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INTRODUCTION

Inthis, the twenty-third volumein aseries, | have continued the practice begun in number 22 of
including non-fiction materia from F& SFsregular departments. Theam isto provide readers of these
anthologies with something like avery good and very big issue of the magazine. Thuswe offer a
fascinating article by Joanna Russ on the pain of reviewing sf books, Baird Searleson "multiples’ in &
films, Isasac Asmov on cloning, and asampling from our competitions.

The storiesin this book cover the period from our November 1976 issue through the middle of
1979, aperiod of great growth in the sciencefiction field, at least in terms of numbers. If you're the sort
who likesto sniff theair for trends, you may have detected a smell of old attics, as much sf seemed to
swing back to traditional, even ol d-fashioned themes and forms. Compare 2001 to Sar Wars.

| am fortunate in that, unlike Hollywood, F& SF seemsto belargely immune from trends. The
magazine has areputation for offering variety, and to uphold that image, it seemsto methat it must
carefully avoid trends and formulasin an effort to publish abaance of different types of fantasy and <.
And so we continue to look for good writing and fresh ideas and entertaining narratives, and once those
generd criteriaare satisfied, we take on whatever seemsto be pleasing our writers at thetime. That'sthe
best way | know of pleasing our leaders.

—Edward L. Ferman

"l See You" isthe first new Damon Knight story in many yean; it was the feature story in
FASF's special Damon Knight issue (November 1976). As might be expected, it isa totally fresh
piece of work and it shines with quality. Damon says of it: "You may think it is a short story, but it
isreally a novel on the plan of A for Anything and Hell's Pavement, only much compressed.

| SeeYou
DAMON KNIGHT

You arefive, hiding in aplace only you know. Y ou are covered with bark dust, scraiched by twigs,
sweaty and hot. A wind sighsin the aspen leaves. A faint steady hiss comes from the viewer you hold in
your hands; then avoice: "Lone, | see you—under the bam, eating an gpple!” A slence. "Lone, comeon
out, | seeyou.” Another voice. "That'sright, she'sin there.” After amoment, sulkily: "Oh, okay."

Y ou squirm around, raising the viewer to am it down the hill. Asyou turn the knob with your thumb,
the bright image races toward you, trees hurling themsdlvesinto red darkness and vanishing, then the
houses in the compound, and now you see Bruce standing beside the corra, looking into hisviewer,
dowly turning. His back isto you; you know you are safe, and you Sit up. A jay passes with awhir of
wings, settles on abranch. With your own eyes now you can see Bruce, only adot of blue beyond the
gray shakewalls of the houses. In the viewer, heisturning toward you, and you duck again. Another
voice: "Children, comein and get washed for dinner now."

"Aw, Aunt Ellig"

"Mom, we're playing hide and seek. Can't we just stay fifteen minutes more?”



"Please, Aunt Ellig”

"No, come on in now—you'll have plenty of time after dinner."

And Brace: "Aw, okay. All cut'sin free And once more they have not found you; your secret place
isyoursaone.

Cdl him Smith. He was the president of acompany that bore his name and which held more than a
hundred patents in the scientific instrument field. He was sixty, awidower. His only daughter and her
husband had been killed in a plane crash in 1978. He had a partner who handled the business operations
now; Smith spent most of histimein hisown lab. In the spring of 1990 he was working on an
image-intengfication device that was puzzling because it was too good. He had it on his bench now,
aimed at a degp shadow box across the room; at the back of the box was a card ruled with black, green,
red and blue lines. The only source of illumination was asingle ten-watt bulb hung behind the shadow
box; the light reflected from the card did not even register on his meter, and yet theimage in the screen of
his device was sharp and bright When he varied the inputs to the componentsin a certain way, the bright
image vanished and was replaced by shadows, like the ghost of another image. He had monitored every
televison channd, had shielded the device againgt radio frequencies, and the ghosts remained. Increasing
the illumination did not make them clearer. They were vaguely rectilinear shapes without any coherent
pattern. Occasiondly amoving blur traveled dowly acrossthem.

Smith made a disgusted sound. He opened the clamps that held the device and picked it up, reaching
for the power switch with his other hand. He never touched it. As he moved the device, the ghost images
had shifted; they were dancing now with the faint movements of his hand. Smith stared at them without
breathing for amoment. Holding the cord, he turned dowly. The ghost images whirled, vanished,
reappeared. He turned the other way; they whirled back.

Smith set the device down on the bench with care. His hands were shaking. He had had the thing
clamped down on the bench dl the time until now. " Christ dmighty, how dumb can one man get?' he
asked the empty room.

Y ou are Sx, dmost seven, and you are being dlowed to use the big viewer for thefirst time. You are
perched on acushion in the lesther chair at the console; your brother, who has been showing you the
controls with abored and superior air, hasjust left the room, saying, "All right, if you know so much, do
it yoursdlf."

Infact, the controls on this machine are unfamiliar, thelittle viewers you have used dl your life have
only one knob, for nearer or farther—to move up/down, or |eft/right, you just point the viewer whereyou
want to see. Thismachine has dials and little windows with numbersin them, and switches and
pushbuttons, most of which you don't understand, but you know they are for specia purposes and don't
meatter. The main control isametd rod, right in front of you, with agray plastic knob on the top. The
knob isdull from years of handling; it fedswarm and alittle greasy in your hand. The console has afunny
electric smdll, but the big screen, taler than you are, issilent and dark. Y ou can fed your heart beating
againgt your breastbone. Y ou grip the knob harder, push it forward just alittle. The screen lights, and you
are drifting across the next room asif on huge silent wheds, chairs and end tables turning into reddish
slhouettes that shrink, twist and disappear as you pass through them, and for amoment you fed dizzy
because when you notice the red numbers jumping in the console to your left, it isasif the whole house
were passing massively and vertiginoudy through itsdf; then yon are floating out the window with the
same dow and steady motion, on across the sunlit pasture where two saddle horses stand with their
heads up, sniffing the wind; then astubbled field, dropping away; and now, below you, the co-op road
shineslike aslver-gray stream. Y on press the knob down to get closer, and drop with agiddy swoop;
now you are rushing along the road, overtaking and passing ayelow truck, turning the knob to steer. At
first you blunder into the dark trees on either side, and once the earth surges up over you in a chaos of
writhing red shapes, but now you are learning, and you soar down past the crossroads, up the farther hill,
and now, now you are on the big road, flying eastward, passing all the cars, rushing toward the greeat
world where you long to be.

It took Smith six weeksto increase the efficiency of the image intensfier enough to bring up the ghost
pictures clearly. When he succeeded, the image on the screen was instantly recognizable. It wasaview



of Jack McCrani€'s office; the picture was fill dim, but sharp enough that Smith could see the expression
on Jack'sface. He was leaning back in his chair, hands behind his head. Beside him stood Peg Spatolain
apurple dress, with her hand on an open folder. She wastaking, and McCranie was listening. That was
wrong, because Peg was not supposed to be back from Cleveland until next week.

Smith reached for the phone and punched McCrani€'s number.

"Yes, Tom?'

"Jack, isPegin there?'

"Why, no-she'sin Clevdand, Tom."

"Oh, yes."

McCranie sounded puzzled. "Is anything the matter?' In the screen, he had swiveled hischair and
wastaking to Peg, gesturing with short, choppy motions of hisarm.

"No, nothing,” said Smith. "That'sal right, Jack, thank you." He broke the connection. After a
moment he turned to the breadboard controls of the device and changed one setting dightly. In the
screen, Peg turned and walked backward out of the office. When he turned the knob the other way, she
repeated these actionsin reverse. Smith tinkered with the other controls until he got aview of the
calendar on Jack's desk. It was Friday, June 15—Iast week.

Smith locked up the device and dl his notes, went home and spent the rest of the day thinking.

By the end of July he had refined and miniaturized the device and had extended its sensitivity range
into theinfrared. He spent most of August, when he should have been on vacetion, trying various
methods of detecting sound through the device. By focusing on theinterior of a peaker'slarynx and
using infrared, he was able to convert the visble vibrations of the vocal cordsinto sound of fair qudity,
but that did not satisfy him. He worked for awhile on vibrations picked up from panes of glassin
windows and on framed pictures, and he experimented briefly with the digphragmsin spesker systems,
intercoms and telephones. He kept on into October without stopping and finally achieved a system that
would givetinny but recognizable sound from any vibrating surface—awall, afloor, even the spegker's
own cheek or forehead.

He redesigned the whole device, built a prototype and tested it, tore it down, redesigned, built
another. 1t was Christmas before he was done. Once more he locked up the device and dl his plans,
drawings and notes.

At home he spent the holidays experimenting with commercia adhesivesin various strengths. He
applied these to coated paper, et them dry, and cut the paper into rectangles. He numbered these
rectangles, pasted them onto |etter envelopes, some of which he stacked loose; others he bundled
together and secured with rubber bands. He opened the stacks and bundles and examined them at
regular intervals. Some of the labels curled up and detached themsel ves after twenty-six hours without
leaving any conspicuous trace. He made up another batch of these, typed his home address on six of
them. On each of six envelopes he typed his office address, then covered it with one of the labels. He
stamped the envelopes and dropped them into amailbox. All six, minusther labels, were delivered to the
office three days later.

Just after New Y ear's, hetold his partner that he wanted to sell out and retire. They discussed it in
generd terms.

Using an assumed name and a post office box number which was not his, Smith wroteto a
commission agent in Boston with whom he had never had any previous dedlings. He mailed the | etter,
with the agent's address covered by one of hislabels on which he had typed afictitious address. The
label detached itsdlf in trangit; the | etter was ddlivered. When the agent replied, Smith was watching and
read the letter as a secretary typed it. The agent followed hisingtruction to mail hisreply in an envelope
without return address. The owner of the post office box turned it in marked "not here”; it went to the
dead-letter office and was returned in due time, but meanwhile Smith had acknowledged the |etter and
had mailed, in the same way, ahuge amount of cash. In subsequent letters he instructed the agent to take
bidsfor components, plans for which he enclosed, from e ectronics manufacturers, for plastic casings
from another, and for assembly and shipping from still another company. Through a second commission
agent in New Y ork, to whom he wrote hi the same way, he contracted for ten thousand copies of an



ingtruction booklet in four colors.

Latein February he bought a house and an eectronics dedership in asmal town in the Adirondacks.
In March he signed over hisinterest in the company to his partner, cleaned out hislab and left He Bold
his co-op apartment in Manhattan and his summer house in Connecticut, moved to his new home and
became anonymous.

Y ou arethirteen, chasing afox with the big kidsfor thefirst time. They have put you in the north field,
the worgt place, but you know better than to leave it

"Hésintheglen.

"| see him; he'sin the brook, going upstream.”

Y ou turn the viewer, racing forward through dappled shade, abrilliance of leaves. thereisthe glen,
and now you seethe fox, trotting through the shalows, blossoms of bright water at itsfeet.

"Ken and Néll, you come down ahead of him by the springhouse. Wanda, you and Tim and Jean
stay where you are. Everybody € se come upstream, but stay back till | tell you.”

That's Leigh, the oldest. Y ou turn the viewer, catch aglimpse of Bobby running downhill through the
woods, hislong hair flying. Then back to the glen: the fox isgone.

"He's heading up past the corncrib!™

"Okay, keep spread out on both sides, everybody. Jim, can you and Edie head him off before he
getsto the woods?!

"Wl try. Thereheig"

And the chase is going away from you, as you knew it would, but soon you will be older, asold as
Nel and Jm; then you will bein the middle of things, and your lifewill begin.

By trial and error, Smith has found the settings for Dallas, November 22, 1963: Dedey Plaza, 12:25
P.M. He seesthe Presidential motorcade making the turn onto Elm Street. Kennedy dumps forward,
raising hishandsto histhroat. Smith presses a button to hold the moment in tune. He scans behind the
motorcade, finds the sixth floor of the Book Depository Building, finds the window. Thereisno one
behind the barricade of cartons; the room is empty. He scans the nearby rooms, finds nothing. Hetries
the floor below. At an open window aman knedls, holding a high-powered rifle. Smith photographs him.
He returns to the motorcade, watches as the second shot strikes the President. He freezestime again,
scans the surrounding buildings, finds a second marksman on aroof, photographs him. Back to the
motorcade. A third and fourth shot, the last blowing off the Side of the President's head. Smith freezesthe
action again, finds two gunmen on the grassy knall, one aiming across the top of a station wagon, one
knedling in the shrubbery. He photographs them. He turns off the power,, Stsfor amoment, then goesto
the washroom, knedls beside the toilet and vomits.

The viewer isyour babysdtter, your televison, your telephone (the telephone lines are fill up, but they
are used only as signaing devices; when yon know that somebody wantsto talk to you, you focus your
viewer on him), your library, your school. Before puberty you watch other people having sex, but even
then your curiosity iseasly satisfied; after an older cousin initiates you at fourteen, you are much more
interested in doing it yourself. The co-op teacher monitors your studies, sometimes makes suggestions,
but more and more, as you grow older, leaves you to your own devices. Y ou areintensely interested in
African prehistory, in the European thester, and in the ant-civilization of Epsilon Eridani 1V. Soon you will
have to choose.

New Y ork Harbor, November 4, 1872—acold, blustery day. A two-masted ship rides at anchor;
on her sernislettered: Mary Celeste. Smith advancesthe time control. A flicker of darkness, light again,
and the ship isgone. He turns back again until he findsit standing out under light canvas past Sandy
Hook. Manipulating time and space controls a once, be followsit eastward through a nickering of storm
and sun—Ilosesit, findsit again, counting days as he goes. The farther eestward, the more he hastottilt
the device downward, while theimage of the ship tilts correspondingly away from him. Because of the
angle, he can no longer keep the ship in view from adistance but must track it closely. November 21 and
22, violent gorms:. the ship is dashed upward by waves, fdlsagain, visible only intermittently; it takeshim
five hoursto pass through two days of red time. The 23rd is camer, but on the 24th another ssorm blows
up. Smith rubs his eyes, loses the ship, findsit again after aten-minute search.



The gdeblowsitsalf out on the morning of the 26th. The sunisbright, the ssaadmost dead cam.
Smithisableto catch glimpses of figures on deck, tilted above dark cross-sections of the hull. A sailor is
gplicing aropein the stem, two others lowering atriangular sail between the foremast and the bowsprit,
and afourth isat the helm. A little group stands leaning on the starboard rail; one of them isawoman.
The next glimpseisthat of arunning figure who advancesinto the screen and disappears. Now the men
are lowering aboat over the side; therail has been removed and lies on the deck. The men drop into the
boat and row away. He hears them shouting to each other but cannot make out the words.

Smith turnsto the ship again: the deck isempty. He dips below to look at the hold, filled with casks,
then the cabin, then the forecastle.

Thereisno sgn of anything wrong—no explosion, no fire, no trace of violence. When he looks up
again, he seesthe sailsflapping, then belying out full. The seaisrising. Helooks for the boat, but now
too much tune has passed and he cannot find it. He returnsto the ship and now reverses the time contral,
tracksit backward until the men are again in then- places on deck. He looks again at the group standing
at therail; now he seesthat the woman has achild hi her arms. The child struggles, drops over therall.
Smith hears the woman shriek. In amoment shetoo isover therail and faling into the sea.

He watches the men running, sees them launch the boat Asthey pull away, heisableto keep the
focus near enough to see and hear them. One cdls, "My God, who's a the helm?' Another, a bearded
man with aface gone tallow-pae, replies, "Never mind—row!" They are staring down into the sea. After
amoment one looks up, then another. The Mary Cedleste, with three of the four sails on her foremast s,
isgliding away, dowly, now fagter; now sheisgone.

Smith does not run through the scene again to watch the child and her mother drown, but others do.

The production model was ready for shipping hi September. 1t was asmplified verson of the
prototype, with only two controls, one for space, one for time. The range of the device waslimited to
one thousand miles. Nowhere on the casing of the device or in the instruction booklet was a patent
number or a pending patent mentioned. Smith had called the device Ozo, perhaps because he thought it
sounded vaguely Japanese. The booklet described the device as adistant viewer and gave clear, smple
ingtructionsfor its use. One sentence read crypticaly: "Keep Time Control set at zero." It waslike "Wet
Paint-Do Not Touch.”

During the week of September 23, seven thousand Ozos were shipped to domestic and Canadian
addresses supplied by Smith: five hundred to € ectronics manufacturers and suppliers, six thousand, thirty
to acarton, marked "On Consignment,” to TV outletsin mgjor cities, and the rest to private citizens
chosen at random. The instruction booklets were in sealed envel opes packed with each device. Three
thousand more went to Europe, South and Central America, and the Middle East.

A few of the outlets which recelved the cartons opened them the same day, tried the devices out, and
put them on sdle at prices ranging from $49.95 to $125. By the following day the word was beginning to
spread, and by the close of business on the third day every store was sold out. Most people who got
them, either through the mail or by purchase, used them to spy on their neighbors and on peoplein hotels.

In ahousein Cleveland, aman watches his brother-in-law in the next room, who iswatching hiswife
getting out of ataxi. She goesinto the lobby of an apartment building. The husband watches as she gets
into the eevator, ridesto the fourth floor. She rings the bell beside the door marked 410. The door
opens, adark-haired man takes her in hisarms; they kiss.

The brother-in-law meetshimin the hdl. "Don't do it, Charlie."

"Get out of my way."

"I'm not going to get out of your way, and | tell you, don't do it Not now and not later.”

"Why the hell shouldn't 17’

"Becauseif you do I'll kill you. If you want adivorce, OK, get adivorce. But don't lay ahand on her
or I'll find you the farthest place you can go."

Smith got his consgnment of Ozos early in the week, took one home and left it to his store manager
to put aprice on the rest He did not bother to use the production model but began at once to build
another prototype. It had controls calibrated to one-hundredth of a second and one millimeter, and a
timer that would allow him to stop ascene, or advance or regressit at any desired rate. He ordered



some clockwork from an astronomical supply house.

A high-ranking officer in Army Intelligence, watching the first demondration of the Ozo in the
Pentagon, exclaimed, "My God, with thiswe could dismantle half the establishment—all we've got to do
is launch interceptors when we see them push the button.”

"It'sagood thing Senator Burkhart can't hear you say that" said another officer. But by the next
afternoon everybody had heard it.

A Baptist minister in Louisville led the first mob againgt an Ozo assembly plant. A month later, while
civil and crimind suitsagaing dl therioterswere till pending, tapes showing each one of themin
compromising or ludicrous activitieswere widdy distributed in the press.

The commission agents who had handled the orders for the first Ozo were found out and had to
leave town. Factories were fire-bombed, but otherstook their place.

Thefirst Ozo was smuggled into the Soviet Union from West Germany by KaterinaBelov, amember
of adissdent group in Moscow, who used it to document illegal government actions. The device was
seized on December 13 by the KGB; Belov and two other members of the group were arrested,
imprisoned and tortured. By that time over forty other Ozos were in the hands of dissdents.

Y ou are watching an old movie, Bob and Ted and Carol and Alice. The humor seemsinfantile and
unimaginative to you; you are not interested in the actresses occasiona semi-nudity. What strikesyou as
hilariousisthe coyness, the sddong glances, smiles, grimaces hinting at things that will never be shown on
the screen. Y ou redlize that these people have never seen anyone but their most intimate friends without
clothing, have never seen any adult shit or piss, and would be embarrassed or disgusted if they did. Why
did children say "pee-pee’ and "poo-poo,” and then giggle? Y on have read scholarly books about taboos
on "bodily functions" but why was shitting worse than sneezing?

CoraZickwolfe, who lived in aremote rurd area of Arizonaand whose husband commuted to
Tucson, arranged with her nearest neighbor, PhyllisMoall, for each of them to keep an Ozo focused on
the bulletin board in the other's kitchen. On the bulletin board was a note that said "OK." If there was any
trouble and she couldn't get to the phone, she would take down the note, or if she had time, write
another.

In April 1992, about the time her husband usually got home, an intruder broke into the house and
seized Mrs. Zickwolfe before she had time to get to the bulletin board. He dragged her into the bedroom
and forced her to disrobe. The state troopers got there hi fifteen minutes, and Cora never spoke to her
friend Phyllisagain.

Between 1992 and 2002 more than six hundred improvements and supplements to the Ozo were
recorded. The most important of these was the power system created by focusing the Ozo at anarrow
gperture on the interior of the Sun. Othersincluded the system of satellite dave unitsin stationary orbits
and a compurterized tracer device which would keep the Ozo focused on any subject.

Using the tracer, an entomologist in Mexico City isfollowing the ancestral line of ahoney bee. The
images bloom and expire, ten every second: the tracer isfollowing each queen back to the egg, men the
egg to the queen that laid it, then that queen to the egg. Tens of thousands of generations have passed; in
two thousand hours, beginning with a Paleocene bee, he has traveled back into the Cretaceous. He stops
at intervalsto follow the beein real time, then acceerates again. The hiveis growing smaller, more
primitive. Now it isonly acluster of round cells, and the bee is different, more like awasp. Hisyear's
labor is coming to fruition. He watches, forgetting to eat, amost to breathe.

In your mother's study after she dies, you find an elaborate chart of her ancestors and your father's.

Y ou retrieve the program for it, punchit in, and idly watch arandom sampling, back into time, first me
femdeline, thenthemde ... ateacher of biology in Boston, asuffragette, acorn merchant, asinger, a
Dutch fanner in New Y ork, aBritish sailor, a German musician. Their faces glow in the screen,
bright-eyed, cheeks flushed with life. Someday you too will be only aaeries of imagesin ascreen.

Smith iswatching the planet Mars. The clockwork which turns the Ozo to follow the planet, even
when it isbelow the horizon, makesit possible for him to focus instantly on the surface, but he never does
this. He takes up his position hundreds of thousands of miles away, then dowly gpproaches, in order to
seethered spark grow to adisk, then to ayellow sunlit ball hanging hi darkness. Now he can make out



the surface features. Syrtis Mg or and Thoth-Nepenthes leading in along gooseneck to Utopiaand the
frostcap.

Theimage asit swells hypnoticaly toward himis clear and sharp, without tremor or atmospheric
digtortion. It is summer in the northern hemisphere: Utopiaiswide and dark. The planet fills the screen,
and now he turns northward, over the cratered desert till hundreds of milesdistant A dust sorm, likea
yellow vell, obscures the curved neck of Thoth-Nepenthes; then heis beyond it, drifting down to the
edge of the frostcap. Thelimb of the planet regppears; he floats like aglider over the dark surface tinted
with rose and violet-gray; now he can seeits nubbly texture; now he can make out individud plants. Heis
drifting among their gnarled gray stems, their leaves of violet bora; he sees the curious misshapen growths
that may be air bladders or some grotesgque analogue of blossoms. Now, at the edge of the screen,
something black and spindling legps. Hefollowsit ingantly, findsit, bringsit hugdy magnified into the
center of the screen: athing like ahairy beetle, itsbody covered with thick black hairs or spines; it stands
on six jointed legs, waving its antennae, its mouth parts busy. And itsfour bright eyes stareinto his,
acrossforty million miles.

Smith'shair got whiter and thinner. Before the 1992 Crash, he made heavy contributionsto the
International Red Cross and to volunteer organizationsin Europe, Asaand Africa. He got drunk
periodicaly, but aways done. From 1993 to 1996 he stopped reading the newspapers.

He wrote down the coordinates for the plane crash in which his daughter and her husband had died,
but never used them.

At intervalswhile dressing or looking into the bathroom mirror, he tared asif into aninvisible camera
and raised one finger. In hislast years he wrote some poems.

We know his name. Patient researchers, using advanced scanning techniques, followed his letters
back through the postal system and found him, but by that time he was safely dead.

The whole world has been a peace for more than ageneration. Crimeisamost unheard of. Free
energy has made the world rich, but the population is stable, even though early detection has wiped out
most diseases. Everyone can do whatever he likes, providing his neighbors would not disapprove, and
after dl, their views are the same as hisown.

Y on areforty, arespected scholar, taking afew days out to review your life, as many people do at
your age. Y ou have watched your mother and father coupling on the night they conceived you, watched
yourself growing in her womb, first ared tadpole, then athing like an embryo chicken, then a big-headed
baby kicking and squirming. Y ou have seen yoursdlf ddlivered, seen the first moment when your

bloody head broke into the light. Y ou have seen yoursdlf staggering about the nursery in rompers,
clutching aydlow plagtic duck. Now you are watching yoursdlf hiding behind the fallen tree on the hill,
and you redlize that there are no secret places. And beyond you in the ghostly future you know that
someoneis watching you as you watch; and beyond that watcher another, and beyond that another. . . .
Forever.

from Compstition 13:
Excerpts from myopic early SF or Utopian novels

It was after a Popular Concert which had included al of Bach's Suites for Unaccompanied
Violoncdlo that | ventured to remonstrate with my Mentor.

"Congable, dl this culture may be very wel, but sometimes afellow needs, well, d-mnit! What do
ordinary people nowadays do for amusement?'

Hefrowned dightly. "My dear g, it isout of congderation for you that | have exposed you only to
our lighter forms of entertainment. | presume you are referring to something in the nature of aMusic Hall,
or Vaudeville. | assure you that, since the advent of Universal Education, even the popular taste has
become too refined to tolerate the foolishness of sentimental songs and lurid melodrama. Also, please do
not use again the expression you have just uttered. | mean the one beginning with the letter D. Our



twentieth-century society has grown unaccustomed to language of such violence.”
—David T. J. Doughan

We sped through the city in what | judged to be alocomotive, although there were no tracks. "What
new wonder shal | see?' | mused, for many were the Sghts shown me dready. My guide, anillustrious
professor, halted the machine.

"Inthismill, finewhite flour ismade. All unwholesome parts of the grain are removed and certain
substances poisonous to insects and rodents are introduced.” | followed in as he continued: "Only women
are employed here, though they don't stay long.”

"Why not?' | shouted over the din, my eye caught by a certain face.

Hereplied, "They quickly become deaf and so have no need to speak. Indeed, few work more than
ayear. They are prized aswives, for they never nag their husbands.”

| looked at the girl, an exact double of my lost love. Beautiful and quiet. What more could aman ask!

—Janet E. Pearson

Tom Reamy wrote four storiesfor F& S-: “ Twilla,” "Insectsin Amber," "San Diego LJghtfoot
ue" (a Nebula award winner), and the gripping story you are about to read. He also wrote a
novel, Blind Voices. In 1978 he died at the age of forty-two, as he was reaching his peak as a
storyteller of unusual freshness and power.

The Detweller Boy
TOM REAMY

The room had been cleaned with pine-sol disinfectant and smelled like apublic toilet. Harry Spinner
was on the floor behind the bed, scrunched down between it and the wall. The almost colorless chenille
bedspread had been pulled askew exposing part of the clean, but dingy, sheet. All | could see of Harry
was one leg poking over the edge of the bed. He wasn't wearing a shoe, only afaded brown-and-tan
argyle sock with aholein it The sock, long bereft of any eadticity, was crumpled around histhin rusty
ankle.

| closed the door quietly behind me and walked around the end of the bed so | could see al of him.
He was huddled on his back with his elbows propped up by the wall and the bed. Histhroat had been
cut. The blood hadn't spread very far. Mot of it had been soaked up by the threadbare carpet under the
bed. | looked around the grubby little room but didn't find anything. There were no signs of astruggle, no
signs of forced entry—but then, my BankAmericard hadn't |ft any signs either. The window was open,
letting in the muffled roar of traffic on the Boulevard. | stuck my head out and looked, but it was three
stories straight down to the neon-lit marquee of the movie house.

It had been nearly two hours since Harry caled me. "Bertram, my boy, I've run across something
very peculiar. | don't redlly know what to make of it."

| had put away the report | was writing on Lucas McGowan's hyperactive wife. (She had adefinite
predilection for gas-pump jockeys, car-wash boys, and parking-lot attendants. | guessit had something
to do with the Age of the Automobile.) | propped my feet on my desk and leaned back until the old
swive chair groaned a protest

"What did you find thistime, Harry? A nest of international spiesor aninvason from Mars?' | guess
Harry Spinner wasn't much use to anyone, not even himsdlf, but | liked him. Hed helped mein acouple
of cases, nosing around in places only the Harry Spinners of the world can nose around hi unnoticed. |
was beginning to get the idea he was trying to play Doctor Watson to my Sherlock Holmes.

"Don't tease me, Bertram. Theré'saboy here in the hotd. | saw something | don't think he wanted
meto see. It's extremely odd."

Harry was dso the only person in the world, except my mother, who caled me Bertram. "What did



you see?"!

"I'd rather not talk about it over the phone. Can you come over?"

Harry saw too many old private-eye movies on the late show. "It'll beawhile. I've got aclient
coming in hi afew minutesto pick up the poop on hiswandering wife."

"Bertram, you shouldn't waste your rime and talent on divorce cases.”

"It paysthebills, Harry. Besides, there aren't enough Matese falconsto go around.”

By thetimel filled Lucas McGowan in on al the details (I got the impression he was less concerned
with hiswifesinfidelity than with her taste; that it wouldn't have been so bad if sheld been shacking up
with movie stars or international playboys), collected my fee, and grabbed a Thursday specia at Colonel
Sanders, dmost two hours had passed. Harry hadn't answered my knock, and so | let mysdlf inwith a
credit card.

Birdie Pawlowicz was afat, dovenly old broad somewhere between forty and two hundred. She was
blind in her right eye and wore ablack felt patch over it. She clamed she had lost the eyein afight with a
Creole whore over ariverboat gambler. | believed her. Sheran the Brewster Hotel the way Florence
Nightingae must have run that stinking army hospita in the Crimea. Her tenants were the losers habitating
that rotting section of the Boulevard east of the Hollywood Freeway. She bossed them, cursed them,
loved them, and took care of them. And they loved her back. (Once, acouple of years ago, ayoung
black buck thought an old fat lady with one eye would be easy pickings. The copsfound him three days
later, two blocks away, under some rubbish in an aley where he'd hidden. He had abroken arm, two
cracked ribs, abusted nose, afew missing teeth, and was stone-dead from internal hemorrhaging.)

The Brewster ran heavily in the red, but Birdie didn't mind. She had quite abit of property in
Westwood which ran very, very heavily in the black. She gave me an obscene leer as| approached the
desk, but her good eye twinkled.

"Hello, lover!" she brayed hi avoice like acracked bailer. 'I've lowered my priceto aquarter. Are
you interested?’ She saw my face and her expression shifted from lewd to wary. "What's wrong, Bert?"

"Harry Spinner. Y ou'd better get the cops, Birdie. Somebody killed him."

Shelooked a me, not saying anything, her face dowly collgpsing into an infinitely weary resignation.
Then she turned and telephoned the police.

Becauseit wasjust Harry Spinner at the Brewster Hotel on the wrong end of Hollywood Boulevard,
the copstook over haf an hour to get there. Whilewe waited | told Birdie everything | knew, about the
phone call and what I'd found.

"He must have been talking about the Detweiler boy," she said, frowning. "Harry's been kinda
friendly with him, fdt sorry for him, | guess™

"What'shisroom?1'd liketo talk to him."

"He checked out”

"When?'

"Just before you came down."

"Damn!"

Shehit her lip. "1 don't think the Detweiler boy killed him."

"Why?"

"l just don't think he could. HE's such agentle boy."

"Oh, Birdie," | groaned, "you know theré's no such thing as akiller type. Almost anyone will loll with
agood enough reason.”

"I know," shesighed, "but | still can't believeit" She tapped her scarlet fingernails on the dolled
Formicadesk top. "How long had Harry been dead?”

He had phoned me about ten after five. | had found the body at seven. "Awhile" | said. "The blood
was mostly dry."

"Before Sx-thirty?"

"Probably.”

She sghed again, but thistime with relief. "The Detweller boy was down here with me until six-thirty.
He'd been here since about four-fifteen. We were playing gin. He was having one of his spellsand



wanted company.”

"What kind of sodll? Tell me about him, Birdie."

"But he couldn't have killed Harry," she protested.

"Okay," | said, but | -wasn't entirely convinced. Why would anyone deliberately and brutally murder
inoffensive, invisble Harry Spinner right after he told me he had discovered something "peculiar” abbout
the Detweller boy? Except the Detweller boy?

"Tdl meanyway. If heand Harry were friendly, he might know something. Why do you keep calling
him aboy; how old ishe?"

She nodded and leaned her bulk on the registration desk. "Early twenties, twenty-two, twenty-three,
maybe. Not very tall, about five-five or sx. Sim, dark curly hair, areal good-looking boy. Lookslikea
movie star except for hisback.”

"Hisback?"

"He has ahump. He's ahunchback."

That sopped mefor aminute, but I'm not sure why. | must've had amentd picture of Charles
Laughton riding those bells or Igor stedling that brain from the laboratory. "He's good-looking and he'sa
hunchback?'

"Sure." Sheraised her eyebrows. The one over the patch didn't go up as high asthe other. "'If you
see him from the front, you can't even tell.”

"What's hisfirs name?'

"Andrew."

"How long has he been living here?’

She consulted afile card. "He checked in last Friday night The 22nd. Six days.”

"What'sthis gpell he was having?'

"I don't know for sure. It was the second one he'd had. He would get pale and nervous. | think he
wasinalot of pain. It would get worse and worse dl day; then held be fine, dl rosy and hedlthy looking."

"Soundsto me like he was hurtin’ for afix."

“I thought so at first, but | changed my mind. I've seen enough of that and it wasn't the same. Take
my word. Hewas real bad this evening. He came down about four-fifteen, like | said. He didn't
complain, but | could tell he waswantin' company to teke hismind off it We played gin until sx-thirty.
Then he went back upstairs. About twenty minutes later he came down with his old suitcase and checked
out. Helooked fine, dl over his pdl.”

"Did he have adoctor?'

"I'm pretty sure he didn't. | asked him about it. He said there was nothing to worry about, it would
pass. Andit did."

"Did he say why hewasleaving or where he was going?'

"No, just said he was restless and wanted to be movin' on. Sure hated to see bun leave. A red nice
kid."

When the copsfinaly got there, | told them al | knew-except | didn't mention the Detweiler boy. |
hung around until | found out that Harry dmost certainly wasn't killed after six-thirty. They set thetime
somewhere between five-ten, when he called me, and six. It looked like Andrew Detweiler was innocent,
but what "peculiar” thing had Harry noticed about him, and why had he moved out right after Harry was
killed?Birdielet metake alook at hisroom, but I didn't find athing, not even an abandoned paperclip.

Friday morning | sat at my desk trying to put the pieces together. Trouble was, | only had two pieces
and they didn't fit. The sun was coming in off the Boulevard, shining through the window, projecting the
chipping letters painted on the glass againgt thewadll in front of me. BERT MALLORY Confidentid
Investigations. | got up and looked out. This section of the Boulevard wasn't rotting yet, but it wouldn't
belong.

There's one sure gauge for judging a part of town: the movie theaters. It never fails. For instance, a
new picture hadn't opened in downtown L.A. inalong, long time. The action ten years ago was on the
Boulevard. Now it's hi Westwood. The grand old Pantages, east of Vine and too near the freeway, used
to be the Site of the most glittering premieres. They even had the Oscar ceremoniestherefor 8 while,



Now it shows exploitation and double-feature horror films. Only Grauman's Chinese and the once
Paramount once Loew's, now Downtown Cinema (or something) at the west end got good openings.
The Nu-View, across the street and down, was showing an X-rated double feature. It wastoo
depressing. So | closed the blind.

Miss Tremaine looked up from her typing at the rattle and frowned. Her desk was out in the small
reception area, but | had arranged both desks so we could see each other and talk in normal voices
when the door was open. It stayed open most of the time except when | had a client who felt secretaries
shouldn't know histroubles. She had been transcribing the Lucas M cGowan report for half an hour,
humphing and tsk-tsking at thirty-second intervals. She was having amarveloustime. Miss Tremaine was
about forty-five, looked like a constipated librarian, and was the best secretary 1'd ever had. She'd been
with me seven years. I'd tried afew young and sexy ones, but it hadn't worked out. Either they wouldn't
play at dl, or they wanted to play al thetime. Both kindswere apain in the assto facefirst thing in the
morning, every morning.

"Miss Tremaine, will you get Gus Verdugo on the phone, please?’

"Yes, Mr. Mallory." She dided the phone nimbly, sitting asif she were wearing aback brace.

Gus Verdugo worked in R&1. | had done him afavor once, and heinsisted on returning it tenfold. |
gave him everything | had on Andrew Detweiler and asked him if hed mind running it through the
computer. He wouldn't mind. He called back in fifteen minutes. The computer had never heard of
Andrew Detweiler and had only seven hunchbacks, none of them fitting Detweller's description.

| was sitting there, wondering how in hell 1 would find him, when the phone rang again. Miss
Tremaine stopped typing and lifted the receiver without breaking rhythm. "Mr. Mallory's office," she said
crisply, redly letting the caller know he'd hooked onto an efficient organization. She put her hand over the
mouthpiece and looked a me. "It'sfor you—an obscene phone call.” She didn't bat an eyelash or twitch
amuscle

"Thanks," | said and winked at her. She dropped the receiver back on the cradle from aheight of
three inches and went back to typing. Grinning, | picked up my phone. "Hello, Janice," | said.

"Just aminutetill my ear sopsringing,” The husky voicetickled my ear.

"What are you doing up thisearly?" | asked. Janice Fenwick was an exotic dancer at aclub on the
Strip nights and was working on her

master's in oceanography a UCLA in the afternoons. In the year I'd known her I'd seldom seen her
gtick her noseinto the sunlight before eleven,

"I had to catch you before you started following that tiresome woman with the car.”

“I’vefinished that. She's picked up her last parking-lot attendant— at least with this husband,” |
chuckled.

"So glad to hear it"

"What'sup?'

"I haven't had an indecent proposition from you in days. So | thought I'd make one of my own."

“I'madl ears”

"Weé're doing some diving off Catalinatomorrow. Want to come dong?

"Not much we can do in awetsuit.”

"The wetsuit comes off about four; then well have Saturday night and al of Sunday.”

"Best indecent proposition I've had al week."

Miss Tremaine humphed. It might have been over something in the report, but | don't think it was.

| picked up Janice at her gpartment in Westwood early Saturday morning. She was waiting for me
and came gtriding out to the car dl legs and healthy golden flesh. She was wearing white shorts, snegkers,
and that damned Dallas Cowboys jersey. It was authentic. The name and number on it were quite
well-known—even to non-football fans. She wouldn't tell me how she got it, just smirked and looked
smug. Shetossed her suitcasein the back seet and did up against me. She smdlled like sunshine.

Weflew over and spent most of the day glubbing around in the Pacific with abunch of kidsfifteen
years younger than | and five years younger than Janice. 1'd been on these jaunts with Janice before and
enjoyed them so much I'd bought my own wetsuit But | didn't enjoy it nearly as much as| did Saturday



night and al of Sunday.

| got back to my gpartment on Beachwood fairly late Sunday night and barely had timeto get
something to est at the Mexican restaurant around the corner on Merose. They have marvelous carne
asada. | liveright across the street from Paramount, right across from the door people go in to see them
tape The Odd Couple. Every Friday night when | see them lining up out there, | think | might go
someday, bat | never seem to get around to it. (Y ou might think I'd see afew movie starsliving where |
do, but | haven't | did see Seymour occasionaly when he worked at Channel 9, before he went to work
for Gene Autry at Channel 5.)

| was s0 pleasantly pooped | completely forgot about Andrew Detweller. Until Monday morning
when | was ditting at my desk reading the Times.

It was asmdl story on page three, not very exciting or newsworthy. Last night aman named Maurice
Milian, age 51, had fallen through the plate-glass doors leading onto the terrace of the high-rise where he
lived. He had been discovered about midnight when the peopleliving below him had noticed dried blood
on their terrace. The only thing to connect the deaths of Harry Spinner and Maurice Milian was alot of
blood flowing around. If Milian had been murdered, there might be alink, however tenuous. But Milian's
death was accidental—a dumb, stupid accident It niggled around in my brain for an hour before | gavein.
There was only oneway to get it out of my head.

"Miss Tremaine, I'll be back in an hour or so. K any dinky blondes comein wanting meto find their
kid sgers, tdl 'emto wait”

She humphed again and ignored me.

The Almsbury was half a dozen blocks away on Y ucca. So | waked. It was arectangular monolith
about eight storiestall, not real new, not too old, but expensive-looking. The small terraces protruded in
neet, orderly rows. The long, narrow grounds were immaculate with alot of succulentsthat looked like
they might have been imported from Mars. There were also the inevitable pam trees and clumps of bird
of paradise. A small, discrete, polished placard dangled in awrought-iron frame proclaiming, ever so
softly, NO VACANCY.

Two willowy young men gave me appraising glancesin the carpeted lobby asthey exited into the
sunlight like exatic jungle birds. It's one of those, | thought My suspicions were confirmed when | looked
over the tenant directory. All the names seemed to be mae, but none of them was Andrew Detweller.

Maurice Milian was still listed as 407. | took the elevator to four and rang the bell of 409. The bell
played afew notes of Bach, or maybe Vivaldi or Telemann. All those old Baroques sound aliketo me.
The vison of loveliness who opened the door was about forty, almost as sum as Twiggy, but astal as|.
Hewore aflowered slk shirt open to the waist, exposing his bony hairless chest, and tight white pants
that might as well have been made of Saran Wrap. He didn't say anything, just let hiseyebrowsrise
inquiringly ashis eyesflicked down, then up.

"Good morning,” | said and showed him my 1D. He blanched. His eyes became marbles brimming
with terror. He was about to panic, tensing to dam the door. | smiled my friendly, disarming smileand
went on asif | hadn't noticed. "I'm inquiring about a man named Andrew Detweiler.” Theterror trickled
from hiseyes, and | could see histhin chest throbbing. He gave me ablank look that meant hed never
heard the name.

"He's about twenty-two,” | continued, "dark, curly hair, very good-looking.”

He grinned wryly, cdming down, trying to cover hispanic. "Aren't they dl?' he said.

"Detweiler isahunchback."

His smile contracted suddenly. His eyebrows shot up. "Oh," he said. "Him."

Bingo!

Malory, you've led aclean, wholesome life and it's paying off.

"Does heliveinthe building?' | swallowed to get my heart back in place and blinked a couple of
timesto clear away the skyrockets.

"No. Hewas. . . vigting."

"May | comein and tak to yon about him?'

He was holding the door three quarters shut, and so | couldn't see anything in the room but an



expengve-looking color TV. He glanced over his shoulder nervoudy a something behind him. Theinner
ends of his eyebrows drooped in afrown. He looked back at me and started to say something, then, with
asmall defiance, shrugged his eyebrows. " Sure, but thereés not much | can tell you."

He pushed the door al the way open and stepped back. It was a good-sized living room cometo life
from the pages of adecorator magazine. A kitchen behind ahalf wall was on my right A halway led
somewhere on my left Directly in front of me were double diding glass doors leading to the terrace. On
the terrace was a bronzed hunk of beef stretched out nude trying to get bronzer. The hunk opened his
eyesand looked at me. He apparently decided | wasn't competition and closed them again. Tal and
lanky indicated one of two identical orange-and-brown-striped couches facing each other acrossa
football-field-sze marble-and-glass cocktail table. He sat on the other one, took a cigarette from an
aabaster box and lit it with an dabaster lighter. As an afterthought, he offered me one.

"Who was Detweller vigiting?' | asked as| lit the cigarette. Thelighter felt cool and expensivein my
hand.

"Maurice—next door.” Heinclined hishead dightly toward 407.

"lan't he the one who was killed in an accident last night?*

He blew a stream of smoke from pursed lips and tapped his cigarette on an aabaster ashtray. "Yes,"
he said.

"How long had Maurice and Detweiler known each other?’

"Not long."

"How long?'

He snuffed his cigarette out on pure-white alabaster and sat so prim and pristine | would have bet his
feces came out wrapped in cellophane. He shrugged his eyebrows again. "Maurice picked him up
somewherethe other night.”

"Which night?'

He thought amoment. "Thursday, | think. Y es, Thursday."

"Was Detweller ahustler?”

He crossed hislegslike aForties pin-up and dangled his Roman sandal. His lips twitched scornfully.
"If he was, he would've starved. He was deformed”

"Maurice didn't seem to mind." He sniffed and lit another cigarette. "When did Detweiler leave?'

He shrugged. "I saw him yesterday afternoon. | wasout last night . . . until quite late.”

"How did they get dong? Did they quarrdl or fight?"

"l havenoidea. | only saw them in the hall acouple of times. Mauriceand | were. ... not close" He
stood, fidgety. "Theresredly not anything | can tell you. Why don't you ask David and Murray. They
and Maurice are... werethick asthieves."

"David and Murray?'

"Acrossthe hdl. 408."

| stood up. "I'll do that. Thank you very much." | looked at the plate-glass doors. | guessit would be
pretty easy to walk through one of them if you thought it was open. "Are dl the gpartments dike? Those
terrace doors?'

He nodded. "Ticky-tacky."

"Thanksagan."

"Don't mention it." He opened the door for me and then closed it behind me. | sighed and walked
acrossto 408. | tang the bell. It didn't play anything, just went bing-bong.

David (or Murray) was about twenty-five, redheaded, and freckled. He had adim, muscular body
which was dso freckled. | could tell because he was wearing only apair of jeans, cut off very short, and
split up the sides to the waistband. He was barefooted and had a smudge of green paint on hisnose. He
had an open, friendly face and gave me aneutral smile-for-a-stranger. "'Y es?' he asked.

| showed him my ID. Instead of going pale, he only |ooked interested, "I wastold by the manin 409
you might be ableto tell me something about Andrew Detweller.”

"Andy?' Hefrowned dightly. "Comeonin. I'm David Fowler." He held out his hand.

| shook it "Bert Mdlory." The apartment couldn't have been more different from the one acrossthe



hall. It was comfortable and cluttered, and dominated by a drafting table surrounded by jars of brushes
and boxes of paint tubes. Architecturaly, however, it was aimost identica. The terrace was covered with
potted plants rather than naked muscles. David Fowler sat on the stool at the drafting table and began
cleaning brushes. When he sat, the split in his shorts opened and exposed half his butt, which was aso
freckled. But | got theimpression he wasn't exhibiting himsdlf; he wasjust completely indifferent.

"What do you want to know about Andy?"

"Everything."

Helaughed. "That letsme out. Sit down. Move the stuff.”

| cleared a space on the couch and sat. "How did Detweller and Maurice get along?”

He gave me aknowing look. "Fine. Asfar as| know. Maurice liked to pick up stray puppies. Andy
was astray puppy.”

"Was Detweller ahudtler?’

Helaughed again. "No. | doubt if he knew what the word means.”

"Washegay?'

"No."

"How do you know?"'

He grinned. "Haven't you heard? We can spot each other amile away. Would you like some
coffee?!

"Yes, | would. Thank you."

He went to the half wall separating the kitchen and poured two cups from a pot that looked like h
was kept hot and full dl thetime. "It's hard to describe Andy. There was something very little-boyish
about him. A real innocent. Delighted with everything new. It's sad about his back. Redl sad." He handed
me the cup and returned to the stoal. " There was something very secretive about him. Not about his
feelings, he was very open about thingslike that."

"Did he and Maurice have sex together?”

"No. | told you it was a stray-puppy relationship. | wish Murray were here. He's much better with
wordsthan | am. I'm visudly oriented.”

"Whereishe?'

"At work. He'salawyer."

"Do you think Detweller could have killed Maurice?'

"No."

"Why?"

"He was herewith us al evening. We had dinner and played Scrabble. | think he wasred sick, but
he tried to pretend he wasn't. Even if he hadn't been here, | would not think so."

"When wasthe last tune you saw him?"

"He left about haf an hour before they found Maurice. | imagine he went over there, saw Maurice
dead, and decided to disappear. Can't say as| blame him. The police might've gotten some funny idess.
Wedidn't mention him."

"Why not?'

"Therewas no point in getting him involved. It wasjust an accident.”

"He couldn't have killed Maurice after heleft here?”

"No. They said he'd been dead over an hour. What did Desmond tell you?"

"Desmond?'

"Acrossthe hdl. The one who lookslike he smells something bad.”

"How did you know | talked to him and not the Side of beef?"

Helaughed and dmost dropped his coffee cup. "I don't think Roy can talk.”

"He didn't know nothin' about nothin’." | found myself laughing aso. | got up and walked to the glass
doors. | did them open and then shut again. "Did you ever think one of these was open when it wasredly
shut?'

"No. But I've heard of it happening.”

| Sighed. "So havel." | turned and looked at what he was working on at the drafting table. It was a



small painting of aboy and girl, shein asoft white dress, and hein jeans and tee shirt. They looked about
fifteen. They were embracing, about to kiss. It was quite obvioudy the first time for both of them. It was
good. | told him so.

He grinned with pleasure. "Thanks. It'sfor a paperback cover.”

"Whoseideawasit that Detweiler have dinner and spend the evening with you?'

He thought for amoment. "Maurice." Helooked up a me and grinned. "Do you know stamps?”’

It took me asecond to redlize what he meant Y ou mean stamp collecting? Not much.”

"Maurice was aphilatelist. He specidized in postwar Germany-locas and zones, things like that.
Hed gotten akilo of buildings and wanted to sort them undisturbed.”

| shook my head. "Y ou've lost me. A kilo of buildings?'

Helaughed. "It'saset of twenty-eight Ssampsissued in the American Zonein 1948 showing famous
German buildings. Conditionsin Germany were till pretty chaotic at the time, and the Ssampswere
printed under fairly makeshift circumstances. Consequently, there's an enormous variety of different
perforations, watermarks, and engravings. Hundreds as amatter of fact Maurice could spend hours and
hours poring over them.”

"Arethey vduable?'

"No. Very common. Some of the varieties are hard to find, but they're not valuable." Hegave mea
knowing look. "Nothing was missing from Maurice's apartment.”

| shrugged. "It had occurred to me to wonder where Detweller got hismoney.”

"I don't know. The subject never came up.” He wasn't being defensive.

"Youliked him, didn't you?’

Therewasaweary sadnessin hiseyes. "Yes" hesad.

That afternoon | picked up Birdie Pawlowicz at the Brewster Hotel and took her to Harry Spinner's
funerd. | told her about Maurice Milian and Andrew Detweiler. Wetalked it around and around. The
Detweller boy obvioudy couldn't have kilted Harry or Milian, but it was stretching coincidence alittle bit
far.

After thefunera | went to the Los Angeles Public Library and started checking back issues of the
Times. I'd only made it back three weeks when the library closed. The LA. Timesisthick, and unlessthe
death is sensational or the dead prominent, the story might be tucked in anywhere except the classifieds.

Last Tuesday, the 26th, agirl had cut her wristswith arazor blade In North Hollywood.

The day before, Monday, the 25th, a girl had miscarried and hemorrhaged. She had bled to death
because she and her boy friend were stoned out of their heads. They lived ablock off Western—very
near the Brewster-and Detweller was at the Brewster Monday.

Sunday, the 24th, awino had been knifed in MacArthur Park.

Saturday, the 23rd, | had three. A knifing in abar on Fico, a shooting in arooming house on Irolo,
and arape and knifing in an dley off LaBrea. Only the gunshot victim had bled to deeth, but there had
been alot of blood in all three.

Friday, the 22nd, the same day Detweiler checked in the Brewster, atwo-year-old boy had falen on
an upturned rake in his backyard on Larchemont—only eight or ten blocks from where | lived on
Beachwood. And acouple of Chicano kids had had a knife fight behind Hollywood High. One was dead
and the other wasinjail. Ah, machismo!

Thelist went on and on, dl the way back to Thursday, the 7th. On that day was another
dashed-wrigt suicide near Western and Wilshire,

The next morning, Tuesday, the 3rd, | caled Miss Tremaine and told her 1'd be late getting in but
would check in every couple of hoursto find out if the dinky blonde looking for her kid Sster had shown
up. She humphed.

Larchemont isamiddle-class neighborhood huddled in between the old wedth around the country
club and the blight spreading down Merose from Western Avenue. It triesto give the impression of
suburbia—and does a pretty good job of it-father than just another nearly downtown shopping center.
Theareaisn't big on gpartments or rooming houses, but there are afew. | found the Detweller boy at the
third onel checked. It was ablock and ahalf from wherethelittle kid fell onthe rake.



According to the landlord, at the time of the kid's death Detweller was playing bridge with him and a
couple of dderly old-maid sistersin number twelve. He hadn't been feding well and had moved out |ater
that evening—to catch abusto San Diego, to vigt hisailing mother. Thelandlord had felt sorry for him,
s0 sorry held broken a steadfast rule and refunded most of the month's rent Detweller had paid hi
advance. After dl, hed only been there three days. So sad about his back. Such anice, gentle boy—a
writer, you know.

No, | didn't know, but it explained how he could move around so much without seeming to work.

| called David Fowler: "Yes, Andy had a portable typewriter, but he-hadn't mentioned being a
writer."

And Birdie Pawlowicz: "Y eah, hetyped alot in hisroom."

| found the Detweller boy again on the 16th and the 19th. Hed moved into arooming house near
Silver Lake Park on the night of the 13th and moved out again on the 19th. The landlady hadn't refunded
his money, but she gave him an dibi for the knifing of an old man in the park on the 16th and the suicide
of agirl in the same rooming house on the 19th. HEd been in the pink of health when he moved in, sick
on the 16th, hedlthy the 17th, and sick again the 19th.

It waslike arerun. Helived ablock away from where a man was mugged, knifed, and robbed in an
aley on the 13th—though the detail s of the murder didn't seem to fit the pattern. But he was sick, bad an
aibi, and moved to Siver Lake.

Rerun it on the 10th: awoman dipped in the bathtub and fell through the glass shower doors, cutting
hersdlf to ribbons. Sick, dibi, moved.

It may be because | was aways rotten in math, but it wasn't until right then that | figured out
Detweller'stimetable. Milian died the 1t, Harry Spinner the 28th, the miscarriage was on the 25th, the
little kid on the 22nd, Silver Lake on the 19th and 16th, etc., etc., €tc.

A bloody death occurred in Detweiler's generd vicinity every thud day.

But | couldn't figure out a pattern for the victims: male, femde, little kids, old aunties, married,
unmarried, rich, poor, young, old. No pattern of any kind, and there's dways a pattern. | even checked
to seeif the names were in aphabetical order.

| got back to my office at Sx. Miss Tremaine sat primly at her desk, cleared of everything but her
purse and a notepad. She reminded me quite alot of Desmond. "What are you still doing here, Miss
Tremaine? Y ou should've left an hour ago.” | sat at my desk, leaned back until the swivel chair groaned
twice, and propped my feet up.

She picked up the pad. "I wanted to give you your cals."

"Can't they wait?1've been deuthing dl day and I'm bushed.”

"No oneis paying you to find this Detweller person, are they?"

"No."

"Y our bank statement came today."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Nothing. A good secretary keeps her employer informed. | wasinforming you.”

"Okay. Who cdlled?"

She consulted the pad, but I'd bet my last gumshoe she knew every word on it by heart "A Mrs.
Carmichadl caled. Her French poodie has been kidnapped. She wants you to find her."

"Ye Godsl Why doesn't she go to the police?"

"Because she's positive her ex-husband is the kidnaper. She doesn't want to get him in any trouble;
she just wants Gwendolyn back.”

"Gwendolyn?'

"Gwendolyn. A Mrs. Bushyager came by. Shewantsyou to find her little sgter.”

| sat up sofast | dmost fell out of the chair. | gave her along, hard stare, but her neutral expression
didnt flicker. "Yourekidding." Her eyebrows rose amillimeter. "Was she adinky blonde?’

"No. She was adumpy brunette.”

| settled back in the chair, trying not to laugh. "Why does Mrs. Bushyager want meto find her little
sster?' | sputtered.



"Because Mrs. Bushyager thinks she's shacked up somewhere with Mr. Bushyager. Sheld like you to
cdl her tonight”

"Tomorrow. I've got a date with Janice tonight." She reached in her desk drawer and pulled out my
bank statement She dropped it on the desk with a papery plop. "Don't worry,” | assured her, "I won't
spend much money. Just alittle spaghetti and wine tonight and ham and eggsin the morning." She
humphed. My point " Anything e 7'

"A Mr. Bloomfeld called. He wants you to get the goods on Mrs. Bloomfeld so he can suefor
divorce

| Sghed. Miss Tremaine closed the pad. "Okay. No to Mrs. Carmknael and make appointments for
Bushyager and Bloomfeld." Shelowered her eydidsat me. | oread my hands. "Would Sam Spade go
looking for a French poodle named Gwendolyn?’

"Hemight if he had your bank statement Mr. Bloomfeld will bein at two, Mrs. Bushyager at three."

"Miss Tremaine, you'd make somebody awonderful mother.” She didn't even humph; she just picked
up her purse and stalked out | sniveled the chair around and looked at the calendar. Tomorrow was the
4th.

Somebody would die tomorrow and Andrew Detweller would be close-by.

| scooted up in bed and leaned against the headboard. Janice snorted into the pillow and opened one
eye, pinning mewithit"l didn't mean to wakeyou," | sad.

"What'sthe matter," she muttered, "too much spaghetti?’

"No. Too much Andrew Detweiler.”

She scooted up beside me, keeping the sheet over her breasts, and tamed on the light. She
rummaged around on the nightstand for a cigarette. "Who wantsto divorce him?"

"That's mean, Janice," | groaned.

"Y ou want acigarette?’

"y egh"

She put two cigarettesin her mouth and lit them both. She handed me one. "Y ou don't look abit like
Paul Henreld," | said.

She grinned. "That'sfunny. Y ou look like Bette Davis. Who's Andrew Detweiler?!

So | told her.

"It'selementary, my dear Sherlock,” she said. "Andrew Detweiler isavampire.” | frowned at her. " Of
course, hesaclever vampire. Vampires are usualy stupid. They dways give themsdaves away by leaving
those two little teeth marks on people'sjugulars.”

"Darling, even vampires have to be at the scene of the crime.”

"Hedwayshasan dibi, huh?'

| got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. " That's suspiciousin itsalf."

When | came out shesad, "Why?"

"Innocent people usudly don't have dibis, especidly not one every three days.”

"Which is probably why innocent people get put hi jail so often.”

| chuckled and sat on the edge of the bed. ™Y ou may beright.”

"Bert, dothat again.”

| looked at her over my shoulder. "Do what?"

"Go to the bathroom."

"l don't think | can. My bladder holds only so much.”

