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The higtory of contemporary science fiction begins with the spring of 1926, when the first magazine ever
to be devoted entirely to science fiction made its appearance. For a quarter-century thereafter science
fiction continued to appear in magazines—and only in magazines.

They were wonderful days for those of uswho lived through them, but there was aflaw. Magazines are,
by their very nature, ephemera. They are on the newsstands amonth or two and are gone. A very few
readers may savether issues, but they are fragile and do not stand much handling.

Beginning in 1950, science fiction in book form began to make its appearance, and some of the books
retrieved the magazine short stories and seridsin the form of collections, anthologies and novels. Astime
went on, however, it became clear that the vast mgjority of science-fiction books were in paperback
form, and these, too, were ephemeral. Their stay on the newsstandsis not entirely calendar-bound, and
they can withstand a bit more handling than periodicas can—but paperbacks tend to be, like magazines,
throwaway items.

That leaves the hardback book, which findsitsway into public librariesaswdll as private homes, and
which isdurable. Even there, we have deficiencies. Therelatively few science-fiction books which appear
in hardback usualy appear in smal printings and few, if any, reprintings. Out-of-print isthe usud fete,

and often anot very long delayed one, at that.

Some science-fiction books have endured, remaining available in hardcover form for years, even
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decades, and appearing in repeated paperback reincarnations. We al know which these are because, by
enduring, they have cometo be read by millions, including you and me.

Itis, of course, easy to argue that the test of time and popularity has succeeded in separating the gold
from the dross, and that we have with us al the science-fiction books that have deserved to endure.

That, however, istoo easy adismissd. It isan interesting and convenient theory, but the world of human
affairsisfar too complex to fit into theories, especidly convenient ones. It sometimestakestimeto
recognize quaity, and thetime required is sometimes longer than the visible existence of a particular
book. That the qudity of abook is not recognizable at once need not be asign of deficiency, but rather a
sign of subtlety. Itisnot being particularly paradoxica to point out that abook may be, in some cases,
too good to be immediately popular. And then, thanks to the mechanics of literary ephemerdity,
redlization of the fact may cometoo late.

Or must it?

Suppose there are dedicated and thoughtful writers and scholars like George Zebrowski and Martin H.
Greenberg, who have been reading science fiction intensively, and with educated taste, for decades. And
suppose thereisa publisher such as Crown Publishers, Inc. which isinterested in providing a second
chancefor quality science fiction which was undervaued the first time round.

In that case we end up with Crowns Classics of Modern Science Fiction in which thelost isretrieved,
the unjustly forgotten is remembered, and the undervalued is resurrected. And you are holding asample
inyour hand.

Naturaly, thereviva of these classicswill benefit the publisher, the editors, and the writers, but that is
amost by theway. Thered beneficiarieswill be the readers, among whom the older are likely to taste
again ddicaciesthey had dl but forgotten, while the younger will encounter ddlights of whose existence
they were unaware.

Read—

And enjoy.

Introduction

by Martin H. Greenberg

un/con/ven/tion/al. Not adhering to convention con/ven/tion. General usage or custom

Philip Jose Farmer certainly did not and does not adhere to the thematic and stylistic conventions of
sciencefiction; in fact, he was persondly responsible for changing severa of the most important and
long-lagting conventionsin thefield. Science fiction had ignored one of the most important of al human
concerns—sexud ity—partly because pulp science fictions audience was considered to be adolescent
boys (a strange reason on the face of it), and partly because the men who controlled the field didn’t think
the readership wanted strong doses of it mixed in with the adventure and the technology.

Farmer proved them wrong with hisfirst published work, “The Lovers,” which gppeared in the August
1952 issue of Sartling Stories. It'sgripping depiction of love and sex between aman and an dien
insectlike creature had atremendous impact on the field, broadening what was * acceptable’ and opening
up the market for othersto explore. Largely because of thissingle story, he was voted a Hugo Award for
1953 as New Writer of 1952.” It wasthefirst of what to date congtitutes a body of work totaling more
than forty novels and collections, characterized by originality, inventiveness, and a use of symbolism that



has yet to be equalled.
Philip Jose Farmer was born in Terre Haute, Indiana, in 1918

but was raised in Peoria, I1linois, where he spent the bulk of hislife. He enrolled at Bradley University in
1941 but had to drop out due to lack of funds. He later returned to school as an evening student, earning
adegreein 1950; he aso worked in asted mill for many years. Farmer began to write in the mid-1940s,
and “The Lovers’ was published when he was thirty-four, an advanced age by the standards of the
science-fiction community. However, he quickly made up for lost time by an astoundingralificity,
athough he did not write for considerable portions of time during the first decade of his career.

Hismagjor literary themes and obsessions were clear from early on and have been noted by dl who have
written on him—a concern with sexudity and reproduction in dl its variety; the good and evil that he
seemsto beieveresdesin dl of us, aninterest in rdigious bdiefs and imagery, especidly with matriarchd
religions; parasitology, frequently coupled with sexudity; and a deep love of American popular culture
and the books he read and adored as a child and as ayoung man, especially Burroughs, Baum, and
Twain but aso including the characters and magazines of the pulp era. Indeed, he has reworked these
stories and charactersin his own writing to the extent that he has produced awhole body of work about
parale universes, parald places, and pardld people, bookswhere Samuel Clemens, Tarzan, Odysseus,
and Doc Savage dll interact, and most are even related to one another.

Hiswriting is characterized by rapid pacing, some weakness of plot, awonderful use of puns,
protagonists who are deeply flawed—aqudity especidly truein his“heroic” figures—and adeep
cynicism that pervades even his humorous work.

But most of dl, Farmer (like the late Philip K. Dick) writes of the redl, the unredl, and the maybe redl,
combining and integrating them into the same story in ways that have revol utionized one corner of modern
sciencefiction. Few writers have been as daring so early as Farmer, few so willing to shock, in his case
usualy to good effect. One of his most important critics, Mary T. Brizzi, has commented that “Heis
certainly among the brightest starsin the sciencefiction sky,” and that “His early works were beautifully
crafted, exploring unconventiona themesin asendtiveway.” Hiswork has aso been called “ nausegting.”

“filthy,” and “obscene.” John W. Campbell, Jr., said that one of his tories (which he didn’t buy) made
him “want to throw up.” He notesthat other, more admiring critics have noted the powerful influence of
Freud and Jung in hiswork, but he rg ects these references saying that “ The term Farmerian should be
good enough.” Indeed it is.

Thisvolume callectswhat | consider to be representative selections of his best work from the years 1952
to 1964, yearsthat saw the publication of severa important longer works and collections, including The
Green Odyssey (1957), Flesh (1960, revised 1968; anovel which gives new meaning to the term
father-figure), A Woman A Day (1960, aso revised 1968), The Lovers (expanded and published in
1961 and revised again in 1979), Cache from Outer Space (1962), Insde Outside (1964, amajor
work), and Tongues of the Moon (1964).

Outstanding examples of his best work since 1964 will be included in afuture volumein this series. For
now, we offer you such stunning storiesas“ Sail On! Sail On!,” based on arecurring dream Farmer had
inwhich he says*“| saw thetiny galleon of the Portuguese Prince Henry the Navigator (A.D.
1394-1460). It was sailing dong in aheavy seaand on adark night. A small building was on the
poopdeck; in it sat avery fat monk. He had earphones on and was tapping out a coded message, in
Latin, on aspark-gap trangmitter...”

“Mother” contains many of the themes and obsessions mentioned earlier, including some of the



underground passages that are partialy responsible for his reputation as a Freudian, and the family
relationships that were so important in al his early work. The story later became the centerpiece of his
callection Strange Relations (1960).

“My Siger' s Brother” (origindly published as* Opento Me, My Sister”) is especidly important to
Farmer, and he considersit one of histwo favorites—the other is* Riders of the Purple Wage,” included
inthefollowing volumeinthisseries Like“TheLovers” thisstory had adifficult timefinding apublisher,
being regjected by the magjor magazines because of its sexua content. Robert P. Millstook it for The
Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction after having rgjected it when first submitted to him—times
had changed, and Farmer had changed them, arare example of awriter developing amarket for hisown
work. Farmer saysthat this powerful story is*ahardcore science-fiction tale. But it isaso about an
Earthman’ s hangups, extraterrestria ecosystems, sexobiologica structures, and religion.”

Theremarkable“The Alley Man” is one of the best pre-historic-man-in-modern-times stories ever
written. It finished a close second to Daniel Keyes “Flowersfor Algernon” in the voting for the Hugo
Award in 1960. One of the many amazing features of Farmers career isthe incredible number of series
he has sustained—hisideas are smply too big for even very large novels.

“TheKing of Beasts’ isagem of ashort-short, while“The God Business® isone of those storiesthat is
much better read than discussed.

If you have not encountered Farmer or these stories before you arein for atreat. Inthewords of Ledie
Fiedler, “Thanksfor the feast.”

Sail On! Sail Onl
1952

FRIAR SPARKS SAT wedged between the wall and the redlizer. He was motionless except for his
forefinger and his eyes. From time to time hisfinger tapped rapidly on the key upon the desk, and now
and then hisirises, gray-blue as his native Irish sky, swiveled to ook through the open door of the
toldilla in which he crouched, the little shanty on the poop deck. Visbility was|ow.

Outsde was dusk and alantern by therailing. Two sailorsleaned on it. Beyond them bobbed the bright
lights and dark shapes of the Nina and the Pinta. And beyond them was the smooth horizon-brow of the
Atlantic, edged in black and blood by the red dome of the rising moon.

The single carbon filament bulb above the monk’ s tonsure showed afacelost in fa—and in
concentration.

The luminiferous ether crackled and hissed tonight, but the phones clamped over hisears carried, aong
with them, the steady dots and dashes sent by the operator at the Las Palmas station on the Grand
Canary.

“Zzisssl Soyou areout of sherry dready... Pop!... Too bad... Crackle... you hardened old
winebutt... Zzz... May God have mercy onyour Sins...

“Lotsof gossp, news, et cetera... Hisses!" ... Bend your ear instead of your neck, impiousone... The
turks are said to be gathering... crackle ... an army to march on Audtria. It isrumored that the flying
sausages, said by so many to have been seen over the capitals of the Christian world, are of Turkish
origin. The rumor goesthey have been invented by a renegade Rogerian who was converted to the
Mudimrdigion... | sy... zass ... to that. No one of uswould do that. Itisafa gty spread by our
enemiesin the Church to discredit us. But many people believethat. ..



“How close doesthe Admird caculate heisto Cipangu now?

“Flash! Savonarolatoday denounced the Pope, the wealthy of Florence, Greek art and literature, and the
experiments of the disciples of Saint Roger Bacon... Zzz/... The manissincere but misguided and
dangerous... | predict he'll end up at the stake he' saways prescribing for us....

“Pop... Thiswill kill you... Two Irish mercenaries by the name of Pat and Mike were waking down the
street of Granada when a beautiful Saracen lady |eaned out of abalcony and emptied apot of ... hisd...
and Pet looked up and... Crackle... Good, hah? Brother Juan told that last night. ..

“PV...PV... Areyoucomingin?... PV... PV... Yes, | know it’'s dangerous to bandy such jests about,
but nobody ismonitoring ustonight... Zzz. ... | think they’re not, anyway...”

And so the ether bent and warped with their messages. And presently Friar Sparks tapped out the PV
that ended their talk—the “ Pax vobiscum.” Then he pulled the plug out that connected his earphonesto
the set and, lifting them from his ears, clamped them down forward over histemplesin the regulation
manner.

After Sdling bent-kneed from the toldilla, punishing hisbelly against the desks hard edge ashe did o, he
walked over to therailing. De Salcedo and de Torres were leaning there and talking in low tones. The big
bulb above gleamed on the page’ s red-gold hair and on the interpreter’ sfull black beard. It also bounced
pinkishly off the priest’s smooth-shaven jowls and the light scarlet robe of the Rogerian order. His cowl,
thrown back, served as abag for scratch paper, pens, an ink bottle, tiny wrenches and screwdrivers, a
book of cryptography, adiderule, and amanuad of angdlic principles.

“Wadll, old rind,“ said young de Sdlcedo familiarly, "what do you hear from Las Pamas?*

“Nothing now. Too much interference from that.” He pointed to the moon riding the horizon ahead of
them. “What an orb!” bellowed the priest. “It’sas big and red as my revered nose!”

The two sailorslaughed, and de Salcedo said, “But it will get smdler and paler asthe night grows,
Father. And your probosciswill, on the contrary, become larger and more sparkling in inverse proportion
according to the square of the ascent—"

He stopped and grinned, for the monk had suddenly dipped his nose, like a porpoise diving into the sea,
rased it again, like the same anima jumping from awave, and then once more plunged it into the heavy
currents of their bresth. Nose to nose, he faced them, histwinkling little eyes seeming to emit sparkslike
theredizer inhistoldilla.

Again, porpoisdike, he sniffed and snuffed severa times, quite loudly. Then satisfied with what he had
gleaned from their bregths, hewinked at them. He did not, however, mention hisfindings at once,
preferring to Sdle toward the subject.

Hesaid, “This Father Sparks on the Grand Canary is so entertaining. He stimulates me with al sorts of
philosophica notions, both valid and fantastic. For instance, tonight, just before we were cut off by
that”—he gestured at the huge bloodshot eye in the sky—*he was discussing what he called worlds of
paralel timetracks, anideaoriginated by Dysphagius of Gotham. It's hisideathere may be other worlds
in coincident but not contacting universes, that God, being infinite and of unlimited creative talent and
ability, the Magter Alchemigt, in other words, has possibly— perhaps necessarily—created a plurdity of
continuain which every probable event has happened.”

“Huh?’ grunted de Salcedo.



“Exactly. Thus, Columbus was turned down by Queen Isabella, so this attempt to reach the Indies across
the Atlantic was never made. So we could not now be standing here plunging ever degper into Oceanus
in our three cockle-shells, there would be no booster buoys strung out between us and the Canaries, and
Father Sparks at Las Palmas and | on the Santa Maria would not be carrying on our fascinating
conversations across the ether.

“Or, say, Roger Bacon was persecuted by the Church, instead of being encouraged and giving riseto the
order whose inventions have done so much to insure the monopoly of the Church on dchemy and its
divindy inspired guidance of that formerly pagan and hellish practice.”

De Torres opened his mouth, but the priest slenced him with amagnificient and imperious gesture and
continued.

“Or, even moreridiculous, but thought-provoking, he speculated just this evening on universes with
different physica laws. One, in particular, | thought very droll. Asyou probably don't know, Angelo
Angele has proved, by dropping objects from the Leaning Tower of Pisa, that different weightsfall at
different speeds. My delightful colleague on the Grand Canary iswriting asatire which takesplaceina
universe where Aristotle is made out to be aliar, where dl things drop with equal velocities, no matter
what their sze. Silly stuff, but it helpsto passthetime. We keep the ether busy with our little angels”

De Salcedo said, “Uh, | don’t want to seem too curious about the secrets of your holy and cryptic order,
Friar Sparks. But theselittle angels your machineredizesintrigue me. Isit asin to presumeto ask about
them?’

The monk’sbull roar did to adove cooing. “Whether it' sasin or not depends. Let meillustrate, young
fellows. If you were concealing abottle of, say, very scarce sherry on you, and you did not offer to share
it with avery thirsty old gentleman, that would beasin. A sin of omission. But if you wereto give that
desert-dry, that pilgrim-weary, that devout, humble, and decrepit old soul along, soothing, refreshing,
and simulating draught of lifegiving fluid, daughter of thevine, | would find it in my heart to pray for you
for that deed of loving-kindness, of encompassing charity. And it would please me so much | might tell
you alittle of our redizer.

“H

Not enough to hurt you, just enough so you might gain more respect for the intelligence and glory of my
order.”

De Sdcedo grinned conspiratorialy and passed the monk the bottle he' d hidden under his jacket. Asthe
friar tilted it, and the chug-chug-chug of vanishing sherry became louder, the two sailors glanced
meaningfully at each other. No wonder the priest, reputed to be so brilliant in his branch of the alchemical
mysteries, had yet been sent off on this halfbaked voyage to devil-knew-where. The Church had
caculated that if he survived, well and good. If he didn’t, then he would sin no more.

The monk wiped hislips on hisdeeve, belched loudly asahorse, and said, “ Gracias, boys. From my
heart, so deeply buried inthisfat, | thank you. An old Irishman, dry asacamd’ s hoof, choking to death
with the dust of abstinence, thanksyou. Y ou have saved my life”

“Thank rather that magic nose of yours,” replied de Sdcedo. “Now, old rind, now that you' re well
greased again, would you mind explaining as much as you are alowed about that machine of yours?’

Friar Sparkstook fifteen minutes. At the end of that time, hislisteners asked afew permitted questions.

“... and you say you broadcast on afrequency of eighteen hundred k.c.?” the page asked. “What does



‘k.c.’ mean?’

“K gtandsfor the French kilo, from a Greek word meaning thousand. And ¢ stands for the Hebrew
cherubim, the‘little angels” Angd comes from the Greek angel os, meaning messenger. It is our concept
that the ether is crammed with these cherubim, these little messengers. Thus, when we Friar Sparkses
depressthe key of our machine, we are ableto redize some of the infinity of’ messengers waiting for just
such ademand for service,

“ S0, eighteen hundred k.c. meansthat in agiven unit of time one million, eight hundred thousand
cherubim line up and hurl themselves across the ether, the nose of one being brushed by the feathertips of
the cherubs wings ahead. The height of the wing crests of each little creature is even, so that if you were
to draw an outline of the whole train, there would be nothing to distinguish one cherub from the next, the
whole column forming that grade of little angels known as CW.”

“CW.?”
“Continuouswingheight. My machineisaC.W. redizer.”

Y oung de Salcedo said, “My mind redls. Such aconcept! Such areveation! It dmost passes
comprehension. Imagine, the aerid of your redlizer is cut just S0 long, so that the evil cherubim surging
back and forth on it demand a predetermined and equa number of good angelsto combat them. And this
seduction coil on theredlizer crowds‘bad’” angelsinto the left-hand, the sinister, sde. And when the bad
little cherubim are crowded so closely and numeroudly that they can’t bear each other’ s evil company,
they jump the spark gap and speed around the wire to the ‘good’ plate. And in thisracing back and forth
they call themsalvesto the attention of the *little messengers,” the yea-saying cherubim. And you, Friar
Sparks, by manipulating your machine thus and so, and by lifting and lowering your key, you bring these
invisble and friendly lines of carriers, your etheric and winged postmen, into redlity. And you are able,
thus, to communicate at great distances with your brothers of the order.”

“Great God!” said de Torres.

It was not avain oath but a pious exclamation of wonder. His eyes bulged; it was evident that he
suddenly saw that man was not aone, that on every side, piled on top of each other, flanked on every
angle, stood a hogt. Black and white, they presented a solid chessboard of the seemingly empty cosmoas,
black for the nay-sayers, white for the yea-sayers, maintained by aHand in ddlicate balance and subject
asthefowlsof theair and thefish of the seato exploitation by man.

Y et de Torres, having seen such avision as has made a saint of many aman, could only ask, “Perhaps
you could tell me how many angels may stand on the point of apin?’

Obvioudy, de Torreswould never wear ahalo. He was destined, if helived, to cover hisbony head with
the mortar-board of a university teacher.

De Sd cedo snorted. “1'll tell you. Philosophically speaking, you may put as many angels on apinhead as
you want to. Actualy speaking, you may put only as many asthereisroom for. Enough of that. I'm
interested in facts, not fancies. Tell me, how could the moonsrising interrupt your reception of the
cherubim sent by the Sparks at Las PAmas?’

“Great Caesar, how would | know? Am | arepository of universal knowledge? No, not I! A humble and
ignorant friar, I' All | cantell youisthat last night it rose like a bloody tumor on the horizon, and that
whenit wasup | had to quit marshaing my little messengersin their short and long columns. The Canary
station was quite overpowered, so that both of us gave up. And the same thing happened tonight.”



“The moon sends messages?’ asked de Torres.

“Not inacode | can decipher. But it sends, yes.”

“SantaMarial”

“Perhaps,” suggested de Sdlcedo, “there are people on that moon, and they are sending.”

Friar Sparks blew derision through his nose. Enormous as were his nogtrils, his derision was not
smallbore. Artillery of contempt laid down abarrage that would have silenced any but the strongest of
ouls

“Maybe’—de Torres spoke in alow tone— “maybe, if the stars are windows in heaven, as |’ ve heard
sad, the angds of the higher hierarchy, the big ones, are realizing—uh—the smaler? And they only do it
when the moon is up so we may know it isaceestia phenomenon?’

He crossed himsdlf and looked around the vessd.

“Y ou need not fear,” said the monk gently. “ Thereisno Inquisitor leaning over your shoulder.
Remember, | am the only priest on this expedition. Moreover, your conjecture has nothing to do with
dogma. However, that’ s unimportant. Here' swhat | don’'t understand: how can a heavenly body
broadcast? Why doesit have the same frequency as the one |’ m restricted to? Why—"

“I could explain,” interrupted de Sacedo with dl the brash-ness and impatience of youth. “1 could say
that the Admiral and the Rogerians are wrong about the earth’ s shape. | could say the earth is not round
but isflat. | could say the horizon exists, not because we live upon aglobe, but because the earth is
curved only alittleways, like agrestly flattened-out hemisphere. | could o say that the cherubim are
coming, not from Luna, but from a ship such asours, avessd which ishanging in the void off the edge of
the earth.”

“What?" gasped the other two.

“Haven't you heard,” said de Salcedo, “that the King of Portuga secretly sent out a ship after he turned
down Columbus' proposa? How do we know he did not, that the messages are from our predecessor,
that he sailed off theworld’srim and is now suspended in the air and becomes exposed at night because
it follows the moon around Terra—is, in fact, amuch smaller and unseen satdlite?”

The monk’ s laughter woke many men on the ship. “I’ll haveto tell the Las Pamas operator your tale. He
can put it inthat novel of his. Next you'll be telling me those messages are from one of those fire-shooting
sausages so many credulous laymen have been seeing flying around. No, my dear de Sdlcedo, let’ s not
be ridiculous. Even the ancient Greeks knew the earth was round. Every university in Europe teaches
that. And we Rogerians have measured the circumference. We know for surethat the Indiesliejust
acrossthe Atlantic. Just as we know for sure, through mathematics, that heavier-than-air machines are
impossible. Our Friar Ripskulls, our mind doctors, have assured us these flying creations are mass

ha lucinations or else the tricks of heretics or Turks who want to panic the populace.

“That moon radio isno delusion, I'll grant you. What it is, | don’t know. But it’ snot a Spanish or
Portuguese ship. What about its different code? Evenif it came from Lisbon, that ship would sill have a
Rogerian operator. And he would, according to our palicy, be of adifferent nationdity from the crew so
he might the easier stay out of politica embroilments. He wouldn’t break our laws by using adifferent
code in order to communicate with Lisbon. We disciples of Saint Roger do not stoop to petty boundary
intrigues. Moreover, that redlizer would not be powerful enough to reach Europe, and must, therefore, be
directed at us.”



“How can you be sure?” said de Sdcedo. “ Distressing though the thought may be to you, a priest could
be subverted. Or alayman could learn your secrets and invent a code. | think that a Portuguese shipis
sending to another, a ship perhaps not too distant from us.”

De Torres shivered and crossed himself again. “ Perhaps the angdl's are warning us of approaching death?
Perhaps?’

“Perhaps? Then why don't they use our code? Angels would know it aswell asl. No, thereisno
perhaps. The order does not permit perhaps. It experiments and finds out; nor doesit pass judgment until
it knows.”

“| doubt we'll ever know,” said de Salcedo gloomily. “ Columbus has promised the crew that if we come
across no sign of land by evening tomorrow, we shall turn back. Otherwise’—he drew afinger acrosshis
throat— “ kkk! Another day, and we' |l be pointed east and getting away from that evil and

bl oody-looking moon and itsincomprehensible messages.”

“It would be agresat lossto the order and to the Church,” sghed thefriar. “But | leave such thingsin the
hands of God and ingpect only what He hands meto look at.”

With which pious statement Friar Sparks lifted the bottle to ascertain the liquid level. Having determined
inascientific manner its existence, he next measured its quantity and tested its quality by putting al of itin
that best of al chemistry tubes, hisenormousbelly.

Afterward, smacking hislips and ignoring the pained and disappointed looks on the faces of the sailors,
he went on to speak enthusiagtically of the water screw and the engine which turned it, both of which had
been built recently at the St. Jonas College at Genoa. If I sabellas three ships had been equipped with
those, he declared, they would not have to depend upon the wind. However, so far, the fathers had
forbidden its extended use because it was feared the engines fumes might poison the air and the terrible
Speeds it made possble might be fatal to the human body. After which he plunged into atedious
description of thelife of his patron saint, the inventor of the first cherubim redlizer and receiver, Jonas of
Carcassonne, who had been martyred when he grabbed awire he thought was insulated.

The two salors found excusesto walk off. The monk was agood fellow, but hagiography bored them.
Besides, they wanted to talk of women...

If Columbus had not succeeded in persuading his crewsto sail one more day, events would have been
different.

At dawn the sailors were very much cheered by the sight of severd large birds circling their ships. Land
could not be far off; perhaps these winged creatures came from the coast of fabled Cipangu itsdlf, the
country whose houses were roofed with gold.

The birds swooped down. Closer, they were enormous and very strange. Their bodies were flattish and
amost saucer-shaped and small in proportion to the wings, which had a spread of at least thirty feet. Nor
did they havelegs. Only afew sailors saw the significance of that fact. These birds dwdt inthe air and
never rested upon land or sea.

While they were meditating upon that, they heard adight sound as of aman clearing histhroat. So gentle
and far off was the noise that nobody paid any attention to it, for each thought his neighbor had madeit.

A few minutes later, the sound had become louder and deeper, like alute string being twanged.
Everybody |ooked up. Heads were turned west.



Even yet they did not understand that the noise like afinger plucking awire came from theline that held
the earth together, and that the line was stretched to its utmost, and that the violent finger of the seawas
what had plucked theline.

It was some time before they understood. They had run out of horizon.
When they saw that, they weretoo late.

The dawn had not only come up like thunder, it was thunder. And though the three ships heled over a
once and tried to sail close-hauled on the port tack, the suddenly speeded-up and relentless current
made besting hopeless.

Then it was the Rogerian wished for the Genoese screw and the wood-burning engine that would have
made them ableto resist the terrible muscles of the charging and bull-like sea. Then it was that some men
prayed, some raved, sometried to attack the Admiral, some jumped overboard, and some sank into a
stupor.

Only the fearless Columbus and the courageous Friar Sparks stuck to their duties. All that day the fat
monk crouched wedged in hislittle shanty, dot-dashing to his fellow on the Grand Canary. He ceased
only when the moon rose like a huge red bubble from the throat of adying giant. Then he listened intently
al night and worked desperately, scribbling and swearing impioudy and checking cipher books.

When the dawn came up again in aroar and arush, he ran from the toldilla, a piece of paper clutched in
his hand. His eyeswerewild, and hislips were moving fast, but nobody could understand that he hed
cracked the code. They could not hear him shouting, “It isthe Portuguese! It isthe Portuguese!”

Their ears were too overwhemed to hear amere human voice. Thethroat clearing and the twanging of a
string had been the noises preliminary to the concert itself. Now came the mighty overture; as compelling
asthe blast of Gabriel’ s horn was the topple of Oceanus into space.

M other
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LOOK, MOTHER. THE clock is running backwards.”
Eddie Fetts pointed to the hands on the pilot room dial.
Dr. PaulaFetts said, “The crash must have reversed it.”
“How could it do that?’

“I can’t tell you. | don’'t know everything, son.”

“Oh!”

“Wall, don’t look at me so disgppointedly. I'm a pathologist, not an eectronician.”
“Don’'t be so cross, mother. | can’t stand it. Not now.”

Hewaked out of the pilot room. Anxioudy, shefollowed him. The buria of the crew and her fellow
scientists had been very trying for him. Spilled blood had dways made him dizzy and sick; he could
scarcely control his hands enough to help her sack the scattered bones and entrails.



He had wanted to put the corpsesin the nuclear furnace, but she had forbidden that. The Geigers
amidshipswereticking loudly, warning that there was invisible death in the stern.

The meteor that struck the moment the ship came out of Trandation into norma space had probably
wrecked the engine-room. So she had understood from the incoherent highpitched phrases of a colleague
before he fled to the pilot room. She had hurried to find Eddie. She feared his cabin door would still be
locked, as he had been making atape of the aria“Heavy Hangsthe Albatross’ from Giandli’s Ancient
Mariner.

Fortunately, the emergency system had automatically thrown out the locking circuits. Entering, she had
cdled out hisnamein fear he' d been hurt. He was lying half-unconscious on the floor, but it was not the
accident that had thrown him there. The reason lay in the corner, released from hislax hand; aquart
free-fall thermas, rubber-nippled. From Eddies open mouth charged a breath of rye that not even Nodor
pills had been able to conced.

Sharply she had commanded him to get up and onto the bed. Her voice, the first he had ever heard,
pierced through the phalanx of Old Red Star. He struggled up, and she, though smaller, had thrown every
ounce of her weight into getting him up and onto the bed.

There she had lain down with him and strapped them both in. She understood that the lifeboat had been
wrecked also, and that it was up to the captain to bring the yacht down safely to the surface of this
charted but unexplored planet, Bauddaire. Everybody € se had gone to sit behind the captain, strapped
in crashchairs, unable to help except with their sllent backing.

Moral support had not been enough. The ship had comein on ashallow dant. Too fast. The wounded
motors had not been able to hold her up. The prow had taken the brunt of the punishment. So had those
Segted in the nose.

Dr. Fetts had held her sons head on her bosom and prayed out loud to her God. Eddie had snored and
muttered. Then there was a sound like the clashing of the gates of doom—a tremendous bong asif the
ship were aclgpper in agargantuan bdll tolling the most frightening message human ears may hear—a
blinding blast of light—and darkness and slence.

A few moments later Eddie began crying out in achildish voice, “Don’t leave meto die, mother! Come
back! Come back!”

Mother was unconscious by hisside, but he did not know that. He wept for awhile, then he lgpsed back
into his rye-fogged stupor—if he had ever been out of it—and dept. Again, darkness and silence.

It was the second day sincethe crash, if “day” could describe that twilight state on Baudelaire. Dr. Fetts
followed her son wherever he went. She knew he was very sensitive and easily upset. All hislife she had
known it and had tried to get between him and anything that would cause trouble. She had succeeded,
shethought, fairly well until three months ago when Eddie had € oped.

The girl was Polina Fameux, the ash-blonde long-legged actress whose tridi image, taped, had been
shipped to frontier sarswhere asmall acting talent meant little and alarge and shapely bosom much.
Since Eddie was awell-known Metro tenor, the marriage made a big splash whose ripples ran around
the avilized Gaaxy.

Dr. Fetts had felt very bad about the e opement, but she had, she hoped, hidden her grief very well
beneath a smiling mask. Shedidn’t regret having to give him up; after al, hewas afull-grown man, no
longer her little boy. But, redly, aside from the seasons at the Met and histours, he had not been parted
from her snce hewaseight.



That was when she went on ahoneymoon with her second husband. And then she and Eddie had not
been separated long, for Eddie had gotten very sick, and she' d had to hurry back and take care of him,
as he had ingsted she was the only one who could make him well.

Moreover, you couldn’t count his days at the operaasatota loss, for he vised her every noon and they
had along talk—no matter how high the vise billsran.

The ripples caused by her son’s marriage were scarcely aweek old before they were followed by even
bigger ones. They bore the news of the separation of Eddie and hiswife. A fortnight later, Polinaapplied
for divorce on grounds of incompatibility. Eddie was handed the papersin his mother’ s apartment. He
had come back to her the day he and Polina had agreed they “ couldn’t make ago of it,” or, ashe
phrased it to hismother, “couldn’t get together.”

Dr. Fettswas, of course, very curious about the reason for their parting, but, as she explained to her
friends, she“respected” hisslence. What she didn’t say was that she had told hersdlf the time would
come when hewould tdll her dl.

Eddies* nervous breakdown” started shortly afterward. He had been very irritable, moody, and
depressed, but he got worse the day a so-called friend told Eddie that whenever Polina heard his name
mentioned, she laughed loud and long. The friend added that Polina had promised to tell someday the
true story of their brief merger.

That night his mother had to call in adoctor.

In the days that followed, she thought of giving up her position as research pathologist at De Kruif and
taking dl her timeto help him “ get back on hisfeet.” It wasasgn of the struggle going on in her mind that
she had not been able to decide within aweek’ stime. Ordinarily given to swift consderation and
resolution of a problem, she could not agree to surrender her beloved quest into tissue regeneration.

Just as shewas on the verge of doing what wasfor her the incredible and the shameful, tossing acoin,
she had been vised by her superior. He told her she had been chosen to go with agroup of biologists on
aresearch cruise to ten preselected planetary systems.

Joyfully, she had thrown away the papers that would turn Eddie over to a sanatorium. And, since hewas
quite famous, she had used her influence to get the government to allow him to go long. Ostensibly, he
was to make asurvey of the development of operaon planets colonized by Terrans. That the yacht was
not visiting any colonized globes seemed to have been missed by the bureaus concerned. But it was not
thefirst timein the history of agovernment that itsleft hand knew not what itsright was doing.

Actudly, hewasto be*“rebuilt” by his mother, who thought hersalf much more capable of curing him than
any of theprevalent A, F, J, R, S, K, or H therapies. True, some of her friends reported amazing results
with some of the symbol-chasing techniques. On the other hand, two of her close companions had tried
them all and had gotten no benefits from any of them. She was his mother; she could do morefor him
than any of those “dphabatties’; he was flesh of her flesh, blood of her blood. Besides, hewasn't so
sck. Hejust got awfully blue sometimes and made thegtrica but inancere threats of suicide or dsejust
sat and stared into space. But she could handle him.
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So now it was that she followed him from the backward-running clock to hisroom. And saw him step
insde, look for asecond, and then turn to her with atwisted face.

“Neddieisruined, mother. Absolutely ruined.”



She glanced at the piano. It had torn loose from the wallracks at the moment of impact and smashed itsdlf
againg the oppositewall. To Eddieit wasn't just a piano; it was Neddie. He had a pet name for
everything he contacted for more than a brief time. It was asif he hopped from one appellation to the
next, like an ancient sailor who felt lost unless he was close to the familiar and designated points of the
shoreline. Otherwise, Eddie seemed to be drifting hel plesdy in a chaotic ocean, one that was anonymous
and amorphous.

Or, andlogy moretypica of him, he was like the nightclubber who fedls submerged, drowning, unlesshe
hops from table to table, going from one well-known group of facesto the next, avoiding the featureless
and unnamed dummies at the strangers’ tables.

Hedid not cry over Neddie. She wished he would. He had been so apathetic during the voyage.
Nothing, not even the unparaleled splendor of the naked stars nor the inexpressible dien-ness of strange
planets had seemed to lift him very long. If he would only weep or laugh loudly or display some sign that
he was reacting violently to what was happening. She would even have welcomed his striking her in anger
or cdling her “bad” names.

But no, not even during the gathering of the mangled corpses, when he looked for awhile asif he were
going to vomit, would he give way to his body’ s demand for expression. She understood that if he were
to throw up, he would be much better for it, would have gotten rid of much of the psychic disturbance
aong with the physica.

He would not. He had kept on raking flesh and bones into the large plastic bags and kept afixed look of
resentment and sullenness,

She hoped now that the loss of his piano would bring tears and shaking shoulders. Then she could take
him in her arms and give him sympathy. He would be her little boy again, afraid of the dark, afraid of the
dog killed by acar, seeking her arms for the sure safety, the sure love.

“Never mind, baby,” she said. “When we re rescued, we' |l get you anew one.”
“When-!”

Helifted his eyebrows and sat down on the bed’ s edge.

“What do we do now?’

She became very brisk and efficient.

“The ultrad automaticaly started working the moment the meteor struck. If it’ ssurvived the crash, it’ sl
sending SOS's. If not, then there' s nothing we can do about it. Neither of us knows how to repair it.

“However, it'spossible that in the last five years since this planet was located, other expeditions may
have landed here. Not from Earth but from some of the colonies. Or from nonhuman globes. Who
knows? It' sworth taking a chance. Let’s see.”

A single glance was enough to wreck their hopes. The ultrad had been twisted and broken until it was no
longer recognizable as the machine that sent swifter-than-light waves through the no-ether.

Dr. Fetts said with false cheeriness, “Wdll, that’ sthat! So what? It makes thingstoo easy. Let’sgointo
the storeroom and see what we can see.”

Eddie shrugged and followed her. There sheingsted that each take a panrad. If they had to separate “for
any reason, they could always communicate and aso, using the DF s—the built-in direction



finders—Ilocate each other. Having used them before, they knew the instruments’ capabilities and how
essentia they were on scouting or camping trips.

The panrads were lightwelght cylinders about two feet high and eight inches in diameter. Crampacked,
they held the mechanisms of two dozen different utilities. Their batteries lasted ayear without recharging,
they were practically indestructible and worked under amost any conditions.

Keeping away from the side of the ship that had the huge holein it, they took the panrads outside. The
long wave bands were searched by Eddie while his mother moved the did that ranged up and down the
shortwaves. Neither really expected to hear anything, but to search was better than doing nothing.

Finding the modulated wave-frequencies empty of any significant noises, he switched to the continuous
waves. He was startled by a dot-dashing.

“Hey, mom! Something in the 1000 kilocycles Unmodul ated!”

“Naturaly, son,” she said with some exasperation in the midst of her dation. “What would you expect
from aradio-telegraphic sgnd?’

She found the band on her own cylinder. He looked blankly at her. “I know nothing about radio, but
that'snot Morse.”

“What?'Y ou must be mistaken!”
“| —I don't think s0.”
“Isitorisn’t it? Good god, son, can't you be certain of anything!”

She turned the amplifier up. As both of them had learned Gal acto-Morse through degplearn techniques,
she checked him at once.

“You'reright. What do you make of it?’

His quick ear sorted out the pul ses.

“No smpledot and dash. Four different time-lengths.”
He listened some more.

“They’ ve got acertain rhythm, dl right. | can make out definite groupings. Ah! That’ sthesixthtimel’ve
caught that particular one. And there’ sanother. And another.”

Dr. Fetts shook her ash-blonde head. She could make out nothing but a series of zzt-zzt-zzt's. Eddie
glanced at the DF needle. “ Coming from NE by E. Should wetry to locate?’

“Naturaly,” shereplied. “But we d better eat first. We don’t know how far away it is, or what we' ll find
there. Whilel fix ahot meal, you get your field trip stuff ready.”

“O.K.,” hesaid with more enthusiasm than he had shown for along time.

When he came back he ate everything in the large dish his mother had prepared on the unwrecked galley
stove.

“Y ou aways did make the best stew,” he said.



“Thank you. I’'m glad you' re egting again, son. | am surprised. | thought you' d be sick about dl this.”
Hewaved vagudly but energetically.

“The chdlenge of the unknown. | have asort of feding thisis going to turn out much better than we
thought. Much better.”

She came close and sniffed his breath. It was clean, innocent even of stew. That meant he' d taken
Nodor, which probably meant he’ d been sampling some hidden rye. Otherwise, how explain hi.s
reckless disregard of the possible dangers? It wasn't like him.

She said nothing, for she knew that if hetried to hide abottlein his clothes or field sack whilethey were
tracking down the radio signals, she would soon find it. And take it away. He wouldn't even protest,
merdly let her lift it from hislimp hand while hislips siwvelled with resentment.
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They set out. Both wore knapsacks and carried the panrads. He carried agun over his shoulder, and she
had snapped onto her sack her small black bag of medica and lab supplies.

High noon of |ate autumn was topped by aweak red sun that barely managed to make itself seen through
the eternal double layer of clouds. Its companion, an even smaler blob of lilac, was setting on the
northwestern horizon. They walked in asort of bright twilight, the best that Baudelaire ever achieved.

Y et, despite the lack of light, the air was warm. It was a phenomenon common to certain planets behind
the Horsehead Nebula, one being investigated but as yet unexplained.

The country was hilly, with many deep ravines. Here and there were prominences high enough and
steep-sided enough to be called embryo mountains. Considering the roughness of the land, however,
there was a surprisng amount of vegetation. Pae green, red, and yellow bushes, vines, and little trees
clung to every bit of ground, horizontd or vertica. All had comparatively broad leaves that turned with
the sun to catch the light.

From timeto time, asthe two Terrans strode noisily through the forest, small multicolored insect-like and
mammal-like creatures scuttled from hiding place to hiding place. Eddie decided to carry hisguninthe
crook of hisarm. Then, after they wereforced to scramble up and down ravines and hills and fight their
way through thickets that became unexpectedly tangled, he put it back over his shoulder, where it hung
from astrap.

Despite their exertions, they did not tire quickly. They weighed about twenty pounds less than they would
have on Earth and, though the air was thinner, it was richer in oxygen.

Dr. Fetts kept up with Eddie. Thirty yearsthe senior of the twenty-three-year-old, she passed even at
closeingpection for hisolder sster. Longevity pillstook care of that. However, he treated her with dl the
courtesy and chivary that one gave ones mother and helped her up the steep inclines, even though the
climbs did not appreciably cause her deep chest to demand more air.

They paused once by acreek bank to get their bearings.
“The sgnas have stopped,” he said.
“Obvioudy,” shereplied.

At that moment the radar-detector built into the panrad began to ping. Both of them automatically |ooked
upward.



“Theré sno shipintheair.”

“It can’'t be coming from either of those hills,” she pointed out. “ There' s nothing but aboulder on top of
each one. Tremendous rocks.”

“Nevertheless, it'scoming from there, | think. Oh! Oh! Did you seewhat | saw? Looked like atal stalk
of some kind being pulled down behind that big rock.”

She peered through the dim light. “1 think you were imagining things, son. | saw nothing.”

Then, even asthe pinging kept up, the zzting started again. But after aburst of noise, both stopped.
“Letsgo up and see what we shall see,” she said.

“Something screwy,” he commented. She did not answer.

They forded the creek and began the ascent. Hafway up, they stopped to sniff in puzzlement at agust of
some heavy odor coming downwind.

“Smdlslike acageful of monkeys” hesad.
“In heat,” she added. If his was the keener ear, hers was the sharper nose.

They went on up. The RD began sounding itstiny hysterical gonging. Nonplussed, Eddie stopped. The
DF indicated the radar pulses were not coming from the top of the hill they were climbing, asformerly,
but from the other hill acrossthe valey. Abruptly, the panrad fell slent.

“What do we do now?’
“Finish what we started. Thishill. Then we go to the other one.”

He shrugged and then hastened after her tall dim body initslong-legged coverdls. She was hot on the
scent, literally, and nothing could stop her. Just before she reached the bungal ow-sized boulder topping
the hill, he caught up with her. She had stopped to gaze intently at the DF needle, which sivung wildly
before it stopped at neutral. The monkey-cage odor was very strong.

“Do you supposeit could be some sort of radio-generating mineral?” she asked, disappointedly.
“No. Those groupings were semantic. And that smell...”

“Then what—7"

He didn't know whether to fed pleased or not that she had so

I obvioudy and suddenly thrust the burden of responsibility and action on him. Both pride and a curious
ghrinking affected him.

But hedid fed exhilarated. Almogt, he thought, he felt asif he were on the verge of discovering what he
had been looking for for along time. What the object of his search had been, he could not say. But he
was excited and not very much afraid.

He undung his wegpon, atwo-barreled combination shotgun and rifle. The panrad was il quiet.
“Maybe the boulder is camouflage for aspy outfit,” he said. He sounded silly, even to himself.

