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Preface

W hat you are about to read isa collection of all my stories about movies (dream factories) and
televison (radio pictures) from my first four collections, plus an unpublished article and anew story.
There |l be an introduction to each category. The movie part’ sdivided intoDream Factories: The Past ,
stories about motion pictures from the beginning circa 1895 to one set in an aternate 1970s.Dream
Factories. The Future isacouple of my 1980s stabs a wherefilmsand (well . . .) famous characters
were going or could go. There san Interlude for the new article; then we plunge together manfully
forward intoRadio Pictures , three stories dedling with television since before the beginning in the 1920s
to now. (Well, June 2000 anyway, one that didn’t happen.)

Theré |l be anew introduction to each story (I always do that, usually to give people who'veread dl the
stories areason to buy a collection of mine). My introductions usudly ded with the actual writing,
Strange But True facts uncovered while researching them; you know, writer uff. . . . Ther€ Il be some of
that here; mostly the new introswill be about the stories as they fit into (or outside or dongside) the



history of motion pictures and televison.

Why am | tdlling you thisup front? Firgt, I'm an upfront kind of guy. Second, thisismy first eBook (and
the far-seeing and astute Robert [Bob] Kruger at ElectricStory.com should be congratulated on histaste
[and his quick contract and check]). | don’t own acomputer, atelephone, or, up until ayear ago, a
refrigerator; that being said, | do have awebsite (kind friends set it up) at

http:/Amww.si.net/people/wal drop (last time | looked, the bibliography hadn’t been updated since
mid-"98, but any day now | hear . . .). Thisisaso thefirst (mostly) retrospective collection of mine.
Stories here come from al four (Howard Who?, Doubleday 1986; All about Srange Monsters of the
Recent Past , Ursus 1987; Night of the Cooters , Ursug’Zeising 1991; Going Home Again , Eidolon
Press, Perth, Australia 1997/St. Martin’ s 1998, with various American paperback and foreign
regroupings and additions and subtractions) of my previous short-story collections.

Mogt readers have the generd impression of me (if they have any at dl) of being aguy who writes about
extinct species (only two stories), rock and roll (only three and ahdf stories), or aternate history (well,
touché—alat, including some overlap in al the other categories, including thisone).

But asthis collection shows, alot of my stories have been about film and televison; their evolution, their
heights and depths, some side channelsthey could have or should have taken but didn’t; actors,
directors, technicians, hangers-on, dl that Raymond Chandler/Nathaniel West Southern California stuff;
other places, too, where movies and television evolved; what effect they have had and will have on us.
Thesekinds of thingswill beintheindividuad sections.

There smore stuff from film, TV, etc., popping up in other stories of minethat aren’t here. “The Sawing
Boys,” for ingance, which is essentialy the Bremen Town Musicians partly told in Damon Runyon style,
st inthe early 1920s, which alows a backwoods K entucky musical-saw quartet to come on likea
bunch of Beirutklezmorim because of the spread of mass communications (radio). But that’ s buried so
deep in the story that when | tell most people what it’ s redlly about, they ook a me funny. “It'sthe
Bremen Town Musicians, with musical saws,” they say. They could beright.

Anyhow: These are the storiesthat are directly (or mostly—see the individua intros) about moviesand
televison; persondities, history, projections, dternatives, guesses, and the effects they had on everybody,

epecidly me.

And, as John Barrymore said, after staggering up the center aide, ill in his street clothes, after they'd
held the curtain for him thirty minutes, turning to the audience: “Y ou St right there. I’ m going to give you
the goddamndest King Lear you've ever seen. . ..”

Part One
Dream Factories. The Past


http://www.sff.net/people/waldrop

With humans, it goeslikethis:

1. You'reborn.

2. Youlearnto move.

3. Youlearntotak.

4. Youlearnto tell storiesand jokes.

Themoviesgot it dl wrong.

They were born. They learned to move. Then they learned to tell stories and jokes. Findly, they learned
to talk.

The storiesin this section are about film, from the beginningsto (some other) circa1970. There s plenty
of stuff here on grammar and orientation, on persondities and genres, dl the stuff we love that the movies
have done for the past 105 years.

Flm wasthe first mass medium, one capable of taking aproduct to millions of people a the sametime.
(Music recording wasfirst, but it took the product—mass-produced—to afew people a atime. Plays
had large audiences, but someone seeing the same play in NY C and Cleveland is seeing two different
plays, for that matter, someone seeing a matinee and an evening performance of the same play inthe
same theater with the same cast is seeing two different plays.) The movies—once past the
Kinetoscope-card one-viewer-at-a-time penny-arcade version—showed the same thing every timeto
everyone who ever saw it, no matter where in the world. It wasfor forever (or as closeto forever as
celluloid nitrate stock could be), and because it was forever, it changed the way people looked at their
transently beautiful world. . . .

You'll seein my introductionsto the individua storieswhat | call the Waldrop/Sennett universal plot
[heresfter, “W/S u-plot”]: Tom Oakheart, Teddy the Keystone Dog, Oil Can Harry, Pearl. You can
illugrate dmogt anything in filmwith thelikes of Teddy at the Throttle (1916). Buddy movies? Tom and
Teddy. Romance? Tom, Pearl. Drama? That plot itsalf. Psychodrama? Why does Oil Can Harry want to
saw Pearl into wet kindling when shewon't put out for him? 1sn’t that counterproductive? And so on. (If
you think thisis outdated: the film-within-the-film inThe Player , the one that’ s dways being pitched and
talked about isthe W/S u-plot: Tom Oakheart [Willig] with Teddy [his Land Rover] rescues Pearl [Julia
Roberts] from the sawmill [gas chamber], where Oil Can Harry [The State of California) iskilling her.
Yesor no?)

These things are imprinted on you and me from childhood as surely asif we were baby ducks. The
moviesare asrea (or morereal) than the first grade or the SAT or your second car or *Nam or
whatever dsewe cdl life. They're part of it; they’ re escape from it. What I'm saying in al these Soriesis
that they’ re beside life; a place we went that’ s better or worse than what we have here, now . . .

Remember thiswhile you' re reading these stories about the movies past: How red they are.

Reporters waited outside the theater where the world premier of The Robe (1953—the first movie using
the Cinemascope screen) took place. It was over. Sam Goldwyn, always good for a mangled quote,
cameout.

“What wasThe Robe about, Mr. Goldwyn?’ they asked him.

“It was about aguy with fourteen-foot lips” he said, and got in hislimo, and lft.



I ntroduction: Fin de Cyclé

| sthis agtory about bicycles, or isit about the beginnings of film? Y ou tel me. | dwaysgive soriesa
referencetitle (before | give them areal one) by some private name—this | dways thought of as*“the

velocipede story.” But as | wroteit, it came to be as much or more about film as about two-wheeled

vehicles.

The early higtory of filmisabout what is called grammar. At firg, filmswere one- or two-minute pieces of
life—trainsarriving at sations, waves breaking on the coast, workersleaving afactory. Audienceswould
waich anything because it moved. Theideaitsaf was astounding to them.

But then film started telling stories. (The Waterer Watered: gardener watering flowers, kid stepson
hose; gardener looksin hose; kid steps off hose; gardener gets face-full; gardener beats shit out of kid.
TheEnd.) It wasaminute long and it packed themin likeET .

But to do that, the Lumiére Bros. had to figure outhow to tell it: Show the gardener watering. Show the
kid stepping on the hose. Show the water flow stopping. Pretty smple. Cause and effect. Shot
continuoudy, like you' re watching a stage show. Gardener over here, kid over there, hose, flowers, etc.

It wasalittle later, when people tried to show simultaneous action that things got complicated. That's
why to us early narrative film seems so dow moving. Thishappens. Then atitle: Meanwhile, over at the
sawmill . . . Oil Can Harry has Pearl tied to the log. Another title: Back at the Roundhouse. . . Teddy the
Keystone Dog unties Tom Oakheart, who gets on a handcar to make for the sawmill. Thetitleshad to do
the early work. There was no grammar of editing yet. It was only later that filmmakers (Griffith gets credit
for ahundred other people) cut to: sawmill, Oil Can Harry, Pearl, the whirring saw blade. Cut to: the
roundhouse, Teddy, Tom Oakheart, the bonds gnawed through, Tom and Teddy running to the handcar.

Also, you'll notice, in this (my and Mack Sennett’s) universal scenario: Harry faces screen right; Pearl, in
the middle, the whirring saw blade at the edge of the screen. When Tom’ s bonds are chewed through, he
moves screen right (towar dthescreen sawmill)—and when Tom burstsin on Harry’ s plan to turn Pear
into red wet 2x4s, he' d damn well better come in from screen |eft, behind Harry (fromthedirection of
thescreen roundhouse).

Thisis screen orientation, part of the grammar of film movement and editing. (And the W/S u-plot isthe
kind of thing that was being done twenty yearsinto film history—the kind of thing Sennett made fun of
while he was making money fromiit.)

Nobody knewany of this stuff in the 1890s. They had to figure it out from Day One.

The other thing the early filmmakers (especidly Méies, who was astage magician and illusionist) didn’t
realize was that MAGIC does not workon the screen; the screenis magic. In other words, you can do
the most complicated illuson in theworld, onethat, if you did it outdoors, in broad daylight with two
hundred thousand spectators, would be the most astounding thing ever seen. Let’s say you make some
behemoth of an eephant disappear. Bravo! Astounding! How'd he do it?

Nowon film (and Méiés did discover this; hejust never understood itsimpact): Daylight. Two hundred
thousand spectators. Méliés waves his wand. We stop the camera. Europe holds till. We remove the
elephant by walking it off to one Sde. We sart the camera, Méiesfinishesthewave. The dephant is
gone. Bravo! (in the film) Astounding! (in the film) How’d he do it? (in the film)

| can make an elephant disappear, so can you and so can your Aunt Minnie,on film . Méliés never



understood this (beautiful as some of histrickswere). Houdini didn’t, and neither did David Copperfield
(theillusonig, not the Victorian journdist).

Elaborate tricks and trick photography have equa weight on the screen.

Houdini could show his escape from awelded-shut, chained-up milk can on the bottom of the
near-frozen Hudson River. Y ou could see him do it; his contortions are amazing, his manipulations have
never been equaled. BUT—

| can escape from awel ded-shut, chained-up milk canon film , and so can you. Because it wouldn't be
those things—it would be a cinematic milk can (one side cut away so | could be filmed); it wouldn't be
welded shut. The chains would be papier-méché; through the use of editing and with doubles hidden
behind and under me (or now with the use of morphing) | could make my body move around like Plagtic
Man; and the damned thing wouldn’t be at the bottom of the Hudson River (I’ d be dropped in there, and
swim out there, like Tony Curtis); it would be in some tank somewhere when it needed to be shown. (I'd
be somewhereel se high and dry doing the contortions.) Then I’d come out of the milk can in thetank and
swim upward and then—again like Tony Curtis—I"d surface in the Hudson.

And, asinthisgory, the early filmmakersfilmed in sequence, consecutively. It took awhile for them to
redizethey didn’'thave to; in fact, it was more costly to do it that way, even if you had time and space for
gtanding sets. (Y ou film Pearl’ s house; you film Tom at the roundhouse; you film Harry at the sawmill;
you go back and forth to each set as needed, till the film isdone. NO—WAIT! Hey, we can filmall the
scenes a Pearl’ shouse, early, middle, late;all the scenes at the roundhouse, all a the sawmill, with
gppropriate costume changes—hence the industry need for script girls and continuity directors—and
send the sets dl back to the scene shop when we' re through! We Il save abundle!)

None of this suff existed when this story garts. It was dl out there, waiting—how to tell astory, how to
edit it, how to make it work without confusing the audience.

| asked at thefirst of thiswhether thiswas about film or velocipedes.

It'smostly about Alfred Jarry, one of those truly unique people we are alowed to glimpse every century
or so (we're overdue). He was the perfect counterpoint to the history of histimes—in someone’ s phrase
about someone e se, he marched to the tune of adifferent kazoo, atogether. Somethingsin this story are
alittle exaggerated—but not the rancor of the Dreyfus Affair, and though some of the incidents are made
up, Jarry didall the things here, or things far more—uh, individualistic. Go read a couple of books about
him and histimes, garting with Roger Shattuck’ sThe Banquet Years (1958 and rev. later).

Thisstory was originaly written in two goes, October 1989, thefirgt half, and March through May 1990,
therest. It wasthe origind inNight of the Cooters , was reprinted in the Mid-December 1991 issue of
Asimov's , and was aHugo nominee.

Back into the depths of the camera smadt, then . . .

Fin de Cycle

. Humorsin Uniform

A. Gentlemen, Start Your Stilts!

T here was clanking and singing asthe company came back from maneuvers.

Pa-chinka Pa-chinka,afamiliar and comforting sound. Thefirg of the two scouts came into view five



metersin the air atop the new steam tilts. He storked hisway into the battalion area, then paused.

Behind him came the second scout, then the cyclistsin columns of three. They rode high-whedled
ordinaries, dusty now from the day’ sride. Their officer rode before them on one of the new safety
bicycles, dwarfed by those who followed behind.

At the headquarters he stopped, jumped off hiscycle.

“Company! ...” heyelled, and the order was passed back along by NCOs, “. . . company . . .
company . ..company! ..."

“Hat!” Again the order ran back. The cyclists put on their spoon-brakes, reached out and grabbed the
handlebars of the man to the sde. The high-wheders stcood immobilein place, 210 of them, with thetwo
scouts standing to the fore, steam dowly escaping from the legs of their ilts.

“Company . ..” againthe cal and echoes, “Dis—" at the command, the leftward soldier placed his|eft
foot on the step halfway down the spine of the bicycle above its smal back whedl. The others shifted
their weight backwards, gill holding to the other man’s handlebars.

“—mount!” The left-hand soldier dropped back to the ground, reached through to grab the spine of the
ordinary next to him; the rider of that repeated the first man’smotions, until &l three men were onthe
ground beside their high-whesdls.

At the same time the two scouts pulled the levers beside the knees of their metd tilts. The columns
began to telescope down into themsalves with ahiss of steam until the men were close enough to the
ground to step off and back.

“Company C, 3rd Battalion, 11th Bicycle Infantry, Attention!” said the lieutenant. As he did so, the
maor appeared on the headquarters porch. Like the others, he was dressed in the red baggy pants, blue
coat and black cap with awhite kepi on the back. Unlike them, he wore white gloves, sword, and pistol.

“Another missonwell done,” he said. “Tomorrow—atraining half-holiday, for day after tomorrow,
Badtille Day, the ninety-ninth of the Republic—we ride to Paris and then we roll smartly down the
Champs-Elysées, to the generd appreciation of the civilians and the wonder of the children.”

A low groan went through the bicycle infantrymen.

“Ah, | sseyou arefilled with enthusasm! Remember—you arethe finest Army in France—the Bicycle
Infantry! A short ride of seventy kilometers holds no terrorsfor you! A mere ten kilometers within the
city. Aninvigorating seventy kilometers back! Where else can aman get such exercise? And such mealsl
And be paid besides? Ah, were| ayounger man, | should never have become an officer, but joined asa
private and spent alife of earnest bodybuilding upon two fine whedld”

Most of the 11th were conscripts doing their one year of service, so the finer points of his speech were
lost on them.

A bugle sounded somewhere off in thefort. “ Gentlemen: Retreat.”
Two clerks came out of headquarters and went to the flagpole.

From left and right bands struck up the Retreat. All cameto attention facing the flagpole, asthe few
sparse notes echoed through the quadrangles of the garrison.

From the corner of his eye the mgor saw Private Jarry, dready placed on Permanent Latrine Orderly,



come from out of the far row of toilets set halfway out toward the drill course. The mgjor could tell
Private Jarry was disheveled from thisfar away—even with such ajob one should be neat. His coat was
buttoned sideways by the wrong buttons, one pants leg in his boots, one out. His hat was on
front-to-back with the kepi tied up above his forehead.

He had histoilet brush in hishand.
The back of the mgjor’s neck reddened.

Then the bands struck up “To the Colors’—the company areawas filled with the sound of salutes
Snhapping against cap brims.

The clerks brought the tricolor down its lanyard.
Private Jarry sdluted the flag with histoilet brush.
The mgor amost exploded; stood shaking, hand frozen in saute.

The notes went on; the mgjor camed himsalf. Thisman isaloser. He does not belong in the Army; he
doesn’'t deserve the Army! Conscription isaprivilege. Nothing | can do to thisman willever be enough
you cannot kill aman for being abad soldier; you can only inconvenience him; make him miserablein his
resolve; the result will be the same. Y ou will both go through one year of hdll; at the end you will still bea
major, and he will become a civilian again, though with a bad discharge. Hiskind never amount to
anything. Cam yoursef—heis not worth astroke—heis not insulting France, heisinsultingyou . And he
is beneath your notice.

At thelast note the mgor turned on his hedl with anod to the lieutenant and went back inside, followed
by the clerks with the folded tricolors.

The lieutenant caled off odd numbersfor cycle-washing detail; evens were put to work cleaning persond
equipment and rifles.

Private Jarry turned with military smartness and went back in to hisworld of strong disinfectant soap and
merde.

After chow that evening, Private Jarry retired behind the bicycle shop and injected more picric acid
benegth the skin of hisarmsand legs.

In three more months, only five after being drafted, he would be released, with amedica discharge, for
“chronic jaundice.”
B. Cannonsin the Rain

Cadet Marcd Proust walked into the company orderly room. He had been putting together his
belongings, today was hislast full day inthe Artillery. Tomorrow he would leave active duty after ayear
at Orleans.

“Attention,” shouted the corpora clerk ashe camein. “At ease,” said Marcel, nodding to the enlisted
men who copied orders by hand at their desks. He went to the commanding officer’ s door, knocked.
“Entre.” saidavoiceand hewentin.

“Cadet Proust reporting,mon capitaine ,” said Marce, sduting.
“Oh, there' sredly no need to salutein here, Proust,” said Captain Dreyfus.



“Perhaps, gr, it will bemy lagt.”

“Yesyes, ” said Captain Dreyfus. “Tea? Sugar?’ The captain indicated the kettle. “ Serve yourself.” He
looked through some papers absent-mindedly. “ Sorry to bring you in on your last day—sure we cannot
talk you into joining the officers corps? France has need of bright young men like you'—No, | thought
not. Cookies? Over there; Madame Dreyfus baked them thismorning.” Marce retrieved a couple, while
dirring the hot teain his cup.

“Sit, st. Pleasel” Dreyfusindicated the chair. Marcd douched intoit.
“You were saying?’ he asked.

“Ah! Y es. Inspections coming up, records, dl that,” said the captain. “Y ou remember, some three
months ago, August 19th to be exact, we were moving files from the old headquarters across the two
quadranglesto this building? Y ou were staff duty officer that day?’

“I remember the move, mon capitaine . That was the day we received the Maxim gun tricycles, aso. It
was—Yyes—aday of unseasonablerain.”

“Oh?Yes? sad Dreyfus. “ Thatis correct. Do you remember, perhaps, the clerks having to take an
aternate route here, until we procured canvas to protect the records?’

“They took severd. Or am | confusing that with the day we exchanged barracks with the 91t Artillery?
That dso wasrainy. What isthe matter?’

“Some records evidently did not makeit here. Nothing important, but they must bein thefilesfor the
inspection, esewe shdl get avery black mark indeed.”

Marce thought. Some of the men used the corridors of the instruction rooms carrying files, some went
through the repair shops. There were four groups of three clerksto each set of cabinets. . . .

“Whichfiles?”
“Gunnery practice, ingtruction records. The boxes which used to be—"

“—on top of the second set of woodenfiles,” said Marcel. “1 remember them there. | do not remember
seangthemhere . . .. | am at atota loss asto how they could not have made it to the orderly room, mon
capitaine .”

“They were checked off asleaving, in your hand, but evidently, we have never seen them again.”

Proust racked hisbrain. The stables? The ingtruction corridor; surely they would have been found by
now. . . .

“Oh, we'll just have to search and search, get the 91t involved. They're probably intheir files. Thisarmy
runs on paperwork—soon clerks will outnumber the generdss, eh, Proust?”’

Marcel laughed. He drank at histea—it was|emon tea, pleasant but dightly weak. He dipped one of the
cookies—the kind called amaddine—in it and took a bite.

Ingtantly achill and an aching familiarity came over him—he saw his Grandmother’ shouse in Balbec, an
identica cookie, the same kind of tea, the room cluttered with furniture, the sound of his brother coughing
updtairs, the fed of the wrought iron dinner table chair againgt the back of hisbareleg, hisfather looking
out thefar kitchen window into the rain, the man putting down the burden, heard his mother hum atune, a



raincoat faling, felt the patter of raindrops on the tool-shed roof, smelled the tea and cookie in a second
overpowering rush, saw ascab on the back of his hand from eleven years before. . . .

“Mon capitaine!” said Marcd, rocking forward, dapping his hand against hisforehead. “Now |
remember where the box was | ft!”

1. Both Hands
Rousseau was painting atiger.

It was not just any tiger. It was the essence of tiger, the apotheosis of felis horribilis . 1t looked out from
the canvas with yelow-green eyes through which a cold emerad light shone. Its face was beginning to
curveinto asnarl. Individual quills of whiskers stood out from the black and gold jawsin rippling lines.
The edge of the tongue showed around lips with afaint edge of white. A single flower, its stem bent, was
the only thing between the face of the tiger and the viewer.

Henri Rousseau put down his brush. He stepped back from the huge canvas. To left and right, birds flew
infright from the charging tiger. The back end of awater buffa o disgppeared through the rank jungle at
the rear of the canvas. Blobs of gray and tan indicated where the rhinoceros and impalawould be painted
inlater. A huge patch of bamboo was just a swatch of green-gold; aneutra tan stood in for the unstarted

blue sky.
A pearl-disk of pure white canvas, with tree limbs silhouetted before it would later be ared-ocher sun.

At the far back edge of the sky, partidly eclipsed by ayelow riot of bananas, rose the newly completed
Eiffd Tower.

Rousseau wiped his hand againgt his Rembrandt beret. His eyes above his graying spade beard and
mustache moved back and forth, taking in the wet paint.

Pinned to oneleg of the easel was a ydlowed newspaper clipping he kept there (itsduplicatelay ina
thick scrapbook at the corner of the room in the clutter away from the north light). He no longer read it;
he knew the words by heart. It was from areview of the showing at the Salon des Refuséstwo years
before.

“The canvases of Monsieur Rousseau are something to be seen (then again, they’ re not!). One viewer
was so bold to wonder with which hand the artist had painted this scene, and someone else was heard to
reply: ‘Both, sir! Both hands! And both feet!” ”

Rousseau walked back to the painting, gobbed his brush three times across the pa ette, and made a
two-centimeter dot on the face of thetiger.

Now the broken flower seemed to bend from the foul breath of the animal; it swayed in the hot mammal
wind.

Rousseau moved on to another section of the painting.

Thetiger was done.

[11. Supper for Four

Three young men waked quickly through the traffic of Paris on streets aclank with the sound of pedals,
sprockets, and chains. They talked excitedly. Quadricycles and tricycles passed, ridden by women, older
men, couples having quiet conversations as they pedaled.

High abovethem al, their heads three metersin the air, came young men bent over their gigantic whedls.



They sailed placidly dong, each pump of their legs covering sx meters of ground, their trailing whedlslike
afterthoughts. They were doof and intent; the act of riding wastheir life.

Occasionally a horse and wagon came by the three young men, awash in asea of cyclists. A teamster
kept pace with a postman on a hens-and-chickens pentacycle for afew meters, then fell behind.

Therewas aringing of bells ahead and the traffic parted to each Sde; pedaing furioudy came apolice
tricycle, aman to the front on the seat ringing the bell, another to the rear standing on the back pedals.
Between them an abject-looking individual was strapped to the reclining seat, handcuffed and
foot-manacled to the tricycle frame.

The ringing died away behind them, and the three young men turned a corner down toward the Seine. At
acertain address they turned in, climbed to the third landing-and-a-haf, and knocked loudly on the door.

“Enter Our Roya Chasubleriel” camethe answer.

Blinking, the three tumbled into the dark room. The walls were covered with paintings and prints,
woodcuts, stuffed weasels and hawks, books, papers, fishing gear and bottles. It was an apartment built
from haf alanding. Their heads scraped the ceiling. A huge ordinary lay onits Side, taking up the whole
center of the room.

“Alfred,” said one of the young men. “Great news of Pierre and Jean-Paul!”
“They arrived in the Middle Orient on their world tour!” said the second.
“They’ ve been sghted in Gaza and bombed in Gilead!” said the third.

“Morebulletins soon!” said thefirst. “We have brought a bottle of wineto celebrate their joyous
voyage.”

The meter-and-a-quarter-tall Jarry brushed his butt-length hair back from hisface. When they had
knocked, he had just finished a bottle of absinthe.

“Then we must furnish aroya feast—that will befour indl for supper?’ he asked. “Excuse our royd
pardon.”

He put on hisbicycling cap with an emblem from the far-off League of American Wheelmen. He walked
to the mantel piece, where he took down a glass of water in which he had earlier placed 200 drops of
laudanum, and ate the remains of ahashish cookie. Then he picked up hisfly rod and fish basket and |eft,
gticking hishead back into say, “Pray give usafew moments.”

Two of the students began teasing one of Jarry’ s chameleons, putting it through an astonishing array of
clashing color schemes, and then tossing one of his stuffed owls around like afootball while the living one
jumped back and forth from one side of its perch to the other, hooting wildly.

The second student watched through the single window.
Thisiswhat the student saw:

Jarry went through the traffic of bicycles and whedled conveyances on the street, disappeared down the
stepsto theriver, rigged up and made four casts—Bip bap bim bom—came up with afish on each
one—atench, agudgeon, apickerel, and atrout, threw them in the basket, and walked back acrossthe
street, waving as he came.



What Jarry saw:

He was carrying a coffin as he | eft the dungeon and went into the roadway filled with elephants, and pigs
on stilts. A bicycle ridden by askeleton rose into the sky, the bony cyclist laughing, the sound echoing off
itself, getting louder the further away it got.

Hetook aweek getting down the twenty-seven-kilometer abyss of the steps, each step ablock of
antediluvian marble ahundred meterswide.

Overhead, the sun was dternate bands of green and brown, moving like anewly dectric-powered
barbershop sign. The words “raspberry jam tegpot” whispered themselves over and over somewhere
just behind hisright ear.

Helooked into the thousand-kilometer width of the river of boiling ether. The fumeswere
staggering—sweet and nausea-producing at the sametime. A bird with the head of a Pekingese lapdog
flew by the now purple and black orb of the sun.

Jarry pulled out hiswhip-coach made of pure silver with itslapis-lazuli guidesand its skull of ared. The
linewas an anchor chain of pure gold. He had a bitch of atime getting the links of chain through the eye
of hisfly. It was atwo-meter-long, four-winged stained glass and pewter dragonfly made by Alphonse
Mucha

Jarry false-cagt into the ether, lost sight of hisfly in theroiling fumes, saw ageyser of water rise dowly
into the golden air. The tug pulled hisarm from its socket. He set the hook.

Good! He had hooked akraken. Armswrithing, parrot beak clacking, it fought for an hour before he
regained line and pulled it to the cobbles, smashing it and its ugly eyes and arms benegth hisfoot. Getting
it into the steamer trunk behind him, he cast again.

There were so many geysers exploding into the sky he wasn’t sure which one was his. He set the hook
anyway and was rewarded with a Breughd monster; human head and frog arms with flippers, it turned
into ajug hafway back and ended in ahorse. As he fought it he tried to remember which painting it was
from; The Temptation of St. Anthony , most likely.

The landing accomplished, he cast again just asthe planet Saturn, orange and bloated like a pumpkin, its
ringswhirring and making anoise like amill-saw, fell and flattened everything from Notre Dameto the
Champ de Mars. Luckily, no one waskilled.

Another strike. For asecond, theriver became ariver, thefly rod afly rod, and he pulled inafish, a
pickerel. Only this one had hands, and every time hetried to unhook it, it grabbed the hook and stuck it
back initsown jaw, pulling itsdf toward Jarry with plaintive mewling sounds.

“Merde!” he said, taking out hisfishing knife and cutting away the hands. More grew back. He cut them
away, too, and tossed the fish into the mausoleum behind him.

Better. The ether-river was back. His cast waslong. It made no sound asit disappeared. There wasthe
gentlest tug of something taking the dragonfly—Jarry struck like aman possessed.

Something huge, brown and smoking stood up in the ether fumes, bent down and stared at Jarry. It had
shoulders and legs. It was the Colossus of Rhodes. A fire burned through ventsin the top of its head, the
flames shone out the eyes. It could have reached from bank to bank; itsfirst stride would takeit to
Montmartre.

Alfred gave another huge tug. The chain going from hisrod to the lip of the Colossus pulled taut. There



was a pause and a groan, the sound of aship on areef. With aboom and rattle, the bronze man tottered,
tried to regain its balance, then fdll, shattering itsalf on the bridges and quays, the fires turning to steam.
Thetidal wave engulfed the Tle dela Cité and would no doubt wipe out everything al the way to the sea.

Painfully, Jarry gathered up the tons of bronze shards and put them in the wheelless stagecoach and
dragged it up the attic stairsto the roadway.

The bicyclists and wolverines seemed unconcerned. Saturn had buried itsdf below its equator. Itsrings
gtill ran, but much more dowly; they would stop by nightfall. Pieces of the bronze Colossus were strewn
al over the cityscape.

Jarry looked toward the Walls of Troy before him as he struggled with the sarcophagus. At one porta he
saw hisfriends Hanniba, Hamilcar, and Odoacer waiting for him. If the med weren't to their satisfaction,
they wereto kill and eathim . He put up his hand in acknowledgement of doom.

The sky was pink and hummed a phrase from Wagner, abad phrase. The Eiffel Tower swayed to its
own music, agavotte of some kind. Jarry got behind the broken-down asphalt wagon and pushed it
toward the drawbridge of despair that was the door of his building.

He hoped he could find the matches and cook supper without burning down the whole fucking city.

V. Artfully Arranged Scenes

Georges Médiesrose a dawn in Montreuil, bathed, breskfasted, and went out to his home-office. By
messenger, last night’ s accounts from the Théétre Robert-Houdin would have arrived. He would look
over those, take care of correspondence, and then go back to the greenhouse glass building that was his
Star Films studio.

At ten, the workmen would arrive. They and Mdieswould finish the sets, painting scenery in shades of
gray, black, and white, each scene of which bore, at some place, the Star Films trademark to discourage
film footage piracy. The mechanics would rig the stage machinery, which was Mdiés’ forte.

At eleven the actors would appear, usualy from the Folies Bergére, and Médlieswould discuss with them
the film to be made, block out the movements, and with them improvise the stage business. Then there
would beajally lunch, and afree time while Médies and histechnicians prepared the huge camera.

It wasfixed on atrack perpendicular to the stage, and could be moved from a position, at its nearest
point, which would show the actors full-length upon the screen, back into the T-shaped section of the
greenhouse to give aview encompassing the entire acting area. Today, the camerawas to be moved and
then locked down for use twice during the filming.

At two, filming began after the actors were costumed. The film was aretelling of Little Red Riding Hood.
Thefirst scene, of the girl’ s house, wasrolled in, accessory wings and flies dropped, and the establishing
scene filmed. The actresses playing the girl and her mother were exceptiondly fine. Then the next scene,
of theforest path, was dropped down; the cameramoved back and locked in place.

The scene opened with fairies and forest animals dancing; then the Wolf (atumbler from the Folies) came
oninavery hideous costume, and hid behind a painted tree.

The forest creatures try to warn the approaching girl, who walks on the path toward the camera, then
leave. She and the Wolf converse. The Wolf |leaves.

The second scene requires € even takes, minor annoyances growing into larger ones asfilming
progresses. A trap door needed for alater scene comes open at one point while the animals romp,



causng apainted sumptofdl intoit.

The camerais moved once more, and the scenery for the grandmother’ s houseis put in place, the house
interior with an open window at the back. The Wolf comesin, chases the grandmother away, in
continuous action, goes to the wardrobe, dresses, climbsin bed. Only then isthe action stopped.

When filming begins again, with the same cameralocation, Red Riding Hood enters. The action isfilmed
continuoudy from this point to when the Wolf jumps from the bed. Then the Woalf chasesthe girl around
the room, apassing hunter appears at the window, watches the action a second, runsin the door, shoots
the Walf (thereisaflash powder explosion and the Wolf-actor drops through the trap door).

The grandmother gppears at the window, comesin; she, the hunter, and Red Riding Hood embrace.Fin.

Mélies thanks the actors and pays them. The last of the film is unloaded from the camera (for such a
bulky object it only holds sixteen meters of film per magazine) and taken to the laboratory building to be
devel oped, then viewed and assembled by Méiés tomorrow morning.

Now 5:00rPM. , Mdiesreturnsto the house, has early supper with hiswife and children. Then hereadsto
them, and at 7:00P.M. performsfor them the magic tricks heistrying out, shows new magic lantern
trangtion-transfigurations to be incorporated into his stage act, gives them a puppet show or some other
entertainment. He bids goodnight to his children, then returnsto the parlor where he and hiswife talk for
an hour, perhaps while they talk he sketches her, or doodles scene designsfor hisfilms. Hetells her
amusing stories of the day’ sfilming, perhapsjokes or anecdotes from the Folies the actors have told him
a lunch.

He accompanies hiswife upstairs, undresses her, opensthe coverlet, inviting her in. She climbsinto bed.
He kisses her sweetly goodnight.

Then he goes downgtairs, puts on his hat, and goes to the home of hismistress.

V. We Grow Bored
The banquet wasin honor of Lugné-Poe, the manager of the Théétre del’ Oeuvre.

Jarry, in hisred canvas suit and paper shirt with afish painted on it for atie, waslate. The soup was
aready being served.

There were three hundred people, al mae, attending. Alfred went to his seat; abowl of soup, swimming
with fish eyes, was placed before him. He finished it at once, as he had forgotten to est for the last two

days.

He looked left and right; to the right was aman known vaguely to him as a pederast and afrotteur , but
whose socia station was such that he would rather have swallowed the nationa tricolor, base, standard,
and spike, than to have spoken to Jarry. To the left was a shabby man, with large spade beard and
mustache, wearing an artist’ s beret and workman' s clothes. He dowly spooned his soup while deftly
putting &l the bread and condiments within reach into the pockets of hisworn jacket.

Then Jarry looked across the table and found himself staring into the eyes of ajournaist for one of the
right-wing nationdist Catholic cycdling weeklies.

“Areyou not Jarry?’ asked the man, with narrowed eyes.

“Weare” said Alfred. “Unfortunately, our roya personage does not converse with those who have
forsaken the One True Means of Transportation.”



“Ha A recidividt!” said thereporter. 1t iswe who are of the future, while you remain behind in the lost

“Our conversation isfinished,” said Jarry. “Y ou and Monsieur Norpois have lost our true salvation of the
Whed.”

“Bi-cycle meanstwo whedls” said thejournalist. “When you and your kind redlize that true speed, true
meaning, and true patriotism depend on equa size and mighty gearing, this degenerate country will
become strong once more.”

The man to Jarry’ sleft waslooking back and forth from one to the other; he had stopped egting, but his
left hand brought another roll to his pocket.

“Does not the Firgt Citizen of our Roya Lands and Possessionsto the East, the Lord Amida Buddha
himself, speak of the Greater and Lesser Wheels?’ asked Jarry. “Putthat in your ghost-benighted,
superdtition-ridden censer and try to smoke it. Our Roya Patience becomes stretched. We have nothing
againgt those grown weary, old, effete who go to three, four wheels or more; they have given up. Those,
however, with equal whedls, riders of crocodiles and spiders, with false mechanica aids, we deem
repugnant, unworthy; one would dmost say, but would never, ever, that they have giveninto. . .
German idess”

The conversation at the long table stopped dead. The man to Jarry’ sleft put down his spoon and eased
his chair back from the table ever so dightly.

The face of the reporter across the table went through so many color changesthat Jarry’ s chameleon, at
the height of mating season, would be shamed. The journdist reached under thetable, lifted his
heavy-headed cane, pushed it up through the fingers of hisright hand with hisleft, caught it by thetip.

“Prepare yoursdf for acaning,” said the turnip-faced man. No chalengeto thefield of honor, no further
exchange of unpleasantries. He lifted his cane back, pushing back hisdeeve.

“Mongeur,” said Jarry, turning to the man on hisleft, “ do us the honor of standing us upon our throne,
here” Heindicated hischair.

The man scooted back, picked up the one-and-a-quarter-meter-high Jarry and stood him on the seat of
his chair in avery smooth motion. Then the man grabbed his soup bowl and stood away.

“I will hammer you down much farther before | am done,” said the reporter, looking Jarry up and down.
People from the banquet committee rushed toward them; Lugné-Poe was yelling who was the asshole
who made the seating arrangements?

“By your red auit | take you for an anarchist. Very well, no rules,” said the reporter. The cane whistled.

“By our Red Suit you should take us for aman whose Magenta Suit is being cleaned,” said Jarry. “This
growstedious. We grow bored.” He pulled his Navy Colt Mode .41 from hiswaistband, cocked it and
fired agreat roaring blank which caught the reporter’ s pomaded hair on fire. The man went down yelling
and ralling while others hdpfully poured pitchers of water on him.

The committee members had stopped at the gun’ s report. Jarry held up hisfinger to the nearest waiter.
“Check, please!” he said.

He left the hdl out the front door as the reporter, swearing great oaths of vengeance and destruction, was
carried back into the kitchen for butter to be applied to hisburns.



Jarry felt ahand on his shoulder, svung hisarm up, came around with the Colt out again. It was the man
who had stood him on the chair.

“Y ou talk with the accent of Lava,” said the man.

“Bred, born, raised, and boredmerdeless there,” said Jarry.

“l, t0o,” said the man.

“Wefind Laval an excellent place to befrom , if you get our royd meaning,” said Jarry.
“Mr. Henri-Jules Rousseau,” said the man.

“Mr. Alfred-Henri Jarry.” They shook hands.

“| paint,” said Rousseaul.

“We set people shair afire,” said Jarry.

“Y ou must look me up; my studio is on the Boulevard du Port-Royd.”

“Wewill be happy if afdlow Lavaese accompanies usimmediately to drink, do drugs, vist the brothels,
and becomefadt friendsfor life”

“Areyou kidding?' said Rousseau. “They’ re getting ready to serve the cabbage back in there. Do look
me up, though,” he said, heading back in toward the banquet hall and putting his napkin back under his
chin.

“Weshdl,” said Jarry, and mounted his high-wheeler and was gone into the darkness.

V1. News from All Over

January 14, 1895L e Cycliste Francais
TRAITOR ON THE GENERAL STAFF!
ARREST AND TRIAL OF THE JEW CAPTAIN DREYFUS
DEGRADATION AND STRIPPING OF RANK
DEPORTATION TO GUIANA FOR LIFE

“Secretsvita to the Nation,” saysaGenerd, “from which our Enemy will profit and France never
recover. It isonly the new lenient Jew-inspired law which kept the Tribuna from sentencing the human
rat to Death!”

VII. Like the Spokes of a Luminous Wheel

The reporter Norpois rode a crocodile vel ocipede of singular aspect. Its frame was low and €longated.
The seat was at the absolute center of the bicycle’ slength, making it appear asif itsrider were
disincorporated.

Though extremely modern in that repect, its whedls were anachronisms, heavily spoked and rimmed to
the uncaring eye. On aclose examination it was revealed the spokes were ironwork, eight to each whed,
and over them were wrought two overlapping semicircles, one of ahappy, the other of a sad, aspect of
the human face.

In unison, front and back, the whed sfirst smiled, then frowned a the world around them asthey whirled
their rider doong the newly macadamized roads and streets.



In his sporty cap and black knickers, Norpois seemed amost to |ean between the whedls of strife and
fortune. Other bicyclists paused to watch him go spoking silently by, with an dmaost inaudible whisper of
iron rim on asphdt. The crocodile frame seemed far too graceful and quiet for the heavy wheels on which
it rode.

Norpoisworked forLe Cycliste Francais . Hisassgnmentstook him to manyarrondissements and the
outlying parts of the city.

Hewas returning from interviewing aretired genera before sunset one evening, when, preparatory to
stopping to light his carbide handlebar-lamp, he felt atickle of heat at hisface, then adull throbbing at his
right temple. To hisleft, the coming sunset seemed preternaturaly bright, and he turned his head to look
ait.

His next conscious thought was of picking himsalf and his vel ocipede up from the side of the road where
he had evidently falen. He noticed he was several dozen meters down the road from where he had
turned to look at the sunset. His heart hammered in his chest. The knees of hisknickerswere dusty, his
left hand was scraped, with two small pieces of gravel embedded in the skin, and he had bitten hislip,
which was beginning to swell. He absently dug the gravel from hishand. He had no timefor smal aches
and pains. He had to talk to someone.

“Jules,” he said to the reporter who shared the three-room apartment with him. As he spoke hefilled a
large glass with half abottle of cognac and began sSipping at it between his sentences. “1 must tell you
what lifewill belikein twenty years.”

“Y ou, Robida, and every other frustrated engineer,” said Jules, putting down his evening paper.

“Tonight | have had an authentic vision of the next century. It cameto menot at first asavisud illuson, a
pattern on my eyes, some ecstatic vison. It cameto mefirst through my nose, Jules. An overpowering,
oppressive odor. Do you know what the coming years smell like, Jules? They smell of burning flesh. It
was the firgt thing to come to me, and the last to leave. Think of the worst fire you ever covered.
Remember the charred bodies, the popped bones? Multiply it by acity, anation, ahemisphere! 1t was
likethat.

“The smell came; then | saw in the reddened clouds aline of ditches, miles, kilometers upon thousands of
kilometers of ditchesin churned earth, men like troglodytes killing each other asfar asthe eye could see,
smoke everywhere, the sky raining desth, the sky filled with aerid machines dropping explosives,
detonations coming and going like giant brown trees which sprout, leaf, and diein an ingant. Death
everywhere, from theair, from guns, shellsfaling on dl beneath them, the aerid machines pausng in their
rain of death below only to shoot each other down. Patterns above the ditches, like vines, curling vines
covered with thorns—over al apattern formed on my retina—aways the incessant chatter of machinery,
screams, fire, death-agonies, men ssomping each other in mud and earth. | could seeit dl, hear it dl,
aboved| dse, smdlitdl, ules and...”

HYS?’
“Jules, it was the most beautiful thing | have ever experienced.” He stared a his roommate.

“There s some cold mutton on thetable,” said Jules. “ And half abottle of beer. He looked back down at
his paper. After afew minutes he looked up. Norpois stood, looking out the window at the last glow of
twilight, il smiling.

VIIl. One Ordinary Day, with Anarchists



Alfred Jarry sailed aong the boulevard, passing people and other cyclistsright and Ieft. Two and ahalf
meters up, he bent over his handlebars, his cap at arakish angle, hishair ablack flame behind his head.
He wasthe very essence of gpeed and grace, no longer adwarfish man of dight build. A novicerider on
asafety bicycletook a spill ahead of him. Jarry used his spoon-brake to stop afew centimeters short of
the wide-eyed man who feared broken ribs, deeth, amangled vehicle.

Then Jarry jJumped up and down on his seet, hisfeet on the locked pedals, jerking the ordinary in small
jumps ameter to theleft until his path was clear; then he was gone down the road asiif nothing had

happened.

Riders who drew even with him dropped back—Jarry had a carbine dung across his back, carried
bandoliers of cartridgesfor it on his chest, had two Colt pistols sticking from the waistband of his pants,
thelegs of which were tucked into his socks, knicker-fashion. Jarry was fond of saying firearms, openly
displayed, were signs of peaceableness and good intentions, and wholly legal. He turned down aside
street and did not hear the noise from the Chamber of Deputies.

A man named Vaillant, out of work, with awife and children, at the end of histether, had goneto the
Chamber carrying with him ahuge sandwich made from awholeloaf of bread. He sat quietly waiching a
debate on taxes, opened the sandwich to reved a device made of five sticks of the new dynamite, afuse
and blasting cap, covered with one and ahaf kilos of #4 nails. Helit it in one smooth motion, jumped to
the edge of the gdllery balcony and tossed it high into the air.

It arced, stopped, and fell directly toward the center of the Chamber. Some heard the commotion, some
saw it; Dreyfussards sensed it and ducked.
It exploded sx metersintheair.

Three people were killed, forty-seven injured badly, more than seventy less so. Desks were demolished,;
the speaker’ s rostrum was turned to wood lace.

Vaillant was grabbed by aert security guards.

Thefirgt thing that happened, while people moaned and crawled out from under their splintered desks,
was that the eight elected to the Chamber of Deputies on the Anarchist ticket, some of them having to
pull nails from their hands and cheeksto do so, stood and began to applaud loudly. “Bravol” they yelled,
“Bravo! Encore!”

I X. The Kid from Spain

His name was Pablo, and he was a big-nosed, big-eyed Spanish kid who had first come to Pariswith his
mother two years before at the age of thirteen; now he was back on hisown as an art student.

Onthistrip, thefirst thing he learned to do was fuck; the second wasto learn to paint.

One day aneighbor pointed out to him the figure of Jarry tearing down the Street. Pablo thought the tiny
man on the huge bicycle, covered with guns and bullets, was the most romantic thing he had ever seeniin
hislife. Pablo immediately went out and bought apistol, a.22 single-shot, and took to wearingitin his
belt.

He was sketching the River one morning when the shadow of ahuge whed fell on the ground beside him.
Pablo looked up. It was Jarry, studying the sketch over his shoulder.

Pablo didn’t know what to do or say, so hetook out his gun and showed it to Jarry.
Jarry looked embarrassed. “We are touched,” he said, laying his hand on Pablo’ s shoulder. “ Take one of



ours,” he said, handing him a.38 Webley. Then he was up on his ordinary and gone,

Pablo did not remember anything until it was getting dark and he was standing on a street, sketchbook in
one hand, pistol ill held by the barrdl in the other. He must have walked the Streets dll day that way, a
seeming madman.

He was outside a brothel. He checked his pockets for money, smiled, and went in.

X. More Beans, Please
“Georges Mélies” said Rousseau, “Alfred Jarry.”
“Pleased.”

“We are honored.”

“Erik Satie,” said Médlies, “Henri Rousseau.”
“Charmed.”

“Atlast!”

“Thisis Pablo,” said Setie. “Marcel Proust.”
“Lo”

“Delighted.”

“Gentlemen,” said Rousseau, “Mme. Méliés”

“Dinner issarved,” she said.

“But of course,” said Marcel, “ Everyoneknows evidence was introduced in secret at thefirst trid,
evidence the defense was not allowed to see.”

“Ah, but that’ s the military mind for you!” said Rousseau. “It was the same when | played piccolo for my
country between 1864 and 1871. What mattersis not the evidence, but that the charge has been brought
againg you in thefirst place. It provesyou guilty.”

“Out of my completeway of thinking,” said Satie, taking another helping of calamari in aspic, “having
been unfortunate enough to beacivilianal my life....”

“Hear, hear!” they dl said.

“...butisit not true that they asked him to copy thebordereau , thelist found in the trash a the German
Embassy and introducedthat &t the court-martia, rather than the original outline of our defenses?’

“More beans, please,” said Pablo.

“That isonetheory,” said Marcel. “Theligt, of course, leaves off hafway down, because Dreyfus redized
what was going to happen asthey were questioning him back in December of *94.”

“That' sthetrouble,” said Rousseau. “ There are too many theories, and of course, none of thiswill be
introduced at the Court of Cassation next month. Nothing but the origina evidence, and of course, the
alegations brought up by Colond Picquart, whose own trid for insubordination is scheduled month after



Méiessighed. “The problem, of course, isthat we shall suffer onetrid after another; the generdsaredl
covering ass now. First they convict an innocent man on fabricated evidence. Finding the spying has not
stopped with the wrongful imprisonment of Dreyfus, they listen to Colond Picquart, no friend of anyone,
who tdlsthem it’ sthe Alsatian Esterhazy, but Esterhazy’ s under the protection of someonein the War
Ministry, so they send Picquart off to Fort Zinderneuf, hoping he will be killed by the Rifs; when he
returns covered with scars and medals, they throw himin jail on trumped-up charges of daring to
guestion the findings of the court-martial. Meanwhile the public outcry becomes so great that the only
way things can be kept at status quo isto say questioning Dreyfus guilt isto question Franceitself. We
can al hope, but of course, there can probably be only one verdict of the court of review.”

“Moreturkey, please,” said Pablo.

“The problem, of course,” said Satie, “isthat France needsto be questioned if it breeds such monsters of
arrogance and vanity.”

“Excuseme, Mr. Satie,” said Madame Mdlies, speeking for the first timein an hour. “The problem, of
coursg, isthat Dreyfusisa Jew.”

She had said the thing none of the others had yet said, the thing at base, root, and crown of the Affair.

“And being s0,” said Jarry, “we are sure, Madame, if through our actions thiswronged man isfreed, he
will be so thankful asto alow Our Roya Person to put him upon the nearest cross, with three nails, for
whatever period we deem appropriate.”

“Passthewine, please,” said Pablo.

“Itisaroughtimefor us” sad Jarry, “what with our play to go into production soon, but we shdl give
whatever service we can to this project.”

“Agreed by all, then!” said Mdlies. “ Star Films takes the unprecedented step of collaborating with others!
| shall set asde anentire week , that of Tuesday next, for the production of The Dreyfus Affair . Bring
your pens, your brushes, your ideas! Mr. Satie, our piano a Théétre Robert-Houdin is at your disposal
for practice and for thepremiere ; begin your plans now. And o, having decided the fate of France, let
usvigt the production facilities at the rear of the property, then return to the parlor for cigars and port!”

They sat in comfortable chairs. Satie played amedley of popular songs, those he knew by heart from his
daysastherdlief piano player a the Black Cat; Mélies, who had avery good voice, joined Pablo and
Rousseau (who was sorry he had not brought hisviolin) in arousing rendition of “The Tired Workman's

Jarry and Prougt sat with unlit cigarsin their mouths.

“Isit true you studied with Professor Bergson, at the Lycée Henri IV 7?7’ asked Marcdl. “I was class of
91

“Wearefound out,” said Alfred. “Wewere class of dl the early 1890s, and consider ourselves his
devoted pupil ill.”

“Isit hisviews on time, on duration? Hisideathat character comesin ingtants of perception and memory?
Isit hisnotion of memory asaflux of pointsin the mind that keeps you under his spell?’ asked Proust.

“Hemakesuslaugh,” sad Jarry.



They spent the rest of the evening—after meeting and bidding goodnight to the Médiés children, and after
Madame Méliés rgjoined them—playing charades, doing a quick round of Dreyfus Parchees, and
viewing pornographic stereopticon cards, of which Georges had atruly wonderful collection.

They said their goodbyes at the front gate of the Montreuil house. Pablo had aready gone, having a hot
date with anyone at acertain street address, on his kangaroo bicycle; Rousseau waked the two blocks
to catch an omnibus; Satie, aswas hiswont, strode off into the night at a brisk pace whistling an Aristide
Bruant tune; he sometimes walked twenty kilometersto buy a piece of sheet music without asecond
thought.

Marcel’ s coachman waited. Jarry stood atop the Méiéswall, ready to step onto his ordinary. Georges
and Madame had aready gone back up the walkway.

Then Marcd made aProposal to Alfred, which, if acted upon, would take much physica activity and
some few hours of their time.

“We are touched by many thingslately,” said Jarry. “We fear we grow sentimenta. Thank you for your
kind attention, Our Dear Marcdl, but we must visit the theater, later to meet with Pablo to paint scenery,
and our Royad Drug Larder runs low. We thank you, though, from the bottom of our heart, gracioudy.”

And hewas gone, silently, ablur under each gaslamp he passed.

For some reason, during the ride back to Faubourg Ste.-Germain, Marcel was not depressed as he
usualy was when turned down. He too, hummed a Bruant song. The coachman joined in.

Very well, very well, thought Proust. We shdl give them aDreyfusthey will never forget.

XI. The Enraged Umbrella
In the park, two days later, Marcel thought he was seeing arunaway carousdl.

“Stop!” he yelled to the cabriolet driver. The brake squedled. Marcd leapt out, holding histop hat in his
hand. “Wait!” he caled back over his shoulder.

There was amedium-sized crowd, laborers, fashionable people out for agtroll, severa tricyclesand
velocipedes parked nearby. Attention was all directed toward an object in the center of the crowd.
There was awagon nearby, with smal machinesdl around it.

What Marcel had at first taken for a merry-go-round was not. Itwas round, and it did go.

The most notable feature |ooked like a ten-meter-in-diameter Japanese parasol made of, Marcel
guessed, fine wire struts and glued paper. Coming down from the center of this, four meterslong, wasa
central pipe, a its bottom was a base shaped like a plumb bob. Above this base, a seat, pedals and set
of leversfaced the central column. Above the seat, hafway down the pipe, pardld to the umbrella
mechanism, was what appeared to be aweathervane, at the front end of which, instead of an arrow was
agpiral, two-bladed airscrew. At its back, where the iron fletching would be, was a haf-circle structure,
containing within it around panel made of the same stuff asthe parasol. Marcel saw that it was rotatable
on two axes, obvioudy a steering mechanism of some sort.

Three menin coverdlsworked at the base; two holding the machine vertica while the third tightened
boltswith awrench, occasiondly giving the pedal mechanism aturn, which caused the giant umbrella
aboveto spin dowly.



Obvioudy the machine was very lightwe ght—what appeared to be iron must be aluminum or some other
dloy, the strutwork must be very fine, possibly piano wire.

The workman yelled. He ran the peda around with his hand. The paper-wire umbrellamoved very fast
indeed.

At thecdl, amanin full morning suit, like Marcd’s, came out from behind the wagon. He walked very
solemnly to the machine, handed hiswalking stick to abystander, and sat down on the seet. He

produced two bicyclist’ s garters from his coat and applied them to the legs of histrousers above his spats
and patent-leather shoes.

He moved acouple of leverswith his hands and began to pedd, dowly at fird, then faster. The moving
parasol became aflat disk, then began to strobe, appearing to move backwards. The small airscrew
began alazy revolution.

Therewas a soft growing purr in the air. Marce felt gentle wind on his cheek.

The man nodded to the mechanics, who had been holding the machine steady and upright. They let go.
The machine stood of its own accord. The grass benesth it waved and shook in a streamered disk of
wind.

The man doffed histop hat to the crowd. Then he threw another lever. The machine, with no
strengthening of sound or extraeffort from itsrider, rosethree metersinto the air.

The crowds gasped and cheered.” Vivela France!” they yelled. Marcel, caught up in the moment, had
aterrible desireto applaud.

Looking to right and left beneath him, the aeronaut moved alever dightly. Thelazy twirling propeller on
the weathervane became a corkscrewing blur. With avery polite nod of his head, the man pedded alittle
fadter.

Men threw their hatsin the air; women waved their four-meter-long scarves at him.

The machine, with asound like the dow shaking-out of arug, turned and moved dowly off toward the
Boulevard Haussmann, the crowd, and children who had been running in from al directions, followingit.

While one watched, the other two mechanicsloaded gear into the wagon. Then dl three mounted, turned
the horses, and started off at adow roll in the direction of the heart of the city.

Marced’ slast glimpse of the flying machine was of it disgppearing gracefully down the line of an avenue
abovethetreetops, asif an especidly interesting woman, twirling her parasol, had just |eft a pleasant
garden party.

Proust and the cabriolet driver were the only persons left on thefield. Marcel climbed back in, nodded.
The driver gpplied thewhip to the air.

It was, Marce would read later, the third heavier-than-air machineto fly that week, the forty-ninth since
thefirst of the year, the one-hundred-twelfth since man had entered what the weeklies referred to asthe
Age of the Air late year-before-last.

XIl. The Persistence of Vision

The sound of hammering and sawing filled the workshop. Rousseau painted stripes on alife-szed tiger
puppet. Pablo worked on the silhouette jungle foliage Henri had sketched. Jarry went back and forth
between helping them and going to the desk to consult with Proust on the scenario. (Proust had brought



in closaly written pages, copied in afine hand, that he had done at home thefirst two days, after Jarry
and Médiésdrew circlesand arrows all over them, causing Marce visible anguish, he had taken to
bringing in only hagtily worded notes. The writers were trying something new—»both scenario and title
cards were to be written by them.)

“Gentlemen,” said Satie, from his piano in the corner. “The music for the degradation scene!” Hisleft
hand played heavy bass notes, spare, foreboding. Hisright hit every other note from “LaMarsallaise”

“Marvelous,” they said. “Wonderful!”

They went back to their paintpots. The Star Films workmen threw themselvesinto the spirit
wholeheartedly, taking directions from Rousseau or Proust asif they were Mdieshimself. They dso
made suggestions, explaining the mechanisms which would, or could, be used in the filming.

“Fellow collaborators!” said Mdliés, entering from the yard. “ Gaze on our Dreyfus” He gestured
dramaticdly.

A thin balding man, dressed in chegp overdls entered, cap in hand. They looked a him, each other,
shifted from one foot to another.

“Come, come, geniuses of France!” said Méies. “Y ou' re not using your imaginaions!”
Heralled hisarm in amagician’sflourish. A blue coat appeared in his hands. The man put it on. Better.

“ Avec!” said Mélies, reaching behind his own back, producing ablack army cap, placing it onthe man’s
head. Better ill.

“Voild” he said, placing amustache on the man’slip.

To Prougt, it was the man he had served under seven years before, grown alittle older and moretired. A
tear cameto Marcd’ s eye; he began to applaud, the othersjoined in.

The man seemed nervous, did not know what to do with his hands. “ Come, come, Mr. Poulvain, get
used to applause,” said Mélies. “Y ou'll soon haveto quit your job at the chicken farm to portray Captain
Dreyfuson theinternationa stage!” The man nodded and |l eft the studio.

Marcel sat back down and wrote with redoubled fury.

