by.

| studied the thing closely. The sixth such thing I'd received in as
many nonths. O different people, all of them dead. For ages.

Rocks and bl ue sky behind her, that's all.

It could have been taken anywhere where there were rocks and a bl ue sky.
It could easily have been a fake, for there are peopl e around who can fake
al nost anyt hi ng t hese days.

But who was there around, now, who'd know enough to send it to nme, and
why? There was no note, just that picture, the sane as with all the others--ny
friends, ny enem es.

And the whol e thing made ne think of the beaches around Tokyo Bay, and
maybe the Book of Revel ations, too.

| drew a bl anket over nyself and lay there in the artificial twlight I
had turned on at midday. | had been confortable, so confortable, all these
years. Now sonething | had thought scabbed over, flaked away, scarred smpothly
and forgotten had broken, and | bl ed.

If there was only the barest chance that | held a truth in ny shaking

hand .

| put it aside. After a time, | dozed, and |I forget what thing out of
sleep's mad roonms cane to make me sweat so. Better forgotten, |I'msure.

| showered when | awoke, put on fresh clothing, ate quickly and took a
carafe of coffee with me into ny study. | used to call it an office when |
wor ked, but around thirty-five years ago the habit wore off. | went through

t he past nonth's pruned and pre-sorted correspondence and found the itens |
was | ooking for amid the requests for noney from sone oddball charities and
sone oddbal | individuals who hinted at bonbs if | didn't cone across, four
invitations to lecture, one to undertake what once night have been an
interesting job, a load of periodicals, a letter froma |ong-lost descendant
of an obnoxious in-law fromny third marriage suggesting a visit, by him wth
me, here, three solicitations fromartists wanting a patron, thirty-one
notices that |awsuits had been commenced against me and letters from various
of my attorneys stating that thirty-one actions agai nst me had been quashed.

The first of the inmportant ones was a letter from Marling of Megapei. It
sai d, roughly:
"Earth-son, | greet you by the twenty-seven Nanmes that still remain,

praying the while that you have cast nore jewels into the darkness and given



themto glowwith the colors of life.

"I fear that the tinme of the life for the nbst ancient and dark green
body I amprivileged to wear noves now toward an ending early next year. It
has been |l ong since these yellow and failing eyes have seen ny stranger son
Let it be before the ending of the fifth season that he conmes to ne, for al
my cares will be with me then and his hand upon ny shoul der would |ighten
their burden. Respects."

The next missive was fromthe Deep Shaft M ning and Processi ng Conpany,
whi ch everyone knows to be a front organization for Earth's Centra
Intelligence Departnent, asking ne if | mght be interested in purchasing sone
used- but-i n-good-condition of f-world m ning equi pment | ocated at sites from
whi ch the cost of transport would be prohibitive to the present owners.

What it really said, in a code |I'd been taught years before when I'd
done a contract job for the federal governnent of Earth, was, _sans_
of ficial ese and roughly:

"What's the matter? Aren't you loyal to the home planet? W' ve been
asking you for nearly twenty years to come to Earth and consult with us on a
matter vital to planetary security. You have consistently ignored these
requests. This is an urgent request and it requires your immedi ate cooperation
on a matter of the gravest inportance. W trust, and etc."

The third one said, in English

"I do not want it to seemas if | amtrying to presune on sonething |ong
gone by, but | amin serious trouble and you are the only person | can think
of who might be able to help nme. If you can possibly make it in the near
future, please cone see me on Aldebaran V. I'mstill at the old address,
al t hough the place has changed quite a bit. Sincerely, Ruth."

Three appeals to the humanity of Francis Sandow. Wich, if any of them
had anything to do with the pictures in ny pocket?

The orgy | had called short had been a sort of going-away party. By now,
all of ny guests were on their ways off my world. When | had started it as an
efficient nmeans of getting them | oaded and shi pped away, | had known where _| _
was going. The arrival of Kathy's picture, though, was maki ng ne think

Al three parties involved in the correspondence knew who Kat hy had
been. Ruth m ght once have had access to a picture of her, fromwhich sone
tal ented person mght work. Marling could have created the thing. Centra
Intelligence could have dug up old docunments and had it forged in their |abs.
O none of these. It was strange that there was no acconpanyi ng nessage, if
somebody want ed sonet hi ng.

| had to honor Marling' s request, or |'d never be able to live with
nmysel f. That had been first on ny agenda, but now- | had through the fifth
season, northern hem sphere, Megapei--which was still over a year away. So
could afford sone other stops in between.

Whi ch ones woul d they be?

Central Intelligence had no real claimon ny services and Earth no

domi nion over me. While | was willing to help Earth if | could, the issue
couldn't be so terribly vital if it had been around for the full twenty years
they'd been pestering ne. After all, the planet was still in existence, and

according to the best information |I had on the matter, was functioning as
normal |y and poorly as usual. And for that matter, if | was as inportant to
themas they made out in all their letters, _they_could have cone and seen
ne.

But Rut h- -

Rut h was another matter. We had lived together for alnost a year before
we'd realized we were cutting each other to ribbons and it just wasn't going
to work out. We parted as friends, remained friends. She neant sonething to

me. | was surprised she was still alive after all this time. But if she needed
nmy help, it was hers.
So that was it. 1'd go see Ruth, quickly, and try to bail her out of

what ever jam she was in. Then |1'd go to Megapei. And somewhere along the |ine,
| mght pick up a lead as to who, what, when, where, why and how | had



received the pictures. If not, then 1'd go to Earth and try Intelligence.
Maybe a favor for a favor would be in order

| drank ny coffee and snoked. Then, for the first time in alnost five
years, | called ny port and ordered the readying of _Mdel T_, my junp-buggy,
for the distance-hopping. It would take the rest of the day, nmuch of the
ni ght, and be ready around sunrise, | figured.

Then | checked my automatic Secretary and Files to see who owned the _T_
currently. S & Ftold me it was Lawence J. Conner of Lochear--the "J" for
"John." So | ordered the necessary identification papers, and they fell from

the tube and into my padded in-basket about fifteen seconds later. | studied
Conner's description, then called for nmy barber on wheels to turn ny hair from
dark brown to blond, lighten my suntan, toss on a few freckles, haze ny eyes

t hree shades darker and lay on sone new fingerprints.

| have a whole roster of fictitious people, backgrounds conpl ete and
verifiable when you're away fromtheir honmes, people who have purchased the
_T_fromone anot her over the years, and others who will do so in the future.
They are all of themaround five feet, ten inches in height and weigh in at
about one-sixty. They are all individuals | am capable of becoming with a bit
of cosnetic and the nenorization of a few facts. Wen | travel, | don't like
the idea of doing it in a vessel registered in the name of Francis Sandow of
Homefree or, as sone refer to it, Sandow s World. Wiile I"'mquite willing to
make the sacrifice and live with it, this is one of the drawbacks involved in
bei ng one of the hundred wealthiest men in the galaxy (I think I'm87th, as of
the | ast bal ance-sheet, but | could be 88th or 86th): sonmebody always wants
somet hing fromyou, and it's al ways bl ood or noney, neither of which | am
willing to spend too freely. I"'mlazy and | scare easily and | just want to
hang onto what |'ve got of both. If |I had any sense of conpetition at all,
suppose |'d be busy trying to be 87th, 86th, or 85th, whichever. | don't care,

t hough. | never did much, really, except maybe a little at first, and then the
novel ty quickly wore off. Anything over your first billion becomnes
nmet aphysical. | used to think of all the vicious things | was probably

financing without realizing it. Then | cane up with ny Big Tree phil osophy and
decided the hell with the whole bit.

There is a Big Tree as old as human society, because that's what it is,
and the sumtotal of its |leaves, attached to all its branches and tw gs,
represents the amount of noney that exists. There are nanes witten on these
| eaves, and some fall off and new ones grow on, so that in a few seasons al
t he nanes have been changed. But the Tree stays pretty nmuch the same: bigger
yes; and carrying on the sane life functions as always, in pretty nmuch the
same way, too. | once went through a tinme when | tried to cut out all the rot
| could find in the Tree. | found that as soon as | cut out a section in one
pl ace, it would occur sonewhere else, and | had to sleep sonetime. Hell, you
can't even give nmoney away properly these days; and the Tree is too big to
bend |i ke a _bonsai _ in a bucket and so alter its growh. So | just let it
grow on its nerry way now, my name on all those |eaves, sone of them w thered
and sere and sone bright with the first-green, and | try to enjoy nyself,
swi ngi ng around those branches and wearing a nanme that | don't see witten al
around ne. So much for ne and the Big Tree. The story of how | canme to own so
much greenery mght provoke an even funnier, nore el aborate and | ess botanica
nmet aphor. If so, let's make it later. Too many, and | ook what happened to poor
Johnny Donne: he started thinking he wasn't an |slande, and he's out there at
the bottom of Tokyo Bay now and it doesn't dimnish ne one bit.

| began briefing S & F on everything ny staff should do and not do in ny
absence. After many playbacks and nmuch mindracking, | think I covered
everything. | reviewed ny last will and testanment, saw nothing |I wanted
changed. | shifted certain papers to destructboxes and | eft orders that they
be activated if this or that happened. | sent an alert to one of ny
representatives on Aldebaran V, to let himknowthat if a man naned Law ence
J-for-John Conner happened to pass that way and needed anything, it was his,
and an emergency i.d. code, in case | had to be identified as nme. Then |



noticed that close to four hours had passed and | was hungry.

"How | ong to sunset, rounded to the nearest mnute?" | asked S & F.

"Forty-three mnutes," cane its neuter-voiced reply through the hidden
speaker .

"I will dine on the East Terrace in precisely thirty-three mnutes," |
sai d, checking my chrononmeter. "I will have a |obster with french fried
pot at oes and col e sl aw, a basket of mixed rolls, a half-bottle of our own
chanpagne, a pot of coffee, a |lenmon sherbert, the oldest Cognhac in the cellar
and two cigars. Ask Martin Brermen if he would do ne the honor of serving it."

"Yes," said S & F. "No. sal ad?"

"No sal ad."

Then | strolled back to nmy suite, threw a few things into a suitcase
and began changing clothes. | activated my bedroom hookup to S & F, and ami dst
a certain stomach-winging, neck-chilling feeling, gave the order | had been
putting off and could properly put off no |onger

"In exactly two hours and 11 m nutes,"” | said, checking my chrononeter

"ring Lisa and ask her if she would care to have a drink with me on the West
Terrace--in half an hour's time. Prepare for her now two checks, each in the
amount of fifty thousand dollars. Also, prepare for her a copy of Reference A
Deliver these itenms to this station, in separate, unseal ed envel opes."

"Yes," canme the reply, and while | was adjusting nmy cuff-1links these
items slid down the chute and cane to rest in the basket on ny dresser

I checked the contents of the three envel opes, sealed them placed them
in an inside pocket of ny jacket and nade ny way to the hallway that led to
the East Terrace.

Qut si de, the sun, an anber giant now, was ambushed by a w spy strand
whi ch gave up in less than a m nute and swam away. Hordes of overhead cl ouds
wore gold, yellow and touches of deepening pink as the sun descended the
nmercil ess blue road that |lay between Urimand Thunmim the twin peaks | had set
just there to draw himand quarter himat each day's ending. H s rai nbow bl ood
woul d splash their m sty slopes during the final m nutes.

| seated myself at ny table beneath the elmtree. The overhead
force-projector came on at the weight of ny body upon the chair, keeping
| eaves, insects, bird droppings and dust from descendi ng upon me from above.
After a few nmonents, Martin Bremen approached, pushing a covered cart before
hi m

"Good efening, sir."

"Good evening, Martin. How go things with you?"

"Chust fine, Mster Sandow. And yoursel f?"

"I"'mgoing away," | said.

" AR?"

He laid the setting before ne, uncovered the cart and began to serve the
nmeal .

"Yes," | said, "maybe for quite sone tine."

| sampl ed ny chanpagne and nodded approval

". . . So |l wanted to say sonething you're probably already aware of
before | go. That is, you prepare the best neals |'ve ever eaten--"

"Thank you, M ster Sandow." His naturally ruddy face deepened a shade or
two, and he fought the corners of his nouth into a straight Iine as he dropped
his dark eyes. "I'fe enchoyed our association.”

". . . So, if you' d care to take a year's vacation--full salary and al
expenses, of course, plus a slush fund for buying any reci pes you m ght be

interested in trying-- I'lIl call the Bursar's Ofice before | go, and set
t hi ngs up."
"Venn vill you be |eafing, sir?"

"Early tonorrow norning."

"I see, sir. Yes. Thank you. That sounds wery pleasant."

" And find sone nore recipes for yourself while you're at it.
"I"ll keep vun eye open, sir."

"I't nust be a funny feeling, preparing neals the taste of which you



can't even guess at."

"Ch no, sir," he protested. "The tasters are conpletely reliable, and
vile I"lIl admit I'fe often speculated as to the taste of sone of your neals,
the closest situation iss, | suppose, that of being a chem st who does not
really vish to taste all of his experinments, if you know vatt | nean, sir."

He hel d the basket of rolls in one hand, the pot of coffee in his other
hand, the dish of cole slaw in his other hand, and his other hand rested on
the cart's handle. He was a Rigelian, whose nane was sonething like Mmrt'n
Brrmin. He'd |l earned his English froma Gernman cook, who'd hel ped himpick an
Engli sh equivalent for Mmrt'n Brrmin. A Rigelian chef, with a good taster or
two fromthe subject race, prepares the greatest neals in the galaxy. They're
qui te di spassionate about it, too. W' d been through the just-finished
di scussion before, many tines, and he knew | was al ways ki ddi ng hi m when
tal ked that way, trying to get himto adnmt that human food rem nded hi m of
gar bage, manure or industrial wastes. Apparently, there is a professiona
et hi c agai nst acknow edgi ng any such thing. His normal counter is to be
painfully formal. On occasion, however, when he's had a bit too nuch of |enon
juice, orange juice or grapefruit juice, he's as nmuch as adnitted that cooking
for _hompo sapiens_ is considered the |lowest level to which a Rigelian chef can
stoop. | try to make up to himfor it as nuch as |I can, because | |like himas
well as his meals, and it's very hard to get Rigelian chefs, no matter how
much you can afford to spend.

"Martin," | said, "if anything should happen to me this tine out, 1'd
like you to know that |'ve made provision for you inny will."

"I--1 don't know vatt to say, sir."

"So don't," | told him "To be conpletely selfish about it, | hope you
don't collect. I plan on com ng back."
He was one of the few persons to whom wth inmpunity yet, | could

mention such a thing. He had been with me for thirty-two years and was wel |
past the point which would entitle himto a good lifetime pension anyway.
Preparing nmeal s was his di spassi onate passion, though, and for some unknown
reason he seened to like me. He'd make out quite a bit better if | dropped
dead that minute, but not enough to really nmake it worth his while to lace ny
cole slaw with Murtanian butterflyvenom

"Look at that sunset, will you!" | decided.

He watched for a mnute or two, then said, "You certainly do them up
brown, sir."

"Thank you. You may | eave the Cognac and cigars now and retire. 1'll be
here awhile."”

He placed themon the table, drew hinmself up to his full eight feet of
hei ght, bowed, and said, "Best of luck on your churney, sir, and good
efening."

"Sleep well," | said.

"Thank you,"” and he slithered away into the twlight.

When the cool night breezes slipped about nme and the toadingales in
their distant wall ows began a Bach cantata, ny orange noon Florida canme up
where the sun had gone down. The night-bl oom ng danderoses spilled their
perfunes upon the indigo air, the stars cane on |ike alum numconfetti, the
ruby-shrouded candl e sputtered on ny table, the |obster was warm and buttery
in my mouth and the chanpagne cold as the heart of an iceberg. | felt a
certain sadness and the desire to say "I will be back" to this noment of tinme.

So | finished the |obster, the chanpagne, the sherbert, and I lit a
cigar before | poured a snifter of Cognac, which, |I have been told, is a
barbaric practice. | toasted everything in sight to make up for it, and then
poured a cup of coffee.

When | had finished, | rose and took a wal k around that big, conplex
buil ding, ny honme. | noved up to the bar on the West Terrace and sat there
with a Cognac in front of me. After atine, | [it nmy second cigar. Then she
appeared in the archway, automatically falling into a perfume-ad pose.

Lisa wore a soft, silky blue thing that foaned about her in the |ight of



the terrace, all sparkles and haze. She had on white gl oves and a di anond
choker; she was ash-bl onde, the angles and curves of her pale-pink |ips drawn
up so that there was a circle between them and she tilted her head far to one
side, one eye closed, the other squinting.

"Well-met by moonlight," she said, and the circle broke into a snile
sudden and dewy, and | had tinmed it so that the second noon, pure white, was
rising then in the west. Her voice rem nded nme of a recording stuck on a
passage at mddle C. They don't record things on discs that stick that way any
nore, but even if no one el se renmenbers, | do.

"Hello," | said. "What are you drinking?"

"Scotch and soda," she said, as always. "Lovely night!"

| looked into her two too blue eyes and smled. "Yes," as | punched out

her order and the drink was nade and delivered, "it is."
"You' ve changed. You're lighter."
"Yes."
"You're up to no good, | hope."
"Probably." | passed it to her. "It's been what? --Five nonths now?"

"Abit nore."
"Your contract was for a year."

"That's right."

| passed her an envel ope, and, "This cancels it," | said.

"What do you mean?" she asked, the smle freezing, dimnishing, gone.

"What ever | say, always," | said.

"You nmean |'m di sm ssed?"

"I"'mafraid so," | told her, "and here's a simlar anpunt, to prove to
you it isn't what you think." | passed her the second envel ope.

"What is it, then?" she asked.

"I"ve got to go away. No sense to your wilting here in the nmeantine. |
m ght be gone quite awhile."

"1 wait."

"No. "

"Then I'Il go with you."

"Even if it neans you might die along with nme, if things go bad?"

| hoped she'd say yes. But after all this time | think I know somnet hing
about people. That's why Reference A was handy.

"It's possible, this tine around,” | said. "Sonetines a guy like nme has
to take a few risks."

"WIl you give ne a reference?" she said.

"I have it here."

She si pped her drink

"Al'l right," she said.

| passed it to her.

"Do you hate ne?" she asked.

"No. "
"Why not ?"

"\Why 2"

"Because |'mweak, and | value ny life."
"So do I, though I can't guarantee it."
"That's why I'Il accept the referral.”

"That's why | have it ready."

"You think you know everything, don't you?"

"No. "

"What will we do tonight?" she asked, finishing her drink
"I don't know everything."

"Well, | know something. You ve treated ne all right."
"Thanks. "

"I"'d l'ike to hang onto you."

"But | just scared you?"

"Yes."

"Too much?"



"Too much. "

I finished ny Cognac, puffed on the cigar, studied Florida and nmy white
noon Cue Ball

"Toni ght," she said, taking ny hand, "you'll at |east forget to hate

ne."

She didn't open her envel opes. She sipped her second drink and regarded
Fl orida and Cue Ball al so.

"When will you | eave?"

"Ere dawn," | said

"CGod, you're poetical."

"No, I'"'mjust what I am"

"That's what | said."

"I don't think so, but it's been good know ng you."

She finished her drink and put it down.

"It's getting chilly out here.™

"Yes."

"Let us repair within."

"I"'d like to repair."

| put down ny cigar and we stood and she kissed ne. So | put nmy arm
around her trimand sparkling, blue-kept waist and we noved away fromthe bar
toward the archway, through the archway and beyond, into the house we were
| eavi ng.

Let's nmake it a triple-asterisk break

Per haps the wealth |I acquired al ong the way to becom ng who I amis one
of the things that nmade nme one of the things that | an i.e., a bit of a
par anoi d. No.

It's too pat.

| could justify the qualns | feel each tinme | | eave Honefree by saying
that this is their source. Then | could turn around and justify that, by
saying that it isn't really paranoia if there really are people out to get
you. And there are, which is one of the reasons things are arranged to such an
extent that | could stand all al one on Homefree and defy any man or gover nnent

that wanted nme to cone and take me. They'd have to kill me, which would be a
fairly expensive proposition, as it would entail destroying the entire planet.
And even then, | think |I've got an out that m ght work, though |I've never had

to test it under field conditions.

No, the real reason for ny qualms is the very ordinary fear of death and
non-being that all men know, intensified many tines, though once | had a
glinpse of alight that | can't explain . . . Forget that. There's me and
maybe a few Sequoia trees that came onto the scene in the twentieth century
and have managed to nake it up until now, the thirty-second. Lacking the
passivity of the plant kingdom | learned after a time that the | onger one
exi sts the nore strongly one becomes infected with a sense of nortality.
Corollary to this, survival--once a thing | thought of primarily in Darw nian
ternms, as a pastine of the |lower classes and phyla--threatens to becone a
preoccupation. It is a nmuch subtler jungle now than it was in the days of ny
youth, with sonething like fifteen hundred inhabited worlds, each with its own
ways of killing nen, ways readily exportable when you can travel between the
worlds in no time at all; seventeen other intelligent races, four of whom|
consi der smarter than men and seven or eight who are just as stupid, each with
its own ways of killing nen; nultitudes of machines to serve us, nunerous and
ordinary as the autonobile was when | was a kid, each with its own ways of
killing nmen; new di seases, new weapons, new poi sons and new mean ani mals, new
objects of hatred, greed, lust and addiction, each with its own ways of
killing nmen; and many, many, nany new places to die. |'ve seen and net a | ot



of these things, and because of my sonmewhat unusual occupation there nay be
only twenty-six people in the gal axy who know nore about themthan | do.

So |'m scared, even though no one's shooting at ne just now, the way
they were a couple weeks before | got sent to Japan for rest and recuperation
and found Tokyo Bay, say twelve hundred years ago. That's close. That's life.

| left in the dead of pre-dawn night w thout purposely saying goodbye to
anybody, because that's the way | figure | have to be. | did wave back at a
shadowy figure in the Operations Building who had waved at ne after 1'd parked
nmy buggy and had begun wal ki ng across the field. But then, | was a shadowy
figure, too. | reached the dock where the _Mdel T_ sat squat, boarded her
stowed my gear, spent half an hour checking systens. Then | went outside to
i nspect the phase-projectors. | |lit a cigarette.

In the east, the sky was yellow A runble of thunder came out of the
dark nmountains to the west. There were some clouds above ne and the stars
still clung to sky's faded cloak, less like confetti than dewdrops now.

For once, it wasn't going to happen, | decided.

Sone birds sang, and a gray cat cane and rubbed against ny leg, then
nmoved off in the direction of the birdsongs.

The breeze shifted so that it came up fromthe south, filtered through
the forest that began at the far end of the field. It bore the norni ngdanp
snells of life and grow h.

The sky was pink as | took ny last puff, and the nountains seened to
shiver within their shimrering as | turned and crushed it out. A large, blue
bird floated toward me and | anded on ny shoulder. | stroked its plumage and
sent it on its way.

| took a step toward the vehicle

My toe struck a projecting bolt in a dock-plate and | stunbled. | caught
hold of a strut and saved nyself froma conplete fall. | |anded on one knee,
and before | could get up a small, black bear was licking ny face. | scratched
his ears and patted his head, then slapped himon the runp as | rose. He
turned and noved off toward the wood.

| tried to take another step, then realized that ny sleeve was caught in
the place where the strut | had grabbed crossed over another one.

By the time |1'd disentangled nyself, there was another bird upon ny
shoul der and a dark cloud of them flapping across the field fromthe direction
of the forest. Above the noise of their cries, | heard nore thunder

It was happeni ng.

| made a dash for the ship, alnobst stunbling over a green rabbit who sat
on her haunches before the hatch, nose tw tching, pink, myopic eyes staring in
my direction. A big glass snake slithered toward me across the dock
transparent and gl eam ng

| forgot to duck my head, banged it on the upper hatchplate and reel ed
back. My ankl e was seized by a bl onde nonkey, who wi nked a blue eye at ne.

So | patted her head and pulled free. She was stronger than she | ooked.

| passed through the hatch, and it jamed when | tried to close it.

By the time 1'd worked it free, the purple parrots were calling nmy nane
and the snake was trying to come aboard.

I found a power-pull and used it.

"Al'l right! Goddam it!" | cried. "I'mgoing! CGoodbye! I'Il be back!"

The lightnings flashed and the thunders rolled and a storm began in the
nount ains and raced toward nme. | worked the hatch free.

"Clear the field!" | yelled, and slamed it.

| dogged it shut, noved to the control seat and activated all systens.

On the screen, | saw the animals departing. Wsps of fog drifted by, and

| heard the first drops of rain spattering on the hull



| raised the ship, and the storm broke about ne.

| got above it, left the atnosphere, accelerated, achieved orbit and set
ny cour se.

It's always like that when | try to | eave Honmefree, which is why |
always try to sneak away without telling the place goodbye. It never works,
t hough.

Anyway, it's nice to know that sonewhere you are wanted

* * *

At the proper nonent, | broke orbit and raced away fromthe Honefree
System For several hours | was queasy and ny hands tended to shake. | snoked
too many cigarettes and ny throat began to feel dry. Back at Honefree, | had
been in charge of everything. Now, though, | was entering the big arena once
again. For a nmonent, | actually contenplated turning back

Then | thought of Kathy and Marling and Ruth and N ck the | ong dead
dwarf and ny brother Chuck, and | continued on to phase-point, hating nyself.

It happened suddenly, just after | had entered phase and the ship was
piloting itself.

| began | aughing, and a feeling of reckl essness came over me, just like
in the old days.

VWhat did it matter if | died? What was | living for that was so dammed
i nportant? Eating fancy neal s? Spending ny nights with contract courtesans?
Nut s! Sooner or |ater Tokyo Bay gets us all, and it would get ne one day, too,

| knew, despite everything. Better to be swept away in the pursuit of
somet hi ng hal fway noble than to vegetate until soneone finally figured a way
to kill me in bed.

And this, too, was a phase.

| began to chant a litany in a | anguage ol der than mankind. It was the
first time in nmany years that | had done so, for it was the first time in many
years that | had felt fit to.

The light in the cabin seemed to grow dim though | was sure it burnt as
brightly as ever. The little dials on the consol e before nme receded, becane
spar ks, becane the glowi ng eyes of aninmals peering at ne fromout a dark wood.
My voi ce now sounded |i ke the voice of another, coming by some acoustica
trick froma point far before ne. Wthin nyself, | followed it forward.

Then other voices joined in. Soon my own ceased, but the others
continued, faint, high-pitched, fading and swelling as though borne by sone
unfelt wind; they touched lightly at ny ears, not really beckoning. | couldn't
make out any words, but they were singing. The eyes were all around ne,
nei t her advanci ng nor receding, and in the distance there was a very pale

glow, as of sunset on a day filled with mlk-clouds. | realized then that I
was asl eep and dreami ng, and that | could awaken if | wi shed. | didn't,
t hough. | nmoved on into the west.

At length, beneath a dreampale sky, | cane to the edge of a cliff and

could go no farther. There was water, water that | could not cross over, pale
and sparkling, waiths of nmist folding and unfol ding, slowy, above it; and
out, far out fromwhere | stood, one arm hal f-extended, crag piled upon
terrace upon cold terrace, rocky buttresses all about, fog-di med pinnacles
indicating a sky that | could not see, the whole stark as a sandbl asted
i ceberg of ebony, | beheld the source of the singing, and a chillness clutched
at nmy neck and perhaps the hair rose upon it.

| saw the shades of the dead, drifting like the m sts or standing,
hal f-hid, by the dark rocks of that place. And | knew that they were the dead,
for among them | saw Nick the dwarf, gesturing obscenely, and |I saw the
tel epath M ke Shandon, who had al nost toppled an enpire, _ny_ enpire, the man
I had slain with my own hands, and there was ny old enenmy Dango the Knife, and
Courtcour Bodgis, the man with the conputer mnd, and Lady Karle of Al gol



whom | had | oved and hat ed.

Then | called upon that which | hoped I could still call upon

There came a runbl e of thunder and the sky grew as bright and blue as a
pool of azure mercury. | saw her standing there for a nmonent, out across those
waters in that dark place, Kathy, all in white, and our eyes met and her nouth

opened and | heard ny name spoken but nothing nore, for the next clap of
t hunder brought with it total darkness and laid it upon that isle and the one
who had stood upon the cliff, one arm hal f-extended. Me, | guess.

When | awoke, | had a rough idea of what it had meant. A rough idea
only. And | couldn't understand it worth a damm, though | tried to analyze it.

| had once created Boecklin's Isle of the Dead to satisfy the whimof a
board of unseen clients, strains of Rachmani noff dancing |ike phantom sugar
pl ums through nmy head. It had been a rough piece of work. Especially, since
ama creature who thinks in a nostly pictorial format. \Wenever | think of
death, which is often, there are two pictures that take turns filling nmy mnd.
One is the Valley of Shadows, a big, dark valley begi nning between two nassive
prows of gray stone, with a greensward that starts out twilit and just gets
dar ker and darker as you stare farther and farther into it, until finally you
are staring into the blackness of interstellar space itself, _sans_ stars,
conets, meteors, anything; and the other is that mad painting by Boecklin,
_The isle of the Dead_, of the place | had just viewed in the | and of dream
O the two places, the Isle of the Dead is far nore sinister. The Valley seens
to hold a certain promi se of peace. This, however, may be because | never
designed and built a Valley of Shadows, sweating over every nuance and
overtone of that enmotion-winging | andscape. But in the mdst of an otherw se
Eden, | had raised up an Isle of the Dead one tine, and it had burnt itself
into ny consciousness to such an extent that not only could |I never wholly
forget it, but | had becone a part of it as surely as it was a part of ne.
Now, this part of nyself had just addressed me in the only way that it could,
in response to a sort of prayer. It was warning ne, | felt, and it was al so
giving ne a clue, a clue that m ght make sense as time went on. Synbols, by
their very nature, conceal as well as indicate, damm them

Kathy _had_ seen nme, within the fabric of mnmy vision, which nmeant that
there m ght be a chance .

| turned on the screen and regarded the spirals of light, nmoving in both
cl ockwi se and countercl ockwi se directions about a point directly before ne.
These were the stars, visible only in this fashion, there, on the underside of

space. As | hung there and the universe noved about ne, | felt the decades

| ayers of fat that padded ny soul's mdsection catch fire and begin to burn.
The man | had worked so hard at beconing died then, | hope, and | felt that
Shi mbo of Darktree Tower, Shrugger of Thunders, still lived.

| watched the spinning stars, grateful, sad and proud, as only a nan who
has outlived his destiny and realized he might yet forge hinself another, can
be.

After a time, the whirlpool in the sky sucked ne down to sleep's dark
center, drean ess and cool, soft and still, like the Valley of Shadows
per haps.