"l don't mean that. Walk over to the bathroom door.”

| gave her a suspicious frown, got up, and walked over to the bathroom door. | turned around,
crossed my arms, and leaned againgt the doorframe. "Wl ?*

She grinned. "Y ou've got a cute rear end. Almost as cute as Hurt Reynolds. Maybe he'stwins.”

"What?' | practically screamed.

"Maybe Andrew Detweiler istwins. One of them commits the murders and the other establishesthe
dibis"

"Twinvampires?'



She frowned. "That isabit much, isn't it? Had they discovered blood groupsin Bram Stoker's day?"

| got back in bed and pulled the sheet up to my wals, leaning beside her againgt the headboard. "
haven't thefoggiest idea.”

"That's another way vampires are stupid. They never check the victim's blood group. The wrong
blood group can kill you."

"Vampiresdon't exactly get transfusions.”

"It dl amountsto the same thing, doesn't it?" | shrugged. "Oh, well," she Sighed, "vampiresare
stupid.” She reached over and plucked at the hair on my chest. "1 haven't had an indecent propositionin
hours," she grinned.

So | made one.

Wednesday morning | made adozen phone cals. Of the ninevictims| knew about, | was ableto find
the information on Sx.

All six had the same blood group.

| lit acigarette and leaned back in the swivel chair. The whole thing was spinning around in my head.
I'd found a pattern for the victims, but | didn't know if it wasthe pattern. It just didn't make sense.
Maybe Detweiler was avampire.

"Mdlory," | said out loud, "you're cracking up."

Miss Tremaine glanced up. "If | wereyou, I'd listen to you," she said poker-faced.

The next morning | staggered out of bed at 6 A.M. | took a cold shower, shaved, dressed, and put
Murinein my eyes. They ill fet like I’ d washed them in rubber cement. Mrs. Bloomfeld had kept me up
until two the night before, doing al the night spotsin Santa Monicawith some dude | hadn't identified yet.
When they checked into amotel, | went home and went to bed.

| couldn't find amorning paper at that hour closer than Western and Wilshire. The story was on page
seven. Fortunately they found the body in timefor the early edition. A woman named Sybil Herndon, age
38, had committed suicide in an apartment court on Las PAmas. (Detweller hadn't gone very far. The
address was just around the corner from the Almsbury.) She had cut her wrists on a piece of broken
mirror. She had been discovered about € even-thirty when the manager went over to ask her to turn
down the volume on her televison .

It wastoo early to drop around, and so | ate breakfast, hoping this was one of the times Detweller
stuck around for more than three days. Not for aminute did | doubt he would be living at the gpartment
court on Las Pamas, or not far away.

The owner-manager of the court was one of those creatures peculiar to Hollywood. She must have
been a starlet in the Twenties or Thirties, but success had eluded her. So she had tried to freeze hersdlf in
time. She till expected, a any moment, acal from The Studio. But her flesh hadn't cooperated. Her hair
was the color of tarnished copper, and the fire-engine-red lipstick was painted far past her thin lips. Her
watery eyes peered at me through aL.one Ranger mask of Maybelline on a plaster-white face. Her dress
had obvioudy been copied from the wardrobe of Norma Shearer.

"Yes?' She had abreathless voice. Her eyes quickly traveled the length of my body. That happened
often enough to keep me feding good, but thistime it gave me aqueasy sensation, like | wasbeing
measured for amummy case. | showed her my ID, and asked if | could speak to her about one of the
tenants.

"Of course. Comeonin. I'm Lorraine Neshitt" Wasthere aflicker of disappointment that | hadn't
recognized the name? She stepped back, holding the door for me. | could tell that detectives, private or
otherwise, asking about her tenantswasn't anew thing. | walked into the doilied room, and she looked at
me from a hundred directions. The faded photographs covered every level surface and clung to thewalls
like leeches. She had been quite a dish—forty years ago. She saw melooking at the photos and smiled.
The make-up around her mouth cracked.

"Which one do you want to ask me about?' The smile vanished and the cracks closed.

"Andrew Detweller." She looked blank. "Y oung, good-looking, with ahunchback.”

The cracks opened. "Oh, yes. HE's only been here afew days. The name had dipped my mind."

"He'sdill here?!



"Oh, yes." Shedghed. "It's so unfair for such abeautiful young man to have aphysica impairment.”

"What can you tell me about him?"

"Not much. He's only been here since Sunday night. He's very handsome, like an angdl, adark angel.
But it wasn't his handsomenessthat attracted me." She smiled. "I've seen many handsome men in my day,
you know. It's difficult to verbaize. He has such an incredible innocence. A lost, doomed look that Byron
must have had. A vulnerability that makes you want to shield and protect him. | don't know for sure what
itis, butit struck achord in my soul. Soul,” she mused. "Maybe that'sit. He wears his soul on hisface.”
She nodded, asif to hersdlf. "A dangerousthing to do." She looked back up at me. "If that qudlity,
whatever it is, would photograph, he would become a star overnight, whether he could act or not. Except
—of course—for hisinfirmity."

Lorraine Neshitt, | decided, was as nutty as afruitcake.

Someone entered the room. He stood leaning against the doorframe, looking at me with deepy eyes.
He was about twenty-five, wearing tight chinos without underwear and atee shirt. Hishair was touded
and cut unfashionably short. He had a good-looking Kansas face. The haircut made me think he was new
intown, but the eyes said he wasn't. | guess the old broad liked his hair that way.

She smpered. "Oh, Johnny! Come on in. This detective was asking about Andrew Detweiler in
number seven.” Sheturned back to me. "Thisis my protege, Johnny Peacock—avery talented young
man. I'm arranging for a screen test as soon as Mr. Goldwyn returns my cdls" She lowered her eyelids
demurdy. "l wasaGoldwyn Girl, you know."

Funny, | thought Goldwyn was dead. Maybe he wasnt.

Johnny took the news of hisimpending stardom with total unconcern. He moved to the couch and sat
down, yawning. "Detweiler? Don't think | ever laid eyes on the man. What'd he do?"

"Nothing. Just routine." Obvioudy he thought | was a police detective. No point in changing hismind.
"Where was he last night when the Herndon woman died?”

"Inhisroom, | think. | heard histypewriter. He wasn't feding well," Lorraine Neshitt said. Then she
sucked air through her teeth and clamped her fingersto her scarlet lips. "Do you think he had something
to do with that?'

Detweller had broken his pattern. He didn't have an dibi. | couldn't believeit

"Oh, Lorraing" Johnny grumbled.

| turned to him. "Do you know where Detweller was?!

He shrugged. "No idea."

"Then why are you so sure he had nothing to do with it?"

"She committed suicide.”

"How do you know for sure?'

"The door was bolted from the insde. They had to break it down to get in."

"What about the window? Wasit locked too?"

"No. Thewindow was open. But it has bars on it. No way anybody could get in."

"When | couldn't get her to answer my knock last night, | went around to the window and looked in.
Shewaslying there with blood al over." She began to sniffle. Johnny got up and put hisarms around her.
Helooked a me, grinned, and shrugged.

"Do you have avacancy?' | asked, getting awhiz-bang idea.

"Yes" shesad, the sniffles disgppearing ingantly. "I have two. Actudly three, but | can't rent Miss
Herndon's room for afew days— until someone claims her things.”

"I'd like to rent the one closest to number seven,” | said.

| wasn't lucky enough to get number six or eight, but | did get five. Lorraine Neshitt's nameless, dingy
gpartment court was a fleabag. Number five was one room with a closet, atiny kitchen, and atiny
bath—identical with the other nine units she assured me. With agood dedl of tugging and grunting, the
couch turned into alumpy bed. Therefrigerator looked asif someone had spilled abottle of Br'er Rabbit
back in 1938 and hadn't cleaned it up yet. The stove looked like alube rack. Well, | sighed, it was only
for three days. | had to pay amonth'srent in advance anyway, but | put it down as abribe to keep
Lorraine's and Johnny's mouths shut about my being a detective.



| moved in enough clothes for three days, some sheets and pillows, took another ook at the kitchen
and decided to eat out | took ajug of Lysol to the bathroom and crossed my fingers. Miss Tremaine
brought up the bank statement and humphed afew tunes.

Number five bad one door and four windows—identical to the other nine Lorraine assured me. The
door had a heavy-duty bolt that couldn't be fastened or unfastened from the outside. The window beside
the door didn't open at al and wasn't intended to. The bathroom and kitchen windows cranked out and
weretdl and skinny, about twenty-four by six. The other living room window, opposite the door, did
upward. Theiron bars bolted to the frame were so rusted | doubted if they could be removed without
ripping out the whole window. It gppeared Andrew Detweiler had another perfect dibi after al—aong
with the rest of theworld,

| stood outside number seven suddenly fedling like ateen-ager about to pick up hisfirst date. | could
hear Detweller's typewriter tickety-ticking away insde. Okay, Malory, thisiswhat you've been breaking
your neck on for aweek.

| knocked on the door.

| heard the typewriter stop ticking and the scrape of achair being scooted back. | didn't hear
anything elsefor fifteen or twenty seconds, and | wondered what he was doing. Then the bolt was drawn
and the door opened.

He was buttoning his shin. That must have been the ddlay: he wouldn't want anyone to see him with
his shut off. Everything Td been told about him was true. Hewasn't very tadl; the top of hishead cameto
my nose. He was dark, though not as dark as I'd expected, | couldn't place his ancestry. It certainly
wasn't LatinrAmerican and | didn't think it was Savic, Hisfeatures were soft without the angularity
usualy found in the M editerranean races. His hair wasn't quite black. It wasn't exactly long and it wasn't
exactly short His clothes were nondescript. Everything about him was neutral—except hisface. It was
just about the way L orraine Neshitt had described it If you called central casting and asked for amale
angel, you'd get Andrew Detweller in ablond wig. Hisbody was dim and well-formed—from wherel
was standing | couldn't see the hump and you'd never know there was one. | had aglimpse of hisbare
chest as he buttoned the shirt It wasn't muscular but it was very well made. He was very
heal thy-looking—ypink and flushed with health, though dightly pale asif he didn't get out in the sun much.
His dark eyeswere astounding. If you blocked out the rest of the face, leaving nothing but the eyes,
you'd swear he was no more than four yearsold. Y ou've seen little kids with those big, guileless,
unguarded, inquiring eyes, haven't you?

"Yes?' heasked.

| smiled. "Hello, I'm Bert Mdllory. | just moved in to number five. Miss Neshitt tellsmeyou like to
play gin”

"Yes" begrinned, "Comeonin.”

He turned to move out of my way and | saw the hump. | don't know how to describe what | felt |
suddenly had ahurting in my gut | felt the same unfairness and sadness the others had, the way you would
fed about any beautiful thing with one overwheming flaw.

Tm not disturbing you, am |? | heard the typewriter." The room wasindeed identica to mine, though
it looked a hundred per cent morelivable. | couldn't put my finger on what he had doneto it to make it
that way. Maybe it was just the semi-darkness. He had the curtainstightly closed and one lamp lit beside
the typewriter.

"Yeah, | wasworking on astory, but I'd rather play gin." He grinned, open and artless. "If | could
make money playing gin, | wouldn't write."

"L otsof people make money playing gin."

"Oh, I couldn't I'm too unlucky.”

He certainly had aright to say that, but there was no self-pity, just an observation. Then helooked at
me with dightly distressed eyes. "Y ou... ah... didn't want to play for money, did you?"

"Not at dl!" | said and hiseyes cleared. "What kind of stories do you write?"

"Oh, dl kinds." He shrugged. "Fantasy modtly."

"Doyou sl them?'



"Mog of 'em.”

"I don't recall seeing your name anywhere. Miss Neshitt said it was Andrew Detweller?”

He nodded. “I’ll use another name. Y ou probably wouldn't know it elther. 1t's not exactly a
household word." His eyes said hed really rather not tell me what it was. He had adight accent, a sort of
soft downess, not exactly adrawl and not exactly Deep South. He shoved the typewriter over and pulled
out adeck of cards.

"Wherereyou from?' | asked. "I don't place the accent”

He grinned and shuffled the cards. "North Carolina. Back in the Blue Ridge.”

We cut and | dedlt "How long have you been in Hollywood?'

"About two months.”

"How doyou likeit?'

He grinned his beguiling grin and picked up my discard. "It' svery . . .unusud. Have you lived here
long, Mr. Mdlory?'

"Bert, dl my life. | wasborn in Inglewood. My mother il livesthere

"It must be ... unusud . . to livein the same place dl your life."

"Y ou move around alot?'

"Yesh. Gin."

| laughed. | thought you were unlucky."

"If we were playing for money, | wouldn't be able to do anything right"

We played gin the rest of the afternoon and talked-talked alot Detweller seemed eager to talk or, at
least, eager to have someone to talk with. He never told me anything that would connect him to nine
deaths, mostly about where held been, things held read. He read alot, just about anything he could get
his hands on. | got theimpression he hadn't redlly lived Me so much ashed read it, that dl the things he
knew about had never physicdly affected him. Hewaslike an insulated idand. Life flowed around him
but never touched him, | wondered if the hump on his back made that much difference, if it made him
such agreen monkey held had to retreat into hisinsular existence. Practically everyone | had talked to
liked him, mixed with varying portions of pity, to be sure, but liking neverthdess. Harry Spinner liked him,
but had discovered something “peculiar” about him. Birdie Pawlowicz, Maurice Milian, David Fowler,
Lorraine Neshitt, they al liked him.

And, God damniit, | liked him too.

At midnight | was gill awake, sitting in number fivein my jockey shortswith the light out and the door
open. | listened to theticking of the Detweiler boy's typewriter and the muffled roar of Los Angeles. And
thought and thought and thought. And got nowhere.

Someone waked by the door, quietly and carefully. | leaned my head out It was Johnny Peacock.
He moved down the line of bungaows silent as a shadow. He turned south when he reached the
sdewalk. Going to Semaor the Boulevard to turn atrick and make afew extrabucks. Lorraine must
keep tight purse strings. Better watch it, kid. If she finds out, you'll be back on the streets again. And you
haven't got too many years|left where you can make good money by just gettin' it up.

| dropped in at the office for awhile Friday morning and checked the firgt-of -the-month bills. Miss
Tremaine had alist of new prospective clients. "Tell everyone | can't get to anything till Monday."

She nodded in disgpprova. "Mr. Bloomfeld called.”

"Did he get my report?'

"Y es. He was very pleased, but he wants the man's name.”

"Tdl him I'll get back on it Monday."

"Mrs. Bushyager cdled. Her sster and Mr. Bushyager are fill missing.”

"Tel her I'll get on it Monday." She opened her mouth. "If you say anything about my bank account,
Il put Spanish fly in your Ovdtine." She didn't humph, she giggled. | wonder how many points [tfuzf] is?

That afternoon | played gin with the Detweller boy. He was genuinely glad to seeme, likeafriendly
puppy. | was beginning to fed like ason of ahbitch.

He hadn't mentioned North Carolina except that once the day before, and | was extremely interested
inal subjects he wanted to avoid. "What'sit like in the Blue Ridge? Coon huntin’ and moonshine?'



He grinned and blitzed me. "Y eah, | guess. Most of the things you read about it are pretty nearly true.
It'sredly adifferent world back in there, with dmost no contact with the outside.

"How far indid you live?'

"About asfar as you can get without comin’ out the other side. Did you know most of the people
never heard of televison or movies and some of ‘em don't even know the name of the President? Most of
'em never been more than thirty miles from the place they were born, never saw an eectric light? You
wouldn't believeit. But it's more than just things that're different. People are different, think different—
likeaforeign country.” He shrugged. "I guessitll al be gone before too long though. Things keep creepin’
closer and closer. Did yon know | never went to school ?* he said, grinning. "Not aday of my life. | didn't
wear shoestill | wasten. Y ou wouldn't believeit." He shook his head, remembering. "Always kinda
wished | couldagoneto school,” he murmured softly.

"Why did you leave?'

"No reason to stay. When | was eight, my parentswere killed in afire. Our house burned down. |
was taken in by abalmy old woman who lived not far away. | had somekin, but they didn't want me.”
Helooked at me, trusting me. "They're pretty superdtitious back in there, you know. Thought | was. . .
marked. Anyway, the old woman took me in. She was amidwife, but shefancied hersalf awitch or
something. Always making me drink some mess she'd brewed up. She fed me, clothed me, educated me,
after afashion, tried to teach me dl her conjures, but | never could take 'em serioudy.” He grinned
sheepishly. "I did choresfor her and eventualy became a sort of assistant, | guess. | helped her birth
babies. . . | mean, deliver babies a couple of times, but that didn't last long. The parents were afraid me
bein' around might mark the baby. She taught meto read and | couldn't stop. She had alot of books
she'd dredged up somewhere, most of ‘em published before the First World War. | read a complete set
of encyclopedias—publishedin 1911."

| laughed.

Hiseyesclouded. "Then she ... died. | wasfifteen, so | left | did odd jobs and kept reading. Then |
wrote astory and sent it to amagazine. They bought it; paid mefifty dollars. Thought | wasrich, so
wrote another one. Since then I've been traveling around and writing. 1've got an agent who takes care of
everything, and so dl | doisjust write."

Detweller'sflush of hedth waswearing off that afternoon. Hewasnt ill, just beginning to fed likethe
rest of usmortals. And | wasfedling my resolve begin to crumble. It was hard to believe this beguiling kid
could possibly beinvolved in astring of bloody deaths. Maybe it wasjust aseries of unbdievable
coincidences. Y eah, "un-bdievable’ was the key word. He had to be involved unless the laws of
probability had broken down completely. Yet | could swear Detweller wasn't putting on an act. His
guilelessinnocencewasred, damnit, red.

Saturday morning, the third day since Miss Herndon died, | had atalk with Lorraine and Johnny. If
Detweller wanted to play cards or something that night, | wanted them to agree and suggest | be afourth.
If hedidn't bring it up, | would, but | had afedling he would want hisusud dibi thistime.

Detweller |eft hisroom that afternoon for the first tune since I'd been there. He went north on Las
Pdmas, dropped alarge Manila envelope in the mailbox (the story he'd been working on, | guess), and
bought groceries at the supermarket on Highland. Did that mean he wasn't planning to move? | had a
sudden pang in my bely. What if he was staying because of hisfriendship with me?1 felt morelikeason
of abitch every minute.

Johnny Peacock came by an hour later acting very conspiratorial. Detweller had suggested a bridge
gamethat night, but Johnny didn't play bridge, and so they settled on Scrabble.

| dropped by number seven. The typewriter had been put away, but the cards and score pad were
gl on thetable. His suitcase was on the floor by the couch. It was riveted cowhide of avintage | hadn't
seen since | wasakid. Though it wore amellow patina of age, it had been preserved with neat's-foot ail
and loving care. | may have been mistaken about his not moving.

Detweller wasn't fedling well a al. He was pae and drawn and fidgety. His eyelids were heavy and
his speech was faintly blurred. I'm sure he wasin pain, but he tried to act asif nothing were wrong.

"Areyou sureyou fed like playing Scrabble tonight?' | asked.



He gave meacheaful, if dightly strained, smile. "Oh, sure. I'm dl right I'll be finein the morning.”

"Do you think you ought to play?"

"Yeah, it ... takesmy mind off my ... ah ... headache. Don't worry about it | have these spellsdl the
time. They dwaysgo away."

"How long have you had them?"

"Since... | wasakid." Hegrinned. Y ou think it was one of those brews the old witch-woman gave
me caused it? Maybe | could sue for malpractice.”

"Have you seen adoctor? A red one?'

"Once”

"What did hetell you?'

He shrugged. "Oh, nothing much. Take two aspirin, drink lots of liquids, get plenty of ret, that sort of
thing." He didn't want to talk about it. "It dways goes away.”

"What if onetimeit doesn't?'

Helooked at me with an expression I'd never seen before, and | knew why Lorraine said hehad a
lost, doomed look. "Well, we can't live forever, can we? Are you ready to go?"

The game started out like aMarx Brothers routine. Lorraine and Johnny acted like two canaries
playing Scrabble with the cat, but Detweller was so norma and unconcerned they soon settled down.
Conversation was tense and ragged at first until Lorraine got off on her "career” and kept us entertained
and laughing. She had known alot of famous people and was afountain of anecdotes, most of them
funny and libelous. Detweiler proved quickly to be the best player, but Johnny, to my surprise, was no
douch. Lorraine played dismally but she didn't seem to mind.

| would have enjoyed the evening thoroughly if I hadn't known someone nearby was dead or dying.

After about two hours, in which Detweiler grew progressively moreill, | excused myself to gotothe
bathroom. While | was away from thetable, | palmed Lorraine's master key.

In another haf hour | said | had to call it anight. | had to get up early the next morning. | aways
spent Sunday with my mother in Inglewood. My mother wastouring Y ucatan at the time, but that was
neither here nor there. | looked at Johnny. He nodded. He was to make sure Detweller stayed at least
another twenty minutes and then follow him when he did leave. If he went anywhere but his apartment, he
wasto come and let me know, quick.

| let mysdlf into number seven with the master key. The drapes were closed, and so | took achance
and turned on the bathroom light. Detweller's possessions were meager. Eight shirts, Six pairs of pants,
and alight jacket hung in the closet. The shirts and jacket had been dtered to alow for the hump. Except
for that, the closet was bare. The bathroom contained nothing out of the ordinary—just about the same
as mine. The kitchen had one plastic plate, one plastic cup, one plagtic glass, one plastic bowl, one small
folding skillet, one smdl folding sauce pan, one metal spoon, one meta fork, and amedium-sized kitchen
knife. All of it together would bardly fill ashoebox.

The suitcase, till beside the couch, hadn't been unpacked—except for the clothes hanging in the
closet and the kitchen utensils. There was underwesr, socks, an extrapair of shoes, an unopened ream of
paper, abunch of other stuff necessary for hiswriting, and adozen or so paperbacks. The books were
rubber-stamped with the name of a used-book store on Santa Monica Boulevard. They were amixture:
sciencefiction, mysteries, biographies, philosophy, severd by Colin Wilson.

Therewas aso acarbon copy of the story held just finished. The return address on the first page was
abox number at the Hollywood post office. Thetitle of the story was "Degthsong.” | wished I'd had time
toreadit.

Allindl, I didn't find anything. Except for the books and the deck of cards, there was nothing of
Andrew Detweiler personaly in the whole gpartment. | hadn't thought it possible for anyoneto lead such
aturnip exisence.

| looked around to make sure | hadn't disturbed anything, turned off the bathroom light, and got in
the closet, leaving the door open a crack. It was the only possible placeto hide. | sincerely hoped
Detweiler wouldn't need anything out of it before | found out what was going on. If he did, the only thing
| could do was confront him with what Td found out. And then what, Mallory, abig guilty confesson?



With what you've found out, he could laugh hi your face and have you arrested for illegd entry.

And what about this, Malory? What if someone died nearby tonight while you were with Detweller;
what if he comes straight to his gpartment and goesto bed; what if he wakes up hi the morning fegling
fing; what if nothing isgoing on, you son of abitch?

It was so dark in there with the curtains drawn that | couldn't see athing. | left the closet and opened
them alittle on the front window. It didn't let in alot of light, but it was enough. Maybe Detweller
wouldn't notice. | went back to the closet and waited.

Half an hour later the curtains over the barred open window moved. | had squatted down in the
closat and wasn't looking in that direction, but the movement caught my eye. Something hopped in the
window and scooted across the floor and went behind the couch. | only got aglimpse of it, but it might
have been acat. It was probably a stray looking for food or hiding from adog. Okay, cat, you don't
bother me and | won't bother you. | kept my eye on the couch, but it didn't show itself again.

Detweller didn't show for another hour. By that time | was Sitting flat on the floor trying to keep my
legs from cramping. My position wasn't too graceful if he happened to look in the closet, but it wastoo
lateto get up.

He camein quickly and bolted the door behind him. He didn't notice the open curtain. He glanced
around, clicking histongue softly. His eyes caught on something at the end of the couch. He smiled. At
the cat? He began unfastening his shirt, fumbling at the buttonsin his haste. He dipped off the shirt and
tossed it on the back of achair.

There were straps across his chest.

He turned toward the suitcase, his back to me. The hump was artificial, made of something like foam
rubber. He unhooked the straps, opened the suitcase, and tossed the hump in. He said something, too
soft for meto catch, and lay face down on the couch with his feet toward me. The light from the opened
curtain fell on him. His back was scarred, little white lines like scratches grouped around ahole.

He had aholein his back, between his shoulder blades, an un-healed wound big enough to stick your
fingerin.

Something came around the end of the couch. It wasn't acat. | thought it was amonkey, and then a
frog, but it was neither. It was human. It waddled on al fours like an enormous toad.

Then it stood erect. It was about the Size of acat It was pink and moist and hairless and naked. Its
very human hands and feet and mae genitalsweretoo large for itstiny body. Its belly was swollen, turgid
and distended like an obscene tick. Its head wasflat Its jaw protruded like an ape's. It too had ascar, a
big, white, puckered scar between its shoulder blades, at the top of itsjutting backbone.

It reached its too-large hand up and caught hold of Detweiler's belt It pulled its bloated body up with
the nimbleness of amonkey and crawled onto the boy's back. Detweller was breathing heavily, clasping
and unclasping hisfingers on the arm of the couch.

The thing crouched on Detweiler's back and placed itslips againgt the wound.

| felt my throat burning and my stomach turning over, but | watched in petrified fascination.

Detweller's breathing grew dower and quieter, more relaxed. Helay with his eyes closed and an
expression of dmost sexua pleasure on hisface. The thing's body got smaler and smdler, the kin oniits
belly growing wrinkled and flaccid. A trickle of blood crawled from the wound, making an erratic line
acrossthe Detweller boy's back. The thing reached out its hand and wiped the drop back with a

It took about ten minutes. The thing raised its mouth and crawled over beside the boy'sface. It sat on
the arm of the couch like alittle gnome and smiled. It ran itsfingers down the Sde of Detweller's cheek
and pushed hisdamp hair back out of his eyes. Detweiler's expression was euphoric. He sighed softly
and opened hiseyes deepily. After awhile he sat up.

He was flushed with hedlth, rosy and clear and shining.

He stood up and went in the bathroom. The light came on and | heard water running. Thething sat in
the same place watching him. Detweller came out of the bathroom and sat back on the couch. Thething
climbed onto his back, huddling between his shoulder blades, its hand on his shoulders. Detweiler stood
up, the thing hanging onto hhn, retrieved the shut, and put it on. He wrapped the straps nearly around the
artificial hump and stowed it in the suitcase. He closed thelid and locked it



| had seen enough, more than enough- | opened the door and stepped out of the closet.

Detweiler whirled, hiseyesbulging. A groan rattled in histhroat He raised his hands asif fending me
off. The groan rose hi pitch, becoming an hysterica keening. The expression on hisface wastoo horrible
to watch. He stepped backward and tripped over the suitcase.

Helogt his baance and toppled over. Hisarmsflailed for equilibrium, but never found it He struck
the edge of thetable. It caught mm square across the hump on his back. He bounced and fell forward on
his hands. He stood up agonizingly, like adow motion movie, arching his spine backward, hisface
contorted in pain.

There were shrill, staccato shrieks of mindless torment, but they didn't come from Detweliler.

Hefdl again, forward onto the couch, blacking out from pain.

Theback of his shirt was churning. The scream continued, hurting my ears. Rips appeared in the shirt
and asmall misshapen arm poked out briefly. | could only stare, frozen. The shirt was ripped to shreds.
Two arms, a head, atorso came through. The whole thing ripped itsway out and fell onto the couch
beside the boy. Itsface was twisted, tortured, and its mouth kept opening and closing with the screams.
Its eyes|ooked uncomprehendingly about. It pulled itself along with itsarms, dragging its usdesslegs, its
gpine obvioudy broken. It fell off the couch and flailed about on the floor.

Detweller moaned and came to. He rose from the couch, still groggy. He saw the thing, and alook of
absolute grief appeared on hisface.

Thething's eyesfocused for amoment on Detweller. It looked at him, beseeching, held out one hand,
pleading. Its screams continued, that one monotonous, hopel ess note repeated over and over. It lowered
itsarm and kept crawling about mindlesdy, growing wesker.

Detweller stepped toward it, ignoring me, tears pouring down hisface. The thing's struggles grew
weaker, the scream became a breathlessrasping. | couldn't stand it any longer. | picked up achair and
smashed it down on the thing. | dropped the chair and leaned against the wall and heaved.

| heard the door open. | turned and saw Detweiler run out.

| charged after him. My legsfelt rubbery but | caught him at the street He didn't struggle. He just
stood there, his eyes vacant, trembling. | saw people sticking their heads out of doors and Johnny
Peacock coming toward me. My car wasright there. | pushed Detweller into it and drove away. He sat
hunched in the seet, his hands hanging limply, staring into space. He was trembling uncontrollably and his
teeth chattered.

| drove, not paying any attention to where | was going, dmost as deeply in shock ashewas. | findly
dtarted looking at the street signs. | was on Mullholland. | kept going west for along time, crossed the
San Diego Freeway, into the Santa Monica Mountains. The pavement ends a couple of miles past the
freeway, and there'sten or fifteen miles of dirt road before the pavement picks up again nearly to
Topanga. Theroad isn't traveled much, there are no houses on it, and people don't like to get their cars
dusty. | was about in the middle of the unpaved section when Detweiler seemed to calm down. | pulled
over to the side of the road and cut the engine. The San Fernando Valley was spread like a carpet of
lights below us. The ocean was on the other Side of the mountains.

| sat and watched Detweiler. The trembling had stopped. He was adeep or unconscious. | reached
over and touched hisarm. He stirred and clutched a my hand. | looked at his deeping face and didn't
have the heart to pull my hand away.

The sun was poking over the mountains when he woke up. He roused and was momentarily unaware
of where he was, then memory flooded back. He turned to me. The pain and hysteriawere gone from his
eyes. They were oddly peaceful.

"Did you hear him?' he said softly. "Did you hear him die?"

"Areyou feding better?’

"Yes It'sdl over."

"Do you want to talk about it?"

His eyes dropped and he was silent for amoment "I want to tell you. But | don't know how without
you thinking I'm amongter.”

| didn't say anything.



"He. . .wasmy brother. We weretwins. Samese twins. All those people died so | could stay dive.”
There was no emotion in his voice. He was detached, talking about someone ese. "He kept me dive. I'll
diewithout him." Hiseyes met mine again. "Hewasinsane, | think. | thought &t first 1'd go mad too, but |
didn't I think I didn't I never knew what he was going to do, who hewould kill. | didn't want to know.
Hewasvery clever. He dways madeit ook like an accident or suicide when he could. | didn't interfere.
| didn't want to die. We had to have blood. He dways did it so there was | ots of blood, so no one would
misswhat hetook." His eyeswere going empty again.

"Why did you need the blood?"

"We were never suspected before.”

"Why did you need the blood?" | repeated.

"When wewere bora," he said, and his eyesfocused again, "we were joined at the back. But | grew
and he didn't. He stayed little bitty, like ababy riding around on my back. People didn't likeme.... us,
they were afraid. My father and mother too. The old witch-woman | told you about, she birthed us. She
seemed aways to be hanging around. When | was eight, my parentsdied in afire. | think the
witch-woman did it. After that | lived with her. She was demented, but she knew medicine and healing.
When we were fifteen she decided to separate us. | don't know why. | think she wanted him without me.
I'm sure she thought he was an imp from hell. | amost died. Fm not sure what was wrong. Apart, we
weren't whole. | wasn't whole. He had something | didn't have, something we'd been sharing. She
wouldve let medie, but he knew and got blood for me. Hers" He sat staring a me blankly, hismind
living the past

"Why didn't you go to ahospital or something?' | asked, feding enormous pity for the wretched boy.

He smiled faintly. "I didn't know much about anything then. Too many people were dready deed. I
I'd gone to a hospitd, they'd have wanted to know how I'd stayed alive so far. Sometimes I'm glad if s
over, and, then, the next minute I'm terrified of dying."

"How long?'

“I’'m not sure. I've never been more than three days. | can't stand it any longer than that. He knew.
He aways knew when | had to haveit And he got it for me. | never helped him.”

"Canyou day diveif you get regular transfusons?”

Helooked at me sharply, fear cregping back. "Please. No!"

"But youll say dive"

"Inacage! Likeafreak! | don't want to be afreak anymore. It'sover. | want it to be over. Please.”

"What do you want meto do?'

"l don't know. | don't want you to get in trouble.”

| looked at him, at hisface, a hiseyes, a hissoul. "Thereésagun in the glove compartment,” | said.

He sat for amoment then solemnly held out hishand. | took it He shook my hand, then opened the
glove compartment He removed the gun and dipped out of the car. He went down the hill into the brush.

| waited and waited and never did hear a shot.

Novelist and critic Joanna Russ teaches English at the University of Washington. When our
starting book reviewer, Algis Budrys, tires, our favorite relief reviewer is Ms. Russ. Here she offers
a fascinating article (in response to some critical letters) which tells why critics are such snobs
and are so vitriolic, among many other things.

Books: In Defense of Criticism
JOANNA RUSS

Criticsseem tofind it necessary, at least oncein acareer, to write a statement defending criticism per
se. Shaw, Pauline Kadl, Eric Bentley, and James Blish have dl doneit. That I'm doing it too, doesn't
proveI'min the sameleague, but it doesindicate the persistence of the issuesinvolved and that they



occur outside, aswell asinsde, sciencefiction.

| have tried to speak to generd issuesrather than "defend” my own criticism. Issues are, in any case,
more important than persondities, though thereisa(small) section of fandom which seesin aesthetic or
political disagreement nothing but persond squabbling motivated by envy. It's not for meto judge how
good my criticismis; if enough readersthink it's bad, and the editor thinks so too, presumably hell stop
printing it although writing book reviews (except for placeslike the New Y ork Times) isunderpaid,
overworked, and alabor of love. The problem isusualy to recruit reviewers, not discourage them.

Here are some of the complaints that keep coming up.

1. Don't shoveyour paliticsinto your reviews. Just review the books.

| will—when the authors keep politics out of their stories. But they never do; in fact, it seems
absolutely impossible to write anything without immediately making al sorts of assumptions about what
human nature is, what good and bad behavior congists of, what men ought to be, what women ought to
be, which states of mind and character are vauable, which are the opposite, and so on. Oncefiction gets
beyond the level of minima technical competence, areviewer must address these judgments of vaue.
Generaly, readers don't notice the presence of familiar value judgmentsin stories, but do notice (and
object to) unfamiliar onesas"political.” Hence arisesthe ingstence (initsdf avery vehement, political
judgment) that art and politics have nothing to do with one another, that artists ought to be "above'
politics, and that acritic making politica comments about fiction isimporting something foreign into an
essentidly neutrd area. But if "politics' meansthe relations of power that obtain between groups of
people, and the way these are concretely embodied in persond relations, socid ingtitutions, and received
ideas (among which istheideathat art ought not to be palitica), then such neutraity Smply doesn't exist
Fiction which isn't openly polemica or didactic is nonetheess chock-full of palitics. If beauty infiction
bears any relation to truth (as Matthew Arnold thought), then the human (including socid and political)
truth of apiece of fiction matters, for aesthetic reasons. To apply rigid, stupid, narrow, political standards
to fiction is bad because the standards are rigid, stupid, and narrow, not because they are politica. For
an example of (to my mind) profound, searching, brilliant, politica criticism, see Jean-Paul Sartre's Saint
Genet.

2. 'Youdon't prove what you say; you just assert it.

Thisstatement is, | think, based on a cognitive error incul cated (probably) by American high school
education. The error isthat al proofs must be of the "hard" kind, i.e., cut-and-dried and susceptible of
presentation in syllogigtic form. An acquaintance with the modern philosophy of science would disabuse
people of this notion; even asurprisng amount of scientific proof isnot of thiskind. As philosophers since
Plato have been pointing out, aesthetic and mora matters are usualy not susceptible of such "hard” proof.

3. Thenyour opinionis purely subjective.

The assumption hereisthat matters not subject to cut-and-dried "hard" proof don't bear any relation
to evidence, experience, or reason at al and are, therefore, completely arbitrary. Thereis considerable
indirect evidence one can bring against this view. For one thing, the people who advanceit don't stick to
itinther own lives; they make decisions based on indirect evidence dl the time and strongly resist any
imputation that such decisons are arbitrary. For another, if it were possible to do criticism according to
hard-and-fagt, totally objective rules, the editor could hire anyone to do it and pay alot lessthan he has
to do now for people with specid ability and training (Ilow though that pay necessarily is). It'struethat the
apparatus by which critics judge books is subjective in the sense of being insde the critic and not outside,
unique, and based on the intangibles of training, talent, and experience. But that doesn't per se make it
arbitrary. What can make it seem arbitrary isthat the whole preliminary process of judgment, if you trace
it through al its stages, is coextensive with the critic's entire education. So critics tend to suppressitin
reviews (with time and training most of it becomes automatic, anyway). Besides, much critica thinking
consgsin gestdt thinking, or the recognition of patterns, which does occur instantaneoudy in the critic's
head, athough without memory, experience, and the constant checking of novel objects against
templates-in-the-head (which are constantly being revised in the light of new experience), it could not
occur at adl.* [* | used to inform people of the endings of television plays (before the endings happened)
until my acquaintances gently but firmly informed me they would rather the endings came asasurprise.



When asked bow | knew what was coming, by friends who enjoyed such an odd talent (and some do), |
could explain only pan of the time. The cues people respond to hi fiction or dramaare complex and
people are not dways fully conscious of them.]

Hence angry readers can make the objection above, or add:

4. Everyone'sentitled to hisown opinion.

Have you noticed how often people say "I fed" instead of "I think™ or (God forbid) "I know"? Kids
who discover "It'safree country!" at seven graduate to "Everyone's entitled to his own opinion” by
fourteen. The process of intimidation by which young people are made to fed humanly worthlessif they
don't appreciate "grest literature” (literature the teacher often doesn't understand or can't explain)! isone
of the ghastly facts of American education. Some defenses againgt this experience take the form of
asserting there's no such thing as great art; some, that whatever moves oneintensely isgrest art. Both are
ways of asserting the primacy and authenticity of one's own experience, and that's fine. But whatever you
(or 1) likeintensdly isn', just because of that, great anything, and the literary canon, athough incomplete
and biased, is not merely an insder's snobbish conspiracy to make outsidersfed rotten. (Althoughitis
certainly used that way far too often.)

The problem with literature and literary criticismisthat there is no obvious craft involved—so people
who wouldn't dream of challenging a dance critic's comments on an assolutas line or aprimadonnas
musicianship are conscious of no reason not to dismissmineon J. R. R. Tolkien. Wereal deding with
language, after dl, aren't we? But thereisavery subgtantia craft involved here, dthough its materia isn't
toes or larynxes. And some opinions are worth agood deal more than others.

5. | knew it, You're asnob.

Sciencefictionisasmal country which for years has maintained a protective sandards-tariff to
encourage native manufactures. Many readers are, in fact, unacquainted with the genera canon of English
literature or the standards of criticism outside our own small field. Add to thisthe defensiveness so many
peoplefed about high culture and you get the wholesd e inflation of reputations James Blish lambasgte in
Thelssue at Hand. Like him, | believe that somebody hasto stop handing out stars and kisses: If "great
writer" means Charles Dickens or VirginiaWoolf (not to mention William Shakespeare), then it does not
mean C. S. Lewisor J. R. R. Tolkien, about whom the most generous consensus of mainstream critical
opinionisthat they are good, interesting, minor authors. And so on. [ Or oddities that entered the
curriculum decades before and refuse to be didodged, like “To aWaterfowl.” For some reason students
often end up with the most sophisticated, flawed, or least-accessble works of great writers:
twelve-year-olds reading Romeo and Juliet, toe example, or SilasMarner.]

6. Yourevitriolic, too.

It'strue. Criticstend to be anirritable lot Here are some examples:

"That light-hearted body, the Bach Choir, has had what | may befittingly cal another shy at the Mass
in B minor." (George Bernard Shaw, Music in London, v. ii, Constable & Co., Ltd.. London, 1956, p.
55.)

" Thiseloquent novel ,* saysthejacket of Taylor Caldwell's The Devil's Advocate, making two errors
inthreewords. . . ." (Damon Knight, In Search of Wonder, Advent, Chicago, 1967, p. 29.)

". .. Mr. Zirul has committed so many other failures of technique that awhole coursein fiction writing
could be erected above his hapless corpse.” (William Atheling, Jr. [James Blish], The Issue at Hand,
Advent, Chicago, 1964, p. 83.)

Why dowedoit?

Fird, there isthe reactive pain. Only those who have reviewed, year in and year out, know how truly
abominable most fiction Is. And we can't remove ourselves from the pain. Ordinary readers can skip, or
read every third word, or quit in the middle. We can't We must read carefully, with our sengitivities at full
operation and our critica-historica apparatus dwaysin high gear—or we may missthat subtle satire
which disguisesitsdlf ascliche, that first novel whose beginning, aas, was never revised, that gem of a
quiet story obscured in aloud, flashy collection, that experiment in form which could be mistaken for
doppiness, that appeding tae partly marred by (but also made possible by) naivete, that complicated
Stuation that only pays off near the end of the book. Such works exist but in order not to missthem, one



must continualy extend one's sensitivity, knowledge, and critica care to worksthat only abuse such
faculties. The mental sensation isthat of eating garbage, | assure you, and if critics accumulated suffering
did not find an outlet in the vigor of our language, | don't know what we would do. And it'sthe critics
who care the most who suffer the mogt; irritation isasign of betrayed love. As Shaw putsit:

". .. criticism written without persond fedling is not worth reading. It is the cagpacity for making good
or bad art a personal matter that makes aman [sic] acritic. . . . when people do less than their best, and
do that less a once badly and sdlf-complacently, | hate them, loathe them, detest them, long to tear them
limb from limb and strew them in gobbets about the stage or platform. ... In the same way redlly fine
artigsingpire me with the warmest possible regard. . . . When my critical mood isat its height personal
feding isnot theword; itispasson. . .." (Muscin London, v. i, Congtable ft Co., London, 1956, pp.
51-52)

But there are other reasons. Critical judgments are so complex (and take place in such acomplicated
context), the vocabulary of praise and blame available in English is so vague, so fluid, and so congtantly
shifting, and the physica space dlowed is so small that critics welcome any way of expressing judgments
that will be both precise and compact. If vivid be added thereunto, fine—what seis good style? Hence
critics, whenever possble, expresstheir judgmentsin figurative language. Wit isaform of condensation
(seeFreud if you think thisismy arbitrary fiat) just as parody isaform of criticism (see Dwight
McDonald's Modern Library collection thereof).

Dramatization isanother. | (like many reviewers) often stage alittle play caled The Adventures of
Byline. Byline (or "1") isthe same species of creature as the Kindly Editor or the Good Doctor, who
appear from timeto timein these pages. That is, sheisaform of shorthand. When Byline rewrites story
X, that doesn't mean that [—theredl, historical personage—actualy did or will or wish to rewrite story
X, or that | expect itsred, historica author to rewrite it to Byling's prescription, any more than my saying
that "my" copy of Bug Jack Ban-on tried to punch "me" in the nose meansthat such an event redlly
happened. Pauline Kael's Movie Loon is another such fiction; these little creatures we send scurrying
about the page are not our redl, live salves, and their exploits are dictated more by the exigencies of our
form than by adesire for persond glory.

7. Never mind al that stuff. Just tell mewhat I'd enjoy reading.

Blessyou, what makes you think | know? (See, there goes Byline.) Actudly, critics can make
educated guesses from time to time about the tastes of some groups of readers. Editors must, such
judgments being their bread and butter—and look how often they fail. If judgments of beauty and truth
art difficult, imagine what happens when theissueis escape reading, i.e., Something asidiosyncratic as
guided daydreams. Perhaps the popularity of seriesnovelsisduein part to readers desirefor ardiable,
eadly reproducible pleasure. [ Though Duneis, strictly speaking, science fiction. Wilson was talking about
tbe-gnat-kader syndrome, and the heroic atmosphere Dune shares with heroic fantasy.] But the simplest
good-bad scales (tike the Daily News system of stars) is aways colliding with readers tastes. Some
writers and publishers, in order to be sure of gppedling to at least astable fraction of the market,
standardize their product This can be done, but it tends to eiminate from fiction these idiosyncratic
qudities other readersfind vauable, art being of an order of complexity nearer to that of human beings
(high) than that of facid tissues (low).

Now back to the topic of heroic fantasy, which occasioned the foregoing.

| know it's painful to be told that something in which one hasinvested intense emotion is not only bad
art but bad for you, not only bad for you but ridiculous. | didn't do it to be mean, honest Nor did | do it
because the promise held out by heroic fantasy—the promise of escape into awonderful Other
world—isone find temperamentally unappealing. On the contrary. It's because | understand the
intengity of the demand so well (having spent my twenties reading Eddison and Tolkien; | even adapted
The Hobbit for the stage) that | also understand the absolute impaossibility of ever fulfilling that demand.
The current popularity of heroic fantasy scaresme; | believe it to be asymptom of political and cultura
reaction due to economic depression. So does Robin Scott Wilson (who electrified aModem Language
Association seminar by calling Dune afascist book), and Michagl Moorcock (see hisjacket copy for
Norman Spinrad's The Iron Dream, anovel which vehemently denouncesthe genrein the sameterms



Wilson does), and the writers of Bored of the Rings, the Lampoon parody, from which came
"Arrowroot, son of Arrowshirt"

Briefly, to answer other satementsin theletters: | gpologize for implying that Tolkien's hobbits and
Ents (or his other bucolic-comic creations) are as empty-sublime as the Big People's heroics. But | agree
(see question 5) that Tolkien isagood, interesting, minor writer whose strong point is his paysages
moraligts. Ditto C S. Lewis, in his Narniabooks. Asfor other writers mentioned, only strong, selective
blindness could missthe Vancian cynicism or the massive Dunsanian irony (sometimes spilling over into
despair) which make their heroism far from ssimple or unquestioned-by-the-authors-them-selves. Asfor
the others, | find them ghastly when uncorrected by i comedy, or satire (Morris, sometimes), or (in
Beagl€'s case) the nogta gic wistfulness which belongs to fantasy per serather than the publisher's
category (that, historically, iswhat it is) of heroic fantasy. | don't need to bad-mouth Pool Andersen,
James Blish having dready adequately done so, calling him (in his heroic phase) "the Thane of
Minnegpalis. . . . Anderson can write well, but thisis sldom evident while heisin his Scand avatar,
when he seemsinvariably to bewriting in hisdeep.” (The Issue at Hand, p. 72.) That our literary heritage
began with feuda epics and marchen is no reason to keep on writing them forever. And daydreams
about being tal, handsome (or beautiful), noble, admired, and involved in thrilling deedsis not the same
asthe as-if gpeculation which produces medica and technological advances.

Itisn't the redlists who find life dreadful. I1t'sthe romancers. After dl, which group istrying to escape
from life? Redlity ishorrible and wonderful, disgppointing and ecstatic, beautiful and ugly. Redity is
everything. Redlity iswhat thereis. Only the hopelesdy insengtive find redlity so pleasant asto never
want to get away from it But pain-killers can be bad for the hedlth, and even if they werenot, | am
damned if anyonewill make me say that the newest fad in andlgesicsis equivaent to theillumination,
which isthe other thing (besides pleasure) art ought to provide. Bravery, nobility, sublimity, and beauty
that have no connection with the redl world are smply fake, and once readers redize that escape does
not work, the glamor fades, the sublime aristocrats turn silly, the profundities become smplifications, and
one enters (if oneislucky) into the dreadful discipline of redity and art, like"In the Pend Colony." But
George Bernard Shaw said all thisamost acentury ago; interested readers may [ook up his preface to
Arms and the Man or that little book. The Quintessence of Ibsenism.

It's disheartening to see how little has changed. On the other hand, thereis no pleasure like finding
out theredlities of human life, in which joy and misery, effort and release, dread and happiness, walk
hand in hand.

We had better enjoy it It'swhat thereis.

—Joanna Russ

It isthe year 2783. Suddenly the galaxy isinvaded by a horde of alien beings, the Zorphs. They
enslave all planetsin their path. You, as Captain of the Avenger, the great Terran warship, will
range interstellar space, seeking out and destroying the forces of Zorph. Thisis but a bare outline
of the ultimate in computer games.. . .

Zorphwar!
STAN DRYER

Megalo Network Message: June 10,1977

Source: P. T. Warrington, Headquarters, Los Gringos, Cdlifornia

Dedtination: W. S. Hason, Programming Services, Wrapping Falls, New Y ork

Subject: Schedule Compliance in Programming Services Bill, Old Buddy, | think you have problems.
J.L. was down this morning bitching about your performance. The PERT printout indicates you have
dipped schedule on Accounting Project 8723 by two months. In addition, your usage of central



computer facilitiesis running 42 percent over budget Remember that the Megalo Corporation isnot in
businessfor its hedth. Accounting is depending on Program S723 to keep track of profitability in the
entire Computer Products Division.

Mega o Network Message:

June 10, 1977 Source: W. S. Halson Degtination: P. T. Warrington Subject: Schedule Compliance
Park, Old Buddy, when your message appeared on my display screen, | was just sitting down to send
you an explanation of the apparent schedule dip and computer overrunsin the Headquarters reports.
What you see are computer-generated summaries of our progress, mere pieces of paper that do not
represent the full Situation. For example, nowhere in those reportsis the well-being of our programmers
evauated. Now | can say without equivocation that our morale down here has never been higher.
Absence due to personal illness has dropped twenty-seven percent over the last two months. There have
been no "Bitch to the Top" submissions from my department in the last four months.

The cause of thishigh morae restswith one programmer in our department, Morris Hazeldorf, the
inventor of Zorphwar. While | admit that his shaggy hair and unkempt persond attire might turn you off
on first encounter, Morrisis an extremely bright and able young man. Single-handed, he programmed the
entire HAFAS (Hierarchica Accounting File Access System). And in his spare time over the past yesr,
Morris has been creating Zorphwar, an exciting game that operates on our system.

To giveyou an ideaof the creativity of thisyoung man, | have arranged for Zorphwar to be made
availableto you on the Executive Interactive Display Termind in your office. After you did into the
Computer Center, smply type"ZORPH" to gain accessto the game.

Let me give you aquick rundown of thisexciting interactive game. It isthe year 2783. Man has
reached out to settle thousands of planets scattered across the galaxy. Then, suddenly, the gdlaxy is
invaded by ahorde of dien beings, the Zorphs. They endave dl planetsin their path. Thosethat resist are
destroyed without mercy. Y ou, as Captain of the Avenger, the great Terran warship, will range
interstellar space, seeking out and destroying the forces of Zorph.

Onyour screen you will be given adisplay of your current sector of the galaxy and the starsin that
sector. Y ou may fire off laser probes to determine the location of Zorph warships. Y ou have a number of
weapons at your disposa including quantum rays, antimatter missiles and, for desperate Stuations,
doomsday torpedoes. Y our ship is protected by shields against any attack, but you must be careful to
maintain your energy supply. Any Zorphsin your sector will attack you and each attack will use up some
of your reserve energy. If your energy is depleted, your shieldsfail and the next Zorph attack destroys
you. Y ou can replenish your energy reserve by returning to afriendly base. Y ou can hop sectorsusing
hyperspace, al-

though void storms may toss you about abit in space and time. In addition, you will haveto handiea
variety of problemswith your ship such asinvasion by mind-warping beings, power-system failure, and
occasiond crew mutinies. The console commands that control your warship are Smple and are givenin
the attached indructions being transmitted to your loca printout facility.

Now do not get the idea that everyone hereis smply sitting around playing Zorphwar. That isfar
from the case. While our schedules have dipped abit in the last couple of months, moraleisat an al-time
high. With acrew of satisfied programmers, | fed there is nothing we cannot accomplish.

Findly, before you make any snap judgments, | ask that you log in on your console and try
Zorphwar. Good hunting!

Megalo Network Message: June 30, 1977

Source: P. T. Warrington

Dedtination: W. S. Hson

Subject: Promotion to Fleet Captain

Bill Buddy: As stated on Page 12 of the Zorphwar Handbook, any Captain completing six
consecutive successful missions againgt the Zorphsis entitled to promotion to Fleet Captain. If you will
check my War Record File, you will discover that | destroyed al Zorphsin the galaxy in the six games|



played yesterday afternoon. Please send along whatever certificate you have to indicate my Fleet Captain
gatus.

Asfor schedules, | have discussed the matter with JX. and demonstrated Zorphwar to him. Both of
usarein entire agreement with your analyss. Maintaining morale isone of our primary gods, and we are
sure you have things under control. J.L. is, by the way, interested in accessto Zorphwar on hisown
executive termindl. | trust that you will see to the necessary arrangements.

Asfor the exception reports triggered by your schedule dippage, J.L. has signed off on the necessary
formsto justify anew schedule. We have doubled the expected times required to complete phases four
through seven. While this stretches out the predicted completion for Project 8723 by two years, we fed
that you people are doing important work in other areas and should not be forced to produce a program
of use only to those uptight jokers hi Accounting.

Now | must get back to Zorphwar. Twenty more successful missions, and | move up to Sector
Commandant!

Mega o Network Message: July 6, 1977

Source: W.S. Halson

Dedtination: P. T. Warrington

Subject: Enclosed Certificate

Congratulations, Fleet Captain! | am pleased to transmit to the facamile printer in your areaacopy
of your certificate suitable for framing and wal display. Note that it isafine example of
computer-generated art, a project that a couple of my people have been working on for the last six
months

| am dso enclosing the rules for Two-Person Zorphwar, aversion of the system that Hazeldorf has
just completed. Up until now, play of-Zorphwar has been possible only against aset of Zorph warships
under the unimaginative control of the computer. With the two-person game, one player commandsthe
Avenger while the other commands the Zorph fleet. The player terminads may be anywhere, aslong as
they are connected to our central computer. Thus, one player could be out there in Cdiforniaand the
other back herein New Y ork.

Mega o Network Message: July 13, 1977

Source: P. T. Warrington

Dedtination: W. S. Halson

Subject: Doom of Warship Avenger

Earthling Swine! |, Parker, Emperor and Commander and Chief of the Hordes of Zorph, do here
givewarning. Tomorrow afternoon at 14:00 hours | shall commence the obliteration of al decadent
hu-manoid pigsin my gaaxy. Be a your console at the appointed hour! Y ou are forewarned but
foredoomed.

Megalo Network Message: July 15, 1977

Source: W. S. Halson Destination: P. T. Warrington Subject: Zorphwar Exposure Park Baby, | think
we have a problem. That was agreat game of Zorphwar we had yesterday, and | most commend yon on
how well you handled the forces of Zorph. It wasachadlenge dl theway, and if | had not been on my
toes, your final desperate tactic of launching an twelve thousand of your doomsday torpedoes would
have destroyed me. However, when you made your attack, | was safely docked at a base star and thus
protected by its powerful energy screens. Y our attack succeeded only in wiping out the remnants of your
own forces.

Unfortunately, launching twelve thousand torpedoes s multaneoudy put a serious overload on our
computer system. Zorphwar runsat A-| priority on our machine, which meansthat any other use of the
machine is halted while Zorphwar computations are completed. Asyou may have noticed, it took
gpproximatdly forty minutes for the machine to compute the paths through the galaxy of those torpedoes,
to determine their impact points, and to calculate the radius of destruction of each burst. Normally such



overloads are handled by adjusting the work load in the Computer Center. However, at three thirty
yesterday, the Center wasin the midst of printing the paychecks for the entire Computer Products
Divison. Thelittle deday our game occasioned upset the very tight schedule for that operation. Asa
result, al checksfrom R through Z were not printed on time and failed to make the courier flight to the
West Coast That is the reason your paycheck was not delivered to you today. Regrettably, itisaso the
reason that Division President Tailing and Corporation Compitroller Westland were not paid this week.
While you are more familiar than | am with the personalities at Headquarters, | saspect that both of these
gentlemen liketo receive their paychecks. | trust that, if any investigations come out of thislittle incident,
you will do your best to emphasize the fact that the Zorphwar program has aready been modified to
permit the launching of no more than tea doomsday torpedoesin one attack. Thus, this particular
problem on never occur again.

Megao Network Message: July 18, 1977

Source: P. T. Warrington

Dedtination: W. S. Hson

Subject: Zorphwar Development Schedule

KU, Old Man: Y ou were right asto the reaction of our President and Compitroller. The old stuff
redly hit the fan with about a dozen ad hoc task forcesingtantly created to investigate everything from
generd inefficiency down to the detailed operation of the Computer Center. Someone immediately spilled
the beans about Zorphwar. (I suspect it was J.L., covering his ass.) Friday afternoon Westland came
damming into my office to ask about athousand questions about our schedules and the cost of running
Zorphwar. | tried to get him to try using the program, but he was too upset to listen to reason. He gave
me one hour to produce afull report justifying the project and went storming back up to the executive
wing. I'm afraid that your ass and mine would have been in the ding but for a stroke of incredible luck.

When Westland left, | headed for the men's room to down a couple of aspirin to steady my nerves.
And who should I meet coming out of the door but Admira Venerate. Venerate and | are old buddies,
having been together on the Potlatch Investigation Team some eight years ago. At that time| proved
there were no irregularitiesin the award of the Potlatch missile contract to Megao. Venerate proved that
the Navy had done nothing wrong. | was promoted to this staff position. VVenerate moved up to Admiral.

"What brings you to the Megao Corporation?' | asked him, trying to affect the nonchaance of a
happy executive.

"I have just been given the ultimate garbage presentation,” he said. ™Y our boys should know better
than to try to snow me about nava-training games.”

| smiled and spoke some platitudes about the vast technica expertise available at the Megalo
Corporation and their ability to respond quickly to any technica challenge.

"Damnit,” said the Admird, "I don't want technica expertise. | want aworking system.”

The old light bulb went on ingde my head. "Y ou want aworking syslem?’ | said. "Y ou follow me."

| led the Admird into my office and fired up Zorphwar on the tube,

"Now beforeyou play,” | said, "you must understand that we did not wish it known we were working
on aproposed naval system. Thus, we have pretended that we are fighting a space war of the future
againg the mythical race of Zorphs. The wegpons you will be using will not have the standard Navy
nomenclature, but you'll have no trouble recognizing what they redly are.”

"Smart thinking," said Venerate. "Now how do | get this game started?!