Behind him, his mother gasped and screamed. He whirled and raised his gun, but there was nothing to



shoot. Shewas pointing at the hilltop acrossthe valey, shaking, and saying something incoherent.

He could make out along dim antenna seemingly projecting from the monstrous boulder crouched there.
At the sametime, two thoughts struggled for first place in hismind: one, that it was morethan a
coincidence that both hills had amost identica stone structures on their brows, and, two, that the antenna
must have been recently stuck out, for he was sure he had not seen it the last time he looked.

He never got to tdl her his conclusons, for something thin and flexible and irresistible seized him from
behind. Lifted into the air, he was borne backwards. He dropped the gun and tried to grab the bands or
tentacles around him and tear them off with his bare hands. No use.

He caught onelast glimpse of his mother running off down the hillside. Then a curtain snapped down, and
hewasin total darkness.
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Eddie sensed himsdlf, gtill suspended, twirled around. He could not know for sure, of course, but he
thought he was facing in exactly the opposite direction. S multaneoudy, the tentacles binding hislegsand
armswere released. Only hiswaist was still gripped. It was pressed so tightly that he cried out with pain.

Then, boot-toes bumping on some resilient substance, he was carried forward. Halted, facing he knew
not what horrible mongter, he was suddenly led—not by a sharp beak or tooth or knife or some
other cutting or mangling instrument—but by a dense cloud of that same monkey perfume.

In other circumstances, he might have vomited. Now his scomach was not given the time to consider
whether it should clean house or not. The tentacle lifted him higher and thrust him against something soft
and yidding—something fleshlike and womanly—amost breestlike in texture and smoothness and
warmth and in its hint of gentle curving.

He put his hands and feet out to brace himsdf, for he thought for amoment he was going to sink in and
be covered up—enfolded—ingested. Theidea of a gargantuan amoeba-thing hiding within ahollow
rock—or arocklike shell—made him writhe and yell and shove a the protoplasmic substance.

But nothing of the kind happened. He was not plunged into asmothering and dimy jelly that would sirip
him of his skin and then hisflesh and then dissolve his bones. He was merely shoved repesatedly against
the soft swelling. Each time, he pushed or kicked or struck at it. After adozen of these seemingly
purposeless acts, hewas held away, asif whatever was doing it was puzzled by his behavior.

He had quit screaming. The only sounds were his harsh bregthing and the zzzts and pings from the
panrad. Even as he became aware of them, the zzzts changed tempo and settled into arecognizable
pattern of bursts—three unitsthat crackled out again and again.

“Who are you? Who are you?’
Of course, it could just as easily have been, “What are you?’ or “What the hell!” or “Nov smoz ka pop?’
Or nothing—semanticaly speaking.

But he didn’t think the latter. And when he was gently lowered to the floor, and the tentacle went off to
only-God-knew-wherein the dark, he was sure that the creature was communicating—or trying
to—with him.

It was this thought that kept him from screaming and running around in the lightless and fetid chamber,
brainlessy seeking an outlet. He mastered his panic and snapped open alittle shutter in the panrads side



and thrust in his right-hand index finger. There he poised it above the key and in amoment, when the
thing paused in transmitting, he sent back, as best he could, the pulses he had received. It was not
necessary for him to turn on the light and spin the did that would put him on the 1000 kc. band. The
instrument would automatically key that frequency in with the one he had just received.

The oddest part of the whole procedure was that his whole body was trembling almost
uncontrollably—one part excepted. That was hisindex finger, his one unit that seemed to him to have a
definite function in this otherwise meaningless situation. It was the section of him that was helping himto
survive—the only part that knew how—at that moment. Even his brain seemed to have no connection
with hisfinger. That digit was himsalf, and therest just happened to belinked toit.

When he paused, the transmitter began again. Thistime the units were unrecognizable. Therewasa
certain rhythm to them, but he could not know what they meant. Meanwhile, the RD was pinging.
Something somewherein the dark hole had abeam held tightly on him.

He pressed a button on the panrads top, and the built-in flashlight illuminated the areajust in front of him.
He saw awall of reddish-gray rubbery substance. On thewall was aroughly circular, light gray swelling
about four feet in diameter. Around it, giving it aMedusa gppearance, were coiled twelve very long, very
thin tentacles.

Though he was afraid that if he turned his back to them the tentacles would seize him once more, his
curiosity forced him to whedl about and examine his surroundings with the bright beam. Hewasin an
egg-shaped chamber about thirty feet long, twelve wide, and eight to ten high in the middle. It was
formed of areddish-gray materia, smooth except for irregular intervals of blue or red pipes. Veinsand
arteries?

A door-sized portion of thewall had avertical dit running down it. Tentaclesfringed it. He guessed it was
asort of irisand that it had opened to drag him insde. Starfish-shaped groupings of tentacleswere
scattered on the walls or hung from the ceiling. On the wall oppositetheiriswasalong and flexible stalk
with acartilaginous ruff around its free end. When Eddie moved, it moved, itsblind point following him as
aradar antennatracksthething it islocating. That waswhat it was. And unless he was wrong, the stalk
was aso aC.W. transmitter-receiver.

He shot the light around. When it reached the end farthest from him, he gasped. Ten crestureswere
huddled together facing him! About the size of haf-grown pigs, they looked like nothing so much as
unshelled snails; they were eydess, and the stalk growing from the forehead of each was atiny duplicate
of that onthewall. They didn’'t look dangerous. Their open mouths were little and toothless, and their
rate of locomotion must be dow, for they moved like snails, on alarge pedesta of flesh—afoot-muscle.

Neverthdess, if he wereto fall adeep they could overcome him by force of numbers, and those mouths
might drip an acid to digest him, or they might carry a concealed poisonous sting.

His speculations were interrupted violently. He was sei zed, lifted, and passed on to another group of
tentacles. He was carried beyond the antenna-stalk and toward the snail-beings. Just before he reached
them, hewas hdlted, facing thewall. Aniris, hitherto invisible, opened. Hislight shoneinto it, but he could
see nothing but convolutions of flesh.

His panrad gave off anew pattern of dit-dot-deet-dats. Theiris widened until it was large enough to
admit hisbody, if he were shoved in head first. Or feet firdt. It didn’t matter. The convolutions
straightened out and became atunndl. Or athroat. From thousands of little pits emerged thousands of
tiny, razor sharp teeth. They flashed out and sank back in, and before they had disappeared thousands of
other wicked little spears darted out and past the receding fangs.



Mest-grinder.
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Beyond the murderous array, a the end of the throat, was a huge pouch of water. Steam came fromiit,
and with it an odor like that of his mothers stew. Dark bits, presumably mest, and pieces of vegetables
floated on the seething surface.

Thentheiris closed, and he was turned around to face the dugs. Gently, but unmistakably, atentacle
spanked his buttocks. And the panrad zzzted awarning.

Eddie was not stupid. He knew now that the ten creatures were not dangerous unless he molested them.
In which case he had just seen where hewould go if he did not behave.

Agan hewaslifted and carried dong thewall until he was shoved against the light gray spot. The
monkey-cage odor, which had died out, became strong again. Eddie identified its source with avery
smadl holewhich appeared inthewall.

When he did not respond—he had no idea yet how he was supposed to act—the tentacles dropped him
s0 unexpectedly that he fell on hisback. Unhurt by the yieding flesh, herose.

What was the next step? Exploration of his resources. Itemiza-tion: The panrad. A deeping-bag, which
he wouldn’'t need aslong as the present too-warm temperature kept up. A bottle of Old Red Star
capudes. A freefal thermos with attached nipple. A box of A-2-Z rations. A Foldstove. Cartridgesfor
his double-barrel, now lying outside the creatures boulderish shell. A roll of toilet paper. Toothbrush.
Paste. Soap. Towe. Pills: Nodor, hormone, vitamin, longevity, reflex, and degping. And athread-thin
wire, ahundred feet long when uncoiled, that held prisoner in its molecular structure a hundred
symphonies, eighty operas, athousand different types of musical pieces, and two thousand great books
ranging from Sophocles and Dostoyevsky to the latest bestsdller. It could be played insde the panrad.

Heinserted it, pushed a button, and spoke, “ Eddie Fetts s recording of Puccini’s Che gelida manina,
please”

And while he listened gpprovingly to his own magnificent voice, he zipped open acan he had found in the
bottom of the sack. His mother had put into it the stew left over from their last med in the ship.

Not knowing what was happening, yet for some reason sure he was for the present safe, he munched
meset and vegetables with a contented jaw. Trangtion from abhorrence to appetite sometimes came eesily
for Eddie.

He cleaned out the can and finished with some crackers and a chocolate bar. Rationing was out. Aslong
asthefood lasted, he would eat well. Then, if nothing turned up, hewould... But then, he reassured
himsdlf as helicked hisfingers, his mother, who was free, would find some way to get him out of his
trouble.

She dways had.
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The panrad, slent for awhile, began signaling. Eddie spotlighted the antenna and saw it was pointing at
the snail-beings, which he had, in accordance with his custom, dubbed familiarly. Suggos he caled them.

The Sluggos crept toward the wall and stopped closeto it. Their mouths, placed on the tops of their
heads, gaped like so many hungry young birds. Theiris opened, and two lips formed into a spout. Out of



it streamed steaming-hot water and chunks of meat and vegetables. Stew! Stew that fell exactly into each
waiting mouth.

That was how Eddie learned the second phrase of Mother Polyphema s language. The first message had
been, “What areyou?’ Thiswas, “Come and get it!”

He experimented. He tapped out a repetition of what he’ d last heard. As one, the Sluggos—except the
one then being fed— turned to him and crept afew feet before hdting, puzzled.

Inasmuch as Eddie was broadcasting, the Suggos must have had some sort of built-in DE Otherwise
they wouldn’t have been able to distinguish between his pulses and their Mother’s.

Immediately after, atentacle smote Eddie across the shoulders and knocked him down. The panrad
zzzted itsthird intelligible message: “Don’t ever do that!”

And then afourth, to which the ten young obeyed by whedling and resuming their former positions.
“Thisway, children.”

Y es, they were the offspring, living, eating, deeping, playing, and learning to communicate in the womb of
their mother—the Mother. They were the mobile brood of this vast immobile entity that had scooped up
Eddie asafrog scoops up afly. This Mother. She who had once been just such a Sluggo until she had
grown hog-size and had been pushed out of her Mother’ swomb. And who, rolled into atight ball, had
free-wheded down her natal hill, straightened out at the bottom, inched her way up the next hill, rolled
down, and so on. Until she found the empty shell of an adult who had died. Or, if shewanted to be afirst
classcitizen in her society and not a prestigel ess occupee, she found the bare top of atall hill—or any
eminence that commanded a big sweep of territory—and there squatted.

And there she put out many thread-thin tendrilsinto the soil and into the cracksin the rocks, tendrils that
drew sustenance from the fat of her body and grew and extended downwards and ramified into other
tendrils. Deep underground the rootlets worked their ingtinctive chemistry; searched for and found the
water, the calcium, the iron, the copper, the nitrogen, the carbons, fondled earthworms and grubs and
larvae, teasing them for the secrets of their fats and proteins, broke down the wanted substance into
shadowy colloida particles; sucked them up the thready pipes of the tendrils and back to the pale and

dimming body crouching on a flat space atop aridge, ahill, apeak.

There, using the blueprints stored in the molecules of the cerebellum, her body took the building blocks of
elements and fashioned them into avery thin shell of the most available materid, ashield large enough so
she could expand to fit it while her natural enemies—the keen and hungry predators that prowled
twilighted Baudelaire—nosed and clawed it invain.

Then, her evergrowing bulk cramped, she would resorb the hard covering. And if no sharp tooth found
her during that process of afew days, she would cast another and alarger. And so on through a dozen or
more.

Unitil she had become the monstrous and much reformed body of an adult and virgin femae. Outside
would be the stuff that so much resembled a boulder, that was, actudly, rock: either granite, diorite,
marble, basdt, or maybejust plain limestone. Or sometimesiron, glass, or cellulose.

Within was the centrally located brain, probably aslarge asaman’s. Surrounding it, the tons of organs.
the nervous system, the mighty heart, or hearts, the four somachs, the microwave and longwave
generators, the kidneys, bowels, tracheae, scent and taste organs, the perfume factory which made odors
to attract animals and birds close enough to be seized, and the huge womb. And the antennae—the small



oneingde for teaching and scanning the young, and along and powerful stalk on the outside, projecting
from the shdlltop, retractable if danger came.

The next step was from virgin to Mother, lowercase to uppercase as designated in her pulse-language by
alonger pause before aword. Not until she was deflowered could she take ahigh place in her society.
Immodest, unblushing, she hersdf made the advances, the proposals, and the surrender.

After which, she ate her mate.

The clock in the panrad told Eddie he wasin histhirtieth day of imprisonment when he found out thet little
hit of information. He was shocked, not because it offended his ethics, but because he himsdf had been
intended to be the mate. And the dinner.

Hisfinger tapped, “ Tdl me, Mother, what you mean.”

He had not wondered before how a species that lacked males could reproduce. Now he found that, to
the Mothers, all creatures except themsaves were male. Mothers were immobile and female. Mobiles
were mae. Eddie had been mobile. He was, therefore, amale.

He had approached this particular Mother during the mating season, that is, midway through raising a
litter of young. She had scanned him as he came aong the creekbanks at the valley bottom. When he
was at thefoot of the hill, she had detected his odor. It was new to her. The closest she could cometo it
in her memory-banks was that of abeast smilar to him. From her description, he guessed it to be an ape.
So she had released from her repertoireits rut stench. When he seemingly fell into the trap, she had

caught him.

He was supposed to attack the conception-spot, that light gray swelling on the wall. After he had ripped
and torn it enough to begin the mysterious workings of pregnancy, he would have been popped into her
somach-iris,

Fortunately, he had lacked the sharp beak, the fang, the claw. And she had received her own signds
back from the panrad.

Eddie did not understand why it was necessary to use amobile for mating. A Mother wasintelligent
enough to pick up a sharp stone and mangle the spot herself.

He was given to understand that conception would not start unless it was accompanied by acertain
titillation of the nerves—afrenzy and its satisfaction. Why this emotiond state was needed, Mother did
not know.

Eddietried to explain about such things as genes and chromosomes and why they had to be present in
highly-devel oped species.

Mother did not understand.

Eddie wondered if the number of dashesand ripsin the spot corresponded to the number of young. Or if
there were alarge number of potentiditiesin the heredity-ribbons spread out under the conception-skin.
And if the haphazard irritation and consequent stimulation of the genes pardlded the chance combining of
genesin human mae-femae mating. Thusresulting in offspring with traits that were combinations of their
parents.

Or did the inevitable devouring of the mobile after the act indicate more than an emotiond and nutritiona
reflex? Did it hint that the mobile caught up scattered gene-nodes, like hard seeds, long with the torn
skin, inits claws and tusks, that these genes survived the boiling in the stew-stomach, and were later



passed out in the feces? Where animals and birds picked them up in beak, tooth, or foot, and then,
seized by other Mothersin this oblique rape, tranamitted the heredity-carrying agentsto the
conception-spots while attacking them, the nodules being scraped off and implanted in the skin and blood
of the swelling even as others were harvested? L ater, the mobiles were eaten, digested, and gected in
the obscure but ingenious and never-ending cycle? Thus ensuring the continud, if haphazard, recombining
of genes, chancesfor variaionsin offspring, opportunities for mutations, and so on?

Mother pulsed that she was nonplussed.
Eddie gave up. He d never know. After dl, did it matter?

He decided not, and rose from his prone position to request water. She pursed up her iris and spouted a
tepid quartful into histhermos. He dropped in apill, swished it around till it dissolved, and drank a
reasonable facsmile of Old Red Star. He preferred the harsh and powerful rye, though he could have
afforded the smoothest. Quick results were what he wanted. Taste didn’t matter, as he didiked al liquor
tastes. Thus he drank what the Skid Row bums drank and shuddered even asthey did, renaming it Old
Rotten Tar and cursing the fate that had brought them so low they had to gag such stuff down.

Theryeglowed in hisbelly and spread quickly through hislimbs and up to his head, chilled only by the
increasing scarcity of the capsules. When he ran out—then what? It was at times like this that he most
missed hismother.

Thinking about her brought afew large tears. He snuffled and drank some more and when the biggest of
the Suggos nudged him for aback-scratching, he gaveit instead ashot of Old Red Star. A dug for
Suggo. Idly, he wondered what effect ataste for rye would have on the future of the race when these
virgins became Mothers.

At that moment he was shaken by what seemed alife-saving idea. These creatures could suck up the
required e ements from the earth and with them duplicate quite complex molecular structures. Provided,
of course, they had a sample of the desired substance to brood over in some cryptic organ.

Well, what easier to do than give her one of the cherished capsules? One could become any number.
Those, plus the abun-dance of water pumped up through hollow underground tendrils from the nearby
creek, would give enough to make a magter-ditiller green!

He smacked hislips and was about to key her his request when what she was transmitting penetrated his
mind.

Rather cattily, she remarked that her neighbor across the valley was putting on airs because she, too, held
prisoner acommunicating mobile.

6

The Mothers had asociety as hierarchica as table-protocol in Washington or peck-order in abarnyard.
Prestige was what counted, and prestige was determined by the broadcasting power, the height of the
eminence on which the Mother sat, which governed the extent of her radar-territory, and the abundance
and novelty and wittiness of her gossip. The creature that had snapped Eddie up was aqueen. She had
precedence over thirty-odd of her kind; they &l had to let her broadcast first, and none dared start
pulsing until she quit. Then, the next in order began, and so on down theline. Any of them could be
interrupted at any time by Number One, and if any of the lower echelon had something interesting to
transmit, she could break in on the one then speaking and get permission from the queen to tell her tale,

Eddie knew this, but he could not listen in directly to the hilltop-gabble. The thick pseudo-granite shell



barred him from that and made him dependent upon her womb-stalk for relayed information.

Now and then Mother opened the door and alowed her young to crawl out. There they practiced
beaming and broadcasting at the Sluggos of the Mother across the valey. Occasiondly that Mother
deigned hersdlf to pulse the young, and Eddi€ s keeper reciprocated to her offspring.

Turnabout.

Thefirgt time children had inched through the exit-iris, Eddie had tried, Ulysses-like, to pass himsdf off as
one of them and crawl out in the midst of the flock. Eyeless, but no Polyphemus, Mother had picked him
out with her tentacles and hauled him back in.

It wasfollowing that incident that he had named her Polyphema.

He knew she had increased her own aready powerful prestige tremendoudly by possession of that
unique thing—atransmitting mobile. So much had her importance grown that the Mothers on the fringes
of her area passed on the news to others. Before he had learned her language, the entire continent was
hooked-up. Polyphema had become a veritable gossip columnist; tens of thousands of hillcrouchers
listened in eagerly to her accounts of her dealings with the walking paradox: asemantic mae.

That had been fine. Then, very recently, the Mother across the valley had captured asimilar cresture.
And in one bound she had become Number Two in the areaand would, at the dightest weakness on
Polyphema s part, wrest the top position away.

Eddie becamewildly excited at the news. He had often daydreamed about his mother and wondered
what she was doing. Curioudly enough, he ended many of hisfantases with lip-mutterings, reproaching
her dmost audibly for having left him and for making no try to rescue him. When he became aware of his
attitude, he was ashamed. Neverthel ess, the sense of desertion colored histhoughts.

Now that he knew she was dive and had been caught, probably while trying to get him out, he rose from
the lethargy that had lately been making him doze the clock around. He asked Polyphemaif she would
open the entrance so he could talk directly with the other captive. She said yes. Eager tolisgeninon a
conversation between two mobiles, shewas very co-operative. There would be amountain of gosspin
what they would have to say. The only thing that dented her joy was that the other Mother would dso
have access.

Then, remembering she was still Number One and would broadcast the detailsfirst, she trembled so with
pride and ecdtasy that Eddie fdt the floor shaking.

Iris open, he walked through it and looked acrossthe valey. The hillsides were till green, red, and
yellow, asthe plants on Bauddaire did not lose their leaves during winter. But afew white patches
showed that winter had begun. Eddie shivered from the bite of cold air on hisnaked skin. Long ago he.
had taken off his clothes. The womb-warmth had made garments too uncomfortable; moreover, Eddie,
being human, had had to get rid of waste products. And Polyphema, being a Mother, had had
periodicaly to flush out the dirt with warm water from one of her somachs. Every timethe
tracheae-vents exploded streams that swept the undesirable € ements out through her door-iris, Eddie
had become soaked. When he abandoned dress, his clothes had gone floating out. Only by sitting on his
pack did he keep it from alikefate.

Afterward, he and the Suggos had been dried off by warm air pumped through the same vents and
originating from the mighty baitery of lungs. Eddie was comfortable enough—he' d dwaysliked
showers—but the loss of his garments had been one more thing that kept him from escaping. He would
soon freeze to death outside unless he found the yacht quickly. And he wasn't sure he remembered the



path back.

So now, when he stepped outside, he retreated a pace or two and let the warm air from Polyphema flow
like acloak from his shoulders.

Then he peered across the haf-mile that separated him from his mother, but he could not see her. The
twilight state and the dark of the unlit interior of her captor hid her.

Hetapped in Morse, “ Switch to the talkie, same frequency.” Paula Fetts did so. She began asking him
franticaly if heweredl right.

Hereplied hewasfine.
“Have you missed meterribly, son?
“Oh, very much.”

Even as he said this he wondered vaguely why his voice sounded so hollow. Despair @t never again being
able to see her, probably.

“I’'ve amost gone crazy, Eddie. When you were caught | ran away asfast as| could. | had no ideawhat
horrible monster it was that was attacking us. And then, hafway down the hill, | fell and brokemy leg...”

“Oh, no, mother!”

“Yes. But | managed to crawl back to the ship. And there, after I'd set it mysdlf, | gave myself B.K.
shots. Only, my system didn’t react likeit's supposed to. There are people that way, you know, and the
hedling took twice aslong.

“But when | was ableto walk, | got agun and abox of dynamite. | was going to blow up what | thought
was akind of rock-fortress, an outpost for some kind of extee. I’d no idea of the true nature of these
beasts. Firgt, though, | decided to reconnoiter. | was going to spy on the boulder from acrossthevalley.
But | was trgpped by thisthing.

“Ligten, son. Before I’ m cut off, let metell you not to give up hope. I'll be out of here before long and
over to rescue you.”

“How?

“If you remember, my lab kit holds anumber of carcinogensfor field work. Well, you know that
sometimes aMother’ s conception-spot when it istorn up during mating, instead of begetting young, goes
into cancer—the opposite of pregnancy. I’ ve injected a carcinogen into the spot and a beautiful
carcinoma has developed. She'll be dead in afew days.”

“Mom! You'll be buried in that rotting masd”

“No. This creature has told me that when one of her species dies, areflex opensthelabia. That’sto
permit their young—if any—to escape. Ligten, I'll—”

A tentacle coiled about him and pulled him back through theiris, which shuit.

When he switched back to C.W., he heard, “Why didn’t you communicate? What were you doing? Tell
me! Tdl me”

Eddietold her. There was asilence that could only be inter-preted as astonishment. After Mother had



recovered her wits, she said, “From now on, you will talk to the other male through me.”

Obvioudy, she envied and hated his ability to change wavebands, and, perhaps, had a struggle to accept
theidea.

“Please” he perssted, not knowing how dangerous were the waters he was wading in, “ please let me
talk to my mother di—"

For the first time, he heard her stutter.
“Wha-wha-what? Y our Mo-Mo-Mother?’
“Yes. Of course.”

Thefloor heaved violently beneath hisfeet. He cried out and braced himsdlf to keep from falling and then
flashed on the light. Thewallswere pulsating like shaken jelly, and the vascular columns had turned from
red and blue to gray. The entrance-iris sagged open, like alax mouth, and the air cooled. He could fed
the drop in temperature in her flesh with the soles of hisfeet.

It was some time before he caught on.
Polyphemawasin astate of shock.

What might have happened had she stayed in it, he never knew. She might have died and thusforced him
out into the winter before his mother could escape. If so, and he couldn’t find the ship, he would die.
Huddled in the warmest corner of the egg-shaped chamber, Eddie contemplated that idea and shivered
to adegree for which the outsde air couldn’t account.

7

However, Polyphema had her own method of recovery. It consisted of spewing out the contents of her
sew-stomach, which had doubtless becomefilled with the poisons draining out of her system from the
blow. Her gection of the stuff was the physica manifestation of the psychical catharss. So furiouswas
theflood that her foster son was almaost swept out in the hot tide, but she, reacting ingtinctively, had
coiled tentacles about him and the Sug-gos. Then she followed the first upchucking by emptying her
other three water-pouches, the second hot and the third lukewarm and the fourth, just filled, cold.

Eddie yelped asthe icy water doused him.

Polyphema sirises closed again. The floor and walls gradudly quit quaking; the temperature rose; and
her veins and arteries regained their red and blue. She waswell again. Or so she seemed.

But when, after waiting twenty-four hours, he cautioudy agpproached the subject, he found she not only
would not talk about it, she refused to acknowledge the existence of the other mobile.

Eddie, giving up hope of conversation, thought for quite awhile. The only conclusion he could cometo,
and he was sure he' d grasped enough of her psychology to makeit valid, was that the concept of a
mobile fema e was utterly unacceptable.

Her world was split into two: mobile and her kind, the immobile. Mobile meant food and mating. Mobile
meant—male. The Motherswere—femae.

How the mobiles reproduced had probably never entered the hillcrouchers minds. Their science and
philosophy were on the ingtinctive body-level. Whether they had some notion of spontaneous generation



or amoebdike fisson being responsg ble for the continued population of mobiles, or they’ d just taken for
granted they “growed,” like Topsy, Eddie never found out. To them, they were femae and the rest of the
protoplasmic cosmos was male.

That wasthat. Any other ideawas more than foul and obscene and blasphemous. It was—unthinkable,

Polyphema had received a deep trauma from hiswords. And though she seemed to have recovered,
somewhere in those tons of unimaginably complicated flesh abruise was buried. Like ahidden flower,
dark purple, it bloomed, and the shadow it cast was one that cut off a certain memory, a certain tract,
from thelight of consciousness. That bruise-stained shadow covered that time and event which the
Mothers, for reasons unfathomable to the human being, found necessary to mark KEEP OFF.

Thus, though Eddie did not word it, he understood in the cells of hisbody, hefelt and knew, asif his
bones were prophesying and his brain did not hear, what came to pass.

Sixty-six hours later by the panrad clock, Polyphemas entrance-lips opened. Her tentacles darted out.
They came back in, carrying his helpelss and struggling mother.

Eddie, roused out of adoze, horrified, pardyzed, saw her toss her lab kit a him and heard an inarticulate
cry from her. And saw her plunged, headforemost, into the somach-iris.

Polyphema had taken the one sure way of burying the evidence.

Eddie lay face down, nose mashed againgt the warm and faintly throbbing flesh of the floor. Now and
then his hands clutched spasmodicaly asif he were reaching for something that soneone kept putting just
within hisreach and then moving away.

How long he was there he didn’t know, for he never again looked at the clock.
Findly, in the darkness, he sat up and giggled inandy, “Mother aways did make good stew.”

That set him off. He leaned back on his hands and threw his head back and howled like awolf under a
full moon.

Polyphema, of course, was dead-desaf, but she could radar his posture, and her keen nosirils deduced
from his body-scent that he was in terrible fear and anguish.

A tentacle glided out and gently enfolded him.
“What isthe matter?’ zzted the panrad.

He stuck hisfinger inthe keyhole.

“I havelost my mother!”

woy

“She' sgone away, and she' |l never come back.”
“I don’'t understand. Herel am.”

Eddie quit weeping and cocked his head, asif he were listening to someinner voice. He snuffled afew
times and wiped away the tears, dowly disengaged the tentacle, patted it, walked over to hispack ina
corner, and took out the bottle of Old Red Star capsules. One he popped into the thermos; the other he
gaveto her with the request she duplicateit, if possible. Then he stretched out on his side, propped on



one elbow likeaRoman in his sensudities, sucked the rye through the nipple, and listened to amediey of
Beethoven, Moussorgsky, Verdi, Strauss, Porter, Fein-stein, and Waxworth.

So the time—if there were such a thing there—flowed around Eddie. When he wastired of music or
plays or books, he listened in on the area hookup. Hungry, he rose and walked—or often just
crawled—to the stew-iris. Cans of rationslay in his pack; he had planned to eat those until he was sure
that—what was it he was forbidden to eat? Poison? Something had been devoured by Poly-phemaand
the Sluggos. But sometime during the music-rye orgy, he had forgotten. He now ate quite hungrily and
with thought for nothing but the satisfaction of hiswants.

Sometimes the door-iris opened, and Billy Gieengrocer hopped in. Billy looked like across between a
cricket and akangaroo. He was the size of acallie, and he borein amarsupialian pouch vegetables and
fruit and nuts. These he extracted with shiny green, chitinous claws and gave to Mother in return for
mesdls of stew. Happy symbiote, he chirruped merrily while his many-faceted eyes, revolving
independently of each other, looked one at the Sluggos and the other at Eddie.

Eddie, on impulse, abandoned the 1000 kc. band and roved the frequencies until he found that both
Polyphemaand Billy were emitting a 108 wave. That, gpparently, wasther naturad sgnd. When Billy had
his groceriesto ddliver, he broadcast. Polyphema, in turn, when she needed them, sent back to him.
Therewas nothing intelligent on Billys part; it was just hisingtinct to tranamit. And the Mother was, aside
from the“semantic” frequency, limited to that one band. But it worked out fine.

8

Everything was fine, What more could aman want? Free food, unlimited liquor, soft bed,
ar-conditioning, shower-baths, music, intellectua works (on the tape), interesting conversation (much of
it was about him), privacy, and security.

If he had not aready named her, he would have cdled her Mother Gratis.
Nor were creature comforts all. She had given him the answersto dl hisquestions, all. ..
Except one.

That was never expressed vocally by him. Indeed, he would have been incapable of doing so. He was
probably unaware that he had such aquestion.

But Polyphema voiced it one day when she asked him to do her afavor.
Eddie reacted asif outraged.

“One does not—! One does not—!”

He choked, and then he thought, how ridiculous! Sheisnot—

And looked puzzled, and said, “But sheis.”

He rose and opened the lab kit. While he was |ooking for a scalpel, he came across the carcinogens. He
threw them through the haf-opened labiafar out and down the hillsde.

Then heturned and, scalpel in hand, legped at the light gray swelling on the wall. And stopped, staring at
it, while the instrument fell from his hand. And picked it up and stabbed feebly and did not even scratch
theskin. And again let it drop.



“What isit?What isit?’ crackled the panrad hanging from hiswrigt.

Suddenly, a heavy cloud of human odor—mansweat—was puffed in hisface from anearby vent.

227

And he stood, bent in a haf-crouch, seemingly pardyzed. Until tentacles seized him in fury and dragged
him toward the somach-iris, yawning man-sized.

Eddie screamed and writhed and plunged hisfinger in the panrad and tapped, “All right! All right!”

And once back before the spot, he lunged with a sudden and wild joy; he dashed savagely; he yelled.
“Takethat! And that, P...” and the rest was |ost in a mindless shot.

He did not stop cutting, and he might have gone on and on until he had quite excised the spot had not
Polyphemainterfered by dragging him toward her ssomach-iris again. For ten seconds he hung there,
hel pess and sobbing with amixture of fear and glory.

Polyphema s reflexes had dmaost overcome her brain. Fortunately, a cold spark of reason lit up a corner
of thevadt, dark, and hot chapel of her frenzy.

The convolutionsleading to the steaming, meat-laden pouch closed and the foldings of flesh rearranged
themsdlves. Eddie was suddenly hosed with warm water from what he called the * sanitation” stomach.
Theiris closed. He was put down. The scalpel was put back in the bag.

For along time Mother seemed to be shaken by the thought of what she might had done to Eddie. She
did not trust hersdlf to transmit until her nerves were settled. When they were, she did not refer to his
narrow escape. Nor did he.

Hewas happy. Hefdt asif aspring, tight-coiled against his bowels since he and hiswife had parted, was
now, for some reason, released. The dull vague pain of loss and discontent, the dight fever and crampin
his entrails, and the gpathy that sometimes afflicted him, were gone. Hefdt fine.

Meanwhile, something akin to deep affection had been lighted, like atiny candle under the drafty and
overtowering roof of acathedral. Mothers shell housed more than Eddie; it now curved over an emotion
new to her kind. Thiswas evident by the next event that filled him with terror.

For the wounds in the spot hedled and the swelling increased into alarge bag. Then the bag burst and ten
mouse-sized Suggos struck the floor. The impact had the same effect as a doctor spanking anewborn
baby’ s bottom; they drew in their first breath with shock and pain; their uncontrolled and feeble pulses
filled the ether with shapeless SOS's.

When Eddie was not talking with Polyphemaoor listening in or drinking or deeping or egting or bathing or
running off the tape, he played with the Suggos. He was, in asense, their father. Indeed, asthey grew to
hog-size, it was hard for their femae parent to distinguish him from her young. As he seldom walked
anymore, and was often to be found on hands and kneesin their midst, she could not scan him too well.
Moreover, something in the heavywet air or in the diet had caused every hair on his body to drop off. He
grew very fat. Generdly speaking, he was one with the pale, soft, round, and bald offspring. A family
likeness.

There was one difference. When the time came for the virginsto be expelled, Eddie crept to one end,
whimpering, and stayed there until he was sure Mother was not going to thrust him out into the cold,
hard, and hungry world.



That fina crisis over, he came back to the center of the floor. The panic in hisbreast had died out, but his
nerveswere gill quivering. Hefilled histhermos and then listened for awhile to his own tenor singing the
“SeaThings’ ariafrom hisfavorite opera, Giandli’s Ancient Mariner . Suddenly, he burst out and
accompanied himsdlf, finding himsdlf thrilled as never before by the concluding words.

And from my neck so free The Albatross fell off, and sank Like lead into the sea.
Afterwards, voice slent but heart Singing, he switched off the wire and cut in on Polyphema s broadcast

Mother was having trouble. She could not precisaly describe to the continent-wide hook-up this new and
amost inexpressible emotion she felt about the maobile. 1t was a concept her language was not prepared
for. Nor was she hel ped any by the gallons of Old Red Star in her bloodstream.

Eddie sucked at the plagtic nipple and nodded sympathetically and drowsily at her search for words.
Presently, the thermosrolled out of his hand.

He dept on hisside, curled in aball, knees on his chest and arms crossed, neck bent forward. Like the
pilot room chronometer whose hands reversed after the crash, the clock of his body wasticking
backwards, ticking backwards...

In the darkness, in the moistness, safe and warm, well fed, much loved.

The God Business

1954

IT WAS THE firg time that the U.S. Marines had ever been routed with water pistols.

The screen flickered. Another scene replaced thefirgt. But the afterimage had burned itself on my mind.

A digtorted sun that had no businessin amid-IIlinois sky made the scene bright for the long-range
cameras. A regiment of Marines, helmeted, wearing full packs, toting rifles with bayonets and automatic
weapons, were sscumbling backward in full retreat before a horde of naked men and women. The nudists,
laughing and capering, were aming toy cowboy-sixshooters and Captain Orbit rayguns. These sprayed
streams of liquid from tiny muzzles, streamsthat arched over desperately upraised guns and squirted off
the faces under the hemets.

Then, the tough veterans were throwing their weapons down and running away. Or ese standing
foolishly, blinking, running their tongues over wet lips. And the victors were taking the victims by the hand
and leading them away behind their own uneven lines.

Why didn’'t the Marines shoot? Simple. Their cartridges refused to explode.
Flamethrowers, burpguns, recoilless cannon? They might aswell have been shilldaghs.
The screen went white. Lights flashed on. Mgor Alice Lewis, WHAM, put down her baton.

“Well, gentlemen, any questions? None? Mr. Temper, perhaps you' d liketo tell uswhy you expect to
succeed where so many others have failed. Mr. Temper, gentlemen, will give usthe bald facts”

| rose. My face was flushed; my pams, sticky. I’ d have been wiser to laugh at the mgjor’ s nasty crack
about my lack of hair, but aquarter century hadn’t killed my self-consciousness over the eggish-ness of
my head. When | was twenty, | came down with anear-fatal fever the doctors couldn’t identify. When |
rose from bed, | was ashorn lamb, and I’ d stayed fleeced. Furthermore, | was allergic to toupees. So it



was atrifle embarrassing to get up before an audience just after the beautiful Mgor Lewishad made a
pun at the expense of my shining pate.

| walked to the table where she stood, pert and, dammit, pretty. Not until | got there did | see that the
hand holding the stick was shaking. | decided to ignore her belligerent attitude. After al, thetwo of us
were going to be together on our mission, and she couldn’t help it any more than |. Moreoever, she had
reason to be nervous. These were trying times for everybody, and especidly for the military.

| faced aroomful of civiliansand officers, al V.I.P. or loud brass. Through the window at the back, |
could see a segment of snow-covered Galesburg, [llinois. The declining sun was perfectly normal. People
were moving about asif it were customary for fifty thousand soldiers to be camped between them and
the vdley of thelllinois, where sirange crestures roamed through the fantastically i luxuriant vegetation.

‘1l | paused to fight down the wave of reluctance which invariably inundated mewhen | had to spesk in
public. For some reason, my upper plate dwayswent into atap dance at such cruciad moments.

“Ladie-s-sand gentlemen, I’ s-s-saw S-s-susie on the' s-s-sea-shore yes-s-sterday.” Y ou know what |
mean. Even if you' re describing the plight of thewar orphansin Azerbaijan, you watch your listeners
smile and cover their lower faces, and you fed likeafoaol.

| shouldn’t have taken so long to summon my nerve, for the major spoke again. Her lip curled. It wasa
very pretty lip, but I didn’t think even a nonpermanent wave improved its gppearance at the moment.

“Mr. Temper believes he has the key to our problem. Perhaps he does. | must warn you, however, that
his story combines such unrelated and unlikely events asthe escape of abull from the stockyards, the
drunken caperings of a college professor who was noted for his dedicated sobriety, to say nothing of the
disappearance of said professor of classica literature and two of his students on the same night.”

| waited until the laughter died down. When | spoke, | said nothing about two other improbably
connected facts. | did not mention the bottle | had purchased in an Irish tavern and shipped i to the
professor two years before. Nor did | say what | thought one of the camera shots taken by an Army
balloon over the city of Onaback meant. This photograph had shown a huge red brick statue of abull
adridethefootbdl field of Traybdl Universty.

“Gentlemen,” | said, “before | say much about mysdif, I'll tell you why the Food and Drug Administration
issending alone agent into an areawhere, so far, the combined might of the Army, Air Force, Coast
Guard, and Marineshavefailed.”

Red faces blossomed like flowersin springtime.

“TheF. D.A. necessarily takes apart in the affaire a I’ Onaback. Asyou know, the Illinois River, from
Chillicothe to Havana, now runswith beer.”

Nobody laughed. They’ d long ago quit being amused by that. Asfor me, | loathed any dcoholic drink or
drug. With good reason.

“I should modify that. Thelllinois has an odor of hops, but those of our volunteers who have drunk from
the river where the stuff beginsto thin out don't react to it asthey would to aregular acoholic drink.
They report aeuphoria, plusan dmogt totd lack of inhibition, which lasts even after dl dcohol isoxidized
from their bloodstream. And the stuff acts like a stimulant, not a depressant. There is no hangover. To
add to our mydtification, our scientists can't find any unknown substance in the weter to andyze.

“However, you al know this, just asyou know why the F.D.A. isinvolved. The main reason I’m being



sent in, asde from the fact that | was born and raised in Onaback, isthat my superiors, including the
President of the United States, have been impressed with my theory about the identity of the man
responsiblefor thiswhole fantastic mess.

“Begdes,” | added with anot entirely unmalicious glance at Maor Lewis, “they believethat, sncel first
thought of psychologicaly conditioning an agent against the lure of the river-water, | should be the agent
sentin.

“ After this Stuation had come to the notice of the ED.A. authorities, | was assgned to the case. Since 0
many Federal Agents had disappeared in Onabagian territory, | decided to do some checking from the
outsde. | went to the Congressiona Library and began reading the Onaback Morning Star and Evening
Journal backwards, from the day the Library quit receiving copies of them. Not until | came acrossthe
January 13 issues of two years ago, did | find anything significant.”

| stopped. Now that | had to put my reasonings in spoken words before these hardheaded bigshots, |
could weigh their reception. Zero. Nevertheless, | plunged ahead. | did have an ace-in-the-hole. Or, to
be more exact, amonkey-in-a-cage.

“Gentlemen, the January 13 issues related, among other things, the disgppearance on the previous night
of Dr. Boswdl Durham of Traybell Univergty, along with two of his studentsin his survey courseon
classicd literature. The reports were conflicting, but most of them agreed on the following. One, thet
during the day of the 13th, amae student, Andrew Polivinosd, made some dighting remark about
classicd literature. Dr. Durham, aman noted for his mildness and forbearance, called Polivinosd an ass.
Polivinosdl, ahuge football player, rose and said hel d toss Durham out of the building by the seet of his
pants. Y et, if we areto bdieve the witnesses, the timid, spindly, and middle-aged Durham took the husky
Polivinosdl by one hand and literaly threw him out of the door and down the hall.

“Whereupon, Peggy Rourke, an extremely comely coed and

Polivinosd’s ‘ steady,” persuaded him not to attack the professor. The athlete, however, didn’'t seem to
need much persuasion. Dazed, he made no protest when Miss Rourke led him away.

“The other studentsin the class reported that there had been friction between the two and that the athlete
bugged Dr. Durham in class. Durham now had an excellent opportunity for getting Polivinosel kicked out
of school, even though Polivinosd was Little Ail-American. The professor didn’t, however, report the
matter to the Dean of Men. He was heard to mutter that Polivinosel was an ass and that thiswas afact
anyone could plainly see. One student said he thought he detected liquor on the professor’s breath, but
believed he must have been mistaken, since it was campus tradition that the good doctor never even
touched Cokes. Hiswife, it seems, had agreat dedl to do with that. She was an ardent temperance
worker, alatter-day disciple of Frances Willard.

“Thismay seem irrdlevant, gentlemen, but | assureyou it isn't. Consider two other students' testimony.
Both swore they saw the neck of abottle sticking from the professor’ s overcoat pocket asit hung in his
office. It was uncapped. And, though it was freezing outs de, the professor, aman famed for hisaversion
to cold, had both windows open. Perhapsto dispel the fumes from the bottle.

“After thefight, Peggy Rourke was asked by Dr. Durham to come into his office. An hour later, Miss
Rourke burst out with her face red and her eyesfull of tears. She told her roommate that the professor
had acted like amadman. That he had told her he had loved her since the day she’ d walked into his
classroom. That he had known he was too old and ugly even to think of e oping with her. But, now that
‘things had changed, he wanted to run away with her. She told him she had aways been fond of him, but
shewas by no stretch of theimagination in love with him. Whereupon, he had promised that by that same



evening he would be a changed man, and that shewould find himirresstible.

“Despitedl this, everything seemed to be smooth that evening when Polivinosel brought Peggy Rourketo
the Sophomore Frolic. Durham, a chaperon, greeted them asif nothing had happened. Hiswife did not
seem to sense anything wrong. That initself was strange, for Mrs. Durham was one of those faculty wives
who has one end of the campus grapevine grown permanently into her ear. Moreover, ahighly nervous
woman, she was not one to conceal her emotions. Nor was she subdued by the doctor. He was the butt
of many ajoke behind his back because he was so obviousy henpecked. Mrs. Durham often made a
monkey of him and led him around like abull with aringinhisnose. Y et that night...”