It was as two weeks' tinme before Law ence Conner brought his _Mdel T_
to berth on Aldebaran V, which is called Driscoll, after its discoverer. It
was as two weeks inside the _Mdel T_, though no tine at all passed during



phase. Don't ask nme why, please. | don't have tine to wite a book. But had
Lawr ence Conner decided to turn around and head back for Honefree, he could
have enjoyed anot her two weeks of calisthenics, introspection and readi ng and
qui te possibly have nade it back on the afternoon of the same day Francis
Sandow had departed, doubtless pleasing the wildlife no end. He didn't,
t hough. Instead, he hel ped Sandow nail down a piece of the briar business,
which he didn't really want, just to keep up appearances whil e he exami ned the
puzzl e- pi eces he'd found. Maybe they were pieces fromseveral different
puzzles, all m xed together. There was no way of telling.

| wore a light tropical suit and sungl asses, for the yellow sky had in
it only a few orange-col ored cl ouds and the sun beat waves of heat about ne,
and they broke upon the pastel pavenents where they splashed and rose in a

warm reality-distorting spray. | drove ny rented vehicle, a slip-sled, into
the art colony of a city called Mdi, a place too sharp and fragile and
necessarily beside the sea for ny liking--with nearly all its towers, spires,

cubes and ovoi ds that people call hone, office, studio, or shop built out of
that stuff called glacyllin, which my be made transparent in a colorless or
tinted fashion and opaqued at any color, by neans of a sinple,

nol ecul e-di sturbing control --and | sought out Nuage, a street down by the
waterfront, driving through a town that constantly changed Lol or about ne,

rem nding ne of nolded jello--raspberry, strawberry, cherry, orange, |enon and
l[ime--with lots of fruits inside.

| found the place, at the old address, and Ruth had been right.

It had changed, quite a bit. It had been one of the few stronghol ds
against the creeping jello that ate the city, back when we had lived there
together. Now it, too, had succumbed. \Where once there had been a high, stucco
wal I encl osing a cobbl ed courtyard, a black iron gate set within its archway,
a hacienda within, sprawl ed about a small pool where the waters spl ashed
sun-ghosts on the rough walls and the tiles, now there was a castle of jello
with four high towers. Raspberry, yet.

| parked, crossed a rainbow bridge, touched the announcenent-plate on

t he door.

"This home is vacant," reported a nechani cal voice through a conceal ed
speaker .

"When will Mss Laris be back?" | asked.

"This home is vacant," it repeated. "If you are interested in purchasing

it, you may contact Paul G idden at Sunspray Realty, Incorporated, 178 Avenue
of the Seven Sighs."

"Did Mss Laris |l eave a forwardi ng address?"

"No. "

"Did she | eave any nessages?"

"No. "

| returned to the slip-sled, raised it onto an eight-inch cushion of air
and sought out the Avenue of the Seven Sighs, which had once been called Min
Street.

He was fat and lacking in hair, except for a pair of gray eyebrows about
two i nches apart, each thin enough to have been drawn on with a single
penci | -stroke, high up there over eyes slate-gray and serious, higher stil
above the pink catenary nmouth that probably even sniled when he slept, there,
under the small, upturned thing he breathed through, which | ooked even snaller
and nore turned-up because of the dollops of dough his cheeks that threatened
to rise even further and engulf it conpletely, along with all the rest of his
features, leaving hima snooth, suffocating |unp (save for the tiny, pierced
ears with the sapphires in them, turning as ruddy as the w de-sl eeved shirt
that covered his northern henmi sphere, Mster G idden, behind his desk at
Sunspray, lowering the noist hand | had just shaken, his Masonic ring clicking
agai nst the cerami c sunburst of his ashtray as he picked up his cigar, in
order to study ne, fish-like, fromthe | ake of snoke into which he subnerged.

"Have a seat, M ster Conner," he chewed. "Wat have | got that you
want ?"



"You're handling Ruth Laris' place, over on Nuage, aren't you?"
"That's right. Think you might want to buy it?"

"I"'mlooking for Ruth Laris," | said. "Do you know where she's noved?"
A certain luster went out of his eye.

"No," he said. "I've never nmet Ruth Laris."

"She must want you to send the noney somepl ace."

"That's right."

"Mnd telling me where?"

"Why shoul d I ?"

"Way not? I'mtrying to | ocate her."

"I"'mto deposit in her account at a bank."

"Here in town?"

"That is correct. Artists Trust."

"But she didn't make the arrangenents with you?"

"No. Her attorney did."

"Mnd telling me who he is?"

He shrugged, down there in his pool. "Wy not?" he said. "Andre DuBois,
at Benson, Carling and Wi. Eight bl ocks north of here.™

"Thanks. "
"You're not interested in the property then, | take it?"
"On the contrary,” | said. "I'lIl buy the place, if | can take possession

this afternoon--and if | can discuss the deal with her attorney. How does
fifty-two thousand sound?"

Suddenly he was out of his pool

"Where may | call you, M ster Conner?"

"I"ll be staying at the Spectrum™"

"After five?"

"After five is fine."

So what to do?

First, | checked in at the Spectrum Second, using the proper code, |
contacted ny man on Driscoll to arrange for the necessary quantity of cash to
be avail able to Lawence Conner for the purchase. Third, | drove down to the

religious district, parked the sled, got out, began wal ki ng.

| wal ked past shrines and tenpl es dedicated to Everybody, from Zoroaster
to Jesus Christ. | slowed when | cane to the Pei'an section

After atime, | found it. Al there was above the ground was an
entranceway, a green place about the size of a one-car garage.

| passed within and descended a narrow stairway.

| reached a small, candle-lit foyer and noved on through a | ow arch

| entered a dark shrine containing a central altar decked out in a deep
green, tiers of pews all about it.

There were hundreds of stained glassite plates on all five walls,
depicting the Pei'an deities. Maybe | shouldn't have gone there that day. It
had been so | ong.

There were six Pei'ans and ei ght humans present, and four of the Pei'ans
were wonen. They all wore prayerstraps.

Pei ' ans are about seven feet tall and green as grass. Their heads | ook
like funnels, flat on top, their necks like the necks of funnels. Their eyes
are enormous and liquid green or yellow. Their noses are flat upon their
faces--winkl es parenthesizing nostrils the size of quarters. They have no
hai r what soever. Their nmouths are wide and they don't really have any teeth in
them per se. Like, | guess the best exanple is an el asnobranch. They are
constantly swallowing their skins. They lack lips, but their derm s bunches
and hardens once it goes internal and gives themhorny ridges with which to
chew. After that, they digest it, as it nmoves on and is replaced by fresh
matter. However this may sound to someone who has never net a Pei'an, they are
lovely to |l ook at, nore graceful than cats, older than mankind, and w se,
very. O her than this, they are bilaterally symetrical and possess two arms
and two legs, five digits per. Both sexes wear jackets and skirts and sandals,
generally dark in color. The wonen are shorter, thinner, |arger about the hips



and chests than the nen-- although the wonen have no breasts, for their young
do not nurse, but digest great |layers of fat for the first several weeks of
their lives, and then begin to digest their skins. After a time, they eat
food, pul py mashes and seastuff mainly. That's Pei'ans.

Their | anguage is difficult. | speak it. Their phil osophies are conpl ex.
I know some of them Many of them are tel epaths, and some have ot her unusua
abilities. M, too.

| seated myself in a pew and relaxed. | draw a certain psychic strength
fromPei'an shrines, because of nmy conditioning in Megapei. The Pei'ans are
exceedi ngly polytheistic. Their religion reminds me a bit of H nduism because
t hey' ve never discarded anything--and it seens they spent their entire history
accunul ating deities, rituals, traditions. Strantri is what the religion is
call ed, and over the years it has spread considerably. It stands a good chance
of becomi ng a universal religion one day because there's something in it to
sati sfy just about anybody, from aninists and pantheists through agnostics and
people who just like rituals. Native Pei'ans only constitute around ten
percent of the Strantrians now, and theirs will probably be the first
| arge-scale religion to outlive its founding race. There are fewer Pei'ans
every year. As individuals, they have godawful long |ifespans, but they're not
very fertile. Since their greatest scholars have akeady witten the | ast
chapter in the imense _Hi story of Pei'an Culture_, in 14,926 vol unes, they
may have decided that there's no reason to continue things any further. They
have an awful 1ot of respect for their scholars. They're funny that way.

They had a gal actic enpire back when men were still living in caves.
Then they fought an ages-long war with a race which no | onger exists, the
Bahul i ans--whi ch sapped their energies, racked their industries and deci mated
their number. Then they gave up their outposts and gradually withdrew to the
smal | system of worlds they inhabit today. Their home world--al so called
Megapei - - had been destroyed by the Bahulians, who by all accounts were ugly,
ruthl ess, vicious, fierce and depraved. O course, all these accounts were
witten by the Pei'ans, so | guess we'll never know what the Bahulians were
really like. They weren't Strantrians, though, because | read sonewhere that
they were idol ators.

On the side of the shrine opposite the archway, one of the nmen began
chanting a litany that | recognized better than any of the others, and
| ooked up suddenly to see if it had happened.

It had.

The glassite plate depicting Shinbo of Darktree, Shrugger of Thunders,
was gl owi ng now, green and yell ow.

Sone of their deities are Pei'aponorphic, to coin a term while others,

like the Egyptians', look like crosses between Pei'ans and things you m ght
find in a zoo. Still others are just weird-1ooking. And somewhere al ong the
line, I'msure they nmust have visited the Earth, because Shinbo is a nan. Wy

any intelligent race would care to make a god of a savage is beyond ne, but
there he stands, naked, with a slight greenish cast to his conpl exion, his
face partly hidden by his upraised |l eft arm which holds a thunder cloud in
the mdst of a yellow sky. He bears a great bow in his right hand and a quiver
of thunderbolts hangs at his hip. Soon all six Pei'ans and the ei ght hunans
were chanting the sanme litany. Mdre began to file in through the door. The
pl ace began to fill up.

A great feeling of light and power began in ny mddl e section and
expanded to fill ny entire body.

| don't understand what nmakes it happen, but whenever | enter a Pei'an
shrine, Shinbo begins to glowlike that, and the power and the ecstasy is
al ways there. When | conpleted ny thirty-year course of training and ny
twenty-year apprenticeship in the trade that nmade me nmy fortune, | was the
only Earthman in the business. The other worl dscapers are all Pei'ans. Each of
us bears a Name--one of the Pei'an deities'--and this aids us in our work, in
a conpl ex and uni que fashion. | chose Shinmbo--or he chose ne--because he
seened to be a man. For so long as | live, it is believed that he will be



mani fest in the physical universe. Wien | die, he returns to the happy
not hi ng, until another may bear the Name. Whenever a Name-bearer enters a

Pei'an shrine, that deity is illumnated in his place--in every shrine in the
gal axy. | do not understand the bond. Even the Pei'ans don't, really.

| had thought that Shinbo had | ong since forsaken me, because of what |
had done with the Power and with nmy life. |I had cone to this shrine, | guess,
to see if it was true

| rose and nade ny way to the archway. As | passed through it, | felt an

uncontrol l able desire to raise ny left hand. Then I clenched ny fist and drew
it back down to shoulder level. As | did, there cane a peal of thunder from
al nost directly overhead.

Shimbo still shone upon the wall and the chanting filled nmy head as |
wal ked up the stairway and out into the world where a light rain had begun to
falL

Gidden and | nmet in DuBois' office at 6:30 and concluded the deal, for
fifty-six thousand. DuBois was a short man with a weat herbeaten face and a
| ong shock of white hair. He'd opened his office at that hour because of ny
i nsi stence on dealing that afternoon. | paid the noney, the papers were
signed, the keys were in ny pocket, hands were shaken all around and the three
of us departed. As we wal ked across the danp pavenent toward our respective

vehicles, | said, "Dami | |left ny pen on your desk, DuBois!"

"I"ll have it sent to you. You' re staying at the Spectrun®”

"I"'mafraid I'lIl be checking out very shortly."

"I can send it to the place on Nuage."

| shook ny head. "I'Il be needing it tonight."

"Here. Take this one." He offered nme his own.

By then didden had entered his vehicle and was out of earshot. | waved
to him then said, "That was for his benefit. |I want to speak with you in
private."

The squint that suddenly surrounded his dark eyes renoved their | ook of
i nci pient disgust and replaced it with one of curiosity.

"Al'l right," he said, and we reentered the building and he unl ocked his
of fi ce door again.

"What is it?" he asked, reassuniing the padded chair behind his desk.

"I"'mlooking for Ruth Laris," | said.

He it a cigarette, which is always a good way to buy a little thinking
tine.

"Why?" he asked.

"She's an old friend. Do you know where she is?"

"No, " he said.

"Isn't it atrifle--unusual--to conserve assets in this quantity for a
per son whose whereabouts you don't even know?"

"Yes," he said, "lI'd say so. But that is what |'ve been retained to do."

"By Ruth Laris?"

"What do you nean by that?"

"Did she retain you personally, or did sonebody else do it on her
behal f ?"

"I don't see that this is any business of yours, Mster Conner.
believe | amgoing to call this conversation to a close.”

| thought a second, made a quick decision

"Before you do," | said, "I want you to know that | bought her house
only to search it for clues as to her whereabouts. After that, I'mgoing to
i ndul ge a whimand convert it into a hacienda, because | don't like the
architecture in this city. Wiat does that indicate to you?"

"That you're sonething of a nut," he observed.

| nodded and added, "A nut who can afford to indul ge his whins.



Therefore a crackpot who can cause a lot of trouble. What's _this_ building
worth? A couple mllion?"

"I don't know." He |l ooked a little uneasy.

"What if someone bought it for an apartnent building and you had to go
| ooki ng for another office?"

"My | ease would not be that easy to cancel, M ster Conner."

| chuckled. ". . . And then," | said, "you were suddenly to find
yoursel f the subject of an inquiry by the |ocal Bar Association?"

He sprang to his feet.

"You _are_ a nmadman."

"Are you sure? | don't know what the charges would be," | said, "yet.
But you know that even an inquiry would give you sone trouble--and then if you
started running into difficulties finding another place . . ." | didn't like

doing things this way, but | was in a hurry. So, "Are you sure? Are you very
sure that I'ma madman?" | finished.

Then, "No," he said, "I'mnot."

"Then, if you've nothing to hide, why not tell ne how the arrangenents
were made? |'mnot interested in the substance of any privil eged
conmuni cations, sinply the circunstances surroundi ng the house's being put up
for sale. It puzzles nme that Ruth didn't | eave a nessage of any sort."

He | eaned his head agai nst the back of his chair and studied nme through

snoke.

"The arrangenents were nade by phone--"

"She coul d have been drugged, threatened . "

"That is ridiculous,” he said. "Wat is your interest in this, anyway?"

"Like | said, she's an old friend."

H s eyes wi dened and then narrowed. A few people still knew who one of
Ruth's old friends had been

". . . Also," | continued, "I received a nmessage from her recently,
asking ne to cone see her on a matter of some urgency. She is not here and
there is no nessage, no forwarding address. It snells funny. | amgoing to

find her, Mster DuBois."

He was not blind to the cut and therefore the cost of ny suit, and maybe
nmy voice has a somewhat authoritarian edge fromyears of giving orders. At any
rate, he didn't switch on the phone and call for the cops.

"Al'l the arrangenents were nmade over the phone and through the nmails,"
he said. "I honestly do not know where she is presently. She sinply said that
she was | eaving town and wanted nme to di spose of the place and everything in
it, the noney to be deposited in her account at Artists Trust. So | agreed to
handl e the matter and turned it over to Sunspray." He | ooked away, | ooked
back. "Now, she did |eave a message with nme, to be delivered to soneone other
than yoursel f should he call here for it. If not, | amto transmt it to that
i ndi vidual after thirty days have el apsed fromthe tine | received it."

"May | inquire as to the identity of that individual?"

"That, sir, _is_ privileged."

"Switch on the phone," | said, "and call 73737373 in d encoe, reversing
the charges. Make it person-to-person to Domenic Malisti, the director of Qur
Thing Enterprises on this planet. ldentify yourself, say to him 'Baa baa
bl acksheep' and ask himto identify Lawence John Conner for you."

DuBois did this, and when he hung up he rose to his feet, crossed the
of fice, opened a small wall safe, renoved an envel ope and handed it to ne. It
was seal ed, and across the face of it lay the nane "Francis Sandow, "
typewitten.

"Thank you," | said and tore it open

| fought down ny feelings as | regarded the three itenms the envel ope
contai ned. There was another picture of Kathy, different pose, slightly
di fferent background, a picture of Ruth, older and a bit heavier but stil
attractive, and a note

The note was witten in Pei'an. Its salutation named me and was foll owed
by a small sign which is used in holy texts to designate Shinbo, Shrugger of



Thunders. It was signed "Green Geen," and followed by the ideogram for
Bel i on, who was not one of the twenty-seven Nanes which |ived.

| was perplexed. Very few know the identities of the Name-bearers, and
Belion is the traditional eneny of Shinbo. He is the fire god who |ives under
the earth. He and Shinbo take turns hacki ng one another up between
resurrections.

| read the note. It said, _If you want your wonen, seek themon the Isle
of the Dead. Bodgis, Dan go, Shandon and the dwarf are also waiting_.

Back on Honmefree there were tri-dees of Bodgis, Dango, Shandon, Nick,
Lady Karle (who m ght qualify as one of ny wonen) and Kathy. Those were the
six pictures |I'd received. Now he'd taken Ruth.

Wio?

| did not know Green Green from anywhere that | could recall, but of
course | knew the Isle of the Dead.

"Thank you," | said again.

"I's somet hing wong, Mster Sandow?"

"Yes," | said, "but I'lIl set it right. Don't worry, you're not involved.

Forget ny nane."
"Yes, M ster Conner."
"Good evening."
"Good evening."

* * *
| entered the place on Nuage. | wal ked through the foyer, the various
living roons. | found her bedroom and searched it. She had left the place

conpl etely furnished. She'd also heft several closets and dressers full of
clothing, and all sorts of little personal itens that you just don't |eave
behi nd when you nove. It was a funny feeling, walking through that place which
had repl aced the other place and every now and then seei ng sonethi ng
fam liar--an antique clock, a painted screen, an inlaid cigarette
box--rem nding nme how life redistributes what once was meani ngful amidst- the
al ways to be foreign, killing its personal magic, save in a nenory you carry
of the tinme and the place where once it stood, until you neet it again, it
troubles you briefly, surrealistically, and then that magic, too, dies away
as, punctured by the encounter, enotions you had forgotten are drained from
the pictures inside your head. At least, it happened to nme that way, as |
searched for clues as to what m ght have occurred. As the hours passed and,
one by one, each itemin the place was passed through the sieve of ny
scrutiny, the realization which had cone upon nme in DuBois' office, the thing
that had ridden with nme from Homefree since the day the first picture had
arrived, conpleted its circuit: brain to intestines to brain.

| seated myself and lit a cigarette. This was the room where the photo
of Ruth had been taken; hers hadn't been the rocks-and-bl ue-sky setting of the
others. | had searched though and found not hing: no evidence of violence, no
clue as to the identity of nmy eneny. | said the words aloud, "My eneny," the
first words | had spoken since "Good evening" to the suddenly cooperative,
white-haired attorney, and the words sounded strange in that big fishbow of a
pl ace. My eneny.

It was out in the open now. | was wanted, for what | wasn't sure.
O fhand, |'d say death. It would have been hel pful if | could have known which
of my many enemes was behind it. | searched ny mind. | considered nmy eneny's
odd choi ce of rendezvous-point, battlefield. | thought back upon ny dream of
t he pl ace.

It was a foolish place for anyone to lure ne if he wi shed to harm ne,
unl ess he knew not hi ng what soever concerning ny power once | set foot upon any
world I've nade. Everything would be ny ally if I went back to Illyria, the
world I'd put where it was, many centuries ago, the world which held the Isle



of the Dead, ny Isle of the Dead.
And | would go back. | knew that. Ruth, and the possibility of

Kathy . . . These required ny return to that strange Eden |I'd once laid out.
Ruth and Kathy . . . Two images which | did not |ike to juxtapose, but had to.
They had never existed sinultaneously for me, and | did not |like the feeling
now. 1'd go, and whoever had baited the trap in this fashion would be sorry
for a brief tine only, and then he would dwell upon the Isle of the Dead
forever.

| crushed out ny cigarette, |ocked the ruddy castle gate and drove back
to the Spectrum | was suddenly hungry.

| dressed for dinner and descended to the | obby. I'd noticed a
decent-looking little restaurant off to the left. Unfortunately, it had just
closed a few m nutes before. So | inquired at the desk after a good eating
pl ace that was still open

"Bartol Towers, on the Bay," said the night clerk, snothering a yawn.
"They'l|l be open for several hours yet."

So | took his directions on howto get there, and went out and nail ed
down a piece of the briar business. Ridiculous is a better word than strange,
but then everybody lives in the shade of the Big Tree, renmenber?

| drove over, and | left the slip-sled to be parked by a uniform which
see wherever | go, sniling face above it, opening before ne doors which | can
open for nyself, handing me a towel | don't want, snatching at a briefcase

don't care to check, right hand held at waist-level and ready to turn pal mup
at the first glint of metal or the crinkling of the proper type paper, |arge
pockets to hold these itens. It has followed ne for over a thousand years, and
it's not really the uniformthat | resent. It's that damed snmle, which is
turned on by one thing only. My car went fromhere to there and was dropped
between a pair of painted |lines. Because we are all tourists.

At one time, tips were given only for things you logically would want to
have done efficiently and pronptly, and they served to supplenent a | ower
payscal e for certain classes of enployment. This was understood, accepted. It
was tourism back in the century of my birth, cluing in the underdevel oped
countries to the fact that all tourists are marks, that set the precedent,
whi ch then spread to all countries, even back to the tourists' own, of the
benefits which m ght be gained by those who wear uniforms and render the
undesired and the unrequested with a smile. This is the arny that conquered
the world. After their quiet revolution in the twentieth century, we all
becane tourists the minute we set foot outside our front doors, second-class
citizens, to be ruthlessly exploited by the sniling | egi ons who had taken
over, slyly, conmpletely.

Now, in every city into which | venture, uniforms rush upon ne, dust
dandruff fromny collar, press a brochure into ny hand, recite the I atest
weat her report, pray for my soul, throw wal k-shields over nearby puddl es, w pe
of f ny wi ndshield, hold an unbrella over ny head on sunny or rainy days, or
shine an ultra-infra flashlight before me on cloudy ones, pick lint fromny
bel | y-button, scrub nmy back, shave nmy neck, zip up ny fly, shine nmy shoes and
snmle--all before | can protest-- right hand held at waist-level. Wat a
goddamn happy pl ace the universe would be if everyone wore uniforns that
glinted and crinkled. Then we'd all have to snile at each other.

| took the elevator up to the sixtieth floor, where the big place was.
Then | realized that | should have called ahead fromthe hotel for a
reservation. It was crowded. 1'd forgotten that the foll ow ng day was a
holi day on Driscoll. The hostess took my name and told nme fifteen or twenty
mnutes, so | went into one of a pair of bars and ordered a beer

| 1 ooked about nme as | sipped, and across the little foyer in the
mat chi ng bar on the other side, hovering in the gloom | saw a fat face that
| ooked somewhat famliar. | slipped on a pair of special glasses which act
like tel escopes, and | studied the face, nowin profile. The nose and the ears
were the sane. The hair was the wong col or and the conpl exi on darker, but
that's easily done.



| got up and started to wal k that way when a waiter stopped ne and told
me that | couldn't carry a drink out of the place. Wien | told himl was going
to the other bar, he offered to carry the drink for ne, smling, right hand at

wai st-level. | figured it would be cheaper to buy another one, so | told him
he could drink it for ne, too.
He was al one, a tiny glass of sonething bright before him | fol ded ny

gl asses and tucked them away as | approached his table, and in a fake-falsetto
said, "May | join you, Mster Bayner?"

He junped, just slightly, within his skin, and the fat only quivered for
an instant. He photographed ne with his magpie eyes in the foll ow ng second,
and | knew that the nachine that |ay behind themwas already spinning its
wheel s |i ke a denon on an exerci se- bi ke.

"You must be m staken--" he began, and snmiled then, and foll owed that

with a fromn. "No, _ I _am" he corrected hinself, "but then it's been a | ong
time, Frank, and we've both changed."
" Into our traveling clothes, yes," | said in nmy normal voice,

seating nyself across fromhim

He caught the attention of a waiter as easily as if he'd had a lariat,
and he asked ne, "Wat are you drinking?"

"Beer," | said, "any brand."

The waiter overheard me, nodded, departed.

"Have you eaten?"

"No, | was waiting for a table, across the way there, when | spotted
you. "

"I"ve already eaten,"” he said. "If | hadn't indul ged a sudden desire for
an after-dinner drink on nmy way out, | mght have m ssed you."

"Strange," | said, then, "G een Geen."

"What ?"

" Verde Verde. Gun. Giun_."

"I"'mafraid | don't follow you. Is that sone kind of code-phrase |I'm
supposed to recogni ze?"

| shrugged.

"Call it a prayer for th-e confoundnment of my enem es. Wat's new?"

"Now that you're here," he said, "I've got to talk with you, of course
May | join you?"

"Surely."

So, when they called for Larry Conner, we noved to a table in one of the
countl ess dining roons that filled that floor of the tower. W'd have had a
pl easant view of the bay on a clear night, but the sky was overcast and an
occasi onal buoy-1ight and an unpl easantly rapid searchlight were all that
shone above the dark swells of the ocean. Bayner decided that he had a bit of
an appetite left and ordered a full neal. He shovel ed away a nound of
spaghetti and a mess of bl oody | ooking sausages before |1'd hal f-finished ny
steak, and he noved on to shortcake, cheesecake and coffee.

"Ah, that was good!" he said, and he i mediately inserted a toothpick
into the upper portion of the first smle I'd seen himsnile in, say, forty
years.

"Cigar?" | offered.

"Thank you, | believe I wll."

The toot hpi ck went away, the cigars were lit, the check arrived.
al ways do that in crowded places when they're slowto bring ne the check. A
lit stogie, a quick blue haze and they're right beside me with the tab

"This is on ne," he announced as | accepted the bill

"Nonsense. You're ny guest."

"Well . . . Al right."

After all, Bill Bayner is the forty-fifth wealthiest man in the gal axy.
It isn't every day | get a chance to dine with successful people.

As we left, he said, "I've got a place where we can talk. I'Il drive."

So we took his car, leaving a uniformand a frown behind us, and spent
about twenty mnutes driving around the city, shaking off hypothetical tails,



and we finally arrived at an apartnent buil di ng about eight blocks from Bart ol
Towers. As we entered the | obby, he nodded to the doorman, who nodded back to
hi m

"Think it'lIl rain tonorrow?" he asked.

"Clear," said the doorman.

Then we rode up to the sixth floor. The wainscotting in the hallway was
full of artificial gens, sonme of which had to be eyes. W stopped and he
knocked at an ordi nary-1ooking door: three, pause, two, pause, two. He'd
change it tonorrow, | knew. A dour-faced young nan in a dark suit answered the
door, nodded, and departed when Bayner gestured over his shoulder with a
t hunb. Inside, he secured the door, but not before I'd noticed fromits edge
that a metal plate was sandwi ched between its inner and outer veneers of fake
wood. For the next five or ten mnutes, he tested the roomw th an amazi ng
vari ety of bug-detection equi pnent, after giving nme a keep-quiet sign, and
then set several bug-scranblers into operation as an added precaution, sighed,
renoved his jacket and hung it on the back of a chair, turned to me and said,
"It's okay to talk now Can | fix you a drink?"

"Are you sure it'll be safe?"
He thought about it for a nonment, then said, "Yes."
"Then I'11 have bourbon and water if you've got it."

He withdrew into the next roomand returned after about a minute with
two glasses. His was probably filled with tea if he was planning on tal king
any kind of business with ne. | couldn't have cared |ess.

"So what's up?" | asked him

"Dam it, the stories they tell about you are true, aren't they? How d
you find out?"

| shrugged.

"But you're not going to nove in on ne on this one, not the way you did
on those Vegan m ning franchises."

"I don't know what you're tal king about," | said.

"Six years ago."

| 1 aughed.

"Listen," | told him "I don't pay nmuch attention to what ny noney does,
so long as it's there when | want it. | trust various people to handle it for
me. If | got a good deal in the Vegan system six years ago, it's because sone
good man in ny enmploy lined it up. | don't run around shepherdi ng noney the
way you do. |'ve delegated all that."

"Sure, sure, Frank," he said. "So you're incognito on Driscoll and you
arrange to run into ne the night before | deal. Wo'd you buy on ny staff?"

"Nobody, believe nme."

He | ooked hurt.

"I"d tell _you ," he said. "I won't hurt him 1"l just transfer him
somewhere where he won't do any nmore harm”
"I"'mreally not here on business,” | said, "and | ran into you by pure

chance. "

"Well, you're not going to grab the whole thing this tine, whatever
you' ve got up your sleeve," he said.

"I"'mnot even in the running. Honest."

"Dam it!" he said. "Everything was going so snmoothly!" and his right
fist smashed against his left palm

"I haven't even seen the product,” | said.
He got up and stal ked out of the room cane back and handed ne a pi pe.
"Nice pipe," | said.

"Five thousand," he told nme. "Cheap."

"I"'mreally not much of a pipe-snoker."

"I won't cut you in for nmore than ten percent,"” he said. "I've been
handling this thing personally, and you're not going to queer it."

And then | got mad. All that bastard thought about, besides eating, was
stacking up his wealth. He automatically assunmed | spent ny tine the sanme way,
just because a lot of |eaves on the Big Tree say "Sandow." So, "I want a



third, or I nmake ny own deal," | said.

"Athird?"

He | eaped to his feet and began screaming. It was a good thing that the
room was soundproof and debugged. It had been a long time since |I'd heard sone
of those expressions. He grew red in the face and he paced. G eedy,
noney- gr ubbi ng, unethical ne sat there thinking about pipes while he ranted.

A guy with a nenory like nmne has many odd facts in his head. Back in ny
yout h, on Earth, the best pipes were made either of meerschaumor briar. C ay
pi pes draw awful Iy hot and wooden ones crack or burn out quickly. Corncobs are
dangerous. In the latter part of the twentieth century, possibly because of a
generation growing up in the shadow of a Surgeon General's Report on
respiratory diseases, pipe snmoking had undergone sonething of a renai ssance.
By the turn of the century, the world's supply of briar and nmeerschaum was
| argel y exhausted. Meerschaum or hydrous magnesiumsilicate, is a sedinmentary
rock which occurred in strata conposed in part of seashells that had fused
t oget her over the ages, and when it was all gone, that was it. Briar pipes
were made fromthe root of the Wite Heath, or _Erica Arborea_, which grew
only in a few areas about the Mediterranean and had to be around a hundred
years old before it was of any use. The Wiite Heath had been subjected to
want on harvesting, with anything like a reforestation plan far from n nd
Consequently, substances like pyrolitic carbon now do for the bul k of pipe
snokers, but meerschaum and briar linger in nenories and collections. Snall
deposits of neershaum have been di scovered upon various worlds and turned into
fortunes overni ght. Nowhere but on Earth, however, has _Erica Arborea_ or a
sui tabl e substitute ever turned up. And pipe snoking is the mainliner's way of
snoki ng these days, DuBois and ne being mavericks. The pi pe Bayner had shown
me was a pretty, fiame-grained briar. Therefore

" Fifteen percent," he was saying, "which barely allows ne a small

profit--"

"Nuts! Those briars are worth ten tines their weight in platinum"

"You cut ny heart out if you ask for nore than ei ghteen percent!™

"Thirty."