"When Westland came charging back into my office an hoar later, he found the Admira hammering a
my console keys and shouting his best Navy profanity at the Zorphs who had just zapped him for
fifteen-hundred energy units.

"Y ou are witnessing ademongtration of the Zorphwar Nava Bat-tie Smulation System,” | said to
Westland. "A vauabletraining aid, ft isaproduct of the research staff of the Megalo Corporation
Programming Services Department”

Westland stood there with his lower jaw down around his ankleswatching Venerate polish off the
last of the Zorph fleet The Admird turned around grinning like a.child of ten who has found a pony under



the Chrismastree. "That iswhat | call action!" he cried.
Heturned to Westland. "How come you dunderheads didn't show methisright off?" he demanded,
By now, | am sure, the Nava Support Bid Team has descended upon Programming Servicesto
begin costing out the proposd for aproduction verson of Zorphwar. They are talking about a system
with one hundred terminas running on two Megao 861'sfor starters. Eventualy they may order adozen
861's. Everyone here in Headquartersis too excited about the prospect of selling that kind of hardware
to worry about why the program was written in thefirst place.

Mega o Network Message: August 26,1977

Source: W. S, Halson

Dedtination: P.T. Warrington

Subject: Zorphwar Contract

Park, Old Friend: | just want to bring you up to date on the Zorphwar contract The team of
programmers and technica writersisin place. The schedule for putting together a production packageis
abit tight, considering that the only documentation available from Hazel dorf was a picture of aZorph he
had sketched on the back of an envelope.

Speaking of Hazeldorf, | wasalittle disgppointed in his reaction to the project When | explained to
him what this contract would mean to the Megao Corporation and how | expected him to assume a
leadership rolein the production of thefina package, he smply shook hishead and said, "The Zorphs
aren't going to likethis" | hopethekid isn't going flaky onus.

Megalo Network Message: September 21, 1977

Source: P. T. Warrington

Dedtination: W. S. Halson

Subject: Zorphwar Contract

Bill, Old Buddy: | hate to bring this up, but J.L.. was down this morning to say that there have been
no reports on the progress of the Zorphwar project from you people. Please get the necessary input into
the computer as quickly as possible so we can gart tracking thisvital project. | hope that thisomission on
your part does not mean that schedules are dipping down there.

Zorph Commonwedth Network Message: Celestial Date 7654-55

Source: Central Computing Message Processing

Dedtination: P. T. Warrington Tribute Station 756

Subject: Admission to Commonwedth of Zorph

HisImperid Mgesty, Ruler of Zorphdom and the Grester Galaxy, The Middle Claw of Justicein the
Universe, Benefactor of al Sentient Beings, does hereby proclaim that your planet, Solus|liI, has been
admitted to the Commonweslth of Zorph asa StatusVV member. Asamember in this privileged class,
you will be expected to pay tribute in measure of your standing. The requisite payment for your
Corporation istwelve ingots of gold of 100-kilogram weight per week. These should be placed on the
roof of the Megao Corporation Headquarters for pickup by Zorph shuttle craft. Failure to comply with
thisorder will result in immediate pendties, including crimind trias of your leaders. Addressdll
subsequent messages to Message Centra for relay to the Zorph commandship assigned to your sector.

Mega o Network M essage:

September 22,1977 Source: P. T. Warrington Destination: W. S. Halson Subject: Attempts at
Humor Bill, thisis definitely not the time for jokes. Something has gone wrong with the Megalo Banking
Network, a program bug that appears to have taken roughly ten percent out of every account in the six
maor banks on the system. The funds have been transferred to some unknown account. Thisplaceis,
needlessto say, Panic City, with vice-presidents screaming for action all over the place.

Fortunately, | intercepted your little jest before anyone else saw it Now forget the fun and games and
get that dataiinto the computer pronto.



Zorph Commonwealth Network Message: Celestia Date 7654-57

Source: Central Computing Message Processing

Dedtination: P. T. Warrington

Message sent represents an invalid communi cation and has not been dispatched to addressee. Please
respond immediately to Central Processing with date and time of initid tribute ddivery.

Date: September 23,1977

From: P. T. Warrington

To: W. S Hason

Subject: Problemswith Communications Network | am sending this message by mail asthere seems
to be something wrong with the Megal o telephone system and the message network isal fouled up.
Enclosed are copies of thelast two messages recelved from your ingtalation. | shal assume that your
screwbd| friend Ha-zeldorf has gotten into the guts of the message-switching system and reprogrammed
it to produce these messages as a practical joke. If thisisthe case, correct the Situation immediately and
dismiss Hazeldorf. Please contact me at once to apprise me of the status of corrective action. | assume
that you are il in charge down there and that dl of thisis merely some kind of poor-taste humor.

Itisdl ajoke, isntit?

From Competition 14:
Science fiction "What's the question?' jokes.

A: Heanlen

Q: What'sthe shortest distance between two heinpoints?

A: Three Heartsand Three Lions

Q: In Sword & Sorcery Poker, what beats afull castle?

A: Hdlgrom'sHive

Q: What isHdlstrom dways scratching? (Smilarly from others)
A: FiersAnthony's"Orn."

Q: Say, Guv, what's the author of "Chthon™ *avein'is car that helovesto 'onk?
A: Simak, Pohl, Spinrad and Sturgeon

Q: Name three sci-fi authors and something that goes great on a
bage with onion.

—Steve Steinberg

A: When Harlie Was One

Q: When wasthis picture taken?

A: The Sandsof Mars

Q: What'sthisred, gritty stuff in my egg sdad sandwich?
A:Dune

Q: Whad's da pard of a song dad isn'd dawoids?

- 1. G. Sdtier

A: The Man Who Folded Himsdlf

Q: Whoisthat peeking out of amanilaenvelopein the dush pile? A: The Motein God's Eye

Q: What did it take nine million heavy-duty cranes and sixteen billion galons of Visneto remove?
A: Dune/Dhdgren/Froomb

Q: How did little June Dailene Fromm pronounce her name when she had the mumps?

—Brace Serges



A: The Demolished Man

Q: What isthe state of the Competition Editor after each contest?
A: Buy Jupiter!

Q: What did the man who sold the moon do next?

A: The Sheep Look Up

Q: What happens when theré's No Blade of Grass?

A: TheLathe of Heaven

Q: Where can you watch Asthe World Turns?

—ChrisLathiser

A: The Day the Sun Stood Still

Q: When did you get that awful sunburn?

A: Friends Comein Boxes

Q: How can you tell your friends from your enemies?

A: Postmarked the Stars

Q: Why hasthis|etter taken 1732 yearsto be ddivered?
A: Agang the Fdl of Night

Q: Why are you wearing that enormous hard hat?
—Mary H. Schaub

Ed Bryant's story about stim star Jain Show is a terrifically intense extrapolation of the
communion between performer and audience. It received a Nebula nomination from the Science
Fiction Writers of America for best short story of the year.

Stone
by EDWARD BRYANT

Up above the burning city, awoman wails the blues. How she cries out, how she moans. Flames fed
by tearsrake fingers acrossthe sky. It isan old, old song:

Fill melikethe mountains

Fll melikethesea

Writhing in the heat, she stands where there is no support.
Thefirelicks her body.

All of me

So finely drawn, and with the glitter of ice, the manipulating wires radiate outward. Taut bonds
between her body and the flickering darkness, al wires|lead to the intangible overshadowing figure
behind her. Without expression, Atropos gazes down at the woman.

Face contorting, she looksinto the hearts of amillion fires and cries out

All of me

—As Atropos raises theterrible, cold-shining blades of the Norn-shears and with only the barest
hesitation cuts the wires. Limbs spread-eagled to the compass points, the woman plunges into the flames.
Sheisingantly and utterly consumed. The face of Atropos remains shrouded in shadows.



the poster

apertron presents

IN CONCERT

JAIN SNOW

with

MOOG INDIGO
sxty-track stim by RobCal
June 23, 24 -One show nightly at 2100
Tickets $30, $26, $22.
Availablefromdl Alpertron
outlets or at the door.
ROCKY MOUNTAIN
CENTRAL ARENA -
DENVER

My nameis Robert Dennis Clary and | was born twenty-three years ago in Oil City, Pennsylvania,
whichisaso wherel wasraised. I've got adegreein dectrica engineering from MIT and some grad
credit at Ca Techin electronics. "Not suitable, Mr. Clary,” said the dean. ™Y ou lack the proper team
spirit. Frankly speaking, you are selfish. And acheat.”

My mother told me once she was sorry | wasn't handsome enough to get by without working. Listen,
Ma, I'm dl right. Theré's nothing wrong with working the concert circuit. I'm working damned hard now.
| was never genius enough that | could have got aredly good job with, say, Bell Futures or one of the big
gpace firms. But I've got one marketable talent—what the interviewer called apeculiarly coordinative
affinity for multiplex circuitry. He looked alittle stunned after | finished with the sim console. " Chrigt, kid,
you redly get into it, don't you?'

That'swhat got me thejob with Alpertron, Ltd., the big promotion and booking agency. I'm on the
concert tour and work their stim board, me and my console over there on the side of the stage. It isn't
that much different in principle from playing one of the instrumentsin the backup band, though it'sahell of
alot more complex than even Nagami's synthesizer. It dl sounds smple enough: my consoleisthe critical
link between performer and audience. Just one glorified feedback transceiver: pick up the empathic load
from Jain, pipeit into the audience, they react and add their own load, and | feed it al back to the Star.
And then around again as | use the sixty stim tracks, each with separate controls to balance and augment
and intensify. It can get pretty hairy, which iswhy not just anyone can do the job. It helpsthat | seem to
have anatural resistance to the sideband stopover radiation from the empathic transmissions. "Ever think
of teaching?"' said the school voc counsdor. "No," | said. "1 want the action.”

And that'swhy I'm on the concert circuit with Jain Snow; asfar as1'm concerned, the only real blues
snger and gim dar.

Jam Snow, my intermittent unrequited love. Her voiceis shagreen-rough; you hear it smooth until it
tears you to shreds.

She'solder than | am, four, maybe five years; but shelookslike she'sin her middle teens. Jain'stall,
with atumbleweed bush of red hair; her face isn't o much pretty asit isintense. I've never known
anyone who didn't want to make love to her. "When you're astar,” she said once, half drunk, "you're not
hung up about taking the last cookie on the plate.”

That includes me, and sometimes she's let me comeinto her bed. But not often. "You likeit?' she
sad. | answered deepily, "You'reredly good.”

"Not me," shesaid. "I mean being in agtar'sbed.” | told her she was abitch and she laughed. Not
often enough.



| know | don't dare forcetheissue; evenif | did, there would still be Stella

StdlaVanilla—I’ ve never learned exactly what her red last name is—is Jain's bodyguard. Other stun
dtars have whole platoons of karate-trained killersfor protection. Jain needsonly Stella. " Stella, pick me
up afifth? Yeah, Irish. Scotch if they don't.”

She's shorter than | am, tiny and dark with curly chestnut hair. She'saso proficient in any martia art |
canthink of. And if dl esefails, in her handbag she carries a.357 Colt Python with afour-inch barrd.
When | first saw that bastard, | didn't believe she could even lift it

But she can. | watched Stella outside Bradley Arenain LA when some overanxious bikers wanted to
get alittletoo closeto Jain. "Back off, cregps.” "So who'stellin' us?' She had to hold the Python with
both hands, but the muzzle didn't waver. Stellafired once; the dug tore the guts out of a parked
Harley-Wanke. The bikers backed off very quickly.

Stdlaenfolds Jain in her protection like araincape. It sometimes amuses Jam; | can seethat. Stella,
get Alpertron on the phone for me. Stella? Can you score a couple grams? Stella, check out the dudesin
the hdl. Stella— It never stops.

When | first met her, | thought that Stellawas the coldest person I'd ever encountered. And in Des
Moines| saw her crying aonein adarkened phone booth—Jain had awakened her and told her to take
awalk for a couple hours while she screwed some rube sheld picked up in the hotel bar. | tapped on the
glass, Stellaignored me.

Stella, do you want her asmuch as1?

So there we are—a nice symbolic obtuse triangle. And yet—Were dl just one happy show-biz
family.

vV

Thisis Alpertron, Ltd.'s, own chartered jet, flying at 37,000 feet above western Kansas. Stellaand
Jain are gtting acrossthe aide from me. It'salong Sight and therésbeen alull in the usudly boisterous
flight conversation. Jain flips through a current Neiman-Marcus cata ogue; exclusive mail-order listings
are her present passion,

| look up as she burstsinto raucous laughter. "I'll be goddamned. Will you look at this?' She points at
the open catalogue on her 1ap.

Hoallis, Moog Indigo's color operator, is seated behind her. She leans forward and cranes her neck
over Jain'sshoulder. "Which?'

"Thet,” shesays. "TheVTP."

"What'sVTP?' says Stdlla

Hollissays, "Video tape playback.”

"Hey, everybody!" Jain raises her voice, cutting stridently through everyone e se's conversations. "Get
this. For asmal fee, these folks|l put a video tape gadget in my tombstone. It's got everything— stereo
sound and color. All I'vegot to do isgo in before| die and cut the tape.”

"Terrific!" Hallissays. "Y ou could leave an dbum of greatest hits. Y ou know, for posterity. Free
concerts on the grass every Sunday."

"That'sredly sck," Stdllasays.

"Free, hell." Jain grins. "Anybody who wantsto catch the show can put adollar inthedot.”

Stella stares disgustedly out the window.

Hollissays, "Do you want one of those unitsfor your birthday?*

"Nope." Jain shakes her head. “I’m not going to need one."

"Never?'

"Well. . . not for along time." But | think her words sound unsure.

Then | only haf listen as | look out from the plane across the scattered cloud banks and the Rockies
looming to the west of us. Tomorrow night we play Denver. "It's about as close to home as I'm gonna
get" Jain had said in New Orleans when we found out Denver "was booked.

"A what?' Jain'svoiceis puzzled.



"A cenotaph,” saysHadllis.

"Shut up,” Stellasays. "Damniit.”

Werein the Central Arena, the architecturd pride of Denver Didlrict. Thisisthe largest gathering
placein dl of Rocky Mountain, that heterogeneous, anachronigtic strip-city dinging to the front ranges of
the continentd divide dl the way from Billings down to the southern suburb of El Paso.

The dome stretches up beyond the range of the house lights. If it wererigid, there could never bea
Rocky Mountain Central Arena. But it's made of aflexible plastic-variant and blowers funndl up heated
air to keep it buoyant We're on the inner skin of agiant balloon. When the arenasfull, the body heeat
from the audience keeps the dome doft, and the arena crew turns off the blowers.

| killed time earlier tonight reading the promo pamphlet on this place. Asthe designer says, the
combination of arenaand spectators turns the dome into one sustaining organism. At first | misread it as
"orgaam.”

| monitor crossflow conversations through plugs inserted hi both ears as set-up people check out the
lights, sound, color, and al the rest of the systems. Finaly some nameless tech comes on circuit to give
my stun console arun-through.

"Okay, Rab, I'm up in the booth above the east aide. Give me just atickle" My nippleswere
sensitized to her tongue, rough asacat's.

I'mwired to atest set fully as powerful asthe costume Jain'll wear later—just not asexatic. | didea
track control forward until it reaches the five-position on a scale cdibrated to one hundred.

"Five?' thetech says.

"Right"

"Reading's dead-on. Give me afew more tracks."

| comply. She kisses mewith lips and tongue, working down across my belly.

"A little higher, please.”

| push the tracks to fifteen.

"You'reredly hi amood, Rob."

"So what do you want meto think?' | say.

"Jesus," saysthetech- "Y ou ought to be performing. The crowd would loveit"

"They pay Jain. She'sthe star.” / tried to get on top; shewouldn't let me. A moment later it didn't
meatter.

"Did you just push the board to thirty?" The tech's voice sounds strange.

"No. Did you read that?'

"Negative, but for amoment it felt likeit" He pauses. "Y ou're not alowing your emotiond lifeto getin
theway of your work, are you?"'

"Screw off," | answer. "None of your business.”

"No threats," saysthetech. "Just asuggestion.”

"Stickit"

"Okay, okay. She'salovey girl, Rob. And like you say, she'sthe sar.”

"l know,"

"Fine. Feed me another five tracks, Rob; broad spectrum thistime.”

| do s0 and the tech is satisfied with the results. "That ought to do it,” he says. "I'll get back to you
later." He breaks off the circuit. All checks are done; there's nothing now on the circuits but a
background scratch like insects climbing over old newspapers. Shewill not allow me to be exhausted for
long.

Noigly, the crowd isstarting to file into the arena

| wait for the concert.

Vi

Theré's never before been a stim star the magnitude of Jain Snow. Y et somehow the concert tonight
fals. Somewhere the chemistry goes wrong. The faces out there are as dways—yet somehow they are



not involved. They care, but not enough.

| don't think the fault'sin Jain. | detect no significant difference from other conceits. Her skin till
tantaizes the audience as nakedly, only occasionaly obscured by the cloudy meta mesh that transforms
her entire body into a single antenna. I've been there when she's performed ahell of alot better, maybe,
but I've adso seen her perform worse and still come off the stage happy.

Itisn't Moog Indigo; they're laying down the sound and light patterns behind Jain as expertly as
adways.

Maybeit'sme, but | don't think I'm handling the stim console badly. If | were, the namelesstech
would be on my ass over the com circuit

Jain goesinto her find number. It does not work. The audience is enthusiastic and they want an
encore, but that'sjust it: they, shouldn't want one. They shouldn't need one.

She comes off the stage crying. | touch her arm as she walks past my console. Jam stops and rubs
her eyesand asks meif I'll go back to the hotel with her.

Vil

It seemstikethefirst timel wasin Jam Snow's bed. Jain keeps the room dark and says nothing as
we go through the positions. Her breathing grows alittle ragged; that isdl. And yet sheismore
demanding of methan ever before.

When it's done, she holds me close and very tightly. Her rate of breathing dows and becomes
regular. | wonder if sheisadeep.

"Hey," | say.

"What?' Shedurstheword deepily.

“I"m sorry about tonight”

". . .Not your fault"

"l love you very much,”

Sherallsto face me. "Huh?"

"l loveyou."

"No, babe. Don't say that"

"It'strue” | say.

"Won't work."

"Doesn't matter,” | say.

"It can't work."

| know | don't have any right to fed this, but I'm pissed, and so | move away in the bed. "'l don't
care." Thefirg time: " Such a goddamned adolescent, Rob."

After awhile, she says, "Robbie, I'm cold,” and so | move bade to her and hold her and say nothing.
| realize, rubbing againgt her hip, that Pm again hard; she doesn't object as| pour back into her dl the
frustration she unloaded in me earlier.

Neither of us deeps much the rest of the night. Sometime before dawn | doze briefly and awaken
from anightmare. | am disoriented and can't remember the entirety of the dream, but | do remember hard
wires and soft flows of electrons. My eyes suddenly focus and | see her face inches away from mine.
Somehow she knowswhat | am thinking. "Whoseturnisit?' she says. The antenna.

VIl

At least athousand hired kids are there setting up chairsin the arenathis morning, but it's sill hard to
fed I'm not dlone. The domeisthat big. VVoices get lost here. Even thoughts echo.

“It'sgonnabe ahdll of aconcert tonight | know it" Jain had said mat and smiled at me when she
came through here about ten. Sheld swept down the center aidein aflurry of feathers and shimmering
red strips, leaving dl the civilians stunned and quivering.

God only knowswhy shewas up thisearly; over the last eight



months, I've never seen her get op before noon on a concert day. That kind of deep-in routine would
kill me. I was out of bed by eight thismorning, partly because I've got to get this console modified by
showtime, and partly because | didn't fed like being in the star's bed when she woke up.

"The gatesgoing to bealot bigger than last night,” Jain had said. "Can you handleit?"

"Sure. Canyou?"'

Jain had flashed me another brilliant smile and left And S0 | St here subgtituting circuit chips.

A couplekids climb on stage and pull breskfasts out of their backpacks. "Y ou ever read this?' says
one, pulling atattered paperback from his hip pocket His friend shakes her head. "Y ou?' Heturnsthe
book in my direction; | recognize the cover.

It was two, maybe three months ago in Memphis, in astudio just before rehearsal. Jain had been
gtting and reading. She reads quite alot, though the promotional people downplay it—Alpertron, Ltd,
likesto suck the country-girl imagefor al it'sworth.

"What'sthat?' Stellasays.

"A book." Jain holds up the book so she can see.

"I know that" Stellareadsthetitle: Receptacle. "Ian't that the-"

"Yeah," says Jan.

Everybody knows about Receptacle—fat best sdller of the year. It'sall fact, about the guy who went
to Prague to have adozen artificial vaginasimplanted dl over hisbody. Nerve grafts, neura rerouting, the
works. I'd seen him interviewed on some talk show where held worn ajumpsuit zipped to the neck.

"It'sgrotesque,” Stellasays.

Jain takes back the book and shrugs.

"Would yon try something like this?*

"Maybe I'mway beyond it" A receptacle works only one-way.

Stellagoes white and bites off whatever it is she was about to say.

"Oh, baby, I'm sorry." Jam smiles and looks fourteen again. Then *he stands and gives Stellaa quick
hug. She glances over a me and winks, and my face startsto flush. One-way.

Now, months later, | remember it and my skin again goeswarm. "Get oat of here," | say to the lads.
"I'm trying to concentrate.” They look irritated, but they leave.

I”’m done with the circuit chips. Now the easy staff. | wryly note the male and femae plugs Fm
connecting. Jain. . .

The com circuit buzzes peremptorily and Jain's voice says, "Robbie? Can you meet me outsde?!

| hegitate, then say, "Sure, I'm dmost done with the board.”

“I’ve got acar; we're going away.”

"What?"

"Judt for the afternoon.”

"Ligen, Jan—"

She says, "Hurry," and cuts off.

It'sgonnabe ahell of aconcert.

IX

Tonight's crowd strains even the capacity of the Rocky Mountain Central Arena. The gate people
say there are more than nine hundred thousand people packed into the smoky recesses of the dome. It's
not just hard to believe; it's scary. But computer ticket-totes don't lie.

| look out at the crowd and it'slike Staring at the Pacific after dark; the gray waves march out to the
horizon until you can't tell one from the other. Here on the stage, the crowd-mutter even sounds like the
seq, exactly asthough | was on the beach trying to hear in an eighteen-foot surf. It al washes around me
and I'm grateful for the twin earpieces, reassured to hear the usua check-down lists on thein-house com
areuit

| notice that the blowers have cut off. It's earlier than usud, but obvioudy there's enough body hest to
keep the dome buoyed aoft | imagine the Centra Arenadrifting away like that floating city they want to



make out of Venice, Cdifornia. Thereis something appeding about the thought of this dome floating
away like dandelion fluff. But now the massve air-conditioning units hum on and the fantasy dies.

The house lights momentarily dim and the crowd noise raisesafew decibels. | redize| can't see
features or faces or even separate bodies. There are Smply too many people to comprehend. The crowd
has fused into one huge tectonic dab of flesh.

"Rob, are you ready?' Thetech's soft voicein my earpiece.

"Reedly."

"It'sabig gate tonight Can you do it?"

Sixty overlay tracks and one com board between Jain and maybe acool million horny, swesating
Spectators?"Sure," | say. "Easy.” But momentarily I'm not sure and | redlize how tightly I'm gripping the
ends of the console. | conscioudy will my fingersto loosen.

"Okay," thetech says. "But if anything goeswrong, cut it Right? Damp it completely.”

"Gotit"

"Fine" he says. "About aminute, sand by. Ms, Snow wantsto say hello.”

"Hello, Robbie?"

"Yeah," | say. "Good luck."

Interference crackles and what she saysistoo soft to hear.

| tell her, "Repedt, please.”

"Stone don't break. At least not easy.” She cuts off the circuit

I've got ten secondsto stare out at that vast crowd. Where, | wonder, did the arenalogistics people
scrape up amost amillion in/out headbands? | know I'm halucinating, but for just amoment | seethe
scarlet webwork of broadcast power reaching out from my console to those million skulls. | don't know
why; | find mysdlf reaching for the shield that coversthe emergency tota cutoff. | op my hand.

Thehouselightsgo dl theway down; the only illumination comes from athousand exit sgnsand the
equipment lights. Then Moog Indigo troops onstage as the crowd beginsto scream in anticipation. The
group findstheir ingrumentsin the familiar darkness. The crowd isdready going crazy.

Hollis strokes her color board and shoots concentric spheres of hard primaries expanding through the
arena; Red, ydlow, blue. Start with the basics. Red.

Nagami's synthesizer spews avolcanic flow of notes like homing magma

And then Jain isthere. Center stage.

"Damnit," saysthetechinmy ear. "Level'stoo low. Bring it upin back." | must have been dreaming.
| am performing stupidly, like an amateur. Gently | bring up two stim balance dides.

"—oveyou. Every sngle one of you.”

The crowd roars back. Thefilling begins. | cut in four more low-leve tracks.

"—ready. How about you?"

They'reready. | cut in another dozen tracks, then mute two. Things are building just alittle too fast.
The fine mesh around Jain's body seemsto glitter with more than reflected light Her skin dready gleams
with moisture.

"-get gtarted easy. And then thingsll get hard. Y eah?’

"YEAHR!" from thousands of throats Smultaneoudly.

| see her stagger dightly. I don't think | am feeding her too much too fast, but mute another pair of
tracks anyway. Moog Indigo takestheir cue and beginsto play. Hallis gives the dome the smoky pallor
of dow-burning leaves. Then Jain Snow sings.

And [ fill her with them. And give her back to them.

X
gpace and time measured in my heart

In the afternoon:
Jain gesturesin an expangvecircle. "Thisiswhere| grew up.”



The mountainsawe me. "Right here?’

She shakes her head. "It was alot like this. My paran sheep. Maybe a hundred miles north.”

"But in the mountains?'

"Yeah. Redlly isolated. My paconvinced himsalf he was one of the origina settlers. He was actudly a
laid-off aerogpace engineer out of Seettle.”

Thewind flays usfor amoment; Jain's hair whips and she shakesit back from her eyes. | pull her into
the shelter of my arms, wrapping my coat around us both. Do you want to go back down to the car?"

"Hédll, no," shesays. "A mountain zephyr can't scare me off."

I'm not used to this much open space; it scares me alittle, though I'm not going to admit that to Jain.
We're above timberline, and the mountainsde istoo stark for my taste. | suddenly miss the rounded,
wooded hills of Pennsylvania Jain surveysthe rocky fields rubbed raw by wind and snow, and | havea
quick feding she's scared too. " Something wrong?'

"Nope. Just remembering.”

"What'sit like on aranch?'

"Okay, if you don't like people," she says dowly, obvioudy recaling details. "My padidnt”

"No neighbors?'

"Not aonein twenty miles.”

"Brothers?' | say. "Sigters?’

She shakes her head. "Just my pa." | guess| look curious because she looks away and adds, "My
mother died of tetanusright after | was born. It was afreak thing."

| try to change the subject. "Y our father didn't come down to the first concert, did he? s he coming
tonight?'

"Noway," she says. "He didn't and hewon't. He doesn't likewhat | do." | can't think of anything to
say now. After awhile Jain rescuesme, "It isn't your hasde, and it isn't mine anymore.”

Something perverse doesn't let me drop it now. " So you grew up done.”

"You noticed,” she says softly. "Y ou've got ahdl of away with understatement.”

| persst. "Then | don't understand why you still come up here. Y ou must hate this."

"Ever see aclaustrophobe ddliberately walk into a closet and shut the door? If | don't fight it this
way—" Her fingersdig into my arms. Her faceisfierce. "This has got to be better than what | do on
dage." She swingsaway from me. "Shit!" shesays. "Damn it dl to hell.” She sandsimmovable, saring
down the mountain for several minutes. When she turns back toward me, her eyes are softer and there's
afey tonein her voice. "If | die—" Shelaughs. "When | die. | want my ashes here.”

"Ashes?' | say, unsure how to respond. Humor her. "Sure.”

"You." Shepointsat me. "Here." Sheindicatesthe rock face. The words are smple commands given
toachild.

"Me" | manage aweak smile.

Her laugh is easy and unstrained now. "Kid games. Did you do the usua things when you were akid,
babe?'

"Mogt of them." | hardly ever won, but then | liked to play games with outrageous risks.

"Hammer, rock and scissors?'

"Sure, when | wasredly young." | repeat by long-remembered rote: "Rock breaks scissors, scissors
Cut paper, paper coversrock.”

"Okay," shesays. "Let'splay.” | must look doubtful. "Rob,” she Bayswarningly.

"Okay." | hold out my right hand.

Jam says, "One, two, three." On "three," we each bring up our right hand. Hersisa clenched fist:
stone. My firgt two fingers form the snipping blades of apair of scissors. "l win!™ she crows, delighted.

"What do youwin?'

"You. Just for alittlewhile." She pulls my hands close and lays them on her body.

"Right here on the mountain?' | say.

“I’'mfrom pioneer stock. But you—" She shrugs. "Too ddlicate?’

| laugh and pull her close.



"Just-" She hesitates. "Not like the other times? Don't take this serioudy, okay?*

In my want | forget the other occasions. "Okay."

Each of us addsto the other's pleasure, and it's better than the other times. But even when she
comes, she stares through me, and | wonder whose face she's seeing—no, not even that: how many
faces she's seeing. Babe, no man can fill melike they do.

And then | come also and—briefly—it doesn't matter.

My long coat iswrapped around the two of us, and we watch each other inches apart. " So much
passion, Raob. ... It seemsto build."

| remember the stricture and say, "Y ou know why."

"You redly like me so much?' Thelittle-girl persona

"I redly do."

"What would you do for me, if | asked you?"
"Anything."

"Would you kill for me?'

| sy, "Sure”

"Redly?'

"Of course. | smile. | know how to play.
"Thisisno game."

My face must betray my confusion. | don't know how | should reect.

Her expression mercuridly atersto sadness. ™Y ou're scissors, Robbie. All shiny cold metal. How
can you ever hopeto cut stone?”

Would | want to?

XI

Things get worse.

Isit smply that I'm screwing up on my own hook, or isit because were exploring aplace no
performance has ever been?| don't have timeto worry about it; | play the console like it wasthe
keyboard on Nagami's synthesizer.

Tekeit

When you can get it

Where you can get it

Jain sways and the crowd sways; she thrusts and the crowd thrusts. It isone gigantic act. Itisas
though atemblor shakesthe Front Range.

Insect cluttering in my earpiece: "What the hell's going on, Rob? Tm monitoring the stim feed. You're
oscillating from bell to fade-out.”

“I'mtrying to badance." | juggle dides. "Any better?'

"Atleast it'snoworse," saysthe tech. He pauses. "Can you manage the payoff?"

The payoff. The precision-engineered and carefully timed updope leading to climax. The Big
Number. I've kept the stim tracks plateaued for the past three sets. "Coining,” | say. "It'scoming. There's
time"

"You'rein bad trouble with New Y ork if thereisn't,” saysthetech. "l want to register ajag. Now."

"Okay," | say.

Love me Eat meAll of me

"Better," thetech says. "But keep it rising. I'm il only registering asixty per cent.”

Sure, bastard. It isn't your brain burning with the output of these million strangers. My violence
surprisesme. But | push the stim up to seventy. Then Nagami goesinto asynthesizer riff, and Jam sags
back against avertica rank of amps.

"Robhie?" It comesinto my left ear, on the in-house com circuit reserved for performer and me
aone.

"I'mhere, Jan."



"Y ou're not trying, babe,”

| stare across the stage and she'slooking back at me. Her eyesflash emerad in the wave from Hollis
color generator. She sub-vocalizes so her lips don't move.

"l meanit.”"

Thisisnew territory,” | answer. "We never had amillion before. | know she thinksit's an excuse.

"Thisisit, babe" she says. "It'stonight. Will you help me?’

I’ ve known the question would come, though | hadn't known who'd articulate it—her or me. My
hesitation stretches much longer in my head than it doesin redltime. So much passion, Rob. . . . It seems
to build. Would you kill for me?"Yes" | say.

"Then| loveyou," and bresks off asthe riff ends and she struts back out into the light. | reluctantly
touch the console and push the stim to seventy-five. Fifty tracksarein. Jain, will you love meif | don't?

A bitter look

Eighty. | engage five more tracks. Five to go. The crowd's getting damn near dl of her. And, of
course, the opposite'strue.

A flattering word

Sincel first heard her in Washington, I've loved this song the best. | push more keys. Eighty-two.
Eighty-five. | know the tech's happily watching the meters.

A kiss

The last tracks cut in. Okay, you're getting everything from the decaying food in her gut to her
deepest buried childhood fears of an empty echoing house.

Ninety.

A sword

And the song ends, one last diminishing chord, but her body continues to move. For her thereis il
musiC.

Onthe com circuit thetech yells: "Idiot! I'm aready reading ninety. Ninety, damnit. Theres ill one
number to go."

"Yeah," | say. "Sorry. Just . . . trying to make up for previouslag-time."

He continuesto shout and | don't answer. On the stage Nagami and Hollislook at each other and at
the rest of the group, and then Moog Indigo didesinto the last number with scarcely apause. Jain turns
toward my side of the stage and gives me a soft smile. And then it's back to the audience and into the
song she always tops her concerts with, the number that really made her.

Fill me likethe mountains

Ninety-five. Therésonly alittletrave Ieft in the console dides.

Thetech'svoiceisaghast. "Are you out of your mind, Rob? I've got a ninety-five here—damned
needle's about to peg. Back off to ninety.”

"Say again?' | say. "Interference. Repedt, please.”

"l said back off! We don't want her higher than ninety."

Fill melikethe sea

Jain soarsto the climax. | shovethe didesdl the way forward The crowd ison itsfeet; | have never
been so frightened in my life.

"Rob! | swear to God you're canned, you—"

Somehow Stella's on the com line too: ™Y ou son of abitch! Y ou hurt her-"

Jain flings her amswide. Her back impaossibly arches.

All of me

One hundred.

| cannot rationalize eectronically what happens. | cannot imagine the affection and hate and lust and
fear cascading into her and pouring back out. But | see the antenna mesh around her naked body glowing
suddenly whiter until it flaresin an actinic flash and | shut my eyes.

When | open them again, Jain is ablackened husk tottering toward the front of the stage. Her body
falsover the edgeinto the first rows of spectators.

The crowd il thinksthisis part of the set, and they loveit.



XII

No good-bys. | know I'm canned. When | go into the Denver Alpertron office in another day and a
half to pick up my fina check, some subordinate I've never seen before gives me the envel ope.

"Thanks," | say. He sares at me and says nothing.

| turn to leave and meet Stellain the hall. The top of her head comes only to my shoulders, and so
she hastottilt her face up to glare a me. She says, "Y ou're not going to be working for any promoter in
the business. New Y ork says so."

"Fing" | say. | walk past her.

Before | reach the door, she sopsme by saying, "Theinitia reportisin aready.”

| turn. "And?"

"The verdict will probably end up accidenta death. Everybody's bonded. Jain wasinsured for
millions. Everything will turn out al right for everyone. She stares e mefor severa seconds. " Except
Jain. You bagtard.”

We have our congruencies.

The package comes later, dong with a siff legal |etter from afirm of attorneys. The substance of the
message isthis: "Jain Snow wished you to have possession of this. Sheinformed you prior to her demise
of her desires; please carry them out accordingly.” The packet contains achrome cylinder with ascrew
cap. The cylinder contains ashes, ashes and afew bone fragments. | check. Jain's ashes, unclaimed by
father, friends, or employer.

| drive west, away from the soiled towers of the strip-city. | drive beyond the colstrip pitsand into
the mountains until the paved highway becomes narrow asphdt and then rutted earth and then only a
trace, and the car can go no further. With the metal cylinder in one hand | flee on foot until I no longer
hear sounds of city or human beings.

At last thetreesend and | climb over bare mountain grades. | rest briefly whenthe painin my lungsis
too sharp to ignore. At last | reach the summiit.

| scatter Jain's ashes on the wind.

Then | hurl the empty cylinder down toward the timberling; it rollsand cdlattersand findly isonly a
distant glitter on thetalusdope.

"Jain!" | scream at the sky until my voice is gone and vertigo destroys my balance. The echoesdie. A
sJandied.

| lie down unpeacefully—exhausted—and deep, and my dreams are of weathered stone. And |
awake empty.

From Compsetition 15:
Examples of sf titles that have been retrand ated back into English after
gppearing in a French history of SF.

I Am Crying, Said the Policeman, PHILIPK. DICK

HeHasaHolein His Head and His Teeth Glow in the Dark, ROGER ZELAZNY
Nocturna and Diurna Animas, ROGER ZELAZNY

R Isfor Spaceship, RAY BRADBURY

The Tin Men Go to Sleep, ISAAC ASIMOV

All AnimasAre Vegetables, CLIFFORD SIMAK

—Cambridge University Science Fiction Society

A Box of Scruples, JAMESBLISH
Dendrites, LESTER DEL REY



Get Out of My Way! Get Out of My Way!, HARRY HARRISON
A For Whatever, DAMON KNIGHT

Humaner, THEODORE STURGEON

A Serious Undertaking, HAL CLEMENT

-Chris Riesbeck

Towards Herels Coming An Evil Thing, RAY BRADBURY

Rascd Moon, ALOISBUDRYS

To Your Broadcast Bodies, Get Y oursdlves, PHILIP JOSE FARMER
Tdesof A Moribund Bird, HARLAN ELLISON

Farther Than Apollo, BARRY MALZBERG

-Michad Bishop

Sturgeon Lives Comfortably, THEODORE STURGEON
Mr. Robot, That'sMe, ISAAC ASIMOV

GutS, LESTER DEL REY

We Sold Space, POHL & KORKBLUTH

Shove Over! Shove Over!, HARRY HARRISON

Don't Ask, Dragoon, GORDON DICKSON

A Bit Unclear, H, BEAM PIPER

Not That One, TOM TRYON

—Darnel P. Dern

—John Bittingdey

Hereisyet another treat from the master of the contemporary chiller. And speaking of chills,
Robert Bloch's latest book is a collection of scary stories published by Doubleday and titled Cold
Chills.

Nina
by ROBERT BLOCK

After thelove-making Nolan needed another drink.

Hefumbled for the bottle beside the bed, gripping it with asweaty hand. His entire body was wet
and clammy, and hisfingers shook asthey unscrewed the cap. For amoment Nolan wondered if hewas
coming down with another bout of fever. Then, asthe harsh hest of the rum scalded his scomach, he
redized the truth.

Ninahad donethisto him,

Nolan turned and glanced at the girl who lay beside him. She stared up through the shadows with
ditted eyes unblinking above high cheekbones, her thin brown body relaxed and immobile. Hard to
believe that only moments ago this same body had been awrithing, wriggling coil of insatiable gppetite,
gripping and enfolding him until he was drained and spent.

He held the bottle out to her. "Have adrink?"

She shook her head, eyes hooded and expressionless, and then Nolan remembered that she didn't
speak English. Heraised the bottle and drank again, cursing himself for his mistake.

It had been amistake, he redlized that now, but Darlene would never understand. Sitting there safe
and snug in the gpartment in Trenton, she couldn't begin to know what he'd gone through for her
sake—hersand little Robbi€'s. Robert Emmett Nolan 11, nine weeks old now, his son, whom held never
seen. That'swhy held taken the job, signed on with the company for ayear. The money was good,
enough to keep Darlene in comfort and tide them over after he got back. She couldn't have come with



him, not while she was carrying the kid, so he came done, figuring no swest.

No sweat. That was alaugh. All hed done since he got here was swest. Patrolling the plantation at
sunup, loading cargo al day for the boats that went downriver, squinting over paperwork while night
closed down on the bunga ow to imprison him behind awall of jungle darkness. And at night the noises
came—the hum of insect hordes, the bellow of caimans, the snorting snuffle of peccary, the ceasdess
chatter of monkeys intermingled with the screeching of amilling mindlessbirds,

So held started to drink. First the good bourbon from the company's stock, then the halfway-decent
trade gin, and now the cheap rum.

AsNolan set the empty bottle down he heard the noise he'd come to dread worst of al—the endless
echo of drumsfrom the huts huddled beside the riverbank below. Miserable wretcheswere at it again.
No wonder he had to drive them daily to fulfill the company's quota. The wonder was that they did
anything a al after spoending every night wailing to those damned drums.

Of courseit was Moiseswho did the actua driving; Nolan couldn't even chew them out properly
because they were too damned dumb to understand plain English.

Like Nina, here.

Again Nolan looked down at the girl who lay curled beside him on the bed, slent and sated. She
wasn't sweating; her skin was curioudy cool to thetouch, and in her eyeswasamydery.

It wasthe mystery that Nolan had sensed thefirst time he saw her staring at him acrossthe village
compound three days ago. At first he thought she was one of the company people—somebody's wife,
daughter, Sster. That afternoon, when he returned to the bunga ow, he caught her staring at him again at
the edge of the clearing. So he asked Moises who she was, and Moises didn't know. Apparently sheld
just arrived aday or two before, paddling a crude catamaran downriver from somewhere out of the
denser jungle stretching athousand miles beyond. She had no English, and according to Moises, she
didn't speak Spanish or Portuguese either. Not that she/d made any attempts to communicate; she kept
to hersdlf, degping in the catamaran moored beside the bank across the river and not even venturing into
the company store by day to purchase food.

"India" Moises sad, pronouncing the word with al the contempt of oneinwhoseveinsran aten
per-cent admixture of the proud blood of the conquistadores, "Who are we to know the way of
savages?' He shrugged.

Nolan had shrugged, too, and dismissed her from hismind. But that night as helay on hisbed,
listening to the pounding of the drums, he thought of her again and fdt adtirringin hisloins.

She came to him then, dmost as though the stirring had been a silent summons, came like abrown
shadow gliding out of the night Soundlessy she entered, and swiftly she shed her sSingle garment as she
moved across the room to stand staring down at him on the bed. Then, as she sank upon his nakedness
and encircled histhighs, the tirring in hisloins became athrobbing and the pounding in his head drowned
out the drums.

In the morning she was gone, but on the following night she returned. It was then that held called her
Nina—it wasn't her name, but he felt aneed to somehow identify this wide-mouthed, pink-tongued
stranger who daked hersdlf upon him, daked his own urgency again and again as her hissing breath
rasped in hisears.

Once more she vanished while he dept, and he hadn't seen her al day. But at times held been
conscious of her secret stare, a coldnessfaling upon him like an unglimpsed shadow, and he/d known
that tonight shed come again.

Now, asthe drums sounded in the distance, Ninadept Unmindful of the din, heedless of his
presence, her eyes hooded and shelay somnolent in anima repletion.

Nolan shuddered. That's what she was, an animal. In repose, the lithe brown body was grotesquely
elongated, the wide mouth accentuating the ugliness of her face. How could he have coupled with this
cresture? Nolan grimaced in slf-disgust as he turned away.

Wéll, no matter—it was ended now, over once and for all. Today the message had arrived from
Belem: Darlene and Robbie were on the ship, ready for the flight to Manaos. Tomorrow morning hed
start downriver to meet them, escort them here. He'd had his qualms about their coming; they'd haveto



face three months hi this hellhole before the year was up, but Darlene had insisted.

And shewasright Nolan knew it now. At least they'd be together and that would help see him
through. He wouldn't need the bottle any more, and he wouldn't need Nina

Nolan lay back and waited for deegp to come, shutting out the sound of the drums, the sight of the
shadowy shape beside him. Only afew hours until morning, he told himself. And in the morning, the
nightmare would be over.

Thetrip to Manaos was an ordedl, but it ended in Darlene's arms. She was blonder and more
beautiful than hed remembered, more loving and tender than held ever known her to be, and in the union
that wastheir reunion Nolan found fulfillment Of course there was none of the avid hunger of Nina's
coiling caresses, none of the mindless thrashing to find frenzy. But it didn't matter; the two of them were
together at last. The two of them, and Robbie.

Robbiewas areveldtion.

Nolan hadn't anticipated the intensity of his own reaction. But now, after the long trip back in the
wheezing launch, he stood beside the crib in the spare bedroom and gazed down at his sonwith an
overwheming surge of pride.

"lsn't he adorable?’ Darlene said. "Helooksjust like you."

"You're prejudiced” Nolan grinned, but he was flattered. And when the tiny pink starshell of ahand
reached forth to meet hisfingers, hetingled at the touch.

Then Darlene gasped.

Nolan glanced up quickly. "What's the matter?' he said.

"Nothing." Darlene was staring past him. "I thought | saw someone outside the window."

Nolan followed her gaze. "No one out there." He moved to the window, peered &t the clearing
beyond. "Not asoul.”

Darlene passed a hand before her eyes. "'l guess|’m just overtired,” she said. "Thelong trip-"

Nolan put hisarm around her. "Why don't you go lie down? MamaDolores can look after Robbie.”

Darlene hesitated. " Are you sure she knows what to do?"

"Look who'staking!" Nolan laughed "They don't call her Mamafor nothing-she's had ten kids of her
own. She'sin the kitchen right now, fixing Robbiesformula. I'll go get her.”

So Darlene went down the hall to their bedroom for a siesta, and Mama Dolores took over Robbie's
schedule while Nolan made hisdaily roundsin thefields.

The heat was stifling, worse than anything he could remember. Even Moises was gasping for air ashe
gunned the jeep over the rutted roadway, peering into the shimmering haze.

Nolan wiped hisforehead. Maybe held been too hasty, bringing Darlene and the baby here. But a
man was entitled to see hisown son, and in afew months they'd be out of this miserable sweatbox
forever. No sense getting uptight; everything was going to be al right.

But at dusk, when he returned to the bungal ow, Mama Dol ores greeted him at the door with a
troubled face.

"What isit?' Nolan sad. " Something wrong with Robbie?"

Mamashook her head. "He degpslike an angd,” she murmured "But the senora:"

Intheir room, Darlenelay shivering on the bed, eyes closed. Her head moved ceasdlesdy on the
pillows even when Nolan pressed his pam againgt her brow.

"Fever." Nolan gestured to Mama Dol ores, and the old woman held Darlene still while he forced the
thermometer between her lips.

The red column inched upwards. "' One hundred and four.” Nolan straightened quickly. "Go fetch
Moises. Tell him | want the launch ready, pronto. Well have to get her to the doctor at Manaos.”

Darlene's eyesfluttered open; she'd heard.

"No, you can't! The baby—"

"Do not trouble yoursalf. | will look after thelittle one.” Mamals voice was soothing. "Now you must
res”

"No, please-"

Darlengsvoicetraled off into an incoherent babbling, and she sank back. Nolan kept hishand on



her forehead; the heat waslike an oven. "Now just relax, darling. It'sal right. I'm going with you.”

And hedid.

If thefirgt trip had been an orded, this one was an agony: afrantic thrust through the sultry night on
the steaming river, Moises swesting over the throttle as Nolan held Darlene's shuddering shoulders
againg the straw mattressin the stern of the vibrating launch. They made Manaos by dawn and roused
Dr. Robaesfrom dumber at his house near the plaza.

Then came the examination, the removal to the hospital, the tests and the verdict A smple matter,
Dr. Rebates said, and no need for alarm. With proper treatment and rest she would recover. A week
herein the hospitd—

"A week?' Nolan'svoicerose. "I've got to get back for theloading. | can't stay here that long!"

"Thereisno need for you to stay, senor. She shdl have my persona attention, | assure you.”

It was small comfort, but Nolan had no choice. And he was too tired to protest, too tired to worry.
Once aboard the launch and heading back, he stretched out on the straw mattressin adeep that waslike
deeth itsdlf.

Nolan awakened to the sound of drums. He jerked upright with a startled cry, then realized that night
had come and they were once again at anchor beside the dock. Moises grinned at him in weary triumph.
"Almost we do not makeit," he said. "The motor is bad. No matter, it isgood to be home again.”

Nolan nodded, flexing his cramped limbs. He stepped out onto the dock, then hurried up the path
across the clearing. The darkness boomed.

Home? This corner of hell, where the drums dinned and the shadows leaped and capered before
flickering fires?

All but one, that is. For as Nolan moved forward, another shadow glided out from the deeper
darkness beside the bungal ow.

It was Nina

Nolan blinked as he recognized her standing there and staring up at him. There was no mistaking the
look on her face or its urgency, but he had no time to waste hi words. Brushing past her, he hastened to
the doorway and she mdlted back into the night.

Mama Dolores was waiting for nun inside, nodding her greeting,.

"Robbie-ishedl right?'

"Si, senor. | take good care. Par favor, | deepin hisroom.”

"Good." Nolan turned and started for the hall, then hesitated as Mama Dolores frowned. "What is
it?" hesad.

The old woman hesitated. ™Y ou will not be offended if | speak?’

"Of course not"

Mamals voice sank to amurmur. "It concerns the one outside.”

"Ning?'

"That isnot her name, but no matter." Mamashook her head.

“For two days she has waited there. | see you with her now when you return. And | see you with her
before—"

"That's none of your business” Nolan reddened. "Besides, it'sdl over now."

"Does she believe that?' Mamas gaze was grave. "'Y ou must tell her to go.”

"I'vetried. But the girl comes from the mountains; she doesn't spegk English-"

"l know." Mamanodded. "Sheis one of the snake-people.”

Nolan stared at her. "They worship snakes up there?!

"No, not worship."

Then what do you mean?”

These people—they are snakes."

Nolan scowled. "What isthis?'

Thetruth, senor. Thisone you cal Nina—this girl—isnot agirl. Sheis of the ancient race from the
high peaks, where the great serpents dwell. Y our workers here, even Moises, know only the jungle, but |
come from the gresat valey beneath the mountains, and asachild | learned to fear those who lurk above.



We do not go there, but sometimes the snake-people come to us. In the spring when they awaken, they
shed their skins, and for atime they are fresh and clean before the scales grow again. It isthen that they
come, to mate with men.”

She went on like that, whigpering about creatures half-serpent and half-human, with bodies cold to
the touch, limbs that could writhe in boneless contortion to squeeze the breath from aman and crush him
likethe coils of agiant condtrictor. She spoke of forked tongues, of voices hissing forth from mouths
yawning incredibly wide on movable jawbones. And she might have gone on, but Nolan stopped her
now; his head was throbbing with weariness.

"That'senough,” he said. "1 thank you for your concern.”

"But you do not believe me."

"| didn't say that" Tired as he was, Nolan still remembered the basic rule—never contradict these
people or make fun of their superdtitions. And be couldn't afford to dienate Mamanow. "I shal take
precautions,” hetold her, gravely. "Right now I've got to rest And | want to see Robbie.”

Mama Dolores put her hand to her mouth. "I forget—the little one, heis aone—"

She turned and padded hastily down the hallway, Nolan behind her. Together they entered the
nursery.

"Ah!" Mamaexhaed asigh of rdlief. "The pobrecito stegps.”

Robbielay in hiscrib, a shaft of moonlight from the window bathing histiny face. From hisrosebud
mouth issued a gentle snore.

Nolan smiled at the sound, then nodded at Mama. “I’m going to turn in now. Y ou take good care of
him"

"I will not leave." Mamasettled hersdlf in arocker beside the crib. As Nolan turned to go, she cdled
after him softly. "Remember what | have told you, senor. If she comes again—"

Nolan moved down the hall to his bedroom at the far end. He hadn't trusted himsalf to answer her.
After dl, she meant well; it was just that he was too damned tired to put up with any more nonsense from
the old woman.

In his bedroom something rustled.

Nolan flinched, then halted as the shadow-shape glided forth from the darkened corner beside the
open window.

Nina stood before him and she was stark naked. Stark naked, her arms opening in invitation.

Heretreated astep. "No," he said.

She cameforward, smiling.

"Go away—qget out of here."

He gestured her back. Ninas smile faded and she made a sound in her throat, alittle gasp of
entreaty. Her hands reached out—

"Damnit, leave medone”

Nolan struck her on the cheek. It wasn't more than adap, and she couldn't have been hurt But
suddenly Ninasface contorted as she launched hersdlf a him, her fingers splayed and aiming at his eyes.
Thistime he hit her hard—hard enough to send her regling back.

"Out!" he said. He forced her to the open window, raising his hand threateningly as she spewed and
spit her rage, then snatched her garment and clambered over the sl into the darkness beyond.

Nolan stood by the window watching as Nina moved away across the clearing. For amoment she
turned hi apath of moonlight and looked back a him—only a moment, but long enough for Nolan to see
thelivid fury blazingin her eyes.

Then shewas gone, gliding off into the night where the drums thudded in distant darkness.

She was gone, but the hate remained. Nolan felt its force as he stretched out upon the bed. Ought to
undress, but he was too tired. The throbbing in his head was worse, pulsing to the beat of the drums.
And the hate wasin his head, too. God, that ugly face! Like the thing in mythology—what was it?>—the
Medusa. One look turned men to stone. Her locks of hair were live serpents.

But that was legend, like Mama Dolores stories about the snake-people. Strange—did every race
haveits bdief in such creatures? Could there be some grotesque, distorted element of truth behind al



these old wives taes?

Hedidn't want to think about it now; he didn't want to think of anything. Not Nina, not Darlene, not
even Robbie. Darlenewould be dl right, Robbie wasfine, and Ninawas gone. That |eft him, lone here
with the drums. Damned pounding. Had to stop, had to stop so he could deep-It was the silence that
awakened him. He sat up with astart, redizing he must have dept for hours, because the shadows
outside the window were dappled with the grayish pink of dawn.

Nolan rose, stretching, then stepped out into the hall. The shadows were darker here and everything
wasill.

He went down the hallway to the other bedroom. The door was gar and he moved past it, caling
softly. "MamaDolores—"

Nolan'stongue frozeto the roof of his mouth. Timeitself wasfrozen as he stared down at the
crushed and pul py thing sprawled shapel esdy beside the rocker, its Sightless eyes bulging from the
swollen purpleface.

No use cdling her name again; sheldd never hear it And Robbie—

Nolan turned hi the frozen silence, his eyes searching the shadows at the far side of the room.

The crib was empty.

Then hefound his voice and cried out; cried out again as he saw the open window and the gray
vacancy of the clearing beyond.

Suddenly he was at the window, climbing out and dropping to the matted sward below. He ran
across the clearing, through the trees and into the open space before the riverbank.

Moises was in the launch, working on the engine. Helooked up as Nolan ran towards him, shouting.

"What are you doing here?'

"There isthe problem of the motor. It requires attention. | come early, before the heet of the day-"

"Did you see her?'

"Who, senor?"

"Thegirl-Nina—"

"Ah, yes. TheIndia" Moises nodded. "Sheisgone, in her catamaran, up the river. Two, maybe three
hours ago, just as| arrive.”

"Why didn't you stop her?!

"For what reason?"

Nolan gestured quickly. "Get that engine started—we're going after her."

Moisesfrowned. "As| told you, there is the matter of the repairs. Perhaps this afternoon—"

"Well never catch her then!" Nolan gripped Moises shoulder. "Don't you understand? She's taken
Robbie!"

"Cam yoursdlf, senor. With my own eyes| saw her go to the boat and she was adone, | swear it. She
does not havethelittle one.”

Nolan thought of the hatred in Ninds eyes, and he shuddered. "Then what did she do with him?"

Moises shook hishead. "This| do not know. But | am sure she has no need of another infant.”

"Wheat are you talking about?"

"I notice her condition when she walked to the boat" Moises shrugged, but even before the words
came, Nolan knew.

"Why do you look at me likethat, senor?Isit not natura for awoman to bulge when she carriesa

baby in her belly?"

Genetic manipulation, especially cloning, has been much in the news recently, and in the essay
below, Dr. Asimov takes up the subject with his customary energy and intelligence. Imagine, if
you will, one hundred Isaac Asimov clones!

Science: Clone, Clone of My Own



ISAAC ASIMOV

On December 12, 1968, | gave atalk to ameeting of doctors and lawyersin San Jose, Cdifornia[
Those of my Gentle Readers who know that under no circumstances will | take a plane need not register
shock. | traveled to Cdiforniaand back by train. -Y ea, they ill run]

Naturaly, | was asked to speak on some subject that would interest both groups. Some instinct told
me that medica ma practice suits might interest both but would neverthel ess not be a useful topic. | spoke
on genetic engineering instead, therefore, and, toward the end, discussed the matter of cloning.

In the audience was my good friend of three decades—the well-known science fiction writer, bon
vivant, and wit, Randall Garrett Out of the corner of my eye, | noticed a piece of paper placed on the
podium as | talked about cloning. | glanced at the paper without quite hating my speech (not easy, but it
can be done, given the experience of three decades of public speaking) and saw two things at once.
Firg, it was one of Randall's superlative pieces of satiric verse, and second, it was clearly intended to be
sung to the tune of "Home on the Range.”

Needed to understand the verse is merely the fact that, genetically, the distinction between human
male and femaeisthat every maecel hasan X andaY chromosome and that every femae cell hastwo
X chromosomes, t Therefore, if, at the moment of conception or shortly thereafter, aY chromosome can
somehow be changed to an X chromosome, amaewill ipso facto be changed into afemale.

Here, then, is"Randall's Song," to which | took the liberty of adding averse mysdif:

(1st verse)

O, givemeaclone

Of my own flesh and bone

WithitsY chromosome changed to X;
And whenitisgrown

Then my own little clone

Will be of the opposite sex.

(chorus)

Clone, clone of my own,

Withits'Y chromosome changed to X;
AndwhenI'm done

With my ownlittleclone

Wewill both think of nothing but sex.
(2nd verse)

O, givemeaclone,

Hear my sorrowful moan,

Just aclonethat iswholly my own;
Andifit'san X

Of thefeminine sex

O, what fun wewill have when we're prone.

When | was through with my talk and with the question-and-answer session, | sang "Randall's Song"
in my most resonant baritone and absolutely brought the house down.

Three and ahdf weekslater | sang it again at the annual banquet of the Baker Street Irregulars, that
fine group of Sherlock Holmesfanciers, adjusting it dightly to its new task (O, give me some clones/ Of
the great Sherlock Holmes/ With their Y chromosome) and brought the house down again. But you may,
by now, be asking yoursdlf, "What'saclone?" It'sbeen in the newsagreet ded latdly, but recognizing a
word and knowing what it represents can be two different things. So let's go into the matter-The word
"clone" is Greek, exactly asit stands, provided you spdll it in Greek letters, and it means "twig." [See
"Counting Chromosomes,” F& SF, June 1968.]