Magor Lewiscleared her throat. “Mr. Temper, streamline the details, will you please? These gentlemen
arevery busy, and they’ d like the bald facts. The bald facts, mind you.”

| continued, “ The bare facts are these. Late that night, shortly after the ball broke up, a hysterical Mrs.
Durham called the police and said her husband was out of hismind. Never aword that he might be
drinking. Such athing to her was unthinkable. Hewouldn't dare...”

Major Lewis cleared her throat again. | shot her alook of annoyance. Apparently, shefailed to redlize
that some of the details were necessary.

“One of the policemen who answered her call reported later that the professor was staggering around in
the snow, dressed only in his pants with a bottle sticking out of his hip pocket, shooting red paint at
everybody with aspray gun. Another officer contradicted him. He said the doctor did al the damage with
abucket of paint and abrush.

“Whatever he used, he covered his own house and some of hisneighbors houses from roof to base.
When the police appeared, he plastered their car with the paint and blinded them. While they were trying
to clear their eyes, he walked off. A half-hour later, he streaked the girls' dorrn with red paint and scared
anumber of the occupantsinto hysteria. He entered the building, pushed past the scandalized
housemother, raced up and down the halls, threw paint over anybody who showed his head, seemingly
from a bottomless can, and then, failing to find Peggy Rourke, disappeared.

“I might add that al thistime he was laughing like a madman and announcing loudly to al and sundry that
tonight he was painting the town red.

“Miss Rourke had gone with Polivinosel and some of hisfraternity brothers and dates to a restaurant.

L ater, the couple dropped the others off at their homes and then proceeded, theoreticdly, to the girls
dormitory. Neither got there. Nor were they or the professor seen again during the two years that
elapsad between that incident and the time the Onaback papers quit publishing. The popular theory was
that the love-crazed professor had killed and buried them and then fled to parts unknown. But | choose,
on good evidence, to believe otherwise.”

Hurriedly, for | could see they were getting restless, | told them of the bull that had appeared from
nowhere at the foot of Main Street. The stockyards later reported that none of their bulls was missing.
Nevertheless, too many people saw the bull for the account to be denied. Not only that, they al testified
that the last they saw of it, it was swimming across the llinois River with a naked woman on its back. She
waswaving abottlein her hand. It, and the woman, then plunged into the forest on the bluffsand

disappeared.

At thisthere was an uproar. A Coast Guard Commander said “ Are you trying to tell me that Zeusand
Europahave cometo life, Mr. Temper?’

There was no use in continuing. These men didn’t believe unlessthey saw with their own eyes. | decided



it wastimeto let them see.

| waved my hand. My assistants pushed in alarge cage on whedls. Within it crouched avery large ape,
wearing alittle straw hat, asour expression, and apair of pink nylon panties. A hole cut in the bottom of
the latter allowed her long tail to stick through. Strictly speaking, | suppose, she couldn’t be classified as
an gpe. Apeshave noftails.

An anthropol ogist would have seen at once that thiswasn't amonkey, either. It wastrue that she did
have a prognathous muzzle, long hair that covered her whole body, long arms, and atail. But no monkey
ever had such asmooth, high brow, or such abig hooked nose, or legs so long in proportion to her
trunk.

When the cage had come to rest beside the platform, | said,

“Gentlemen, if everything I’ ve said seemed irrevelant, I’ m sure that the next few minuteswill convince
you | have not been barking up the wrong tree.”

| turned to the cage, caught mysalf dmost making abow, and said, “Mrs. Durham, will you pleasetell
these gentlemen what happened to you?’

Then | waited, in full expectation of the talk, torrential and disconnected but illuminating, that had
overwhelmed me the previous evening after my buddies had captured her on the edge of the area. | was
very proud, because I’ d made a discovery that would shock and rock these gentlemen from their heads
of boneto their hedls of leather and show them that one little agent from the F.D.A. had done what the
whole armed forces had not. Then they wouldn’t snicker and refer to me as Out-of-Temper by
Frothing-at-the-Mouth.

| waited...
And | waited...

And Mrs. Durham refused to say aword. Not one, though | al but got down on my knees and pleaded
with her. | tried to explain to her what giant forces were in balance and that she held the fate of the world
in the hollow of her pink hairless pam. She would not open her mouth. Somebody had injured her
dignity, and she would do nothing but sulk and turn her back on al of usand wave her tail above her pink
panties.

She was the most exasperating female I’ d ever known. No wonder that her husband made amonkey of
her.

Triumph had become fiasco. Nor did it convince the big shotswhen | played the recording of my last
night’ s conversation with her. They till thought | had less brainsthan hair, and they showed it when they
replied to my request for questionswith sillence. Mgor Alice Lewis smiled scornfully.

Wi, it made no differencein my mission. | was under orders they hadn’t power to countermand.

At 7:30 that evening, | was outside the areawith agroup of officers and my boss. Though the moon was
just coming up, itslight was bright enough to read by. About ten yards from us, the whiteness of snow
and cold ended, and the green and warmth began.

Genera Lewis, Mgor Lewis father, said, “We'll give you two daysto contact Durham, Mr. Temper.
Wednesday, 1400, we attack. Marines, equipped with bows and arrows and airguns, and wearing
oxygen masks, will beloaded into gliderswith pressurized cabins. These will be released from their
tow-planes a high dtitude. They will land upon U. S. Route 24 just south of the city limits, where there



are now two large meadows. They will march up South Adams Street until they come to the downtown
digrict. By then, | hope, you will have located and diminated the source of thistrouble.”

For “diminated,” read “assassinated.” By hisexpresson, hethought | couldn’t doit. Generd Lewis
didiked me, not only because | was a civilian with authority, backed by the President himsdlf, but
because the conditions of my assignment with his daughter were unorthodox, to say the least. Alice Lewis
was not only amagjor and awoman—she was amightily attractive one and young for her rank.

She stood there, shivering, in her braand panties, while | was stripped down to my own shorts. Once we
were safely in the woods, we would take off the rest of our clothes. When in Rome...

Marines with bows and arrows and BB guns—no wonder the military was miserable. But, onceinsde
the Areacontrolled by my former professor and his Brew, firearms smply refused to work. And the
Brew did work, making addicts of al who tasted it.

All but me.
| was the only one who had thought to have mysdlf conditioned againgt it.

Dr. Duerf asked me afew questions while someone strapped athree-gdlon tank of distilled water to my
back. The doctor was the Columbia psychiatrist who had conditioned me against the Brew.

Suddenly, in the midst of a casua remark, he grabbed the back of my head. A glass seemed to appear
from nowhere in hisfist. He tried to force its contents past my lips. | took just one sniff and knocked the
glassfrom hisgrip and struck him with the other fist.

He danced back, holding the side of hisface. “How do you fed now?" he asked.

“I'madl right,” | said, “but | thought for amoment I’ d choke. | wanted to kill you for trying to do that to
rm"

“I had to give you afind test. Y ou passed it with abig A. Y ou' re thoroughly conditioned againgt the
Brew.”

The two Lewises said nothing. They wereirked because |, acivilian, had thought of this method of
combating the dlure of the Brew. The thousand Marines, scheduled to follow mein two days, would
have to wear oxygen masks to save them from temptation. Asfor my companion, she had been hagtily
put under hypnosis by Duerf, but he didn’t know how successfully. Fortunately, her mission would not
take as long as mine. She was supposed to go to the source of the Brew and bring back asample. If,
however, | needed help, | wasto call on her. Also, though it was unstated, | was to keep her from
succumbing to the Brew.

We shook hands al around, and we walked away. Warm air fell over uslike a curtain. One moment, we
were shivering; the next, sweating. That was bad. It meant we' d be drinking more water than we had
provided ourselves with.

| looked around in the bright moonlight. Two years had changed the 1llinois-scape. There were many
more trees than there had been, trees of atype you didn’t expect to seethisfar north. Whoever was
responsible for the change had had many seeds and sprouts shipped in, in preparation for the warmer
climate. | knew, for | had checked in Chicago on various shipments and had found that aman by the
name of Smith—Smith!—had, two weeks after Durham’ s di sgppearance, begun ordering from tropical
countries. The packages had gone to an Onaback house and had ended up in the soil hereabouits.
Durham must have redlized that thisriver-valley areacouldn’t support its customary 300,000 people,



oncetherailroads and trucks quit shipping in cans of food and fresh milk and provisons. The countryside
would have been stripped by the hungry hordes.

But when you looked around at the fruit trees, bananas, cherries, apples, pears, oranges, and others,
most of them out of season and flourishing in soils thought unfavorable for their growth—when you noted
the blackberry, blueberry, gooseberry, and raspberry bushes, the melons and potatoes and tomatoes on
the ground—all large enough to have won county-fair first prizesin any pre-Brew age—then you redized
there was no lack of food. All you had to do was pick it and est.

“It looksto me,” whispered Alice Lewis, “like the Garden of Eden.”
“Stop talking treason, Alice!” | snapped.
Sheiced mewith alook. “Don’'t be dlly. And don't call me Alice. I'm amgjor in the Marines.”

“Pardon,” | said. “But we' d better drop the rank. The natives might wonder. What's more, we' d better
shed these clothes before we run into somebody.”

She wanted to object, but she had her orders. Even though we were to be together at least thirty-six
hours, and would be mother-naked al that time, sheingsted we go into the bushesto ped. | didn’t
argue.

| stepped behind atree and took off my shorts. At the sametime, | smelled cigar smoke. | dipped off the
webbing holding the tank to my back and walked out onto the narrow trail. | got ahell of a shock.

A mongter leaned againgt atree, his short legs crossed, abig Havana sticking from the side of his
carnivorous mouth, histhumbstucked in animaginary vest.

| shouldn’t have been frightened. | should have been amused. This creature had stepped right out of a
very famous comic strip. He stood seven feet high, had a bright green hide and yellow-brown plates
running down his chest and belly. Hislegs were very short; histrunk, long. Hisface was hdf-man, half
aligator. He had two enormous bumps on top of his head and big dish-sized eyes. The same half-kindly,
half-stupid, and arrogant ook was upon hisface. He was complete, even to having four fingersinstead of
five

My shock came not only from the unexpectedness of his appearance. Thereisabig difference between
something seen on paper and that seen in the flesh. This thing was cute and humorous and lovable in the
grip. Transformed into living color and substance, it was monstrous.

“Don’'t get scared,” said the gpparition. “1 grow on you after awhile.”
“Who areyou?’ | asked.
At that moment, Alice stepped out from behind atree. She gasped, and she grabbed my arm.

Hewaved hiscigar. “I’m the Allegory on the Banks of the Illinois. Welcome, strangers, to the domain of
the Great Mahrud.”

| didn’t know what he meant by those last few words. And it took aminute to figure out that histitle was
apun derived from the aforesaid cartoonist and from Sheridan’s Mrs. Maaprop.

“Albert Allegory isthe full name,” hesaid. “That is, in this metamorph. Other forms, other names, you
know. And you two, | suppose, are outsderswho wish to live dong the lllinais, drink from the Brew,
and worship the Bull.”



He held out his hand with the two insde fingers clenched and the thumb and outside finger extended.

“Thisisthe sign that every true believer makes when he meets another,” he said. “ Remember it, and
you' Il be saved much trouble.”

“How do you know I’'m from the outside?’ | asked. | didn’t try to lie. He didn’t seem to be bent on
hurting us.

Helaughed, and his vast mouth megaphoned the sound. Alice, no longer the cocky WHAM officer,
gripped my hand hard.

Hesad, “I’'m sort of ademigod, you might say. When Mahrud, bull be his name, became agod, he
wrote aletter to me— using the U. S. mails of course—and invited me to come here and demigod for
him. I’d never cared too much for theworld asit was so | dipped in past the Army cordon and took
over the dutiesthat Mahrud, bull be hisname, gave me.”

I, too, had received aletter from my former professor. It had arrived before the trouble developed, and |
had not understood his invitation to come live with him and be his demigod. I’ d thought he' d dipped a
gear or two.

For lack of anything pertinent to say, | asked, “Wheat are your duties?’

Hewaved hiscigar again. “My job, which isanything but onerous, isto meet outsiders and caution them
to keep their eyes open. They are to remember that not everything iswhat it seems, and they are to look
beyond the surface of the deed for the symbol.”

He puffed on his cigar and then said, “1 have aquestion for you. | don’t want you to answer it now, but |
want you to think about it and give me an answer later.” He blew smoke again. “My questionis
this—where do you want to go now?’

Hedidn't offer to expand his question. He said, “ So long,” and strolled off down a sde-path, his short
legs seeming to move dmost independently of his eongated saurian torso. | stared for amoment, ill
shaking from the encounter. Then | returned to the tree behind which I’ d left my water-tank and strapped
it back on.

We walked away fast. Alice was so subdued that she did not seem conscious of our nudity. After a
while, she said, “ Something like that frightens me. How could aman assume aform like that?’

“Wel find out,” | said with more optimism than | felt. “1 think we' d better be prepared for just about
anything”

“Perhaps the story Mrs. Durham told you back at Base wastrue.”

| nodded. The Professor’ swife had said that, shortly before the Areawas sedled off, she had goneto the
bluffs across theriver, where she knew her husband was. Even though he had announced himsdlf agod
by then, she was not afraid of him.

Mrs. Durham had taken two lawyers aong, just in case. She was highly incoherent about what happened
acrosstheriver. But some strange force, apparently operated by Dr. Durham, had turned her into alarge
talled ape, causing her to flee. The two lawyers, metamorphosed into skunks, had aso beaten aretreat.

Consdering these strange events, Alice said, “What | can’t understand is how Durham could do these
things. Where' s his power? What sort of gadget does he have?’



Hot asit was, my skin developed gooseflesh. | could scarcely tell her that | was almost certainly
respongble for thisentire Situation. | felt guilty enough without actudly telling the truth. Moreover, if | had
told her what | believed to be the truth, she’d have known | was crazy. Nevertheless, that wasthe way it
was, and that waswhy | had volunteered for this assgnment. I'd started it; | had to finishit.

“I’'mthirsty,” she said. “What about adrink, Pops? We may not get a chance at another for along time.”

“Damnit,” | said as| dipped off thetank, “don’t call me Popsl My nameis Danie Temper, and I’m not
sooldthat | could be...”

| stopped. | was old enough to be her father. In the Kentucky mountains, at any rate.

Knowing what | was thinking, she smiled and held out the little cup she had taken from the clip on the
tank’sside. | growled, “A man’'sonly asold ashefeds, and | don’t fed over thirty.”

At that moment | caught the flicker of moonlight on aform coming down the path. “Duck!” | said to
Alice

Shejust had timeto dive into the grass. Asfor me, the tank got in my way, so | decided to stay there and
brazen things out.

When | saw what was coming down the path, | wished | had taken off the tank. Weren't there any
human beingsin this Godforsaken land? First it was the Allegory. Now it wasthe Ass.

Hesaid, “Héllo, brother,” and before | could think of agood comeback, he threw his strange head back
and loosed tremendous laughter that was haf ha-ha! and haf hee-haw!

| didn’t think it was funny. | wasfar too tense to pretend amusement. Moreover, his breath stank of
Brew. | was half-sick before | could back up to escapeit.

Hewastall and covered with short blond hair, unlike most asses, and he stood upon two manlike legs
that ended in broad hoofs. He had two long hairy ears, but, otherwise, he was as human as anybody e se
you might meet in the woods—or on the street. And his name, as he wasn't backward in telling me, was
Polivinosd.

Hesaid, “Why are you carrying that tank?’
“I"ve been smuggling the Brew to the outside.”

Hisgrin revealed long yelow horsdlike teeth. “ Bootlegging, eh? But what do they pay you with? Moneys
no good to aworshiper of the All-Bull.”

He held up hisright hand. The thumb and two middle fingers were bent. The index finger and little finger
were held straight out. | didn’t respond immediately, and he looked hard. | imitated his gesture, and he
relaxed alittle.

“I’'m bootlegging for theloveof it,” | said. “ And aso to spread the gospel.”

Wherethat |last phrase came from, | had no notion. Perhaps from the reference to “worshiper” and the
vagudly rdigiousooking sgn that Polivinosd had made.

He reached out abig hairy hand and turned the spigot on my tank. Before | could move, he had poured
out enough to fill his cupped pam. Heraised hishand to hislipsand durped loudly. He blew the liquid
out 0 it sprayed al over me. “Whee-oo! That's water!”



“()f course” | said. “After | get rid of my load of Brew, | fill the tank with ordinary water. If I'm caught
by the border patral, | tell them I’ m smuggling pure water into our area.”

Palivinosd went hoo-hah-hah and dapped histhigh so hard, it sounded like an axe biting into atree.

“That’snot dl,” | said. “I even have an agreement with some of the higher officers. They dlow meto dip
through if | bring them back some Brew.”

Hewinked and brayed and dapped histhigh again. “ Corruption, eh, brother? Even brasswill rust. | tell
you, it won't be long until the Brew of the Bull spreads everywhere.”

Again he madethat sgn, and | did so dmogt at the sametime.

Hesad, “I'll walk with you amile or so. My worshipers—theloca Cult of the Ass—are holding a
fertility ceremony down the path away. Careto join us?’

| shuddered. “No, thank you,” | said fervently.

| had witnessed one of those orgies through a pair of fieldglasses one night. The huge bonfire had been
about two hundred yards ing de the forbidden boundary. Againgt its hellish flame, | could see the white
and capering bodies of absolutely uninhibited men and women. It was along time before | could get that
scene out of my mind. | used to dream about it.

When | declined the invitation, Polivinosel brayed again and dapped me on the back, or where my back
would have been if my tank hadn’t been intheway. Asit was, | fell on my hands and kneesin a patch of
tall grass. | wasfurious. | not only resented histoo-high spirits, | was afraid he had bent the thin-walled
tank and sprung aleak in its seams.

But that wasn't themain reason | didn’t get up a once. | couldn’t move because | was staring into
Alice sbig blue eyes.

Polivinosdl gave aloud whoop and leaped through the air and landed beside me. He got down on his
hands and knees and stuck hisbig ugly mule-eared face into Alice' s and bellowed, “How now, white
cow! How high browse thou?’

He grabbed Alice by the waist and lifted her up high, getting up himsdlf a the sametime. Therehe held
her in the moonlight and turned her around and over and over, asif she were astrange-looking bug he
had caught crawling in the weeds.

She squedled and gasped, “ Damn you, you big jackass, take your filthy paws off me!”

“I'm Polivinosd, thelocd god of fertility!” he brayed. “It's my duty—and privilege—to ingpect your
qudifications. Tell me, daughter, have you prayed recently for a son or daughter? Are your crops coming
along? How are your cabbages growing? What about your onions and your parsnips? Are your hens

laying enough eggs?’

Instead of being frightened, Alice got angry. “All right, Y our Asininity, would you please let me down?
And quit looking at me with those big lecherous eyes. If you want what | think you do, hurry aong to
your own orgy. Y our worshipers are waiting for you.”

He opened his hands so she fdll to the ground. Fortunately, she was quick and lithe and landed on her
feet. She started to walk away, but he reached out and grabbed her by the wrist.

“Y ou' re going the wrong way, my pretty little daughter. Theinfidds are patrolling the border only afew



hundred yards away.

Y ou wouldn’'t want to get caught. Then you' d not be able to drink the divine Brew anymore. Y ou
wouldn't want that, would you?*

“I'll take care of mysdlf, thank you,” she said huskily. “ Just leave me aone. It' sgetting so agirl can't take
asnooze by hersdlf in the grasswithout some minor deity or other wanting to wrestle!”

Alicewas picking up thelocd lingo fadt.

“Wadl, now, daughter, you can’t blame us godlings for that. Not when you' re built like a goddess
yoursdlf.”

He gave that titanic bray that should have knocked us down, then grabbed both of us by the wristsand
dragged us aong the path.

“Comeaong, little ones. I'll introduce you around. And we' Il dl have abal at the Feast of the Ass”
Again, theloud offensive bray. | could see why Durham had metamorphosed thisfellow into his present
form.

That thought brought me up short. The question was, how had he doneit?1 didn’t believe in supernatural
powers, of course. If there were any, they weren't possessed by man. And anything that went onin this
physica universe had to obey physica laws.

Take Polivinosel’ s ears and hoofs. | had agood chance to study them more closely as | walked with him.
His ears may have been changed, like Bottoms, into adonkey’s, but whoever had done it had not had an
accurate picturein hismind. They were essentially human ears, € ongated and covered over with tiny
hairs.

Asfor thelegs, they were human, not equine. It wastrue he had no feet. But his pale, shiny hoofs, though
cast into agood likeness of ahorse' s, were evidently made of the same stuff astoenails. And there was
dill the faintest outline and curve of fivetoes,

It was evident that some biological sculptor had had to rechisel and then regrow the basic human form.

| looked at Aliceto see what she thought of him. She was magnificent in her anger. As Polivinosd had
been uncouth enough to mention, she had a superb figure. She was the sort of girl who isadways
president of her college sorority, queen of the Senior Prom, and engaged to a Senators son. Thetypel
had never had a chance with when | wasworking my way through Traybell University.

Polivinosel suddenly stopped and roared, “L ook, you, what’ s your name?’
“Danid Temper,” | sad.

“Danid Temper? D.T.? Ah, hah, hoo, hah, hah! Listen, Old D.T., throw that tank away. It burdens you
down, and you look like an ass, a veritable beast of burden, with it on your back. And | won't have
anybody going around imitating me, see? Hoohah-heehaw! Get it?’

He punched mein the ribswith abig thumb as hard ashorn. It was dl | could do to keep from swinging
a him. | never hated aman—or deity—so much. Durham had failed if he had thought to punish him.
Polivinosel seemed to be proud of histransformation and had, if | understood him correctly, profited
enough by his experienceto start acult. Of course, he wasn't the first to make ardigion of hisinfirmity.

“How will I be able to bootleg the Brew out?’ | asked.



“Who cares?’ hesaid. “Y our piddling little operations won't help the spread of the divine Drink much.
Leavethat up to therivers of the world and to Mahrud, bull be his name.”

He made that peculiar sign again.

| couldn’t argue with him. He' d have torn the tank off my back. Slowly, | unstrapped it. He hel ped me by
grabbing it and throwing it off into the darkness of the woods.

Immediately, | became so thirsty, | could hardly stand it.

“Y ou don't want that filthy stuff!” Polivinosd brayed. “ Come with meto the Place of the Assl | havea
nice little temple there— nothing fancy, understand, like the Flower Paace of Mahrud, may he beall
bull—but it will do. And we do have agood time.”

All thiswhile, he was ogling Alice shameesdy and projecting more than histhoughts. Likeal the
degeneratesin thisarea, he had absolutely no inhibitions. If | had had agun, | think | would have shot him
then and there. That is, if the cartridges could have exploded.

“Look here” | said, abandoning caution in my anger. “We're going where we damn well please.” |
grabbed the girl’ swrist. More wrigt-grabbing going on lately. “Come on, Alice, let’ sleave thisglorified
donkey.”

Polivinosd loomed in our way. The dightly Mongolian tilt of hiseyesmade him look more
Missouri-mulish than ever. Big and mean and powerful, with the accent on mean.

“Don’'t think for aminute,” he bellowed, “that you' re going to get me mad enough to harm you so you
can go tell your prayerman to report me to Mahrud! Y ou can’t tempt me into wrath! That would be a
mortal sn, mortald”

Shouting about my not being able to disturb his Olympian doofness, he put hisarm around my neck and
with the other hand reached into my mouth and yanked out my upper plate.

“Y ou and your mushmouthing annoy me!” he cried.

He released his choking grip around my neck and threw the plate into the shadows of the forest. | rushed
toward the bush where | thought I’ d seen the white teeth land. | got down on my hands and knees and
groped frantically around, but | couldn’t find them.

Alice' s scream brought me upward. Too fast, for | bumped my head hard against a branch. Despite the
pain, | turned back to see what was the trouble and charged through the brush. And | banged my shins
hard against some object and fdll flat on my face, knocking my breath out.

When | rose, | saw I’ d tripped over my own watertank. | didn’t stop to thank whatever gods might be
for my good fortune. Instead, | picked the tank up and, running up to them, brought it crashing down
againgt the back of his head. Soundlesdy, he crumpled. | threw the container to one side and went to
Alice

“Youdl right?’ | asked.
“Yes-s,” shesaid, sobbing, and put her head on my shoulder.

| judged she was more frightened and mad than hurt. | patted her shoulder—she had beautifully smooth
skin—and stroked her long black hair. But she wouldn't quit weeping.



“That filthy creep! First he ruins my sister, and now hetriesto do the sameto me.”
“Huh?’
Sheraised her head to look at me. Look down at me, rather— she was an inch or two taler.

“Peggy was my half-sster, daughter by my fathersfirst marriage. Her mother married a Colondl Rourke.
But we were dways close.”

| wanted to hear more, but the immediate Situation demanded my attention.

| turned Polivinosel over. His heart was till beating. Blood flowed from the gash in the back of hisscalp,
not the clear ichor you expect from agod' sveins.

“Type O,” said Alice. “Same as it was before. And don’t worry about him. He deservesto die. HE' sa
big stupid jerk of aDon Juan who got my sister in trouble and wouldn't...”

She stopped and gasped. | followed her stricken gaze and water had spilled into the dirt. And again | felt
that sudden wrench of thirst. It was purely menta, of course, but that knowledge didn’'t make me less

dry.
She put her hand to her throat and croaked, “All of asudden, I'm thirsty.”

“There s nothing we can do about it unless we find a source of uncontaminated water,” | said. “And the
longer we stand around talking about it, the thirgtier we' Il get.”

The tank was empty. Stopping to check this sad fact, | saw light flash on something beneath abush. |
retrieved my upper plate. With my back toward Alice, | inserted the teeth and, fedling alittle more
assured, told her we' d better start walking on.

Wedid, but she till had the water problem on her mind. “ Surely, there are wells and creeks that aren’t
infected. Only theriver isfilled with the Brew, isT't it?’

“If 1 were sure of that I’ d not have taken the watertank,” 1 was unkind enough to point out.

She opened her mouth to reply. But just then we heard voices down the path and saw the flare of
approaching torches. Quickly, we stepped into the brush and hid.

The newcomerswere singing. Their song owed itsmusic to The Battle Hymn of the Republic, but the
wordswere Latin. It waswretched Latin, for their accent paid allegiance to the best of the original
English meter. It didn’'t bother them at all. | doubt if many even knew what they were sSinging.

“Orientis partibus Adventavit Asinus, Pulcher et Fortiss mus, Sarcinis aptissmus. Orientis partibus
Adventavit... Eeseek!”

They had rounded the trails bend and discovered their god, bleeding and unconscious.
Alice whispered, “Let’ sget out of here. If that mob catches us, they’ |l tear us apart.”

| wanted to watch, to learn from their behavior how we should act when among the natives. | told her so,
and she nodded. Despite our antagonism, | had to admit that she wasintelligent and brave. If shewasa
little nervous, she had good reason to be.

These peopledidn’t act at dl as|’d thought they would. Instead of wailing and weeping, they stood away
from him, huddled together, not quite sure what to do. | didn’t see at first what caused their attitude.



Then | redized from their expressions and whispersthat they were afraid to interferein the affairs of a
demigod—even one as demi as Polivinosd.

Thething that itdicized their indecison wastheir youthful-ness. There wasn't aman or woman in the
group who looked over twenty-five, and al were of superb physique.

Something made aloud cracking noise down the path behind us. Alice and | jumped, asdid thewhole
group. They took off like abunch of scared rabbits. | fdt likejoining them, but | stayed. | did, however,
pray that thiswouldn’t be another nerve-rocking monster.

It was merdly anaked native, atall lean one with along thin nose, who looked asif he ought to be
teaching in some college. The effect was intensified by the fact that he had hisnosein abook. Asl’ve
said, the moonlight was strong enough for reading, but | hadn’t redlly expected anyone to take advantage
of it.

His scholarly appearance was somewhat marred by the dead squirrel, large as acallie, which hung
around his neck and over his shoulders. He had been hunting, | suppose, though I’ d never heard of
hunting squirrelsin the dark. Moreover, he carried no weapons.

All of this, except for the squirrel’ s size, was surprising. I’ d seen camera shots of the great beasts taken
along the Ared sedge.

| watched him closdly to see what he' d do when he saw Polivinosd. He disappointed me. When he came
to the prostrate form, he did not hesitate or give any sign that he had seen the god except to lift hisfeet
over the outstretched legs. His nose remained dipped in the book.

| took Alice shand. “Come on. We refollowing him.”

We waked behind the reader for perhaps a haf-mile. When | thought it was safeto stop him, | caled
out to him. He hated and put his squirrel on the ground and waited for me,

| asked himif he had noticed Polivinose lying on the path.
Puzzled, he shook his head.
“| saw you step over him,” | said.

“| stepped over nothing,” heinsisted. “ The path was perfectly clear.” He peered closdly a me. “| can see
you' re anewcomer. Perhaps you' ve had your firg taste of the Brew. Sometimes, at fird, it gives strange
sensations and visons. Takesalittletimeto get adjusted to it, you know.”

| said nothing about that, but | did argue with him about Polivinosel. Not until | mentioned the name,
however, did helook enlightened. He smiled in asuperior manner and looked down hislong nose.

“Ah, my good man, you musin't believe everything you hear, you know. Just because the mgjority, who
have aways been igno-rami and smpletons, choose to explain the new phenomenain terms of ancient
superdtition isno reason for an intelligent man such as yoursdlf to put any credencein them. | suggest you
discard anything you hear—with the exception of what | tell you, of course—and use therational powers
that you were lucky enough to be born with and to develop in some university, providing, that is, you
didn’'t go to some ingtitution which is merely atraining ground for members of the Chamber of
Commerce, Rotary, Odd Fellows, Knights of Columbus, Shriners, or the Lions, Moose, Elk, and other
curious beasts. | scarcely—"

“But | saw Polivinosd!” | said, exasperated. “And if you hadn't lifted your feet, you' d havefdlen over



him!”

Again, he gave asuperior smile. “Tut, tut! Saf-hypnotism, mass delusion, something of that sort. Perhaps
you areavictim of suggestion. Believe me, there are many unsettling thingsin thisvaley. Y ou mustn't
alow yoursdf to be bamboozled by the first charlatan who comes aong and has an easy—if
fantastic—explanation for dl this”

“What'syours?’ | chdlenged.

“Dr. Durham invented some sort of machine that generates the unknown chemica with which heis now
infecting the lllinois River. And eventudly, we hope, the waters of the world. One of its propertiesisa
destruction of many of the sociologically and psychologically conditioned reflexes which someterm
inhibitions, mores, or neuroses. And avery good thing, too. It aso happensto be auniversa antibiotic
and tonic—such a combination!—besides anumber of other things, not al of which | approve.

“However, he has, | must admit, done away with such societd and politico-economic structurol ogies and
agents asfactories, shops, doctors, hospitals, schools—which have hitherto devoted mogt of their time
and energy to turning out half-educated morons—bureaucracies, automobiles, churches, movies,
advertising, didtilleries, soap operas, amies, prodtitutes, and innumerable other indtitutions until recently
consdered indispensable.

“Unfortunately, the rationdizing ingtinct in man is very hard to down, asisthe power-drive. So you have
charlatans posing as prophets and setting up al sorts of new churches and attracting the multitudesin al
their moronic smplicity and pathetic eagernessto grasp a some explanation for the unknown.”

| wanted to believe him, but | knew that the Professor had neither ability nor money enough to build such
amechine.

“What isthe peasants explanation for the Brew?’ | asked.

“They have none except that it comesfrom the Bottle,” said the Rational Man. “ They swear that Durham
derives his powers from this Bottle, which, by description, is nothing more than a common everyday beer
bottle. Some declare, however, that it bears, in stiacciato, theimage of abull.”

Guilt brought sweat out on my forehead. So, it had been my gift! And I’ d thought | was playing a
harmlesslittle hoax on my likable but daffy old Classica-Lit prof!

“That story is probably derived from hisname,” | said hadtily. “ After al, his sudentsused to call him
‘Bull.” 1t was't only thefact that his name was Durham. Hiswife led him around with aringin hisnose,
and—"

“Inwhich case, hefooled his students,” said the Rationad Man. “For he was, beneath that mild and meek
exterior, aprize bull, averitable gallion, alusty old goat. Asyou may or may not know, he has any
number of nymphs stabled in his so-called FHlower Paace, not to mention beautiful Peggy Rourke, now
known asthe—"

Alice gasped. “Then sheisliving! And with Durham!”

Heraised his eyebrows. “Well that depends upon whether or not you listen to these charlatans. Some of
them would haveit that she has become trangfigured in some mystical-mudded manner— multiplied,
they cdll it—and is each and every one of those nymphsin Mahrud' s seraglio, yet isin someway none of
them and existsin essence only.”

He shook his head and said, “ Oh, the rationalizing species that must invent gods and dogmas!”



“Who'sMahrud?’ | asked.

“Why, Durham spelled backward, of course. Don’t you know that there isatendency in every religion to
avoid pronouncing the True Name? However, | bdieve that those fakers, the Scrambled Men, invented
the name, mainly because they couldn’t say it right. They inssted the predeity name be distinguished from
the Real One. It caught on fast, probably because it sounded so Oriental and, therefore, in the minds of
these peons, mystical.”

| was getting so much dataal at once that | was more mixed up than ever.
“Haven't you ever seen Mahrud?’ | asked.

“No, and | never shall. Those so-called gods just don’t exist, any more than the Allegory or the Ass.
Nobody with arational mind could believe in them. Unfortunately, the Brew, despite its many admirable
qudities, does have astrong tendency to make oneillogica, irrationd, and susceptible to suggestion.”

He tapped hishigh forehead and said, “But | accept al the good things and regject the others. I'm quite
happy.”

Shortly after this, we came out on acountry road | recognized.

The Rational Man said, “We |l be coming soon to my house. Would you two care to stop? W€ |l have
thissquirrel to eat and lots of Brew from the well in the backyard. Some of my friendswill be there, and
we |l have aniceintdllectua talk before the orgy arts. Y ou'll find them congenid—they’re dl atheists or
agnogtics”

| shuddered at the idea of being asked to drink the hated Liquor. “ Sorry,” | said. “We must be going. But
tell me, asamatter of curiosity, how you caught that squirrel. Y ou’ re not carrying any wegpon.”

“Can't,” hereplied, waving his book.
“Can’'t? Why not?’

“No, not can't. K-a-n-t. Kant. Y ou see, the Brew has had this extraordinary effect on stimulating certain
animas growth. Morethan that, it has, I'm sure, affected their cerebrd systems. They seem much more
intelligent than before. A combination of increasein size of brain and change in organization of neurons,
probably. Whatever the effect, the change has been most remarkable in rodents. A good thing, too.
Wonderful source of mest, you know.

“Anyway,” he continued, as he saw my increasing impatience, 1’ ve found that one doesn't need agun,
which no longer explodesin this area, anyway, nor abow and arrow. All one hasto do islocate an area
abundant in squirrdls and st down and read aoud. While one is both enjoying and educeating onesdlf, the
squirrel, atracted by one’s monotonous voice, descends dowly from histree and draws nearer.

“One pays ho attention to him—one reads on. The beast Sts closeto one, dowly waving its bushy tail, its
big black eyesfixed on one. After awhile, one rises, closes the book, and picks up the squirrdl, which is
by now completely stupefied and never comes out of its state, not even when one takes it home and cuts
it throat.

“I'vefound by experiment that one gets the best results by reading The Critique of Pure Reason.
Absolutely stuns them. However, rabbits, for some reason, are more easily seduced by my reading
Henry Millers Tropic of Capricorn. In the French trandation, of course. Friend of mine saysthat the
best book for the birds is Hubbard' s Dianetics, but one ought to take pride in one stools, you know.
I’ve aways caught my pheasants and geese with Three Contributions to the Theory of Sex.”



We cameto his estate and said good-by to him. Stepping up our pace, we walked for severa miles past
the many farmhouses dong the gravel road. Some of these had burned down, but their occupants had
smply moved into the barn. Or, if that had gone up in flames, had erected alean-to.

“Photographs from Army balloons have shown that agood many housesin the city have burned down,” |
sad. “Not only that, the grassisliteraly growing in the streets again. I’ ve been wondering where the
burned-out people were living, but this shows how they manage. They live like savages.”

“Wdll, why not?" asked Alice. “They don't seem to have to work very hard to live in abundance. I’ ve
noticed we haven't been bitten by mosguitoes, so noxious insects must have been exterminated.
Sanitation shouldn't bother them—the Brew kills al diseases, if we' reto believe that squirrd-reader.
They don't have much refusein the way of tin cans, paper, and so onto get rid of. They dl seem very
happy and hospitable. We ve had to turn down constant invitations to stop and eat and drink some
Brew. And even,” she added with amalicious smile, “to participate in orgies afterward. That ssemsto be
quite arespectable word now. | noticed that beautiful blonde back at the last farm tried to drag you off
theroad. You'll have to admit that that couldn’t have happened Outside.”

“Maybel ambdd,” | snarled, “but I'm not so damned repulsve that no good-looking girl could fal in
love with me. | wish | had a photo of Bernadette to show you. Bernadette and | were just on the verge of
getting engaged. She'sonly thirty and—"

“Hasshegot dl her teeth?’

“Yes, shehas” | retorted. “She didn’t get hit in the mouth by amortar fragment and then lose the rest of
her upper teeth through an infection, with no antibiotics available because enemy fire kept her in afoxhole
for fivedays.”

| was so mad | was shaking.
Alice answered softly, “Dan, I'm sorry | said that. | didn’t know.”

“Not only that,” | plunged on, ignoring her gpology. “What have you got against me besides my teeth and
hair and thefact thet | thought of this conditioning ideaand my superiors—including the

Pres dent—thought enough of my abilitiesto send meinto this areawithout ten thousand Marines paving
the way for me? Asfar asthat goes, why were you sent with me? Was it because your father happensto
be agenera and wanted to grab some glory for you and him by association with me? If that isn’t
militarigtic parasitism, what is? And furthermore...”

| raved on, and every time she opened her mouth, | roared her down. | didn’t realize how loud | was
until I saw aman and awoman standing in the road ahead of us, watching intently. | shut up a once, but
the damage was done.

As soon as we were opposite them, the man said, “ Newcomer, you' re awfully grumpy.” He held out a
bottle to me. “Here, drink. I1t' sgood for what ails you. We don’t have any harsh words in Mahrudland.”

| said, “No, thanks,” and tried to go around them, but the woman, a brunette who resembled a cross
between the two Rus-sdlls, Jane and Lillian, grabbed me around my neck and said, “Aw, come on,
skinheed, | think you' re cute. Have adrink and come along with us. We re going to afertility ceremony
at Jonesy’ sfarm. Polivinosel himsdlf’ [l be there. HE' s deigning to mix with us mortasfor tonight. And you
can make love with me and ensure agood crop. I’ m one of Poli’s nymphs, you know.”

“Sorry,” | said. “I’vegot to go.”



| felt something wet and warm flooding over my scalp. For asecond, | couldn’t guesswhat it was. But
when | smdlled the hop-like Brew, | knew! And | responded with dl the violence and horror the stuff
inspired in me. Before the man could continue pouring the liquid over my head, | tore the woman'sgrip
loose and threw her straight into the face of her companion. Both went down.

Beforethey could rise, | grabbed Alice' s hand and fled with her down the road.

After we had run about a quarter of amile, | had to dow to awak. My heart wastrying to besat its way
out of my chest, and my head was expanding to fill the dome of the sky. Even my setting-up exercises
hedn't fitted mefor this.

However, | didn’t fed so bad when | saw that Alice, young and fit as she was, was panting just as hard.

“They’renot chasing us,” | said. “Do you know, we' ve penetrated this area so easily, | wonder how far a
column of Marines could have goneif they’d come in tonight. Maybe it would have been better to try an
attack thisway.”

“We vetried four dready,” said Alice. “Two by day, two by night. The first three marched in and never
came back, and you saw what happened to the last.”

Wewaked dong in slencefor awhile. Then| said, “Look, Alice, | blew my top awhile ago, and we
amost got into trouble. So why don’t we agree to let bygones be bygones and start out on anice fresh
foot?

“Nothing doing! | will refrain from quarreling, but there' Il be none of this buddy-buddy stuff. Maybe, if
we drank thisBrew, | might get to liking you. But | doubt if even that could doit.”

| said nothing, determined to kegp my mouth shut if it killed me.

Encouraged by my silence—or engaged—she said, “ Perhaps we might end up by drinking the Brew.
Our water isgone, and if you're asthirsty as| am, you'reon fire. We' ll be at |east fourteen hours without
water, maybe twenty. And we' |l bewalking dl the time. What happens when we just have to have water
and ther€’ s nothing but the river to drink from? It won't be asiif the stuff was poison.

“Asamatter of fact, we know we'll probably be very happy.

And that’ stheworst of it. That X substance, or Brew, or whatever you want to call it, isthe most
ingdious drug ever invented. Its addicts not only seem to be permanently happy, they benefit in so many
other waysfromit.”

| couldn’t keep silent any longer. “ That' s dangerous talk!”
“Not at dl, Mister Temper. Merely thefacts”

“I don't likeit!”

“What are you so vehement about?’

“Why?’ | asked, my voicealittle harder. “There’ s no reason why | should be ashamed. My parents
were hopheads. My father died in the state hospita. My mother was cured, but she burned to death
when the restaurant she was cooking in caught fire. Both are buried in the old Metonville cemetery just
outside Onaback. When | was younger, | used to visit their graves at night and how! at the skies because
an unjust God had alowed them to diein such avile and beastly fashion. I...”



Her voice was smdll but firm and coal. “1’m sorry, Dan, that that happened to you. But you' re getting a
little melodramatic aren’t you?”

| subsided at once. “You'reright. It'sjust that you seem to needle me so | want to—"

“Bare your naked soul? No, thanks, Dan. It’s bad enough to have to bare our bodies. | don’t want to
make you sore, but there' s not much comparison between the old narcotics and this Brew.”

“There s no degeneration of the body of the Brewdrinker? How do you know thereisn’'t? Hasthisbeen
going on long enough to tell? And if everybody’ s so hedthy and harmless and happy, why did Polivinosd

try to rape you?’

“I'm certainly not trying to defend that Jackass,” she said. “But, Dan, can't you caich the differencein the
psychic atmosphere around here? There seem to be no barriers between men and women doing what
they want with each other. Nor are they jealous of each other. Didn’t you deduce, from what that
Russdll-type woman said, that Polivinosel had his choice of women and nobody objected? He probably
took it for granted that I’ d want to roll in the grasswith him.”

“All right, dl right,” | said. “But it'sdisgusting, and | can’t understand why Durham made him agod of
fertility when he seemsto have hated him s0.”

“What do you know about Durham?’ she countered.

| told her that Durham had been ashort, bald, and paunchy little man with aface like an Irish leprechaun,
with awife who henpecked him till the holes showed, with a poet’s soul, with a penchant for quoting
Greek and Latin classics, with addight in making puns, and with an unsuppressed desire to get his book
of essays, The Golden Age, published.

“Would you say he had avindictive mind?’ she asked.
“No, hewas very meek and forbearing. Why?’

“Wdll, my half-sster Peggy wrote that her steady, Polivinosdl, hated Durham because he had to take his
courseto get acredit in the Humanities. Not only that, it was evident that Durham was sweet on Peggy .
So, Polivinosdl upset the doctor every time he got achance. In fact, she mentioned that in her last | etter
to mejust before she disappeared. And when | read in the papers that Durham was suspected of having
murdered them, | wondered if he hadn’t been harboring his hate for along time.”

“Not thedoc,” | protested. “He might get mad, but not for long.”

“Thereyou are,” she said triumphantly. “He changed Polivinosd into ajackass, and then he got
soft-hearted and forgave him. Why not? He had Peggy.”

“But why wasn't Polivinosd changed back to a man then?”