“Monseur Mdies?’ asked Rousseal.
[13 YSI?’

“ Something puzzlesme.”
“How can | hdp?’

“Wall, I know nothing about the making of cinematographs, but, as| understand, you take the pictures,
from beginning to the end of the scenario, in series, then choose the best ones to use after you have
developed them?’

“ Exactement!” said Georges.

“Wll, as| understand (if only Jarry and Proust would quit diddling with the writing), we use the same
prison cell both for the early arrest scenes, and for Dreyfus' cdll on Devil’ sldand?’



“Y&?’

“Y our foreman explained that we would film the early scenes, break the backdrops, shoot other scenes,
and some days or hours later reassembl e the prison cell again, with suitable changes. Well, it seemsto
me, to save time and effort, you should film the early scenes, then change the costume and the makeup on
the actor, and add the properties which represent Devil’ s Idand, and put those scenesin their proper
place when the scenes are devel oped. That way, you would be through with both sets, and go on to
another.”

Mélieslooked at him amoment. The old artist was covered with blobs of gray, white, and black paint.
“My dear Rousseau; we have never doneit that way, sinceit cannot be done that way in the theeter.
But...

Rousseau was pensive. “Also, | noticed that great care must be taken in moving the camera, and that
right now the cameraisto be moved many timesin the filming. Why not aso photograph al the scenes
where the cameraisin one place a certain distance from the stage, then dl the others at the next, and so
on? It ssems more efficient that way, to me.”

“Wdl,” ssid Mdlies. “That is surdly asking too much! But your first suggestion, in theinterest of saving
time with the scenery. Yes. Yes, we could possibly do that! Thank you . . . asit isgoing now, thetria
may very well be over before we evenbegin filming—if someone doesn't shoot Dreyfusashe gtsin
court since hisreturn from Devil’ sIdand evenbefore that. Perhapswe shdl try your idea. . .”

“Just thinking dloud,” said Rousseau.

“Mondgeur Director?’ said Marcd.
[13 YS?I

“ Something puzzlesme.”

"y e’

“I’ve seen few Lumiereoscopes—"’

“That namel” said Médiés, clamping hishands over hisears.

“Sorry ... I'veseen few films, at any rate. But in each one (and it comes up here in the proposed
scenario) that we have Dreyfus sitting in his cell, on one Side, the cutaway set of the hut with him therein;
then the guard walks up and pounds on the door. Dreyfus gets up, goes to the door, opensit, and the
guard walksin and hands him the first letter he is alowed to receive from France.”

“A finescene” said Médliés.

“Hmmm. Yes. Another thing | have seenin dl Lu—in moving picturesisthat the actors are dwaysfilmed
asif you were watching them on stage, their whole bodies from a distance of afew metersaway.”

“That isthe only way it isdone, my dear Marcel.”

“Perhaps. . . perhaps we could do it another way. We see Dreyfusin hishut, in his chair. We show only
his upper body, from waist to head. We could see the ravages of the ordedl upon him, thelinesin his
face, the circlesunder hiseyes, thegray in hishair.”

“But...”



“Hear me, please. Then you show afigt, asif it werein your face, pounding on the door. From insde the
hut Dreyfus gets up, turns, walks to the door. Then he is handed the letter. We see the letter itself, the
words of comfort and despair . . .”

Méieswaslooking a him asif there were pinwheds sticking from his eye sockets.
“. .. canyou imagine the effects on the viewer?’ finished Marcdl.

“Ohyes” said Mdlies. “They would scream. Where are their legs? Where are their arams? What isthis
writing doing in my eye!!”

“But think of the impact! The drama?’
“Marced, we are hereto plead for justice, not frighten people away from the theater!”

“Think of it! What better way to show the impact on Dreyfus than by putting the impact on the
Spectator?’

“My heed redls, Proust!”
“Well, just asuggestion. Segponit.”

“I shdl have nightmares,” said Médliés.

Pablo continued to paint, esting a sandwich, drinking wine.

“Médies?’ sad Jarry.

“(Sgh) Yes?

“Enlighten us”

“Inwhat manner?’

“Our knowledge of motio-kineto-photogramsis small, but onething isaroya poser to us”
“Continue.”

“In our wonderful scene of the nightmares. . . we areled to understand that Monsieur Rousseau’ sfierce
tigers are to be moved by wires, compressed air, and frantic stagehands?’

143 Y&”

“Our mind works overtime. Thefierce tigers are wonderful, but such movement will be seen, let us say,
likefiercetigers moved by wires, air, and stage-labor.”

“A necessary convention of stage and cinematograph,” said Méliés. “ One the spectator accepts.”
“But we are not here to have the viewer accept anything but an intolerable injustice to aman.”
“True, but pity .. .”

“Médiés” sad Jarry. “We understand each click of the cameratakes one frame of film. Many of these
frames projected at a congtant rate leads to theillusion of motion. But each isof itsdf but asingle frame
of film.”



“The persstence of vison,” said Médliés.

“Wewerethinking. What if wetook asingle click of the camera, taking one picture of our fierce
tigers...”

“But what would that accomplish?’

“Ah. . .then, Mdiés, our roya personage movesthetiger to adightly different posture, but the next in
some action, but only one frame advanced, and took another click of the camera?’

Méieslooked a him. “Then.. .

“Then the next and the next and the next and so on! Thefiercetiger moves, roars, springs, devours! But
each frame part of the movement, each frame a till.”

Méies thought a second. “An actor in the scenes would not be able to move at dl. Or he would have to
move a the same rate asthetiger. He would have to hold perfectly still (we dready do that when
stopping the camerato substitute a skeleton for alady or somesuch) but they would haveto do it
endlesdy. It would take weeksto get any good length of film. Also, the tigers would have to be braced,
srutted to support their own weight.”

“Thisisouridea , Mdiés; we are not technicians.”
“] shall takeit under advisement.”

Méies head began to hurt. He had aworkman go to the chemist’s, and get some of the new Aspirin for
him. Hetook six.

The film took three weeks to photograph. Mélies had to turn out three fairy talesin two days besidesto
keep his salesmen supplied with footage. Every day they worked, the Court of Cassation met to rehear
the Dreyfus case, every day brought new evasions, new haf-insnuations, Dreyfus' lawyer was wounded
by agunshot while leaving court. Every day the country was split further and further down the center:
There was no middle ground. There wastalk of acoup d’ état by theright.

At lagt the footage was done.

“I hope,” said Mdliesto hiswifethat night, “I hopethat after this| shdl not hear the name of Dreyfus
again, for therest of my life”

XI11. The Elephant at the Foot of the Bed

Jarry was on stage, talking in amonotone as he had been for five minutes. The crowd, including women,
had come to the Thester of the Work to see what new horrors Lugné-Poe had in store for them.

Alfred sat at asmdl folding table, which had been brought onstage, and achair placed behind it, facing
the audience. Jarry talked, as someone said, as a nutcracker would speak. The audience had listened but
was growing restless—we have come for a play, not for someone dressed as abicyclist to drone on
about nothing in particular.

The last week had been along agony for Jarry—working on this play, which he had started in his youth,
asapuppet play satirizing a pompous teacher—it had grown to encompass dl mankind' sfoibles, dl
national and human delusions. Then there had been the work on the Dreyfus film with Pablo and
Rousseau and Proust and Méliés—it had been trying and demanding, but it waslike pulling teeth, too
collaborative, with its own limitations and ideas. Give aman the freedom of the page and boards!



Jarry ran down like aclock. Hefinished tiredly.

“The play takes place in Poland, which isto say, Nowhere.” He picked up his papers while two
stagehands took off the table and chair. Jarry left. The lights dimmed. There were three raps on the floor
with Lugné-Po€e' s cane, the curtains opened in the darkness as the lights came up.

The walswere painted as a child might have—representing sky, clouds, stars, the sun, moon, elephants,
flowers, aclock with no hands, snow falling on a cheery fireplace.

A round figure stood at one Side, his face hidden by a pointed hood on which was painted the ditted eyes
and mustache of a caricature bourgeoise. His costume was awhite canvas cassock with an immense
stomach on which was painted three concentric circles.

The audience tensed, leaned forward. The figure stepped to the center of the stage, looked around.
“Merde!” hesad.

Theriot could be heard for akilometer in dl directions.

XIV. What HeReallyThinks
“Today, France has | eft the past of Jew-traitors and degeneracy behind.

“Today, she hastaken thefina step toward greatness, areturn to the True Faith, away out of the
German-Jew morass in which she has floundered for a quarter-century.

“With the second conviction of the traitor-spy Dreyfus, she sendsasignd to dl hisrat-like kind that
France will no longer tolerate impuritiesin its body-poalitic, itsarmies, its commerce. She has served
notice that the Future is written in the French language; Europe, indeed the world, shall one day speak
only onetongue, Francaise.

“The verdict of Guilty! —even with its softening of ‘With extenuating circumstances —will end this Affair,
once and for al, the only way—short of public execution by the most excruciating means, which,
unfortunately the law no longer alows—ah! but True Frenchmen are working to change that!—that it
could be ended; with the dow passing of this Jew-traitor to rot in the jungle of Devil’ sldand—aman
who should never have been alowed to don the uniform of this country in thefirst place.

“Let there be no moretalk of injustice! Injustice has dready been served by the spectacle of athoroughly
guilty man being giventwo trias; by aman not worth asous causing greet agitation—surely the work of
enemies of the Sate.

“Let every True Frenchman hold this day sacred until the end of time. Let him turn his eyes eastward a
our one Great Enemy, against that day when we shall rise up and gain just vengeance—Ilet him not forget
asotolook around him, let him not rest until every Christ-murdering Jew, every German-inspired
Protestant is driven from the boundaries of this country, or gotten rid of in an equally advantageous
way—ther property confiscated, their businesses closed, their * rights —usurped rights—nullified.

“If this decison wakens Frenchmen to that threet, then Dreyfuswill have, indl hisevil machinations, his
total acquiescence to our enemy’ s plans, done one good deed: He will have given us the reason not to
rest until every one of hiskind is gone from the face of the earth; that in the future the only place Hebrew
will be spokenisin Hel.”

—Robert Norpois



XV. Truth Rises from the Well
Emile Zolagtared a the white sheet of paper with the British watermark.
He dipped his pen in the bottle of Pelikan ink in the well and began to write.

As he wrote, the words became scratchier, more hurried. All hisfedings of frustration boiled over in his
head and out onto the fine paper. The complete cowardice and stultification of the Army, the
anti-Semitism of therichand the poor, the Church; the utter stupidity of the government, the treason of
the writers who refused to come to the aid of an innocent man.

It was done sooner than he thought; six pages of his contempt and utter revulsion with the people of the
country he loved morethan life itself.

He put on his coat and hat and hailed apeda cabriolet, ordering it to the offices of L’ Aurore . The streets
were more empty than usua, the cafésfull. The news of the second tria verdict had driven good people
to drink. He was sure there were raucous celebrations in every Church, every fort, and the basement
drill-halls of every right-wing organization in the city and the country. Thiswas an artist’ s quarter—there
was no loud talk, no call to action. There would be dow and deliberate drunkenness and oblivion for all
againg the atrocious verdict.

Zolasat back againgt the cushion, listening to the clicking pedals of the driver. Hewondered if dl this
would end with the nation, haf on one side of somefield, haf on the other, charging each other in find
bloodbath.

He paid the driver, who swerved silently around and headed back the other way. Zola stepped into the
Aurora’s office, where Clemenceau waited for him behind his desk. Emile handed him the manuscript.

Clemenceau read the first sentence, wrote, “Page One, 360 point RED TY PE

headline—'J ACCUSE,” ” caled “Copy boy!”, said to the boy, “1 shal be back for aproof in three
hours,” put on his coat, and a'm in arm he and Zolawent off to the Théétre Robert-Houdin for thefirst
showing of Star Films The Dreyfus Affair , saying not aword to each other.

XVI. Chamber Pots Shall Light Your Way

Zolaand Clemenceau, crying tears of pride and exultation, ran back arm in arm down the Place de
I’ Opéra, turning into a Side street toward the publisher’ s office.

Hafway down, they beganto Sng “LaMarsallaise’; people who looked out their windows, not knowing
the reason, assumed their eation for that of the verdict of the second tria, flungmerde pots at them from
second-gtory windows. “ Anti-Dreyfussard scum!” they yelled, shaking their figts. “Wait till | get my
fowling piece!”

Emile and Georgesran into the office, astonishing the editors and reportersthere.

They went to Clemenceau’ s desk, where the page proof of Zola s article waited, with a separate proof
of thered headline.

Zolapicked up the proof.
“No need of this, my dear Georges?’
“I think not, my friend Emile”

Zolashredded it, throwing the strips on the pressman who was waiting in the office for word from
Clemenceavl.



“Rip off thefront pagel” Clemenceau yelled out the door of his office. “We print areview of amoving
picturethere! Get Veyou out of whatever theater watching whatever piece of stage-pap he'sinand
hustle him over to the Robert-Houdin for the second showing!”

Emile and Georges |ooked at each other, remembering.

“The Awful Trip to the Idand!”

“The Tigersof the Imagination!”

“First News of Home!” said Emile

“Star Films” said Clemenceaul.

“Mélies” sad Zola

“Dreyfud” they said in unison.

Three days later, the President overturned the conviction of the second court, pardoned Dreyfus, and

returned him to hisfull rank and privileges. The Ministry of War was reorganized, and the resignations of
eleven generdsrecaved.

The President was, of course, shot down like adog on the way home from a cabinet meeting that night.
Three days of mourning were declared.

Dreyfus had been released the same night, and went to the country home of his brother Mathieu; he was
now adrawn, shaken man whose hair had turned completely white.

XVII. Three Famous Quotes Which Led to Duels:

1. “The baron writesthe kind of music apriest can hum while heisraping achoirboy.”

2."| seeyou carry thekind of cane which alowsyou to hit awoman eight or ten times before it breaks.”
3. “Mongeur Jarry,” said Norpais, “I demand satisfaction for your insultsto France during the last three
years”

“Captain Dreyfusis proved innocent. We have caled atention to nothing that was not the action of
madmen and cowards.”

“Y ou are a spineless dwarf masturbator with the ideas of atoad!” said Norpois.

“Our posture, stature, and habits are known to every schoolboy in France, Mister Journdist,” said Jarry.
“We have come through five years of insult, spittle, and outrage. Nothing you say will make Dreyfus
guilty or goad our roya person into agratuitous display of our unerring marksmanship.”

Jarry turned to walk away with Pablo.

“Then, Monsieur Jarry, your bicycle. . .” said Norpois.
Jarry stopped. “What of Our Royd Vehicle?’

“Y our bicycle eatsmerde sandwiches.”

XVII1. The Downhill Bicycle Race
A. Prelims



The anemometer barely moved behind his head. The vane at itstop pointed to the south; the windsock
swelled and emptied dowly.

Jarry dowly recovered his breath. Below and beyond lay the city of Parisand its environs. The Seine
curved like apiece of gray silk below and out to two horizons. It was just after dawn; the sun was afat
red beet to the east.

It was still cool at the weather station atop the Eiffel Tower, 300 meters above the ground.

Jarry leaned againgt his high-wheder. He had taken only the least minimum of fortifying substances, and
that two hours ago on this, the morning of the dudl.

Proust had acted as his second (Jarry would have chosen Pablo—good thing he hadn’t, as the young
painter had not shown up with the others this morning, perhaps out of fear of seeing Jarry maimed or
killed—but Proust had defended himsalf many times, with alarge variety of weapons, on many fields of
honor). Second for Norpois was the journdist whose hair Alfred had set &fire at the banquet more than a
year ago. Astheinjured party, Jarry had had choice of place and weapons.

The conditions were thus: weapons, any. Place: the Eiffd Tower. Dudistsmust be mounted on their
bicycles when using their wegpons. Jarry would Start at the weather tation at the top, Norpois at the
base. After Jarry was taken to the third platform, using al three sets of elevators on the way up, and the
elevator man—since thiswas aday of mourning, the tower was closed, and the guards paid to look the
other way—returned to the ground, the elevators could not be used, only the stairways. Jarry had ill
had to climb the spira steps from the third platform to the weather station, from which he was now
recovering.

With such an arrangement, Norpois would, of course, be waiting in ambush for him on the second
observation platform by the time Jarry reached it. Such was the nature of duels.

Jarry looked down the long swell of the south leg of the tower—it was gray, smooth, and curved asan
elephant’ strunk, plunging down and out into the earth. Tiny dots waited there; Norpois, the journdist,
Proust, afew others, perhaps by now Pablo. The Tower cast along shadow out away from the River.
The shadow of the Trocadéro dmost reached to the base of the Tower in the morning sun. There was
dready talk of painting the Tower again, for the coming Exposition of 1900 in ayear and ahalf.

Alfred took adeep breeth, calmed himsdf. He waslightly armed, having only afive-shot .32 revolver in
his holster and a poniard in a sheath on his hip. He would have felt amost naked except for the
excruciatingly heavy but comforting weapon dung across his shoulders.

It was adouble-barreled Greener 4-bore Rhino Express which could fire a 130-gram bullet at 1200
meters per second. Jarry had decided that if hehad to kill Norpois, he might aswell wipe him off theface
of the earth.

He carried four extraroundsin abandolier; they weighed morethan akiloin all.

He was confident in hisweapons, in himsdlf, in hishigh-wheder. He had oiled it the night before, polished
it until it shone. After dl, it wastheinsulted party, not him, not Dreyfus.

He sighed, then leaned out and dropped the |ead-weighted green handkerchief asthe sgna hewas
gtarting down. He had his ordinary over his shoulder opposite the Greener and had hisfoot on the first
step before he heard the welghted handkerchief ricocheting on itsway down off the curved leg of the
Tower.

B. The Duel



Hewas out of breath before he passed the locked gpartment which Gustave Eiffe had built for himsalf
during the last phase of congtruction of the Tower, and which he sometimes used when aerodynamic
experiments were being done on the drop-tube which ran down the exact center of the Tower.

Down around the steps he clanged, his bike brushing against the spird railing. It was good he was not
subject to vertigo. He could imagine Norpois  easy stroll to the west leg, where he would be casualy
walking up the broad stairsto thefirst level platform with four restaurants, arcades and booths, and its
entry to the stilled second set of devators. (Those between the ground and first level were the normal
counterweighted kind; hydraulic onesto the second—American Otis had had to set up adummy French
corporation to win the contract—no one in France had the technology, and the charter forbade foreign
manufacture; and tracked ones to the third—passengers had to change hafway up, as no eevator could
be made to go from roughly 70° to 90° hafway up itsrise.)

Panting mightily, Jarry reached the third platform, less than athird of the way down. Only 590 more steps
down to sure and certain ambush. Therifle, cartridges, and high-whed er were grinding weightson his
back. Gritting histeeth, he started down the steep steps with landings every few dozen meters.

Hisfootsteps rang like gongs on the iron treads. He could see the tops of the booths on the second leve,
theiron framework of the Tower extending al around him like a huge narrow cage.

Norpoiswould be waiting at one of the corners, ready to fire at either set of tairs. (Of course, he
probably aready knew which set Jarry was using, oh devious man, or it was possible he wastruly evil
and waswaiting on thefirgt level. It would be just like aright-wing nationalist Catholic safety-bicycle
rider to do that.)

Fifteen steps up from the second level, in one smooth motion, Jarry put the ordinary down, mounted it
holding immobile the peda s with hisfeet, swung the Rhino Express off his shoulder, and rode the last
crashing steps down, holding back, then pedding furioudy as his giant whed hit thefloor.

He expected shots at any second as he swerved toward a closed souvenir booth: He swung his back
whed up and around behind him holding still, changing direction, the drainpipe barrels of the 4-bore
resting on the handlebars.

Over @ the corner of another booth the front whed and handlebar of Norpois bicycle stuck out.

With one motion Jarry brought the Greener to his cheek. We shdl shoot the front end off his
bicycle—without that he cannot be mounted and fire; ergo, he cannot dudl; therefore, we have won; heis
disgraced.Quod Erat Demonstrandum.

Jarry fired one barrel—the recoil sent him skidding backwards two meters. The forks of the crocodile
went away—Fortune s smiling face wavered through the air like the phases of the Moon. The handlebars
stuck in the side of another booth six meters away.

Jarry hung onto hisfragile balance, waiting for Norpoisto tumble forward or stagger bleeding with
bicycle shrapnd from behind the booth.

He heard anoise behind him; at the corner of his eye he saw Norpois standing beside one of the planted
trees—he had to have been there dl along—with alook of grim satisfaction on hisface.

Then the grenade landed directly between the great front and small back whedls of Jarry’ shicycle.

C. High Abovethe City
He never fdt the explosion, just awave of heat and aflash that blinded him momentarily. Therewasa



carniva ride sensation, aloopy feding in his ssomach. Something touched his hand; he grabbed it.
Something tugged at hisleg. He clenched histoes together.

Hisvidon cleared.

He hung by one hand from the guardrail. He dangled over Paris. Hisrifle was gone. His clothes smdlt of
powder and burning hair. He looked down. The weight on hislegswas his ordinary, looking the worse
for wear. The rim of the huge front whed had caught on the toe of his cycling shoe. He cupped the toe of
the other one through the spokes.

Hishand waslosingitsgrip.
He reached down with the other for his pistal. The holster was till there, split up the middle, empty.

Norpois head appeared above him, looking down, then his gun hand with alarge automatic in it, pointing
a Jarry’ seyes.

“Therearerules, Monseur,” said Jarry. He was trying to reach up with the other hand but something
seemed to be wrong with it.

“Get with the coming century, dwarf,” said Norpais, flipping the pistal into the air, catching it by the
barrdl. He brought the butt down hard on Jarry’ sfingers.

The second time the pain was dmost too much. Once more and Alfred knew he would let go, fall, be
dead.

“Onerequest. Save our noble vehicle,” said Jarry, looking into the journalist’ s eyes. There was aclang
off somewhere on the second level.

Norpois grin became sardonic. “Y ou die. So does your crummy bike.”

Therewasasmall pop. A thinline of red, like asireak of paint dung off the end of a brush, stood out
from Norpois nose, went over Jarry’ s shoulder.

Norpois raised hisautomatic, then wavered, let go of it. It bounced off Alfred' s usdessarm, clanged
once on the way down.

Norpois, gtill staring into Jarry’ s eyes, leaned over therailing and disappeared behind his head. There
was slence for afew seconds, then:

Pif-Paf! Qud Bruit!
The sound of the body bouncing off the ironworks went on for longer than seemed possible.
Far away on the second level was the sound of footsteps running downgtairs.

Painfully, Jarry got hisleft arm up next to hisright, got the fingers closed, began pulling himself up off the
sdeof the Eiffd Tower, bringing hismangled high-wheder with him.
D. Code Duello

A small crowd had gathered, besides those concerned. Norpois second was over by the body, with the
police. Therewould of course be damagesto pay for. Jarry carried his ordinary and the Greener, which
he had found miraculoudy lying on thefloor of the second level.

Proust came forward to shake Alfred’ s hand. Jarry gave him the rifle and ordinary, but continued to walk



past him. Severa others stepped forward, but Jarry continued on, nodding.

He went to Pablo. Pablo had on along cloak and was eating an egg sandwich. His eyes would not meet
Alfred’'s.

Jarry stepped in front of him. Pablo tried to move away without meeting his gaze. Alfred reached ingde
the cloak, felt around, ignoring the Webley strapped at Pablo’' swaist.

Hefound what he was looking for, pulled it out. It was the single-shot .22. Jarry sniffed the barrel as
Pablo tried to turn away, working at his sandwich.

“Asshole” said Jarry, handing it back.

XIX. Fin de Cycle
The bdlswere dill ringing in the New Century.

Satie had given up composing and had gone back to school to learn music at the age of thirty-eight.
Rousseau il exhibited at the Salon des Refusés, and was now married for the second time. Proust had
locked himsdlf away in aroom he'd had lined with cork and was working on anever-ending novel.
Méieswas Htill out a Montreuil, making films about trips to the Moon and the Bureau of Incoherent
Geography. Pablo was painting; but so much blue; blue here, blue there, azure, cerulean, Prussian.
Dreyfus was now a commandant.

Jarry lived in ashack over the Seine which stood on four supports. He called it Our Suitable Tripod.

There was noise, noise everywhere. There were few bicycles, and al those were safeties. He had not
seen another ordinary in months. He looked over where his repaired one stood in the middle of the small
room. His owl and one of his crows perched on the handlebars.

The noise was deafening—the sound of bells, of crowds, sharp reports of fireworks. Above dl, those of
motor-cycles and motor-cars.

He looked back out the window. There was anew sound, adark flash against the bright moonlit sky. A
bat-shape went over, buzzing, trailing laughter and gunshots, the pilot banking over the River. Far up the
Saine, the Tower stood, bathed in floodlights, glorying inits blue, red, and white paint for the coming
Exposition.

A zeppelin droned overhead, dectric lights on the side spelling out the name of ahair pomade. The
bat-shaped plane whizzed under it in near-collison.

Someone gunned amotor-cycle benegth histiny window. Jarry reached back into the room, brought out
hisfowling piecefilled with rock sdt and fired a great tongue of flameinto the night below. After a
scream, the noise of the motor-cycle raced away.

Hedrank from a glassfilled with brandy, ether, and red ink. He took one more look around, buffeted by
the noise from al quarters and amotor launch on the River. He said aword to the night before damming
the window and returning to hiswork on the next Ubu play.

The word was* merdel”

| ntroduction: Flatfeet!



| have written about the genesis of this story twice, now, once forGoing Home Again , my last
collection (and while I’ m at it, Shuan Tan'sillustration for this story was wonderful—two feet propped
up on adesk, candlestick, telephone, caendar on the wall opened to July. Tan wasmaybe eighteen when
heillugtrated the book . . .), and again in my first column, “ CrimeaRiver” inEidolon Magazine in 1998,
which was more or less aliterary mash note to Constance Willis story “In the Late Cretaceous,” many
of the effects of which | wastrying for when | wrotethis.

So | won't go through dlthat again. (When | wrote this one, it was October of 1994.) Whereit Sarted: |
was reading abook on the first Red Scare, Sacco and Vanzetti, and the nationwide roundup of
anarchistis and socidistsin 1920, and | suddenly redlized it would have been done by guyslikethese. . .
Voilal

Hollywood is Hollywood because of an attempted American monopoly in 1910. Movies were being
madein New Jersey, Philly, Long Idand; al dong the East Coast and Chicago. About 1910, al the
people who owned mgjor patents, and severa production companies, got together and formed the
Motion Picture Patents Company and said: Anybody who doesn't pay usfor cameras, projectors,
movies, etc., will be sued for patent infringement. It was an attempt to control the motion-picture business
from raw film stock to the exhibition of the films. (A reverse Join-or-Die movement.)If you paid them,
you could make movies; if you didn’t, they’ d hound you to the ends of the earth.

Well, amogt. It wasthe last straw for smal independent film companies, fed up with crooked
distributors, conniving theater owners, sharpies and crooks—and the crummy East Coast wesether that
only let them shoot 150 days ayear. (Arc lightswere just coming in—most sudios shot outdoors, or in
glass-roofed buildings where you had to depend on sunlight—film wasn't fast enough for low light levels

yet)

The independents took off West. It could have been anywhere. (See“ The Passing of the Western” later
for another take onthat .) As chance would haveit, they ended up near Los Angeles—sunshine, cheap
(at thetime) red edtate, plenty of people not doing much of anything. There was athriving theater scene;
vaudeville talent came through often. And, as chance would have it further, asmal community (and Dry
thirteen years before the rest of the country) caled, by that time, Hollywood (and Culver City and
Burbank, named for aguy who raised sweet potatoes. . .).

Thingsweren't easy at first. Cecil B. DeMille, in his autobiography, talks about having to wear acouple
of pistols on his horseback ride each morning from town out to the lot where he was making The Squaw
Man , because the Patents people hired guys to take potshots at the renegade filmmakers.

It took till the 1930sto findly kill film production on the East Coast—Coconuts(1929) andAnimal
Crackers (1930) with the Marxes were filmed on Long Idand in the daytime while Harpo, Groucho,
Chico, and Zeppo werein plays at night—even though the courts had ruled the MPPCo. wasa Trust,
and thereforeillegd, by about 1915, endingthat threst.

Soit was, in trying to make millions, the MPPCo. did itsdlf out of billions, and instead of having the
thriving metropoli of the East as the centers of motion-picture production in the U.S—and soon the
world—they handed it, unconscioudy, but with mdice aforethought, to a deepy crossroads on the edge
of nowhere, and made its name stand for motion picturesfor al time.

Flatfeet!

1912

Capta' n Teeheezal turned his horse down toward the station house just as the Pecific Electric streetcar



clanged to astop at theintersection of Sunset and Ivar.

It wasjust 7:00A.M. S0 only three people got off at the stop. Unless they worked at one of the new
moving-picture factories alittle further out in the valley, there was no reason for someone from the city to
be in the town of Wilcox before the stores opened.

The motorman twisted his handle, there were sparks from the overhead wire, and the streetcar belled off
down the narrow tracks. Teeheezal watched it recede, with the official SgnNo Shooting Rabbits from
the Rear Platform over the back door.

“G hup, Pear,” hesaid to hishorse. It paid no attention and walked at the same speed.

By and by he got to the police station. Patrolman Rube was out watering the zinnias that grew to each
Side of the porch. Teeheeza handed him the reinsto hishorse.

“What' sup, Rube?’

“Not much, Cap’'n,” he said. “ Shoulda been here yesterday. Sgt. Fatty brought by two steelhead and a
Coho salmon he caught, right where Pye Creek emptiesinto the L.A. River. Big asyour leg, adl three of
"em. Took up the whole back of hiswagon.”

“I mean police business, Rube.”

“Oh.” The patrolman lifted his domed helmet and scratched. “Not that | know of.”
“Wéll, anybody inthe cdls?’

“Uh, lessee. .

“I'll talk to the sergeant,” said Teeheezd. “Make sure my horse saysin hisgall.”
“Surething, Captain.” He led it around back.

The captain looked around at the quiet streets. In the small park across from the station, with itsfew
benches and small artesian fountain, was the big sgnNo Spooning by order of Wilcox P.D. Up toward
the northeast the sun was coming full up over thehills.

Sgt. Hank wasn't at hisbig high desk. Teeheeza heard him banging around in the squad room to the | eft.
The captain spun the blotter book around.

Therewas one entry:

Sat. 11:20pP.M. Jmson H. Friendless, actor, of Los Angeles city, D&D. Sept off, cell 2. Released
Sunday 3:00P.M. Arr. off. Patrolmen Buster and Chester.

Sgt. Hank camein. “Oh, hello Chief.”
“Where d this offense take place?’” He tapped the book.
“The Blondeau Tavern . . . uh, Station,” said the sergeant.

“Oh.” That wasjust insgde hisjurisdiction, but since the Wilcox village council had passed aloca
ordinance againgt the consumption and sale of acohol, there had been few arrests.

“He probably got tanked somewherein L.A. and got lost on theway home,” said Sgt. Hank. “ Say, you
hear about them fish Sgt. Faity brought in?’



“Yes, | did.” Heglared at Sgt. Hank.

“Oh. Okay. Oh, there' sapostd card that came in the Saturday mail from Captain Angusfor usal. | left
it on your desk.”

“Tell meif any big trouble happens,” said Teeheezd. He went into the office and closed his door. Behind
his desk was abig wicker rocking chair he' d had the village buy for him when he took the job early inthe
year. He sat downinit, took off hisflat-billed cap, and put on his reading glasses.

Angus had been the captain before him for twenty-two years; he' d retired and | eft to see some of the
world. (He d been one of the two origind constables when Colond Wilcox laid out the planned
resdentid village.) Teeheezd had never met the man.

He picked up the card—aview of Le Havre, France, from the docks. Teeheeza turned it over. It had a
Canadian postmark, and one haf had the address. The Boysin Blue, Police HQ, Wilcox, Calif. U.SA.
The message read:

Wéll, took aboat. Y ou might have read about it. Had asnowbal fight on deck while waiting to get into
the lifeboats. The flares sure were pretty. We were much overloaded by the time we were picked up.
(Last time | take aboat named for some of the minor Greek godlings.) Will write again soon.

—Angus

PS. Pretty good dance band.

Teeheezd looked through the rest of the mail; wanted posters for guys three thousand miles away,
something from the attorney generd of California, acouple of flyersfor political racesthat had nothing to
do with the village of Wilcox.

The captain put hisfeet up on his desk, made sure they were nowhere near the kerosene lamp or the big
red bellpull wired to the squad room, placed his glassesin their cases, arranged his Farmer John tuft
beard to one side, clasped hisfingers across his chest, and began to snore.

The murder happened at the house of one of the curators, across the street from the museum.

Petrolman Buster woke the captain up at hishome a 4:00A.M. The Los Angeles County coroner was
aready there when Teeheezal arrived on hishorse.

The door of the house had been broken down. The man had been strangled and then thrown back
behind the bed whereit lay twisted with one foot out the open windowsll.

“Found him just like that, the neighbors did,” said Patrolman Buster. “Heard the ruckus, but by thetime
they got dressed and got here, whoever did it was gone.”

Teeheeza glanced out the broken door. The front of the museum across the way was lit with eectric
lighting.

“Hmmm,” said the coroner, around the smoke from his El Cubano cigar. “ They’ sdust dl over thisguy’'s
py-jamas.” Helooked around. “Part of a print on the bedroom doorjamb, and a spot on the floor.”

Petrolman Buster said, “Hey! One on the front door. Looks like somebody popped it with adirty towd.”
The captain went back out on the front porch. He knelt down on the lawn, feding with his hands.
He spoke to the crowd that had gathered out front. “Whao's aneighbor here?” A man stepped out,



waved. “Hewater hisyard last night?”’
“Yeah, just after he got off work.”
Teeheeza went to the street and lay down.

“Bugter, look here.” The patrolman flopped down beside him. “There' s some lighter dust on the gravel,
seeit?’ Buster nodded histhin face. “Look over there, see?’

“Lookslikemud, Chief.” They crawled to the right to get another angle, jumped up, looking at the
doorway of the museum.

“Let’sget this place open,” said the chief.
“I wasjust coming over; they called me about Fieding’ s degth, when your ruffians came barging in,” said

the museum director, whose name was Carter Lord. “ There was no need to rush me 0.” He had on suit
pants but a pajamatop and adressing gown.

“Shake aleg, pops,” said Patrolman Budter.

Therewas asign on thewall near the entrance: The Treasures of Pharaoh Rut-en-tut-en, April
20-June 13.

The doors were sted; there were two locks Lord had to open. On the inside was along push bar that
operated them both.

“Don't touch anything, but tell meif something’sout o' place,” said Teeheezd.
Lord used ahandkerchief to turn on the light switches.
Hetold them the layout of the place and the patrolmen took off in al directions.

There were display cases everywhere, and ogtrich-looking fans, abunch of gaudy boxes, things that
looked like coffins. On the walls were paintings of people wearing digpers, sanding Sdeways. At one
end of the hal was abig upright wooden case. Patrolman Buster pointed out two dabs of mud just insde
the door, a couple of feet gpart. Then another alittle further on, leading toward the back, then nothing.

Teeheezd |ooked around at dl the shiny jewery. “Rich guy?’ he asked.

“Pricdess,” said Carter Lord. “Tomb goods, buried with him for the afterlife. Therichest find yet in
Egypt. We were very lucky to acquireit.”

“How comeyou gettin’ it?’

“Wereasmal, but agrowing museum. It was our expedition—the best untampered tomb. Though there
were skeletonsin the outer corridors, and the outside seal had been broken, I’'m told. Grave robbers had
broken in but evidently got no further.”

“How come?’
“Who knows?" asked Lord. “WEe re dedling with four thousand five hundred years.”
Patrolman Buster whistled.

Teeheeza walked to the back. Inside the upright case was the gray swaddled shape of aman, twisted,



his arms across his chest, one eye closed, a deep open hole where the other had been. Miles of gray
curling bandages went round and round and round him, making him look like a cartoon patient in alost

hospitd.
“Thistheguy?’

“Oh, heavensno,” said Carter Lord. “ The Pharaoh Rut-en-tut-en’ s mummy ison loan to the Field
Museum in Chicago for study. Thisis probably some priest or minor noble who was buried for some
reason with him. There were no markingson thiscase,” he said, knocking on the plain wooden case.
“The pharaoh was in that nested three-box sarcophagus over there.”

Teeheeza leaned closer. He reached down and touched the I eft foot of the thing. “ Please don’t touch
that,” said Carter Lord.

The patrolmen returned from their search of the building. “Nobody here but usgendarmerie ,” said
Petrolman Rube.

“C' mere, Rube,” said Teeheezd. “Reach down and touch thisfoot.”

Rube looked into the box, jerked back. “Cripes! What an ugly! Which foot?’
“Both.”

Hedid. “So?

“Oneof them fed wet?’

Rube scratched his head. “I'm not sure.”

“| asked you toplease not touch that,” said Carter Lord. “Y ou're dedling with very fragile, irreplaceable
thingshere”

“He s conducting amurder investigation here, bub,” said Patrolman Mack.

“I understand that. But nothing here has committed murder, at least not for the last four thousand five
hundred years. I’ [l have to ask that you desist.”

Teeheeza |ooked at the face of the thing again. It looked back a him with a deep open hole where one
eye had been, the other closed. Just—

The hair on Teeheezd’ s neck stood up. “ Go get the emergency gun from the wagon,” said the chief, not
taking hiseyes off thething in the case.

“I'll havetoinsist that you leavenow !” said Carter Lord.

Teeheeza reached over and pulled up a settee with oxhorn arms on it and sat down, facing the thing. He
continued to stare at it. Somebody put the big heavy revolver in his hand.

“All you, go outside, except Rube. Rube, keep the door open so you can see me. Nobody do anything
until | say s0.”

“That'sthelast straw!” said Carter Lord. “Who do | call to get you to cease and desist?”’

“Take him where he can cdl the mayor, Bugter.”



Teeheezal stared and stared. The dead empty socket looked back at him. Nothing moved in the
museum, for along, long time. Therevolver grew heavier and heavier. The chief’ seyeswatered. The
empty socket stared back, the arms lay motionless across the twisted chest. Teeheezal stared.

“Rube!” he said after along time. He heard the patrolman jerk awake.
“Yeah, Chiegf?’
“What do you think?’

“Wall, | think about now, Captain, that they’ ve got the mayor al agitated, and a coupla aldermen, and
five, maybe ten minutes ago somebody’ s gonna have figured out that though the murder happened in
Wilcox, right now you'resttingin Los Angeles”

Without taking his eyesfrom the thing, Teeheeza asked, “ Areyou funnin’ me?’

“| never fun about murder, Chief.”

Three carloads of Los Angeles Police came around the corner on Sx whedls. They dammed to astop,
the noise of the hand-cranked sirens dying on the night. By now the crowd outside the place had grown
to acouple of hundred.

What greeted the eyes of the Los Angeles Police was the Wilcox police wagon with itsfour horsesin
harness, most of theforce, acrowd, and asmal fire on the museum lawn across the street from the
murder house.

Two legs were sticking sSideways out of the fire. The wrappings flamed againgt the early morning light.
Sparks rose up and swirled.

The chief of the Los Angeles Police Department walked up to where the captain poked at the fire with
the butt end of a spear. Carter Lord and the Wilcox mayor and aL.os Angeles city councilman trailed
behind the L.A. chief.

“Hdlo, Bob,” said Techeezd.

With apop and aflash of cinders, thelegsfdl the rest of the way into the fire, and the wrappings roared
up to nothingness.

“Teeheezd! What the hdll do you think you' re doing!? Going out of your jurisdiction, no natification. It
looks like you' re burning up Los Angeles City property here! Why didn’t you cal us?’

“Didn’'t havetime, Bob,” said Teeheezd. “I wasin hot pursuit.”

They dl stood watching until the fire was out; then al climbed into their cars and wagons and drove
away. The crowd dispersed, leaving Carter Lord in his dressing gown. With asigh, he turned and went
into the museum.

1913

If southern California had seasons, thiswould have been another late spring.

Teeheezd was a hisdesk, reading aletter from his niece Katje from back in Pennsylvania, wheredl his
family but him had been for Six generations.

There was aknock on hisdoor. “What? What?’ heyelled.



Patrolman Al stuck hishead in. “ Another card from Captain Angus. The sergeant said to giveit to you.”

He handed it to Teeheezal and left swiftly. Patrolman Al had once been a circus acrobat, and the circus
folded in Los Angeles city two years ago. He was a short thin wiry man, one of Teeheezd’ sfew
smooth-shaven patrolmen.

The card was aview of the Eiffel Tower, had a Paris postmark, with the usual address on the back right
dde. Ontheleft:

Well, went to the Ballet |ast night. Y ou would of thought someone spit on the French flag. Russians
jumpin’ around like Kansas City fools, frogs punching each other out, women sticking umbrellas up guys
snouts. | been to arodeo, a country fair, Six picnics, and | have seen the Elephant, but this was pretty
much the stupidest display of art gppreciation | ever saw. Will write again soon.

—Angus

PS: Ooh-lah-lah!

“Hmmph!” said Teeheezal. He got up and went out into the desk area. Sergeant Hank had a stack of
picture frames on his desk corner. He was over at the wall under the pictures of the mayor and the village
adermen. He had ahammer and was marking five spots for nails on the plaster with the stub of a

carpenter’ s pencil.
“What'sdl this, then?’ asked the Captain.

“My picturesgot in yesterday, Chief,” said Sgt. Hank. “1 was going to put ’em up on thiswdl | haveto
dareat dl day.”

“Wall, I can see how looking at the mayor’sno fun,” said Teeheezd. He picked up thetop picture. It
was alandscape. There was aguy chasing a deer in one corner, and some trees and tegpees, and a bay,
and afunny-shaped rock on amountain in the distance.

Helooked at the second. The hill with the strange rock wasiin it, but people had on sheets, and there
were guys drawing circles and squaresin the dirt and talking in front of little temples and herding sheep. It
looked to be by the same artigt.

“It'snot just paintings,” said Sgt. Hank, coming over to him. “It' sa series by Thomas Cole, the guy who
started what' s referred to as the Hudson River School of painting way back in New Y ork State, about
eighty yearsago. It'scaledThe Course of Empire . Them' sthefirst two—The Savage StateandThe
Pastoral or Arcadian Sate . Thisnext one's calledThe Consummation of Empire —see, there' sthis
guy riding in atriumpha parade on an e ephant, and there are these armies, dl in thiscity like Rome or
Carthage, it’ s been built here, and they’ re bringing stuff back from al over theworld, and things are
dandy.”

Hank was more worked up than the chief had ever seen him. “But look at this next one, see, thejigisup.
It scaledThe Destruction of Empire . All them buildings are on fire, and there sarainstorm, and
people like Mongols are killing everybody in them big wide avenues, and busting up statues and looting
the big temples, and bridges are falling down, and there’ s smoke everywhere.”

Teeheezd saw the funny-shaped mountain was over in one corner of those two paintings.

“Then there sthe last one, number five, The Ruins of Empire . Everything’ squiet and ill, dl the
buildings are broken, the woods are taking back everything, it's going back to the land. See, look there,
there’ s pdlicans nesting on top of that broken column, and the place is getting covered with ivy and briers



and stuff. | ordered all these from amuseum back in New Y ork City,” said Hank, proudly.
Teeheeza was till looking at the last one.

“And look,” said Sgt. Hank, going back to thefirst one. “It’ s not just paintings, it's philosophical. See,
herein thefirst one, it’sjust after dawn. Man’sin hisinfancy. So'sthe day. Second one—pastord, it's
midmorning. Consummetion—that’ s at noon. Firdt three paintingsal bright and clear. But
destruction—that’ sin the afternoon, there’ s storms and lightning. Like nature' s echoing what’ s going on
with mankind, see? And thelast one. Sun’samost s, but it's clear again, peaceful, like, you know,
Nature takesitstime. ..

“Sgt. Hank,” said Teeheezd, “When aguy gets arrested and comesin here drunk and disorderly, the last
thing he wants to be bothered by is some philosophy.”

“But, Chief,” said Sgt. Hank, “it’ sabout theriseand fall of civilizations. . .”

“Wheat the hell does running a police station have to do with civilization?” said Teeheezal. “Y ou can hang
oneof "em up. One a atime they look like nature views, and those don’t bother anybody.”

“All right, Chief,” said Sgt. Hank.

That day, it wasthe first one. When Teeheezal arrived for work the next day, it was the second. And
after that, the third, and on through the five pictures, one each day; then the sequence was repested.
Teeheezal never said aword. Neither did Hank.

1914

There had been murdersthree nightsin arow in Los Angdes City when the day camefor the Annual
Wilcox Police vs. Firemen Basebdl Ficnic.

The patrolmen were al playing stripped down to their undershirts and uniform pants, while the firemen
had on real flannel baseball outfits that said Hot Papas across the back. It waslate in the afternoon, late
in the game, the firemen ahead seventeen to twelve in the eighth.

They were playing in the park next to the observatory. The patrol wagon was unhitched from its horses;
the fire wagon stood steaming with its horses till in harness. Everyonein Wilcox knew not to bother the
police or fireman this one day of the year.

Patrolman Al cameto bat on hisunicycle. Herolled into the batter’ s box. Patrolman Mack washeld on
second, and Patrolman Billy was hugging third. The firemen started their chatter. The pitcher wound up,
took along stretch and fired his goof-ball from behind his back with his glove hand while hisright arm
went through avicious fastbal motion.

Al connected with amesgtycrack ; the outfieldersfell dl over themselves and then charged toward the
Bronson place. Al wheded down to first with blinding speed, sivung wide ignoring the fake from the
second baseman, turned between second and third, balancing himself in a stop while he watched the right
fielder come up with the ball on the first bounce four hundred feet away.

He leaned dmost to the ground, swung around, became a blur of pedals and pumping feet, passed third;
the catcher got set, pounding his mitt, stretched out for the throw. The umpire leaned down, the ball
bounced into the mitt, the catcher jerked around—

Al hung upside down, till seated on the unicycle, Sx feet in the air over the head of the catcher,
motionless, sailing forward in along somersaullt.



He came down on home plate with a thud and a bounce.
“Safel” said the ump, sawing the air to eech side.

The benches emptied as the catcher threw off hiswire mask. Punchesflew like they did after every close
cal.

Teeheeza and Sgt. Hank stayed on the bench eating a bag of peanuts. The people in the stands were
ydling and laughing.

“Oh, amogt forgot,” said Sgt. Hank, digging in his pants pocket. “ Here.”
He handed Teeheezd apostcard. It had an illegible postmark in alanguage with too manyZ s. The front
was an engraving of the statue of ahero whose name had sixK sinit.

Well, was at acafé. Bunch of seedy-looking students sitting at the table next to mine grumbling in Savvy
talk. This car come by filled with plumed hats, made awrong turn and started to back up. One of the
students jumped on the running board and let some air into the guy in the back seet—' bout five shots |
say. Would tel you more but | was dready lighting out for the territory. Placefilled up with more police
than anywhere | ever seen but the B.P.O.P.C. convention in Chicago back in’09. Thiswasbig
excitement last week but I'm sureit will blow over. Will write more soon.

—Angus

PS: Even here, we got the newsthe Big Ditch isfinaly open.

It was the bottom of the eleventh and dmost too dark to see when the bleeding man staggered onto | eft
field and fell down.

The man in the cloak threw off al six patrolmen. Rube used the emergency pistol he’ d gotten from the
wagon just before the horses went crazy and broke the harness, scattering al the picnic stuff everywhere.
He emptied the revolver into the tall dark man without effect. The beady-eyed man swept Rube aside
with one hand and came toward Teeheezal.

The captain’ sfoot dipped in dl the stuff from the bal game.

The man in the dark cloak hissed and smiled crookedly, hiseyesred likearat’s. Teeheeza reached
down and picked up aLouisville Slugger. He grabbed it by the sweet spot, smashed the handle against
the ground, and shoved the jagged end into the guy’ s chest.

“Merdel” said the man, and fdl over.

Rube stood panting beside him. “I never missed, Chief,” he said. “ All six shotsin the space of a
half-dime.”

“| saw,” said Teeheezd, wondering at the lack of blood all over the place.
“Thatwas my favorite piece of lumber,” said Patrolman Mack.
“WEe Il get youanew one,” said the captain.

They had the undertaker keep the body in his basement, waiting for somebody to clam it. After the
investigation, they figured no one would, and they wereright. But the law wasthe law.



Sgt. Hank scratched his head and turned to the chief, asthey were looking at the man’ s effects.
“Why isit,” he asked, “we re dways having trouble with thingsin boxes?’

1915

Teeheeza got off the Streetcar at the corner of what used to be Sunset and Ivar, but which the village
council had now renamed, in honor of amotion picture studio out to the northwest, Sunset and Bison.
Teeheezd figured some money had changed hands.

The P.E. Street Railway car bell jangled rapidly asit moved off toward Mount Lowe and the Cawston
Ostrich Farms, and on down toward San Pedro.

In the park across from the station, Patrolmen Chester and Billy, amost indistinguishable behind their
drooping wal rus mustaches, were rousting out a couple, pointing to theNo Sparking sgn near the
benches. He stood watching until the couple moved off down the street, while Billy and Chester, pleased
with themsalves, struck noble poses.

Hewent insde. The blotter on the desk was open:

Tues. 2:14A M. Two men, Alonzo Partain and D. Falcher Greaves, no known addresses, moving-picture
acting extras, arrested D& D and on suspicion of criminal intent, in front of pawn shop at Gower and
Sunset. Dressed in uniforms of the G.A.R. and the Confederate States and carrying muskets. Griffith
studio notified. Released on bond to Jones, business manager, 4:30A.M. Ptimn. Mack. R.D.O.T.

Thelast phrase officialy meant Released until Day Of Trid, but was station house for Rub-Down with
Oak Towel, meaning Patrolman Mack, who was 6'11" and 350 pounds, had had to use considerable
force dedling with them.

“Mack havetrouble?’ he asked Sgt. Hank.
“Not that Fatty said. In fact, he said when Mack carried them in, they were deeping like babies.”
“What' sthis Griffith thing?’

“Movie company out in Edendae, doing a War Between the States picture. Mack figured they were
waiting till the hock shop opened to pawn their rifles and swords. This guy Joneswas ready to blow his
top, said they sneaked off the location late yesterday afternoon.”

Teeheeza picked up the newspaper from the corner of the sergeant’ s desk. He scanned the headlines
and decks. “What do you think of that?" he asked. “Guy building awhole new swanky residentia area,
naming it for hiswife?’

“Ain’'t that something?’ said Sgt. Hank. “ Say, there’ san ad for the new Little Tramp flicker, bigger than
thefilmit' s playing with. That man’sacaution! He sthefunniest guy | ever sseninmy life. | hear he'sa
Limey. Got amustache like an afterthought.”

“I don’t think anybody’ s been redlly funny since Flora Finch and John Bunny,” said Teeheezd. “This
Brit' Il haveto go someto beat John Bunny Commits Suicide.”

“Wéll, you should give him atry,” said Sgt. Hank. “Oh, forgot yesterday. Got another from Captain
Angus. Here go.” He handed it to Teecheezal.

It had aview of Lisbon, Portugal, as seen from some mackerel-dapper church tower, the usua address,
and on the other half:

Wéll, | had another boat sink out from under me. Thistime it was akraut torpedo, and we wason a



neutra ship. Had trouble getting into the lifeboats because of dl the crates of howitzer shells on deck.
Was pulled down by the suck when she went under. Saw airplane bombs and such coming out the holes
inthe sdeswhile| was under water. Last time| take aboat caled after the Roman namefor athird-rate
country. Will write again soon.

—Angus

PS: How about the Willard-Johnson fight?
The windows suddenly rattled. Then came dull boomsfrom far away.

“What' sthat?’

“Probably the Griffith people. They’ re filming the battle of Chickamauga or something. Out inthe
country, way past the Ince Ranch, even.”

“What they usng, nitro?’
“Beats me. But there' s nothing we can do about it. They got acounty permit.”

“Sometimes,” said Teeheezd, “| think motion picture companiesis running the town of Wilcox. And the
whole U.S. of A. for that matter.”

1916
Jesus Chrigt, smoking acigar, droveby inaModd T.

Then the San Pedro trolleycar went by, full of Assyrians, with their spears and shidds sticking out the
windows. Teeheezal stood on the corner, hands on hips, watching them go by.

Over behind the corner of Prospect and Talmadge the walls of Babylon rose up, with statues of
bird-headed guys and dancing € ephants everywhere, and big moveable towersal around it. There were
scaffolds and girders everywhere, people climbing up and down like ants. A huge banner stretched
acrossthe eight-block lot: D.W. Griffith Production—The Mother and the Law .

He walked back to the station house. Outside, the patrolmen were waxing the shining new black box-like
truck withPolice Patrol painted on the sides. It had brass hand-cranked sirens outside each front door,
and brass handholds aong each side above the running boards. They’d only had it for three days, and
had yet to useit for ared emergency, though they’ d joy-rode it a couple of times, Sirens screaming, with
the whole force hanging on or ingdeit, terrifying the fewer and fewer horses on the streets. Their own
draught-horses had been put out to pasture at Sgt. Fatty’ s farm, and the stable out back converted into a

garage.

Thevillage fathers had aso wired the station house for eectricity, and installed a second phonein
Teeheezd’ s office, dong with an eectric darm bell for the squad room on his desk.

The town was growing. It wasin the air. Even some moving pictures now ssidMade in Wilcox, U.SA.
at theend of them.

The blotter, after a busy weekend, was blank.

The postcard was on his desk. It had an English postmark, and was aview of the River Liffey.

Wédll, with the world theway it is, | thought the Old Sod would be a quiet place for the holiday. Had
meant to write you boys ared |etter, so went to the Main Post Office. Thought I’ d have the place to
myself. Boy, was| wrong about that. Last time | look for peace and quiet on Easter Sunday. Will write



more late.
—Angus

PS: Thiswill play heck with Daylight Summer Time.

Teeheezd was adegp when the whole force burst into his office and Sgt. Hank started unlocking the rack
with theriot gunsand rifles.

“What the ding-dong?’ yelled Teeheezd, getting up off the floor.

“They say Pancho Villa scoming!” yelled apatrolman. “He knocked over a couplabanksin New
Mexico!”

Teeheezd held up hishand. They al stopped moving. He sat back down in his chair and put hisfeet back
up on hisdesk.

“Cdl mewhen he getsto Long Beach,” he said.
Sgt. Hank locked the rack back up; then they al tiptoed out of the office.

“Look out!” “Get'im! Get him!” “Watchit!!”
The hair-covered man tore the cell bars away and was gone into the moonlit night.

“Read everything you can, Hank,” said Teeheezal. “Nothing else has worked.”

“Y ou sure you know what to do?’ asked the captain.
“I know exactlywhat to do,” said Patrolman Al. “1 just don’tlike it. Are you sure Sgt. Hank isright?’

“Wadl, no. But if you got a better idea, tell me.”

Al swallowed hard. He was on hisbig unicycle, the one with the chain drive,
There was awoman’s scream from across the park.

“Make sure he' safteryou ,” said Teeheezd. “Seeyou at the place. And, Al .. .”
“Say ‘bresk aleg,” Captain.”

“Uh...bresk aleg, Al.”

Al was gone. They jumped in the police patrol truck and roared off.

They saw them coming through the moonlight, something on awhed and aloping shape.

Al was nearly horizontal as he passed, eyeswide, down the ramp at the undertaker’ s, and acrossthe
cdlar room. Patrolman Buster closed his eyes and jerked the vault door open at the second before Al
would have smashed into it. Al flew in, chain whizzing, and something with hot meet breeth brushed
Buder.

Patrolman Al went up the wal and did aflip. Thething crashed into the wall under him. As Al went out,
he jerked the broken baseball bat out of the guy it had been in for two years.



There was a hiss and a snarl behind him as he went out the door that Buster, eyes till closed, dammed to
and triple-locked; then Mack and Billy dropped the giant stedl bar in place.

Al stopped, then he and the unicycle fainted.
There were crashes and thumps for two hours, then whimpering sounds and squedls for awhile.

They went in and beat what was |eft with big bars of slver, and put the broken Louisville Sugger back in
what was |€eft of the hole,

Asthey were warming their hands at the dying embers of the double fire outside the undertaker’ sthat
night, it began to snow. Before it was over, it snowed fiveinches.

1917

The captain walked by theNo Smooching sign in the park on hisway to talk to alocd store owner about
the third bresk-in in amonth. Thefirst two times the man had complained about the lack of police
concern, first to Teeheezd, then the mayor.

Last night it had happened again, while Patrolmen Al and Billy had been watching the place.

Hewas on hisway to tell the store owner it was an insdejob, and to stare the man down. If the
break-ins stopped, it had been the owner himsdf.

He passed by a hashhouse with asign outside that said “ Bratwurst and Sauerkraut 15¢.” As he watched,
the cook, wearing his hat and a knee-length apron, pulled the sign from the easel and replaced it with one
that said “Victory cabbage and sausage 15¢.”

There was a noise from the dleyway ahead, abunch of voices“get 'im, get 'im”; then out of the dley ran
something Teeheezd at firg thought wasarat or arabbit. But it didn’t move like either of them, though it
was moving asfagt asit could.

A group of men and women burst out onto the sireet with rocks and chunks of wood sailing in front of
them, thirty feet behind it. It dodged, then more people came from the other side of the street, and the
thing turned to run away downtown.

The crowd caught up with it. Therewas asingle yelp, then the thudding sounds of bricks hitting
something soft. Twenty people stood over it, their arms moving. Then they stopped and cleared off the
street and into the aleyways on ether sde without aword from anyone.

Teeheezd waked up to the pile of wood and stones with the rivulet of blood coming out from under it.

The captain knew the people to whom the dachshund had belonged, so he put it in aborrowed toe sack,
and took that and put it on their porch with anote. Sorry. Cpt. T.

When he got within sight of the station house, Patrolman Chester came running out. “ Captain! Captain!”
heydled.