"Be reasonabl e, Frank."

"Then let's tal k business, not nonsense."

"Twenty percent is all | can let youin for, and it will cost you five
mllions--"

| 1 aughed.

So for the next hour | haggled, out of pure cussedness, resenting the
estimation he'd placed on ne and refused to disbelieve. | lived up to it, too.
Li ke twentyfive and a half percent for four mllion, which required a phone
call to Malisti to swing the financing. | really hated to wake him

And that's how | nailed down a piece of the briar business on Driscoll.
Ri diculous is a better word than strange, but then everyone lives in the shade
of the Big Tree, renenber?

After it was all over, he slapped me on the shoulder and told ne | was a
cool dealer and that he'd rather have me with himthan against him nade us
anot her round of drinks, sounded me out on getting Martin Brenmen away from ne,
as he'd never been able to hire a Rigelian chef, and asked nme once agai n who
had ti pped ne off.

He dropped ne at Bartol Towers, the uniformmnoved nmy car a few feet and
hel d the door for ne, got its nmoney, turned off its snmle and went away. |
drove back to the Spectrum wi shing |'d eaten there and gotten to bed early
i nstead of spending nmy eveni ng aut ographi ng | eaves.

The radio in the sled played a Dixieland nunber | hadn't heard in ages.
That, and the rain that came a nmonent |ater, nmade nme feel |onely and nore than
alittle sad. Traffic was light. | hurried.



The followi ng norning, | sent a courier-gramto Marling of Megapei
telling himto rest easy in the know edge that Shinmbo would be with himbefore
the fifth season, and asking himif he knew a Pei'an naned Green G een, or
some equi val ent thereof, who mght in any way be associated with the Nane
Belion. | asked himto reply by courier-gram reverse-charge, and send his
answer to Lawence j Conner, c/o Homefree, and | didn't sign it. | planned on
| eaving Driscoll for Homefree that sane day. A courier-gramis about the
fastest and one of the npbst expensive ways there is of sending an interstellar
nmessage; and even so, | knew there would be a | apse of a couple of weeks
before | received a reply.

It was true that | was running a small risk of blow ng nmy cover on
Driscoll by sending a nessage of that class with a Honefree return on it, but
| was leaving that day and | wanted to expedite things.

| checked out of the hotel and -drove to the place on Nuage, to give it
a final once-over, stopping for a | ate breakfast on the way.

I found only one thing new at the Raspberry Pal ace. There was sonet hi ng
in the nessage-slot. It was a wi de envel ope, bearing no return address.

The envel ope was for "Francis Sandow, do Ruth Laris." | took it inside
with ne and did not open it until |I'd satisfied nyself that there were no
lurkers. Then | repocketed a tiny tube, capable of producing instant, silent
and natural -seem ng death, seated nyself and opened ny mail .

Yes.

Anot her picture.

It was Nick, ny old friend Nick, Nick the dwarf, dead N ck, snarling
t hrough his beard and ready to | eap at the photographer, standing there on a
rocky | edge.

"Come visit Illyria. Al your friends live there," said a note, in
Engl i sh.

I lit ny first cigarette of the day.

Mal i sti, Bayner and DuBoi s knew who Law ence John Conner was.

Malisti was my man on Driscoll, and | paid himenough so that he was, |
t hought, above bribery. Admitted, other pressures can be brought to bear on a
man- - but he hinmself had only learned ny true identity the day before, when
_Baa- baa bl acksheep_ had provided the key for the decoding of a speci al
instruction. Not rmuch tine had passed in which to apply pressure.

Bayner had nothing, really, to gain by bugging me. W were partners in a
joint venture which represented one of those drops in those buckets people
tal k about. That was all. Qur fortunes were such that, even if our interests
did conflict on occasion, it was a very inpersonal thing. He was out.

DuBois didn't inpress ne as the sort to give away my name either, not
after the way |'d spoken in his office concerning ny willingness to resort to
extreme nmeans to obtain what | wanted.

Nobody at Homefree had known where | was going, except for S & F, whose
menory of the fact 1'd erased prior to nmy departure.

| considered an alternative

If Ruth had been kidnapped, forced to wite the note she had witten,

t hen whoever had taken her could safely assune 1'd receive this latest if |
responded, and if not, no harm done.

Thi s seened possi bl e, probable.

So it meant there was sonmebody on Driscoll whose nanme |'d like to know

Was it worth sticking around for? Wth Malisti on the job, | mght be
able to ferret out the sender of the | atest picture.

But if there was a man behind the man and he was smart, his subordinate
woul d know very little, mght even be a totally innocent party. | resolved to
put Malisti on the trail and have himsend his findings to Honefree. I'd use a
phone ot her than the one at ny right hand, however.

In just a few hours, it wouldn't matter who knew t hat Conner was Sandow.
I'd be on ny way, and |'d never be Conner again.



"Everything that's miserable in the world," N ck the dwarf once said to

me, "is because of beauty."
"Not truth or goodness?" |'d asked.
"Ch, they help. But beauty is the culprit, the real principle of evil."
"Not weal t h?"

"Money is beautiful."
"So is anything el se you don't have enough of--food, water, screw ng

"Exactly!" he announced, slanm ng his beer nmug down so heavily on the
tabl etop that a dozen heads were turned in our direction. "Beauty, goddam
it

"\What about a good-I| ooki ng guy?"

"They're either bastards because they know they've got it nade, or
they' re sel f-consci ous because they know other guys hate their- guts. Bastards
are always hurting other people, and the self-consci ous guys screw t hensel ves
up. Usually they go queer or sonething, all because of that goddamm beauty!"

"What about beautiful objects?"

"They make people steal, or feel bad because they can't get at them

bamm--!"

"Wait a minute," | said. "It's not an object's fault that it's
beautiful, or the pretty people's fault that they're pretty. It just happens
that way."

He shrugged.

"Faul t? Who said anything about fault?"

"You were tal king about evil. That inplies guilt somewhere along the
line."

"Then beauty is guilty," he said. "Goddamm it!"

"Beauty, as an abstract principle?"

"Yes."

"And in individual objects?"

"Yes."

"That's ridiculous! Guilt requires responsibility, some kind of
intent--"

"Beauty's responsiblel™

"Have anot her beer."

He di d, and bel ched agai n.

"Take a | ook at that good-I|ooking guy over at the bar," he said, "that
guy trying to pick up the broad in the green dress. Sonebody's going to bust
himone in the nose sonetine. It wouldn't have to happen if he was ugly."

Ni ck later proved his point by busting the guy one in the nose, because
he'd called him Shorty. So maybe there was sonething to what he said. N ck was
around four feet tall. He had the shoulders and arns of a powerful athlete. He
could beat anybody | knew at wist-westling. He had a nornmal -sized head, too,
full of blond hair and beard, with a couple blue eyes above a busted nose that
turned off to the right and a nean snile that usually revealed only half a
dozen of his yellowstained teeth. He was all gnarled bel ow the waist. He'd
cone froma famly lousy with professional soldiers. Hs father'd been a
general, and all of his brothers and sisters except for one were officers in
somet hing or other. Nick had grown up in an environment alive with the marti al
arts. Any weapon you cared to name, he could operate it. He could fence,
shoot, ride, set explosive charges, break boards and necks with his hands,
live off the land, and fail any physical examination in the gal axy because he

was a dwarf. I'd hired himas a ganme hunter, to kill off ny experinments that
went bad. He hated beautiful things and things that were bigger than he was.
"What | think is beautiful and what you think is beautiful,” | said,

"m ght disgust a Rigelian, and vice-versa. Therefore, beauty is a relative



thing. So you can't condemm it as an abstract principle if--"

"Crap!" he said. "So they hurt, rape, steal and screw thensel ves up over
different things. It's still because beauty sits there demanding violation."

"Then how can you bl ane an individual object--"

"We do business with Rigelians, don't we?"

"Yes."

"Then it can be translated. Enough said."

Then the good-1 ooki ng guy at the bar who'd been trying to pick up the
broad in the green dress passed by on his way to the Men's Room and cal |l ed
Ni ck Shorty when he asked himto nove his chair out of the way. That ended our
evening in that bar.

Nick swore he'd die with his boots on, on some exotic safari, but he
found his Kiimanjaro in a hospital on Earth, where they'd cured everything
that was bothering him except for the gall oping pneunonia he'd picked up in
t he hospital

That had been, roughly, two hundred and fifty years ago. |'d been a
pal | bear er.

| mashed out ny cigarette and nade ny way back to the slip-sled.
What ever was rotten in Mdi, 1'd find it out later. It was tinme to go.
The dead are too nuch with us.

For two weeks, | puzzled over what I'd found and | kept nyself fit. Wen
| entered the Honefree system ny life was further conplicated by the fact
t hat Homefree had picked up an additional satellite. Not a natural one,
ei ther.

VWHAT THE HELL, EXCLAMATION, | sent ahead in code

VI SITOR canme the reply. LANDI NG PERM SSI ON REQUESTED STOP DENI ED STOP
STILL Cl RCLI NG STOP SAYS HES AN EARTH | NTELLI GENCE MAN STCP

LET HHM LAND, | said, HALF A HOUR AFTER | M DOMN STOP

There came the acknow edgnent, and | swung into a tight orbit and pushed
the Model T_ down and around and down.

After a frolic with the beasts, | repaired to ny hone for a shower,
shucked nmy Conner face, then dressed for dinner

It would appear that sonmething finally meant enough to the wealt hiest
government in existence for someone to at last authorize a trip on the part of
some underpaid civil servant in one of the cheapest interstellar vehicles
avai | abl e.

| vowed to at least feed himwell.

Lewis Briggs and | regarded one another across the remai ns of dinner and
the wide table they occupied. Hi s identification papers informed ne that he
was an agent of Earth's Central Intelligence Departnent. He | ooked like a
shaved nmonkey. He was a wizened little guy with a perpetually inquisitive
stare, and it seened as if he nust be pushing retirenent age. He'd stuttered
just a bit when he'd introduced hinself, but the dinner appeared to have
rel axed himand the falter had hal ted.

"It was a very pleasant nmeal, M ster Sandow," he acknow edged. "Now, if
| may, 1'd like to discuss the business that brought nme here."



"Then let's adjourn to the upstairs, where we can get sone fresh air
while we talk."

W arose, taking our drinks with us, and I led himto the el evator

Five seconds later, it admtted us to the roof garden, and |I gestured
toward a couple lounging chairs set beneath a chestnut free. "How about
there?" | asked. He nodded and seated hinself. A cool breeze canme out of the
twilight and we breathed it in and gave it back

"It's quite inpressive," he said, |ooking around the garden shadows,
"the way you satisfy your every whim"

"This particular whimin which we're relaxing," | said, "is |andscaped
to make this place virtually undetectable by nmeans of aerial reconnai ssance.”

"Ch, the thought hadn't occurred to ne."

| offered hima cigar, which he declined. So I lit it for nyself and
asked him "So what is it you want of ne?"

"WIl you consent to acconpany ne back to Earth and talk to ny chief?"
he asked.

"No," | said. "I've answered that question a dozen tines, in as nany
letters. Earth grates on nmy nerves, it gives ne a big pain these days. That's
why | live out here. Earth is overcrowded, bureaucratic, unhealthy, and
suffering fromtoo many mass-psychoses to bother classifying. \Whatever your
chief wants to say, you can say for him and I'll answer you, and you can take
it back to him"

"Normally," he said, "these matters are handl ed at the Division |evel."

"Sorry about that," | replied, "but I'lIl foot the bill for a coded
courier-gramfromhere, if it conmes to that."

"The reply would cost the Department too nuch," he said. "Qur budget,

you know. "

"For Chrissake, |I'll pay it both ways then! Anything to stop cluttering
nmy i ncom ng basket with what is still strangely referred to as surface-carrier
mail."

"God! No!" A tone of panic clung to his words. "It's never been done
bef ore, and the man-hours involved in deternining howto bill you would be
prohibitive!"

Inwardly, | wept for thee, Mother Earth, and the prodigies that had been
wr ought upon thee. A governnent is born, it flourishes, strong is its
nati onalismand great its frontiers, then conmes a tinme of solidification
di vision of |abor unto specialization, and the | ayers of managenent and chai ns
of command, yes, and Max \Weber spoke of this. He saw bureaucracy in the
necessary evolution of all institutions, and he saw that it was good. He saw
that it was necessary and good. Wiile it nay be necessary, put a comma after
that word and after the |ast one add "God" and an exclamati on point. For there
cones a tinme in the history of all bureaucracies when they must inevitably
parody their own functions. Look what the breakup of the big Austro-Hungarian
machi ne did to poor Kafka, or the Russian one to Gogol. It drove them out of
their cotton-picking mnds, poor bastards, and now | was |ooking at a man who
had survived an infinitely nore inscrutable one until the end of his days was
in sight. This indicated to me that he was slightly bel ow average
intelligence, enotionally handi capped, insecure, or norally suspect; or else
he was an iron-willed masochist. For these neuter nmachi nes, comnbining as they
do the worst of both father-inmage and nother-image--i.e., the security of the
wormb and the authority of an ommiscient |eader--always manage to attract the
nebbi sh. And this is why, Mdther Earth, | wept inwardly for thee at that
monent of the i mmense parade called Tinme: the cl owmns were passing, and
everybody knows that inside, sonewhere, their hearts are broken

"Then tell me what you would like of me and I'Il answer you now, " |
sai d.

He reached into his inside pocket and withdrew a seal ed envel ope bearing
various security stanmps, which | didn't bother exam ning too closely, even
when he handed it to ne.

"Shoul d you not consent to acconpany nme back to Earth, | was instructed



to deliver this to you."

"I'f I had agreed to go al ong, what would you have done with it?"

"Returned it to ny chief," he said.

"So that he could hand it to ne?"

"Probably," he said.

| tore it open and withdrew a single sheet of paper

| held it close and squinted through the dimlight. It was a list of six
nanes. | kept my face under control as | read them

They were all nanmes of people | had | oved or hated, and they were each
of them somewhere, the subject of a noldering obituary.

Al so, they had all figured prominently in sonme recent photography | had
been call ed upon to w tness.

| puffed snmoke, refolded the list, replaced it in the envel ope and
dropped it on the table between us.

"What does it signify?" | asked, after a tine.

"They are all potentially alive," he said. "I request that you destroy
the Iist at your earliest convenience."

"Ckay," | said, and, "Wy are they potentially alive?"

"Because their Recall Tapes were stolen.”

" How?"

"W don't know. "

"\Why 2"

"We don't know that either."”

"And you came tonme . . . ?"

"Because you are the only link we could find. You knew all of
them-well."

My first reaction was disbelief, but | concealed it and said not hing.
Recal | Tapes are the one thing in the universe which | had al ways consi dered
i nviolate, unreachable, for the thirty days of their existence--and then they
were gone forever. | tried to get hold of one once and failed. Their guardi ans
were incorruptible, their vaults inpenetrable.

And this was part of another reason why |I don't visit Earth much any
nmore. | don't like the idea of wearing a Recall Plate, even tenporarily.
Persons born there have theminplanted at birth and they are required by | aw
to wear themfor as long as they remain on Earth. Persons nmoving to Earth for
pur poses of residing there are required to have theminstalled. Even a visitor
must bear one for the duration of his stay.

What they do is nonitor the el ectromagnetic matri x of the nervous
system They record the shifting patterns of a nman's being, and each is as
unique as a fingerprint. Their one function is to transmt that final pattern
at the nonent of death. Death is the trigger, the shot is the psyche, the
target's a machine. It's an enornmous machine, and it records that transm ssion
on a strip of tape you can hold in the pal mof your hand--all that a man ever
was or hoped to be--weighing |l ess than an ounce. After thirty days, the tape
is destroyed. That's it.

In a small and cl assified nunber of cases over the past severa
centuries, however, that wasn't it. The purpose for the whol e strange and
costly setup is this: there are sone individuals who, dying suddenly, on the
pl anet Earth, at crucial points in significant lives, depart this |achrynose
valley with information vital to the econony! technol ogy/ national interest of
Earth. The whole Recall Systemis there for the purpose of retrieving such
data. Even the mighty machine is not sufficiently sophisticated to draw this
i nformation fromthe recorded matrix, however. That is why every wearer of the
Plate has a frozen tissue culture, sonewhere. This culture is associated with
the tape and held for thirty days subsequent to death, and both are nornmally
destroyed together. Should Recall be necessary, an entire new body is grown
fromthe culture, in an AGT (that's an accelerated growth tank), and this body
duplicates the original in all things, save that its brain is a tabula rasa.
On this clean plate, then, is superinposed the recorded matrix, so that the
recal | ed individual possesses every thought and nenory which existed in the



original up until the monment of death. He is then in a position to supply the
i nformati on which the entire Wrld Congress has deened to be of sufficient
value to warrant Recall. An iron-clad security setup guards the entire system
which is housed in a quarter-mle square fortress in Dallas.

"Do you think | stole the tapes?" | asked.

He crossed and uncrossed his | egs, |ooked away.

"You'll adnmit there's a pattern, and that it seenms sonmehow related to
you?"

"Yes. But | didn't doit."

"You'll adnmit that you were investigated and charged at one time for
attenpting to bribe a governnent official in order to obtain the tape for your
first wife, Katherine?"

"It is a mtter of public record, so | can't deny it. But the charges
were dismissed, " | said.

"True--because you could afford a ot of bad publicity and good | awers,
and you hadn't succeeded in obtaining the tape, anyway. It was |later stolen
t hough, and it was years before we discovered that it hadn't been destroyed on
t he schedul ed date. There was no way of linking it to you, or of obtaining
jurisdiction in the place you were then residing. There was no ot her way of
reaching you, either."

| smled at his accent on the word "reaching." |, too, have a security
net wor k.

"And what do you think |I would have done with the tape, had | obtained
it?"

"You're a wealthy man, M ster Sandow -one of the few who could afford to
duplicate the machinery necessary for Recall. And your training--"

"I"ll admit | once had that in mnd. Unfortunately, | didn't obtain the
tape, so the attenpt was never nade."

"Then how do you explain the others? The subsequent thefts which
occurred over several centuries, always involving friends or enem es of
yours."

"I don't have to explain," | said, "because | don't owe you an
expl anation for anything | do. But I will tell you this: | didn't do it. |
don't have the tapes, never had them | had no idea up until now that they

were m ssing."

But, Good Lord! _They_were the six!

"Then accepting that as true, for the noment," he said, "can you supply
us with any sort of lead as to who might have had sufficient interest in these
people to go to such extrenmes?"

"I cannot," | said, seeing the Isle of the Dead in ny mnd s eye, and
knowi ng that | would have to find out.
"I feel | should point out," said Briggs, "that this case will never be

cl osed on our books until we have been satisfied as to the disposition of the
t apes. "

"I see," | said. "Wuld you mind telling me how many uncl osed cases
you're carrying on your books at the present tine?"

"The nunber is uninportant,” he said. "It's the principle involved. W
never give up."

"It's just that | heard there were quite a few," | said, "and that sone

of themare getting pretty noldy."

"I take it you won't cooperate?"

"Not "won't.' Can't. | don't have anything to give you."

"And you won't return to Earth with nme?"

"To hear your chief repeat everything you ve just said to ne? No thanks.
Tell himl'msorry. Tell himl'd help if I could, but I don't see any way |
can."

"Al'l right. |I guess I'll be |eaving then. Thanks for the dinner."
He rose
"You mght as well stay overnight," | said, "and get a decent night's

sleep in a confortable bed before you shove off."



He shook his head.

"Thanks, but | can't. I'mon per diem and | have to account for all the
time | spend on a job."

"How do they cal cul ate per diem when you're in subspace?"

"It's conplicated," he said.

So | waited for the mail man. He's a big fac-nmachi ne who picks up
nmessages beamed to Honefree and turns theminto letters and gives themto S &
F, who sorts them and drops theminto ny basket. Wile | waited, | nade ny
preparations for the visit to Illlyria. I'd followed Briggs every step of the
way. |'d seen himto his vessel and monitored its departure fromny system |
supposed | m ght see him again one day, or his chief, if |I found out what had
really happened and made it back home. It was obvious that whoever wanted ne
on Illyria had not set the thing up for purposes of throwing a party on ny
behal f. That's why my preparations mainly involved the sel ection of weapons.
As | picked and chose fromanong the smaller of the deadlies in ny arsenal,

t hought some thoughts of Recall.

Bri ggs had been right, of course. Only a wealthy man could afford to
duplicate the expensive Recall equipnent housed in Dallas. Sonme research would
be involved, too, for a few of the techniques were still classified. | sought
candi dates from anong ny conpetitors. Douglas? No. He hated ne, but he
woul dn't go to such el aborate ends to nail ne if he ever decided it was
wort hwhile. Krellson? He'd do it, if he could; but I kept himunder such close
surveillance that | was certain he hadn't had the opportunity for anything of
this magnitude. The Lady Quoil of Rigel? Virtually senile by now Her
daughters ran her enpire and woul dn't hunmor such an expensive request for
revenge, | was sure. \Who then?

| checked ny records, and they didn't show recent transactions. So
sent a courier-gramto the Central Registration Unit for that stellar
district. Before the answer canme back, however, | received Marling's reply to
nmy message from Driscoll

" _Cone to Megapei imediately ," it said, and that was all. None of the
formal flourishes characteristic of Pei'an witing style were present. Only
that single, bald statement. It was the keynote of urgency. Either Marling was
wor se of f than he'd suspected or my query had struck something big.

| arranged for CRU s nmessage to be forwarded to me in Megapei, Megapei,
Megapei, and then | was gone.

vV

Megapei. If you're going to pick a place to die, you mght as well pick
a confortable one. The Pei'ans did, and | consider themw se. It had been a
pretty desolate place, I'mtold, when they found it. But they refurbished it
before they noved in and settled down to the business of dying.

Megapei's around seven thousand miles through the mddle, with two big
continents in the northern hem sphere and three small ones to the south. The
| arger of the northern ones looks like a tall teapot tilted to pour (the
handl e broken at the top), and the other resenbles an ivy |eaf from which sone
hungry caterpillar took a big, northwestern bite. These two are about eight
hundred nil es apart, and the bottomof the ivy |leaf dips about five degrees
into the tropic zone. The teapot is around the size of Europe. The three
continents in the southern hem sphere | ook like continents; that is to say,

i rregul ar chunks of green and gray surrounded by a cobalt sea, and they don't
rem nd me of anything else. Then there's lots of little islands and a few
fairly |l arge ones scattered all about the globe. The icecaps are small and



keep pretty much to thensel ves. The temperature is pleasant, as the ecliptic
and the equator are fairly close. The continents all possess bright beaches
and peaceful mountains, and any pl easant habitati on you care to imagi ne
somewhere in between. The Pei'ans had wanted it that way.

There are no large cities, and the city of Megapei on the continent of
Megapei, there on Megapei, is therefore not a large city. (Megapei the
continent is the chonped ivy leaf. Megapei the city lies on the sea in the
m ddl e of the chonp.) No two habitations within the city are nearer than a
mle fromone anot her

| orbited twice, because | wanted to | ook down and admnire that
handi work. | still couldn't spot a single feature which I'd have cared to
change. They were ny masters when it cane to the old art, always would be.

Merori es poured back, of the gone happy days before |I'd becone rich and
famous and hated. The popul ation of the entire world was less than a mllion
| could probably | ose nyself down there, as once | had, and dwell on Megape
for the rest of ny days. | knew | wouldn't. Not yet, anyhow. But sonetines
it's pleasant to daydream

On ny second pass, | entered the atnosphere, and after a time the w nds
sang about ne, and the sky changed fromindigo to violet to a deep, pure
azure, with little wisps of cirrus hovering there between being and
not hi ngness.

The stretch on which | |anded was practically Mrling' s back yard.
secured the ship and wal ked toward his tower, carrying a small suitcase. It
was about a mile's distance.

As | walked the famliar trail, shaded by broad-leafed trees, | whistled
once, lightly, and a bird-call mmcked my note. | could snell the sea, though
| could not yet viewit. Al was as it had been, years before, in the days
when | had set nyself the inpossible task and gone forth to westle the gods,
hopi ng only for forgetful ness, finding something far different.

Merories, like stained slides, suddenly becane illum nated as |
encount ered, successively, an enornous, npssed-over boul der, a giant _parton_
tree, a _crybbl _ (an al nost-Iavender greyhound-like creature the size of a
small horse, with long | ashes and a crown of rosy quills), which quickly
bounded away, a yellow sail--when the sea cane into view-then Marling's pier
down in the cove, and finally the tower itself, entire, mauve, serene, severe
and hi gh, above the splashing, below the sunrich skies, clean as a tooth and
far, far older than I

I ran the last hundred yards and banged upon the grillwrk that covered
the arched way into the small courtyard.

After perhaps two minutes, a strange young Pei'an came and stood and
regarded me fromthe other side. | spoke to himin Pei'an. | said: "My nane is
Franci s Sandow, and | have conme to see Dra_ Marling." At this, the Pei'an
unl atched the gate and held it open. Not until | had entered (for such is
their custom) did he answer: "You are welcome, _Dra_ Sandow. _Dra_ Marling
will see you after the tidal bell has rung. Let ne show you to a place of rest
and bring you refreshnment." | thanked himand followed himup the w nding
stair.

| ate a light neal in the chamber to which he had conducted ne. | stil
had more than an hour until the turning of the tide, so |l lit a cigarette and
stared out over the ocean through that w de, |ow wi ndow beside the bed, ny
el bows upon the sill that was harder than internetallide plastic, and gray.

Strange to live like this, you say? A race capable of damm near
anyt hi ng, a man nanmed Marling capable of building worlds? Maybe. Marling could
have been weal thier than Bayner and | put together and multiplied by ten, had
he chosen. But he'd picked a tower on a cliff overlooking the sea, a forest at

hi s back, and he decided to live there till he died, and was doing it. | wll
trace no norals, such as a drawing away fromthe overcivilized races who were
floodi ng the gal axy, such as repugnance for any society at all, even that of

one's fellows. Anything would be an oversinplification. He was there because
he wanted to be there, and | cannot go behind the fact. Still, we are kindred



spirits, Marling and |, despite the differences in our fortresses. He saw that
before |I did, though how he could tell that the power mght dwell in the
broken alien who'd turned up on his doorstep one day, centuries before, is
somet hing that | do not understand.

Si ck of wandering, frightened by Time, | had gone to seek counsel of
what was said to be the ol dest race around. How frightened I had becone, |
find it hard to describe. To see everything die--1 don't think you know what
it's like. But that's why | went to Megapei. Shall | tell you a little of
nmysel f? Why not? | told ne again, as | waited for the bell

I was born on the planet Earth, into the niddle of the twentieth
century, that period in the history of the race when man succeeded in casting
of f many of the inhibitions and taboos laid upon himby tradition, reveled for
a brief tinme, and then discovered that it didn't make a bl oody bit of

difference that he had. He was still just as dead when he died, and he stil
was faced with every life-death problemthat had confronted hi mbefore,
conpounded by the fact that Maithus was right. | left my indefinite college

maj or at the end of ny sophonore year to enlist in the Army, along with ny
younger brother who was just out of high school. That's how | found Tokyo Bay.

Afterwards, | returned to school for a degree in engineering, decided that was
a mstake, returned again to pick up the requirenments for nedical school
Sonmewhere along the line, | got sidetracked by the life sciences, went on for
a master's in Biology, kept pursuing a growing interest in ecology. | was
twenty-six years old and the year was 1991. My father had died and ny nother
had remarried. | had fallen for a girl, proposed to her, been rebuffed,

vol unteered for one of the first attenpts to reach another star system M
m xed academ ¢ background got me passage, and | was frozen for a century's
voyage. W nmde it to Burton, began setting up a colony. Before a year's tineg,

however, | was stricken by a |ocal disease for which we | acked a cure, not to
mention a name. | was then refrozen in nmy cold bunker, to await some eventua
t herapy. Twenty-two years later, | canme around. There had been eight nore

shi pl oads of colonists and a new world | ay about ne. Four nore shipl oads
arrived that sane year, and only two would remain. The other two were going on
to a nore distant system to join an even newer colony. | got passage by
tradi ng places with a col oni st who'd chi ckened out on the second | eg of the
flight. It was a once-in-a-lifetine opportunity, or so | thought, and since
could no longer recall the face--let alone the name--of the girl who had
caused ne to make the initial nove, ny desire to go on was predicated, | am
certain, solely upon curiosity and the fact that the environment in which

then found nyself had al ready been somewhat taned, and | had had no part in
its taming. It took a century and a quarter of cold sleep to reach the world
we then sought, and | didn't like the place at all. That's why | signed up for
a long haul, after only eight nmonths--a two hundred seventy-six year journey
out to Bifrost, which was to be man's farthest outpost, if we could nake a go
of it. Bifrost was bleak and bitter and scared ne, and convinced nme that maybe
| wasn't meant to be a colonist. | nade one nore trip to get away, and it was
already too | ate. People were suddenly all over the place, intelligent aliens
were contacted, interstellar trips were matters of weeks and nonths, not
centuries. Funny? | thought so. | thought it was a great joke. Then it was
pointed out to nme that | was possibly the oldest man alive, doubtless the only
survivor of the twentieth century. They told nme about the Earth. They showed
me pictures. Then | didn't l|augh any nore, because Earth had becone a

different world. | was suddenly very alone. Everything | had | earned in schoo
seened medi eval. So what did | do? | went back to see for nmyself. | returned
to school, discovered I could still learn. | was scared, though, all the tine.

| felt out of place. Then | heard of the one thing that m ght give ne a wedge
inthe times, the one thing that m ght save ne the feeling of being the |ast
survivor of Atlantis wal king down Broadway, the one thing that night make ne
superior to the strange world in which I found nmyself. | heard of the Pei'ans,
a then recently discovered race to whomall the marvels of the twenty-seventh
century on Earth--. including the treatnents which had added a couple



centuries to my |life-expectancy--would seemlike ancient history. So | came to
Megapei, Megapei, Megapei, half out of my mind, picked a tower at random
called out at the gate till someone responded, then said, "Teach ne, please.”

| had gone to the tower of Marling, all unknowi ng at the tinme--Marling,
of the twenty-six Nanes that |ived.

When the tidal bell rang, the young Pei'an cane for ne and he conducted
me up the winding stair to the top. He stepped into the room and | heard
Marling' s voice greet him

" Dra_ Sandow is here to see you," he replied.

"Then bid himenter."

The young Pei'an returned through the door and said, "He bids you
enter."