“All I know isthat hewas mgoring in Agriculture, and, if I'm to believe Peggy’ sletters, hewasa
Casanova”

“No wonder you were alittle sarcastic when | gave my lecture,” | said. “Y ou knew more about those
two than | did. But that doesn’t excuse your reference to my baldness and false teeth.”

Sheturned away. “| don’'t know why | said that. All I do know isthat | hated you because you were a
civilian and were being given such authority and entrusted with such an important misson.”



| wanted to ask her if she'd changed her mind. Also | was surethat wasn't dl therewastoit, but | didn’t
pressthe point. | went ontotell her al | knew about Durham. The only thing | kept back was the most
important. | had to sound her out before | mentioned that.

“Thentheway you seeit,” she said, “isthat everything that' s been happening herefitsthis Doctor
Boswell Durham'’ s description of the hypothetica Golden Age?’

“Yes” | said. “He often used to lecture to us on what an opportunity the ancient gods lost. He said that if
they’ d taken the trouble to look at their mortal subjects, they’ d have seen how to do , away with disease,
poverty, unhappiness, and war. But he maintained the ancient gods were really men who had somehow
or other gotten superhuman powers and didn’t know how to use them «(because they weren't versed in
philosophy, ethics, or science.

“He used to say he could do better, and he would then proceed to give us hislecture entitled How to Be
a God and Like It. It used to make uslaugh, because you couldn’t imagine anyone less divine than
Durham.”

“I know that,” she said. “ Peggy wrote me about it. She said that was what irked Polivinosd so. Hedidn't
understand that the doctor was just projecting his dream world into classroom terms. Probably he
dreamed of such aplace so he could escape from hiswife' s nagging. Poor little fellow.”

“Poor littlefellow, my foot!” | snorted. “He' s done just what he said he wanted to do, has't he? How
many others can say the same, especialy on such ascae?’

“Noone” she admitted. “But tell me, what was Durham’ smain thesisin The Golden Age?

“He maintained that history showed that the so-called common man, Mr. Everyman, isaguy who wants
to beleft done and is quite pleased if only hismundane life runsfairly smoothly. Hisided isan existence
with no diseases, plenty of food and amusement and sex and affection, no worry about paying bills, just
enough work to keep from getting bored with al play and someoneto do histhinking for him. Most
adultswant agod of some sort to run things for them while they do just what they please.”

“Why,” exclamed Alice, “heisn’'t any better than Hitler or Stdin!”

“Not at dl,” | said. “He could bring about Eden aswe can see by looking around us. And hedidn’t
believein any particular ideology or in using force. He...”

| stopped, mouth open. I’ d been defending the Professor!
Alicegiggled. “Did you change your mind?’

“No,” | said. “Not at al. Because the Professor, like my dictator, must have changed his mind. Heis
using force. Look a Polivinosd.”

“He' sno example. He dwayswas an ass, and he ill is. And how do we know he doesn't like being
one?’

| had no chanceto reply. The eastern horizon wasllit up by agrest flash of fire. A second or two later,
the sound of the explosion reached us.

We were both shocked. We had come to accept the ideathat such chemical reactionsjust didn’t take
placeinthisvaley.

Alice clutched my hand and said sharply. “ Do you think the attack has started ahead of schedule? Or is



that one we weren't told about?’

“I don't think so. Why would an attack be launched around here? Let’ s go and see what’ s up.”

“Y ou know, I’ d have thought that was lightning, except that— well, it was just the opposite of lightning.”
“The negative, you mean?’ | asked her.

She nodded. “The streak was—black.”

“I’ve seen lightning streeks that branched out liketrees,” | said. “But thisisthefirst treethat | ever...” |
stopped and murmured. “No, that’s crazy. I ll wait until | get there before | make any more comments.”

We left the gravel road and turned right onto a paved highway. | recognized it as the state route that ran
past the arfidld and into Metonville, about amile and ahdf away. Another explosion lit up the eastern
sky, but thistime we saw it was much closer than we had first thought.

We hurried forward, tense, ready to take to the woodsif danger threatened. We had traveled about half
amilewhen 1 stopped so suddenly that Alice bumped into me. She whispered, “What isit?’

“I don’t remember that creekbed ever being there,” | replied dowly. “Infact, | know it wasn't there. |
took alot of hikes along herewhen | wasaBoy Scout.”

And thereit was. It came up from the east, from Onaback’ s genera direction, and cut southwest, avay
from theriver. It dashed through the state highway, leaving athirty-foot gap in the road. Somebody had
dragged two long tree trunks across the cut and laid planks between them to form arough bridge.

We crossed it and walked on down the highway, but another explosion to our left told us we were off the
trail. Thisone, very close, came from the edge of alarge meadow that | remembered had once been a
parking lot for atrucking company.

Alice sniffed and said, “ Smell that burning vegetation?”
“Yes.” | pointed to thefar side of the creek where the moon shone on the bank. “Look at those.”

Those were the partly burned and shattered stalks and branches of plants about the size of pine trees.
They were scattered about forty feet apart. Some lay againgt the bank; some were stretched aong the
bottom of the creekbed.

What did it mean? The only way to find out wasto investigate. So, aswe came abruptly to the creeks
end, which was surrounded by aring of about a hundred people, we tried to elbow through to see what
was S0 interesting.

We never madeit, for at that moment awoman screamed, “He put in too much Brew!”
A man bellowed, “Run for your lives!”

The night around us was suddenly gleaming with bodies and clamorous with cries. Everybody was
running and pushing everybody €l seto make room. Nevertheless, in spite of their reckless haste, they
werelaughing asif it was dl abigjoke. It was astrange mixture of panic and disdain for the panic.

| grabbed Alice' s hand and started running with them. A man came abreast of usand | shouted. “What's
the danger?’

Hewas afantadtic figure, thefirst person | had seen with any clothing on. He wore ared fez with atasse



and awide green sash wound around hiswaist. A scimitar was stuck through it at such an angle it looked
like aducktail-shaped rudder. Theillusion was furthered by the speed at which he wastraveling.

When he heard my shout, he gave me awild look that contributed to the weirdness of his garb and
shouted something.

“Huh?’

Again heyelled a me and sped on.

“What'd hesay?’ | panted a Alice. “I'll swear he said ‘ Horatio Hornblower.’”
“Sounded morelike* Yorassiffencornblows,’” shereplied.

That was when we found out why the crowd was running like mad. A lion the Size of amountain roared
behind us—ablast knocked usflat on our faces—awave of hot air succeeded the shock—ahail of
rocks and clods of dirt pelted us. | yelped as| was hit in the back of oneleg. For amoment, | could have
sworn my leg was broken.

Alice screamed and grabbed me around the neck. “ Save mel”
I’d have liked to, but who was going to save me?

Abruptly, the rocks quit faling, and the yells stopped. Silence, except for the drawing of thankful bregths.
Then, giggles and yelps of pure delight and calls back and forth and white bodies were shining in the
moonlight asthey rose like ghosts from the grass. Fear among these uninhibited people could not |ast
long. They were aready joshing each other about the way they’ d run and then were walking back to the
cause of thar flight.

| stopped awoman, a beautiful buxom wench of twenty-five— al the adult femae Brew addicts, | later
found, were pretty and well-shaped and looked youthful—and | said, “What happened?’

“Ah, thefool Scrambler put too much Brew inthe hole,” shereplied, smiling. “ Anybody could see
what’ d happen. But he wouldn't listen to us, and his own buddies are as scrambled as heis, thanks to
Mahrud.”

When she uttered that name, she made that sgn. These people, no matter how lightly and irreverently
they behaved in other matters, were aways respectful toward their god Mahrud.

| was confused. “He? Who?’ | sad, indegantly.

“He haw?’ she brayed and my body turned cold as | thought she was referring to Polivinosd. But she
was merely mocking the form of my question. “The Scrambled Men, of course, Baldy.” Looking keenly
at mein asingle sweep that began at my feet and ended at the top of my head, she added, “If it weren't
for that, I’d think you hadn't tasted the Brew yet.”

| didn’t know what she meant by that. | looked upward, because she had pointed in that direction. But |
couldn’t see anything except the clear sky and the huge distorted moon.

| didn’t want to continue my questioning and expose mysdf as such anewcomer. | 1eft the woman and,
with Alice, followed the crowd back. Their destination was the end of the creek, anewly blasted hole
which showed mein aglance how the dry bed had so suddenly comeinto existence. Somebody has
carved it out with a series of the tremendous blasts we' d heard.



A man brushed by me. Hislegs pumped energetically, hisbody was bent forward, and one arm was
crooked behind his back. His right hand clutched the matted hair on his chest. Jammed sideways on his
head was one of those plumed cocked hats you see the big brass of men’slodges wear during parades.
A belt around his otherwise naked waist supported a sheathed sword. High-heeled cowboy boots
completed his garb. He frowned deeply and carried, in the hand behind his back, alarge map.

“Uh—Admird,” | caled out.

He paid no attention but plowed ahead.

“Generd!”

Stll hewouldn’t turn his heed.

“Boss. Chief. Hey, you!”

Helooked up. “ Winkled tupponies?’ he queried.

“Huh?’

Alice sad, “Close your mouth before your plate fals out, and comedong.”

We got to the excavations edge before the crowd became too thick to penetrate. It was about thirty feet
across and doped steeply down to the center, which was about twenty feet deep. Exactly inthe middle
reared an enormous, blackened, and burning plant. Talk about Jack and your beanstalk. Thiswasa
corngtalk, ears, leaves, and dl, and it was at least fifty feet high. It leaned periloudy and would, if touched
with afinger, fal flaming to the ground. Right on top of us, too, if it happened to be toppling our way. Its
roots were as exposed as the plumbing of a haf-demolished tenement.

Thedirt had been flung away from the roots and piled up around the hole to complete the craterlike
appearance of the excavation. It looked asif ameteor had plowed into the ground.

That’swhat | thought at first glance. Then | saw from the way the dirt scattered that the meteor must
have come up from below.

Therewas no time to think through the full implication of what | saw, for the huge cornstalk began its
long-delayed fall. | was busy, dong with everybody e se, in running away. After it had fallen with agreet
crash, and after anumber of the oddly dressed men had hitched it up to aten-horse team and dragged it
away to onesde, | returned with Alice. Thistime | went down into the crater. The soil washard and dry
under my feet. Something had sucked all the water out and had doneit fagt, too, for the dirt in the
adjoining meadow was moist from arecent shower.

Despite the heat contained in the hole, the Scrambled Men swarmed in and began working with shovels
and picks upon the western wall. Their leader, the man with the admiras hat, sood in their middle and
held the map before him with both hands, while he frowned blackly at it. Every oncein awhilehe' d
summon a subordinate with alordly gesture, point out something on the map, and then designate a spot
for himto use hisshovel.

“Olderen croakish richbags’ he commanded.
“Eniatipac nom, iuo, iuo,” chanted the subordinate.

But the digging turned up nothing they were looking for. And the people standing on thelip of the
crater—like the big city crowds that watch steam-shovel excavating—hooted and howled and shouted



unheeded advice at the Scrambled Men. They passed bottles of Brew back and forth and had a good
time, though | thought some of their hepful hintsto the workers were definitely in bad taste.

Suddenly, the semi-Napoleon snorted with rage and threw his hands up so the map fluttered through the
ar.

“Shimsham the rodtammed shipshuts!” he howled.
“Rer heuf niem, lohwaj!” his men shouted.
“ Frammistab the wormbattened frigatebarns!”

Theresult of dl thiswasthat everybody quit digging except for one man. He was dressed in a plug hat
and two dozen dave bracelets. He dropped a seed of some sort within a six-foot-deep hole cut almost
horizontally into the bank. Hefilled thiswith dirt, tamped it, then drove athin wire down through the soil.
Another man, wearing harlequin spectaclesin which the glass had been knocked out, and aspiked
Prussian officer’ s hemet from the First World War, withdrew the wire and poured a cascade of Brew
from ahuge vase. Thethirsty soil gulped it eagerly.

There was slence as the Scrambled Men and the spectatorsintently watched the ceremony. Suddenly a
woman on the excavations edge shouted, “He' s putting in too much again! Stop the fool!”

The Napoleon looked up fiercely and reprimanded, “ Fornicoot the onus squeered.”

Immediately, the ground rumbled, the earth shook, the crust quivered. Something was about to pop, and
it was going to pop loud!

“Runfor thehilld Thistimehe sredly doneit!”
| didn’t know what he’ d done, but it didn’t seem atime to be standing around asking questions.

Weran up the dope and out onto the meadow and acrossit. When we were hafway to the road, |
overcame the contagious panic long enough to risk aglance over my shoulder. And | saw it.

Y ou've heard of explosionsflowering? Well, thiswasthefirst time | had ever seen thereverse—a
colossa sunflower exploding, energized and accelerated fantagtically inits growth by an overdose of that
incredible stimulant, the Brew. It attained the size of a Sequoiawithin a split-second, its stalk and head
blasting the earth in a hurry to get out. It was reaching high into the sky and burning, because of the
tremendous energy poured out in its growth.

And then, itslower parts having been denied a grip because its foundations had been thrust aside, it was
toppling, toppling, aflaming tower of destruction.

Aliceand | got out of the way. But we barely made it and, for asecond, | was sure that that titanic
blazing hulk would smash us like beetles benegth a hard leather hedl.

It went whoosh! And then karoomp! And wefdl forward, stunned, unable to move. Or so we thought.
The next instant we both legped from our pardysis, bare rumps blistered.

Alice screamed. “Oh, God, Dan! It hurts!”

| knew that, for | had been burned too in that region. | think our expedition would have cometo abad
end right then and there, for we needed immediate medica attention and would have had to go back to
HQ to get it. These primitives had evidently forgotten al knowledge of up-to-date hedling.



True enough—but they had forgotten because they no longer needed the knowledge. Attracted by our
pitiful plight, two men, before | could object, had thrown the contents of two buckets over our backs.

| yelped with terror, but | had no place to run except back into the fire. Even the Brew was better than
that. And | didn’t get any in or even near my mouth.

Nevertheless, | was going to protest angrily at this horse-play while we were in such agony. But before |
could say anything, | no longer felt pain.

| couldn’t see what was happening to me, but | could see Alices reaction. Her back was toward me, and
she had quit whimpering.

Benesth the moist film of Brew, the blisters had fallen off, and anew hedthy pink shone through.

Alice was s0 overcome, she even forgot her feud with me long enough to put her head on my chest and
weep, “Oh, Dan, Dan, isn't it wonderful 7’

| didn’t want to give thisevil drug too much credit. After dl, like any narcotic, it had its beneficia effects
if used correctly, but it could be horribly viciousif mishandled.

| said, “Come on, we have to go back,” and | took her hand and led her to the new crater. | felt | must
solve the puzzle of the Scrambled Men. And | thought of the credit I’ d get for suggesting anew method
of warfare—dropping bombcases filled with Brew and seeds from balloons. And what about cannon
shooting shells whose propulsive power would also be seed and Brew? Only—how would you clean the
cannon out afterward? Y ou’ d have to have atree surgeon attached to every artillery team. Of course,
you could use the rocket principle for your missles. Only—wouldn’t a Brob-dingnagian pansy or
corngtalk trailing out behind create an awful drag and a suddenly added weight? Wouldn’t you have to
train botanists to be aerodynamicidts, or viceversa, and... ?

| rejected thewholeidea The brass at HQ would never believe me.

The Scrambled Men worked quickly and efficiently and with al the added vigor Brew-drinking gave.
Inside of fifteen minutes, they had put out the fire and had then pulled the smoldering trunk out of the
way. They a once began digging into the dopes and bottom of the excavation.

| watched them. They seemed to be obeying the orders of the man in the admiral’ s hat, and were
continualy conferring with him and their fellow workers. But not asingle one could understand what the
other was saying. All effective communication was done by facid expressons and gestures. Y et none
would admit thet to any of the others.

Wiéll, | thought, thiswas scarcely anovety, though | had never seen it carried out on such athorough
scae. And what—or who— was responsible?

Again, wearily thistime, | asked a spectator what was going on. These people seemed to be incapable of
making a serious statement, but there was away's the chance that I’ d find somebody who was an

exception.

“I'll tell you, stranger. These men areliving evidences of thefact that it doesn’t pay to corrupt religion for
your Own purposes.”

He drank from aflask he carried on a chain around his neck and then offered me adug. He looked
surprised at my refusa but took no offense.

“These were the leaders of the community just before Mahrud manifested himself asthe Red Bull. You



know—preachers, big and little businessmen, newspaper editors, gamblers, lawyers, bankers, union
business agents, doctors, book reviewers, college professors. The men who are supposed to know how
to cure your diseases socia, economic, financid, adminigrative, psychologicd, spiritua, and so on, into
the deep dark night. They knew the Right Word, comprehend? The Word that’ d set Things straight,
understand?

“The only trouble was that after the Brew began to flow freely, nobody who' d drunk from the Holy
Bottle would pay any attention to these pillars of the community. They tried hard for along time. Then,
seeing which way the tide was inevitably foaming, they decided that maybe they’ d better get in on agood
thing. After dl, if everybody was doing it, it must be the correct thing to do.

“So, after drinking enough Brew to give them courage, but not enough to change them into ordinary
fun-loving but Mahrud-fearing citizens, they announced they were the prophets of anew religion. And
from then on, according to their advertisements, none but them wasfit to run the worship of the Big Bull.
Of course, Sheed the Weather Prophet and Polivinosdl and the Allegory ignored them, and so were
denounced asfalse gods.

“Makesyou laugh, does't it? But that’ sthe way it goes. And that’ sthe way it went until

M ahrud—Dbibulous be his peopl e forever—got mad. He announced, through Sheed, that these pillars of
the community were just dummy-prophets, fakes. As punishment, he was going to give them a gift, ashe
had earlier done to the Dozen Diapered Darlings.

“So hesad, in effect, Y ou’ ve been telling the people that you, and only you, have possession of the Redl
Bull, the Right Word. Well, you'll haveit. Only it’ Il be the Word that nobody but you can understand,
and to every other man it |l be a strange tongue. Now—scram!”

“But after he' d watched these poor characters ssumbling around trying to talk to each other and the
people and getting madder than the hopsin the Brew or else sadder than the morning-after, Mahrud felt
sorry. So hesaid, ‘Look, I'll give you achance. I’ ve hidden the key to your troubles somewhere in this
valey.

Searchfor it. If you find it, you' Il be cured. And everybody will understand you, understand?

“ S0 he gave them amap—all of them, mind you—»buit this half-dressed Napoleon here grabbed the map,
and he kept it by virtue of being the most un-understandable of the bunch. And, ever since, he' s been
directing the search for the key that’ Il unscramble them.”

“That' swhy they're doing al thisblasting and digging?’ | asked, dazed.
“Y es, they' refollowing the map,” he said, laughing.

| thanked him and walked up behind the man with the admiral’ s hat and sword. | looked over his
shoulder. The map was covered with long squiggly lines and many shorter branches. These, | supposed,
werethe lines hewasfollowing in his creekbed-making.

Helooked around at me. “ Symfrantic gangleboys?”

“Yousadit,” I choked, and then | had to turn and walk away. “ That map isachart of the human
nervous system,” | gasped to Alice. “ And he' sfollowing one of the branches of the vagus nerve.”

“Thewandering nerve,” murmured Alice. “ Or isit the wondering nerve? But what could dl thismean?’

Aswe began our climb from the pit, | said, “I think we' re seeing the birth-pangs of anew mythology.
One of the demigodsis based upon afamous comic strip character. Another isformed in theimage of a



pun on the trandation of his name—though his new form does correspond to hislustful, asinine character.
And we see that the chief deity bases hisworship—and at least one of his epiphanies—on his mortal
nickname. All this makes me wonder upon what foundations the ol d-time pantheons and myths were
built. Were they aso orginaly based on such incongruous and unlikely features?’

“Danid Temper!” Alice snapped. “You tak asif you believed the old pagan gods once existed and asiif
thisMahrud actudly isagod!”

“Before| came here, I’d have laughed at any such theory,” | said. “How do you explain what you've
seen?’

We climbed up in silence. At the edge, | turned for one more glimpse of the Scrambled Men, the object
lesson designed by Mahrud. They were digging just as busily as ever paying no attention to theribald
comments of the spectators. The funny thing about this, | thought, was that these unscrambled men had
not yet caught on to the fact that the Scrambled Men were more than awacky sect, that they were
symbols of what the spectators must themselves do if they wished to travel beyond their own present
carefree and happy but unprogressive state.

Asplainly asthe ears on the head of the Ass-God, the plight of these frantically digging sons of Babel
sad to everybody, “Look within yoursavesto find the key.”

That advice was probably uttered by the first philosopher among the cavemen.

| caught the glint of something metallic amost buried in the dirt of the dope. | went back and picked it up.
It was along-handled silver screwdriver.

If I hadn’t known my old teacher so well, | don’t think | ever would have understood its presence. But
I”d been bombarded in his classes with his bizarre methods of putting things over. So | knew that | held
in my hand another of his seriousjokes—autens| designed to take its place in the roster of myths

springing up within thisValey Olympus.

Y ou had the legend of Pandoras Box, of Philemon and Baucis Pitcher, Medusa' s Face, Odin’'s Pledged
Eye. Why not the Silver Screwdriver?

| explained to Alice. “ Remember the gag about the boy who was born with agolden screw in his navel?
How dl hislife he wondered what it was for? How ashamed he was because he was different from
anybody else and had to keep it hidden? Remember how he finaly found a psychiatrist who told him to
go home and dream of the fairy queen? And how Queen Titaniadid down on amoonbeam and gave him
adlver screwdriver? And how, when he' d unscrewed the golden screw from his navel, he felt so happy
about being normal and being able to marry without making his bride laugh a him? Remember, he then
forgot dl hisvain speculations upon the purpose of that golden screw? And how, very happy, he got up
from his chair to reach for acigarette? And hisderriere, deprived of its former fastening, dropped off?’

“You don't mean it?" she breathed.

“But | do! How do we know the tale of the Golden Apples or the Golden Fleece didn’t have their origin
in jokes and that they later acquired a symbolic significance?’

She had no answer to that, any more than anybody did.

“Aren’'t you going to give it to the Scrambled Men?’ she asked. “It' d save them al thisblasting and
digging. And they could settle down and quit talking gibberish.”

“I imagine they’ ve sumbled over it ahundred times before and kicked it to one Side, refusing to



recognizeits meaning.”
“Yes, but what doesit mean?’

Exasperatedly, | said, “It’ sanother clueto the fact that they ought to look within themselves, that they
ought to consider the nature of their punishment and the lesson to be derived fromit.”

Wewaked away. The wholeincident had left me plunged in gloom. | seemed to be getting deeper and
deeper into amurk furnished by abeing who, in the far dim background, mocked me. Wasit mere
coincidence that we' d been met by the Allegory, that he' d given us his vaguely ominous advice?

| didn’t have much time to think, for we came to the side road which led to the State Hospital. | could
look down it and see the white stones of the cemetery outside the high wire fence. | must have stood
there longer than | thought, because Alice said, “What' s the matter?’

“The State Hospital cemetery isjust indde the fence. The Méetonville cemetery ison the other sde. My
father isburied in the state grounds; my mother liesin the villages cemetery. They are separated in degth,
asthey wereinlife”

“Dan,” she said softly, “we ought to get afew hours' deep before we go on. We ve waked along way.
Why don’t wevist your parents graves and then deep there? Would you like that?’

“Very much. Thank you for the thought, Alice.” The words came hard. “Y ou' re a pretty wonderful
person.”

“Not so much. It's merely the decent thing to do.”
She would haveto say that just when | was beginning to fed alittle warmer toward her.

We went down theroad. A big red-haired man walked toward us. Hewas all eyesfor Alice, so much so
that | expected the same sort of trouble we' d had with Polivinosel. But when he looked a me, he
stopped, grinned, and burst into loud howls of laughter. Ashe passed me, | smdled his breath. It was
loaded with the Brew.

“What' sthe matter with him?’

“l don’'t know,” said Alice, looking a me. “Wait aminute! Of course! Polivinosdl and the others must
have known al the time that you were an Outsider!”

“WI,V?!
“Because you're bad! Have we seen any bad men? No! That’ swhy thisfellow laughed!”
“If that's s0, I'm marked! All Polivinosdl hasto do is have hisworshiperslook for askinhead.”

“Oh, it'snot that bad,” she said. “Y ou have to remember that Outsiders are constantly coming in, and
that any number of ex-soldiersarein the process of changing. Y ou could pass for one of those.” She
grabbed my hand. “Oh well, come aong, let’ s get some deep. Then we can think about it.”

We came to the cemetery entrance. The shrubbery on either Sde of the stone arch had grown higher than
rny head. Theiron gate in the arch was wide open and covered with rust. Inside, however, | did not see
the expected desolate and wild expanse of tall weeds. They were kept trimmed by the goats and sheep
that sood around like slvery statues in the moonlight.

| gave acry and ran forward.



My mother’ s grave gaped like a big brown mouth. There was black water at the bottom, and her coffin
wastilted on end. Evidently, it had been taken out and then did carelesdy back in. Itslid was open. It
was empty.

Behind me, Alice said, “Easy, Dan. There' sno cause for looking so darmed.”

“So thisisyour splendid people, Alice, the gods and nymphs of the New Golden Age. Grave-robbers!
Chouls!”

“I don’t think so. They' d have no need or desire for money and jewels. Let’slook around. There must
be some other explanation.”

Welooked. We found Weepenwilly.

He was sitting with his back againgt atombstone. He was so large and dark and quiet that he seemed to
be cast out of bronze, apart of the monument itself. He looked like Rodin’s Thinker —a Thinker
wearing aderby hat and white loincloth. But there was something aive about him and, when heraised his
head, we saw tears glistening in the moonlight.

“Couldyoutdl me” | asked excitedly, “why al these graves are dug up?’
“Blessyou, my bhoy,” he said in adight brogue. “ Sure, now, and have you aloved one buried here?’
“My mother,” | said.

Histearsflowed fagter. “Faith, bhoy, and isit so? Then you'll be happy when | tell you the glorious news.
Me own dear wife was buried here, you know.”

| didn’t see anything about that to make me happy, but | kept quiet and waited.

“Y es, me bhoy—you'll pardon my cdling you that, won’t you? After al, | wasaveteran o' the
Spanish-American War, and | outrank you by quite afew years. In fact, if it hadn’t been for the blessed
ascent 0 Mahrud—may he stub his divine toe and fal on his glorious face, bless him—I would now be
dead of old age and me bonesresting in the boat dong with mewife's, and so—"

“What boat?’ | interrupted.

“What boat? Where have you been? Ah, yes, you're new.” He pointed hisfinger at his head, to indicate
my baldness, | suppose.

“Faith, bhoy, you must hurry to Onaback in the morning and see the boatload o’ bones leave. Twill be big
doings then, you can count on that, with lots o* Brew and barbecued beef and pork and enough
love-making to last you for aweek.”

After repeated questioning, | learned that Mahrud had had the remains of the dead in al the graveyards
of the Areadug up and transported to Onaback. The next day, a boat carrying the bones would cross
the Illinois and deposit the load upon the eastern shore. What would happen after that, not even the
minor gods knew—or else would not tell—but everybody was sure that Mahrud intended to bring the
dead back to life. And everybody was thronging into the city to witness such an event.

That news made mefed better. If there were to be many people on theroads and in the city itself, then it
would be easy to Say lost in the crowds.

The man with the derby said, “As sure asthey cal me Weepenwilly, children, the All-Bull is going too



far. HE |l try to raise the dead, and hewon'’t be ableto do it. And then where will the peoplesfaith in him
be? Where will / be?’

He sobbed, “I’ll be out 0’ work again, me position lost—methat served the Old God faithfully until | saw
Hewaslosing ground and that Mahrud was the up-and-coming deity nowadays. A God such asthey had
in the ancient daysin Erin when gods was gods and men was giants. But now Mahrud—bull be his name,
curse him— will loseface, and he'll never get it back. Then I’ ll be that most miserable o' dl things, a
prophet without honor. What' sworse, | was just about to be promoted to a hemi-semi-demigod—I’ve
been coming up fast al on account 0 me faithful and hard work and keeping me mouth shut—when this
big promotiona stunt hasto enter the All-Bull’ shead. Why can't he leave well enough alone?’

Atlag, | got out of him that he wasn't so much afraid Mahrud would fail as he was that he might
succeed.

“If Mahrud does clothe the old bones with new flesh, me ever-loving wife will be out looking for me, and
me lifewon't be worth apre-Brew nickd. She'll never forget nor forgive that ‘ twas me who pushed her
down those steps ten years ago and broke her stringy neck. Twill make no differenceto her that she'll
come back better than ever, with alovely new figure and apretty faceinstead o' that hatchet. Not her,
the black-hearted, stone-livered wrath o God!

“Sure, and I’ ve had an unhappy life ever sncethe day | opened me innocent blue eyes—untainted
except for the old origina sin, but Mahrud saysthat’s no dogmao' his—and first saw thelight 0’ day.
Unhappy I’ ve been, and unhappy I'll live. | can’t even taste the sweet sting o' death—because, as sure
asthe sunrisesin the eadt, as sure as Durham became a bull and swam the Illinoiswith the lovely Peggy
on hisback and made her his bride upon the high bluffs—I can’'t even die becauise me everloving wife
would search out me bones and ship them to Mahrud and be standing there facing mewhen | arose.”

| was getting weary of listening to thisflow of hyperbole, interminable asthe lllinoisitsdf. | said, “ Thank
you, Mr. Weepen-willy, and good night. We ve got along trip ahead of us.”

“Sure, me bhoy, and that’ s not me given name. Tis anickname given me by the bhoys down at the town
hal because...”

| heard no more. | went back to my mother’ sgrave and lay down by it. | couldn’t get to deep, because
Alice and Weepenwilly weretaking. Then, just as1’d managed amost to drop off, Alice sat down by
me. Sheingsted on retelling me the story Weepenwilly had just told her.

I’d seen hiswhite loincloth, hadn’t 1?7 Well, if Weepenwilly had stood up, I’ d have perceived the
three-cornered fold of it. And I’ d have seen its remarkable resemblance to early infant apparel. That
resemblance was not coincidental, for Weepenwilly was one of the Dozen Diapered Darlings.

Moreover, if he had stood up, I' d have noticed the yellow glow that emanated from his posterior, the
nimbus so much like afirefly’ sin color and postion.

It seemed that, shortly after the Brew began taking full effect, when the people of Onaback had turned
their backs to the outside world, numerous sdlf-styled prophets had tried to take advantage of the new
religion. Each had presented his own variation of an as-yet-misunderstood creed. Among them had been
twelve politicians who had long been bleeding the city’ streasury dry. Because it was some time before
the Bottle' s contents began affecting the nature of things noticegbly, they had not been aware at first of
what was happening.

The whed s of industry dowed by degrees. Grass and trees subtly encroached upon pavement. People
gradualy logt interest in the cares of life. Inhibitions were imperceptibly dissolved. Enmitiesand



bitternesses and diseases faded. The terrors, burdens, and boredoms of life burned away as magicaly as
the morning mist under therising sun.

A time came when people quit flying to Chicago for business or pleasure. When nobody went to the
library to take out books. When the typographers and reporters of the daily newspapersfailed to show
up for work. When the Earthgripper Diesd Company and Myron Malkers Didtillery—biggest on earth of
their kind, both of them—blew the find whistle. When people everywhere seemed to redize that dl had
been wrong with the world, but that it was going to be fine and dandy in the future.

About then, the mail-carriers quit. Frantic telegrams and | etters were sent to Washington and the State
capita—though from other towns, because the local operators had quit. This was when the Food and
Drug Adminigtration, and the Internal Revenue Bureau, and the F.B.I, sent agentsinto Onaback to
investigate. These agents did not come back and others were sent in, only to succumb to the Brew.

The Brew had not yet reached itsfull potency, when Durham had just reveded himself, through the
prophet Sheed, as Mahrud. There was still some opposition, and the most vigorous came from the
twelve paliticians. They organized a meeting in the courthouse square and urged the people to follow
them in an attack on Mahrud. First they would march on Traybel University, where Sheed lived in the
Meteorologica Building.

“Then,” said one of thetweve, shaking hisfig at the long thin line of Brew geysering from the Bottle up
onthehills, “we ll lynch thismad scientist who calls himsdf Mahrud, thislunatic we know isacrazy
university professor and areader of poetry and philosophy. Friends, citizens, Americans, if thisMahrud is
indeed agod, as Sheed, another mad scientist claims, let him strike me with lightning! My friendsand |
darehimto!”

The dozen were standing on a platform in the courthouse yard. They could look down Main Street and
acrosstheriver to the hills. They faced the east defiantly. No bellowings came, no lightnings. But inthe
next ingant, the dozen were forced to fleeignominioudy, never again to defy the All-Bull.

Alicegiggled. “They were struck by an affliction which was not as devastating as lightning nor as
Spectacular. But it was far more demordizing. Mahrud wished on them adisability which required them
to wear digpers for much the same reason babies have to. Of course, this convinced the Dozen Diapered
Darlings. But that brassy-nerved bunch of ex-ward-hedlers switched right around and said they’ d known
al dong that Mahrud was the Redl Bull. They'd caled the meeting so they could make adramatic
announcement of their change of heart. Now he' d given them amonopoly on divinerlevation. If
anybody wanted to get in touch with him, let them step up and pay on theline. They still hadn’t redlized
that money was no good anymore.

“They even had the shortsightedness and the crust to pray to Mahrud for aspecid sign to prove their
prophethood. And the All-Bull did send them signs of their sanctity. He gave them permanent halos,
blazing ydlow lights”

Sitting up and hugging her knees, Alice rocked back and forth with laughter. “ Of course, the Dozen
should have been ecstaticaly happy. But they weren't. For Mahrud had dyly misplaced their halos,
locating them in aplace where, if the Darlings wished to demongtrate their marks of sainthood, they
would be forced to stand up.

“And, would you believeit, thisthick-headed Dozen refuses to admit that Mahrud has afflicted them.
Instead, they brag continualy about their halos' location, and they attempt to get everybody else to wear
digpers. They say atowe around the middleisas much asign of atrue believer in Mahrud as aturban or
fezisthat of abeliever in Allah.



“Naturdly, their real reason isthat they don’t want to be congpicuous. Not that they mind being
outstanding. It'sjust that they don’t want people to be reminded of their disability or their origind sin.”

Tearsran from her eyes. She choked with laughter.
| failed to see anything funny about it, and | told her so.

“Youdon't getit, Temper,” shesaid. “Thiscondition iscurable. All the Darlings haveto doispray to
Mahrud to berdieved of it, and they will be. But their pridewon’t let them. They indst it’ sa benefit and
adggn of the Bull’ sfavor. They suffer, yes, but they like to suffer. Just as Weepenwilly likesto it on his
wife' stombstone— asif that' d keep her under the ground—and wail about his misfortune. Heand his
kind wouldn't give up their punishment for the world—literaly!”

She began laughing loudly again. | sat up and grabbed her shoulders and pulled her closeto smell her
breath. There was no hint of the Brew, so she hadn’t been drinking from Weepenwilly’ s bottle. She was
suffering from hysteria, plain and smple.

The norma procedure for bringing awoman back to normality isto dap her resoundingly upon the
cheek. But in this case Alice turned the tables by dapping me firs—resoundingly. The effect wasthe
same. She quit laughing and glared & me.

| held my stinging cheek. “What wasthat for?’
“For trying to take advantage of me,” she said.
| was so angry and taken aback that | could only stutter, “Why, I—why, I—"

“Just keep your handsto yoursdf,” she snapped. “ Don’t mistake my sympathy for love. Or think,
because these Brew-bums have no inhibitions or discrimination, that I’ ve also succumbed.”

| turned my back on her and closed my eyes. But thelonger | lay there, and the more | thought of her
misinterpretation, the madder | became. Findly, boiling within, | sat up and said tightly, “Alicel”

She must not have been deegping ether. Sheraised up a once and stared at me, her eyes big.
“Wha—what isit?’

“I forgot to giveyou this” | let her have it acrossthe side of her face. Then, without waiting to seethe
effect of my blow, | lay down and turned my back again. For aminute, I’ll admit, my spine was cold and
tense, waiting for the nail sto rake down my naked skin.

But nothing like that happened. Firdt, there was the sort of silence that breathes. Then, instead of the
attack, came aracking breath, followed by sobs, which doped off into snifflings and the wiping of tears.

| stood it aslong as| could. Then | sat up again and said, “ Al right, so maybe | shouldn’t have hit you.
But you had no businesstaking it for granted that | was trying to make love to you. Look, | know I’'m
repulsive to you, but that’ s all the more reason why | wouldn’t be making apass at you. | have some
pride. And you don't exactly drive me out of my mind with passion, you know. What makes you think
you're any Helen of Troy or Cleopatra?’

There | went. | was dwaystrying to smooth things over, and every time | ended by roughing them up.
Now she was mad and she showed it by getting up and walking off. | caught her as she reached the
cemetery gate.

“Where do you think you'regoing?’ | asked.



“Down to the foot of Main Street, Onaback, Illinois, and I’'m bottling a sample of the Brew there. Then
I”m reporting to my father as soon as possible.”

“Youllittlefool, you can’'t do that. Y ou' re supposed to stick with me.”

Shetossed her long black hair. “My ordersdon’'t say | haveto. If, in my opinion, your presence
becomes a danger to my misson, | may leave you. And | think you' re a definite danger—if not to my
mission, at least to me!”

| grabbed her wrist and whirled her around. “Y ou're acting like alittle girl, not likeamgor inthe U.S.
Marines. What' s the matter with you?’

Shetried to jerk her wrist loose. That made me madder, but when her fist struck me, | saw red. | wasn't
so blinded that | couldn’t find her cheek again with the flat of my hand. Then she was on mewith ahold
that would have broken my armif | hadn’t applied the counterhold. Then | had her down on her sdewith
both her arms caught behind her back. Thiswas where agood little man was better than agood big girl.

“All right,” | gritted, “what isit?’

Shewouldn’t reply. Shetwisted franticaly, though she knew she couldn’t get loose and groaned with
frugtration.

“Isit the same thing that’ swrong with re?’
She quit struggling and said, very softly. “Yes, that’sit.”

| released her arms. Sherolled over on her back, but shedidn’t try to get up. “You mean,” | said, still not
ableto bdieveit, “that you'rein love with me, just as| am with you?’

She nodded again. | kissed her with al the pent-up desire that I’ d been taking out on her in physica
combat a moment ago.

| sad, “I il can't believeit. It was only naturd for meto fal inlove with you, evenif you did act asif
you hated my guts. But why did you fal in love with me? Or, if you can’'t answer that, why did you ride
me?’

“Youwon't likethis,” shesaid. “I could tell you what a psychologist would say. WEe re both college
graduates, professional people, interested in the arts and so on. That wouldn't take in the differences, or
course. But what does that matter? It happened.

“I didn’t want it to. | fought againgt it. And | used the reverse of the old Jamesian principle that, if you
pretend to be something or to like something, you will be that something. | tried to act asif | loathed
you.”

“Why?" | demanded. She turned her head away, but | took her chin and forced her faceto me. “Let’'s
haveit.”

“Y ou know | was nasty about your being bald. Well, | didn't redly didike that. Just the opposite—I
loved it. And that was the whole trouble. | analyzed my own case and decided | loved you because | had
an Electracomplex. I—’

“Youmean,” | said, my voicerising, “that because | was bald like your father and somewhat older than
you, you fdl for me?’



“Wll, no, not redly. | mean that’ swhat | told myself so I’d get over it. That helped meto pretend to
hate you 0 that | might end up doing s0.”

Habbergasted was no word for theway | felt. If | hadn’t been lying on the ground, I’ d have been
floored. Alice Lewiswas one of those products of modern times, so psychol ogy-conscious that she
tended to regard an uninhibited affection of parent and child asasign that both ought to rush to the
nearest psychoanays.

“I'minaterriblefix,” sad Alice. “1 don't know if you fulfill my father-image or if I'm genuingly inlove
withyou. I think | am, yet...”

She put her hand up to stroke my naked scalp. Knowing what | did, | resented the caress. | Sarted to
jerk my head away, but she clamped her hand on it and exclaimed, “Dan, your scap’s fuzzy!”

| said, “Huh?’ and ran my own pam over my head. She wasright. A very light down covered my
baldness.

“So,” | said, delighted and shocked at the sametime, “that’ s what the nymph meant when she pointed at
my head and said that if it weren't for that, she'd think | hadn’t tasted the Brew yet! The Brew that
fellow poured on my heed—that’ s what did it!”

| jumped up and shouted, “Hooray!”

And scarcely had the echoes died down than there was an answering cal, one that made my blood chill.
Thiswasaloud braying laugh from far off, abellowing hee-haw!

“Polivinosd!” | said. | grabbed Alices hand, and we fled down the road. Nor did we stop until we had
descended the hill that runs down into U.S. Route 24. There, puffing and panting from the haf-mile run
and thirstier than ever, we waked toward the city of Onaback, another half-mile away.

| looked back from time to time, but | saw no sign of the Ass. There was no guarantee he wasn't on our
trail, however. He could have been lost in the great mass of people we' d encountered. These carried
baskets and bottles and torches and were, as | found out from conversation with aman, latecomers going
to view the departure of the bone-boat from the foot of Main Street.

“Rumor saysthat Mahrud—may his name be bull—will raise the dead at the foot of the hill the Fountain
of the Bottle spurts from. Whether that’s so or not, we'll al have fun. Barbecue, Brew, and bundling
make the world go round.”

| couldn’t argue with that statement. They certainly were the principa amusements of the natives.

During our progress down Adams Strest, | learned much about the valley’ s setup. My informant was
very takative, asweredl hisfelow Brew-drinkers. He told me that the theocracy began on the lowest
planewith hiskind, Joe Doe. Then there were the prayer-men. These received the petitions of the
populace, sorted them out, and passed on those that needed attention to prophets like the Forecaster
Sheed, who screened them. Then these in turn were relayed to demigods like Polivinosdl, Albert
Allegory, and adozen others | had not heard of before then. They reported directly to Mahrud or Peggy.

Mahrud handled godhood like big business. He had delegated various departments to his vice-presidents
such asthe Ass, who handled fertility, and Sheed, who was probably the happiest forecaster who'd ever
lived. Once aprofessor of physicsat Traybell and the city’ s meteorologist, Sheed was now the only
westherman whose prophecies were one hundred percent correct. There was a good reason for that. He
made the wegther.



All thiswas very interesting, but my mind wasn't asintent on the information asit should have been. For
onething, | kept looking back to seeif Polivinosa wasfollowing us. For another, | worried about Alice's
attitude toward me. Now that | had hair, would she stop loving me? Was it a—now | was doing
it—fixation that attracted her to me, or wasit a genuine affection?

If my situation hadn’t been so tense, I d have laughed a myself. Who would have thought that some day
I might not legp with joy at the possibility of once again having afull head of hair and abeatiful girl in
lovewith me?

The next moment, | did legp. It was not from joy, however. Somebody behind me had given aloud
braying laugh. There was no mistaking the Ass s hee-haw. | whirled and saw, blazing golden in both the
light of the moon and the torches, the figure of Polivinosel galloping toward us. There were peoplein the
way, but they ran to get out of his path, yeling asthey did so. His hoofs rang on the pavement even
abovether cries. Then hewas on us and bellowing, “What now, little man? What now?’

Just ashereached us, | fell flat on my face. He was going so fast, he couldn’t stop. Hishoofsdidn’t help
him keep his baance either, nor did Alice when she shoved him. Over he went, carrying with him bottles
and baskets of fruit and corn and little cages of chickens. Women shrieked, baskets flew, glass broke,
chickens squawked and shot out of sprung doors—Polivinosa was buried in the whole mess.