“I know,” said Teeheezd. “We re a war with Germany.”

A month later another postcard arrived. It had aview of the Flatiron Building in New Y ork City, had a
Newark New Jersey postmark, and the usua address. On the left back it said:

Well, went to the first Sunday baseball game at the Polo Grounds. New Y ork’ s Finest would have made
you proud. They stood at attention at the nationa anthem then waited for the first pitch before they



arrested McGraw and Mathewson for the Blue Law violation. Y ou can imagine what happened next. My
credo is When it comes to a choice between areligion and baseball, basebal wins every time. Last time
| goto abal game until they find some way to play it a night. Haha. Will write more | ater.

—Angus

PS: Sorry about Buffao Bill.
1918

If every rumor were true, the Huns would be in the White House by now. Teeheezd had just seena
government motion picture (before the regular one) about how to spot the Kaiser in case hewasin the
neighborhood spreading panic stories or putting choleragermsin your reservoir.

Now, last night, one had spread through the whole Cdifornia coast about a U-boat landing. Everybody
was sure it had happened at San Pedro, or Long Beach, or maybe it was in Santa Barbara, or along the
Sun River, or somewhere. And somebody’ s cousin or uncle or friend had seen it happen, but when the
Army got there therewasn't atrace.

The blotter had fourteen calls noted. One of them reminded the Wilcox police that the President himself
was coming to Denver Colorado for a speech—coincidence, or what?

“I"'m tired of war and the rumors of war,” said Techeezdl.

“Well, people out here fed pretty helpless, watching what’ s going on ten thousand miles away. They got
to contribute to the war effortsomehows ,” said warus-mustached Patrolman Billy.

Innocently enough, Patrolmen Mack and Rube decided to swing down by therailroad yards on their way
infrom patrol. It wasn’t on their beat that night, but Sgt. Fatty had told them he' d seen some fat rabbits
down there last week, and, tomorrow being their days off, they were going to check it over before

buying new dingshots.

The patrol wagon careened by, men hanging on for dear life, picked up Teeheeza from hisfront yard,
and roared off toward the railroad tracks.

The three German sailors went down in atyphoon of shotgun fire and hardly dowed them down at dl.

What they did have trouble with was the giant lowland gorillain the spikedpickel haube hedmet, and the
eght-foot-high iron automaton with the letter Q stenciled acrossits chest.

The Federal men were al over the place; in the demolished railyard were two huge boxes marked for
ddivery to the Brown Pdacein Denver.

“Good work, Captain Teeheeza,” said the Secret Service man. “How’ d you get the lowdown on this?’
“Ask the two patrolmen,” he said.

At the same time, Mack and Rube said, “ Dogged, unrelenting police procedures.”

The postcard came later than usua that year, after the Armigtice.
It was aplain card, one sde for the address, the other for the message.
Well, herein Reykjavik things are redlly hopping. Today they became an independent nation, and the



firewater’ sflowing like the geysers. It' sgoing to be athree-day blind drunk for al | canfigure. Tell Sgt.
Fatty thefish aredl aslong as your leg here. Pretty neat country; not as cold asthe name. Last timell
come to a place where nobody’ s a work for aweek. Will write more later.

—Angus

PS: Read they’ re giving women over thirty in Britain the vote—can we be far behind? Haha.
PPS: | seem to have atouch of theflu.

1919

Sgt. Hank didn’t look up from the big thick book in his hand when Teeheezal came out of his office and
walked over and poured himsalf a cup of steaming coffee. Say whatever €l se about the Peace messin
Europe, it was good to be off rationing again. Teeheezal’ s nephew had actualy brought home some
butter and steaks from aregular grocery store and butcher’ s last week.

“What' s Wilson stepping in today?’

No answer.

“Hey!”

“Huh? Oh, gosh, Chief. Was dl wrapped up in thisbook. What' d you say?’

“ Asking about the President. Seen the paper?’

“It's here somewhere,” said Sgt. Hank. “ Sorry, Chief, but thisis about the greatest book | ever read.”
“Damn thick square thing,” said Teeheeza. He looked closdly at a page. “Hey, that’sakraut book!”
“Audria. Well, yeah, it'sby a German, but not like any German you ever thought of.”

Teeheezd tried to read it, from what he remembered of when he went to school in Pennsylvaniafifty
years ago. It wasfull of two-dollar words, the sentences were amilelong, and the verb was way down
at the bottom of the page.

“Thisdon’t make agoddamn bit of sense,” he said. “ This guy must be a college perfesser.”

“It' sgot acumulative effect,” said Sgt. Hank. “1t’ s about the rise of cultures and civilizations, and how
Third Century B.C. China sjust like France under Napoleon, and how dl civilizations grow and get
strong, and wither and die. Just like aplant or an animd, like they’ re dlive themsaves. And how when the
civilization gets around to being an empireit’ saready too late, and they dl end up with Caesarsand
Emperors and suchlike. Gosh, Chief, you can’t imagine. I’ ve read it twice aready, and every time | get
more and moreout of it . . .”

“Where d you get abook like that?’

“My cousin’sareporter at the Peace Commission conference—somebody told him about it, and he got
one sent to me, thought it’d be something | like. | hear it' saready out of print, and the guy’ srewriting it.”

“What ese doesthis prof say?’

“Wadl, gee A lot. Likel said, that al civilizations are more dike than not. That everything endsup in
winter, like, after aspring and summer and fall.” He pointed to the Cole picture on the wall—today it was
The Pastoral State . “Like, like the pictures. Only alot deeper. He says, for instance, that Europe’ stime
isover—"



“It don't take a goddamned geniusto knowthat ,” said Teeheezal.

“No—you don’t understand. He started writing thisin 1911, it says. He dready knew it was heading for
the big blooie. He saysthat Europe sturn’s over, being top dog. Now it’ sthe turn of America. . .
and...and Russa”

Teeheeza stared at the sergeant.

“Wejudt fought afuckin’ war to get rid of ideaslikethat,” he said. “How much isabook like that worth,
you think?’

“Why, it' s priceless, Chief. There aren’t any more of them. And it’sfull of grest ideas!”

Teeheeza reached in his pocket and took out a twenty-dollar gold piece (six weeks of Sgt. Hank’ s pay)
and put it on the sergeant’ s desk.

He picked up the big book by one corner of the cover, walked over, lifted the stove lid with the handle,
and tossed the book in.

“Wejus settled Germany’ shash,” said Teeheezad. “It comesto it, we'll settle Russia stoo.”
He picked up the sports section and went into his office and closed the door.

Sgt. Hank sat with his mouth open. He looked back and forth from the gold piece to the stove to the
picture to Teeheeza’ s door.

Hewas till doing that when Patrolmen Rube and Buster brought in someone on acharge of drunk and
disorderly.

1920

Captain Teeheezd turned hisModd T across the oncoming traffic at the corner of Conklin and
Arbuckle. He ignored the horns and sound of brakes and pulled into his parking place in front of the
dation house.

A shadow swept across the hood of his car, then another. He looked up and out. Two condors flew
againg the pink southwest sky where the orange ball of the sun was ready to set.

Sgt. Fatty was just coming into view down the street, carrying his big supper basket, ready to take over
the night shift.

Captain Teeheezal had been at ameeting with the new mayor about al the changes that were coming
when Wilcox wasincorporated as acity.

Sgt. Hank came running out, waving atelegram. “Thisjust came for you.”

Teeheeza tore open the Western Union envel ope.

TO: ALL POLICE DEPARTMENTS, ALL CITIES, UNITED STATESOF AMERICA

FROM: OFFICE OF THEATTORNEY GENERAL

1. VOLSTEAD ACT (PROHIBITION) ISNOW LAW STOPALL POLICE DEPARTMENTS EXPECTED TO ENFORCE
COMPLIANCE STOP

2.ROUND UPALL THE REDSSTOP

PALMER

Teeheeza and the sergeant raced to punch the big red button on the sergeant’ s desk near the three
phones. Bellswent off in the squad room in the tower atop the station. Sgt. Fatty’ s lunch basket wason



the sdewalk out front when they got back outside. He reappeared from around back, driving the black
box of atruck markedPolice Patrol , driving with one hand. And cranking the hand siren with the other,
until Sgt. Hank jumped in beside him and began working the siren on the passenger side.

Patrolmen came from everywhere, the squad room, the garage, running down the streets, their nightsticks
intheir hands—Al, Mack, Buster, Chester, Billy, and Rube—and jumped onto the back of the truck,
some missing, grabhing the back fender and being dragged until they righted themselves and climbed up
with their fellows.

Teeheeza stood on the running board, nearly faling off asthey hit the curb at the park across the street,
where the benches had aNo Petting sign above them.

“Head for the dago part of town,” said Teeheezd, taking his belt and holster through the window from
Sgt. Hank. “Here,” he said to the sergeant, knocking his hand away from the siren crank. “Lemme do
that!”

The world was ahigh screaming whine, and ablur of speed and nightsticksin motion when therewasa
job to be done.

| ntroduction: Occam'’s Ducks

I'm glad Oscar Micheaux and other filmmakers of the separate “race,” or black cinema of the teens
through thefifties, are getting their due. They made films, sometimes on less than nothing, sometimeswith
abudget that would approach one for aregular-movie short subject; to be shown in theatersin black
neighborhoodsin the North, and at segregated showings throughout the South (where the black audience
al sat in the ba conies, even though they were theonly onesthere; it was the same place they sat when a
regular Hollywood film was shown). Sometimes Micheaux would get some actors, shoot some photos
for fillsand lobby cards, and take them around the South, saying to theater owners, “Thisis knocking
’em dead in Harlem and Chicago, but | only have three prints. Give me twenty dollarsand I’ll guarantee
you'll get it first when | get the new prints.” With the money he and his coworkers got that way, he'd go
and make the movies, sometimes with different actors than had appeared in the dills.. . . (Roberts
Townsend and Rodriguez didn’tinvent credit-card filmmaking—it was just that credit cards weren't
around back then; if they had been, Micheaux could have saved lots of shoe leather . . .).

Starring in these race pictures (usudly the entire cast was black, with atoken Honky or two) were black
entertainers from vaudeville, theater, thereal movies (these were the only timesthey’ d ever haveleadsin
films and be top-billed); plus people who seem toonly have acted in race movies (and who probably had
day jobs). The filmswere comedies, dramas, horror movies, gangster films, backstage musicals, even
Wegterns (Harlem on the Prairie, The Bronze Buckaroo ). In other words, the same stuff as
Hollywood, only different—all the actors were black and they weren't under the Production Code, the
béte noire of regular filmmaking from 1934 through the latefifties.

Black actors hopped back and forth from playing comedy redlief, snging convicts, elevator operators,
musicians, and back-lot nativesin real moviesto thesefilms.

This story is dedicated to two people; the oneto Mr. Moreland is self-explanatory after you' ve read the
story. | needed someone about five years older for my purposes, but I’ m not making up much. Mantan
Moreland' sfilmography is about as eclectic aone asyou'll find, outsde Andy Devine's, Liond
Stander’s, and Kate Freeman’s. He was everywhere, he did everything; this was besides vaudeville and
service-gtation openings too, | assume. And unlike them, he wasin a couple of dozen race movies
besides.



The other dedicatee takes alittle explaining. Icky Twerp was Bill Camfield, who worked for KTVT
Channel 11 in Ft. Worth in the’50s and ' 60s. In the afternoons and on Saturday mornings he was Icky
Twerp, with a pinhead cowboy hat, big glasses, and some truly Bad Hair; he showed the Stooges on
Sam-Bang Theater , with the help of gorilla stagehands named Ajax and Delphinium, ona
pedal-powered projector he mounted like a bicycle, from which sparks shot out. That' s Six days aweek
of live TV: But wait! There’'s morel—Saturday nights he was Gorgon, the host of Horror Chiller
Shocker Theater (which rantheShock Theater package of Universal classics plus some dreck). Unlike
Count Floyd, hewasgood : Not only that, he did stuff with videotape, then initsinfancy, that matched
some of what Kovacs was doing. Sinceitlooked readl, kids would scream and yell, “How' d he do that?”

| think hisred job, the one he' d been hired for, was as announcer and newsman. Besides all that, when
Cap’' n Swabbie (another newsman) had had too much spinach the night before, Camfield filled infor him
onPopeye Theater , on just beforeSam-Bang . . . .

What doesthat have to do with race pictures? Not much. But Camfield and Mordland arewhat it' s all
about; work where, when, and how you can. And be funnier than hell, which both of them were. They're
both gone. | missthem.

Twist the dia on your Weibach Machineto just after WWI. . ..

Occam’s Ducks

Producers Releasing Corporation Executive: Bill, you' re forty-five minutes behind your shooting
schedule.

Beaudine: Y ou mean, someone swaiting to see this crgp??
—William “One-Shot” Beaudine

For aweek, latein the year 1919, some of the most famous people in the world seemed to have
dropped off its surface.

The Griffith Company, filming the motion pictureThe Idol Dancer , with the pam trees and beaches of
Florida standing in for the South Sess, took a shooting bresk.

The mayor of Fort Lauderdaeinvited them for atwelve-hour cruise aboard his yacht, theGray Duck .
They sailed out of harbor on abeautiful November morning. Just after noon alate-season hurricane
dammed out of the Caribbean.

There was no word of the movie people, the mayor, hisyacht, or the crew for five days. The Coast
Guard and the Navy sent out every available ship. Two seagplanes flew over shipping lanes asthe sorm
abated.

Richard Barthelmess came down to Forida at first news of the disappearance, while the hurricane till
raged. He went out with the crew of the Great War U-boat chaser, theBerry Idands . The seaswere so
rough the captain ordered them back in after Sx hours.

The days stretched on; three, four. The Hearst newspapers put out extras, speculating on the fate of
Griffith, Gish, the other actors, the mayor. The wesather cleared and cam returned. There were no
sghtings of debrisor oil dicks. Reporters did stories on theMarie Celeste mystery. Hearst himself cdled
in spiritudistsin an attempt to contact the presumed dead director and stars.

On the morning of the sixth day, the happy yachting party sailed back in to harbor.



Fird there were sghs of relief.

Then the reception soured. Someone in Hollywood pointed out that Griffith’s next picture, to be released
nationwide in three weeks, was cadledThe Greatest Question and was about life after death, and the
attempts of mediumsto contact the dead.

W. R. Hearst was not amused, and he told the editors not to be amused, either.

Griffith shrugged his shoulders for the newsmen. “ A storm came up. The captain put in a the nearest
idand. Werode out the cyclone. We had plenty to eat and drink, and when it was over, we came back.”

Theidand was cadled Whae Cay. They had been buffeted by the heavy seas and torrentid rainsthe first
day and night, but made do by lantern light and dectric torches, and the dancing fire of the lightning in the
bay around them. They dept stacked like cordwood in the crowded bel owdecks.

They had breakfasted in the sunny eye of the hurricane late next morning up on deck. Many of the movie
people had had strange dreams, which they related asthe far-wall clouds of the back half of the hurricane
moved lazily toward them.

Nell Hamilton, the matinee idol who had posed for paintings on the cover of theSaturday Evening Post
during the Great War, told hisdream. Hewasin along valley with high cliffs surrounding him. On every
sde, asfar as he could see, the ground, the arroyos were covered with the bones and tusks of € ephants.
Thelr cyclopean skullsweretumbled at al angles. There were millionsand millions of them, asif every
pachyderm that had ever lived had died there. It was near dark, the Sky overhead paling, the jumbled
bones around him becoming purple and inditinct.

Over the narrow valey, againgt the early stars a strange light appeared. It came from a searchlight
somewhere beyond the cliffs, and projected onto a high bank of noctilucent cirrus was awinged black
shape. From somewhere behind him atel ephone rang with asense of urgency. Then hel d awakened with
adart.

Lillian Gish, who'd only arrived a the dock the morning they Ieft, going directly from theFlorida Special
to the yacht, had spent the whole week before at the new studio at Mamaroneck, New Y ork, overseeing
its completion and directing her Sister in acomedy feature. On the tossing, pitching yacht, she'd had a
terrible time getting to deep. She had dreamed, she said, of being an old woman, or being dressed like
one, and carrying a Browning semiautomatic shotgun. She was being stalked through aswamp by a
crazed man with words tattooed on hisfists, who sang hymns as he followed her. She was very
frightened in her nightmare, she said, not by being pursued, but by the idea of being old. Everyone
laughed at that.

They asked David Wark Griffith what he’ d dreamed of. “Nothing in particular,” he said. But hehad
dreamed: Therewas aland of fire and eruptions, where men and women clad in anima skins fought
againg giant crocodiles and lizards, much likein hisfilm of ten years before, Man *sGenesis . Ha Roach,
the upstart competing producer, was there, too, looking older, but he seemed to be telling Griffith what to
do. D. W. couldn’t imagine such athing. Griffith attributed the dream to therolling of the ship, and to an
especidly fine bowl of turtle soup he' d eaten that morning aboard theGray Duck , before the storm hit.

Another person didn’t tell of his dreams. He saw no reason to. He was the stubby steward who kept
them al rocking with laughter through the storm with his antics and jokes. He said nothing to the film
people, because he had adream so very puzzling to him, adream unlike any other he’' d ever had.

He had been somewhere; astage, aroom. He wore some kind of livery; adoorman’s or a chauffeur’'s
outfit. There was abig Swede standing right in front of him, and the Swedish guy was made up likea



Japanese or a Chinaman. He had a big mustache like Dr. Fu Manchu on the book jackets, and he wore
atropica planter’ ssuit and hat. Then thisyoung Filipino guy had run into the room yelling amile aminute,
and the Swede asked, “Why number-three son making noise like motorboat?’, and the Filipino yelled
something else and ran to acloset door and opened it, and awhite feller fell out of it with aknifein his
back.

Then avoice behind the steward said, “ Cut!” and then said, “Let’ sdo it again,” and the guy with the knife
in hisback got up and went back into the closet, and the Filipino guy went back out the door, and the big
Swede took two puffs on a Camel and handed it to someone and then just stood there, and the voice
behind the steward said to him, “Okay,” and then, “ Thistime, Mantan, bug your eyes out alittle more.”
The dream made no sense at all.

After their return on the yacht, the seward had performed at the wrap party for the productions. An Elk
saw him, and they hired him to do their next initiation follies. Then he won a couple of amateur nights, and
played theatersin a couple of nearby towns. He fetched and carried around at the mayor’ s house in the
daytime, and rolled audiencesin theaides a night.

One day early in 1920, he looked in his monthly pay envelope and found it was about a quarter of what
he' d earned in the theater the last week.

He gave natice, hit the boards running, and never looked back.

So it wasthat two yearslater, on April 12, 1922, Mantan Brown found himself, at eight in the morning, in
front of alarge building in Fort Lee, New Jersey. He had seen the place the year before, when he had
been playing atheater down the street. Before the Great War, it had been part of Nestor or Centaur, or
maybe the Thantouser Film Company. The Navy had taken it over for ayear to make toothbrushing and
trench-foot moviesto show new recruits, and filmsfor the public on how to spot the Kaiser in case he
wasworking in disguise on your block.

It was acommercid studio again, but now for rent by the day or week. Most film production had moved
out to the western coadt, but there were still afew—in Jersey, out on Agtoria, in Manhattan itself—doing
somekind of businessin the East.

Mantan had ferried over before sunup, taken a streetcar, and checked in to the nearby hotel, one that let
Negroes stay there aslong asthey paid in advance.

Hewent indgde, past adesk and ayawning guard who waved him on, and found aguy in coveralswith a
broom, which, Mantan had learned in two yearsin the business, was where you went to find out stuff.

“I’'mlooking for The Man with the Shoes,” he said.
“You and everybody €l se,” said the handyman. He squinted. “1 seen you somewhere before.”
“Not unlessyou pay to get in places| wouldn't,” said Mantan.

“Besse Smith?’ said theworkman. “I mean, you' re not Besse Smith. But why | think of her when | see
you?’

Mantan smiled. “Toured with her and Ma Rainey last year. | tried to tell jokes, and people threw bricks
and things at metill they came back on and sang. Theater Owners Booking Agency. The TOBA
creuit.”

The guy smiled. “Tough On Black Asses, huh?’



“Y ou got thet right.”

“Wall, | thought you were pretty good. Caught you somewhere in the City. Went therefor the jazz.”
“Thank you—"

“Willie” Thejanitor stuck out his hand, shook Mantan’s.

“Thank you, Willie. Mantan Brown.” He looked around. “ Can you tell me what the hoodoo’ s going on
here?’

“Beatsme. | donethestrangest things| ever done this past week. | work here—at the studio itsdlf,
fetchin® and carryin’ and ridin’ amop. Guy rented it two weeks ago—qguy with the shoesis named Mr.
Meigter, ared yegg. He must be makin' arace movie—the waiting room, second down the hdl to the
left—l ooks like Conni€' s Club on Saturday night after all the dummers|eft. The guy directing the
thing—Me gter’ sjust the watch chain—name' s Savo, Marce Slavo. Nice guy, rea ddiberate and
intense—somethin’ swrong with him, looks like ajakeleg or blizzard-bunny to me—he' s got some gresat
scheme or somethin'. | been painting scenery for it. Don’'t make sense. Y ou’ d think they were making
anotherIntolerance , but they only got cameras coming in Thursday and Friday, shooting timefor a
two-reder. Other than that, Mr. Brown, | don’t know a thing more than you do.”

“Thanks”

Thewaiting room wasn't like Conni€’'s; it was likea TOBA tent-show dumnus reunion. Therewas|ots
of ydling and hooting when he camein.

“Mantan!” “Why, Mr. Brown!” “Looky who's herel”
As he shook hands he saw he was the only comedian there.

There was a pretty young woman, a high-yellow he hadn’t seen before, sitting very quietly by hersdlf. She
had on a green wool dress and toque, and a weasd-trimmed wrap rested on the back of her chair.

“Somethin’, huh?’ asked Le Roi Chicken, adancer from Harlem who' d been in revues withboth Moran
and Mackand Buck and Bubbles. “Her name' s Pauline Christian.”

“Hey, Mr. Brown,” said someone across the room. “I thought you was just acaution inMantan of the

Apes !”

Mantan smiled, pleased. They’ d made the film in three days, mosily in the Authentic African Gardens of a
white guy’ s plantation house in Sealdand, Georgia, during the mornings and afternoons before his
tent-shows at night. Somebody had caled somebody who' d called somebody eseto get him the job. He
hadn’t seen the film yet, but from what he remembered of making it, it was probably pretty funny.

“I'm herefor thefive dollarsaday, just likeal of you,” he said.
“That' sfunny,” said fifteen peoplein unison, “usal isgettingten dollarsaday!”

While they were laughing, adoor opened in the far corner. A tough white mug who looked like an icebox
smoking acigar came out, yelled for quiet, and read names off aligt.

Mantan, Pauline Christian, and L orenzo Fairwesther were taken into an office.
“Welcome, welcome,” said Mr. Me ster, who was a shorter version of the guy who'd cdled off the



names on the clipboard.

Marced Slavo sat in achair facing them. Willie had been right. Slavo had dark spots under his eyes and
looked like he dept with hisface on awaffleiron. He was pae asadug, and smoking aFatimain a
holder.

“The others, the extras, will befitted today, then sent home. They’ll be back Thursday and Friday for the
shooting. Y ou three, plus Lafayette Monroe and Arkady Jackson, are the principas. Mr. Me ster
here’—Meister waved to them and Marcel continued— has got money to shoot atwo-redler race
picture. Hisfriends would like to expand their movie investments. W€ Il go on to the script later, rehearse
tomorrow and Wednesday, and shoot for two days. | know that’ s unusua, not theway you'real used to
working, but thisisn't the ordinary two-reder. | want usal to be proud of it.”

“And l—and my backers—want it in the can by Friday night,” said Mr. Meigter.
They laughed nervoudy.

“Thetwo other principaswill join us Wednesday. We can cover most of their shots Thursday
afternoon,” said Savo.

He then talked with Lorenzo about the plays he' d been in, and with Mantan about his act. “ Mantan of
the Apeswaswhy | wanted you,” he said. “And Pauline,” he turned to her, “you’ ve got great potentidl. |
saw you inUpholding the Race last week. A smal part, but you brought something to it. | think we can
make afunny satire here, one people will remember.” He seemed tired. He stopped a moment.

“And—7? sad Meiger.

“And | want to thank you. There’'samovie out there right now. It' s the apotheosis of screen art—"
“What?" asked Lorenzo.

“The bee' sknees,” said Mantan.

“Thank you, Mr. Brown. It' sthe epitome of moviemaking. It'sin trouble because it was madein
Germany; veterans groups picketing outside, dl that stuff everywhereit plays. There' s never been
anything likeit, not in America, France, or Italy. And it’sjust abunch of bohunks keeping people avay
fromit. Well, it' sart, and they can't Sop it.”

“And,” said Megter conspiratoridly, “they can't keep usfrom sending it up, making acomedy of it, and
making some bucks.”

“Now,” said Savo, dl business. “I’d like you to make yoursaves comfortable, while | read through what
we ve got for you. Some of thetitlesarejust roughs, you'll get the idea though, so bear with me. We'll
have atitle writer go over it after we finish the shooting and cutting. Here' s the scene: We open on ashot
of cotton fieldsin Alabama, usua stuff; then we comein on asign: County Fair September 15-22. Then
we come down on a shot of the side-show booths, the midway, big posters, et cetera.”

And 0 it was that Mantan Brown found himsdlf in the production of The Medicine Cabinet of Dr.
Killpatient .

Mantan was on the set, watching them paint scenery.
Savo was rehearsing Lafayette Monroe and Arkady Jackson, who'd comein that morning. They were



gill inthair street clothes. Monroe must have been seven feet threeinches tall.

“Herewe go,” said Savo, “try these.” What he' d given L afayette were two halves of Ping-Pong balls
with black dots drawn on them. The giant placed them over hiseyes.

“Man, man,” said Arkady.

Savo was back ten feet, holding both arms and hands out, one inverted, forming a square with his
thumbs and index fingers.

“Perfect!” hesad. “Mantan?’

“Yes, Mr. Savo?

“Let’stry the scene where you back around the corner and bump into him.”
“Okay,” said Brown.

They ran through it. Mantan backed into L afayette, did afreeze, reached back, turned, did adouble
take, and was gone.

Arkady was rolling on the floor. The Ping-Pong balls popped off Lafayette’ s face as he exploded with
laughter.

“Okay,” said Savo, catching his breath. “Okay. Thistime, Lafayette, just as he touches you, turn your
head down alittle and toward him. Sowly, but just soyou' re looking a him when he' slooking at you.”

“| can't seeathing, Mr. Savo.”

“There |l be holesin the pupilswhen we do it. And remember, aline of smoke' s going to come up from
the floor where Mr. Brownwas when we get finished with thefilm.”

“I'mafraid I'll bust out laughing,” said Lafayette.

“Jugt think about money,” said Slavo. “Let’ sgo through it one moretime. Only thistime, Mantan . . .”
“Yes gr?

“Thistime, Mantan, bug your eyes out alittle bit more.”

The hair stood up on his neck.

“Yesdr, Mr. Savo.”

The circlesunder Savo’s eyes seemed to have darkened as the day wore on.

“I would have liked to have gone out to the West Coast with everyone else,” he said, asthey took a
break during the run-throughs. “Then | realized this was awide-open field, the race pictures. | make
exactly the movies | want. They go out to 600 theatersin the North, and 850 in the South. They make
money. Some go into state' srights distribution. I'm happy. Guyslike Mr. Meister are happy—" He
looked up to the catwak overhead where Meister usualy watched from, “ The people who see the films

are happy.”

He put another cigarettein hisholder. “I livelike | want,” he said. Then, “Let’s get back to work,
people.”



“Youtdl her inthisscene,” said Savo, “that aslong as you' re hedled, she has nothing to fear from the
somnam—from what Lorenzo refersto asthe Sleepy Guy.”

He handed Mantan adim straight razor.

Mantan looked at him. Pauline looked back and forth between them.

“Yes, Mr. Brown?’ asked Slavo.

“Wdl, Mr. Savo,” hesaid. “Thisfilm’sgoing out to every Negro theater inthe U.S. of A, isn't it?’
“yYes”

“Wdl, you'll have everybody laughingat it, but notwith it.”

“What do you mean?’

“Thisisthekind of razor cadets use to trim their mustaches before they go down to the dockyardsto
wait for the newest batch of Irish women for the sporting houses.”

“Wadll, that’ sthe incongruity, Mr. Brown.”
“Willie?Willie?’

The workman appeared. “Willie, get $2.50 from Mr. Meister, and run down to the drugstore and get a
Double Duck Number 2 for meto use.”

“What the hell?" asked Meister, who' d been watching. “A tree’ satree. A rock’sarock. A razor'sa
razor. Usethat one.”

“It won't beright, Mr. Meigter. Mainly, it won't be as funny asitcan be.”
“It'satiny razor,” said Meger. “It’ sfunny, if youthink it can defend both of you.”
Savo watched and waited.

“Have you seen thefilms of Mr. Mack Sennett?’ asked Brown.

“Who hasn’t? But he can’t get work now either,” said Meigter.

“I mean hisearlier suff. Kops. Custard. Women in bathing suits.”

“Of course”

“Wél, Mr. Sennett once said, if you bend it, it’ sfunny. If you break it, it isn't.”

“Now adarkieistelling me about the Aristophanic roots of comedy!” said Me ster, throwing up his
hands. “What about this theory of Sennett’s?’

“If | usethelittlerazor,” said Mantan, “it bresks.”

Meigter looked at him amoment, then reached in his pocket and pulled three big greenbacks off aroll
and handed them to Willie. Willieleft.

“I want to seethis” said Meister. He crossed hisarms. “Good thing you' re not getting paid by the hour.”



Williewas back in five minutes with arectangular box. Insde was a cold stainless stedl thing,
mother-of-pearl handled with agold thumb-stop, haf the size of amest cleaver. It could have been used
to dry-shave the mane off one of Mack Sennett’ slionsin fifteen secondsflat.

“Let’'sseeyou bendthat !” said Meigter.

They rehearsed the scene, Mantan and Pauline. When Brown flourished the razor, opening it with aquick
look, ashift of his eyes each way, three guys who' d stopped painting scenery to watch fell downinthe
corner. Meister |eft.

Savo sad, “For the next scene. . .”

* * %

It was easy to see Savo wasn't getting whatever it was that was keeping him going.

Thefirs morning of filming was anightmare. Savo wasirritable. They shot sequentidly for the most part
(with acouple of major scenes held back for the next day). All the takes with the extras at the carnival
were done early that morning, and some of them let go, with enough remaining to cover theinsertswith
the principas.

The st itsdf was disorienting. The painted shadows and reflections were so convincing Mantan found
himsdlf squinting when moving away from apainted wall because he expected bright light to be in hiseyes
there. There was no redl light on the set except that which camein from the old overhead glass roof of

the studio, and afew arc lights used for fill.

Thewalswere painted at odd angles; the merry-go-round was only two feet tall, with people standing
around it. The Ferriswhed was an dllipsoid of neon, with one car with people (two Negro midgets) init,
the others diminishingly smaler, then larger around the circumference. The tents looked like something
out of aJamaicaginger extract-addict’ s nightmare.

Then they filmed the scene of Dr. Killpatient at his sideshow, opening his giant medicine cabinet. The
front wasamirror, likein ahotd bathroom. There was a crowd of extras standing in front of it, but what
was reflected was a distant, windswept mountain (and in Alabama, too). Mantan watched them do the
scene. Asthe cabinet opened, the mountain disappeared; the image reveded was of Mantan, Pauline,
Lorenzo, and the extras.

“How’d you do that, Mr. Slavo?’ asked one of the extras.

“Fort Leemagic,” said Megter from his position on the catwalk above.

At last the morning was over. Asthey broke for lunch they heard loud voices coming from Meigter’s
office. They al went to the drugstore across the sireet.

“I hear it ssnow,” said Arkady.

“Jeke”

“Morphine”

“He skicking the gong around,” said another extra.

One guy who had read alot of books said, “He s got asurfeit of the twentieth century.”

“Whatever, thisfilm’s gonna scare the be eezus out of Georgia, funny or not.”



Mantan said nothing. He chewed at his sandwich dowly and drank his cup of coffee, looking out the
window toward the cold fagade of the sudio. It looked just like any other warehouse building.

Savo was adifferent man when they returned. He moved very dowly, taking histime setting things up.

“Okay ...let's. .. dothisright. And dl the extras can go home early. Lafayette,” he said to the black
giant, who was putting in his Ping-Pong bal eyes, “carry . . . Pauline acrossto left. Out of sight around
the pyramid. Then, extras. Come on, jJump around alot. Shake your torches. Then off Ieft. Smple. Easy.
Places. Camera. Action! That’sright, that’ s right. Keep moving, Lafe, dow but steady. Kick some more,
Pauline. Good. Now. Show some disgust, people. Y ou' reindignant. HE s got your choir soloist from the
A.M.E. church. That'sit. Take—"

“Stop it! Stop the camerathing. Cut!” yelled Meister from the catwalk.
“What?” ydled Savo.

“Youtherel You! ” yelled Meger. “Areyou blind?’

An extrawearing sunglasses pointed to himsdlf. “Me?’

“If youain't blind, whet' re you doing with sunglasses on? It snight!”

“How the hdll would anybody know?’ asked the extra, looking around at the painted square moon in the
sky. “Thisisthe most fucked-up thing | ever been involved withinal my life”

“You can say that again,” said someone dse.

“You,” said Megter to thefirgt extra. “ Y ou'refired. Get out. Y ou only get paid through lunch.” He
climbed down as the man started to leave, throwing historch with the papier-méché flames on the floor.
“Givemeyour hat,” said Meister. Hetook it from the man. He jammed it on his head and walked over
with the rest of the extras, who had moved back off-camera. “1I’ll do the damn scene mysdif.”

Savo doubled up with laughter in hischair.
“What? What isit?’ asked Meiger.

“If .. .if they’'regoing to noticeaguy . . . with sunglasses,” laughed Savo, “they’re. . . damn sure gonna
notice awhite man!”

Megter ood fuming.

“Herego,” said Mantan, walking over to the producer. He took the hat from him, pulled it down over his
eyes, took off his coat. He got in the middle of the extras and picked up an unused pitchfork. “Nobody’ |l
notice one more darkie,” he said.

“Let’'sdoit, then,” said Savo. “Pauline? Lafayette?’

“Meger,” said avoice behind them. Three white guysin dark suits and shirts sood there. How long they
had been watching no one knew. “Meigter, let'sgo talk,” said one of them.

Y ou could hear loud noises through thewalls of Meister’ s office. Meister came out inthemiddle of a
take, cdling for Savo.

“Goddamnit to hell!” said Savo. “Cut!” He charged into Meister’ s office. Therewas moreyelling. Theniit



was quiet. Then only Meister was heard.

L afayette Monroe took up most of the floor, sprawled out, drinking water from a quart jug. Hewore a
black body suit, and had one of the Ping-Pong balls out of his eye socket. Arkady had on his doctor’s
costume—frock coat, hair like a screech owl, big round glasses, gloveswith dark lines drawn on the
backs of them. A big wobbly crooked cane rested across his knees.

Pauline fanned hersdf with the hem of her long white nightgown.
“I amdl trouble,” said Lorenzo. “Big trouble.”
The guyswith the dark suits came out and went past them without alook.

Meister came out. He took his usua place, clambering up the ladder to the walkway above the set. He
leaned on alight railing, saying nothing.

After awhile, a shaken-looking Marce Slavo came outt.

“Ladiesand gentlemen,” he said. “Let’ sfinish this scene, then set up the next one. By that time, ther€'ll be
another gentleman here to finish up today, and to direct you tomorrow. | am off thisfilm after the next
scene. . . S0 let’s make this take a good one, okay?’

They finished the chase setup, and the pursuit. Slavo came and shook their hands, and hugged Pauline.
“Thank you dl,” he said, and walked out the door.

Ten minutes later another guy camein, taking off his coat. Helooked up at Meigter, at the actors, and
sad, “Another coon pitcher, huh? Gimme five minutes with the script.” He went into Meister’ s office.

Five minuteslater he was out again. “What aload of hooey,” he said. “Okay,” he said to Mantan and the
other actors, “Who’' swho?’

When they were through the next afternoon, Meister peded bills off aroll, gave each of the principalsan
extrafivedollars, and said, “Keep in touch.”

Mantan took hisfriend Freemore up to the place they told him Marcel Savo lived.
They knocked three times before there was amuffled answer.

“Oh, Mr. Brown,” said Savo, as he opened the door. “Who' sthis?’

“Thisis Joe Freemore. W€ re just heading out on the ‘ chitlin circuit’ again.”

“Wadll, | can't do anything for you,” said Savo. “I'm through. Haven't you heard?1’m al washed up.”
“We wanted to show you our act.”

“Why me?

“Becauseyou'reanimpartid audience,” said Mantan.

Savo went back in, sat in achair at the table. Mantan saw that aong with bootleg liquor bottles and
ashtrays full of Fatimaand Spud butts, the two razors from the movie lay on the table. Savo followed his

gaze.



“Souvenirs” he said. “ Something to remind me of al my work. | remember what you said, Mr. Brown. It
has been agreat lesson to me.”

“Comfortable, Mr. Savo?’ asked Freemore.

“Okay. Rallick me”

“Empty stage,” said Mantan. “Joeand | meet.”

“Why, hello!” said Joe.

“Gally, hi,” said Mantan, pumping hishand. “1 ain't seen you snce—"
“—it waslonger ago than that. Y ou had just—"

“—that’sright. And | hadn’t been married for more than—"
“—seemed alot longer than that. Say, did you hear about—"

“—you don't say! Why, | saw her not more than—"

“—it'sthetruth! And the cops say she looked—"

“—that bad, huh? Who' d have thought it of her? Why she used to look—"
“—gpeaking of her, did you hear that her husband—"

“—what? How could he have done that? He dways—"

“—yeeh, but not thistime. | tdl you he—"

“—that’ simpossible! Why, they told me he d—"

“—that long, huh? Well, got to go. Give my best to—"

“—I surewill. Goodbye.”

“Goodbye.”

They turned to Savo.

“They’ll loveit downin Missssppi,” hesad.

It was two weeks later, and the South Carolina weather was the crummiest, said thelocas, in hdf a
century. It had been raining—a steady, continuous, monotonous thrumming—for three days.

Mantan stopped under the hotel marquee, looking out toward a gray two-by-four excuse for acity park,
where a couple of ducks and a goose were kicking up their feet and enjoying lifeto itsfullest.

He went inside and borrowed a Columbia newspaper from the catatonic day manager. He went up the
four flightsto his semiluxury room, took off his sopping raincoat and threw it over the three-dollar Louis
Quatorze knock-off chair, and spread the paper out on the bed.

He was reading the national news page when he came across the story from New Jersey.

The police said that, according to witnesses, during the whole time of the attack, the razor-wielding



maniac had kept repesating, “Bend, d-nit, don’t break! Bend, d-nit, don’t break!”

The names of the victims were unknown to Mantan, but the attacker’ s name was Me ster.

Twenty yearslater, while hewasfilmingMr. Pilgrim Progresses , alady brought him aWar Bond
certificate, and alobby card for him to autograph.

The card was fromThe Medicine Cabinet of Dr. Killpatient, Breezy Laff Riot . There were no credits
on it, but there on the card were Mantan, Pauline Christian, and Lorenzo Fairweather, and behind them
the giant Lafayette Monroein his medicine cabinet.

Mantan signed it with a great flourish with one of those huge pencils you get at county fairswhen you
knock down the Arkansas kitty.

He had never seen thefilm, never knew till now that it had been released.
Asthe lady walked away, he wondered if the film had been any good at all.

—For Mr. Moreland, and for Icky Twerp.

| ntroduction: Der Untergang des
Abendlandesmenschen

Thisisan early story, and has had aremarkably long life (neither of its subjects ever gets stde); it was
written in early 1975, and came out on that glorious day, the first one of MidAmericon, the 1976 World
Science Fiction Convention in Kansas City, when six of my storieswere on sde at once. (Y ou tell that to
kids nowadays, they won't believe you.) In fact, I’d made the editors of this one pay mein cash at the
convention, because | knew I'd need it there. . . .

Thisisthe most movie-movie of my stories—it takes placeinsde one, which none of the othersdo (well,
does part of “French Scenes’ or doesn't it?). The others are about making movies, or the results, or
some sSidebar. It takesawhileto figure thisout (but | justtold you). It' s about German Expressionist
cinema, some years before Woody Allen’ sShadows and Fog ; it's about cowboy-heroes; it' sgot it al:
action, adventure, humor, chills, the mora message.

Thisisthe second timein the book (though the first in terms of when it was written) you' |l run across
Oswald Spengler in my stories; thistime, thetitle. His book was an international bestsdller (two volumes
of truly heavy-going history/philosophy) current at about the time this story takes place. Spengler’ stitle
was trand ated over here asThe Decline of the West ; mine for the story comes out “ The Undergoing of
the Men of the Western Lands’ or “ Sunset of the Cowboy,” if you will. It seemed to fit, from thefirst day
| started work on this.

David J. Skd, inhisV Isfor Vampire (1995), an encyclopedic treatment of the subject, touches on some
of the same matter in acouple of entries, without his ever having read this story. It wasout there , dl the
time; | wasjust thefirgt guy to have written about it.

Der Untergang des Abendlandesmenschen

They rode through the flickering landscape to the tune of organ music.



Bronco Billy, short like an old sailor, and William S,, tall and rangy as awindblown pine. Their faces,
their horses, the landscape al darkened and became light; were at firgt inditinct, then sharp and clear as
they rode across one ridge and down into the valley beyond.

Ahead of them, in much darker shades, was the city of Bremen, Germany.

Except for the organ and piano music, it was quiet in most of Europe.

In the vaults below the Opera, in the City of Lights, Erik the phantom played theToccata and Fugue
while the sawersran blackly by.

In Berlin, Cesare the somnambulist dept. His mentor Cdigari lectured a the University, and waited for
his chance to send the monster through the streets.

Alsoin Berlin, Dr. Mabuse was dead and could no longer control the underworld.
Butin Bremen. ..

In Bremen, something walked the night.

Tothecities of chinaeggsand dalls, in the time of sawdust bread and the price of sx million marksfor a
postage slamp, came Bronco Billy and William S. They had ridden hard for two days and nights, and the
horses were heavily lathered.

They reined in, and tied their mounts to a streetlamp on the Wilhemstrasse.

“What say we get adrink, William S.?7” asked the shorter cowboy. “All thisdamn flickering givesme a
headache.”

William S. struck a pose three feet away from him, turned his head left and right, and stepped up to the
doors of theGasthaus before them.

With his high-pointed hat and checked shirt, William S. looked like awegtherbesten scarecrow, or a
child’sversion of Abraham Lincoln before the beard. His eyeswere like shiny glass, through which some
inner hdllfires shone.

Bronco Billy hitched up his pants. He wore Levis, which on him looked too large, adark vest, lighter
shirt, big leather chapswith three tassds at hip, knee, and calf. His hat seemed three sizestoo big.

Inside the tavern, things were murky gray, black, and stark white. And dways, the flickering.

They sat down at atable and watched the clientele. Ex-soldiers, in the remnants of uniforms, seven years
after the Great War had ended. The unemployed, spending their last few coins on beer. The air wasthick
with gray smoke from pipes and cheap cigarettes.

Not too many people had noticed the entrance of William S. and Bronco Billy.
Two had.

“Quirt!” said an American captain, his hand on his drinking buddy, a sergeant.
“What?" asked the sergeant, his hand on the barmaid.

“Look who's herel”



The sergeant peered toward the haze of flickering gray smoke where the cowboys sat.
“Damn!” hesaid.

“Want to go over and chat with’em?” asked the captain.

“& Yot $no!” cursed the sergeant. “Thisain't our #%& * 1*ing picture.”

“I suppose you'reright,” said the captain, and returned to hiswine.

“Y ou must remember, my friend,” said William S. after the waiter brought them beer, “that there can be
no rest in the pursuit of evil.”

“Yeah, but hell, William S,, thisisalong way from home.”

William S, lit amatch, put it to abriar pipe containing his favorite shag tobacco. He puffed on it afew
moments, then regarded his companion across histankard.

“My dear Bronco Billy,” he said. “No placeistoo far to go in order to thwart the forces of darkness.
Thisis something Dr. Helioglabulus could not handle by himself, €lse he should not have summoned us”

“Yeah, but William S., my butt’ s sore as arizen after two daysin the saddle. | think we should bunk
down before we see this doctor fellow.”

“Ah, that’ swhere you' rewrong, my friend,” said thetall, hawk-nosed cowboy. “ Evil never degps. Men
mug.”

“Wel, ’'maman,” said Bronco Billy. “I say let'sdeep.”

Just then, Dr. Helioglabulus entered the tavern.

He was dressed as a Tyrolean mountain guide, inLederhosen and feathered cap, climbing boots and
suspenders. He carried with him an dpenstock, which made alargeclunk each timeit touched the floor.

He walked through the flickering darkness and smoke, and stood in front of the table with the two
cowboys.

William S. had risen.

“Dr—" he began.

“Eulenspiegd,” said the other, an admonitory finger to hislips.

Bronco Billy rolled his eyes heavenward.

“Dr. Eulenspiegd, I’ d like you to meet my associate and chronicler, Mr. Bronco Billy.”
The doctor clicked his hedstogether.

“Have achair,” said Bronco Billy, pushing one out from under the table with hisboot. He tipped his hat
up off hiseyes.

The doctor, in his comic operaouitfit, sat.

“Helioglabulus,” whispered William S, “whatever are you up to?’



“I had to comeincognito. Thereare. . . otherswho should not learn of my presence here.”
Bronco Billy looked from one to the other and rolled hiseyes again.

“Then the gameisafoot?’ asked William S., hiseyes more dight than ever.

“Game such as man has never before seen,” said the doctor.

“I see” said William S, hiseyes narrowing as he drew on hispipe. “Moriarty?’

“Much moreevil.”

“Moreevil?” asked the cowboy, hisfingertips pressed together. “1 cannot imagine such.”

“Neither could I, up until aweek ago,” said Helioglabulus. “ Since then, the city has experienced
wholesdeterrors. Rats run the streets at night, invade houses. Thistavern will be deserted by nightfall.
The people lock their doors and say prayers, evenin thisage. They are reverting to the old supertitions.”

“They have just cause?’ asked William S.

“A week ago, aship pulled into the pier. On board was—one man!” He paused for dramatic effect.
Bronco Billy was unimpressed. The doctor continued. “The crew, the passengers were gone. Only the
captain was aboard, lashed to the whed. And he was—drained of blood!”

Bronco Billy became interested.

“You mean,” asked William S., bending over his beer, “that we are dedling with—the undead?’
“l am afraid s0,” said Dr. Helioglabulus, twisting his mustaches.

“Then we shal need the proper armaments,” said the taller cowboy.

“I have them,” said the doctor, taking cartridge boxes from his backpack.

“Good!” said William S. “Bronco Billy, you have your revolver?’

“What! ? Whatta ya mean, ‘ Do you have your revolver? Just what do you mean? Have you ever seen
me without my guns, William S.? Areyou losng your mind?’

“Sorry, Billy,” said William S., looking properly abashed.
“Takethese,” said Helioglabulus.

Bronco Billy broke open histwo Peacemakers, dumped the .45 shells on thetable. William S.
unlimbered histwo Navy .36s and pushed the recoil rod down in the cylinders. He punched each
cartridge out onto the tabl etop.

Billy started to load up his pistols, then took acloser look at the shells, held one up and examined it.
“Goddamn, William S.,” heydled. “Wooden bulletsl WWooden bullets?’
Helioglabulus wastrying to wave him to silence. Thetal cowboy tried to put his hand on the other.

Everyonein the beer hal had heard him. There was a deafening silence, dl the patrons turned toward
their table.



“Damn,” said Bronco Billy. “Y ou can't shoot awooden bullet fifteen feet and expect it to hit the broad
sde of acorncrib. What the hell we gonna shoot wooden bullets at?’

The tavern began to empty, people rushing from the place, looking back in terror. All except five men at
afar table.

“I am afraid, my dear Bronco Billy,” said William S,, “that you have frightened the patrons, and warned
the evil ones of our presence.”

Bronco Billy looked around.

“Y ou mean those guys over there?’ he nodded toward the other table. “Hell, William S., we both took
on twelve men onetime.”

Dr. Helioglabulus sighed. “No, no, you don’t understand. Those men over there are harmless; crackpot
revolutionigs. William and | are speeking of nosferatu . . ."

Bronco Billy continued to sare at him.
“...theundead. . .”

No response.

“...er ah vampires....”

“Youmean,” asked Billy, “like ThedaBara?’

“Not vamps, my dear friend,” said the hawk-nosed wrangler. “Vampires. Those who rise from the dead
and suck the blood of theliving.”

“Oh,” said Bronco Billy. Then helooked at the cartridges. “ Thesekill ’em?’
“Theoreticdly,” said Helioglabulus.

“Meaning you don't know?’

The doctor nodded.

“Inthat case” said Bronco Billy, “we go hafies.” He began to load his .45s with one regular bullet, then
awooden one, then another standard.

William S. had dready filled hiswith wooden dugs.

“Excdlent,” said Helioglabulus. “Now, put these over your hatbands. | hope you never haveto get close
enough for them to be effective.”

What he handed them were silver hatbands. Stamped on the shiny surface of the bands was a series of
crosses. They dipped them on their heads, settling them on their hat brims.

“What next?" asked Bronco Billy.
“Why, wewait for nightfdl, for thenosferatu to strike!” said the doctor.
“Did you hear them, Hermann?" asked Joseph.

“Sure. Y ou think we ought to do the same?’



“Where would we find someone to make wooden bullets for pistols such as ours?” asked Joseph.

The five men gitting at the table looked toward the doctor and the two cowboys. All five were dressed in
the remnants of uniforms belonging to the war. The one addressed as Hermann still wore the Knight's
Cross on the faded splendor of his dressjacket.

“Martin,” said Hermann. “Do you know where we can get wooden bullets?’

“I’'m sure we could find someone to make them for the automatics,” he answered. “Erngt, go to
Wartman's; see about them.”

Erngt stood, then dapped thetable. “Every timel hear the word vampire, | reach for my Browning!” he
sad.

They dl laughed. Martin, Hermann, Joseph, Ernst most of al. Even Adolf laughed alittle.

Soon after dark, someone ran into the place, white of face. “The vampirel” he yelled, pointing vaguely
toward the Street, and fll out.

Bronco Billy and William S. jumped up. Helioglabulus stopped them. “I"m too old, and will only hold you
up,” hesaid. “1 shdl try to catch up later. Remember . . . the crosses. The bulletsin the heart!”
Asthey rushed out past the other table, Ernst, who had left an hour earlier, returned with two boxes.

“Quick, Joseph!” he said as the two cowboys went through the door, “Follow them! We' Il be right
behind. Y our pigtol!”

Joseph turned, threw a Browning automatic pistol back to Hermann, then went out the doors as
hoofbests clattered in the street.

The other four began to load their pistols from the boxes of cartridges.

The two cowboys rode toward the commotion.

“Yee-haw!” ydled Bronco Billy. They galoped down the well-paved streets, their horses' hooves
griking sparks from the cobbles.

They passed the police and others running toward the sounds of screams and dying. Members of the
Free Corps, ex-soldiers, and students swarmed the streetsin their uniforms. Torches burned againgt the
flickering black night skies.

The city wastrying to overcome thenosferatu by force.

Bronco Billy and William S. charged toward the fighting. In the center of a square stood a coach, dl
covered in black crépe. The driver, a plump, cadaverous man, held the reinsto four black horses. The
four were rearing high in their traces, their hooves menacing the crowd.

But it was not the horses which kept the mob back.

Crawling out of asecond-story hotel window was avision from nightmare. Bald, with pointed ears, teeth
likearat, beady eyes bright in the flickering night, the vampire climbed from abedroom to the balcony.
Thefront of hisfrock coat was covered with blood, hisface and arms were smeared. A man’s hand
stuck hafway out the window, and the curtains were spattered black.



Thenosferatu jumped to the ground, and the crowd parted as he legped from the hotel stepsto the
waiting carriage. Then the driver cracked hiswhip over the horses—there was no sound—and the team
charged, tumbling people like leaves before the night wind.

The carriage seemed to float to the two cowboys who rode after it. There was no sound of hoofbests
ahead, no noise from the harness, no creek of axles. It was asif they followed the wind itsalf through the
nighttime streets of Bremen.

They sped down the flickering main roads. Once, when Bronco Billy glanced behind him, he thought he
saw motorcycle headlightsfollowing. But he devoted most of his attention to the fleeing coach.

William S. rode beside him. They gained on the closed carriage.

Bronco Billy drew hisleft-hand pistol (he was ambidextrous) and fired at the broad back of the driver.
He heard the splintery clatter of the wooden bullet asit ricocheted off the coach. Then the carriage turned
ahead of them.

He was dmost smashed againgt agarden wall by the headlong plunge of his mount; then he recovered,
leaning far over in the saddle, asif hishorse were a sailboat and he asailor hedling againgt the wind.

Then heand William S, were closing with the hearse on along broad stretch of the avenue. They pulled
evenwith the driver.

And for thefirst time, the hackles rose on Bronco Billy’ s neck as he rode beside the black-crépe coach.
There was no sound but him, his horse, their gallop. He saw the black-garbed driver crack the long whip,
heard nosnap , heard no horses, heard no wheels.

His heart in histhroat, he watched William S. pull even on the other Sde. The driver turned that way,
snapped hiswhip toward the taler cowboy. Bronco Billy saw hisfriend’ s hat fly away, cut intwo.

Billy took careful aim and shot the lead horse in the head, twice. It dropped like aton of cement, and the
ar wasfilled with avicious, soundlessimage—four horses, the driver, the carriage, he, hismount, and
William S. dl flying through the air in atangle. Then the side of the coach caught him and the incessant
flickering went out.

He must have awakened afew seconds later. His horse was atop him, but he didn’t think anything was
broken. He pushed himsdf out from under it.

The driver was staggering up from the flinders of the coach—strange, thought Bronco Billy, now | hear
the sounds of the whedl s turning, the screams of the dying horses. The driver pulled aknife. He started
toward the cowboy.

Bronco Billy found hisright-hand pistal, dill initsholster. He pulled it, fired directly into the heart of the
fat man. Thedriver folded from the recoil, then stood again.

Billy pulled the trigger.
The driver dropped as the wooden bullet turned his heart to giblets.
Bronco Billy took al the regular ammo out of his pistol and began to cram the wooden onesin.

As hedid, motorcycles came screaming to a stop beside him, and the five men from the tavern climbed
from them or their Sdecars.



Helooked around for William S. but could not see him. Then he heard the shooting from the rooftop
above the street—twelve shots, quick as summer thunder.

One of William S.’srevolvers dropped four stories and hit the ground beside him.

The Germans were dready up the stairs ahead of Bronco Billy asheran.

When the carriage had crashed into them, William S. had been thrown clear. He jumped up intimeto see
the vampire run into the doorway of the residentia block acrossthe way. He tore after it while the driver
pulled himself from the wreckage and Bronco Billy was crawling from under his horse.

Up the gairs he ran. He could now hear the pounding feet of the living dead man ahead, unlike the silence
before the wreck. A flickering murky halway was before him, and he saw the door at the far end close.

William S. smashed into it, rolled. He heard the scrape of teeth behind him, and saw the rat-like face
snap shut inches away. He came up, hispistolsleveled at the vampire.

The bald-headed thing grabbed the open door, pulled it before him.

William S. stood, feet braced, afoot from the door and began to fireinto it. His colt .36 inchesin front of
hisface, he fired again and again into the wooden door, watching chunks and splinters shear away. He
heard the vampire squed, like arat trapped behind atrashcan, but till he fired until both pistols clicked

dry.

The door swung dowly awry, pieces of it hanging.

Thenosferatu grinned, and carefully pushed the door closed. It hissed and crouched.
William S. reached up for hishat.

And remembered that the driver had knocked it off his head before the collison.
Thething lesped.

One of his pistols was knocked over the parapet.

Then hewasfighting for hislife.

The five Germans, yelling to each other, dammed into the doorway at the end of the hall. From beyond,
they heard the sounds of scuffling, labored breathing, the rip and tear of cloth.

Bronco Billy charged up behind them.
“Thedoor! It'sjammed,” said one,
“Hishat!” yelled Bronco Billy. “Helogt hishat!”

“Hat?" asked the one cdled Joseph, in English. “Why hishat?’ The others shouldered against the gaped
door. Throughit, they saw flashes of movement and the flickering night sky.

“Crosses!” ydled Bronco Billy. “Likethis!” he pointed to his hatband.
“Ah!” said Joseph. “ Crosses.”

He pulled something from the one called Adolf, who hung back alittle, threw it through the hole in the



door.

“ Cruzen!” yeled Joseph.

“Thecrossl” screamed Bronco Billy. “William S. The cross”
The sound of scuffling stopped.

Joseph tossed his pistol through the opening.

They continued to bang on the door.

Thething had itstalons on histhroat when the yelling began. The vampirewas srangling him. Littlecircles
were svimming in his sight. He was down benegth the mongter. It smelled of old dirt, raw mest, of desth.
Itsrat eyeswere bright with hate.

Then he heard the yell, “ A cross” and something fluttered at the edge of hisvison. Helet go one hand
from the vampire and grabbed it up.

It felt like cloth. He shoved it at the thing’ sface.
Handslet go.

William S. held the cloth before him as breath came back in arush. He staggered up, and thenosfer atu
put its hands over itsface. He pushed toward it.

Then the Browning automatic pistol landed beside hisfoot, and he heard noises at the door behind him.
Holding the cloth, he picked up the pistal.

The vampire hissed like aradiator.

William S. aimed and fired. The pistol wasfully automatic.

The wooden bullets opened the vampire like azipper coming off.

The door crashed outward, the five Germans and Bronco Billy rushed through.