"Thank you."

I went in.

Marling was seated with his back to me, facing out the wi ndow toward the
sea, as | knew he would be. The three large walls of his fan-shaped chanber
were a pale green, resenbling jade, and his bed was | ong, |ow and narrow. One

wal I was an enornous consol e, sonewhat dusty. And the small; bedside table,
whi ch might not have been noved in centuries, still held the orange figurine
resenbl i ng a horned dol phin | eapi ng.

" Dra_, good afternoon,” | said.

"Come over here where | can see you."

I rounded his chair and stood before him He was thinner and his skin
was dar ker.

"You cane quickly," he said, his eyes noving across ny face.

| nodded.

"You said 'imediately.""

He nade a hissed, rattling sound, which is a Pei'an chuckle, then, "How
have you been treating |ife?"

"Wth respect, deference and fear."

"What of your work?"

"I m between jobs just now "

"Sit down."

He indicated a bench al ongside the wi ndow, and | crossed to it.

"Tell me what has happened.”

"Pictures," | said. "l've been receiving pictures of people | used to
know - peopl e who have been dead for some tinme now All of themdied on Earth,
and | recently learned that their Recall Tapes were stolen. So it's possible
that they _are_alive, sonewhere. Then | received this."

| handed himthe letter signed "Geen Geen." He held it close and read
it slowy.

"Do you know where the Isle of the Dead is?" he asked.

"Yes; it's on a world | nade."

"You are going?"

"Yes. | nust."

"Geen Geenis, | believe, Gingrin-tharl of the city Dilpei. He hates
you. "

"Why? | don't even know him™"

"That is uninportant. Your existence offends him so naturally he wi shes
to be avenged for this affront. It is sad.”

"I'"d say so. Especially if he succeeds. But how has ny existence served
to offend hinP"

"You are the only alien to be a Nane-bearer. At one tinme it was thought
that none but a Pei'an could master the art you have | earned--and not too many
Pei ' ans are capabl e, of course. Gingrin undertook the study and he conpl eted
it. He was to have been the twenty-seventh. He failed the final test,
however . "

"The final_test? |I'd thought that one pretty nuch a matter of form™

"No. It may have seened so to you, but it is not. So, after half a
century of study with Deigren of Dilpei, he was not confirned in the trade. He



was sonmewhat exercised. He spoke often of the fact that the last man to be
adnmtted was not even Pei'an. Then he departed Megapei. Wth his training, of
course, he soon grew wealthy."

"How | ong ago was that?"

"Several hundred years. Perhaps six."

"And you feel hess been hating ne all this tinme, and pl anni ng revenge?"

"Yes. There was no great hurry, and a good pi ece of revenge requires
el aborate preparation.”

It is always strange to hear a Pei'an speak so. Enminently civilized,
t hey neverthel ess have made revenge a way of life. It is doubtless another of
the reasons why there are so few Pei'ans. Sone of them actually keep vengeance
books--10ong, elaborate |lists of those who require a comeuppance--in order to
keep track of everyone they intend to punish, conplete with progress reports
on the status of each vengeance schene. A piece of vengeance isn't worth much
to a Pei'an unless it's conmplicated, carefully planned and put into notion
and occurs with fiendish precision many years after the affront which
stinmulated it. It was explained to nme that the fun of it is really in the
pl anning and the anticipation. The actual death, madness, disfigurenent or
hum liation which results is quite secondary to this. Marling once confided in
me that he had had three going which had | asted over a thousand years api ece,
and that's no record. It's a way of life, really. It conforts one, providing a
cheering object of contenplation when all other things are going poorly; it
renders a certain satisfaction as the factors line thensel ves up, one by
one--little triunphs, as it were--leading up to the time of fulfillnment; and
there is an esthetic pleasure to be had--some even say a nystica
experi ence--when the Situation occurs and the carefully wought boomis
| owered. Children are taught the systemat an early age, for full famliarity

with it is necessary for attaining advanced old age. | had had to learn it in
a hurry, and was still weak on some of the finer points.
"Have you any suggestions?" | asked.

"Since it is useless to flee the vengeance of a Pei'an," he told me, "I
woul d recomend your |ocating himinmediately and challenging himto a wal k

t hrough the night of the soul. I will provide you with sone fresh glitten_
roots before you | eave.™

"Thank you. I"'mnot real up on that, you know. "

"It is easy, and one of you will die, thus solving your problens. So if
he accepts, you will have nothing to worry about. Should you die, you will be

avenged by ny estate.”
"Thank you, _Dra_."
"It is nothing."
"What of Belion, with respect to Gingrin?"

"He is there."

"How so?"

"They have nmade their own terns, those two."
"And . . . ?"

"That is all | know. "

"WIl he see fit to walk with me, do you think?"

"l do not know. "

Then, "Let us regard the waters in their rising," he said, and | turned
and did so until he spoke again, perhaps half an hour |ater

"This is all," he said.

"There is no nore?"

"No. "

The sky darkened until there were no sails. | could hear the sea, snell

it, and there was its black, rolling, star-flecked bulk in the distance. |
knew t hat soon an unseen bird would shriek, and one did. For a |long while,
stood in a pertinent corner of my mnd, examning things | had left there a
long tinme ago and forgotten, and some things which |I had never fully
understood. My Big Tree toppled, the Valley of Shadows faded and the Isle of
the Dead was only a hunk of rock dropped into the mddle of the Bay and



sinking without a ripple. I was alone, | was absolutely alone. | knew what the

next words that | would hear woul d be; and then, sonetinme later, | heard them
"Journey with me this night," he said.
" Dra_ . . "
Not hi ng
Then, "Must it be _this_ night?" | said.
Not hi ng

"Where then will dwell Lorinmel of the Many Hands?"

"I'n the happy nothing, to conme again, as always."

"What of your debts, your enem es?"

"Al'l of thempaid."

"You had spoken of next year, in the fifth season.”

"That, now, is changed."

"I see.”

"W will spend the night in converse, Earthson, that | nay give you ny
final secrets before sunrise. Sit down," and | did, at his feet, as in days
far away through the snoke of nenory seen and younger, younger by far. He
began to speak and | closed nmy eyes, |istened.

He knew what he was doi ng, knew what he wanted. This didn't keep nme from
being frightened as well as saddened, however. He had chosen ne to be his
guide, the last living thing that he would see. It was the highest honor he

could pay a man, and I was not worthy of it. | hadn't used what he had given
me as well as | nmight have. 1'd screwed up a lot of things | shouldn't have. |
knew he knew it, too. But it didn't matter. | was the one. Wich made himthe

only person in the whole galaxy able to renind ne of nmy own father, dead these
t housand- plus years. He had forgiven me my trespasses.

The fear and the sadness .

Why now? Why had he chosen this tine?

Because there m ght not be any other.

In Marling's estimation, | was obviously off on a venture from which |
woul d probably not be returning. This, therefore, would have to be our fina
encounter. "Everyman, | will go with thee and be thy guide, in thy nost need
to go by thy side." --A good line for Fear, though Know edge spoke it. They've
a lot in common, when you stop to consider it.

And so the fear.

W did not speak of the sadness either. It would not have been proper
W spoke for a tine of the worlds we had nade, of the places we had built and
seen popul ated, of all the sciences that are involved in the feat of
transformng rubble into a habitation and, ultimtely, we spoke of the art.
The ecol ogy gane is nore conplicated than any chess gane, goes beyond the best
formul ati ons of any conputer. This is because, finally, the problens are
esthetic rather than scientific ones. Al the thinking power wthin the
seven- doored chanmber of the skull is required, true; yet a dash of sonething
still best described as inspiration is really the determ ning factor. W
dwel | ed upon these inspirations, many of whi ch now existed, and the night
sea-wind rose up so shrill and cold that | had to secure the w ndows agai nst
it and kindle a small fire, which blazed then Iike a holy thing in that
oxygen-rich place. | can remenber none of the words that were spoken that
night. Only there, preserved within me, are the soundl ess pictures we shared,
menory now, gl aced over with distance and tinme. "This is all," as he'd said,
and after awhile there was dawn.

He fetched ne the _glitten_ roots when the faint fal sedawn occurred, sat
for atime and then we nmade the final preparations.

About three hours later, | summoned the servants and ordered themto
hire nourners and to send a party ahead into the nmountains to open the famly
burial crypt. Using Marling' s equipment, | sent formal nmessages to the other

twenty-five Nanes Wi ch Lived, and to those he'd specified anbng friends,
acquai ntances and rel atives that he wi shed to be present. Then | prepared the
anci ent and dark green body he had worn, found ny way down to the kitchen for
breakfast, lit a cigar and wal ked by the bright seasi de where purple and



yel low sails once nore cut the horizon, found ne a small tidal pool, sat down
beside it, snoked.

| was nunb. That's the easiest way to put it. | had been there
before--the place fromwhich | had just returned--and, as before, | came away
with a certain indeci pherable scribbling upon ny soul. | w shed now for the
sadness or the fear again--anything. But |I felt nothing, not even anger. This
woul d cone |ater, though, | knew, but for the nonent, | was too young or too

ol d.

Why did the day bl oom so bright and the sea sparkle so before me? Wy
did the air burn salt and pleasant within me, and the life-cries of the wood
cone like music into my ears? Nature is not so synpathetic as the poets would
have you believe. Only other people sometines care when you cl ose your doors
and do not open themagain. | would stay in Megapei Megapei Megapei and listen
to the litany of Lorinel of the Many Hands while the thousand-year-old flutes
covered it like a sheet a statue. Then Shinbo would wal k into the nountains
once again, in procession with the others, and I, Francis Sandow, would see
t he opening of the cavern and gray, charcoal, black, the closing of the crypt.
| would stay a few days nore, to help order nmy master's affairs, and then
depart upon ny own journey. If it ended the sane way--well, that's life.

So much for nightthoughts at md-nmorning. | rose up and returned to the
tower to wait.

In the days that foll owed, Shinbo wal ked again. | remenber the thunder
as in a dream There was thunder and flutes and the fiery hieroglyphs of
[ i ght ni ngs above the nountains, beneath the clouds. This tinme Nature wept, for
Shi mbo dragged the bell-pull. | recall the green and gray procession, w nding
its way through the forest to the place where the tinber broke and the dirt
gave way to stone. As | wal ked, behind the creaking cart, the headgear of a
Name- bearer upon nme, the singed shawl of nourning about ny shoul ders, | bore
in my hands the mask of Lorinmel, a strip of dark cloth across the eyes. No
more would his light burn in the shrines, unless another was given the Name. |
understand that it did burn for a noment, though, at the tinme of his passing,
in every shrine in the universe. Then the | ast door was cl osed, gray,
charcoal, black. A strange dream is it not?

After it was all over, | sat in the tower for a week, as was expected of
me. | fasted, and ny thoughts were nmy own. During that week, a message canme in
fromthe Central Registration Unit, via Homefree. | didn't read it unti
Weeksend, and when | did, | learned that Illyria was now owned by the G een
Devel opnment Conpany.

Before the day was over, | was able to ascertain locally that the G een

Devel oprment Conpany was Gringrintharl, formerly of Dilpei, ex-student of

Del gren of Dil pei who bore the Nane Clice, Qut of Wiose Muwuth Proceedeth

Rai nbows. | called Deigren and made arrangenents to see himthe follow ng
afternoon. Then | broke nmy fast and I slept, for a long, long time. There were
no dreans that | can recall.

Mal i sti had uncovered no one, nothing, on Driscoll. Deigren of Dl pei
was of very little assistance, as he had not seen his fornmer pupil for
centuries. He hinted that he m ght be planning a surprise for Gingrin should
he ever return to Megapei. | wondered if the feeling and the plans were
nmut ual

What ever, these things no | onger mattered. My time on Megapei had cone
to an end.

| boosted the _Mddel T_into the sky and kept going until space and tine
ended for a space and a tine. | continued.



| anesthetized and cut open the mddle finger of ny left hand, inplanted
a laser crystal and sone piezoel ectric webbing, closed the incision and kept
the hand in a healant unit for four hours. There was no scar. It would sting
like hell and cost me sone skin if | used it, but if | were to extend that
finger, clench the others and turn nmy pal mupward, the beamit enmtted would
cut through a two-foot slab of granite. | packed rations, nedical supplies,
food, _glitten_root in a |light knapsack, which | cached near the port. |
woul d not need a conpass or maps, of course, but sone firesticks, a sheet of
flimsy, a hand torch and sone ni ght-specs seened advisable. | laid out
everything | could think of, including ny plans.

| decided not to descend in the Mdel T, but to orbit and ride in on a
non-metallic drift-sled. 1'd give nyself an Illyrian week on the surface.
woul d instruct the T to descend at the end of that tine and hover above the

strongest power-pull nexus--and then return once every day after that.

| slept, | ate. | waited, | hated.

Then one day there canme a hunmi ng sound, rising to a whine. Then
silence. The stars fell like fiery sleet, then froze all about ne. Ahead,
t here hung one bright one.

| ascertained Illyria's position and noved toward a rendezvous.

A couple lifetimes or days later, | regarded it: a little green opal of

a world, with flashing seas and countl ess bays, inlets, |akes, fjords; |ush
vegetation on the three tropical continents, cool woodl ands and numnerous | akes
on the four tenperate ones; no really high nountains, but lots of hills; nine
smal | deserts, for variety's sake; one hunpbacked river, half again the length
of the M ssissippi; a systemof oceanic currents | was really proud of; and a
five hundred nmile | and bridge/ nountain range | had rai sed between two
continents, just because geol ogists hate them as nuch as ant hropol ogi sts | ove
them | watched a stormsystem devel op near the equator, nove northward,
di sperse its wet burden over the ocean. One by one, as | drew nearer, the
t hree noons-- Fl opsus, Mopsus and Kattontallus--partly eclipsed the world.

| set the Mddel T_ into an enornous, elliptical orbit, beyond the
farthest noon; and, hopefully, also beyond the range of any detection devices.
Then | set to work figuring the problemof the descents--ny initial one, and
those | ater ones, by the vessel itself.

Then | checked my current position, set an alarmand took a nap

When | awoke, | visited the latrine, checked the driftsled, went over ny
gear. | took an ultrasonic shower and dressed nyself in black shirt and
trousers, of a water-repellent synthetic the nane of which | can never
renenber, even though I own the conpany. | put on what | call conbat boots,
but what everyone el se calls hiking boots these days, and bl oused the trousers
up inside. Then | clasped on a soft leather belt with a dark, two-piece buckle
whi ch coul d becone the handles for the strangling-wire that tore | oose through

the center seam | hung a pistol-belt over that, to hold a | aser handgun at ny
right hip, and | hooked a row of small grenades along the back. | wore a
pendant around ny neck, with a spit-bonb inside, and on ny right wist |
strapped a chrono set for Illyria and gi mm cked to spray para-gas from ni ne
o' cl ock when the stemwas pulled. A handkerchief, a conb and the remains of a
t housand-year-old rabbit's foot went into my pockets. | was ready.

| had to wait, though. | wanted to descend at night, drifting down |ike

t hi stl edown but bl ack, onto the continent Splendida, going to ground no cl oser
than a hundred, no further than three hundred mles fromny destination
I wiggled into the knapsack, smoked a cigarette and worked ny way back

to the sled-chanmber. | sealed it off and boarded the sled. | pulled shut the
hal f - bubbl e, | ocked it about ne, felt a tiny jet of air just above ny head, a
smal | wave of warnth just about nmy feet. | pushed the button that raised the
hat ch.

The wal | opened, and | stared down at the crescent nmoon ny world had



become. The T would launch ne at the proper nonment; the sled would brake

itself at the right time. | had only to control the drift, once |I'd entered
t he atnosphere. The sled and | together would weigh only a few pounds, because
of the anti-gray elenents in the hull. It had rudders, ailerons, stabilizers;

al so, sails and chutes. It's less like a glider than one assunes on first
hearing of it. It's nmore like a sailboat for use on a three-dimensional ocean
And | waited in it and | ooked down at the wave of night washing day from
Illyria. Mopsus noved into view, Kattontallus noved out of it. My right ankle
began to itch.

As | was scratching it, a blue light came on above ny head. As |
fastened ny belts, it went out and the red one cane on

As | relaxed, the buzzer sounded and the red light went out and a mnule
ki cked nme in the backside and there were stars all about, dark Illyria before
nme, and no hatch to frame them

Then drifting, not down, but ahead. Not falling, just nmoving, and even
t hat undetectabl e when | closed ny eyes. The world was a pit, a dark hole.
Slowy, it grew The warnmth had filled the capsule, and the only sounds were
nmy heart, ny breath, the air jet.

When | turned ny head, | could not see the _Mdel T_. Good

It had been years since |I'd used a drift-sled for purposes other than
recreation. And each tinme |I had, like now, nmy mnd skipped back to a pre-dawn
sky and the rocking of the sea and the snell of sweat and the bitter
after-taste of Dramamine in ny throat and the first _thud_ of artillery-fire
as the | anding vehicle neared the beach. Then, as now, |'d w ped ny pal ns on
nmy knees, reached into ny |eft sidepocket and touched the dead bunnys-f oot
there. Funny. My brother had had one, too. He woul d have enjoyed the
drift-sled. He'd liked airplanes and gliders and boats. He'd |iked waterskiing
and skindi ving and acrobatics and aerobatics--that's why he'd gone Airborne,
which is probably why he Got It, too. You can only expect so much from one
| ousy rabbit's foot.

The stars blazed like the | ove of God, cold and distant, as soon as |
dropped the bl ackspot on the bubble and bl ocked out the Iight of the sun
Mopsus caught the light, though, and cast it down into the pit. She held the
m ddl e orbit. Flopsus was nearest the planet, but was on the other side just
then. The three made for generally tranquil seas, and once in a score or so of
years they'd put on a magnificent tidal display when all of themwere in
conjunction. Isles of coral would appear in sudden deserts of purple and
orange, as the waters rolled back, humped up, becane a green nmountain, noved
round the world; and stones and bones and fishes and driftwood would lie |ike
the footprints of Proteus, and the winds would follow, and the
tenmperature-shifts, the inversions, the fields in the clouds, the cathedrals
in the sky; and then the rains would cone, and the wet mountains would break
t hensel ves upon the land, as the fairy cities shattered and the magic isles
returned to the depths and Proteus, God knows where, would | augh |ike thunder
as with each bright flash Neptune's whitehot trident dipped, sizzled, dipped,
sizzled. Afterwards, you'd rub your eyes.

Now Il lyria was noonbeans over cheesecloth. Sonewhere, in her sleep, a
cat-like creature would stir soon. She would awaken, stretch, rise and begin
to prow. After a time, she would stare at the sky for a nonent, at the noon,
beyond the moon. Then a nurmur would run through the valleys, and the | eaves
woul d nove upon the trees. They would feel it. Born of my nervous system
fractioned fromm own DNA, shaped in the initial cell by the unassisted power

of my mind, they would feel it, all of them Anticipation. --_Yes, ny
children, I amcom ng. For Belion has dared to wal k anbng you_ . . .

Drifting.

If only it had been a nman, there on Illyria, waiting for ne, it would
have been easy. As it was, | felt that nmy armanments were mainly trappings. If
it had only been a man, though, | wouldn't even have bothered with them But

G een Geen was not a man; he was not even a Pei'an--which, initself, is a
frightening thing to be. Rather, he was sonething nore than either



He bore a Name, albeit inproperly; and Nane-bearers can influence living
t hi ngs, even the el enents about them when they raise up and nmerge with the
shadow that lies behind the Nane. | amnot getting theological. |I've heard
some scientific-sounding explanations for everything involved, if you'll buy
vol untary schi zophrenia al ong with a god-conpl ex and extrasensory faculties.
Take themone at a tinme, and bear in mnd the nunber of years' training a
wor | dscaper undergoes, and the nunber of candi dates who conplete it.

| had the edge on Geen Geen, | felt, because it was ny world he'd
chosen for the encounter. How long he'd had to fool around with it, of course,
was a thing | didn't know and a thing that worried ne. Wat changes had he
ef fected? He'd chosen the perfect bait. How perfect was the trap? How nmuch of
an edge did he think he had? Whatever, he couldn't be sure of anything, not
agai nst anot her Nane. Nor, of course, could I

Did you ever witness the conbat of _betta splendens_, the Sianese
Fighting Fish? It's not |like a cock fight or a dog fight or a cobra-npbngoose
mat ch, or anything else in the world but itself. You place two males in the
same bowl . They nove together quickly, unfurling their brilliant fins, Iike
red, blue, green shadows, expanding their branchial menbranes. This gives the
illusion of their suddenly bloom ng into sonething |arger than they had been
Then they approach one another slowy, remain side by side for perhaps a
quarter of a mnute, drifting. Then they nove, so fast that the eye can't even
foll ow what is happening. Then, slow and peaceful again, they drift. Then
suddenly, the colored whirlagig. Then drifting. Then nmovenent. This pattern
continues. The col ored-shadow fins. And even this may be m sl eading. After a
time, a reddish haze will surround them Another flurry. They slow. Their jaws
are | ocked. A minute passes, perhaps two. One opens his jaws and sw ns away.
The other drifts.

This is how | saw what was to cone.

| passed the nmoon, the dark bulk of the world grew before me, occl uding
stars. As | neared it, my descent slowed. Devices beneath the cockpit were
activated, and when |I finally entered the upper atnosphere | was already
drifting, slowy. The inpression of noonlight on a hundred | akes: coins at a
dark pool's bottom

| monitored for artificial |light, detected none. Flopsus appeared upon
the horizon, adding her light to her sister's. After perhaps half an hour,
could make out the nore prominent features of the continent. | conbined these
with nenory and feeling and began to steer the sled.

Like the falling of a leaf on a still day, tacking, sideslipping,
headed for the ground. The | ake called Acheron, with its Isle of the Dead,
lay, | calculated, sone six hundred mles to the northwest.

Far bel ow nme, clouds appeared. | drifted on and they were gone. | | ost
very little altitude during the next half-hour and gai ned perhaps forty mles
on nmy goal. | wondered what detection devices mght be functioning bel ow ne.

The high-altitude wi nds caught me, and | fought themfor a tine;
finally, though, | had to descend several thousand feet to escape the worst of
t hem

For the next several hours | made ny way, steadily, north and west. At a
hei ght of some fifty thousand feet, | was still over four hundred mles from
my goal. | wondered what detection devices night be functioning bel ow ne.

Wthin the next hour, though, | descended twenty thousand feet and
gai ned about seventy mles. Things seened to be breaking nicely.

Finally, a false dawn began in the east, and | dropped a nile to get
beneath it. My speed increased as | did so. It was |ike descending into an
ocean, light water to dark

But the light followed nme. After a time, | ran again. | plowed through a
cl oudbank, estinmated my position, continued to descend. How many miles to
Acher on?

Two hundred, perhaps.

The Iight caught ne, passed ne, went away.

| dropped to fifteen thousand feet, picked up forty nmles. | deactivated



several nore plates.

| was cruising at three thousand feet when the real dawn began to occur

| continued for ten mnutes, dropping, found a clear place and went to
ground.

The sun cracked open the east, and | was a hundred mles from Acheron
give or take around ten. | opened the bubble, pulled the destruct-cord, |eapt
to the ground and ran.

A minute later, the sled collapsed upon itself and began to snol der. |
slowed to a wal k, took my bearings, headed across the field toward the place
where the trees began.

During the first five minutes Illyria returned to me, and it was as if |
had never been gone. Filtered through the forest's msts, the sunlight cane
rose and anber; dewdrops glistened on the | eaves and the grasses; the air was
cool, snelled of danp earth and deconposi ng vegetati on, which is sweet. A
small yellow bird circled my head, lighted on ny shoul der, perched there for a
dozen paces, was gone. | stopped to cut myself a wal king stick, and the snell
of the white wood took ne back to Chio and the creek where I'd cut willows to
fashi on whistles, soaking the wands overnight, tapping the bark with the
handl e of ny knife to loosen it, near the place where the strawberries grew.
And | found sone wild berries, huge and purple, crushed them between ny
fingers and licked the juice, which was tart. A crested lizard, bright as a
tomato, stirred sluggishly atop his rock and noved to sit on the toe of ny
boot as | was doing this. I touched his crown, then pushed hi maway and noved
on. Wen | | ooked back, his salt-and-pepper eyes nmet nmy own. | wal ked beneath
forty- and fifty-foot trees, and noisture occasionally dripped down upon ne.

Bi rds began to awaken, and insects. A big-bellied green whistler began his
ten-m nute song of deflation on a |linb above nme. Somewhere to ny left, a
friend or relative joined in. Six purple _cobra de capella_ flowers expl oded
fromthe ground and enmitted hisses as they swayed upon their stalks, their
petals rippling like flags, their heavy perfunes released with bomb-1ike
efficiency. But | wasn't startled, for it was as if | had never gone away.

| wal ked on and the grasses di m nished. The trees were | arger now,
ranging fromfifty to seventy feet, w th nunerous boul ders |ying among them A
good pl ace for an anbush; |ikew se, a good place to take cover from one.

The shadows were deep, and para-nonkeys chanted overhead while a | egion
of clouds advanced fromthe west. The low sun tickled their quarters with
flame, shot shafts of light through the |eaves. Vines that clung to sonme of
the giants held blossons |ike silver candel abra, and the air about them hinted
of temples and incense. | forded a pearly stream and crested water snakes swam
besi de nme, hooting like owWs. They were quite poisonous, hut very friendly.

From t he ot her bank, the ground began to slope upward, gently at first;
and, as | advanced, sone subtle change seened to come over the world. There
was not hing objective to which | could relate it, only a feeling that the
decks of order had been slightly riffled.

The cool ness of nmorning and the wood did not depart as the day advanced.
Rather, it seened to deepen. There was a definite chill in the air; and l|ater
it becane an al nost clamy feeling. Still, the sky was nore than half-filled
with clouds by then, and the ionization that precedes a stormoften gives rise
to such feelings.

When | stopped to eat, sitting with ny back against the bole of an
ancient mark-tree, | frightened a pandrilla who had been digging anong its
roots. As soon as he began to flee, | knew that sonething was w ong.

| filled my mind with the desire that he return, and laid it upon him

He halted then in his flight and turned and regarded me. Slowy, he
approached. | fed hima cracker and tried to see through his eyes as he ate
it.



Fear, recognition, fear . . . There had been a nonent of mi splaced
pani c.

It didn't bel ong.

| released himand he renai ned, content to eat nmy crackers. Hs initial

response had been too unusual to dismss, however. | feared what it indicated.
| was entering enemy territory.

I finished eating and noved on. | descended into a foggy vale, and when
| left it the mists were still with me. The sky was al nost conpletely
overcast. Small aninmals fled before nme, and | nmade no effort to change their
m nds. | wal ked on, and ny breath was white, nobist wings now | avoided two

power-pulls. If | were to use one, it could betray ny position to another
sensitive

VWhat is a power-pull? Well, it's a part of the makeup of everything wth
an el ectromagnetic field. Every world has nunerous, shifting points inits
gravitational matrix. There, certain machines or specially talented people can

plug in and act as switchboards, batteries, conderisors. Power-pull is a handy
termfor such a nexus of energy, a termused by people who can enploy it in
such a fashion. | didn't want to use one until | was certain as to the nature

of the eneny, however, for all Nanebearers normally possess this capability.

So | let the fog danpen nmy garnments and take the sheen from ny boottops,
when | could have dried out. | walked with ny staff in nmy left hand, ny right
one free to draw and fire

Not hi ng attacked me, though, as | advanced. In fact, after a tinme no
living thing crossed ny path.

| hiked until evening, making perhaps twenty miles that day. The
danpness was al |l - pervasive, but there was no rain. | located a small cave in
the foothills I was then negotiating, cast nmy flinsy--a ten by ten sheet of
tough plastic material, three nolecules in thickness--for insulation against
the dirt and some of the danpness, ate a dry nmeal and slept, my gun near ny
hand.

The norning was as bl eak as the night and the day before, and the fog

had thi ckened. | suspected an intent behind it, and | moved cautiously. It
struck me as just a bit too nelodramatic. |If he thought he was going to shake
me up with shadow, mst, chill and the alienation of a few of my creatures, he

was wong. Disconfort just irritates me, makes me angry and fixes ny
determ nation to get at its source and deal with it as quickly as possible.

| slopped ny way through much of the second day, topped the hills and
began my downward trek. It was al ong about evening that | picked up a
conpani on.

A light appeared off to ny left and noved parallel to ny own course. It
hovered anywhere fromtwo to ei ght feet above the ground, and its color varied
frompal e yell ow t hrough orange to white. It could have been anywhere from
twenty to a hundred feet away at any given tinme. Cccasionally, it di sappeared;

al ways, it returned. Awll-o-the-wisp, sent to lure ne into sone crevass or
mar shy bog? Probably. Still, | was curious, | adnmired its persistence--and it
was nice to have conpany.

"Good evening," | said. "I"'mcomng to kill whoever sent you, you know.

"But then you mght just be marsh gas," | added. "In which case, you may
di smss nmy | ast remark.

"Either way," | went on, "lI"'mnot in the nood to be |led astray just now.

You can take a coffee break if you'd like."

Then | began whistling _It's a Long Way to Tipperary_. The thing
continued to pace ne. | stopped and sheltered beneath a tree, to light a
cigarette. | stood there and snoked it. The |light hovered about fifty feet
away, as if waiting. | tried to touch it with my mind, but it was as if there



was nothing there. | drew nmy gun and thought better of it, reholstered it. |
finished ny cigarette, crushed it out, noved ahead.

Again, the |light noved with ne.

About an hour later, | nmade canp in a small clearing. | wapped nyself
inm flinmsy, my back against a rock. | built a small fire and heated sone
soup |I'd brought along. The light wouldn't carry far on a night like this.

The will-o-the-wi sp hovered just outside the circle of firelight. "Care
for a cup of coffee?" | asked it. There was no reply, which was a good thing.
| had only one cup with ne.

After 1'd finished eating, | lit a cigar and let the fire go down to
enbers. | puffed ny cigar and wi shed for stars. The ni ght was soundl ess about
me, and the chill was reaching for ny backbone. It had al ready seized ny toes
and was gnawi ng on them | w shed |I'd thought to bring a flask of brandy.

My fellow traveler stood vigil, unnmoving, and | stared back at him |If
it wasn't a natural phenonenon, it was there to spy on me. Dared | sleep?
dar ed

When | awoke, ny chrono showed me that an hour and a quarter had passed.
Not hi ng had changed. Not forty minutes later, either, nor two hours and ten
m nutes after that, when | awoke again.

| slept out the rest of the night and found it waiting in the norning.

This day was |ike the previous one, cold and bl ank. | broke canmp and
nmoved on, reckoning that | was about a third of the way to ny destination

Suddenly, there was a new devel opment. My conpani on noved fromny |eft
and drifted slowy ahead. It turned right then and hovered, about sixty feet
before ne. By the time | reached that spot, it had noved on, anticipating ny
pat h.