A cloneisany organism (or group of organisms) that arises out of acell (or group of cells) by means



other than sexual reproduction. Put it another way: It isan organism that is the product of asexua
reproduction. Put it fill another way: 1t isan organism with asingle parent, whereas an organism that
arisesfrom sexud reproduction (except where self-fertilization is possble) hastwo parents.

Asexud reproduction isamatter of course among one-celled organisms (though sexua reproduction
can aso take place), and it isaso very common in the plant world.

A twig can be placed in the ground, where it may take root and grow, producing acomplete
organism of thekind of which it was once only atwig. Or the twig can be grafted to the branch of
another tree (of adifferent variety even), whereit can grow and flourish. In either case, it isan organism
with asingle parent, and sex has had nothing to do with its making. It is because human beingsfirst
encountered this asexud form of reproduction, hi connection with fruit trees probably, that such a
one-parent organism of non-sexud originiscaled a"twig"; that is, "clone.”

And what of multicdlular animas?

Asexud reproduction can take place among them aswell. The more primitive the anima—that is, the
lessdiversfied and speciaized its cells are—the more likely it isthat asexua reproduction can take place.

A sponge, or afreshwater hydra, or aflatworm, or astarfish can, any of them, be torn into parts and
these parts, if kept in their usua environment, will each grow into acomplete organism. The new
organisms are clones.

Even organisms as complex asinsects can in some cases give birth to parthenogenetic young and, in
the case of aphids, for instance, do so asamatter of course. In these cases, an egg cell, containing only a
half set of chromosomes, does not require union with a sperm cell to supply the other half set. Instead,
the egg cdll'shdf set merdly duplicatesitsaf, producing afull s, al from the femae parent, and the egg
then proceeds to divide and become an independent organism, again akind of clone.

In genera, though, complex animalsand, in particular, vertebrates do not clone but engage in sexua
reproduction exclusvely.

Why?—Two reasons.

Inthe firgt place, as an organism becomes more complex and specidized, its organs, tissues, and
cdlls become more complex and speciaized aswell. The cdlls are so well adapted to perform their highly
specidized functions, that they can no longer divide and differentiate asthe original egg cdllsdid. [Thisis
not mysterious. We see an anadlogy on the socid plane. | am ahighly specidized individud who can
support myself with ease asawriter, provided | am surrounded by afunctioning and highly organized
society. Place me on adesert idand and | shal quickly perish since | don't know thefirgt thing about the
smplest requirements for salf-support.]

This seems aterrible disadvantage. Organismsthat can clone, reproducing themsel ves asexudly,
would seem to be much better off than other organisms—who must go to the trouble of finding partners
and who must engagein dl the complex phenomena, both physical and chemicd, involved in sexua
reproduction. Think of al the human beingswho, for one dight flaw or another, can't have children —a
problem that would be unknown if we could just release atoe and have it grow into another individua
while we grew another toe.

Here comes the second reason, then. There's an evol utionary advantage to sexua reproduction that
more than makes up for al the inconveniences. In cloning, the genetic contents of new organismsremain
identical with those of the origina organisms, except for occasiond mutations. If the organismisvery
efficiently adapted to its surroundings, thisis useful, but it is an extremely conservative mechanism that
reduces the chance of change. Any dteration in the environment could quickly lead to the extinction of a
Species.

In short, asexualy reproducing species evolves much more quickly than acloning species, and such
difficult-to-evolve specidizations asintelligence are not likely to arise in the entire lifetime of ahabitable
planet, without sexud reproduction.

Y et in one speciaized way cloning can take place in even the most advanced animas-even in the
humean being.

Condder ahuman egg cell, fertilized by ahuman sperm cdl. We now have afertilized egg cdll which
containsahalf set of genesfrom itsmother and ahdf set fromitsfather.



Thisfertilized egg cdll cannot become an independently living organism for some nine months, for it
must divide and redivide within its mother's womb and be nourished by way of its mother's bloodstream.
It must develop, specidize, and grow larger until it has developed the necessary ability tolive
independently. Even after it emerges from its mother'swomb, it requires constant and unremitting care for
aperiod of time before it can be trusted to care for itself.

Neverthdess, the matter of necessary careis genetically irrdlevant Thefertilized eggisdready a
separae organism with its genetic characterigtics fixed and unique.

Thefirst step in the development of thefertilized egg isthat it dividesinto two cellsthat cling together.
Each of thesetwo cdls divides again, and each of the four that results divides again and so on.

If, after thefirst cdl divison, the two offspring cdls, for any reason, should happen to fall apart, each
offspring cell may then go on to devel op into acomplete organism of itsown. Theresultisapair of
identical twins, each with the same genetic equipment and each of the same sex, of course. In asense,
each twin isaclone of the other.

Thereis no reason to suppose that this separation of offspring cells can't happen over and over, so
that three or four or any number of organisms might not develop from the origind fertilized egg. Asa
matter of practical fact, however, amother'swomb can only hold so much, and if there are mulltiple
organisms developing, each is sureto be smdler than a single organism. The more organisms that
develop, the smdler each one and, in the end, they will betoo smal to survive after delivery.

There are such things asidentical triplets and quadruplets, but | doubt that any higher number of
infantswould survive long after birth without the advantages of modern medica technique. Eventhenitis
hard enough.

Identical twins are very like each other and often display mirror-image characterigtics. (I once had a
chemistry professor with his nose canted to the left. Hisidentica-twin brother had his nose canted to the
right, | wastold.)

It isaso possible, however, though not usud, for awoman to bring two different egg cellsto fruition
a the sametime. If both arefertilized, two children will be born who are each possessed of genetic
equipment different from the other. What results are "fraternd twins' who need not be of the same sex
and who need not resemble each other any more than siblings usudly do.

Condder thefertilized egg again. Every timeit divides and redivides, the new cdlsthat form inherit
the same genetic equipment possessed by the origina fertilized egg.

Every single cdl inyour body, in other words, has the genetic equipment of every other cell and of
the origina fertilized egg. Since genes control the chemical functioning of acdl, why isit, then, that your
skin cell can't do thework of aheart cdll; that your liver cell can't do the work of akidney cdll; that any
cell can't do the work of afertilized egg cdll and produce anew organism?

The answer isthat though dl the genesaretherein every cdl of your body, they aren't dl working
dike. The cdl isan intricate assemblage of chemica reactions, chemica building blocks, chemica
products, and physical structures, dl of which influence one another. Some genes are inhibited and some
are simulated, in avariety of ways depending on subtle factors, with the result that different cellsin your
body have genetic equipment in which only characteristic parts are working at characterigtic rates.

Such specidized development beginsin the earliest embryo, as some cells comeinto being on the
outside of the embryo, some on the inside; some with more of the original yolk, some with less; some
with first chance at absorbing nutrients from the materna bloodstream, some with only alater chance.
The details are clearly of the greatest importance to human biology, and biologistsjust don't yet know
them.

Naturdly, the ordinary "sométic cdls' of an adult human body, with their genetic equipment working
only in highly specidized ways, cannot divide into awhole organismiif |eft to themsaves. Many body
cdls, such asthose of the muscles or nerves, have become so specidized they can't divide at dl. Only the
sex cells, eggs and sperm, retain the lack of genetic specidization required to produce anew organism
under the proper circumstances.

Isthere any way of unspecidizing the genetic structure of somatic cells so asto alow themto
develop into anew organism?



WEéll, the genes are contained in the nucleus of the cdll, which makes up asmall portion of the total
and is marked off by amembrane of its own. Outsde the nucleusisthe cytoplasm of acdl, and it isthe
material in the cytoplasm that providesthe various chemicasthat help serveto inhibit or simulate e action
of the genes.

Suppose, then, the nucleus of a somatic cell were surrounded with the cytoplasm of an egg cell.
Would the genetic equipment in the nucleus unblock, and would the egg cell then proceed to divide and
redivide? Would it go on to form an individua with the genetic equipment of the origina somatic cdll and,
therefore, of the person from whom the somatic cell was taken? If so, the new organism would bea
clone of the person who donated the somatic cell.

The technique has been tried on different animas. Y ou begin with an unfertilized egg cdl and tregt it
insuch away asto removeitsnucleus, ether by ddicately cutting it out or by usng some chemical
process. In the place of the removed egg cell nucleus, you insert the nucleus of asomatic cdl of the same
(or, possibly, an allied) species, and then let nature take its course.

This has been successfully tried with animals as complex as atadpole.

It stops being easy dfter the frog, though. Frog eggs are naked and can be manipulated easily. They
develop in water and can just lie there after the micro-operation.

The eggs of reptiles and birds, however, are enclosed in shells, which addsto the technica difficulty.
The eggs of mammasare very smdl, very ddicate, very easly damaged. Furthermore, evenif a
mammalian egg has had its nucleus replaced, it would then have to beimplanted into thewomb of a
female and allowed to cometo term there.

The practica problems of mammaian cloning are such that thereis no chance of its happening for
sometimeyet. Y et biologists are anxiousto perform the feat and are trying hard. Eventualy, they will no
doubt succeed. What purpose will it serve?

If clones can be produced wholesae, abiologist can have awhole group of animaswith identical
genetic equipment; aset of ten thousand identical-twin mice, let us say. There are many animal
experiments that can be conducted with the hope of more useful resultsif the question of genetic variation
could be diminated.

By the addition of other genetic-engineering techniques, it might be possible to produce awhole
series of animalswith identica genetic equipment, except that in each case, one geneisremoved or
dtered—adifferent genein each individua perhaps. The science of genetics would then advancein
seven-league strides.

There would be practical uses, too. A prize bull or achampion egg-laying hen could be cloned, and
the genetic characteristics that make the record-breaking aspects of the animal possible would be
preserved without the chance of diminution by the interplay of genes obtained from a second parent.

In addition, endangered species could have their chances of survival increased if both males and
femaes could be cloned over and over. When the number of individuas was sufficiently increased, sexud
reproduction could be allowed to take over.

We might even dream of finding afrozen mammoth with some cell nuclel not entirdly dead. We might
then clone one by way of an éephant'swomb. If we could find amae and afema e mammoth—

To besure, if cloning is overdone, the evolutionary advantage of sexua reproduction isto some
extent neutraized, and we might end up with a speciesin which genetic variability istoo narrow for
long-term survivd.

It isimportant to remember that the most important genetic possession of any speciesisnot thisgene
or that, but the whole mixed bag. The greater the variety of genes available to a species, the more secure
it isagaing the vicisstudes of fortune. The existence of congenita disorders and gene deficienciesisthe
price paid for the advantage of variety and versatility.

And what about cloned human beings, which is, after dl, the subject matter of "Randall’ s Song"?

These may never be asimportant as you think. The progpect of importance rests chiefly on certain
misapprehensions on the part of the public. Some people, for instance, pant for clones because they think
them the gateway to persond immortdity. That isquite wrong.

Y our cloneisnot you. Your cloneisyour twin brother (or sister) and is no more you than your



ordinary identical twin would be. Y our clone does not have your consciousness, and if you die, you are
dead. Y ou do not live on in your clone. Oncethat is understood, | suspect that much of theinterest in
cloneswill disappear.

Some people fear clones, on the other hand, because they imagine that moronswill be cloned in
order to make it possible to build up agreat army of cannon fodder that despots will usefor world
conquest.

Why bother? There has never been any difficulty hi finding cannon fodder anywherein theworld,
even without cloning, and the ordinary process of supplying new soldiersfor despotsisinfinitely cheaper
than doning.

More reasonably, it could be argued that the clone of agreat human being would retain his genetic
equipment and, therefore, would be another great human being of the same kind. In that case, the chief
use of cloning would beto reproduce genius.

That, | think, would be awaste of time. We are not necessarily going to breed thousands of
transcendent geniuses out of an Einstein or thousands of diabolica villainsout of aHitler.

After dl, ahuman being is more than his genes. Y our cloneisthe result of your nucleus being placed
into aforeign egg cell and the foreign cytoplasm in that egg cdll will surely have an effect on the
development of the clone. The egg will have to be implanted into aforeign womb and that, too, will have
an influence on the devel opment of the organism.

Even if awoman were to have one of her somatic nuclei implanted into one of her own egg cdlsand
if shewere then to have the egg cdll implanted into me womb of her own mother (who, wewill assume, is
dtill capable of bearing a child), the new organism will be born into different circumstances and that would
have an effect on its persondlity, too.

For instance, suppose you wanted one hundred Isaac Asimovs so that the supply of F& SF essays
would never run out. Y ou would then have to ask what it was that made me the kind of writer | amor a
writer a dl. Wasit only my genes?

| was brought op in a candy store under afather of the old school who, athough he was Jewish, was
the living embodiment of the Protestant ethic. My nose was kept to the grindstone until | could no longer
remove it Furthermore, | was brought up during the Great Depression and had to find away of making a
living—or | would inherit the candy store, which | desperately didn't want to do. Furthermore, | lived ina
time when science fiction magazines, and pulp magazines generdly, were going strong, and when ayoung
man could sell clumsily written stories because the demand was greater than the supply.

Put it al together, they spell M-E.

The Isaac Aamov clones, once they grow op, smply won't live in the same socid environment | did,
won't be subjected to the same pressures, won't have the same opportunities. What's more, when |
wrote, | just wrote—no one expected anything particular from me. When my clones write, their products
will dways be compared to the Grand Original and that would discourage and wipe out anyone.

The end result will be that though my clones, or some of them, might turn out to be vauable citizens
of onekind or another, it would be very unlikely that any one of them would be another 1ssac AsSmov,
and their production would not be worthwhile. Whatever good they might do would not be worth the
reduction they would represent in the total gene variability of humanity.

Y et cloning would not betotaly useless, either. There would be the purely theoretical advantage of
studying the devel opment of embryoswith known variationsin their genes which, except for those
variations, would have identical genetic equipment (Thiswould raise serious ethical questions, asdl
human experimentation does, but that is not the issue at the moment)

Then, too, suppose it were possible to learn enough about human embryonic devel opment to guide
embryosinto al sorts of speciaized bypaths that would produce akind of monster that had afull-sized
heart, with dl esevestigid, or afull-sized kidney or lung or liver or leg. With just one organ developing,
techniques of forced growth (in the laboratory, of course, and not in a human womb) might make
development to full Sze amatter of monthsonly.

We can therefore imagine that at birth, every human individua will have scrapings taken from hislittle
toe, thus attaining afew hundred living cellsthat can be at once frozen for possible eventua use. (Thisis



done a birth, because the younger the cell, the more efficiently it islikely to clone.)

These cdlls could serve as potentia organ banks for the future. H the time were to come when an
adult found he had alimping heart or fading pancress or whatever, or if aleg had been lost in an accident
or had had to be amputated, then those long-frozen cells would be defrosted and put into action.

An organ replacement would be grown and since it would have precisely the same genetic equipment
asthe old, the body would not reject it —Surely that is the best possible application of cloning.

John Varley'sfirst story for F& Sf was "Picnic on Nearside" in 1974. Snce then, he has earned
a reputation as one of sf’s most exciting new storytellers through such work as "Retrograde
Summer,” "The Black Hole Passes,” "In the Bowl" (Best from F& SF, 22nd series) and hisfirst
novel, Titan. This story was another Nebula award nominee.

In the Hall of the Martian Kings
JOHN VARLEY

It took perseverance, alertness, and awillingness to breek the rulesto watch the sunrisein Tharsis
Canyon. Matthew Crawford shivered in the dark, his suit heater turned to emergency setting, hiseyes
trained toward the east. He knew he had to be watchful. Y esterday he had missed it entirely, snatched
away from himin the middle of along, unavoidable yawn. Hisjaw muscles stretched, but he controlled it
and kept hiseyesfirmly open.

And thereit was. Likethelightsin atheater after the show isover: just aquick brightening, asplash
of localized bluish-purple over the canyon rim, and he was surrounded by footlights. Day had come, the
truncated Martian day that would never touch the blackness over his head.

Thisday, likethe nine beforeit, illuminated a Thardsradicaly changed from what it had been over
the last deepy ten thousand years. Wind erosion of rocks can create an infinity of shapes, but it never
getsaround to carving out agtraight line or a perfect arc. The human encampment below him broke up
the jagged lines of the rocks with regular angles and curves.

The camp was anything but orderly. No one would get the impression that any care had been taken
in the haphazard arrangement of dome, lander, crawlers, crawler tracks, and scattered equipment It had
grown, as al human base camps seem to grow, without pattern. He was reminded of the footprints
around Tranquillity Base, though on amuch larger scae.

Tharsis Base sat on awide ledge about hafway up from the uneven bottom of the Tharsisarm of the
Gresat Rift Valley. The site had been chosen because it was a smooth area, alowing easy accessup a
gentle dopeto theflat plains of the Tharsis Plateau, while at the same time only akilometer from the
valey floor. No one could agree which areawas most worthy of study: plains or canyon. So this site had
been chosen asacompromise. What it meant was that the exploring parties had to either climb up or go
down, because there wasn't a damn thing worth seeing near the camp. Even the exposed layering and its
areological records could not be seen without a half-kilometer crawler ride up to the point where
Crawford had climbed to watch the sunrise.

He examined the dome as he walked back to camp. Therewas afigure hazily visible through the
plagtic. At this distance he would have been unableto tell who it wasif it weren't for the black face. He
saw her step up to the dome wall and wipe aclear circleto look through. She spotted his bright red suit
and pointed at him. She was suited except for her helmet, which contained her radio. He knew hewasin
trouble. He saw her turn away and bend to the ground to pick up her helmet, so she could tell him what
she thought of people who disobeyed her orders, when the dome shuddered like jdlyfish.

Andam gstarted in hishelmet, flat and strangdly soothing coming from the tiny speaker. He stood
there for amoment as a perfect smoke ring of dust billowed up around the rim of the dome. Then he was
running.

He watched the disaster unfold before his eyes, silent except for the rhythmic beet of thedarm bell in



his ears. The dome was dancing and straining, trying to fly. Thefloor heaved up in the center, throwing
the black woman to her knees. In another second the ulterior was awhirling snowstorm. He skidded on
the sand and fell forward, got up in time to see the fiberglass ropes on the side nearest him snap free from
the stedl spikes anchoring the dome to the rock. The dome now looked like some fantastic Christmas
ornament, filled with snowflakes and the flashing red and blue lights of the emergency darms. Thetop of
the dome heaved over away from him, and the floor raised itsdlf high in the air, held down by the
unbroken anchors on the side farthest from him. There was agush of snow and dust; then the floor
Settled dowly back to the ground. There was no motion now but the leisurely folding of the depressurized
domeroof asit settled over the structuresinside.

The crawler skidded to astop, nearly rolling over, beside the deflated dome. Two pressure-suited
figures got out. They started for the dome, hesitantly, in fits and starts. One grabbed the other's arm and
pointed to the lander. The two of them changed course and scrambled up the rope ladder hanging over
theside.

Crawford was the only one to look up when the lock started cycling. The two people dmost tumbled
over each other coming out of the lock. They wanted to do something, and quickly, but didn't know
what. In the end, they just stood there silently twisting their hands and looking &t the floor. One of them
took off her helmet. Shewas alarge woman, in her thirties, with red hair shorn off closeto the scalp.

"Matt, we got hereas..." She stopped, redizing how obviousit was. "How's Lou?"

"Lou's not going to makeit." He gestured to the bunk where a heavyset man lay breathing raggedly
into aclear plastic mask. He was on pure oxygen. There was blood seeping from his ears and nose.

"Brain damege?'

Crawford nodded. He looked around at the other occupants of the room. There was the Surface
Mission Commander, Mary Lang, the black woman he had seen inside the dome just before the blowout
Shewas Sitting on the edge of Lou Prager's cot, her head cradled in her hands. In away, she wasamore
shocking sight than Lou. No one who knew her would have thought she could be brought to thislimp
state of gpathy. She had not moved for the last hour.

Sitting on the floor huddled in ablanket was Martin Ralston, the chemist His shirt was bloody, and
there was dried blood all over hisface and hands from the nosebleed held only recently gotten under
control, bat his eyeswere aert He shivered, looking from Lang, histitular leader, to Crawford, the only
one who seemed calm enough to ded with anything. He was afollower, rdiable but unimaginative.

Crawford looked back to the newest arrivas. They were Lucy Stone McKillian, the red-headed
ecologjst, and Song Sue Lee, the exo-biologist They till stood numbly by the airlock, unable asyet to
cometo grips with the fact of fifteen dead men and women benegath the dome outside.

"What do they say on the Burroughs?' McKillian asked, tossing her helmet on the floor and squatting
tiredly againg thewall. The lander was not the most comfortable place to hold amesting; al the couches
were mounted horizontally since their purpose was cushioning the acceleration of landing and takeoff.
With the ship Sitting on itstail, this made ninety per cent of the spacein the lander usdless. They weredl
gathered on the circular bulkhead at the rear of the lifesystem, just forward of the fuel tank.

"Werewaiting for areply,” Crawford said. "But | can sum op what they're going to say: not good.
Unless one of you two has some experience in Mars-lander handling that you've been concedling from
us”

Neither of them bothered to answer that. The radio hi the nose sputtered, then clanged for their
attention. Crawford looked over a Lang, who made no move to go answer it He stood up and swarmed
up the ladder to sit in the copilot's chair. He switched on the receiver.

"Commander Lang?'

"No, thisis Crawford again. Commander Lang is. . . indisposed. She's busy with Lou, trying to do
something.”

"That's no use. The doctor saysit'samiracle he's till breathing. If hewakesup at al, hewon't be
anything like you knew him. The telemetry shows nothing like the norma brain wave. Now I've got to
talk to Commander Lang. Have her come up.” The voice of Misson Commander Weinstein was
accustomed to command, and about as emotiona as awesather report



"Sir, I'll ask her, but | don't think shell come. Thisis <till her operation, you know.” He didn't give
Weingein timeto reply to that Weingtein had been trapped by his own seniority into commanding the
Edgar Rice Burroughs, the orbital ship that got them to Mars and had been intended to get them back.
Command of the Podkayne, the disposable lander that would make the lion's share of the headlines, had
goneto Lang. There waslittle friendship between the two, especiadly when Weingtein fell to brooding
about the very red financiad benefits Lang stood to regp by being the first woman on Mars, rather than
the lowly mission commander. He saw himself as another Michael Callins.

Crawford called down to Lang, who raised her head enough to mumble something.

"What'd she ssy?'

"She said take amessage." McKillian had been crawling up the ladder as she said this. Now she
reached him and said in alower voice, "Matt, she's pretty broken up. Y ou'd better take over for now."

"Right, | know." Heturned back to the radio, and McKillian listened over his shoulder asWeingtein
briefed them on the Situation as he saw it. It pretty much jibed with Crawford's estimation, except a one
crucia point. He signed off and they joined the other survivors.

Helooked around at the faces of the others and decided it wasn't the time to speak of rescue
possibilities. He didn't relish being aleader. He was hoping Lang would recover soon and take the
burden from him. In the meantime he had to get them started on something. He touched McKillian gently
on the shoulder and motioned her to the lock.

"Let'sgo get them buried,” he said. She squeezed her eyes shut tight, forcing out tears, then nodded.

It wasn't a pretty job. Halfway through it, Song came down the ladder with the body of Lou Prager.

"Let'sgo over what weve learned. Firgt, now that Lou's dead thereésvery little chance of ever lifting
off. That is, unless Mary thinks she can absorb everything she needs to know about piloting the
Podkayne from those printouts Weingtein sent down. How about it, Mary?"

Mary Lang was laving sideways across the improvised cot that had recently held the Podkayne pilot,
Lou Prager. Her head was nodding listlessy againgt the aluminum hull plate behind her, her chinwason
her chest. Her eyes were half-open.

Song had given her a sedative from the dead doctor's supplies on the advice of the medic aboard the
E.R.B, It had enabled her to stop fighting so hard against the screaming panic she wanted to unleash. It
hadn't improved her disposition. She had quit; she wasn't going to do anything for anybody.

When the blowout started, Lang had snapped on her helmet quickly. Then she had struggled against
the blizzard and the undulating dome bottom, heading for the roofless framework where the other
members of the expedition were deeping. The blowout was over in ten seconds, and she then had the
problem of coping with, the collapsing roof, which promptly buried her in folds of clear plagtic. It wasfar
too much like one of those nightmares of running knee-deep in quicksand. She had to fight for every
meter, but she madeit.

She madeit intime to see her shipmates of the last Six months gasping soundlessy and spouting
blood from dl over their faces as they fought to get into their pressure suits. It was ahopelesstask to
choose which two or three to save in the time she had. She might have done better but for the freakish
nature of her struggle to reach them; she wasin shock and half believed it was only anightmare. So she
grabbed the nearest, who happened to be Doctor Ralston. He had nearly finished donning his suit; so she
dapped hishelmet on him and moved to the next one. It was L uther Nakamura, and he was not moving.
Worse, hewas only haf suited. Pragmaticaly she should have left him and moved on to save the ones
who still had achance. She knew it now, but didn't like it any better than she had liked it then.

While she was stuffing Nakamurainto his suit, Crawford arrived. He had walked over the folds of
plastic until he reached the dormitory, then diced through it with hislaser normally used to vaporize rock
samples.

And he had had time to think about the problem of whom to save. He went straight to Lou Prager
and finished suiting him up. But it was aready too late. He didn't know if it would have made any
differenceif Mary Lang had tried to save him firdt.

Now shelay on the bunk, her feet sprawled cardlesdy in front of her. She dowly shook her head
back and forth.



"You sure?' Crawford prodded her, hoping to get arise, ashow of temper, anything.

"I'msure,” she mumbled. ™Y ou people know how long they trained Lou to fly thisthing? And he
amost cracked it up asitwas. | ... ah, nuts. It isn't possible”

"| refuse to accept that asafind answer,” he said. "But in the meantime we should explore the
possihilitiesif what Mary saysistrue.”

Raston laughed. It wasn't abitter laugh; he sounded genuinegly amused. Crawford plowed on.

"Hereswhat we know for sure. The E.R.B. isusdlessto us. Oh, they'll help us out with plenty of
advice, maybe more than we want, but any rescueis out of the question.”

"We know that,” McKillian said. She wastired and sick from the sight of the faces of her dead
friends. "What'sthe use of al thistak?'

"Wait amoment,” Song brokein. "Why can't they ... | mean they have plenty of time, don't they?
They haveto leavein Sx months, as| understand it, because of the orbital eements, but in that time..."

"Don't you know anything about spaceships?' McKillian shouted. Song went on, unperturbed.

"I do know enough to know the Edgar is not equipped for an atmosphere entry. My ideawas, not to
bring down the whole ship but only what's aboard the ship that we need. Which isapilot. Might that be
possible?!

Crawford ran his hands through his hair, wondering what to say. That possibility had been discussed,
and was being studied. But it had to be classed as extremely remote.

"You'reright," he said. "What we need isapilot, and that pilot is Commander Weinstein. Which
presents problems legdly, if nothing else. He's the captain of a ship and should not leaveit. That's what
kept him on the Edgar in thefirst place. But he did have alot of training on the lander smulator back
when he was so sure heéd be picked for the ground team. Y ou know Winey, ways the ingtinct to be the
one-man show. So if he thought he could do it, hed be down herein aminute to bail us out and grab the
publicity. I understand they're trying to work out a heat-shield parachute system from one of the drop
capsulesthat were supposed to ferry down suppliesto us during the stay here. But it's very risky. You
don't modify an aerodynamic design lightly, not one that's supposed to hit the atmosphere at ten
thousand-plus kilometers. So | think we can rule that out

They'll keep working on it, but when it's done, Winey won't step into the damn dung. He wantsto be
ahero, but he wantsto liveto enjoy it, too."

There had been a brief lifting of spirits among Song, Raston, and McKillian at the thought of a
possible rescue. The more they thought about it, the less happy they looked. They dl seemed to agree
with Crawford's assessment.

"So weéll put that onein the Fairy Godmother file and forget about it. If it happens, fine. But wed
better plan on the assumption that it won't. As you may know, the E.R.B.-Podkayne are the only shipsin
existence that can reach Mars and land on it. One other pair isin the congressional funding stage. Winey
talked to Earth and thinks ther€lll be a speedup in the preliminary paperwork and the thing'll start building
inayear. Thelaunch was scheduled for five years from now, but it might get as much asayear boogt. It's
arescue misson now, easier to sdl. But the design will need modification, if only to include five more
seatsto bring usdl back. Y ou can bet on there being more modifications when we send in our report on
the blowout. So we'd better add another sx monthsto the schedule.”

McKillian had had enough. "Matt, what the hell are you talking about? Rescue misson? Damn it, you
know aswell as| that if they find us here, welll belong dead. WElI probably be dead hi another year."

"That'swhere you're wrong. Well survive."

"How?"

"I don't havethefaintest idea." Helooked her straight in the eye as he said this. She dmost didn't
bother to answer, but curiosity got the best of her.

"Isthisjust amorde sesson? Thanks, but | don't need it. I'd rather face the situation asit is. Or do
you redly have something?'

"Both. | don't have anything concrete except to say that well survive the same way humans have
aways survived: by staying warm, by egting, by drinking. To that list we haveto add 'by breathing.’
That's ahard one, but other than that we're no different than any other group of survivorsin atough spot.



| don't know what well haveto do, specificaly, but | know well find the answers.”

"Or dietrying," Song sad.

"Or dietrying." He grinned at her. She at least had grasped the essence of the situation. Whether
survival was possible or nat, it was necessary to maintain theilluson that it was. Otherwise, you might as
well cut your throat. Y ou might aswell not even be born, because lifeisan inevitably fata struggleto
urvive,

"What about air?* McKillian asked, still unconvinced.

"I don't know," hetold her cheerfully. "It'satough problem, isn't it?"

"What about water?'

"Wadl, downinthat valey thereésalayer of permafrost about twenty meters down.”

She laughed. "Wonderful. So that's what you want us to do? Dig down there and warm theice with
our pink little hands? It won't work, | tell you.”

Crawford waited until she had run through along list of reasons why they were doomed. Most of
them made agreat dedl of sense. When she was through, he spoke softly.

"Lucy, ligten to yoursdf."

"I'mjug-"

"Y ou're arguing on the side of death. Do you want to die? Are you so determined that you won't
listen to someone who saysyou can live?'

Shewas quiet for along time, then shuffled her feet awkwardly. She glanced at him, then at Song and
Raston. They were waiting, and she had to blush and smile dowly at them.

"You'reright. What do we do first?"

"Just what we were doing. Taking stock of our Situation. We need to make alist of what's available
to us. Well write it down on paper, but | can give you agenera rundown." He counted off the points on
hisfingers

"One, we have food for twenty people for three months. That coniesto about ayear for the five of
us. With rationing, maybe ayear and ahdf. That's assuming dl the supply capsulesreach usdl right. In
addition, the Edgar is going to clean the pantry to the bone and give us everything they can possibly spare
and send it to usin the three spare capsules. That might come to two years or even three.

"Two, we have enough water to last usforever if the recyclerskeep going. That'll be aproblem,
because our reactor will run out of power in two years. Well need another power source, and maybe
another water source.

"The oxygen problem is about the same. Two years at the outside.

Well haveto find away to conserveit alot more than we're doing. Offhand, | don't know how.
Song, do you have any ideas?"

Shelooked thoughtful, which produced two vertical punctuation marks between her danted eyes.

"Possibly aculture of plants from the Edgar. If we could rig someway to grow plantsin Martian
sunlight and not have them killed by the ultraviolet. . . ."

McKillian looked horrified, as any good ecologist would.

"What about contamination?"' she asked. "What do you think that sterilization wasfor before we
landed? Do you want to louse up the entire ecologica baance of Mars? No one would ever be sureif
samplesin the future were real Martian plants or mutated Earth stock.”

"What ecological baance?' Song shot back. "Y ou know aswell as| do that thistrip has been nearly
azero. A few anaerobic bacteria, apatch of lichen, both barely distinguishable from Earth forms—"

"That'sjust what | mean. Y ou import Earth forms now, and well never tell the difference.”

"But it could be done, right? With the proper shielding so the plants won't be wiped out before they
ever sprout, we could have a hydroponics plant functioning—"

"Oh, yes, it could be done. | can seethree or four dodges right now. But you're not addressing the
main question, whichis—"

"Hold it," Crawford said. "I just wanted to know if you had any ideas." He was secretly pleased at
the argument; it got them both thinking adong the right lines, moved them from the deadly gpathy they
must guard againg.



"| think this discussion has served its purpose, which was to convince everyone here that survival is
possible" He glanced uneasily at Lang, ill nodding, her eyes glassy as she saw her teammates die
before her eyes.

"l just want to point out that instead of an expedition, we are now a colony. Not in the usual sense of
planning to stay here forever, but al our planning will have to be geared to that fiction. What we're faced
with isnot asmple matter of stretching supplies until rescue comes. Stopgap measures are not likely to
do us much good. The answersthat will save us are the long-term ones, the sort of answers acolony
would belooking for. About two years from now were going to haveto be in aposition to survive with
some sort of lifestyle that could support us forever. WEll haveto fit into this environment where we can
and adapt it to uswhere we can. For that, we're better oft than most of the colonists of the past, at least
for the short term. We have alarge supply of everything a colony needs: food, water, tools, raw
materids, energy, brains, and women. Without these things, no colony has much of achance. All welack
isaregular resupply from the home country, but aredly good group of colonists can get dong without
that. What do you say? Areyou dl with me?’

Something had caused Mary Lang's eyesto look up. It was areflex by now, asurvival reflex
conditioned by alifetime of fighting her way to the top. It took root in her again and pulled her erect on
the bed, then to her feet. She fought off the effects of the drug and stood there, eyes bleary but aware.

"What makes you think that women are anatural resource, Craw-ford?' she said, dowly and
deliberately.

"Why, what | meant was that without the morale uplift provided by members of the opposite sex, a
colony will lack the push needed to makeit."

"That'swhat you meant, dl right. And you meant women, available to therea colonisisasareasonto
live. I've heard it before. That's amale-oriented way to look at it, Crawford." Shewasregaining her
Sature as they watched, seeming to grow until she dominated the group with the intangible power that
marks aleader. She took adeep breath and came fully awake for the first time that day.

"Well stop that sort of thinking right now. I'm tile mission commander. | gppreciate you taking over
whilel was. . . how did you say it? Indisposed. But you should pay more attention to the socia aspects
of our stuation. If anyoneisacommodity here, it'syou and Ralston, by virtue of your scarcity. There will
be some thorny questions to resolve there, but for the meantime we will function as a unit, under my
command. Well do al we can to minimize socia competition among the women for the men. That'sthe
way it must be. Clear?'

She was answered by quiet assent and nods of the head. She did not acknowledge it but plowed
right on.

"| wondered from the start why you were dlong, Crawford." She was pacing dowly back and forthin
the crowded space. The others got out of her way almost without thinking, except for Raston who il
huddled under hisblanket. "A historian? Sure, it'safineidea, but pretty impractical. | have to admit that
I've been thinking of you as aluxury, and about as useful asthe nipples on aman's chest. But | was
wrong. All the NASA people were wrong. The Astronaut Corps fought like crazy to keep you off this
trip. Time enough for that on later flights. We were blinded by our loyalty to the test-pilot philosophy of
space flight. We wanted as few scientists as possible and as many astronauts as we could manage. We
don't like to think of oursalves as ferry-boat pilots. | think we demonstrated during Apollo that we could
handle science jobs aswell as anyone. We saw you asakind of insult, adap in the face by the scientists
in Houston to show us how low our stock hasfalen.”

"If I might be ableto-"

"Shut up. But we were wrong. | read in your resume that you were quite astudent of surviva. What's
your honest assessment of our chances?!

Crawford shrugged, uneasy at the question. He didn't know if it was the right time to even postulate
thet they might fail.

"Tel methetruth."

"Pretty dim. Mostly the air problem. The people I've read about never sank so low that they had to
worry about where their next breath was coming from.”



"Have you ever heard of Apollo 137

He amiled at her. " Specid circumstances. Short-term problems.”

"You'reright, of course. And in the only two other real space emergencies sincethat time, dl hands
werelost." Sheturned and scowled at each of them in turn.

"But we're -not going to lose." She dared any of them to disagree, and no one was about to. She
relaxed and resumed her stroll around the room. She turned to Crawford again.

"I can seel'll be drawing on your knowledge alot in the yearsto come. What do you see as the next
order of busness?'

Crawford relaxed. The awful burden of responsbility, which he had never wanted, was gone. He
was content to follow her lead.

"Totell you thetruth, | waswondering what to say next. We have to make athorough inventory. |
guesswe should gtart on that.”

"That's fine, but there is an even moreimportant order of business. We have to go out to the dome
and find out what the hell caused the blowout. The damn thing should not have blown; it'sthefirg of its
typeto do s0. And from the bottom. Buit it did blow, and we should know why, or we'reignoring afact
about Marsthat might still kill us. Let'sdo that first. Ralston, can you walk?'

When he nodded, she sedled her helmet and started into the lock. She turned and |ooked
speculatively at Crawford.

"l swear, man, if you had touched mewith a cattle prod you couldn't have got abigger rise out of me
than you did with what you said afew minutesago. Do | dare ask?"

Crawford was not about to answer. He said, with a perfectly straight face, "Me? Maybe you should
just assume I'm achauvinig.”

"Well see, won't we?!

"What isthat Suff?'

Song Sue Leewas on her knees, examining one of the hundreds of short, stiff spikes extruding from
the ground. Shetried to scratch her head but was frustrated by her helmet.

"It lookslike plastic. But | have astrong feding it'sthe higher life-form Lucy and | werelooking for
yesterday."

"And you're teling me those little spikes are what poked holesin the dome bottom? I'm not buying
thet."

Song straightened up, moving siffly. They had al worked hard to empty out the collapsed dome and
ped back the whole, bulky messto reveal the ground it had covered. She wastired and stepped out of
character for amoment to snap at Mary Lang.

"I didn't tel you that. We pulled the dome back and found spikes. It was your inference that they
poked holesin the bottom."

"I'm sorry,” Lang said quietly. "Go on with what you were saying.”

"Well," Song admitted, "it wasn't abad inference, at that. But the holes| saw were not punched
through. They were eaten away." Shewaited for Lang to protest that the dome bottom was about as
chemicaly inert as any plagtic yet devised. But Lang had learned her lesson. And she had atdent for
facing facts.

"So. We have athing here that eats plastic. And seemsto be made of plagtic, into the bargain. Any
ideas why it picked this particular spot to grow, and no other?

"l have anideaon that,” McKillian said. 'lI've had it in mind to do some studies around the dome to
seeif the altered moisture content we've been creating here had any effect on the spores hi the soil. See,
we've been here nine days, spouting out water vapor, carbon dioxide, and quite abit of oxygen into the
atmosphere. Not much, but maybe more than it seems, considering the low concentrationsthat are
naturally available. We've dtered the biome. Does anyone know where the exhaust air from the dome
was expelled?’

Lang raised her eyebrows. "Y es, it was under the dome. The air we exhausted was warm, you see,
and it was thought it could be put to use one last time before we let it go, to warm the floor of the dome
and decresse hest 10ss.”



"And the water vapor collected on the underside of the dome when it hit the cold air. Right, Do you
get the picture?’

"l think s0," Lang said. "It was so little water, though. Y ou know we didn't want to waste it; we
condensed it out until the air we exhausted was dry as abone."

"For Earth, maybe. Hereit was atorrentid rainfal. It reached seeds or sporesin the ground and
triggered them to start growing. We're going to have to watch it when we use anything containing plagtic.
What doesthat include?’

Lang groaned. "All theair-lock sedls, for onething." There were grimacesfrom al of them at the
thought of that. "For another, agood part of our suits. Song, watch it, don't step on that thing. We don't
know bow powerful itisor if itl eat the-plastic in your boots, but we'd better play it safe. How abot it,
Raston? Think you can find out how bad it is?'

"Y ou mean identify the solvent these things use? Probably, if we can get some sort of work space
and | can get to my equipment.”

"Mary," McKillian said, "it occursto methat 1'd better start looking for airborne spores. If there are
some, it could mean that the airlock on the Podkayne is vulnerable. Even thirty meters off the ground.”

"Right. Get on that. Since we're deegping in it until we can find out what we can do on the ground,
we'd best be sureit's safe. Meantime, well all deep in our suits.” There were helpless groans at this, but
no protests. McKillian and Ralston headed for the pile of salvaged equipment, hoping to rescue enough
to get started on their anadyses. Song knelt again and started digging around one of the ten-centimeter
spikes.

Crawford followed Lang back toward the Podkayne.

"Mary, | wanted. . . isitdl right if | cal you Mary?'

"l guess so. | don't think * Commander Long' would wear well over five years. But you'd better il
think commander.”

He consdered it. "All right, Commander Mary." She punched him playfully. She had barely known
him before the disaster. He had been aname on aroster and asore spot in the estimation of the
Adtronaut Corps. But she had borne him no personad malice, and now found hersalf beginning to like him.

"What's on your mind?"

"Ah, severa things. But maybe it isn't my place to bring them up now. Firgt, | want to say that if
you're ... ah, concerned, or doubtful of my support or loyalty because | took over command for awhile. .
. earlier today, well. . ."

"Wdl?'

"l just wanted to tell you that | have no ambitionsin that direction,” hefinished lamely.

She patted him on the back. "Sure, | know. Y ou forget, | read your dossier. It mentioned severa
interesting episodesthat 1'd like you to tell me about someday, from your 'soldier-of-fortune’ days—"

"Hell, those were grossy overblown. | just happened to get into some scrapes and managed to get
out of them."

"Still, it got you picked for thismission out of hundreds of gpplicants. The thinking wasthat you'd be
awild card, aman of action with proven survivability. Maybe it worked out. But the other thing |
remember on your card was that you're not aleader. No, that you're aloner who'll cooperate with a
group and be no discipline problem, but you work better alone. Want to strike out on your own?"

He smiled a her. "No, thanks. But what you said isright | have no hankering to take charge of
anything. But | do have some knowledge that might prove useful.”

"And well useit. You just speak up, I'll belistening.” She started to say something, then thought of
something else. " Say, what are your ideas on awoman bossng this project? I've had to fight that al the
way from my Air Force days. Soif you have any objectionsyou might aswell tell me up front"

Hewas genuindy surprised. "Y ou didn't take that crack serioudy, did you? | might aswell admit it. It
wasintentiond, like that cattle prod you mentioned. Y ou looked like you needed akick in the ass.”

"And thank you. But you didn't answer my question.”

"Thosewho lead, lead," he said, smply. "I’ll follow you aslong as you keep leading,”

"Aslong asit'sin the direction you want?' She laughed, and poked him intheribs. "l seeyou asmy



Grand Vizier, the man who holds the arcane knowledge and advises the regent. | think I'll have to watch
out for you. | know alittle history, mysdf."

Crawford couldn't tell how serious shewas. He shrugged it off.

"What | redlly wanted to talk to you about isthis: Y ou said you couldnt fly this ship. But you were
not yourself, you were depressed and feeling hopeless. Doesthat till stand?”

"It stlands. Come on up and I'll show you why."

In the pilot's cabin, Crawford was ready to believe her. Like al flying machines since the days of the
windsock and open cockpit, this one was amad confusion of dias, switches, and lights designed to awe
anyone who knew nothing about it. He sat in the copilot's chair and listened to her.

"We had aback-up pilot, of course. Y ou may be surprised to learn that it wasn't me. It was Dorothy
Cantrell, and she's dead. Now | know what everything does on thisboard, and | can cope with most of it
eadly. What | don't know, | could learn. Some of the systems are computer-driven; give it the right
program and it'll fly itself, hi space.” Shelooked longingly at the controls, and Crawford realized that, like
Weingein, shedidn't rdish giving up the fun of flying to bossagang of explorers. Shewasaformer test
pilot, and above dl things she loved flying. She patted an array of hand controls on her right Sde. There
were more like them on the [ ft.

"Thisiswhat would kill us, Crawford. What's your first name? Matt. Matt, thisbaby isaflyer for the
first forty thousand meters. It doesn't have the juice to orbit on the jets done. The wings are folded up
now. Y ou probably didn't see them on the way in, but you saw the models. They're very light,
supercritica, and designed for this atmosphere. Lou said it waslike flying abathtub, but it flew. And it'sa
skill, dmost an art. Lou practiced for three years on the best smulators we could build and till had to
rely on thingsyou can't learn in asmulator. And he barely got us down in one piece. We didn't noiseit
around, but it was adamn close thing. Lou was young; so was Cantrell. They were both fresh from flying.
They flew every day, they had thefed for it. They weretops.” She dumped back into her chair. "l
haven't flown anything but trainersfor eight years."

Crawford didn't know if he should let it drop.

"But you were one of the best, everyone knowsthat. Y ou still don't think you could do it?!

She threw up her hands. "How can | make you understand? Thisis nothing like anything I've ever
flown. Y ou might aswell. . ." She groped for acomparison, trying to coax it out with gesturesin theair.
"Listen. Does the fact that someone can fly a biplane, maybe even be the best goddamn biplane pilot that
ever was, does that mean they're qudified to fly a hdicopter?”

"l don't know."

"It doesn't. Believe me."

"All right. But the fact remainsthat you're the closest thing on Marsto a pilot for the Podkayne. |
think you should consider that when you're deciding what we should do.” He shut up, afraid to sound like
he was pushing her.

She narrowed her eyes and gazed at nothing.

"l have thought about it." She waited for along time. "1 think the chances are about athousand to one
againg usif | try tofly it. But I'll doiit, if we cometo that. And that's your job. Showing me some better
odds. If you cant, let me know."

Three weeks later, the Tharsis Canyon had been transformed into a child's garden of toys. Crawford
had thought of no better way to describeit. Each of the plastic spikes had blossomed into afanciful
windmill, no two of them just alike. There weretiny ones, with the vanes parallel to the ground and no
more than ten centimeterstall. There were derricks of spidery plastic struts that would not have looked
too out of place on aKansasfarm. Some of them were five meters high. They camein dl colorsand
many configurations, but al had vanes covered with atransparent film like cellophane, and dl were
spinning into colorful blursin the giff Martian breeze. Crawford thought of an industria park built by
gnomes. He could almost see them trudging through the spinning whesdls.

Song had taken one apart aswell as she could. She was still shaking her head in disbelief. She had
not been able to excavate the long insulated taproot, but she could infer how deep it went. It extended all
the way down to the layer of permafrogt, twenty meters down.



The ground between the windmills was coated in shimmering plastic. Thiswas the second part of the
plants ingenious solution to surviva on Mars. The windmills utilized the energy in the wind, and the plagtic
coating on the ground was in redlity two thin sheets of plastic with a space between for water to circulate.
The water was heated by the sun then pumped down to the permafrost, melting alittle more of it each
time.

"Theres gill something missing from our picture,” Song had told them the night before, when she
delivered her summary of what she had learned. "Marry hasn't been able to find a mechanism that would
permit these things to grow by ingesting sand and rock and turning it into plastic-like materials. So we
assumethereisareservoir of something like crude oil down there, maybe frozen in with the water.”

"Where would that have come from?" Lang had asked.

"You've heard of the long-period Martian seasona theories? Well, part of it ismore than atheory.
The combination of the Martian polar inclination, the precessiona cycle, and the eccentricity of the orbit
produces seasons that are about twelve thousand years long. We'rein the middle of winter, though we
landed in the nomina 'summer/ It's been theorized that if there were any Martian lifeit would have
adapted to these longer cycles. It hibernatesin spores during the cold cycle, when the water and carbon
dioxide freeze out at the poles, then comes out when enough ice meltsto permit biological processes. We
seem to have fooled these plants; they thought summer was here when the water vapor content went up
around the camp.”

"So what about the crude?' Ralston asked. He didn't completely believe that part of the model they
had evolved. He was alaboratory chemist, speciaizing in inorganic compounds. The way these plants
produced plastics without high heet, through purdly cataytic interactions, had him confused and
defensive. He wished the crazy windmillswould go away.

"I think | can answer that,” McKillian said. "These organisms barely scrape by in the best of times.
The onesthat have made it waste nothing. It stands to reason that any really ancient deposits of crude ol
would have been exhausted in only afew of these cycles. So it must be that what we're thinking of as
crude oil must be something alittle different It hasto be the remains of the last generation.”

"But how did the remains get so far below ground?’ Ralston asked. "Y ou'd expect them to be high
up. Thewinds couldn't bury them that deep in only twelve thousand years."

"You'reright,” said McKillian. "1 don't redly know. But | have atheory. Since these plants waste
nothing, why not conserve then” bodies when they die? They sprouted from the ground; isn't it possible
they could withdraw when things start to get tough again? They'd leave spores behind them asthey
retreated, distributing them al through the soil. That way, if the upper onesblew away or were sterilized
by the ultraviolet, the onesjust below them would till thrive when the right conditions returned. When
they reached the permafrogt, they'd decompose into this organic dush we've postulated, and. . . well, it
does get alittleinvolved, doesn't it?"

"Soundsal right to me," Lang assured her. "1t'll do for aworking theory. Now what about airborne
Spores?"

It turned out that they were safe from that imagined danger. There were sporesin the air now, but
they were not dangerous to the colonists. The plants attacked only certain kinds of plastics, and then only
in certain stages of their lives. Since they were till changing, it bore watching, but the airlocks and suits
were secure. The crew was enjoying the luxury of deeping without their suits.

And there was much work to do. Most of the physical sort devolved on Crawford and, to some
extent, on Lang. It threw them together alot. The other three had to be free to pursue their researches, as
it had been decided that only in knowing their environment would they stand a chance.

The two of them had managed to sdlvage most of the dome. Working with patching kits and lasersto
cut the tough material, they had constructed a much smaller dome. They erected it on an outcropping of
bare rock, rearranged the exhaust to prevent more condensation on the underside, and added more
safety features. They now dept in a pressurized building ingde the dome, and one of them stayed awake
onwatch a al times. In drills, they had come from adeep deep to full pressure-integrity in thirty
seconds. They were not going to get caught again.

Crawford looked away from the madly whirling rotors of the windmill farm. He was with the rest of



the crew, gtting in the dome with his helmet off. That was asfar as Lang would permit anyoneto go
except hi the cramped deeping quarters. Song Sue Lee was at the radio giving her report to the Edgar
Rice Burroughs. In her hand was one of the pump modules she had dissected out of one of the plants. It
consisted of ahaf-meter set of eight bladesthat turned fredly on teflon bearings. Below it were various
tiny gears and the pump itsaf. Shetwirled it idly as she spoke.

"l don't redly getit,” Crawford admitted, talking quietly to Lucy McKillian. "What's so revol utionary
about littlewindmills?'

"It'sjust awhole new area," McKillian whispered back. "Think about it Back on Earth, nature never
got around to inventing the whed!. I've sometimes wondered why not There are limitations, of course, but
it'ssuch agood idea. Just ook what we've done with it But all motion hi nature is confined to up and
down, back and forth, in and out, or squeeze and relax. Nothing on Earth goes round and round, unless
we built it. Think about it"

Crawford did, and began to see the novdty of it. Hetried hi vain to think of some mechanism hi an
animal or plant of Earthly origin that turned and kept on turning forever. He could not

Song finished her report and handed the mike to Lang. Before she could start, Weinstein came on the
line

"Weve had a changein plan up here," he said, with no preface. "I hope this doesn't come as a shock.
If you think about it, you'll s« thelogic hi it Were going back to Earth in seven days."

It didn't surprise them too much. The Burroughs had given then: just about everything it could hi the
form of data and supplies. There was one more capsule load due; after that, its presence would only be a
frustration to both groups. Therewas agreat ded of irony hi having two such powerful shipsso closeto
each other and being so hel plessto do anything concrete. It wastelling on the crew of the Burroughs.

"Weve reca culated everything based on the lower mass without the twenty of you and the six tons of
sampleswe were dlowing for. By using the fud we would have ferried down to you for takeoff, we can
make afaster orbit down toward Venus. The departure date for that orbit is seven days away. Well
rendezvous with adrone capsule full of supplieswe hadn't counted on." And besides, Lang thought to
hersdlf, it's much more dramatic. Plunging sunward on the chancy cometary orbit, their pantries stripped
bare, heading for the fateful rendezvous. . .

“I"d like your comments" hewent on. "Thisisn't dbsolutely final asyet."

They dl looked at Lang. They were reassured to find her calm and unshaken.

"| think it's the best idea. Onething: you've given up on any thoughts of me flying the Podkayne?"

"No insult intended, Mary," Weingtein said gently. "But, yes, we have. It'sthe opinion of the people
Earthsde that you couldn't do it. They've tried some experiments, coaching some very good pilots and
putting them into the simulators. They can't do it, and we don't think you could, ether.”

"No need to sugar-coat it | know it aswell as anyone. But even abillion to one shot is better than
nothing. | takeit they think Crawford isright, that surviva isat least theoreticaly possible?!

There was along hegitation. "1 guessthat's correct. Mary, I'll befrank. | don't think it's possible. |
hope I'm wrong, but | don't expect ..."

"Thank you, Winey, for the encouraging words. Y ou dways did know what it takes to buck aperson
up. By the way, that other mission, the one where you were going to ride a meteorite down here to save
our asses, that's scrubbed, too?!

The assembled crew smiled, and Song gave a high-pitched cheer. Weinstein was not the most
popular man on Mars.

"Mary, | told you about that dready,” he complained. It was a gentle complaint and, even more
sgnificant he had not objected to the use of his nickname. He was being gentle with the condemned. "We
worked on it around the clock. | even managed to get permission to turn over command temporarily. But
the mock-ups they made Earthside didn't survive the re-entry. It was the best we could do. | couldn't risk
the entire mission on a configuration the people back on Earth wouldn't certify.”

"I know. I'll call you back tomorrow.” She switched the set off and sat back on her hedls. "I swear, if
the Earthsde testson aroll of toilet paper didn't ... hewouldnt. . ." She cut the air with her hands. "What
am | saying? That's petty. | don't like him, but he'sright” She stood up, puffing out her cheeks as she



exhaled a pent-up breath.

"Come on, crew, we've got alot of work."

They named their colony New Amsterdam, because of the windmills. The name of whirligig wasthe
onethat stuck on the Martian plants, though Crawford held out for along timein favor of spinnakers.

They worked al day and tried their best to ignore the Burroughs overhead. The messages back and
forth were short and to the point Helpless as the mother ship wasto render them more ad, they knew
they would missit when it was gone. So the day of departure was a tiff, determinedly nonchalant affair.
They al made abig show of going to bed hours before the scheduled breakaway.

When he was sure the others were adeep, Crawford opened his eyes and looked around the
darkened barracks. It wasn't much in the way of ahome; they were crowded against each other on
rough pads made of insulating materia. Thetoilet facilitieswere behind aflimsy barrier againgt onewall,
and smdlled. But none of them would have wanted to deep outside in the dome, even if Lang had
dlowedit.

Theonly light came from theilluminated didsthat the guard was supposed to waich al night There
was no one sitting in front of them. Crawford assumed the guard had gone to deep. He would have been
upset, but there was no time. He had to suit up, and he wel comed the chance to sneak out He began to
furtively don his pressure suit.

Asahigtorian, hefdt he could not let such amoment dip by unobserved. Silly, but thereit was. He
had to be out there, watch it with hisown eyes. It didn't matter if he never lived to tell about it, he must
record it.

Someone sat up beside him. He froze, but it was too late. She rubbed her eyes and peered into the
darkness.

"Matt?' sheyawned. "What's. . . what isit? |s something-"

"Shh. I'm going out. Go back to deep. Song?’

"Um hmmm." She stretched, dug her knucklesfiercely into her eyes, and smoothed her hair back
from her face. She was dressed in aloose-fitting bottoms of a ship suit, agray piece of dirty cloth that
badly needed washing, asdid al their clothes. For amoment, as he watched her shadow stretch and
stand up, be wasn't interested in the Burroughs. He forced his mind away from her.

"I'm going with you," she whispered.

"All right. Don't wake the others."

Standing just outside the airlock was Mary Lang. She turned asthey came out, and did not seem
surprised.

"Were you the one on duty?' Crawford asked her.

"Y eah. | broke my own rule. But so did you two. Consider yourselves on report.” She laughed and
beckoned them over to her. They linked arms and stood staring up at the sky.

"How much longer?" Song asked, after some time had passed.

"Just afew minutes. Hold tight." Crawford looked over to Lang and thought he saw tears, but he
couldn't be surein the dark.

There was atiny new tar, brighter than all the rest, brighter than Phobos. It hurt to took at it but
none of them looked away. It was the fuson drive of the Edgar Rice Burroughs, heading sunward, avay
from the long winter on Mars. It stayed on for long minutes, then sputtered and waslost. Though it was
warm in the dome, Crawford was shivering. It was ten minutes before any of them fdlt like facing the
barracks.

They crowded into the airlock, carefully not looking at each other's faces asthey waited for the
automatic machinery. The inner door opened and Lang pushed forward—and right back into the airlock.
Crawford had aglimpse of Raston and Lucy McKillian; then Mary shut the door.

"Some people have no poetry in their souls,” Mary said.

"Or too much," Song giggled.

"Y ou people want to take awalk around the dome with me? Maybe we could discuss ways of giving
peoplealittle privecy."

Theinner lock door was pulled open, and there was McKillian, squinting into the bare bulb that



lighted the lock while she held her shirt in front of her with one hand.

"Comeonin," shesad, stepping back. "We might aswdll talk about this" They entered, and
McKillian turned on the light and sat down on her mattress. Raston was blinking, nervoudy tucked into
his pile of blankets. Since the day of the blowout he never seemed to be warm enough.

Having called for adiscussion, McKillian proceeded to clam up. Song and Crawford sat on their
bunks, and eventually as the silence stretched tighter, they dl found themsalveslooking to Lang.

She started stripping out of her suit. "Well, | guessthat takes care of that. So glad to hear al your
comments. Lucy, if you were expecting some sort of reprimand, forget it. Well take stepsfirst thing inthe
morning to provide some sort of privacy for that, but, no matter what well al be pretty closein the years
to come. | think we should dl relax. Any objections?' Shewas hdf out of her suit when she paused to
scan them for comments. There were none. She stripped to her skin and reached for the light.

"Inaway it'sabout time," she said, tossing her clothesin acorner. "The only thing to do with these
clothesisburn them. Well dl smell better for it. Song, you take the watch." Sheflicked out the lights and
reclined heavily on her mattress

There was much rustling and squirming for the next few minutes asthey got out of their clothes. Song
brushed against Crawford in the dark and they murmured apologies. Then they al bedded down in their
own bunks. It was severd tense, miserable hours before anyone got to deep.