Aliceand | burst through the crowd, turned a corner and raced down to Washington Street, which ran
paralel to Adams. There wasamuch smdler parade of pilgrims here, but it was better than nothing. We
ducked among these while, ablock away, the giant throat of the Ass called again and again, “Little man,
what now?What now, little man?’

| could have sworn he was galloping toward us. Then hisvoice, mighty asit was, became smaller, and
the fast cloppety-clop died away.

Panting, Alice and | walked down Washington. We saw that the three bridges acrossthe lllinois had
been destroyed. A nativetold usthat Mahrud had wrecked them with lightning one stormy night.

“Not that he needed to worry about crossing to the other sde,” he said, swiftly making the sign of the
bull. “ All of what used to be East Onaback is now sacred to the owner of the Bottle.”

His attitude verified what | had noticed already. These people, though uninhibited by the Brew in other
respects, retained enough awe to give the higher gods plenty of privacy. Whatever the priests relayed to
them was enough to keep them happy.

When we came to the foot of Main Street, which ran right into the lllinois, we looked for aplaceto rest.
Both of uswere bone-weary. It was amost dawn. We had to have some deep, if we wanted to be at dll
efficient for our coming work.

Firgt, though, we had to watch the Fountain. Thiswas athin arc of the Brew which rose from the Bottle,
set on the top of the bluffs across the river from Onaback, and ended in the middle of the waters. The
descending moon played arainbow of wavering and bright colors aong it. How that trick was done, |
didn’t know, but it was one of the most beautiful sights |’ ve ever seen.

| studied it and concluded that some force was being exerted linearly to keep the winds from scattering it
into fine spray. And | saw how easy it would be to locate the Bottle. Follow the fountain to its source, a
mile and ahalf away. Then destroy it, so the power of the Bull would be gone. After that, Sit back and
watch the Marines glide in and begin the conquest of Onaback.

It was as smple asthat.



We looked around some more and found a place on theriverside park to lie down. Alice, shuggled in my
ams, sad, “Dan, I'm awfully thirsty. Areyou?’

| admitted that | was, but that we' d haveto stand it. Then | said, “Alice, after you get your sample, are
you going to hikeright back to H.Q.?’

“No,” shesad, kissing my chest, “I’m not. I'm sticking with you. After al, | want to seeif your hair turns
out curly or straight. And don't tell me!”

“I won't. But you' re going to get awfully thirsty before this assgnment isover.”

Secretly, | was pleased. If she wanted to be with me, then my returning hair wasn't putting aroadblock in
the course of truelove. Maybe it was the red thing, not just something laid by atrauma and hatched by a
complex. Maybe...

There | wasin the tavern in the little town of Croncruachshin. 1’d just fulfilled my mother’s
deathbed wish that | visit her mother, who was living when | stepped aboard the plane for Ireland
and died the day | set foot on the green sod.

After the funeral, I’ d stopped in Bill O’ basean’s for a bite, and Bill, who was wearing horns like a
Texas steer’s, picked the bottle off the shelf where he kept his other curios, and bellowed, “ Danny
Temper, ook at the bull on the side o' that piece of glass! Know what that means? ' Tis the bottle
that Goibniu, the smith o' the gods, fashioned. * Twill run forever with magical brew for him that
knows the words, for him that has a god hidden within himself

“What happened to the owner?” | said, and he answered, “ Sure and bejasus, all the Old
Ones—Erse and Greek and Dutch and Rooshian and Chinee and Indian—found they was crowdin
each other, so they had a trooce and left Airth and went elsewhere. Only Pan stayed here for a
few centuries, and he flew away on the

wings o' light when the New Ones came. He didn’t die as the big mouths claim.

“ And then, in the eighteenth century, the New Ones, who' d become Old Ones now, thought that,
begorry, they' d better be leavin, too, now that they was crowdin each other and makin a mess
0’'things. But the Bottle 0° Goibniu has been lyin® around here collectin dust and stories and here
ye are, my bhoy, for ten American dollars, and what do ye intend doin with it?”

So |l said, “I'll wrap it up and send it on to my old professor as a joke. It'll tickle himwhen | tell
himit’sfor sure the genuine everflowing bottle o' Goibniu.”

And Bill O’ basean winked and said, “ And him a teetotaller. What' Il hiswife, the old hag and
wicked witch, say to that?”

And | said, “ Wouldn’t it be funny if the old prof thought this really was Goibniu’ s bottle?”

And Bill, who had now become the Rational Man, |ooked severely at me and said to the squirrel
crouched on his shoulder, “ O Nuciferous One, what this simpleton don’t know nohow! Hasn't he
intellect enough, begorry, to see that the bottle was destined from its making for Boswell
Durham? ‘Bos,” which is Latin for the bovine species, and ‘well,” a combination of the
Anglo-Saxon ‘wiella,” meaning fountain or well-spring ‘wiellan’ or ‘wellen? meaning to pour
forth, and the Anglo-Saxon adverb *well meaning worthily or abundantly, and the adjective,
meaning healthy. Boswell—the foun-taining, abundantly healthy bovine. And of course, Durham.
Everybody knows that that is sign and symbol for a bull.”



“ And he was born under Taurustoo,” | said.

And then the bartender, who was bald Alice by now—bald alas!—handed me the Bottle. “ Here,
have a drink on the house.” And then | was on the steeply sloping rooftop and diding fast toward
the edge. “ Drink, drink, drink!” screamed Alice. “ Or you'relost, lost, lost!”

But | wouldn't doit, and | awoke moaning, with the sunin my eyes and Alice shaking me and saying,
“Dan, Dan, what' sthe matter?’

| told her about my dream and how it was mixed up with things that had actualy happened. | told her
how | had bought this bottle from O’ basean and sent it to the Professor as a hoax. But she didn’t pay
much attention because, like me, she had one thing uppermost in the cells of both body and mind. Thirgt.
Thirg wasaliving lizard that, with a hot rough skin, forced its swelling body down our throats and pulsed
there, sucking moisture from uswith every bresth.

She licked her dry, cracked lips and then, glancing wistfully toward the river, where bathers shouted and
plunged with joy, asked, “I don’t supposeit’d hurt meif | sat init, do you?’

“Becareful,” | said, my wordsrattling like pebblesin adried gourd. | ached to join her, but I couldn’t
even get near the water. | was having trouble enough combatting the panic that came with the odor of the
Brew blowing from the river on the morning breeze.

While she waded out until the water was hip-deep and cupped it in her hands and poured it over her
breasts, | examined my surroundingsin the daylight. To my left was awarehouse and awharf. Tied
aongside the latter was an old coa barge that had been painted bright green. A number of men and
women, ignoring the fedtivities, were busy carrying bags and long mummy-shaped bundles from the
warehouse to the boat. These were the bones that had been dug up recently. If my information was
correct, they’ d be ferried across to the other side after the ceremonies.

That wasfine. | intended to go over with them. As soon as Alice came back out of the water, I’ d unfold
my plansto her and if she thought she could go through withit, we'd...

A big grinning head emerged from the water just behind Alice. It belonged to one of those jokerson
every beach who grabs you from behind and pulls you under. | opened my mouth to yell awarning, but it
wastoo late. | don’t suppose I’ d have been heard above the crowd' s noise, anyway.

After sputtering and blowing the water out, she stood there with the most ecstatic expression, then bent
over and began drinking great mouthfuls. That was enough for me. | was dying within, because she was
now on the enemy’ sside, and I’ d wanted so badly to do something for her that | hurt. But | had to get
going before she saw me and yelled, “Come on in, Dan, the beer’ sfine!”

| trotted through the crowd, moaning to mysdlf at losing her, until | cameto the far end of the warehouse,
where she couldn’t possibly see me enter. There, under the cool cavernous roof, | paused until | saw a
lunch-basket sitting by apile of rags. | scooped it up, untied one of the bags, put the basket insde, and
hoisted the bag over my shoulder. | stepped, unchallenged, into the line of workers going out to the
barge. Asif | belonged there, | briskly carried my burden over the gangplank.

But instead of depositing it where everybody else was, | waked around the mountain of bags. Out of
view on theriverside, | took the basket out and dumped the bones inside the bag over therailing into the
river. | took one peek around my hiding place. Alice was nowhereto be seen.

Satisfied she would not be able to find me, and glad that I’ d not disclosed my plansto her last night, |
took the basket and crawled backward into the bag.



Oncethere, | succumbed to the three things that had been fighting within me—qgrief, hunger, and thirst.
Tearsran as 1 thought of Alice. At the sametime, | greedily devoured, in rapid succession, an orange, a
leg and breast of chicken, ahalf-loaf of fresh bread, and two great plums.

Thefruit helped my thirst somewhat, but there was only one thing that could fully easethat terrible achein
my throat—water. Moreover, the bag was close and very hot. The sun beat down on it and, though |
kept my face as closeto the open end as| dared, | suffered. But aslong as | kept sweeting and could
draw somefresh air now and then, | knew I’d bedl right. | wasn't going to give up when I’ d gotten this
far.

| crouched within the thick leather bag like—I couldn’t help thinking—an embryo withinitssac. | was
swegting so much thet | fdt asif | werefloating in amnictic fluid. The outside noises came through dimly;
every onceinawhilel’d hear abig shout.

When the workers quit the barge, | stuck my head out long enough to grab some air and look at the sun.
It seemed to be about eleven o' clock, although the sun, like the moon, was so distorted that | couldn’t be
sure. Our scientists had said the peculiar warmth of the valey and the e ongation of the sun and moon
were due to some “wave-focusing forcefidd” hanging just below the stratosphere. Thishad no more
meaning than caling it asorcerer’ s spell, but it had satisfied the generd public and the military.

About noon, the ceremonies began. | ate the last two plumsin the basket, but | didn’t dare open the
bottle at its bottom. Though it felt like awine-container, | didn’t want to chance the possibility that the
Brew might be mixedinit.

Fromtimeto time, | heard, intermingled with band music, snatches of chants. Then, suddenly, the band
quit playing and there was a mighty shout of, “Mahrud is Bull—Bull is all—and Sheed isthe prophet!”

The band began playing the Semiramis overture. When it was dmost through, the barge trembled with an
unmistakable maotion. | had not heard any tug, nor did | think there was one. After dl I’ d seen, the idea of
aboat moving by itsdlf wasjust another miracle.

The overture ended in acrash of chords. Somebody yelled, “ Three cheersfor Albert Allegory!” and the
crowd responded.

The noisesdied | could hear, faintly, the dapping of the waves againgt the Side of the barge. For afew
minutes, that was al. Then heavy footsteps sounded close by. | ducked back within the bag and lay till.
The steps came very near and stopped.

The rumbling unhuman voice of The Allegory said, “Looks asif somebody forgot to tie up thisbag.”
Another voice sad, “Oh, Al, leaveit. What' sthe difference?’
| would have blessed the unknown voice except for one thing—it sounded so much like Alices.

I”d thought that was a shock, but abig green four-fingered hand appeared in the opening of the bag's
mouth and sei zed the cords, intending to draw them close and tie them up. At the sametime, the tag,
which was strung on the cord, became fixed in my vision long enough for meto read the name.

Mrs. Daniel Temper.
| had thrown my mothers bonesinto theriver!

For some reason, this affected me more than the fact that | was now tied into a close and suffocating
sack, with no knife to cut my way out.



The voice of The Allegory, strange in its saurian mouth-structure, boomed out. “Well, Peggy, was your
sgter quite happy when you left her?’

“Alicell be perfectly happy as soon as she findsthis Dan
Temper,” said the voice, which | now redized was Peggy Rourke's.

“ After we' d kissed, as sisters should who haven't seen each other for three years, | explained everything
that had happened to me. She

, Sarted to tell me of her adventures, but | told her | knew most of
. them. Shejust couldn’t believe that we d been keeping tabs on her
‘ "and her lover ever since they crossed the border.”

“Too bad welost track of him after Polivinosel chased them down Adams Street,” said Allegory. “And if
we' d been one minute earlier, we' d have caught him, too. Oh, well, we know he'll try to destroy the
Bottle—or sted it. HE |l be caught there.”

“If he does get to the Bottle,” said Peggy, “he'll be the first man to do so. That F.B.I, agent only got as
far asthefoot of the hill, remember.”

“If anybody can doit,” chuckled Allegory, “Dan H. Temper can. Or so says Mahrud, who should know
himwell enough.” i “Won't Temper be surprised when he finds out that his every move since he entered
Mahrudland has been not only aredlity, but asymbol of redlity? And that we' ve been leading him by the
nose through the dlegorica maze?’

Allegory laughed with al the force of abull-aligator’ sroar.

“I wonder if Mahrud isn’t asking too much of him by demanding that he read into his adventuresa
meaning outside of themsalves? For instance, could he see that he entered thisvaley as ababy entersthe
world, bald and toothless? Or that he met and conquered the assthat isin al of us? But that, in order to
do so, he had to lose his outer strength and visible burden—the water-tank? And then operate upon his
own strength with no source of external strength to fall back on? Or that, in the Scrambled Men, he met
the living punishment of human sdf-importancein religion?’

Peggy said, “He Il die when hefinds out that the real Pol-ivinosdl was down South and that you were
masquerading ashim.”

“Well,” rumbled Allegory, “I hope Temper can seethat Mah-rud kept Polivinosdl in hisasnineform as
an object lesson to everybody that, if Polivinosel could become agod, then anybody could. If he can't,
he' snot very smart.”

| wasthinking that | had, strangely enough, thought that very thing about the Ass. And then the cork in
the bottle in the basket decided to pop, and the contents—Brew—gushed out over my side.

| froze, afraid that the two would heer it. But they went on talking asif they hadn’t noticed. It was no
wonder—the Allegory’ s voice thundered on.

“Hemet Love, Y outh, and Beauty—which are nowhere to be found in abundance except in this
vdley—in theform of Alice Lewis. And she, likedl three of those qualities, was not won easily, nor
without achange in the wooer. She rgected him, lured him, teased him, dmost drove him crazy. She
wanted him, yet shedidn’t. And he had to conquer some of his faults—such as shame of hisbaldness



and toothlessness—before he could win her, only to find out hisimagined faultswere, in her eyes,
virtues”

“Do you think he' Il know the answer to the question you, in your metamorphosis, asked him?’ Peggy
sad.

“I don’'t know. | wish I’d first taken the form of the Sphinx and asked him her questions, so he'd have
had a clue to what was expected of him. He' d have known, of course, that the answer to the Sphinx is
that man himsdlf isthe answer to al the old questions. Then he might have seen what | was driving a
when | asked him where Man—M odern Man—was going.”

“ And when he finds the answer to that, then he too will beagod.”

“If1” said Allegory. “ If! Mahrud saysthat Dan Temper is quite afew cuts above the average man of this
valey. Heisthereformer, theidedist who won't be happy unless he' stilting hislance against some
windmill. In hiscase, he'll not only have to defeat the windmills within himsaf—his neuroses and
traumas—he Il have to reach deep within himsalf and pull up the drowned god in the abyss of himself by
the hair. If hedoesn't, he'll die”

“Oh, no, not that!” gasped Peggy. “I didn’t know Mahrud meant that!**

“Yes” thundered the Allegory, “he does! He saysthat Temper will have to find himsdlf or die. Temper
himself would want it that way. He' d not be satisfied with being one of the happy-go-lucky,
|et-the-gods-do-it Brew-bumswho loaf benegth this uninhibited sun. He' |l either befirst in thisnew
Rome, or dseh€'ll die”

The conversation wasinteresting, to say the least, but | lost track of the next few sentences because the
bottle had not quit gushing. It was spurting agentle but steedy stream against my sde. And, | suddenly
redlized that the bag would fill and the bottles contents would run out the mouth of the bag and reved my
presence.

Franticadly, | stuck my finger in the bottle' s neck and succeeded in checking the flow.

“S0,” said Allegory, “hefled to the cemetery, where he met Weepenwilly. Weepenwilly who mourns
eterndly yet would resent the dead being brought back. Who refuses to take his cold and numbed
posterior from the gravestone of his so-caled beloved. That man wasthe living symbol of himself, Danid
Temper, who grieved himself into baldness at an early age, though he blamed his mysterious sickness and
fever for it. Y et who, deep down, didn’t want his mother back, because she’ d been nothing but trouble
tohim.”

The pressure in the bottle suddenly increased and expelled my finger. The Brew init burst over me
despite my effortsto plug it up again, gushing out at such arate that the bag would fill faster than its
narrow mouth could let it out. | was facing two dangers—being discovered and being drowned.

Asif my troubles weren't enough, somebody’ s heavy foot descended on me and went away. A voice
succeeded it. | recognized it, even after dl these years. It wasthat of Doctor Boswell Durham, the god
now known as Mahrud. But it had abasso quality and richnessit had not possessed in his predeity days.

“All right, Dan Temper, the masquerade isover!”
Frozen with terror, | kept silent and motionless.

“I"'ve doughed off the form of the Allegory and taken my own.”



Durham went on. “ That wasredly | taking adl thetime. | wasthe Allegory you refused to recognize.
Mysdlf—your old teacher. But then you aways did refuse to see any of the dlegories| pointed out to
youl.

“How’ sthisone, Danny? Listen! Y ou crawled aboard Charon’ s ferry—this coal barge—and into the
sack which contained your mother’ s bones. Not only that, but as afurther unconscious symbol of your
regjection of the promise of life for your mother, you threw her bones overboard. Didn’t you notice her
name on the tag? Why not? Subconscioudy on purpose?

“Well, Dan my boy, you're right back where you started—in your mother’ swomb where, | suspect
you' ve dways wanted to be. How do | know so much? Brace yoursdlf for areal shock. | was Doctor
Duerf, the psychologist who conditioned you. Run that name backward and remember how | love apun
or an anagram.”

| found dl this hard to believe. The Professor had dways been kindly, gentle, and humorous. | would
have thought he was pulling my leg if it hadn’t been for onething! that was the Brew, which was about to
drown me. | redly thought he was carrying hisjoketoo far.

| told him so, asbest | could in my muffled voice.

Heydled back, ‘“Lifeisred—lifeisearnest!” Y ou ve dways said S0, Dan. Let’s see now if you meant
it. All right, you' re ababy due to be born. Are you going to stay in this sac, and die, or are you going to
burst out from the primd watersinto life?

“Let’sput it another way, Dan. I’ m the midwife, but my hands aretied. | can’'t assst in the accouchment
directly. | have to coach you vialong distance, symbalicaly, so to speak. | can tell you what to do to
some extent, but you, being an unborn infant, may have to guess at the meaning of some of my words.”

| wanted to cry out ademand that he quit clowning around and let me out. But | didn’t. 1 had my pride.
Huskily, weskly, | said, “What do you want meto do?’

“Answer the questions |, as Allegory and Ass, asked you. Then you'll be ableto free yoursdf. And rest
assured, Dan, that I'm not opening the bag for you.”

What wasit he had said? My mind groped franticaly; the rising tide of the Brew made thinking difficult. |
wanted to scream and tear at the leather with my naked hands. But if | did that, I’d go under and never
come up again.

| clenched my fists, forced my mind to dow down, to go back over what Allegory and Polivinose had
sad.

What wasit? What wasit?
The Allegory had said, “Where do you want to go now?’

And Polivinosel, while chasing me down Adams Street— Adam' s Street?—had cadlled out, “Little man,
what now?’

The answer to the Sohinx' s question was:
Man.

Allegory and Ass had proposed their questionsin the true scientific manner so that they contained their



Own answe.
That answer was that man was mor e than man.

In the next second, with that redlization acting like a powerful motor within me, 1 snapped the conditioned
reflex asif it were awishbone. | drank deeply of the Brew, both to quench my thirst and to strip myself
of therest of my predeity inhibitions. | commanded the bottle to stop fountaining. And with an explosion
that sent Brew and leather fragments flying over the barge, | rose from the bag.

Mahrud was standing there, smiling. | recognized him asmy old prof, even though he was now six and a
half feet tall, had athatch of long black hair, and had pushed hisfeatures alittle here and there to make
himsdaf handsome. Peggy stood beside him. Shelooked like her sister, Alice, except that she was
red-haired. She was beautiful, but I’ ve dways preferred brunettes—specificaly, Alice.

“Understand everything now?’ he asked.

“Yes” | sad, “including the fact that much of this symbolism was thought up on the spur of the moment
to make it sound impressive. Also, that it wouldn’t have mattered if | had drowned, for you' d have
brought me back to life.”

“Yes, but you' d never have become agod. Nor would you have succeeded me.”
“What do you mean?’ | asked blankly.

“Peggy and | deliberately led you and Alice toward this denouement so we could have somebody to
carry on our work here. We re alittle bored with what we' ve done, but we realize that we can’t just
leave. So I’ ve picked you as agood successor. Y ou' re conscientious, you' re an idedlist, and you've
discovered your potentiaities. You'll probably do better than | have at this suspension of ‘natura’ laws.
You'll make abetter world than | could. After dl, Danny, my godling, I’'m the Old Bull, you know, the
onefor having fun.

“Peggy and | want to go on asort of Grand Tour to vist the former gods of Earth, who are scattered al
over the Galaxy. They'redl young gods, you know, by comparison with the age of the Universe. Y ou
might say they’ ve just got out of school—this Earth—and are visiting the centers of genuine culture to

acquire polish.”
“What about me?’
“You'reagod now, Danny. Y ou make your own decisions. Meanwhile, Peggy and | have placesto go.”

He smiled one of those long dow smiles he used to give us sudents when he was about to quote a
favoritelineof his

“*... listen: there’'sa hell of a good universe next door. Let’sgo.””
Peggy and he did go. Like thistles, siwept away on the howling winds of space, they were gone.

And after they had vanished, | waseft staring at the river and the hills and the Sky and the city, where the
assembled faithful watched, awestruck. It was mine, al mine.

Including one black-haired figure—and what afigure—that stood on the wharf and waved at me.

Do you think | stood poised in deep reverie and pondered on my duty to mankind or the shape of
teleology now that | was personadly turning it out on my metaphysical potters whed?



Not I. | legped into the air and completed sixteen entrechats of purejoy before | landed. Then | walked
across the water—on the water—to Alice.

Thenext day, | sat upon thetop of ahill overlooking the valley. Asthe giant troop-carrying gliders
soared in, | seized them with psychokinesis, or what-have you, and dunked them one by onein theriver.
And asthe Marines threw away their arms and swam toward shore, | plucked away their oxygen masks
and thereafter forgot about them, unlessthey seemed to be having trouble svimming. Then | waskind
enough to pick them up and deposit them on shore.

| dothink it wasrather nice of me. After dl, | wasn't in too good amood. That whole night and morning,
my legs and my upper gums had been very sore. They were making me somewhat irritable, despite
liberd potions of Brew.

But there was a good reason.

| had growing pains, and | wasteething.
TheAlley Man

1959

| HE MAN FROM the puzzle factory was herethismorning,” X said Gummy. "While you was out
fishin." She dropped the piece of wiremesh she wastrying to tie with string over aholein the rusty
window screen. Curaing, grunting like ahog in awallow, she leaned over and picked it up.
Straighten-ing, she dapped vicioudy a her bare shoulder.

“Figurin keeters! Must beamillion outside, al tryin to get away from the burnin garbage.”

“Puzzlefactory?’ said Deena. She turned away from the battered kerosene-burning stove over which she
was frying diced potatoes and perch and bullheads caught in the Illinois River, haf amile awvay.

“Yeah!” snarled Gummy. “Y ou heard Old Man say it. Nuthouse. Booby hatch. So... thiscat from the
puzzle factory was named John Elkins. He gave Old Man dl those tests when they had him locked up
lagt year. He sthe skinny little guy with amoustache” n never lookin you in the eye ‘n grinnin like askunk
eatin ashirt. The cat who took Old Man’ s hat away from him’ nwoun't giveit back to him until Old Man
promised to be good. Remember now?* Deena, tall, skinny, clad only in awhite terrycloth bathrobe,
looked like a surprised and severed head stuck on a pike. The great purple birthmark on her cheek and
neck stood out hideoudy againgt her paling skin.

“Arethey going to send him back to the State hospital 7’ she asked.

Gummy, looking a hersdlf in the cracked full-length mirror nailed to the wal, laughed and showed her
two teeth. Her frizzy hair was aydlow brown, chopped short. Her little blue eyes were set far back in
tunnels benesth two protruding ridges of bone; her nose was very long, enormously wide, and tipped
with abroken-veined bulb. Her chin was not there, and her head bent forward in a permanent crook.
She was dressed only in adirty once-white dip that cameto her swollen knees. When she laughed, her
huge breasts, resting on her distended belly, quivered like bowls of fermented cream. From her
expression, it was evident that she was not displeased with what she saw in the broken glass.

Again shelaughed. “Naw, they din’t cometo haul him away. Elkins just wanted to interduce this chick he
had with him. A cute little brunette with big brown eyes behint redl thick glasses. She looked Just likea
collidgegirl, ‘n shewas. Thischick hasgot aB.M. or somethinin sexology...”



“Maybeit was societyology...”
“Sociology?’

“Umm. Maybe. Anyway, this foureyed chick isdoin astudy for afoundation. She wantsto ride aroun
with Old Man, see how he collects his junk, what aleys he goes up ‘ n down, what his, uh, habit patterns
is, 'nlearn what kinda bringin up he hed...”

“Old Man'd never do it!” burst out Deena. “Y ou know he can’t stand the idea of being watched by a
Fdse Folker!”

“Umm. Maybe. Anyway, | tell em Old Man'snot goin to like their dummin on him, ‘n they say quick
they’ re not dummin, it’sfor science. *N they’ [l pay him for histrouble. They got agrant from the
foundation. So | say maybe that’ d make Old Man take another look at the color of the beer, ‘ n they left
thehouse...”

“You allowed them in the house? Did you hide the birdcage?’
“Why hideit?Hishat wasn'tinit.”

Deenaturned back to frying her fish, but over her shoulder she said, “I don’t think Old Man'll agreeto
theidea, do you?It' srather degrading.”

“You kiddin? Who'slower'n Old Man? A snake sbelly, maybe. Sure, he |l agree. HE'll have an eyefor
the foureyed chick, sure”

“Don’t be absurd,” said Deena. “He sadirty stinking one-armed middle-aged man, the ugliest manin the
world.”

“Yeah, it' sthe uglieshe' sgat, for sure. ‘N he smdlslike agoat that fell in aouthouse. But it' sthe smell
that getsem. It got me, it got you, it got awhole stewpotful acothers, includin that high society dame he
used to collect junk off of...”

“Shut up!” spat Deena. “Thisgirl must be ahighly refined and intelligent girl. She'd regard Old Man as
some sort of ape.”

“Y ou know them apes,” said Gummy, and she went to the ancient refrigerator and took out a cold quart
of beer.

Six quarts of beer later, Old Man had till not come home. The fish had grown cold and greasy, and the
big July moon had risen. Deena, like along lean dirty-white nervous aley cat on top of abackyard fence,
patrolled back and forth across the shanty. Gummy sat on the bench made of crates and hunched over
her bottle. Finally, she lurched to her feet and turned on the battered set. But, « hearing arattling and
pounding of aloose motor in the distance, she turned it off.

The banging and popping became aroar just outside the door. Abruptly, there was amighty wheeze, like
an old rusty robot coughing with double pneumoniainitsiron lungs. Then, Slence.

But not for long. Asthe two women stood parayzed, listening apprehensively, they heard avoice like the
rumble of distant thunder.

“Takeit easy, kid.”

Another voice, soft, drowsy, mumbling.



“Where... we?’
Thevoicelike thunder, “Home, sweet home, where we rest our dome.”
Violent coughing.

“It’ sthis smoke from the burnin garbage, kid. Enough to make amaggot puke, ain't it? Lookit! The
smoke srisin't'ward the full moon like the ghosts amen o rotten even their spirits re carryin the
contamination with em. Hey, Ii’| chick, you din't know Old Man knew them big wordslike
contamination, didja? That’ swhat livin on the city dump doesfor you. | hear that word al atime from the
big shots that come down ingpectin the stink here so they kin get away from the stink aCity Hall. Lain't
noilliterate. | got a TV s&t. Hor, hor, hor!”

There was a pause, and the two women knew he was bending his knees and tilting his torso backward
50 he could look up at the sky.

“Ah, you lovely lovely moon, bride a The Old Guy In The Sky! Some day to come, rum-a-dum-a-dum,
oneday | swear it, Old Woman aThe Old Guy In The Sky, if you help mefind the longlost headpiece a
King Pdley that | and my fathers been lookin for for fifty thousand years, so help me, Old Man Paley’ll
spread the freshly spilled blood aavirgin athe Fase Folkers out acrosst the ground for you, so you kin
lay downinit like ared carpet or anew red dress and wrap it aroun you. And then you won't have to
crinkle up your lovely shinin nose at me and pit your silver spit on me. Old Man promisesthat, just as
sure as hisgood arm is holdin adaughter aone athe Fasers, avirgin, | think, and bringin her to his
home, however humbleit be, so we shall see...”

“Stoned out ahis head,” whispered Gummy.

“My God, he shbringing agirl in here!” said Deena “ The girl!”
“Not the collidge kid?’

“Doestheidiot want to get lynched?’

The man outside bellowed, “Hey, you wimmen, get off your fat asses and open the door ‘forel kick it in!
Old Man’shome with afistful adollars, aarmful adeepin lamb, and agutful abeer! Homelikea
conquerin hero and wants service like one, too!”

Suddenly unfreezing, Deena opened the door.

Out of the darkness and into the light shuffled something so squat and blocky it seemed more atree trunk
cometo life than aman. It stopped, and the eyes under the huge black homburg hat blinked glazedly.
Even the big hat could not hide the peculiar lengthened-out bread-loaf shape of the skull. The forehead
was abnormally low; over the eyes were bulging arches of bone. These were tufted with eyebrowslike
Spanish moss that made even more cavelike the hollowsin which thelittle blue eyeslurked. I1ts nose was
very long and very wide and flaring-nogtriled. The lipswere thin but pushed out by the shoving jaws
beneath them. Its chin was absent, and head and shoulders joined dmost without intervention from a
neck, or so it seemed. A corkscrew forest of rusty-red hairs sprouted from its open shirt front.

Over his shoulder, held by ahand wide and knobbly asacora branch, hung the dight figure of ayoung
woman.

He shuffled into the room in an odd bent-kneed gait, walking on the sides of histhick-soled engineer’s
boots. Suddenly, he stopped again, sniffed deeply, and smiled, exposing teeth thick and yellow,
dedicated to biting.



“Jeez, that smells good. It takes the old garbage stink right off. Gummy! Y ou been sprinklin yourself with
that perfume | found in a ash heap up on the bluffs?’

Gummy, giggling, looked coy.

Deenasad, shaply, “Don’'t beafool, Gummy. He' strying to butter you up so you'll forget he’ sbringing
thisgirl home”

Old Man Paley laughed hoarsaly and lowered the snoring girl upon an Army cot. There she sprawled out
with her skirt around her hips. Gummy cackled, but Deena hurried to pull the skirt down and also to
removethegirl’sthick shell-rimmed glasses.

“Lord,” shesad, “how did this happen? What' d you do to her?’
“Nothin,” he growled, suddenly sullen.

Hetook aquart of beer from the refrigerator, bit down on the cap with teeth thick and chipped as
ancient gravestones, and tore it off. Up went the bottle, forward went his knees, back went historso and
he leaned away from the bottle, and down went the amber liquid, gurgle, gurgle, glub. He belched, then
roared. “ There | was, Old Man Paley, mindin my own figurin business, packin abunch a papers and
magazines | found, and here comes a blue fifty-one

Ford sedan with Elkins, the doctor jerk from the puzzle factory. And thislittle foureyed chick here,
Dorothy Singer. And..."

“Yes,” said Deena. “We know who they are, but we didn’t know they went after you.”

“Who asked you? Who' stdlin this story? Anyway, they tole me what they wanted. And | was gonna say
no, but thislittle collidge broad saysif I'll sgn apaper that’ Il agreeto let her travel aroun with me and
even stay in our house a couple aevenins, with usactin naturd, she' Il pay mefifty dollars. | saysyes Old
Guy In The Sky! That'sahundred and fifty quartsabeer! | got principles, but they’ re washed away ina
roarin foamin flood of beer.

“| saysyes, and the cute little runt give me the paper to sign, then advances me ten bucks and saysI’ll get
the rest seven days from now. Ten dollarsin my pocket! So she climbs up into the seet amy truck. And
then thisfigurin Elkins parks his Ford and says he thinks he ought ago with usto check on if everythin's
gonnabe OK.”

“He snot foolin Old Man. He s after Little Miss Foureyes. Everytime helooks at her, the lovejuice runs
out ahiseyes. So, | collect junk for acouple ahours, talkin al thetime. And sheisscared ameaat first
because I’'m so figurin ugly and strange. But after awhile she busts out laughin. Then | pullsthe truck up
inthe dley back a Jack’s Tavern on Ames Street. She asks mewhat I'm doin. | says |’ m stoppin for a
beer, just as-1 do every day. And she says she could stand one, too. So...”

“Y ou actudly went ingde with her?” asked Deena.

“Naw. | wasgonnatry, but | started gettin the shakes. And | haddatell her | coun't do it. She asksme
why. | say | don’'t know. Ever sincel quit bein akid, | kin't. So shesays| got a... somethin like afresh
flower, what isit?’

“Neuross?’ said Deena

“Yeah. Only | cdl it ataboo. So Elkins and the little broad go into Jack’ s and get a cold six-pack, and
brinit out, and we're off...”



“ &?1

“So we go from place to place, though aways sayin in dleys, and shethinksit’ sfunnier’ n hell gettin
loaded in the backs ataverns. Then | get to seein double and don’'t care no moreand I’ m over my
fradies, sowe go into the Circle Bar. And get in afight there with one athe hillbilliesin hissdeburnsand
leather jacket that hangs out there and tries to take the foureyed chick homewith him.”

Both the women gasped, “Did the cops come?”’

“If they did, they waslateto the party. | grab thishillbilly by hisleather jacket with my one arm—the
gtrongest arm in thisworld—and throw him clean acrosst the room. And when his buddies come after
me, | pound my chest like afigurin gorillaand make afigurin face a em, and they al of a sudden get their
shirts up their necks and go back to listenin to their hillbilly music. And | pick up the chick—she' slaughin
s0 hard she' s chokin—and Elkins, white as a sheet out athe laundromat, after me, and away we go, and
herewe are”

“Yes, you fool, hereyou arel” shouted Deena. “ Bringing that girl herein that condition! She'll gtart
screaming her head off when she wakes up and seesyou!”

“Go figure yoursdf!” snorted Paley. “ She was scared ame afirst, and shetried to stay upwind ame. But
shegot to likin me. | could tell. And she got so sheliked my smell, too. | knew she would. Don't dl the
broads? These False wimmen kin't say no once they get awhiff of us. Us Paleys got the gift inthe
blood.”

Deenalaughed and said, “Y ou mean you haveit in the head. Honest to God, when are you going to quit
trying to forcefeed me with that bull?'Y ou’ re insane!”

Pdey growled. “I tole you not never to call me nuts, not never!” and he dapped her across the cheek.

Sheredled back and dumped against the wall, holding her face and crying, “Y ou ugly stupid stinking ape,
you hit me, the daughter of people whose boots you aren't fit to lick. Y ou struck me!”

“Yeah, and ain't you glad | did,” said Paey in toneslike acomplacent earthquake. He shuffled over to
the cot and put his hand on the deeping girl.

“Uh, fed that. No sag there, you two flabs.”
“You beadt!” screamed Deena. “ Taking advantage of ahelplesslittlegirl!”
Likean dley cat, shelegped a him with claws out.

Laughing hoarsely, he grabbed one of her wrists and twisted it so she was forced to her knees and had to
clench her teeth to keep from screaming with pain. Gummy cackled and handed Old Man aquart of

beer. To takeit, he had to free Deena. Sherose, and dl three, asif nothing had happened, sat down at
the table and began drinking.

About dawn adeep anima snarl awoke the girl. She opened her eyes but could make out thetrio only
dimly and distortedly. Her hands, groping around for her glasses, failed to find them.

Old Man, whose snarl had shaken her from the high tree of deep, growled again. “I'm tellin you, Deena,
I’'mtellinyou, don’t laugh a Old Man, don’t laugh at Old Man, and I’ m tellin you again, three times,
don't laugh a Old Man!”

Hisincredible bass rose to a high-pitched scream of rage.



“Whassa matter with your figurin brain? | show you proof after proof, and you St therein al your
stupidity like aslly hen that sits down too hard on its eggs and bresks em but won't get up and admit
ghe' s squattin on amess. |—|—Paey—Old Man Paley—kin proveI’mwhat | say | am, aRea Folker.”

Suddenly, he propelled his hand across the table toward Deena.

“Fed them bonesin my lower arm! Them two bonesain’'t sraight and dainty like the arm bonesayou
Fase Folkers. They're thick as flagpoles, and they’ re curved out from each other like the backs atwo
tomcats outbluffin each other over afishhead on agarbage can. They’ re built that way sosthey kin be
rea strong anchorsfor my muscles, which isbigger’ n False Folkers . Go aheed, fed em.

“And look at them brow ridges. Like the tops athose shell-rimmed spectacles al them intelleckchooalls
wear. Like the spectaclesthis collidge chick wears.

“And fed the shapeamy skull. It ain't abal like yours but aloaf abread.”
“Fossilized bread!” sneered Deena. “Hard as arock, through and through.”

Old Man roared on, “Fed my neck bonesif you got the strength to fedl through my muscles! They're
bent forward, not—"

“Oh, | know you're an ape. You can’'t look overhead to seeif that wasabird or just adrop of rain
without breaking your back.”

“Ape, hdl! I'maRed Man! Fed my hedl bone! Isit likeyours? No, it ain't! Itsbuilt diff’ runt, and so's
my wholefoot!”

Isthat why you and Gummy and al those brats of yours have to walk like chimpanzees?*

“Laugh, laugh, laugh!”

“I am laughing, laughing, laughing. Just because you' re afresk of nature, amonstrosity whose bones dll
went wrong in the womb, you'’ ve dreamed up this fantastic myth about being descended from the
Neanderthds...”

“Neanderthals” whispered Dorothy Singer. The walswhirled about her, looking twisted and ghostly in
the hdflight, likearoomin Limbo.

“... dl thisstuff about thelost hat of Old King,” continued Deena, “and how if you ever find it you can
break the spell that keeps you so-called Neandertha's on the dumpheaps and in the dleys, is garbage,

and not very gppetizing...”
“Andyou,” shouted Paey, “are headin for abesatin!”

“Thasswhat she wants,” mumbled Gummy. “ Go ahead. Beat her. She'll get her jallies off, ‘n quit needlin
you. 'N wekin al get some shuteye. Besides, you' re gonnawake up the chick.”

“That chick isgonnaget awakin up like she never had before when Old Man gets his paws on her,”
rumbled Paley. “ Guy In The Sky, ain't it somethin she should amet me and bein this house? Sure asan
old shirt ginks, she ain’'t gonna be able to tear hersdf away from me.

“Hey, Gummy, maybe she'll have akid for me, hun? Weain't had abrat aroun herefor ten years. |
kindamissmy kids. Y ou gave me six that was Real Folkers, though | never was sure about that

Jmmy, he looked too much like O’ Brien. Now you're al dried up, dry as Deena always was, but you



kin till raise em. How' d you like to raise the collidge chick’ skid?*

Gummy grunted and swallowed beer from a chipped coffee mug. After belching loudly, she mumbled,
“Don’'t know. You're crazier' n even | think you areif you think this cute little Miss Foureyes d have
anythin to do with you. ‘N even if shewas out of her head enough to do it, what kind alifeisthisfor a
brat? Get raised in adump? Have augly old maw 'n paw? Grow up so ugly nobody’ d have nothin to do
with him ‘n smdlin so strange dl the dogs d bite him?’

Suddenly, she began blubbering.

“It ain’'t only Neandertha s hasto live on dumphesps. It' sthe crippled ‘' n sick ' n the stupid * n the queer in
the head that hasto live here. N they become Neanderthals just as much as us Redl Folk. No diff’ runce,
no diff’ runce. We'redl ugly ‘n hopeess’nrotten. We'redl Neander...”

Old Man'sfist dammed the table.

“Name me no nameslikethat! That'sa G’ yaga namefor us Paeys—Red Folkers. Don't let me never
hear that other name again! 1t don’t mean aman; it means somethin like ahigh-class gorilla”

“Quit looking inthe mirror!” shrieked Deena.

There was more squabbling and jeering and roaring and confusing and terrifying talk, but Dorothy Singer
had closed her eyes and fallen adeep again.

Some time later, she awoke. She sat up, found her glasses on alittle table beside her, put them on, and
stared about her.

Shewasin alarge shack built of odds and ends of wood. It had two rooms, each about ten feet square.
In the corner of one room was alarge kerosene-burning stove. Bacon was cooking in ahuge skillet; the
heat from the stove made sweat run from her forehead and over her glasses.

After drying them off with her handkerchief, she examined the furnishings of the shack. Most of it was
what she had expected, but three things surprised her. The bookcase, the photograph on thewall, and
the birdcage.

The bookcase wastall and narrow and of some dark wood, badly scratched. It was crammed with
comic books, Blue Books, and Argosies, some of which she supposed must be at least twenty yearsold.
There were afew books whose ripped backs and water-stained covers indicated they’ d been picked out
of ash hegps. Haggards Allan and the | ce Gods, Wellss Outline of History, Val. |, and his The
Croquet Player. Also Gog and Magog, A Prophecy of Armageddon by the Reverend Cdeb G.
Harris. Burroughs Tarzan the Terrible and In the Earth’s Core. Jack London’s Beyond Adam.

The framed photo on the wall wasthat of awoman who looked much like Deenaand must have been
taken around 1890. It was very large, tinted in brown, and showed an aristocratic handsome woman of
about thirty-five in ahigh-busted velvet dresswith a high neckline. Her hair was drawn severely back to a
knot on top of her head. A diadem of jewelswas on her breast.

The strangest thing was the large parrot cage. It stood upon atal support which had nails driven through
its base to hold it to the floor. The cage itsalf was empty, but the door was locked with along narrow
bicyclelock.

Her speculation about it was interrupted by the two women calling to her from their place by the stove.

Deenasad, “ Good morning, Miss Singer. How do you fed?”’



“Some Indian buried his hatchet in my head,” Dorothy said. “And my tongueismolting. Could | have a
drink of water, please?’

Deenatook a pitcher of cold water out of the refrigerator, and fromiit filled up atin cup.

“We don't have any running water. We have to get our water from the gas station down the road and
bring it herein abucket.”

Dorothy looked dubious, but she closed her eyes and drank.
“I think I'm going to get Sick,” shesaid. “I’'m sorry.”

‘Til take you to the outhouse," said Deena, putting her arm around the girl’ s shoulder and heaving her up
with surprising strength.

“Oncel’moutsde” said Dorothy faintly, “I'll bedl right.”

“Oh, | know,” said Deena. “It’ sthe odor. Thefish, Gummy’s chegp perfume, Old Man' s swedt, the
beer. | forgot how it first affected me. But it’ s no better outside.”

Dorothy didn’t reply, but when she stepped through the door, she murmured, “Ohh!”
“Yes, | know,” said Deena. “It'sawful, but it won't kill you...”
Ten minutes later, Deenaand a pale and weak Dorothy came out of the ramshackle outhouse.

They returned to the shanty, and for the first time Dorothy noticed that Elkins was sprawled face-up on
the seat of the truck. His head hung over the end of the seat, and the flies buzzed around his open mouth.

“Thisishorrible,” said Deena. “H€E Il be very angry when he wakes up and finds out where heis. HeE's
such arespectable man.”

“Let thehed degp it off,” said Dorothy. She waked into the shanty, and amoment later Paley clomped
into the room, asmell of stale beer and very peculiar sweat advancing before himin awave.