William S. held to the doorframe and caught his breath. A crowd was gathering below, a the Site of the
wrecked hearse and the dead horses. Torchlights wobbled their reflection on the houses across the road.
It looked like something from Dante.

Helioglabulus came onto the roof, took one look at the vampire and ran his apenstock, handlefirgt, into
itsruined chest.

“Just to make sure,” he said.

Bronco Billy was clapping William S. on the back. “ Shore thought you' d gone to the last roundup,” he
sad.

The five Germans were busy with the vampire' s corpse.

William S. looked at the piece of cloth still clenched tightly in his own hand. He opened it. It was an
armband.



Onitsred cloth was awhite circle with atwisted black cross.
Like the decorations Indians used on their blankets, only in reverse.

Helooked at the Germans. Four of them wore the armbands; the fifth, wearing an old corporal’s
uniform, had atorn deeve.

They were dipping ayedlow armband over the arm of the vampire' s coat. When they finished, they
picked the thing up and carried it to the roof edge. It looked like a spitted pig.

The ydlow armband had two interlocking triangles, like the device on the chest of the costumes William
S. had worn when he playedBen-Hur on Broadway. The Star of David.

The crowd below screamed asthe corpse fell toward them.
There were shouts, then.

The unemployed, the war-wounded, the young, the bitter, the disillusioned. Then the shouting
stopped . . . and they began to chant.

The five Germans stood on the parapet, looking down at the milling people. They talked among
themsdves

Bronco Billy held William S. until he caught hisbregth.

They heard the crowds disperse, fill in again, break, drift off, reform, reassemble, grow larger.
“Wadll, pard,” said Bronco Billy. “Let’smosey over to ahotel and get some shut-eye.”

“That would benice” said William S.

Helioglabulusjoined them.

“We should go by the back way,” he said.

“I don't liketheway thiscrowd isactin’,” said Bronco Billy.

William S. walked to the parapet, looked out over the city.

Under the dark flickering sky, there were other lights. Here and there, synagogues began to flicker.

And then to burn.

| ntroduction: Save a Placein the Lifeboat for
Me

A gain the question: Isthis about rock and roll? Is this about funny people of the movies? Youtell me.

Thisisthe second-earliest story in the collection. It was written in September and October of 1974, a
heady persond timefor me; afairly disastrous one for my career. I’d been living for sx monthsin Bryan,
Texas, inthe Monkey House, what would have been called in earlier days a San Shack; ahouse full of
SF fans. | wrote and wrote and wrote while | lived there. Absolutely nothing | wrote in those six months
whileliving there sold. | moved to Austin in late October 1974.Everything | owned, plusa



medium-szed dog, fitinafriend’ sVW Besetle.

| hadn’'t been in Austin aweek before al that Stuff I’ d written in Bryan Sarted to sell, and it dl sold inthe
next few months. Why?1 don’t know. | don’t giveadamn! Third Base!

Comedians. Everybody |oves them; nobody, as Dangerfield says, gives them any respect. When people
makealigt of the greatest actors—ma e and femae—of dl timein the movies—hey! Where sthe funny
folks?

From the slentstoright now , the comedians are there; they’ re appreciated, loved; they’rein the
feel-good movie of the year; everybody knows them and goes to see them. But to get any respect,
they’ ve got to go against type, get serious, ded with aheavy subject in aheavy way.

Chaplin knocked the blocks out from under his career that way. Langdon, as Capra said, never knew
what hit him after he started directing himself, instead of listening to people who knewexactly what he
could and couldn’t do (like Capra) and could tell him how to do it, and roll the audiencesin the aides.

Did Tom Hankswin an Academy Award forJoe vs. The Volcano ? No, it was forPhiladelphia , after
he' d been knocking himsalf out for ten years doing some of the best acting ever seen.In comedies. . .

So then, astory about 1959, but with charactersfrom the history of film scattered dl through it, in parts
they couldn’t have gottenin life, and trueto their art.

Thisbeing an early story, | hear you ask: Would you like to rewrite this now, knowing what you do? Of
course, but as someone said once, that would be confusing literature with journaism, wouldn't it? Would
| doit differently?You bet , but you can say that about dmost anything, once you seeit in print. | could
rewrite this: better construction, some tightening, places to be more subtle, places not to. | know how to
doall that stuff now, twenty-sx yearslater.

Butif I did, I don't think it would be as good astory. | was writing then to show how much | liked dl
those people, and how many gutsthey’ d made me bust over the years, and | think that comes through,
and that' swhat | wanted to say.So there .

Save a Placein theLifeboat for Me

Thehill was high and cold when they appeared there, and the first thing they did wasto look around.
It had snowed the night before, and the ground was covered about afoot deep.

Arthur looked at Leonard and Leonard looked at Arthur.

“Whatsamatter you? Y ou wearin’ funny clothesagain!” said Leonard.

Arthur listened, his mouth open. He reached down to the bulbhorn tucked in his belt.
Honk Honkwent Arthur.

“Whatsamatter us?’ asked Leonard. “Look ataus! We back inna vaudeville?’

Leonard was dressed in pants two sizestoo small, and ajacket which didn’t match. He wore atiny
pointed felt hat which stood on his head like aroof onasilo.

Arthur was dressed in a huge coat which dragged the ground, balloon pants, big shoes, and above his



moppy red hair was asilk top hat, its crown broken out.

“It' safineeamesshe sgotsusin disatime!”

Arthur nodded agreement.

“Quackenbush, he' s-agonnahear about thisl” said Leonard.

Honk Honkwent Arthur.

The truck backed into the parking lot and ran into the car parked just inside the entrance. The glass
panels which were being carried on the truck fell and shattered into thousands of diversin the snowy
street. Cars dushing down the early morning swerved to avoid the pieces.

“Ohh, Bud, Bud!” said the short baby-faced man behind the whedl. He was trying to back the truck over
the glassand get it out of the way of the dodging cars.

A tal thin man with arat’ s mustache ran from the glass company office and yelled at the driver.

“Look what you' ve done. Now you' [l make melosethisjob, too! Mr. Crabapplewill . ..” He paused,
looked &t thelittle fat man, swalowed afew times.

“Uh...hdlo, Lou,” hesaid, atear running into his eye and brimming down hisface. He turned away,
pulled ahandkerchief from his coverdlsand wiped his eyes.

“Hello, Bud,” said thelittle man, brightly. “I don’ ... don’ . . . understand it either, Bud. But the man said
we got something to do, and | came hereto get you.” He looked around him at the littered glass. “Bud, |
been abaaad boy!”

“It doesn’'t matter, Lou,” said Bud, climbing around to the passenger side of thetruck. “Let’sget going
before somebody gets us arrested.”

“Oh, Bud?’ asked Lou, asthey drove through the town. “Did you ever get out of your contract?’
“Y eah, Lou. Watch whereyou' regoing! Do | haveto drive mysdlf?’
They pulled out of Peoriaat eight in the morning.

The two men beside the road were dressed in black suits and derby hats. They stood; one fat, the other
thin. The rotund one put on amost pleasant face and smiled at the passing traffic. He lifted histhumb
politely, aswould agentleman, and held it as each vehicle roared past.

When acar whizzed by, he politely tipped his hat.

The thin man looked distraught. Hetried at firgt to strike the same pose as the larger man, but soon
became flustered. He couldn’t hold histhumb right, or let hisarm droop too far.

“No, no, no, Stanley,” said the larger, mustached man, asif he were talking to a child. “Let me show you
the way aman of gentle breeding asksfor aride. Politely. Gently. Thus.”

He struck the same pose he had before.

A car bore down on them doing eighty miles an hour. There was no chancein theworld it would stop.



Stanley tried to strike the same pose. He checked himsalf againgt the larger man’ s attitude. He found
himsdlf lacking. He rubbed his ears and looked asif he would cry.

The car roared past, whipping their hats off.

They bent to pick them up and bumped heads. They straightened, each signaling that the other should go
ahead. They smultaneoudy bent and bumped heads again.

The large man stood stock till and did adow burn. Stanley looked flustered. Their eyes were off each
other. Then they both legped for the hats and bumped heads once more.

They grabbed up the hats and jumped to their feet.

They had the wrong hats on. Stanley’ s derby made the larger man look like atulip bulb. The large derby
covered Stanley down to his chin. He looked like a thumbtack.

The large man grabbed the hat away and threw Stanley’ s derby to the ground.
“MMMMMM-MMMMMM-MMMMM!” said the large man.
Stanley retrieved hishat. “But Ollie. . .” he said, then began whimpering. His hat was broken.

Suddenly Stanley pulled Olli€ s hat off and somped it. Ollie did another dow burn, then turned and
ripped off Stanley’stie.

Stanley kicked Ollie in the shin. The large man jumped around and punched Stanley in the kneecap.
A car stopped, and the driver jumped out to see what the trouble was.
Ollie kickedhim in the shin.He ripped off Stanley’ s coat.

Twenty minuteslater, Stanley and Ollie were looking down from ahill. A thousand people were milling
around on the turnpike below, tearing each other’ s carsto pieces. Parts of trucks and motorcycles
littered the roadway. The two watched a policeman pull up. He jumped out and yelled through a bullhorn
to the people, too far away for the two men to hear what he said.

Asone, the crowd jumped him, and pieces of police car began to bounce off the blacktop.

Ollie dusted off his clothing as meticulously as possible. Hisand Stanley’ s clothes consisted of torn
underwear and crushed derby hats.

“That' s another fine mess you' ve gotten usin, Stanley,” he said. He looked north.
“Andit lookslikeit shal soon snow. Mmmm-mmmm-mmmmt!”

They went over the hill asthewail of Srensbegantofill theair.

“Héllo, aCentrd, givwvame Heaven. ETcumspiri 220.”

The switchboard hummed and crackled. Sparks leaped off the receiver of the public phone booth in the
roadside park. Arthur did aback flip and jumped behind atrashcan.

The sun was out, though snow was still on the ground. It was a cold February day, and they were the
only peoplein the park.



The noise died down at the other end and Leonard said:

“Hallo, Bossl Hey, Bosst We doin’-alike you tdl us, but you no send usto the right place. Y ou no send
usto lowa. You send usto Idaho, where they grow the patooties.”

Arthur came up beside his brother and listened. He honked his horn.
On the other end of theline, Rufus T. Quackenbush spoke:

“Isthat agoose with you, or do you have acold?’

“Oh, no, Boss. You funnin’-ame. That' s-a Bagatelle.”

“Thenwho are you?’ asked Quackenbush.

“Oh, you know who thisis. | givesyou three guesses.”

“Three guesses, huh? Hmmmm, let’ ssee. . . you're not Babe Ruth, are you?’
“Hah, Boss. Babe Ruth, that’ s-a chocol ate bar.”

“Hmmm. Y ou' re not Demosthenes, are you?’

“Nah, Boss. Demosthenes can do is bend in the middie of your leg.”

“I should have known,” said Quackenbush. “ ThisisRampoalini, isn't it?’
“You got it, Boss.”

Arthur whistled and clapped his hands in the background.

“Isthat a hamgter with you, Rampolini?’

“Do-ahamsterswhistle, Boss?”’

“Only when brought to aboil,” said Quackenbush.

“Ahh, you too good-afor me, Boss!”

“I' know. And if | weren't too good for you, | wouldn't be good enough for anybody. Which is more than
| can say for you.”

“Did-awe wake you up, Boss?’

“No, to be perfectly honest, | had to get up to answer the phone anyway. What do you want?’
“Likel said, BossMan, you put usinnawrong place. We no innalowa. Weinnaldaho.”
“That’ s out of the Bronx, isn't it? What should | do about it?”

“Well-a, we don’'t know. Even if-awe did, we know we can’'t-ado it anyway, because we ain’t there.
Anif-awewas, we couldn’t get it done no ways.”

“How do you know that?’

“Did-ayou ever see one of our pictures, Boss?’



Therewas apause. “1 see what you mean,” said Quackenbush.
“Why for you send-a us, anyway? We was-adeep, an then we innaldaho!”

“| looked at my calendar this morning. One of the dateswas circled. And it didn’t have pits, either.
Anyway, | just remembered that something very important shouldn’t take place today.”

“What' s-athat got to do with ustwo?’
“Wadl ... I know it'salittlelate, but | really would appreciateit if you two could manageto stopit.”
“What' s-agonnahappen if we don't?’

“Uh, haha Oh, smdl thing, redlly. The Universe' || cometo an end severd million yearstoo soon. A nice
boy like you wouldn’t want that, would you? Of course not!”

“What for | carethe Universe'll cometo an end? We-awork for Paramount.”
“No, no. Not the studio. The big one!”

“M-aGM?

“No. The Universe. All that stuff out there. Look around you.”

“Y ou mean-aldaho?’

“No, no, Rampoalini. Everything will end soon, too soon. Y ou may not be concerned. A couple of million
yearsis nothing to somebody like you. But what about me? I’ m leasing this office, you know?’

“Why-aus?

“| should have sent someone earlier, but I've. . . I've been so terrible busy. | was having a pedicure, you
see, and thetime justflew by.”

“What-a do the two of us do to-a stop this?’

“Oh, | just know you'll think of something. And you'll both be happy to know I’ m sending you lots of
help.”

“Isthishelp any good, Boss?’

“I don’'t know if they’ reany good,” said Quackenbush. “But they’ re cheap.”
“What-awe do innameantime?’

“Bemean, like everybody dse”

“Nah, nah. (That' s-aredly good one, Boss.) | mean, about-athe thing?’
“Well, I’d suggest you get to lowa. Then give me another cal.”

“But what iffayou no there?’

“Wdl, my secretary will take the message.”

“Ah, Boss, if-ayou no there, you' re secretary’ s-a no gonna be there neither.”



“Hmmm. | guessyou'reright. Well, why don't you give methe message now, and I’ ll giveit to my
secretary. Then I'll give her the answer, and she can call you when you get to lowal”

“Hey, that's-agood idea, Boss!”

“I thought you' d think s0.”

Outsde the phone booth, Arthur was lolling his tongue out and banging his head with the sde of his hand,
trying to keep up with the conversation.

There were two lumps of snow beside the highway. The snow shook itsalf, and Stan and Ollie stepped
out of it.

“Brr,” said Ollie. “ Stanley, we must get to some shelter soon.”

“But | don't know whereany is, Ollie!”

“Thisisdl your fault, Stanley. It' s up to you to find us some clothing and acheery firesde.”
“But Ollig, | didn’t have any ideawe d end up like this”

Ollie shivered. “1 suppose you' reright, Stanley. It' snot your fault we' re here.”

“I don’t even remember what we were doing before we were on that road this morning, Ollie. Where
have you been lady?’

“Oh. .. don't you remember, Stanley?’
“Not very wdl, Ollie”
“Oh,” said Ollie. He looked very tired, very suddenly. “It' s very strange, but neither do |, Stanley.”

The cold was forgotten then, and they were fully clothed in their black suits and derbies. They thought
nothing of it, because they were thinking of something se,

“I suppose now we shdl redlly haveto hurry and find aride, Stanley.”
“I know,” said the thin man. “We haveto go to lowa.”
“Yes” sad Ollie, “and our wives will be nonethe wiser.”

The lowathey headed for was pulling itself from under asnowstorm which had dumped eleven inchesin
the last two days. It was bitterly cold there. Crew-cut boys shoveled snow off walks and new 59 cars
so their fathers could get to work. It was amost impaossible. Snowplows had been out al night, and many
of them were stdled. The Nationa Guard had been called out in some sections and was feeding livestock
and rescuing stranded motorigts. It was not aday for travel.

At noon, the small town of Cedar Oaks was barely functioning. The gleaming sun brought no heet. But
the town stirred insde, underneath the snows which sagged the roofs.

TheAll-Sar Caravan wasin town that day. The teenagers had prayed and hoped that the weather
would bresk during the two days of ice. The Caravan wasarock 'n’ roll show that traveled around the
country, doing one-night stands.

The show had been advertised for amonth: All the businesses around the two high schools and junior



highs were covered with the blazing orange posters. They had been since New Year’s Day.
So the kids waited, and built up hopesfor it, and almost had them dashed as the weather had closed in.

But Mary Ann Pickett’s mother, who worked the night desk at the Holiday Inn, had called her daughter
a deven the night before: TheAll-Star Caravan had landed at the airport in the clearing night, and dl the
sngers had checked in.

Mary Ann asked her mother, “What does Donny Bottoms look like?”
Her mother didn’t know. They weredl different-looking, and she wasn't familiar with the singer anyway.

Five minutes after Mary Ann rang off, the word was spreading over Cedar Oaks. TheAll-Sar Caravan
was there. Now it could snow forever. Maybe if it did, they would have to stay there, rather than start
their USO tour of Alaska

Bud and Lou did and dipped their way over the snowsin the truck.
“Watch whereyou're going!” said Bud. “Do you have anything to eat?’

“I got some cheese crackers and some LifeSavers, Bud. But we'll haveto divide them, because. . .” His
voicetook on alittle-boy petulance*. . . because | haven’t had anything to eat in along time, Bud.”

“Okay, okay. W€ |l share. Give me haf the cheese crackers. Y ou take these.”

Lou wastrying to drive. There was amunching sound.

“Somefriend you are,” said Bud. “Y ou have two cheese crackersand | don’t have any.”

Lou coughed. “But, Bud! | justgave you two cheese crackers?’

“Do look like I have any cheese crackers?’ asked Bud, wiping crumbs from his chin.

“Okay,” said Lou. “Havethis cheese cracker, Bud. Because you' re my friend, and | want to share.”
Again, the sound of eating filled the cab.

“Look, Lou. I don't mind you having al the LifeSavers, but can’t you give me haf your cheese cracker?’
Lou puffed out his cheeks while watching the road. “But, Bud! | just gave youthree cheese crackers!”

“Some friend,” said Bud, looking at the snowbound landscape. “ He has a cheese cracker and won't
sharewith hisonly friend.”

“Okay! Okay!” said Lou. “Take haf this cheese cracker! Takeit!”

He drove on.

“Boy...,” sadBud.

Lou took thewholerall of LifeSavers and stuffed them in his mouth, paper and all. He began to choke.

Bud began beating him on the back. The truck swerved across the road, then back on. They continued
toward Cedar Oaks, lowa



Therewere giantsin theAll-Sar Caravan . Donny Bottoms, from Amarillo, Texas; his backup group,
the Mosguitoes, most from Amarillo Cooper High Schooal, his old classmates. Then therewasVa
Ritchie, who' d had one fantastic hit song, which had abeat and created aworld dl the teenagers wanted

to escape to.

Thethird act, biggest among many more, was amiddle-aged man, caling himsdf The Large Charge. His
act was strange, even among that set. He performed with a guitar and atelephone. He pretended to be
talking to agirl on the other end of theline. It was billed as a comedy act. Everybody knew what was
redly involved—The Large Chargewasrock 'n’ roll’ sfirg dirty old man. Hisred name was EImo
Simpson and he came from Bridge City, Texas.

Otherson the bill included the Pipettes, three guys and two girls from Stuttgart, Arkansas, who up until
three months ago had sung only at church socids, Jmmy Wailon, who was having ahard time deciding
whether to sing “Blue Suede Shoes’ for the hundredth time, or strike out into country music where the
real money was. Plus the Champagnes, who' d had a hit song three years before, and Rip Dover, the
show'sM.C.

TheAll-Sar Caravan was the biggest thing that had happened to Cedar Oaks since Bill Haley and the
Comets came through ayear and ahaf ago, and one of Haley’ s roadmen had been arrested for DWI.

“What' ssamatter us?’ asked Leonard for thefiftieth time that morning. “Weredly no takalike disl We
was-agrown up mens, with jobs and-a everything.”

Whonka whonkawent Arthur sadly, asthey walked through the town of Friedersville, 1daho.

Arthur stopped dead, then put his handsin his pockets and began whistling. There was a police car at the
corner. It turned onto the road where they walked. And dowed.

Leonard nonchalantly tipped his pointy felt hat forward and put his handsin his pockets.
The cop car stopped.
The two ran into the nearest store.Hadley' sMusic Shop .

Arthur ran around behind aset of drumsand hid. Leonard sat down at a piano and began to play with
onefinger, “You' ve Taught MeaNew Kind of Love”

The store manager came from the back room and leaned against the doorjamb, listening.
Arthur saw aharp in the corner, ran to it and began to play. Hejoined in the song with Leonard.

Thetwo cops came in and watched them play. Leonard was playing with hisfoot and nose. Arthur was
plucking the harp strings with histeeth.

The police shrugged and | eft.

“Boy, I'm-atdlin’ you,” said Leonard, as he waited for the cops to turn the corner. “ Quackenbush,
he’ samessed up dis-atime! Why we gotsto do this?” With one hand he was wiping hisface, and with
the other he was playing as he never had before.

Donny Bottoms was a scrawny-looking kid from West Texas. He didn't stand out in acrowd, unlessyou
knew where to look. He had along neck and an Adam’ s apple that stuck out of hiscollar. He was
twenty-four years old and till had acne. But he was one of the hottest new singers around, and the
All-Sar Caravan was going to be hislast road tour for awhile. He' d just married his high school



sweetheart, agirl named Dottie, and he had not really wanted to come on the tour without her. But she
wasfinishing nurse straining and could not leave. At two in the afternoon, he and the other members of
theCaravan weretrying the sound in the Municipa Auditorium.

He and the Mosquitoes ran through a couple of their numbers. Bottoms' style was unique, evenin afield
aswild and novety-eating asrock '’ rall. It had agood boogie besat, but Bottoms worked hard with the
music, and the Mosquitoes were redlly good. They turned out agood synthesis of primitive and
sophigticated styles.

The main thing they had for them was Donny’ svoice. It was high and nasa when he talked, but, singing,
that al went away. He had agood range, and he did strange things with histhroat.

A critic once said that he dry-humped every syllabletill it begged for mercy.

Va Ritchie had one thing he did well, exactly one: that wasasong called “Los Nifios.” He d taken an old
Mexican folk song, got adrummer to beat hell out of aconga, and yelled the words over hisown
screaming guitar.

It was dl hedid well. He did some of other peopl€e’ s standards, and some Everly Brothers stuff by
himself, but he dwaysfinished his set with “LosNifios’ and it dways brought the house down and had
them dancingintheades.

He was the next-to-last act before Bottoms and the Mosquitoes.
Hewas atough act to follow.

But he was dways on right before The Large Charge, andhe was the toughest act inrock 'n’ roll.

They had turned the auditorium upside down and had findly found a church key to open abeer for The
Large Charge.

Elmo Simpson was dressed, at the sound rehearsdl, in apair of baggy pants, a checked cowboy shirt,
and astring tie with a Texas-shaped tie clasp. Tonight, on stage, he would be wearing the same thing.

Elmo’ s sound rehearsd congsted of chinging away afew chords, doing the first two bars of “Jailhouse
Rock” and then going into his dirty-old-man voice.

His song was caled “Hello, Baby!” and he used a prop telephone. He ran through the first two verses,
which were him talking in acultured, decadent, nasty voice, and he had the soundman rolling in his
control chair before he finished.

Elmo sweated like ahog. He d been doing this act for two years; he'd even had to lip-synch it on Dick
Clark’s*“ American Bandstand” a couple of times. Hewas ill nervous, though he could do the routinein
his deep. Hewas dways nervous. He wasin hislate thirties. Fame had comelate to him, and he couldn’t
believeit. So hewas Hill nervous.

Bud and Lou were hurrying west in the pandl truck, through snow dides, dush, and galed cars.
Stan and Ollie had hitched aride on aMayflower moving van, againgt dl that company’ s policies, and
were speeding toward Cedar Oaks from the south-southeast.

Leonard and Arthur, dlias Rampolini and Bagatelle, were leaving an Idaho airport in aconverted crop
duster which hadn’t been flown since the end of the Korean War. It happened likethis.



“We gotsto find usa pilot-ato fly uswhere the Bosswants us,” said Leonard, asthey ran onto asmall
municipd fidd.

Whonk?asked Arthur.
“We sgotstofind usapilot, pilot.”

Arthur pulled a saber from the fold of his coat, and putting ablack poker chip over his eye, began sword
fighting his shedow.

“Nottapirate. Pilot! A man whatsafliesin the aeroplanes,” said Leonard.

A manin coverdls, wearingaWWII surplus aviator’ s cloth helmet, walked from the operations room.
“There' s;aonenow!” said Leonard. “What' s about we gets him?’

Without a honk, Arthur ran and tackled the flyer.

“What the hell’ s the matter with him?” asked the man as Arthur grinned and smiled and pointed.

“Y ou gotsto-aexcuse him,” said Leonard, pulling histop-hatted brother off him. “He s-ataken too
many vitsamins”

“Wadll, keep him away fromme!” said theflyer.

“We s-agotsyou aprepositions,” said Leonard, conspiratoridly.

“What?'

“A prepositions. Y ou fly-austo lowa, andawe no bresk-ayou arms.”

“What' sgoing on? Isthis some kind of gag?’

“No, it'ssamy brother. He' savery dangerous man. Show him how dangerousyou are, Bagatelle.”

Arthur popped his eyes out, squinted hisface up into amillion rolls of flesh, flared his nogtrils, and
snorted at each breath.

“Keep him away from me!” said the man. “Y ou oughtn’t to let him out on the Streets.”
“He s-ano lisgen to me, Bagatdlle. Get tough with him.”

Arthur hunched his shoulders, intensified his breathing, stepped up into the pilot’ sface.
“No, that’ s-a no tough enough. Get redlly tough with him.”

Arthur squnched over, stood on tiptoe, flared his nostrils until they filled al hisface except for the eyes,
panted, and passed out for lack of bregth.

The pilot ran across the field and into a hangar.

“Hey, wake-aup!” said Leonard. “He s-a getting the plane ready. Let’ sago.”
When they got there, the pilot was warming the crop duster up for a preflight check.
Arthur climbed in the aft cockpit, grabbed the stick, started jumping up and down.



“Hey! Get outtathere!” yelled the pilot. “1I’m gonnacal the cops!”
“Hey, Bagatdle. Get-atough with him again!”

Leonard was climbing into the forward cockpit. Arthur started to get up. His knees hit the controls. The
planelurched.

Leonard fdll into the cockpit head firgt, hisfeet sticking out.

Arthur sat back down and laughed. He pulled the throttle. The pilot just had time to open the hangar
door before the plane roared out, plowed through a snowbank, ricocheted back onto the field, and took
off.

It was heading east toward lowa.

At three in the afternoon, the rehearsals over, most of the entertainers were back in their rooms at the
Holiday Inn. Already the hotel detective had had to chase out severd dozen girls and boys who had been
roaming up and down the hallslooking for members of theAll-Star Caravan .

Some of them found Jmmy Wailon in the corridor and were getting his autograph. He had been on the
way down the hdl, going to meet one of the lady reservation clerks.

“Two of yoursisworth one Large Charge,” said one of the girls as he signed her scrapbook.
“What' sthat?’ he asked, his eyestwinkling. He pushed his cowlick out of hiseyes.
“Two of your autographs are worth one of Donny’s,” she said.

“Oh,” hesaid. “That'snice.” He scribbled hisusud “With Best Wishesto My Friend .. . . ,” then asked,
“What' sthe name, honey?’

“Sarah Sue,” shesaid. “ And please put the date.”

“Surewill, baby. How old are you?’

“I'm eighteen!” shesaid. All her friends giggled.

“Sure” hesad. “Therego!”

He hurried off to the room the lady reservation clerk had gotten for them.

“Did you hear that?’ the girl asked behind him as he disappeared around the corner. “He called me
lmnw.! ”

Jmmy Wailon was smiling long before he got to Room 112.

Elmo was gitting in Donny’ sroom with three of the M osquitoes. Donny had gone to a phone booth to
cal hiswife collect rather than put up with the noise in the room.

“Have another beer, EImo?’ asked Skester, the head Mosquito.

“Naw, thanks, Skeeter,” hesad. “1 won't be worth adiddly-shitif | do.” Already, EImo was swesating
profusdly at the thought of another performance,

“I'll sure be glad when we get on that tour,” he continued, after apause. “Though it’ll be colder than a



monkey’ sass.”

“Yeh,” said Skeeter. They were watching televison. The Millionaire , the daytime reruns, and John
Beresford Tipton wastelling Mike what to do with the money with his usua corncob-up-the-butt humor.
Skeeter was highly interested in the show. He' d had arguments with people many times about whether
the show was real or not, or based on some real person. He was sure somewhere there was a John
Beresford Tipton, and a Silverstone, and that one of those checks had hisname oniit.

“Look at that, will you?" asked Skeeter afew minutes|ater. “He sgiving it to aguy whosekid isdying.”

But EImo Simpson, The Large Charge, from Bridge City, Texas, was lying on hisback, fast adeep.
Snores began to form inside his mouth, and every few minutes, one would escape.

Donny taked to hiswife over the phone out in the motel |obby. They told each other how much they
missed each other, and Donny asked about the new record of his coming out thisweek, and Dottie said
she wished he’' d come home soon rather than going on the tour, and they told each other they loved each
other, and he hung up.

Vad Ritchiewas sitting in adrugstore just down the Street, egting a chocolate sundae and wishing he were
home, instead of going to do ashow tonight, then fly with one or another load of musicians off to Alaska
for two weeks for the USO.

He was wearing some of hisold clothes and looked out of place in the booth. He thought most northern
people overdressed anyway, even kids going to school.l mean, like they were all ready for church or
Uncle Fred' sfuneral.

He hadn’t been recognized yet, and wouldn’t be. He dways looked like atwenty-year-old garage
mechanic on a coffee break.

Bud and Lou swerved to avoid asnowdrift. They had turned onto the giant highway afew miles back
and had it amost to themselves. I ce glistened everywhere in the late afternoon sun, blindingly. Soon the
sun would fal and it would become pitch black outside.

“How much further isit, Bud?’ asked Lou. His ssomach was growling.
“I don’t know. It'saround here somewhere. I’ m just following what' s-his-name’ s orders.”
“Why doesn’t he give better orders, Bud?’

“Because he never worked for Universal.”

Stan and Ollie did not know what was happening when the doors of the moving van opened and carpets
started dropping off the tops of the racks.

Then the van dammed into another vehicle. They fdt it through the Sdes of the truck.
The driver was dready out. He was walking toward asmall truck with two meniniit.
Stan and Olllie climbed out of the back of the Mayflower truck and saw who the other two were.

The four regarded each other, and the truck driver surveyed the damage to the carpets, which was
minor.



They helped him load the truck back up; then Stan and Ollie climbed in the small van with Bud and L ou.

“I wonder what Quackenbush isup to now?’ asked Bud, as he scrunched himsalf up with the others.
With Lou and Ollie taking up so much room, he and Stan had to share a space hardly big enough for a
lap dog. Somehow, they managed.

“I redlly don't know,” said Ollie. * He seems quite intent on keeping thisthing from happening.”

“But, why us, Bud?" asked Lou. “We beengood boyssince. . . well, we been good boys. He could
have sent so many others.”

“That’squitedl right with me,” said Stanley. “He didn’t seem to want justanybody for this”

“I don’t know about you two, but Lou and | were sent from Peoria. That’ salong way. What' sthis guy
got agang us?’

“Wadll, there sactudly no telling,” said Stanley. “ Ollieand | have been traveling dl day, haven't we,
Ollieg?

“Quiteright, Stanley.”

“But what | don't get,” said Bud, working at his pencil-thin mustache, “isthat | remember when dl this
happened the firgt time.”

“Sodol,” said Stanley.
“But not ustwo,” said Lou, indicating Ollie and himsdlf, and trying to keep the truck on the road.

“Well, that' sbecauseyoutwo had . . . had . . . left before them. But that doesn’t matter. What mattersis
that he sent usback hereto . . . Cometo think of it, | don’t understand, either.”

“Orme” said Lou.
“Quackenbush movesin mysterious ways,” said Bud.
“Right you are,” said Stan.

“Mmmm Mmmmm Mmmmm,” said Ollie

By thetime they saw they werein the air they aso redized the pilot wasn't aboard.
Leonard was still stuck upside down in the forward cockpit. Arthur managed to fly the plane straight
while his brother crawled out and sat upright.

Looping and swirling, they flew on through the |ate afternoon toward Cedar Oaks.

Theline gtarted forming in front of the doors of the civic auditorium at five, though it was still bitterly cold.

The manager looked outside at 5:15. It wasjust dark, and there must be a hundred and fifty kids out
there already, ticketsin hand. He hadn’t been at the sound rehearsal and hadn’t seen the performers. Al
he knew was what he heard about them: They were the hottest rock and roll musicianssince Elvis
Predey and Chuck Berry.

The show went on at 7:00P.M. as advertised, and it was a complete sellout. The crowd was ready, and



when Rip Dover introduced the Champagnes, the people yelled and screamed even at their tired
doo-wah act.

Then came Wailon, and they were polite for him, except that they kept yelling “Rock '’ roll! Rock '’
roll!” and he kept Singing “Y oung Love’ and thelike.

Then other acts, then Vd Ritchie, who jogged his way through several standards and launched into “Los
Nifios.” Hetore the place gpart. They wouldn't let him go, they were dancing inthe aides. Hedid “Los
Nifios’ until he was hoarse. They dropped the spots on him, finaly, and the kids quit screaming. It got
quiet. Then there was the sound of amike being turned on and avoice, greasy in the magnificence, filled
thehdl:

“Helloooo00000000, baby!”

It was long past dark, and the truck swerved down the road, the forms of Stan, Ollie, Bud, and Lou
illuminated by the domelight. Bud had amap unfolded in front of the windshidld and Olli€ sarmswerein
Lou sway.

“It' shere somewhere,” said Bud. “I know it’s here somewherel”
Overhead was the whining, droning sound of an old aeroplane, sometimes close to the ground,

sometimesfar above. Every oncein awhilewasayd| of “Watch-ayoursdlf! Watch-awhere you go!”
and awhonk whonk .

The truck below passed asign which said:

WELCOME TO CEDAR OAKS
Speed Limit 30MPH

After The Large Charge hung up the telephone receiver, and they let him offstage to thunderous ovation,
the back curtain parted and there were Donny Bottoms and the Mosguitoes.

And thefirst song they sang was“ Dattie,” the song Bottoms had written for hiswife while they were ill
high school sweethearts. Then “Roller Coaster Days’ and “Miss America’ and al hisclassics. And the
crowd went crazy and . . .

Thetruck roared in the snowy, jampacked parking lot of the auditorium, skidded sideways, wiped out a
'57 cherry-red Merc, and punched out the moon window of a T-Bird. The cops on parking lot duty ran
toward the wreck.

Halfway there, they jumped under other carsto get away from the noise.

The noise wasthat of an airplane going to crash very soon, very close.

At the last second, the sound stopped.

The cops looked up.

An old biplanewas gtting dill in aparking spacein thelat, its propeller ill spinning. Two guysin funny
clothes were climbing down from it, one whistling andhonking to the other, who wastrying to get a

pointy hat off hisears.
The doors of the truck which had crashed opened, and four guystumbled out al over each other.



They ran toward the auditorium, and the two from the plane saw them and whistled and ran toward them.
They joined hafway acrossthelot, the six of them, and ran toward the civic hall.

The police were running for them like aberserk footbal team and then.. . .

The auditorium doors were thrown open by the ushers, lances of light gleamed out on the snow and
parked cars, and the mob spilled out onto the concrete and snow, laughing, yelling, pushing, shovinginan
effort to get home.

The six running figures melted into the oncoming throng, the police right behind them.

Above the cop whistles and the mob noise was an occasiond “Ollie, oh, Ollie!” or “Hey, Bud! Hey,
Bud!” orwhonk whonk and . . .

The sx made it into the auditorium as the maintenance men were turning out the lights, and they ran up to
the manager’ sofficeand insde.

The thin manager was watching TV. He looked up to the six and thought it must be some sort of a
publicity Sunt.
On TV camethetheme music of “You Bet Y our Duck.”

“It' s-a Quackenbush!” said Leonard.

The TV show host looked up from hisrostrum. “Hi, folks. And tonight what’ s the secret woids?” Herea
large merganser puppet flopped down and the audience applauded. The show host turned the word card
around and lifted his eyebrows, looked at the screen and said:

“That’ sright. Tonight, the woids are Inexorable Fate. | knew | should' ve hired someoneese. Y ou guys
aretoo late.”

Then he turned to the announcer and asked, “ George, who'sour first guest?’ asthe duck was pulled
back overhead on its strings.

The six men tore from the office and out to the parking lot, through the last of the mob. Stan, Ollie, Bud,
and Lou jumped in the truck which awrecker atendant was just connecting to awinch, right under the
nose of the astonished police chief.

Arthur and Leonard, whistling and yelling, jumped in the plane, backed it out, and took off after circling
the crowded parking lot. They roseinto the air to many aloud scream.

The truck and plane headed for the airport.

The crowd was milling about the airport fence. Inside the barrier, musicians waited to get aboard a
DC-3, their instrument cases scattered about the concourse.

The truck with four men in it crashed through the fence, strewing wire and poststo the sides.

It twisted around on itswhedls, skidded sdeways, amogt hitting the musicians, and cameto ahat. The
four looked like the Keystone Firemen asthey climbed out.

Therewasaroar intheair, and the biplane came out of the runway lights, landed, and taxied to astop
less than an inch from the nose of the passenger plane.



“We not-atoo late! We not-atoo late!” yelled Leonard, as he climbed down. * Arthur, get tough with-a
that plane. Don't let it take off!”

Arthur climbed to the front of the crop duster and repeated the facid expressions he' d gone through
earlier with the pilot. Thistime a the frightened pilot of the DC-3, through the windshield.

Leonard, Bud, Lou, Stan, and Ollie ran to the musicians and found Wailon.
“Where s Bottoms?’ asked Bud.

“Huh?" asked Immy Wailon, dtill alittle distraught by the skidding truck and the aeroplane. “ Bottoms?
Bottomsleft on thefirg plane.”

“Thefirg plane?’ asked Ollie. “Thefirst aeroplane?’

“Uh, yeah. Smpson and Ritchie were dready on. Donny wanted to wait for thisone, but | gave him my
seat. I’'m waiting for someone.” He looked at them; they had not moved. “I gave him my seat on the first
plane” he said. Then helooked them over inthedim lights. “Y ou friends of his?’

“No,” said Stanley, “but I'm surewe' |l be seeing him again very soon.”
Overhead, the plane which had taken off afew minutes before circled and headed northwest for Alaska
They ligened to it fade in the distance.

Whonkwent Arthur.

They drove back through the dark February night, al six of them jammed into the seat and the small back
compartment. After they heard the news for thefirst time, they turned the radio down and talked about
the old days.

“Thisfdlow Quackenbush,” asked Ollie. “Ishein the habit of doing things such asthis?’

“Ah, theBoss? There s-anotdlin’ what the boss man willado!”

“He must not be anice man,” said Loul.

“Oh, he'sprobably dl right,” said Bud. “Hejust hasamind like aproducer.”

“A contradictioninterms” said Stanley.

“You'reso right,” said Ollie.

“Pardon me,” said the hitchhiker for whom they stopped. “Could you fellowsfind it in your heartsto give

mearide?| fed abit weary after the affairs of the day, and should like to nestle in the arms of Morpheus
for ashort while”

“Sure” said Lou. “Hopin.”

“Ahyes” sad the rotund hitchhiker in the beaver hat. “ Been chasing about the interior of thisstate all
day. Somefool errand, yesindeed. Reminds me of the time on safari in Afghanistan . . .” Helooked at
the six men, leaned forward, tapping adeck of cardswith his gloved hands. “Would any of you
gentlemen beinterested in alittle game of chance?”’



“No thanks” said Bud. “ Y ouwouldn’t liketheway | play.”

They drove through the night. They didn’t need to stop for the next hitchhiker, because they knew him.
They saw him in the headlights, on the railroad tracks beside the road. He was kicking a broken-down
locomotive. He came down the embankment, stood beside the road as they bore down on him.

Hewasdressed in astraw hat, avest, and apair of tight pants. He wore the same countenance all the
time, agreat soneface.

Thetruck came roaring down on him, and was even with him, and was amost by, when he reached out
with one hand and grabbed the back door handle and with the other clamped his straw hat to his head.

Hisfeet flew up off the pavement and for a second he was pardld to the ground; then he pulled himsdlf
into the sparetire holder and curled up adeep.

He had never changed expression.

Over the hill went the eight men, some of them talking, some dozing, toward the dawn. Just before the
truck went out of Sight there was asound, so high, so thinit did not carry well.

It wenthonk honk .

| ntroduction: The Passing of the Western

W hen | introduced thisinNight of the Cooters , | did along riff on how the structure of the story drove
George R.R. Martin bananas when he heard meread it. | won't tell that again.

Thiswas written for Joe Lansdale and Pat L obrutto’ sRazored Saddles , the cowpunk anthology.

Therewas, as| said, something going on in al the genre fictionsin the mid-1980s—mysteries, comic
books, SF, Westerns—everything was reexamining itself (except Fantasy, which seemed to be chasing
itself up itsretrograde butthole,then and now ). Part of thiswas, | think, burnout on the part of the
third-and-fourth generation that had been raised on the stuff and was now creating it. Likethey dl of a
suddink (as Popeye would say) stopped and said: Why are we doing itthis way? Towhat end? And they
darted doing it differently.

Thereis no genre so standardized as the Western, written or filmed. FromThe Great Train Robbery on,
there were “ Jersey Westerns’ ; because of the MPPCo. moviemaking itself moved West, where the
scenery and the light were free. Méiés sent his brother to set up Star Films U.S. in San Antonio:
product—Westerns. There were formula plots, seven or eight of them. The standard was the Jacobean
Revenger Plot on horseback, except for the sheepherder/rancher sodbuster/rancher ones. (The old joke:
Dog limpsinto town with agunbelt dung around his middle. Sheriff says, “Whereyou goin’, boy?’ Dog
says, “I'mlookin’ for thefdler that shot my paw.”)

And once again it took a European—thistime aBrit, Kim Newman, to tel uswhat wasthere dl thetime:
that what was going on in American society was reflected in the Western' s trestment of the cattle baron.
Inthe’ 20s he was a kindly figure whose daughter the go-getter cowboy would marry; in the Depression,
he was Capitdism Rampant; in the early ' 40s a benevolent, patriotic FDR figure; in thelate’ 40s and
'50s a psychotic madman torn apart by dissension on and off theranch. . . .

Y ou started getting strangely written Westernsin the 1980s (after the genre died on television—quick!



Name the last regularly broadcast Western before they came back?—Kung Fu!). So-called
cowpunk—from cyberpunk in SF to splatterpunk in horror to cowpunk, al lit-crit phrases—was both
partand cause. Among the truly swell practitioners were Joe Lansdale and Neal Barrett Jr., who loved
the Western and wanted to do something new with it. Kenneth Oakley’ sSeason of Bloody Weather
openswith Doc Halliday coughing up part of alung in ahotel washbasin. There was so much new
excitement that the late Chad Oliver wrote the two books he' d been threatening to for twenty-five years,
Broken Eagle andThe Cannibal Owl . (In novels, Joe sThe Magic Wagon isthe true exemplar.)

| don't look like the Western kind of guy to most folks, but don't let that fool you. Joe said he d have an
anthology soon, would | do astory, | said sure. A few monthslater Joe called me and said, “Where' sthe
gory?’

I’ d been thinking about Westerns, and what would have happened if things had been alittle different. I'd
been reading film criticismall my reading life, and there were a couple of people | wanted to, you know,
payhomage to, which will be pretty easy to figure out once you start reading this.

Indeedy, things were happening in the Western in the 1980s. | was glad to beasmdll part of it.

The Passing of the Western

FromFilm Review World , April 1972:

A few months ago, we sensed something in the national psyche, atime for reevauation, and began to put
together this specia issue of Film Review World devoted to that interesting, dmost forgotten art form,
the American Western movie.

The genre flourished between 1910 and the late 1930s, went into its decline in the 1940s (while the
country was recovering from The Big Recession, and due perhaps more to actud physica problems such
asthe trouble of finding suitable locations, and to the sudden popularity of costume drameas, religious
gpectacles, and operettas). There was some renewed interest in the late 1940s, then virtualy nothing for
the next twenty years.

Now that some Europeans (and somefar lesslikely people) have discovered something vita in the form,
and have made afew examples of the genre (along with their usua output of historical epics and heavy
dramas), wefdt it wastime for aretrospective of what was for awhile auniquely American art form,
dedling asthey did with nationa westward expanson and the taming of awhole continent.

Wewere originally going to concentrate on the masters of the form, but no sooner had we assigned
articles and begun the search for dtillsto illustrate them than we ran across (in the course of reviewing
booksin thefieldand because we occasionally house-sit with our twelve-year-old nephew) no less than
three articles dedling in part with alittle-known (but well-remembered by those who saw them) series of
Westerns made between 1935 and 1938 by the Metropolitan-Gol dfish-Mayer Studios. Admittedly, the
last article gppeared in amagazine aimed specificaly at teenagers with no knowledge of American film
indugtry higtory (or anythingel se for that matter), edited by a man with an encyclopedic knowledge of film
and an absolutely abominable writing style—who has nevertheless ddved into movie arcanain his
attempt to fill the voracious editoria maw of the Sx magazines he edits (from his still-and-poster-laden
Boise garage) for anot-so-nice guy in Richmond.

Thatwe could dmost dismiss, but the other two we couldn’ t—two works by film scholars noted for their
ability to find people, hunt up lost screenplays and production notes and dig at the facts, both booksto
be published within aweek of each other next month.



WEe ve obtained permission to reprint the relevant portions of the two books, and the whole of that
magazine article (including the fills) by way of introduction to this specia issue dedicated to the Passing
of the Western Movie from the American cinema—taken together, they seemed to strike exactly theright
note about the film form we seem to have logt.

Join us, then, in atrip backwards in time—twice, asit were—to both the real eventsthat inspired the
films, and to the movies made about them fifty yearslater.

And, asthey used to say on the Chisholm Trall, “aways keep to the high ground and have your dicker
handy!”

—John Thomas Johns

From: The Boise System: Interviews with Fifteen Directors Who Survived Life in the Sudios , by
Frederick T. Yawts, Ungar (Film Book 3), 1972.

(From the interview with James Selvors)

Sdvors

... the problems of doing Westerns of course in those days was finding suitable locations—that’ swhy
they set up operationsin Boisein thefirst place. See, no matter what steps people had taken, they’d
never redly gotten any good congtant rainfal in the Idaho part of the basin—oh, they could makeit rain
occasiondly, but never like anywhere el se—it was the mountainsto the west. They call it orographic
uplift, an orographic plain. There used to be one on the west coast of Peru, but they fixed that back in the
Nineteen-teens by fooling with the ocean currents down there. They tried that up here, too, in
Washington State and Oregon, messed with the ocean currents; instead of raining in Idaho, dl they got
was more rain on the Pacific dope, which theydid not need .

Anyway, Griffith and Laemmle came out to Boisein ' 09, 1910, something like that, because they could
be out in what was | ft of the Plainsin afew hours and they could dmost guarantee 150 good-westher
daysayear.

Firg thing the early filmmakers had to do was build a bunch of western towns, since there weren't any
out there (nobody with any sense ever stopped and put down roots in the Idaho Plains when Oregon
wasjust afew days away). What few towns there had been had dl rotted away (there still wasn't much
rain but it was ahell of alot more than there had been sixty years before). The place actually used to bea
desert—imagine that, with nothing growing but scrub. By the time the pioneer moviemakers got thereit
was looking like old pictures of Kansas and Nebraska from the 1850s—flat grasdands, afew smal
trees, really Western-looking. (God help anyone who wanted to make amovie set in one of the Old
Deserts—you’' ve got farms dl up and down the Mojave River and Death Valey Reservoir and Great
Utah Lake now that get fifty balesto the acre in cotton.) There was the story everybody’ s heard about
making the Western in one of the newnunatak areasin Antarctica—the snow’' d melted off somethree
thousand square miles—taking fake cactus and sagebrush down therein the late’ 40s. | mean, itlooked
like a desert, flat bare rock everywhere; everybody had to strip down to just shirt, pants, and hats and
put on fake swest—we heard it froze; the snow’smelted in Antarcticaawholelot, but don't let anyone
tel you it'snot till cold there—it has something to do with not getting as cold by a couple of degreesa
year—Ilike the mean temperature’ sonly risen like four degrees since the 1880s. (Filming icebergsis
another thing—you ether have to do miniaturesin atank, which never worked; use old stock footage,
ditto; or go to Antarcticaand blast the tops off dl jaggedy with explosves—the onesin Antarcticaare
flat, they' reland ice; what everybody thinks of as northern icebergs were seaiice)) Somebody’ s gonna
have to do an article sometime on how the weather’ s kept special effects peopleinbusiness. . . .



Int.:
What was it about theCloudbustersseries that made them so popular?

SHvors
Lots of people saw them. (laughs)

Int.:
No, seriously. They were started as short subjects, then went to steady B Westerns. Only Shadow
Smith dying stopped production of them. . . .

Sdvors

I’'ve talked to lots of people over the years about that. Those things resonate. They’ re about exactly what
they’ re about, if you know what | mean. RememberRaining Cats and Dogs ?The Second Johnstown
Flood ? Those were A pictures, big budgets, big stars? Well, they dl came later, after thelast
Cloudbusters movie was made. | mean, we set out to make afilm about the real taming of the
West—how it was done, in fact. All these smal independent ouitfits, going from place to place, making it
rain, fixing up things, turning the West into agarden and alush pastureland. That wasthe red West, not a
bunch of peoplekilling off Indians and shooting each other over rightsto amudhole. That stuff happened
early on, just after the Civil War. By 1880 dl that was changing.

We wanted just to make a short, you know, athree-regler, about thirty minutes—there was a hot
documentary and atwo-red color cartoon going out with the A pictureUp and Down the Front , about
Canadiansin the Big 1920 Push during the Great World War (that being the closest the U.S. got to
it)—thiswaslate’ 34, early ’ 35 [release date April 23, 1935—Int.]. So that package was too much stuff
for even afifty-five-minute B picture. Goldfish and Thalberg came to me and George Mayhew and asked
usif we had athree-reder ready to go—we didn’t but we told them we did, and sat up all night working.
Mayhew’ d wanted to do a movie about the rainmakers and pluvicultistsfor along time. There' d been an
early slent about it, but had been ared stinker [Dam Burst at Sun Dog Gap, Universal 1911—Int.], so
Mayhew thought up the plot, and the mood, and we knew Shadow Smith was available, and Mayhew'd
written acouple of movieswith “PDQ” Podmer in them so he thought up the “Doodad” character for
him, and we went back to Thalberg next day and shook hands on it and took off for Boise the next
morning.

Int.:
It was a beautiful little film—most people remember it being a feature.

Sdvors

Mayhew kicked butt with that script—!ots of stuff in it, background and things, lots of action, but nothing
seemed jammed in Sideways or hurried. Y ou remember that one was sdlf-contained; | mean, it ended
with the rain and everybody jumping up and down in mud puddles, and the Cloudbustersrolling out for
the next place. | think if we' d never made another one, people would still remember The Cloudbusters .

Int.:
It was the first one to show the consequences, too—it ended with the Cloudbusters sitting in the
Thunder Wagon bogged up to the wheelhubs and having to be pulled out by two teams of oxen.

Sdvors
That'sright. A beautiful touch. But it wasn't caled the Thunder Wagon yet. Most people remember it
that way but it was't, not in that one. That al came later.



Int.:
Really?

SHvors
Redlly. Wasn't until the second one their wagon was referred to as the Thunder Wagon. And it wasn't
painted on the side until the third one.

Int.:
How did the features, and the rest of the series come about?

Sdvors
Thalberg liked it. So did the preview audiences, better than anything but the cartoon. It even got
bookings outside the package and the chains.

Int.:
| didn’t know that. That was highly unusual.

SHvors.
So much so they didn’t know what to do. But by then we were into the second, maybe the third. All |
know isthey set up a points system for us.

Int.:
Even though you were on salary?

SHvors

Me and Mayhew werein pig heaven. Smith got part of it, but the brightest man of al was Podmer. He
wasn't on contract—hewas, like, aloose cannon; sometimes him and Andy Devine or Eric Blorewould
work on two or three movies on different lots aday. Anyway, he sure cut some sweet ded with M.G.M.
over the series. Podmer talked like ahick and walked like a hick—it was what we wanted in the
character of “Doodad” and he was brilliant at it—but he could tear a pheasant with the best of them. . . .

Int.:
So if you and Mayhew set out to tell a realistic story, about the rainmakers and the real business
of winning the West . . .

SHvors
| know what you' re going to ask next. (laughs)

Int.:
What?

SHvors.
Y ou' re going to ask about the Windmill Trust.

Int.:
What about the Windmill Trust?

Sdvors
That part, we made up.



From: The Sdekick: Doppelgangers of the Plains by Marvin Ermstien, UCLA Press, 1972.

(Thisinterview with EImer “PDQ” Podmer took place in 1968, afew months before his death at the age
of ninety-four. It was recorded at the Boise Basin Y acht Club.)

ME:
Let’ stalk about the most popular seriesyou did at M.G.M.

Podmer:
Y ou meanThe Cloudbusters ?

ME:
You' ve been in, what, more than three hundred movies. .. ?

Podmer:
Three hundred seventy-four, and | got another one shooting next month, where | play Burt Mustin's
father.

ME:
I’m still surprised that people remember you best as* Doodad” Jones. Three of the films were
shorts, five were B movies, and | don'’t think any of them have been on television for awhile. . . .

Podmer:

|zzat afact? Wdll, | know last time | saw one was mebbe ten year ago when | was over to my great
grandniece shouse. | remember when Bill Boyd was goin” on and on about television, way back in 1936
or s0. Hetold dl usit wasthewave o' the future and to put al our money in Philco. Hewas buying up
therightsto al his Roman Empire movies, that series he made, Hoplite Cassus. We dl thought he was
crazy asabedbug at the time. He made quite abundle, | know that.

ME:
About The Cloudbugters . . .

Podmer:
Wadl, it was agood character part. It was just like me, and the director and writer had some pretty good
ideas what to do with him. Also, you remember, | wasthe star of thelast one. . . .

ME:
The Thunder Wagon. That was the one being made when Shadow Smith died.

Podmer:

That wasit. Well, origindly of courseit had pretty much another script—they’ d filmed some of it—in fact
they’ d filmed the scene that was used in the movie where Shadow talks to me and then rides off to do
some damn thing or other. Next day we got the news about Shadow drowning in the Snake River while
he was hauling in afourteen-pound rainbow trout. They found his rod and red two mile downriver and
the trout was still hooked. . . .

ME:
There were lots of ironic overtones in the death notices at the time.



Podmer:
Y ou mean about him being inThe Cloudbuster s and then dying that way? Y eah, | remember. Hewasa
damn fine actor, a gentleman, just like his screen character. We was sure down for awhile.

ME:
So the script was rewritten?

Podmer:

Y ep. Mayhew wanted to make it atribute to Smith, and also do some things he hadn’t been able to do
before, so he turned out ahum-dinger! | got top billing for thefirst and only timein my life. In the cutting
on the new version, they had Smith say whatever it is; then as he turnsto ride away they had this guy who
could do Smith’ svoice tell me where to take the Thunder Wagon, which sets up the plot. That puts me
and Chancy Raines (that was Bobby Hornmann, ared piss-ass momma s boy, nothing like the character
he played) smack dab up against Dryden and the Windmill Trust on our own.’ Coursethered star of
that last picture wasthe wagon itself. Mayhew’ s screenplay redly put that thing through some paces. . . .

ME:
Tell us about the Wagon.

Podmer:
Y ou seen the movies, an't you?

ME:
Three or four times each.

Podmer:
Thenwhy ask me?

ME:
Well, it looked likeyoufiring off the Lightning Rockets and the Nimbus Mortars. . . .

Podmer:

It wasme. | didn’t use no stuntman! | wisht | had anickel for every powder burn | got on that series.
Somedays|’d beworkin' a M.G.M. morning and hightailing it al the way across Boiseto thefirst
National lot, and runnin’ on the set sayin' my lines, and the makeup men would be bitching because I’ d
burnt half my real beard off, or had powder burns on my arms, or something. One of those other films|
ain’t got no eyebrowsin a couple of scenes.

ME:
What about the Sferics Box? | know some critics complained there was nothing like it in use
among the rainmakersin thereal Old West.

Podmer:

Do | look like agoddamn engineer? I’m athespian! Ask Mayhew or Selvors about that stuff. | do know
| once got aletter from aguy what used to be arainmaker back then—hell, he must have been older
when he wrote that |etter than | annow —who said he used something like thet there Sferics
Box—they’ d listen for disturbances in the ether with them. Had something to do with sunspots, | think.

ME:
That was twenty years before deForest sent the first messages. . . .



Podmer:
They wasn't interested intalkin’ to each other, they was interested in makin' agullywasher! That’ swhat

the guy wrote, anyway.

ME:
In all those films, Shadow Smith never used a gun, right?

Podmer:

Wéll, just that once. People talked about that Stuff for along time. It was the next to last one[ The

Water shed Wars, 1937 —ME] and they was that shootist for the Windmill Trust that called Shadow out
to a street dued—Shadow’ d just gone into the saloon to find him after al those people were killed when
the Windmill Trust tried to make Utah Great Lake sdty again, and Shadow’ s so mad he picksup a
couple of gunsfrom the bar and goes out, then you cut out onto the street, bad guy’ s standing in it, and
Shadow comes out the saloon doors a quarter-mile away and starts shooting, just blasting away and
walking up the boardwalk, bullets hitting al over the streets around the shootist, and he just takes off and
runs, hightailsit away. When Shadow redlizeswhat he' s done, that he' s used gun-violence, he getsal
upset and chagrined. People still talk about that. What few Westerns were made later, even the onesthey
garted filming afew years ago in what was | eft of the Sahara Plains, they’ d never done that—aways
romanticized it, one-to-one, always used violence. Never likeinThe Cloudbusters , where we used
brainsand science. . . .

ME:
It wasn't just Shadow Smith’s death that finished the series, then?