That was a thing I didn't like. It was as though the guiding

intelligence were nocking ne, saying, "Look here, old boy, | know where you're
headed and how you intend getting there. Wiy don't you let ne make the way a
bit easier?" It was a successful nock, too, for it made nme feel like a

conplete fool. There were several things | could do about it, but I didn't
feel like doing themyet.

So | followed. |I followed till lunchtime, when it politely halted unti
| was quite finished; till dinnertine, when it did the sane.

Shortly thereafter, however, the |light again changed its behavior. It
drifted off to the left and vanished. | stopped and stood still for a noment,

for 1'd grown used to it. Was | supposed to have become so conditioned to
following it all day that fatigue and habit would conbine to lead me after it
now, off nmny intended path? Perhaps.

I wondered how far it would lead ne if | gave it the opportunity.

| decided that twenty minutes of walking after it would be quite enough
| loosened ny pistol inits holster and waited for it to cone again.

It did. Wien it repeated its previous performances, | turned and
followed. It hurried ahead, waited for me to catch up, hurried on

After about five mnutes, a light rain began to fall. Though the
dar kness deepened, | could see wi thout using nmy hand torch. Soon | was soaked
all the way through. | cursed and sl oughed al ong, shivering.

Approximately half a mle further along, wetter, colder, darker the day,
stronger still the feeling of alienation, | was |left alone. The |ight went
out. | waited, but it did not return.

Carefully, I made ny way to the place where | had last seen it, circling

in fromthe right, gun in hand, searching with nmy eyes and ny nind.

| brushed against a dry tree-linb and heard it snap

"Stop! For the love of God! Don't!"

| threw nyself to the ground and roll ed.

The cry had cone fromright beside me. | covered that area froma
di stance of twelve feet.

Cry? Had it been a truly physical sound, or sonmething within ny nind?
wasn't certain.

I waited.



Then, so softly that | wasn't certain how | was hearing it, there cane
to nme a sound of sobbing. Soft sounds are difficult to pinpoint, and this was

no exception. | turned ny head slowy, fromright to left, saw no one.

"Who is it?" | asked in a shrill whisper, for these, too, are wthout
direction.

No answer. But the sobbing continued. Reaching out with ny mind, | felt
pai n and confusi on, nothing nore.

"Who is it?" | repeated

There was silence, then, "Frank?" said the voice.

This time | decided to wait. | let a minute go by, then said nmy nane.

"Help me," cane the reply.

"Who are you? Where are you?"

"Here . . ."

And the answers canme into nmy mnd, and the nape of ny neck crawl ed and
nmy hand tightened on the pistol

"Dango! The Capel Knife!"

| knew then what had happened, but | didn't have guts enough to turn on
my torch and take a good |l ook. | didn't need to, though

My will-o-the-wi sp chose that noment to return.

It drifted past ne, rose high, higher, brightness increasing in
intensity to a level far beyond anything it had exhibited earlier. It hovered
at a height of fifteen or twenty feet and blazed like a flare. Below it stood
Dango. He had no choice but to stand.

He was rooted to the spot.

H s lean, triangular face bore a |l ong, black beard and flow ng hair that
twi ned away anong his linbs, his | eaves. H s eyes were dark and sunken and
wr et ched. The bark that was a part of himbore insect holes, birddroppings and
char-marks of nunmerous snmall fires about the base. | saw then that bl ood
dripped fromthe linb | had broken as |I'd passed hi m by.

| rose, slowy.

"Dango . . ." | said.

"They're gnawing at ny feet!" he told ne.

"o I"msorry." | lowered the gun, alnost dropped it.

"Way didn't he let nme stay dead?"

"Because once you were ny friend, and then you were ny eneny," | said.
"You knew e, well."

"Because of you?" The tree swayed, as if reaching after me. He began to
curse me, and | stood there and listened as the rain nmingled with his bl ood
and soaked into the ground. W had been partners in a joint venture one tine,
and he'd tried to cheat nme. |I'd brought charges, he was acquitted and tried to
kill ne afterwards. | put himin the hospital, back on Earth, and he'd died in
an auto accident a week after his discharge. He would have killed me if he'd
gotten the chance-- with a knife, | know But | never gave himthe chance. You
m ght sort of say | hel ped his bad luck along when it cane to the accident. |
knew he'd never rest until he'd nailed me or was dead, and | didn't feel like
getting nail ed.

The raking light nade his features | ook ghastly. He had the conpl exi on
of a mushroom and the eyes of an evil cat. Hi s teeth were broken and there was
a festering sore on his left cheek. The back of his head was joined with the
tree, his shoulders nerged with it and there were two branches whi ch m ght
contain his arms. Fromthe wai st down he was tree.

"Who did it?" | asked.

"The big green bastard. Pei'an. " he said. "Suddenly, | was here.
don't understand. There was an acci dent "

"Il get him" | said. "I"mgoing after himnow I|'mgoing to kill him
Then 1'I1 get you out--"

“No! Don't go!"

"It's the only way, Dango."

"You don't understand what it's like," he said. "I can't wait.

Pl ease. "



"It may only take a few days, Dango."

" And he may get you instead. Then it'll be never. Christ! How it
hurts! I'msorry about that deal, Frank. Believe me. . . . Please!"

| |1 ooked down at the ground and up at the light.

| raised the gun and lowered it.

"I can't kill you any nore," | said.

He bit his lip and the blood ran down his chin and into his beard and
the tears cane out of his eyes. | | ooked away from his eyes.

| stunbl ed backwards and began munbling in Pei'an. Only then did
realize | was near a power-pull. | could feel it suddenly. And | grew taller

and taller, and Frank Sandow grew smaller and snaller, and when | shrugged the
t hunders runbl ed. When | raised ny left hand they roared. Wien | drew it down
to ny shoul der the flash that foll owed blinded ne and the shock raised ny hair
upon ny head.
. I was alone with the snells of ozone and snoke, there, before the

charred and splintered thing that had been Dango the Knife. Even the
Wi ll-o-the-wi sp was gone now. The rain came down in torrents and laid the
snells to rest.

| staggered back in the direction fromwhich | had come, ny boots making
sucki ng sounds in the nud, nmy clothes trying to craw under ny skin.

Sonehow, somewhere--1 don't renmenber exactly--1 slept.

O all the things a man may do, sleep probably contributes nost to
keepi ng himsane. It puts brackets about each day. If you do something foolish
or painful today, you get irritated if sonmebody nentions it, today. If it
happened yesterday, though, you can nod or chuckle, as the case nay be. You've
crossed through not hi ngness or dreamto another island in Tinme. How many
nmenories can he summoned up in a single instant? Many, it would seem
Actual Iy, though, they're only a small fraction of those which exist,
somewhere. And the |onger you've been around, the nore of them you have. So,
once | have slept, there are many things which cone to aid me when | wish to
anest hetize a particular occurrence. This may sound callous. It is not. | do
not mean that | live without pain for things gone by, without guilt. I mean
that over the centuries | have devel oped a nmental reflex. Wen | have been
swanped enotionally, | sleep. Wen | awaken, thoughts of other days cone
forth, fill nmy head. After a time, nmenory the vulture circles closer and
cl oser, then descends upon the thing of pain. It disnenbers it, gorges itself
upon it, digests it with the past standing to witness. | suppose it is a thing
cal l ed perspective. | have seen many persons die. In many fashions. | have
never been unnoved. But sleep gives nmenory a chance to rev its engi ne and hand
me back ny head each day. For | have al so seen people live, and | have | ooked
upon the colors of joy, sorrow, |ove, hate, satiation, peace.

I found her in the nobuntains one norning, niles fromanywhere, and her
lips were blue and her fingers were frostbitten. She was wearing a
tiger-striped pair of |leotards and she was curled into a ball beside a scrubby
l[ittle bush. | put my jacket around her and left my mineral bag and ny tools
on a rock, and |I never did recover them She was delirious, and it seened |
heard her say the name "Noel" several tinmes while | was carrying her back to
nmy vehicle. She had some bad bruises and a I ot of minor cuts and abrasions. |
took her to a clinic where they treated her and kept her overnight. The
following morning | went to see her and |l earned that she'd refused to supply
her identity. Al so, she seened unable to supply any noney. So | paid her bil
and asked her what she was going to do, and she didn't know that either. |
offered to put her up at the cottage | was renting and she accepted. For the
first week, it was like living in a haunted house. She never tal ked unl ess |
asked her a question. She prepared neals for me and kept the place clean and



spent the rest of the time in her room wth the door closed. The second week
she heard me picking at an old mandolin--the first time |I'd touched the thing
i n mont hs--and she cane out and sat across the living roomfrom ne and
listened. So | kept playing, for hours longer than I'd intended, just to keep
her there, because it was the only thing in over a week that had evoked any

sort of response. Wien | laid it aside, she asked nme if she could try it, and
| nodded. She crossed the room picked it up, bent over and began to play. She
was far froma virtuoso, but then so was |I. | |istened and brought her a cup

of coffee, said "Good night" and that was it. The next day, though, she was a
di fferent person. She'd conbed the tangles out of her dark hair and trimed
it. Much of the puffiness was gone from beneath her pale eyes. She talked to
me at breakfast, about everything fromthe weather, the news reports, ny

m neral collection, nmusic, antiques to exotic fishes. Everything excepting
herself. | took her places after that: restaurants, shows, the
beach- - everywhere but the nountains. About four nonths went by like this. Then
one day | realized | was beginning to fall in love with her. O course,

didn't nention it, though she rmust have seen it. Hell, | didn't really know
anyt hi ng about her, and | felt awkward. She m ght have a husband and six kids
somewhere. She asked ne to take her dancing. | did, and we danced on a terrace
under the stars until they closed the place down, around four in the norning.
The next day, when | rose at the crack of noon, | was alone. On the kitchen
table there was a note that said: _Thank you. Please do not |ook for me. |
have to go back now | love you . It was, of course, unsigned. And that's al

| know about the girl w thout a nane.

When | was around fifteen years old, | found a baby starling beneath a
tree while | was nowing the awn in our back yard. Both its | egs were broken
At least, | surmsed this, because they stuck out at funny angles fromits
body and it sat on its backside with its tail feathers bent way up. Wen |
crossed its field of vision, it threwits head back and opened its beak.
bent down and saw that there were ants all over it, so | picked it up and
brushed them off. Then | | ooked for a place to put it. | decided on a bushel
basket lined with freshly cut grass. | set the thing on our picnic table on
the patio under the maple trees. | tried an eyedropper to get sonme mlk down
its throat, but it just seenmed to choke on it. | went back to nmowi ng the | awn.
Later that day, | looked in on it and there were five or six big black beetles
down in the grass with it. Disgusted, | threw themout. The next norning, when
| went out with mlk and an eyedropper, there were nore beetles. | cleaned
house once again. Later that day, | saw a huge dark bird perched on the edge
of the basket. She went down inside, and after a nmoment flew away. | kept
wat chi ng, and she returned three tines within the half hour. Then | went out
and | ooked into the basket and saw nore beetles. | realized that she'd been
hunting them bringing themto it, trying to feed it. It wasn't able to eat,
however, so she just left themthere in the basket. That night a cat found it.
There were only a few feathers and sonme bl ood anong t he beetles when | went
out with nmy eyedropper and sone nilk the next norning.

There is a place. It is a place where broken rocks ring a red sun
Several centuries ago, we discovered a race of arthropod-like creatures called
_Whilles_, with whomwe could not deal. They rejected friendly overtures on
the parts of every known intelligent race. Al so, they slew our emi ssaries and
sent their remains back to us, mssing a few pieces here and there. \Wen first
we contacted them they possessed vehicles for travel within their own sol ar
system Shortly thereafter, they devel oped interstellar travel. Werever they
went, they killed and they stole and then beat it back home. Perhaps they
didn't realize the size of the interstellar comunity at that time, or perhaps
they didn't care. They guessed right if they thought it would take an awfully
long time to reach an accord when it came to declaring war on them There is
actually very little precedent for interstellar war. The Pei'ans are about the
only ones who remenber any.. So the attacks failed, what remai ned of our
forces were w thdrawn, and we began to bonbard the planet. The _Whilles_ were,
however, further along technologically than we'd initially thought. They had a



near - perfect defense systemagainst mssiles. So we withdrew and tried to
contain them They didn't stop their raids, though. Then the Nanes were
contacted, and three worldscapers, Sang-ring of Greldei, Karth'ting of Mrde
and I, were chosen by lot to use our abilities in reverse. Later, within the
systemof the Wiilles_, beyond the orbit of their home world, a belt of
asteroi ds began to collapse upon itself, formng a planetoid. Rock by rock, it
grew, and slowy it altered its course. W sat, with our machinery, beyond the
orbit of the farthest planet, directing the new world' s gromh and its sl ow
spiral inward. When the _Willes_ realized what was happening, they tried to
destroy it. But it was too late. They never asked for mercy, and none of them
tried to flee. They waited, and the day canme. The orbits of the two worlds
intersected, and nowit is a place where broken rocks ring a red sun. | stayed
drunk for a week after that.

Once | collapsed in a desert, while trying to wal k from ny danaged

vehicle to a small outpost of civilization. | had been wal king for four days,
wi thout water for two, and ny throat felt |ike sandpaper and ny feet were a
mllion mles away. | passed out. How long | lay there, I do not know Perhaps

an entire day. Then, what | thought to be a product of deliriumcane and
crouched beside nme. It was purplish in color, with a ruff around its neck and
three horny knobs on its lizard-like face. It was about four feet in length
and scaly. It had a short tail and there were claws on each of its digits. Its
eyes were dark ellipses with nictitating menbranes. It carried a |ong, holl ow
reed and a small pouch. | still don't know what it was. It regarded nme for a
few nonents, then dashed away. | rolled onto nmy side and watched it. It poked
the reed into the ground and held its nouth over the end, then w thdrew the
reed, nmoved on and repeated the activity. About the eleventh time it didit,
its cheeks began to bulge like balloons. Then it ran to ny side, |eaving the
reed in place, and it touched my mouth with its forelinb. | guessed what it
was trying to indicate and | opened my nouth. Leaning close, slowy,
carefully, so as not to waste a drop, it trickled the hot, dirty water from
its mouth into my own. Six tines it returned to the reed and brought back
water, giving it to me in this fashion. Then | passed out again. \Wen
awakened, it was evening and the creature brought ne nore water. In the
nmorning, | was able to walk to the tube, crouch beside it and draw ny fill of
liquid. The creature awakened slowy, sluggish in the pre-dawn cold. Wen it
had come around, | took off my chrono and ny hunting knife and | enptied ny
pockets of money and placed these things before it. It studied the items. |
pushed themtoward it and pointed at the pouch it bore. It pushed them back
toward me and nade a clicking sound with its tongue. So | touched its forelinb
and said thanks in every |anguage that | knew, picked up ny stuff and started
wal king again. | made it into the settlenent the foll owi ng afternoon

Agirl, abird, a world, a drink of water, and Dango the Knife riven
fromhead to foot.

The cycl es of recollection place pain beside thought, sight, sentinent
and the al ways who-what -why? Sl eep. the conductor of nenory, keeps nme sane.
More than this | do not know, really. But | did not think | was callous by
arising the followi ng norning nore intent upon what |ay before ne than behind.

What it was, was fifty to sixty mles of progressively difficult
terrain. The ground was rockier, drier. Leaves possessed sharp, serrate edges.

The trees were different, the aninmals were different, fromwhat |I had
| eft behind. They were parodies of the things in which | had taken such pride.
My M dnight Warblers here emitted harsh croaki ng sounds, the insects all had
stings and the flowers stank. There were no straight, tall trees. They were
all of themtw sted or squat. My gazelle-like | eogahs were cripples. Smaller
animal s snarled at me and ran. Sone of the larger ones had to be stared down.



My ears cracked with the increasing altitude and the fog was still with
me, but | pushed on, steadily, and | nade perhaps twenty-five mles that day.

Two nore days, | figured. Perhaps |l ess. And one to do the job.
That night | was awakened by one of the nost godawful explosions I'd
heard in years. | sat up and listened to the echoes--or perhaps it was only

the ringing in my ears. | sat there with ny gun in ny hand and waited, beneath
a large, old tree.

In the northwest, despite the fog, | could see a light. It was a sort of
general i zed orange glow. It began to spread.

The second expl osion was not so loud as the first. Neither was the third
or the fourth. By then, however, | had other things to think about.

The ground was trenbling beneath ne.

| stayed where | was and waited. The shocks increased in intensity.

Judgi ng fromthe sky, a quarter of the world was on fire.

Since there wasn't nuch | could do about it at the nmonent, | rehol stered
my pistol, sat with nmy back against the tree and lit a cigarette. Somnething
seened out of whack. Green Green was sure as hell going to a lot of trouble to
i mpress nme when he should have known | wasn't that inpressionable. That kind
of activity could not be natural in this region, and he was the only one ot her
than nysel f who was on the scene and able to do it. Wy? WAs he just saying,
"Look, I"'mtearing up your world, Sandow. \Wat are you going to do about it?"
Was he denonstrating the power of Belion with hopes of frightening ne?

| toyed for a nonent with the notion of seeking out a power-pull and
unl eashing the worst electrical stormhe'd ever seen, over the entire area,
just to show himhow inpressed | was. But | shelved the idea quickly. | did
not want to fight himfroma distance. | wanted to neet himface to face and
tell himwhat | thought of him | wanted to confront himand show nyself to
hi m and ask hi m why he was being such a bl oody fool --why nmy being a honmpo sap
had aroused such a hatred that he'd gone to such lengths to hurt ne.

He obviously knew | had already arrived, was there on the world

somewher e--el se there woul d have been no will-o-the-wisp to take ne to Dango.
So | betrayed nothing by what | did next.
| closed nmy eyes and bowed ny head and sunmoned up the power. | tried to

pi cture hi m somewhere near the Isle of the Dead, a gloating Pei'an, watching
his vol cano rise, watching the ashes spew forth Iike black | eaves, watching
the lava gl ow and boil, watching the snakes of sulfur crawl through the
heavens--and with the full power of ny hatred behind it, | sent forth the
nessage

"Patience, Geen Geen. Patience, Gingrin-tharl. Patience. In but a few
days, | will be with you for a short tine. A short tine only."

There was no reply, but then | hadn't expected one.

In the norning, the going was rougher. A black snowfall of ashes
descended t hrough the mist. There was still an occasional tenblor, and aninals
fled past me, heading in the opposite direction. They ignored me conpletely,
and | tried to ignore them

The entire north seened to be on fire. If it were not that | possess a
sense of absolute direction on all nmy worlds, | would have thought that | was
heading into a sunrise. | found it quite disillusioning.

Here was a Pei'an, alnobst a Nane, a nenber of the nost subtle race of
avengers who had ever lived; and here he was acting like a clown before the
abomi nabl e Earthman. Ckay, he hated nme and he wanted to get me. That was no
reason to be sloppy about it and to forget the fine old traditions of his
race. The vol cano was a childish display of the power | fully expected to

nmeet, eventually. | felt a bit ashanmed for him for such a crude exhibition at
this point in the gane. Even |, in ny brief apprenticeship, had | earned
sufficient of the fine points of vengeanceship to know better than that. | was
begi nning to see why he'd flunked his test.

| chewed sone chocol ate as | wal ked, putting off l[unch-break until |ater
in the afternoon. | wanted to cover sufficient ground so that 1'd only have a

few hours' hike in the norning. | maintained a steady pace, and the |ight grew



and grew before me, the ashes came nore densely down, the ground gave a good
shake about once every hour

Around m dday, a wart-bear attacked me. | tried to control it, but I
couldn't. | killed it and cursed the man who had nade it into what it was.

The fog had let up a good deal by then, but the drifting ash nore than
conpensated. It was a constant tw light through which | wal ked, coughi ng.
didn't nake good tinme because of the rearrangenents of the terrain, and
added anot her day to ny hiking schedul e.

By the time | turned in that night I'd covered a | ot of ground, though
| knew |'d reach Acheron before noon of the follow ng day.

I found a dry spot for a canpsite, on a small rise with half-buried
boul ders jutting at odd angles about its crown. | cleaned ny equipnent,
pitched the flinmsy, kindled a fire, ate sone rations. Then | smoked one of ny
last cigars, to do nmy bit for air pollution, and craw ed into the sack

| was dream ng when it happened. The dream el udes nme now, save for the
i npression that it was pleasant at first, then becanme a nightnmare. | renmenber
tossi ng about on ny bed of rushes, then realizing | was awake. | kept ny eyes
cl osed and shifted nmy wei ght as though noving in ny sleep. My hand touched ny
pistol. | lay there and |istened for the sounds of danger. | opened ny mind to
i mpressi ons.

| tasted the snoke and cold ashes that had filled the air. | felt the
danp chill in the ground beneath nme. | got the inpression of soneone,
somet hi ng, nearby. Listening, | heard the tiny click of a dislodged stone,
somewhere off to ny right. Then silence.

My finger traced the trigger's curve. | shifted the nmuzzle in that
direction.

Then, as delicately as a humr ngbird invades a flower, cane the touch of
the tanperer in the dark house where | live, mny head.

_You are asleep_, sonething seemed to say, _and you will not awaken yet.
Not until | permit it. You sleep and you hear ne now This is as it should he.
There is no reason to awaken. Sleep deeply and soundly as | address you. It is
very inportant that you do so_ .

| let it continue, for I was fully awake. | suppressed my reactions and
feigned slumber while |I listened for another telltale sound.
After a mnute of being reassured that | was asleep, | heard a sound of

novenent fromthe sanme direction as before

| opened my eyes then, and wi thout noving ny head | began to trace the
limts of the shadows.

Besi de one of the rocks, perhaps thirty feet distant, was a form which
had not been present when |I had retired. | studied it until | detected an
occasi onal novenent. When | was certain as to its position, | flipped off the
safety catch, ainmed very carefully and pulled the trigger, tracing a |ine of
fire on the ground about five feet before it. Because of the angle, a shower
of dust, dirt and gravel was kicked backwards.

_If you so much as take a deep breath, I'Il cut you in half_, | advised.

Then | stood and faced him holding the pistol steady. Wen |I spoke, |
spoke in Pei'an, for | had seen in the Iight of the burning beamthat it was a
Pei ' an who stood beside the rock.

"Green Geen," | said, "you are the clunsiest Pei'an |'ve ever net."

"I have made a few m stakes," he acknow edged, from back in the shadows.

| chuckl ed.

"I'd say so."

"There were extenuating circunstances involved."

"Excuses. You did not properly learn the lesson of the rock. It appears
to rest, but it does nove, inperceptibly.” | shook nmy head. "How will your
ancestors rest after a bungl ed piece of vengeance |ike this?"

"Poorly, |I fear, if this be the end."

"Why shouldn't it be? Do you deny that you assured my presence here
solely for purposes of obtaining nmy death?"

"Why should | deny the obvious?"



"Why should I fail to do the logical thing?"

"Thi nk, Francis Sandow, _Dra_ Sandow. How | ogical would it be? Wy
shoul d | approach you in this fashion, when |I mght have allowed you to cone
to me where | held a position of power?"

"Perhaps | rattled your nerves |ast evening."

"Do not judge me that unstable. | cane to place you under ny control."
"And failed."
". . . And failed."

"Why did you come?"

"I require your services."

"To what end?"

"W nust | eave here quickly. You possess a neans of departure?"

"Naturally. What are you afraid of ?"

"Over the years, you have collected sone friends and nany enenies,
Franci s Sandow. "

"Call me Frank. | feel as if |I've known you a long tine, dead man."

"You shoul d not have sent that nessage, Frank. Now your presence here is
known. Unl ess you help ne to escape, you will face a vengeance greater than
m ne. "

A shifting of the breeze brought ne the sweet, musty snell of that which
passes for blood in a Pei'an. | flicked on my hand torch and ainmed it at him

"You're hurt."

"Yes."

| dropped the torch, sidled over to my knapsack, opened it with ny left
hand. | fished out the first aid pouch and tossed it to him

"Cover your cuts," | said, picking up the Iight once nore. "They snell
bad. "

He unroll ed a bandage and wapped it about his gashed right shoul der and
forearm He ignored a series of smaller wounds on his chest.
"You | ook as if you've been in a fight."

"l have."
"What shape is the other guy in?"
"I hurt him | was lucky. | alnmost killed him in fact. Nowit is too

late.”

| saw that he wasn't carrying a weapon, so | hol stered my own.
advanced and stood before him

"Del gren of Dilpei sends his greetings,”" | said. "I think you' ve managed
to make his fecal roster.”

He snorted, chuckl ed.

"He was to be next," he said, "after yourself."

"You still haven't given me a good reason for keeping you alive."

"But |'ve aroused your curiosity, which is keeping me alive. Getting ne
bandaged, even."

"My patience departs, like sand through a sieve."

"Then you have not |earned the | esson of the rock."

| lit a cigarette. "I'min a position to choose ny proverbs as | go
al ong. You are not," | said.

He fini shed bandagi ng hinself, then, "I wi sh to propose a bargain."

“"Name it."

"You have a vessel hidden sonewhere. Take ne .to it. Take ne with you,
away fromthis world."

"In return for what?"

"Your life."

"You're hardly in a position to threaten ne."

"I amnot making a threat. | amoffering to save your life for the
monent, if you will do the same for ne."

"Save nme from what?"

"You know that | can restore certain persons to life."

"Yeah, you stole sone Recall Tapes. --How did you do it, by the way?"
"Teleportation. It is nmy talent. | can transfer small objects from one



pl ace to another. Many years ago, when | first began studying you and plotting
nmy vengeance, | made visits to Earth--each tine one of your friends or enem es
died there, in fact. | waited then until | had accunul ated sufficient funds to
purchase this world, which | thought to be a fitting place for what | had in
mnd. It is not difficult for a worldscaper to learn to enmploy the tapes."

"My friends, ny enem es--you restored them here?"

"That is correct."

" \Npy 2"

"For you to see your |oved ones suffer once again, before you died
yoursel f; and for your enemes. to watch you in your pain."

"Why did you do what you did to the one called Dango?"

"The man annoyed me. By setting himup as an exanpl e and warning for
you, | also renmoved himfromny presence and provided himw th a maxi mum of
pain. In this fashion, he served three useful purposes.”

"What was the third?"

"My amusenent, of course.”

"I see. But why here? Way Il 1lyria?"

"Second to Homefree, which is inaccessible, is this world not your
favorite creation?"

"Yes."

"What better place then?"

| dropped ny cigarette, ground it out with ny heel

"You are stronger than | thought, Frank," he said after a nonent,
"because you killed himonce, and he has beaten nme, taken away fromne a thing
wi t hout price

Suddenly | was back on Homefree, in ny roof garden, puffing a cigar
seated next to a shaved nonkey naned Lewis Briggs. | had just opened an
envel ope, and | was running ny eyes down a |list of nanes.

So it wasn't telepathy. It was just nmenory and apprehension

"M ke Shandon," | said softly.

"Yes. | did not know himfor what he was, or | would not have recalled
him™"

It should have hit ne sooner. The fact that he had recalled all of them
I mean. It should have, but it didn't. 1'd been too busy thinking about Kathy
and bl ood.

"You stupid son of a bitch," | said. "You stupid son of a bitch. "

* * *
Back in the century into which | had been born, |ike nunber twenty, the

art or craft--as the case may be--of espionage enjoyed a better public inmge
than either the U S. Marine Corps or the AMA. It was, | suppose, partly a
romanti c escape nechanismwi th respect to international tensions. It got out
of hand, though, as anything must if it is to leave a mark upon its times. In
the I ong history of popul ar heroes, from Renai ssance princes through poor boys
who live clean, work hard and marry the bosses' daughters, the man with the
cyani de capsule for a tooth, the lovely traitoress for a mstress and the

i mpossi bl e m ssion where sex and viol ence are shorthand for |ove and deat h,
this man came into his own in the seventh decade of the twentieth century and
is indeed remenbered with a certain measure of nostalgia-- like Christmas in
Medi eval Engl and. He was, of course, abstracted fromthe real thing. And spies
are an even duller lot today than they were then. They collect every bit of
trivia they can lay their hands on and get it back to someone who feeds it to
a dat a- processi ng machi ne, along with thousands of other itens, a nminor fact

i s thereby obtained, someone wites an obscure meno concerning it and the nmeno
is filed and forgotten. As | nentioned earlier, there is very little precedent
for interstellar warfare, and classical spying deals, basically, with mlitary
matters. Wien this extension of politics becones well-nigh inpossible because



of logistics problens, the inportance of such matters dim ni shes. The only

real talented, inportant spies today are the industrial spies. The nan who
delivered into the hands of General Mtors the mcrofil ned blueprints of
Ford's latest brainchild or the gal with Dior's new |ine sketched inside her
bra, _these_ spies received very little notice in the twentieth century. Now,
however, they are the only genuine itens around. The tensions involved in
interstellar comerce are enornmous. Anything that will give you an edge--a new
manuf acturi ng process, a classified shipping schedul e--may becone as i nportant
as the Manhattan Project once was. |If somebody has sonething like this and you
want it, a real spy is worth his weight in neerschaum

M ke Shandon was a real spy, the best one |I'd ever enployed. | can never
think of himw thout a certain twitch of envy. He was everything | once wi shed
| could be.

He was around two inches taller than me and perhaps twenty-five pounds
heavier. Hi s eyes were the color of just-polished mahogany and his hair was
bl ack as ink. He was damably graceful, had a sickeningly beautiful voice and
was al ways dressed to perfection. A farmboy fromthe breadbasket world Wava,
he'd had an itchy heel and expensive tastes. He'd educated hinself while being
rehabilitated after some antisocial acts. In ny youth, you would have said
he'd spent his free hours in the prison library while doing tinme for grand
| arceny. You don't say it that way any nore, but it anpbunts to the sane thing.
H s rehabilitation was successful, if you judge it by the fact that it was a
long tine before he got caught again. O course, he had a | ot going for him
So much, in fact, that | was surprised he'd ever been tripped up--though he
often said he was born to cone in second. He was a tel epath, and he had a dam
near phot ographic nenmory. He was strong and tough and smart and he coul d hold
his liquor and wonen fell all over him So | think nmy certain twitch is not
wi t hout foundali on.

He'd worked for ne for several years before |I'd actually met him One of
my recruiters had turned himup and sent himthrough Sandow Enterprises
Speci al Executive Training Group (Spy School). A year l|later he emerged second
in his class. Subsequent to that, he distinguished hinself when it came to

product research, as we call it. H s name kept cropping up in classified
reports, so one day | decided to have dinner with him
Sincerity and good manners, that's all | remenbered afterwards. He was a

born con nan.

There are not too many hunan tel epaths around, and tel epathically
obtained information is not adm ssable in court. Nevertheless, the ability is
obvi ousl y val uabl e.

Val uabl e as he m ght have been, however, Shandon was sonething of a
probl em Whatever his earnings, he spent nore.

It was not until years after his death that | |earned of his blackmail
activities. The thing that tripped himup, actually, was his noonlighting.