The week following the departure of the Burroughs was one of hysterical overreaction by the New
Amgterdamites. The atmosphere was forced and fase; an eat-drink-and-be-merry feeling pervaded
everything they did.

They built aseparate shelter insde the dome, not redlly talking aoud about what it wasfor. But it did
not lack for use. Productive work suffered as the five of them frantically ran through dl the possible
permutations of three women and two men. Animosities devel oped, flourished for afew hours, and
dissolved in tearful reconciliations. Three ganged up on two, two on one, one declared war on al the
other four. Ralston and Song announced an engagement, which lasted ten hours. Crawford nearly came
to blowswith Lang, aided by McKillian. McKillian renounced men forever and had a brief, tempestuous
affair with Song. Then Song discovered McKillian with Raston, and Crawford caught her on the
rebound, only to be thrown over for Ralston.

Mary Lang let it work itsdf out, only interfering when it got violent. She hersdf was not immuneto
the frenzy but managed to stay aloof from most of it. She went to the shelter with whoever asked her,
trying not to play favorites, and gently tried to prod them back to work. As she told McKillian toward
thefirst of the week, "At least we're getting to know one another.”

Things did settle down, as Lang had known they would. They entered their second week donein
virtudly the same position they had started: no romantic entanglements firmly established. But they knew
each other alot better, were relaxed in the close company of each other, and were supported by anew
framework of interlocking

friendships. They were much closer to being ateam. Rivaries never died out completely, but they no
longer dominated the colony. Lang worked them harder than ever, making up for thelost time.

Crawford missed most of the interesting work, being more suited for the semiskilled manua labor
that never seemed to befinished. So he and Lang had to learn about the new discoveries at the nightly
briefingsin the shelter. He remembered nothing about any animal life being discovered, and so when he
saw something crawling through the whirligig garden, he dropped everything and started over to it

At the edge of the garden he stopped, remembering the order from Lang to stay out unless collecting
samples. He watched the thing-bug? turtle?—for amoment, satisfied himsalf that it wouldn't get too far
away é its cregping pace, and hurried off to find Song.

"You'vegot to nameit after me," he said asthey hurried back to the garden. "That's my right, isn't it,
asthe discoverer?!

"Sure," Song said, peering dong his pointed finger. " Just show me the damn thing and I'll immortaize
you."
The thing was twenty centimeters long, dmost round, and dome-shaped. It had ahard shell on top.

"l don't know quite what to do with it,” Song admitted. "If it'sthe only one, | don't dare dissect it, and



maybe| shouldn't even touchit"

"Don't worry, there's another over behind you." Now that they were looking for them, they quickly
spied four of the creatures. Song took a sample bag from her pouch and held it open in front of the beest.
It crawled halfway into the bag, then seemed to think something waswrong. It stopped, but Song nudged
itinand picked it up. She peered at the underside and laughed in wonder.

"Wheds" shesad. "Thething runs on wheds."

"I don't know where it came from," Song told the group that night. "I don't even quite believeinit.
It'd make anice educationd toy for achild, though. | took it apart into twenty or thirty pieces, put it back
together, and it fill runs. It has a high-impact polystyrene carapace, nontoxic paint on the outside—"

"Not redly polystyrene,” Raston interjected.

"...and | guessif you kept changing the batteriesit would run forever. And it's nearly polystyrene,
that'swhat you said."

"Were you serious about the batteries?' Lang asked.

"I'm not sure. Marty thinks there's a chemical metabolism in the upper part of the shell, which |
haven't explored yet. But | can't redlly say if it'sdivein the sensewe use. | mean, it runson whedd It has
three wheels, suited for sand, and something that's a cross between a rubber-band drive and a
maingpring. Energy is stored in a coiled muscle and released dowly. | don't think it could travel more than
ahundred meters. Unlessit can recoil the muscle, and | can't tell how that might be done.”

"It sounds very specidized,” McKillian said thoughtfully. *Maybe we should be looking for the niche
it occupies. Theway you describeit, it couldn't function without help from asymbiote. Maybeit fertilizes
the plants, like bees, and the plants either donate or are robbed of the power to wind the spring. Did you
look for some mechanism the bug could use to stedl energy from the rotating gearsin the whirligigs?”

"That'swhat | want to do in the morning,” Song said. "Unless Mary will let ustake alook tonight?*
Shesad it hopefully, but without real expectation. Mary Lang shook her head decisively.

"It'll keep. It's cold out there, baby."

A new exploration of the whirligig garden the next day reveded severd new species, including one
more thing that might be an animal. 1t was aflying cresture, the sze of afruit fly, that managed to glide
from plant to plant when the wind was down by means of afredly rotating set of blades, like an autogiro.

Crawford and Lang hung around as the scientists looked things over. They were not anxiousto get
back to the task that had occupied them for the last two weeks: that of bringing the Podkayneto a
horizontal position without wrecking her. The ship had been rigged with stabilizing cables soon after
landing, and provision had been madein the plansto lay the ship onitssidein the event of aredly big
windstorm. But the plans had envisioned awork force of twenty, working al day with amaze of pulleys
and gears. It was dow work and could not be rushed. If the ship were to tumble and lose pressure, they
didn't have aprayer.

So they welcomed an opportunity to tour fairyland. The place was even more bountiful than the last
time Crawford had taken alook. There were thick vines mat Song assured him were running with

water, both hot and cold, and various other fluids. There were more of thetall variety of derrick,
making the placelook like apastel ailfield.

They had little trouble finding where the matthews came from. They found dozens of
twenty-centimeter lumps on the sides of the large derricks. They evidently grew from them like tumors
and were released when they were ripe. What they were for was another matter. Aswell asthey could
discover, the matthews ssimply crawled in astraight line until their power ran out If they were wound up
again, they would crawl farther. There were dozens of them lying motionlessin the sand withina
hundred-meter radius of the garden.

Two weeks of research left them knowing no more. They had to abandon the matthews for thetime,
as another enigma had cropped up which demanded their attention.

Thistime Crawford wasthe last to know. He was called on the radio and found the group al
squatted hi acircle around agrowth in the graveyard.

The graveyard, where they had buried their fifteen dead crewmates on thefirst day of the disaster,
had sprouted with life during the week after the departure of the Burroughs. It was separated from the



origind site of the dome by three hundred meters of blowing sand. So McKillian assumed this second
bloom was caused by the water in the bodies of the dead. What they couldn't figure out waswhy this
patch should differ so radicaly from thefirst one.

There were whirligigsin the second patch, but they lacked the variety and disorder of the originas.
They were of nearly uniform size, about four meterstall, and al the same color, adark purple. They had
pumped water for two weeks, then stopped. When Song examined them, she reported the bearings were
frozen, dried out They seemed to have logt the plasticizer that kept the structures fluid and living. The
water in the pipes was frozen. Though she would not commit hersdf in the matter, she felt they were
dead. In their place was a second network of pipes which wound around the derricks and spread
trangparent sheets of film to the sunlight, heating the water which circulated through them. The water was
being pumped, but not by the now-familiar system of windmills. Spaced aong each of the pipeswere
expand on-contraction pumps with vaves very like those in ahuman heart

The new marvel wasasmple affair in the middle of that living petrochemical complex. It wasashort
plant that sprouted up half ameter, then extruded two stalks parald to the ground. At the end of each
stalk was a perfect globe, one gray, one blue. The blue one was much larger than the gray one.

Crawford looked at it briefly, then squatted down beside the rest, wondering what al the fusswas
about Everyone looked very solemn, amost scared.

"Y ou called me over to seethis?'

Lang looked over at him, and something in her face made him nervous.

"Look at it, Matt. Redly look at it."" So he did, feding foolish, wondering what the joke was. He
noticed awhite patch near the top of the largest globe. It was streaked, like a glass marble with swirls of
opagque materid hi it. It looked very familiar, he redlized, with the hair on the back of hisneck starting to
stand up.

"It turnsg" Lang said quietly. "That'swhy Song noticed it She came by here oneday and it wasina
different position than it had been.”

"Let meguess" he said, much more cadmly than he felt "Thelittle one goes around the big one, right?”

"Right. And the little one keeps one face turned to the big one. The big one rotates oncein
twenty-four hours. It has an axid tilt of twenty-three degrees.”

"It'sa... what's the word? Orrery. It'san orrery." Crawford had to stand up and shake hishead to
Clear it.

"It'sfunny," Lang said, quietly. "I dwaysthought it would be something flashy, or & least obvious. An
dien artifact mixed in with caveman bones, or aspaceship entering the system. | guess| wasthinking hi
terms of pottery shards and atom bombs.”

"Wadll, that dl sounds pretty ho-hum to me up against this," Song said. "Doyou ... doyou redlize. . .
what are wetalking about here? Evolution, or ... or engineering? Isit the plants themselves that did this,
or were they madeto do it by whatever built them? Do you see what I'm talking about? I've felt funny
about- those whedsfor along time. | just won't believe they'd evolve naturdly.”

"What do you mean?"

"I mean | think these plants we've been seeing were designed to be the way they are. They'retoo
perfectly adapted, too ingenious to have just sprung up hi response to the environment” Her eyes seemed
to wander, and she stood up and gazed into the valley below them. It was as barren as anything that
could beimagined: red and yellow and brown rock outcroppings and tumbled boulders. And in the
foreground, the twirling colors of thewhirligigs.

"But why thisthing?' Crawford asked, pointing to the impossible artifact-plant. "Why amodd of the
Earth and Moon? And why right here, in the graveyard?’

"Because we were expected,” Song said, still looking away from them. "They must have watched the
Earth, during the last summer season. | don't know; maybe they even went there. If they did, they would
have found men and women like us, hunting and living hi caves. Building fires, using clubs, chipping
arrowheads. Y ou know more about it than | do, Mait."

"Who arethey?' Ralston asked. "Y ou think we're going to be meeting some Martians? People? |
don't seehow. | don't believeit.”



"I'm afraid I'm skepticd, too," Lang said. "Surely there must be some other way to explainit.”

"No! There's no other way. Oh, not people like us, maybe. Maybe were seeing them right now,
gpinning like crazy." They dl looked uneasly at thewhirligigs. "But | think they're not hereyet | think
we're going to see, over the next few years, increasing complexity in these plants and animas asthey
build up abiome here and get ready for the builders. Think about it. When summer comes, the conditions
will be very different. The amosphere will be amost as dense as ours, with about the same partid
pressure of oxygen. By then, thousands of years from now, these early formswill have vanished. These
things are adapted for low pressure, no oxygen, scarce water. The later oneswill be adapted to an
environment much tike ours. And that's when welll see the makers, when the stage is properly set.” She
sounded amost rligiouswhen shesaid it.

Lang stood up and shook Song's shoulder. Song came dowly back to them and sat down, till
blinded by a private vision. Crawford had aglimpse of it himsdf, and it scared him. And aglimpse of
something e se, something that could be important but kept euding him.

"Don't you see?' she went on, calmer now. "It'stoo pat, too much of acoincidence. Thisthingislike
a... aheadstone, amonument. It's growing right herein the graveyard, from the bodies of our friends.
Can you believein that asjust a coincidence?’

Evidently no one could. But likewise, Crawford could see no reason why it should have happened
theway it did.

It was painful to leave the mystery for later, but there was nothing to be done about it. They could not
bring themsalves to uproot the thing, even when five more like it sprouted in the graveyard. Therewasa
new consensus among them to leave the Martian plants and animas alone. Like nervous atheists, most of
them didn't believe Song's theories but had an unesasy feding of trespassing when they went through the
gardens. They felt subconscioudy that it might be better to leave them aonein case they turned out to be
private property.

And for sx months, nothing redlly new cropped up among the whirligigs. Song was not surprised.
She said it supported her theory that these plants were there only as caretakers to prepare the way for
the less hardy, air-bresthing varieties to come. They would warm the soil and bring the water closer to
the surface, then disgppear when their function was over.

The three scientists allowed their studiesto dide asit became more important to provide for the
needs of the moment The dome materid was weakening as the temporary patcheslost strength, and so a
new home was badly needed. They were dealing daily with dow legks, any of which could becomea
maor blowout.

The Podkayne was |owered to the ground, and sadly decommissioned. It was abad day for Mary
Lang, theworst since the day of the blowout. She saw it as anecessary but infamousthingto dotoa
proud flying machine. She brooded about it for aweek, becoming short-tempered and almost
unapproachable. Then she asked Craw-ford to join her in the private shdlter. It wasthefirst time she had
asked any of the other four. They lay in each other'sarmsfor an hour, and Lang quietly sobbed on his
chest. Crawford was proud that she had chosen him for her companion when she could no longer
maintain her tough, competent show of strength. Inaway, it was a strong thing to do, to expose
weakness to the one person among the four who might possibly be her riva for leadership. He did not
betray the trust. In the end, she was comforting him.

After that day Lang was ruthlessin gutting the old Podkayne. She supervised the ripping out of the
motors to provide more living space, and only Crawford saw what it was costing her. They drained the
fuel tanks and stored the fudl in every available container they could scrounge. It would be useful later for
hesting, and for recharging batteries. They managed to convert plastic packing cratesinto fuel containers
by lining them with sheets of the double-walled materid the whirligigs used to heet water. They were
nervous at this vandalism, but had no other choice. They kept looking nervoudy et the graveyard asthey
ripped up meter-square sheets of it.

They ended up with along cylindrical home, divided into two small degping rooms, acommunity
room, and alaboratory-storehouse-workshop in the old fud tank. Crawford and Lang spent the first
night together in the "penthouse,” the former cockpit, the only room with windows.



Lying there wide awake on the rough mattress, sde by sdein thewarm air with Mary Lang, whose
black leg was a crooked line of shadow laying across his body, looking up through the port at the sharp,
unwinking stars—with nothing done yet about the problems of oxygen, food, and water for the years
ahead and no assurance he would live out the night on a planet determined to kill him—Crawford
redlized he had never been happier in hislife.

On aday exactly eight months after the disaster, two discoveries were made. Onewasin the
whirligig garden and concerned anew plant that was bearing what might be fruit. They were clusters of
grape-szed white bals, very hard and fairly heavy. The second discovery was made by Lucy McKillian
and concerned the absence of an event that up to that time had been as regular asthe full moon.

“I’'m pregnant,” she announced to them that night, causing Song to delay her examination of the white
fruit.

It was not unexpected; Lang had been waiting for it to happen since the night the Burroughs left. But
she had not worried about it Now she must decide what to do.

"l was afraid that might happen,” Crawford said. "What do we do, Mary?"

"Why don't you tell me what you think?Y ou're the surviva expert. Are babiesaplusor aminusin
our gtuation?"

"I'm afraid I-have to say they're aliability. Lucy will be needing extrafood during her pregnancy, and
afterward, and it will be an extramouth to feed. We can't afford the strain on our resources.” Lang said
nothing, waiting to hear from McKillian.

"Now wait aminute. What about al thisline about ‘colonists you've been feeding us ever sncewe
got stranded here? Who ever heard of acolony without babies? If we don't grow, we stagnate, right?
We haveto have children." Shelooked back and forth from Lang to Crawford, her face expressing
formless doubts.

"We'rein specia circumstances, Lucy,” Crawford explained. "Sure, I'd bedl for it if we were better
off. But we can't be sure we can even provide for oursalves, much lessachild. | say we can't afford
children until we're established.”

"Do you want the child, Lucy?" Lang asked quietly.

McKillian didn't seem to know what she wanted. "No. I... but, yes. Yes, | guess| do." Shelooked at
them, pleading for them to understand.

"L ook, I've never had one, and never planned to. I'm thirty-four years old and never, never felt the
lack. I've dways wanted to go places, and you can't with ababy. But | never planned to become a
colonist on Mars, ether. 1... things have changed, don't you see? I've been depressed.” She looked
around, and Song and Ra ston were nodding sympatheticaly. Relieved to see that she was not the only
one feding the oppression, she went on, more strongly. "I think if | go another day like yesterday and the
day before—and today—I'll end up screaming. It seems so pointless, collecting al that information, for
what?'

"| agreewith Lucy," Raston said, surprisingly. Crawford had thought he would be the only one
immune to the inevitable despair of the castaway. Raston in hislaboratory was the picture of carefree
detachment, existing only to observe.

"Sodol," Lang said, ending the discussion. But she explained her reasons to them.

"Look at it thisway, Matt. No matter how we stretch our supplies, they won't take us through the
next four years. We either find away of getting what we need from what's around us, or we dl die. And
if wefind away to do it, then what does it matter how many of usthere are? At the mog, thiswill push
our deadline afew weeks or amonth closer, the day we have to be salf-supporting.”

"I hadn't thought of it that way," Crawford admitted.

"But that's not important. The important thing iswhat you said from the first, and I'm surprised you
didn't seeit. If werre acolony, we expand. By definition. Historian, what happened to coloniesthat failed
to expand?'

"Dontrubitin.

"They died out | know that much. People, we're not intrepid space explorers anymore. We're not the
career men and women we set out to be. Likeit or not, and | suggest we start liking it, we're pioneers



trying to livein ahostile environment. The odds are very much againgt us, and were not going to be here
forever, but like Matt said, wed better plan asif we were. Comment?"

There was none, until Song spoke up thoughtfully.

"| think a baby around here would be fun. Two should be twice as much fun. | think I'll start. Come
on, Matty."

"Hold on, honey," Lang said dryly. "If you conceive now, I'll be forced to order you to abort. We
have the chemicalsfor it, you know."

"That'sdiscrimination.”

"Maybe s0. But just because we're colonists doesn't mean we have to behave like rabhbits. A
pregnant woman will have to be removed from the work force at the end of her term, and we can only
afford one at atime. After Lucy has hers, then come ask me again. But watch Lucy carefully, dear. Have
you redly thought what it's going to take? Have you tried to visudize her getting into her pressure suitin
Sx or seven months?

From their expressons, it was plain that neither Song nor McKillian had thought of it

"Right," Lang went on. "It'll beliteral confinement for her, right herein the Poddy. Unlesswe canrig
something for her, which X serioudy doubt. Still want to go through with it, Lucy?"

"Can | haveawhileto think it over?'

"Sure. Y ou have about two months. After that, the chemicasaren't safe”

"I'dadviseyoutodoit,” Crawford said. "I know my opinion means nothing after shooting my mouth
off. I know I'm afine oneto talk; | won't be cooped up in here. But the colony needsit Wevedl fdtit:
thelack of adirection or adriveto keep going. | think we'd get it back if you went through with this."

McKillian tapped her teeth thoughtfully with thetip of afinger.

"You'reright," shesaid."Y our opinion doesn't mean anything." She dapped his knee delightedly
when she saw him blush. "I think it'syours, by theway. And | think m go ahead and haveit"

The penthouse seemed to have gone to Lang and Crawford as an unasked-for prerogative. It just
became a habit, since they seemed to have devel oped a bond between them and none of the other three
complained. Neither of the other women seemed to be suffering in any way. So Lang left it at that. What
went on between the three of them was of no concern to her aslong asit stayed happy.

Lang was leaning back in Crawford's arms, trying to decide if she wanted to make love again, when
agunshot rang out in the Podkayne.

She had given alot of thought to the last emergency, which she till saw as partly aresult of her lagin
responding. Thistime she was through the door amost before the reverberations had died down, leaving
Crawford to nurse the leg she had stepped on in her haste.

Shewasin timeto see McKillian and Raston hurrying into the lab at the back of the ship. There was
ared light flashing, but she quickly saw it was not the worgt it could be; the pressure light still glowed
green. It was the smoke detector. The smoke was coming from the lab.

Shetook a deep breath and plunged in, only to collide with Ralston as he came out, dragging Song.
Except for a dazed expression and afew cuts, Song seemed to be dl right. Crawford and McKillian
joined them asthey lay her on the bunk.

"It was one of thefruit," she said, gasping for breath and coughing. "' was heating it in abesker,
turned away, and it blew. | guessit sort of stunned me. The next thing | knew, Marty was carrying me
out here. Hey, | haveto get back in there! There's another one. . . it could be dangerous, and the
damage, | have to check on that—" She struggled to get up but Lang held her down.

"You tekeit easy. What's this about another one?’

"l had it clamped down, and the drill-did | turniit on, or not? | can't remember. | was after acore
sample. You'd better take alook. If the drill hits whatever made the other one explode, it might go off."

"Il get it," McKillian said, turning toward the lab.

"You'l stay right here," Lang barked, "We know there's not enough power in them to hurt the ship,
but it could kill you if it hit you right. We Stay right here until it goes off. The hell with the damage. And
shut that door, quick!"

Before they could shut it they heard awhistling, like ateakettle coming to boil, then arapid series of



clangs. A tiny white ball came through the doorway and bounced off threewalls. It moved dmost faster
than they could follow. It hit Crawford on the arm, then fell to the floor where it gradually skitteredto a
stop. The hissing died away, and Crawford picked it up. It waslighter than it had been. Therewasa
pinhole drilled in one side. The pinhole was cold when he touched it with hisfingers. Startled, thinking he
was burned, he stuck hisfinger in his mouth, then sucked on it absently long after he knew the truth.

"These 'fruit’ are full of compressed gas,” hetold them. "We have to open up ancther, carefully this
time. I'm amogt afraid to say what gas| think it is, but | have ahunch that our problems are solved.”

By the time the rescue expedition arrived, no onewas calling it that There had been the little matter of
along, brutal war with the Paestinian Empire, and agrowing conviction that the survivors of the First
Expedition had not had any chancein the first place. There had been no time for luxurieslike space travel
beyond the Moon and no hillions of dollarsto invest while the world's energy policieswere being
debated in the Arabian Desert with tactical nuclear weapons.

When the ship finally did show up, it was no longer aNASA ship. It was sponsored by the fledgling
Internationa Space Agency. Its crew camefrom al over Earth. Its drive was new, too, and alot better
than the old one. Asusud, war had given research akick in the pants. Its mission wasto take up the
Martian exploration where the first expedition had |eft off and, incidentally, to recover the remains of the
twenty Americansfor return to Earth.

The ship came down with an impressive show of flame and billowing sand, three kilometersfrom
TharssBase.

The captain, an Indian named Singh, got his crew started on erecting the permanent buildings, then
climbed into acrawler with three officersfor thetrip to Thargs. It was dmost exactly twelve Earth-years
since the departure of the Edgar Rice Burroughs.

The Podkayne was barely visible behind a network of multicolored vines. The vineswere tough
enough to frustrate their efforts to push through and enter the old ship. But both lock doors were open,
and sand had drifted in rippled waves through the opening. The stern of the ship was nearly buried.

Singh told his peopleto stop, and he stood back admiring the complexity of thelifein such abarren
place. There were whirligigs twenty meterstall scattered around him, with vanes broad asthewings of a
cargo aircraft.

"Well haveto get cutting tools from the ship,” hetold his crew. "They're probably in there. What a
placethisis! | can see we're going to be busy.” He walked along the edge of the dense growth, which
now covered severa acres. He came to a section where the predominant color was purple. It was
grangely different from therest of the garden. Thereweretal whirligig derricks but they were frozen,
unmoving. And covering al the derricks was atrand ucent network of ten-centimeter-wide strips of
plastic, which was thick enough to make an impenetrable barrier. It was like a cobweb made of flat, thin
materia instead of fibrous spider-silk. It bulged outward between dl the crossbraces of the whirligigs.

"Héello, can you hear me now?"

Singh jumped, then turned around, looked at the three officers. They were looking as surprised ashe
was.

"Hello, hello, hello? No good on this one, Mary. Want meto try another channd ?'

"Wait amoment. | can hear you. Where are you?'

"Hey, hehearsme! Uh, that is, thisis Song Sue Lee, and I'm right in front of you. If you look redl
hard into the webbing, you can just make me out. FU wave my arms. See?”

Singh thought he saw some movement when he pressed his face to the trand ucent web. The web
resisted his hands, pushing back like an inflated balloon.

"l think | seeyou." The enormity of it wasjust striking him. He kept his voice under tight control, as
his officers rushed up around him, and managed not to ssammer. "Are you well? Isthere anything we can
do?'

Therewas apause. "Wdl, now that you mention it, you might have come on time. But that's water
through the pipes, | guess. If you have some toys or something, it might be nice. The storiesI'vetold little
Billy of al the nice things you people were going to bring! Therés going to be no living with him, let me
tl you."



Thiswas getting out of band for Captain Singh.

"Ms. Song, how can we get in there with you?"'

"Sorry. Go to your right about ten meters, where you see the steam coming from the web. There, see
it?" They did, and asthey looked, asection of the webbing was pulled open and arush of warm air
amost blew them over. Water condensed out of it in their faceplates, and suddenly they couldn't see very
wall.

"Hurry, hurry, step in! We can't keep it open too long." They groped their way in, scraping frost
away with their hands. The web dosed behind them, and they were standing in the center of avery
complicated network made of single strands of the webbing materia. Singh's pressure gauge read 30
millibars

Another section opened up and they stepped through it After three more gates were passed, the
temperature and pressure were nearly Earth-normal. And they were standing beside asmall orienta
woman with skin tanned almost black. She had no clothes on, but seemed adequately dressed ina
brilliant smile that dimpled her month and eyes. Her hair was streaked with gray. She would be— Singh
stopped to consider—forty-one years old.

“Thisway," she said, beckoning them into atunnel formed from more drips of plastic. They twisted
around through arandom maze, going through more gates that opened when they neared them,
sometimes getting on their knees when the clearance lowered. They heard the sound of children'svoices.

They reached what must have been the center of the maze and found the people everyone had given
up on. Eighteen of them. The children became very quiet and stared solemnly at the new arrivals, while
the other four adults. . .

The adults were standing separately around the space whiletiny helicoptersflew around them,
wrapping them from head to toe in trips of webbing like human maypoles.

"Of course we don't know if we would have made it without the assist from the Martians," Mary
Lang was saying, from her perch on an orange thing that might have been atoadstool. " Once we figured
out what was happening here in the graveyard, there was no need to explore dternative ways of getting
food, water, and oxygen. The need just never arose. We were provided for."

Sheraised her feet so agroup of three gawking women from the ship could get by. They wereletting
them come through in groups of five every hour. They didn't dare open the outer egress more often than
that, and Lang was wondering if it was too often. The place was crowded, and the kids were nervous.
But better to have the crew satisfy their curiosity in here where we can watch them, she reasoned, than
have them messing things up outside.

Theinner nest was free-form. The New Amsterdamites had allowed it to stay pretty much the way
thewhirlibirds had built it, only taking down an obstruction here and there to alow humansto move
around. It was amaze of gauzy wals and plastic struts, with clear plastic pipesrunning al over and
carrying fluids of pae blue, pink, gold, and wine. Metal spigots from the Podkayne had been inserted in
some of the pipes. McKillian was kept busy refilling glassesfor the visitors who wanted to sample the
antifreeze solution that wasfifty per cent ethanal. It was good stuff, Captain Singh reflected as he drained
histhird glass, and that was what he ill couldn't understand.

He was having trouble framing the questions he wanted to ask, and he redlized he'd had too much to
drink. The spirit of celebration, the rgoicing at finding these people here past any hope; one could hardly
gtay doof from it But he refused afourth drink regretfully.

"l can understand the drink," he said, carefully. "Ethanol isasmple compound and could fit into many
different chemidtries. But it's hard to believe that you've survived eating the food these plants produced
for you."

"Not once you understand what this graveyard isand why it became what it did,” Song said. Shewas
sitting cross-legged on the floor nursing her youngest, Ethan.

"Firgt you have to understand that al thisyou see'—she waved around at the meters of hanging
soft-sculpture, causing Ethan to nearly |ose the nipple—"was designed to contain .beings who are no
more adapted to this Mars than we are. They need warmth, oxygen at fairly high pressures, and free
water. It isn't here now, but it can be created by properly designed plants. They engineered these plants



to be triggered by the first signs of free water and to tart building placesfor them to live while they
waited for full summer to come. When it does, thiswhole planet will bloom. Then we can step outside
without wearing suits or carrying airberries.”

"Yes, | see" Singh said. "And it'sal very wonderful, amost too much to believe." He was distracted
for amoment, looking up to the celling where the airberries—white spheres about the s.ze of bowling
balls-hung in dusters from the pipes that supplied them with high-pressure oxygen.

“I'd like to see that process from the start,” he said. "Where you suit up for the outside, | mean.”

"We were suiting up when you got here. It takes about half an boor; so we couldn't get out hi timeto
meet you."

"How long arethose. . . suitsgood for?"

"About aday," Crawford said. "Y ou have to destroy them to get out of them. The plastic strips don't
cut well, but there's another specidized animal that eats that type of plagtic. It'srecycled into the system.
If you want to suit up, you just grab awhirlibird and hold onto itstail and throw it. It starts spinning asit
flies, and wraps the end product around you. It takes some practice, but it works. The stuff sticksto
itsdlf, but not to us. So you spin severa layers, letting each one dry, then hook up an airberry, and you're
inflated and insulated,”

"Marvelous" Singh said, truly impressed. He had seen the tiny whirlibirds weaving the suits, and the
other ones, like smal dugs, eating them away when the colonists saw they wouldn't need them. "But
without some sort of exhaust, you wouldn't last long. How isthat accomplished?”

"We use the breather valves from our old suits,” McKillian said. "Either the plantsthat grow vaves
haven't come up yet, or we haven't been smart enough to recognize them. And theinsulation isn't perfect.
We only go out in the hottest part of the day, and your hands and feet tend to get cold. But we manage.”

Singh redized he had strayed from his origind question.

"But what about the food? Surely it's too much to expect for these Martians to egt the same things
we do. Wouldn't you think so?"

"We sure did, and we were lucky to have Marty Ralston along. He kept telling usthe fruitsin the
graveyard were edible by humans. Fats, starches, proteins, al identical to the oneswe brought aong.
The cluewasin the orrery, of course.”

Lang pointed to the twin globesin the middie of the room, still keeping perfect Earth time.

"It was a beacon. Wefigured that out when we saw they grew only hi the graveyard. But what wasiit
telling us? We fet it meant that we were expected. Song felt that from the Sart, and we al cameto agree
with her. But we didn't realize just how much they had prepared for us until Marty started andyzing the
fruitsand nutrients here.

"Ligten, these Martians—and | can see from your look that you till don't really believe in them, but
you will if you stay here long enough—they know genetics. They redly know it We have athousand
theories about what they may belike, and | won't bore you with them yet, but thisis one thing we do
know. They can build anything they need, make ablueprint in DNA, encapsulateit in aspore and bury it,
knowing exactly what will come up in forty thousand years. When it startsto get cold here and they
know the cycle's drawing to an end, they seed the planet with the spores and ... do something. Maybe
they die, or maybe they have some other way of passing thetime. But they know they'll return.

"We can't say how long they've been prepared for avisit from us. Maybe only this cycle; maybe
twenty cyclesago. Anyway, a thelast cycle they buried the kind of sporesthat would produce these
little gismos." She tapped the blue ball representing the Earth with one foot

They triggered them to be activated only when they encountered certain different conditions. Maybe
they knew exactly what it would be; maybe they only provided for alikely range of possihilities. Song
thinks they've visited us, back in the Stone Age. In somewaysit's easier to believe than the dternative.
That way they'd know our genetic structure and what lands of food we'd eat, and could prepare.

"'Causeif they didn't vigit us, they must have prepared other spores. Spores that would analyze new
proteins and be able to duplicate them. Further than that, some of the plants might have been able to
copy certain genetic materid if they encountered any. Take alook at that pipe behind you." Singh turned
and saw a pipe about asthick ashisarm. It wasflexible, and had aswelling in it that continuoudy pulsed



in expangon and contraction.

Take that bulge apart and you'd be amazed at the resemblance to a human heart So there's another
sgnificant fact; this place started out with whirligigs, but later modified itself to use human heart pumps
from the genetic information taken from the bodies of the men and women we buried,” She paused to let
that snk in, then went on with adightly bemused amile.

"The samething for what we eat and drink. That liquor you drank, for instance. It's half acohol, and
that's probably what it would have been without the corpses. But the rest of it isvery smilar to
hemoglobin. It's sort of like fermented blood. Human blood.”

Singh was glad he had refused the fourth drink. One of his crew members quietly put his glass down.

"I've never eaten human flesh,”" Lang went on, "but | think 1 know what it must taste like. Those vines
to your right; we gtrip off the outer part and eat the meat undernesath. It tastes good. | wish we could
cook it, but we have nothing to bum and couldn't risk it with the high oxygen count, anyway."

Singh and everyone dse was sllent for awhile. He found he redlty was beginning to believein the
Martians. The theory seemed to cover alot of otherwise inexplicable facts.

Mary Lang sighed, dapped her thighs, and stood up. Like al the others, she was nude and seemed
totally a homewith it None of them had worn anything but a Martian pressure suit for eight years. She
ran her hand lovingly over the gossamer wall, thewall that had provided her and her fellow colonists and
their children protection from the cold and the thin air for so long. He was struck by her easy familiarity
with what seemed to him outlandish surroundings. She looked at home. He couldn't imagine her
anywhereese.

Helooked at the children. One wide-eyed little girl of eight yearswasknedling at hisfeet. Ashiseyes
fell on her, she smiled tentatively and took hishand.

"Did you bring any bubblegum?' the girl asked.

He smiled at her. "No, honey, but maybe there's some hi the ship." She seemed satisfied. She would
walt to experience the wonders of Earthly science.

"Wewere provided for," Mary Lang said quietly. "They knew we were coming and they dtered their
planstofit usin." Shelooked back to Singh. "It would have happened even without the blowout and the
burias. The same sort of thing was happening around the Podkayne, too, triggered by our waste; urine
and feces and such. | don't know if it would have tasted quite as good hi the food department, but it
would have sugtained life”

Singh stood up. He was moved, but did not trust himsalf to show ft adequately. So he sounded rather
abrupt, though polite.

"I suppose you'll be anxiousto go to the ship,” he said. "Y ou're going to be atremendous help. You
know so much of what we were sent hereto find out. And you'll be quite famous when you get back to
Earth. Y our back pay should add up to quite asum.”

There was asilence, then it wasripped agpart by Lang's huge laugh. She was joined by the others,
and the children, who didn't know what they were laughing about but enjoyed the break in the tension.

"Sorry, Captain. That was rude. But were not going back.”

Singh looked at each of the adults and saw no trace of doubt. And hewas mildly surprised to find
that the statement did not startle him.

"I won't teke that asyour fina decison,” hesaid. "Asyou know, well be here sx months. If at the
end of that time any of you want to go, you're dlill citizens of Earth.”

"Weare? You'll haveto brief us on the political situation back there. We were United States citizens
when we left. But it doesn't matter. Y ou won't get any takers, though we appreciate the fact that you
came. It'snice to know we weren't forgotten.” She said it with total assurance, and the others were
nodding. Singh was uncomfortably aware that the idea of arescue misson had died out only afew years
after theinitia tragedy. He and his ship were here now only to explore.

Lang sat back down and patted the ground around her, ground that was covered in amultiple layer
of the Martian pressure-tight web, the kind of web that would have been made only by warm-blooded,
oxygen-breathing, water-economy beings who needed protection for their bodies until the full bloom of
summer.



"Welikeit here. It'sagood place to raise afamily, not like Earth the last time | wasthere. And it
couldn't be much better now, right after another war. And we can't leave, even if we wanted to." She
flashed him adazzling smile and patted the ground again.

"The Martians should be showing up any time now. And we aim to thank them."
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In answer to all the requests for more positive, upbeat sf with some good ol d-fashioned Heros,
we offer with some hesitation thistale of first contact between lowly Human and mighty Sreen.

Upstart
STEVEN UTLEY

"Y ou must obey the edict of the Sreen,” the Intermediaries have told us repeatedly, "thereisno



apped,” but the cagptain won't hear of it, not for amoment. He draws himself up to hisfull height of two
meters and looms threateningly over the four or five Intermediaries, who are, after dl, smal and not
particularly substantia-looking beings, mere wisps of trand ucent flesh through which their bluish skeletdl
structures and pulsing organs can be seen.

"Youtake usinto talk to the Sreen," the captain tells them, "you take usin right now, do you hear
me?' Hisvoiceislike asword coming out of its scabbard, an angry, menacing, deadly metal-on-meta
rasp. "Y ou take us to these God-damned Sreen of yours and let ustalk to them.”

The Intermediaries shrink before him, fluttering their pallid appendagesin obvious dismay, and bleat
inunison, "No, no, what you request isimpossible. The decision of the Sreenisfind, and, anyway,
they're very busy right now, they can't be bothered.”

The captain wheels savagely, face moittled, teeth bared, armswindmilling with rage. | have never seen
him thisfurious before, and it frightens me. Not that | cannot appreciate and even share his anger toward
the Sreen, of course. The Sreen have been very arbitrary and high-handed from the start, snatching our
vesse out of normal space, scooping it up and stuffing it into the maw of their own craft, establishing
communication with usthrough their Intermediaries, then issuing their incredible edict. They do not
appear to carethat they have interfered with Humankind's grandest endeavor. Our vessdl is Terrasfirst
bonafide starship, in which the captain and | were to have accel erated through norma spaceto
light-velocity, activated the tardyon-tachyon conversion system and popped back into norma spacein
the neighborhood of Alpha Centauri. | can understand how the captain fedls,

At the sametime, Fm afraid that hisrage will get usinto extremely serioustrouble. The Sreen have
aready demongtrated their awesome power through the ease with which they located and intercepted us
just outside the orbit of Neptune. Their vessdl isincomprehensible, adrupelet-cluster of aconstruct
which seemsto movein casud defiance of every law of physics, haf in normd space, hdf hi
elsawherespace. It isan enormous piece of hardware, this Sreen craft, averitable artificia planetoid: the
antiseptic bay in which our own ship now sits, for example, isno less than acubic kilometer in volume;
the antechamber in which the captain and | received the Sreen edict issmall by comparison, but only by
comparison. Before usisagreat door of dully gleaming gray metd, five or Sx meters high, approximately
four wide. In addition to everything else, the Sreen must be physicaly massive beings. My head isfull of
unpleasant visons of superintelligent dinosaurs, and | do not want the captain to antagonize such
creatures.

"Sir," | say, "there's nothing we can do here. Were just going to have to return home and let Earth
figureaway out of thisthing. Let them handleit." Absurd, absurd, | know how absurd the suggestion is
even as| voiceit, no one on Earth is going to be able to defy the edict. "We haven't any choice, sir, they
want usto go now, and | think we'd better do it"

The captain glares at me and balls his mesty handsinto figts. | tense in expectation of blowswhich do
not fall. Instead, he shakes his head emphaticaly and turnsto the Intermediaries, "Thisisridiculous.
Thoroughly ridiculous”

"Captain-"

He silences me with an imperious gesture. "Who do these Sreen think they ore?!

"Thetrue and indisputable masters of the universe,” the Intermediaries pipe in one high but full-toned
voice, "thelords of Crestion.”

"I want to seethem,” the captain indsts.

"Y ou must return to your ship,” they ins s, "and obey the will of the Sreen.”

"Like hdl! Like bloody God-damned hell! Where are they? What makes them think they havethe
right, the right, to claim the whole damned universe for themselves?' The cgptain'svoiceisgoing up the
scae, becoming ashriek, and filled though | am with terror of the Sreen, | am aso caught up infierce
admiration for my superior officer. He may be asuicidd fool to refuse to accept the Situation, but thereis
passon in hisfoolishness, and it is an infectious passon. "How dare they treat usthisway?What do they
mean, ordering usto go home and stay there because they own the universe?!

He takes astep toward the door. The Intermediaries move to block his path. With an inarticulate
screech, he ploughs through them, swatting them aside with the backs of his hands, kicking them out of



hisway with his heavy-booted feet. The Intermediaries break easily, and it occursto me then that they
are probably as digposable acommodity among the Sreen astissue paper is among human beings. One
Intermediary isleft limping aong after the captain. Through the clear pale skin of itsback, | seethat some
vertebrae have been badly didocated. The thing nevertheless succeeds in overtaking the captain and
wrapping its appendages around his calf, bleating dl the while, "No, no, you must abide by the edict,
even asevery other inferior species has, you must abide. . . ." The captain is having trouble disentangling
himsdf, and so | go to him. Together, we tear the Intermediary loose. The captain flingsit aside, and it
bounces off the great portal, spins across the polished floor, lies crushed and unmoving.

Side by side, we pause directly before the door. My teeth, | suddenly redlize, are chattering with
fear. "Captain,” | say asmy resolve beginsto disntegrate, "why are we doing this?'

"The nature of the beast," he mutters, dmost sadly, and smacks the palm of his gloved hand against
the portd. "Sreen!" heyells. "Come out, Sreen!™

Andwewait

"If we don't make it homefromthis" | say at length, "if they never hear from us back on Earth, never
know what became of their starship—"

"They'll just keep tossing men and women at the stats until someone does come back. Sreen or no
Sreen.” The captain strikes the door again, with the edge of hisfigt thistime. "Sreen!" A bellow which,
curioudly, does not echo in the vast antechamber. " Sreen! SREEN!"

The door starts to swing back on noisaless hinges, and a breath of cold, unbelievably cold air touches
our faces. The door swings open. The door swings open. The door swings open forever before we finaly
seeinto the next chamber.

"Ohmy God," | whisper to the captain, "oh, oh my God."

They aretitans, they are the true and indisputable masters of the universe, the lords of Creation, and
they are unhappy with us. They speak, and theirsisavoice that shatters mountains. "WHO ARE.

YOU?

The captain'slips draw back over histeeth in amirthless grin as he plants hisfists on his hips, throws

back hishead, thrusts out hisjaw. "Who wants to know?"

Lee Killough has written a series of superior storiesfor F& S that share a common theme
(the future of the arts) and background (an artist's colony called Aventine). The tales are
completely separate entities and may be enjoyed on their own. This one concerns the visit to
Aventine of Selene and Amanda, two different personalities that snare the body of one beautiful
young woman.

A House Divided
LEE KILLOUGH

Amanda Gail and Selene Randd| came to Aventine during the autumn hiatus, when the last of the
summer residents had gone back to jobs in the city or followed the sun south, and the winter influx of
skiers and skaters was still some weeks away. Aventine scarcely noticed them, and if my current cohab
had not gone off through the DianaMountain Stargate on someinterstellar artists junket, they might
never have been more than clientsto me, either. There are nights | cannot deep for wishing she had
chosen another redlty agent or come some other season. | was aone, though, in the boredom of autumn
when Amandawalked into my office with her seeds of tragedy and elected me gardener.

"Matthew Gordon?' she asked in a soft, hesitant voice | remembered from political broadcastsin the
last eection, extolling the senatoria virtues of her father. “1I’'m Amanda Gail. | wired you about renting a
cabin?'

| nodded. "I have your wire."

Her pictures, though, did not do her justice. Not only was | surprised to find her taller than |



expected, fully astall as| was, but no media camerahad ever captured the glow that shone out through
her otherwise rather plain face, giving her thelook of a Renaissance Madonnaand adding nostalgic
charm to her loose topknot of copper hair and high-wai sted Regency-style dress.

"How many will beinyour party?' | asked.

Eyeswith the warm brilliance of goldstone looked a me through her lashes. "I'm done."

| nodded again, at the same time wondering how Amanda Gail could ever, redly, consder hersdlf
aone. The acrimonious divorce of former Olympic runner Margot Randall and Senator Charles
Chrigtopher Gail had traumatically divided not only Amandas childhood but her very psyche. Five years
ago, when Margot Randall died hi ahovercraft accident and Amanda moved to Washington full-time, it
emerged that for most of her childhood, Amanda Selene Gail had been two persondities, Amanda Gall
and another cdling hersalf Sdlene Randall. The revelation, and their decision to remain dissociated, had
made them the darlings of the gossip columns.

"Senator Moran told me | could live herein privacy. Isthat true?" Amanda asked.

"Y es. Aventine has too many rich and famous residents to care about another celebrity, and aswe
have no hotels or public trangportation and the cabletrain from Gateside isthe only way in, aside from
private aircraft on private landing fields, we manage to discourage most reporters and curiosity seekers.”

Shegnmiled. "Wonderful."

That smilewas remarkable. It turned the light hi her to dazzling incandescence.

"My runabout isoutside. IT! show you what | have available.”

| was carrying along list of rentals, owned by summer people who authorized whiter leasing to pay
for the upkeep on their property. They were all over Aventine, from afew apartments down near the
shopping square to cabinsin the woods and aong the shores of both the Lunamere and Heliomere. |
explained the choicesto Amandaas | handed her into the runabout and unplugged the car from its
charger. The Lunamere's main attraction in winter wasthet it froze over, making sixteen kilometersof ice
for skating. The Heliomere was fed by hot springs and, at thirty-five degrees C, was suitable for
year-round svimming.

"I’mno swimmer but | prefer hot water toice" Amandasaid.

| drove her up to alittle A-frame a No. 43 Apollo on the lower shore of the Heliomere. It wasa
good sizefor asingle person, with adeck al around and steps down to the beach in back. Amanda
admired the white expanse of the beach, which would have gratified the city council. They had once
spent agood dea importing al those tons of sand from some distant world on the Stargate system to
cover therazor flint nature originaly laid there.

What brought another of those incredible smileswastheinterior. Not only did the carpeting continue
up thewalls, but as she walked from the kitchen, across the lounge areato the fireplace, and turned to
look up at the deeping loft, each place her feet touched a patch changed color to apale, clear yellow.
She stared, then laughed and ran her hands along the back of a chair. It, too, changed color, to a pattern
of pastel greensand yellows.

"PolySendtives,” shesaid. "I haven't seen any of thesesincel wasalittle girt." She sat downinthe
chair, watching the color change spread over the entire surface and the contours ater to a deeper, softer
look. "How fun.”

Unfortunately the polys were not dwaysfun. Theterrestria and extraterrestria psychosengtive
materiasthat were supposed to enable the poly furnishings to match their owner's persondity and moods
became so neurotic when exposed to alarge number of users or households where emotion ran hot that
they developed shapes and colors whose effect on humans ranged from mildly annoying to violently
nausesting. Polys were appropriate for Amanda, though. They could suit both her and her dter ego and
eliminate any conflict over taste hi furniture,

Amandasad, "l think thiswill befine. Wheredo | sign thelease?!

That brought her dter to mind. "Will Sdene be sgning, too?'

Thelight hi her dimmed, leaving her only alanky girl in an anachronigtic dress. She pulled a a copper
lock dangling down over her temple. "There's no need. The courts won't recognize us as separate
people. What one doesiislegdly binding on the other."



| was dismayed by the effect the question had on her. | forced heartinessinto my voice. "Then let's
drive back to the office and sign. Y on can movein today."

Driving down the mountain, | pointed out the villas and estates of some of our celebrity citizens:
actress Lillith Manners, noveist Forrest Jakovich, and our extraterrestrial, Gepbha Gepbhanna. | was
findly rewarded by seeing the light come back on in her. At the office | explained that the owner of No.
43 would only let the cabin until May. Wasthat dl right with her?

"I hope m be gone before then. I'm just on holiday until | decide what to do with my life."

| raised my brows. "Y ou've given up being hostessfor your father?!

She lowered her eyes. "My father remarried last month. He doesn't need me any longer. But a
woman of twenty-9x ought to be leaving home anyway."

“I''m surprised theré's any problem what to do. Y our dancing has already won critica acclam.”

Thelight in her dimmed. "Seleneisthe dancer. | don't know anything about it.”

"But if sheknows—" | began, then, as her light went out entirely, said, “I’m sorry; | didn't mean to
upset you. | wasjust carious. . . ."

"Everyoneis." Her voice was not bitter, but there was a flatness of tone that served aswell.

| brought the subject back to business. "If you cometo May and aren't ready to leave, I'll find you
another cabin.”

Shetugged at thelock of hair over her temple again. "By that time, it will be Sdlene'sdecision.”

My curiosity reared up again. The gossip columnists speculated a great deal about how Amandaand
Sdlene managed their duad existence, but because neither persondity gave interviews on the subject, it
had to remain only speculation. The custody decision, however, was public knowledge. January to June
had gone to Margot Randall, July to December to the Senator. It sounded like the dters might till divide
their year that way. But rather than distress Amanda further by asking about it, | bit my tongue and
hurried out to get the lease from my secretary.

While Caro typed in the blanks, | wondered at the difference between Amanda Gall's attitude toward
Selene and that portrayed by the columnists. They made it sound like kinky fun. Over the past severd
years there had been arush to the andysts couches by people hoping to find another personaity or two
living indde their heads with them. | even knew perfectly norma people so taken with the idea that they
resorted to gping the signs of dissociation.

Amandawas still very quiet when | took theleaseinto her. | offered her mysalf and my runabout to
move her luggage from the cabletrain station. She accepted, and while we collected the luggage, including
ahuge trunk that almost filled the car, | did my best to be kind and amusing. Findly, she started glowing
again. | left her with the key, my telephone number, and awarning that, since the cabins on either side of
her for some distance were empty, she should keep her doors locked. | also promised to call her the next
day to seeif she needed anything.

"Not too early, please?’ shesad. "l liketo deep late.”

"Why don't | come over a noon? Well have lunch somewhere and | can show you the Sights.”

Shegmiled. "That soundslovely."

| lived on the Heliomere mysdlf, just a kilometer away from Amandas cabin. | don't deep late, and
the next morning while | was taking my wake-up walk aong the beach, | saw no reason not to pass her
cabin. | could take a brief ook to make sure everything was dl right, then come back for her a noon as
agreed. | was enjoying the frosty bite of the air in my nose and throat and the surredl effect of the steam
rising off the dawn-pink Heliomere when | saw Amanda running up the beach toward me, her hair flying
long and loose around her.

My initia spasm of panic passed as| redlized she was wearing an exercise jacket and shorts and only
jogging, not running. She saw me about the same moment. She spun around as though to run away, then
shrugged and waited for meto catch up.

“I thought you liketo deep late," | said.

She sarted walking. "Mandy does."

| dmost missed the next step turning to stare at her. Y ou're Selene?’

Shedid look different She held her chin high, making her seem even tdler than she had yesterday.



Her eye contact was direct rather than through her lashes, and the color of her eyesthemsaveswasless
goldstone than the fera warmth of topaz. Too, despite her dow wak beside me, she radiated energy so
eectricit fairly raised the hair on my arm nearest her. Even her voice was changed—higher, firm, rapid.

"Areyou in command today, then?' | asked.

"No." She shook her hair back over her shoulders. "I don't take over officialy until January. | just
come early to exercise”

| raised my brows. "That's dedication.”

"Trid's necessty. Without dally practice I’ ll tighten up and my devationswill fal."

"Elevations?'

Without breaking stride, she kicked high over her head and grinned a me. "Elevations." Then she
stopped and turned to face me. "I’ [l have to ask you for afavor. Mandy doesn't know about my practice
sessions. Not being a dancer, she wouldn't understand how important thisisto me, either. Sheldd just be
upset knowing | was here out of my time. So when you take her to lunch today, please don't mention you
saw me."

| frowned. "If you know I'm taking her to lunch, how isit she doesn't know what you're doing?*

“I"'m continuoudy aware; she's only conscious when she'sout.”

That hardly seemed fan' to me. Asthough she read my mind, Sdlenesaid, "l didn't planit; it just
works out that way."

She started walking toward the cabin again, leaning forward as though straining againgt aninvisible
leash. | could dmost hear the crackle of contained energy within her.

"Youwont tell her, will you?' she asked anxioudy.

| thought about it aminute. There seemed to be no harm in Sdene being here. "No, | won't tell her.”

Shedghedinrdief. "Gordy, youreafriend. Wel meet again.”

The leash broke. She bounded away down the sand. As though that were not rel ease enough, she
flung hersdlf into a succession of cartwheds and forward flips. She went around a curve of the beach and
out of sght, still cartwhedling. By thetime | reached the curve, she had disappeared.

At noon Amandawas waiting for me out on her deck. She came down the steps toward the
runabout with arega grace so unlike Selene's bridled energy it was hard to believe they possessed the
same bodly.

"Good morning, Mr. Gordon." She smiled, leaving me breathless. "Where are we going?”'

"Toacdafecdled TheGdlery."

Its main attraction, aside from being one of the two cafes open this month, was that while we waited
for our order we could walk around the cafe looking at the paintings and scul pture on exhibition by local
atigs.

"Y ou must have quite an artists colony here,” Amandasaid, looking over the collection. Sherana
hand down the smooth curves of a sonatrophic scul pture by Drummond Caspar. Thetrope leaned
toward the sound of her voice.

"We do. Between them and our cel ebrity citizens, shopkeepers and smple busnessmen likemearea
minority group. Aventineisredly avillage with alarge populaion.”

"Then what arethe Sghts you mentioned?'

"The mogt unique collection of architecturein theworld.”

Her goldstone eyes widened in disbelief. " Architecture?'

| grinned. "1, somewhat naturaly, am aconnoisseur of buildings, and | promise you, Miss Gall, that
nowhere elsewill you find such afree exercise of idiosyncrasiesin home design.”

After caling the office to let Caro know where she could reach me, | handed Amandainto the
runabout and proceeded to demonstrate what | meant. The sultan's palaces, Greek temples, antebellum
mansions, and Norman castles | bypassed with the contempt such common tawdries deserved. Instead, |
let her stare wide-eyed at constructions like the Tree House, whose rooms unfolded like flowers along
branching stairways spreading up and out from the ground-level entrance unit. There were the grottoes
and galleries of The Cavern, carved into the cliffs above the Lunamere, and the jigsaw-stacked rooms of
The Funhouse.



"Itsmarvelous," Amandasaid. "And people actudly livein them?

What was marve ous was the afternoon with Amanda clinging to my arm and greeting each new
offering with asigh of pleasure or gasp of delicious dismay. In the course of it she stopped caling me Mr.
Gordon, too, and began saying Matthew. | would have preferred Matt, but when | brought that up she
dropped her eyesand said:

"If you don't mind, | prefer some formality. As my father says, thismodern rush to intimacy promotes
sex but prevents conversation and understanding.”

| did not fedl ready to dispute Senator Gail. "Then | take it you don't want meto cal you Mandy?'

"No!" Her vehemence startled me. She quickly lowered her voice and went on: "My friends cal me
Amanda,”

| tried to extend the day by inviting her out for dinner as| was driving her back to her cabin.

Shedeclined with asmile. "I redly should finish unpacking.”

"l can help."

She shook her head. "Thank you, anyway."

| did extract a promise that she would let me show her more houses another day; then | made mysdlf
leave. | drove home reflecting what pleasant and restful company shewas. A man could do far worse
than her for acompanion. | wondered, too, when | might see Selene again.

There was anote from her on my door the next morning.

Gordy,
Y ou should have ingsted on dinner last night. Playing hostess for the Senator

never included kitchen duty. Help Mandy get ameal subscription.

It was unsigned and the writing was more careful than | would have expected of Selene, but | could
not imagine anyone elsewriting it

| called Amandaat noon. Without mentioning the note, | asked about her cooking.

After ashort pause shesaid, "l just throw things together.”

| shuddered. ™Y ou need more than that I'm going to call afood servicein Gateside and take out a
subscription for you; then | insst you have your mealswith me, either out or cooked by me, until your
first week's supply of medsisddivered.”

| organized my argumentswhile | waited for her protest that she could look after hersdf. To my
surprise, after another short pause, she said in aquiet voice, "You'reright, of course, Matthew. Thank
you for taking so much trouble for me."

Nothing was trouble which guaranteed me the chance to see her twice aday. When | met Sdeneon
the beach several dayslater, | thanked her.

She shrugged, running in place while she talked to me. " Someone hasto let you know when things
need to be done."

She started off up the beach.

"May | runwithyou?' | caled after her.

Shelooked back without stopping. "If you like. I'd like having someone besides mysdlf to talk to. It's
only fair to warn you, though. I'm harder to get dong with than Mandy."

Shewas nothing if not honest. In the succeeding mornings, if | ran too dowly, she smply left me
behind. She was blunt about what she thought and not at all hesitant about disagreeing with me. Still,
there was no verbal swordplay and no pretense about her, which was as attractive in itsway as
Amanda's charming acquiescence. And | never ceased to be fascinated by the difference between
Amanda's serenity and Selene's coiled-spring energy.

Sdlene a so kept meinformed on what needed to be done, either around the cabin or for Amanda.
Morning after morning, she would hand me anotewhen | met her. | was always glad of an excuseto see
more of Amanda, but | was puzzled by the notes.

"Why write?' | asked Selene.

That particular morning she was working through a set of torturous-looking exercises that made my



muscles protest to watch. She never broke the rhythm of them and her voice came in gasps between
stretches and bends. "Habit, | guess. | dwaysléft ... notesfor Mandy."

"Likethese?'

"Basicaly. Inthebeginning ... it wasto tell her . . . about me, then . . . tolet her know . . . who | met
and what... | learned in school ... my half the ... year so people wouldn't . . . know about. . . us."

"When did you become two people?’

Sherolled to her feet Swinging up onto the deck, she began using therailing asabar for ballet
exercises. She shot me an amused glance. "Ever curious, aren't you, Gordy?' But before | could protest,
she grinned. "We split when we were six. | told Mandy about it when we were seven, after wed learned
to read and write. Any more questions?’

"Yes. What do | tel Amandawhen she asks how | aways know when something is broken? Y ou
don't want me to say anything about you, but | don't want to lieto her.”

Selene went on exercising. " Shewon't ask. People have been taking care of Mandy al her life. She
takesit for granted we know what she needs.” She straightened, pink with exertion. "Oh, I" d better warn
you. Next week isthe Senator's birthday. Mandy will be asking you to take her shopping for agift." She
blew me athestrical kissand disappeared insde.

Sure enough, Amanda called shortly before noon and asked if | had timeto help her today. Caro
looked disapproving but had to admit the appointment book was empty.

"Where can | reach you?' she asked as | hung up the phone.

"Somewherein Gateside.”

Carorolled her eyes. Before she could express her opinion of running out of town on aworking day,
| left to pick up Amanda.

Amanda, too, seemed to think going to Gateside was more trouble than she was worth, but | had my
arguments ready. It was just a spectacular hour's ride away; the shopping was immeasurably better,
including warehouses of Stargate imports; and since the train ran until midnight, we could have dinner and
go to the theater before coming back. That persuaded her.

By the end of the day | still thought it had been agood idea, though my feet ached from following her
through what had to be every shop in Gateside before Amanda found a gift she thought worthy of her
father. | requested awindow table at the Beta Cygnus, where we could get some coffee and rest while
we watched cafe patrons and people in the street outside.