Podmer:

It wuz everything. Smith died. Thalberg had been dead ayear by then, and Goldfish wanted to move
Sdlvors up to the A pictures; he never could leave well-enough aone. The next one we knew was gonna
be directed by just someone with aticket to punch. Selvorstried to stay, but they told him their way or
the highway. That wasthe middie of ’ 38, just when the European market fell apart, and people was
nervous over here—they didn’t haveto wait but till August before our market started The Long Fall, and
people sarted the Back-to-the-Land movement; they ate dl right but there wasn't anyreal money
around. Anyway, that’s about the time Mayhew had the garish-headline divorce and we' d be damned if
we' d let other people writeand direct The Cloudbusters . Also, they took Bill Menzies away from us.
He' d designed the Thunder Wagon, and most of the props and did the sets, and about haf the effects on
the movies—remember the credits, with that big thunderhead rolling in on you and suddenly spelling out
The Cloudbusters ?—that was Menzies doing dl dong.

So weadl got together, just after we wrapped The Thunder Wagon and we made agentlemen’s
agreement that there wouldn't be any more Cloudbuster films—it was hard to do, we'd been ared
family except for that shitty Hornmann kid, | hope hel s burning in hell—[Robert Hornmann waskilled in
afight inaWest Boise nightclub in 1946 —ME] and for me it was walking away from agoldmine, and
my only chanceto get top billing again. But it was easiest for me, too, Since | had a picture-to-picture
ded and all | did wasline up enough work to stay busy for the solid next year. | also put out the word to
al the other comic relief typesnot to go signin’ anything with the nameCloudbusters oniit. . . .

ME:
Have you seen Sergio Leone' sA Faceful of Rainwater?

Podmer:
Was that the Wop Western about the Two Forks War?



ME:
Yes. It' s supposedly an homage to the Cloudbusters, much grittier but not as good, | don’t think.

Podmer:
Nope. Ain't seenit.

From: BLAZINGSCREENS! The Magazine of Celluloid Thrills , June 1972.

SOUNDTRACK THUNDER AND NITRATE LIGHTING!
By Formahaut J. Amkermackam

Imagine atime when most of the American continent was avast dry desert from the Mississppi to the
Pecific Coast!

Imagine when there were no lush farmlands from seato sea, when coffee, rubber, and teahad to be
imported into this country!

Imagine that once men died crossing huge sandy wastes & when the only water for a hundred miles might
turn out to be poison, when the Great Utah Lake was S0 sty it supported no aguetic life!

Imagine when the Midwest was only sparse grasdands, suitable for crops only likewhest & oeats, or an
economy based on the herding of cattle & sheep!

Imagine atime when rainfal was so scarce the only preci pitation was snow on the high mountainsin the
winter & when that was melted there was no moretill next year!

These things were neither anightmare nor the fevered dreams of some fantasy writer—thiswasthe
American West—where our forefathers actualy tried to make aliving—Iess than one hundred years

ago!

YOU CAN TAKE A PLUVICULTURE BUT YOU CAN'T MAKE IT DRINK

Then came the men & women who not only talked (as Mark Twain once said) about the weather but
they did something about it! They caled themsalves sorm wizards, rainmakers, and even pluviculturists
(whichisthe fancy word for rainmaker!) & their theories were many & varied but what they did & how
they did it & how they changed our lives & the destiny of the world was the Stuff of legend. But at first
everybody just talked about them & nobody did anything about them.

Until 1935, that is!!!

TWO THUNDERHEADS ARE BETTER THAN ONE

That year George Mayhew (the screenwriter of Little Lost Dinosaur & Wild Bill Barnacle ) teamed up
with James Sdlvors (director of such great movies asThe Claw-Man Escapes ,His Head Came C.O.D.,
and the fantastic musicad war movieBlue Skies & Tailwinds ) to bring to the screen aseries of films
deding with thelife & times of the men who broke the weather & transformed the American West to a
second Garden of Eatin'—The Cloudbusters!

THE GUN THAT DROWNED THE WEST
Aided by the marvelous & mysterious Thunder Wagon (in which they kept dl their superscientific

parapherndia & their downpour-making equipment) they roamed the west through five feature films &
three shortsthat will never be forgotten by those who' ve seen’em.



SHADOWS OF THINGS TO COME

For thelead in the films (except for the last one where he had only abrief appearance dueto his untimely
& tragic death) they chose Shadow Smith, the big (6'5%2") actor who starred in such films asWar den,
Let Me Out!, My Friend Frankenstein , and lots more. Before the Cloudbusters films, his best known
rolewas as Biff Bamm inSpooks in the Ring ,Snging Gloves , andBiff Bamm Meets Jawbreaker , dl
for Warner Bros. Shadow was born in 1908 in Flatonia, Texas, & had worked in filmsfrom 1928 on,
after adtint as an egg-handler & then collegein Oklahoma City.

Hefit therole perfectly (his character name was Shadow Smith too) and, according to people who knew
him, wasjust like his screen character—soft-spoken, shy, and agreat lover of the outdoors. Itis
interesting that the Shadow Smith character in the Cloudbusters never used afirearm to settlea
score—sometimes resorting to scientific wrestling holds & fisticuffs, but most usudly depending on his
quick wits, brain, and powers of logic.

WHO DAT WHO DAY “DOODAD"?

Ascomicrdief & sdekick “Doodad” Joneswas played by ElImer “PDQ” Podmer (the“PDQ” inthe
name of this old-time character actor stuck with him for the aacrity with which helearned & assayed his
many roles, and the speed with which he went from one acting job to another, sometimes working on as
many asthree different films at three different sudiosin one day!). The character of “Doodad” was one
of the most interesting he ever had. Many characteristics were the usua—he used mal gpropismslike
other sdekicks (“aspersonsto greatness’ and “some hick yokdramus,” and he once used “ matutina
absolution” for “morning bath”) but was deferred to by Shadow Smith for his practica knowledge &
mechanicd abilities, especiadly when something went wrong with the “consarned idjit contraptions’ in the
Thunder Wagon.

Their young assstant, Chancy Raines (played by Bobby Hornmann, who died tragicaly young before he
could fulfill hisgreat talents as an actor) was added in the second film as an orphan picked up by Smith
and “Doodad” after adrought & sudden flash flood killed his mother & father & little Sgter.

Together they roamed the Weg, in three short (three-red or twenty-eight-minute) filmsand five
full-length festures made between 1935 and 1938. They went from smal towns and settlementsto the
roaring hellcamps of Centrd City and Sherman Colorado to the Mojave Desert in Cdifornia, and asfar
north as the Canadian border, bringing with them storms & life-giving rainswhich madethe prairies
bloom—awaysin their magnificent Thunder Wagon!

SKYWARD HO!
The Thunder Wagon! A beautiful & deek yelow and blue (we were told) wagon pulled by ateam of
three pure white horses (Cirrus, Stratus, and Cumulus) and one pure black horse (Nimbus)!

Designed by director/cameraman/set designer/specia effects man Bill C. Menzies (who had come from
Germany viaEngland to the M.G.M. studiosin Boise in 1931), the Thunder Wagon seemed both swift &
asolid platform from which Shadow, “Doodad,” and Chancy made war on the elements with their
powerful Lightning Rockets, Nimbus Mortars (& the black horse neighed every time that weapon was
fired), and Hailstone Cannons, which they fired into the earth’ s atmosphere & caused black clouds &
thunderstorms (& in one case a blizzard) to form & dump their precipitation on the hopeful thirsty farmers
and rancherswho' d hired them.

DON QUIXOTESOF THE PLAINS
But the weather was’'t the only thing the Cloudbusters fought in the course of their movies. For they dso
had to battle the deadly Windmill Trust!

The Windmill Trust! A group of desperate Eastern investors, led by the powerful Mr. Dryden, dedicated



to keeping the status quo of low rainfall & limited water resources in the Western territories! Their
tentacles were everywhere—they owned the mgjority of railroads & al the well-drilling & windmill
manufacturing firmsin the United States & they kept in their employ many shootists & desperados whom
they hired to thwart the efforts of dl the rainmakers & pluviculturaiststo bring moisture to the parched
plains. These men resorted to sabotage, mis-sending of equipment, wrongful processes of law, and in
many cases outright murder and violenceto retain their stranglehold on the American West and itsthirsty
inhabitantd

DESICCATED TOTHEONE | LOVE

Through these eight films, with their eye-popping specid effects (even the credits were an effects matte
shot of agiant cloud forming & coming toward you & suddenly spelling out the series’ name!), their
uncharacteristic themes, and their vision of achanging America (brought on by the very rainmakers these
filmswere about!), there were thrills & images people would never forget.

If you ever get to see these (& someone should redlly put the first three shorts together in one package &
rdeaseitto TV) you'll see:

« A raceto the death between raging floodwaters, the Thunder Wagon, and the formerly
unbelieving Doc Geezler & awagonload of orphang

« “Doodad” Jones using the Nimbus Mortars to cause ahuge electrica ssorm & demolish the Giant
Windmill (thirty stories high!) sucking the water from & drying up the South Platte River &
threstening the town of Denver with drought!

«  The henchmen of the Windmill Trust (led by Joe Sawyer) dressed as ghostsin asilent (no sound
of hoofbeats, only the snap of quirts and jangle of spurs heard in an eerie scene) raid on the town
of Central City, Colorado!

«  Thecdimeactic fight on the salt-drilling platform above Utah Gresat Lake in the hailstorm between
Shadow Smith & Dryden, and three others seemingly plunging to their desths far below!

»  Thegreat blizzard forming over the heated floor of the (once) Great Mojave Desert, with its
magical scenes of cacti in the snow & icicles on the sagebrush!

ACTION! THRILLS! WET SOCKS!
You can seedl thisand more, if you travel back viathe Slver screen & your TV set to atime not so long
ago, when the Cloudbusters rode the Wild American West in their eight films:

1. The Cloudbuster s(1935—a short, introducing Shadow Smith, “Doodad,” and the Thunder
Wagon!)

2. 44 Inches or Bust! (1935—the second short—thetitle refersto therainfal they promisea
parched community—introducing Chancy Raines & the Windmill Trust!)

3. Sorms Along the Mojave(1936—the last short)

4. The Desert Breakers(1936—thefirst feature, introducing Dryden as head of the Windmill
Trust!)

5. The Dust Tamers(1936—with the magic blizzard scenedl)
6. Battling the Windmill Trust(1936—with the giant windmill that threatens Denver!)

7. The Watershed Wars(1937—Dryden and Shadow Smith in hand-to-hand combat above Utah
Gresat Lake!)



8. The Thunder Wagon(1938—the best film though not most representative due to the death of
Shadow Smith ((who appears only in an early scene & to whom the picture is dedicated)) but the
Thunder Wagon isthe star dong with “ Doodad” & Chancy—they haveto causerain in three
widely separated places & use the Hailstone Cannons to freeze an underground streamt)

So through these films you can ride (or saddle up again if you were lucky enough to see them thefirst
time) with Shadow Smith, “Doodad” Jones, and Chancy Raines, fighting the Windmill Trust & bringing
the West therain it so sorely needs & experience atrue part of American history & thrill to the science &
adventures of The Cloudbusters'!

| ntroduction: The Effects of Alienation

Oneof the beaties (there are few) of being awriter isthat you can do dl the thingsin one genre that
you never did in another.

For instance: | lived, breathed, ate (and dropped other coursesin college) theater for aperiod of about
three years. Theater was a crummy one-credit course, and you were spending fifty and sixty hoursa
week there, besides al the other educati on-crap-type courses you were supposed to be doing (three-
and four-credit courses). | wrote plays, | wastechnical director, gaffer, best boy, key grip, scene painter
and designer,Johannes factotum . | even acted (there’ s never been another suchThousand Clowns as
ours, snce | had the twelve-year-old Nick Burns part—the Barry Gordon one in the movie—they cast
giants all around me—the leading lady was 6'1" for godsakes, and she was the shortest besides me at
57).

Anyway, | did everything, read everything, wrote everything. | was going to be the next Aeschylus, the
next Lope de Vega, the next Eugene O’ Nalill.

Somewhere dong the line | made two astounding discoveries. 1) All those guysweredead and we didn’t
need new ones. 2) | was making money writing prose. Then | was drafted. But that’ s another story.

Onetime| got apart because | was the only one who could do a Peter Lorre imitation (the part was of a
veryconfused obscene phone-caler . . .). | wrote aplay about the dying Bogart (before Woody Allen)
and Lorre calledThe Long Goodnight . It was probably horrible; like the one about the Round Table,
st in the Old West with barbed wire in the place of Mordred . . . and so on and so forth. Copies of
some of my playwriting stuff’ sin the Specia Collections Library a Texas A& M Universty. Those, |

pray, aen't. If they exig, they’rein box four after thethird divider; it saysin my list here. | sure hope

not. ..

Ido have apoint and am getting toit: Y ou will notice that severa of my stories have playsin them—this
one, “The Lions Are Adeep ThisNight,” not here, and movie scripts, or parts of movies never made.
Thisbook’sfull of them.

That’ swhat you can do when you' re abig-time writer—you can put in your storiesall the playsyou
didn’t write when you were eighteen; only in the Sories, they’redl produced and areBig Hits ! (or not,
but theyare produced).

| wrotethisin ahotd in Harrowgate England (as with far too many stories, | had to write one or show up
empty-handed and wing-it for an hour). Not only that (and I’ ve done thistwice), apand of lit-critswere
there, toinstantly critiqueit. Sort of aGong Show Self-Worth Theater |, if you know what | mean.

| wowed ' em. Pretty good going for aguy everybody kept filled to the limsoll Line with Guinness Stout



for two weeks. At the end of my time over there, at Gatwick, | said, “Y ou know, I’'mnot adrinking

“Could have fooled us,” they said.

I’'minordinately proud of thisone. And itis about the movies.

The Effects of Alienation

| t dways seemed to be snowing in Zirich that winter, but as Peter walked toward the café, he found
himsdlf looking up at an astonishingly blue sky.

Cold, still colder than awell-digger’ s ass, but clear nonetheless. He was so taken aback he stopped.
Therewas adull sun, looking as frozen as an outdoor Christmas tree ornament, over to thewest. The
houses and buildings al seemed new-washed; even the dush on the Sides of the Street was white, not the
usual sooty gray. Perhaps the crowd for the opening night might be larger than even he had hoped. If
Brecht were still dive, he would have said, “Westher good for a crowd, good for acrowd.”

Therewas agtuttering hum in the air, asummer sound from another country and time, the sound of afan
inafaraway room. It got louder. Then above the lake the airshipHerman Goring |1 pulledinto view like
an art deco sausage on itsdaily run from Freidrichschaffen across the border to Berne. Some mighty
Germans aboard; an admird’ s and two generals pennants flew from the tail landing ropesjust below the
swastikas on the stubby fins. Peter’ s eyes were getting worse (he was in hisfifties) but he noticed the
flags while the thing was il two kilometers away. The airship passed out of Sght beyond the nearest
buildings. Itsusua course was far northwest of Zirich—one of the Aryans must have wanted alook.

Higher up in the sky he saw the thin dash of white made by the Helsinki-Madrid jet, usudly invisble far
above the snowy clouds over Switzerland. Peter hadn’t seen it for months (not that he' d even been
looking). To people here, the passenger planes were something you only occasiondly saw, like summer.
Well, maybe that will change tonight, he thought. They’ Il never look at ajet plane or arocket the same

way agan.
Then he asked himsdlf: Who are we fooling?
He went on down the street to the Cabaret Kropotkin.

The actor doubling in therole of the blind organ grinder was having trouble with his Zucco, sointhelast
run-through he had to singa cappella . Another headache, thought Peter. Brecht’ s widow sent the
offending instrument out: Theone thing you could get donein Switzerland was have thingsfixed. More
trouble: The ropes holding some of the props had loosened; they had to be restrung.

Peter tugged on acarabiner. “ Zero,” he said to the actor, “you reallyshould lose someweight.” Peter had
thevoice of asmal, adenoidal Austrian garter snake.

The other actor (in the Cabaret Kropotkin,everyone was an actor; everyone a stagehand, an usher, a
waiter, adishwasher) pulled himself to hisfull height. He towered over Peter and blocked hisview of the
stage. Helet go of hisend of the rope.

“What? And lose my persondity?’ said Zero. “It' sglands!”

“Glands, my ass,” said Peter. “On what we make, | don’t know how you gain weight.” He pulled on the
guy rope.



“Dowhat? Gain? Back in America, | used to weigh—"

“Back in America,” said Shemp, the other actor with aleading rolein the play, “back in America, we dl
had jobs. We dso knew how to keep aropetight.” He jerked it away, burning their hands.

“Quit trying to be your late brother!” said Zero, sucking on hisfingers. “You just don’'t have Mo€' s
unique persondity.”

“And hedidn’t have my looks. Eeep Eeep Eeep Eeep!”

Peter shook his head, twisted aturnbuckle past the stripped place on the threads.
“Vaudeville!” said Zero. “God, how | don't missit!”

“Eight showsaday!” said Shemp. “Y our nameupin lights”

“The only thing your nameisgoing to be up in isthe pay register,” said Brecht’ swidow from the cabaret
floor where she had returned without a sound, “if you don't get those ropes straightened out.”

“Yes, comrade Ma am,” said Shemp for all of them.

A little after 5:00P.M. they finished the last rehearsd and it wastime for supper. They’ d had to cook thét,
too. A hedthy cabbage soup with potatoes and athick black bread Zero had kneaded up that morning.

Madame Brecht, who wore her hair in asevere bun, joined them. The conversation was light. The Poles,
Swedes, English, American, German, French, and Lithuanians who made up the ensemble had been
together for such atime they no longer needed to talk. One look, and everybody knew just how
everybody €2 slifewas going. When they did spesk, it wasin asort of pig-Esperanto comprised of
parts of adl their languages, and when the Madame was around, great heaping doses of Hegelian
gibberish.

Not that asingle one of them didn’t believe that beingright there right then wasn't the only placeto be.

Bruno, the old German gaffer, was staring into his soup bowl like it was the floor of Pontius Pilate' s
house.

Shemp whispered to Peter, “Here comes the fucking Paris story again.”

“I wasthere,” said Bruno. “1 wasin the German Army then. What did | know? | wasfifty-three yearsold
and had been drafted.”

Madame Brecht started to say something. Peter caught her eye and raised hisfinger, warning her off.

“Parid” said the old man, looking up from the table. “Paris, the second time we took it. Therewewerein
our millions, drums besting, bugles blaring, rank on rank of usl There wasthe Fihrer in his chariot,
Mussolini following behind in his. There they were pulling the Filhrer down the Champs-Elysées,
Montgomery and Eisenhower in the lead traces, de Gaulle and Bomber Harris behind. Poor Bomber!

He d been put in at the last moment after they shot Patton down like a dog when he refused. Then came
al the Allied generdswith their inggniaripped off. It was a beautiful spring day. It wasfifteen years ago.”

There were tears streaming down his face, and helooked at the Madame and smiled in agoofy way.

“I remember it well,” continued Bruno, “for that night, while looting a store, under the floorboards, |
found the writings of Mr. Brecht.”



“Thank you for your kind reminiscence, Bruno,” said the Madame.

“Suck up!” said Zero, under his breath.

“Just another hard-luck story,” said Shemp.

“I likeit very much,” said Peter to Zero quietly. “It has a certain decadent bourgeois charm.”

“Does anyone €l se have an anecdote about the Master?” asked the Madame, looking around
expectantly.

Peter sghed as someone el se started in on yet another ingtructive little didectic parable.

Arguing with Brecht had been like talking to a Communist post. When the man’s mind was made up, that
was that. When it wasn't was the only time you could show him hewas being a Stdinistputz ; only then
had he been known to rewrite something.

Thefirst time Peter had met Brecht, Peter had been nineteen and fresh off the last turnip truck from
Ludow. All he wanted was a Berlin theater job; what Brecht wanted was ataented marionette. He'd
ended up doing Brecht' s comedy by night and Fritz Lang’s movies by day, and in his copiousfreetime
learning to spend the increasingly inflated Weimar money, which eventualy became too chegp to wipe
your butt with. Then Peter found himsalf in America, viaHitchcock, and Brecht found himsdlf in
Switzerland, viaHitler.

Peter sighed, looking around the table. Everybody here had a story. Not like mine, butjust like mine. |
was making movies and money in America. | was nominated for the Academy Awardtwice , after
playing Orientals and psychopaths and crazy weeniesfor ten years. Therewasawar on. | was safe. It
wasthat fat old fart Greensireet, God rest his soul, who talked meinto the USO tour with him. There we
were, waiting for Glenn Miller’ s planeto comein, near the Swiss border, Sx shows aday, Hitler dmost
donein, the biggest audienceswe' d ever played to when BLAM!—the old world was gone.

Andwhen | quit running, it's“Hello, Herr Brecht, it is|, your long-lost admirer, Peter, the doormat.”

“Andyou?’ asked Madame. “What canyou tell usof our late departed genius?’

Peter ran through thirty years of memories, those of thefirst, and the ones of the last fifteen years. Yes,
age had mellowed the parts of Brecht’s mind that needed it. Y es, he had begun to bathe and change
clothes more often after his second or third heart attack, which had made things much more pleasant. He
had exploited people alittle less; possibly he' d forgotten how, or was so used to it that he no longer
noticed when he wasn't. No, the mental fires had never gone out. Yes, it was hard to carry on their work
without the sharp nail of hismind at the center of their theater. He could dso have said that Brecht spent
the last three years of hislifetrying to put The Communist Manifesto into rhymed couplets. Hecould
have said dll that. Instead, he looked at the Madame. * Brecht wanted to live hislife so that every day at
6:00PM. he could go into hisroom, lock the door, read cheap American detective stories, and eat
cheeseto hisheart’ s content. The man must have had bowd muscleslike stedl strands.”

Then Peter got up and left the room.

Walter Brettschneider was the Cultura Attaché to the Reichsconsul in Zurich and was only twenty-five
yearsold. Which meant, of course, that he was amgor in the Geheime Staats Polizel. Hisjob at the
Consulate included arranging and attending socid and culturd affairs, arrangements for touring groups
from the Fatherland to various Swiss cities (Zurich, he thought, rather than Berne, being the only city in



the country withany culture at al). His other job was easier—he could have been assigned to one of the
Occupied Lands, or South America, or asliaison with the Japanese, which every day was becoming
more and more of achorefor the Reich; hisfriend back in Berlinin the Ministry of Manufacturetold him
the members of the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere had come up with many technical
innovationsin the last few years, they were now making an automobile as good as the V olkswagen and
had radio and tel eviewing equipment that required only three tubes.

That second job of his consisted of forwarding to Berlin, each year or S0, alist of thirty to forty names.
Of these, adozen or fifteen would be picked. These people would suddenly find that their permanent
resdent dien statusin Switzerland was in question, there were certain charges, etc. And then they would
be asked by the Swissto leave the country.

Everyone was satisfied with the arrangement, the Swiss, the Reich, in some strange way the resident
aliens, aslong asthey weren't one of the dozen or so. Switzerland itsalf was mined and booby-trapped
and well defended. If the Reich tried to invade, the Alpswould drop on them. Germany controlled
everything going in and out—it surrounded the country for two thousand kilometersin every
direction—the New Lands, New Rusdand, New Afrika, New Icdand, the lands aong the shiny new
Berlin-BaghdadEi senbahn —except the contents of the diplomatic pouches, and some of those, too.

If the Fatherland tried to use the Wegpons on the Swiss, they lost dl those glittery numbered assets, and
endangered their surrounding territory.

So the system was understood. After dl, as the First Fiihrer had said, we have athousand years; at a
dozen ayear wewill eventudly get them all.

Edward, his assgtant, knocked and camein.
“Heil Bormann,” he said, nonchdantly raising hishand afew inches.
“OK,” sad Brettschneider, doing likewise.

“Y ou remember that the two younger cousins of the Swabian Minister for Culture are arriving
Thursday?’ asked Edward.

“I had tried to forget,” said Brettschneider. He opened the big 1960 calendar on his desk to February
13th, made anote. “Will youplease make sure the schedule in the hall is marked? Why, why do people
cometo Switzerland inthewinter 7’

“| certainly have noidea,” said Edward. “What' s doing?’

“There sanew show at the Kropotkin tonight. They’re not saying what it is, so of coursel haveto go

“Not the kind of place you can take the cou—"

“Most assuredly not. But then again, last month they did the decadent American classicArsenic and Old
Lace . Quiteamusing initsorigina verson. Of course, in theirs, the Roosevelt character wasn't
Theodore. And Jonathan was made up to look like the Second Fiulhrer—" Brettschneider looked up at
the three photos on hiswall—Hitler, Himmler, Bormann—Himmler’ swas one of theold officid ones,
from eleven years ago, before the chin operation, not the posthumousnew officid ones—*no, not redly
the kind of place, the type of plays two young women should see.”

“Haveagood time,” said Edward. “ Ihave to accompany the Reichsminister’ swife to the Turkish thing.”
“Oh?Yes?How’ syour Turkish?’



“It' sbeing givenin English, | am led to believe. I'll drop back in later today, in any case.”

Edward |eft. Brettschneider stared at the doorway. For al he knew, Edward might be acolonel inthe
G.SP.

“It’ stoo bad they don’t make Zambes cigarettes anymore,” said Caspar, the scene designer, ashe
smoked one of Peter’s chegp German cigars. “We d have them free. It was before your time, before you
met Brecht, back in the early twenties. He was always trying to write pirate movies and detective novels.
Before Marx. He designed an ad campaign for the tobacco company. He took an unlimited supply of
Zambesisin payment. He grew to detest them before the company went out of business. | thought them
quite good.”

“I"d give anything to smoke a Camel again,” said Shemp. They were putting down tablecloths and
ashtrays, and lighting the candles out front. Zero was pumping up the beer spigots over behind the bar.
Madame was, as usua, nowhere to be seen, but, say something wrong, you could be sure she would
hear it. The woman was fueled by the thought that someone, somewhere, was't thinking about Bertolt
Brecht.

“I heard they don’t make them over there anymore,” said Caspar. “ The Turks, you know? They clam, in
Germany, Airship Brand isthe same thing as Camels used to be.”

“They'reasfull of shit as Chrissmas geese,” said Shemp. “God, what | wouldn't givefor adice of
goosal”

And so it went until time to open, when the Madame suddenly appeared in front of Peter and said, “You
work the door until 1930 hours. Then you may get into costume.”

“Yes, comrade Madame,” he said. There was no use arguing with her. 1t would have been like asking
Rondo Hatton, Why the long face?

He went to the door. Under the covered walkway quite a nice crowd had gathered early. Peter |ooked
at thesgn out front with its double silhouette of Kropotkin and Brecht and the hand-painted legend:
Tonight!—Cabaret Kropotkin—The Zircher Ensemble—new BRECHT play!

It wasn't redlly Brecht. It wasn't exactly aplay. It wasn't exactly new. They’ d been working on it
Seadily in the three years Snce Brecht' s death.

He undid the latches as the people surged expectantly toward him. He opened the doors, stood back,
nodded his head toward the tables.

“Trough’'sopen,” hesaid.

Brettschneider arrived afew minutesto eight, went in, nodded to Caspar, who was bartending, and
found aspot a atable near the stage with three Swiss sudents. He listened to their talk awhile—it must
be niceto livein their world. They were treating the night as alark; a dangerous place, reputed to be
filled with drugs and lady Bolsheviks with mattressestied to their backs.

Hesse was over in the corner. Brettschneider nodded to him. He doubted the old man saw him, ashis
eyes were becoming quite bad (he was, after al, eighty-three years old now); he would go over and say
hdllo during theinterva.

There were afew of what passed as Swiss celebrities present, some Germans, afew Swissarms dedlers.



Acrossthe length of the stage was the patented Zurcher Ensemble half-curtain let down on alength of
pipe. Behind it was the bare back wall. Acrossthiswere strung afew twinkling lights, like a Chrismas
tree with too few bulbs. People moved back and forth across the stage, quite visible to the audience from
the neck up.

The band took its place in front of the curtain—banjo, piano, clarinet—and began ajazz arrangement of
“The International€’—one or two people stood, and the rest began clapping dong. When that was done,
they played the old favorite “Moon of Alabama’ fromMahogany , and “Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree
with Anyone Else but Me.” Brettschneider drank a chocolate schnapps and began to fed quite warm.
The cabaret was aready thick with the blue smoke of ahundred different tobaccos.

Then the lights went down. From the celling asign dropped: Cabaret Kropotkin—a hand came down
from above and beat on the top of the sign, which unfolded into three parts. Cabaret Kropotkin—The
Zurcher Ensemble Presents Bertolt Brecht’ s—Die Dreiraketenmensch Spaceoper ! The hdf-curtan
came up. Another sign dropped in: Scene: The Rocket Men's Club. Time: The Future.Moritaten.

An actor dressed as a blind man came on with abarrel organ and began singing “ The Night We Dropped
the Big Oneon Biggin Hill.”

Zexo, Peter, and Shemp, in their Rocket Men Cadet uniforms, walk by the beggar, who is then escorted
offstage by a policeman.

“Hereweare at last!” saysZero. “Just out of Basic Training! Our first taste of the Outer Reaches!”
“I’'m ready for someinner reachesl” says Shemp.
“Beer again!” says Peter.

Theflies pulled up revedling abar’ sinterior, tables. Dropping in were huge posters of von Braun and
Dornberger, and aportrait in the frame reserved for Fiihrers. The audience found it hilarious.

Brettschneider wrote in his notebook: Unnecessary fun made of Himmler Jr .

When things quit faling, unfurling and drooping in from the overheads, there were swastikas whirling like
propdlersand agiant, very pink rocket with a purple nose cone to be seen.

The three students then sang, as appropriatetitle cardswere revealed, “1t's Me for the Stars, and the
Starsfor Me,” followed by Zero's*Once Y ou Get Up There” Then one of their instructor officers,
Magjor Strasser, came in and had adrink with them.

“But don't you find it cold here?’ asks Peter.
“We Germans must get used to all climates, from the Saharato the poles of Saturn,” saysthe mgor.

Then the chorines danced on and sang “Dock Y our RocketHere ” and achorusline, not of cadets but
true Rocket Men, danced on, including one small grotesque figure in sunglasses.

Brettschneider wrotemore ™ " " H. Jr., beneath hisfirst entry.

The cadets and Rocket Men ran off with the chorines, and anew card dropped in: The Field for
Rockets. Training. On one side of the fence the three cadets stood at attention; on the other agirl
skipped rope to the chant:

“My girlfriend’ snameis Guernica. Her Daddy bombed ' Merika. . .”



The Drill Ingtructor, caled Manley Mann, comes on and yells at the cadets. “Where you going, you
stupid lot?’

“Up. Up. Up.”

“How yougoin'?’

“Fast. Fast. Fast.”

“At night, whatchasee innasky?’
“Nazi Socidist Moon!”

“Gimme athousand pushups.”

The cadets dropped down, began to count, “ One V engeance Weapon, Two Vengeance Weapon, Three
Vengeance Wegpon . . .” There was stage business with the pushups, most of it dedling with Zero's
attemptsto do nothing while ydling at the top of hisvoice.

When they finished, Manley Mann said, “ Right. Today we re gonnalearn about the MD2D3 Course
Plottin’ Cadculator. Wak smart follow me follow me—" and off.

Another card: Six Weeks Later. Cadet Barracks. Night.

Then came Shemp’ s solo, as he looked out the window at a bored-looking stagehand holding up a
cardboard moon. He did some comic patter, then went onto sing “1 Wish | Had a Little Rocket of My
own.”

Then the lights went up, the Intermission sign dropped down, and the haf-curtain was lowered to the
dage.

Backstage the Madame was furious. “1told you we must teke that song out!” sheyelled a Shemp. “You
redlize you made the audience identify with your character?'Y ou know that’ sagaing al the Master’s
teachings Y ou were supposed to sing the * Song of the Iron Will.” ”

Shemp weaved like a punch-drunk boxer, running his hands through his dank, lanky hair. “I got mixed
up,” hesad. “They played thewrong music, so | sangit. Yl a the band.”

“Y ou must awaysalways remember theVer fremsdungeffekt . Y ou must always remind peoplethey are
watching a performance. Why do you think the stagehand holds the prop moon so everyone can see
him? Areyou anidiot? What were you thinking?’

Shemp paused, ticking off on hisfingers. “1 do. | dwaysdo. | don’'t know. Yes. Nothing.”
“Whymust | be saddled with morons?’

Shemp said something under his bresth.

“What? What did you say?”

“| said | gottaget adrink of water, or I’'m gonnalose my voice next act.”

“That' s not what you said!”

“Yesitis, comrade Ma am.”



“Get out of my sght!”
“At once,” said Shemp, and disappeared offstage.

Zero sat on acrateinthe dleyway. It was bitterly cold, but this was the only place he was sure Madame
wouldn't follow him. Peter came out, lit up a butt one of the waiters had brought him from a customer’s
ashtray.

“We gottafind another way to make aliving,” said Zero, his breath afog.

“WEe ve sad that every night for sixteen yearsnow,” said Peter. “Chrig, it'scold!”

“Waan't it Fitzgerdd that said nothing much startsin Switzerland, but lots of things end there?’
“How the fuck should | know?” said Peter.

“Wall, | don’'t want to be one of the thingsthat ends here,” said Zero.

Peter thought of linesfrom amovie he'd beeninlong ago, lines dedling with exile, expatriation, and desth,
and started to say one of them, but didn’t.

Besdes, they’ d dready used the best linesfrom that moviein the play.

“It'slike| told that fat great Limey actor once,” said Peter. “ *Chuck,’ | said, ‘if youhave to pork young
men, just go for god’ s sake anddo it, and come back and learn your goddamn lines; just quit torturing
yoursdf about it!” ”

“Areyou saying | should pick up alittle boy?’ asked Zero.
Peter shrugged his shoulders. “Where e seisthere to go but here, Zero?’ he asked.

Zero was quiet. Then: “Sometimes| get so tired, Pete. Soon we' |l be old men. Like Bruno. Then dead
odmen...”

“But theater'—" began Peter.
“—and Brecht!—" said Zero.

“—will liveforever!” they finished in unison. They laughed and Zero fdl off hiscrateinto the snow. Then
they brushed themsdves off and went back inside.

Brettschneider had made his rounds of the tables during the break. He looked over his notes, made an
emendation on one of them. He ate akaiser rall, then drank a gin-and-tonic, feding the pine-needle taste
far back in histhroat.

Then the band came back, played the last-act overture, and cards dropped back in.
Therewas aclassroom lecture on the futurigt films of Fritz Lang,Metropolis andFrau im Mond , which
then went backwards and forwards to cover other spaceward-looking films: Himmel skibet ,F.P.1

Antwortet Nicht ,Der Tunnel , andWelttraumschiff | Sartet , at which Zero insgsted on confusing Leni
Reifengtahl with the Dusseldorf Murderer.

Brettschneider wrote: unacceptabl e reference to Reichsminister for Culture .



Then the play moved on to Graduation Day, where the massed cadets (represented by the three actors,
some mops and brooms with mustaches painted on them, and a boxful of toy soldiers) sang “Up Up for
the Fatherland” and were handed their rocket insgnia

The actors changed onstage into their powder-blue uniforms (overals) with the jackboots (rubber
gaoshes) asasign came down: Firgt Assgnment. Rocket Man City—Peénemiinde.

Another sign: Suddenly—A Propaganda Crisidl

Magor Strasser comes up to the three Rocket Men. “Suddenly,” he says, “a propaganda crisis!”

“Eeep Eeep Eeep Eeep!” says Shemp, staggering.

“Attention!” saysthe mgjor. “Our enemiesin the U.SR. far beyond the Uras have launched one of their
primitive reaction-motor ships. It is bound for the far reaches of the Solar System. Our information isthat
itisfilled with the Collected Works of Marx and Lenin, and the brilliant but non-Aryan playwright Bertolt
Brecht.”

(There was a boo from the audience, followed by laughter. The actors onstage held il until it was over.)

“Y our first assgnment isto intercept this missile before it can spread unapproved thinking to Nazi
Socidist space, and beyond, and to destroy it.”

There was ablackout; four sgnswereilluminated, one after the other:

Three Go Out.

One GetsKilled.

One Goes Mad.

One Doesn’'t Come Back.

Thefirst two signswerelit. In the darkness, Zero isin abasawood framework shaped like asmall
rocket. To hisuniform has been added a bent coat hanger representing a space helmet.

Hisvoiceisroaring, heisdetermined. The band israucous behind him but his singing overpowersit.

“Tagetingght!

It'seasy, dl right!

Just line up the guns and watch al the fu—
Ooopg!”

A papier-méché meteor, painted red and trailing smoke vertically, comes out of the darkness. It smashes
into Zero’' s ship, which fliesto flinders. Zero, his coat-hanger helmet now gone, floats up into the air on
wiresin the dark, ahideous grin on hisface.

The spatlit placard: One Goes Mad.

Shemp’ s balsawood spaceship. Zero floats directly in front of it. “Whoal” yells Shemp. He punches
things on hisinstrument pand, running his hands over his coat hanger. “ Eeep Eeep Eeep Eeep!” Then he
gtsbolt upright, unmoving except for the lips, making perfect sensein amonotonous voice, reciting the
successive graph plots on aFibonacci curve, ashe and his ship, trailing vertica smoke, are pulled by
ropes out of the light into the darkness at the back of the stage.

The spotlight searches around, finds the sgn: One Doesn't Come Back. Peter in his ship. Heis mumbling
the Soldier’ s Creed. At the other side of the stage, light comes up on atoy rocket. Peter takes out a dart
gun, firestwice a the toy, hisarm outside the ship’ s framework as he rel oads the rubber-tipped darts.



Onefindly hitsthe toy rocket—it explodeslike apifista.

Then anoogah klaxon hornis blown backstage, causing the audience to jump, and Peter’ s ship is bathed
inflickering red light. “Uh-oh,” he says. “Trouble.” Then the band beginsto play softly, and hesings*I
Wonder What Deborah’ s Doing in Festung Amerika Tonight?”

The ship tilts downwards.
Blackout. A sgn: Mars.

When the lights come back up the stageisclear. A red silk drop cloth covers the ground. For afull
minute, nothing happens. Then Peter’ s ba sawood ship, him insde, flies out of thewings and he landsflat
on hisass, legs straight out while pieces of wood bounce all over.

He stands up, brushes himself off. As he does so, stagehands begin to ripple the red silk, making it ook
like drifting, gently blowing sand. Peter takes off his coat hanger, takes a deep breath. A book falsfrom
above, bounces at the rear of the moving red stage. Then another follows. Peter looks up. A book Sowly
lowerstoward him on awire. He reaches up and plucksit from the air. Othersfall around him
occasiondly throughout the scene. Peter beginsto read. His eyes widen even more. Helooks up at the
audience. He reads more. Then he stands up. “Holy diaectica shit!” he says.

Then the lights came up, and the chorines, stagehands, actors, ushers and dishwashers camein, taking
their bows. Zero floated down from the ceiling on hiswires, blowing kisses. Then the Madame came out,
glaring a Zero, turned and took a bow to the audience for having survived Brecht.

Then they all passed among the tables, holding out baskets for donations.

Brettschneider stayed at histable drinking, while the audience mingled with the members of the
Ensemble. He noticed that he' d written nothing in his notebook since the couple of entriesjust after
intermission. When he saw Peter take something from Madame, put on his coat and go out the door,
Brettschneider wrote: Suspects then all followed their usual routines . Then he gathered up hisown
things, nodded to Caspar who was still tending bar, and went back to his home and to bed.

Chrig, it's even colder than this morning, thought Peter. He turned off the main avenue, went down aside
sreet. The snow, which thismorning had seemed so white and pure, was now gray, crusted ice. Even o,
asheturned into asmdl courtyard, he saw that only afew sets of footprints had come and gone that way
the whole day.

Near the middie was arusty iron gate. He went in with aloud groaning squed from the metal. On the
wall was abrass plate that saildUnion of Soviet Republics Consular Offices . Peter went to the mail
drop, took the envelope out of histhin overcoat pocket. On the outside, written in Madame' sflorid
script wasFrom Your Comrades at the Cabaret Kropotkin . Peter tore open the envelope, took out a
few hundred francs, dapped some medica adhesive tape over the torn flap, tied it around twice with
sometwine, and dropped it in the dot.

AsBrecht had said: First the beans, then the moras. He went back up the avenue, crunching through the
frosty ice onthe way. The night was till clear, bitterly frigid. He looked up at the winking stars, and saw
the dow-moving dot of Space Platform #6 on its two-hour orbit.

He heard a streetcar bell. He knew of a place he could go and get a cup of red coffee and watch a
fireplace burning for an hour or two, where the thought of Herr Brecht would never crosshismind. He
began whistling “In the Hall of the Mountain King.”



| ntroduction: All about Strange Monsters of the
Recent Past

Thisisthe oldest story in the book; in fact it's the second story lever sold. And “sold” and “sold.” It
waswritten on April 10, 1972. It finaly got into print in April of 1981, nine years amost to the day.

It first sold for an eighty-seven dollar advance (when that was amonth’ s rentanywhere ) to aDavid
Gerrold anthology in 1973, to be published in 1975. The publisher had areshuffle, three anthologies
were squashed into two, etc. Rights were returned in 1976; | updated it alittle; it was“sold” to a
magazine; the two editors had a punch-up; it was on its own again. Findly it was sold and paid for (Sixty
dollarsthistime) and appeared inShayol #4 , and was the title story of my second collection in 1987.

Thegenesis | wasinthe Army, doing my bit as The Reluctant Draftee. (A little after Gardner Dozoisand
Joe Haldeman did theirs—one of themany jobs| had in the Army was sitting at the same desk the
comic-book writer Bill Dubay had sat in two years beforeme. . . .) The night before this story was
written, | was on guard duty. It was aweekend. Y ou were on for twenty-four hours; instead of the usual
two hours on, four hours off in four shifts, we asked the Officer of the Day if we could do eight-hour
shiftsand get itall the hell over with at once. Since what we were guarding was anempty PX (siteof a
former PX, but snceit hadn't been taken off the list of active buildings, it had to be guarded—such isthe
finelogic of the military mind . . .), hedidn’t give much of awhoop either. So there | waswith my
clipboard, my flashlight, and my nightstick, walkingendlessy around a deserted building for eight long
hours. . . .

Theidlemind isthe devil’ s playground, and boy was mineidle.

It occurred to me: What would happen if there were suddenly a Giant Bee Emergency on the East
Coast?l would be one of the poor dogfacesto have to fight the nectar-hungry sumbitches! There sa
scenein every Big Bug SF movie of the 1950s when things get out of hand: All Sheriff Jonson’s deputies
are eaten, Martia law’ s declared, and the Army’ s called out, to great cheers from the audience—tanks
come out, jegps with 75mm recoilless rifles screech around corners, caissons go rollin’ dong. Goodbye,
Mr. Six-or-Eight-Legs; eat napalm dropped by Clint Eastwood! (See“ French Scenes” later.)

Mé It would beMé FghtingThem!
| went home after roll-call and wrote the ory.

(What everybody missed in Joe Dante’ sMatinee was that the Cuban Missile Crisswas the last time the
U.S. Military was|ooked on as the Good Guys—that’ swhy he used “ The Lion Slegps Tonight”
twice—once as alullaby for the younger, scared brother during the Crisis; the second time—over a shot
of ahovering helicopter, when the immediate threet’ s over—as awarning. That lionwasn't adeep in that
jungle—it was going to eat us up and tear gpart the fabric of American Society—once again, US against
THEM...))

And if you haven't, | suggest you go out right now and buy both volumes of Bill Warren’ sKeep
Watching the Skies! (MacFarland, 1982 and 1986)—simply the most comprehensive, indispensable,
thorough, and entertaining work ever on SFfilms of 1950-1962. | wish it had been around when | wrote
thisstory, but asusud, I’ d seen al the movies anyway, growing up and later.

Come with me for atrip down double-feature shock-o-ramaMemory Lane. . .



All about Strange Monsters of the Recent
Past

|t sall over for humanity, and I’'m heading esst.

On the seat beside me are an M1 carbine and a Thompson submachine gun. There'sa specia reason for
the Thompson. | traded an M 16 and 200 rounds of ammo for it to aguy in Barstow. He got the worst of
the dedl. When things get rough, carbine and .45 ammo are easier to find than the 5.56mm rounds the
M16 uses. I've got more ammo for the carbine than | need, though I’ ve had plenty of chancesto useit.

There arefifty gdlons of gasolineinthe car, in cans. | have food for Six days (I don't know if that many
areleft).

When thingsredly fell gpart, | deserted. Like anyone else with sense. When there were more of them
than we could stop. | don’t know what they’ Il do when they run out of people. Start killing each other,

maybe.
Meanwhile, I’'m driving 160 kmph out Route 66. | have an appointment in the desert of New Mexico.

God. Japan must have gonefirgt. They deluged the world with them; now, it’s Japan’ sturn. Y ou sow
what you reap.

Wewere dl alittlein love with death and the atom bomb back in the 1950s. It won’t do us much good
nOW.

Theroadisflat ahead. I’ ve promised myself I'll see Meteor Crater before | die. So many of them
opened at Meteor Crater, largest of the astroblemes. How fitting | should go there now.

In the back seat with the ammo is atwenty-kilo bag of sugar.

It started just like the movies did. Small strangenessesin small towns, disappearancesin the back woods
and lonely places, tremorsin the Arctic, girringsin the jungles.

We never thought when we saw them as kids what they would someday mean. The movies. The ones
with the giant lizards, grasshoppers, mollusks. We yelled when the mongters started to get theirs. We
cheered when the Army arrived to fight them. Weydled for al those movies. Now they’ ve cometo eat
usup.

And nobody’ s cheered the Army since 1965. In 1978, the Army couldn’t stop the monsters,

| wasinthat Army. | fill am, if one'sleft. | was one of the last draftees, with the last bunch inducted. At
the Entrance Station, | copped and took three years for a guaranteed job.

| would be getting out in three monthsif it weren't for this.

| left my uniform under abush as soon as | decided to get away. I'd worn it for two and ahaf years.
Mogt of the Army got torn away in thefirst days of the fight with the monsters. | decided to go.

So | went. Eadt.

| saw one of the giant Gilamonsters this morning. There had been acar ahead of me, keeping about



three kilometers between us, not |etting me catch up. Maybe afamily, figuring | was going to rob them or
rape the women. Maybe not. It wasthefirst car I’ d seen in elghteen hours of dodging aong the back
roads. The car went around aturn. It looked likeit dowed. | eased down, too, thinking maybe it wasn't
afamily but abunch of dudesfindly deciding to ambush me. Good thing | dowed.

| came around the turn and al | could see was the side of an orange and black mountain. | dammed on
the brakes and skidded sideways. The Gilamonster had knocked the other car off the road and was
coming for me. | was shaken, but | hadn’t come thisfar to be eaten by alizard. Oh no. | threw the snout
of the M1 carbine out the window and blasted away at thething' seyes. Scaesflew likerain. It twitched
away then started back for me. | shot it in the tongue. It went into convulsions and crawled over asmdll
sandhill hissing and honking like afreight train. It would come back later to eat whatever wasin the other
car. | trundled back on the road and drove past the wreck. Nothing moved. A pool of oil wasforming on
the concrete. | drove down the road with the smell of cordite in my nose and the wind whipping past.
There was Gilamonster blood on the hood of the car.

| had been aclerk in an airborne unit deployed to get the giant locusts eating up the Midwest. It isthe
srangest timein the history of the United States. The nights are full of meteorsand lights.

At firgt, we thought it was a practice dert. We suited up, climbed into the C-130s with full combat gear,
T-10 parachutes, lurp bags and all. At least the others had chutes. | wasn't on jump status so | went in
with the heavy equipment to the nearest airbase. A lot of my buddies jumped into lllinois. | never saw
them again. By the time the planes |anded, the whole brigade was gone.

We landed at Chanute. By then, the plague of monsters was so bad | ended up on the airbase perimeter
with the Air Policemen. Wefired a the things until the barrels of the machine guns moaned with hest. The
locusts kept coming, squirting brown juice when they were hit or while killing someone.

Their mandibleswork dl thetime.

We broke and ran after awhile. | caught a C-130 revving up. The field was amoving carpet of locusts
as | looked behind me. They could be killed easily, as could any insect with a soft abdomen. But there
were so many of them. Y ou killed and killed and they kept coming. And dying. So you had to run. We
roared off the runway while they scuttled acrossthe airfield below. Some took to the air on their
rotor-sized wings. One smashed againgt the Hercules, tearing off part of an elevator. We flew through a
night full of meteors. A light paced usfor awhile but broke off and flew after afighter plane.

We couldn’t land back at Pope AFB. It was ashambles. A survivor said the saucers hit about midnight.
A meteor had landed near Charlotte, and now the Martian fighting machines were drifting toward
Washington, killing everything in their paths.

We roared back across country, looking for someplace to land where we wouldn’t be gobbled up. Fud
got lower. We camein on awind, aprayer, and fumesto Fitzee Field at Fort Ord. | had taken basic
training at Ord.

A few hourslater, | duffed.

| heard about New Y ork on the radio before the stations went off. A giant lizard had come up from the
Hudson submarine canyon and destroyed Manhattan. A giant octopus was ravaging San Francisco, a
hundred miles north of Ord. It had aready destroyed the Golden Gate Bridge. Saucerswere landing
everywhere. One had crashed into a sandpit behind a house nearby. A basic training unit had been sent
in. They wouldn't be back, | knew. A glass-globed intelligence would seeto that.



Navy shipswere pulled under by the monstersthat pillaged New Y ork, by the giant octopus, by giant
crabsin the South Pacific; by caterpillar-like mollusksin the Sdton Sea.

The kinds of invaders seemed endless. Martian fighting machines, four or five types of diens. The sandpit
Martians, much different from the fighting-machine kind. Bigheaded invaders with eyes on the backs of
their hands.

A few scattered reports worldwide. No broadcasts from Japan after the first few minutes. Total
annihilation, no doubt. Italy: A craft, which only existed on cdluloid, brings back from Venus an egg of
death. Mexico: A tyrannosaurus rex comes from the svamps for cattle and children. A giant scorpion
invades from the vol canoes. South America: giant wasps, fungus disease, terrors from the earth. Britain:
A mongter ditherswild in Westminster Abbey, another fungus from space, radioactive mud, giant lizards
agan. Tibet: Theyeti are on the move.

It'sdl over for humanity.

Meteor Crater a sunset. A hole punched in the earth while ice sheets still covered Wyoming and
Pennsylvania

| can seefor miles, and | have the carbineready. | sareinto the crater, thinking. This crater saw the last
mammoth and thefirg of the Indians.

The shadow deepens and the floor goes dark. Memories of man, crater. Y our friend the Grand Canyon
regards you as an upstart in time. It' s jeal ous because you came from space.

Speaking of mammoths, perhapsit’ s our timeto join old woolly in the great land of fossi| dreams.
Whatever plows farmsin amillion years can turn up our teeth and wonder a them.

Nobody knows why the mammoth disappeared, or the dinosaur, or our salamander friend the
Diplovertebron, for that matter. Racia old age. No plausible reason. So now it’s our turn. Donein by our
dreams from the sllver screen. Maybe we' ve created our own |d mongters, come to snuffle usout in
nightmares.

The reason | deserted: The Air Force was going to drop an A-bomb on the Martian fighting machines.
They were heading for Ord after they finished L.A. | was a the command post when one of the last
B-52swent over, heading for the faraway carnage on the horizon.

“If the A-bomb doesn’t stop it, Colond,” said amagjor to the commander, “nothing will.”
How soon they forget, | thought, and headed for the perimeter.

The Great Southwest saw more scenes of monster destruction than anywhere in the world except Japan.
Film producersloved it for the sterility of the desert, the hot sun, the contrasts with no gradationsfor their
black-and-white cameras. In them, saucers landed, meteors hurtled down, townspeopl e disappeared,
tracks and bones were found.

Hereiswhereit started, was the reasoning. In the desert thirty-three years ago when the first atomic
bomb was detonated, when sand was turned to glass.

So the monsters shambled, plodded, pillaged, and shook the Southwest. This desert where once there
was only ashdlow sea. Y ou can find clamshels atop the Serras, if you look.

| have an appointment here, near Alamogordo. Where it started. Theracia old ageison us now.



Unexplained, and we'll die not knowing why, or why we lived the least time of dl the dominant species
on thisplanet.

One question keeps coming to me. Why only films of the 1950s?

Am | the only one who remembers? Have | been |eft alone because I’ m the only one who remembers
and knowswhat I’'m doing? Am | the only one with a purpose, not just running around like a chicken
with itshead cut off?

Theradio stations are going off one by one as| drive from the crater to Alamogordo. Emergency
broadcast ations, something out of Arkansas, an Ohio station. Tonight, I’ m not going to be stopped.

I’ ve got the thirty-round magazine in the carbine and the forty-five-round drum in the Thompson. | wish |
had some grenades, or even tear gas, but | have no mask (I lost it in the battle against the grasshopper).
Besides, I'm not suretear gaswill be effective for what | havein mind.

Onthe dying radio stationsand in my mind' seye, thisiswhat | see and hear:
Thelocusts reach Chicago and feast till dawn, while meta robots roam the streets looking for men to kill.
The giant lizard goes past Coney 1dand with no resistance.

The huge mantis, after pillaging the Arctic, reduces Washington to shambles. It hasto dodge flying
saucerswhileit pulls gpart monuments, looking for goodies. The statue of Abraham Lincoln looks toward
Betelgeuse and realizes that the War Between the Stateswas fought invain.

The sky isfilled with meteors, saucers, agiant flying bird. Two new points of light hang in the sky: adead
gar and aplanet which will crash to earth in afew days. The night is beginning to be bathed inadim
bloody light.

An amorphousthing dudgesitsway through amovie theater, dternately flattening, thickening, devouring
anything | ft.

The Martian fighting machines have gone up and down both coasts, moving in acrescent pivota motion.
The octopus has been driven underwater by heat from the burning of San Francisco.

So much for the rest of the country.

Herein the Southwest, amillion-eyed monster has taken over the cattle and dogs for hundreds of miles.

A giant spider eats cattle and people and grows. The last Air Force fighters have given up and are
looking for aplaceto land. Maybe one or two pilots, like me, will get away. Maybe saucerswill get
them. It won’t be long now.

The Gilamongters roam, tongues moving, seeking the heat of people, cars, dogs.

Beings with abroken spaceship are repairing it, taking over the bodies of those not eaten by other
monsters. Soon they will be back up in the sky. Benevolent monsters.

Giant columns of stone grow, break, fal, crushing dl in their paths. Mileswide now, and moving toward
the Colorado River, the Gulf, and infinite growing bliss. No doubt they have crushed giant Gilamonsters
and spiders dong with people, towns, and mountains.

A stranded spaceman makes it to Palomar and spends his last seconds turning the tel escope toward his



home gtar; he has aready killed nineteen peoplein his effort to communicate.
A mongter grows, feeding on the atoms of the air.

A robot cutsitsway through agovernment ingtallation fence, off on its own path of rampage. The two
MPsfireuntil their .45sclick dry. Bulletsricochet off the meta being. Soon a saucer will fly over and
hover. They will fire a the saucer with no effect; the saucer will fire and the MPswill drift away on the
wind.

(There may be none of our bonesto dig up inamillion years))

All thisas| drive toward the dawn, racing a me and the Southwest like the avenging eye of God. No
headlights. | saw alarge meteor hit back in the direction of Hagdtaff; there' |l be hell to pay there soon.
Meanwhile, | haven’t dept in two days. The car sometimes swerves toward the road edge. No timefor a
crack-up, so close now.

Thelast radio station went off at 0417.

Nothing on the dia but mother earth’ s own radio music, and perhaps stellar noises which left somewhere
five hundred million years ago, about the time our friend the Diplovertebron dithered through the mud.
Theeast isgraying. I'm amost there.

The car motor pops and groans asit cools. The wind blows steedily toward the deeper desert. Not far
from here, the first A-bomb went off. Perhgps that was the challenge to the universe, and it waited thirty
yearsto get back at us. Thisiswhereit sarted.

Thisiswhereit ends.

I’'m drinking a hot Coke. It tastes better than any I’ ve ever had. No uppers, downers, hash, horse, or
grassfor me. I’'mon anatura high.

I’ve set my thingsin order. All the empty bottles are filled with gasoline and the blanket’ s been torn up
for fuses. My lighter and matches arelaid out, with some cigarettes for punks. With the carbine dung
over my shoulder, | wait with the Thompson in my right hand, round chambered, selector on rock and
roll.

They won't die easy, but | envison astack of them ringing my body, my bones, the car: some scorched
and blackened, some shot al away, some with mandibles till working long after I'm dead.

| open the twenty-kilo bag of sugar and shake it onto the wind. It siftsinto apile afew feet away. The
scent should carry right to them.

| took basic at Fort Ord. Therewas atunnel we had to double-time through to get to the range. In
cadence. Weird shadows on the wall aswe ran. No matter how tired | was, | thought of the soldiers
going into the storm drains after the giant antsin amovie I’ d seen when | was six. They started here, near
thefirst A-blast. They had to be here. The sugar would bring them.

A sound floats back up thewind like the keening of an off-angle buzz saw. Ah. They’re coming. They’ll
be here soon, first one, then many. Maybe the whole nest will turn out. They’ll rise from behind that dune,
or maybe that one.

Closer now, il notinsght.



It sal over for man, but there are fill somethings|eft. Like choices, there still that. A choice of
persona mongters.

Closer now, and more sounds. Maybe ten or twenty of them, maybe more.

End of movie soon. No chance to be James Arness and get the girl. But plenty of time to be the best
James Whitmore ever. No kidsto throw to safety. But a Thompson and a carbine. And Molotov
cocktails.

Aha. An antennawavesin the middle distance. And—

Bigger than | thought. Take your head right off.

Eat leaden desth, Hymenopterag! The Thompson blaststo life.