“How you fed?’ he growled in atimbre so low the hairs on the back of her neck rose.
“Sck. I think I'll go home.”
“Sure. Only try someathe hair.”

He handed her ahaf-empty pint of whiskey. Dorothy reluctantly downed alarge shot chased with cold
water. After abrief revulsion, she began feding better and took another shot. She then washed her face
in abowl of water and drank athird whiskey.

“I think | can go with you now,” shesaid. “But | don't carefor breskfast.”

“| atedready,” hesaid. “Let’ sgo. It'sten-thirty accordin to the clock on the gas station. My dley’s
prob’ly been cleaned out by now. Them other ragpickers are dways moochin in on my territory when
they think I’'m stayin home. But you kin bet they’ re scared out ather pants every time they see a shadow
causethey’reafraid its Old Man and he' Il catch em and squeeze their guts out and crack their ribswith
thisonegood arm.”

Laughing alaugh so hoarse and unhuman it seemed to come from sometroll deep in the caverns of his
bowels, he opened the refrigerator and took another beer.



“I need another to get me started, not to mention what I’ [l have to give that damn baky bitch, Fordiana.”

Asthey stepped outside, they saw Elkins sumble toward the outhouse and then fall headlong through the
open doorway. Helay motionless on the floor, hisfeet sticking out of the entrance. Alarmed, Dorothy
wanted to go after him, but Paley shook his head.

“He sabig boy; hekin take care a hissalf. We got to get Fordiana up and goin.”

Fordiana was the battered and rusty pickup truck. It was parked outside Paley’ s bedroom window so he
could look out at any time of the night and make sure no one was stedling parts or even the whole truck.

“Not that | ought aworry about her,” grumbled Old Man. He drank three-fourths of the quart in four
mighty gulps, then uncapped the truck’ s radiator and poured the rest of the beer down it.

“She knows nobody else' Il give her beer, s0 1 think that if any athese robbin figurersthat live on the
dump or at the shacks aroun the bend wastto try to sted anythin off’n her, she’d honk and backfire and
throw rodsand oil al over the place so's her Old Man could wake up and punch the figurin shirt off athe
thievin figurer. But maybe not. She safemade. And you kin't trust afigurin female.”

He poured the last drop down the radiator and roared, “ There! Now don’t you dare not turn over.
Y ou're robbin me athe good beer | could be havin! If you so much as backfire, Old Man'll begt hell out
ayou with adedgehammer!”

Wide-eyed but silent, Dorothy climbed onto the ripped open front seat beside Paley. The starter whirred,
and the motor sputtered.

“No more beer if you don't work!” shouted Paley.

There was abang, afizz, asput, a whop, whop, whop, a clash of gears, amonstrous and triumphant
showing of teeth by Old Man, and they were bumpbumping over the rough ruts.

“Old Man knows how to handle al them bitches, flesh or tin, two-legged, four-legged, wheded. | sweat
beer and passion and promise em akick in the tailpipe if they don't behave, and that getsem al. I'm so
figurinugly | turn their somachs. But once they get awhiff athe out-a-thisworld stink ame, they're
donefor, they fal prostrooted at my big hairy feet. That' stheway it's dways been with us Paley men
and the G’ yaga wimmen. That' swhy their menfolks fear us, and why we got into so much trouble.”

Dorothy did not say anything, and Paley fdll silent as soon asthe truck swung off the dump and onto U.S.
Route 24. He seemed to fold up into himsdlf, to be trying to make himself as inconspicuous as possible.
During the three minutesit took the truck to get from the shanty to the city limits, he kept wiping his
swegting pam againg his blue workman' s shirt.

But he did not try to rel ease the tension with oaths. Instead, he muttered a string of what seemed to
Dorothy nonsense rhymes.

“Eenie, meenie, mmie, moe. Be agood Guy, help me go. Hoola boola, teenie weenie, ram em, damn em,
figure em, duck em, watch me go, don’t be ashmoe. Stop em, block em, sing ago go go.”

Not until they had gone amileinto the city of Onaback and turned from 24 into an dley did he relax.

“Whew! That’ storture, and | been doin it ever sSince | was Sixteen, some years ago. Today seems
worse' n ever, maybe cause you' realong. G'yaga men don't likeit if they seemewith oneather
wimmen, specidly acute chick likeyou.”



Suddenly, he smiled and broke into a song about being covered dl over “with sweet violets, sweeter than
al theroses” He sang other songs, some of which made Dorothy turn red in the face though at the same
time she giggled. When they crossed a street to get from one aley to another, he cut off hissinging, even
inthe middle of aphrase, and resumed it on the other side.

Reaching the west bluff, he dowed the truck to a crawl while hislittle blue eyes searched the ash heaps
and garbage cans at the rears of the houses. Presently, he stopped the truck and climbed down to inspect
hisfind.

“Guy In The Sky, we're off to aflyin sart! Look!—some old gratesfrom acod furnace. And apilea
coke and beer bottles, al redeemable. Get down, Dor’ thy—if you want to know how us ragpickers
make alivin, you gottaget in and swesat and cusswith us. And if you come acrosst any hats, be sureto
tdl me”

Dorothy smiled. But when she stepped down from the truck, she winced.
“What' sthe matter?’
“Headache.”

“Thesun’ll bail it out. Here' s how we do this collectin, see? The back end athe truck is boarded up into
five sections. This section hereisfor theiron and the wood. This, for the paper. This, for the cardboard.
Y ou get ahigher price for the cardboard. This, for rags. This, for bottleswe kin get arefund on. If you
find any int'restin books or magazines, put em on the seet. I'll decideif | want to keep em or throw emin
with the old paper.”

They worked swiftly, and then drove on. About ablock later, they were interrupted at another heap by a
leaf of awoman, withered and blown by the winds of time. She hobbled out from the back porch of a
large three-storied house with diamond-shaped panesin the windows and doors and cupolas at the
corners. In aquavering voice she explained that she was the widow of awealthy lawyer who had died
fifteen years ago. Not until today had she made up her mind to get rid of his collection of law books and
lega papers. These were dl neatly cased in cardboard boxes not too large to be handled.

Not even, she added, her pale watery eyesflickering from Paley to Dorothy, not even by a poor
one-armed man and ayoung girl.

Old Man took off his homburg and bowed.
“Sure, ma am, my daughter and myself’d be glad to help you out in your housecleanin.”
“Y our daughter?’ croaked the old woman.

“Shedon't look likemeatdl,” hereplied. “No wonder. She'smy foster daughter, poor girl, shewas
orphaned when shewas il fillin her digpers. My best friend was her father. He died savin my life, and as
he laid gaspin hislife away in my arms, he begged meto take care aher asif shewasmy own. And |

kept my promiseto my dyin friend, may hissoul rest in peace. And evenif I'm only a poor ragpicker,

ma am, | been doin my best to raise her to be a decent Godfearin obedient girl.”

Dorothy had to run around to the other side of the trunk where she could cover her mouth and writhe in
an agony of attempting to smother her laughter. When she regained control, the old lady wastelling Paey
she’ d show him where the books were. Then she started hobbling to the porch.

But Old Man, instead of following her across the yard, stopped by the fence that separated the dley from
the backyard. He turned around and gave Dorothy alook of extreme despair.



“What' sthe matter?’ she said. “Why're you swesting so? And shaking? And you're so pae.”
“You'dlaughif | toleyou, and | don't liketo be laughed at.”
“Tdl me. | won't laugh.”

He closed his eyes and began muttering. “Never mind, it' sin the mind. Never mind, you'rejust fine.”
Opening his eyes, he shook himself like adog just come from the water.

“I kindoit. | got the guts. All them books re alottabeer money I'll loseif | don’'t go down into the
bowelsahell and get em. Guy In The Sky, give methe guts aagoat and the nerve aapork dedler in
Padegtine. You know Old Man ain't got ayellow streak. It’ s the wicked spell athe False Folkersworkin
on me. Comeon, let'sgo, go, go.”

And sucking in adeep breath, he stepped through the gateway. Head down, eyes on the grass at hisfest,
he shuffled toward the cellar door where the old lady stood peering a him.

Four steps away from the cellar entrance, he hated again. A smdll black spaniel had darted from around
the corner of the house and begun yapyapping at him.

Old Man suddenly cocked his head to one side, crossed his eyes, and deliberately sneezed.

Y elping, the spaniel fled back around the corner, and Paley walked down the steps that |ed to the cool
dark basement. Ashe did s0, he muttered, “ That puts the evil spell on em figurin dogs.”

When they had piled al the booksin the back of the truck, he took off his homburg and bowed again.

“Ma am, my daughter and mysdlf both thank you from the rockbottom a our poor but humble hearts for
thistreasure trove you give us. And if ever you' ve anythin else you don’'t want, and a strong back and a
weak mind to carry it out... well, please remember we' |l be down thisdley every Blue Monday and Fish
Friday about time the sun isthree-quarters acrosst the sky. Providin it ain't rainin cause The Old Guy In
The Sky iscryinin hisbeer over us poor mortas, what foolswe be.”

Then he put his hat on, and the two got into the truck and chugged off. They stopped by severd other
promising heaps before he announced that the truck was loaded enough. He felt like celebrating; perhaps
they should stop off behind Mike s Tavern and down afew quarts. She replied that perhaps she might
manage adrink if she could have awhiskey. Beer wouldn't set well.

“I got somemoney,” rumbled Old Man, unbuttoning with dow clumsy fingers his shirt pocket and pulling
out aroll of worn tattered billswhile the truck’ swhedsrolled straight in the dley ruts.

“Y ou brought me luck, so Old Man’s gonna pay today through the hose, | mean, nose, har, har, har!”

He stopped Fordiana behind alittle neighborhood tavern. Dorothy, without being asked, took the two
dollars he handed her and went into the building. She returned with a can opener, two quarts of beer, and
ahdf pint of VO.

“| added some of my money. | can't stand cheap whiskey.”

They sat on the running board of the truck, drinking, Old Man doing most of thetalking. It wasn't long
before hewastdling her of the timeswhen the Real Folk, the Paeys, had lived in Europe and Asaby the
sde of the woolly mammoths and the cavelion.

“We worshiped The Old Guy In The Sky who says what the thunder says and livesin the east on the



tallest mountain in the world. We faced the skulls aour dead to the east so they could see
The Old Guy when he came to take them to live with him in the mountain.

“And wewas doin finefor along long time. Then, out athe east come them motherworshipin False Folk
with their long straight legs and long straight necks and flat faces and thundermug round heads and their
bows and arrows. They claimed they was sons athe goddess Mother Earth, who was avirgin. But we
claimed the truth was that a crow with ssomach trouble sat on a stump and when it left the hot sun
hatched em out.

“Wall, for awhile we beat em hands-down because we was stronger. Even one aour wimmen could tear
their strongest man to bits. Still, they had that bow and arrow, they kept pickin us off, and movinin and
movin in, and we kept movin back dowly, till pretty soon we was shoved with our backs against the
ocean.

“Then one day abig chief among us got abright idea. * Why don’t we make bows and arrows, too? he
said. And so we did, but we was clumsy a makin and shootin em cause our hands was so big, though
we could draw aheavier bow’ n em. So we kept gettin run out athe good huntin grounds.

“There was one thin might abeen in our favor. That was, we bowled the wimmen athe Falsers over with
our smell. Not that we smell good. We gtink like apig that' s been makin loveto abilly goat on amanure
pile. But, somehow, the wimmen folk athe Falserswasdl mixed up in their chemisiry, | guessyou'd call
it, cause they got al excited and devel oped roundheels when they caught awhiff aus. If we' d been | eft
alone with em, we could aDon Juan’ d them Falsersright off athe face athe earth. We would amixed
our blood with theirs so much that after awhile you coun’t tell the diff runce. Specidly sncethekidslean
to their pas side in looks, Paley blood is so much stronger.

“But that made sure there would aways be war tween us. Specidly after our king, Old King Paey, made
love to the daughter athe Falser king, King Raw Boy, and stole her away.

“Gawd, you should a seen the fussthen! Raw Boy’ s daughter flipped over Old King Pdey. And it was
her give him the bright ideaacdlin in every able-bodied Paey that was|eft and organizin em into one big
army. Kind aputtin all our eggsin one basket, but it ssemed agood idea. Every man big enough to carry
aclub went out in one big mob on Operation False Folk Massacre. And we ganged up on every little
town athem motherworshipers we found. And kicked hell out aem. And roasted the men’ s hearts and
ate em. And every now and then took a snack off the wimmen and kids, too.

“Then, al of asudden, we cometo abig plain. And there’'saarmy athem Fase Folk, collected by Old
King Raw Boy. They outnumber us, but we fed wekin lick the world. Specialy since the magic strength
athe G'yaga liesin their wimmen folk, cause they worship awoman god, The Old Woman In The Earth.
And we ve got their chief priestess, Raw Boy’ s daughter.

“All our own persona power is collected in Old King Paey’ s hat—his magica headpiece. All aus
Paeys bdieved that aman’s strength and his soul wasin his headpiece.

“We bed down the night before the big battle. At dawn there’ sacry that’ d wake up the dead. It till
sends shivers down the necks aus Pdey’ sfifty thousand years later. It sKing Paley roarin and cryin. We
ask himwhy. He saysthat that dirty little sneakin little hoor, Raw Boy’ s daughter, has stole his headpiece
and run off with it to her father’s camp.

“Our knees turn wesk as nearbeer. Our manhood isin the hands a our enemies. But out we go to battle,
our witch doctorsout in front rattlin their gourds and whirlin their bullroarers and prayin. And here comes
the G’ yaga medicine men doin the same. Only thing, their heartsisin their work cause they got Old



King's headpiece stuck on the end aa spear.
“And for the first time they use dogsin war, too. Dogs never did like usany more nwe like em.

“ And then we charge into each other. Bang! Wallop! Crash! Smash! Whack! Owwwrrroooo! And they
kick hell out aus, do it to us. And we re never again the same, done forever. They had Old King's
headpiece and with it our magic, cause we d al put the soul aus Paeysin that hat.

“The spirit and power a us Paleyswas prisoners cause that headpiece was. And life became too much
for us Paleys. Them aswasn't daughtered and eaten was glad to settle down on the garbage heaps athe
conquerin Falsers and pick for alivin with the chickens, sometimes comin out second best.

“But we knew Old King' s headpiece was hidden somewhere, and we organized a secret society and
sworeto keep dive his name and to search for the headpieceif it took usforever. Which it amost has,
it'sbeen so long.

“But even though we was doomed to live in shantytowns and stay off the streets and prowl the junkpiles
inthe aleys, we never gave up hope. And astime went on some athe nocounts athe G’ yaga came
down to live with us. And we and they had kids. Soon, most a us had disappeared into the bloodstream
athelow-class G'yaga. But there' s aways been a Paley family that tried to keep their blood pure. No
man kin do no more, kin he?’

Heglared a Dorothy. “What d'yathink athat?’
Weekly, shesad, “Wdll, I’ ve never heard anything likeit.”

“Gawdamighty!” snorted Old Man. “1 give you ahistory longer’ n ahoor’ s dream, more n fifty thousand
yearsahigory, the secret sory aalonglost race. And dl you kin say isthat you never heard nothin likeit
before”

He leaned toward her and clamped his huge hand over her thigh.

“Don't flinch fromme!” he said fiercely. “Or turn your head away. Sure, | stink, and | offend your dainty
figurin nostrils and upset your figurin ddicate little guts. But what’ saminute’ swhiff ame on your part
compared to alifetime on my part ahavin al the stinkin garbage in the universe shoved up my nose, and
my mouth filled with what you woun't say if your mouth wasfull ait? What do you say to that, hun?’

Coolly, she said, “Please take your hand off me.”
“Sure, | din’t mean nothin by it. | got carried away and forgot my placein society.”

“Now, look here,” she said earnestly. “That has nothing at al to do with your so-called socid position.
It'sjust that | don’t dlow anybody to take liberties with my body. Maybe I’ m being ridiculoudy
Victorian, but | want more than just sensudity. | want love, and—"

“OK, | get theidea.”

Dorothy stood up and said, “I’m only ablock from my gpartment. | think I’ [l walk on home. Theliquor's
given me a headache.”

“Yeah,” he growled. “You sureit’ sthe liquor and not me?’

Shelooked steadily a him. “I’'m going, but I’ll see you tomorrow morning. Does that answer your
question?’



“OK,” he grunted. “ See you. Maybe.”
She waked away very fast.

Next morning, shortly after dawn, a deepy-eyed Dorothy stopped her car before the Paley shanty.
Deenawasthe only one home. Gummy had gone to theriver to fish, and Old Man wasin the outhouse.
Dorothy took the opportunity to talk to Deena, and found her, as she had suspected, awoman of

cons derable education. However, athough she was polite, she was reticent about her background.
Dorothy, in an effort to keep the conversation going, mentioned that she had phoned her former
anthropology professor and asked him about the chances of Old Man being a genuine Neanderthal. It
was then that Deena broke her reserve and eagerly asked what the professor had thought.

“Well,” said Dorothy, “hejust laughed. Hetold meit was an absolute impossibility that asmall group,
even an inbred group isolated in the mountains, could have kept their cultural and genetic identity for fifty
thousand years.

“I argued with him. I told him Old Man inssted he and hiskind had existed in the village of Pdey inthe
mountains of the Pyrenees until Napoleon’ s men found them and tried to draft them. Then they fled to
America, after astay in England. And his group was split up during the Civil War, driven out of the Great
Smokies. He, asfar as he knows, isthe last purebreed, Gummy being ahaf or quarter-breed.

“The professor assured me that Gummy and Old Man were cases of glandular malfunctioning, of
acromegaly. That they may have asuperficiad resemblance to the Neanderthd man, but a physical
anthropologist could tdll the difference at aglance. When | got alittle angry and asked him if he wasn't
taking an unscientific and prejudiced attitude, he became rather irritated. Our talk ended somewhat
frodily.

“But | went down to the university library that night and read everything on what makes Homo
Neanderthalensis different from Homo sapiens.”

“Y ou dmost sound asif you believe Old Man' s privatelittle myth isthe truth,” said Deena.

“The professor taught me to be convinced only by the facts and not to say anything isimpossible,” replied
Dorothy. “If he’ sforgotten hisown teachings, | haven't.”

“Wel, Old Manisapersuasive taker,” said Deena. “He could sdll the devil aharp and hdo.”

Old Man, wearing only apair of blue jeans, entered the shanty. For thefirst time Dorothy saw his naked
chest, huge, covered with long redgold hairs so numerous they formed a matting amost asthick asan
orangutan’s. However, it was not his chest but his bare feet at which shelooked most intently. Yes, the
big toes were widely separated from the others, and he certainly tended to walk on the outside of his
fedt.

Hisarm, too, seemed abnormally short in proportion to his body.

Old Man grunted agood morning and didn’t say much for awhile. But after he had sweated and cursed
and chanted hisway through the streets of Onaback and had arrived safely at the dleys of the west bluff,
he relaxed. Perhaps he was helped by finding alarge pile of papers and rags.

“Well, here we go to work, so don’t you dare to shirk. Jump, Dor’thy! By the sweat ayour brow, you'll
earn your brew!”

When that oad was on the truck, they drove off. Pdey said, “How you like thislife without no strife?
Good, huh?You like dleys, huh?’



Dorothy nodded. “Asachild, | liked aleys better than streets. And they still preserve something of their
first charm for me. They were more funto play in, so nice and cozy. The trees and bushes and fences
leaned in at you and sometimes touched you asif they had hands and liked to fed your faceto find out if
you'’ d been there before, and they remembered you. Y ou felt asif you were sharing a secret with the
aleysand thethings of the dleys. But streets, well, streets were dways the same, and you had to watch
out the cars didn’t run you over, and the windows in the houses were full of faces and eyes, poking their
nosesin your business, if you can say that eyes had noses.”

Old Man whopped and dapped his thigh so hard it would have broke if it had been Dorothys.

“You must beaPdey! Wefed that way, too! Weain't dlowed to hang aroun streets, so we make our
dleysinto little kingdoms. Tell me, do you swest just crossin adtreet from one aley to the next?’

He put his hand on her knee. Shelooked down at it but said nothing, and he lft it there while the truck
putputted along, itswhedsfollowing the ruts of the dley.

“No, | don't fed that way at al.”

“Yeah? Wdl, when you was akid, you wasn't so ugly you hadda stay off the streets. But | fill wasn't
too happy in the dleys because athem figurin dogs. Forever and forever they was barkin and bitin at me.
So | took to beatin the bg esus out athem with abig stick | dways carried. But after awhile | found out |
only had to look at emin acertain way. Yi, yi, yi, they’d run away yapping, like that old black spaniel did
yesterday. Why? Cause they knew | was sneezin evil spirits at em. It wasthen | began to know | wasn't
human. A course, my old man had been tellin me that ever since | could talk.

“Asl grew up | felt every day that the spell athe G’ yaga was gettin stronger. | was gettin dirtier and
dirtier looksfrom em on the streets. And when | went down the dleys, | felt likel redly belonged there.
Findly, the day camewhen | coun’t cross a street without gettin sweaty hands and cold feet and adry
mouth and breathin hard. That was cause | was becomin afull-grown Pdey, and the curse athe G’ yaga
gets more powerful asyou get more hair on your chest.”

“Curse?’ said Dorothy. “ Some people call it aneuross”
“Ifsacurse”

Dorothy didn’t answer. Again, shelooked down at her knee, and thistime he removed hishand. He
would have had to do it, anyway, for they had cometo a paved street.

On the way down to the junk degler’ s, he continued the same theme. And when they got to the shanty,
he el aborated upon it.

During the thousands of years the Paley lived on the garbage piles of the G’ yaga, they were closdy
watched. So, in the old days, it had been the custom for the priests and warriors of the False Folk to
descend on the dumpheap dwellers whenever a strong and obstreperous Paley came to manhood. And
they had gouged out an eye or cut off hishand or leg or some other member to ensure that he
remembered what he was and where his place was.

“That'swhy | lost thisarm,” Old Man growled, waving the sump. “ Fear athe G’ yaga for the Paley did
thistome”

Deena howled with laughter and said, “Dorothy, the truth is that he got drunk one night and passed out
ontherailroad tracks, and afreight train ran over hisarm.”

“Sure, sure, that’ sthe way it was. But it coun’t a hagppened if the Falsers din’t work through their evil



black magic. Nowadays, stead a cripplin us openly, they use spells. They ain’t got the guts anymoreto
doit themsdves”

Deenalaughed scornfully and said, “He got al those psychopathic ideas from reading those comics and
weird tale magazines and those crackpot books and from watching that TV program, Alley Oop and the
Dinosaur. | can point out every story from which he’ sstolen anidea.”

“You'realiar!” thundered Old Man.

He struck Deena on the shoulder. She redled away from the blow, then leaned back toward him asif into
astrong wind. He struck her again, thistime across her purple birthmark. Her eyes glowed, and she
cursed him. And he hit her once more, hard enough to hurt but not to injure.

Dorothy opened her mouth asif to protest, but Gummy lay afat sweaty hand on her shoulder and lifted
her finger to her own lips.

Deenafdl to thefloor from aparticularly violent blow. She did not stand up again. Instead, she got to her
hands and knees and crawled toward the refuge behind the big iron stove. His naked foot shoved her
rear S0 that she was sent sprawling on her face, moaning, her long stringy black hair faling over her face
and birthmark.

Dorothy stepped forward and raised her hand to grab Old Man. Gummy stopped her, mumbling, ‘“Sall
right. Leaveem done.”

“Look at thet figurin femae bein happy!” snorted Old Man. “Y ou know why | have to best the hell out a
her, when dl | want is peace and quiet? Cause | ook like afigurin caveman, and they’ re supposed to
beat their hoors silly. That’ swhy she took up with me.”

“Youreaninsaneliar,” said Deenasoftly from behind the stove, dowly and dreamily nurang her pain like
the memory of alover's caresses. “I cameto live with you because I’ d sunk so low you were the only
mean that' d have me.”

“She' saretired high society mainliner, Dor’thy,” said Paley. “Y ou never seen her without alongdeeved
dresson. That's cause her arms re full aholes. It was me that kicked the monkey off aher back. | cured
her with the wisdom and magic athe Redl Folk, where you coax the evil spirit out by talkin it out. And
she' sbeen livin with me ever ance. Kin't get rid aher.

“Now, you take that toothless bag there. | ain't never hit her. That shows | ain’t no woman-begtin
bastard, right? | hit Deena cause shelikesit, wantsit, but | don't ever hit Gummy... Hey, Gummy, that
kind amedicinean’'t what you want, isit?’

And helaughed hisincredibly hoarse, hor, hor, hor.

“You'reafigurinliar,” said Gummy, speaking over her shoulder because she was squatting down,
fiddling with the TV controls. “Y ou' re the one knocked most amy teeth out.”

“I knocked out afew rotten stumps you was gonnalose anyway. Y ou had it comin cause you was runnin
aroun with that O’ Brienin hisgreen shirt.”

Gummy giggled and said, “Don't think for aminute | quit goin with that O’ Brien in hisgreen shirt just
cause you dapped me aroun alittle bit. I quit cause you was abetter man ‘n him.”

Gummy giggled again. She rose and waddled across the room toward ashelf which held abottle of her
cheap perfume. Her enormous brass earrings swung, and her great hips swung back and forth.



“Look at that,” said Old Man. “Like two bags a mush in awindstorm.”

But his eyesfollowed them with kindling appreciation, and, on seeing her pour that reeking liquid over her
pillow-szed bosom, he hugged her and buried his huge nosein the valey of her breasts and sniffed
rapturoudy.

“| fed like adog that' s found an old bone he buried and forgot till just now,” he growled, “Arf, arf, arf!”

Deena snorted and said she had to get some fresh air or she' d lose her supper. She grabbed Dorothy’s
hand and insisted she take awalk with her. Dorothy, looking sick, went with her.

Thefollowing evening, asthe four were drinking beer around the kitchen table, Old Man suddenly
reached over and touched Dorothy affectionately. Gummy laughed, but Deena glared. However, shedid
not say anything to the girl but instead began accusing Paey of going too long without abath. He called
her aflatchested hophead and said that she was lying, because he had been taking a bath every day.
Deenareplied that, yes he had, ever since Dorothy had appeared on the scene. An argument raged.
Findly, herose from the table and turned the photograph of Deena s mother so it faced thewall.

Wailing, Deenatried to face it outward again. He pushed her away fromit, refusing to hit her despite her
insults—even when she howled at him that he wasn't fit to lick her mother’ s shoes, |et alone blaspheme
her portrait by touchingit.

Tired of the argument, he abandoned his post by the photograph and shuffled to the refrigerator.

“If you dareturn her arounttill | givetheword, Il throw her in the creek. And you' Il never see her
agan.”

Deena shrieked and crawled onto her blanket behind the stove and there lay sobbing and cursing him
softly.

Gummy chewed tobacco and laughed while a brown stream ran down her toothless jaws. “ Deena
pushed him too far that time.”

“Ah, her and her figurin mother,” snorted Paley. “Hey, Dor’ thy, you know how she laughs at me cause |
think Fordianas got asoul.

And | put the evil eye on em hounds? And cause | think the salvation aus Paleys || be when we find out
where Old King' s hats been hidden?

“Wadll, get aload athis. This hereintellekchooall purple-faced dragon, thisretired mainliner, thisold
broken-down nag for amonkey-jockey, she' s the sooperstishus one. She thinks her mother’ s a god.
And she praysto her and asks forgiveness and asks what’ s gonna happen in the future. And when she
thinks nobody’ saroun, shetalksto her. Here sheis, worshipin her mother like The Old Woman In The
Earth, who's The Old Guy’ s enemy. And she knows that makes The Old Guy sore. Maybe that’ s the
reason heain't dlowed meto find the longlost headpiece a Old King, though he knows| been lookinin
every ash heap from here to God-knowswhere, hopin somefool G'yaga would throw it away never
redizinwhat it was.

“Wadll, by dl that' s holy, that pitcher stayswith itsugly face on thewall. Aw, shut up, Deena, | wanna
watch Alley Oop.”

Shortly afterward, Dorothy drove home. There she again phoned her sociology professor. Impatiently, he
went into more detail. He said that one reason Old Man’ s story of the war between the Neanderthals
and theinvading Homo sapiens was very unlikely was that there was evidence to indicate that Homo



sapiens might have been in Europe before the Neanderthal s—it was very possible the Homo
Neanderthalensis was the invader.

“Not invader in the modern sense,” said the professor. “ The influx of anew species or race or tribe into
Europe during the Paeolithic would have been asporadic migration of little groups, animmigration which
might have taken athousand to ten thousand years to complete.

“And it ismorethan likely that Neanderthalensis and sapiens lived sde by side for millenniawith very
little fighting between them because both were too busy struggling for aliving. For one reason or another,
probably because he was outnumbered, the Neanderthal was absorbed by the surrounding peoples.
Some anthropol ogists have specul ated that the Neanderthal s were blonds and that they had passed their
light hair directly to North Europeans.

“Whatever the guesses and surmises,” concluded the professor, “it would beimpossiblefor such a
digtinctly different minority to keep its specia physical and cultura characteristics over aperiod of haf a
hundred millennia. Paley has concocted this persond myth to compensate for his extreme ugliness, his
inferiority, hisfedlings of regection. The el ements of the myth came from the comic booksand TV.

“However,” concluded the professor, “in view of your youthful enthusiasm and naivete, | will consder my
judgment if you bring me some physica evidence of his Neanderthdoid origin. Say you could show me
that he had a taurodont tooth. I’ d be flabbergasted, to say the least.”

“But, Professor,” she pleaded, “why can’t you give him apersona examination? Onelook at Old Man's
foot would convince you, I’'m sure.”

“My dear, | am not addicted to wild-goose chases. My timeisvauable.”

That wasthat. The next day, she asked Old Man if he had ever lost amolar tooth or had an X-ray made
of one.

“No,” hesaid. “1 got more sound teeth than brains. And | ain’t gonnnalose em. Long as | keep my
headpiece, I'll keep my teeth and my digestion and my manhood. What'smore, I’ keegp my good sense,
too. The loose-screw tighteners at the State Hospitdl really gave me agood goin-over, fore and aft, up
and down, in and out, al night long, don't never take ahote room right by the elevator. And they proved
| wasn't hatched in a cuckoo clock. Even though they tore their hair and said somethin must be wrong.
Speciadly after we had that row about my hat. | woun't let them take my blood for atest, you know,
because | figured they was going to mix it with water—G’ yaga magic—and turn my blood to water.
Somehow, that Elkins got wise that | haddawear my hat—cause | woun't take it off when | undressed
for the physical, | guess—and he snatched my hat. And | was donefor. Stedin it was stealin my soul; al
Pdeyswearstheir soulsin ther hats. | haddaget it back. So | ate humble pie; | let em poke and pry al
over and take my blood.”

There was a pause while Paley breathed in deeply to get power to launch another verbal rocket.
Dorothy, who had been struck by anidea, said, * Speaking of hats, Old Man, what doesthis hat that the
daughter of Raw Boy stole from King Paley look like? Would you recognizeit if you saw it?’

Old Man stared at her with wide blue eyes for amoment before he exploded.

“Would | recognizeit? Would the dog that sat by the railroad tracks recognize histail after the
locomotive cut it off? Would you recognize your own blood if somebody stuck you in the gutswith a
knife and it pumped out with every heartbest? Certainly, | would recognize the hat a Old Kind Paley!
Every Pdey at his mothers knees get adetailed description ait. Y ou want to hear about the hat? Well,
hang on, chick, and I’ll describe every hair and bone ait.”



Dorothy told herself more than once that she should not be doing this. If she was trusted by Old Man,
shewas, in one sense, afasefriend. But, she reassured hersdlf, in another sense shewas helping him.
Should hefind the hat, he might blossom forth, actualy tear himsalf 1oose from the taboos that bound him
to the dumpheap, to the aleys, to fear of dogs, to the conviction hewas an inferior and oppressed citizen.
Moreover, Dorothy told hersdlf, it would aid her scientific studiesto record hisreactions.

The taxidermist she hired to locate the necessary materids and fashion them into the desired shape was
curious, but shetold him it wasfor an anthropological exhibit in Chicago and that it was meant to
represent the headpiece of the medicine man of an Indian secret society dedicated to phalic mysteries.
The taxidermist sniggered and said he' d give his eyeteeth to see those ceremonies.

Dorothy’ sintentions were helped by the run of good luck Old Man had in hisaleypicking while sherode
with him. Exultant, he swore he was headed for some extraordinary find; he could fed his good fortune
building up.

“It'sgonnahit,” hesaid, grinning with his huge widdly spaced gravestone teeth. “Likelightnin.”

Two days later, Dorothy rose even earlier than usua and drove to a place behind the house of a
well-known doctor. She had read in the society column that he and hisfamily were vacationing in Alaska,
30 she knew they wouldn'’t be wondering at finding a garbage can dready filled with garbage and abig
cardboard box full of cast-off clothes. Dorothy had brought the refuse from her own gpartment to make
it seem asif the house were occupied. The old garments, with one exception, she had purchased a a
Sdvation Army store.

About nine that morning, she and Old Man drove down the aley on their scheduled route.
Old Man wasfirgt off the truck; Dorothy hung back to let him make the discovery.
Old Man picked the garments out of the box one by one.

“Here savevet dress Deenakin wear. She' s been complainin she hasn't had anew dressin along time.
And here sablouse and skirt big enough to wrap aroun an elephant. Gummy kin wear it. And here...”

Helifted up atall conical hat with awide brim and two balls of felted horsemane attached to the band. It
was a strange headpiece, fashioned of roan horsehide over aribwork of split bones. It must have been
the only one of itskind in theworld, and it certainly looked out of placein the dley of amid-lllinoiscity.

Old Man' seyes bugged out. Then they rolled up, and hefel to the ground, asif shot. The hat, however,
wastill cutched in hishand.

Dorothy was terrified. She had expected any reaction but this. If he had suffered a heart attack, it would,
shethought, be her fault.

Fortunately, Old Man had only fainted. However, when he regained consciousness, he did not go into
ecstasies as she had expected. Instead, he looked at her, hisface gray and said, “It kin't be! It must bea
trick The Old Woman In The Earth’ s playing on me so she kin have the last laugh on me. How could it
be the hat a Old King Pdley’ s? Woun't the G’ yaga that been keepin it intheir famley dl these years
know whet it is?’

“Probably not,” said Dorothy. “After dl, the G’ yaga, asyou cal them, don’t believe in magic anymore.
Or it might be that the present owner doesn’t even know what it is.”

“Maybe. More likely it was thrown out by accident durin housecleanin. Y ou know how stupid them
wimmen are. Anyway, let’ stake it and get goin. The Old Guy In The Sky might ahad ahand in fixin up



thisdedl for me, and if hedid, it’s better not to ask questions. Let’'sgo.”

Old Man seldom wore the hat. When he was home, he put it in the parrot cage and locked the cage door
with the bicyclelock. At nights, the cage hung from the stand; days, it sat on the seet of the truck. Old
Man wanted it dwayswhere he could seeit.

Finding it had given him atremendous optimism, abdlief he could do anything. He sang and laughed even
more than he had before, and he was even able to venture out onto the streets for several hours at atime
before the sweat and shakings began.

Gummy, seeing the hat, merely grunted and made alewd remark about its appearance. Deena smiled
grimly and said, “Why haven't the horsehide and bones rotted away long ago?’

“That'sjust the kind aquestion a G’ yaga dummy likeyou'd ask,” said Old Man, snorting. “How kin the
hat rot when there’ samillion Paey souls crowded into it, standin room only? There ain’t even ebow
room for germs. Besides, the horsehide and the bones re jampacked with the power and the glory aall
the Paeysthat died before our battle with Raw Boy, and dl the soulsthat died since. It's seethin with
soul-energy, thelid held on it by the magic athe G'yaga.”

“Better watch out it don’t blow up ‘nwipeusdl out,” said Gummy, sniggering.
“Now you have the hat, what are you going to do with it?’ asked Deena.

“I don’'t know. I'll have to sit down with abeer and study the Situation.”
Suddenly, Deena began laughing shrilly.

“My God, you' ve been thinking for fifty thousand years about this hat, and now you' ve got it, you don’t
know what to do about it! Well, Il tell you what you'll do about it! Y ou'll get to thinking big, dl right!
You'll conquer theworld, rid it of adl Fase Folk, dl right! Y ou fool! Evenif your story isn't the raving of
alunatic, it would till betoo late for you! You'redone! Thelast! One againgt two billion! Don’t worry,
World, thisragpicking Rameses, thisalley Alexander, thisjunkyard Julius Caesar, heisn't going to
conquer you! No, he' sgoing to put on his hat, and he' s going forth! To do what?

“To becomeawrestler on TV, that’ swhat! That’ sthe height of his halfwit ambition—to be billed asthe
One-Armed Neandertha, the Awful Apeman. That isthe culmination of fifty thousand years ha, ha, hal”

The otherslooked apprehensively at Old Man, expecting him to strike Deena. Instead, he removed the
hat from the cage, put it on, and sat down at the table with aquart of beer in his hand.

“Quit your cacklin, you old hen,” hesaid. “I got my thinkin cap on!”

The next day Pdey, despite ahangover, wasin avery good mood. He chattered al the way to the west
bluff and once stopped the truck so he could walk back and forth on the street and show Dorothy he
wasn't afraid.

Then, boasting he could lick the world, he drove the truck up an dley and halted it by the backyard of a
huge but somewhat rundown mansion. Dorothy looked at him curioudy. He pointed to the jungle-thick
shrubbery that filled acorner of the yard.

“Lookslike arabhit coun’t get in there, huh? But Old Man knows thins the rabbits don’t. Folly me.”

Carrying the caged hat, he went to the shrubbery, dropped to dl threes, and began inching hisway
through avery narrow passage. Dorothy stood |ooking dubioudly into the tangle until ahoarse growl



came from its depths.
“Y ou scared? Or is your fanny too broad to get through here?’

“I'll try anything once,” she announced cheerfully. In ashort time she was crawling on her bly, then had
come suddenly into alittle clearing. Old Man was standing up. The cage was at hisfeet, and he was
looking at ared rosein his hand.

She sucked in her breath. “ Roses! Peonies! Violets!”

“Sure, Dor’'thy,” he said, swelling out his chest. “Paey’ s Garden a Eden, his secret hothouse. | found this
place a couple ayears ago, when | waslookin for aplaceto hideif the cops waslookin for meor | just
wanted a place to be done from everybody, including mysdif.

“| planted these rosebushes in here and these other flowers. | come here every now and then to check on
em, spray em, prune em. | never take any home, even though I’ d like to give Deena some. But Deena
ain’'t no dummy, she'd know | was gettin em out aagarbage pail. And | just din’t want to tell her about
this place. Or anybody.”

Helooked directly at her asif to catch every twitch of amusclein her face, every repressed emotion.

“Y ou're the only person besides mysalf knows about thisplace.” He held out theroseto her. “Here. It's
yours.”

“Thank you. | am proud, redly proud, that you’ ve shown this placeto me.”
“Readlly are? That makes mefed good. Infact, great.”
“It' samazing. This, this spot of beauty. And... and...”

“Til finish it for you. Y ou never thought the ugliest man in the world, adumpheaper, aman that ain't even
aman or ahuman bein, a—I hate the word—a Neandertha, could appreciate the beauty of arose.
Right? Wdll, | growed these because | love em.

“Look, Dor'thy. Look at thisrose. It'sround, not like abd| but aflattened roundness...”
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“Sure. And look at the petals. How they fold in on one another, how they’ re arranged. Like onering a
red towers protectin the next ring ared towers. Protectin the gold cup on the inside, the precious source
alife, the treasure. Or maybe that’ s the golden hair athe princess athe castle. Maybe. And look at the
bright green leaves under the rose. Beautiful, huh? The Old Guy knew what he was doin when he made
these. Hewas an artist then.

“But he must a been sufferin from a hangover when he shaped me, huh? His hands was shaky that day.
And he gave up after awhile and never bothered to finish me but went on down to the corner for somea
the hair athe dog that bit him.”

Suddenly, tearsfilled Dorothys eyes.
“Y ou shouldn’t fed that way. Y ou’ ve got beauty, sengtivity, agenuine feding, under...”

“Under this?” he said, pointing hisfinger at hisface. “ Sure. Forget it. Anyway, ook at these green buds
on these baby roses. Pretty, huh? Fresh with promise a the beauty to come. They’ re shaped like the
breastsayoung virgins.”



Helook astep toward her and put hisarm around her shoulders.

“Dor'thy.”

She put her hands on his chest and gently tried to shove hersdf away.

“Please,” shewhispered, “ please, don't. Not after you' ve shown me how fine you redly can be.”

“What do you mean?’ he said, not releasing her. “Ain’'t what | want to do with you just asfine and
beautiful athin asthisrose here? And if you redly fed for me, you' d want to let your flesh say what your
mind thinks. Like the flowers when they open up for the sun.”

She shook her head. “No. It can't be. Please. | fed terrible because | can't say yes. But | can't.
|—you—there' stoo much diff—"

“Sure, we' re diff’ runt. Coin in diff’ runt directions and then, comin roun the corner—bam!—we run into
each other, and we wrap ours arms aroun each other to keep from falin.”

He pulled her to him so her face was pressed againg his chest.

“Seel” herumbled. “Likethis. Now, breathe deep. Don’t turn your head. Sniff away. Lock yoursdlf to
me, like we was glued and nothin could pull us apart. Breathe deep. | got my arm aroun you, like these
trees roun these flowers. I’'m not hurtin you: I’'m givin you life and protectin you. Right? Breathe deep.”

“Please” shewhimpered. “Don’t hurt me. Gently...” i

“Gently itis. | won't hurt you. Not too much. That' sright, don’t hold yoursdlf stiff against me, likeyou're
stone. That' sright, melt like butter. I'm not forcin you, Dor’ thy, remember that. Y ou want this, don’t
you?’

“Don’t hurt me,” shewhispered. “Y ou're so strong, oh my God, so strong.”

For two days, Dorothy did not appear at the Pdeys . The third morning, in an effort to fire her courage,
she downed two double shots of VO. before breskfast. When she drove to the dumphesp, she told the
two women that she had not been feding well. But she had returned because she wanted to finish her
study, asit wasamost at an end and her superiors were anxiousto get her report.

Paley, though he did not smile when he saw her, said nothing. However, he kept looking at her out of the
corners of hiseyeswhen he thought she was watching him. And though he took the hat in its cage with
him, he sweated and shook as before while crossing streets. Dorothy sat staring straight ahead,
unresponding to the few remarks he did make. Finaly, cursing under his bresth, he abandoned his effort
to work as usua and drove to the hidden garden.

“Hereweare” hesad. “ Adam and Evereturnin to Eden.”

He peered from beneath the bony ridges of hisbrows at the sky. “We better hurry in. Looks asif The
Old Guy got up on the wrong side a the bed. There’ sgonna be astorm.”

“I’'m not going in therewith you,” said Dorothy. “Not now or ever.”

“Even after what we did, even if you said you loved me, | still makeyou sick?” hesaid. “You suredin't
act then like Old Ugly made you sick.”

“I haven't been able to deep for two nights,” she said tondesdy. “I’ ve asked mysalf athousand times
why | didit. And eech time | could only tell mysdf | didn’t know. Something seemed to legp from you to



me and take me over. | was powerless.”

“You certainly wasn't paralyzed,” said Old Man, placing his hand on her knee. “ And if you was
powerless, it was because you wanted to be.”

“It'sno usetadking,” shesad. “You'll never get achance again. And take your hand off me. It makes my
flesh craml.”

He dropped his hand.