Amandasat back sipping her coffee with a contented smile. "I hope your businessisn't suffering
because of dl the time you've spent on me."

"I'd suffer if | couldn't gpend time on you."

She amiled. "You're very gdlant. Oh, look."

She pointed out the window at a passing group who were sporting arainbow of fanciful hair colors
and wearing leotards and tights beneath coats thrown casually around their shoulders.

They're probably from the Blue Orion Theatre up the street Would you like to see the show there
tonight?"

“Idloveto.” Shelooked a methrough her lashes. "I can't think when I've enjoyed another man's
company as much asyours."

She was amost drowned out by arising tide of babble at the door. | looked around to see the group
from the street pouring into the cafe in loud and animated conversation with each other. One of them, a
tal lithe man with hair, eye shadow, and fingernails striped fuchsiaand lavender, broke off from the group
and headed toward uswith agrin.

"Sdene, love" hesad. "What addightful surprise.”

Amanda recoiled.

My chair scraped back as | stood up. "Who are you?"

He stopped, bunking a me. He looked at Amandas horrified expression and frowned uncertainly.
"Teddy—ah—that is—Gerald Theodore. Selene and | were dancing partners and cohabsin London
three years ago.”

"I'm not Selene,” Amandawhispered.



The dancer raised abrow. "Ah-1 see. Y ou're the other one." He grinned at me. "Y ou know, dl those
months Selene and | were together, if | hadn't aready known about her, I'd never have guessed—"

"Matthew, I'd liketo leave." Amandafumbled for her cape.

| helped her to her feet and into her cape. With ahand under her elbow, | guided her out of the Beta
Cygnus, leaving the dancer staring open-mouthed after us.

| flagged a cab to take us back to the cabletrain station. Amanda said nothing for the entireride, just
sat saring at her hands clenched in her 1ap. | put an arm around her. She gtiffened momentarily at my
touch, then buried her face against my shoulder. At the station, waiting for the train to comein, she sat up
and began pushing a her hair.

"Fm sorry. | know it seems an inconsequentia thing to go to pieces about, but every time | meet one
of Sdenesfriends| fed like spidersare crawling over me. They'redl 0 ... grotesque.” Amanda
shuddered. "I don't know how she can actualy live with such creatures. | supposeit's her nature. I've
never let aman touch me, but she—shell have any man who strikes her fancy, just like her mother."

| felt my brows hop. Her voice was dmost viciousin tone.

"My father could have been President but for Margot Randall. The woman was rapacious, vulgar,
egocentric, and totally amoral. She nearly drove my father mad before he redlized there was no helping
her."

| was disturbed by her vehemence and the implied criticism of Sdlene. "Y ou don't know Sdeneislike
that,” | said inwhat | intended to be asoothing voice. "Y ou've never met her.”

"I'vemet her friends."

That ended the subject for her. She was quiet the remaining ride home. She reached for my hand
after afew minutes, though, and held it, squeezing abit from time to time. | was content.

At the cabin she said, "I'm sorry | was poor company.”

"That'sall right. Do you fed better now?"'

She gave me afaint smile. "Some. Y oure awonderful man, Matthew. If | didn't fed like Sdeneis
leering over my shoulder, I'd kiss you good-night. Another time | will. Please cdl me tomorrow."

| drove on home wishing | could have stayed. | wondered what Selene would have to say about the
incident.

Sdlenelaughed. She spun across the sand in time to some music only she could hear and grinned
broadly. "Poor Vestd Virgin. How shocking to be confronted with the possibility the temple of her body
has been defiled.”

| had expected amore sympathetic reaction. | snapped, "Y ou don't sound very sorry it happened.”

She stopped in midgtride with her leg in the air. She held the position afew moments, then dowly
lowered the leg and hooked her hair behind her ears while fixing me with a speculative topaz gaze. Her
voice was deliberate. "Why should | be? Nothing happened, Teddy isadear thing and Mandy'sarchaic
senghilitiesare her problem, not mine.”

| stared at her. "Y ou don't like Amanda, do you?'

She congidered the accusation. "I wouldn't choose her for afriend. | think she'singpid and gutless.
She could have sent Teddy on hisway with afew polite wordsinstead of making an incident of it. Still, |
think | pity rather than didike her. Don't | let mysdlf get sucked into looking after her like everyone else?
That sweet, yielding, dependency is no more than what her father trained into her. It's the Senator |
didike." She snorted. "Imagine a contemporary man with a nineteenth-century taste in women. No
wonder my mother left him." She began dancing again.

| was dill angry, not ready to stop the fight yet. " Sheleft him? It is my understanding that her
infidditiesforced himto divorce her."

Thejab left her untouched. With perfect calm and not even a pause in her movement, she sad, "He
had the press, | believe." She spun once more and finished in a deep curtsy, then straightened and began
gripping off her exercise suit. "'I'm going to swim. Will you come with me?"

She threw hersdlf into the Heliomere without looking back. After abit | undressed and followed her.
Compared to the chill of theair, the water felt boiling hot. The heat drew out the last of my anger, though.
As| paddied around, | felt my muscles relax and adrowsy lassitude flow through me.



Too soon, it seemed, Selene was shouting, "Don't go to deep, Gordy. It'stimeto get out.”

We made the cold dash across the beach to the cabin, picking up our clothes on the way. Insdewe
huddled together wishing for afire and toweled oursdves dry while the polycarpet ran rainbows of
browns and e ectric blues around our feet. In the course of it | got my arms around Selene. | pulled her
againg me. She met my mouth hungrily, but when | started pulling her toward the fake animal pelt in front
of thefireplace, she rammed me with a sharp hipbone and wiggled loose.

"I don't havetime. | haveto dry my hah" before | wake Mandy."

"Y ou never havetimefor anything but exercisng. Will you ever?'

Shelicked her lips. "Ask mein January.”

| walked back up the beach wondering in bemusement if | could befaling in love with two such
different women at the sametime. If so, how fortunate they were the same woman.

| called Amandalater. | expected to find her hersdlf, yesterday aready forgotten, but she till
sounded anxious. "Matthew, can you come up?"'

| looked unhappily at the couple standing in the outer office with my secretary. What atime for clients
towalk in. "l have some people here. Can it possibly wait?"

There was a pause while she debated. "1 guess so, but, please, come when you can.”

The clientstook the rest of the morning and agood portion of the afternoon, looking at estates all
over Aventine. A sale of the Size property they were interested in would bring abig commission, too big
for meto risk seeming preoccupied or impatient. | kept smiling, though insde | felt as Selene looked
when she forced hersdalf to walk dowly beside me. | even took them back to the cabletrain, but | had no
sooner seen them of f than | was flinging myself back into the runabout and driving up to Amandas cabin.

"What'swrong?" | asked, walkingin.

Amanda sat wrapped in ashawl and staring into the empty fireplace. The polychair had turned pale
gray. "She'strying to take over, Matthew."

| palled another chair up beside her and sat down. "What do you mean?"

She pulled the shawl tighter around her. "When | got up thismorning, that chair you're sitting in was
bright blue. It'saways brown or yellow for you. Selene hasto have been stting iniit.”

| was conscious of the chair shifting under me but did not let it distract me. "Does that mean she's
taking over?'

Amandalaced and unlaced her fingersin her lap. "In the past there's sometimes been reason for her
to come out of time, some errands | can't do or aneed to write me amessage, but theres no note this
time. | dso found damp towelsthat weren't there last night. If sheisn't honoring our agreement any
longer, soon it won't be minutes she'staking, it will be hours, then days, until thereésno timeleft | can
count on for my own. | don't know what to do, Matthew. How can | fight her?"

"I know apsychiatrist who spends her weekends herein Aventine. Perhaps she can help.”

"No!" Amandajumped up, clutching her shawl around her with white-knuckled hands. "She'd only
want to reintegrate me."

| stood, too, and cupped her face between my hands. "Would that be so terrible? Then dll thetime
would beyours."

"But I'd have to become part of ... what Seleneis." She pulled away from me, shaking her head.
"That's unthinkable. I couldn't bear it. There's no other way but to go on as| am. So promise me,
Matthew, promisethat if you ever see Selene, you'll tell me. | have to know when sheé's seding time."

| took a deep breath and lied with astraight face. “1 promise.”

Amandawaked into my arms and buried her face against my neck. "Next to my father, you'rethe
most dependable and trustworthy person | know."

If | looked asguilty as| fdlt, | was glad she could not see my face.

She dtirredinmy arms. | felt aripple of tensgon in her body. Shelifted her head and kissed me hard. |
grabbed her shoulders and held her off at arm'slength to look at her.

"Sdlene” | hissed. "What are you doing here?!

"I sensed you felt the two of usought to talk." She dipped out of my hands and went to curl up in one
of thechairs.



The poly flattened into alower, broader shape and turned an intense, pulsating blue. It was odd to
see Selenein Amandas clothes, but odder yet that, despite them, shelooked like hersdlf and not
Amanda. Energy ran like arestless, self-willed thing under her skin. She could not even sit without that
coiled-spring tenson.

"Tdk, Gordy," shesad.

"I'd intended to do it tomorrow. What am | supposed to tell Amandawhen she comes back?"

"Tdl her shefell adeep. By the way, thanksfor saying nothing about me."

"Next timem tell her. | won't lieto her again. So | guessthiswill al haveto stop.”

Shefrowned. ™Y ou mean quit running together?"

"I mean quit everything: running, svimming, practicing. . .”

"Quit practicing?' Her face set. "1 can't afford to stop practicing. Gordy, it'stime she doesn't use. She
hasn't missed it before, and if Tm careful not to let her catch me out again, shell never missit” | shook my
bead. "Y ou're breaking an agreement”

"I'm not taking over, though. Y ou know that's just a paranoid fantasy. | use only enough time for
practice and no more." | Sghed. "Y ou seem to have dl the best of it"

She snorted. "1 wonder. Do you have any ideawhat ifs like being locked up in her head for six
months, continuously aware but able to do nothing? If | couldn't get out for arun onceinawhile, I'd not
only get flabby, 1I'd go mad." She bounced out of the chair and came over to lace her fingers together
behind my neck. "What about you? It's three months until January. How can | give up seeing you for
three whole months?'

| did not like that idea, elther, but ... "What €else can we do? Shdl | lieto Amanda and hate you for
making medoit?"

Shewinced. "No."

"Well be ableto see each other dl welike in January."

"January." She groaned the word. "That's forever. Kiss me good-by, Gordy."

Kissing Sdene was like grabbing a high-voltage wire. The charge in her siwept through us both. |
could amost smell the smoke from my szzling nerve endings. And thistime when | pushed her onto the
pad before the fireplace, she did not resist

| came out of the post-coitd lassitude to redize my nerveswere . not cauterized after al. They
recognized that the room was chilling.

Sdenewas aready fastening her dress. | groped hafheartedly for my clothes.

"Thiswould be anice night for afire. Shdl | build one?" | asked.

Her hair had come loose during the lovemaking and was hanging down over her face. She parted it
tolook at me. My breathing stopped. Her eyes were goldstone.

Inavoice of such preternaturd cami it terrified me, Amanda said, "Who were you talking to?"

It wasimpossible to answer with icein my chest. | could only stare back while she hunted around for
her hairpins.

"I do hope you aren't going to say it was me, not with achair adapted to Selene right beside you.”

There appeared to be nothing | could say. | crawled into my pants.

Shefound the pins. Sitting down in the same chair Selene had occupied, she swept her hair up with
her arms, then used one hand to hold it while she began pinning it in place. The poly turned a bright
mottle of yellow and orange.

"| checked the clock," she said.

Her voicefdtered only alittle but her hands began to shake. The orange in the chair's color went
darker and the yellows bled away. Amanda stabbed severd times with ahairpin without being ableto
placeit right. After aseventh or eighth try she stood up, letting the hairpins pill onto the carpet. She
walked to the far end of the fireplace, where she stood with her back to me, toying with the tops of the
firetools. "It hasn't beenlong at dl snce—since told youl I... trusted you.”

That hurt. I climbed to my feet and reached out to touch her shoulder. "I wastaking to her for your
ske"

Sheturned. "For my sake? Matthew, please don't lieto me again.” There weretearsin her voice.



“I'm not lying. | was arguing that Selene shouldn't use any of your time.”

"It wasavery ... short argument.” Her voice began to catch. "And | find the ... conclusion rather . . .
inconsistent” Her control was cracking. Tears spilled out of her eyes. Her hand was white on the handle
of thetool caddy.

Guilt and her paintore at me. | chased through my head for something to comfort her. "Mandy, [—"

| bit my tongue but it wastoo late. She shrieked like astricken anima and came at me swinging.
There was apoker in her hand.

| backed away, throwing my arms up to protect my head. Amanda might not be athletic, but she had
al her released emotion and Selene's Snewy gymnastic strength behind that swing. What probably saved
my life wasthat she did not have Sdlene's conscious coordination. The poker only brushed my forearm
before smashing into the stone of the fireplace.

| forgot to watch out for the rebound. Pain lanced up my arm. | went down, bouncing my head off
the edge of the hearth shelf as| fell.

Amanda screamed again. | tried to roll sideways but my body would not respond and | steeled
myself for the second, amost surely fata blow. But, instead, there was the thud of something dropping on
thefloor. | looked up through a starry haze of pain to see Amandafaling to her knees beside me, crying.

"Matthew—Matthew, I'm sorry. | didn't meant to hurt you.” Her hand stroked my forehead. "It was
the name you caled me. | hit out at the name. | know what happened wasn't redlly your fault Selene
dartedit”

| started to frown. It hurt hellishly. There seemed to be silver wrapped around the edges of my vision,
too. "Sdenein't the evil geniusyou think, Amanda." My voice sounded thin.

"Don't defend her. She'sjust like her mother, and my father told me what she was. Selene's been
after my time ever since her mother died. Now she wants everything that makes my time worth living,
to0o." She clutched her handstogether, lacing and unlacing the fingers.

| was appdled. Thiskind of thinking had been going on behind her Madonnas serenity?"Y ou cantt
redly believe that.”

" She probably let me catch the two of you making love so I'd throw you out and she could have you
to hersdf." Amandasat back hugging hersdlf asthough cold. "I know what she's doing but | don't know
what to do to stop her. If shewere acancer, | could cut her out. How do | cure mysdlf of this—this
paragite of the mind?'

She stood, using an arm of achair to help push hersdlf to her feet From where her hand touched, livid
streamers of orange and scarlet radiated out across the surface of the poly while the shape narrowed and
trembled. A marbled pool of the same colors spread from her feet into the carpet. She stood with her
eyes searching the cabin as though she expected to find an answer there. Her gaze fixed on the kitchen.

"Cut her out,” she said.

Sheran for the kitchen, her feet leaving apath like bloody stepping stones.

"Amanda," | cdled.

| tried to Sit up but my head weighed a thousand kilos. | managed to turn over on my sideand, as
though down a silver tunndl, watched Amanda jerk open adrawer. Shereached in. | gritted my teeth
againg the nausea the effort of moving brought and lurched onto my hands and knees.

Her hand came out of the drawer with athin knife.

"Amanda" | crawled toward the kitchen, dragging the weight of my head with me. "Amanda, what
areyou doing?"

The arm the poker had hit gave away, dropping my head and shoulders onto the carpet The shock
sent anew wave of nausea through me and muffled my vision and hearing in black velvet.

| could not have been out more than moments. When my sight cleared | was staring into polycarpet
turned murky green. There was a soft whisper of crushing pile, then atide of scarlet and purple eddied
againg the edge of my green.

“I’m going to cut her out, Matthew," Amandas voice said from above me. It wastow but trembling,
abreath away from hysteria. " She only comesto dance. | read once about a horse whose tendons were
cut just alittle, but he never was ableto race again.”



"My God!" | could see her feet and, by rolling onto my back, look up at her rising above me toward
the beams of the room, but | could not move. My head seemed nailed to the floor. The knife gleamed in
her hand. "Selene," | called. "'l can't reach her. Help me."

Amanda cried, "Matthew, don't—" Her eyes widened with horror. Her mouth moved again.

But thistime it was Sdlene'svoice, firm and brisk, that spoke. "I think we'd better have atalk,
Mandy."

There was another twigting of the facid features. Amanda, her voicerising, said, Y ou can't do this,
Sdlene. You're chedting.”

"| can't let you ruin my dancing career.”

"It'sthe only way | know to make you go away and leave me done."

Amanda backed as she spoke, until she was stopped by awall. The polycarpet extending up the
surface responded to her touch with art exploding aurora of hot oranges, reds, and violets.

“I'vetried living with you," Amandasaid, "but it doesn't work. Now | won't have anything more to do
withyou!"

"Y ou have no choice." Tendrils of green and blue wormed their way into the pattern. “I'm asmuch a
part of thisbody asyou are. Hamstring me and well just both be cripples.”

Scarlet wiped out the blues and greens. Amandacried, "Let's see”

She swooped toward her ankles with the knife. The long skirt of her dress bung in the way. Before
she could pick up the hem, her left hand stiffened.

"No," she screamed. "Selene, let go of my hand!"

Behind the left shoulder the polycarpet turned bright blue. The left hand reached for the right wrist.

Amandawrenched herself sideways, stabbing at the left hand. "Leave medone.”

The left hand dodged. "Y ou don't seem to understand, Mandy—I can't. Were joined indissolubly, till
death usdo part,” Sdlene said.

"All right!"

The knife turned toward her own chest. Selene's hand legped to Intercept, closing on Amandaswrist
Amanda screamed inarticulately. Her whole body convulsed with the effort to tear loose. Selene held on.
Sowly, Sdenetwisted the wrist back and down while the poly around them swirled in wave after wave
of color pulsating with every labored breath of the struggling body. The mael strom spread out acrossthe
floor and up the walls, even affected the chairs so that they, too, raged with color and pulsed to  the time
of Amandals breathing.

Amandaswrist bent back farther. Her fingers fought to hold on to the knife, but with each moment
they loosed more.

Amandasobbed. "I'm going to kill you, Selene. Sooner or later, I'll kill you."

"No." Selené's voice came through clenched teeth. "1 won't allow that, Mandy. And | won't retire.
Youll just haveto livewith me asaways.”

"I won't | can't bear it." Amanda screamed once more asthe knife dropped from her fingers.

Sdlene sent it out of reach with aswift kick of her left foot 'Y ou'll haveto learn.”

"Sdene" | said, "don't push too hard."

Amandawas |ooking wild, her eyes darting around like those of atrapped animal.

"You're stuck, Mandy," Selene said. " There's no way out"

"No, no, no, no."

| wasterrified by the desperation in Amandaswall. "Selene, stopit!”

But she went on relentlesdy, deaf to me. "We haveto live together dl our lives, Mandy. No matter
how much you hateit, you're dready apart of me, and | of you."

Amandawhimpered and fell slent

The next moment it was Selene, wholly Selene, who stood there. She hurried across the room and
knelt besde me. "Areyou al right? Y ou've got blood all over your head."

| grabbed her wrist. "Never mind me. How's Amanda?”'

She snapped her wrist [oose and stood. ™Y ou need a doctor." She turned toward the phone.

"What about Amanda?’



Sdlene punched the three-digit emergency number and asked for an ambulance.

"Selene, whereis Amanda?'

Sdlene hung up the phone. "She'sgone.”

"Gone?' | sat bolt upright. A wave of dizziness knocked mefiat again. "How can she be gone?!

"It was an intolerable situation for her. She went catatonic to escape.”

Rdlief flooded me. "Then she's il dive”

"But | can't reach her. She won't respond to anything | do.”

"Haven't you done enough?' | sighed. "When | called you, | didn't mean for you to push her like that.
Couldn't you guesswhat she might do? Well cal my psychiatrist friend and have her help bring Amanda
back."

Selene moved around the room, touching the chairs, working her bare feet through the carpet,
soothing away the bizarre reflections of the struggle. Gradually, the chairs and carpet softened to bright
blue.

"Selene, did you hear me?!

She stopped moving. "1 heard, Gordy."

"Thenwill you cdl my friend?'

Shedid not move or answer.

"Seengl”

Shelooked down at me with clouded topaz eyes. "I’ll. . . think about it"

From Competition 19:
Limericks incorporating an <f title into the last line

A young physicist sarted to stray

Toward metaphysica questions one day.

He said, "Research begins

Not with angelsand pins,

But with, 'How much does one pearly Gateway?
—David Labor

Wl curry your princess-turned-frogs,

And groom your domestic balrogs,

But for those with conventiona pets we should mention,
In passing,

We Also Wak Dogs.

—Margery Goldgtein

Though my vowelsmay sound abit wuzzy,
And my consonants (hie) somewhat muzzy,
Don't drink | am thunk—

| mean think | am drunk;

My tongue'sjust a(hie) Little Fuzzy.
—Doris McElfresh

Said the red-head, while curling atress,
"There have been (tho' | should not confess),
Three earls; abrass band;

Dukes numerous and Nine Princes

In Amber, no less.”



-Phoebe Ellis

Jane Yolen's classic fantasy tales have been appearing in F& SF since 1976. Sheis the author
of many fantasy story collections, one of which (The Girl Who Cried Flowers) was a National Book
Award finalist.

Brother Hart
JANE YOLEN

Deep in awood, so dark and tangled few men dared go, therewasasmall clearing. And in that
clearing lived agirl and her brother hart

By day, in his deer shape, Brother Hart would go out and forage on green grass and budlings while
hissster remained a home.

But whenever dusk began, the girl Hindawould go to the edge of the clearing and call out in ahigh,
Sweet voice:

Dear heart, Brother Hart, Come a my behest, We shdl dine on berry wine And you shal have your
rest.

Then, in his deer heart, her brother would know the day's enchantment was at an end and run swiftly
home. There, a the lintel over the cottage door, he would rub between his antlerstill the hide on his
forehead broke bloodlessy apart He would rub and rub fur-flier till till the brown hide skinned back
along both sides and he stepped out a naked man.

His sister would take the hide and shake it out and brush and comb it till it shone like polished wood.
Then she hung the hide up by the antlers beside the door, with the legs dangling down. It would hang
there Imp and soullesstill the morning when Brother Hart donned it once again and raced off to the
lowland meadowsto graze.

What spell had brought them there, deep in the wood, neither could recall. The woods, the meadow,
the clearing, the deer hide, the cottage door were dl they knew.

Now one day in late spring, Brother Hart had gone as usuad to the lowland meadows leaving Hinda
a home. She had washed and scrubbed the little cottagetill it was neat and clean. She had put new straw
in then- bedding. But as she stood by the window brushing out her long dark hair, an unfamiliar sound
greeted her ears: aloud, harsh calling, neither bird nor jacka nor good grey wolf.

Again and again the cdl came. So Hindawent to the door, for she feared nothing in the wood. And
who should come winded to the cottage but Brother Hart. He had no wordsto tell her hi his deer form,
but blood beaded his head like acrown. It was the firgt time she had ever seen him bleed. He pushed
past her and collgpsed, shivering, on then- bed.

Hindaran over to him and would have bathed him with her tears, but the jangling noise called out
again, close and inggtent. She ran to the window to see.

There was aman outside in the clearing. At least she thought it wasaman. Y et he did not look like
Brother Hart, who was the only man she knew.

Hewaslarge where Brother Hart was dim. He was fair where Brother Hart was dark. He was hairy
where Brother Hart was smooth. And he was dressed in animd skinsthat hung from his shouldersto his
feet About the man leapt fawning wolves, some spotted like jackals, some tan and some white. He
pushed them from him with arough sweep of hishand.

"| seek adeer," he cdled when he glimpsed Hinda's face, a pale moon, at the window.

But when Hinda came out of the door, closing it behind her to hide what lay insde, the man did not
gpesk again. Instead hetook off hisfur hat and laid it upon his heart, knedling down before her.

"Who areyou?' asked Hinda. "What are you? And why do you seek the deer?' Her voice was
gentle but firm.

The man neither spoke nor rose but stared at her face.



"Who are you?' Hindaasked again. "Say what it isyou are.”

Asif she had broken a spell, the man spoke at last 'l am but aman,” he said. "A man who has
traveled far and seen much, but never abeauty such asyours.”

"You shdl not seeit again, then,” said Hinda. "For aman who hunts the deer can be no friend of
mine"

The man rose then, and Hinda marveled at the height of him, for he was astall asthe cottage door
and his hands were grained tike wood.

"Then | shdl hunt the deer nomore," he said, "if you will give meleaveto hunt that whichisnow dl &
once dearer to me."

"And what isthat?'

"You, dear heart," he said, reaching for her.

Like agtartled cresture, Hindamoved away from nun, but remembering her brother inside the
cottage, she found voiceto say "Tomorrow." She reached behind her and steadied herself on the door
handle. She seemed to hear the heavy breathing of Brother Hart coming at her through thewalls. "Come
tomorrow."

"l shall surely come." He bowed, turned, and then was gone, walking swiftly, aman's stride, through
the woods. Hisanimaswere at hishedls.

Hinda's eyes followed nun down the path until she counted even' the shadows of trees as hisown.
When she was certain he was gone, she opened the cottage door and went in. The cottage was suddenly
close and dark, filled with the musk of deer.

Brother Hart lay on their straw bed. When he looked up at her, Hinda could not bear the twin
wounds of hiseyes. Sheturned away and said, Y ou may go out now. It is safe. He will not hunt you
agan."

The deer rose heavily to hisfeet, nuzzled open the door, and sprang away to the meadows.

But he was home again at dark.

When he stepped out of his skin and entered the cottage, he did not greet his sSister with his usual
embrace. Instead he said, "Y ou did not call meto the clearing. Y ou did not say my name. Only when |
wastired and the sun amost gone did | know it was time to come home.”

Hinda could not answer. She could not even look at him. His nakedness shamed her more than his
words. She put their food on the table and they ate their meal in silence. Then they dept like beasts and
without dreams.

When the sun called Brother Hart to his deerskin once again, Hinda opened the door. Silently she
ushered him outside, silently watched him change, and sent him off on his sllent way to the meadows with
no word of farewell. Her thoughts were on the hunter, the man of the wolves. She never doubted he
would come.

And come he did, neither silently nor dow, but with loud purposeful steps. He stood for amoment at
the dlearing's edge, looking a Hinda, measuring her with his eyes. Then helaughed and crossed to her.

He stayed dl the day with her and taught her words she had never known. He drew picturesin the
dirt of kingdoms she had never seen. He sang songs she had never heard before, singing them softly into
her ears. But he touched no more than her hand.

"Y ou are asinnocent as any creature in the woods,” he said over and over in amazement.

And s0 passed the day.

Suddenly it was dusk, and Hinda looked up with astart. ™Y ou must go now," she said.

"Nay, | must stay."

"No, no, you must go," Hindasaid again. "'l cannot have you here at night If you love me, go." Then
she added softly, her dark eyes on his, "But come again in the morning.”

Her fear touched him. So he stood and smoothed down the skins of his coat. "I will go. But | will
return.”

Hewhigtled hisanimasto him and left the clearing as swiftly as he had come.

Hindawould have cdled after him then, called after and made him stay, but she did not know his
name. So she went instead to the. clearing's edge and cried:



Dear heart, Brother Hart,
Come a my bidding,

We shdll dine on berry wine
And dance at my wedding.

And hearing her voice, Brother Hart raced home.

He stopped at the clearing's edge, raised his head, and sniffed. The smell of man hung on the ah",
heavy and threatening. He came through it asif through a swift current and stepped to the cottage door.

Rubbing his head more savagely than ever on thelintel, asif to rip off histhoughtswith hishide,
Brother Hart removed hisskin.

"The hunter was here," he said as he crossed the door's threshol d.

"He does not seek you," Hindareplied.

"Youwill not seehim again. You will tell himto go.”

"I see him for your sake," said Hinda. "'If he sees me, he does not see you. If he hunts me, he does
not hunt you. | do it for you, brother dear.”

Satisfied, Brother Hart sat down to eat. But Hindawas not hungry. She watched her brother for a
while through dotted eyes.

"You should deep,” shesaid at last. "Slegp and | will rub your head and sing to you.”

"l amtired," he answered. "My head aches where yesterday he struck me. My heart aches ill with
thefear. | trembleall over. You areright. | should deep.”

So helay down on the bed and Hinda sat by him. She rubbed cinquefoil on his head to soothe it and
sang him many songs, and soon Brother Hart was ad eep.

When the moon lit the clearing, the hunter returned. He could not wait until the morning. Hinda's fear
had become his own. He dared not leave her done. But he moved quietly as abeast in the dark. He left
his dogs behind.

The cottagein the clearing was still except for abreath of song, wordless and longing, that floated on
theair. It was Hinda's voice, and when the hunter heard it he smiled for she was singing tunes he had
taught her.

He moved out into the clearing, more boldly now. Then suddenly he stopped. He saw astrange
shape hanging by the cottage door. It was adeerskin, afine buck's hide, hung by the antlers and the legs
dangling down.

Caution, an old habit, claimed him. He circled the clearing, never once making asound. He
approached the cottage from the side, and Hinda's sSinging led him on. When he reached the window, he
peeredin.

Hindawas sitting on alow straw bed, and beside her, hishead in her Iap, lay a man. The man was
dim and naked and dark. His hair waslong and straight and came to his shoulders. The hunter could not
see hisface, but helay in deep like aman who was no stranger to the bed.

The hunter controlled the shaking of his hands, bat he could not control his heart He alowed himself
one moment of fierce anger. With hisknife hethrust along gash on theleft side of the deerskin that hung
by the door. Then he was gone.

In the cottage Brother Hart cried out in his deep, a swift sharp cry. His hand went to hisside and,
suddenly, under his heart ppeared athin red line like aknife's dash that bled for amoment Hinda caught
hishand up in hers and at the sight of the blood grew pale. It was the second time she had seen Brother
Hart bleed.

She got up without disturbing him and went to the cupboard where she found awhite linen towe.
She washed the wound with water. The cut was long but it was not deep. Some scratch got in the woods
perhaps. She knew it would heal before morning. So she lay down beside him and fitted her body to his.
Brother Hart stirred dightly but did not waken. Then Hinda, too, was adeep.

In the morning Brother Hart rose, but his movementsweredow. "l wish | could stay," he said to his
gder. "l wish thisenchantment were at an end.”



But the rising sun summoned him outside. He donned the deerskin and |egpt away.

Hinda stood at the door and raised her hand to shade her eyes. The last she saw of him wasthe flash
of whitetail as he sped off into the woods.

But she did not go into the cottage to clean. She stood waiting for the hunter to come. Her eyesand
ears strained for the signs of his approach. There were none.

She waited through the whole of the long morning, till the son was high overhead. Not until then did
she go indoors, where she threw hersalf down on the straw bedding and wept

At dusk the sun began to fade and the cottage darken. Hinda got up. She went out to the clearing's
edge and cdled:

Dear heart, Brother Hart,
Comeat my crying.
We shdl dine on berry wine And ...

But she got no further. A loud sound in the woods stayed her. It wastoo heavy for adeer. And when
the hunter stepped out of the woods on the very path that Brother Hart usudly took, Hinda gave agasp,
part ddlight, part fear.

"Y ou have come," she said, and her voice trembled.

The hunter searched her face with his eyes but could not find what he was seeking. He walked past
her to the cottage door. Hinda followed behind him, uncertain.

"l have come," he said. Hisback wasto her. "l wish to God | had not."

"What do you mean?"

"| sought the deer today," he said.

Hinda's hand went to her mouth.

"| sought the deer today. And what | seek, | find." Hedid not turn. "We ran him long, my dogsand .
When hewas a bay, he fought hard. | gave the beast's liver and heart to my dogs. But this| saved for
you."

He held up his hands then, and a deerskin unrolled from them. With a swift, savage movement, he
tacked it to the door with his knife. The hooves did not quite touch the ground.

Hinda could see two dashesin the hide, one on each side, under the heart. The dash on the left was
an old wound, crusted but clean. The dash on the right was new, and from it blood still dripped.

'She leaned forward and touched the wound with her hand. Tears started in her eyes. "Oh, my dear
Brother Hart," she cried. "It wasfor me you died. Now your enchantment isat an end.”

The hunter whirled around to face her then. "He was your brother?' he asked.

She nodded. "Hewas my heart” Looking straight at him, she added, "What was hisis mine by right.”
Her chin was up and her head held high. She reached past the hunter and pulled the knife from the door
with an ease that surprised him. Gently she took down the skin. She shook it out once and smoothed the
nap with her hand. Then, asif putting on acloak, she wrapped the skin around her shoulders and pulled
the head over her own.

Asthe hunter watched, she began to change. Like arippled reflection in apool coming dowly into
focus, he saw dim brown legs. brown haunch, brown body and head. The horns shriveled and fell to the
ground. Only her eyesremained the same.

The doe looked at the hunter for amoment more. A single tear started in her eye, but before it had
timeto fal, sheturned, sorang away into the fading light, and was gone.

Baird Searlesis part owner of New Y ork City's Science Fiction Shop and has been keeping track of
the small and large screensfor F& S for many years. If you've ever been confused by the many different
versonsof some o films, the article below will help sort things out.

Films. Multiples



BAIRD SEARLES

Itsacliche of the American entertainment industry that if it works (i.e, if it makesmoney), do it
agan. It'salittle unfair to denigrate Hollywood and its offshoots for this; most of the arts have been doing
it Sncethe Pleistocene. Certainly infilmsand on TV thismakesfor alot of boring materid; for instance,
we've not seen the end of all the copies, blatant and otherwise, of Star Wars.

Asalover of variations on atheme, though, Fm usually intrigued when a producer decidesto use
exactly the same property that has been made into amovie before. This has happened curioudly oftenin
the science fiction and fantasy genres; it's surprising how few people know there are two (or more)
versgonsof afair number of movies.

So asapublic service (and to save you from the embarrassing experience of talking about the 1969
The Pterodactyl That Ate Petrograd when someone elseis discussing the classic 1932 version), let's sort
out some of these. (With one or two exceptions, I'll ignore silent films as being for the most part lost in
the dim past.)

For ingtance, awhile back when watching a 1944 epic called Weird Woman, | redlized that here was
averson of Fritz Leiber’s Conjure Wife that | hadn't run into before. The story (of the use of magic by
faculty wivesin that most mundane of settings, the American university) totaly logt its point here, sinceits
chilling quality comes from the very ordinariness of the people involved, and the professor's wife of
Weird Woman is given achildhood background of Caribbean voodoo. Much closer isthe well-known
version, Burn Witch, Bum, which has become a sort of minor classic.

Richard Matheson's| Am Legend, about afuture inhabited by a population of vampires, wasthe
basisfor The Omega Man with Charlton Heston. In this case, an earlier film from the same source was
more interesting—the 1963 The Last Man on Earth with Vincent Price.

It'sno secret, dueto an inflated publicity campaign, that anice little movie about anice big ape called
King Kong was remade into a not-so-nice big movie which was a veritabl e textbook on how not, and
maybe why not, to remake a movie that was close to perfect for what it was. Much of the subtler
pleasure of the early King Kong comes from its period charm—the naivete, the wonderfully, pretentious
dialogue, even the oonga-boonga black natives. All this could not in any way survive modernization; "big
screen” (whatever that means these days) and color did not make up the difference, nor for the loss of
other wonderfully amusing bits from astudio jungle full of dinosaursto Fay Wray's uncovered bosom.

A similar caseisthat of H. G. Wellss The Idand of Dr. Moreau, filmed with superbly demonic
atmosphere as Idand of Lost Soulsin 1932. Charles Laughton, maybe the best actor yet to appear on
film, gives an extraordinary performance as Dr. M., and BelaLugos captures the spirit of the beast men
asthe Speaker of the Law with the abhuman quality that characterized his Dracula. Now Burt Lancaster
isone of film'smost underrated actors, but his straightforward non-intellectua approach to the doctor
role undermined the "70s trip to the Idand; Richard Basehart didn't help matters by looking tike a
beneficent Old Testament prophet in the Lugos role. But even Laughton and Lugos would have been
hard put to come across, with the later film's completely uninteresting script and camerawork.

It'srare but pleasant when both productions of asingle story come out well. One Million B.C. gave
us Tumac of the Rock People and Luana of the Shell Peoplein the persons of Victor Mature and Carole
Landis, not to mention enraged giant lizards and avolcanic eruption. One Million Y ears B.C. took the
same smple-minded story, madeit in color, which for once was an improvement, used splendid effects
by Ray Harryhausen, and starred John Richardson as Tumac and Ragquel Welch as Luana, both of them
being pretty spectacular specid effects themsaves. Add to this an appropriately grim but beautiful setting
of endlessrock wastes and lavaflows, amysterioudy evocative moment in what seemsto be the sacred
cave of alower form of man, and abeautifully origind score consgisting mostly of rocks struck together.
Asyou may gather, it's one of my favorite schlock movies.

The Thief of Bagdad may set some sort of record with three acceptable productions, al using widdy
different variations on the sory of athief who savesa princess. The dlent 1924 Thief, with Douglas
Fairbanks, looks pretty primitive in places but aso has some specid effectsthat can till awe. Alexander
Kordas 1940 Thief doublesthat in spades (the giant flying genieisjust one of many), plusit has



monumentally lavish sets. Even the Steve Reeves verson seemsto have been made with more care and
wit than the rest of Mr. Reeves spaghetti spectaculars, containing some good film magic of itsown and a
resounding score with one of those epic romantic themes (based, it must be said, on atheme from the
Rozsamusic for Korda).

Invasion of the Body Snatchersisthefirst "little" '50s §/f film to have the honor of aremake (or at
least an acknowledged one). They should have left well enough donein this case. Color instead of b&w,
abig city for the claustrophobic small town, and six chases for every onein the origind did not make it
better, just bigger.

Here Comes Mr. Jordan was awhimsical film fantasy of the 1940s about a boxer taken to Heaven
before he was due; as compensation, he was reddivered into another man's body, with all sorts of
supposedly humorous complications. | didn't think it was very funny then, and | didn't think it was very
funny when it reappeared as Heaven Can Wait, though Warren Bestty did anice job asthe dumb athletic
type (afootbal player now) and Dyan Cannon shrieked to great effect a couple of times.

It would take atometo sort out dl the Frankensteins and spinoffs therefrom. Only ahandful, of
course, are directly based on Mary Shelley's noved itsdlf; of these, only one besides the great classic of
1931 isworth mentioning. That is Frankenstein: The True Story. Coscripted by Christopher 1sherwood,
it takes enough libertiesto dmost qudify asavariation, but iswonderfully literate and contains some of
the most beautiful photography that has ever graced asciencefiction film.

Therearemorethat | haven't mentioned; two films of She, two of The Lost World, innumerable
versons of Midsummer Night's Dream. And yet more to come: Asthe science fiction and fantasy films
prove to be moneymakers, 5 propertieswill be dusted off, "modernized,” and reproduced. I' can seethe
piecel'll do for The Best from Fantasy and Science Fiction: 50th Series, sorting out several versions of
The Thing, grumbling about the musica remake of 2007: A Space Odyssey, and commenting on the new
production of Star Wars, featuring Mark Hamill as Obi-wan Kenobi.

Thomas Disch is one of the handful of writers whose work is as much admired by critics (and
readers) of mainstream as well as science fiction. He wrote six fine stories for F& SF in the 1960s.
Snce then he has published poetry (The Right Way to Figure Plumbing), an anthology, Bad Moon
Rising, and three remarkable novels, The Genocides (1964), Camp Concentration (1968) and 334.
He has just completed a new sf novel, On Wings of Song.

The Man Who Had No Idea
THOMASM. DISCH

At first held assumed that held failed. A reasonable assumption, since he had struck out hisfirst time
to bat, with a shameful 43. But when two weeks had gone by and there was till no word from the Board
of Examiners, he wondered if maybe hed managed to squeak through. He didn't see how he could have.
The examiner, awizened, white-haired fuddy-duddy whose name Barry instantly forgot, had been hostile
and aggressive right from the word go, telling Barry that he thought his handshake was too sincere. He
directed the conversation first to the possible dangers of excessive sunbathing, which was surely an
oblique criticism of Barry's end-of-August tan and the leisure such atan implied, then started in on the
likelihood that dolphinswere asintdligent as people. Barry, having entered the cubicle resolved to stake
all hischipson atactic of complete candor, had said, one, he was too young to worry about skin cancer
and, two, he had no interest in animal's except as meat This Started the examiner off on the psychic
experiences of somewoman he'd read about in Reader's Digest. Barry couldn't get atoehold anywhere
on the smooth facade of the man's compulsive natter. He got the fegling, more and more, that he was
keeping score and the old fart was being tested, an attitude that did not bode well. Finally, with ten
minutes|eft on the clock, held just up and left, which was not, strictly speaking, aviolation. It did imply
that some kind of closure had been achieved, which definitely was not the case; held panicked, pure and



smple. A fiasco from which held naturally feared the worst in the form of aletter addressed to Dear
Applicant. ("Weregret to informyou, etc. . . .") But possibly the old fart had been making things
deliberatdly difficult, testing him, possibly his reactions hadn't been that entirely inappropriate. Possbly
he'd passed.

When another two weeks went by without the Board of Examiners saying boo, he couldn't stand the
suspense any longer and went down to Center S. tofill out aform that asked basicdly where did he
gtand. A clerk coded the form and fed it into the computer. The computer instructed Barry to fill out
another form, giving more details. Fortunately he'd brought the data the computer wanted, so he was able
tofill out the second form on the spot After await of less than ten minutes, his number lighted up on the
board and he wastold to go to Window 28.

Window 28 was the window that issued licenses: he had passed!

"| passed,” he announced increduloudy to the clerk at the window.

The clerk had the license with hisname on it, Barry Riordan, right therein her hand. Sheinserted it
into the dot of agray machine which responded with an authoritative chunk. She did the validated license
under thegrille.

"Do you know-I gill can't believeit. Thisismy license: that'sredlly incredible.”

The clerk tapped the shut-up button pinned on the neckband of her T-shirt.

"Oh. Sorry, | didn't notice. Well. . .thanks."

He smiled a her, acommiserating guilty smile, and she smiled back, amechanica next-please amile.

Hedidn't look at the licensetill he was out on the street Stapled to the back of it was a printed
notice:

IMPORTANT

Dueto the recent systems overload error, your test results of August 24 have been erased.
Therefore, in accordance with Bylaw 9(c), Section X1, of the Revised Federd Communications Act,
you are being issued a Temporary License, valid for three months from the date of issue, subject to the
restrictions set forth hi Appendix n of the Federd Communications Handbook (18th edition).

Y ou may regpply for another examination & any time. An examination scorein or above the eighth
percentilewill secure the remova of al redtrictions, and you will immediately receive your Permanent
License. A scorein the sixth or seventh percentile will not affect the validity of your Temporary License,
though its expiration date may be extended by this meansfor aperiod of up to three months. A score hi
the fifth percentile or below will result in the withdrawa of your Temporary License.

Holders of a Temporary License are advised to study Chapter Nine ("The Temporary License") in
the Federd Communications Handbook. Remember that direct, interactive personal communications are
one of our most vauable heritages. Use your license wisely. Do not abuse the privilege of free speech.

So in fact he hadn't passed the exam. Or maybe he had. He'd never find out.

Hisfirg dation fizzled out and he was | eft with his usua flattened sense of persona inconsequence.
Tucking the licenseinto his 1D folder, hefet like a complete charlatan, anobody pretending to bea
somebody. If-held scored in the first percentile, he'd have been issued thislicense the same asif hed
scored in the tenth. And he knew with apriori certainty that he hadn't done that well. The most hed
hoped for was another seven points, just enough to top him over the edge, into the sixth percentile.
Instead he'd had dumb luck.

Not to worry, he advised himsdlf. The worst isover. Y ou've got your license. How you got it doesn't
metter.

Oh, yeah, another and lessfriendly inward voice replied. Now all you need are three endorsements.
Lotsof luck.

Well, I'll get them, heingsted, hoping to impress the other voice with the authenticity and vitdity of
his self-confidence. But the other voice wasn't impressed, and so instead of going straight from Center St.
to the nearest speakeasy to celebrate, he took the subway home and spent the evening watching first a
fascinating documentary on calcium structures and then Celebrity Circus, with Willy Marx. Willy had four
guests: afamous progtitute, atax accountant who had just published his memoirs, acomedian who did a
surredligtic skit about a speakeasy for five-year-olds, and anovelist with a speech impediment who got



into an argument with the comedian about whether his skit was essentialy truthful or unjudtifiably cruet In
the middle of their argument Barry came down with amurderous headache, took two aspirins, and went
to bed. Just before he fell adeep, he thought: | could call them and tell them what | thought.

But what did he think?

Hedidn't know.

That, in anutshell, was Barry's problem. At last he had his license and could talk to anyone he
wanted to talk to, but he didn't know what to talk about. He had no ideas of his own. He agreed with
anything anyone said. The skit had been both essentidly truthful and unjustifiably cruel. Too much
sunbathing probably was dangerous. Porpoises probably were as smart as people.

Fortunatdly for hismorae, this state of funk did not continue long. Barry didn't let it. The next night he
was off to Partyland, a23rd St. speakeasy that advertised heavily on late-night TV. As he approached
the froth of dectric lights cantilevered over the entrance, Barry could fed the middie of hisbody turning
hollow with excitement, histhroat and tongue getting tingly.

Therewas only ashort line, and in amoment he was standing in front of the box office window.
"Ring?"' thewindow asked. Helooked at the pricelist "Second,” he said, and did hisMaster Chargeinto
the appropriate dot. "License, please,” said the window, winking an arrow that pointed at another dot.
Heinserted hislicense into the other dot, abell went ding, and miral He was inside Party-land, ascending
the big blue escdator up to hisfirg first-hand experience of direct, interactive personal communication.
Not aclassroom exercise, not atherapy session, not ajob briefing, not an ecumenica agape, but an
honest-to-god conversation, spontaneous, unstructured, and all his own.

The usher who led him to his seat in the second ring sat down beside bun and started to tell him
about a Japanese department store that covered an entire sixteen and a half acres, had thirty-two
restaurants, two movie theaters, and a children's playground.

"That'sfascinating, isnt it?' the Usher concluded, after setting forth further facts about thisremarkable
department store.

"l supposeitis” Barry sad noncommittally. He couldn't figure out why the usher wanted to tell him
about a department store in Japan.

"| forget where | read about it,” the usher said. "In some magazine or other. Well, mix in, enjoy
yoursdlf, and if you want to order anything, there's aconsole that rolls out from thisend table/" He
demongtrated.

The usher continued to hover, smiling, over hischair. Findly Barry redized he waswaiting for atip.
Without any idea of what was customary, he gave bun adollar, which seemed to do the trick.

He sat there in hisbulgy sponge of achair, grateful to be aone and able to take in the sheer szeand
glamor of the place. Partyland was an endless middle-class living room, apanoramaof al that was
gracious, tasteful, and posh. At least from herein the second ring it seemed endless. It had a sesting
capacity, according to its ads, of 780, but tonight wasn't one of its big nightsand alot of the seats were
empty.

Atintervasthat varied unpredictably the furniture within thisliving room would rearrange itsdlf, and
suddenly you would find yourself face-to-face with anew conversationa partner. Y ou could aso, for 8
few dollars more, hire asofaor armchair that you could drive at liberty among the other chairs, choosing
your partnersrather than leaving them to chance. Relaively few patrons of Partyland exercised this
option, since the whole point of the place was that you could just it back and let your chair do the
driving.

The background music changed from Vivadi's Four Seasonsto a Sondheim medley, and dl the
charsin Barry's area suddenly lifted their occupants up in the air and carried them off, legs dangling, to
their next conversationa destination. Barry found himself Stting next to agirl in ared velvet evening dress
with ahat of paper feathers and polyhedrons. The band of the hat said, "I'm a Partyland Smarty-pants.”

"Hi," said the girl in atone intended to convey aworldly-wise satiety but achieved no more than
blank anomie. "What'sup?'

Terrific, just terrific,”" Barry replied with authentic warmth. Hed dways scored well at this prdiminary
stage of basic communication, which waswhy, at the time, he'd so much resented his examiner'sremark



about his handshake. There was nothing phoney about his handshake, and he knew it.

"I like your shoes," she said.

Barry looked down at his shoes. "Thanks."

"I like shoes pretty much generdly,” shewent on. "1 guess you could say I'm akind of shoe fresk."
She snickered wanly.

Barry amiled, at aloss.

"But yours are particularly nice. How much did you pay for them, if you don't mind my asking?'

Though he minded, he hadn't the gumption to say so. "I don't remember. Not alot. They'reredly
nothing specid.”

"l likethem," sheingsted. Then, "My name's Cinderella. What's yours?"

"Isit redly?'

"Redly. Youwant to seemy ID?'

"Mm."

She dug into her 1D folder, which was made of the same velvet as her dress, and took out her
license. It was blue, like his (a Temporary License), and, again like his, there was a staple in the upper
left-hand comer.

"See?' she said. "CinderellaB. Johnson. It was my mother'sidea. My mother had aredly weird
sense of humor sometimes. She's dead now, though. Do you likeit?”

"Likewhat?'

"My name."

"Oh, yeah, sure."

"Because some people don't. They think it's affected. But | cant help the name | was born with, can

"l was going to ask you—"

Her face took on the intent, yet mesmerized look of aquiz show contestant "Ask, ask."

"The staple on your license—why isit there?"

"What staple?" she countered, becoming in an instant rigid with suspicion, like ahare that scentsa
predator.

"The one on your license. Was there something attached to it orignally?'

"Some natice ... | don't know. How can | remember something like that? Why do you ask?*

"Therésonelikeit on mine"
"So?If you ask me, thisisadamned stupid topic for aconversation. Aren't you going to tell me your
name?'

"Uh.. .Barry."

"Barry what?'

"Barry Riordan.”

"AnIrish name: that explainsit then.”

Helooked at her questioningly.

That must be where yon got your gift of gab. Y ou must have kissed the Blarney stone.”

She's crazy, he thought

But crazy in adull, not an interesting way. He wondered how |long they'd have to go on talking before
the chairs switched round again. It sesemed such awaste of time talking to another temp, since he could
only get the endorsements he needed from people who held Permanent Licenses. Of course, the practice
was probably good for him. Y ou can't expect to like everyone you meet, as the Communications
Handbook never tired of pointing out, but you can dways try and make agood impression. Someday
you'd meet someone it was crucid to hit it off with and your practice would pay off.

A good theory, but meanwhile be had the immediate problem of what in particular to talk abott.
"Have you heard about the giant department storein Japan?' he asked her. "It covers Sixteen acres.”

"Sixteen and ahalf," she corrected. "Y ou must read Topic too."

"M

"It'safascinating magazine. | ook at it dmost every week. Sometimes I'm just too busy, but usudly |



kimit, & least"

"Busy doing. .,. 7'

"Exactly." She squinted across the vast tasteful expanse of Party-land, then stood up and waved. "I
think I've recognized someone,” she said excitedly, preening her paper featherswith her free hand. Far
away, someone waved back.

Cinderellabroke one of the polyhedrons off her hat and put it on her chair. "So I'll remember which it
is" sheexplained. Then, contritely, "I hope you don't mind."

“Not at dl."

Left to himsdlf be couldn't stop thinking about the staple held seen on her license. It waslike the
seemingly indgnificant cluein adetective story from which the solution to the whole mystery gradudly
unfolds. For didn't it strongly suggest that she too had been given the benefit of the doubt that she'd got
her license not because her score entitled her to it, but thanksto Bylaw 9(c), Section X11? The chagrin of
being classified in the same category with such anitwit! Partyland was probably full of peoplein their
Stuation, dl hoping to connect with some bona fide Permanent License holder, instead of which they
went around colliding with each other.

A highly depressing idea, but he did not on that account roll out the console to select aremedy from
the menu. He knew from long experience that whatever could make him pal pably happier wasdso ligble
to send him into a state of fugue in which conversation in the linear sense became next to impossible. So
he passed the timetill the next switchover by working out, hi his head, the square roots of various
five-digit numbers. Then, when he had asolution, held check it on his calculator. Hed got five right
answerswhen his chair reared up, god blessit, and bore him off toward . . . Would it be the couple
chained, wrist to wrist, on the blue settee? No, at the last moment, his chair veered left and settled down
infront of an unoccupied bent-wood rocker. A signin the seat of the rocker said: "1 fed alittle sick.
Back infive minutes™

Barry wasjust getting used to the idea of going on to six-digit figures when awoman in agreen sofa
wheeled up to him and asked what kind of music he liked.

"Any kind, redly."

"Any or none, it amounts to much the same thing."

"No, honestly. Whatever isplaying | usudly likeit. What arethey playing here? | like that."

"Muzak," she sad dismissvely.

It was, infact, ill the Sondheim medley, but he let that pass. It wasn't worth an argument.

"What do you do?' she demanded.

"I amulate ajob that Citibank is developing for another corporation, but only on an auxiliary bass.
Next year I'm supposed to sart full-time."

She grimaced. "Y ou're new at Partyland, aren't you?'

He nodded. "Firgt timetonight. In fact, thisismy first time ever in any speakeasy. | just got my
licenseyesterday.”

"Well, welcometo the club.” With asmile that might aswell have been asheer. "'l supposeyou're
looking for endorsements?”

Not from you, he wanted to tell her. Instead helooked off into the distance at the perambul ations of
asuite of chairsin another ring. Only when al the chairs had settled into place did he refocus on the
woman in the foreground. He redlized with alittle zing of eation that he had just administered hisfirst
sub!

"What did Freddy say when you camein?' she asked in acongpiratorid if not downright friendly
tone. (His snub had evidently registered.)

"Who is Freddy?'

"The usher who showed you to your seet. | saw him sit down and talk with you."

"He told me about some Japanese department store.”

She nodded knowingly. "Of course—I should have known. Freddy shillsfor Topic magazine and
that's one of their featured stories thisweek. | wonder what they pay him. Last week their cover story
was about Ireina Khokolovna, and al Freddy could talk about was Ireina Khokolovna.”



"Who is Ireina Khokolovna?' he asked.

She hooted asingle derisory hoot. "I thought you said you liked music!”

"l do," he protested. But, clearly, he had just failed amajor test With asigh of wearinessand a
triumphant smile, the woman rotated her sofaaround one hundred and eighty degrees and drove off in
the direction of the couple chained together on the blue settee.

The couplerosein unison and greeted her with criesof "Maggiel” and "Son of agun!” It was
impossible for Barry, sitting so nearby and having no oneto talk to himself, to avoid eavesdropping on
their conversation, which concerned (no doubt as a rebuke to hisignorance) Ireina Khokolovna's latest
superb release from Deutsche Grammophon. Shewas at her best in Schumann, her Wolf was commeci,
comme fa. Even so, Khokolovna's Wolf was miles ahead of AdrianaMottas, or even Gwyneth
Batterham's, who, for dl her redl intelligence, was developing adistinct wobble in her upper register.
Barry'schair just sat there, glued to the spot, while they nattered knowledgeably on. He wished he were
home watching Willy Marx— or anywhere but Partyland.

"MinesEd," said the occupant of the bentwood rocker, ayoung man of Barry's own age, build, and
har style.

"Pardon?' said Barry.

"l sad," he said, with woozy precison, "my nameisEd.”

"Oh. MinésBarry. How are you, Ed?"

He held out hishand. Ed shook it gravely.

"Y ou know, Barry," Ed said, "'I've been thinking about what you were saying, and | think thewhole
problemiscars. Know what | mean?'

"Elaborate," Barry suggested.

"Right. Thething about carsis... Well, | livein Elizabeth acrosstheriver, right? So any time| come
here I've got to drive, right? Which you might think was adrag, but in fact | dwaysfed terrific. You
know?'

Barry nodded. He didn't understand what Ed was saying in any very specific way, but he knew he
agreed with him.

"I fed ... free. If that doesn't seem too ridiculous. Whenever I'm driving my car.”

"What have you got?' Barry asked.

"A Toyota."

"Nice. Very nice”

"l don't think Pm unique that way," said Ed.

"No, | wouldn't say s0."

"Carsarefreedom. And so what all thistalk about an energy crissboilsdown to is—" He stopped
ghort. "1 think I'm having afugue.”

"| think maybe you are. But that's all right. | do too. It'll pass.”

"Ligten, what's your name?"

"Barry," Barry said. "Barry Riordan.”

Ed held out hishand. "Mine's Ed. Say, are you trying to pick up an endorsement?”

Barry nodded. "Y ou too?'

"No. Infact, | think I've till got oneleft. Would yon like it?!

"Jesus," said Barry. "Yeah, sure”

Ed took out his D folder, took hislicense from the folder, tickled the edge of the endorsement
gticker from the back of the license with hisfingernail, and offered it to Barry.

"Y ou're sure you want meto have this?' Barry asked, incredulous, with the white curlicue of the
gticker dangling from hisfingertip.

Ed nodded. "Y ou remind me of somebody.”

"Will, I'm awfully grateful. | mean you scarcdly know me."

"Right," said Ed, nodding more vigoroudy. "Buit | liked what you were saying about cars. That made
alot of sense”

"You know," Barry burst out in a sudden access of confessiona bonhomie, "1 feel confused most of



thetime"

"Right."

"But | can never expressit. Everything | say seemsto make more sense than what | can fed inside of
me"

"Right, right."

The music changed from the Sondheim medley to the flip side of The Four Seasons, and Barry's
chair lifted him up and bore him off toward the couple in the blue settee, while Ed, limp in the bentwood
rocker, was carried off in the opposite direction.

"Good-by," Barry shouted after him, but Ed was dready either comatose or out of earshot. "And
thanksagain!"

The MacKinnons introduced themselves. His name was Jason. Herswas Michelle. They lived quite
nearby, on West 28th, and were interested, primarily, in the television shows they'd seen when they were
growing up, about which they were very well-informed. Despite abad first impression, dueto his
associaing them with Maggie of the green sofa, Barry found himself liking the MacKinnons enormoudly,
and before the next switchover he put his chair in the LOCK position. They spent the rest of the evening
together, exchanging nostagic tidbits over coffee and dices of Partyland's famous pinegpple pie. At
closing time be asked if they would either consider giving him an endorsement. They said they would
have, having thoroughly enjoyed his company, but unfortunately they'd both used up their quotafor that
year. They seemed genuinely sorry, but hefdt it had been amistake to ask.