Screams of confusion. A flash of 100 octane and glass. High keening like an off-angle buzz saw.
| laugh. Formic acid. Cordite.

Hdl of alife.

Dream Factories. The Future

Two sorts of stabs at what might be, and both look back to an earlier eraof the movies asastarting
point.
History isnot astraight-line thing. As Gardner Dozois once said: SF-type guys and ladies |ooked around

inthe 1910s and said, “By 1980, we will havenight baseball ! They were right, just wrong about the
date.

People have predicted revolutions in technology before; they were agpproximately right; their dates were
too pessmistic AND by thetime their predictions came true, so hadlots of others. No Straight-line
thinking ever turnsout just like it was planned.

To very widdy paraphrase Asmov in an early essay: Firg-order thinking, 1880: Tom Oakheart |ooks
around, tinkers, invents the horsaless carriage. Second-order thinking, 1880: Tom Oakheart invents
horseless carriage, he and Teddy useit to race to the sawmill faster than ahorse could carry them, to
rescue Pearl from Oil Can Harry. Third-order thinking, 1880: Tom Oakheart, Pearl, and Teddy are
caught in atraffic jam in his horseless carriage, on the way to adrive-in movie (where Oil Can Harry is
going to rob the concession stand). (Thethinking is ASmov’s, the examples are from my W/S u-plotter.)

Lots of people predictedmoviesin your house . TV (radio pictures) fulfilled part of that need (sellingyou
oats when Mr. Ed wasn't); then (and thereshould have been video discs before tape, but everyone was
waiting for astylus-less system; by the time they got that, tape had stolen the march) videotape in your
home, two formats locked in a Texas-style barbed-wire death match; laserdiscs, DVD; etc. (I'll buy the
new stuff when they can guaranteeit’ stheonly syssem I’ llever need.) Home video recapitul ates the
ontogeny of recorded music: cylindersto shellac 78sto 45sto 33 1/3rd albumsto eight-track to cassette
to compact disc to DAT to DVD and audio chips.

Here (he sad) inthe early 21t Century: All the people who predicted moviesin your house ignoredall
the other stuff that would be grab-assing for your time and your increasingly limited attention: video
games, computers and computer games, pam pilots, cal phones, walkmans, watchmen, VR glasses and



gloves, paintball for gods sakes, rock climbing, inline skates, snowboards, fly fishing, and beds and
breakfasts, the whole thing.

Now moviesmay or may not go digitd. (Theideaof film or music oranything using up brainpower when
there are perfectly good mechanical means of producingexactly the same results, ssemsto be multiplying
entities retrogradely. It uses less power, you say. | say: Y ou' re forgetting the power that was used to
make the chipin the first place , which iswhy Silicon Valey’srunning out of water and steam.)

There' safuture for the movies (on the way to videotape and TV): What it is neither you nor | nor anyone
else knows. That movieswill gtill be made (and most get worse and worse, pretested, safe, ddlivering
their dull shocks as regular as clockwork, by people who make them to as narrow aformulaas anyever
devised, including me and Sennett) is certain. That some grest stuff will be made, and dip through, by
plan or accident, likeit always has, is probable, too.

So enjoy these stories, one pretty speculative; one rather eegiac (if | must say so, and | must).

| ntroduction: French Scenes

Al ready, Since thiswas written (1986) there have been some amazing technical advancesin film.

If | werein the stunt persons union, I’ d be running scared (thisis barely touched onin the story). |
envison that guild, ten yearsfrom now, asjust another festherbed ouitfit, like locomoative firemen;there ,
maybe, in some advisory capacity or other, with no membersever jumping off aburning buildingor
crashing acar, or doing anything, except pushing afew buttons, or nodding their heads yes or no. (That
their familieswill deep lots better isjust an added union benefit.)

The story was cutting-edge, in itsway, when it was written. Some of it even now has been surpassed;
there are lots more technica wondersto come. (That many computer-generated imagesarein ads, TV,
and film where they’ renot needed isjust one of those byproducts of technology—theycan do it, so they
do —*Oaooh. Nest!”)

No more junkets to the Barbados for supermodels, no more small-town location shooting, no more
delays due to westher or thefargin’ sun being in the wrong place for the shot. No morewaiting , an
agtounding ideaiin filmmaking—more than haf the time shooting amovieisnothing happening . Cdl it
up—hey! Presto! (Sort of like Mdiesinreverse, isn'tit?) There you are in Faulkner’ s bedroom at
Rowan Oak with the plot outline of A Fable written across three walls, there you areGump-like being
dapped by Patton; there you are whenever and wherever you want to be, wherever and whenever you
want to shoot.

Such isthe future: maybe. What | wanted to say hereisthat anytime new stuff comesaong, it'salmost
like ageologic discontinuity, a Cretaceous/Cenozoic divide. There’ smovies beforeA Trip to the Moon
(1902) and after; Birth of A Nation (1915); The Jazz Snger (1927); Gone with the Wind andThe
Wizard of Oz (both 1939, the year they got Technicolor right); Citizen Kane (1941); Bwana Devil
(1952) andThe Robe (1953) for 3-D and Cinemascope; movies beforeHiroshima ,Mon Amour andThe
400 Blows (both 1959), and after.

All thesefilmswereimportant, either technicaly, or narratively interms of film grammar; movies could no
longer be made like they had been before them, or if so, only at the filmmaker’ s peril. Whatever onefét
about them, they couldn’t beignored,Birth of A Nation isabout editing,not its politics (Tom Oakheart =
the KKK).The Jazz Snger stopped movies cold for about three years (the whole grammear of film was
there by 1925; confronted with sound and a stationary microphone, the moviesforgot everything they’d



learned in the firgt thirty-two years of filmmaking. Don't takemy word for it, go see Murnau’ sSunrise
[als0 1927]. Movies didn’tmove and tell storieslikethat again until about 1932.. . .).Citizen Kane is
just, well,Citizen Kane . Nothing had ever looked that way before or told astory like that. Bwana Devil
andThe Robe (artthey’ re not) in their fight againgt the One-Eyed Living-Room Mongter taught directors
you couldn’t (1) ignore the depth of field, front to back, of what the camera sees; (2) ignore the left and
right Sdes of the screen, which al but the best filmmakers hadalways done. The movie screen went from
being asheet on thewal to being amoving box intheair.

The Frenchiesreshuffled the o’ narrative deck as effectively as Griffith and Welles had done, in an even
more with-it way. Why show aguy getting out of bed, cleaning up, going downtown, standing on a
corner with anewspaper till the armored car pulls up at the bank, then show him folding his newspaper,
walking across the street, and, five minutesinto the movie, an insert shot of him reaching into his pocket,
pulling out agun on the security guard?Blip guy in bedblip guy brushesteethblip corner with newspaper
blip dead guard on ground, scattered moneybags, newspaper lying in streetblip Jean-Louis Tritingnant
driving an AlfaRomeo on the road above Monaco, forty-nine seconds into film!

The pace of life and perception was changing;they saw it first. (It' s accelerated even more, here forty
years on, but now people are justquicker to be dumber.) They knewwe knew how moviesworked, there
in the audience. They just showed usthe good stuff; we filled in the boring parts. (Except for Godard,
who reversed the process, but which gtill shows he knew what hewasdoing. . . .)

So—this tory looks forward, to the wonders that might come, a the sametimeit’slooking back at the
last time somebody shook the place up.

And no matter what technologies come, it’ s till going to take somebody doing something new withit, or
udngitjust right (for example, the use of the Steadicam: Kubrick’ sThe Shining vs. the Coen brothers
Raising Arizona .Don’'t makeme decide) to tell the story. Miracle technology isjust another (thistime
Kubrick: the distal end of an antelope boneblip HAL) tool—once you see it and go “Oooh. Neat!” it
damn well’ d betterdo something. (Star War sjust sits there on the screen for thefirst while, until Harrison
Ford putsthe peda to the meta and theFalcon goesinto hyperdrive—the audience haswaited
eighty-two years for that two seconds; after that the spectators are merely apainted audiencein a
painted auditorium; they can betoldany story.)

Come with me, then, on atwo-way voyage. Janus-like, | wanted to look both ways at once.
French Scenes

Thefault, dear Brutus, isnot in our stars,
Butinoursaves. ..

—JuliusCaesaract 1, sc. 2, In. 1-2
Therewasatime, you read, when making movies took so many people. Actors, cameramen,
technicians, screenwriters, costumers, editors, producers, and directors. | can believeit.
That was before computer animation, before the National Likeness Act, before the Noe' s Fludde of
Marves.

Back in that time they still used |aboratories to make prints; sometimes there would be a year between
the completion of afilm and itsrelease to theaters.

Back then they usedactual pieces of film, with holes down the sdesfor the projector. I’ ve even handled



some of it; it iscold, heavy, and shiny.

Now there' s none of that. No doctors, lawyers, Indian chiefs between the ideaand substance. There's
only one person (with maybe a couple of hackersfor the dogs work) who makes movies. the
moviemaker.

There' sonly one piece of equipment, the GAX-600.
There sonetruelaw: Clean your mainframe and have afull set of specs.

| haveto keep that in mind, al thetime.

Loiswas ydling from the next room where she was working on her movieMonster Without a Meaning .
“Wevegot it!” shesad, sorming in. “The bottoms of Morris Ankruny' sfeet!”

“Where?’

“Querytioup,” she said. It was an image-research place across the city run by a seventeen-year-old who
must have seen every movie and TV show ever made. “1t’sfrom an unlikely source,” said L ais, reading
from the hard copy. “ Tennessee Johnson. Ankrum played Jefferson Davis. There' sascene where he
steps on a platform to give a secession speech.

“Imagine, Morris Ankrum, aive and kicking, 360°, top and bottom. Top was easy—there' s an overhead
shot inlnvader s from Mar s when the guysin the fuzzy suits stick the ruby hatpin-thing in hisneck.”

“Isthat your last holdup? | wishthis thing were that goddamn easy,” | said.
“No. Legd,” shesaid.

Sincethe National Fair Likeness Act passed, you had to pay the person (or the estate) of anyone even
remotely famous, anyone recognizable from amovie, anywhere. (In the early days after passage, some
moviemakerstried to get around it by using parts of people. Say you wanted a prissy hotel clerk—you’' d
use Franklin Pangborn’s hair, Grady Sutton’s chin, Eric Blore' s eyes. Sounded great in theory but what
they got looked like awalking police composite sketch; nobody liked them and they scared little kids.

Y ou might aswell pay and make Rondo Hatton the bellboy.)

“What' sthe problem now?’ | asked.

“Ever tried to find the hars of Olin Howlin' s estate?’ Lois asked.

What I’'m doing iscdledThis Guy Goesto Town .. . It'sanouvelle vague movie; it sarseverybody in
Francein 1962.

Y ou remember the French New Wave? A bunch of film critics who wrote for amagazine, Cahiers du
Cinema ? Theyburned to make films, lived, dept, ate filmsin the 1950s. Bad American movies even
their directors had forgotten, B Westerns, German silent Expressionistic bores, French cliffhangers from
1916 garring the Kaiser asagorilla, thingslike that. Anything they could find to show at midnight when
everybody else had gone home, in theaters where one of their cousinsworked as an usher.

Some of them got to make afew shortsin the mid-fifties. Suddenly studios and producers handed them
cameras and money. Go out and make movies, they said: Tak is cheap.

Truffaut. Resnais. Godard. Rivette. Roehmer. Chris Marker. Alain Robbe-Grillet.



The Four Hundred Blows.Hiroshima ,Mon Amour .Breathless .La Jetée . Trans-Europe Express .
They blew moviemaking wide open.

And why | lovethem isthat for thefirst time, undernesth the surface of them, even the comedies, wasa
sense of tragedy; that we were dl frail human beings and not cdlluloid heroes and heroines.

It took the French to remind us of that.

The main thing guys like Godard and Truffaut had going for them was that they didn’t understand English
very well.

LikeinRiot in Cell Block 11 , when Neville Brand gets shot at by the prison guard with a Thompson, he
ydls

“Look out, Monty! They got achopper! Back insde!”

What theCahiers people heard was.

“Steady,mon frere ! Let usleave this place of wasted dreams.”

And they watched alot of undubbed, unsubtitled filmsin those dingy theaters. They learned from them,
but not necessarily what the films had to teach.

It'slikeseeing D. W. Griffith’s 1916l ntol erance and listening to an old Leonard Cohen album at the
sametime. What you' re seeing doesn’t get in the way of what you' re thinking. The words and images
made for cultures haf acentury apart mesh in away that makes for deepless nights and new idess.

And, of course, every one of the New Wave filmmakerswasin love, one way or another, with Jeanne
Moreau.

I"'m playing Guy. Or my imageis, anyway. For one thing, composition, sequencing, and specson ared
person take only about fifteen minutes easy work.

| stepped up on the sequencer platform. Johnny Rizzuli pushed in a standard scan program. The matrix
andyzer, which is about the Sze of an old iron lung, flew around me on its yokes and gimbaslike the
runaway merry-go-round inStrangerson a Train . Thenit flew over my head like the crop duster in
North by Northwest .

After it sopped the platform moved back and forth. | was bathed in light like a sheet of paper on an old
office copier.

Johnny gave me the thumbs-up.

| rantheimaging aday later. It sdways ugly thefirg time you watch yourself tie your shoelaces, roll your
eyes, scratch your head, and belch. Asclose, asfar away, from whatever angle in whatever lighting you
want. And when you tak, you never sound like you think you do. I'm going to put alittle more whinein
my voice; just aquarter-turn on the old Nicholson knob.

Themoviewill bein English, of course, with subtitles. English subtitles.

(The screen startsto fade out.)



Director (voice off): Hold it. That’ snot right.
Cameraman (off): What?

Director (dlso me, with amustache and jodhpurs, walking on-screen): | don’t want adissolve here. (He
looks around.) Well?

Cameraman (off): You'll haveto cal the Optical Effects man.
Director: Cal him! (Puts hands on hips))
Voices (off): Opticd Effects! Optica Effects Hey!

(Sounds of clanking and jangling. Man in coverdls ((Jean-Paul Belmondo)) walks on carrying ahuge
workbag marked Optical Effects. He has ahunk of bread in one hand.)

Belmondo: Y egh, Boss?

Director: | don't want adissolve here.

Belmondo (shrugs): Okay. (He takes out a stovepipe, walks toward the camera p.o.v., jamsthe end of
the stovepipe over the lens. Camera shudders. The circular image on the screen irisesin. Camera swings
wildly, trying to get away. Screen irisesto black. Sound of |abored breething, then asphyxiation.)

Director’ svoice: No! It can't breathel | don't want an iris, ether!

Belmondo’ svoice: Suit yourself, Boss. (Sound of tearing. Camera p.o.v. Belmondo pulls off stovepipe.
Camera quits moving. Breathing returnsto normd.)

Director: What kind of effectsyou have in there?
Bdmondo: All kinds. | can do anything.
Director: Likewhat?

Belmondo: Hey, cameraman. Pan down to hisfeet. (Camera pans down onto shoes.) Hold till,
Monsieur Le Director! (Sound of jet taking off.) There! Now pan up.

(Camera pans up. Director is standing where he was, back to us, but now his head is on backwards. He
looks down his back.)

Director: Hey! Ow! Fix mel
Belmondo: Soon as| get this effect you want.
Director: Ow! Quick! Anything! Something from the old Fieullade seridd

Belmondo: How abouit this? (He reachesinto the bag, brings out a Jacob’ s Ladder, crackling and
humming.)



Director: Great. Anything! Just fix my head!

(Belmondo sticks the Jacob’ s Ladder into the camera s p.o.v. Jagged lightning bolt wipe to the next
scene of aroadway down which Guy ((me)) iswalking.)

Belmondo (v.0.): We aim to please, Boss.

Director (v.0.): Great.Now could you fix my head?

Belmondo (v.0.): Hold still. (Three Stooges sound of nail being pried from adry board.)
Director (v.0.): Thanks.

Belmondo (v.0.): Think nothing of it. (Sound of clanking bag being dragged away. Voice now in
distance.) Anybody seen my wine?

(Guy ((me)) continuesto walk down the road. Camera pans with him, stops as he continues offscreen
left. Cameraisfocused on aroad sign:)

Nevers 32 km
Alphaville 60 km
Marienbad 347 km
Hiroshima 14497 km
Guyville2km

To get my mind off the work on the movie, | went to one of the usua parties, with the usua typesthere,
and on the many screensin the house were the usual undergrounds.

On one, Erich von Stroheim was doing Carmen Miranda s dance fromThe Gang's All Here infull
bananaregdia, athree-minute loop that drew your eyesfrom anywherein line of sght.

On ancther, John F. Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe tore up abed in Room 12 of the Bates Motd.

In the living room, on the biggest screen, Laurdl and Hardy were doing things with Wallace Beery and
Clark Gable they had never thought of doing inred life. | watched for amoment. At one point atired and
puffy Hardy turned to adrunk and besmeared Laurel and said: “Why don't you do something tohelp
me?’

Enough, enough. | moved to another room. TherewasaTV there, too. Something seemed wrong—the
screen too fuzzy, sound bad, acting unnatural. It took me afew seconds to redize that they had the set
tuned to alocal low-power TV station and were watching an old movie, King Vidor's 19340ur Daily
Bread . It wasthe tory of abunch of Depression-eraidealistic have-nots making aworking, dynamic,
corny, and totaly American commune out of afew acres of land by sheer dint of will.

| had seen it before. TheCahiers du Cinema people dways wrote about it when they talked about what
real Marxist movies should be like, back in those dim pre-Four Hundred Blowsdayswhen dl they had
were typewriters and theories.

The house smelled of butyl nitrate and uglier things. There were adozen built-in aerosol dispensers
placed strategically about the room. The air was astale mix of vasopressins, pheromones, and



endorphins which floated in ablue mist acouple of meters off thefloors. A drunken jerk stood at one of
the dispensers and punched its button repeatedly, like alaboratory anima wired to stimulate its pleasure
center.

| said my goodbyes to the hostess, the host having gone upstairs to show some new arrivals* someredly
interesting Suff.”

| walked the ten blocks home to my place. My head dowly cleared on the way, the quiet buzzing left.
After awhile, al the parties run together into one big Jal-O-wiggly image of people watching movies,
people talking about them.

The grocer (Pierre Brasseur) turnsto Marie (Jeanne Moreau) and Guy (me).
“| assure you the brussals sprouts are very fine,” he says.

“They don't look it to me,” saysMarie.
“Look,” says Guy (me) stepping between them. “Why not artichokes?’
“Thistime of year?" asksthe grocer.

“Who asked you?’ says Marieto Guy (me). She plants her feet. “| want brussels sprouts, but not these
viledigguding things”

“How dare you say that!” saysthe grocer. “Leave my shop. | won't have my vegetablesinsulted.”
“Easy, mac,” | (Guy) say.

“Who asked you?’ he says and reaches behind the counter for a baseball bat.

“Don’'t thresten him,” saysMarie.

“Nobody’ sthreatening me,” Guy (1) say to her.

“Heis” saysMarie. “He sgoing to hit you!”

“No, I'mnot,” saysthe grocer to Marie. “I’m going to hityou . Get out of my shop. | didn’t fight in the
maquis to have some chi-chi tramp disparage me.”

“Easy, mac,” Guy (1) say to him.

“Andnow , lam going to hit you!” saysthe grocer.

“I'll take these brussels sprouts after al,” says Marie, running her hand through her hair.

“Very good. How much?’

“Hdf akilo,” she says. Sheturnsto me (Guy). “Perhaps we can make it to the bakery beforeit closes.”
“Isshopping heredwayslikethis?’ | (Guy) ask.

“I wouldn't know,” she says. “I just got off the bus.”

It was the perfect ending for the scene. | liked it alot. It was much better than what | had programmed.



Because from the time Marie decided to take the sprouts, none of the scenewas as| had written it.

“You look tired,” said Lois, leaning againgt my office doorjamb, arms crossed like Bacdl inTo Have and
Have Not .

“I amtired. | haven't been deeping.”

“| take acouple of dexadryl aday,” shesaid. “I’'minthislast push on the movie, so I'm making it apoint
to get at least two hours degp anight.”

“Uh, Lais...” | sad. “Have you ever programmed a scene one way and had it come out another?’
“That’ swhat that little red reset button isfor,” she said. She looked a me with her gray-blue eyes.
“Thenit’ s hgppened to you?’

“Sure”

“Did you let the scene play dl the way through?’

“Of course not. As soon as anything deviated from the program, I'd kill it and start over.”
“Wouldn't you be interested in | etting them go and see what happens?’

“And have amess on my hands? That was what was wrong with the old way of making movies. | treet it
asaglitch, start again, and get itright .” Shetilted her head. “Why do you ask?’

“Lot of stuff’sbeen . . . well, getting off track. | don’t know how or why.”
“And you' re |etting them run on?’

“Some,” | said, not meeting her gaze.

“I’d hate to see your studio timeshare bill. Y ou must beway over budget.”
“I try not to imagineit. But I'm sure I’ ve got a better moviefor it.”

She took my hand for asecond, but only asecond. She was wearing ablue rib-knit sweater. Blue was
definitely her color.

“That way liesmadness,” she said. “ Call Maintenance and get them to blow out the low-level format of
your ramdisk acouple of times. Got to run,” she said, her tone changing ingtantly. “ Got a monster to kill.”

“Thanksalot. Redly,” | say. She stops at the door.

“They put alot of Stuff inthe GAX,” shesaid. “No telling what kind of garbage isfloating around in there,
unused, that can leak out. If you want to play around, you might aswell put in abunch of fractasand
watch the pretty pictures.

“If you want to make amovie,you’ ve got to tel it what to do and Sit on its head whileit’sdoing it.”
She looked directly at me. “It' sjust points of light fixed on aplane, Scott.”
Sheleft.



Dephine Seyrigisgiving Guy (me) trouble.
She was supposed to be the woman who asks Guy to help her get anew chest of drawers up the steps

of her house. We d seen her pushing it down the street in the background of the scene before with Marie
and Guy (me) in the bakery.

While Marie (Moreau) isin thevintner’'s, Seyrig asks Guy (me) for help.

Now she' s arguing about her part.

“I suppose I’m herejust to be atumblein the hay for you?’ she asks.

“I don’t know what you' re talking about, lady. Do you want hel p with the bureau, or what?’

“Bureau? Do you mean FBI?" asks avoice behind Guy (me). Guy (me) turns. Eddy Constantine,
dressed as Lemmy Caution in a cheap trench coat and abad hat, stares at Guy (me) with his cue-ball

eyes.
“No! Chest-of-drawers,” says Seyrig.
“Chester Gould?Dick Tracy 7" asks Constantine.

Guy (me) wanders away, leaving them to argue semantics on the steps. As he turnsthe corner the sound
of three quick shots comes from the street he has just 1eft. He heads toward the wine shop where Marie
gtands, smoking.

| dmost forgot about the screening of Monster Without A Meaning . There was anote on my screen
from Loais. | didn’t know she was through or anywhere near it, but then, | didn’t even know what day it
was.

| took my cup of bad black coffee into the packed screening room. Loiswas't there—she said she'd
never attend a showing of one of her movies. There were the usua reps, afew critics, some of her
friends, acouple of sequencer operators and a dense crowd of the usua bit-part unknowns.

Boris, Lois s boyfriend, got up to spesk. (Boris had been working off and on for five yearson hisown
movie, The Beast with Two Backs .) He said something redundant and sat down, and the movie started,
with the obligatory GAX-600 logo.

Even the credits were right—they dimed down the screen and formed shaded hairy lettersin deep
perspective, like those from aflat print of an old 3-D movie.

John Agar was the scientist on vacation (he was catching agoddamnmackerel out of what purported to
be ahigh Serra-Nevadalake; he used hisfly rod with dl the grace of alongshoreman handling a
pitchfork for thefirst time) when the decayed-orbit satellite hits the experimentd laboratory of the twin
hermit mad scientists (Les Tremayne and Leo G. Carrall).

An Air Force mgjor (Kenneth Tobey) searching for the satellite meets up with both Agar and the women
(Mara Corday, Julie Adams) who were on their way to take jobs with the mad doctors when the shock
wave of the explosion blew their car into aditch. Agar had stopped to help them, and the jeep with
Tobey and the comic relief (Sgt. Joe Sawyer, Cpl. Sid Méeton) drives up.

Cut to the Webb farmhouse—Gramps (Olin Howlin), Patricia (Florida Friebus), Aunt Sophonsiba
(Kathleen Freeman) and Little Jmmy (George “Foghorn” Window) werelistening to the radio when the
wave of gatic swept over it. They hear the explosion, and Gramps and Little Jmmy jump into the woodie



and drive over to the The Old Science Place.

It goesjust like you imagine from there, except for the mongter. 1t’ sal done subjective camera—the
monster sneaks up (you' ve dways seen something moving in the background of thelong master shot
before, in the direction from which the monster comes). It was originally aguy (Robert Clarke) coming in
to get treated for arare nerve disorder. He was on Les Tremayne' s gurney when the satdllite hit, dousing
him with experimenta chemicalsand “ space virus’ from the newly discovered Van Allen belt.

The monster gets closer and closer to the victims—they see something in amirror, or hear atwig snap,
and they turn around—they start to scream, their eyeballs go white like fried marbles, blood squirts out
their ears and nose, their gums dissolve, their hair chars away, then the whole face; the clothes evaporate,
wind rushes toward their radioactive burning—it’ sall over in asecond, but it' sal there, every detail

perfect.

The scene where Horida Friebus meltsis area shocker. From the way the cameralingers over it, you
know the mongter’ senjoying it.

By the time General Morris Ankrum, Colond R.G. Armstrong and Secretary of State Henry Hull wise
up, things are bad.

At one point the monster turns and stares back over its shoulder. There san actua charred trail of
destruction stretching behind it; burning houseslike Chrissmas tree lightsin the far mountains, the smal
town afew miles back looking like the onesthey built for the Project Ivy A-bomb testsin Nevada.
Turning its head the monster |looks down at the quiet nighttime city beforeit. All the power and wonder
of degth arein that shot.

(Power and wonder arein me, too, in the form of agiant headache. One of my eyesisn’t focusng
anymore. A bad sign, and rubbing doesn’t help.)

| get up to go—the movi€ sgreet but the light is hurting my eyestoo much.

Suddenly here come three F-84 Thunderjets flown by Cpt. Clint Eastwood, 1<t Lt. Leonard Nimoy, and
Colond James Whitmore.

“The Reds didn’t like the regular stuff in Korea. Thisthing shouldn’t like thisaomic ngpam, ether,” says
Whitmore. “Let’ sgo in and spread alittle honey around, boys.”

The jets ped off.

Cut to the monster’ s p.o.v. The jets comein with aroar. Under-wing tanks come off as they power back
up into aclimb. The bombstumble lazily toward the screen. One whistles harmlesdy by, two are
dropping short, three keep getting bigger and bigger, thenblam —woosh. Y ou' re the monster and you're
being burned to death in aradioactive napam firestorm.

Screaming doesn't help; one hand comes up just before the eyes melt away like lumps of lard on afloor
furnace—the hand crisps to paper, curls, blood starts to shoot out and evaporates like vergaover the
Mojave. Thelast thing the mongter hearsisits auditory canals boiling away with ascreeching hiss.

Cut to Agar, inventor of the atomic napam, holding Mara Corday on ahill above the burning city and the
charring mongter. He' s breathing hard, his hair issinged; her skirt istorn off one side, exposing her long

legs
Up above, Whitmore, oxygen mask off, smiles down and wags the jet’ swings.



Pull back to a panorama of the countryside; Corday and Agar grow smaller; the scenellifts, takesin jets,
county, then state; miles up now the curve of the earth appears, grows larger, continue to pull back,
whole of U.S., North and Central America appears. Begping on soundtrack. We are moving aong with
awhite luminescence which isreveaed to be a Sputnik-type satellite.

Beeping stops. Satdllite beginsto fal away from camera, lurching some asit hits the edges of the
amosphere. Asit fdls, letters dime down the screen: The End?

Credits: A movieby LoisB. Traven.

Thelights come up. | begin to bresthe again. I'm standing in the middle of the aide, applauding as hard as
| can.

Everybody dseisapplauding, too. Everybody.

Then my headreally beginsto hurt, and | go outsde into the cool night and st on the sudiowal like
Humpty-Dumpty.

Loisisheaded for the Big Time. She deservesit.

The notes on my desk are now hand-deep. Pink ones, then orange ones from the executive offices. Then
the bright red-striped ones from accounting.

Fuck’em. I'm dmost through.

| sat down and plugged on. Nothing happened.

| punched Maintenance.

“Sorry,” says Bobo. “Y ou gotta get authorization from Snell before you can get back online, says here.”
“Sndl in accounting, or Snell inthe big building?’

“Lemmecheck.” There salot of ydling around the office on the other end. “ Sndll in the big building.”
“Yeah, yeah, okay.”

So | haveto eat dung in front of Snell, promise him anything, renegotiate my contractright then and
there in his office without my business manager or agent. But | have to get thismoviefinished.

Then | haveto go over to Accounting and sign alot of stuff. | call Bernie and Chinuaand tell them to
come down to the studio and clean up the contractual shambles as best they can, and not to expect to
hear from me for aweek or so.

Then | cal my friend Jukai, who helped ingdl the first GAX-600 and talk to him for an hour and a half
and learn afew things.

Then | go to Radio Shack and run up abill of $6,124, buy two weeks worth of survival food at
Apocaypse Andy’s, put everything in my car, and drive over to the office degp under the bowels of the
GAX-600.

| have locked everyone else out of the mainframe with words known only to myself and Alain Resnais.
Letthem wait.



| have put a note on the door:

Leave medone. | am finishing the movie. Do not try to stop me. Y ou are locked out of the 600 until | am
through. Do not attempt to take me off-line. | have rewired the 600 to wipe out everything, every movie
init but mineif you do. Do not cut my power; | have agenerator in here—if you turn me off, the GAX is
history. (See attached receipt.) Leave me done until | have finished; you will get everything back, and a
great movietoo.

Theywere knocking. Now they’ re pounding on the door. Screw’ em. I’ m starting the scene where Guy
(me) and Marie hitch aride on the garbage wagon out of the communist pig farm.

The locksmith was quiet but he couldn’t do any good, either. I’ ve put on the kind of locks they use on
theoutsides of prisons.

They tried to put anote on the screen.BACK OFF , | wrote.

They began to ease them, pleading notes, one at atime through the razor-thin crack under the fireproof
steel door.

Every few hours | would gather them up. They quit coming for awhile.

Sometime later there was a polite knock.

A notedid under.

“May | comein for afew moments?’ it asked. It was SgnedA. Resnais .

GOAWAY, | wrote back.YOU HAVEN'T MADE A GOOD MOVIE SINCELA GUERRE EST FINIS

| could imagine histurning to the cops and studio headsin hisdignified humble way (he must be pushing
ninety by now), shrugging his shoulders asif to say, well, | tried my best, and walking away.

“Y ou must end thismadness,” says Marie. “We ve been here aweek. The room smells. | smdll. You
smell, I'mtired of dehydrated apple chips. | want to talk on the beach again, get some sunlight.”

“What kind of ending would that be?’ | (Guy) ask.

“I’ve seen worse. |” vebeen in much worse. Why do you have this obsessive desire to recreate movies
meadefifty yearsago?’

| (Guy) look out the window of the cheap hotel, past the edge of the taped roller shade. “1 (Guy) don’t
know.” | (Guy) rub my chin covered with a scratchy week’ s stubble. “Maybe those movies, those, those
thingswere like a breath of fresh air. They led to everything we have today.”

“Wdl, we could use abreath of fresh air.”

“No. Redly. They camein on agtultified, lumbering dinosaur of an indudtry, tore at itsflanks, nibbled at it
with soft rubbery beaks, something, | don’t know what. Stung it into action, showed it there wereother
ways of doing things—made it question itsalf. Showed that movies could be free—not straightjackets.”

“Recregtingthem won't make any new statements,” said Marie (Moreau).

“I'mtrying to breathe new lifeintothem , then. Into what they were. What they meant to . . . to me, to
others,” | (Guy) say.



What | want to do more than anything isto take her from the motel, out on the sunny street to the car.
Then | want to drive her up the winding roads to the cliffs overlooking the Mediterranean. Then | want
her to lean over, her right arm around my neck, her hair blowing in thewind, and give me akissthat will
last forever, and say, “I loveyou, and I’m ready.”

Then | will press down the accelerator, and we will go through the guard rail, hang in the air, and begin to
fal faster and faster until the eterna blue sea comes up to meet usin atender hand-shaped spray, and
just before the impact she will smile and pat my arm, never taking her eyes off the windshield.

“Movies arefreer than they ever were,” she saysfrom the bed. “1 wasthere. | know. You'rejust going
through the motions. The things that brought about those films are remembered only by old people,
bureaucrats,filmcritics ,” she sayswith asneer.

“What about you?’ | (Guy) ask, turning to her. “'Y ou remember. You're not old. You'redive, vibrant.”
My heart is bresking.

She gives me (Guy) agtarefilled with sorrow. “No I’'m not. I'm a character inamovie. I’ m points of
light, fixed on aplane”

A tear-gas canister crashes through the window. Thereisapounding against the door.
“Thecops” | (Guy) say, reaching for the .45 automatic.
“Thepimps” Marie says.

Theroom isfilling with gas. Bulletsfly. | fire at the door, the window shades, as| reach for Marie' s hand.
The door bursts open.

Two quick closeups:. her face, terrified; mine, determined, with asnarl and aholy wregth of corditerisng
frommy pigol.

My head isnumb. | seein the dim worklight from my screen the last note they stuck under the door
fluttering astheinvisble gasis pumped in.

| typefin .

| reach for the non-existent button which will wipe everything butThis Guy Goesto Town . .. and
mentaly pushit.

| (Guy) smile up at them as they come through the doors and walls. pimps, Nazis, film critics, studio
cops, deep-sea divers, spacemen, clowns, and lawyers.

Through thewindows | can see thelong geometric rows of the shrubs forming quincunxes, the classica
satuary, people moving to and fro in agarden like apainting by Fragonard.

| must have been away along time; someone wastelling me, as| was making my way toward these first
camthoughts, that This Guy . . . isthe biggest hit of the season. | have been told that while | was on my
four-week vacation from human cares and woesthat | have become that old-time curiogty: therich man
whoiscrazy asapiss ant.

Far lessrich, of course, than | would have been had | not renegotiated my contract before my last,
somewhat spectacular, orgy of movie-and-lovemaking in my locked office.



| am now calm. | am not looking forward to my recovery, but suppose | will have to get some of my own
money out of my manager’ s guardianship.

A nurse comesin, opensthe taffeta curtains at another set of windows, reveding nice morning sunlight
through thetiny, very tasteful, bars.

Sheturnsto meand amiles.

ItisAnouk Aimee

| ntroduction: Heirs of the Perisphere

| you could have told the eighteen-year-old, writing-mad Howard Waldrop that in fifteen yearshe
would (1) be asked to do an article by The Wkiter , but thennot do it , and (2) sell toPlayboy for lots of
(then) money, but that it wouldnot be the pleasant, exciting experience the starry-eyed young writer
dreamed of, he would not have believed you.

Thisfar-future backward ook was, asis my usua wont, written because | wanted like hell to bein Mike
Bishop'sLight Years and Dark (aswell book that went straight down the tubes when published, but
ingtead | wasin there with “ Helpless, Helpless’). He said this story “might aswell be about a
lawnmower, an air-conditioner, and amicrowave’—or words to that effect. Mostly he wastrying to
squeeze mein. I’ d futzed around toreal near the deadline and he only had 3,000 words of space and
money and | wastrying to sell him 5,600 words, so instead | sent this off to my then-agent Joe Elder
(snceretired) and wrote the other story for Mike at 3,200 words, which was more like t.

Joe sent it to Alice K. Turner, who promptly bought it for Playboy for more money than I’ d ever seen,
except for anove.

Now Alice Turner is one of the finest editorsin the business, don’t take my word for it, ask anyone

who' s ever worked with her, or see Robert Silverberg’ sintroductionsto the storiesin his’80sand ' 90s
callectionsfor histrue amazement at her editing abilities (Slverberg’s seen and doneit al and he doesn't
impress easily). What happened in the next fourteen months was not her faullt.

We worked on this, on and off, through five successive drafts, each one getting better, deeper, more
resonant, or something, until we got to the one you see.

A little background: | was going through truly terrible persond stuff. | was aso behind on finishingThem
Bones , my first solo novel for the late, very-missed, Terry Carr’s second set of Ace SF Specids
(others—L . Shepard, K.S. Robinson, somebody named Gibson—whatever happened to him?—Carter
Scholz and Glenn Harcourt, Michadl Swanwick) and while | wastrying to writeit, other sorieswere
driving me bughouse. | had to stop andwrite them AND work onThem Bones AND the rewrites on
this, and deal with the here-and-now-everyday-Halloween-type persond stuff . . .

Wi, it'snot Alice sfault that | associate this story with aBad Time; it' sjust me. | wish | could have had
more pleasant memories of salling toPlayboy . This, like abunch of other stories| haven’t mentioned,
was up for aNebula

There arejust archetypes, and then there aretrue archetypesin life and in the movies. That they’ll be here
long after we' ve gone | have no doubt. And the central element in this story I’ d wanted to write about
ever snce |l came across referencesto it when | was eight or nine or ten yearsold. It al came together in
thisstory (or the one | started writing, anyway—it’ sreally hereinthisfind, fifth draft).



Take agander at thisone.

Heirsof the Perisphere

T hings had not been going well at the factory for the last fifteen hundred years or so.
A rarethunderstorm, soaking rain, and afreak lightning bolt changed dl that.

When thelightning hit, an emergency generator went to work asit had been built to do amillennium and a
half before. It cranked up and ran the assembly line just long enough, before freezing up and shedding its
brushes and armaturesin afine spray, to finish some work in the custom design section.

The factory completed, hagtily programmed, and wrongly certified as gpproved the three products which
had been on the assembly line fifteen centuries before.

Then the place went dark again.

“Gawrgh,” said one of them. “1t shoreisdark in herel”
“Wadl, huh-huh, we can dways use the infrared they gave usl”

“Wak Wak Wak!” said thethird. “What' sthe big idea?’

The custom-order jobs were animato/mechanica smulacra. They were designed to speak and act like
the famous crestions of amultimillionaire cartoonist who latein life had opened a series of gigantic
amusement parksin thelatter half of the twentieth century.

Once these giant theme parks had employed personsin costume to act the parts. Then the corporation

which had run things after the cartoonist’ s desth had seen the wisdom of building robots. The smulacra
would beless expensivein the long run, would never be late for work, could be programmed to speak

many languages, and would never try to pick up the clean-cut boys and girlswho visited the Parks.

These three had been built to be host robots in the third and largest of the Parks, the one separated by an
ocean from the other two.

And, astheir programming was somewhat incomplete, they had no ideaof much of this.

All they had were abunch of jumbled memories, awvareness of the thunderstorm outside, and of the
darkness of the factory around them.

Thetallest of the three must have started as a cartoon dog, but had become upright and acquired a set of
baggy pants, baloon shoes, a swesatshirt, black vest, and white gloves. There was a miniature carpenter’s
hat on his head, and hislong ears hung down from it. He had two prominent incisorsin hismuzzle. He
stood amost two meterstall and answered to the name GUF.

The second, alittle shorter, was awhite duck with abright orange bill and feet, and ablue and white
sailor’ stunic and cap. He had large eyes with little cuts out of the upper right corners of the pupils. He
was naked from the waist down, and was the only one of the three without gloves. He answered to the
name DUN.

Thethird and smdlest, just over ameter, was arodent. He wore ared bibbed playsuit with two huge
gold buttons at the waistline. He was shirtless and had shoes like two pieces of bread dough. Histail was



long and thin like awhip. Hisbare arms, legs, and chest were black, hisface a pinkish-tan. Hiswhite
gloves were especialy prominent. His most striking feature was his ears, which rotated on atrack, first
oneway, then another, so that seen from any angle they could look like afeatureless black circle.

Hisnamewas MIK. His eyes, like those of GUF, were large and the pupils were big round dots. His
nose ended in a perfect sphere of polished onyx.

“Wel,” sad MIK, brushing dust from hisbody, “I guesswe d better, huh-huh, get to work.”
“Uh hyuk,” said GUF. “Won't be many people at thuh Park in wegther like thiyus.”

“Oh boy! Oh boy!” quacked DUN. “Rain! Wak Wak Wak!” He ran out through a huge crack in the
wall which streamed with rain and mist.

MIK and GUF came behind, GUF ambling with hishandsin his pockets, MIK walking determinedly.
Lightning cracked once more but the storm seemed to be dying.

“Wak Wak Wak!” said DUN, histall fluttering, as he swam in abig puddle. “Oh boy. Oh joy!”

“I wonder if the rain will hurt our works?” asked MIK.

“Not me!” said GUF. “Uh hyuk! I'm equipped fer dl kinds awegther.” He put his hand conspiratorialy
beside hismuzzle. “’ Ceptin’ mebbe real cold on thuh order of -40° Celsus, uh hyuk!”

MIK wasranging in the ultraviolet and infrared, getting the fed of the landscape through therain. “You'd
have thought, huh-huh, they might have sent atruck over or something,” hesaid. “1 guesswe Il haveto
wak.”

“I didn’t notice anyone at thuh factory,” said GUF. “Even if it was aday off, you' d think some of thuh
workerswould give unceasingly of their time, because, after al, thuh means of produckshun must be kept
in thuh hands of thuh workers, uh hyuk!”

GUF s speciaty was to have been talking with visitors from the large totaitarian countries to the west of
the country the Park was in. He was especidly well versed in diaectical materidism and correct Mao

thought.

Asabruptly asit had started, the storm ended. Gresat ragged gouts broke in the clouds, revealing high,
fast-moving cirrus, a bright blue sky, the glow of awarming sun.

“Ohratsratsrats” said DUN, holding out his hand, palm up. “ Just when | was starting to get wet!”

“Uh, well,” asked GUF, “which way isit tuh work? Thuh people should be comin’ out o' thuh
sooverneer shops real soon now.”

MIK looked around, consulting his programming. “ That way, guys,” he said, unsure of himsdf. There
were no familiar landmarks, and only one that was disturbingly unfamiliar.

Far off was the stump of amountain. MIK had afeding it should be beautiful, blue and snow-capped.
Now it was a brown lump, heavily eroded, with no white at the top. It looked like a bite had been taken
out of it.

All around them was rubble, and far away in the other direction was aduggish ocean.



It was getting dark. The three sat on apile of concrete.
“Them and their big ideas,” said DUN.

“Lookslikethuh Park isclosed,” said GUF.

MIK sat with his hands under hischin. “Thisjust isn't right, guys,” he said. “We were supposed to report
to the programming hut to get our first day’ sinstructions. Now we can’'t even find the Park!”

“I wishitwould rain again,” said DUN, “while you two are making up your minds.”
“Wadll, uh hyuk,” said GUF. 1 seem tuh remember we could get hold of thuh satellitein a’ mergency.”

“Sure!” said MIK, jumping to hisfeet and pounding hisfist into hisglove. “ That’sit! Let's see, what
frequency wasthat . . . 7’

“Six point five oh four,” said DUN. Helooked eastward. “Maybe I'll go to the ocean.”
“Better stay here whileswe find somethin’ out,” said GUF.

“Wdl, makeit sngppy!” said DUN.

MIK tuned in the frequency and broadcast the Park’ s call | etters.

‘... 227277 . What? HOOSAT?

“Uh, thisisMIK, one of the smulacra at the Park. We' retrying to get ahold of one of the other Parks
for, huh-huh, ingtructions.”

“In what language would you like to communicate?’ asked the satellite.

“Oh, sorry, huh-huh. We speak Japanese to each other, but we' Il switch over to Artran if that’seasier
for you.” GUF and DUN tuned in, too.

“It' s been avery long while since anyone communicated with me from down there” The satellite's
well-modulated voice snapped and popped.

“If you must know,” HOOSAT continued, “it’s been rather awhile since anyone contacted me from
anywhere. | can't say much for the stability of my orbit, either. Once | wasforty thousand kilometers up,
very sable. . .”

“Could you put usthrough to one of the other Parks, or maybe the Studio itsdlf, if you can do that?
We d, huh-huh, like to find out where to report for work.”

“I'll attempt it,” said HOOSAT. There was a pause and some static. “ Predictably, there' s no answer at
any of thelocations”

“Wdl, where are they?’
“Towhom do you refer?’
“The people,” said MIK.

“Oh, you wanted humans? | thought perhaps you wanted the stations themselves. There was adight
chance that some of them were il functioning.”



“Where are thuh folks?’ asked GUF.

“I really don't know. We satdllites and monitoring stations used to worry about that frequently.
Something happened to them.”

“What?' asked all three robots at once.

“Hard to understand,” said HOOSAT. “Ten or fifteen centuries ago. Very noisy in al spectra, followed
by quiet. Most of the ground stations ceased functioning within a century after that. Y ou'rethefirst snce
then.”

“What do you do, then?’ asked MIK.

“Tak with other satdllites. Very few left. One of them has degraded. It only broadcasts random numbers
when the solar wind isvery strong. Another . ..

Therewas aburgt of fuzzy détic.

“Helo?HOOSAT? asked the satdllite. “It' s been avery long time sinceanyone. . .”
“It sdtill ud” said MIK. “The smulacrafrom the Park. We—"

“Oh, that’ sright. What can | do for you?’

“Tell uswhere the people went.”

“I havenoidea”

“Wel, where can wefind out?’ asked MIK.

“You might try thelibrary.”

“Where sthat?’

“Let mefocusin. Not very much left down there, isthere? | can give you the coordinates. Do you have
gandard navigationa programming?’

“Boy, dowe!” sad MIK.

“Wdll, heré swhat youdo. ..

“Sure don’t look much different from thuh rest of thisjunk, doesit, MIK?" asked GUF.

“I’m sure there used to be many, many books here,” said MIK. “It al seemsto have turned to powder
though, doesn't it?’

“Wadl,” said GUF, scratching his head with hisglove, “they sure didn’t make’emto lagt, did they?”

DUN was mumbling to himself. “ Doggone wizoo-wazoo waste of time,” he said. He sat on one of the
pilesof dirt in the large broken-down building of which only one massvewal till sood. The recent rain
had turned the meter-deep powder on the floor into améché dudge.

“I guessthere s nothing to do but start looking,” said MIK.
“Find abook on water,” said DUN.



“Hey, MIK! Lookathis!” yelled GUF.
He came running with asted box. “1 found thisjust over there.”

The box was plain, unmarked. There was a heavy lock to which MIK applied various pressures.
“Let’ sforget dl thisnonsense and go fishing,” saidd DUN.

“It might be important,” said MIK.

“Wadll, openit then,” said DUN.

“It's, huh-huh, stuck.”

“Gimmethat!” yelled DUN. He grabbed it. Soon he was muttering under his beak. “Doggone
razzle-frazzin dadgum thing!” He pulled and pushed, hisface and bill turning redder and redder. He
gripped the box with both hisfeet and hands. “ Doggone dadgum!” he ydlled.

Suddenly he grew teeth, hisbrow dammed down, his shoulders tensed and he went into ablurred fury of
movement. “WAK WAK WAK WAK WAK!” he screamed.

The box broke open and flew into three parts. So did the book inside.

DUN was dill tearing in hisfury.

“Wait, look out, DUN,” ydled MIK. “Wait!”

“Gawrsh,” said GUF, running after the pages blowing in the breeze. “Help me, MIK.”

DUN stood atop the rubble, parts of the box and the book gripped in each hand. He smulated hard
breathing, the redness draining from hisface.

“It'sopen,” hesaid quietly.
“Wdll, from what we' ve got left,” said MIK, “thisis calledThe Book of the Time Capsule , and it tells
that people buried acylinder avery, very long time ago. They printed up five thousand copies of this

book and sent it to places al around the world, where they thought it would be safe. They printed them
on acid-free paper and stuff like that so they wouldn't fall apart.

“And they thought what they put in the time capsule itsalf could explain to later generations what people
werelikeintheir day. So | figure maybe it could explain something to us, too.”

“That soundsfinewith me” said GUF.
“Wadll, let'sgo!” said DUN.

“Wadl, huh-huh,” said MIK. “1 checked with HOOSAT, and gave him the coordinates, and, huh-huh, it's
quite alittle ways away.”

“How far?’ asked DUN, his brow beetling.
“Oh, huh-huh, about eighteen thousand kilometers” said MIK.

“WHAAT???”



“ About eighteen thousand kilometers. Just about hafway around the world.”

“Oh, my aching feet!” said DUN.

“That'snot literdly true,” said GUF. Heturned to MIK. “Y uh think we should go that far?’
“Wdl ... I"m not sure what we' Il find. Those pages were lost when DUN opened thebox . . .”
“I’'msorry,” sadd DUN, in acontrite smdl voice.

“. .. but the people of that time were sure that everything could be explained by what wasin the
capaule”

“Andyou think it'sdl il there?” asked DUN.

“Wall, they buried it pretty deep, and took alot of precautions with the way they preserved things. And
wedid find the book, just like they wanted usto. I'dimagineit was al ill there!”

“Wadl, it salong ways” said GUF. “But it doesn’'t look much like we Il find anyone here.”

MIK put adetermined look on hisface.

“I figurethe only thing for usto do is set our cgps and whistlealittle tune,” he said.

“Yuhdon't haveacap, MIK,” said GUF.

“Wadl, | can il whistle! Let’'sgofdlas” hesad. “It’ sthis way!”

He whistled awork song. DUN quacked a tune about boats and love. GUF hummed “The East IsRed.”
They et off in thisway across what had been the bottom of the Sea of Japan.

They were having troubles. It had been along time and they walked on tirdlesdy. Three weeks ago
they’ d cometo the end of al the songs each of them was programmed with and had to start repeating
themselves.

Their lubricants were beginning to fail, their hastily wired circuitry was overworked. GUF had a
troublesome ankle extensor which sometimes hung up. But he went dong just as cheerfully, sometimes
hopping and quickstepping to catch up with the others when the foot refused to flex.

The mgor problem wasthe cold. There was avast difference in the climate they had | eft and the one they
found themsalvesin. The landscape was rocky and empty. It had begun to snow more frequently and the
wind wasfierce.

Theterrain was difficult, and HOOSAT’ s maps were outdated. Something drastic had changed the
course of rivers, theland, the shoreline of the ocean itself. They had to detour frequently.

The cold worked hardest on DUN. “Oh,” hewould say, “I’'m so cold, so cold!” He was very poorly
insulated, and they had to dow their paceto his. He would do anything to avoid going through a
snowdrift, and so expended even more energy.

They stopped in the middle of araging blizzard.

“Uh, MIK,” said GUF. “I don't think DUN can go much further in thiswesther. An’ my legisgivin' mea
lot o' problems. Y uh think maybe we could find someplace to hole up fer aspel 1?7’



MIK looked around them at the bleakness and the whipping snow. “I guessyou' re right. Warmer
weather would do us al some good. We could conserve both heat and energy. Let’ sfind agood place.”

“Hey, DUN,” said GUF. “Let' sfind us ahidey-hole!”
“Oh, goody gumdrops!” quacked DUN. “I’'m so cold!”

They eventudly found a deep rock shelter with alow fault crevice at the back. MIK had them gather up
what sparse dead vegetation there was and bring it to the shelter. DUN and GUF crawled in the back
and MIK piled brush dl through the cave. He talked to HOOSAT, then wriggled hisway through the
brush to them.

Inside they could barely hear the wind and snow. It was only dightly warmer than outside, but it felt
wonderful and safe,

“I told HOOSAT to wake us up when it got warmer,” said MIK. “Then we'll get on to that time capsule
and find out al about the people.”

“G'night, MIK,” said GUF.

“Goodnight, DUN,” said MIK.

“Seep tight and don’t let the bedbugs bite. Wak Wak Wak,” said DUN.
They shut themsdlves off.

Something woke MIK. It was dark in the rock shelter, but it was aso much warmer.

The brushwas al crumbled away. A meter of rock and dust covered the cave floor. The war wind
dirredit.

“Hey, felad” said MIK. “Hey, wake up! Spring isherel”

“Wak! What' sthe big idea? Hey, oh boy, it' swarm!” said DUN.
“Gawrsh,” sad GUF, “that surewas aniceforty winks!”

“Wll, let’sgo thank HOOSAT and get our bearings and be on our way.”
They stepped outside.

The stars werein the wrong places.

“Uh-oh,” said GUF.

“Well, would you look at that!” said DUN.

“I think we overdept,” said MIK. “Let’'s seewhat HOOSAT hasto say.”
“. .. HUh?HOOSAT?”

“Hello. ThisisDUN and MIK and GUF.”

HOOSAT’ svoice now sounded like a badger whistling through its teeth.

“Gladto seeyaup!” hesad.



“We went to deep, and told you to wake us up as soon as it got warmer.”
“Sorry. | forgot till just now. Had alot on my mind. Besides, it just now got warmer.”
“It did?" asked GUF.

“Shouldaseenit,” said HOOSAT. “Ice everywhere. Big ol’ glaciers. Took the top offaeverything! You
gill gonnadig up that capsulething?”

“Yes” said MIK. “Weare.”
“Wadl, you got an easy trip from now on. No more mountainsin your way.”
“What about people?’

“Nah. No people. | ain’'t heard from any, no ways. My friend the military satellite said he thought he saw
somefires, little teeny ones, but his eyesweren’t what they used to be by then. He' s gone now, too.”

“The fires might have been built by people?’
“Who knows?Not me,” said HOOSAT. “Hey, bub, you still got al those coordinateslike | give you?’
“I think s0,” said MIK.

“Wall, | better give you new ones off these new congelations. Hold till, my aim ain’t so good anymore.”
He dumped a bunch of numbersin MIK’shead. “| won't be talking to yamuch longer.”

“Why not?’ they dl asked.

“Wall, you know. My orbit. | fed better now than | havein years. Red spry. Probably the ionization.
Started a couple 0’ weeks ago. Sure has been nicetalkin’ to you young fellers after so long atime. Sure
am glad | remembered to wake you up. | wish you alottaluck. Boy, thisair hasa punch likeamule. Be
careful. Goodbye.”

Acrossthe unfamiliar stars overhead, apoint of light blazed, stresked in along arc, then died on the night.
“Wdl,” said MIK. “We re on our own.”

“Gosh, | fed dl sad,” said GUF.

“Warmth, oh boy!” said DUN.

Thetrip was uneventful for the next few months. They waked acrossthe long land bridge down avaley
between stumps of mountains with the white teeth of glaciers on them. Then they crossed alow range
and entered flat land without topsoil from which dry rivercourses ran to the south. Then therewasaland
where things were flowering after the long winter. New streams were springing up.

They saw fire once and detoured, but found only a burnt patch of forest. Once, way off in the distance,
they saw aspeck of light but didn’t go to investigate.

Within two hundred kilometers of their god, the land changed again to aflat sandy waste littered with
huge rocks. Sparse vegetation grew. There were few insects and animals, mostly lizards, which DUN
chased every chance he got. The warmth seemed to be doing him good.

GUF sleg worsened. The foot now stuck, now flopped and windmilled. He kept humming songs and



raggedly marching aong with the other two.

When they passed one of the last trees, MIK had them dl three take limbsfromiit. “Might come in handy
for pushing and digging,” he said.

They stood on aplain of sand and rough dirt. There were huge piles of rubble al around. Far off was
another ocean, and to the north a patch of green.

“WE |l go to the ocean, DUN,” said MIK, “ after we get through here.”

Hewaswalking around in asmaler and smdler circle. Then he stopped. “Well, huh-huh,” he said. “Here
we are. Latitude 40° 44' 34" .089 North. Longitude 73° 50" 43" .842 West, by the way theyused to
figureit. The capsuleis straight down, twenty-eight meters below the origind surface. We ve got along
way to go, because there’ s no telling how much soil has drifted over that. It sin a concrete tube, and

we' |l haveto dig to the very bottom to get at the capsule. Let’s get working.”

It was early morning when they started. Just after noon they found the top of the tube with its bronze
tablet.

“Here swhere the hard work starts,” said MIK.

It took them two weeks of continua effort. Slowly the tube was exposed as the hole around it grew
larger. Since GUF could work better standing ill, they had him dig dl thetime, while DUN and MIK
both dug and pushed rock and dirt clear of the crater.

They found somelong flat iron rods partway down, and threw away the worn limbs and used the metal
to better effect.

On one of thetripsto push dirt out of the crater, DUN came back looking puzzled.
“| thought | saw something moving out there,” he said. “When | looked, it went away.”
“Probably just another animal,” said MIK. “Here, help melift thisrock.”

It was hard work and their motors were taxed. It rained once, and once there was adust storm.

“Thuhway | seeit,” said GUF, looking at their handiwork, “isthat yah tregt it likeabig ol’ tree made
outtarock.”

They stood in the bottom of the vast crater. Up from the center of this stood the concrete tube.

“WEe ve reached twenty-six meters,” said MIK. “The capsuleitself should bein thelast 2.3816 meters.
So we should chop it off,” he quickly calculated, “ about here.” He drew alinedl around the tube with a
piece of chalky rock.

They began to smash at the concrete with rocks and pieces of iron and stedl.

“Timber!” said DUN.
The column above the line lurched and with a crash shattered itself againgt the side of the crater wall.

“Oh boy! Oh boy!”
“Come help me, GUF,” said MIK.



Inside the jagged top of the remaining shaft an eyebolt stood out of the core.

They climbed up on the edge, reached in and raised the gleaming Cupraoy time capsule from itsresting
place.

On its side was amessage to the finders, and just below the eyebolt at the top was aline and the words
CUTHERE .

“Wadl,” sadd MIK shaking DUN and GUF s hands. “Wedid it, by gum!”
Helooked at it a moment.
“How’re we gonna get it open?’ asked GUF. “That metal shore looks tough!”

“I think maybe we can abrade it around the cutting line, with sandstone and, well . . . go get meared big
sharp piece of iron, DUN.”