W knew there was a major security leak at SE. W didn't know how or
where, and it took close to five years to find out. By then, Sandow
Enterprises was beginning to totter.

W nailed him It wasn't easy, and it involved four other tel epaths. But
we cornered himand brought himto trial. | testified at great |ength, and he
was convicted, sentenced and shipped off for nore rehabilitation. | undertook
t hree worl dscapi ng jobs then, to keep SE functioning smothly. W weat hered
the vicissitudes that followed, but not without a |lot of trouble.

. One item of which was Shandon's escape fromrehabilitative
custody. This was several years later, but word of it spread fast. His trial
had been sonewhat sensati onal

So his name was added to the wanted lists. But the universe is a big
pl ace . .
It was near Coos Bay, Oregon, that |I'd taken a seaside place for ny stay
on Earth. Two to three nonths had seemed in order, as | was there to watch
over our merger with a couple North Anerican conpani es.

Dwel i ng beside a body of water is tonic for the weary psyche. Sea



snells, sea birds, seaw ack, sands--alternately cool, warm noist and dry--a
taste of brine and the presence of the rocking, slopping bluegraygreen
spitflecked waters, has the effect of rinsing the enotions, bathing the
out | ook, bl eaching the conscience. | wal ked beside it every norning before
breakfast, and again in the evening before retiring. My nane was Carl os

Pal ernmo, if anybody cared. After six weeks, the place had gotten ne to feeling
cl ean and heal thy; and what with the mergers, ny financial enpire was finally
com ng back into bal ance.

The place where | stayed was set in a small cove. The house, a white,
stucco building with red-tiled roof and an encl osed courtyard behind it, was
right by the water. Set in the seaside wall was a black, metal gate, and
beyond this lay the beach. To the south, a high escarpnment of gray shale; a
tangl ed mass of bushes and trees ended the beach to the north. It was
peaceful , | was peaceful

The ni ght was cool --you could al nost say chill. A big, three-quarter
moon was working its way down into the west and dripping |light onto the water.
The stars seemed exceptionally bright. Far out over the heaving bul k of the
ocean, a cluster of eight sea-mne derricks blocked starlight. A floating
i sl and occasionally reflected mbonbeans fromoff its slick surfaces.

| didn't hear himcomi ng. Apparently he had worked his way down through
the brush to the north, waited till | was as near as | was going to be,
approached as close as he could and rushed me when | becane aware of his
pr esence.

It is easier than you night think for one telepath to conceal hinself
from anot her, while remaining aware of the other's position and genera
activities. It is a matter of "blocking"--imagining a shield around yourself
and remai ning as enotionally inert as possible.

Admitted, this is rather difficult to do when you hate a nan's guts and
are stal king himfor purposes of killing him This, probably, is what saved ny
life.

| cannot really say that | realized there was a vicious presence at ny
back. It was just that as | took the night air and strolled along the Iine of

the surf, | suddenly becane apprehensive. Those namel ess thoughts that
sometines run through the back of your head when you awaken for no apparent
reason in the mddle of a still, warm sunmer night, lie there awhile wondering

what the hell woke you up, and then hear an unusual sound in the next room
magni fied by the quiet, electrified by your inexplicable resurrection into a
sense of emergency and stomach-squeezi ng tension--those thoughts raced in an
instant, and ny toes and fingertips (old anthropoid reflex!) tingled, and the
ni ght seemed a shade darker and the sea a honme for possible terrors whose
sucking tentacles mngled with the wave even then heading toward ne; overhead,
a line of brightness signified an upper-atnosphere transport which could any
nonent cease to function and descend |ike a meteor upon ne.

So, when | heard the first, quick crunch of sand behind nme, the
adrenalin was already there.

| turned quickly, dropping into a crouch. My right foot skidded out
behind nme as | noved, and | fell to one knee.

A blow to the side of ny face sent ne sprawing to ny right. He was upon
me then, and we grappled in the sand, rolling, westling for position. Crying
out woul d have been a waste of breath, for there was nobody el se around.
tried to scuff sand into his eyes, | tried to knee himin the groin and jab
himin any of a dozen painful places. He had been well trained, however, and
he out wei ghed ne and seened faster, too.

Strange as it sounds, we fought for close to five mnutes before
realized who he was. W were in the wet sand then, with the surf breaking
about us, and he had al ready broken ny nose with a forward snmash of his head
and snapped two of ny fingers when 1'd tried for a | ock about his throat. The
nmoonl i ght touched his noist face and | saw that it was Shandon and knew that |
woul d have to kill himto stop him A knockout would not be good enough. A
prison or a hospital would only postpone another encounter. He had to die if |



was to live. | imagine his reasoning was the sane.

Morments | ater, something hard and sharp jabbed nme in the back, and
wiggled to the left. If a nan decides he wants to kill me, | don't much care
how!| do it to him Being first is the only thing that matters.

As the surf splashed about ny ears and Shandon pushed ny head backwards
into the water, | groped with my right hand and found the rock

The first bl ow gl anced off the forearmhe had raised in defense.

Tel epat hs have a certain advantage in a fight, because they often know what
the other fellowis planning to do next. But it is a terrible thing to know
and not be able to do a thing about it. My second bl ow smashed into his left
eyesocket, and he nust have seen his death com ng because he howl ed then, Iike
a dog, right before I pulped his tenple. | hit himtw ce again for good
nmeasure, pushed himoff and rolled away, the rock slipping fromny fingers and
spl ashi ng besi de ne.

| lay there for a long while, blinking back at the stars, while the surf
washed nme and the body of mnmy eneny rocked gently, a few feet away.

When | recovered, | searched him and anong other things | found a
pistol. It carried a full charge and was in perfect operating condition.
In other words, he'd wanted to kill nme with his hands. He had estimated

he was able to, and he had preferred risking injury in order to do it that
way. He could have nailed me fromthe shadows, but he had had guts enough to
follow the dictates of his hate. He could have been the nost dangerous nan |

had ever faced, if he had used his brains. For this, | respected him If it
had been the other way around, _|I_would have done it the easy way. If the
reasons for any violence in which I may indul ge are enotional ones, | never

| et those feelings dictate the neans.

| reported the attack, and Shandon | ay dead on Earth. Sonewhere in
Dal | as, he had becone a strip of tape you could hold in the pal mof your
hand--all that he ever was or hoped to be--weighing |l ess than an ounce. After
thirty days, that too, would be gone.

Weeks | ater, on the eve of ny departure, | stood on the same spot, there
on the other side of the Big Pond from Tokyo Bay, and | knew that once you go
down in it you do not come again. The reflected stars buckl ed and tw sted,
like in warp-drive, and though | did not know it at the tine, sonewhere a
green man was | aughi ng. He had gone fishing in the Bay.

"You stupid son of a bitch," | said.

To have it all to do over again annoyed nme. But nore than annoyance,
there was a certain fear. Shandon had slipped up, selling hinself to his
enotions once. He would not be likely to make the same m stake again. He was a
t ough, dangerous nan, and now he apparently had a piece of something which
made hi m even nore dangerous. Al so, he had to be aware of ny presence on
Illyria, after ny sending to G een Geen earlier in the evening

"You have conplicated nmy problem"” | said, "so you are going to help ne
resolve it."

"l do not understand," Geen G een said.

"You baited a trap for ne and it has grown nore teeth," | told him "but
the bait is just as nmuch an inducement now as it was before. |1'mgoing after
it, and you're com ng al ong."

He | aughed.

"I amsorry, but ny path leads in the opposite direction. I will not go

back willingly, and | would be of no use to you as a prisoner. In fact,



woul d represent a distinct inpedinent."

"I have three choices," | said. "I can kill you now, |et you go your
way, or allow you to acconpany nme. You rmay disniss the first for the tine
being, as you are of no use to me dead. If you go your way, | wll proceed as
| began, on my own. If | obtain what | wish, | will return to Megapei. There
I will tell how you failed in your centuries-long plan of vengeance on an
Earthman. | will tell how you dropped your plan and fled, because another man

of that same race had scared the hell out of you. If you wish then to take

wi ves, you nust seek them from anong your people on other worlds--and even
there, the word may reach them eventually. None would call you _Dra_, despite
your wealth. Megapei would refuse your bones when you die. You will never
again hear the ringing of the tidal bells and know that they ring for you."

"May the blind things at the bottom of the great sea, whose bellies are
circles of light," he said, "recall with pleasure the flavor of your marrow "

| blew a snmoke ring. ". . . And if | should proceed as | began, on ny
own," | said, "and be slain nyself in the com ng encounter, do you think that
you will escape fromharn? Did you not look into the m nd of Mke Shandon as
you fought hin? Did you not say that you hurt hin? Do you not know that he is
a man who will not forget such a thing? He is not so subtle as a Pei'an. He
does not consider it necessary to proceed with finesse. He will sinply turn
and seek you, and when he finds you he will cut you down. So whether | win or
| ose, your end will be disgrace or death."

"If I elect to acconpany you and assi st you, what then?" he asked.

"I will forget the vengeance which you sought upon me," | said. "I wll
show you that there was no _pai'badra_, no instrunent of affront, so that you
may take |eave of this vengeance with honor. |I will not seek reconpense, and
we may go our ways thereafter, each freed of the hooks of the other."

"No," he said. "There was _pai'badra_ in your elevation to a Nane. | do
not accept what you propose.”

| shrugged. "Very well," | said, "then how does this sound? Since your
feelings and intentions are known to nme, it would be useless for either of us
to plot vengeance along classical lines. That fine, final nonent, where the
eneny realizes the instrument, the nover and the _pai'badra_ and knows then
that his entire life has been but a preface to this irony--that nonment woul d
be di m nished, if not destroyed.

"So let me offer you satisfaction rather than forgiveness," | went on
"Assist me, and | will give you a fair opportunity to destroy nme afterwards.
I, of course, will require an equal chance to destroy you. Wat do you say to
t hat ?"

"What nmeans did you have in mind?"

"None, at the nmoment. Anything that is nutually agreeable will do."

"What assurance may | have of this?"

"I swear it by the Nane that | bear."

He turned away and was silent for a tine, then, "I agree to your terns,"
he said. "I will acconpany you and assist you."

"Then |l et us nmove back to ny canpsite and becone nore confortable,"”
said. "There are things you have hinted at which I must know nore fully."

| turned my back upon himthen and wal ked away. | knocked down the tent
and spread the ffinmsy then for us to sit upon. | rekindled the canpfire.

The ground shook very slightly before we seated ourselves upon.it.

"Did you do that?" | asked him gesturing toward the northwest.

"Partly," he replied.

"Why? Trying to frighten nme?"

"Not you."

"And Shandon wasn't scared either?"

"Far fromit."

"Supposing you tell ne precisely what has happened. ™"

"First, concerning our agreenent," he said, "a counterproposal has just
occurred to ne--one in which you will be interested."

"What is it?"



"You are going there to rescue your friends." He gestured. "Supposing it
were possible to recover themw thout peril? Supposing M ke Shandon coul d be
avoi ded conpl etely? Wuld you not prefer to do it that way? --O do you
require his blood inmediatel y?"

| sat there and thought about it. If |I let himlive, he would conme after
me again sooner or later. On the other hand, if | could get what | wanted now
wi t hout having to face him | could find a thousand safe ways of taking him
out of the game, afterwards. Still, I'd cone to Illyria ready to face a deadly
man. \What difference did it make if the nanes and faces were changed? Stil

"Let's hear your proposal."

"The peopl e you seek," he said, "are there only because | recalled them
You know how | did it. |I used the tapes. These tapes are intact, and only I
know where they are located. | told you how | obtained them That which |I did
before I can do now. | can transport the tapes here inmrediately, if you so bid
me. Then we can depart this place, and you can recall your people as you
woul d. Once we are aloft in your vessel, | can show you where to burn or bonb
to destroy M ke Shandon without danger to ourselves. |Is this not sinpler and
safer? We can settle our own differences |later, by agreenent.”

"There are two holes init," | said. "One, there will be no tape for
Ruth Laris. Two, | would be abandoning the others. \Wether | can recall them
again is uninportant, if | |eave them behind ne now "

"The anal ogues you recall wll have no nmenory of this."

"That is not the point. They exist right now They're as real as you or
I. It does not matter that they can be duplicated. --They're on the Isle of
the Dead, aren't they?"

"Yes."

"Then if | were to destroy it to get Shandon, |'d get everybody,
woul dn*t | ?"

"That woul d necessarily follow But--"

"I veto your proposal."

"That is your privilege."

"Have you any ot her suggestions?"

"No. "

"Good. Now that you' ve exhausted everything you have to change the
subj ect, tell ne what happened between you and Shandon back there."

"He bears a Nanme."

"What ?"

"The shadow of Belion stands behind him"

"That's inpossible. It doesn't work that way. He's no worl dscaper--"

"Bide a monent, Frank, for | know it requires explanation. Apparently
there are sone things _Dra_ Marling never saw fit to tell you. He was a
revisionist, however, so it is understandable.

"You know, " he continued, "that being a Nane-bearer is not essential for
t he design and construction of worlds--"

"OfF course it is. It is a necessary psychol ogical device to rel ease
unconsci ous potentials which are required to performcertain phases of the

work. One has to be able to feel Iike a god to act |ike one.™
"Then why can | do the work?"
"I never heard of you before you becanme my eneny. |'ve never seen any of

your work, save that which stands about ne here, grafted onto ny own. If it is
representative, then | would say that you can't do the work. You're a |ousy
craftsman.”

"As you would have it," he said. "Nevertheless, it is obvious that | can
mani pul at e t he necessary processes.”

"Anybody can learn to do that. You were tallthig about creative design
of which | see no indication on your part."

"I was tal king about the pantheon of Strantri. It existed before there
wer e worl dscapers, you know "

"I know. What of it?"

"Revisionists, like _Dra_ Marling and his predecessors, used the old



religion in their trade. They did not take it for its own sake, but, as you
say, as a psychol ogi cal device. Your confirmation as the Shrugger of Thunders
was merely a neans of coordinating your subconscious. To a fundanentali st,
this is bl asphenous."

"You are a fundanentalist?"

"Yes."

"Then why did you apprentice yourself to what you consider a sinful
trade?"

"In order to be confirmed with a Nane."

"I"'mafraid you' ve lost ne."

"It was the Nane that | wanted, not the trade. My reasons were
religious, not econonic."

"But if it is only a psychol ogi cal device--"

"That is the point! It is not. It is an authentic cerenony, and its
results--personal contact with the god-- are genuine. It is the ordination
rite for the high priests of Strantri."

"Then why didn't you take holy orders, rather than world engi neeri ng?"

"Because only a Nane may administer the rite, and the twenty-seven Nanes
who live are all revisionists. They would not administer the rite for the old
reasons."

"Twenty-six," | said

"Twent y- si x?"

" Dra_ Marling is under the nountain, and Lorinel of the Many Hands
dwell s in the happy nothing."

He | owered his head and was silent for a tine. Then, "One less," he
said. "I can renmenber when there were forty-three."

"It is sad.”

"Yes."

"Way did you want a Name?"

"In order to be a priest, not a worldscaper. But the revisionists would
not have one |like ne anong them They let ne finish the training, then
rejected me. Then, to insult ne further, the next nman they confirmed was an
alien.”

"I see. That is why you marked me for vengeance?"

"Yes."
"I was hardly responsible, you know In fact, this is the first tine
|'ve heard the story. | had always thought that denom national differences

meant very little within Strantri."

"Now you know better. You al so nust understand that | bear you no
personal malice. By avenging nyself on you, | strike back at those who
bl asphene. "

"Why do you indul ge in what worl dscapi ng you do, if you consider it
i mor al ?"

"Worl dscaping is not imoral. It is the subjugation of the true religion
to this end that |I find objectionable. I do not bear a Nane in the orthodox
sense of the term and the work pays nme well. So why should | not do it?"

"No reason | can think of," I told him "if someone's willing to pay you

to try. But what then is your connection with Belion, and Belion with M ke
Shandon?"

"Sin and retribution, | suppose. | undertook the confirmation rite
nmysel f one night, in the tenple at Prilbei. You know how it is, when the
sacrifice is made and the words are spoken and you nove al ong the outer wall
of the tenple, paying homage to each of the gods--how one tablet lights up
bef ore you and you feel the power come into you, and that is the Nane you will
bear ?"

"Yes."

"It happened to me at the Station of Belion."

"So you confirmed yoursel f."

"He confirmed me, in his own Nane. | did not want it to be him for he
is a destroyer, not a creator. | had hoped that Kirwar of the Four Faces,



Fat her of Flowers, would cone to ne."

"Each rust abide by his disposition."

"That is true, but | had gotten m ne wongly. Belion would nove nme even
when | did not summon him | do not know but that he may even have noved ne in
nmy vengeance-design for you, because you bear the Nanme of his ancient enemny. |
can feel ny thinking changing, even now as | speak of these things. Yes, it
may be possible. Since he left me, things have been so different "

"How coul d he | eave you? The disposition is for life."

"But the nature of ny confinnation may not have bound himto ne. He is
gone now."

"Shandon . . ."

"Yes. He is one of the rare ones anbng your people who can conmuni cate
wi t hout words, such as yourself."

"I was not always so. The power grewin nme slowy, as | studied with
Marling. "

"When | recalled himto life, the first thing that | saw in his nind was
t he angui sh of his passing by your hand. But then, quickly, very quickly, he
cast this off and becane oriented. H s nental processes intrigued ne and
favored hi m above the others, some of whom had to be maintained as prisoners.
| talked with himoften and taught himmany things. He cane to assist ne in
the preparations for your visit."

"How | ong has he been around?"

"About a _splanth_," he said. (A _splanth_ is around eight and a half
Earth-nonths.) "I called themall back at approxinmtely the sane tine."

"Why did you kidnap Ruth Laris?"

"I thought that perhaps you did not believe your dead had been recall ed.
There foll owed no nmassive search on your part after | began sending the
pictures. It would have been enjoyabl e had you searched for a long while to
find that this was the place. Since you did not respond, | decided to becone
nore obvious. | kidnapped one of various people who meant something to you.
Had you not responded after that, when | even took the trouble of |eaving you
a nmessage, then | would have taken another, and another--until you saw fit to
cone | ooking."

"So Shandon becane your protégé. You trusted him"

"OfF course. He was a very willing pupil and assistant. He is intelligent
and possesses a pl easing manner. It was pl easant having hi m about."

"Until recently.”

"Yes. It is unfortunate that | msread his interest and cooperativeness.
Quite naturally, he shared nmy desire for vengeance upon you. So, of course,
did your other enenies, but they were not so clever and none of them
tel epaths. | enjoyed having soneone here with whom | coul d conmuni cate
directly."

"What then caused the falling-out between two such fine friends?"

"When it happened yesterday, it seemed that it was the matter of the
vengeance. Actually, though, it was the power. He was nore devious than | had
allowed for. He tricked ne."

"I n what fashion?"

"He said that he wanted nore than your death as we had planned it. He
said that he wanted _personal _ vengeance, that he wanted to kill you hinself.
We argued over this. Finally, he refused to follow nmy orders and | threatened
to discipline him"

He was silent for a nmonent, then continued: "He struck ne then. He hit
me with his hands. As | defended nyself, the fury grewin ne and | decided to
hurt himbadly before | destroyed him | called upon the Nane that | had taken
and Belion heard and cane to me. | reached a power-pull, and standing in the
shadow of Belion |I burst the ground at our feet and called up the vapors and
flames that dwell at the heart of the world. This was how | al nost slew him
for he tottered for a noment on the brink of the abyss. | scal ded hi m badly
then, but he recovered his balance. He had achieved his intention; he had
forced me to sunmon Belion."



"What end did this serve?"

"He knew ny story, even as | have told it to you. He knew how | had
obt ai ned the Nane, and he had a plan concerning it which he had been able to
conceal fromme. Had | known of it, however, | would have been amused. Not hing
nore. Wien | saw what he was attenpting, | laughed. |, too, believed that such
things could not be. But | was nistaken. He nade a pact with Belion

"He had aroused me to anger and placed ny life in jeopardy, know ng
woul d sunmon Belion if these things occurred and | was given sufficient tinme.
He fought poorly, to give me that time. Then, when the shadow came over nme and
| stood as one apart, he reached out with his mnd and there was conmuni on. In
this fashion did he ganble with his life for power. He said, had he spoken
wi th words, 'Look upon me. Am | not a superior vessel to he whom You have
chosen? Conme nunber the ways of my mind and the powers of ny body. Wen You
have done this thing, You may choose to forsake the Pei'an and walk with ne
all the days of nmy life. I invite You. | ambetter suited than any man alive
to serve Your ends, which | take to be fire and destruction. This one who
stands before ne is weak and woul d have consorted with the Father of Flowers
had he been given a choice. Come over to nme, and we both shall profit by the
associ ation."'"

Here he paused agai n.

"And?" | said.

"Suddenly | was al one. "

Sonmewhere a bird croaked. The night manufactured nmoi sture and began to
paint the world with it. Soon a light would begin in the east, fade away, cone
again. | stared into the fire and saw no faces.

"Seens to shoot hell out of the autononous conplex theory," | said. "But
| have heard of transferred psychoses anong telepaths. It could be sonething
i ke that."

"No. Belion and | were bound by confirmation. He found a better agent
and he left nme."

"I am not convinced that he is an entity in his ow right."
"You--a Nane-bearer--do not believe . . . ? You give ne cause to dislike
you. "

"Don't go looking for new _pai' badra_, huh? Look where your |ast one got
you. | only said that I'mnot wholly convinced. | don't know. --What happened
after Shinmdon rmade his pact with Belion?"

"He turned slowy fromthe fissure which had opened between us. He
turned his back on nme, as if | no |longer existed. | reached out with my mnd
to touch him and Belion was there. He raised his anns and the entire isle
began to trenble. | turned and fled then. | took the boat fromits nooring and
headed for the shore. After a tine, the waters boiled about nme. Then the
eruptions began. | nmade it across to the shore, and when | | ooked back the
vol cano was already rising fromthe |l ake. | could see Shandon on the isle, his
arnms still upraised, the snoke and the sparks coloring the air about him |
went then in search of you. After a tinme, | received your nessage."

"Was he able to use the power-pulls before this thing happened?”

"No, he could not even detect their presence.”

"What of the others who have been recalled?"

"They are all of themon the isle. Several of themare drugged, to keep
themtranquil."

"I see.”

"Perhaps you will now change your mnd and do as | suggested?"

"No. "

W sat there until light came into the world about fifteen mnutes
|ater. The fog was beginning to Iift, but the sky was still overcast. The sun
set clouds on fire. The wind cane cool. | thought of my ex-spy, playing with
hi s vol cano and conmmuning with Belion. Now was the tine to hit him while he
was still intoxicated with his new strengths. 1'd have liked to draw hi m awnay
fromthe isle, into sone section of Illyria Geen G een had not corrupted,

where everything that lived would be nmy ally. He would not respond to anythi ng



t hat obvi ous, though. I wanted to get himaway fromthe others, if possible,
but I could not figure a way to acconplish it.

"How long did it take you to crap this place up?" | asked.

"I began altering this section about thirty years ago," he said.

| shook ny head, stood and kicked dirt into the fire until |I'd snothered

"Come on. W'd better get noving."

G nnunga- gap, according to the Norsenen, existed in the center of al
space in the norning of time, shrouded with perpetual twilight. Its northern
rimwas ice and its southern was flame. Over the ages, these forces fought and
the rivers flowed and life stirred within the abyss. Sunerian nyth has it that
En-ki did battle with and subdue Tiamat, the dragon of the sea, thus
separating the earth and the waters. En-ki hinself, though, was sort of |ike
fire. The Aztecs held that the first men were made of stone, and that a fiery
sky portended a new age. And there are many stories of how a world rmay end:
Judgnent Day, GCotterdanmerung, the fusion of atonms. For nme, | have seen worl ds
and peopl e begin and end, actually and netaphorically, and it will always be
the sane. It's always fire and water.

No matter what your scientific background, enptionally you're an
alchemst. You live in a world of liquids, solids, gases and heat-transfer
ef fects that acconpany their changes of state. These are the things you
perceive, the things you feel. Whatever you know about their true natures is
grafted on top of that. So, when it comes to the day-to-day sensations of
living, frommxing a cup of coffee to flying a kite, you treat with the four
i deal elements of the old phil osophers: earth, air, fire, water

Let's face it, air isn't very glanorous, no matter how you |l ook at it.
mean, |'d hate to be without it, but it's invisible and so long as it behaves
itself it can be taken for granted and pretty much ignored. Earth? The trouble
with earth is that it endures. Solid objects tend to persist with a nonotonous
regularity.

Not so fire and water, however. They're form ess, colorful, and they're
al ways doi ng sonet hi ng. Wil e suggesting you repent, prophets very sel dom
predict the wath of the gods in terns of |andslides and hurricanes. No.

Fl oods and fires are what you get for the rottenness of ypur ways. Prinitive
man was really on his way when he | earned to kindle the one and had enough of
the other nearby to put it out. Is it coincidence that we've filled hells with
fires and oceans with nonsters? | don't think so. Both principles are nobile,
which is generally a sign of life. Both are mysterious and possess the power
to hurt or kill. It is no wonder that intelligent creatures the universe over
have reacted to themin a simlar fashion. It is the al chem cal response.

Kathy and | had been that way. It had been a storny, nobile, nysterious
thing, full of the power to hurt, to give birth and to give death. She had
been ny secretary for alnost two years before our marriage, a small, dark girl
with pretty hands, who | ooked well in bright colors and |liked to feed crunbs
to the birds. |I had hired her through an agency on the world Mael. In ny
yout h, people were happy to hire an intelligent girl who could type, file and
take shorthand. What with the progressive debasenent of the academ ¢ machi ne
and the upwardcreep of paper-requirenents in an expandi ng, conpetitive |abor
mar ket, however, |'d hired her on advice of nmy personnel office on | earning
she held a doctorate in Secretarial Science fromthe Institute of Mael. Cod!
that first year was bad! She autonmated everything, screwed up ny persona
filing systemand set ne six nonths behind on correspondence. After | had a
twentieth-century typewiter reconstructed, at considerabl e expense, and she
| earned to operate it, | taught her shorthand and she becane as good as a
twentieth-century high school graduate with a business major. Business



returned to normal, and | think we were the only two peopl e around who coul d
read Gregg scribbles--which was nice for confidential matters, and gave us
something in common. Her a bright little flame and me a wet blanket, 1'd
reduced her to tears nany times that first year. Then she becane

i ndi spensable, and | realized it was not just because she was a good
secretary. W were married and there were six happy years--six and a half,
actually. She died in the fire, in the Man Stardock disaster, on her way to
meet ne for a conference. W'd had two sons, and one of themis still Iiving.
On and off, before and since, the fires have stal ked ne through the years.

Wat er has been ny friend.

VWhile | feel closer to the water than the fire, my worlds are born of
both. Cocytus, New Indiana, St. Martin, Buningrad, Mercy, Illyria and all the
others cane into being through a process of burning, washing, steam ng and
cooling. Now | wal ked through the woods of Illyria--a world I'd built as a
park, a resort--1 wal ked through the woods of an Illyria purchased by the
eneny who wal ked by ny side, enptied of the people for whom| had created it:
t he happy ones, the vacationers, the resters, the people who still believed in
trees and | akes and nountai ns with pathways anong them They were gone, and
the trees anong which I wal ked were tw sted, the | ake toward which | headed
was polluted, the land had been wounded and the fire her blood spurted from
the nmountain that |oonmed before, waiting, as the fire always is, waiting for
me. Overhead hung the cl ouds, and between their matted whiteness and ny dirty
bl ackness flew the soot the fire sent, an infinite mgration of funera

notices. Kathy would have liked Illyria, had she seen it in another tinme and
anot her place. The thought of her in this time and this place, wi th Shandon
runni ng the show, sickened nme. | cursed softly as |I wal ked al ong, and those

are ny thoughts on al cheny.

W wal ked for about an hour and Green G een began conpl ai ni ng about his
shoul der and fatigue in general. |I told himhe could have ny synpathy so | ong
as he kept wal king. This must have satisfied himbecause it shut himup. An
hour after that, | did let himtake a break while | clinbed a tree to check
out the forward terrain. W were getting close, and it was about to becone a
steady downhill hike the rest of the way in. The day had |ightened as nuch as
it was going to and the fog had vani shed al nbst entirely. It was already
warner than it had been at any tinme since ny |landing. The perspiration rolled
down ny sides as | clinbed and the flaky bark bit into ny hands, which had
grown soft in recent years. Wth each branch that | disturbed a fresh cloud of

dust and ashes appeared. | sneezed several tines, and ny eyes burned and
wat er ed.

| could see the top of the isle above the fringe of distant trees. To
the left of it and sonmewhat back, | could see the snoldering top of a
fresh-grown cone of volcanic rock. | cursed again, because | felt like it, and

cl i nbed back down.

It took us about two nore hours to reach the shore of Acheron

Reflected in the oily surface of nmy | ake were the fires and not hi ng
nore. Lava and hot rocks spit and hissed as they struck the water. | felt
dirty and sticky and hot as | |ooked out across what renai ned of my handi worKk.
Smal | waves left lines of scum and bl ack crud upon the shore. The water was
spotted with clouds of such stuff heading in toward the beach. Fishes rocked

belly up in the shallows, and the air snelled like rotten eggs. | sat upon a
rock and regarded it, snmoking a cigarette the while.

A mle out stood ny Isle of the Dead, still unchanged--stark, and
om nous as a shadow with nothing to cast it. | leaned forward and tested the

water with ny finger. The | ake was hot, quite hot. Far out and to the east,
there was a second light. It seemed as if a smaller cone were grow ng there.



"I came to shore about a quarter mle to the west of here," said Geen
G een.

| nodded and continued to stare. It was still norning and | felt Iike
contenpl ati ng the prospect. The southern face of the isle--the one | |ooked
upon--had a narrow strip of beach followi ng the curve of a cove perhaps two
hundred feet across. Fromthere, a natural-seenming trail zigzagged upwards,
reaching various levels and, ultimately, the high, horned peaks.

"Where do you think he is?" | asked.

"About two-thirds of the way up, on this side," said Geen Geen, "in
the chalet. That is where | had ny |l aboratory. | expanded many of the caves
behind it."

A frontal approach was al nbst nandatory, as the other faces of the isle
possessed no beaches and rose sharply fromthe water

Al nmost, but not quite.

| doubted that Green Green, Shandon or anybody el se was aware that the
northern face could be clinbed. | had designed it to | ook unscal able, but it
was not all that bad. | had done it just because | |ike everything to have a
back door as well as a front door. If | were to enploy that route, it would
require ny ascending all the way and comi ng down toward the chal et from above.

| decided | would do it that way. | also decided that | would keep it to
nmysel f until the last minute. After all, Green Geen was a telepath, and for
all I knew, the story he'd given ne could be a line of _rouke_ nanure. He and
Shandon coul d be working together, and for that matter there nmight not even be
a Shandon. | wouldn't have trusted himworth a plugged ni ckel, back when they
still had nickels to plug.