“All right. Back to business. Back to pickin peoples pilesajunk. Let’s get out ahere. Forget what | said.
Forget this garden, too. Forget the secret | told you. Don't tell nobody. The dump-heapers d laugh at
me. Imagine Old Man Pd ey, the one-armed candidate for the puzzle factory, the fugitive from the Old
Stone Age, growin peonies and roses! Big laugh, huh?’

Dorothy did not reply. He started the truck and, asthey emerged onto the dley, they saw the sun
disappear behind the clouds. The rest of the day, it did not come out, and Old Man and Dorothy did not
speak to each other.

Asthey were going down Route 24 after unloading at the junkdeder’s, they were stopped by a
patrolman. Heticketed Paley for not having a chauffeurslicense and made Paey follow him downtown to
court. There Old Man had to pay afine of twenty-five dollars. This, to everybody’ s amazement, he
produced from his pocket.

Asif that weren't enough, he had to endure the jibes of the police and the courtroom loafers. Evidently
he had appeared in the police station before and was known as King Kong, Alley Oop, or just plain
Chimp. Old Man trembled, whether with suppressed rage or nervousness Dorothy could not tell. But
later, as Dorothy drove him home, he dmost frothed at the mouth in atremendous outburst of rage. By
the time they were within sight of his shanty, he was shouting that hislife savings had been wiped out and
that it was all aplot by the G’ yaga to beat him down to starvation.

It was then that the truck’ s motor died. Cursing, Old Man jerked the hood open so savagely that one
rusty hinge broke. Further enraged by this, he tore the hood completely off and threw it away into the
ditch by the roadside. Unable to find the cause of the breakdown, he took a hammer from the toolchest
and began to besat the sides of the truck.

“I'll make her go, go, go!” he shouted. “Or she' |l wish she had! Run, you bitch, purr, eat gasoline, rumble
your damn belly and eat gasoline but run, run, run! Or your ex-lover, Old Man, sellsyou for junk, |
Swear it!”

Undaunted, Fordianadid not move.

Eventually, Paley and Dorothy had to leave the truck by the ditch and walk home. And asthey crossed
the heavily traveled highway to get to the dumpheap, Old Man was forced to jump to keep from getting
hit by acar.

He shook hisfigt at the speeding auto.

“I know you're out to get me!” he howled. “But you won't! Y ou been tryin for fifty thousand years, and
you an't madeit yet! We' redill fightin!”

At that moment, the black sagging bellies of the clouds overhead ruptured. The two were soaked before
they could take four steps. Thunder bellowed, and lightning dammed into the earth on the other end of
the dumpheap.



Old Man growled with fright, but seeing he was untouched, heraised hisfist to the sky.
“OK, OK, soyou got it in for me, too. | get it. OK, OK!”

Dripping, the two entered the shanty, where he opened a quart of beer and began drinking. Deena took
Dorothy behind a curtain and gave her atowe to dry herself with and one of her white terrycloth robes
to put on. By thetime Dorothy came out from behind the curtain, she found Old Man opening histhird
quart. He was accusing Deena of not frying the fish correctly, and when she answered him sharply, he
began accusing her of every fault, big or smdl, real or imaginary, of which he could think. In fifteen
minutes, he was nailing the portrait of her mother to thewall with itsfaceinward. And shewas
whimpering behind the stove and tenderly stroking the spots where he had struck her. Gummy protested,
and he chased her out into therain.

Dorothy a once put her wet clothes on and announced she was leaving. She' d walk the mileinto town
and catch the bus.

Old Man snarled, “Go! Y ou're too snotty for us, anyway. We ain't your kind, and that’ s that.”
“Don't go,” pleaded Deena. “If you're not hereto restrain him, he'll beterrible to us”
“I'msorry,” said Dorothy. 1 should have gone home thismorning.”

“You sure should,” he growled. And then began weeping, his pushed-out lipsfluttering like abirdswings,
hisface twigted like agargoyles.

“Get out before | forget mysdlf and throw you out,” he sobbed.
Dorothy, with pity on her face, shut the door gently behind her.

Thefollowing day was Sunday. That morning, her mother phoned her she was coming down from
Waukegan to vist her. Could she take Monday off?

Dorothy said yes, and then, sighing, she called her supervisor. Shetold him she had dl the data she
needed for the Paey report and that she would begin typing it out.

Monday night, after seeing her mother off on the train, she decided to pay the Paleysafarewdl vigt. She
could not endure another deepless night filled with fighting the desire to get out of bed again and again, to
scrub hersdlf clean, and the pain of having to face Old Man and the two women in the morning. Shefelt
that if she said goodbye to the Paleys, she could say farewell to those feelings, too, or, at least, time
would wash them away more quickly.

The sky had been clear, sar-filled, when she left the railroad station. By the time she had reached the
dumphesp clouds had swept out from the west, and a blinding rainstorm was deluging the city. Going
over the bridge, she saw by thelights of her headlamps that the Kickapoo Creek had become asmall
river in the two days of heavy rains. Its muddy frothing current roared past the dump and on down to the
[llinoisRiver, ahdf mile avay.

So high had it risen that the waters |apped at the doorsteps of the shanties. The trucks and jalopies
parked outside them were piled high with household goods, and their owners were ready to move at a
minutes notice.

Dorothy parked her car alittle off the road, because she did not want to get it stuck in the mire. By the
time she had walked to the Paey shanty, she wasin stinking mud up to her calves, and night had fallen.



In the light streaming from awindow stood Fordiana, which Old Man had apparently succeeded in
getting sarted. Unlike the other vehicles, it was not loaded.

Dorothy knocked on the door and was admitted by Deena. Paley was Sitting in the ragged easy chair. He
was clad only inapair of faded and patched blue jeans. One eye was surrounded by abig black, blue,
and green bruise. The horsehide hat of Old King was firmly jammed onto his head, and one hand
clutched the neck of aquart of beer asif he were choking it to death.

Dorothy looked curioudy at the black eye but did not comment on it. Instead, she asked him why he
hadn’t packed for a possible flood.

Old Man waved the naked stump of hisarm at her.

“It'sthedoinsa The Old Guy In The Sky. | prayed to the old idiot to stop therain, but it rained harder’'n
ever. So| figureit' sredly The Old Woman In The Earth who' skickin up thisrain. The Old Guy’ stoo
feeble to stop her. He needs strength. So... | thought about pouring out the blood aavirgin to him, so he
kinlap it up and get his muscles back with that. But | give that up, cause there ain’t no such thin anymore,
not within ahundred miles a here, anyway.

“S0... | been thinkin about goin outside and doin the next best thing, that is pouring aquart or two a beer
out on the ground for him. What the Greeks call pourin aliberation to the Gods...”

“Don't let him drink none athat cheap beer,” warned Gummy. “Thisrain falin on usis bad enough. |
don’t want no god pukin al over the place.”

He hurled the quart at her. It was empty, because he wasn't so far gone he' d waste afull or even haf-full
bottle. But it was smashed against the wall, and since it was worth anickel’ s refund, he accused Gummy
of maiciouswagte.

“If you'dahed ill, it woun't abroke.”

Deenapaid no atention to the scene. “I’'m pleased to see you, child,” she said. “But it might have been
better if you had stayed home tonight.”

She gestured at the picture of her mother, till nailed face inward. “He' s not come out of hisevil mood
yet”

“You kin say that again,” mumbled Gummy. “He got a pistol-whippin from that young Limpy Doolan
who livesin that packin-box house with the Jantzen bathin suit ad pasted on the side, when Limpy tried
to grab Old Kings hat off aOld Man's head just for fun.”

“Yeah, hetriedtograbit,” said Paley. “But | dapped his hand hard. Then he pullsagun out a his coat
pocket with the other hand and hit me in this eye with its butt. That don’t stop me. He seesme comin at
him likel’m late for work, and he sayshe'll shoot meif | touch him again. My old mandin't raiseno sllly
sons, 0 | don't charge him. But I'll get him sooner or later. And he'll be limpin in both legs, if he walks at
al.

“But | don't know why | never had nothing but bad luck ever since |l got thishat. It ain’'t supposed to be
that way. It' s supposed to be bringin me al the good luck the Paleys ever had.”

Heglared at Dorothy and said, “Do you know what? | had good luck until | showed you that place, you
know, the flowers. And then, after you know what, everythin went sour as old milk. What did you do,
take the power out ame by doin what you did? Did The Old Woman In The Earth send you to me so
you' d draw the muscle and luck and life out ameif | found the hat when Old Guy placed it in my path?’



He lurched up from the easy chair, clutched two quarts of beer from the refrigerator to his chest, and
staggered toward the door.

“Kin't gtand the smdll in here. Tak about my smell. I'm sweet violets, compared to thefishasome a
you. I'm goin out wherethe air’ sfresh. I'm goin out and talk to The Old Guy In The Sky, hear what the
thunder hasto say to me. He understands me; he don’t giveadamn if I'm augly old man that’s

ha f-ape.”
Swiftly, Deenaran in front of him and held out her claws a him like agaunt, enraged dley cat.
“Sothat’sit! Y ou' ve had the indecency to insult thisyoung girl! Y ou evil beast!”

Old Man halted, swayed, carefully deposited the two quarts on the floor. Then he shuffled to the picture
of Deenda s mother and ripped it from thewall. The nails screeched; so did Deena.

“What are you going to do?’

“Somethin | been wantin to do for along long time. Only | felt sorry for you. Now | don’t. I'm gonna
throw thisidol ayoursinto the creek. Know why? Cause | think she’sa delegate a The Old Woman In
The Earth, Old Guy’ s enemy. She' s been sent here to watch on me and report to Old Woman on what |
was doin. And you' re the one brought her in this house.”

“Over my dead body you' Il throw that in the creek!” screamed Deena.
“Haveit your way,” he growled, lurching forward and driving her to one side with his shoulder.

Deenagrabbed at the frame of the picture he held in his hand, but he hit her over the knuckleswith it.
Then helowered it to the floor, keeping it from faling over with hisleg while he bent over and picked up
the two quartsin his huge hand. Clutching them, he squatted until his sstump was level with the top part of
the frame. The ssump clamped down over the upper part of the frame, he straightened, holding it tightly,
lurched toward the door, and was gone into the driving rain and crashing lightning.

Deenastared into the darkness for amoment, then ran after him.

Stunned, Dorothy watched them go. Not until she heard Gummy mumbling, “They’ Il kill each other,” was
Dorothy ableto move.

She ran to the door, looked out, turned back to Gummy.

“What’ sgot into him?’ shecried. “He sso crud, yet | know he has a soft heart. Why must he bethis
way?’

“It' syou,” said Gummy. “He thought it din't matter how helooked, what he did, hewas ill aPaey. He
thought his sweat would get you likeit did al em chicks he was braggin about, no matter how uppity the
sweet young thinwas. *N you hurt him when you din’t dig him. Specidly cause he thought moreayou’'n

anybody before.

“Why'd you think life's been so miserable for us since he found you? What the hell, aman’saman, he's
always got the eye for the chicks, right? Deenadin’t see that. Deena hates Old Man. But Deenakin’'t do
without him, ether...”

“I haveto stop them,” said Dorothy, and she plunged out into the black and white world.
Just outside the door, she hated, bewildered. Behind her, light streamed from the shanty, and to the north



was adim glow from the city of Onaback. But e sewhere was darkness. Darkness, except when the
lightning burned away the night for adazzling frightening second.

She ran around the shanty toward the Kickapoo, some fifty yards avay—she was sure that they’ d be
somewhere by the back of the creek. Halfway to the stream, another flash showed her awhite figure by
the bank.

It was Deenaiin her terrycloth robe, Deena now sitting up in the mud, bending forward, shaking with
sobs.

“I got down on my knees,” she moaned. “To him, to him. And | begged him to spare my mother. But he
sad I'd thank him later for freeing me from worshiping afase goddess. He said I’ d kiss hishand.”

Deend svoice roseto ascream. “And then he did it! He tore my blessed mother to bits! Threw her inthe
creek! 'l kil him! I'1FKill him!”

Dorothy patted Deena’ s shoulder. “There, there. Y ou' d better get back to the house and get dry. It'sa
bad thing he' sdone, but he’ snot in hisright mind. Where' d he go?’

“Toward that clump of cottonwoods where the creek runsinto theriver.”
“Yougo back,” said Dorothy. “I'll handlehim. | can doiit.”
Deena seized her hand.

“Stay away from him. He' s hiding in the woods now. He' s dangerous, dangerous as awounded boar. Or
asone of hisancestors when they were hurt and hunted by ours.”

“Ours?’ said Dorothy. “Y ou mean you believe his story?’

“Not dl of it. Just part. That tale of his about the massinvasion of Europe and King Pdey’shat is
nonsense. Or, at least it’s been distorted through God only knows how many thousands of years. But it's
true he' s at least part Neanderthd. Listen! I'vefdlen low, I’m only ajunkman’swhore. Not even that,
now—Old Man never touches me anymore, except to hit me. And that’ s not hisfault, readly. | ask for it;

| want it.

“But I’m not amoron. | got books from the library, read what they say about the Neanderthd. | studied
Old Man carefully. And | know he must be what he saysheis. Gummy, too—she'sat least a
quarter-breed.”

Dorothy pulled her hand out of Deena s grip.
“I haveto go. | haveto talk to Old Man, tell him I’'m not seeing him anymore.”

“Stay away from him,” pleaded Deena, again seizing Dorothy’ shand. “You'll go to talk, and you'll stay
to dowhat | did. What ascore of othersdid. We let him make love to us becuase heisn't human. Y e,
we found Old Man as human as any man, and some of us stayed after the lust was gone because love
had comein.”

Dorothy gently unwrapped Deend s fingers from her hand and began waking away.

Soon she came to the group of cottonwood trees by the bank where the creek and the river met and
there she stopped.

“Old Man!” she cdled in abresk between therolls of thunder. “Old Man! 1t's Dorothy!”



A growl as of abear disturbed in his cave answered her, and afigurelike atree trunk cometo life
stepped out of the inkiness between the cottonwoods.

“What you comefor?’ he said, approaching so close to her that his enormous nose admost touched hers.
“Youwant mejust as| am, Old Man Paey, descendant athe Real Folk—Pa ey, who loves you? Or you
cometo givethe batty old junkman atranquillizer so you kin take him by the hand like alamb and lead
him back to the daughterhouse, the puzzle factory, where they’ll stick aice pick back ahiseyeball and
rip out what makes him aman and not an ox.”

“I came...”
“Yeah?’
“For thig” she shouted, and she snatched off his hat and raced away from him, toward theriver.

Behind her rose abellow of agony so loud she could hear it even above the thunder. Feet splashed as he
gave pursuit.

Suddenly, she dipped and sprawled facedown in the mud. At the sametime, her glassesfdl off. Now it
was her turn to fed despair, for in this hafworld she could see nothing without her glasses except the
lightning flashes. She must find them. But if she delayed to hunt for them, she'd lose her headstart.

She cried out with joy, for her groping fingers found what they sought. But the breath was knocked out
of her, and she dropped the glasses again as aheavy weight fell upon her back and half stunned her.
Vaguely, she was aware that the hat had been taken away from her. A moment later, as her senses came
back into focus, she redlized she was being raised into the air. Old Man was holding her in the crook of
hisarm, supporting part of her weight on hisbulging belly.

“My glasses. Please, my glasses. | need them.”

“Y ou won't be needin em for awhile. But don’t worry about em. | got em in my pants pocket. Old
Man'stakin careayou.”

Hisarm tightened around her so she cried out with pain.

Hoarsdly, he said, *Y ou was sent down by the G’ yaga to get that hat, wasn’t you? Well, it din’t work
cause The Old Guy' s gtridin the sky tonight, and he' s protectin hisown.”

Dorothy bit her lip to keep from telling him that she had wanted to destroy the hat becauise she hoped
that that act would also destroy the guiilt of having madeit in thefirst place. But she couldn’t tell him that.
If he knew she had made afadse hat, he would kill her in hisrage.

“No. Not again,” shesad. “Please. Don't. I [l scream. They’ll come after you. They'll take you to the
State Hospital and lock you up for life. | swear I'll scream.”

“Who'll hear you? Only The Old Guy, and he' d get akick out aseein you in thisfix causeyou'rea
Faser and you took the stuffin right out amy hat and me with your Falser Magic. But I' m gettin back
what’smine and his, the same way you took it from me. The door swings both ways.”

He stopped walking and lowered her to a pile of wet |eaves.

“Herewe are. Theforest like it wasin the old days. Don’t worry. Old Man'll protect you from the cave
bear and the bull athe woods. But who'll protect you from Old Man, huh?’



Lightning exploded so near that for a second they were blinded and speechless. Then Paley shouted,
“The Old Guy’ swhoopin it up tonight, just like he used to do! Blood and murder and wicked-ness're
ridinthehowlin night air!”

He pounded hisimmense chest with hishugefis.

“Let The Old Guy and The Old Woman fight it out tonight. They ain’'t goin to stop us. Dor’ thy. Not
unlessthat hairy old god in the cloudsis going to fry me with hislightnin, jelousame causeI’m havin
what hekin't.”

Lightning rammed againgt the ground from the charged skies, and lightning legped up to the clouds from
the charged earth. Therain fell harder than before, asif it were being shot out of agreat pipe from a
mountain river and pouring directly over them. But for some time the flashes did not come closeto the
cottonwoods. Then, one ripped apart the night beside them, deafened and stunned them.

And Dorothy, looking over Old Man's shoulder, thought she would die of fright because therewasa
ghost standing over them. It wastall and white, and its shroud flgpped in the wind, and itsarmswere
rased in agesture likeacurse.

But it wasaknifethat it held in its hand.
Then, thefire that rose like a cross behind the figure was gone, and night rushed back in.
Dorothy screamed. Old Man grunted, asif something had knocked the breath from him.

He roseto hisknees, gasped something unintelligible, and dowly got to hisfeet. He turned his back to
Dorothy so he could face the thing in white. Lightning flashed again. Once more Dorothy screamed, for
she saw the knife sticking out of hisback.

Then the white figure had rushed toward Old Man. But instead of attacking him, it dropped to its knees
and tried to kiss hishand and babbled for forgiveness.

No ghost. No man. Deena, in her white terrycloth robe.
“I did it because | loveyou!” screamed Deena
Old Man, swaying back and forth, was silent.

“I went back to the shanty for aknife, and | came here because | knew what you' d be doing, and |
didn’t want Dorothy’ s life ruined because of you, and | hated you, and | wanted to kill you. But | don’t
redly hateyou.”

Sowly, Paley reached behind him and gripped the handle of the knife. Lightning made everything white
around him, and by its brief glare the women saw him jerk the blade free of hisflesh.

Dorothy moaned, “It’ sterrible, terrible. All my fault, al my fault.”

She groped through the mud until her fingers came across the Old Man’ sjeans and its backpocket,
which held her glasses. She put the glasses on, only to find that she could not see anything because of the
darkness. Then, and not until then, she became concerned about |ocating her own clothes. On her hands
and knees she searched through the wet leaves and grass. She was about to give up and go back to Old
Man when another lightning flash showed the hegp to her left. Giving acry of joy, she began to crawl to
it.



But another stroke of lightning showed her something else. She screamed and tried to stand up but
instead dipped and fell forward on her face.

Old Man, knifein hand, was waking dowly toward her.

“Don't try to run away!” he bellowed. “You'll never get avay! The Old Guy’ll light thins up for me so
you kin't sneak away in the dark. Besides, your white skin shinesin the night, like arotten toadstool.
You'redonefor. Y ou snatched away my hat so you could get me out here defenseless, and then Deena
could stab mein the back. Y ou and her are Falser witches, | know damn wel!”

“What do you think you're doing?’ asked Dorothy. Shetried to rise again but could not. It was asif the
mud had fingers around her ankles and knees.

“The Old Guy’ s howlin for the blood a C’' yaga wimmen. And he' sgonna get al the blood hewants. It's
only fair. Deena put the knifein me, and The Old Woman got some amy blood to drink. Now it’ s your
turn to give The Old Guy some ayours.”

“Don’t!” screamed Deena. “Don’t! Dorothy had nothing to do with it! And you can’t blame me, after
what you were doing to her!”

“She’ d done everythin to me. I'm gonna make the last sacrifice to Old Guy. Then they kin do what they
want to me. | don't care. I'll have had one moment abein areal Real Folker.”

Deenaand Dorothy both screamed. In the next second, lightning broke the darkness around them.
Dorothy saw Deenahurl herself on Old Man’ s back and carry him downward. Then, night again.

Therewas agroan. Then, another blast of light. Old Man was on his knees, bent amaost double but not
bent so far Dorothy could not see the handle of the knife that wasin his chest.

“Oh, Chrigt!” wailed Deena. “When | pushed him, he must have falen on the knife. | heard the bonein
his chest break. Now he’ sdying!”

Paley moaned. “Y eah, you done it now, you sure paid me back, din’t you? Paid me back for my takin
the monkey off ayour back and supportin you al these years.”

“Oh, Old Man,” sobbed Deeng, “I didn't meanto doit. | wasjust trying to save Dorothy and save you
from yoursdlf. Please! 1St there anything | can do for you?’

“Sure you kin. Stuff up the two big holesin my back and chest. My blood, my breath, my real soul’s
flowin out ame. Guy In the Sky, what away to die! Kilt by acrazy woman!”

“Keep quiet,” said Dorothy. “ Save your strength. Deena, you run to the service ation. It’ I still be open.
Call adoctor.”

“Don’'t go, Deena,” hesaid. “It'stoo late. I'm hangin onto my soul by itsbig toe now; inaminute’ll
haveto let go, andit'll jJump out ame like abeagle after arabbit.

“Dor’thy, Dor’ thy, was it the wickedness a The Old Woman put you up to this? | must a meant
something to you... under theflowers... maybeit'sbetter... | fdt likeagod, then... not what | redly
am... acrazy old junkman... adley man... Just think ait... fifty thousand years behint me... older'n
Adamand Eveby far... now, this...”

Deena began weeping. Helifted his hand, and she seized it.



“Letloose” hesaid faintly. “1 was gonnaknock hell outtayou for blubberin... just like a Faser bitch...
kill me... thencry... you never did ‘ predate me... like Dorothy...”

“Hishand s getting cold,” murmured Deena.

“Deena, bury that damn hat with me... least you kin do... Hey, Deena, who you goin to for help when
you hear that monkey chitterin outside the door, huh? Who... 7’

Suddenly, before Dorothy and Deena could push him back down, he sat up. At the sametime, lightning
hammered into the earth nearby and it showed them his eyes, |ooking past them out into the night.

He spoke, and his voice was stronger, asif life had drained back into him through the holesin hisflesh.

“Old Guy’ s given me agood send-off. Lightnin and thunder. The works. Nothin chegp about him, huh?
Why not? He knowsthisisthe end athetrail for me. Thelast ahisworshipers... last athe Paeys...”

He sank back and spoke no more.
My Sister’s Brother
1960

THE SIXTH NIGHT on Mars, Lane wept. le sobbed loudly while tears ran down his cheeks. He
smacked hisright fist into the pam of hisleft hand until the flesh burned. He howled with londliness. He
swore the most obscene and blas-phemous oaths he knew.

After awhile, he quit weeping. He dried his eyes, downed a shot of Scotch, and felt much better.

Hewasn't ashamed because he had bawled like awoman. After al, there had been aMan who had not
been ashamed to weep. He could dissolve in tears the grinding stones within; he was the reed that bent
before the wind, not the oak that toppled, roots and all.

Now, the weight and the achein his breast gone, feeling aimaost cheerful, he made his scheduled report
over the transceiver to the circum-Martian vessdl five hundred and eight miles overhead. Then he did
what men must do any place in the universe. Afterward, he lay down in the bunk and opened the one
persona book he had been allowed to bring aong, an anthology of the world' s greatest poetry.

He read here and there, running, pausing for only aline or two, then completing in his head the
thousand-times murmured lines. Here and there he read, like a bee tasting the best of the nectar ...
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It is the voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my
undefiled...

We have a little sister,

And she hath no breasts;

What shall we do for our sister

In the day when she shall be spoken for?

Yea, though | walk through the valley of the shadow of



death, | will fear no evil for Thou art with me...

Come live with me and be my love And we shall all the pleasures prove...
It lies not in our power to love or hate For will in usis over-ruled by fate...
With thee conversing, | forget all time,

All seasons, and their change, all please alike...

He read on about love and man and woman until he had almost forgotten histroubles. Hislids drooped;
the book fell from hishand. But he roused himself, climbed out of the bunk, got down on his knees, and
prayed that he be forgiven and that his blagphemy and despair be understood. And he prayed that his
four lost comrades be found safe and sound. Then he climbed back into the bunk and fell adeep.

At dawn he woke reluctantly to the aarm clocks ringing. Nevertheless, he did not fall back into deep but
rose, turned on the transceiver, filled a cup with water and instant, and dropped in a heat pill. Just ashe
finished the coffee, he heard Captain Stroyansky’ svoice from the ‘ caiver. Stroyansky spoke with barely
atrace of Savic accen.

“Cardigan Lane? Y ou awake?’

“Moreor less. How are you?’

“If weweren't worried about al of you down there, we' d befine”
“I know. Wdl, what are your orders?’

“Thereisonly onething to do, Lane. Y ou must go look for the others. Otherwise, you cannot get back
up to us. It takes at least two more men to pilot the rocket.”

“Theoreticaly, one man can pilot the beast,” replied Lane. “But it' s uncertain. However, that doesn't
matter. I’'m leaving a once to look for the others. I’ d do that even if you ordered otherwise.”

Stroyansky chuckled. Then he barked like a sedl. “ The success of the expedition is more important than
the fate of four men. Theoretically, anyway. But if | werein your shoes, and I'm glad I'm not, | would do
the same. So, good luck, Lane.”

“Thanks,” said Lane. “I’ll need morethan luck. I’ll also need God' s help. | suppose He s here, evenif
the place does ook God forsaken.”

He looked through the transparent double plastic walls of the dome.

“Thewind’ s blowing about twenty-five miles an hour. The dust is covering the tractor tracks. | haveto
get going before they’ re covered up entirdly. My supplies are al packed; I’ ve enough food, air, and
water to last me six days. It makes a big package, the air tanks and the deeping tent bulk large. It's over
ahundred Earth pounds, but here only about forty. I’'m aso taking arope, aknife, apickax, aflare
pistol, half adozen flares. And awakie-takie.

“It should take me two daysto walk the thirty milesto the spot where the tracslast reported. Two days
to look around. Two daysto get back.”

“You be back in fivedays!” shouted Stroyansky. “ That’san order! 1t shouldn’t take you more than one
day to scout around. Don’t take chances. Five days!”



And then, in asofter voice, “Good luck, and, if thereisa God, may He help you!”

Lanetried to think of thingsto say, things that might perhaps go down with the Doctor Livingstone, |
presume, category. But dl he could say was, “Solong.”

Twenty minutes later, he closed behind him the door to the dome' s pressure lock. He strapped on the
towering pack and began to walk. But when he was about fifty yards from the base, he felt compelled to
turn around for onelong look a what he might never see again. There, on the yellow-red felsite plain,
stood the pressurized bubble that was to have been the home of the five men for ayear. Nearby squatted
the glider that had brought them down, its enormous wings spreading far, its skids covered with the
forever-blowing dust.

Straight ahead of him wasthe rocket, sanding on itsfins, pointing toward the blue-black sky, glitteringin
the Martian sun, shining with promise of power, escape from Mars, and return to the orbita ship. It had
come down to the surface of Mars on the back of the glider in a hundred-and-twenty-mile an hour
landing. After it had dropped the two six-ton caterpillar tractorsit carried, it had been pulled off the glider
and tilted on end by winches pulled by those very tractors. Now it waited for him and for the other four
men.

“I'll beback,” hemurmured toit. “Andif | haveto, I'll take you up by mysdlf.”

He began to walk, following the broad double tracks | eft by the tank. The trackswere faint, for they
were two days old, and the blowing silicate dust had dmost filled them. The tracks made by thefirst
tank, which had Ieft three days ago, were completely hidden.

Thetrail led northwest. It [eft the three-mile wide plain between two hills of naked rock and entered the
quarter-mile corridor between two rows of vegetation. The rows ran straight and parallel from horizon to
horizon, for miles behind him and miles ahead.

Lane, on the ground and close to one row, saw it for what it was. Its foundation was an endless
three-foot high tube, most of whose bulk, like an icebergs, lay buried in the ground. The curving sdes
were covered with blue-green lichenoids that grew on every rock or projection. From the spine of the
tube, separated at regular intervas, grew the trunks of plants. The trunks were smooth shiny blue-green
pillarstwo feet thick and six feet high. Out of their tops spread radiadly many pencil-thin branches, like
bats fingers. Between the fingers stretched a blue-green membrane, the single tremendous leaf of the
umbrellatree.

When Lane had first seen them from the glider asit hurtled over them, he had thought they looked like an
army of giant hands uplifted to catch the sun. Giant they were, for each rib-supported leaf measured fifty
feet across. And hands they were, hands to beg for and catch the rare gold of the tiny sun. During the
day, the ribs on the side nearest the moving sun dipped toward the ground, and the furthest ribstilted
upward. Obvioudly, the daylong maneuver was designed to expose the complete area of the membrane
to thelight, to dlow not aninch to remain in shadow.

It wasto be expected that strange forms of plant life would be found here. But structures built by animal
life were not expected. Especidly when they were so large and covered an eighth of the planet.

These structures were the tubes from which rose the trunks of the umbrellatrees. Lane had tried to drill
through the rocklike side of the tube. So hard wasit, it had blunted one drill and had done a second no
good before he had chipped off asmall piece. Contented for the moment with that, he had taken it to the
dome, thereto examineit under amicroscope. After an amazed |ook, he had whistled. Embedded in the
cementlike mass were plant cells. Somewere partially destroyed; some, whole.



Further tests had shown him that the substance was composed of cdlulose, aligninlike stuff, various
nucleic acids, and unknown meterias.

He had reported his discovery and dso his conjecture to the orbital ship. Some form of animd life had, at
sometime, chewed up and partialy digested wood and then had regurgitated it as acement. The tubes
had been fashioned from the cement.

The following day heintended to go back to the tube and blast aholeinit. But two of the men had set
out in atractor on afield exploration. Lane, asradio operator for that day, had stayed in the dome. He
was to keep in contact with the two, who were to report to him every fifteen minutes.

The tank had been gone about two hours and must have been about thirty miles away, when it had failed
to report. Two hours later, the other tank, carrying two men, had followed the prints of thefirst party.
They had gone about thirty milesfrom base and were maintaining continuous radio contact with Lane.

“There sadight obstacle ahead,” Greenberg had said: “It’ satube coming out at right angles from the
one we ve been pardlding. It has no plants growing fromit. Not much of arise, not much of adrop on
the other Sde, either. We'll makeit easy.”

Then he had yelled.
That wasdl.

Now, the day after, Lane was on foot, following the fading trail. Behind him lay the base camp, closeto
the junction of the two canali known as Avernus and Tartarus. He was between two of the rows of
vegetation which formed Tartarus, and he was traveling northeastward, toward the Sirenum Mare, the
so-cdled Siren Sea. The Mare, he supposed, would be a much broader group of tree-bearing tubes.

He walked steadily while the sun rose higher and the air grew warmer. He had long ago turned off his
suit-heater. Thiswas summer and close to the equator. At noon the temperature would be around
seventy degrees Fahrenheit.

But at dusk, when the temperature had plunged through the dry air to zero, Lane wasin his degping tent.
It looked like a cocoon, being sausage-shaped and not much larger than hisbody. It wasinflated so he
could remove his helmet and breathe while he warmed himself from the battery-operated heeter and ate
and drank. Thetent was aso very flexible; it changed its cocoon shapeto atrianglewhile Lane sat on a
folding chair from which hung aplastic bag and did that which every man must do.

During the daytime he did not have to enter the degping tent for this. His suit was ingenioudly contrived so
he could unflap the rear section and expose the necessary areawithout losing air or pressure from the
rest of hissuit. Naturdly, there was no thought of tempting the teeth of the Martian night. Sixty seconds at
midnight were enough to get a severe frostbite where one sat down.

Lane dept until half an hour after dawn, ate, deflated the tent, folded it, stowed it, the battery, heeter,
food-box, and folding chair into his pack, threw away the plastic sack, shouldered the pack, and
resumed hiswalk.

By noon the tracks faded out completely. It made little difference, for there was only one route the tanks
could have taken. That was the corridor between the tubes and the trees.

Now he saw what the two tanks had reported. The trees on hisright began to look dead. The trunks and
leaves were brown, and the ribs drooped.

He began walking faster, his heart beating hard. An hour passed, and still the line of dead trees stretched



asfar ashecould see,
“It must be about here” he said out loud to himsdlf.
Then he stopped. Ahead was an obstacle.

It was the tube of which Greenberg had spoken, the one that ran at right angles to the other two and
joined them.

Lanelooked at it and thought that he could still hear Green-berg’ s despairing cry.

That thought seemed to turn avavein him so that the immense pressure of londliness, which he had
succeeded in holding back until then, flooded in. The blue-black of the sky became the blackness and
infinity of spaceitsaf, and he was a speck of flesh in an immensity aslarge as Earths land area, a speck
that knew no more of thisworld than a newborn baby knows of his.

Tiny and helpless, likeababy...

No, he murmured to himsdf, not ababy. Tiny, yes. Helpless, no. Baby, no. | am aman, aman, an
Earthman...

Earthman: Cardigan Lane. Citizen of the U.SA. Bornin Hawaii, thefiftieth state. Of mingled German,
Dutch, Chinese, Japanese, Negro, Cherokee, Polynesian, Portuguese, Russian-Jewish, Irish, Scotch,
Norwegian, Finnish, Czech, English, and Welsh ancestry. Thirty-one years old. Fivefoot six. One
hundred and sixty pounds. Brown-haired. Blue-eyed. Hawkfeatured, M.D. and Ph.D. Married.
Childless. Methodist. Sociable mesomorphic mesovert. Radio ham. Dog breeder. Deer hunter. Skin
diver. Writer of first-rate but far from great poetry. All contained in his skin and his pressure suit, plusa
love of companionship and life, an intense curiosity, and acourage. And now very much afraid of losing
everything except hislondiness.

For some time he stood like a statue before the three-foot high wall of the tube. Findly, he shook his
head violently, shook off hisfear like adog shaking off water. Lightly, despite the towering pack on his
back, he leaped up onto the top of the tube and looked on the other side, though there was nothing he
had not seen before jumping.

The view before him differed from the one behind in only one respect. Thiswas the number of small
plantsthat covered the ground. Or rather, he thought, after taking a second look, he had never seen these
plantsthis size before. They were foot-high replicas of the huge umbrellatreesthat sprouted from the
tubes. And they were not scattered at random, as might have been expected if they had grown from
seeds blown by the wind. Instead, they grew in regular rows, the edges of the plantsin one row

separated from the other by about two fest.

Hisheart beat even fagter. Such spacing must mean they were planted by intelligent life. Y et intelligent life
seemed very improbable, given the Martian environment.

Possibly some natura condition might have caused the seeming artificidity of this garden. Hewould have
to investigate.

Alwayswith caution, though. So much depended on him: the lives of the four men, the success of the
expedition. If thisonefailed, it might be the last. Many people on Earth were groaning loudly because of
the cost of Space Arm and crying wildly for results that would mean money and power.

Thefield, or garden, extended for about three hundred yards. At itsfar end there was another tube at
right anglesto the two pardlel ones. And at this point the giant umbrelaplants regained their living and



shining blue-green color.

The whole setup looked to Lane very much like a sunken garden. The square formation of the high tubes
kept out the wind and most of the felsite flakes. The walls held the heat within the square.

Lane searched the top of the tube for bare spots where the meta plates of the caterpillar tractors' treads
would have scraped off the lichenoids. He found none but was not surprised. The lich-enoids grew
phenomendly fast under the summertime sun.

He looked down at the ground on the garden side of the tube, where the tractors had presumably
descended. Here there were no signs of thetractors  passage, for the little umbrellas grew up to within
two feet of the edge of the tube, and they were uncrushed. Nor did he find any tracks at the ends of the
tube whereit joined the pardld rows.

He paused to think about his next step and was surprised to find himsdlf bresthing hard. A quick check
of hisair gauge showed him that the trouble wasn't an dmost empty tank. No, it was the gpprehension,
thefeding of eeriness, of something wrong, that was causing his heart to beat so fast, to demand more

oXygen.
Where could two tractors and four men have gone? And what could have caused them to disappear?

Could they have been attacked by some form of intelligent life? If that had happened, the unknown
creatures had either carried off the six-ton tanks, or driven them away, or e se forced the men to drive
them off.

Where? How? By whom?
The hairs on the back of hisneck stood up.

“Hereiswhereit must have happened,” he muttered to himself. “Thefirgt tank reported seeing thistube
barring itsway and said it would report again in another ten minutes. That wasthelast | heard fromiit.
The second was cut off just asit was on top of the tube. Now, what happened? There are no citieson
the surface of Mars, and no indications of underground civilization. The orbita ship would have seen
openings to such aplace through itstelescope. ..”

Heyeled so loudly that he was deafened as his voice bounced off the confines of hishelmet. Then hefel
slent, watching the line of basketball-size blue globes rise from the soil at the far end of the garden and
swiftly soar into the sky.

Hethrew back hishead until the back of it was stopped by the helmet and watched the rising globes as
they left the ground, swelling until they seemed to be hundreds of feet across. Suddenly, like a soap
bubble, the topmost one disappeared. The second in line, having reached the height of thefirst, dso
popped. And the others followed.

They were transparent. He could see some white cirrus clouds through the blue of the bubbles.

Lane did not move but watched the steady string of globes spurt from the soil. Though startled, he did
not forget histraining. He noted that the globes, besides being semitransparent, rose at aright angleto the
ground and did not drift with the wind. He counted them and got to forty-nine when they ceased

appearing.

Hewaited for fifteen minutes. When it looked asif nothing more would happen, he decided that he must
investigate the spot where the globes seemed to have popped out of the ground. Taking adeep breath,
he bent his knees and jumped out into the garden. He landed lightly about twelve feet out from the edge



of the tube and between two rows of plants.

For asecond he did not know what was happening, though he redlized that something waswrong. Then
he whirled around. Or tried to do so. One foot came up, but the other sank deeper.

Hetook one step forward, and the forward foot aso disap-* peared into the thin stuff beneath the
red-yellow dust. By now the other foot was too deep in to be pulled out.

Then he was hip-deep and grabbing at the stems of the plantsto both sides of him. They uprooted easly,
coming out of the soil, one clenched in each hand.

He dropped them and threw himself backward in the hope he could free hislegs and lie stretched out on
thejelylike stuff. Perhaps, if his body presented enough of an area, he could keep from sinking. And,
after awhile, he might be able to work hisway to the ground near the tube. There, he hoped, it would be
firm.

Hisviolent effort succeeded. Hislegs came up out of the sticky semiliquid. He lay spread-eagled on his
back and looked up at the sky through the transparent dome of hishelmet. The sun wasto hisleft; when
he turned his head inside the helmet he could see the sun diding down the arc from the zenith. It was
descending at adightly dower pace than on Earth, for Mars s day was about forty minuteslonger. He
hoped that, if he couldn’t regain solid ground, he could remain suspended until evening fell. By then this
quagmire would be frozen enough for him to rise and walk up onit. Provided that he got up before he
himsdf wasfrozen fas.

Meanwhile, he would follow the approved method of saving oneself when trapped in quicksand. He
would roll over quickly, once, and then spread-eagle himself again. By repesting this maneuver, he might
eventudly reach that bare strip of soil at the tube.

The pack on hisback prevented him from rolling. The straps on his shoulders would have to be
loosened.

Hedid so, and at the sametimefdt hislegs snking. Their weight was pulling them under, whereasthe air
tanksin the pack, the air tanks strapped to his chest, and the bubble of his helmet gave buoyancy to the

upper part of his body.

He turned over on hissde, grabbed the pack, and pulled himsalf up on it. The pack, of course, went
under. But hislegswerefree, though dimy with liquid and caked with dust. And he was standing on top
of the narrow idand of the pack.

Thethick jely rose up to his ankles while he considered two courses of action.

He could squat on the pack and hope that it would not sink too far before it was stopped by the
permanently frozen layer that mugt exigt...

How far? He had gone down hip-deep and felt nothing firm beneeth hisfeet. And... He groaned. The
tractorsl Now he knew what had happened to them. They had gone over the tube and down into the
garden, never suspecting that the solid-seeming surface covered this quagmire. And down they had
plunged, and it had been Greenberg’ s horrified redization of what lay benesth the dust that had made him
cry out, and then the stuff had closed over the tank and its antenna, and the transmitter, of course, had
been cut off.

He must give up his second choice becauseit did not exist. To get to the bare strip of soil at the tube
would be usdless. It would be as unfirm as the rest of the garden. It was at that point that the tanks must



havefdlenin.

Another thought came to him: that the tanks must have disturbed the orderly arrangement of thelittle
umbrellas close to the tube. Y et there was no sign of such a happening. Therefore, somebody-must have
rescued the plants and set them up again.

That meant that somebody might come dong in timeto rescue him.
Or to kill him, he thought.
In either event, his problem would be solved.

Meanwhile, he knew it was no use to make ajump from the pack to the strip at the tube. The only thing
to do wasto stay on top of the pack and hopeit didn’'t sink too deeply.

However, the pack did sink. The jely rose swiftly to hisknees, then hisrate of descent began dowing.
He prayed, not for amiracle but only that the buoyancy of the pack plus the tank on his chest would
keep him from going completely under.

Before he had finished praying, he had stopped sinking. The sticky stuff had risen no higher than his
breast and had |eft hisarmsfree.

He gasped with rdlief but did not fed overwhelmed with joy. Inlessthan four hourstheair in histank
would be exhausted. Unless he could get another tank from the pack, he was donefor.

He pushed down hard on the pack and threw hisarms up in the air and back in the hope hislegswould
rise again and he could spread-eagle. If he could do that, then the pack, relieved of hisweight, might rise
to the surface. And he could get another tank from it.

But hislegs, impeded by the stickiness, did not rise far enough, and his body, shooting off in reaction to
the kick, moved alittle distance from the pack. It wasjust far enough so that when the legsinevitably
sank again, they found no platform on which to be supported. Now he had to depend entirely on the lift
of hisar tank.

It did not give him enough to hold him at hisformer leve; thistime he sank until hisarms and shoulders
were nearly under, and only hishelmet stuck ot.

Hewas helpless.

Severd yearsfrom now the second expedition, if any, would perhaps see the sun glinting off hishelmet
and would find his body stuck likeafly in glue.

If that does happen, he thought, | will at least have been of some use; my death will warn them of this
trap. But | doubt if they’ll find me. | think that Somebody or Something will have removed me and hidden
me

Then, feding an inrush of despair, he closed his eyes and murmured some of the words he had read that
last night in the base, though he knew them so well it did not matter whether he had read them recently or
not.

Y ea, though 1 walk through the valley of the shadow of death, | will fear no evil; for Thou art
with me.

Repeating that didn’t lift the burden of hopelessness. Hefdlt absolutely aone, deserted by everybody,



even by his Creator. Such wasthe desolation of Mars.
But when he opened his eyes, he knew he was not done. He saw aMartian.

A hole had appeared in thewall of the tubeto hisleft. It was around section about four feet across, and
it had sunk in asif it were aplug being pulled inward, asindeed it was.

A moment later a head popped out of the hole. The size of a Georgiawatermelon, it was shaped like a
football and was as pink as a baby’ s bottom. Its two eyes were as large as coffee cups and each was
equipped with two vertical lids. It opened itstwo parrotlike beaks, ran out avery long tubular tongue,
withdrew the tongue, and snapped the beak shut. Then it scuttled out from the hole to reveal abody also
shaped like afootball and only three times aslarge as its head. The pinkish body was supported three
feet from the ground on ten spindly spidery legs, five on each side. Itslegs ended in broad round pads on
which it ran acrossthe jdly-mire surface, snking only dightly. Behind it Streamed at least fifty others.