When it was brought, MIK handed theiron to GUF and put hislong tail over abig rock.
“Go ahead, GUF,” hesaid. “Won't hurt me a bit.”

GUF dammed the piece of iron down.

“Uh hyuk,” hesad. “Clean asawhigtle!”

MIK took the severed tail, sat down cross-legged near the eyebolt, poured sand on the cutting line, and
began to rub it acrossthe line with histall.

It took three days, turning the capsule every few hours.
They pulled off the eyebolt end. A dusty waxy messwas reveded.

“That' | be what’ sleft of the waterproof mastic,” said MIK. “Help me, you two.” They lifted the capsule.
“Twig,” hesaid.

The meta groaned. “Now, pull!”
A long thin inner core, two meters by athird of ameter, did out.

“Okay,” said MIK, putting down the capsule shell and wiping awvay magtic. “ Thisinner shel isthreaded
intwo parts. Turn that way, I’ll turn thigl”

They did. Indde was a shiny sedled glass tube through which they could dimly see shapes and colors.
“Wow!” said GUF. “Lookathat!”

“Oh boy, oh boy,” said DUN.

“That' sPyrex,” said MIK. “When we break that, we'll be through.”

“I'll doit!” said DUN.

“Careful!” said GUF.

The rock shattered the glass. Therewas aloud noise asthe partid vacuum disappeared.



“Ohboy!” said DUN.
“Let’'sdothiscarefully,” said MIK. “It’ sl supposed to be in some kind of order.”

Thefirg thing they found was the message from four famous humans and another, whole copy of The
Book of the Time Capsule . GUF picked that up.

There was another book with ablack cover with agold cross on it; then they came to a section marked
“Articles of Common Use” Thefirst small packet waslabeled “ Contributing to the Convenience,
Comfort, Hedlth, and Safety.” MIK opened the wrapper.

Insde was an darm clock, bifocals, acamera, pencil, nall file, apadlock and keys, toothbrush, tooth
powder, asafety pin, knife, fork, and diderule.

The next packet was labeed “ Pertaining to the Grooming and Vanity of Women.” Inddewas an
Elizabeth Arden Daytime Cyclamen Color Harmony Box, arhinestone clip, and awoman's hat, style of
autumn 1938 designed by Lily Daché.

“Golly-wow!” said DUN, and put the hat on over his.
The next packet was marked “ For the Pleasure, Use, and Education of Children.”

Firgt out wasasmall, spring-driven toy car, then asmall doll and a set of aphabet blocks. Then MIK
reached in and pulled out asmal cup.

He stared at it along, long time. On the side of the cup was adeca with the name of the man who had
created them, and apicture of MIK, waving his hand in greeting.

“Gawrsh, MIK,” said GUF, “it's YOU!”
A tossed brick threw up ashower of dirt next to hisfoot.
They dl looked up.

Around the crater edge stood ragged men, women, and children. They had sharp sticks, rocks, and ugly
clubs.

“Oh boy!” said DUN. “People!” He started toward them.

“Helo!” he said. “We ve been trying to find you for along time. Do you know the way to the Park? We
want to learn dl about you.”

He was speaking to them in Japanese.

The mob hefted its wegpons. DUN switched to another language.

“I said, we come in peace. Do you know the way to the Park?’ he asked in Swedish.
They started down the crater, rocks flying before them.

“What' sthe matter with you?’ yelled DUN. “WAK WAK WAK!” Heraised hisfigts.
“Wait!” said MIK, in English. “We refrienddl”

Some of the crowd veered off toward him.



“Uh-oh!” said GUF. He took off clanking up the most sparsaly defended side of the depression.

Then the ragged people yedled and charged.

They got the duck firdt.

He stood, fists out, jumping up and down on one foot, hopping mad. Severa grabbed him, one by the
besk. They smashed at him with clubs, pounded him with rocks. Heinjured three of them serioudy
before they smashed him into awhite, blue, and orange pile.

“Couldn’t we, huh-huh, talk thisover?’ asked MIK. They stuck asharp stick in his ear mechanism,
jamming it. One of his gloved hands was mashed. He fought back with the other and kicked hisfeet. He
hurt them, but hewas small. A boulder trapped hislegs; then they danced on him.

GUF madeit out of the crater. He had picked the side with the most kids, and they drew back, thinking
he was attacking them. When they saw he was only running, they gave agleeful chase, bouncing sticks
and rocks off his hobbling form.

“WHOA!” heyelled, as more people ran to intercept him and he skidded to a stop. He ran up along
danting pile of rubble. More humans poured out of the crater to get him.

He reached the end of the long high mound above the crater rim. His attackers paused, throwing bricks
and clubs, ydling a him.

“Halp!” GUF yelled. “ Hasasasaal p!”

An arrow sailed into the chest of the nearest attacker.

GUF turned. Other humans, dressed in cloth, stood in aline around the far side of the crater. They had
bows and arrows, metal-tipped spears and metd knivesin their belts.

As he watched, the archers sent another flight of arrows into the people who had attacked the robots.

The skin-dressed band of humans screamed and fled up out of the crater, down from the mounds,
leaving their wounded and the scattered contents of the time capsule behind them.

It took them awhile, but soon the human in command of the metal-using people and GUF found they
could make themsel ves understood. The language was avery changed English/Spanish mixture.

“We're sorry we didn’'t know you were here sooner,” he said to GUF. “We only heard this morning.
Thoseothers ,” he said with agrimace, “won'’t bother you anymore.”

He pointed to the patch of green to the north. “Our lands and village are there. We cameto it twenty
years ago. It'sagood land, but those othersraid it as often asthey can.”

GUF looked down into the crater with its toppled column and debris. Cigarettes and tobacco drifted
from the glass cylinder. The microfilm with al its books and knowledge was tangled al over the rocks.
Samples of duminum, hypernik, ferrovanadium, and hypersil gleamed in the dust. Razor blades, an
arrplane gear, and glass wool were strewn up the side of the dope.

The message from Grover Whalen opening the World' s Fair, and knowledge of how to build the
microfilm reader were gone. The newsred, with its pictures of Howard Hughes, Jesse Owens, and Babe
Ruth, bombingsin Chinaand aMiami Beach fashion show, wasripped and torn. The golf bal wasin the



hands of one of the fleeing children. Poker chipslay side by sdewith tungsten wire, combs, lipstick.
GUF tried to guess what some of the items were.

“They destroyed one of your party,” said the commander. “| think the other oneis till dive.”
“I'll tend to’em,” said GUF.

“WEe |l take you back to our village,” said the man. “ There arelots of thingswe' d like to know about
you.”

“That goesdoublefer us,” said GUF. “ Those other folks pretty much tore up what we cameto find.”

GUF picked up the small cup from the ground. He walked to where they had MIK propped up against a
rock.

“Hello, GUF,” he said. “Huh-huh, I’m not in such good shape.” Hisglove hung uselessy on hisleft arm.
His earswere bent and his nose was dented. He gave off anoisy whir when he moved.

“Oh, hyuk hyuk,” said GUF. “WEe Il go back with these nice people, and you'll rest up and be asright as
ran, | guarantee.”

“DUN didn’'t makeit, did he, GUF?

GUF was quiet amoment. “Nope, MIK, hedidn’t. I'm shore sorry it turned out thisway. I’'m gonna
misstheol’ hothead.”

“Me, too,” sad MIK. “Are we gonnatake him with us?’

“Shorething,” said GUF. He waved to the nearby men.

Thetown wasin agreen valey watered by two streamsfull of fish. There were smdll fields of beans,
tomatoes, and corn in town, and cattle and sheep grazed on the hillsde, watched over by guards. There
was a coppersmith’s shop, acouncil hut, and many houses of wood and stone.

GUF waswalking up the hill towhere MIK lay.

They had been there allittle over two weeks, talking with the people of the village, telling them what they
knew. GUF had been playing with the children when he and MIK weren’t talking with the grown folks.
But from the day after they had buried DUN up on the hill, MIK had been getting worse. Hislegs had
quit moving atogether, and he could now see only in the infrared.

“Hello, GUF,” said MIK.
“How yadoin’ pardner?’
“I-I think I’'m going to terminate soon,” said MIK. “Are they making any progress on the flume?’

Two days before, MIK had told the men how to bring water more efficiently from one of the streams up
to the middle of thevillage.

“We vedmost got it now,” said GUF. “I’'m surethey’ Il come up and thank you when they’ re finished.”
“They don't need to do that,” said MIK.
“I know, but these are real nicefolks, MIK. And they’ ve had it pretty rough, what with one thing and



another, and they liketakin’ toyah.”
GUF noticed that some of the human women and children waited outside the hut, waiting to talk to MIK.

“| won't stay very long,” said GUF. | gotta get back and organize the cadresinto work teams and
ingtruction teams and so forth, like they asked meto help with.”

“Surething, GUF,” said MIK. “|—"
“I wisht there was somethin’ | coulddo . . .”
Therewas agreat whirring noise from MIK and the smell of burning silicone.

GUF looked away. “They just don't have any stuff here,” he said, “that | could useto fix you. Maybe |
could find something at thuh crater, or . . .”

“Oh, don't bother,” said MIK. “I doubt . . .”

GUF was looking at the village. “Oh,” he said, reaching in the bag someone had made him. “1 been
meanin’ to give you thisfor aweek and keep fergettin’.” He handed MIK the cup with the picture of him
onthesde

“I"ve been thinking about thissincewefound it,” said MIK. Heturned it in hisgood hand, barely ableto
seeitsoutline. “1 wonder what elsewelogt at the crater.”

“Lotsof stuff,” said GUF. “But we did get to keep this.”

“Thiswas supposed to last for along time,” said MIK, “and tell what people werelike for future ages?
Then the people who put this there must redlly have liked the man who thought us up?’

“That'sfor sure” said GUF.
“And metoo, | wonder?’
“Y ou probably most of al,” said GUF.

MIK smiled. The smilefroze. The eyeswent dark, and athin line of condensation steam rose up from the
eartracks. The hand gripped tightly on the cup.

Outside, the people began to sing ared sad song.

It was abright sunny morning. GUF put flowerson MIK’sand DUN’ sgraves at the top of the hill. He
patted the earth, stood up uncertainly.

He had replaced hisfrozen foot with alittle wood-wheded cart which he could skate dong dmost as
good aswaking.

He stood up and thought of MIK. He set his carpenter’ s cap forward on his head and whistled allittle
tune.

He picked up hiswooden toolbox and started off down the hill to build the kids a swing set.



| nterlude

| ntroduction: A Summer Place, On the Beach,
Beyondthe Sea.. . .

T his one pretty much spesks for itsdlf, and isthe interregnum between the movie and television sections.
It'sabout dl the stuff movies (and TV and the whole rest of popular culture) do to people. Especidlymoi

The articletells of my introduction to dating in those heady 1959/1960 days. | later got my first
open-mouthed kiss duringPepé (1960) with Cantinflas. (I didn’t kiss him, but you know what | mean.)
There sno telling what | got alittle later in the decade at drive-in screenings of Door-to-Door Maniac
(1961, with Johnny Cash) or those Dusk-to-Dawn Bugaramas (Earth vs. the Spider 1958; Beginning of
the End 1957; Tarantula 1955; The Deadly Mantis 1957) so beloved a showingsin the mid-sixties.

Event Horizonwas aWeb magazine by abunch of ex-patOmni Online (Ikilledit —see the introduction
to“Mr. Goober’ s Show” in the Radio Pictures section following) dumni—the ones| know were Ellen
Datlow and Rob Killheffer, but there were more. It was avirtua magazine that (which) printed my story
“US’ and an article cdled “Chani. And Me. And Y ou.” about the effects of ' 50s SF movies on me and
friendsof mine. (Youwon't find ithere , asyou can find itthere , archived and available [ed. note:
http:/Aww.eventhorizon.com/sfzine/commentary/wal drop/0599.html ].) | then wrote the following article.
Ellen, Rob, everyone ese loved it, contracted for it,paid for it , then, like nearly dl marketsthat have
taken something from me,died . It' s never been published before. Hereit is.

Two days before writing thisintro (long after Dream Factories and Radio Pictures was contracted and
paid for) | received a package; in it was a contract for “A Summer Place, On the Beach, Beyond the
Sea...” fromanother e-publisher dong with Lincoln and Jackson shaking hands (in other words, the
ultimate compliment,money up front ). | had to write aletter saying “ Tough beans, kid,” and put the
check back in the envelope. And sending it back, for only thesecond time in my thirty-one-year

| cried al theway to the Post Office.

A Summer Place, On the Beach, Beyond the

| n my thirteen-year-old mind, it wasall tied together: amovie | didn’t seefor forty years, and itstheme
song; amovieeveryone saw; and asong by an Italo-American lounge lizard. By thetimeyou finish this
aticle, it'll dl beinseparableinyour mind, too. Or, maybe, my confusion will have been made more regl
and logicd-liketo you, and | will get to live out my rapidly gpproaching “golden years” without benefit of
tastefully barred windows and supervised outings to the therapeutic trout pond. . .

The short verson: Themoviel didn't see (till last night) wasA Summer Place . It was 1959 and you


http://www.eventhorizon.com/sfzine/commentary/waldrop/0599.html

could not go anywhere without “ Theme fromA Summer Place ” by Percy Faith and His Orchestra
playing; on theradio, at the municipa swimming pool, every prom and party, every jukebox (the record
sold ninejillion—give or take a bazillion—copies).

The movie me and everyone saw wasOn the Beach : | had my first date to seeit (Linda Rodden, where
are you now?). Among other things, it showed the world would end in 1964. . . . (“Welcometo the
future, kid” as Gahan Wilson would later say in the comic strip Nuts.)

The other song that played everywhere that year when “ Theme fromA Summer Place ” wasn't playing
and poking melodic holesin the air was Bobby Darin’s version of “Beyond the Sea.”

Stick with me: 1lived it; you only havetoread abott it.

A Summer Place. A movie with Richard Egan, Dorothy McGuire, Arthur Kennedy, Troy Donahue, and
Sandra Dee. Everybody was talking about it (over the theme music played everywhere), | mean
everybody. It was adapted and directed by Delmer Daves from a Sloan Wilson (The Man in the Gray
Flannel Suit) middiebrow novel. The movieis jam-packed with adultery, acoholism, passion, premarita
sex and teen pregnancy, divorce scandal, repression,and a Frank LIoyd Wright house—in other words,
1959 in anutshell. Plus, it had aswell Max Steiner score, with the aforementioned theme. (Steiner went
fromKing Kong —which figures heavily in adial ogue section of A Summer Place —toCasablanca to
thisin only twenty-six years. . . .)

All my friendswent with their older brothers and sisters and their girlfriends and boyfriendsto seeit a the
drive-in. Me, my parentsworked two jobs each al the time; the Arlington Theeater wouldn't let kidsin
UNLESSthey paid the full adult price (and sixty-five cents was more money than | saw in three weeks,
unlessit was summer—it wasn't—and | was mowing 100" x 200" yards for abuck-fifty apop . . .). So,
aswasmy wont, | grilled al my friends (and some pretty much total strangersat school) for details. They
made it sound alot hotter than it seemed to be as| watched it on tape last night. (Although, for 1959, it's
cranked pretty high, you donot , asmy friendsimplied, Get To See The Whole Thing. . . )

So, it wasthe year of “Theme fromA Summer Place ,” asoOn the Beach (morelater).

And “Beyond the Sea”

The Bobby Darin song had, to me, the same haunting melancholy as Nevil Shute' s novel, and Stanley
Kramer’ smovie made from it. (Give me abreak, | wasakid. Or guy. Mannish boy. Teenager in love.
With death, and the atomic bomb, at least. Joe Dante’ sfilmMatinee , set during the Cuban Missle Crids
of 1962, has some of that samefatalistic melancholy fed, and is a the same time hilarious, and has some
deep indght into thetimes. . .histime,my time,)

In“Beyond the Sea,” there’ sthis guy, looking out toward the ocean, singing about the love he knowsis
there, but hasleft. Over the horizon, but close, and on theway. | saw Darin staring out into that same
irradiated air of the West Coast of the U.S. fromOn the Beach . Darin sSings of hislove, acrossthe
ocean, knowing, just knowing, they’ll meet again. . .

| mean, thisisthe Bobby Darin of the Ed Sullivan Show/V egas days, before his“If | Wasa
Carpenter” -relevant days. . .

It'sall tied together, the movies and the songs.

I’ve had thewordsto “Waltzing Matilda’ (the theme song adapted forOn the Beach ) in every wallet
I’ve owned from the time | wasthirteen, clipped out of amagazine article (Life) about the Kramer film.



Thewords are by A.B. (Banjo) Paterson, the unofficial poet laureate of the Land Down Under (most of
hiswork reads like amix of Rudyard Kipling and Robert W. Service. . .). | wasin Perth, Audtralia, in
January of 1997, as guest-of-honor at Swancon, a science fiction convention, on Australia Day. | wason
apand a 2:00P.M. when suddenly,everybody at the convention came into the room and they al sang
“Watzing Matilda’ to me. | was moved beyond tears.

Thewords and music to “Beyond the Sea” are by a Frenchman, Charles Trenet (itsoriginal titleisLa
Mer ); the English words are by Jack Lawrence. Though it became abig hit in 1959, the year of A
Summer Place andOn the Beach , it waswritten in 1945, the year of Hiroshimaand Nagasaki . . .

And it wasn't just me, evidently, caught up in this swirling maelstrom of aurd and visud emation,
connections and resonance. A year later, Bobby Darin of “Beyond the Sea” married Sandra Dee of A
Summer Place.

| started early, being the avatar of theZeitgeist . . . .

On the Beachwas released late in 1959.

There' sbeen either WWIII or some accident that led to the mutual exchange of atomic and hydrogen
bombs, and the Northern Hemisphere isdevoid of life. The radioactive cloud is drifting south, acrossthe
equatorid cams, and Austrdiaand the rest of the Southern Hemisphere await their turn.

The movie openswith the USSSawfish nuclear submarine entering an Australian harbor—it's been
heading southward since whatever happened, and it's commanded by Dwight Towers (Gregory Peck).
We mest the rest of the cast of characters—there's Anthony Perkins playing an Aussie nava lieutenant;
Moira Davidson (Ava Gardner) as a good-time woman who knows and feels alot more than she lets on;
Julian Osborne (Fred Adtaire), an embittered nuclear physicist whose hobby is racing dangerous cars
(there’ salot more about this character in the novel than the movie); there’'s Donna Anderson as Perkins
young wife—and they’ ve just had ababy. There are lots of finely redlized character bits—two old guys
at astuffy club trying to drink up al the fine wines before they’ re wasted on the dead; an Austraian
admiral and hisaide; areally good bit by an actor, playing adoctor, latein the movie asthefirst
symptoms of radiation sickness show up.

These people await the end of life on Earth in the bright Australian sun; what they do with thetime left
makes up the movie.

Hafway through, theSawfish goes back to the West Coast of the U.S. There’ satheory some of the
radioactivity may have been washed from the air by winter rains, which provesto be wrong,and there
have been messages, received in Audtralia, on the shortwave in Morse code, mostly gibberish, from
somewhere near San Diego, that may indicate survivors, possibly children.

The only full wordsthat have come through so far are “water” and “connect.” (Shades of E.M. Forder.
Thetitle of Shute snove and the moviearefrom T.S. Eliot’s“ The Hollow Men,” the onethat ends “ not
with abang but awhimper.”)

The messages, it turns out when asailor in a CIMP suit leaves the sub to explore—it’ s at arefinery, the
generators are till going—are caused by a Coke bottle, caught in the pull-ring of awindow shade
blowing in the wind—the neck of the bottle occasondly touches alive telegraph key.

It'saswdl scene. It wasin 1959; itdill is.

Just alittle earlier, one of the crewmen had deserted when the sub was off his hometown, San Francisco.
(Inone of those bits of reverse cagting: as A. Perkins plays an Audtraian, Aussie John Melllonisthe



Cdifornian—he sMick’s pal in theCrocodile Dundee movies made in the 1980s). There' sa scene
where the sub rises to conning-tower depth and Peck talks to him through the loudspeaker next morning,
while he’ sfishing—all the fish are dead by thistime, too—it’ stoo late to take him back in; he/Il be dead
inafew days. They have a conversation that says much of what the movie wastrying to say—it al comes
down to people.

There are thingswrong with the movie—it was, after dl, A Stanley Kramer film. Everybody’s
stiff-upper-lip, even though these are supposed to be 1964 Aussesand Americans. Thereare noriots,
no Ghogt Dancesin the streets, no bonfires of money and vanities. The closest we get isthe Grand Prix
of Audtraia, where there are crashes galore; it doesn’t matter—they’ re all going to be dead in afew
weeks anyway—that Julian, the Agtaire character, wins. Everything' skeyed so low that Donna
Anderson’ s breakdown (packing for atrip to the England that no longer exidts, instead of facing the
inevitability of death, or suicide by Government Prescription #24768, which she'll aso haveto givethe
baby with its milk) seems out of place, asif the character is pitched too high for the movie she'sin.

There sagreat ded of quiet heartbreak in the film; instead of Dwight diding it into Moirat first
invitation, he holds out some hopethat hisfamily istill divein Mystic, Connecticut. (He' sgot aBB gun
on the sub for his son, which would have been a belated Christmas present, if the duty tour had not been
interrupted by WWIII.)

Dwight and Moira start the big kiss and become lovers, in amountain resort, among drunken revelers at
adisastrous early-opening trout season, in arainstorm. Drunks are Singing in other rooms, at the pub
downgtairs,everywhere . The sceneisagreat one (despite what Bill Warren, aman | admire
inordinately, saysin hisentry on the movieinKeep Watching the Sies! ). Thedrunksare singing
“Watzing Matilda’ endlesdy and off-key; awindow blows open, rain comesin; the couple jump up to
closeit, touch, and, asthey kiss, and the camera (which has been till asastump for most of the movie)
swirlsaround them in a360° circle, the voices downdairs turn into asingle smooth baritone, which sings
thefinal verse of the song perfectly, with itslines“you’ll never catch medive, sayshe. .. .”

The thingswhich work in the movie redly work—cheerful resignation, smal grumblings about how
nuclear war plays hell with the cricket and fishing seasons; people going through motionsthey dways
have (when Dwight returns from the futile Coke bottle-tel egraph mission, he comes acrossafield Moira
and her father are plowing, sowing acrop that will never be harvested). Julian, who helped invent the
hydrogen bomb, only wantsto live long enough to run in the Grand Prix of Austradia; whenitistimefor
everyoneto die, he closes up his garage, climbs behind the whed of the machine and guns the motor,
thick clouds of exhaust (and carbon monoxide) rising around him—he' s made a very persona choice of
how he wantsto go.

There are endlesslines of people waiting to receive the suicide pills, like people getting swine flu shots or
the polio vaccine, while the Salvation Army, under the giant banner “ThereIs Still Time, Brother.” plays
endlesdy to thinner and thinner crowds.

The butler a the gentlemen’ s club, al gentlemen gone forever, brings himsdlf adrink and startsto play
billiards. Thelights go out. We assume nobody’ s runningthem anymore, either.

After the Perkins, Anderson, Astaire characters are gone, the only actors left are Gardner and Peck.

She, Moira, dready fevered and throwing up, on the beach, watching theSawfish sal away, scarf
blowing in the wind, beside her car she staken out for the last time; he, Towers, takes one last sighting of
the noon sun and goes down the hatch; theSawfish submerges (areverse of the opening) onitslast trip
back to America so the crew can diethere. There' sacut to al the mgjor cities of the world—deserted, a
few newspapers blowing in the streets, no movement anywhere except that from the radioactive wind.
The movie endswith three close-ups of the Salvation Army banner in Audiraia



What al this hasto do with isthe same feding Darin got in “Beyond the Sea.” It' slike, in the old French
phrase, nostdgiafor the future. In this case, afuture closed off toall the possibilities. Animagined future,
without anyone around to imagineit, like thoughts hanging intheair.

On the Beachcan dmost make you see and fed and yearn for it; for the story to go on after everyone's
gone.

| had my first date to go seeOn the Beach ; thiswas the future waiting for me, for everyone my age, for
everyone everywhere. Only five years away, maybe, said the movie. Or less. . .

Or more. It'sforty yearslater now; we' re ill here, lots of us.

It was afuture we didn’t haveto live, because someoneimagined it for us; had shown usthe face of
extinction (without mutants, without showing a single bomb going off, without fights with someone over a
can of beans, without fuss and bother, not with a bang; but not exactly awhimper, either).

And themusic tied it dl together. ' 59/ 60 was the year of “ Theme fromA Summer Place ” and “Waltzing
Matilda” And as Bobby Darin married Sandra Dee, so were aphaand omega linked: amovie about the
end of theworld AND a song written at the very start of the Atomic Age.

Now, it all doesn’t seem so dumb, doesit?

Part Two
Radio Pictures

\W hat the movies did, around the corner, for a.quarter, television came to your house and, in any room
you wanted—living room, kitchen, bedroom—did for free.

All the sciencefiction stories of the’20s and ’ 30s dedlt with television (aword coined by Hugo
Gernsback) asthis great medium that would bring high-tone radio programming—opera, greet playsand
novels, educational shows—into your home,with pictures .

Y ou would be enlightened, ennobled: you could see great actors and actresses, the world' s greatest
plays, far-off places, scientists, philosophers, dl at the touch of abutton and the click of adid.

They envisoned enlightenment streaming from the great broadcasting centers and (even before Arthur C.

Clarke thought of geosynchronous communications satellites) events broadcast smultaneoudy around the
world. Y ou could go anywhere, see anything, never leave home. The wonders of the world would come

to you.

So how did we getMr. Ed , ahorse, sdlling you oats?My Mother the Car ?The Love Boat ?American
Gladiators ?Johnnie LaRue' s Jumping for Dollars ? Who was responsible? How had the dream gone



s0 bad in so few years?

Along with al that great Stuff it was cgpable of (and there has beenplenty ) it has probably served up
more steaming hegps of caca than have been shoveled in the history of the planet, even more than the
movies could ever dream

Where had those dreams of the uplifters gone?

What follows are attempts at a stammering explanation in this hydrogenous age, as Dylan Thomas used
to say before he croaked at age thirty-nine. . .

As soon as there was photography, there was an attempt to make the picturemove . Motion pictures
wereone answver—all the experiments of Muybridge, Friese-Greene, the Lumiéres, Edison, theinvention
of the Mdtese Cross and the loop, to cause the camera (and the projector, which at one time werethe
same machine ) to pause at the precise point to add to the persistence of vision at 1/24th of a second.

Parald to this, and once photoactive chemicas were found, otherstried to find away to ingtill motion
some other way. Theyknew it involved holding an image afraction of asecond, then the next image, and
30 on. They knew it probably involved eectricity. Their experiments are dmost as old as photography.
(Gofindand read R.A. Lafferty’ shrilliant take on thisin “ Selenium Ghosts of the Eighteen Seventies,”
which originaly appeared in thelate Terry Carr’ sUniverse 8 .) They tried themall : sdlenium, dl the other
-iums which take a charge, become luminescent, and can be made to hold an image.

Making it move was another matter. Anything which eectricaly disrupted theimage dso obliterated it.
Hence the dow development of dl kinds of systems, dectrica and eectronic, mechanicd, or a
combination of the two, some of which are described in thefollowing three forays.

A few months after I’ d meticuloudy researched, from hundreds of places, the backgroundsfor the first
two of these stories—voilal There are big-ass books andtwo television seriesthat put it dl together, in
one place, a onetime; easy pickin's. My method was more fun and wasted lots more time, and | got
most of it right.

So, asl said, heré' sto dl the old SF writerswho envisioned the uplift of the (human) race through
broadcasting, who wanted afuture where great culture was yours a the flick of aswitch. And to al the
mad Russansin their mothers' basements (Zwyorkin) and Idaho ploughboys seeing in the contours of a
field the way to make an image appear on a phosphor-dot screen (Philo T. Farnsworth) and Scots who
gotso close , and had the thing that could have worked, a good mechanical TV, up and broadcasting,
only to take onelook at the all-electric orthicon tube, and see the jig was up; he saw the Future, and he
waan't init (John Logie Baird).

And dozens of others, whose lives were heartbreak and who died unknown somewhere, the places
where people laugh when the children say, “My father invented televison.” For the bitterly ironic thingis,
they' retdling thetruth.

| ntroduction: Hoover’'s Men

T he history of broadcasting is one of accidents.

The reason tations started was the dream—music, opera, plays, funny peopletelling jokesin your house
. Stations broadcast: People bought radios. But people quit buying radios for awhile because there was
nothing to listen to twelve hours of the day. More radio stations were built that broadcast longer hours.



People bought more sets. So many stations went on the air they interfered with each other. Radio sales
went down again. The Commerce Department set up what later became the FCC and assigned
frequencies, and thoughtfully divided up all the airwaves between Canada and the U.S,, leaving Mexico
out of the picture, which iswhat led in the 1950s to the million-waitt blue-lightning-bolt-emitting
Mexican-border radio stations like XERF, sending out signals you could pick up from Newfoundland to
McMurdo Sound—won't let us haveany airwaves, sefior? We' |l usethemall . Networks were set up by
the radio manufacturersto sdl moreradios.

Then somebody asked if he could advertise hisegg farm on WHY'Y in Philly. He paid something like ten
dollarsfor an hour’ sworth of time over the next month. The guy was out of eggsin two days. . . .

Gee whiz! When they redlized people would pay money to sell people stuff on your radio station, or
network, the whole thing changed. Before, it had been about culture, entertainment, and selling radio sets.
After, it was about the same thing it isnow: dollars. The programming was there to get the audienceto
get the advertiser to pay dollarsto sell their Stuff to that audience. . .

Meanwhile, there were the Russians in the basements, and the ploughboys, and mad Scots, and people
with alittle brains at the stations and networks, who were working on Radio with Pictures, andjust could
not see that the same damned thing that had happened to radio was going to repest itsalf with
TdeVison....

| wrote thisfor one of Ellen Datlow’swhat | cal six-authors-for-a-buck things. Once every year or so a
Omni —when it was amagazine—she' d ask Six or saven writersfor very short stories on common
themes, and they’ d dll be printed in asingleissue of the magazine. Thiswent on for years—my year was
1988. Ellen said the theme was Urban Fantasy. Urban Fantasy? That meansit takes placein a city , and
itdidn’t happen ! Okay! Other writers my year: Daniel Pinkwater, Joyce Carol Oates, T. Coraghessan
Boyle, Barry Malzberg, and K. W. Jeter. Pretty damn hot-shit company to keep.

And, as| sad, after I'd killed mysdlf in the research, here come PBS and the networks doing al my
work for me, after the fact, making me sort of the John Logie Baird of the history-of-early-broadcasting
SF gtory, of which | consder mysdlf theexemplar. . . .

Hoover’'s Men

On March 30, 1929, three weeks after Al Smith's Presidential inauguration, four gunmetal-gray Fords
were parked on aNew Jersey road. On thetonneau top of each was alarge silver loop antenna.

There were fifteen men in dl—someingde the carsin their shirtdeeves, earphones on their heads, the
others sitting on the running boards or standing in stylish poses. All those outside wore dark blue or gray
auits, hats, and dark tieswith small checks on them. Each had abulge under one of hisarmpits.

It was dusk. On the horizon, two giant aerials stood two hundred feet high, with along wire connecting
them. They werein silhouette and here and there they blotted out one of the early stars. Back to the east
lay the airglow of Greater Manhattan.

Men in the cars switched on their worklights. Outsde the first car Carmody uncrossed his arms, opened
his pocket watch, noted the time on his clipboard. “ Six fifty-two. Start your logs,” he said. Word passed
downtheline.

He reached in through the window, picked up the extraset of headphones next to DAmas and listened in:



“Thisisstation MAPA coming to you from Gregater New Jersey with fifty thousand mighty waits of
power. Now, to continue with The Darkies' Hour for al our listeners over in Harlem, is Oran ‘Hot Lips
Page with hisrendition of ‘Blooey!” featuring Hoyd *Horsecollar’ Williams on the dto saxophone. . . .”

“Jesus,” said Dameas, looking at hisdids. “The station’ sal over the band, blocking out everything from
750 to 1245. Nothin' eseis getting through nowherethisside of Virginial”

Carmody made a note on his clipboard pages.

“The engineer—that’s Ma—said sorry we were off the air this afternoon for afew minutes but we blew
out one of our heptodes, and you know how danged particular they can be. She sayswe Il get the kinks
out of our new transmitter real soon.

“Don’t forget—at 7:05 tonight, Madame Sosostriswill bein to give the horoscopes and read the cards
for dl you lisgenerswho' ve written her, enclosing your twenty-five-cents handling fee, in the past
week. ..."

“Start the wire recorders,” said Carmody.

“Remember to turn off your radio setsfor five minutes just before 7:00P.M. That’sfour minutesfrom
now. Firgt, we re going up to what, Ma?—two hundred and ninety thousand watts—in our continuin’
effort to contact the planet Mars, then we' |l be down to about three quarters of awatt with our antenna
asareceiver in our brand-new effort to make friends with the souls of the departed.

“Here, to end our Negro music broadcast for this evening are Louis ‘ Satchmo’ Armstrong and Dwight
‘Ike’ Eisenhower with their instrumenta ‘Do Y ou Know What 1t Meansto Miss New Orleans? Hang
on, thisonewill redlly heat up your ballast tubes. . . .”

Some of the sweetest horn and clarinet music Dalmas had ever heard came out of the earphones. He
swayed in timeto the music. Carmody looked at him. “Geez. Y ou don't have to enjoy this stuff so much.
Wehaveajob to do.” He checked his pocket watch again.

Heturned to Mallory. “1 want precise readings on everything. | want recordings from al four machines.
Mr. Hoover doesn’'t want ajudge throwing anything out on atechnicdity like with the KXR2Y thing.
Understood?’

“Yeah, boss” said Mallory from thethird car.
“Let’'sgo, then,” said Carmodly.

Just then the sky lit up blue and green in acrackling hao that flickered back and forth between the aerids
on the horizon.

“Yikes!” ydled Dameas, throwing the earphones off. The sound coming out of them could be heard fifty
feet awvay.

“EARTH CALLING MARS! EARTH CALLING MARS! THISISSTATION MAPA, MA AND
PA, CALLING MARS. HOWDY TO ALL OUR MARTIAN LISTENERS. COME SEE US!
EARTH CALLING MARS. ..

They burst through the locked station door. Small reception room, desk piled high with torn envel opes



and stacks of quarters, aglasswall for viewing into the studio, locked power room to one side. A clock
on thewall that said 7:07. Therewas asmall speaker box and intercom on the viewer window.

An old woman was sitting &t atable at a big star-webbed carbon mike with a shawl wrapped around her
shouldersand acrystd bdl in front of her. An old man stood nearby holding a sheaf of papersin his
hand.

“. .. and aligener writes ‘ Dear Madame Sosostris—'

Carmody went to the intercom and pushed down the button. He held up hisbadge. “United States
Government, Federal Radio Agency, Radio Police!” hesaid.

They both looked up.

“Cheeseit, Pal The Feds!” said the woman, throwing off her shawl. She ran to the racks of glowing and
humming pentodes on the far wall, throwing her aamswide asif to hide them from sight.

“Go arrest some bootleggers, G-Man!” yelled Pa.

“Not my jurisdiction. And Prohibition ends May 1. Y ou'd know that if you were fulfilling your
responsibilitiesto keep the publicinformed . . .” said Carmody.

“See, ladies and gentlemen in radioland,” yelled Painto the microphone, “thisiswhat happensto private
enterprisein atotditarian sate! The airwaves belong toanybody ! My greet uncle invented radio—he
did—Marconi goleit from himin aswindle. Government interference! Orville Wright doesn’'t have a
pilot’slicense! Heinvented flying. My family invented radio . . .”

“...you arefurther charged with violation of nineteen sections of the Radio Act of 1929,” said
Carmody, continuing to read from the warrant. “First charge, operating an unlicensed station
broadcasting on the AM band, a public resource. Second, interfering with the broadcast of licensed
operations—"

“See, Mr. and Mrs. Radio Listener, what putting one man in charge of broadcasting does! Ma! Crank it
up al theway!” Matwisted some knobs. The sky outside the radio station turned blue and green again.
Carmody’ s hair stood up, pushing his hat off hishead. Hisarmstingled.

“SOS” ydled Pa. “SOS! Help! Help! Thisis station MAPA. Get your guns! Meet us at the station!
Show these Fascistswe won't put up with—"

“WE |l add sending afdse digtress cdl over the airwaves, incitement to riot, and breach of the peace,”
said Carmody, penciling on his notes, “having astrologers, clairvoyants, and mediumsin contravention of
the Radio Act of 1929. .

Thefirst of the axes went through the studio door.

“...useof theairwavesfor alottery.” Carmody looked up. “ Give yoursalves up,” he said. He watched
while Maand Paran around inside the control room, piling the meager furniture againgt the battered
door. “Very wel. Ressting arrest by duly authorized Federa agents. Unlawful variation in broadcast

ml\la._”

“Squeak! Squeak! Help!” said Pa. Dalmas had bludgeoned hisway into the shrieking power room and
threw al the breaker switches. Maand Paturned into frantic blurs as all the needles dropped to zero.
The sky outside went New Jersey dark and Carmody’ s hair lay back down.

“Good,” hesad, dill reading into the intercom. “ Advertising prohibited articles and products over the



public airwaves. Broadcast of obscene and suggestive materid. Useof ...
The door gave up.

“Book 'em, Damas,” he said.

“Two minutes, Mr. Hoover,” said the floor manager. He waved hisarms. In a soundproof room an
engineer put hisfoot on agenerator motor and yanked on the starter cord. Then he adjusted some knobs
and gave an okay signd with acircled thumb and finger.

Hoover sat down at the bank of microphones. A four-by-eight-foot pand of photosenstive cells lowered
into placein front of him. In acutout portion in its center was adisk punched with holes. Asthe pand
came down the disk began to spin faster and faster. The studio lights came up to blinding intensity.
Hoover blinked, shielded hiseyes.

Carmody and Mdllory stood in the control room behind the engineers, the director, and the station
manager. Before them on the bank of knobs and lights was atwo-by-three-inch flickering screen filled
with linesin which Mdlory could barely make out Mr. Hoover. Carmody and the other chiefs had turned
in their reports to Hoover an hour before.

“I never thought he' d take thisjob,” said an engineer.
“Aw, Hoover'sapublic servant,” said the director.
TheSTAND BY sign went off. Hoover arranged his papers.

ON THE AIRblazed in big red letters over the control booth. The announcer at his mikes at the Sdetable
sd.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thisis Station WRNY and it's 11:00p.M. in New Y ork City.
Tonight, live via coast-to-coast hookup on dl radio networks, the Canadian Broadcasting System, and
through the televison facilities of WIXA2 New Y ork and W2JA4 Washington, D.C., we present a
broadcast from the head of the new Federal Radio Agency concerning the future of the airwaves. Ladies
and gentlemen of the United States and Canada, Mr. Hoover.”

The graying, curly-haired gentleman looked into the whirling Nipkow disk with the new Sanabria
interlaced pattern and pushed one of the microphones alittle further from him.

“I cometo you tonight as the new head of the Federdl Radio Agency. After the recent eections, inwhich
| lost the Presidency to Mr. Alfred Smith, | assumed that after eight years as your Secretary of
Commerce under the last two administrations | would be asked to |eave government service.

“Imagine my delight and surprise when Mr. Smith asked meto stay on, but in the new position of head of
the Federal Radio Agency. If | may quote the President: *Who knows more aboutraddio than you,
Herbert?It'sdl in aturrible messand I’ d like you to straighten it out, once and for all.’

“Well, tonight, I’'m taking your President’ swordsto heart. As chief enforcement officer under the new
and valuable Radio Act of 1929, I’'m announcing the following:

“Today my agents closed down fourteen radio stations. Nine were violating the totd |etter of the law; five
were, after repeated warnings, il violating its spirit. Tomorrow, Sx morewill be closed down. Thiswill
end the most flagrant of our current airwave problems.

“Asto the future,” Hoover pushed back awhite wisp of hair that had fallen over hisforehead, “tomorrow



| will begin meetings with representatives of the Republic of Mexico and see what can be done about
establishing frequenciesfor their use. They were summarily ignored when Canada and the United States
divided the airwavesin 1924.”

The station manager leaned forward intently.

“If this means another division and realignment of the frequencies of existing Sations, so beit,” sad
Hoover.

The station manager dapped his hand to hisforehead and shook it from sdeto side.

“Furthermore,” said Hoover, “under powers given to me, | am ready to issue commercid
radiovison/radio movieftelevision licensesto any gpplicant who will conform to the seventy-line
thirty-frame format for monochrome. . .”

“He' sgonemeshuggah !” said the engineer. “ Nobodyuses that format!”
“Quiet,” said Carmody. “Mr. Hoover’ stalking.”

“. .. or the one-forty-line, sixty-frameformat for color transmission and reception, with the visual portion
on the shortwave and the audio portion on the newly opened frequency-modul ated bandwidths.”

“Aaiii!!” yelled the gation manager, running out of the booth toward the desk phonein the next office.
“He scrazy | Everybody’ s got adifferent syslem!” said the director.
“No doubt Mr. Hoover’sin for some heat,” said Madllory.

“To those who say radio-televison istoo primitive and experimenta to alow regular commercia
broadcasting, | say,you’ re the ones holding up progress. Thetime for review isafter new and better
methods are developed, not before. Thisor that rival concern have been for yearstrying to persuade the
government to adopttheir particular formats and methods.”

He looked into the whirling lights, put down his papers. “I will say to the people of those concerns. Here
isyour format, likeit or lumpit.”

Then he smiled. “ For awholesome and progressive future in America, dedicated to better broadcasting
for the public good, thisisthe head of your nation’s Federal Radio Agency, Herbert Hoover, saying
goodnight. Good Night.”

ThesTAND BY sign came back on. The blinding lights went down and the disk owed and stopped; then
the whole assembly was pulled back into the celling.

In the outer office the station manager was crying.

Mr. Hoover was still shaking hands when Carmody and Mallory eft.

Early tomorrow they had to take off for upstate New Y ork. There was aradio station there with an
experimental-only license that was doing regular commercia broadcasts. It would be aquiet shut-down,
not a dl likethisevening's.

Asthey walked to the radio car, two cabs and alimo swerved up to the curbing, missing them and each
other by inches. Doors swung open. Sarnoff jumped out of the NBC Studebaker limo. Hewasin
evening clothes. The head of CBS was white as a sheet as he piled out of the cab throwing money behind



him. One of the vice-presidents of the Mutua System got to the door before they did. There was dmost
afidfight.

Therewasasound in the air like that of asmal fan on anice spring day. Overhead the airship
Ticonderoga was getting alate Sart on its three-day journey to Los Angeles.

Mallory pulled away from the curb heading back to the hotel where Dalmas and the other agents were
aready adeep. He reached forward to the dashboard, twisted aknob. A glowing yellow light came on.

“Geez, I'm beat,” said Carmody. “Seeif you can't get something decent on the thing, okay?’

Nineyears|ater, after his second heart attack and retirement, Carmody was in his gpartment. He was
watching hisfavorite program, The Clark Gable-Carole Lombard Show on his new Philco console
color teevison set with the big nine-by-twelve-inch screen.

He punched open the top of a Rhinegold with achurch key, foam running over onto hisfavorite chair.
“Damn!” he said, holding the beer up and sucking away the froth. He leaned back. He now weighed 270
pounds.

Gable was unshaven; he' d gpologized at the show’ s opening; he' d come over from the set where they
werefilming Margaret Mitchell’sMules in Horse's Harnesses to do the live show. They'd just started a
sketch with Lombard, carrying abunch of boxes markedAnaconda Hat Co., asking Gablefor directions
to some street.

Then the screen went black.
“Shit!” said Carmody, draining his beer.

“Ladiesand Gentlemen,” said an announcer, “we interrupt our regularly scheduled program to bring you
anews bulletin viatransatlantic cable. Please stand by.” A card sayingNEWSBULLETIN. ONE MOMENT
PLEASE. came up onscreen. Then there was ahum and avoice said, “Okay!”

A face came onscreen, areporter in atrench coat stepped back from the cameraholding abig mikein
one hand.

“Thismorning, 3:00A.M. Berlin Time, the Prime Minister of Great Britain and the Chancellor of Germany
seemed to have reached an accord on the present crisisinvolving Germany’ sdemandsin Austria.” Past
his shoul der there was movement; flashbulbs went off likelightning. “Here they come,” said the newsman,
turning. The camerasfollowed him, picking up other televison crewswith their big new RCA/UFA
al-eectronic cameras the Size of the doghouses trundling in for the same shot.

Onscreen SA and SS men in their shiny coats and uniforms pushed the reporters back and took up
positions, machine guns at ready, around the Chancellery steps.

Atop the steps the Prime Minister and the Flhrer, followed by generdls, aides, and diplomats of both
countries, stepped up to amassed bank of microphones.

“Tonight,” said the Prime Minister of Greet Britain, “I have been reassured, again and again, by the
Chancellor, that the document we have signed,” he held up awhite piece of paper for the cameras, and
more flashbulbs went off, causing him to blink, “will bethe last territoria demand of the German nation.
This paper assures us of peacein our time.”

Applause broke out from the massed N.S.D.A.P. crowds with their banners, standards, and pikes. The



cameras dowly focused into a close-up view—uwhile the crowd chanted, Seig Hell! Seig Hell!— of Herr
Hitler’ sbeaming face.

“Bagtid!” yelled Carmody and threw the empty beer can ricocheting off the console cabinet.

A few minutes later, after the network assured viewersit would cover live any further late-breaking news
from Berlin, they went back to the show.

There were |ots of wrecked hats on the street set, and Gable was jumping up and down on one.

Lombard broke up about something, turned away from him, laughing. Then she turned back, eyes bright,
back in character.

“Geez, that Gable. . .” said Carmody. “What alucky bastid!”

| ntroduction: Mr. Goober’s Show

| wrote this on ablazing hot January day when the temperature wasin the high thirties.
I’'m talking 1997. I'm talking Perth, Australia. And I' m talking centigrade, not that wussy Fahrenheit stuff.

It was 6:00A.M. and aready hot. I'm down there as Guest of honor at Swancon. | haveto read astory
a 4:00pm. Andit' sAudrdiaDay.

Never fear. I’d wanted to write thisone along time. | sat down and started writing it. | had to leave the
room a 1:00P.M. to be on apand. (During the middle of that pandl, the entire rest of the convention
cameinto the room and sang “Waltzing Matilda’ to me—the wordsto which | took out of my billfold
where they’ d been—every hillfold I’ d ever owned—since I’ d cut them out of a 1959Life magazine
article aboutOn the Beach .) Wordsfailed me. They till do.

Then back to the room, scribble scribble scribble, hey, Mr. Waldrop? Then | read the story at 4:00P.M.
(prefaced by an explication of Joe Dante’'smovieMatinee , which | think went straight to video in
Austraia—nothing to do with the story; | just thought they shouldall go out and buy acopy of theflick).

Thisisthe story that killedOmni Online . Ellen bought it; it went up March 26, 1998. They pulled the
plug onOmni Online March 30, 1998. Gordon Van Gelder, in hisnew role as editor of F& S , asked if
he could publish it there, and pay memore money. Sure.

The deeper you look into the history of early televison, the more wonderful itis. | tell you some of the
weird stuff here; the PBSRace for Television and the episode of Television that dealt with the early stuff
tell you more.

| want to thank again (besidesin the acknowledgements) Andrew P. Hooper for hishelp in getting to me
apiece of research I d read but could no longer find. He walked his ass over to the Fremont branch of
the Sesttle Public Library one 38° (Fahrenhet thistime) pissing-rain day, looked it up, and mailed it to
mewhilel wasin the middle of rewriting this. It got to me next day out herein Oso; | stuck it inwherel
needed it, and sent it off to kill Omni Online . Thanks, Andy.

He aso0 said he thought thiswould have made a great episode of the first season of the origind Twilight
Zone orOne Sep Beyond . I'd never thought about it that way but he' s probably right. Too bad |
couldn’t have written this when | was thirteen years old: maybe me and Serling or John Newland could
have made aded . . . “Missed it bythat much, chief.” (Only thirty-eight years, Andy. Sorry.)



Mr. Goober’s Show

You know how itis

There' sabar on the corner, where hardly anybody knows your name, and you like it that way. Live
bands play there two or three nights aweek. Before they start up it’ s nice, and on the nights they don’t
play—there’ sagood jukebox, thebig TV’ son low on ESPN al thetime. At his prices the owner should
beamillionaire, but he' s given hisfriends so many free drinks they’ ve forgotten they should pay for more
than every third or fourth one. Not that you know the owner, but you' ve watched.

Y ou go there when your lifeé s good, you go there when your life' s bad; mostly you go thereinstead of
having agood or bad life.

And one night, fairly crowded, you' re on the stool s so the couples and the happy people can have the
booths and tables. Someone' s put twelve dollarsin the jukebox (and they have sometaste), the TV’ son
the Austraiian Thumb-Wrestling Finals, the neon beer signs are on, and the place looks like the inside of
the Ferris Whed on opening night &t the Satefair.

Y ou start talking to the guy next to you, early fifties, your age, and you get off on TV (you can talk to any
American, except a Pentecostal, about television and you' re talking the classic stuff; the lastNewhart
episode, Northern Exposure ; the episode where Lucy stomps the grapes; the coast-to-coast bigmouth
Dick Van Dyke ;Howdy Doody [every eight-year-old boy in Americahad a Jonesfor Princess
Summer-Fal Winter-Spring]).

And the guy, whose name you know is Eldon (maybe he told you, maybe you were born knowing it),
gtarts asking you about some sci-fi show from the early fifties, maybe you didn’t get it, maybe it was only
on local upstate New Y ork, sort of, it sounds like, atravelogue, like the oldSeven League Boots , only
about space, stars and such, planets. . .

“Wadll, no,” you say, “therewasTom Cor bett, Space Cadet ;Space Patrol ;Captain Video (whichyou
never got but knew about), Rod Brown of the Rocket Rangers ;Captain Midnight (orJet Jackson,
Flying Commando , depending on whether you saw it before or after Ovatine quit sponsoring it, and in
reruns peopl€e slips flapped around saying ‘ Captain Midnight” but what came out was * Jet Jackson

).
“Or maybe one of the anthology shows, Twilight Zone orTales of —”
“No,” he says, “not them. See, therewasthisTV .. .”

“Oh,” you say, “aTV. Wdll, the only one | know of wasthis one where aguy at agrocery store (one
season) inventsthis TV that contacts. . .”

“No,” he says, looking at you (Gee, thisguy can beintensel). “I don’'t meanJohnny Jupiter , whichis
what you were going to say. Immy Duckwegther invents TV. Contacts Jupiter, which isinhabited by
puppets when they’ reingdethe TV, and by guysin robot suits when they come down to Earth, and
amost cause Duckwesgther to lose his job and not get adate with the boss s daughter, episode after
episode, two seasons.”

“Maybe you meanRed Planet Mars , amovie. Peter Graves—"

“. .. AndreaKing, guy invents hydrogen tube; Nazis, Commies, Eisenhower president; Jesus speaks
fromMars”



“Wdl, The Twonky . Horrible movie, about a TV from the future?”
“Hans Conreid. Nah, that’snot it.”

And 0 it goes. The conversation turnsto other stuff (you' renct the one with The Answer) and mogtly it's
conversation you forget because, if al the crap we carry around in our heads werered, and it was
flushed, the continents would drown, and you forget it, and mostly get drunk and alittle maudlin, dightly
depressed and mildly horny, and eventually you go home.

But it does't matter, because thisisn't your story; it'sEldon’s.

When hewas eight years old, city-kid Eldon and his seven-year-old sister Irene were sent off for two
weeks in the summer of 1953, to Aunt Joani€' s house in upstate New Y ork while, unknown to them,
their mother had a hysterectomy.

Aunt Joanie was not their favorite aunt; that was Aunt Nonie, who would as soon whip out aMonopoly
board, or Game of Life, or checkersaslook at you, and awaystook them off on picnics or fishing or
whatever it was she thought they’ d like to do. But Aunt Nonie (theirMom' s youngest Sster) was off in
Egypt on acruise she' d won in adogan contest for pitted dates, soit fell to Aunt Joanie, theirFather’s
oldest sister to keep them the two weeks.

Their father’ s sde of the family wasn't the fun one. If an adult unbent toward achild alittle, some other
family member would be around to remind them they were just children; their cousins on that sde of the
family (not that Aunt Joanie or Uncle Arthridge had any) were like mice; they had to take off their shoes
and put on house dippers when they got home from school; they could never go into the family room;
they had to be in bed by 8:30P.M. , even when the sun was il up in the summer.

Uncle Arthridge was off in Cdifornia, so it was just them and Aunt Joanie, who, through no fault of her
own, looked just like the Queen inShow White and the Seven Dwarves , which they had seen with
Aunt Nonie the summer before.

They arrived by train, white tags stuck to them like turkeysin araffle, and a porter had made sure they

were comfortable. When Irene had been upset, redlizing she would be away from home, and was going
to be a Aunt Joani€ sfor two weeks, and had begun to sniffle, Eldon held her hand. He was till at the
age where he could hold hissster’ s hand againgt the world and think nothing of it.

Aunt Joanie was waiting for them in the depot on the platform, and handed the porter a$1.00 tip, which
madehim amile.

And then Aunt Joanie drove them, alowing them to St in the front seat of her Plymouth, to her house,
and there they were.

At firgt, hethought it might be aradio.

It was up on legs, the bottom of them looking like eagle claws holding awooden ball. It wasn't asewing
machine cabinet, or atable. It might be aliquor cabinet, but there wasn’t akeyhole.

It was the second day at Aunt Joanie€' s and he was aready cranky. Irene had had a crying jag the night
before and their aunt had given them someice cream.

Hewas exploring. He dready knew every room; there was a basementand an attic. Thered radio was
in the front room; thiswasin the Sitting room at the back.



One of the reasons they hadn’t wanted to come to Aunt Joani€' swas that she had no television, like their
downgtairs neighbors, the Stevenses did, back in the city. They’ d spent the first part of summer vacation
downgtairsin front of it, every chance they got. Two weeks at Aunt Noni€ swithout televison would
have been gresat, because she wouldn'’t have given them time to think, and would have them exhausted by

bedtime anyway.

But two weeks at Aunt Joanie and Uncle Arthridge s without television was going to be murder. She had
let them listen to radio, but not the scary shows, or anything good. AndJohnny Dollar andSuspense
weren't on out here, she was sure.

So he was looking at the cabinet in the Sitting room. It had the eagle-claw legs. It was about three feet
wide, and the part that was solid started afoot and a half off the floor. There was two feet of cabinet
abovethat. At the back was arounded part with air holesinit, like a Lincoln Continental sparetire
holder. Heran his hand over it—it was made out of that same stuff as the backs of radios and televisons.

Thereweretwo little knobs on the front of the cabinet though he couldn’t see adoor. He pulled on them.
Then he turned and pulled on them.

They opened, revealing three or four other knobs, and ametd toggle switch down at the right front
corner. They didn't look like radio controls. It didn't ook like atelevision either. There was no screen.

Therewas no big lightning-bolt moving did like on their radio a homein the city.

Then he noticed adouble-line of wood across the top front of it, like on the old icebox at his
grandfather’ s. He pushed on it from the floor. Something gave, but he couldn’t make it go farther.

Eldon pulled astool up to the front of it.

“What areyou doing?’ asked Irene.

“Thismust be another radio,” hesaid. “This part liftsup.”

He climbed atop the stool. He had a hard time getting his fingers under the ridge. He pushed.

Thewholetop of thething lifted up afew inches. He could see glass. Then it wastoo heavy. Helifted at
it again after it dropped down, and thistime it came up hafway open.

There was glass on the under-lid. It wasamirror. He saw the reflection of part of the room. Something
else moved below the mirror, inside the cabinet.

“Aunt Joani€ scoming!” said Irene,
He dropped the lid and pushed the stool away and closed the doors.

“What are you two little cautions doing?’ asked Aunt Joanie from the other room.

The next morning, when Aunt Joanie went to the store on the corner, he opened the top while Irene
watched.

Theinner lid wasamirror that stopped hafway up, a an angle. Once he got it to a certain point, it
clicked into place. There was anoise from inside and another click.

Helooked down into it. There was a big dark glass screen.



“It' satelevision !” hesaid.

“Can we getHowdy Doody 7’

“I don’'t know,” he said.

“Y ou better ask Aunt Joanie, or you'll get in trouble.”
He clicked the toggle switch. Nothing happened.

“It doesn't work,” he said.

“Maybeit’ snot plugged in,” said Irene.

Eldon lay down on the bare floor at the edge of the arearug, saw the prongs of a big eectric plug
sticking out underneath. He pulled on it. The cord uncoiled from behind. He looked around for the outlet.
The nearest onewas on the far wall.

“What are you two doing?’ asked Aunt Joanie, stepping into the room with asmall grocery bag in her
ams,

“Is—isthisatelevison set?’ asked Eldon.
“Can we getHowdy Doody 7’ asked Irene.

Aunt Joanie put down the sack. “It isatelevison. But it won't work anymore. There sno need to plug it
in. It san old-style one, from before the War. They don’t work like that anymore. Y our uncle Arthridge
and | bought it in 1938. There were no broadcasts out here then, but we thought there would be soon.”

As she was saying this, she stepped forward, took the cord from Eldon’ s hands, rewound it, and placed
it behind the cabinet again.

“Then came the War, and everything changed. Thiskind won't work anymore. So we shan't be playing
withit, shal we?It’s probably dangerous by now.”

“Can't wetry it, just once?’ said Eldon.

“I do not think s0,” said Aunt Joanie. “Please put it out of your mind. Go wash up now, we' |l have lunch
soon.”

Three days before they | eft, they found themselves donein the house again, in the early evening. It had
rained that afternoon, and was cool for summer.

Irene heard scraping in the Sitting room. She went there and found Eldon pushing the television cabinet
down the bare part of the floor toward the eectrical outlet on the far wall.