"Come on," | said, rising and flipping ny cigarette into the cesspool ny

| ake. "Show ne where you left the boat."

So we made our way to the left, along the shoreline, to the place where
he renenbered beaching the thing. Only it was not there.

"Are you sure this is the place?"

"Yes."

"Well, where is it?"

"Perhaps it was | oosened by one of the shocks and drifted away."

"Could you swmas far as the isle, bad shoul der and all?"

"I ama Pei'an," he replied, which meant he could dam well swimthe
Engl i sh Channel with two bum shoul ders, then turn around and go back agai n.
I'"d only said it to irritate him

" But we won't be able to swmto the isle,” he added.

"Why not ?"
"There are hot currents fromthe vol cano. They are worse farther out."
"Then we are going to build a raft,” | said. "I'Il cut the wood with ny

pi stol while you |l ocate sonething suitable for binding it together."
"Such as?" he inquired.

"You're the one who screwed up this forest,” | told him "so you know it
better than | do now 1've seen sone tough-Iooking vines, though."
"They are sonewhat abrasive," he said. "I will need your knife."

| hesitated a noment.

"Al'l right. Here."

"Waters can conme over the edges of a raft. They may be very warm"

"Then the waters nust be cool ed."

" How?"

"Soon it will begin to rain."”

"The vol canos--"

"There won't be that nuch water."

He shrugged, nodded and went off to cut vines. | felled and stri pped
trees, perhaps six inches in diameter, ten feet in |length, paying as much
attention as possible to my back

Soon it began to rain.

For the next several hours, a steady, cold drizzle descended fromthe
heavens, drenching us to the skin, poking holes in Acherori, washing sonme of



the filth fromthe shrubbery. | shaped two broad paddl es and cut us a pair of
long poles while | waited for G een Geen to harvest sufficient cordage to
bind things. Wiile | was still waiting, the ground heaved violently and a
terrific eruption split the near side of the cone halfway up. A river the

col or of sunsets poured fromthe gap. My ears rang for mnutes after the

expl osion. Then the surface of the |ake picked itself up and rushed toward
me--a baby tidal wave. | ran like hell and clinbed the highest tree in sight.

The water reached the base of the tree, but did not get rmuch higher than

a foot. There were three such waves in twenty mnutes; then the waters began
to recede, trading me a lot of mud for the tinmber 1'd cut, plus both oars.

| grew angry. | knew ny rain could not put out his bloody vol cano, m ght
even exacerbate things a bit.

But | was mad as hell, seeing all that work washed away.

| began to speak the words.

From somewhere, | heard the Pei'an calling. | ignored him

After all, | wasn't exactly Francis Sandow at that point.

| dropped to the ground and felt the tug of a powerpull from severa
hundred yards to ny left. | nmoved in that direction, clinbing a small rise to
reach its nexus. Fromthat point, | had a clear line of vision across the
bot hered waters out to the isle itself. Perhaps ny visual acuity had
increased. | saw the chalet quite clearly. | fancied that | also detected a

nmoverment of sorts at the place where the rail guarded the end of the courtyard
t hat overl ooked the waters. Human eyes are not as acute as a Pei'an's. G een
Green had said he'd seen Shandon clearly after crossing over the waters.

| felt her pulse as | stood there above one of Illyria' s |arger veins or
smal ler arteries, and the power came into me and | sent it upward.
Soon the drizzle becane a heavy downpour, and when | |owered ny upraised

hand the lightning flashed and the thunders skated round and round in the tin
drum of the sky. A wind, sudden as a springing cat and cold as the Arctic's
hal ati ons, struck ne in the back and shaved nmy cheeks as it passed.

Green Green cried out again. From sonmewhere off to my right, | think

Then the heavens began to sizzle, and they sent down rains so heavily
that the chal et vani shed fromsight and the isle itself faded to a gray
outline. The volcano was the faintest of sparks above the water. Soon the w nd
raced by like a freight train and its howing joined with the thunders to
create a perpetual din. The shores of Acheron | engthened and the waters were
buffeted until they noved, in waves |like the ones we had received, back in
that direction fromwhich they had cone. If Geen Green called out again,
could not hear him

The water ran in rivers through ny hair, down ny face and neck. But |
did not need my eyes to see. The power enfolded me and the tenperature
plumreted; the rain came in sheets that cracked |ike whips now, the day grew
dark as night. | laughed, and the waters rose up in spouts and swayed |ike
genies, and the lightflings ran their gauntlets again and again, but the
machi ne never said "Tilt."

_Stop it, Frank! He will know you are here! _ canme the thoughts,
addressed to that part of ne which Green Green wi shed to address.
_He does already, doesn't he?_ | mght have replied. _Take cover till

this is over. Wait!

And as the waters came down and the winds went forth, the ground began
to rock beneath me once again. The spark that hovered before nme grew and
glowed like a buried sun. Then the lightnings wal ked about it; they tickled
the top of the isle; they wote names upon the chaos, and one of them was
m ne.

I was thrown to ny knees by another shock, but | stood again and raised
bot h armns.

And then | stood in a place that was neither solid, liquid nor
gaseous. There was no light, nor was there darkness. It was neither hot nor
cold. Perhaps it lay within ny owmn nmind, and perhaps not.

W stared at one another, and in ny pale green hands | held a



t hunderbolt at port arns.

He was built like a wide, gray pillar, was covered with scales. He'd a
snout |like a crocodile, and his eyes were fiery. Hs three pairs of arms
assuned various attitudes as we spoke. OGtherw se he, also, did not nove from
where he stood.

~ad eneny, old conrade_ . . . he addressed ne.

_Yes, Belion. | amhere_.

. _Your cycle has ended. Save yourself the ignomny of ruin at ny
hands. Wthdraw new, Shinbo, and preserve a world you nade_.

| doubt the world shall be |ost, Belion_.

Si |l ence

Then, _Then there nust be a confrontation_.

_Unl ess you yoursel f choose to wthdraw..

I will not _.

_Then there will be a confrontation_.

He sighed a fl ane.

~So be it _.

And he was gone.

And | stood atop the small hill and | owered nmy arns slowy, for
t he power had gone out of ne.

It was a strange experience, unlike anything | had known before. A
waki ng dream if you would. A fantasy born of tension and anger, if you
woul dn' t .

The rain was still descending, though not with its previous force. The
wi nds had | ost something of their intensity. The Iightnings had ceased, as had
the trenmbling of the ground. The fiery activity had di mi ni shed, shrinking the
orange nest atop the cone, stopping the wound in its side.

| stared at all this, feeling once again the wetness and. the col dness
and the firmess of the ground beneath ny feet. Qur |ong-distance battle had
been cut short, our powers canceled. This was fine with ne, though; the waters
| ooked cooler and the slick, gray isle |less forbidding.

Ha!

In fact, as | watched, the sun broke through the clouds for a nonment and
a rainbow unrolled itself am dst sparkling droplets, arcing through the air
now cl ean and fram ng Acheron, the isle, the snoldering cone |like a picture
within a gl eam ng paperwei ght, miniature, contained and nore than slightly
unr eal

| departed the hillock and returned to the place | had left. There was a
raft that needed buil di ng.

VI

As | lamented ny missing cowardice--it had been such a |lifesaving virtue
in the past--it responded by rushing back and | eaving me scared as hell once
agai n.

I'd lived far too long, and with every day that passed the odds kept
growi ng agai nst my lasting rmuch | onger. Although they didn't put it quite that
way when giving the sales pitch, nmy insurance conpany's attitude is reflected
in the size of the prem uns involved. Their computer classified ne along with
term nal xenopath cases, according to their rates and ny spies. Conforting.
Probably right, too. This was the first piece of dangerous business | had been
out onin along while. | felt out of practice, though | was not sorry | had
skinped. If Geen Geen noticed that my hands were shaking, he nade no
comment. They held his life, and he felt badly enough about this as it was. He
was in a position nowto kill nme any time he wanted, if you stop to think
about it very carefully. He knewit. | knewit. And he knew | knewit. And .

The only thing that was hol di ng himback was the fact that he needed ne
to get himoff of Illyria--which, logically, nmeant that his ship was on the



i sle. Wiich, by extension, nmeant that if Shandon had a ship at his disposal
he coul d come | ooking for us by air, despite our hallucinatory conpanions
feelings with respect to a confrontation. Wich neant that we woul d be better
of f working under the trees than on the beach, and that our voyage required
the cover of night. Accordingly, | noved our project inland. Green G een

t hought this a very good idea.

The cl oud cover cracked that afternoon as we assenbled the raft, but it
did not break conpletely. The rain continued, the day grew a bit brighter, and
two white, white nobons passed overhead--Kattontallus and Fl opsus--1acking only
grins and eye-sockets.

Later in the day a silver insect, three times the size of the _Mdel T_
and ugly as a grub, left the isle and circled the |ake six tines, spiraling
outward, then inward. W were under a lot of foliage, burrowed our ways
beneath nore, stayed there until it returned to the isle. | clutched ny
ancient artifact the while. The bunny did not sell me out.

We finished the raft a couple hours before sundown and spent the bal ance
of the day with our backs against the boles of adjacent trees.

"A penny for your thoughts," | said.

"What is a penny?"

"An ancient nonetary unit, once conmon on ny hone planet. On second
t hought, don't take ne up on it. They're val uable now "

"It is strange to offer to buy a thought. Was this a comon practice
anong your people, in the old days?"

"It had to do with the rise of the nmerchant classes,” | said.
"Everything has a price, and all that."

"That is a very interesting concept, and | can see how one such as
yourself could well believe init. Wuld you buy a _pai'badra?_"

"That woul d be barratry. A _pai'badra_ is a cause for an action."

"But woul d you pay a person to abandon his vengeance agai nst you?"

"No. "

"Why not ?"

"You woul d take my noney and still seek the vengeance, hoping to lull ne
into a sense of false security.”

"I was not speaking of nyself. You know that | amwealthy, and that a

Pei ' an does not abandon his vengeance for any reason. --No. | was thinking of
M ke Shandon. He is of your race, and may al so believe that everything has a
price. As | recall it, he incurred your disfavor in the first place because he

needed noney and did things that offended you in order to obtain it. Now he
hat es you because you sent himto prison and then killed him But since he is
of your race, which places a nonetary val ue upon all things, perhaps you m ght

pay himsufficient noney for his _pai'badra_ so that he will be satisfied and
go away."
Buy our way out? The thought hadn't occurred to me. | had cone to

Illyria ready to fight with a Pei'an nmenace. Now | held himin my hand and he
was no | onger a nenace. An Earthman had repl aced himas ny nunber one eneny of
the nonent, and there was a possibility that this assessment was correct. W
are a venal lot, not necessarily noreso than all of the other races--but
certainly nore than sonme. It had been Shandon's expensive tastes that had
gotten himinto a bind in the first place. Things had happened quickly since
my arrival on Illyria, and strangely enough--for me and ny Tree--it had not
occurred to ne that ny noney night be ny sal vation

On the other hand, considering Shandon's record as a spender--a thing
brought out at the first trial and at the appellate |evel--he went through
money |ike a _betta splendens_ through that nost |iquid of all aichenica
elements. Say | gave hima half mllion in universal credit drafts. Anybody
el se could invest it and live on the dividends. He would go through it in a
coupl e years. Then | woul d have probl ems again. He would have hit ne this
once, and he would figure he could do it again. And of course | could cone
t hrough again. | could cone through any time. So naybe he woul d not want to
kill his golden goose. But then again, |'d never know for sure. | could not



live with that.

Still, if he were agreeable, | could buy himoff now Then | could
arrange for a team of professional assassins to take himout of the gane as
soon as possible.

But if they should fai

Then he would be on ny tail imediately, and it would be himor ne
agai n.

| turned it over, looked at it fromevery possible angle. Utimately, it
boi |l ed down to one thing.

He'd had a gun with him but he'd tried to kill ne with his hands.

"It won't work with Shandon," | said. "He's not a menber of the nerchant
class.”

"Ch. | neant no offense. | still do not quite understand how t hese
t hi ngs work wi th Earthnen."

"You're not alone in that."

| watched the day fade away and the clouds zip thensel ves together once
again. Soon it would be tine to carry the raft to the shore and make our ways
across the now tenperate waters. There would be no nmoonlight to assist us.

"Green Geen," | said, "in you | see nyself, as perhaps | have becone
nore Pei'an than Earthman. | do not think this is the real reason, however,
for everything that | amnow is but an extension of sonething that was already
within me. |, too, can kill as you would kill and hold with nmy _pai'badra_
cone hell or high water."

"I know that," he said, "and | respect you for it."

"What | amtrying to say is that when this thing is over, if we should
both live through it, | night welcome you as a friend. | mght intercede for
you with the other Nanes, that you have anot her chance at confirmation. |
mght like to see a high priest of Strantri, in the Name of Kirwar of the Four
Faces, Father of Flowers, should He be willing."

"You are trying to find ny price now, Earthman."

"No, | ammaking a legitimte offer. Take it as you would. As yet, you

have given ne no _pai' badra_.
"By trying to kill you?"
"Under false _pai'badra_. This does not bother ne.
"You know that | may slay you whenever | w sh?"
"I know that you think so."
"I had thought this thing better shielded."
"It is a mtter of deduction, not telepathy."

"You _are_ much like a Pei'an," he said, after a monment. "I prom se you
that I will wthhold nmy vengeance until after we have dealt w th Shandon."

"Soon," | said. "Soon we shall depart."

And we sat there and waited for the night to fall. After a tine, it did.

"Now, " | said.

"Now, " and we stood and raised the raft between us.
W carried it down to the water's edge, waded out into the warm
shal  ows, set it a-drifting.
"CGot your paddl e?"
"Yes."
"Let's go."
W clinbed aboard, stabilized the thing, began paddling, then poling.
"I'f he was above bribery," he said, "why did he sell your secrets?"
"He woul d have sold the others out,” | said, "had ny people paid him

"Then why is he above bribery?"

"Because he is of ny race and he hates ne. Nothing nmore. There is no
buyi ng that kind of _pai'badra_."

| thought then that | was right.

"There are always dark areas within the m nds of Earthmen,'
"One day | would like to know what is there."

"Me too."

he observed.



A moon came up then, because a generalized blob of |ight appeared behind
the clouds. It drifted slowy towards m dheaven

The water splashed gently beside us, and little wavelets of it struck
agai nst our knees, our boots. A cool breeze followed us fromthe shore.

"The volcano is at rest,"” he said. "What did you discuss with Belion?"

"You don't miss a trick, do you?"

"I tried to contact you several tines, and | know what | found."

"Belion and Shinbo are waiting," | said. "There will be quick novenents,
and one of themw || be satisfied."

The water was bl ack as ink and warm as bl ood; the isle was a nountain of
coal against the pearl and starless night. We poled until we lost the bottom
t hen comrenced paddling, silently, twisting the oars. G een G een had a

Pei'an's |l ove of the water in him | could feel it in the way that he noved,
in the ragtails of enotion that | picked up as we proceeded.
To cross over the dark waters . . . It was an eerie feeling, because of

what the place neant to ne, because of the chord it had struck Wthin ne while
| was building it. The feeling of the Valley of Shadows, the sense of the
serene passing, this was absent. This place was the butcher's block at the end
of the nm | hated it and | feared it. | knew that | |acked the spiritua
stamina to ever duplicate it. It was one of those once in a lifetime creations
that made ne wish | hadn't. To cross over the dark waters neant to ne a
confrontation with something within nyself that | did not understand or

accept. | was cruising along on Tokyo Bay, and suddenly this was the answer,

| oom ng, the heaped remmins of everything that goes down and does not cone
again to shore, life's giant kitchen-m dden, the rubbish heap that remains
after all things pass, the place that stands in testament to the futility of
all ideals and intentions, good or bad, the rock that smashes val ues, there,
signalizing the ultimte uselessness of life itself, which nmust one day be
broken upon it, not to rise, never, no, not ever, again. The warmwaters

spl ashed about my knees, but a chill shook me and | broke rhythm G een G een
touched ny shoul der, and we matched our paddling once again. --"Wuy did you
make it, if you hate it so?" he asked me. --"They paid me well,” | replied,
and, "Bear to the left. W're going in the back way." Qur course altered,
shifting westward as he strengthened his strokes and | |ightened mne. --"The
back way?" he repeated. --"Yes," | said, and |I did not el aborate.

As we neared the isle, | ceased ny reflections and becanme a mechani ca
thing, as | always do when there are too many thoughts to think. | paddl ed and

we slipped through the night, and soon the isle lay to starboard, mnysterious
lights flecking its face. From ahead, the light that glowed atop the cone
crossed our path, dappling the waters, casting a faint red gl ow upon the
cliffs.

W passed the isle then and noved toward it fromthe north. Through the
night, | saw the northern face as in daylight. Menmory mapped its scars and
ridges, and ny fingertips tingled with the texture of its stone.

W drew near, and | touched the sheer, black face with ny oar. W held
that position while | stared upward, then said, "East."

Several hundred yards later, we cane to the place where | had hidden the
"trail." Acleft slanted within the rock--forty feet of chimey--where the
pressure of back and feet allowed ascent to a narrow | edge, al ong which a man
m ght edge his way for sixty feet, to encounter a series of hand- and
f oot - hol ds | eadi ng up.

| told this to Geen Green, and he stabilized the raft while I went on
ahead. Then he followed, unconpl ai ni ng, though his shoul der nmust have been
bot heri ng him

When | reached the top of the chimey, | | ooked down and was unable to
spot the raft. | nentioned this, and Geen Green grunted. | waited until he
made it to the top, and hel ped himout of the cleft. Then we began inching our
way along the cleft, eastward.

It took us about fifteen mnutes to reach the upward trail. Again,
went first, after explaining that we had a five-hundred-foot clinb before we



reached anot her | edge. The Pei'an grunted again and foll owed ne.

Soon mmy arns were sore, and when we made the ledge | sprawed and lit a
cigarette. After ten mnutes, we noved again. By midnight, we had nmade it to
the top without m shap

W wal ked, for about ten minutes. Then we saw him

He was a wandering figure, doubtless narcotized up to the ears. Maybe
not, though. You can never be too sure.

So | approached him placed ny hand upon his shoul der, stood before him
sai d, "Courtcour, how have you been?"

He | ooked up at ne through heavy-lidded eyes. He wei ghed about three
hundred fifty pounds, wore white garnments (Green Green's idea, | guess), was
bl ue-eyed, I|ight-conpl exi oned and soft-spoken. He |lisped a bit when he
answered ne.

"I think I have all the data," he said.

"Cood," | answered. "You know that | came here to nmeet this man--G een
Green--in a conbat of sorts. We have becone allies recently, against MKke
Shandon ...?"

"Gve nme a nonent," he replied.

Then, "Yes," he said. "You |ose."

"What do you nean?"

"Shandon kills you in three hours and ten m nutes.”

"No," | said. "He can't."

"I'f he does not," he replied, "it will be because you have slain him
Then M ster Geen will kill you about five hours and twenty m nutes from now. "

"What makes you so sure?"

"Green is the worldscaper who did Korrlyn?"

"Are you?" | asked.
"Yes."

"Then he will kill you."
" How?"

"Probably by means of a blunt instrunent,” he said. "If you can avoid
that, you might be able to take himw th your hands. You' ve always proven just

a bit stronger' than you look, and it fools people. |I do not think it wll
hel p you this tine, though.”
"Thanks," | said. "Don't |ose any sleep."

Unl ess you are both carrying secret weapons,'
possi bl e that you are.”

"Where is Shandon?"

"In the chalet.”

"I want his head. How do | get it?"

"You are a kind of denmon factor. You have that ability which | cannot
fully measure.”

he said, "and it is

"Yes. | know. "
"Do not use it."
n W]y?ll

"He has one, too."

"l know that also."

"I'f you can kill himat all, you kill himw thout it."
"Ckay. "

"You do not trust me."

"I don't trust anybody."

"Do you renenber the night you hired ne?"

"Faintly."

"It was the best neal | ever had in ny life. Pork chops. Lots of them"
"It conmes back to ne."

"You told ne of Shinbo then. Invoke himand Shandon will invoke the

ot her one. Too nmany variables. It may be fatal."
"Maybe Shandon has gotten to you."
"No. | amjust neasuring probabilities."
"Could Yarl the Omipotent create a stone he could not lift?" Geen



Green asked him

"No," said Courtcour.

"Why not ?"

"He would not."

"That is no answer."

"Yes it is. Think about it. Wuld _you? "

"I do not trust him" said Geen Geen. "He was normal when | brought
hi m back, but | believe that perhaps Shandon has reached him"

"No," said Courtcour. "I amtrying to help you."
"By telling Sandow he is going to die?"
"Vell, heis.”

Green raised his hand, and suddenly he was hol ding my gun, which he nust
have tel eported fromny belt, in the same fashion as he had obtained the
tapes. He fired twice and handed it back to ne.

"Why did you do that?"

"He was lying to you, trying to confuse you. Trying to destroy your
confi dence. "

"He was once a close associate of nmine. He had trained hinself to think

like a conmputer. | think he was trying to be objective."
"Cet the tape and you can resurrect him"
"Come on. |'ve got two hours and fifty-eight mnutes.”

VW wal ked away.
"Should | not have done that?" he asked ne, after a tine.

"No. "
"I amsorry."

"Great. Don't kill anybody el se unless |I ask you to, huh?"

"Al'l right. --You have killed many people, have you not, Frank?"
"Yes."

" \Npy 2"

"Themor nme, and |'d rather it was them"

" goo"

"You didn't have to kill Bodgis."

"I thought--"

"Shut up. Just shut up."

W wal ked on, passing through a cleft of rock. Tendrils of mist snaked
by, touched our garments. Another shadowy figure stood off to the side, at the
pl ace where we energed upon a downward-sloping trail
" Conming to die," she said, and | stopped and | ooked at her
"Lady Karle."

"Pass on, pass on," she said. "Hasten to your doom You could not know
t means to ne."

"I loved you once," | said, which was not the right thing to say at all
She shook her head.

"The only thing you ever |oved--besides yourself-- was noney. You got
it. You killed nore people than | know of to keep your enpire, Frank. Now
there has finally cone a nman who can take you. | amproud to be present at
your doom "

| turned on the torch and shone it upon her. Her hair was so red and her

what

features so white. . . . Her face was heart-shaped and her eyes were green, as
| renmenmbered them For a noment, | ached for her

"What if | take _hin? " | asked.

"Then |' m probably going to be yours again for awhile," she replied,
"but | hope not. You are evil and | want you to die. 1'd find a way nyself, if
you were to have ne again."

"Stop," said Geen Green. "I brought you back fromthe dead. | brought
this man here to kill him | was usurped by a human bei ng who, fortunately or
unfortunately, is possessed of a sinmlar intention with respect to Sandow. But
Frank and | have our fates cast together now Consider me. | restored you and
| will preserve you. Help us to get at our eneny and | will reward you."

She noved out of the circle of light and hen | aughter came down upon us.



"No," she called out. "No, thank you."

"I once loved you," | said.

There was silence, then, "Could you do it again?"

"I don't really know, but you nmean sonething to ne--sonething

i mportant."

"Pass on," she said. "All debts be canceled. Co to Shandon and die."

"Please," | said. "Once upon a tinme, when | held you it meant ruch to
me. Lady Karle, | have never stopped caring for you, even after you left. And
it was not | who broke the Ten of Algol, though this is often said."

"It was you."

"I think I could convince you that it was not."
"Don't bother trying. Pass on."

"AIl right," | said. "I won't stop, though."
"What ? St op what ?"

"Caring for you, sonme," | said.

"Pass on. Pl ease pass on!"

And we did.

Al that tinme we had been speaking her |anguage-- Dralnin--and | hadn't
even realized that | had swi tched from English. Funny.
"You have | oved many wonen, haven't you, Frank?" asked G een G een

"Yes."

"Were you lying to her--about caring for her?"

"No. "

W followed the trail until 1 could see the lights of the chal et

bef ore/ bel ow ne. We continued in that direction, and a final figure appeared,
drew near.

“Ni ck!"

"That's right, mster."

"It's me--Frank!"

"By God, | think it is. Cone closer, huh?"

"Sure. Here's a light." | spilled it all over nyself so that he could
see.

"Jesus! It's really you!" he said. "That guy down there is a nut, you
know, and he's after you."

"Yeah, | know. "

"He wanted nme to help get you, and | told himto go indulge in
auto-eroticism He was nad. W had a fight. | busted his nose and got the hel
out. He didn't come after ne, though. He's tough."

"1 know. "

"I"'mgoing to help you get him"

"Ckay. "

"But | don't like that guy you're with."

Ni ck, all out of the past and storming. . . . It was great.

"What do you nean?"

"He's the one responsible for the whole thing. He brought ne back, and
the others. He's a sneaky son of a bitch. If | were you, I'd take himout of
the picture real quick."

"We're allies now, he and I."

N ck spat.

"I"'mgoing to get you, mister," he said to Green Green. "Wen this whole
thing is over, you're mne. Renenber those days when you questioned ne? It

wasn't fun. --And now, my turn will cone."

"Al'l right."

"No, it isn't! It's not all right at all. You called ne 'Shorty,' or the
Pei ' an equi val ent thereof, you dumb vegetable! Wien | get nmy turn, I'lIl roast
you! I"'mglad I'"malive again, and | guess | owe that to you. But I'Il croak
you, bastard! You've got it coming, and you'd better believe it. 1'll take you

wi th anything avail able."
"l doubt it, little man," Green G een said.
"Let's wait and see," | said.



So Nick joined us, wal king on the other side of me from G een G een

"I's he down there now?" | asked.
"Yes. Do you have a bonb?"
"Yes."

"That woul d probably be the best way. Make sure he's inside and lob it
in through the w ndow "

"lI's he al one?"

"Well-- No. But it wouldn't exactly be nurder. Once you get the tapes
you can bring back the girl."

"Who i s she?"

"Her nane is Kathy. | don't know her."

"She was ny wife," | said.

"Ch. Well, | guess that idea is out. W have to go in."

"Perhaps,” | said. "If we have to, 1'll take care of Shandon and you get

Kat hy out of the way."

"He wouldn't hurt her."”

" OCh?"

"It's been several nonths since we woke up, Frank. We didn't know where
we were or why. And this green guy said he didn't know any nore about it than
we did. For all we knew we were really dead. W only found out about you when
he and M ke had the argunent. Green dropped his guard one day and M ke picked
his brains, | guess. Anyhow, Mke and the girl--Kathy, yes--sort of have a
t hi ng goi ng between them | guess they're in love."

"Green, why didn't you tell me this?"

"I did not deemit inportant. Is it?"

| didn't answer because | didn't know | thought quickly. | |eaned ny
back agai nst a rock and pushed the gas pedal of ny mnd to the floor. | had
set out to find and kill an enemy. Now he stood by ny side while |I sought a
different enemy in his stead. Now to find out that he was shacking up with the
resurrected wife I'd come to rescue . .. This did change things. How, | was
not sure. If Kathy was in love with him | was not about to burst in and shoot
himdown in front of her. Even if he were just using her, even if he didn't
care anything for her, I could not do that--not with himmeaning sonething to
her. It seemed that Geen Geen's earlier suggestion was the only thing
left--to contact himand try to buy himoff. He had a new power and a pretty
girl. Add to that a wad of noney, and he m ght be persuaded to lay off. It

still troubled me, though, that he had tried to kill me with his hands.

| could just turn around and go back. | could clinb aboard the _Mdel T_
and in less than a day be scooting toward Honefree. If she wanted Shandon, | et
her have him | could settle ny score with G een Green and return to ny
fortress.

"Yes, it is inportant,” | said.

"Does it alter your plans?" G een G een asked ne.

"Yes."

"Just because of the girl?"

"Just because of the girl," | said.

"You are a strange man, Frank, to cone all this way and then change your
m nd because of a girl who is Only an ancient nenory to you."

"I have a very good nmenory."

| did not like the idea of |eaving ny Name's eneny running around in the
body of a capable and cl ever nan who would not mind seeing ne dead. It was a
conbi nati on that could keep ne awake nights, even on Honefree. On the other
hand, what good is a dead gol den goose--or pigeon, as the case would be? Its
funny how, if you live |l ong enough, friends, enemes, |overs, haters nove
around you as at a big, masked ball, and every now and then there is sone
maskswi t chi ng.

"What arc you going to do?" N ck asked.

"I"'mgoing to talk to him Mke a deal if | can.”

"You said he would not sell his _pai'badra_," said Geen Geen

"I thought so when | said it. But this thing with Kathy now nakes it



necessary that | try to buy it."
"l do not understand."
"Don't try. Maybe the two of you had better wait here, in case he starts

shooti ng. "

"If he kills you, what are we to do?" asked G een G een.

"That'l|l be your problemthen. --See you in a little while, N ck."

"Check, Frank."

I moved on down the trail, maintaining nmy nmental shield, | used the
rocks for cover, crawling among themas | neared. Finally, | lay flat on ny
stomach about a hundred fifty feet above the place. Two huge boul ders shi el ded
me and cast heavy shadows. | rested the pistol on ny forearm and covered the
back door.

"Mke!" | called out. "This is Frank Sandow" and | waited.

Per haps half a minute passed while he decided, then, "Yes?"
"I want to talk."

"Co ahead."

Suddenly the Iights went out bel ow ne.

"Is it true what |'ve heard about you and Kat hy?"

He hesitated, then, "l guess so."
"I's she with you now?"
"Maybe. \y?"

"I want to hear her say it."
Then, after everything, her voice:
"I guess it's true, Frank. We didn't know where we were, or

anyt hing--and | renenbered that fire. . . . | don't know how to--"
I bit ny lip.
"Don't apologize," | said. "That was a long tinme ago. I'Il live."

M ke chuckl ed.

"You seem confident of that."

"I am |'ve decided to do it the easy way."
"What do you nean?"

"How nmuch do you want ?"

"Money? You scared of me, Frank?"

"I came here to kill you, but I won't do it if Kathy |oves you. She says
she does. Ckay. If you've got to go on living, then | want you off my back
How much will it take for you to pick up your marbles and go away?"

"What are marbl es?"
"Forget it. How nuch?"
"I hadn't thought you would offer, so | never thought about it. A lot,

though. 1'd want a guaranteed income for life, a |large one. Then sone really
| arge purchases in my nane--1'd have to make a list. --You really do nean it?
This isn't a trick?"

"We're both telepaths. | propose we drop our screens. In fact, I'd
insist on it as a condition."

"Kat hy has been asking ne not to kill you," he said, "and she woul d
probably hold it against nme if | did. Okay. She neans nmore to me. |I'Ill take

your nmoney and your wife and go away."
"Thanks a lot."

He | aughed.
"My luck is finally good. How do you want to handl e this?"
"I'f you'd like, | can give you a lunmp sum and then have ny attorneys set

up a trust."

"I like. I want everything to be legal. | want a mllion, plus a hundred
t housand a year."

"That's a lot."