Hisfirst endorsement proved to have been beginner'slock. Though he went out amost every night to
adifferent speakeasy and practicdly lived at Partyland during the weekends, when it was at it'sliveliest,
he never again had such aplum fal in hislap. He didn't get within sniffing distance of hisheart'sdesire.
Most people he met were temps, and the few Permanent License holdersinclined to befriendly to him
invariably turned out, like the MacKinnons, to have dready disposed of their allotted endorsements. Or
s0 they said. Asthe weeks went by and anxiety mounted, he began to be of the cynical but widely held
opinion that many people smply removed the stickers from their licenses so it would seem they'd been
used. According to Jason MacKinnon, acompletely selfless endorsement, like hisfrom Ed, wasarare
phenomenon. Quid pro quos were the generd rule, in the form either of cash on the barrdl or services
rendered. Barry said (jokingly, of course) that he wouldn't object to bartering his virtue for an
endorsement, or preferably two, to which Michdle replied (quite serioudy) that unfortunately she did not
know anyone who might bein the market for Barry's particular type. Generdly, she observed, it was
younger people who got their endorsements by putting out.

Just out of curiosity, Barry wondered aoud, what kind of cash payment were they talking about?
Jason said the standard fee, ayear ago, for asingle sticker had been athousand dollars; two and ahalf
for apair, snce people with two blanksto fill could be presumed to be that much more desperate. Due
however to arecent disproportion between supply and demand, the going price for asingle was now
seventeen hundred; a double, around four thousand. Jason said he could arrange an introduction at that
price, if Barry wereinterested.

"I will tdl you," said Barry, "what you can do with your stickers."

"Oh, now," said Michdle placatingly. "Were still your friends, Mr. Riordan, but busnessis busness.
If it were our own persona gtickers we were discussing, we wouldn't hesitate to give you an
endorsement absolutely gratis. Would we, Jason?"

"Of course not, no question.”

"But werre middlemen, you see. We have only limited flexibility in the termswe can offer. Say, fifteen
hundred.”

"And three and a half for the pair,” Jason added. "And that is arock-bottom offer. Y ou won't do
better anywhere e

"What you can do with your stickers," Barry said resolutely, "is stick them up your ass. Y our asses,
rather.”

"I wish you wouldn't take that attitude, Mr. Riordan," said Jason in atone of sincere regret "We do
like you, and we have enjoyed your company. If we didn't, we would certainly not be offering this



opportunity.”

"Bullshit,”" said Barry. It wasthefirst time held used an obscenity conversationally, and he brought it
off with great conviction. ™Y ou knew when my license would expire, and you've just been stringing me
aong, hoping I'd get panicky."

"We have been trying," said Michdlle, "to hdp."

"Thanks. 1l hdp mysdf.”

"How?"

“Tomorrow I'm going back to Center St. and take the exam again.”

Michelle MacKinnon leaned across the coffee table that separated the blue settee from Barry's
armchair and gave him a sound motherly smack on the cheek. "Wonderful! That'sthe way to meet a
challenge—head on! Y ou're bound to pass. After dl, you've had three months of practice. Y ou've
become much more fluent these past months.”

"Thanks." He got up to go.

"Hey—" Jason grabbed Barry's hand and gave it an earnest squeeze. "Don't forget, if you do get
your Permanent License—"

"When he getsit," Michelle amended,

"Right—when you get it, you know where you can find us. Were dways here on the same settee.”

"You two are unbdievable" Barry sad. "Do you honestly think rd sell you my endorsements?
Assuming"—he knocked on the varnished wanut coffee table—"I pass my exam.”

"Itissafer,” Michelle said, "to work through a professiond introduction service than to try and peddle
them on your own. Even though everyone breaksit, the law is il thelaw. Individuals operating on their
own are liable to get caught, since they don't have an arrangement with the authorities. We do. That's
why, for ingtance, it would do you no good to report us to the Communications Control Office. Others
have done so in the past, and it did them no good."

"None of them ever got a Permanent License, either,” Jason added, with atwinkle of menace.

"That, I'm sure, was just coincidence," said Michelle. "After all, we're speaking of only two cases,
and neither of theindividuasin question was particularly bright. Bright people wouldn't be so quixatic,
would they?' She underlined her question with aMona Lisasmile, and Barry, for al hisindignation and
outrage, couldn't keep from smiling back. Anyone who could drop aword like "quixotic” into the normal
flow of conversation and make it seem so natural couldn't be dl wrong.

"Don't worry," he promised, tugging his hand out of Jason's. "I'm not the quixotic type."

But when hesaid it, it sounded false. It wasn't false.

Barry was as good as hisword and went to Center St. the very next morning to take histhird exam.
The computer assigned him to Marvin Kolodny, Ph.D. in cubicle 183. Theinitidsworried him. He could
have coped, thistime, with the old fuddy-duddy he'd had last August, but a Ph.D.? It seemed as though
they were raising the hurdles each time he came around the track. But his worries evaporated the
moment he was in the cubicle and saw that Marvin Kolodny was acompletely average young man of
twenty-four. His averageness was even a bit unsteady, as though he had to think about it, but then most
twenty-four-year-olds are sdf-consciousin just that way.

It'sadways ashock thefirst time you come up against some particular kind of authority figure—a
dentist, a psychiatrist, a cop—who isyounger than you are, but it needn't lead to disaster aslong asyou
let the authority figure know right from the start that you intend to be deferentid, and thiswas aqudity
that Barry conveyed without trying.

"Hi," said Barry, with masterful deference. “I’m Barry Riordan.”

Marvin Kolodny responded with aboyish grin and offered his hand. An American flag had been
tattooed on hisright forearm. On ascroll circling the flagpole was the following inscription: Let'sAll
Overthrow the United States Government by Force & Violence

On his other forearm there was a crudely executed rose with his name underneath: Marvin Kolodny,
Ph.D.

"Do you meanit?' Barry asked, marveling over Marvin'stattoo as they shook hands. He managed to
ask the question without in the least seeming to challenge Marvin Kolodny's authority.



"If I didn't meanit,” said Marvin Kolodny, "do you think I'd nave had it tattooed on my arm?"

"l suppose hot. It'sjust so... unusud.”

“I"'man unusud person,” said Marvin Kolodny, leaning back in hisswive chair and taking alarge
pipe from the rack on his desk.

"But doesn't that idea'—Barry nodded at the tattoo-"conflict with your having this particular job?
Arent you part of theU. S. Government yourself?"

"Only for thetime being. I'm not suggesting that we overthrow the government tomorrow. A
successful revolution isn't possible until the proletariat becomes conscious of their oppressons, and they
can't become conscious of anything until they are as articulate astheir oppressors. Language and
consciousness aren't independent processes, after al. Taking isthinking turned insde-out. No more, no
less”

"Andwhicham|1?'

"How'sthat?"

"Am | aproletarian or an oppressor?’

"Like most of usthese days, | would say you're probably alittle of each. Areyou married, uh . . "
(He peeked into Barry'sfile) ". . . Barry?'

Barry nodded.
"Then that's one form of oppression right there. Children?”
Barry shook his head.

"Doyou livewith your wife?'

"Not lately. And even when we were together, we never talked to each other, except to say practicd
things like 'When is your program going to be over? Some peoplejust aren't that interested in talking.
Debracertainly isn't. That'swhy—" (He couldn't resist the chance to explain his earlier failures) "—I did
30 poorly on my earlier exams. Assuming | did get alow scorelast time, which isn't certain sSincethe
results were erased. But assuming that | did, that's the reason. | never got any practice. The basic
day-to-day conversationa experiences most people have with their spouses never happened in my case!’

Marvin Kolodny frowned—an ingratiating, boyish frown. "Are you sure you're being entirely honest
with yoursdlf, Barry? Few people are completely willing to talk about something. Wevedl got
hobbyhorses. What was your wife interested in? Couldn't you have talked about that?"

"Inreligion, mogtly. But she didn't careto talk about it, unlessyou agreed with her.”

"Have you tried to agree with her?'

"Well, you see, Dr. Kolodny, what she believesisthat the end of the world is about to happen. Next
February. That's where she's gone DOW—to Arizona, to wait for it. Thisisthethird time she'staken
off."

"Not an easy woman to discourage, by the sound of it."

"| think sheredly wantsthe world to end. And, also, she doeslike Arizona."

"Have you consdered adivorce?' Marvin Kolodny asked.

"No, absolutely not. Were till basicaly inlove. After dl, most married couples end up not saying
much to each other. Isn't that so? Even before Debra got religious, we weren't in the habit of talking to
each other. To tell the truth, Dr. Kolodny, I've never been much of atalker. | think | was put off it by the
compulsory talk we had to do in high schooal.”

"That's perfectly naturd. | hated compulsory tak myself, though | must admit | was good at it. What
about your job, Barry? Doesn't that give you opportunities to develop communication skills?!

“| don't communicate with the public directly. Only with smulations, and their responses tend to be
pretty stereotyped.”

"Well, there's no doubt that you have a definite communications problem. But | think it'saproblem
you canlick! I'll tel you what, Barry: officidly, | shouldn't tell you this mysdlf, but I'm giving you ascore
of 65." He held up hishand to forestal an effusion. "Now, let me explain how that bresks down. Y ou do
very well in most categories—Affect, Awareness of Others, Relevance, V oice Production, et cetera, but
whereyou do fal downisin Notional Content and Origindity. There you could do better."

"Origindity has dways been my Waterloo," Barry admitted. "'l just don't seem to be able to come up



with my own idess. | did have one, though, just this morning on my way here, and | was going to try and
dipitinwhilel wastaking the exam, only it never seemed quite natural. Have you ever noticed that you
never see baby pigeons? All the pigeons you see out on the Street are the same size-full-grown. But
where _do they come from? Where are the little pigeons? Are they hidden somewhere?" He stopped
short, feding ashamed of hisidea. Now that it was out in the open it seemed pdtry and inggnificant, little
better than ajoke held learned by heart, than which there is nothing more cal culated to land you in the
bottom percentiles.

Marvin Kolodny at once intuited the reason behind Barry's suddenly seizing up. Hewasin the
business, after dl, of understanding unspoken meanings and eva uating them precisely. He smiled a
sympathetic, mature smile,

"Idess. .." hesaid, in adow, deliberate manner, as though each word had to be weighed on ascale
before it was put into the sentence. . . . arent. . . things. |deas—the mogt authentic ideas—are the
natura, effortless result of any vital relationship. Ideas are what happen when people connect with each
other credtivey."

Barry nodded.

"Do you mind my giving you some honest advice, Barry?’

"Not at al, Dr. Kolodny. I'd be grateful "

"On your G-47 form you say you spend alot of time at Partyland and smilar speakeasies. | redize
that's where you did get your first endorsement, but redlly, don't you think you're wasting your time in mat
sort of place? It'satourist trap! ™

"I'm aware of that," Barry said, smarting under the rebuke.

"Y ou're not going to meet anyone there but temps and various people who are out to fleece temps.
With rare exceptions.”

"I know, | know. But | don't know where elseto go."

"Why not try this place?" Marvin Kolodny handed Barry aprinted card, which read:

INTENSITY FIVE

A New Experiencein Interpersond Intimacy
5 Barrow Street

New York 10014

Members Only

“I'll certainly try it," Barry promised. "But how do | get to be amember?’

"Tdl them Marvin sent you."

And that was dl there was to it-he had passed his exam with a score just five points short of the
crucia eighth percentile. Which was atremendous accomplishment but also rather frugtrating in away,
snceit meant held come that close to not having to bother scouting out two more endorsements. Still,
with another three monthsin which to continue his quest and an introduction to Intensity Five, Barry had
every reason to be optimigtic.

"Thank you, Dr. Kolodny," Barry said, lingering in the doorway of the cubicle. "Thanksterrificaly.”

"That'sdl right, Barry. Just doing my job."

"You know ... | wish ... Of course, | know it's not permissible, you being an examiner and dl... but |
wish | knew yonin apersona way. Truly. You're avery heavy individud."

Thank you, Barry. | know you mean that, and I'm flattered Well, then—" He took his pipe from his
mouth and lifted it in akind of sdute. "So long. And Merry Chrisgmas.”

Barry left the cubicle fedling so transcendent and relaxed that he was five blocks from Center St.
before he remembered that he'd neglected to have hislicense revalidated at Window 28. As he beaded
back to the Federa Communications Building, his senses seemed to register dl the ordinary details of the
city's streets with an unnatura, hyped clarity: the smell of sauerkraut steaming up from ahot dog cart, the
glint of the noon sun on the micamixed into the paving blocks of the sidewalk, the various shapes and
colors of the pigeons, the very pigeons, perhaps, that had inspired his so-called idea earlier that day. But



it wastrue, what hed said. All the pigeons were the same size.

A block south of the Federd Communications Building, he looked up, and there strung out under the
cornice of the building was the motto, which he had never noticed before, of the Federa
Communicaions Agency:

PLANNED FREEDOM IS THE
ROAD TO LASTING
PROGRESS.

So smple, so direct, and yet when you thought about it, dmost impossible to understand,

Barrow St being right in the middle of one of the city'sworst dums, Barry had been prepared (he'd
thought) for alesser degree of stateliness and bon ton than that achieved by Partyland, but even so the
disma actudity of Intensty Five went beyond anything he could have imagined. A cavernous one-room
basement gpartment with bare walls, crackly linoleum over a concrete floor, and radiators that hissed and
gurgled ominoudy without generating agreet dedl of heat The furniture conssted of metd folding chairs,
most of them folded and stacked, a refreshment stand that sold orange juice and coffee, and agreat
many freestanding, brimful metal ashtrays. Having dready forked out twenty-five dollars upstairs as his
membership fee, Barry felt asthough held been had, but since the outlay was nonrefundable, he decided
to give the place the benefit of his doubt and loiter awhile.

He had been loitering, done and melancholy, for the better part of an hour, eavesdropping to hisright
on a conversation about somebody's drastic need to develop a more effective personaand to hisleft ona
discusson of themorality of our involvement in Mexico, when ablack woman in awhite nylon jumpsuit
and avery good imitation caf-length mink swept into the room, took a quick survey of those present,
and sat down, unbelievably, by him!

Quick asalight switch he could fed histhroat go dry and hisfacetighteninto asmile of rigid
ingncerity. He blushed, he trembled, be fainted dead away, but only metaphoricaly.

“I"'m Columbine Brown," she said, asthough that offered an explanation.

Did she expect him to recognize her? She was beautiful enough, certainly, to have been someone he
ought to recognize, but if he had seen her on TV, he didn't remember. In away she seemed almost too
beautiful to be anoted persondity, sncethereisusualy something alittleidiosyncratic about each of
them, so they can be told gpart. Columbine Brown was beautiful in the manner not of a celebrity but of a
deluxe (but not customized) sports car.

"I'm Barry Riordan,”" he managed to bring out, tardily.

"Let's put our cards on thetable, shal we, Mr. Riordan? | am a Permanent Card holder. What are
you?"

"A temp.”

"It'sfair to assume then that you're here to find an endorsement.”

He began to protest. She stopped him with just one omniscient and devastating glance. He nodded.

"Unfortunatdly, | have used up my quota. However"—she held up asingle perfect finger—"it'sadmost
the New Year. If you'renot in adesperatehurry . .. "

"Oh, I'vegot till March.”

“I’'m not promising anything, you understand. Unlesswe hit it off. If we do, then fine, you have my
endorsement. Fair enough?”’

"It'saded.”

"You fed you can trust me?' Shelowered her eyes and tried to look wicked and temptress-like, but
it was not in the nature of her kind of beauty to do so.

"Anywhere" hereplied. "Implicitly."

"Good." Asthough of its own volition her coat dipped off her shoulders onto the back of thefolding
chair. Sheturned her head sideways and addressed the old woman behind the refreshment counter.
"Evelyn, how about an orange juice." Shelooked a him. He nodded. "Make it two."

Then, asthough they'd been waiting for these preliminaries to be concluded, tears sprang to her eyes.



A tremor of heartfelt emotion colored her lovely contrato voice as she said, "Oh Jesus, what am | going
to do? | can't take any more! | amjust so ... so goddamned wretched! 1'd like to kill mysalf. No, that
isn't true. I'm confused, Larry. But | know one thing—I am an angry woman and I'm going to start
fighting back!"

It would have been inconsiderate to break in upon such testimony by mentioning that his namewas
not, infact, Larry. What difference does one letter make, after al?

"Have you ever been to the Miss America Pageant on 42nd &..7" she asked him, drying her eyes.

"l can't say | have. | dways mean to, but you know how it is. It'sthe same with the Statue of Liberty.
It'sadwaysthere, so you never get around to it"

"I'm Miss Georgia"

"No kidding!"

"I have been Miss Georgia six nights aweek for the last four years, with matinees on Sunday and
Tueday, and do you supposein dl that time that the audience has ever voted for meto be Miss
America? Ever?’

"I would certainly votefor you."

"Never once," she went on fiercely, ignoring his supportiveness. "It's dways Miss M assachusetts, or
Miss Ohio, who can't do any-tiling but play adamn jew's-harp, if you'll excuse my language, or Miss
Oregon, who 4till can't remember the blocking for Lovely to Look At, which she has been dancing since
before 7 graduated from high school. There's no one in the whole damn line-up who hasn't been crowned
once. Except me."

“I'm sorry to heer it."

"l amagood singer. | can tap dance like ahouse on fire. My balcony scene would break your heart.
And | can say objectively that I've got better legs than anyone except, possibly, Miss Wyoming."

"But you've never been MissAmerica," Barry said sympathetically.

"What do you think that fedslike, here?' She grabbed ahandful of white nylon in the genera area of
her heart.

"l honestly don't know, Miss. . ." (Hed forgotten her last name.) ". . . Georgia.”

"At Intengty Five I'm just plain Columbine, honey. The same asyou'rejust Larry. And not knowing
isn't much of an answer. Here | am exposing mysdlf in front of you, and you come back with *No
Opinion.' | don't buy that."

"Wl to be completely candid, Columbine, it's hard for me to imagine your feding anything but
terrific. To be Miss Georgia and have such alot of talent—isn't that enough? | would have thought you'd
be very happy.”

Columbine bit her lip, furrowed her brow, and evidenced, in genera, a sudden change of heart.
"God, Larry—youreright! 1've been kidding mysdlf: the pageant isn't my problem—it's my excuse. My
problem"—her voice dropped, her eyes avoided his—"istimeless and well-known. | fell inlove with the
wrong man for me. And now it'stoo late. Would you like to hear along story, Larry? A long and very
unhappy story?"

"Sure. That'swhat Fm herefor, isnt it?"

She smiled ameaningful, unblemished smile and gave his hand a.quick, trusting squeeze. ™Y ou know,
Larry-yourean dl-right guy.”

Over ther orange juices Columbinetold Barry along and very unhappy story about her estranged
but nonetheless jed ous and possessive husband, who was a patent attorney employed by Dupont in
Wilmington, Ddlaware. Their marita difficulties were complex, but the chief one was asmple shortage of
togetherness, since hisjob kept him in Wilmington and herskept her in New Y ork. Additiondly, her
husband'sideal of conversation was very divergent from her own. He enjoyed talking about money,
gports, and politics with other men and bottled up al his deeper fedings. She was introspective, outgoing,
and warmhearted.

"It would be dl right for awhile," she recalled. "But the pressure would build until | had to go out and
find someoneto tak to. It isabasic human need, after all. Perhaps the basic need. | had no choice."

"And then held find out, | suppose,” said Barry.



She nodded. "And go berserk. It was awful. No one can live that way."

Barry thought that in many ways her problems bore aresemblanceto his, at least insofar as they both
had to look for intellectua companionship outside the bonds of marriage. But when he began to elaborate
upon thisinsight and draw some interesting parallels between his experience and hers, Columbine
became impatient. She did not come right out and tell him that he was in breach of contract, but that was
definitely the message conveyed by her glazed inattention. Responsive to her needs, he ressted the
impulse to make any further contributions of his own and sat back and did hislevel best to beagood
listener and nothing more.

When Columbine had findly run the gamut of al her fedings, which included fear, anger, joy, pain,
and an abiding and entirely unreasoning sense of dread, she thanked him, gave him her addressand
phone number, and said to get hi touch in January for his endorsement

Jubilation, he thought. Bingo. Haldlujah.

But not quite. He till had to get one more endorsement But now it seemed possible, likely, even
inevitable. A matter, merely, of making the effort and reaping the reward.

Dame Fortune had become so well-disposed to him that he got histhird endorsement (thoughin
point of hard fact, his second) the very next night. The fated encounter took place at Morone's One-Stop
Shopping, amom-and-pop mini-grocery on Sixth Ave. right next to the Internationa Supermarket.
Although Morone's charged more for most items, Barry preferred shopping there because it offered such
alimited and unchallenging range of choices (cold meats, canned goods, beer, Nabisco cookies) that he
never felt intimidated and ashamed of his salections at the check-out counter. He hated to cook, but was
that any reason he should be made to fed inadequate? M orone's was made to order for people like
Barry, of which there are great numbers.

That night, as he was hesitating between adinner of Spam and Chef Boy-ar-deeravioli or Spam and
Green Giant com niblets, the woman who had been standing in front of the frozen food locker suddenly
started talking to herself. The Moroneslooked at each other in darm. Neither of them were licensed
talkers, which was afurther attraction of their store, snce one's exchanges with them were limited to such
basic permissible amenitiesas"How areyou," "Take care," and giving out prices.

What the woman was saying was of a character to suggest that she had just that minute gone crazy.
"Thepan," she explained calmly to theice cream section of the freezer, "only comes on when | do this”
She stooped closer to theice cream and winced. "But then it's pure hell. | want to cut my leg off, havea
lobotomy, anything to make it stop. Y et | know the problem isntinmy leg at al. It'sin my back. Here."
She touched the smdll of her back. " A kind of short circuit Worse than bending over istwisting Sdeways.
Even turning my head can st it off. Sometimes, when I'm done, I'll start crying just at the thought of it, at
knowing I've become so damned superannuated.” She sighed. "Well, it happensto everyone, and |
suppose it could be worse, There's no use complaining. Life goeson, asthey say.”

Having come round to a sensible, accepting attitude, she turned from the freezer to witness the effect
of her outburst on the Morones, who looked elsewhere, and on Barry, who couldn't resist meeting her
eyes head-on. Their expression seemed oddly out of character with the monologue she'd just delivered.
They were piercing (as againgt vulnerable) stedy-gray eyesthat stared defiance from aface dl sagsand
wrinkles. Without the contradiction of such eyes, her face would have seemed ruined and hopeless; with
them, shelooked just like an ancient centurion in a movie about the Roman Empire.

She grimaced. "No need to panic. It's not an emergency. I’'m licensed.”

Barry proffered hismost harmless smile. "' wasn't even thinking of that."

Shedidn't smile back. " Then what were you thinking?"

"l guess| wasfeding sorry."

Towhich her reaction was, darmingly, to laugh.

Fedling betrayed and pissed-off, he grabbed the nearest can of vegetables (beets, he would later
discover, and he hated beets) and handed it to Mr. Morone with the can of Spam.

“That it?' Mr. Morone asked.

"A sx-pack of Schlitz," he said, quite off the top of his head.

When he |eft the store with his dinner and the beer in aplastic bag, she was dready outsde waiting



for him. "1 wasn't lagging at you, young man," she told him, taking the same coolly aggrieved tone shed
taken toward theice cream. "'l waslaughing at mysdf. Obvioudy, | was asking for pity. Soif | should get
some, | shouldn't be surprised, should I. My name's Maddline, but my friends call me Mad. Y ou're
supposed to laugh.”

"MinegsBarry," hesad. "Do you drink beer?'

"Oh, I'm not drunk. | discovered long ago that one needn't actualy drink in order to have the
satifaction of behaving outrageoudy.”

"I meant, would you like some now, with me? I've got a six-pack.”

"Certainly. Barry, you said? You're so direct it'salmost devious. Let'sgo to my place. It'sonly a
couple blocks away. Y ou see—I can be direct mysdlf.”

Her place turned out to be four street numbers away from his and nothing like what held been
expecting, neither ademordized wreck heaped with moldering memorabilianor yet the swank, finicky
pied-a-terre of some has-been somebody. It was aplain, pleasant 10-room apartment that anyone could
have lived in and amost everyone did, with potted plants to emphasize the available sunlight and pictures
representing various vanished luxuries on the wdl, the common range of furniture from aspiring to
makeshift, and enough ordinary debristo suggest alife being carried on, with normative difficulty, among
these carefully cultivated neutralities.

Barry popped the tops off two beer cans and Madeline swept an accumulation of books and papers
off atabletop and onto amany-cushioned bed. They sat down at the table.

“Do you know what it's called?' he asked. " The disease you've got?'

"Sciatica. Which is more adisorder than a disease. Let's not talk about it, okay?"

"Okay, but you'll have to think of what we do talk about I'm no good at coming up with topicsfor
conversdion.”

"Why isthat?'

"No idess. If other people haveideas, | can bounce off them well enough, but dl by itsef my mind'sa
blank. I envy peoplelike you who are able to gart talking out of the blue."

"Mm," said Madeline, not unkindly. "It's odd you should put it like that; it's dmost adefinition of what
| dofor aliving.”

"Redly, what'sthat?"

“I'm a poet”

"No kidding. Y ou can make aliving by being a poet?

"Enoughto get by."

Barry refused to believe her. Neither the woman nor her apartment corresponded with his
preconceptions of poets and the necessarily indigent life they must lead. "Have you ever published a
book?' he asked créftily.

"Twenty-two. More than that, if you count limited editions and pamphlets and such.” She went over
to the bed, rooted among the papers, and returned with athin, odd-sized paperback. "Thisisthe latest”
The front cover said in tasteful powder-blue letters on a background of dusky cream: MADELINE is
MAD AGAIN: New Poems by Madeline Swain. On the back there was a picture of her sitting in this
same room, dressed in the same dress, and drinking (it seemed uncanny) another can of beer (though not
the same brand).

Barry turned the book over in hishands, examining the cover and the photo aternately, but would no
more have thought of looking ingde than of lifting Madding's skirtsto peek a her underclothes. "What's
it about?" he asked.

"Whatever | happened to be thinking at the moment | wrote each poem,”

That made sense but didn't answer his question. "When do yon write them?”

"Generdly, whenever people ask meto.”

"Could you write apoem right now? About what you're thinking?"

"Sure, no trouble.” She went to the desk in the corner of the room and quickly wrote the following
poem, which she handed to Barry to read:



A Reflection

Sometimes the repetition of what we have just said will suggest anew meaning or possibilities of
meaning we did not at first suppose to be there. We think we have understood our words, then learn that
we have not, snce their essential meaning only dawns on us the second tune round.

"Thisiswhat you werethinking just now?" he asked skepticaly. " Are you disappointed?’

"| thought you'd write something about me." "Would you like me to do that?' "It'stoo late now." "Not
adl"

She went to her desk and returned a moment later with a second poem:

Aubade

| was sorry to hear

That you've got to be going.
But you're not?

Then I'm sorry to hear that

"Wheat doesthetitle mean?' he asked, hoping it might modify the unfriendly message of the four short
linesthat followed.

"An aubade isatraditiona verse-form that alover addressesto his (or her) beloved at dawn, when
oneof themisleaving for work."

Hetried to think of acompliment that wouldn't be completely inancere. "Heavy," he dlowed at las.

"Oh, I'm afraid it's not much good. | can usually do better. | guess| don't trust you enough. Though
you're quite likable; that's another matter.”

"Now Fin likable! 1 thought"—he dangled the poem by one corner —"you were just hinting thet |
should leave?'

"Nonsense. Y ou haven't even finished your beer. Y ou mustn't hold what | write against me. Poets
cant be held responsible for what they say in their poems. We're al compulsivetraitors, you know."

Barry said nothing, but his expresson must have conveyed his disapproval.

"Now don't be like that. Treason is anecessary part of the job, the way that handling trash cansisa
part of being a garbage man. Some poets go to agreat ded of trouble to disguise their treacheries; my
inclination isto be up-front and betray everyoneright from the sart"

"Do you have many friends?' he asked, needlingly.

"Virtudly none. Do you think 1'd go around talking to myself in grocery storesif | had friends?"

He shook hishead, perplexed. "I’ll tdll you, Madeline, it doesn't make senseto me. Surely if you
were nice to other poets, they'd be nice to you, on the basic principle of scratch-my-back.”

"Oh, of course. Minor poets do nothing else. They positively swarm. I’ d rather be mgjor and lonely,
thank you very much.”

"Sounds arrogant to me."

"Itis. | am. C'est lavie." Shetook along, throat-rippling sip of the Schlitz and set her can down on
thetable, empty. "What | like about you, Barry, isthat you manage to say what you think without
seeming theleast homicida. Why?'

"Why do | say what | think? It'seasiest.”

"No: why are you so accommodating to me, when I'm being such abitch? Are you looking for an
endorsement?’

He blushed. "Isit thet obvious?'

"Wdll, asyou don't appear to be either amugger or arapi<, there had to be some reason you
followed a dotty old woman home from her latest nervous breakdown. Let's make aded, shall we?"

"What sort of dedl ?'

"Y ou stay around and nudge some more poems out of me. I'm feding the wind in my sails, but | need
amuse. If you give me twenty good ideas for poems, I'll give yon your endorsement.”

Barry shook his head. “ Twenty different ideas? Impossible.”



"Dont think of them asideasthen, think of them as questions.”

"Ten," heingged. "Tenisalot"

"Fifteen," she countered.

"All right, but including the two you've dready written.”

"Donl”

She sat down and waited for Barry to beingpired. "Well?' sheinquired, after along silence.

"I'mtryingtothink."

Hetried to think of what most poems were about L ove seemed the likeliest subject, but he couldn't
imagine Madeline, a her age and with her temperament, being in love with anybody. Still, that was her
problem. He didn't have to write the poem, only proposeit

"All right," he said. "Write a poem about how much you'rein love with me.”

Shelooked miffed. "Don't flatter yoursdlf, young man. | may have inveigled you into my apartment,
but I am notin love with you."

"Pretend then. And don't make it anything flip like that last one. Make it sad and delicate and use
somerhymes.”

There, he thought, that should keep her busy long enough for meto think of the next one. He opened
asecond beer and took a meditative swallow. Did poets ever write poems about drinking beer? Or was
that too genera ? Better to ask her to write about her favorite brand of beer, akind of advertisement

By the time sheld finished the sonnet about how much sheloved him, he had come up with al twelve
other subjects.

1. A poem about her favorite beer, written as though it were an ad.

2. A poem in the form of a Christmas-shopping list.

3. A poem embodying severa important long-range economic forecasts.

4. A poem about arabbit (there was aporcelain rabbit on one of the shelves) suitable to be sung to a
baby.

5. A very short poem to be carved on the tombstone of her least favorite president, living or dead.

6. A poem apologizing to the last person she had been especially rudeto.

7. A poem for aGet Wl card to someone who has sciatica.

8. A poem analyzing her fedlings about beets.

9. A poem that skirtsal around a secret she's never told anyone and then findly decidesto keepit a
Secret.

10. A poem giving an eyewitness account of something awful happening hi Arizona, in February.

11. A poem justifying capita punishment in cases where one has been abandoned by onée's lover.
(Thisinitsfind, expanded form wasto become the longest poem in her next collection, "The Balad of
LuciusMcGonaghd Sloe" which begins

| fel head over hedsjust four evenings ago
With agirl that I'm sureyou al know,

But | couldn't hold her,

And that'swhy | sold her,

To Lucius McGonaghd Sloe.

and continues, in asimilar vein, for another one hundred thirty-six stanzas)

12. A poem presenting an affirmative, detailed description of her own face,

Prudently he didn't spring them on her dl at once, but waited until she'd finished each one before
telling her what the next had to be about. She didn't raise any further objections until he came to Number
8, whereupon she insgsted she didn't have any fedlings about beets whatsoever. He refused to believe her,
and to prove his point he cooked up aquick dinner on her hotplate of Spam and canned beets (it was
rather late by then, and they were famished). Before she'd had three mouthfuls, the poem started coming
to her, and by the time sheld got it into fina shape, five yearslater, it was far and away the best of thelot.

For the next many days Barry didn't speak to asoul. He felt no need to communicate anything to



anyone. He had his three endorsements—one from a poet who'd published twenty-two books—and he
was confident he could have gone out and got three more aday if hed needed to. He was off the hook.

On Chrigmas Eve, feding sad and sentimental, he got out the old cassettes he and Debra had made
on their honeymoon. He played them on the TV, one after the other, dl through the night, waring
mellower and mellower and wishing she were here. Then, in February, when the world had once again
refused to end, she did come home, and for several daysit was just as good as anything on the cassettes.
They even, for awonder, talked to each other. Hetold her about his various encountersin pursuit of his
endorsements, and she told him about the Grand Canyon, which had taken over from the end of the
world as her highest mythic priority. Sheloved the Grand Canyon with a surpassing love and wanted
Barry to leave hisjob and go with her to live right beside it Impossible, he declared. Hed worked eight
years at Citibank and accrued important benefits. He accused her of concealing something. Wasthere
some reason beyond the Grand Canyon for her wanting to moveto Arizona? Sheinssted it was strictly
the Grand Canyon, that from the first moment sheld seen it sheld forgotten al about Armageddon, the
Number of the Beast, and all the other accoutrements of the Apocaypse. She couldn't explain: hewould
haveto seeit himsdf. By the time held finally agreed to go there on his next vacation, they had been
talking, steadily, for three hours!

Meanwhile, Columbine Brown had been putting him off with a variety of excuses and dodges. The
phone number sheld given him was bet answering service, the address was an gpartment building with
guard dogs in the lobby and adoorman who didn't talk, or listen. Barry was obliged to wait out on the
sdewalk, which wasn't possible, doe to a cold wave that persisted through most of January. Heleft a
message at the Apollo Thester, where the pageant was held, giving three different times he would be
waiting for her a Intengity Five. She never showed. By mid-February, he'd begun to be darmed. Early
one morning, defying the weather, he posted himsalf outside her building and waited (five miserable
hours) till she appeared. She was profusely apologetic, explained that she did have his sticker, there was
no problem, he shouldn't worry, but she had an appointment she had to get to, hi fact she was aready
late, and so if he'd come back tonight, or better yet (since she had to see somebody after the pageant
and didn't know when she'd be home) at this time tomorrow? Thoughtfully, sheintroduced him to the
doorman so he wouldn't have to wait out in the cold.

At thistime tomorrow Columbine made another nonappearance, and Barry began to suspect she
was deliberately avoiding him. He decided to give her one last chance. He left amessage with the
doorman saying he would be by to collect his you-know-what at haf past twelve the next night
Alternately, she could leave it in an envel ope with the doorman.

When he arrived the following evening, the doorman led him down the carpeted corridor, unlocked
the devator (the dogs growled portentoudy until the doorman said "Aug!"), and told him to ring at door
8-C.

It was not Columbinewho let himin, but her understudy, LidaMullens, Lidainformed Barry that
Columbine had joined her husband in Wilmington, Delaware, and there was no knowing when, if ever,
she might return to her post as Miss Georgia. She had not | eft the promised sticker, and Lida serioudy
doubted whether she had any |eft, having heard, through the grapevine, that shed sold al three of them to
an introduction service on the day they camein the mail. With hislast gasp of sdf-confidence Barry
asked LidaMullens whether she would consider giving him an endorsement. He promised to pay her
back in kind the moment he wasissued hisown license. Lidainformed him airily that she didn't havea
license. Their entire conversation had beenillegd. The guilt that immediately marched into hismind and
evicted every other feding was something awful. He knew it wasirrationa, but he couldn't help it. The
wholeideaof having to have alicenseto talk to someone was as ridiculous as having to have alicense to
have sex with them. Right? Right! But ridiculous or not, the law was the law, and when you bresk it,
you're guilty of bresking the law.

The nice thing about guilt isthat it's S0 easy to repress. Within aday Barry had relegated all
recollections of hiscrimina behavior of the night before to the depths of his subconscious and was back
a Intendty Five, waiting for whomever to strike up a conversation. The only person who so much as
glanced hisway, however, was Evelyn, the woman behind the refreshment stand. He went to other



gpeakeasies, but it was always the same story. People avoided him. Their eyes shied away. His
vibrations became such an effective repellent that he had only to enter aroom in order to empty it of half
itscustom. Or s0 it seemed. When oneis experiencing failure, it is hard to resst the comfort of parancia.

With only aweek I€ft till histemporary license expired, Barry abandoned al hope and dl shame and
went back to Partyland with fifteen hundred dollarsin cash, obtained from Beneficia Finance.

The MacKinnons were not in their blue settee, and neither Freddy the usher nor Madge of the green
sofa could say what had become of them. He flopped into the empty settee with a sense of complete,
abject surrender, but so eternally does hope spring that inside of a quarter of an hour he had adjusted to
the idea of never being licensed and was daydreaming instead of alife of mgestic, mysterious sllence on
therim of the Grand Canyon. He rolled out the console and ordered adice of pinegpple pie and some
uppers.

The waitresswho brought his order was Cinderella Johnson. She was wearing levisand a T-shirt
with the word "Princess’ in big, glitter-dust | etters across her breasts. Her hat said: "Let Tonight Be Y our
Enchanted Evening at Partyland!”

"Cinderdla" he exdamed. "Cinderdlla Johnson! Are you working here?"

She beamed. "Isn't it wonderful ? | started three days ago. It'slike adream come true.”

"Congratulaions.”

"Thanks." Setting the tray on the table, she contrived to brush againgt hisleft foot. "'l seeyou're
wesaring the same shoes."

"M

"Is something the matter?" she asked, handing him the uppers with aglass of water. "Y ou look
gloomy, if you'l forgive my saying 0."

"Sometimes it does you good to fed gloomy." One of the pillsingsted on getting stuck in histhroat.
Judt like, hethought, alie.

"Hey, do you mind if | St down on your couch aminute? | am frazzled. It's atremendous
opportunity, working here, but it doestakeit out of you."

"Greset," said Barry. "Fine. Terrific. | could use some company.”

She sat down close to him and whispered into his ear, "If anyone, such as Freddy, for instance,
should happen to ask what we were talking about, say it was the New Wooly L ook, okay?'

"That's Topic's feature story thisweek?'

She nodded. "I guess you heard about the MacKinnons."

"| asked, but | didn't get any answers.”

"They were arrested, for trafficking, right here on this couch, while they were taking money from the
agent that had set them up. There's no way they can wiggle out of it thistime. People say how sorry they
are and everything, but | don't know: they were criminds, after dl. What they were doing only makesit
harder for the rest of usto get our endorsements honestly.”

"l supposeyou'reright.”

"Of courseI'mright.”

Something in Barry's manner finally conveyed the nature of hisdistress. The light dawned: ™Y ou have
got your license, haven't you?'

Reuctantly &t first, then with the glad, uncloseted feding of shaking himsalf loose over adancefloor,
Barry told Cinderdlaof hisups and downs during the past sx months.

"Oh, that isso terrible," she commiserated at the end of histale. "That isso unfair.”

"What can you do?' he asked, figuratively.

Cinderella, however, consdered the question from alitera standpoint. "Well," she said, "we havent
ever redly talked together, not serioudy, but you certainly ought to have alicense.”

"It'sgood of you to say s0," said Barry morosely.

"So—if you'd like an endorsement from me.... 7' She reached into her back pocket, took out her
license, and peeled off an endorsement sticker.

"Oh, no, redlly, Cinderdlla. . . ." Hetook the precious sticker between thumb and forefinger. "I don't
deserve this. Why should you go out on alimb for someone you scarcely know?"



"That's okay," she said. "I'm sure you'd have done just the same for me."

"If thereisanythingl candoinreturn...?"

She frowned, shook her head vehemently, and then said, "Well . . . maybe. . . ."
"Nameit."

"Could | have one of your shoes?'

He laughed delightedly. "Have both of them!™

"Thanks, but | wouldn't have room."

He bent forward, undid the laces, pulled off hisright shoe, and handed it to Cinderdlla
"It'sabeautiful shoe," shesaid, holding it up to the light, "Thank you so much.”

And that isthe end of the story.

Robert F. Young has written thirty-nine stories for F& S- over the years, and we can think of
only three writers who have contributed as much fiction as Mr. Young (Poul Andersen, A warn
Davidson, and Ron Goulart). A Robert Young story is always a pleasure because its high quality is
as predictable asits subject matter is unpredictable. Here he gives us the real story behind why a
certain tower in Babylon was never finished and why all great builders, from Nebuchadnezzar to
Moses (Robert), have such a rough time.

Project Hi-Rise
by ROBERT F. YOUNG

As soon as we got word that the strike was on, we walked off thejob. It was 10:40 A.M. Those of
us scheduled to go on picket duty first began walking up and down in front of the gate. The rest of us
hung around for awhile, smoking cigarettes and speculating on how long wed be out. Then we
meandered on home.

The minute she saw me, Debbiesface fell. When we voted the Union hi last month, she had afit, and
ever since then she's been dreading awalkout. How were we going to manage now, she asked me when
| came hi the door, with prices the way they were and with no money coming in? | told her not to worry,
that with the Project so dose to completion and the King on their backs morning, noon and night, the
Company would have to come across pronto. She said she hoped so, what with another mouth to feed
any day now and our savings account down to two figures, and what would | like for dinner—baked fish
or fried figs? | said baked fish.

Women don't understand about strikes, about how important it isfor workers to show who they're
working for that they mean business when they say they want more money. Sure, | know the Project'san
important undertaking, but construction workers have to live the same as anybody e se, no matter how
important what they're congtructing is. Like the Organizer says, it's dog-eat-dog these days, and
workingmen haveto look out for themselves, nobody elseis going to. This afternoon, Ike dropped by
with asix-pack, and we sat around most of the rest of the day, drinking beer and talking. He's up for
picket duty tonight; I'm not scheduled till tomorrow morning. Fm glad, because that'll give me achanceto
attend the Union meeting tonight Ike told meto listen real good so | could tell him al about it, and | said |
would.

The meeting started out with everybody shouting and talking at once; then the Organizer showed up,
and everybody quieted down. He climbed up on the platform, in that casua way he has, and stood there
looking down at uswith hisbig golden eyes, hisface glowing asit ways does at such times, asthough
therésalight insde him shining through his pores.

"Brethren," he said in that rich resonant voice of his, and ingtantly he had everybody's complete
attention. I1t's no wonder we jumped &t the chance to have him represent us at the bargaining table when
he so generoudy offered to.

"Brethren,”" he repeated. And then, "There's been consderable talk in the city and the suburbs since



we waked off the job this morning about Divine Wrath, the inference being that usfellows, by bringing
the Project to ahdt, arein for some. Well, don't you believeit, fellow members of Loca 209—don't you
believeit for one minute! Nobody's going to incur Divine Wrath just for making sure he's got enough
bread on the table and enough |eft over from his paycheck to have a couple of beerswith the boys. If
anybody's going to incur it, the Company is. Because | happen to have it from a pretty good
source—and you can quote me on thisif you like—that somebody up there doesn't want the Project
completed.”

All of us applauded. It was just what we'd wanted to hear. After the applause died away, the
Organizer outlined what we were striking for, and | paid gtrict attention so | could tell Ike. It addsup to a
pretty nice package: afifteen-percent across-the-board hourly rate increase; full-paid hospitalization;
retirement after twenty-five years service; nine paid holidays; three weeks vacation after four yean on the
job; and a podiatric clinic, financed and maintained by the Company, where brickmakers can receive
immediate trestment for chilblains, arthritisand fallen arches.

After the meeting abunch of us stopped in The Fig Leaf for afew beers. | was dtill there when ke
got off picket duty and dropped by. | told him about the package and he agreed it was anice one. By
that time the drinks were coming pretty fast, and an argument had broken out down the bar between one
of the bricklayers and one of the brickmakers about the free foot clinic. The bricklayer said that if they
were going to furnish afreefoot clinic, they should furnish afree hand clinic too, because a bricklayer
was asligble to develop arthritisin his hands as a brickmaker wasin hisfeet and in addition was
performing a much more essentid task. The brickmaker asked him how held perform it without the
bricks the brickmakers made and said held like to see him dog around in mud and straw eight hours a
day and see how hisfeet felt come quitting time. The bricklayer said that where he came from the women
did the dogging, and the brickmaker said that that was just the kind of a place alabor-faker like him
would come from. Somebody brokeit up just intime.

Not long afterward | |€ft. | didn't want to be hung-over on my first spell of picket duty. It was acool
night, and the stars were thick in the sky. | caught glimpses of the Project as| made my way home
through the narrow streets. It dominates the whole city. Thewhole Plain, for that matter. It had sort of a
pale, blurred look in the starlight, the six completed stages blending together, the uncompleted seventh
one softly serrated againgt the night sky. Working on it every day, I've kind of forgot how highit is, how
much higher it's going to be when we get back on the job. The highest thing ever, they say. | wontt
dispute that. It makes a palm treelook like ablade of grass and aman look like an ant. Looking at it
tonight, | felt proud to be one of the builders. It was as though I'd built the whole thing myself. That'sthe
way abricklayer feels sometimes. It'sredlly great | fed sorry for brickmakers. Y ou'd never catch me
dogging dl day inamud hole.

Picket duty wasn't asbad as| thought it would be. There's been some talk about the Company hiring
scabs, but | guessthat'sal his—talk. Anyway, nobody tried to get in. Not that they'd have succeeded if
they had. The setup isided for picketing. Y ou'd amost think the Company had built the wall around the
Project to make it easy for strikersto picket the place, come strike time, instead of to keep people from
seding bricks. The gate's pretty wide, of course, but four pickets can guard it easily, and thewall's high
enough to discourage anybody from trying to scaleit.

Therewas only oneincident: awedthy merchant came around in abig pink palanquin, got out and
began pacing up and down. He didn't say anything—just kept looking up at that haf-finished seventh
stage and shaking his head. If hewas aware of me, or of Zeke or Ben or Eli, the other three pickets, he
gave no sgn. Findly he stopped pacing, climbed back into his palanquin and closed the curtains, and his
bearers bore him away.

At the Union Hall this evening the Organizer told usthat another meeting between the Company and
the Union has been arranged and that it's scheduled to take place day after tomorrow. Thistime, ther€'s
going to be aMediator present—one that the King himself appointed. Maybe now well get somewhere.
| hope s0. We've only been out aweek, but it seems twice that long, with nothing to do but hang around
the house and with Debbie wondering out loud al the time about what we're going to do when our
savingsrun out. To tell thetruth, Fm kind of worried mysdlf. Being anew Union, we don't have astrike



fund, and we've got six more weeks to go before we become digible for unemployment insurance.
Meanwhile, the billskegp comingin.

The second meeting isto take place this afternoon. All of us have our fingers crossed.

| drew picket duty again this morning. Ike picketed with me, having arranged it with the Organizer to
change placeswith Ben. With my old buddy to talk to, time went by fast.

Toward noon, the same wedlthy merchant who'd come around before came around again. After
climbing out of his palanquin, he started pacing up and down the way held done on hisfirgt vist; only this
tune instead of looking up at the half-finished seventh stage and shaking his head, he kept glancing
sdewaysat Ike and Eli and Zeke and me. Findly he singled me out and came over to where | was
standing, shooting the breeze with Ike. He had pink cheeks, with jowlsto match, and abig blunt nose.

Y ou only had to take one look at his handsto know held never donealick of work in hislife.

"Y ou impress me as being asengble young man,” he said. "What's your name?"

"Jeke" | said.

"Jake. Well, Jake, | happen to be awedthy merchant, as you may have guessed. In Frankincense
and Myrrh. But I'm here just as an ordinary citizen—acitizen who isdoing hislevel best to try to
understand why certain other citizens have put their personal interests above the common interests of the
community-as-a-whole and aborted acommunity project”

"I thought it was a Company project,” ke said, butting in.

"The Company isin the King'semploy. The King, ex officio, isthe very essence of (be community.
Thus, the Company, in carrying out the wishes of the King, represents the King and the community; is, in
effect, indivisble from the community.”

"Not in my book,” | said. "But | can seewhy it would bein yours. After the King letsfly with his
arrow, you guyswith al the bread will be thefirst ones up the ladder."

The wedthy merchant stiffened. " Are you implying that my concern for the Project derivesfroma
sdfish desire to be one of the first ones through the Gateway ?"

"He'snot implying it, he'ssayingit,” Ike said. "Y ou guysjust can't wait to grease old Y ahweh's pam,
canyou?You can't wait to tell him you think the King isakook."

The wealthy merchant's pink cheeks were now a shade darker than hisjowls. A purplish cloud had
begun to gather on hisforehead. ™Y oung man," he said, "you sound postively paganigtic. Don't you want
to get into Heaven?'

"Not if you fat cats get therefirgt," Ike said.

The purplish cloud broke. "Wéll, yon may rest assured you aren't going to!" the wealthy merchant
shouted. "Not if | have anything to say about it!" He pointed successively at Eli and Zekeand me. "And
neither are you or you or you!" With that, he ssamped back to his paanquin, got in and yanked the
curtains closed, and the bearerstrotted off with it. We stood there laughing.

Tonight at the Hall, the Organizer told usto tighten our belts, that at the bargaining table this
afternoon the Company had refused to budge from its origina offer of aflat five-percent raise and that
he, as our representative, had informed them they could shove it and that despite the Mediator's pleas
both sides had walked out.

Afterward, ke and | stopped in The Fig Leaf for acouple of beers. Ike seemed worried. "Do you
think he really has our best interests at heart, Jake?" he asked.

"Of course he doed!"

"l supposeyou'reright. But sometimes| get the feding that he's using us guys for some purpose of his
owvn."

"What purpose?’

"l don't know. It'sjust afeding-that's al."

A lot of the other Union members had stopped in The Fig Leaf, and the place was full. Some of the
guyswere dready buying their booze on the cuff, and everybody had glum looks on their faces. | wasn't
particularly surprised when the argument between the bricklayer and the brickmaker resumed where it
had left off. Thistime, nobody brokeit up.

It was late when | findlly got home. All evening I'd dreaded having to face Debbie with the bad news.



But when | looked in the bedroom, she was sound adleep.

At long last the Mediator has got both sides to agree to another meeting. It's to take place tomorrow
morning. | think the Organizer should back down allittle—settle, say, for aten-percent raise and forget
the fringe benefits. True, it's only been two weeks since we walked off the job, but Debbie and | have
aready run up asizablefood hill a the Mom & Pop store around the corner, what's | ft of our savings
will just about cover the rent, and I'm smoking Bugler instead of Winstons. And any day now, as Debbie
keeps reminding me, we're going to have another mouth to feed. Feeding it doesn't worry me half so
much as paying the hospital and doctor hills.

Ike and | were on picket duty when we heard that the latest bargaining session had gone Pffft! El
was on too, and a bricklayer named Dan. It was clear by thistime that the Organizer had no intention of
settling for asmaller package, and it was equally as clear that the Company had no intention of coming
through with abigger one.

Eli didn't seeit that way. "Hell, Jake, they'll have to comethrough,” he said. "We've got them right by
theballd"

| told him | hoped he wasright.

"Look," Dan said. "We've got avigtor."

Four black bearers had appeared, bearing along black palanquin. They proceeded to set it down
directly before the gate. | knew from its length that here was no ordinary weadthy merchant, but | was
unprepared for the personage who presently stepped out and stood gazing at the Project with black
blazing eyes. Those eyes burned right through Ike and Eli and Dan and me, as though we weren't even
there, then swept upward, absorbing the entire Project with asingle glance. It dawned on mefindly, as|
took in the small gold crown nestled in the black ringleted hair, the flared eyebrows, the fierce nostrils
and the defiant jaw, that | was looking at the King.

Asthefour of us stood there staring at him, he raised his eyes il higher, and their blackness seemed
to intengfy, to throw forth fire. It was the briefest of illusions, for amoment later he turned, climbed back
into his paanquin and clapped his hands. We stared after it asthe four black bearers bore it away.

"Whew!" Ike said.

| rolled and lit a cigarette to see how bad my hands were shaking. Pretty bad, | saw. | blew out a
lungful of smoke. "1 wonder what hewanted,” | said.

"I don't know. But I'd hate to be in the Organizer's sandals.”

"The Organizer can take care of himsdf."

“I hope so."

Welet it go at that.

Y ou've got to give the Mediator credit. Somehow he managed to get the two sSdestogether again.

The Organizer had the minutes of the meeting Xeroxed and distributed them among the members. |
have mine before me:

THE MEDIATOR: The Company Representative hasinformed methat considerable
confusion exists among the populace as to the true nature of the Project's purpose, and
he would liketo clear thislittle matter up before proceeding further with the
negotiations.

THE ORGANIZER: The purpose of the Project has no bearing whatsoever upon the
reasonable demands made upon the Company by Local 209.

THE MEDIATOR: Neverthdess, | fed that hi fairness both to the Company and to the King
that the confusion should be cleared up.

THE ORGANIZER: Very wdl. But keep in mind that the typica member of Local 209 is
concerned solely with how much his effortswill net him, not with the useto which their
end result will be put

THE COMPANY REPRESENTATIVE: | will be brief. Common people, even uncommon
ones, tend to romanticize redlity, often to fantastic extremes, and invariably in these
days romanticism acquires religious overtones. In the present instance a perfectly



practical undertaking has been interpreted, on the one hand, as an attempt on the part
of the King to get high enough above the ground so he can shoot an arrow into Heaven
and, on the other hand, as an attempt on the part of the local citizens, especialy therich
ones, to provide themselves with an avenue into Heaven. Thetwo interpretations have
somehow intermingled and become one. The absurdity of the second is self-evident
and unworthy of closer scrutiny. The absurdity of thefirst isaso sdf-evident, but for
therecord I’d like to cite afew pertinent facts.

According to the best estimates of our astronomers, Heaven islocated 1,432
cubits above theworld. The Project, if it is completed, will reach aheight of 205
cubits. This means that the King's arrow would haveto travel 1,227 cubits—straight
up. Now, it isawel-known fact that the King isagreat hunte—amighty hunter. No
one can bend a bow the way he can. But 4,227 cubits? Straight up?

Thus, the facts done make it clear that the King has no such intent Hisredl purposein
building the Project isto provide ahaven. A haven to which the people can flee should
asecond phenomend ram-fall again cause the Twin Riversto overflow their banksto
such an extent that the entire Plain becomesinundated. Living on that Plain, the
members of Loca 209 stand to benefit from the Project as much asthe rest of the
people. For them to have, in effect, sabotaged such anoble undertaking is, frankly,
beyond my comprehension, unlesstheir motive for doing so can be partidly attributed
to their unwitting acceptance of the popular interpretation of the Project's purpose.

THE ORGANIZER: If the Project'sredl purposeisto provide a haven, why weren't they
and the rest of the people so informed in thefirst place?

THE COMPANY REPRESENTATIVE: | cannot, of course, speak for the King. But |
should imagine that he considered it so glaringly obvious that there was no need for the
dissemination of such information.

THE ORGANIZER: To me, it was never obvious. It fill isnt. Inthefirst place, only minima
flooding has occurred since the Inundation; in the second, it's highly unlikely that
Y ahweh will again choose that particular form of chastisement should future foul-upson
the part of the human race necessitate additiona punishment; and in thethird, if he does
decide on a second Inundation, you can rest assured that it will be of such dimensions
that the only thing the Project win be ahaven for will befish. But I'll play the gamefair:
I'll seeto it that the members of Local 209 have access to these minutes; and if, after
reading them, they wish to take another strike vote, | won't sand in their way.
Meanwhile, the package saysasis.

Therewas a speciad mesting tonight at the Union Hall. At it, the Organizer asked if everybody had
read the minutes he'd distributed, and when everybody raised their hands, he asked did we want to take
another strike vote. Therewas abig chorus of nays and not asingle yea. That shows how Union brothers
stick together when the chips are down.

I've got to admit, though, that before | yelled my nay | had abad moment. I'm still not surel did right.
Suppose the Company Representative was telling the truth and the Project redly isfor the benefit of
common people like oursaves? If that's so, then we aren't acting in our own best interests at dl; we're
just pulling the rug out from under our own feet.

The Company has pulled out!

Zeke brought us the news while we were on picket duty this morning. He came running up to the
gate, limping alittletheway al brickmakers do, and shouting, "Did you hear? Did you hear? The
Company'sgone! They've struck their tentsand left!™

| stood there stunned. So did Ike. So did Eli and Dan. Ike got his breath back first. "Where'sthe
Organizer?' he asked Zeke in a sort of whisper.

"He's gonetoo. We can't find him anywhere."

Therewasaslence. Then Zeke said, "I've got to go tell the rest of the guys.” He looked at us kind of



helplesdy. "'l guessthere's not much sense picketing any more.”

"No, | guessnot,” | said.

After heleft, none of ussaid aword for along time. Then Ike whispered, "It waslike | said dl dong.
The Organizer wasusing us."

"But why?' Dan asked.

Dee shook hishead. "I don't know."

"Weve got company,” Eli announced.

Welooked. It was that long black palanquin again. Out of it stepped the King.

Thistime, he had brought his bow with him. It was dung diagonally across his back. Hisright hand
held an arrow.

Again those black and burning eyes of his seemed to absorb the Project from its bottommost brick to
itstopmost one. There was a purposefulness about his mien that had been lacking on his previousvist; a
fierce, dmogt an awesome, determination that made him seem larger than life. His black eyebrowswere
like the wings of ahawk; hislipswere st like bitumen. He was wearing amaroon turtleneck with abig N
on thefront, blue Levis and thick-soled chukka boots.

He strode toward the gate. The four of us were standing right in his path, and we stepped aside when
he neared us. If we hadn't, hed have bowled us over.

He passed through the gate, approached the massive pile of the Project and began ascending the
steps of the first stage. Ike and I, coming out of our daze, followed him. Not to try and stop him but to
catch himin case he dipped and fell.

When he reached the apron of the second stage, he strode across it and began ascending the second
series of stleps. We kept right on hishedls. It was at this point that | noticed be was mumbling something
under hisbresth. | listened hard, but | couldn't make out whét it was.

He surmounted the second stage. Thethird. Ikeand | stayed right behind him. Thefourth. Thefifth.
We were high now. Looking down over my left shoulder, | could see the diminutive dwellings of the city
and the minuscule mud huts of the suburbs. Looking down over my right, | could seethe Plain, with its
myriad fields of millet and barley and its sparkling irrigation ditches. In the distance the easternmost of the
Twin Riversgleamed like gold in the morning sun.