Heplugged it in. Irene sat down in front of it, made hersalf comfortable. “'Y ou’ re going to get in trouble,”
shesad. “What if it explodes?”’

He opened thelid. They saw the reflection of the television screen in it from the end of the couch.

He flipped the toggle. Something hummed, there was a glow in the back, and they heard something
spinning. Eldon put his hand near the round part and felt pulses of air, like from aweak fan. He could see
lights through the holesin the cabinet, and something was moving.



Hetwisted asmall knob, and light sprang up in the picture-tube part, enlarged and reflected in the mirror
onthelid. Lines of bright static moved up the screen and disappeared in arepeating pattern.

He turned another knob, the larger one, and the light went dark and then bright again.

Then apicture camein.

They watched those last three days, every time Aunt Joanie left; afraid at first, watching only afew
minutes, then turning it off, unplugging it, and closing it up and pushing it back into its place, careful not to
scratch the floor.

Then they watched more, and more, and there was an excitement each time they went through the ritual,
atense expectation.

Since no sound came in, what they saw they referred to as“Mr. Goober’s Show,” from his shape, and
his motions, and what went on around him. He was on any time they turned the TV on.

They left Aunt Joani€ sreluctantly. She had never caught them watching it. They took the train home.

Eldon wasin akind of anxiety. Hetaked to dl hisfriends, who knew nothing about anything like that,
and some of them had been asfar away as San Francisco during the summer. The only person he could
talk to about it was hislittle sigter, Irene.

Hedid not know what the jumpinessin him was.

They rushed into Aunt Joani€ s house the first time they visited at Christmas, and ran to the Sitting room.
Thewall was blank.

They looked at each other, then ran back into the living room.

“Aunt Joanie,” said Eldon, interrupting her, Uncle Arthridge, and hisfather. “ Aunt Joanie, where sthe
tdevison?’

“Televison. .. ?0Oh, that thing. | sold it to aused furniture man at the end of the summer. He bought it
for the cabinetry, he said, and was going to make an aguarium out of it. | suppose he sold theinsidesfor

scrap.”

They grew up, talking to each other, late at nights, about what they had seen. When their family got TV,
they spent their timetrying tofind it again.

Then high school, then college, the ' 60s. Eldon went to Nam, came back about the same.

Irene got ajob in television, and sent him letters, while he taught bookkeeping at ajunior college.

April 11, 1971
Dear Bro —
| ran down what kind of set Aunt Joanie had.

It was amechanica television, with aNipkov disk scanner. It was amodd made between 1927 and
1929.



Mechanical: Yes. You light aperson, place, thing, very very brightly. On onesde arethe sudio’s
photod ectric cellsthat turn light to current. Between the subject and the cells, you drop in adisk that
spinsthree hundred times aminute. Starting at the edge of the disk and spirding inward, dl theway
around to the center, are holes. Y ou have adit-scan shutter. Asthelight leavesthe subject it’ s broken
into aseries of lines by the holes passing acrossthe dit. The photod ectric cdlls pick up the pulses of light.
(An orthicon tube does exactly the same thing, except eectronicaly, in acamera, and your modern TV is
just abig orthicon tube on the other end.) Since it was amechanical signa, your disk in the cabinet at
home had to spin at exactly the samerate. So they had to send out aregulating Sgnal at the sametime.

Not swell, not good definition, but workable.

But Aunt Joanie (rest her soul) was right—nothing in 1953 was broadcasting thet it could receive
because dl early prewar televisions were made with the picture-portion going out on FM, and the sound
going out on shortwave. So her set had receivers for both,and neither of them are where TV isnow on
the wavel engths (where they’ ve been since 1946).

Mr. Goober could not have come from an FCC licensed broadcaster in 1953. I [l check Canada and
Mexico, but I’ m pretty sure everything was moved off those bands by then, even experimenta Stations.
Since we never got sound, either there was none, or maybe it was coming in with the picture (likenow )
and her set couldn’t separate four pieces of information (one-haf each of two signals, which iswhy we
use FM for TV).

It shouldn’t have happened, | don't think. There are weird stories (the ghost signas of a Midwest sation
people saw the test patterns of more than ayear after they quit broadcasting; the famous 2.8-second
dday inradio transmissions dl over theworld on shortwave in 1927 and early 1928).

Am going to the NAB meeting in three weeks. Will talk to everybody there, especidly the old guys, and
find out if any of them knows about Mr. Goober’s Show. Stay sweet.

Your Ss,
Irene

Eldon began the search on hisown: at parties, at bars, a ball games. During the next few years, hewrote
his sster with bits of fugitive matter he' d picked up. And he got quite a specidized knowledge of loca
TV shows, kid's show clowns,Shock Theater hosts, and eclectic local programming of the early 1950s,
throughout these United States.

June 25, 1979
Dear Eldon—

Sorry it took so long to get thisletter off to you, but I’ ve been busy at work, and helping with the Fund
Drive, and | adso think I'm on to something. I ve just run across stuff that indicates there was some kind
of medicd ouitfit that used radio in the late’ 40s and early ' 50s.

Hope you can come home for Christmasthis time. Mom'’ s getting dong in years, you know. | know you
had your troubles with her (I’ mthe one to talk) but she redly missesyou. As Bill Cosby says, she'san
old person trying to get into Heaven now. She strying to be good thesecond thirty years of her life. . ..

Will write you again as soon as | find out more about these quacks.

Your little sser,



Irene

August 14, 1979
Dear Big Brother—

Wédll, it' sdepressing here. Thelead | had turned out to be abust, and | could just about cry, sincel
thought this might beit, since they broadcast onboth shortwave and FM (like Aunt Joani€' s set
received), but this probably wasn't it, either.

It was called Drown Radio Therapy (there' s something poetic about the name, but not the operation). It
was named for a Dr. Ruth Drown; she was an osteopath. Sometime before the War, sheand a
technocrat started working with alow-power broadcast device. By War' s end, she was claiming she
could treat disease a adistance, and set up asmall broadcast station behind her suburban Los Angeles
office. Patients camein, were diagnosed, and given a schedule of broadcast times when they were
supposed to tune in. (The broadcasts were directly to each patient, supposedly, two or threetimesa
day.) By thelate’ 40s, she' d so goneinto TV, whichis, of course, FM (the radio stuff being
shortwave). That'swhere I’d hoped I’ d found someone broadcasting at the same time on both bands.

But probably no go. She franchised the machines out to other doctors, mostly naturopaths and cancer
quacks. It's possible that one was operating near Aunt Joani€’ s somewhere, but probably not, and
anyway, acommittee of doctorsinvestigated her stuff. What they found was that the equipment was so
low-powered it could only broadcast a dozen miles (not counting random skipping, bouncing off the
Heavisde layer, which it wouldn't have been ableto reach). Essentialy, they ruled the equipment
worthless.

And, the thing that got to me, there wasno picture transmission on the FM (TV) portion; just the same
type of random signasthat went out on shortwave, on the same schedule, every day. Evenif you had a
rogue cancer specidig, the FCC said the stuff couldn’t broadcast avisua signa, not with the technology
of thetime. (The engineer at the station here looked at the specs and said ‘ even if they had accessto
video orthicon tubes, the sgna wouldn't have gotten across the room, unlessit was on cable, which it
wasn't.’)

I’ve gone on too long. It'snot it.

Sorry to disagppoint you (again), but I'm gill going through back files of Variety andBNJ and everything
put out by the networks in those years. And, maybe amotherlode, afriend’ s got afriend who knows
where al the Dumont records (except Gleason's) are stored.

We'll find out yet, brother. I’ ve heard stories of people waiting twenty, thirty, forty yearsto clear things
likethisup. There was aguy who kept ingsting he’ d read a seridized novel in a newspaper, about thefall
of civilization, in the early 1920s. Pre-bomb, pre-almost everything. He was only akid when heread it.
Ten years ago he mentioned it to someone who had afriend who recognized it, not from a newspaper,
but as abook calledDarkness and the Dawn . It wasin three parts, and serid rights were sold, on the
firg part only, to, like,three newspapersin thewhole U.S. And the man, now in hissixties, had read it in
oneof them.

Thingslike that do happen, kiddo.
Write me when you can.

Love,
Irene



Sept. 12, 1982
B—
I"'m ready to give up on this. It’ srunning me crazy—not crazy, but to distraction, if | had anything eseto
be distractedfrom .
| can't see any way out of this except to join the Wel come Space Brothers Club, which | refuse to do.

That would be the easy way out: Give up, go over to the Cheesy Side of the Force. You and me saw a
travelogue, aSee It Now of the planets, hosted by an interstellar Walter Cronkite on aNipkov disk TV in
1953. We'rethe only peoplein the world who did.No one el se.

But that' swhy CE3K and the others have made so many millions of dollars. People want to believe, but
they want to believefor other people , not themsdlves. They don’t want to bethe ones . They want
someone e seto be the one. And then they want everybody to believe. But it’ snottheir ass out there,
saying: The Space Brothersare here; | can't proveit, take my word for it, it' sredl. Believemeasa

person.

I’'m not that person, and neither are you; OR there has to be some other answer. One, or the other, but
not both; and not neither.

| don’t know what to do anymore; whatever it is, it'snot this. It’squit being fun. It’s quit being something
| do asidefrom lifeaswe know it. It ismy life, and yours, and it sal I’ ve got.

| know what Mr. Goober wastrying to tell us, and there was more, but the sound was off.
I'mtired. I'll write you next week when | can cal my lifemy own again.

Your Sis

Cops cdled from Iren€’ stown the next week.

After the funerd, and the stay at his mother’s, and the inevitable fights, with his stepfather trying to say
out of it, he came home and found one more | etter, postmarked the same day as the police had called
him.

Dear Eldon—

Remember this, and don't think less of me: What we saw wasredl.

Evidently, too red for me.
Find out what we saw.

Lovedways,
Irene

Soyou'll be gtting in the bar, there'll be the low hum and thump of noise as the band sets up, and over in
the corner, two people will betaking. You'll hear theword “Lucy,” which could be many things—a
girlfriend, aTV show, alate President’ s daughter, atwo-million-year-old ape-child. Then you'll hear “
M-Sguad” or “ Untouchables” and there || be moretalk, and you' Il hear digtinctly, during anoise-leve
drop, “. .. and | don’'t meanJohnny -fucking-Jupiter either . . .”



And in afew minutes he' Il leave, because the band will have started, and conversation, except at the
100-decibd levd, isover for the night.

But he'll be back tomorrow night. And the night after.
And dl the star-filled nights that follow that one.

| ntroduction: Major Spacer in the 21st Century

Thisisthe other origind in this here eBook.

The history of televison wasfull of starts, stops, fights, backstabs, and the FCC coming down like aton
of bricks on people, even more than radio had been.

It was ready to go in the late’ 30s (it broadcast the opening of the 1939 World' s Fair; NHK in Japan
was going to broadcast the 1940 Olympicsin Tokyo to department stores and theaters so the Japanese
would leave the stadium to thegai-jin ; there was a small worldwide unpleasantness that canceled them
both; the BBC TV service was up and running in 1936 and shut down for the duration September 3,
1939, while showing aMickey Mouse cartoon . . .). Experimental American televison went off theair on
December 8, 1941, and only started up again in 1946.

There were punchouts over airwaves, over channels and content; the big fight was over formats. There
was thefight over color: When it started, the FCC was going to make everybody junk their TV sagain
(afterjust junking the prewar shortwave/FM sets mentioned last story)—easy to do when there were
10,000 sets, likein 1946; not so easy when there were ten million of them in 1950. In the middle of The
Freeze from 1948-1952, when the FCC issuedno new TV licenses, it was going to make everybody go
back to an incompetible mechanica color TV system (I’ m not making this up). Cooler heads (and
those with NBC stock) prevailed, and held out for color-compatible broadcasting, and so on and so
forth. Sound—HDTV—familiar?

Meanwhile, those who' d gotten a pre-1948 license pioneered on, showing old Brit and independent
American movies—all the mgor studios held out from leasing moviesto TV and made fun of it, and then
triedeverything —3-D, wide-screen, stereo, Aromarama and Smell-0-Vision, and blipverts—to get the
audienceback .

Sure, some of it was very bad (“radio with pictures’), comparable to the first couple of years of soundin
the movies. But here and there, good stuff got done. There's Kovacs over there. Some of the best
writing ever donein this country was for the early Box.

Takealook at the TV work of Serling, Chayevsky, Vidal, Howard Rodman; al that Golden Age of
Tdevison stuff you aways hear about—some of it wasredly good. The locd stuff: There s Zacherly in
Philadelphia (and Bill Camfield in Ft. Worth—see“ Occam’ s Ducks” }—hundreds of people out there,
figuring it out, what works, what does't, what you could do live; wouldn't it be wonderful if you could
onlyrecord it some way? (Kinescopes—films of the TV monitors—aways|ooked like they were made
by your Uncle Norris fifteen minutes after getting hisfirst Bell & Howell. . . .)

It was anew world; they soon found it wasn't Radio with Picturesat all , orlike anything dse. It was
Televison. And they wereit.

This story shows what happens when you get away swell idea, way late. It cameto mein April of 1999,



when everybody was waiting for Y 2K (remember?). | wanted a story about the year 2000, but not
about Y 2K. Just set there.

| wroteit for areading | was doing & the University Bookstore (University of Washington), with lots of
hand props and primitive visua aids.

There was about one editor who could get it into print pronto, i.e., before 2000 A.D. | sent it to him. He
wanted afew changes. | was s0 torqued (and | mean that in the origina,good way) on the story that
insteed of doing alot of changesto anovelette, | wrote him awhole other new short story (“London,
Paris, Banana. . .”) for the rent that month. | sentthis to another editor; there were revisions (short pause
here while (1) the World SF Convention in Austrdiainterferes, and (2) the USPS takesfifteen days to
deliver atwo-day Priority Mail manuscript); | sent it to athird editor whose venuedropped dead two
days before the manuscript got there. We are now in December 1999. Sinceit was written for the April
1999 rent, and we are now amost in 2000, | said “ Screw this, | don’t need the aggravation.”

What | merely wanted to do was show amajor societal change, and how media-dependent we had
become, and media-conscious we were since the early days of television broadcagting.

And | wanted to show it mostly through the life of one person; there at the beginning, maybe there at the
end, too.

Major Spacer in the 21st Century

June 1950

“Look,” said Bill, “I'll seeif | can go down and do adeposition this Thursday or Friday. Get ahold of
Zachary Glass, seeif hecanfill inas. .. wha'shisname. .. ?

“Lt. Marrs,” said Sam Shorts.

“...Lt. Marrs. We' ll movethat part of the story up. I'll record my lines. We can put it up over the
spacephone, and Marrs and Neptuna can have the dial ogue during the pursuit near the Moon we were
gonnado week after next .. ."

“Yeah, sure” said Sam. “We can have you over the phone, and them talking back and forth while his
ship’'sclosing in on hers, and your voice—yesh, that’ Il work fine.”

“But you'll haveto rewrite the science part | was gonnado, and give it yourself, as Cadet Sam. Man, it's
just too bad there’ sno way to record this stuff ahead of time.”

“Phil said they’ reworking on it a the Bing Crosby Labs, trying to get some kind of tapeto take avisud
image; they can do it but they gotta shoot eight feet of tape a second by the recording head. It takesa
mile of tape to do aten-minute show,” said Sam.

“Andwecan't doit on film, kids hate that.”

“Funny,” saild Sam Shorts. “They pay fifteen centsfor Gene Autry on film every Saturday afternoon, but
they won't gt ill for itontelevison. . .”

Philip walked in. “Morgan wants to see you about the Congressthing.”
“Of course,” sad Bill.

“Run-throughin . ..” Phil looked at hiswatch, and the studio clock “. . . eeven minutes. Seen Elizabeth?’



“Of coursenot,” said Bill, on the way down the hall in his spacesuit, with hishelmet under hisarm.

That night, in his apartment, Bill typed on ascript.
MAJOR SPACER: LOOKSLIKE SOMEONE LEFT IN A HURRY.

Bill looked up.Super Circus was on. Two of the clowns, Nicky and Scampy, squirted sdtzer in
ringmagter Claude Kirchner’ sface.

He never got to watchBig Top , the other circus show. It was on opposite his show.

Next morning, ayoung guy with glasses douched out of adrugstore.
“Wdl, hey Bill!” hesaid.

“JImmy!” said Bill, stopping, shifting his cheap cardboard portfolio to his other arm. He shook hands.
“Hey, | talked to Zooey,” said immy. “Y ou in trouble with the Feds?’

“Not that | know of. | think they’ re bringing in everybody in the city withakid' s TV show.”

He and Jmmy had been in aflop play together early in the year, before Bill started the show.

“How’ sit going otherwise?’ asked Jmmy.

“It'sabout to kill dl of us. We' Il seeif we make twenty weeks, much lessayear. We re only four to five
days ahead on the script. Y ou available?”’

“I'll haveto look,” said Jmmy. “I got twoLamps Unto My Feet next month, three-day rehearsals each,
| think. I’m reading a couple plays, but that’ || take amonth before anybody gets off their butt. Let me
know’f you need someone quick some afternoon. If | can, I'll jumpin.”

“Sure thing. And on top of everything else, looks like we Il have to move for next week; network’s
coming in and taking our space; trade-out with CBS. I'll bereal damn glad when this Station Freezeis
over, and there s more than ten damn placesin this city that can do anetwork feed.”

“I hear that could take acouple moreyears,” said immy, in hisquiet Indianavoice.

“Yeah, well . . . hey, don'tbe such astranger. Come on with me, | gotta get these over to the
mimeograph room; we can talk on the way.”

“Nah, nah,” said Immy. “I, you know, gotta meet some people. I'm late aready. Seeya’round, Bill.”
“Well, okay.”

Jmmy turned around thirty feet away. “Don't let the Feds get your jock strap in aknot!” he said, waved,
and walked away.

People stared at both of them.
Damn, thought Bill. | don't get to see anyone anymore; | don't have alife except for the show. Thisis
killing me. I'm gill young.

“And what the hell are we supposed to do in thisgrange hall?’ asked Bill.



“It'sonly aweek,” said Morgan. “ Sure, it’'s seen better days, the Ziegfeld Roof, but they got a camera
ramp S0 Harry and Fred can actually movein and out on a shot; you can play up and back, not just
Sdewayslikeacrab, likeusua.”

Bill looked at the long wooden platform built out into what used to be the center aidewhen it wasa
thester.

“Phil says he can shoot here. . "

“Phil can do a show in a bathtub, he's so good, and Harry and Fred can work in ateacup, they’re so
good. That doesn’'t mean theyhave to,” sad Bill.

A stagehand walked in and raised the curtain while they stood there.
“Who'sthat 7 asked Bill.
“Wadll, thisisarehearsa hdl,” said Morgan. “We relucky to get it on such short notice.”

When the curtain was full up there were the usua chalk marks on the stage boards, and sceneflatslined
up and stacked in twenty cradles at the rear of the stage.

“WEe Il be using that corner there,” said Morgan, pointing. “Bring our setsin, whed "em, roll "'eminand
out—ship, command center, planet surface.”

Some of theflats for the other show looked familiar.

“The other group rehearses 10:00-2:00. Theyall gottabe out by 2:15. We rehearse, do the run-through
at 5:30, do the show at 6:30.”

Another stagehand came in with the outline of the tail end of agigantic cow and put it into the scene
cradle.

“What the hell arethey renearang?’ asked Bill.

“Oh. It samusicd based on the paintings of Grant Wood, you know, the lowa artist?’
“Y ou mean theWashington and the Cherry Tree , theDAR guy?’

“Yesh, him.”

“That'llbeahit,” sad Bill. “What'sit caled?’

“I think they'recdlingitin Tall Corn . Well, what do you think?’

“I think it saterribleidea. | can see the closing notices now.”

“No, no. | mean the place. For the show,” said Morgan.

Bill looked around. “Do | have any choice in the matter?’

“Of coursenot,” saild Morgan. “ Everythingelse in town that' swired up istaken. | just wanted you to see
it before you were dumped iniit.”

“Dumpedisright,” said Bill. He was |ooking a the cameraramp. It was the only saving grace. Maybe
something could be done withiit. . ..



“Harry and Fred seen it?”’
“No, Phil’sword is good enough for them. And, like you said, they can shoot in acoffeecup ... .”

Bill Sghed. “Okay. Let’'s call aSunday rehearsa day, this Sunday, do two blockings and rehearsals, do
the run-through of Monday’ s show, let everybody get used to the place. Then they can come back just
for the show Monday. Me and Sam’ Il see if we can do something in the scripts. Phil got the specs?’

“Youknow hehas,” said Morgan.
“Wall, | guess one barn’s as good as another,” said Bill.

And as he said it, three stagehands brought on abarn and asilo and awindmill.

Even with both window fans on, it was hot as hell in the gpartment. Bill dammed the carriage over on the
Remington Noisdess Portable and hit the margin set and typed:

MAJOR SPACER: CAREFUL. SOMETIMES THE SURFACE OF MARS CAN LOOK ASORDINARY ASA DESERT
IN ARIZONA.

He got up and went to the kitchen table, picked up the bottle of Old Harper, poured somein a coffee
cup and knocked it back.

There. That was better.

On TV, Haystacks Calhoun and Duke K ehanamuka were both working over Gorgeous George, while
GorillaMonsoon argued with the referee, whose back was to the action. Every time one of them twisted
George sarm or leg, the announcer, Dennis James, snapped a chicken bone next to the mike.

“Look at this,” said Morgan, the next morning.
It was a handwritten note.

| know your show isfull of commies. My brother-in-law told me you have commie actors. Thank God
for people like Senator McCarthy who will run you rats out of thisland of Liberty and Freedom.

Sgned,
A Red American

“Putitinthecdrculear file” sadBill.

“I'll keepit,” said Morgan. “Who are they talking about?’
“Youtdl me. I’'m not old enough to be acommunigt.”
“Could it betrue?’ asked Morgan.

“Don't tell meyou ' religening to dl that crap, too?’

“There' s been a couple of newd etters coming around, with names of people oniit. | know some of them;
they give money to the NAACP and ACLU. Otherwisethey livein big houses and drive big cars and
order their servants around like Daddy Warbucks. But then, | don’'t knowall the nameson theligts.”

“Isanybodywe ever hired on any of the lists?’

“Not assuch,” said Morgan.



“Wel, then?’
“Wadll, then,” said Morgan, and picked up a production schedule. “Well, then, nothing, | guess, Bill.”

“Good,” said Bill. He picked up the letter from Morgan’s desk, wadded it into abal, and drop-kicked it
into the wastebasket.

The hungover Montgomery Clift reeled by on hisway to the Friday performance of the disaster of aplay
hewasin. Bill waved, but Clift didn’t notice; his eyes werefixed on somefar distant promontory fifty
miles up the Hudson, if they wereworking at dl. Clift had been oneintense, conflicted, messed-up
individua when Bill hed first met him. Then he had gone off to Hollywood and discovered sex and booze
and drugs and brought them with him back to Broadway.

Ahead of Bill wasthe hotel where the congressmen and lawyers waited.

Counsd (Mr. Eclept): Now that you have taken the oath, give your full name and age for the record.
S Mgor William Spacer. I’ m twenty-one years old.

E: No, sir. Not your stage name.

S: Mgor William Spacer. That'smy red name.

Congressman Beenz: Y ou mean Mgjor Spacer isn't just the show name?

S Wel, gr,itisanditisn't. .. Most peoplejust think we gave me a promotion over Captain Video.
Congressman Rice: How was it you were named Mgor?

S: Y ou would have had to have asked my parents that; unfortunately they’ re deceased. | have an aunt in
Kansaswho might be able to shed somelight . . .

S: That' s not the way it’ s done, Congressman.
B: You mean you just can't fly out to the Big Dipper, once you' re in space?

S: Well, you can, but they’re.. . . they’relight years apart. They . . . they appear to us as The Big Dipper
because we' relooking at them from Earth.

R: I'm not sure | understand, ether.

S It...it'slikethat placein. .. Vermont, New Hampshire, one of those. North of here, anyway. You
come around that turn in Rt 9A or whatever, and there’ s Abraham Lincoln, the head, the hair, the beard.
It' s 0 real you stop. Then you drive down the road a couple hundred yards, and the beard’ s a plum
thicket on ameadow, and the hair’ s pine trees on a hill, and the nose is on one mountain, but the rest of
the faceis on another. It only looks like Lincoln from that one spot in the road. That’ swhy the Big
Dipper looks that way from Earth.

B: I do not know how we got off on this. . .



S I’'mtrying to answer your questions here, Sir.

E: Perhaps we should get to the substantive matters here. . .

S: All I've noticed, counsd, isthat all the people who turn up as witnesses and accusers at these things
seem to have names out of old W. C. Fields' movies, nameslike R. Waldo Chubb and F. Clement
Bozo.

E: | believeyou' rereferring to Mr. Clubb and Mr. Bozdll?

S: I’'m busy, Mr. Eclept; | only get to glance a newspapers. I’ m concerned with the future, not what’ s
happening right this minute.

B: So arewe, young man. That’ swhy we re trying to root out any communist influence in the broadcast
industry, so there won't be any in the future.

R: We can't dtressthat too forcefully.
S Wdll, I can't think of asingle communist space pirate we ve ever portrayed on the show. It takes

placein the 21t Century, Congressman. So | guess we share the same future. Besides, last time |
looked, piracy was a capitdist invention. . . .

S That'swhy we never have stories set further than Mars or Venus, Congressman. Most of the show
takes place in near-space, or on the Moon. Wetry to keep the science accurate. That' swhy there's
aways a segment with me or Sam—that’ s Samuel J. Shorts, the other writer on the show—nby the way,
he' scalled “ Uncle Sam” Spacer—telling kids about the future, and what it'll beliketo grow up inthe
wonderful years of the 21st Century.

B: If wedon't blow oursaves up firs.

R: Y ou mean if someforeign power doesn't try to blow usup first.

S: Well, we' ve talked about the peaceful uses of atomic energy. Food preservation. Atomic-powered
airplanes and cars. Nuclear fusion as a source of energy too cheap to meter.

E: Isit true you broadcast a show about aworld government?

S: Not in the science segment, that | recdll.

E: No. | mean the ory, the entertainment part.

S: W€ ve been on the air three months, that’ s nearly sixty shows. Let methink . ..

E: A source hastold usthere saworld government on the show.

S Oh. It saworlds government, counsdl. It’sthe United States of Space. We assume there won't be
just one state on Mars, or the Moon, or Venus, and that they’ | have to come to the central government

to settle their disputes. We have that on the Moon.

R: They haveto go to the Moon to settle a dispute between Mars and the United States?



S: No, no. That would be like France suing Wisconan. . . .

B: “...and other red channels.” And that’sadirect quote.

S: Congressman, | created the show; | act init; | write either half the scripts, or one-half of each script,
whichever way it works out that week. | do thisfive days aweek, supposedly for fifty weeksa
year—we |l seeif | makeit that long. I’ ve given the day-to-day operations, dl the merchandising
negotiationsto my partner, James B. Morgan. We have asmal cast with only afew recurring characters,
and except for the occasiona Martian bad guy, or Lunar owl-hoot, they’re al known to me. | never ask
anybody about their palitics or religion. All | want to know iswhether they can memorize lines quick, and
act in atight set, under time pressure, live, with acamerastuck in their ear. The only thing red we have
anything to dowithisMars. And it isn't channdls; it scands. . . .

S ...l have no knowledge of any. I'll tell you what, right now, Congressman, Il bet my show onit.
Y ou come up with any on the cast and crew, I’ll withdraw the show.

B: Well hold you to that, young man.

R: I want to thank you for appearing for this deposition today, and for being so forthcoming with us, Mr.
Spacer.

B: | agree.

R: You are excused.

There was one reporter waiting outside in the halway, besides the government goon keeping everyone
out.

The reporter wasthe old kind, press card stuck in his hat, right out of The Front Page .
“Got any statement, Mr. Spacer?’

“Wel, asyou know, | can't talk about what | said till the investigation’s concluded. They asked me
questions. | answered them asbest as| could.”

“What sort of questions?’

“I’m sure you can figure that out. Y ou’ ve seen the televised hearings?’
“What were they trying to find out?’ asked the reporter.

“I'mnot sure. ..” sad Bill.

The government goon smiled. When he and the reporter parted waysin thelobby, Bill was surprised that
it was dready summer twilight. He must have been in therefive or six hours. . . . Hetook off for the
studio, to find out what kind of disaster the broadcast with Zach Glass had been.

Bill wiggled histoesin his socks, including the sump of the little one on the right foot, a souvenir from a
Boy Scout hatchet-throwing contest gone wrong back when he was twelve.

He wastyping while he watchedBlues By Bargy on TV. Saturday night noise came from outside.



Then the transmisson was interrupted with aPLEASE STAND BY notice. Douglas Edwards came on with a
specid bulletin, which he ripped out of the chundering teletype machine at hisright elbow.

He said there were as yet unconfirmed reports that North Korean Armed Forces had crossed into South
Korea. President Truman, who was on aweekend trip to his homein Independence, Missouri, had not
been reached by CBS for acomment. Then he said they would be interrupting regularly scheduled
programming if there were further developments.

Then they went back toBlues by Bargy .

“Look,” said Phil. “ James, you gotta get those rehearsing assholes outta here, | mean,out of here,,
earlier. When | camein Saturday to set up, | found they used al the drop-pipes for their show. | had to
make them move aquarter of their stuff. They said they needed them all. | told’em to put wheels on their
stuff like we' re having to do with most of ours, but we still need some pipesto drop in the exteriors, and
to mask the sets off. And they’ re hanging around with their girlfriends and boyfriends, while I’ m trying to
set up marks.

It was Sunday, the start of their week at the Ziegfeld Roof. They were to block out Monday’ s and
Tuesday’ s shows, rehearse them, and do the run-through and technical for Monday’ s broadcast.

“I'll talk to their stage manager,” said Morgan. “Believe me, moving here gripes me as much asit does
you. Where s Elizabeth?’

“Here” sad Elizabeth Regine, coming out of the dressing room in her rehearsa Neptuna ouitfit. “I
couldn’t believe this placewhen | got here.”

“Bdieveit, baby,” said Phil. “We ve got to make do.” Helooked at hiswatch. “Bill, | think the script
may bealittlelong, just looking &t it.”

“Same as aways. Twenty-four pages.”

“Y eah, but you got suspense stuff in there. That' sthirty seconds each. Be thinking about it while we' re
blockingit.”

“You'rethedirector, Phil.”

“That’ swhat you and James pay mefor.” He looked over at the stage crew. “No!” he said. “ Right one,
|eft one, right one,” he moved his hands.

“That' swhat they are,” said the foreman.
“No, you got l€ft, right, left.”

The guy, Harvey, joined him to look at the whedled sets. “Left,” he pointed to the rocket interior.
“Right,” the command room on the Moon. “Left,” the foreground scenery and the rocket fin for the Mars
scenes.

“And from whence doesthe rest of the Mars set drop in?’ asked Phil.
“Right. Oh,merde !” said Harve.

“And they’ rethe best crew on television,” said Phil, as the stagehands ratcheted the scenery around.
“They redlyare ,” he sad, turning back to Bill and Morgan. “ That way we stay on the rocket interior,
and you leave, run behind the middle set, and step down onto Mars, while the spacephone chatters



away. Also, you'll be out of breath, soit'll sound like you just climbed down fifty feet of ladder. . . .”

It was seven when they finished the blocking, two rehearsals, and the run-through of the first show of the
week. Phil wasright, the script was one minute and fifty-three seconds long.

Bill looked at the cameraramp. “I still want to do something withthat ,” he said, “ whilewe ve got it.”
“Wednesday,” said Phil.
“Why Wednesday?’

“Y ou got ablast-off scene. We do it from thefront . We get the scenery guy to build anose view of the
ship. Red Mars background behind. Like the ship from above. Y ou and Neptuna stand behind it, looking
out the cockpit. Y ou count down. Harvey hits the C0O2 extinguisher behind you for rocket smoke. | get
Harry or Fred to run at you with the cameraas fast as he can, fromway back there. Just before he
collides, we cut to the telecine chain for the commercid.”

“Marry me” sadBill.

“Some other time,” said Phil. “ Everybody back at 4:00pM. tomorrow. Everything’s set. Don’t touch a
goddamn thing before you leave.”

Toast of the Town, hosted by Ed Sullivan, wason TV.

Sefior Wences was having athree-way conversation with Johnny (which was hisleft hand rested on top
of adoll body); Pedro, the head in the cigar box; and a stagehand who was down behind a crate,
supposedly fixing aloose board with ahammer.

Halfway through the act, two stagehands came out, picked up the crate, showing it was empty, and
walked off, leaving a bare stage.

“Look. Look!” said Johnny, turning hisfist-head on the body that way. “ There was not aman there.”
“Therewas noman there?’ asked Wences.

“No,” said Johnny. “ There was not aman there.”

“What do you t'ink, Pedro?’ asked Wences, opening the box with hisright hand.

“Sawright,” said Pedro. The box snapped shut.

“Comein here” said Morgan from the door of his makeshift office, as Bill cameinto the theater.
Samwasinachair, crying.

Morgan's face was set, as Bill had never seen before. “Tell him what you just told me.”
“I can't,” Samwailed. “What am | gonnado? I’'m forty yearsold!”

“Maybe you should have thought of that back in 1931.”

“Whét the hell isgoing on? Sam! Sam? Tk tome.”

“Oh, Bill,” hesad. “I'm sorry.”



“Somebody. One of you. Start making sense. Right now,” said Bill.

“Mr. Sam Shorts, here, seemsto have been acommie bagman during the Depression.”
“Say itan't 0, Sam,” sad Bill.

Sam looked at him. Tears sarted down hisface again.

“There syour answer,” said Morgan, running his hands through his hair and looking for something to
throw.

“I wasyoung,” said Sam. “I was so hungry. | swore I’ d never be that hungry again. | wastoo proud for
the bread line, aguy offered me ajob, if you can cdl it that, moving some office suff. Then asa sort of
messenger. Between his office and other places. Delivering stuff. | thought it was some sort of bookie
joint or numbers running, or money laundering, or the bootleg. Something illegd, sure. .. but...but...
| didn’'t...didn't..."

“What? What!”
“I didn’t think it was anything un-American!” said Sam, crying again.
“Morgan. Tell mewhat hetold you.”

“He was a bagman, a messenger between United Front stuff the Feds know about and some they
probably don’t. He did it for about three years—"

“Four,” said Sam, trying to control himsdf.

“Great,” continued Morgan. “Four years, on and off. Then somebody pissed him off and he walked
away.”

“Just because they werereds,” said Sam, “didn’t make ' em good bosses.”
Bill hated himsdf for asking; he thought of Parnell Thomas and McCarthy.
“Did you 9gn anything?’

“I may have. | Sgned alot of stuff to get paid.”

“Under your red name?’

“I guess s0. Some, anyway.”

“Guess what name they had him use sometime?’ asked Morgan.

“I don't want to,” said Bill.

“George Crodey.”

“That was one of the names Whittaker Chambers used!” said Bill.

“They weren't the most inventive guysin theworld,” said Morgan.

“I' knew. | knew the jig would be up when | watched the Hissthing,” said Sam. “When | heard that
name. Then nothing happened. | guess | thought nothing would . . .”



“How could you do thisto me?!” yelled Bill.

“You?You wereaoneyear-old! | didn’tknow you! It wasn't persond, Bill. Y ou ether, Morgan.”
“You know | put my show on theline in the deposition, don’t you?’

“Nottill Morgan told me.” Sam began to cry again.

“What brought on this sudden cleansing, now, twenty yearslater?’ asked Bill.

“There was another letter,” said Morgan. “ Thistime naming aname, not the right one, but it won't take
anybody long to figure that one out. Also that they were calling the Feds. | waslooking at it, and looking
glum, when Sam comesin. He askswhat’ s up; | asked him if he knew anybody by the name of theguy in
the letter, and he went off like theHindenburg . A wetHindenburg .”

Samwascrying again.
Bill’ s shoulders dumped.

“Okay, Morgan. Cal everybody together. I'll talk to them. Sam, quit it. Quit it. You' re still agreat writer.
Buck up. We'll get through this. Nothing’ s happened yet. . . .”

Live. The pressure' son, like aways. Everybody’ sapro here, even with thisworld falling apart. Harry
and Fred on the cameras, Phil up in the booth, Morgan with him, Sam out there where the audience
would be, going through the scripts for Thursday and Friday like nothing’ s happened.

He and Elizabeth, as Neptuna, arein the rocket interior s&t, putting on their spacesuits, giving their lines,
Bill’ s suit wasn't going on right; he made asmal motion with his hand; Fred moved his cameraintight on
Bill’ sface; Philip would switch toit, or Harry’ s shot on Neptuna s face; the floor manager reached up
while Bill wastalking and pulled at the lining of the spacesuit, and it went on smoothly; the floor manager
crawled out and Fred pulled his camera back again to atwo-shot. Then he and Neptuna moved into the
airlock; it cycled closed. Harry siwung his cameraaround to the grille of the spacephone spegker; an
urgent message came from it, warning Mgor Spacer that abig Martian dust ssorm was building up in
their area.

While the voice was coming over the spesker in the tight shot, Bill and Elizabeth waked behind the
Moon command center flats and hid behind the rocket fin while the stage crew dropped in the Martian
exterior set and the boom man wheeled the microphone around and Fred dollied his camerain.

“IsSam okay?’ Elizabeth had asked, touching her hemet to Bill’ s before the soundman got there.
“I hope so,” sad Bill.

Helooked out. The floor manager, who should have been counting down on hisfingers
five-four-three-two-one was standing stock still. Fred's camerawobbled—and he was usudly the
gteadiest man in the business.

The floor manager pulled off his earphones, shrugged his shoulders, and swung his head helplesdy
toward the booth.

It sgot to betime, thought Bill; touched Elizabeth on the arm, and gave hisline, backing down off abox
behind the fin out onto the set.

“Careful,” he said. * Sometimes the surface of Mars can look as ordinary asadesert in Arizona.”



Elizabeth, who was usualy unflappable, stared, eyeswide past him at the exterior set. And dropped her
Neptuna character, and instead of her line, said: “ And sometimesit looksjust like lowa.”

Bill turned.

Instead of adesert, and a couple of twisted Martian cacti and a backdrop of Monument Valley, there
was the butt-end of abig cow and abarn and silo, some chickens, and athree-rail fence.

Bill sat in the dressing room, drinking Old Harper from the bottle.
Patti Page was on the radio, singing of better days.

There was a knock on the door.

It was the government goon. He was smiling. There was one subpoenafor Bill, and onefor Sam Shorts.

June 2000

Bill came out the front door of the apartments on hisway to hisjob as alinotype operator a theNew
York Times..

There were, as usual, four or five kids on the stoop, and as usud, too, Rudy, ayoungster of fifty years,
wasin the middle of hisrant, holding up two twenty-dallar bills.

“. .. that there was to trace the dope, man. They changed the money so they could find out where dll
them coke dollars were. That plastic thread shit in this one, that was the laser radar stuff. They could roll
agpecia truck down your street, and tell what was a crack house by dl the eyebd| noisethat lit up their
screens. And the garage-sal e people and the flea-market people. They could find that stuff— Hey,
Bill—"

“Hey, Rudy.”

“—beforeit All Quit they wasgoin’ to be able to count the onesin your billfold from six blocks away,

“Why was that, Rudy?’ asked agirl-kid.

“’ Cause they wasn't enough money! They printed the stuff legit but it just kept going away. It wasin the
guote ‘ underground economy.” They said it was S0 people couldn’'t counterfeit it on a Savin 2300 or
somebullshit, or the camel-jocks couldn’t flood the PXswith fake stuff, but it was so they didn’t haveto
wear out alotta shoe leather and do lotsaHill Street Blues wino-cop type stuff just to get to swear out a
lot of warrants. See, that machine in that truck make noise, they take a printout of that to ajudge, and
pretty soon door hingeswasflyin’ dl over town. Seen’em take two blocks out a one time, man. Those
was evil times, be glad they gone.”

“So are we, Rudy; we're glad they can’t do that even though we never heard of it.”

“Youjust wait your young ass,” said Rudy. “ Some devious yahoo in Batimore workin' on that right now;
they had that knowledge once, it don't just go away, it just mutates, you know. They’ll find away to do
that with vacuum tubesand such . .

Rudy’ s voice faded as Bill walked on down toward the corner. Rudy gave some version of that talk,
somewherein the neighborhood, every day. Taking the place of Rudy was the voice from the low-power
radio station speakerbox on the corner.



“. .. that the person was dressed in green pants, ayellow Joe Camel tyvek jacket, and ablack T-shirt.
The wallet grab occurred four minutes ago at the corner of Lincoln and Jackson, neighbors are asked to
be on the lookout for this person, and to use the nearest call-box to report asighting. Now back to
music, from aV-disk transcription, Glenn Miller and His Orchestrawith “In the Mood.”

Music filled the air. Coming down the street was a 1961 armored car, the Wells-Fargo logo
spray-painted over, and a cardboard sign sayingTAX! over the high windshield. On the front bumper was
adticker that ssildSCREW THE CITY TAXI COMMISSION .

Bill held up hishand. The car rumbled over to the curb.
“Whereto, kindly old geezer?”’

Bill said theTimes Building, which was about thirty blocks away.
“What' sit worth to you, Pops?’

“How about abuck?’ said Bill.

“Red money?’

“Sure”

“Hop in, then. Gotta take somebody up here acouple blocks, and there I be one stop on the way, so
far”

Bill went around back, opened the door and got in, nodding to the other two passengers. Hewas a
work in fifteen minutes.

It was anice afternoon, so when Bill got off work he took the omnibus to the edge of the commercia
district, got off there and started walking home. Since it was summer, there seemed to be astreet fair
every other block. He could tell when he passed from one neighborhood to another by the differencein
the announcer voices on the low-power stations.

He passed Ned Ludd' s Store #23, and the line, as usua, was backed out the door onto the sidewalk,
and around the corner of the building. In the display window were stereo phonographs and records,
trangstor radios, batteries, toaster ovens, and none-cable-ready TV's, including an old Philco with the
picture tube supported above the console like a dresser mirror.

Somekidswerein line, talking, melancholy looks on their faces, about something. “1t was caledCargo
Cult ,” said one. * Y ou were on an idand, with anative culture, and then WWII came, and the people
tried to get cargo, you know, trade goods, and other people were trying to get them to keep their native

ways. . .

“Plus,” said the second kid, “you got to blow up alotta Japanese soldiers and eat them!”
“Sounds neat,” said thethird, “but | never heard of it.”

A guy came out of the tavern next door, alittle unsteady, and stopped momentarily, like Bill, like
everyone else who passed, to watch the pixievision sogp operaplaying in black and white.

The guy swayed alittle, listening to thekids conversation; then a determined smile came across hisface.

“Hey, kids,” he said.



They stopped talking and looked at him. One said “Y eah?’

The man leaned forward. “ Triple picture-in-picture,” he said.

Their facesfel.

Hethrew back his head and laughed, then put his handsin his pockets and weaved away.

On TV, therewas ablank screen while they changed the pixievision tapes by hand, something they did
every eight-and-a-half minutes.

Bill headed on home.

He neared his block, tired from the walk and hisfive-hour shift at the paper. He amost forgot Tuesday
was mail day until hewasin sight of the gpartments, then waked back to the Postal Joint. For him there
was aunion mesting notice, in case he hadn't read the bulletin board at work, and that guy from Ohio
was bothering him again with | etters asking him questions for the biography of James Dean he' d been
researching since 1989, most of which Bill had answered in 1989.

He was hafway back to the apartments, just past the low-power speaker, when six men dragged aguy,
in ripped green pants and what was | ft of a Joe Camdl jacket, out onto the corner, pushed the police
button, and stood on the guy’ s hands and feset, their arms crossed, talking about a neighborhood
fagt-pitch softbal game coming up that night.

Bill looked back as he crossed the street. A squad car pulled up and the guys dl greeted the policemen.

“Today wasmail day, right kids?’ said Rudy. “Well in the old days the Feds set up Postd Joint-type
places, you know, The Stamp Act, Box Me In, stuff like that, to scam the scammers that was scammin’
you. That shoulda been fine, but they wasreadin’ like everybody’ smail, like Aunt Graci€' sto you, and
yoursto her, and you know, your girlfriend’ s and boyfriend' sto you, and lookin’ at the Polaroids and
stuff, which you sometimes wouldn’t get, you dig? See, when they’ s evil to be fought, you can’'t be doin’
evil toget at it. Don't belettin’ nobody get your mail—there’ saman to see you in the lobby, Bill—"

“Thanks, Rudy.”

“—and don't bereadin’ nonethat ain't yours. It'safool that gets scammed; you honest, you don’t be
falin’ for none o’ that stuff like free boats and cars and beautiful diamond-studded watches, you know?’

“Sure, Rudy,” said thekids.

The guy looked a something in his hand, then back at Bill, squinted and said: “ Are you Mgor Spacer?’
“Nobody but aguy in Ohio’scaled methat for fifty years,” sad Bill.

“Arnold Fossman,” said the guy, holding out his hand. Bill shook it.
“Who you researching? Monty Clift?’

“Huh?No,” said Fossman. He seemed perplexed, then brightened. “| want to offer you ajob, doesn’t
w mlm.”

“Son, | got agood-payin’ job that'll last me way to the end of my time. Came out of what | laughingly
cdl retirementtodoit.”



“Y eah, somebody told me about you being a theTimes , with dl the old people with the old skillsthey
cdled back. | don't think this |l interfere withthat .”

“I'moldand I’'mtired and | been setting agdley and aquarter an hour for five hours. Getto it.”
“I want to offer you an acting job.”
“I haven't acted infifty years, ether.”

“They tell meit'sjudt likeriding abicycle. You. . . you might think—wait. Hold on. Indulge mejust a
second.” He reached up and took Bill’ srimless Trotsky glassesfrom hisface.

“Whup!” sid Bill.

Fossman took off his own thick black-rimmed glasses and put them over Bill’ sears. The world was
skewed up and to the left and down to the right and Fossman was atiny figure in the distance.

“l an't doin’ anything with these glasseson!” said Bill. “I’m afraid to move.”
The dim fuzzy world came back, then the sharp norma one as Fossman put Bill’ s glasses back on him.
“| was getting alook at you with thick frames. You'll be great.”

“I’'maniceguy,” said Bill. “You don't get to the point, I’ll do my feeble best to pound you into thisfloor
here like atent peg.”

“Okay.” Fossman held up hishand. “But hear me out completely. Don't say aword till I'm through. Here
goes.

“| want to offer you ajob in aplay, amusical. Everybody says|’m crazy to do it; I’ ve had the ideafor
years, and now’ sthetimeto do it, with everything likeit is. I’ ve got the place to do it in, and you know
there’ san audience for anything that moves. Then | found out a couple of weeksago my ideaan't so
origind, that somebody tried to do it along time ago; it closed out of town in Bristol, CT, big flop. But
your name came up in connection withit; | thought maybe you had done the show origindly, and then
they told mewhy your name always came up in connection with it—the more | heard, and found out you
were il around, the more | knew you had to bein it, as some sort of, well, call it what you
want—homage, reparation, | don’t know. I’m the producer-guy, not very good with words. Anyway.
I’m doing amusical based on the paintings of Grant Wood. | want you to beinit. Will you?’

“Sure” sad Bill.

It was atheater not far from work, a 500-seater.

“Thank God it’ s not the Ziegfeld Roof,” said Bill. He and Fossman were sitting, legs dragped into the
orchestra pit, at the stage apron.

“Y egh, wdll, that’ sbeen gonealong time.”
“They put it under the wrecking ball while | wasadrunk, or so they told me,” said Bill.
“And might | ask how long that was?’ asked Fossman.

“Eight years, three months, and two days,” said Bill. “God, | sound like areformed acoholic. Geez,
they’ re boring.”



“Most people don’t have what it really takes to be an acoholic,” said Fossman. “1 was the son of one, a
great one, and | know howhard you’ ve got to work at it.”

“I had what it takes,” said Bill. “I just got tired of it.”

He heard on the neighborhood radio there had been a battery riot in the Battery.

Bill stretched himsdlf, and did some dow exercises. Fifty years of moving any old which way didn’t cure
itsdf inafew days.

He went over to the mirror and looked at himsalf.

The good-looking fair-haired youth had been taken over by abading old man.

“Hdlo,” said Marion.

“Hello yoursdf,” said Bill, as he passed her on hisway to work. She was getting ready to leave for her
job at the library, where every day she took down books, went through the information on the copyright
page, and typed it up on two 4x6 cards, one of which was put in abig series of drawersin the entryway,
where patrons could find what books were there without looking on al the shelves, and one of which
was sent to the centrd library system.

Shelived in one of the gpartments downstairs from Bill. She once said the job would probably take
hersalf, and three others, more than ayear, just a her branch. She was ayoungster in her forties.

Bill found rehearsals the same mixture of joy and boredom they had been a hdf-century before, with the
same smells of paint and turpentine coming from the scene shop. The cast had convinced Arnold to direct
the play, rather than hiring someschmuck , as he’' d originally wanted to do. He' d conceived it; it washis
vison.

During abreak one night, Bill lay on thefloor; Arnold dumped in achair, and Shirlene, thelead dancer,
lay face down on the sofawith amigraine. Bill chuckled, he thought, to himself.

“What'sup?’ asked Fossman.

“It was probably just like thisin rehearsas when Plautus was Sitting where you are.”
“Guess0.”

“Were there headaches then?’ asked Shirlene.

“Well, therewereinmy day, and that wasn't too long after the Romans,” said Bill. “ One of our
cameramen had them.” Helooked around. “ Thanks, Arnold.”

“For what?’
“For showing me how much | didn’t remember | missed this stuff.”
“Wel, sure,” said Fossman. “OK, folks, let’ s get back to the grind. Shirlene, lietheretill you fed better.”

Shegot to her feet. “I'll never fed better,” she sad.

“See—" said Rudy—"it was on January third, and everybody was congratulatin’ themselves on beatin’



that oI’ Y2K mongter, and was throwin’ out them ham and lima bean MREs into the dumpsters. Joyful,
you know—another Kohoutek, that was a comet that didn’t amount to a bird fart back in them way old
"70s. Anyway, it was exactly at 10:02A.M. EST right here, when them three old surplus Russian-made
diesdl submarines that somebody—and nobody’ s ftill sure just who—bought up back in the 1990s
surfaced in three places around the world—and fired off them surplus NASA booster rockets, nine or
tenof 'em—"

“Why ’ cause we know that, Rudy, if we don’'t know who did it?’

“’ Cause everybody had dectric stuff back then could tell what kind of damn watch you waswearin’ from
two hundred miles out in space by how fast it was draggin’ down that 1.5-volt battery in it. They knew
the subs was old Russian surplus as soon as they surfaced, and knew they was NASA boosters as soon
asthefuseswaslit—' cause that’ s the kind of world your folks let happen for you to live in—that’ swhy

“Oh”

“Asold Rudy was sayin’, them nine or ten missiles, some went to the top of the atmosphere, and some
went further out wheredl them ATT and HBO and them satdllites that could read your watch was, and
they al went off and meanwhile everybody everywhere wasfirin' off al they stuff to try to siop whatever
was gonna happen—well, when al that kind of stuff went off, and it turns out them sub missileswas big
pulse explosions, what they used to call EMP stuff, and dl the other crap went off that wastryin’ to stop
the missiles, well then, kids, Time started over asfar asol’ Rudy’s concerned. Not just for the US of A
and Y ooropeans, but for everybody everywhere, even down to them gentle Tasaday and every witchety
grub-estin’ sonofagun down under.”

“Timeain't started over, Rudy,” said akid. “Thisis Tuesday. It'sJune. Thisistheyear 2000 A.D.”

“Sure, sure. On theoutside ,” said Rudy. “I’'mtakin’ "bout theinsde. We can doit dl over again. Or
not. Look, people took aweek to find out what still worked, when what juice there was gonna be came
back on. See, up till then they all thought them EMP pulses would just knock out everything, everywhere
that was dectronic, solid date stuff, transgstors. That’ swithout takin’ into account all that other crap that
was zoomin' around, and peopletryin’ to jam stuff, and dl that false target shit they put up cause at first
they thought it was a sneek attack on cities and stuff, and they just went, you know, apeshit for about ten
minutes

“So what was |eft was arbitrary. Like nobody could figure why Betamaxplayers sometimes was okay
andno Betalll VCR was. Your CDs arefine; you just can't play 'em. Then why none of themlaserdiscs
are okay, even if you had amachine that would play em? It don't make afuckin’ bit 0’ sense. Why
icemaker refrigerators sometimes work and most others don’t? Y ou can't get no fancy embroidery on
your fishing shirt: It al come out lookin® like Jackson Pollock. No kind of damn broadcast TV for a
week, none of that satellite TV shit, for sure. Ain’t no computers work but them damn Osbornes they
been usin’ to build artificid reefsin lakes for twenty years. Cars? Y ou seen anything newer than a1974
Subaru on the street, movin' ? Them *49 Plymouths and ’ 63 Fords till goin', cause they ain't got nothin’
in them that don’'t move you can't fix with apair o' Vise Grips. ..

“Look at the damn mail wewastalking about! Ain’t nobody in the Post Office actualy had to read a
damn addressin ten years; you bet your ass they gottaread writin' now! Everybody was freaked ouit.

No e-mail, no phone, no fax, ain't no moreClick On This , kids. People dl goin’ crazy till they start
gettin’ them letters from Visaand Mastercard and such sayin’ ‘Hey, we hear you got an account with us?
Why donchatell uswhat you owe us, and we' |l sart sendin’ you billsagain? Well, that was onething
they liked sure as shit. They ill waitin’ for their new cards with them raised-up letters you run through a
big o’ machine, but you know what? They think about Sixty to seventy percent o' them peopletold them



what they owed them. Can you best that? People’ s mostly honest, " ceptin’ the onesthat ain't. . . .

“That’ swhy you gettin’ mail twice aweek now, not a your house but on the block, see? Y ou gonna
have to have some smart people now; that’ swhy I'mtellin’ you dl this”

“Thanks, Rudy,” said akid.

“Now that they ain’t but four million people in this popsicle town, you got room to learn, room to move
around some. All them scaredy cats took off for them wild places, like Montana, Utah, New Jersey.
Now you got room to breathe, maybe one o’ you gonnafigure everything out someday, kid. That' Il be
thanks enough for old Rudy. But thistime, don't mess up. Keep usfuckin’ human— Morning, Bill—"

“Morning, Rudy.”

“—and another thing.No damn cell phones.No damn baby joggers or double fuckin’ wide baby strollers.
No car darmd”

Opening night.
The dancers arefinishing the Harvest Dinner dance, likeOklahoma! or “ JunelsBusdtin' Out All Over”
on speed. It ends with a blackout. The packed house goes crazy.

Spotlight comes up on center stage.

Bill stands beside Shirlene. He' sdressed in bib overdls and ablack jacket and holds a pitchfork. She's
inasmplefarm dress. Bill wearsthick glasses. He looksjust like the dentist B.H. McK eeby, who posed
asthefarmer, and Shirlenelooks just like Nan Wood, Grant’ s Sister, who posed asthe farmer’ s spingter
daughter, down to the pulled-back hair, and the cameo brooch on the dress.

Then the lights come up on stage, and Bill and Shirlene turn to face the carpenter-gothic farmhouse, with
the big arched window over the porch.

Instead of it, the backdrop is a painting from one of the Mars Lander photos of arocky surface.
Bill just stopped.

There was dead sllence in the theater, then abuzz, then sort of alouder sound; then some applause
started, and grew and grew, and people came to their feet, and the sound rose and rose.

Bill looked over. Shirlene was smiling, and tears ran down her cheeks. Then the house set dropped in,
with aworking windmill off to the Sde, and the dancers ran on from each wing, and they did, dong with
Bill, the Pitchfork Number.

The lightswent down, Bill came off the stage, and the chorus ran on for the Birthplace of Herbert Hoover
routine.

Bill put hisarms around Fossman’ s shoulders.

“You...you...asshole” sad Bill.

“If you would have known about it, you would have fucked it up,” said Arnold.
“But...how...theaudience...?”

“We dipped ancticein the programs, just for the opening, which iswhy you didn’t see one. Might | say



your dancing was superb tonight?’

“No. No,” sad Bill, crying. “Kirk Alyn, the guy who played Superman in the seridsin the Forties, now
there wasadancer . . .”

On hisway home that night, he saw that akid had put up anew graffiti on the officid Ste, and had run
out of paint at the end, so the message read “What do we have |eft they could hate us” and then the
faded | etters, from the thinning and upside-down spray can, “f or 7’

Right on, thought Bill. Fab. Gear. Groovy.

At work the next day, he found himsdlf setting the galleys of therave review of Glorifying the American
Gothic , by theTimes dramacritic.

And on aday two months later:

“And now!” said the off-pixievigon-cameraannouncer, “Livel On Teevison!Major Spacer in the 21st
Century !”

“...tuneintomorrow, when you'll hear Mg or Spacer say:
WE LL GET BACK TO THE MOON IFWE HAVE TORETROFT EVERY ICBM IN THE JUNKPILE WITH DUCT
TAPE AND SUPERGLUE.

“Don’'t missit. And now, for today’ s science segment, we go to the Space Postal Joint, with Cadet
Rudy!” said the announcer.

Rudy: “Hey, kids. Listento oI’ Rudy. Y our folkstried hard but they didn’t know their assesfrom holesin
the ground when it came to some things. They didn’t mean to mess your world up; they just backed into
onethat could be brought down in thirty seconds’ cause it was the easiest thing to do. Remember the
words of Artoo Deetoo Clarke: *With increasin’ technology, you headin’ for afall.” Now listen how it
could beinthisexcitin® world of thefuture. ..

A few years|ater, after Bill and the show and Rudy were gone, some kid, who' d watched it every day,
figured everything out.

And kept us human.
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