"Not to you."

"Just commenting. --Ckay, | agree." | wondered how Kat hy was taking al
this. She could not have changed so nuch in a few nonths but that this would
not sound a bit sickening to her. "Two things," | added. "The Pei'an

Gingrin-tharl--he's mne now W have a score to settle."



"You can have him Wo needs hin? --What's the other thing?"

"Ni ck, the dwarf, cones away with ne, in one piece."

"That little--" Then he |l aughed. "Sure. In fact, | kind of like him
--That's all?"

"That's all."

The sun's first rays tickled the belly of the sky and the vol canos
flamed like Titan torches out over the water

"Now what ?"

"Wait till | pass a nessage to the others,” | said

--_Geen Geen, he'll deal. |I have his pai'badra. Tell N ck. W depart
in a few hours. My ship will come for me |later today._.

--_| hear you, Frank. W will be with you shortly_.
Now only the Pei'an renmained to be dealt with. It was al nost too easy. |

was still on the | ookout for a trick. It would have to be an awfully el aborate
one, though. | was inclined to doubt the possibility of collusion between
Green Geen and M ke. Anyhow, | would know in a few noments, when M ke and |

dropped our screens.

But after all ny preparations, to settle the whole thing Iike a couple
of busi nessnen. .

| could not tell whether | had chuckled or snorted. It was sonething
that felt somewhere in between.

Then | felt that it was wong. It? Something, | do not know what. It was
a feeling that probably goes back to the caves or the trees. Hell, maybe even
t he oceans. Flopsus shone through the ash and the snoke and the mist, and she
was the col or of bl ood.

A qui etness seened to settle over everything as the breezes grew still.
Then that ol d gut-grabbing fear was back with ne again, and | fought it. A big

hand was about to come down out of the sky and squash me, but | lay still. |
had conquered the Isle of the Dead, and Tokyo Bay burnt all about me. Now,
t hough, | | ooked down the slope into the Valley of Shadow. It is so easy for

me to find things to be norbid about, and all things came to renind nme of
this. I shuddered and stilled ny shaking. It would not do for Shandon to find
fear in ny heart.

Finally, after | could wait no |onger, "Shandon," | said, "I'mdropping
nmy shield. You do the sane."
"Al'l right."

And our m nds nmet, noved about inside one another
--_You nean it _.

--_So do you_. . . .
-- _Then it's a bargain_.
--_Yes_.

And the "No!" that slanmmed back from the subterranean recesses of the
wor |l d and echoed down fromthe towers of the sky clashed Iike cynbals within
our mnds. A flash of red heat passed through nmy body. Then, slowy, | stood,
and ny linbs were as firmas the nountains. Through lines of red and green, |
saw everything as clearly as by daylight. | saw where, down bel ow nme, M ke
Shandon energed fromthe chalet and slowy turned his head to rake the
hei ghts. Finally, our eyes nmet, and | knew then that what had been spoken or
witten in that place where | had stood with a thunderbolt in ny hands had
been true: --_Then there nust be a confrontation . Flanes . . . --_So be it _.
Dar kness. There had been a patterning of events fromthe tine | had departed
Homefree up until this nonment, which overrode, defeated the agreenents of men.
Qurs had been a series of subsidiary conflicts, their resolution uninportant
to those who control | ed us now

Control |l ed. Yes.

| had al ways assunmed Shinbo to be an artificial creation, conditioned
into ne by the Pei'ans, an alternate personality | assumed when desi gni ng
wor | ds. There had never been a clash of wills either. He had come only when
summoned, delivered and depart ed.

He had never taken over spontaneously, forced any sort of control upon



me. Perhaps deep down inside | wanted himto be a god, because | wanted there
to be a God/ god/ gods somewhere and perhaps this desire was the animating
force, and ny paranormal powers the neans for what was happening. | don't
know. | don't know. . . . Once there was a burst of |ight when he cane, so
bright that | cried, not knowi ng why. Hell, that's no answer. | just don't
know.

So we stood there regardi ng one another, two enem es who had been
mani pul ated by two ol der enemies. | inmagined Mke's surprise at this turn of
events. | tried to contact him but ny faculty was conpl etely bl ocked.

i magi ned that he was renenbering that strange, earlier confrontation hinself,
however .

Then | saw that the clouds were massing overhead, and | knew what t hat
meant. The ground beneath ny feet gave a gentle shudder, and | knew what t hat
neant, too.

One of us was going to die, though neither of us w shed this.

-- _Shinmbo, Shinmbo , | said within ne, _Lord of Darktree Tower, nust this
t hi ng be?_

And even as | said it | knew that there would be no reply, not
even for nme--save for what foll owed.

The thunders rolled, soft and long, |ike a distant drunbeat.
The lights out over the water grew brighter
W stood as at the ends of a dueling field in hell, waves of I|ight

washi ng about us, clotted with mst, dotted with ash; and Fl opsus hid her
face, edging the clouds w th bl ood.

It takes the powers a tine to nove, after they've been built to the
proper point. | felt them pass through ne fromthe nearest power-pull, then
nove away in great waves. | stood, unable to nove a nmuscle or to close ny eyes
against the stare of the other. In the twisted |ight through which | saw, he
occasionally flickered, and I glinpsed the outline of the one | had conme to
know as Bel i on.

I was di m ni shing and expandi ng, sinultaneously; and |ong nmonents passed
before | realized that it was |, Sandow, who was becom ng nore and nore inert,
passive, snaller. Yet, at the sane tine | felt the Iighthings take root in ny
fingertips, their swaying tops high above nme in the sky, waiting to be turned
and prodded and drawn crashing to the ground: |, Shinbo of Darktree, Shrugger
of Thunders.

The gray cone to ny left was slashed down the side like an armand its
orange bl ood spilled forth into Acheron, to sizzle and steamin the now
glowing waters; its fingers flexed high and ruddy in the night. Then | split
the sky with ny lines of chaos and sent them down below nme in a del uge of
light, as the cannons of heaven saluted and the wi nds of the sky rose again,
and the rains cane.

He was a shadow, a not hi ngness, a shadow, then he stood there again when
the Iight died, nmy eneny. The chal et was burni ng behind himand sonet hi ng
cried, "Kathy!"

"Frank! Conme away!" cried the green man, and the dwarf tugged at ny arm
but | brushed them both aside and took the first step toward ny eneny.

A consci ousness touched ny own, then Belion's--for |I could feel the
refl ex that shrugged off the latter. Then the green one cried out and drew the
dwarf away.

My eneny took his first step and the ground shuddered beneath it,
slipped in places, collapsed upon itself.

The wi nds beat at himas he took his second step, and he fell to the
ground, causing fissures to open about him | fell with my second step as the
ground gave way beneath ne.

As we lay there, the isle gave a shaking, shrugging tw st to our
shoul der of rock, and it slid and settled and snoke cane up fromthe cracks
withinit.

When we rose and took our third step, we stood in a nearly |evel place.
| shattered the rocks about himas |I took nmy fourth step; and with his, he



toppl ed rocks toward nme from above. Five was the wind and six was the rain,
and his were the fire and the earth.

The volcanos lit up the |lower sky and fought with my lightnings for the
upper. The wi nds | ashed the waters bel ow us, and we continued to sink toward

themw th each jogging of the isle. | heard their splashing, within the wi nd,
t he thunder, the explosions, the constant _plit-plit_ of the rain. At ny
eneny's back, the partly crunbled chalet still burned.

Wth nmy twelfth step, the cyclones arose; and with his the entire isle
began to sway and creak, the fumes com ng heavi er and nore noxi ous now.

Then somet hing touched nme in a way that | should not be touched, and
| ooked for the cause.

The green man stood on a crag of rock, holding a weapon in his hands. A
nmonent earlier, it had hung at nmy side, not to be used for the gaining of
cycl es such as this.

He pointed it first at me. Then his hand wavered and, before | could
strike him jerked to his right.

A line of light |eaped forward and ny eneny fell.

But the novement of the isle saved him For the green man fell as it
shuddered, and the weapon fell away. Then my eneny rose again, |eaving his
right hand on the ground beside him He held the wist in his left and stepped
toward ne.

Chasns began to open about us, and it was then that | saw the girl

She had energed fromthe burning building and edged around to the right
of us, in the direction of the trail | had descended. Then she had been frozen
for a time, watching our slow advance, one upon the other. Now she caught ny
attention as the chasm opened before her; and sonething cried out within ny
breast, for |I knew that | could not reach her to save her

Then it broke, and | shuddered and ran toward her, for Shinbo was

gone.
"Kathy!" | screamed, once, as she swayed and fell forward.
And from sonewhere Nick | eaped up to the edge and sei zed her
outfiung wist. For a nmoment, | thought he would be able to hold her

For a nonent. .

It was not a matter of his |acking the necessary strength. He had plenty
of that. It was a question of weight and momentum of bal ance.

| heard himcurse as they fell.

Then | raised up ny head and turned upon Shandon, with the death-fury
lighting up ny backbone. | reached for nmy gun and recalled, as in a dream
what had becone of it.

Then the falling stones caught ne and pinned nme as he took another step
and | felt nmy right leg break beneath nme as |I fell. | rmust have bl acked out
for an instant, but the pain brought me back to consci ousness. By then he had
t aken anot her step, which brought himvery near, and the world was going to
hell all around ne. | |ooked up at the stump of his hand, at those
mani c- depressi ve eyes, at the mouth opened to finally speak or |augh; and
raised ny left hand, supported it with ny right and perforned the necessary
gesture. | screamed as ny fingertip flared and his head fell fromhis
shoul ders, bounced once and rolled past nme--those eyes still open and
staring--and followed ny wife and my best friend into the chasm bel ow. What
remai ned thudded to the ground before me, and | stared at it for a long while
bef ore the darkness sucked me down.

VI

When | awoke it was dawn and | was still being rained on. My right |eg
t hr obbed, about eight inches above the knee, which is bad--the place and the
pain. The rain was only rain, though. The stormwas over. The ground had
stopped its shaking. Wien | was able to raise nyself, however, | forgot ny
pain in a moment of shock



Most of the isle was gone, sunken into Acheron, and what remai ned was
unrecogni zabl e as ny handiwork. | |lay perhaps twenty feet above the waterline,
on a wide shelf of rock. The chalet was gone and a nmutil ated corpse |ay before
me. | turned away fromit and considered nmy own predi cament.

Then, as the torches of last night's dinner of blood still sputtered and
bl azed, befouling the nmorning sky, | reached out slowy and began renoving the
rocks that lay upon nme, one by bl oody one.

Pai n and monot onous repetition of an action nunb the mind, free it to
wander .

Even i f they had been real gods, what did it matter? What was it to ne?
Here | was still, right where | was born a thousand or so years before, in the
m ddl e of the human condition--namely, rubbish and pain. If the gods were
real, their only relationship with us was to use us to play their games. Screw
themall. "That includes you, too, Shinbo," | said. "Don't ever conme to ne
again." Wiy the hell should I ook for order where there wasn't any? O if
there was, it was an order that did not include me. | washed ny hands in a
puddl e that had formed nearby. It felt good on nmy burnt finger. The water was
real. So were earth, air and fire. And that was all | cared to believe in. Let
it go with basics. Don't get cute and sophisticated. Basics are things you can
feel and buy. If | could beat the Bay | ong enough | could corner the market on
these comvodities, and no matter how many Nanes were involved they would find

all the property registered in ny nane. Then |l et them how and bitch. | would
own the Big Tree, the Tree of the Know edge of Good and Evil. | rolled away
the final stone and stretched out for a nonment. | was free.

Now | had nothing to do but find a power-pull and rest until afternoon
when the Mdel T_ would cone gliding in fromthe west. | opened ny m nd and
felt one, pulsing sonmewhere to the left of me. Wien | felt stronger, | sat up
and straightened ny leg with both hands. When the throbbi ng subsided, | cut
away the trouser-leg and saw that the flesh was not broken. | bound it as best

I could without a splint--which wasn't very--above and bel ow the fracture, and
turned slowmy, slowmy, onto ny stomach and hands and began crawling, just as
slowy, in the direction of the pull, |eaving what was | eft of Shandon behi nd
me in the rain.

The going was not too bad, so long as it remained | evel. But when | had
to pull nyself up a ten-foot, forty-five degree slope, | was too beat even to
curse for several minutes afterwards. The dammed thi ng had been slippery as
wel | as steep.

| |1 ooked back at Shandon and shook ny head. It was not as if he had not
known he was born to cone in second. H's whole life was testinony to that,
poor bastard. | felt a monment's pity. He had conme close to having it nmade. But
he had conme into the wong gane at the wong tinme and the wong place, like ny
brother, and | wondered where his head and hand | ay now

| crawl ed on. The power-pull was only a few hundred yards away, but |
took a | onger route that | ooked easier. One tine, as | rested, | thought I
heard a soft, sobbing sound. But it was gone too quickly for ne to be sure.

Anot her time, and | heard it again, |ouder, conming from behind ne.

| paused and waited till it cane again. Then | headed toward it.

Ten mnutes, and | |lay before a huge boulder. It was situated at the
base of a high wall of rock, and there was |ots of other rubble strewn about.
The muffl ed weepi ng was somewhere near. A cave seened indicated and | did not
want to waste ny tine exploring. So | called out:

"Hell o. What's the trouble?"

Si |l ence

"Hel | 0?"

Then, "Frank?"



It was the voice of the Lady Karle.

"Ho, bitch," | said. "Last night you told ne to pass on to my doom
What's yours |ike?"

"I"'mtrapped in a cave, Frank. There's a rock that | can't nove."

"It's a honey of a rock, honey. I'mlooking at it fromthe other side."

"Can you get ne out of here?"

"How di d you get in?"

"I hid in here when the trouble started. ['ve tried to dig ny way out,
but all ny nails are broken and ny fingers are bleeding--and | can't seemto
find any way around this stone. "

"There doesn't seemto be a way."

"What happened?"

"Everybody's dead but you and me, and there is only a little piece of
the isle left. It's raining on it now It was quite a fight we had."

"Can you get ne out of here?"

"I'"ll be lucky to get nyself out of here--the condition I'min."

"Are you in another cavern?"

"No, I'mon the outside."

"Then what do you nean by 'out of here'?"

"Of this damm hunk of rock and back to Homefree is what | nean."

"Then there is help coning?"

"For me," | said. "The _Model T_will be onits way down this afternoon
|'"ve got it programmed."”

"The equi pnent aboard.. . Could you blast the rock, or the ground
beneath it?"

"Lady Karle," | said, "I've got a busted |leg, a paralyzed hand and so
many sprains, strains, abrasions and contusions that | haven't even bothered
counting them 1'll be lucky to get the thing going before | pass out and
sleep for a week. | gave you a chance |last night to be ny friend again. Do you
renenber what you said to nme?"

"Yes. "

"Well nowit's your turn."”

I moved nyself back on my el bows and began to crawl away.
"Frank!"

| did not reply.

"Frank! Wait! Do not go! Please!"

"Why not?" | cried.

"Do you renenber what you said to ne then, last night . . . ?"

"Yes, and | renenber your reply. Al of that was |ast night, anyhow,
when | was sonebody el se. --You had your chance and you blewit. If | had the
strength, | would scratch your nane and the date on the stone. So long, it's
been good to know you."

"Frank!"

| didn't even | ook back

--_Your changes of character continue to amaze ne, Frank_.

--_So you made it, too, Green. | suppose you're in sone other damm cave
and want to be dug out _.

-- No. In fact | amonly a few hundred feet fromyou, in the direction

in which you were heading. | am near the power-pull, though it can't help ne
now. | will call out when |I hear you approaching_.

--_Way?

-- _The tinme is near. | will go to the land of death, and there ny
strength shall fail. | was hurt badly last night_.

-- _What do you want ne to do about it? I've got problems of ny own_.

--_ | want the last rite. You told ne that you gave it to Dra Marling, so
I know that you know the way. Also, you said that you had _glitten__ --

--_| don't believe in that any nore. Never did. | only did it for
Marl i ng because_--

--_You are a high priest. You bear the Nanme Shinbo of Darktree Tower,
Shrugger of Thunders. You cannot refuse ne_.



--_| have renounced the Nane, and | do refuse you_.

--_You said once that if | hel ped you, you would intercede for me on
Megapei. | _did_ help you_.

--_| know that, but now that you are dying it is too late_.

--_Then give ne this thing instead_.

--_ I will cone to you and give you what aid and confort | can, save for
the last rite. | amfinished with such things, after last night_.

-- Cone to ne, then_.

So |l did. By the time | reached him the rain had just about let up. Too
bad. It had been doing a fair job of washing away his body fluids. He had
propped hinsel f back against a rock, and the whiteness of bone shone through

flesh in four places that | could see.

"The vitality of a Pei'an is a fantastic thing," | said. "You got al
that in that fall [ast night?"

He nodded, then --_It hurts to speak, so | nust continue in this
fashion. | knew you still lived, so | kept nyself alive until | could reach
you_.

I managed to get what was left of ny pack off ny back. Then | opened it.

"Here, take this. It is for pain. It works for five races. Yours is
one."

He brushed it aside.

--_| do not wish to dull nmy mentality at this point_.

"Green, | amnot going to give you the rite. I will give you the
_glitten_ root and you can take it yourself if you wish. But that's all."

--_Even if | can give you that which you nost desire in return?_

"What ?"

--_All of them back again, with no nenory of what has happened here_.

"The tapes!"

--_Yes_.

"Where are they?"

-- Afavor for a favor, _Dra_ Sandow .

"Gve themto nme."

-- The rite_ . .

. A new Kat hy, a Kathy who had never net M ke Shandon, ny Kathy--and
Ni ck, the breaker of noses.

"You drive a hard bargain, Pei'an."

--_| have no choi ce--and pl ease hurry_.

"All right. I'"lIl go through with it, this one last tine. --Were are the
t apes?"

-- _After the rite has begun and may not be stopped, then | wll tell
you_.

| chuckl ed.

"Ckay. | don't blane you for not trusting ne."

--_You were shielding. You nmust have been planning to trick me_.

"Probably. I'mnot really sure."

| unwrapped the _glitten_, broke off the proper proportions.

"Now we will walk together,” | began, "and only one of us two wll

return to this place

After a cold, gray time and a bl ack, warmone, we walked in a twilit
pl ace without wind or stars. There was only bright green grass, high hills and
a faint aurora borealis that |icked at the graybl uebl ack sky, follow ng the
entire circle of the broken horizon. It was as if the stars had all fallen
been powdered, were strewn upon the hilltops.

W wal ked effortlessly--almost strolling, though with a purpose--our
bodi es whol e once nore. Green was at ny left hand, anmong the hills of the



_glitten_-dream-or was it a drean? It seened true and substantial, while our
broken, tired carcasses lying on rocks in the rain now seened a dream
renenbered, out of tines |long gone by. W had al ways been wal ki ng here, so,
Green and I--or so it seened--and a feeling of well-being and anmity |ay upon
us. It was alnost the sane as the last time | had conme to this place. Perhaps
| had always really been here.

W sang an old Pei'an song for a tinme, then Green said, "I give you the
_pai'badra_ | held against you, _Dra . | hold it no nore."

"This is good, _Dra_ tharl."

"I promised, too, to tell you something. It was of the tapes, yes.
--They lie beneath the enpty green body | was privileged to wear for a tine."

"I see.”

"They are useless. | called themto ne there with ny nmind, froma vault
where | had kept them They had been damaged by the forces |let |oose upon the
isle; and so, also, were the tissue cultures. Thus do | keep ny word, but

poorly. You gave nme no choice, though. | could not cone this way al one."
| felt that | should be upset, and knew that for a time | could not be.
"You did what you had to," | felt nyself saying. "Do not be troubled.

Perhaps it is better that I cannot recall them So nuch has gone by since
their times. Perhaps they would have felt as | once felt, lost in a strange

pl ace. They m ght not have gone on as | did, to enbrace it. | do not know Let
it be as it is. The thing is done."

"Now | nust tell you of Ruth Laris,"” he said. "She lies in the Asylum of
Fal l on in Cobacho, on Driscoll, where she is registered as Rita Lawence. Her
face has been altered, and her m nd. You nust renove her and hire doctors.”

"Why is she there?"

"It was easier than bringing her to Illyria."

"Al'l this pain which you caused neant nothing to you, did it?"

"No. Perhaps | had worked with the stuff of life too |ong

" And poorly. | aminclined to think it was Belion within you."

"I did not wish to say it, because | did not want to offer excuses, but
| feel this way also. This is why | tried to kill Shimbo. It was this part of
me that you faced, and | wi shed to strike at it, too. After he left me for
Shandon, | felt renorse for many of the things | had done. He had to be sent
away, which is why Shinmbo of Darktree came. Belion could not be permitted to
create nore worlds of cruelty and ugliness. Shinbo, who cast themlike jewels
into the darkness, sparkling with the colors of life, had to confront himonce
again. Now that he has won, there will be nore such as these."

"No," | said. "We can't operate w thout each other, and |'ve resigned."

"You are bitter oven all that has happened, and perhaps justly so. But
one does not easily abandon a calling such as yours, _Dra . Perhaps with the
passage of time . . ."

| did not answer himfor ny thoughts had turned i nward agai n.

The way that we wal ked was the way of death. However pleasant it seened,
this was a _glitten_ experience; and while ordinary people may becone addicted
to _glitten_ because of the euphoria and the brain-bending, telepaths use
_glitten_ in special ways.

Used by a single individual, it serves to heighten his powers.

Used by two persons, a commopn dreamw |l be dreaned. It, also, is always
a very pleasant dream-and anong Strantrians it is always the same dream
because this formof religious training conditions the subconscious to produce
it by reflex. It is a tradition

And two dreamit and only one awakens.

It is, therefore, used in the death rite, so that one need not go al one
to the place |I've spent over a thousand years avoi di ng.

Also, it is used for dueling purposes. For, unless agreed upon and bound
by ritual, it is only the stronger who comes back. It is the nature of the
drug that sone sleeping parts of the two minds are set in conflict, though the
consci ous portions be all unaware of this.

G een Green had been so bound, so | did not fear a last-ditch trick for



t he gaining of Pei'an vengeance. Also, even if it were a dueling situation, |
did not feel that | had anything to fear, considering his condition

But as we wal ked along, | considered that | was probably hastening his
death by several hours, under guise of a pleasant, near-nystical ritual

Tel epat hi ¢ eut hanasi a.

Ment al rmurder.

| was glad to be able to help a fellow creature shuffle off in such a
decent way, on the condition that he wanted it. It made nme think of my own
passing, which | amcertain will not be a pleasant one.

| have heard people say that no matter how nuch you | ove living, now,
this minute, and think that you would like to live forever, soneday you will
_want _ to die, soneday you will pray for death. They had pain in mnd when
t hey spoke. They neant they would like to go pretty, like this, to escape.

| do not expect to go pretty, gentle or resigned into this good night
nmysel f, thank you. Like the man says, | intend to rage agai nst the dying of
the light, fighting and howing every damm step of the way. The disease that
was responsible for my making it this far involved quite a bit of pain, you

m ght even say agony, and for a long while, before they froze nme. | thought
about it a lot then, and | decided I would never opt for the easy way out.
wanted to live, pain and all. There's a book and a man | respect: André G de

and his Fruits of the Earth_. On his deathbed he knew he had only a few days
left and he wote |like blue blazes. He finished it in about three days and
died. Init, he recounts every beautiful thing about the pernutations of
earth, air, fire and water that surrounded him things that he | oved, and you
could tell that he was sayi ng goodbye and did not want to go, despite
everything. That is how | feel about it. So, in spite of ny involvenent, |
could not synpathize with Geen's choice. | would rather have lain there,
br oken-boned and all, feeling the rain come down upon nme and wondering at it,
regretting, resenting a bit and wanting a lot. Maybe it was this, this hunger
that allowed nme to |l earn worldscaping in the first place--so that | could do
it all nyself, so that | could nmake nmore of it. Hell.

W nmounted a hill and paused on its sunmt. Even before we reached it, |
knew what woul d be there when we | ooked down the far sl ope.

Begi nni ng between two massive prows of gray stone, with a
greensward that started out as bright as that beneath our feet and grew darker
and darker as | swept ny eyes ahead, there was the place. It was the big, dark
val l ey. And suddenly | was staring into a blackness so black that it was
not hi ng, nothing at all

"Anot her hundred steps will | go with you," | said.

"Thank you, _Dra_."

And we descended the hillside, noved toward the place.

"What will they say of ne on Megapei when they hear that | am gone?"

"l do not know. "

"Tell them if they ask you, that | was a foolish nan who regretted his
folly before he cane to this place."

"Towill."

"And . . "

"That, too," | said. "I will ask that your bones be taken into the
nmount ai ns of the place that was your hone."

He bowed his head.

"That is all. You will watch ne wal k on?"

"Yes."

"It is said that there is a light at the end."

"Sois it said."

"l nust seek it now "

"Walk well, Dra_ Gingrin-tharl."

"You have won your battles and you will depart this place. WIIl you cast
the worlds | never coul d?"

"Maybe," and | stared into that bl ackness, sans stars, conmets, neteors,
anyt hi ng.



But suddenly there was sonething there.

New | ndi ana hung in the void. It seemed a nmillion nmles away, all its
features distinct, canmeo-cut, glowing. It noved slowy to the right, until the
rock blocked it fromny view. By then, however, Cocytus had come into sight.

It crossed, was followed by all the others: St. Mrtin, Buningrad, D snal,
M 2, Honkeytonk, Mercy, Summit, Tangia, Illyria, Roden's Folly, Homefree,
Castor, Pollux, Centralia, Dandy, and so on

For sonme stupid reason nmy eyes filled with tears at this passage. Every
worl d | had designed and built nmoved by ne. | had forgotten the glory.

The feeling that had filled ne with the creation of each of them cane
over me then. | had hurled sonmething into the pit. Were there had been
dar kness, | had hung nmy worlds. They were ny answer. Wen | finally, wal ked
that Valley, they would remain after me. \Whatever the Bay claimed, | had made
some replacenents, to thunb ny nose at it. | had done something, and | knew
how to do nore

"There _is_a light!" said Green, and | did not realize that he had been
clutching ny arm staring at the pageant.

| clasped his shoulder, said, "May you dwell with Kirwar of the Four
Faces, Father of Flowers," and | did not quite catch his reply as he drew away
fromme, passed between the stones, wal ked the Valley, was gone.

| turned then and faced what had to be the east and began the | ong wal k

horre.
Conmi ng back
Brass gongs and pol | iwogs.
| was stuck to a rough ceiling. No. | was lying there, face up on

nothing, trying to support the world with ny shoulders. It was heavy and the
rocks poked, gouged. Below nme lay the Bay, with its condons, its driftwood,

its ropes of seaweed, enpty dories, bottles and scum | could hear its distant
splashing, and it splashed so high that it kept striking ny face. There it

was, life, slopping, snelling, chilly. I had had a real wild ronp through its
waters, and now as | | ooked down upon it | felt nyself falling once nore,
falling back toward its shallows. Maybe | heard bird-cries. | had wal ked to
the Valley and now | was returning. Wth luck I would evade the icy fingers of
the crunmbling hand once nmore. | fell, and the world tw sted about me, resolved

itself into what it had been when | left it.

The sky was bl eak as slate and streaked with soot. It oozed noisture.
The rocks dug into ny back. Acheron was pocked and winkl ed. There was no
warnth in the air.

| sat up, shaking ny head to clear it, shivered, regarded the body of
the green man that |lay beside ne. | said the final words, conpleting the rite,
and ny voi ce shook as | said them

| rolled Geen's body into a nore confortabl e-1ooking position and
covered it with my flimsy. | picked up the tapes and their bio-cylinders which
he had been conceal i ng beneath him He had been right. They were ruined. |
pl aced themin ny knapsack. At least Earth Intelligence would be happy with
this state of affairs. Then | crawled on to the power-pull and waited there,
raising a screen of forces to attract the T, and watching the sky.

| saw her wal ki ng, wal ki ng away, her neat hips sheathed in white and
swayi ng slightly, her sandals slapping the patio. | had wanted to go after
her, to explain ny part in what had happened. But | knew it would do no good,
so why | ose face? Wien a fairy tale blows up and the dream dust settles and
you find yourself standing there, knowing that the last line will never be
witten, why not omt any exercises in futility? There had been giants and
dwarves, toads and rushroons, caves full of jewels and not one, but ten
Wi zar ds.

| felt the Mdel T_ before |l sawit, when it | ocked with the
power - pul |

Ten wi zards, financial ones, the nerchant barons of Al go

Al'l of them her uncles.

| had thought that the alliance would hold, sealed as it was with a



kiss. | had not been planning a doubl ecross, but when it came fromthe other
side something had to be done. It was not all ny doing either. There was a

whol e conbi ne involved. | could not have stopped themif | had wanted to.
| could feel the _T_ homing in now | rubbed ny | eg above the break
hurt it, and stopped.
Busi ness arrangenent to fairy tale to vendetta. . . . It was too late to

recall the second phase of that cycle, and | had just won the final one.
shoul d have felt great.

The _T_came into view, descended quickly and hung like a world overhead
as | manipulated it through the pull.

| have been a coward, a god and a son of a bitch in nmy tine, anong ot her
things. That is one of the things about living for a very long tine. You go
t hrough phases. Right now | was just tired and troubled and had only one thing
on nmy mnd

| brought the _T_ down to rest on a |level space, cracked the hatch
began crawing toward it.

It did not matter now, not really, all these things | had thought when
the fire was high. Any way you |l ooked at it, it did not matter

| made it to the ship. | craw ed inside.

| fiddled with the controls and brought it to a nore sensitive life.

My leg hurt like hell.

W drifted.

Then | answered us, picked up the necessary equi pnent, craw ed outside
once nore.

Forgi ve me ny trespasses, baby.

| positioned nyself carefully, took aim dissolved one big rock

"Frank? Is that you?"

"No, just us chickens."

Lady Karle rushed out, dirty, wld-eyed.

"You cane back for ne!"

"I never left."”

"You're hurt."

"I told you about it."

"You said you were going away, |eaving ne."

"You' ve got to learn to know when |I'm being serious."

She ki ssed me then and hel ped me to stand on ny one good | eg, draw ng ny
arm about her shoul ders.

"Kind of like playing hopscotch,” |I said, as we headed for the _T .
"What is that?"

"An ol d gane. When | can wal k again, maybe I'Il teach it to you."
"Where now?"

"Homefree, where you may stay or go as you choose."

"I shoul d have known you woul d not |eave nme, but when you said those
things . . . Lords! It's a mserable day! Wat happened?"

"The Isle of the Dead is sinking slowy into Acheron. It's raining on
it."

| | ooked at the bl ood on her hands, the dirt, then her nessed hair.

"I did not nmean everything that | said, you know. "

"1 know. "

| looked all around me. Someday, | would fix it all up, | knew.
"Lords! It's a mserable day!" she said.

"Upstairs, the sun is shining. |I think we can make it, if you help."

"Lean on ne."
I did.