Some of the scaffolding was till in place dong the wall of the sixth stage, and the King, perceiving
that it provided a more direct route to the seventh-stage apron, swarmed up it. He was more agile than
ether Ikeor | were, and by the time we reached the apron he was hafway up the scaffolding that flanked
the unfinished seventh-sage wall.

| became aware of the wind. It was blowing steadily up from the south. | could smell the sealiniit.
The Project swayed, ever so dightly. But that was dl right. The engineers had adlowed for thewind. I'd
felt it sway lots of tunes, and | was no stranger to the wind.

The topmogt platform of the scaffolding was on aleve with the serrated gpex of the unfinished wall.
Getting agrip on the edge of the platform, the King chinned himsdlf and sivung his body onto the narrow
planking. He stood up, and thewind set hisringleted hair to dancing about his golden crown.

Ike and | remained on the apron below.

The King shook hisfigt at the blue and cloudless sky. "'l knew all dong that fucking Organizer was
working for you!" he shouted, "He never fooled me for a second! But he wasted histime, because Fm
ill gonnado what | said | was gonnado, right from herel™ And with that, the King undung his bow,
fitted the arrow to the bowstring and launched it into the sky.

Straight up, it sped, impervious to the wind, seeming to gather momentum with every cubit it traveled.
Ikeand | no longer breathed. Everything in al creation except that arrow had ceased to exist for us. In
our eyesit had become a thunderbolt—athunderbolt cast heavenward by a madman in amagnificent, if
sensdless, gesture of defiance.

It neither fatered nor dowed. Any moment now, it seemed, it would passthrough theinvisible
Gateway and disappear. It was high enough: it had to. But it didn't. For, dl of asudden, agreat hand
emerged from the firmament, reached down and seized the tiny shaft A mighty thumb pressed it between
two mighty fingers. There was adistant snap!, barely audible above the wind. Then the hand withdrew,



and the broken arrow fell back to earth and landed at the King's feet.

He stood there staring down at it.

An aeon went by. There was no sound except the whistling of thewind in the scaffolding. Thena
loud sob reached our ears. Another. We turned away and dowly descended the successive stagesto the
ground. We didn't look back—not once. Y ou might think you'd enjoy seeing aking cry, but you
wouldn't. It's like watching amountain dwindle into an anthill, acity crumbleinto dust, akingdom turn
into trash.

Wéll, Loca 209 pulled out, just like the Company did. We knew theré'd be no more jobs on the
Plainfor the likes of us. We spread out al over. North and south and east and west. | went south. Right
now, I've got aflunky'sjob in agranary. It doesn't pay very much, but it'll keep Debbie and Little Jake
and mysdlf going till I learn the language. Once | learn the language, I'll get back in Congtruction. Theré's
abig project about to begin just east of here. From what | gather, it'satomb of somekind, and it's
supposed to set anew trend. Building it may take aslong asayear, and they're going to need al hands of
skilled labor. | figure that asabricklayer | can get on easy.

Samuel R. (Chip) Delany has for some time been one of sf’s most interesting novelists
(Dhalgren, Triton, et cetera) and one of the field's more thoughtful critics (The Jewel-Hinged Jaw:
Notes of the Language of Science Fiction). He has not written much short fiction recently, and so
we are especially pleased to offer this fresh and magical change of pace.

Prismatica
SAMUEL R. DELANY
Hommage to James Thurber

Once there was a poor man named Amos. He had nothing but his bright red hair, fast fingers, quick
feet, and quicker wits. One grey evening when the rain rumbled in the clouds, about to fal, he came
down the cobbled street toward Mariner's Tavern to play jackstraws with Billy Belay, the saillor with a
wooden leg and amouth full of storiesthat he chewed around and spit out al evening. Billy Belay would
talk and drink and laugh, and sometimes sing. Amoswould St quietly and listen—and dwayswin at
jackstraws.

But this evening as Amos cameinto the tavern, Billy was quiet, and so was everyone else. Even
Hidalga, the woman who owned the tavern and took no man's jabbering serioudy, was leaning her
elbows on the counter and listening with opened mouth.

The only man speaking wastdl, thin, and grey. Hewore agrey cape, grey gloves, grey boots, and
his hair was grey. His voice sounded to Amos like wind over mouse fur, or sand ground into old velvet
The only thing about him not grey was alarge black trunk beside him, high as his shoulder. Severa rough
and grimy sailorswith cutlasses sat at his table—they were so dirty they wereno color at al!

"..,and s0," the soft grey voice went on, "'l need someone clever and brave enough to help my
nearest and dearest friend and me. It will be well worth someoneswhile.”

"Who isyour friend?" asked Amos. Though he had not heard the beginning of the story, thewhole
tavern seemed far too quiet for a Saturday night.

The grey man turned and raised grey eyebrows. "Thereis my friend, my nearest and dearest.” He
pointed to the trunk. From it came alow, muggy sound: Ulmphf.

All the mouths that were hanging open about the tavern closed.

"What sort of help does he need?' asked Amos. "A doctor?”

The grey eyeswidened, and al the mouths opened once more.

"Y ou aretaking of my nearest and dearest friend,” said the grey voice, softly.



From across the room Billy Belay tried to make asign for Amosto be quiet, but the grey man turned
around, and the finger Billy had put to hislips went quickly into hismouth asif he were picking histeeth.

"Friendship isarare thing these days," said Amos. "What sort of help do you and your friend need?’

"The question is: would you bewilling to giveit?' said the grey man.

"And the answer is: if it isworth my while," said Amos, who redlly could think very quickly.

"Would it be worth all the pearls you could put in your pockets, al the gold you could carry in one
hand, al the diamonds you could lift in the other, and al the emeralds you could haul up fromawel ina
brass kettle?"

"That isnot much for true friendship,” said Amos.

"If you saw aman living through the happiest moment of hislife, would it be worth it then?

"Perhapsit would,” Amaos admitted.

"Thenyoull help my friend and me?’

"For dl the pearls| can put in my pockets, dl the gold | can carry in one hand, dl the diamonds | can
lift in the other, al the emeralds| can haul up from awell in abrass kettle, and achance to seeaman
living through the happiest moment of hislife—I'll hdp you!"

Billy Belay put his head down on the table and began to cry.

Hidatga buried her facein her hands, and everyone else in the tavern turned away and began to look
rather grey themsdlves.

"Then comewith me," said the grey man, and the rough sailors with cutlasses rose about him and
hoisted the trunk to their grimy shoulders—Onvbpmf, came the thick sound from the trunk—and the grey
man flung out his cape, grabbed Amos by the hand, and ran out into the street.

In the sky the clouds swirled and bumped each other, trying to upset therain.

Halfway down the cobbled street the grey man cried, "Halt!"

Everyone halted and put the trunk down on the sdewalk.

The grey man went over and picked up atangerine-colored dley cat that had been searching for fish
heads in the garbage pail. "Open the trunk," he said. One of the sailorstook a greet iron key from his belt
and opened the lock on the top of the trunk. The grey man took out histhin sword of grey steel and pried
up thelid ever so dightly. Then he tossed the cat inside.

Immediately he let thelid drop again, and the sailor with the iron key locked the lock on the top of
the box. From ingde came the mew of a cat that ended with a deep, depressing: Elmblmpf.

"l think," said Amos, who thought quickly and was quick to tell what he thought, "that everything is
not quiteright in there."

"Bequiet and hep me," said thethin grey man, "or | shdl put you in the trunk with my nearest and
dearest.”

For amoment, Amoswasjust alittle afraid.

Then they were on aship, and al the boards were grey from having gone so long without paint. The
grey man took Amasinto his cabin and they sat down on opposite sides of atable.

"Now," said the grey man, "hereisamap.”

"Where did you get it?' asked Amos.

"l goleit from my worse and worst enemy.”

"What isit amap of 7* Amos asked. He knew you should ask as many questions as possible when
there were so many things you didn't know.

"It isamap of many places and many treasures, and | need someone to help mefind them.”

" Are these treasures the pearls and gold and diamonds and emeralds you told me about?*

"Nonsense," said the grey man. "I have more emeralds and diamonds and gold and pearlsthan |
know what to do with," and he opened a closet door.

Amos stood blinking asjewd s by the thousands fell out on the floor, glittering and gleaming, red,
green, and ydlow.



"Help me push them back in the closet,” said the grey man. "They're so bright that if | look at them
too long, | get aheadache.”

So they pushed the jewdl s back and |eaned against the closet door till it closed. Then they returned to
the map.

"Then what are the treasures?' Amos asked, full of curiogty.

"Thetreasure is happiness, for me and my nearest and dearest Mend."

"How do you intend to find it?"

"Inamirror,” said the grey man. "In three mirrors, or rather, one mirror broken in three pieces.”

"A broken mirror isbad luck," said Amos. "Who broke it?*

"A wizard so great and old and so terrible that you and | need never worry about him."

"Does this map tell where the pieces are hidden?'

"Exactly,” said the grey man. "Look, we are here.”

"How canyoutdl?'

"The map says s0," said the grey man. And sure enough, in large green | etters one corner of the map
was marked: HERE.

"Perhaps somewhere nearer than you think, up this one, and two leagues short of over there, the
pieces are hidden.”

"Y our greatest happinesswill beto look into thismirror?”

"It will bethe greatest happiness of myself and of my nearest and dearest friend.”

"Very wdl," said Amos. "When do we Sart?"

"When the dawn isfoggy and the sun ishidden and the air isgrey asgrey can be."

"Very wdl," said Amosasecond time. "Until then, | shal walk around and explore your ship.”

"It will betomorrow at four o'clock in the morning,” said the grey man. "So don't say up too late.”

"Vey wdl," ssid Amosathird time.

As Amoswas about to leave, the grey man picked up abrilliant red ruby that had fallen from the
closet and not been put back. On the side of the trunk that now sat in the comer wasasmall triangular
door that Amos had not seen. The grey man pulled it open, tossed in the ruby, and dammed it quickly:
Orghmftbfe.

Outside, the clouds hung so low the top of the ship'stallest mast threatened to prick one open. The
wind tossed about in Amos' red hair and scurried in and out of hisrags. Sitting on therailing of the ship
wasasailor splicing arope.

"Good evening,” saild Amos. "I'm exploring the ship and | have very littletime. | haveto be up at four
o'clock in the morning. So can you tell mewhat | must be sure to avoid because it would be so silly and
uninteresting that | would learn nothing from it?'

Thesalor frowned alittle while, then said, "Thereisnothing a dl interesting hi the ship'sbrig.”

"Thank you very much," said Amos and walked on till he came to another sailor whose fegt were
awash in soap suds. The sailor was pushing amop back and forth so hard that Amos decided he was
trying to scrub the last bit of color off the grey boards. "Good evening to you too,” said Amas. “I'm
exploring the ship and | have very little tune since I'm to be up at four o'clock in the morning. | wastold
to avoid the brig. So could you point it out to me? | don't want to wander into it by accident.”

The sailor leaned his chin on his mop handle awhile, then said, "If you want to avoid it, don't go down
the second hatchway behind the wheelhouse.”

"Thank you very much," said Amos and hurried off to the whed-house. When he found the second
hatchway, he went down very quickly and was just about to go to the barred cell when he saw the grimy
sailor with the grest iron key—who must be thejailor aswell, thought Amos.

"Good evening,” Amos said. "How areyou?'

"I'm fine, and how isyoursdlf, and what are you doing down here?'

"I'm standing here, trying to be friendly,” said Amos. "I wastold there was nothing of interest down



here. And sinceitisso dull, | thought | would keep you company.”

The sallor fingered hiskey awhile, then said, "That iskind of you, | suppose.”

"Yes, itis" sad Amos. "What do they keep herethat is so uninteresting everyonetellsmeto avoid
it?'

"Thisisthe ship's brig and we keep prisoners here. What el se should we keep?!

"That'sagood question,” said Amos. "What do you keep?

Thejailor fingered hiskey again, then said, "Nothing of interest at al.”

Just then, behind the bars, Amos saw the pile of grubby grey blankets move. A corner fell away and
he saw just the edge of something as red as his own bright hair.

"I suppose, then," said Amos, "I've done well to avoid coming here" And he turned around and | ft.

But that night, as the rain poured over the deck, and the drum-drum-drumming of heavy dropslulled
everyone on the ship to deep, Amos hurried over the dippery boards under the dripping eaves of the
wheelhouse to the second hatchway, and went down. The lamps were low, the jailor was huddled adeep
inacomer on apiece of grey canvas, but Amos went immediately to the bars and looked through.

More blankets had falen away, and besides ared as bright as hisown hair, he could see agreen the
color of parrot'sfeathers, ayelow as pale as Chinese mustard, and a blue brilliant asthe sky at eight
o'clock in July. Have you ever watched someone adeep under apile of blankets? Y ou can seethe
blankets move up and down, up and down with breathing. That's how Amos knew this was a person.
"Psss€t," hesad, ™Y ou colorful but uninteresting person, wake up and talk to me."

Then dl the blanketsfell away, and aman with more colors on him than Amos had ever seen sat up
rubbing his eyes. His deeves were green silk with blue and purple trimming. His cape was crimson with
orange design. His shirt was gold with rainbow checks, and one boot was white and the other was black.

"Who are you?" asked the particolored prisoner.

"l am Amos, and | am here to see what makes you so uninteresting that everyonetellsmeto avoid
you and coversyou up with blankets.”

"I am Jack, the Prince of the Far Rainbow, and | am a prisoner here."

"Neither one of those factsis so incredible compared to some of the Strange thingsin thisworld,” said
Amos. "Why are you the Prince of the Far Rainbow, and why are you a prisoner?"

"Ah," said Jack, "the second question is easy to answer, but thefirst isnot so smple. | am aprisoner
here because askinny grey man stole amap from me and put mein the brig so | could not get it back
from him. But why am | the Prince of the Far Rainbow? That is exactly the question asked me ayear ago
today by awizard so great and so old and o terrible that you and | need never worry about him. |
answered him, 'l am Prince because my father is King, and everyone knows | should be. Then the
wizard asked me, "Why should you be Prince and not one of adozen others? Areyou fit to rule, can you
judgefairly, can you resist temptation? | had no ideawhat he meant, and again | answered, 'l am Prince
because my father isKing.' Thewizard took amirror and held it before me. "What do you see? he
asked. 'l seemysdf, just as| should, the Prince of the Far Rainbow,' said I. Then the wizard grew furious
and struck the mirror into three pieces and cried, ‘Not until you look into this mirror whole again will you
be Prince of the Far Rainbow, for awoman worthy of a princeistrapped behind the glass, and not till
sheisfreecanyou rulein your own land.' There was an explosion, and when | woke up, | was without
my crown, lying dressed as you see me now in agreen meadow. In my pocket was amap that told me
where dl the pieces were hidden. Only it did not show me how to get back to the Far Rainbow. And till
| do not know how to get home."

"l see, | see" said Amos. "How did the skinny grey man stedl it from you, and what does he want
withit?"

"Well," said Jack, "after | could not find my way home, | decided | should try and find the pieces. So
| began to search. Thefirst person | met was the thin grey man, and with him was hislarge black trunk in
which, he said, was his nearest and dearest friend. He said if | would work for him and carry histrunk, he
would pay me agreat deal of money with which | could buy a ship and continue my search. Hetold me
that he himself would very much like to see awoman worthy of aprince. 'Especidly, hesad, 'such a
colorful princeasyou.' | carried histrunk for many months, and at last he paid me agreat dedl of money



with which | bought a ship. But then the skinny grey man stole my map, stole my ship, and put me herein
the brig, and told methat he and his nearest and dearest Mend would find the mirror dl for themselves.

"What could he want with awoman worthy of aprince?' asked Amos.

"I don't even liketo think about it," said Jack. "Once he asked meto unzip the leather flap at the end
of the trunk and stick my head in to see how his nearest and dearest friend was getting dong. But | would
not because | had seen him catch abeautiful blue bird with red feasthers round its neck and stick it
through the same zipper, and al there was was an uncomfortable sound from the trunk, something like:
Orulmhf."

"Oh, yes" said Amos. "I know the sound. | do not like to think what he would do with awoman
worthy of aprinceether.” Yet Amosfound himsdf thinking of it anyway. "Hislack of friendship for you
certainly doesn't spesk well of hisfriendship for his nearest and dearest.”

Jack nodded,

"Why doesn't he get the mirror himself, instead of asking me?' Amaos wanted to know.

"Did you look at where the pieces were hidden?" asked Jack.

"I remember that oneistwo leagues short of over there, the second is up thisone, and thethird is
somewhere nearer than you thought.”

"That'sright,” said Jack. "And nearer than you think isagrest, grey, dull, tangled, boggy, and ba eful
swamp. Thefirgt pieceis at the bottom of aluminous poal in the center. But it isso grey there that the
grey man would blend completely in with the scenery and never get out again. Up thisoneisamountain
s0 high that the North Wind livesin a cave there. The second piece of the mirror ison the highest peak of
that mountain. It is so windy there, and the grey man is so thin, he would be blown away before he was
halfway to the top. Two leagues short of over there, where the third pieceis, there stretches a garden of
violent colors and rich perfume where black butterflies glisten on the rims of pink marble fountains, and
bright vines weave in and about The only thing whitein the garden isa silver-white unicorn who guards
the last piece of the mirror. Perhaps the grey man could get that piece himself, but he will not want to, |
know, for lots of bright colors give him aheadache."

"Then it says something for his endurance that he was able to put up with your glittering clothesfor so
long," said Amos. "Anyway, | don't think it'sfair of our grey friend to get your mirror with your map. You
should at least have achance at it. Let me see, thefirst place we are going is somewhere nearer than you
think."

"In the swvamp then," said Jack.

"Would you liketo come with me," asked Amos, "and get the piece yoursdlf."

"Of course," said Jack. "But how?"

"I haveaplan," said Amos, who could think very quickly when hehad to. "Simply do as| say."
Amos began to whisper through the bars. Behind them the jailor snored on his piece of canvas.

vV

At four o'clock the next morning when the dawn was foggy and the sun was hidden and the air was
grey asgrey can be, the ship pulled up to the shore of agreet, grey, dull, tangled, boggy, and baleful
svamp.

"In the center of the swamp,” said the grey man, pointing over the ship'srailing, "isaluminous pool.
At the bottom of the pool isapiece of mirror. Can you be back by lunch?'

"l think s0," said Amos. "But that isaterribly grey swamp. | might blend into the scenery so
completely | might never get out of it again.”

"With your red hair?' asked the grey man.

"My red hair," said Amos, "isonly on thetop of my head. My clothes are ragged and dirty and will
probably turn grey in no timewith al that mist. Are there any bright-colored clothes on the ship, glittering
with gold and gleaming with silk?'

"Thereismy closet full of jewds" said the grey man. "Wear as many asyou want."

"They would weigh me down," said Amoas, "and | could not be back for lunch. No, | need a suit of



clothesthat is bright and brilliant enough to keep mefrom losing mysdf in dl that grey. For if | dolose
mysdlf, you will never have your mirror."

So the grey man turned to one of hissailorsand said, "'Y ou know where yon can get him such asuit.”

Asthe man started to go, Amos said, "It seems a shame to take someone's clothes away, especidly
sncel might not come back anyway. Give my rags to whoever ownsthis suit to keep for me until | come
bade." Amos jumped out of hisrags and handed them to the sailor who trotted off toward the
whedhouse. Minutes later he was back with abright costume: the deeves were green silk with blue and
purple trimming, the cape was crimson with orange design, the shirt was gold with rainbow checks, and
sitting on top of it al was one white boot and one black one.

"Thesearewhat | need," said Amos, putting on the clothes quickly, for he was beginning to get chilly
standing in his underwear. Then he climbed over the edge of the boat into the swamp. He was so bright
and colorful that nobody saw thefigure hi dirty rags run quickly behind them to the far end of the ship and
aso climb over into the swamp. Had the figure been Amos—it was wearing Amos rags—thered hair
might have attracted some attention, but Jack's hair, for al his colorful costume, was avery ordinary
brown.

The grey man looked after Amos until he disappeared. Then he put his hand on hishead, which was
beginning to throb alittle, and leaned againgt the black trunk which had been carried to the deck.

Glumphvmr, came from the trunk.

"Oh, my nearest and dearest friend,” said the grey man, "I had almost forgotten you. Forgive me." He
took from his pocket an envelope, and from the envelope he took alarge, fluttering moth. "Thisflew in
my window last night," be said. The wings were pale blue, with brown bands on the edges, and the
undersides were flecked with spots of gold. He pushed in along metd flap at the side of the trunk, very
likeamail dot, and did the moth insde.

Fuffle, came from the trunk, and the grey man smiled.

In the swamp, Amos waited until the prince had found him. "Did you have any trouble?* Amaos
asked.

"Not at adl," laughed Jack. "They didn't even notice that the jailor was gone." For what they had done
last night after we left them, wasto take thejailor's key, free the prince, and tie up thejailor and put him
inthe call under dl the grey blankets. In the morning, when the sailor had come to exchange clothes, Jack
had freed himsdlf again when the sailor left, then dipped off the ship to join Amos.

"Now let usfind your luminous pool," said Amos, "so we can be back by lunch.”

Together they started through the marsh and muck. ™Y ou know," said Amos, stopping onceto look
at agrey spider web that spread from the limb of a tree above them to avine cregping on the ground,
"thisplaceian't so grey after dl. Look closdly.”

And in each drop of water on each strand of the web, the light was broken up asif through atiny
prism into blues and yellows and reds, As they looked, Jack sighed. "These are the colors of the Far
Rainbow," he said.

He said no more, but Amosfelt very sorry for him. They went quickly now toward the center of the
swamp. "No, it isn't completely grey,” said Jack. On astump beside them agreen-grey lizard blinked a
red eye at them, a golden hornet buzzed above their heads, and a snake that was grey on top rolled out
of their way and showed an orange belly.

"Andlook at that!" cried Amos.

Ahead through the tal grey treetrunks, slvery light roseinthe mist

"The luminous pool!" cried the prince, and they ran forward.

Sure enough they found themselves on the edge of around, silvery pool. Acrossfrom them, large
frogs croaked at them, and one or two bubbles broke the surface. Together Amos and Jack looked into
the weter.

Perhaps they expected to see the mirror glittering in the weeds and pebbles at the bottom of the pool;
perhaps they expected their own reflections. But they saw neither. Instead, the face of abeautiful girl
looked up a them from below the surface.

Jack and Amos frowned. The girl laughed, and the water bubbled.



"Who areyou?' asked Amos.

And in return from the bubbles they heard, "Who are you?'

"l am Jack, Prince of the Far Rainbow," said Jack, "and thisis Amos."

"I am awoman worthy of aprince" said the facein the water, "and my nameisLea."

Now Amos asked, "Why are you worthy of a prince? And how did you get where you are?"

"Ah," said Lea, "the second question is easy to answer, but thefirst isnot so smple. For that isthe
same question asked me ayear and aday ago by awizard so great and so old and so terrible that you
and | need not worry about him."

"What did you say to him?" asked Jack.

"I told him | could spesk al the languages of men, that | was brave and strong and beautiful, and
could govern beside any man. He said | was proud, and that my pride was good. But then he saw how |
looked in mirrors at my own face, and he said that | was vain, and my vanity was bad, and that it would
keep me apart from the prince | wasworthy of. The shiny surface of al things, he told me, will keep us
gpart, until aprince can gather the pieces of the mirror together again, which will release me.”

"Then | am the princeto save you," said Jack.

"Areyou indeed?' asked Lea, smiling. "A piece of the mirror | am trapped in lies at the bottom of this
pool. Oncel mysdf dived from arock into the blue ocean to retrieve the pearl of whitefire | wear on my
forehead now. That was the deegpest dive ever heard of by man or woman, and this poal isten feet
deeper than that. Will you il try?'

"I will try and perhaps dietrying,” said Jack, "but | can do no more and no less." Then Jack filled his
lungs and dove headlong into the pool.

Amos himsdf waswell aware how long he would have hesitated had the question been asked of him.
Asthe seconds passed, he began to fear for Jack'slife, and wished he had had a chance to figure some
other way to get the mirror out One minute passed; perhaps they could have tricked the girl into bringing
it up hersdlf. Two minutes; they could havetied astring to theleg of afrog and sent him down to do the
searching. Three minutes, there was not a bubble on the water, and Amos surprised himsdlf by deciding
the only thing to do wasto jump in and at least try to save the prince. But there was a splash of water at
hisfedt!

Jack's head emerged, and amoment later his hand holding the huge fragment of abroken mirror
cameinto Sght.

Amos was so delighted he jumped up and down. The prince swam to shore, and Amos helped him
out. Then they leaned the mirror against atree and rested for awhile. "It'swell | wore these rags of
yours," said Jack, "and not my own clothes, for the weeds would have caught in my cloak and the boots
would have pulled me down and | would have never come up. Thank you, Amos."

"It'savery little thing to thank mefor,” Amos said. "But we had better start back if we want to be at
the shipintimefor lunch.”

So they started back and by noon had nearly reached the ship. Then the prince left the minor with
Amos and darted on ahead to get back to the cell. Then Amos walked out to the boat with the broken
glass.

"WEell," he caled up to the thin grey man who sat on the top of the trunk, waiting, "hereisyour mirror
from the bottom of the luminous poal."

The grey man was s0 happy he jumped from the trunk, turned a cartwhed, then fell to wheezing and
coughing and had to be dapped on the back several times.

"Good for you," he said when Amos had climbed onto the deck and given him the glass. "Now come
have lunch with me, but for heaven's sake get out of that circustent before | get another headache."

So Amostook off the prince's clothes and the sailor took them to the brig and returned with Amos
rags. When he had dressed and was about to go with the grey man to lunch, his deeve brushed the grey
man's arm. The grey man stopped and frowned so deeply his face became amost black. "These clothes
are wet and the ones you wore were dry."

"Sothey are," said Amos. "What do you make of that?"

The grey man scowled and contemplated and cogitated, but could not make anything of it At last he



sad, "Never mind Cometo lunch.”

The sailors carried the black trunk below with them, and they ate a heavy and hearty med. The grey
man speared dl the radishes from the salad on hisknife and flipped them into afunnel he had stuck ina
round opening in the trunk: Fulrmp, Mdrulf, Ulfmpkgrumf

"When do | go after the next piece?' Amos asked when they had finished egting.

"Tomorrow evening when the sunset is golden and the sky is turquoise and the rocks are stained red
inthe setting sun,” said the grey man. "I shall watch the whole proceedings with sunglasses.”

"| think that'sagood idea," said Amos. Y ou won't get such a bad headache.”

That night Amaos again went to the brig. No one had missed thejailor yet So there was no guard at
dl.

"How isour friend doing?' Amos asked the prince, pointing to the bundle of blanketsin the corner.

"Well enough,” said Jack. "I gave him food and water when they brought me some. | think he's
adeep now."

"Good," sad Amos. "So onethird of your magic mirror has been found. Tomorrow evening | go off
for the second piece. Would you like to come with me?”

"| certainly would," said Jack. "But tomorrow evening it will not be so easy, for there will be no mist
to hidemeif | comewith you."

"Then well work it so you won't haveto hide," said Amos. "If | remember you right, the second
pieceison thetop of awindy mountain so high the North Wind livesin acave there.

"That'sright," said Jack.

"Very well then, | haveaplan." Again Amaos began to whisper through the bars, and Jack smiled and
nodded.

Vv

They sailed dl that night and al the next day, and toward evening they pulled in to arocky shore
wherejugt afew hundred yards away a mountain rose high and higher into the clear twilight.

The sailors gathered on the deck of the ship just as the sun began to set, and the grey man put one
grey gloved hand on Amos shoulder and pointed to the mountain with his other. "There, among the
windy peaks, isthe cave of the North Wind. Even higher, on the highest and windiest peak, is the second
fragment of the mirror. It isalong, dangerous, and treacherous climb. Shall | expect you back for
breskfast?'

"Certainly,” said Amos. "Fried eggs, if you please, once over lightly, and plenty of hot sausages.”

"I will tell the cook," said the grey man.

"Good," ssid Amos. "Oh, but one morething. Y ou say itiswindy there. | shall need agood supply of
rope, then, and perhaps you can spare aman to go with me. A ropeisnot much good if thereisa person
only on one end. If | have someone with me, | can hold him if he blows off and he can do the same for
me." Amosturned to the sailors. "What about that man there? He has arope and iswell muffled against
thewind."

"Takewhomyou like" said the grey man, "so long as you bring back my mirror." Thewel-muffled
sailor with the coil of rope on his shoulder stepped forward with Amoas.

Had the grey man not been wearing his sunglasses againgt the sunset, he might have noticed
something familiar about the sailor, who kept looking at the mountain and would not look back a him.
But asit was, he sugpected nothing.

Amos and the well-muffled sailor climbed down onto the rocks that the sun had stained red, and
started toward the dope of the mountain. Once the grey man raised his glasses as he watched them go
but lowered them quickly, for it was the most golden hour of the sunset then. The sun sank, and he could
not see them anymore. Even so, be stood at therail along timetill asound in the darkness roused him
from hisreverie Bimvghm!

Amos and Jack climbed long and hard through the evening. When darknessfdl, at first they thought
they would have to stop, but the clear stars made amist over the jagged rocks, and alittle later the moon



rose. After that it was much easier going. Shortly the wind began. First abreeze merely tugged at their
collars. Then rougher gusts began to nip their fingers. At last buffets of wind flattened them againgt the
rock one moment, then tried to jerk them loose the next The rope was very useful indeed, and neither
one complained. They smply went on climbing, steadily through the hours. Once Jack paused a moment
to look back over his shoulder at the slver seaand said something which Amas couldn't hear.

"What did you say?' cried Amos above the howl.

"l said," the prince cried back, "look at the moon!™

Now Amos looked over his shoulder too and saw that the white disk was going Sowly down.

They began again, climbing faster than ever, but in another hour the bottom of the moon had dready
sunk below the edge of the ocean. At last they gained afair-sized ledge where the wind was not so
strong. Above, there seemed no way to go any higher.

Jack gazed out at the moon and sighed. "If it were daylight, | wonder could | see all theway to the
Far Rainbow from here.”

"Y ou might,” said Amos. But though his heart was with Jack, he il felt agood spirit was important
to keep up. "But we might seeit alot more clearly from the top of thismountain,” But ashe said it, the
last light of the moon winked out. Now even the stars were gone, and the blackness about them was
complete. But asthey turned to seek shelter in therising wind, Amaos cried, "Thereésalight!"

"Wheresalight?' cried Jack.

"Glowing behind those rocks,” cried Amos.

A faint orange glow outlined the top of acraggy boulder, and they hurried toward it over the crumbly
ledge. When they climbed the rock, they saw that the light came from behind another wall of stone further
away, and they scrambled toward it, pebbles and bits of ice rolling under their hands. Behind the wall
they saw that the light was even stronger above another ridge, and they did their best to climb it without
falling who-knows-how-many hundreds of feet to thefoot of the mountain. At last they pulled themselves
onto the ledge and leaned againgt the Side, panting. Far ahead of them, orange flames flickered brightly
and there waslight on each face. For dl the cold wind their faces were still shiny with the sweet of the
effort.

"Comeon," said Amos, "judt alittleway. . ."

And from haf adozen directionsthey beard: Comeon, just alittleway. . . just alittleway. . . little
way. ...
They stared at each other and Jack jumped up. "Why we must bein the caveof. . ."

And echoing back they heard: . . must beinthecaveof .. .inthecaveof. . . caveof. .

". .. the North Wind," whispered Amos.

They started forward again toward thefires. It was so dark and the cave was so big that even with
the light they could not see the celling or the far wall. Thefires themselves burned in huge scooped out
basins of stone. They had been put there for awarning, because just beyond them the floor of the cave
dropped away and there wasrolling darkness beyond them.

"| wonder if he'sat home," whispered Jack.

Then before them was arushing and arumbling and arolling like thunder, and from the blacknessa
voice said, "l am the North Wind, and | am very much at home."

And they were struck by ablast of air that sent the fires regling in the basins, and the sailor's cap that
Jack wore flew off his head back into the darkness.

"Areyou redly the North Wind?' Amos asked.

"Yes, | anredly the North Wind," came the thunderous voice. "Now you tell me who you are before
| blow you into little pieces and scatter them over the whole wide world.”

"I am Amos and thisis Jack, Prince of the Far Rainbow,” said Amos. "And we wandered into your
cave by accident and meant nothing impolite. But the moon went down, so we had to stop climbing, and
we saw your light."

"Where were you climbing to?"

Now Jack said, "To the top of the mountain where thereisa piece of amirror.”

"Yes" said the North Wind, "thereisamirror there. A wizard so great and s0 old and so terrible that



neither you nor | need worry about him placed it there ayear and two days ago. | blew him there myself
inreturn for afavor he did me amillion years pagt, for it was he who made this cave for me by artful and
deviousmagic.”

"We have come to take the mirror back," said Jack.

The North Wind laughed so loud that Amaos and the prince had to hold onto the walls to keep from
blowing away. "1t isso high and so cold up there that you will never reach it," said the Wind. "Even the
wizard had to ask my help to put it there.”

"Then," caled Amos, "you could help us get there too?"

The North Wind was sllent awhole minute. Then he asked, "Why should 1? The wizard built my cave
for me. What have you done to deserve such help?'

"Nothing yet," said Amos. "But we can hep you if you hdp us.”

"How can you help me?" asked the Wind.

"Well," said Amos, "likethis. Y ou say you areredly the North Wind. How can you proveit?'

"How can you prove you are redlly you?" returned the Wind.

"Eadly," said Amos. "l havered hair, | have freckles, | am fivefegt, seveninchestal, and | have
brown eyes. All you need do is go to Hidalgawho owns the Mariner's Tavern and ask her who hasred
hair, isso tdl, with such eyes, and she will tell you, ‘It isher own darling Amos." And Hidalgals word
should be proof enough for anybody. Now what do you look like?'

"What do | look like?" demanded the North Wind.

"Y es, describe yoursdf to me.”

“I’'mbig and I'm cold and I'm blugtery. . . ."

"That'swhat you fed like," said Amos. "Not what you look like. | want to know how | would
recognize you if | saw you walking quietly down the street toward me when you were off duty.”

“I'mfreezing and I'micy and I'm chilling. . . ."

"Agan, that's not what you look like; it'swhat you fed like."

The North Wind rumbled to himsdlf for awhile and at |ast confessed: "But no one has ever seen the
wind."

"So | had heard," said Amos. "But haven't you ever looked into amirror?”

"Alas" sghed the North Wind, "mirrors are dways kept insde peopl€'s houses where | am never
invited. So | never had achanceto look in one. Besides, | have been too busy.”

"Well," said Amos, "if you help get usto the top of the mountain, wewill let you look into the
fragment of themirror.” Then he added, "which is more than your friend the wizard did, apparently.” Jack
gave Amosalittlekick, for it isnot agood thing to insult awizard so great and so old and so terrible as
al that, even if you don't have to worry about him.

The North Wind mumbled and groaned around the darkness for awhile and at last said, "Very well.
Climb on my shouldersand | shal carry you up to the highest peak of this mountain. When | have looked
into your mirror, | will carry you down again to where you may descend the rest of the way by
yoursaves”

Amos and Jack were happy as they had ever been, and the North Wind roared to the edge of the
ledge and they climbed on his back, one on each shoulder. They held themsalvestight by hislong, thick
hair, and the Wind's great wingsfilled the cave with such aroaring that the' fires, had they not been
maintained by magic, would have been blown out. The sound of the great wing feathers clashing againgt
one another was like stedl against bronze,

The North Wind rose up in his cave and sped toward the opening that was so high they could not see
the top and so wide they could not see the far wall, and his hair brushed the ceiling, and histoenails
scraped the floor, and thetips of hiswings sent boulders crashing from either side ashe legpt into the
black.

They circled so high they cleared the clouds, and once again the stars were like diamonds dusting the
velvet night. He flew so long that at last the sun began to shoot spears of gold across the horizon; and
when the ball of the sun had rolled halfway over the edge of the sea, he settled one foot on acrag to the
|eft, his other foot on the pinnacle to the right, and bent down and set them on the tallest peak in the



middle

"Now whereisthe mirror?' asked Amos, looking around.

The dawning sun splashed the snow and ice with Slver.

"When | blew thewizard here ayear ago,” said the North Wind from above them, "hel€eft it right
there, but the snow and ice have frozen over it."

Amos and the prince began to brush the snow from alump on the ground, and beneath the white
covering was pure and glittering ice. It was avery large lump, nearly aslarge as the black trunk of the
skinny grey man.

"It must be in the center of this chunk of ice," said Jack. Asthey stared at the shiny, frozen hunk,
something moved inddeit, and they saw it wasthe form of alovely girl. It was Lea, who had appeared to
them in the pool.

She amiled at them and said, "1 am glad you have come for the second piece of the mirror, but it is
buried in thisfrozen shard of ice. Once, when | wasagirl, | chopped through achunk of iceto get to an
earring my mother bad dropped the night before in awinter dance. That block of ice was the coldest and
hardest ice any man or woman had ever seen. This block isten degrees colder. Can you chop through
it?'

"l cantry," said Jack, "or perhapsdietrying. But | can do no more and no less." And hetook the
smdl pickax they had used to help them climb the mountain.

"Will you befinished before breskfast time?' asked Amos, glancing at the sun.

"Of course before breakfast," said the prince, and fell to chopping. Theice chipsflew around him,
and he worked up such asweat that in dl the cold he till had to take off his shirt. He worked so hard
that in one hour he had laid open the chunk, and there, sticking out, was the broken fragment of mirror.
Tired but smiling, the prince lifted it from theice and handed it to Amos. Then he went to pick up hisshirt
and coat.

"All right, North Wind," cried Amos. "Take alook a yoursdf."

"Stand so that the sunisin your eyes," said the North Wind, towering over Amos, "because | do not
want anyone else to see before | have.”

So Amos and Jack stood with the sun hi their eyes, and the great blustering North Wind squatted
down to look a himsdlf in the mirror. He must have been pleased with what he saw, because he gave a
long loud laugh that nearly blew them from the pesk. Then helegpt amileinto theair, turned over three
tunes, then swooped down upon them, grabbing them up and setting them on his shoulders. Amos and
Jack clung to hislong, thick hair asthe Wind began to fly down the mountain, crying out in awindy voice:
"Now | shdl tell dl the leaves and whisper to thewaveswho | am and what | look like, so they can
chatter about it among themsalves in autumn and rise and doff their capsto me before awinter sorm.”
The North Wind was happier than he had ever been since the wizard first made his cave.

It getslight on the top of amountain well before it does at the foot, and this mountain was so high that
when they reached the bottom the sun was nowhere in sight, and they had a good half hour until
breskfast time.

"Y ou run and get back in your cell," said Amoas, "and when | have given you enough time, | shall
return and est my eggs and sausages.”

So the prince ran down the rocks to the shore and snuck onto the ship, and Amos waited for the sun
to come up. When it did, be started back.

Vi

But, at the boat, al had not gone according to Amos plan during the night The grey man, still puzzling
over Amos wet clothes—and at last he began to inquire whom Amos had solicited from the sailorsto go
with him—had goneto the brig himsdif.

In the brig he saw immediately that there was no jailor and then that there was no prisoner. Furious,
he rushed into the cell and began to tear gpart the bundle of blanketsin the comer. And out of the
blanketsrolled thejailor, bound and gagged and dressed in the colorful costume of the Prince of the Far



Rainbow. For it wasthejailor's clothes that Jack had worn when he had gone with Amosto the
mountain.

When the gag came off, the story came out, and the part of the story thejailor had dept through the
grey man could guess for himself. So he untied the jailor and caled the sailors and made plans for Amos
and the princes return. Thelast thing the grey man did was take the beautiful costume back to his cabin
where the black trunk waswaiting.

When Amos came up to the ship with the mirror under hisarm, he caled, "Here€s your mirror.
Where are my eggs and sausages?”’

"Sizzling hot and waiting,” said the grey man, lifting his sunglasses. "Whereisthe sallor you took to
help you?'

"Alas," said Amos, "hewas blown away in thewind." He climbed up the ladder and handed the grey
man the mirror. "Now we only have athird to go, if | remember right. When do | start looking for that?"

"This afternoon when the sunisits highest and hottest,” said the grey man.

"Don't | get achanceto rest?" asked Amoas. "'l have been climbing up and down mountainsdl night.”

"You may tekeanap," said the grey man. "But come and have bregkfast first." The grey man put his
arm around Amos shoulder and took him down to his cabin where the cook brought them abig,
steaming platter of sausages and eggs.

"Y ou have done very well," said the grey man pointing to the wal where he had hung thefirst two
pieces of the mirror together. Now they could make out what the shape of the third would be. "And if
you get the last one, you will have done very well indeed.”

"I can amost fed the weight of those diamonds and emerads and gold and pearlsright now," said
Amos.

"Canyou realy?" asked the grey man. He pulled a piece of green silk from his pocket, went to the
black box, and stuffed it into asmall square door: Orlmnb!

"Whereisthethird mirror hidden?' asked Amos.

"Two leagues short of over thereisagarden of violent colors and rich perfume, where black
butterflies glisten on the rims of pink marble fountains, and the only thing whiteinitisaslver-white
unicorn who guardsthe third piece of themirror."

"Thenit'sgood | am going to get it for you," said Amoas, "because even with your sunglasses, it would
giveyou aterrible heedache.”

"Curses," said the grey man, "but you'reright." He took from his pocket astrip of crimson cloth with
orange design, went to the trunk and lowered it through asmdl round holein thetop. Asthelast of it
dropped from sight, the thing in the box went: MIpbgrm!

" am very anxiousto see you at the happiest moment of your life," said Amos. "But you sill haven't
told me what you and your nearest and dearest friend expect to find in the mirror.”

"Haven't I?" said the grey man. He reached under the table and took out awhite leather boot, went
to thetrunk, lifted thelid, and tossed it in.

Org! This sound was not from the trunk; it was Amos swalowing hislast piece of sausage much too
fast. He and the grey man looked at one another, and neither said anything. The only sound was from the
trunk: Grublmeumplefrmp. . .hid

"Well," said Amosat last, "I think I'll go outside and walk around the deck abit.”

"Nonsense," said the grey man smoothing hisgrey gloves over hiswrids. "If you're going to be up this
afternoon, you'd better go to deep right now."

"Believe me, alittle air would make me degp much better.”

"Believeme," said the grey man, "I have put alittle something m your eggs and sausages that will
make you deep much better than dl theair hi theworld.”

Suddenly Amosfdt his eyes grow heavy, his head grow light, and he dipped down in his chair.

When Amos woke up, he was lying on the floor of the ship'sbrig insdethe cdll, and Jack, in his
underwear—for the sailors had jumped on him when he came back in the morning and given thejailor
back his clothes—was trying to wake him up.

"What happened to you?' Amos asked, and Jack told him.



"What happened to you?' asked Jack, and Amostold him.

"Then we have been found out and dll islogt," said the prince. "For it isnoon dready, and thesunis
at its highest and hottest. The boat has docked two leagues short of over there, and the grey man must be
about to go for the third mirror himsdf.”

"May his head split into a thousand pieces,”" said Amos.

"Pipedown inthere” said thejailor. "I'mtrying to deep.” And he spread out his piece of grey canvas
sal and lay down.

Outside, the water |apped at the ship, and after amoment Jack said, "A river runs by the castle of the
Far Rainbow, and when you go down into the garden, you can hear the water against thewall just like
thet"

"Now don't be sad," said Amos. "We need al our wits about us."

From somewhere there was the sound of knocking.

"Though, truly,” said Amoas, glancing &t the celling, "1 had afriend once named Billy Belay, an old
sailor with awooden leg, | used to play jackstraws with. When he would go upstairsto hisroomin the
Mariner's Tavern, you could hear him walking overhead just like that."

That knocking came again.

"Only that isn't above us," said Jack. "It's below.”

They looked at the floor. Then Jack got down on his hands and knees and looked under the cot.
"Theresatrap door there," he whispered to Amoas, "and somebody's knocking.”

"A trap door in the bottom of aship?' asked Amos.

"Wewon't questioniit,” said Jack, "well just openit.”

They grabbed the ring and pulled the door back. Through the opening there was only the green
surface of the water. Then, below the surface, Lea appeared.

"What are you doing here?' whispered Amos.

“I’ve cometo help you," she said. ™Y ou have gotten two thirds of the broken mirror. Now you must
get thelast piece.”

"How did you get here?" asked Jack.

"Only the shiny surface of things keeps us gpart,” said Lea. "Now if you dive through here, you can
swim out from under the boat."

"And once we get out from under the boat,” said Amos, "we can climb back in.”

"Why should we do that?" asked Jack.

"l haveaplan," said Amos.

"But will it work even if the grey man isaready in the garden of violent colors and rich perfumes,
walking past the pink marble fountains where the black butterflies glisten on their rims?* asked Jack.

"It will work aslong asthe silver-white unicorn guards the fragment of the mirror,” said Amos, "and
the grey man doesn't have his hands on it. Now dive."

The prince dove and Amos dove after him.

"Will you pipe down inthere," called thejailor without opening his eyes.

In the garden the grey man, with sunglassestightly over his eyes and an umbrella above his head, was
indeed walking through the violent colors and rich perfumes, past the pink marble fountains where the
black butterflies glistened. 1t was hot, he was dripping with perspiration, and his head wasin agony.

He had walked along time, and even through his dark glasses he could make out the green and red
blossoms, the purplefruit on the branches, the orange melons on the vines. The most annoying thing of
al, however, were the swarms of golden gnats that bused about him. He would beet at them with the
umbrdla, but they came right back again.

After what seemed along, long time, he saw aflicker of slver-white, and coming closer, he saw it
wasaunicorn. It stood in thelittle clearing, blinking. Just behind the unicorn wasthe last piece of the
mirror.

"Wl it's about tune," said the grey man, and began walking toward it. But as soon as he stepped
into the clearing, the unicorn snorted and struck his front feet against the ground, one after the other.

"I'll just get it quickly without any fuss," said the grey man. But when he stepped forward, the unicorn



a so stepped forward, and the grey man found the sharp point of the unicorn's horn against the grey cloth
of hisshut, right where it covered hisbdly button.

“I'll have to go around it then," said the grey man. But when he moved to the right, the unicorn
moved to the right; and when he moved to the left, the unicorn did the same.

From the mirror therewas alaugh.

The grey man peered across the unicorn's shoulder, and in the piece of glass he saw not hisown
reflection but the face of ayoung woman. "I'm afraid,” she said chearfully, "that you shal never be ableto
pick up the mirror unless the unicorn lets you, for it was placed here by awizard so great and so old and
so terrible that you and | need not worry about him.”

"Then what must | do to make this stubborn anima let me by? Tell me quickly becausel anina
hurry and have a headache.”

"Y ou mugt prove yoursdf worthy,” said Lea.

"How do | do that?’

"Y ou must show how clever you are," said Lea. "When | wasfree of thismirror, my teacher, in order
to see how well | had learned my lessons, asked me three questions. | answered all three, and these
questions were harder than any questions ever heard by man or woman. | am going to ask you three
guestionswhich areten times ashard, and if you answer them correctly, you may pick up the mirror."

"Ask me" sad the grey man.

"Hre," sad Les, "who isstanding just behind your left shoulder?”

The grey man looked back over his shoulder, but al he saw were the bright colors of the garden.
"Nobody," he said.

"Second,” said Lea, "who is standing just behind your right shoulder?!

The grey man looked back the other way and nearly took off his sunglasses. Then he decided it was
not necessary, for al he saw was amass of confusing colors. "Nobody," be said.

"Third," said Lea, "what are they going to do to you?"

"Thereis nobody there and they are going to do nothing," said the grey man.

"Y ou have answered al three questionswrong,” said Lea, sadly. Then somebody grabbed the grey
man by theright arm, and somebody else grabbed him by the left, and they pulled him down on his back,
rolled him over on his ssomach, and tied his hands behind him. One picked him up by the shoulders and
the other by the feet, and they only paused long enough to get the mirror from the clearing, which the
unicorn let them have gladly, for there was no doubt that they could have answered Leals questions.

For one of the two was Amos, wearing the top half of the costume of the Prince of the Far Rainbow,
minus alittle green patch from the deeve and a strip from the crimson cape; he had stood behind some
bushes so the grey man could not see hisless colorful | pants. The other was Prince Jack himsdif,
wesaring the bottom of the costume, minus the white lesther boot; he had stood behind alow-hanging
branch so the grey man had not been able to see him from the waist up.

With the mirror ssfe—nor did they forget the grey man's umbrellaand sunglasses—they carried him
back to the ship. Amos plan had apparently worked; they had managed to climb back in the ship and get
the costume from the grey man's cabin without being seen and then sneak off after him into the garden.

But here luck turned against them, for no sooner had they reached the shore again when the sailors
descended on them. Thejailor had at last woken up and, finding his captives gone, had organized a
searching party which set out just as Amos and the prince reached the boat

"Crisscross, cross, and double cross!™ cried the grey man triumphantly as once more Amos and Jack
wereled to the brig.

Thetrap door bad been nailed firmly shot thistime, and even Amos could not think of a plan.

"Cast off for the greyest and gloomiest idand on the map,” cried the grey man.

"Cadt off!" cried the sailors.

"And do not disturb metill we get there,” said the skinny grey man. "I have had abad day today and
my head iskilling me."

The grey man took the third piece of mirror to his cabin, but he wastoo ill to fit the fragments
together. So he put the last piece on top of the trunk, swallowed severa aspirins, and lay down.



Vil

On the greyest and gloomiest idand on the map isalarge grey gloomy castle, and great grey stone
steps lead up from the shore to the castle entrance. Thiswas the skinny grey man's gloomy grey home.
On the following grey afternoon, the ship pulled up to the bottom of the steps, and the grey man, leading
two bound figures, walked up to the door.

Later in the castle hdl, Amos and the prince stood bound by the back wall. The grey man chuckled
to himsdlf as he hung up the two-thirds completed mirror. Thefind third was on the table.

"At last it isabout to happen,” said the grey man. "Bat first, Amos, you must have your reward for
helping me so much.”

Heled Amos, Hill tied, toasmall door inthewadll. "In thereismy jewd garden. | have morejewes
than any man in the world. Ugh! They give me aheadache. Go quickly, take your reward, and when you
come back | shdl show you aman living through the happiest moment of hislife. Then I will put you and
your jewelsinto the trunk with my nearest and dearest friend.”

With thetip of histhin grey sword he cut Amas ropes, thrusting him into the jewe garden and closing
the smd| door firmly behind him.

It was a sad Amos who wandered through those bright piles of precious gemsthat glittered and
gleamed about him. The walls were much too high to climb and they went dl theway around. Being a
clever man, Amos knew there were some situationsin which it was awaste of wit to try and figure away
out. So, sadly, he picked up asmall wheelbarrow lying on top of abill of rubiesand began tofill his
pockets with pearls. When he had hauled up a cauldron full of gold from thewell in the middle of the
garden, he put al his reward in the whedlbarrow, went back to the small door and knocked.

The door opened and he was yanked through and bound up again. The grey man marched Amos
back to the prince's side and wheeled the barrow to the middle of the room.

"Injust amoment,” said the thin grey man, "you will see aman living through the happiest moment of
hislife. But first | must make sure my nearest and dearest friend can see too.” He went to the large black
trunk, which seemed even blacker and larger, stood it on its sSide; then with the great iron key he opened
it amogt halfway so that it was opened toward the mirror. But from where Amos and Jack were, they
could not seeintoit at al.

The grey man took the last piece of the mirror, went to thewall, and fitted it in place, saying, "The
onething | have dways wanted more than anything else, for mysdf, for my nearest and dearest friend, is
awoman worthy of aprince.”

Immediately there was thunder, and light shot from the restored glass. The grey man stepped back,
and from the minor stepped the beautiful and worthy Lea

"Oh, happiness!” laughed the thin grey man. "Sheisgrey tool”

For Leawas cloaked in grey from head to foot But amost before the words were out, she loosed
her grey cloak and it fell about her feet.

"Oh, horrord" cried the thin grey man, and stepped back again.

Under her cloak shewore a scarlet cape with flaming rubiesthat glittered in the lightning. Now she
loosed her scarlet cape and that too fell to the floor.

"Oh, misary!" screamed the grey man, and stepped back once more.

For beneath her scarlet cape was avell of green satin, and topazes flashed yellow along the hemin
the lightning that till flickered from the mirror. Now she threw the veil back from her shoulders.

"Oh, ultimate depression!" shrieked the thin grey man, and stepped back again, for the dress beneath
the vell was silver with trimmings of gold, and her bodice was blue Sk set with pearls.

The last step took the thin grey man right into the open trunk. He cried out, stumbled, the trunk
overturned on itssSide, and thelid fell to with asnap.

And there wasn't any sound at al.

"I had rather hoped we might have avoided that," said L ea, as she came over to untie Jack and
Amos. "But there is nothing we can do now. | can never thank you enough for gathering the mirror and



releesng me”

"Nor can wethank you," said Amoas, "for helping usdoit.”

"Now," said Jack, rubbing hiswrigts, "I can look a mysdlf again and see why | am Prince of the Far
Rainbow."

He and Leawalked to the mirror and looked &t their reflections.

"Why," said Jack, "1 am a prince because | am worthy to be aprince, and with meisawoman
worthy to be a princess."

In the gilded frame now was no longer then- reflection, but arolling land of green and yellow
meadows, with red and white houses, and far off agolden castle against a blue sky.

"That'sthe land of the Far Rainbow!" cried Jack. "We could amost step through into it!" And he
began to go forward.

"What about me?' cried Amos. "How do | get home?”

"The sameway wedo," said Lea. "When we are gone, look into the mirror and you will see your
hometoo."

"And that?" asked Amas, pointing to the trunk.

"What about it?" said Jack.

"Wdl, what'sinit?"

"Look and see" said Lea

“I'mafraid to,” said Amos. "It has said such awful and terrible things.”

"You afraid?" laughed Jack. "Y ou, who rescued me three times from the brig, braved the grey
swamp and rode the back of the North Wind?'

But Leaasked gently, "What did it say? | have studied the languages of men and perhaps| can help.
What did it say?'

"Oh, awful things" said Amoas, "like onviopmf, and emblmpf, and orghmflbfe.”

"That means,” said Lea, " 'l was put in thistrunk by awizard so great and so old and so terrible that
neither you nor | need worry about him."

"And it said glumphvmr, and fuffle, and fulrmp,” Amostold her.

"That means,” said Lea, " 'l was put here to be the nearest and dearest friend to all those grim, grey
people who cheat everybody they meet and who can enjoy nothing colorful in the world.™

"Then it said orlmnb, and mlpbgrm, and grublmeumplefrmp—

"Loosdy trandated," said Lea, ""Onesduty is often adifficult thing to do with the cheerfulness, good
nature, and diligence that others expect of us, nevertheless. . ."

"And when the thin grey man fdll into thetrunk,” said Amos, "it didn't make any sound at all."

"Which," said Leg, "can be stated as: 'I've doneit.' Roughly speaking.”

"Go seewhat'sin thetrunk,” said Jack. "It's probably not so terrible after all.”

"If you say s0," said Amos. He went to the trunk, walked al around it three times, then gingerly lifted
thelid. He didn't see anything, so helifted it further. When he ill didn't see anything, he opened it dl the
way. "Why, therésnothing in ..." he began. But then something caught his eye at the very bottom of the
trunk, and he reached in and picked it up.

It was ashort, triangular bar of glass.

"A prism!" said Amos. "Ian't that amazing. That's the most amazing thing | ever heard of "

But hewas donein the castle hall. Jack and Lea had dready |eft. Amosran to the mirror justintime
to see them walking away across the green and yellow meadows to the golden castle. Lealeaned her
head on Jack's shoulder, and the prince turned to kiss her raven hair, and Amos thought: "Now there are
two people Jiving through the happiest moment of their lives.”

Then the picture changed, and he was looking down afamiliar, seaside, cobbled street, wet with rain.
A storm had just ended and the clouds were breaking apart. Down the block the sign of the Mariner's
Tavern swung in the breeze.

Amosran to get hiswheelbarrow, pot the prism on top, and whedled it to the mirror. Then, justin
case, hewent back and locked the trunk tightly.

Someone opened the door of the Mariner's Tavern and called insde, "Why is everybody so glum this



evening when there's a beautiful rainbow looped across the world?!

"It'sAmod!" cried Hidaga, running from behind the counter.

"ItisAmos" cried Billy Belay, thumping after her on hiswooden leg.

Everyone dsein the tavern came running outside too. Sure enough it was Amos, and sure enough a
rainbow |ooped above them to the far horizons.

"Where have you been?’ cried Hidalga. "We dl thought you were dead.”

"Y ou wouldn't believe meif | told you," said Amos, "for you are dways saying you take no man's
jabbering serioudy.”

"Any man who can walk out of atavern one night with nothing and come back in aweek with that—"
and she pointed to the whedlbarrow full of gold and jewels "—is aman to be taken serioudy.”

"Then marry me" said Amoas, "for | dwaysthought you had uncommonly good sensein matters of
whom to believe and whom not to. Y our last words have proved you worthy of my opinion.”

"| certainly shdl," said Hiddga, "for | dways thought you an uncommonly clever man. Y our return
with thiswhedbarrow has proved you worthy of my opinion.”

"| thought you were dead too," said Billy Belay, "after you ran out of here with that thin grey man and
hisbig black trunk. He told usterrible stories of the places he intended to go. And you just up and went
with him without having heard anything but the reward.”

"Therearetimes," said Amos, "when it is better to know only the reward and not the dangers.”

"And thiswas obvioudy such atime," said Hidaga, "for you are back now and we areto be
married.”

"Wdl, comein, then," said Billy, "and play me agame of jack-straws, and you can tell usal about it."

They went back into the tavern, wheeling the barrow before them.

"What isthis?' asked Hiddga asthey stepped inside. She picked up the glass prism from the top of
the barrow.

"That," said Amoas, "isthe other end of the far rainbow."

"The other end of the rainbow?" asked Hidaga.

"Over there," said Amos pointing back out the door, "isthat end. And over thereisthisend,” and he
pointed out the front window, "and right here isthe other end.”

Then he showed her how awhite light shining through it would bresk gpart and fill her handswith all
the colors she could think of.

“Int that amazing,” said Hidaga. "That'sthe most amazing thing | ever heard of .

"That's exactly what | said,” Amostold her, and they were both very happy, for they were both
clever enough to know that when a husband and wife agree, it means along and happy marriageis
ahead.