These picked up thelittle plants that Lane had upset in his struggles and licked them clean with narrow
round tongues that shot out at least two feet. They aso seemed to communicate by touching their
tongues, asinsects do with antennae.

As hewasin the space between two rows, he was not involved in the setting up of the didodged plants.
Severa of them ran their tongues over hishemet, but these were the only onesthat paid him any
attention. It wasthen that he began to stop dreading that they might attack him with their
powerful-looking beaks. Now he broke into aswest at the idea that they might ignore him completely.

That was just what they did. After gently embedding the thin roots of the plantletsin the sticky stuff, they
raced off toward the hole in the tube.

Lane, overwhelmed with despair, shouted after them, though he knew they couldn’t hear him through his
helmet and thethin air evenif they had hearing organs.

“Don’'t leave me hereto digl”

Nevertheless, that was what they were doing. The last one leaped through the hole, and the entrance
dared at him like the round black eye of Desth itself.

He sruggled furioudy to lift himsdlf from the mire, ndt caring thet he was only exhaugting himsdlf.
Abruptly, he stopped fighting and stared at the hole.
A figure had crawled out of it, afigurein a pressure-suit.

Now he shouted with joy. Whether the figure was Martian or not, it was built like amember of Homo
sapiens. It could be presumed to be intelligent and therefore curious.

He was not disgppointed. The suited being stood up on two hemispheres of shiny red metal and began
walking toward him in adiding fashion. Reaching him, it handed him the end of aplagtic ropeit was
carrying under itsarm.

He dmost dropped it. Hisrescuer’ s suit was transparent. It was enough of a shock to see clearly the
details of the creature’ s body, but the sight of the two heads within the helmet caused him to turn pale.

The Martian didewaked to the tube from which Lane had legped. It jumped lightly from the two bowls
onwhich it had stood, landed on the three-foot high top of the tube, and began hauling Lane out from the
mess. He came out dowly but steadily and soon was scooting forward, gripping the rope. When he



reached the foot of the tube, he was hauled on up until he could get hisfeet in the two bowls. It was easy
to jJump from them to a place beside the biped.

It unstrapped two more bowls from its back, gave them to Lane, then lowered itsdf on thetwo in the
garden. Lanefollowed it acrossthe mire.

Entering the hole, he found himsdlf in achamber so low he had to crouch. Evidently, it had been
constructed by the dekapeds and not by his companion for it, too, had to bend its back and knees.

Lane was pushed to one side by some dekapeds. They picked up the thick plug, made of the same gray
stuff asthe tube walls, and sedled the entrance with it. Then they shot out of their mouths strand after
strand of gray spiderwebby stuff to sedl the plug.

The biped motioned Laneto follow, and it did down atunnel which plunged into the earth at aforty-five
degreeangle. It illuminated the passage with aflashlight which it took from its belt. They cameinto alarge
chamber which contained all of the fifty dekapeds. These were waiting motionless. The biped, asif
sensing Lane scuriogity, pulled off itsglove and held it before severd smdl ventsinthewall. Lane
removed hisglove and felt warm air flowing from the holes.

Evidently thiswas a pressure chamber, built by the ten-legged things. But such evidence of intelligent
engineering did not mean that these things had the individua intelligence of aman. It could mean group
intelligence such as Terrestria insects possess.

After awhile, the chamber wasfilled with air. Another plug was pulled; Lane followed the dekapeds and
his rescuer up another forty-five degree tunnel. He estimated that he would find himsalf inside the tube
from which the biped had first come. He was right. He crawled through another holeinto it.

And apair of beaks clicked asthey bit down on his helmet!

Automatically, he shoved at the thing, and under the force of his blow the dekaped lost its bite and went
rolling on the floor, abundle of thrashing legs.

Lane did not worry about having hurt it. It did not weigh much, but its body must be tough to be ableto
plunge without damage from the heavy air ingde the tube into the amost-stratospheric conditions outside.

However, he did reach for the knife at his belt. But the biped put its hand on his arm and shook one of its
heads.

Later, hewasto find out that the seeming bite must have been an accident. Always—with one
exception—the leggers were to ignore him.

Hewas also to find that he was lucky. The leggers had come out to ingpect their garden because, through
some unknown method of detection, they knew that the plantlets had been disturbed. The biped normally
would not have accompanied them. However, today, its curiosity aroused because the leggers had gone
out three timesin three days, it had decided to investigate.

The biped turned out its flashlight and motioned to Laneto follow. Awkwardly, he obeyed. There was
light, but it was dim, atwilight. Its source was the many creatures that hung from the celling of the tube.
These were threefeet long and six inchesthick, cylindrical, pinkish-skinned, and eyeless. A dozen
frondlike limbswaved continuoudy, and their motion kept air circulating in the tunndl.

Their cold firefly glow came from two globular pulsing organs which hung from both sdes of the round
loose-lipped mouth at the free end of the creature. Sime drooled from the mouth, and dripped onto the
floor or into anarrow channe which ran aong the lowest part of the doping floor. Water ranin the



sx-inch deep channel, the first native water he had seen. The water picked up thedimeand carried it a
little way before it was gulped up by an animal that lay on the bottom of the channd.

Lane' s eyes adjusted to the dimness until he could make out the water-dweller. 1t was torpedo-shaped
and without eyes or fins. It had two openingsin its body; one obvioudy sucked in water, the other
expdledit.

He saw at once what this meant. The water a the North Pole melted in the summertime and flowed into
thefar end of the tube system. Helped by gravity and by the pumping action of theline of animasin the
channel, the water was passed from the edge of the Pole to the equator.

Leggersran by him on mysterious errands. Severd, however, hated beneath some of the downhanging
organisms. They reared up on their hind five legs and their tongues shot out and into the open mouths by
the glowing balls. At once, the fireworm—as Lane termed it—its ciliawaving wildly, stretched itsef to
twiceitsformer length. Its mouth met the beak of the legger, and there was an exchange of stuff between
their mouths.

Impatiently, the biped tugged at Lane'sarm. He followed it down the tube. Soon they entered a section
where pa e roots came down out of holesin the ceiling and spread aong the curving wals, gripping them,
then becoming a network of many thread-thin rootlets that crept across the floor and into the water of the
channd.

Here and there a dekaped chewed at aroot and then hurried off to offer a piece to the mouths of the
fireworms.

After walking for several minutes, the biped stepped across the stream. It then began walking as closely
as possible to thewall, meanwhile looking apprenensively at the other side of the tunndl, where they had
been waking.

Lane dso looked but could see nothing at which to be darmed. There was alarge opening at the base of
thewall which evidently led into atunndl. Thistunndl, he presumed, ran underground into aroom or
rooms, for many leggers dashed in and out of it. And about a dozen, larger than average, paced back
and forth like sentries before the hole.

When they had gone about fifty yards past the opening, the biped relaxed. After it had led Lane aong for
ten minutes, it stopped. Its naked hand touched the wall. He became aware that the hand was small and
ddicatdy shaped, likeawoman's.

A section of thewall swung out. The biped turned and bent down to crawl into the hole, presenting
buttocks and legs femininely rounded, well shaped. 1t was then that he began thinking of it asafemae.
Y et the hips, though padded with fatty tissue, were not broad. The bones were not widely separated to
make room to carry achild. Despite their curving, the hipswererelatively as narrow asaman’s.

Behind them, the plug sivung shut. The biped did not turn on her flashlight, for there wasillumination at
the end of the tunndl. Thefloor and wallswere not of the hard gray stuff nor of packed earth. They
seemed vitrified, asif glassed by heet.

Shewaswaiting for him when he did off athree-foot high ledge into alarge room. For aminute he was
blinded by the strong light. After his eyes adjusted, he searched for the source of light but could not find
it. He did observe that there were no shadowsin the room.

The biped took off her helmet and suit and hung them in acloset. The door did open as she approached
and closed when she walked away.



She signaled that he could remove his suit. He did not hesitate. Though the air might be poisonous, he
had no choice. Histank would soon be empty. Moreover, it seemed likely that the atmosphere contained
enough oxygen. Even then he had grasped the ideathat the leaves of the umbrella plants, which grew out
of the top of the tubes, absorbed sunlight and traces of carbon dioxide. Inside the tunnels, the roots drew
up water from the channel and absorbed the great quantity of carbon dioxide released by the dekapeds.
Energy of sunlight converted gas and liquid into glucose and oxygen, which were given off in the tunnds.

Even here, in this degp chamber which lay beneath and to one side of the tube, athick root penetrated
the ceiling and spread its thin white web over thewalls. He stood directly benesth the fleshy growth as he
removed his hemet and took hisfirst breeth of

Martian air. Immediately afterward, he jJumped. Something wet had dropped on hisforehead. Looking
up, he saw that the root was excreting liquid from alarge pore. He wiped the drop off with hisfinger and
tasted it. It was sticky and swest.

Wéll, he thought, the tree must normally drop sugar in water. But it seemed to be doing so abnormally
fast, because another drop was forming.

Then it cameto him that perhaps this was so because it was getting dark outside and therefore cold. The
umbrellatrees might be pumping the water in ther trunksinto the warm tunnels. Thus, during the bitter
subzero night, they’ d avoid freezing and swelling up and cracking wide open.

It seemed a reasonable theory.

Helooked around. The place was hdlf living quarters, half biologica laboratory. There were beds and
tables and chairs and severd unidentifiable articles. One was alarge black metal box inacorner. Fromiit,
at regular intervals, issued astream of tiny blue bubbles. They roseto the ceiling, growing larger asthey
did so. On reaching the celling they did not stop or burst but Ssmply penetrated the vitrification asif it did
not exist.

Lane now knew the origin of the blue globes he had seen appear from the surface of the garden. But their
purpose was gill obscure.

He wasn't given much time to watch the globes. The biped took alarge green ceramic bowl from a
cupboard and set it on atable. Lane eyed her curioudy, wondering what she was going to do. By now he
had seen that the second head belonged to an entirely separate creature. Its dim four-foot length of
pinkish skin was coiled about her neck and torso; itstiny flat-faced head turned toward Lane; its snaky
light blue eyes glittered. Suddenly, its mouth opened and revealed toothless gums, and its bright red
tongue, mammalian, not at dl reptilian, thrust out at him.

The biped, paying no attention to the worm’ s actions, lifted it from her. Gently, cooing afew wordsin a
soft many-voweled language, she placed it in the bowl. It settled inside and looped around the curve, like
asnakeinapit.

The biped took a pitcher from the top of abox of red plastic. Though the box was not connected to any
visble power source, it seemed to be astove. The pitcher contained warm water which she poured into
the bowl, haf filling it. Under the shower, theworm closed itseyes asif it were purring soundless ecstasy.

Then the biped did something that darmed Lane.
She leaned over the bowl and vomited into it.

He stepped toward her. Forgetting the fact that she couldn’t understand him, he said, “ Areyou sick?’



She reved ed human-looking teeth in a smile meant to reassure him, and she walked away from the bowl.
Helooked at the worm, which had its head dipped into the mess. Suddenly, hefdlt sick, for he was sure
that it was feeding off the mixture. And he was equally certain that she fed the worm regularly with
regurgitated food.

It didn’'t cancdl hisdisgust to reflect that he shouldn’t react to her ashewould to a Terrestrid. He knew
that shewastotdly dien and that it was inevitable that some of her wayswould repe, perhaps even
shock him. Rationdly, he knew this. But if hisbrain told him to understand and forgive, hisbely said to
loathe and reject.

His aversion was not much lessened by aclose scrutiny of her as shetook ashower inacubicle setinthe
wall. Shewas about five feet tall and dim as awoman should be dim, with ddlicate bones benesth
rounded flesh. Her legs were human; in nylons and high hedls they would have been exciting—other
things being equa. However, if the shoes had been toeless, her feet would have caused much comment.
They had four toes.

Her long beautiful hands had five fingers. These seemed nailless, like the toes, though a closer
examination later showed him they did bear rudimentary nalls.

She stepped from the cubicle and began toweling hersdlf, though not before she motioned to him to
remove his suit and also to shower. He stared intently back at her until she laughed a short embarrassed
laugh. It wasfeminine, not at al deep. Then she spoke.

He closad his eyes and was hearing what he had thought he would not hear for years. awoman’svoice.
Herswas extraordinary: husky and honeyed at the sametime.

But when he opened his eyes, he saw her for what she was. No woman. No man. What? 1t? No. The
impulseto think her, she, wastoo strong.

This, despite her lack of mammaries. She had achest, but no nipples, rudimentary or otherwise. Her
chest wasaman's, muscled under the layer of fat which subtly curved to give the impresson that benesth
it... budding breasts?

No, not this creature. She would never suckle her young. She did not even bear them dive, if she did
bear. Her belly was smooth, undimpled with anavel.

Smooth aso was the region between her legs, hairless, unbroken, asinnocent of organ asif shewerea
nymph painted for some Victorian children’ s book.

It wasthat sexlessjoining of the legsthat was so horrible. Like the white belly of afrog, thought Lane,
shuddering.

At the sametime, his curiosity became even stronger. How did this thing mate and reproduce?

Again shelaughed and smiled with fleshy pae-red humanly everted lips and wrinkled a short, dightly
uptilted nose and ran her hand through thick straight red-gold fur. It was fur, not hair, and it had adightly
oily sheen, like aweter-dwdling animd’s.

The faceitself, though strange, could have passed for human, but only passed. Her cheekboneswere
very high and protruded upward in an unhuman fashion. Her eyeswere dark blue and quite human. This
meant nothing. So were an octopus s eyes.

Shewalked to another closet, and as she went away from him he saw again that though the hips were
curved like awoman’ sthey did not sway with the pelvic displacement of the human femae.



The door svung momentarily open, reveaed the carcasses of severa dekapeds, minustheir legs, hanging
on hooks. She removed one, placed it on ametd table, and out of the cupboard took a saw and severa
knives and began cutting.

Because he was eager to see the anatomy of the dekaped, he approached the table. She waved him to
the shower. Lane removed his suit. When he came to the knife and ax he hesitated, but, afraid she might
think him distrustful, he hung up the belt containing his wegpons beside the suit. However, he did not take
off his clothes becauise he was determined to view the inner organs of the animal. Later, he would
shower.

The legger was not an insect, despiteits spidery appearance. Not in the Terrestrid sense, certainly.
Neither wasit avertebrate. Its smooth hairless skin was an animals, aslightly pigmented as a blond
Swedes. But, though it had an endoskeleton, it had no backbone. Instead, the body bonesformed a
round cage. Itsthin ribs radiated from a cartilaginous collar which adjoined the back of the head. Theribs
curved outward, then in, dmost meeting at the posterior. Insde the cage were ventral lung sacs, a
reaively large heart, and liverlike and kidneylike organs. Three arteries, ingtead of the mammaian two,
|eft the heart. He couldn’t be sure with such ahurried examination, but it looked asif the dorsal aorta,
like some Terrestria reptiles, carried both pure and impure blood.

There were other thingsto note. The most extraordinary was that, asfar as he could discern, the legger
had no digestive system. It seemed to lack both intestines and anus unless you would define as an
intestine a sac which ran straight through from the throat halfway into the body. Further, therewas
nothing he could identify as reproductive organs, though this did not mean that it did not possess them.
The creature’ slong tubular tongue, cut open by the biped, exposed a cand running down the length of
tongue from its open tip to the bladder at its base. Apparently these formed part of the excretory system.

Lane wondered what enabled the legger to stand the great pressure differences between the interior of
the tube and the Martian surface. At the same time he redlized that this ability was no more wonderful
than the biological mechanism which gave whales and sedl s the power to endure without harm the
enormous pressures a haf mile below the seal s surface.

The biped looked a him with round and very pretty blue eyes, laughed, and then reached into the
chopped open skull and brought out thetiny brain.

“Hauaimi,” she said dowly. She pointed to her head, repeated, “ Hauaimi,” and then indicated his head.
“Hauaimi.”

Echoing her, he pointed at his own head. “ Hauaimi. Brain.”
“Brain,” shesaid, and shelaughed again.

She proceeded to call out the organs of the legger which corresponded to hers. Thus, the preparations
for the meal passed swiftly as he proceeded from the carcassto other objectsin the room. By thetime
she had fried the meat and boiled strips of the membranous leaf of the umbrella plant, and also added
from cans various exotic foods, she had exchanged at least forty words with him. An hour later, he could
remember twenty.

There was onething yet to learn. He pointed to himsdlf and said, “Lane.”
Then he pointed to her and gave her aquestioning look.

“Mahrseeya” shesad.



“Martia?’ he repeated. She corrected him, but he was so struck by the resemblance that ways
afterward he called her that. After awhile, she would give up trying to teach him the exact pronunciation.

Martiawashed her hands and poured him abowlful of water. He used the sogp and towel she handed
him, then walked to the table where she stood waiting. On it was abowl of thick soup, aplate of fried
brains, asdad of boiled leaves and some unidentifiable vegetables, aplate of ribswith thick dark legger
meet, hard-boiled eggs, and little |oaves of bread.

Martia gestured for him to sit down. Evidently her code did not allow her to sit down before her guest
did. Heignored his chair, went behind her, put his hand on her shoulder, pressed down, and with the
other hand did her chair under her. Sheturned her head to smile up a him. Her fur did away to reved
onelobeless pointed ear. He scarcely noticed it, for he wastoo intent on the half-repulsive, half
heart-qui ckening sensation he got when he touched her skin. It had not been the skin itsalf that caused
that, for she was soft and warm as ayoung girl. It had been the idea of touching her.

Part of that, he thought as he seated himself, came from her nakedness. Not because it revealed her sex
but because it revealed her lack of it. No breasts, no nipples, no navel, no pubic fold or projection. The
absence of these seemed wrong, very wrong, un-settling. 1t was a shameful thing that she had nothing of
which to be ashamed.

That'saqueer thought, he said to himself. And for no reason, he became warm in the face.

Martia, unnoticing, poured from atall bottle aglassful of dark wine. He tasted it. It was exquisite, no
better than the best Earth had to offer but as good.

Martiatook one of the loaves, brokeit into two pieces, and handed him one. Holding the glass of winein
one hand and the bread in the other, she bowed her head, closed her eyes, and began chanting.

He stared at her. Thiswas a prayer, agrace-saying. Wasiit the prelude to a sort of communion, one so
like Earthsit was gartling?

Y, if it were, he needn’t be surprised. Flesh and blood, bread and wine: the symbolism wassmple,
logical, and might even be universdl.

However, it was possible that he was creating pardlesthat did not exist. She might be enacting aritua
whose origin and meaning were like nothing of which he had ever dreamed.

If s0, what she did next was equaly capable of misinterpretation. She nibbled at the bread, sipped the
wine, and then plainly invited him to do the same. He did so. Martiatook athird and empty cup, Spat a
piece of wine-moistened bread into the cup, and indicated that he wasto imitate her.

After hedid, hefdt his somach draw in on itsdlf. For she mixed the stuff from their mouths with her
finger and then offered it to him. Evidently, he wasto put the finger in his mouth and est from it.

So the action was both physical and metaphysical. The bread and the wine were the flesh and blood of
whatever divinity she worshiped. More, she, being imbued with the body and the spirit of the god, now
wanted to mingle hers and that of the god' swith his.

What | eat of thegod's, | become. What you egt of me, you become. What | eat of you, | become.
Now we three are become one.

Lane, far from being repelled by the concept, was excited. He knew that there were probably many
Chrigtians who would have refused to share in the communion because theritua did not have the same
origins or conform to theirs. They might even have thought that by sharing they were subscribing to an



aien god. Such an idea Lane consdered to be not only narrow-minded and inflexible, but illogical,
uncharitable, and ridiculous. There could be but one Creator; what names the creature gave to the
Creator did not matter.

Lane believed sincerely in apersona god, one who took note of him asan individua. He al'so believed
that mankind needed redeeming and that a redeemer had been sent to Earth. And if other worlds needed
redeeming, then they too would have gotten or would get aredeemer. He went perhaps further than most
of hisfdlow religionigts, for he actudly made an attempt to practice love for mankind. Thishad given him
somewhat of areputation as afanatic among his acquai ntances and friends. However, he had been
restrained enough not to make himself too much of anuisance, and his genuine warmheartedness had
made him welcomein spite of his eccentricity.

Six years before, he had been an agnodtic. Hisfird trip into space had converted him. The overwheming
experience had made him redlize shatteringly what an insignificant being he was, how awe-inspiringly
complicated and immense was the universe, and how much he needed aframework within which to be
and to become.

The strangest feature about his conversion, he thought afterward, was that one of his companions on that
maiden trip had been adevout bdiever who, on returning to Earth, had renounced his own sect and faith
and become a complete athei <.

He thought of thisas hetook her proffered finger in his mouth and sucked the paste off it.
Then obeying her gestures, he dipped his own finger into the bowl and put it between her lips.

She closed her eyes and gently mouthed the finger. When he began to withdraw it, he was stopped by
her hand on hiswrist. He did not insist on taking the finger out, for he wanted to avoid offending her.
Perhaps along timeinterva was part of therite.

But her expression seemed s0 eager and at the same time so ecdtatic, like ahungry baby just given the
nipple, that he felt uneasy. After aminute, seeing no indication on her part that she meant to quit, he
dowly but firmly pulled the finger loose. She opened her eyes and sighed, but she made no comment.
Instead, she began serving his supper.

The hot thick soup was delicious and invigorating. Its texture was somewhét like the plankton soup that
was becoming popular on hungry Earth, but it had no fishy flavor. The brown bread reminded him of rye.
Thelegger meat was like wild rabhbit, though it was sweeter and had an unidentifiable tang. He took only
one hite of the leaf sdad and then frantically poured wine down histhroat to wash away the burn. Tears
cameto his eyes, and he coughed until she spoke to him in an darmed tone. He smiled back at her but
refused to touch the sdlad again. The wine not only cooled hismouth, it filled hisveinswith snging. He
told himsdlf he should take no more. Nevertheless, he finished his second cup before he remembered his
resolve to be temperate.

By then it wastoo late. The strong liquor went straight to his head; he felt dizzy and wanted to laugh. The
events of the day, his near-escape from death, the reaction to knowing his comrades were dead, his
redlization of his present situation, the tension caused by his encounters with the dekapeds, and his
unsatisfied curiogity about Martia s origins and the location of others of her kind, dl these combined to
produce in him ahaf-stupor, half-exuberance.

Herose from the table and offered to help Martiawith the dishes. She shook her head and put the dishes
in awasher. In the meantime, he decided that he needed to wash off the sweat, stickiness, and body

odor |eft by two days of travel. On opening the door to the shower cubicle, hefound that there wasn't
room enough to hang his clothesin it. So, uninhibited by fatigue and wine, aso mindful that Martia, after



dl, was not a femae, he removed his clothes.

Martiawatched him, and her eyes became wider with each garment shed. Findly, she gasped and
stepped back and turned pale.

“It'snot that bad,” he growled, wondering what had caused her reaction. “After dl, some of the things
I’ve seen around here aren’t too easy to swallow.”

She pointed with atrembling finger and asked him something in ashaky voice.

Perhgpsit was hisimagination, but he could swear she used the same inflection aswould an English
Speaker.

“Areyou sck? Are the growths malignant?’

He had no words with which to explain, nor did he intend to illustrate function through action. Instead, he
closed the door of the cubicle after him and pressed the plate that turned on the water. The heat of the
shower and the fed of the soap, of grime and sweet being washed away, soothed him somewhat, so that
he could think about matters he had been too rushed to consider.

Firgt, hewould have to learn Martia slanguage or teach her his. Probably both would happen at the
sametime. Of one thing he was sure. That wasthat her intentions toward him were, at least a present,
peaceful. When she had shared communion with him, she had been sincere. He did not get the
impression that it was part of her culturd training to share bread and wine with a person she intended to
kill.

Fedling better, though il tired and alittle drunk, he left the cubicle. Reluctantly, he reached for hisdirty
shorts. Then he smiled. They had been cleaned while he was in the shower. Martia, however, paid no
attention to hissmile of pleased surprise but, grim-faced, she motioned to him to lie down on the bed and
deep. Ingtead of lying down hersdlf, however, she picked up abucket and began crawling up the tunndl.
He decided to follow her, and, when she saw him, she only shrugged her shoulders.

On emerging into the tube, Martiaturned on her flashlight. The tunne wasin absolute darkness. Her
beam playing on the ceiling, showed that the glowworms had turned out their lights. There were no
leggersingght.

She pointed thelight at the channd so he could see that the jetfish were il taking in and expelling weter.
Before she could turn the beam aside, he put his hand on her wrist and with his other hand lifted afish
from the channd. He had to pull it loose with an effort, which was explained when he turned the
torpedo-shaped creature over and saw the column of flesh hanging from its belly. Now he knew why the
reaction of the propelled water did not shoot them backward. The ventral-foot acted as a suction pad to
hold them to the floor of the channdl.

Somewhat impatiently, Martia pulled away from him and began walking swiftly back up thetunnel. He
followed her until she cameto the opening in the wall which had earlier made her so apprehensive.
Crouching, she entered the opening, but before she had gone far she had to move atangled heagp of
leggersto one side. These were the large great-beaked ones he had seen guarding the entrance. Now
they were adeep at the post.

If S0, he reasoned, then the thing they guarded against must also be adeep.

What about Martia? How did shefit into their picture? Perhgps she didn’t fit into their picture at al. She
was absolutely dien, something for which their ingtinctua intelligence was not prepared and which,



therefore, they ignored. That would explain why they had paid no attention to him when hewas mired in
the garden.

Y et there must be an exception to that rule. Certainly Martia had not wanted to attract the sentinels
notice thefirst time she had passed the entrance.

A moment later he found out why. They stepped into a huge chamber which was at least two hundred
feet square. It was as dark asthe tube, but during the walking period it must have been very bright
because the ceiling was jammed with glowworms.

Martia sflash raced around the chamber, showing him the piles of deeping leggers. Then, suddenly, it
stopped. He took one look, and his heart raced, and the hairs on the back of his neck rose.

Before him was aworm three feet high and twenty feet long.

Without thinking, he grabbed hold of Martiato keep her from coming closer to it. But even as he touched
her, he dropped his hand. She must know what she was doing.

Martia pointed the flash a her own face and smiled asif to tel him not to be larmed. And she touched
hisarm with ashyly affectionate gesture.

For amoment, he didn’t know why. Then it cameto him that she was glad because he had been thinking
of her welfare. Moreover, her reaction showed she had recovered from her shock at seeing him
unclothed.

Heturned from her to examine the mongter. It lay on the floor, adeep, its great eyes closed behind
verticd dits. It had ahuge heed, football-shaped like those of thelittle leggers around it. Its mouth was
big, but the beaks were very small, horny warts on itslips. The body, however, wasthat of a caterpillar
worm’'s, minusthe hair. Ten little uselesslegs stuck out of its Side, too short even to reach thefloor. Its
sdebulged asif pumped full of ges.

Martiawalked past the monster and paused by its posterior. Here shelifted up afold of skin. Benegth it
was a pile of adozen leathery-skinned eggs, held together by a sticky secretion.

“Now I'vegot it,” muttered Lane. “ Of course. The egg-laying queen. She specidizesin reproduction.
That iswhy the others have no reproductive organs, or else they’ re so rudimentary | couldn’t detect
them. Theleggersare animals, al right, but in some thingsthey resemble Terrestrid insects.

“Still, that doesn’'t explain the absence dso of adigestive system.”

Martia put the eggsin her bucket and started to leave the room. He stopped her and indicated he wanted
to look around some more. She shrugged and began to lead him around. Both had to be careful not to
step on the dekapeds, which lay everywhere.

They cameto an open bin made of the same gray stuff asthewalls. Itsinterior held many shelves, on
which lay hundreds of eggs. Strands of the spiderwebby stuff kept the eggs from rolling off.

Nearby was another bin that held water. At its bottom lay more eggs. Above them minnow-sized
torpedo shapesflitted about in the water.

Lane' seyeswidened at this. The fish were not members of another genus but were the larvae of the
leggers. And they could be set in the channd not only to earn their keep by pumping water which came
down from the North Pole but to grow until they were ready to metamorphose into the adult stage.



However, Martia showed him another bin which made him partidly revise hisfirs theory. Thisbin was
dry, and the eggs were laid on the floor. Martia picked one up, cut its tough skin open with her knife, and
emptied its contentsinto one hand.

Now hiseyesdid get wide. This creature had atiny cylindrica body, a suction pad a one end, around
mouth at the other, and two globular organs hanging by the mouth. A young glowworm.

Martialooked at him to seeif he comprehended. Lane held out his hands and hunched his shoulders with
an |-don’t-get-it air. Beckoning, she walked to another bin to show him more eggs. Some had been
ripped from within, and the little fellows whose hard beaks had done it were staggering around weakly on

tenlegs.
Energetically, Martiawent through a series of charades. Watching her, he began to understand.

The embryosthat remained in the egg until they fully developed went through three main metamorphoses:
the jetfish stage, the glowworm stage, and finally the baby dekaped stage. If the eggs were torn open by
the adult nursesin one of the first two stages, the embryo remained fixed in that form, though it did grow

larger.
What about the queen? he asked her by pointing to the monstrously egg-swollen body.

For answer, Martia picked up one of the newly-hatched. It kicked its many legs but did not otherwise
protest, being, like dl itskind, mute. Martiaturned it upside down and indicated adight creaseinits
posterior. Then she showed him the same spot on one of the deeping adults. The adult’ srear was
smooth, innocent of the crease.

Martia made eating gestures. He nodded. The creatures were born with rudimentary sexud organs, but
these never developed. In fact, they atrophied completely unless the young were given aspecid diet, in
which case they matured into egg-layers.

But the picture wasn't complete. If you had females, you had to have maes. It was doubtful if such highly
developed anima s were salf-fertilizing or reproduced parthenogeneticaly.

Then he remembered Martia and began doubting. She gave no evidence of reproductive organs. Could
her kind be sdlf-reproducing? Or was she amartin, her natural fulfillment diverted by diet?

It didn’'t seem likely, but he couldn’t be sure that such things were not possible in her scheme of Nature.

Lane wanted to satisfy his curiosity. Ignoring her desire to get out of the chamber, he examined each of
the five baby dekapeds. All were potential females.

Suddenly Martia, who had been gravely watching him, smiled and took hishand, and led him to the rear
of the room. Here, asthey approached another structure, he smelled a strong odor which reminded him
of clorox.

Closer to the structure, he saw that it was not abin but a hemispherical cage. Its bars were of the hard
gray stuff, and they curved up from the floor to meet at the central point. There was no door. Evidently
the cage had been built around the thing in it, and its occupant must remain until he died.

Martia soon showed him why this thing was not alowed freedom. It—he—was deeping, but Martia
reached through the bars and struck it on the head with her fist. The thing did not respond until it had
been hit five moretimes. Then, dowly, it opened its Sdewise lidsto reved great Saring eyes, bright as
fresh arteria blood.



Martiathrew one of the eggs at the thing’ s head. Its beak opened swiftly, the egg disappeared, the beak
closed, and therewas anoisy gulp.

Food brought it to life. It sprang up onitsten long legs, clacked its beak, and lunged againgt the bars
again and again.

Though in no danger, Martia shrank back before thekiller’ slust in the scarlet eyes. Lane could
understand her reaction. It was agiant, at least two feet higher than the sentinels. Its back was on alevel
with Martia s head; its beaks could have taken her head in between them.

Lanewalked around the cage to get agood look at its posterior. Puzzled, he made another circuit
without seeing anything of male-ness abouit it except itswild fury, likethat of agtalion locked inabarn
during mating season. Except for itssize, red eyes, and acloaca, it looked like one of the guards.

Hetried to communicate to Martia his puzzlement. By now, she seemed to anticipate hisdesires. She
went through another series of pantomimes, some of which were so energetic and comica that he had to
qmile

First, she showed him two eggs on anearby ledge. These were larger than the others and were speckled
with red spots. Supposedly, they held mae embryos.

Then she showed him what would happen if the adult mae got loose. Making aface which was designed
to be ferocious but only amused him, clicking her teeth and clawing with her hands, sheimitated themade
running amok. Hewould kill everybody in sght. Everybody, the whole colony, queen, workers, guards,
larvae, eggs, bite off their heads, mangle them, eat them dl up, dl, al. And out of the daughterhouse he
would charge into the tube and kill every legger he met, devour thejetfish, drag down the glowworms
from the ceiling, rip them apart, et them, eat the roots of the trees. Kill, kill, kill, eat, egt, eat!

That was dl very well, sghed Lane. But how did... ?

Martiaindicated that, once aday, the workersrolled, literdly rolled the queen across the room to the
cage. Therethey arranged her so that she presented her posterior some few inches from the bars and the
enraged male. And the male, though he wanted to do nothing but get his beak into her flesh and tear her
gpart, was not master of himself. Nature took over; hiswill was betrayed by his nervous system.

L ane nodded to show he understood. In his mind was a picture of the legger that had been butchered. It
had had one sac at theinterna end of the tongue. Probably the male had two, one to hold excretory
matter, the other to hold semind fluid.

Suddenly Martiafroze, her hands held out before her. She had laid the flashlight on the floor so she could
act fredy; the beam splashed on her paling skin.

“What isit?’ sad Lane, stepping toward her.
Martiaretreated, holding out her hands before her. She looked horrified.

“I’m not going to harm you,” he said. However, he stopped so she could see he didn’t mean to get any
closer to her.

What was bothering her? Nothing was stirring in the chamber itself besides the male, and he was behind
her.

Then shewas pointing, first a him and then at the raging dekaped. Seeing this unmistakable signal of
identification, he comprehended. She had perceived that he, like the thing in the cage, was male, and now



she percaived dructure and function in him.

What he didn’t understand was why that should make her so frightened of him. Repelled, yes. Her body,
its seeming lack of sex, had given him afeding of distaste bordering on nausea. It was only natural that
she should react smilarly to his body. However, she had seemed to have gotten over her first shock.

Why this unexpected change, this horror of him?

Behind him, the beak of the mae clicked asit lunged againgt the bars.
Theclick echoed in hismind.

Of course, the mongterslust to kill!

Until she had met him, she had known only one male creature. That was the caged thing. Now, suddenly,
she had equated him with the monster. A malewas akiller.

Desperately, because he was afraid that she was about to run in panic out of the room, he made signs
that he was not like this monster; he shook his head no, no, no. He wasn’t, he wasn't, he wasn't!

Martia, watching him intently, began to relax. Her skin re-gained its pinkish hue. Her eyes became their
norma sze. She even managed agtrained smile.

To get her mind off the subject, he indicated that he would like to know why the queen and her consort
had digestive systems, though the workers did not. For answer, she reached up into the downhanging
mouth of the worm suspended from the celling. Her hand, withdrawn, was covered with secretion. After
ameling her figt, she gave it to him to sniff dso. Hetook it, ignoring her dight and probably involuntary
flinching when shefdt histouch.

The stuff had an odor such as you would expect from pre-digested food.

Martia then went to another worm. The two light organs of this one were not colored red, like the others,
but had agreenish tint. Martiatickled itstongue with her finger and held out her cupped hands. Liquid
trickled into the cup.

Lane smelled the stuff. No odor. When he drank the liquid, he discovered it to be athick sugar water.

Martia pantomimed that the glowworms acted as the digestive systemsfor the workers. They aso stored
food away for them. The workers derived part of their energy from the glucose excreted by the roots of
thetrees. The proteins and vegetable matter in their diet originated from the eggs and from the leaves of
the umbrellaplant. Strips of the tough membranous leaf were brought into the tubes by harvesting parties
which ventured forth in the daytime. The worms partialy digested the eggs, dead leggers, and leaves and
gaveit back in the form of a soup. The soup, like the glucose, was swallowed by the workers and
passed through thewalls of their throats or into the long straight sac which connected the throat to the
larger blood vessds. The waste products were excreted through the skin or emptied through the cand in
the tongue.

Lane nodded and then walked out of the room. Seemingly rdlieved, Martiafollowed him. When they had
crawled back into her quarters, she put the eggs in arefrigerator and poured two glasses of wine. She
dipped her finger in both, then touched the finger to her lipsand to his. Lightly, he touched thetip with his
tongue. This, he gathered, was one moreritual, perhaps a bedtime one, which affirmed that they were at
one and at peace. It might bethat it had an even deeper meaning, but if so, it escaped him.

Martia checked on the safety and comfort of the worm in the bowl. By now it had eaten dl itsfood. She



removed the worm, washed it, washed the bowl, half filled it with warm sugar water, placed it on the
table by the bed, and put the creature back in. Then she lay down on the bed and closed her eyes. She
did not cover herself and apparently did not expect him to expect acover.

Lane, tired though he was, could not rest. Like atiger inits cage, he paced back and forth. He could not
keep out of his mind the enigma of Martianor the problem of getting back to base and eventudly to the
orbita ship. Earth must know what had happened.

After hdf an hour of this, Martiasat up. Shelooked steedily at him asif trying to discover the cause of his
deeplessness. Then, gpparently sensing what was wrong, she rose and opened a cabinet hanging down
from the wall. Insde were anumber of books.

Lanesad, “Ah, maybel’ll get someinformation now!” and he legfed through them dl. Wild with
eagerness, he chose three and piled them on the bed before sitting down to peruse them.

Naturaly he could not read the texts, but the three had many illustrations and photographs. Thefirst
volume seemed to be a child’ sworld history.

Lanelooked at thefirst few pictures. Then he said, hoarsdly, “My God, you' re no more Martian than |
am!”

Martia, startled by the wonder and urgency in hisvoice, came over to his bed and sat down by him. She
watched while he turned the pages over until he reached a certain photo. Unexpectedly, she buried her
face in her hands, and her body shook with deep sobs.

Lane was surprised. He wasn't sure why she wasin such grief. The photo was an aerid view of acity on
her home planet—or some planet on which her people lived. Perhapsit wasthe city in which she
had—somehow—been born.

It wasn’t long, however, before her sorrow began to stir a response in him. Without any warning he, too,
was weeping.

Now he knew. It was londliness, gppalling londliness, of the kind he had known when he had received no
more word from the men in the tanks and he had believed himsdf the only human being on the face of this
world.

After awhile, the tears dried. He felt better and wished she would aso be relieved. Apparently she
percaived his sympathy, for she smiled a him through her tears. And in an irresstible gust of rgpport and
affection she kissed his hand and then stuck two of hisfingersin her mouth. This, he thought, must be her
way of expressing friendship. Or perhapsit was gratitude for his presence. Or just sheer joy. In any
event, he thought, her society must have ahigh ord orientation.

“Poor Martia,” he murmured. “1t must be aterrible thing to have to turn to one as dien and weird as|
must seem. Especialy to one who, alittle while ago, you weren’t sure wasn't going to eat you up.”

He removed hisfingers but, seeing her rejected look, he impulsively took hersin his mouth.

Strangely, this caused another burst of weeping. However, he quickly saw that it was happy weeping.
After it was over, she laughed softly, asif pleased.

Lanetook atowd and wiped her eyes™nd held it over her nose while she blew.

Now, strengthened, she was able to point out certain illustrations and by signs give him cluesto what they
meant.



This child’ sbook started with an account of the dawn of life on her planet. The planet revolved around a
gar that, according to asmplified map, wasin the center of the Galaxy.

Life had begun there much asit had on Earth. It had developed in its early Stages on somewhat the same
lines. But there were somerather disturbing pictures of primitivefish life. Lanewas't sure of his
interpretation, however, for these took much for granted.

They did show plainly that evolution there had picked out biologica mechanismswith which to advance
different from those on Earth.

Fascinated, he traced the passage from fish to amphibian to reptile to warm-blooded but non-mammalian
creature to an upright ground-dwelling apelike creature to beings like Martia.

Then the pictures depicted various aspects of thisbeing' s prehigtoric life. Later, theinvention of
agriculture, working of metals, and so on.

The higory of civilization was a series of pictures whose meaning he could seldom grasp. One thing was
unlike Earths history. There was ardative absence of warfare. The Rameseses, Genghis Khans, Attilas,
Caesars, Hitlers, seemed to be missing.

But there was more, much more. Technology advanced much asit had on Earth, despite alack of
gimulation from war. Perhaps, he thought, it had Started sooner than on his planet. He got the impression
that Martias people had evolved to their present state much earlier than Homo sapiens.

Whether that was true or not, they now surpassed man. They could travel amost asfast aslight, perhaps
faster, and had mastered interstellar travel.

It was then that Martia pointed to a page which bore severa photographs of Earth, obvioudy taken at
various distances by a spaceship.

Behind them an artist had drawn a shadowy figure, haf-ape, haf-dragon.
“Earth meansthisto you?’ Lanesad. “ Danger? Do not touch?’

Helooked for other photos of Earth. There were many pages dedling with other planets but only one of
his home. That was enough.

“Why are you keeping us under distant surveillance?’ said Lane. “Y ou' re so far ahead of usthat,
technologicaly spesking, we re Austrdian aborigines. What're you afraid of 7’

Martiastood up, facing him. Suddenly, vicioudy, she snarled and clicked her teeth and hooked her hands
into claws.

Hefdt achill. Thiswas the same pantomime she had used when demonstrating the mindless kill-craziness
of the caged mae legger.

He bowed hishead. “1 can’t redly blame you. Y ou're absolutely correct. If you contacted us, we' d stedl
your secrets. And then, look out! We' d infest all of space!”

He paused, bit hislip, and said, “Y et we' re showing some signs of progress. There' s not been awar or a
revolution for fifteen years, the UN has been settling problems that would once have resulted in a world
war; Russaand the U. S. are till armed but are not nearly as close to conflict asthey were when | was
born. Perhaps... ?



“Do you know, | bet you've never seen an Earthman in the flesh before. Perhapsyou’ ve never seena
picture of one, or if you did, they were clothed. There are no photos of Earth people in these books.
Maybe you knew we were male and female, but that didn’t mean much until you saw metaking a
shower. And the suddenly reveded parallel between the mae dekaped and myself horrified you. And
you redlized that thiswasthe only thing in the world that you had for companionship. Almost asif I'd
been shipwrecked on anidand and found the other inhabitant was atiger.

“But that does't explain what you are doing here, aone, living in these tubes among the indigenous
Martians. Oh, how | wish | could talk to you!

“With thee conversing,” he said, remembering those lines he had read the last night in the base.

Shesmiled at him, and he said, “Well, a least you' re getting over your scare. I’ m not such abad fellow,
dter dl, hen?’

She smiled again and went to a cabinet and from it took paper and pen. With them, she made one smple
sketch after another. Watching her agile pen, he began to see what had happened.

Her people had had abase for along time—along long time— on the side of the Moon the Terrestrids
could not see. But when rockets from Earth had first penetrated into space, her people had obliterated al
evidences of the base. A new one had been set up on Mars.

Then, asit became gpparent that a Terrestriad expedition would be sent to Mars, that base had been
destroyed and another one set up on Ganymede.

However, five scientists had remained behind in these Smple quartersto complete their studies of the
dekapeds. Though Martia s people had studied these creatures for some time, they till had not found out
how their bodies could endure the differences between tube pressure and that in the open air. The four
believed that they were breathing hot on the neck of this secret and had gotten permission to stay until
just before the Earthmen landed.

Martiaactualy was anative, in the sense that she had been born and raised here. She had been seven
years here, sheindicated, showing asketch of Marsin its orbit around the sun and then holding up seven

fingers

That made her about fourteen Earth years old, Lane estimated. Perhaps these people reached maturity a
littlefaster than his. That is, if shewere mature. It was difficult to tell.

Horror twisted her face and widened her eyes as she showed him what had happened the night before
they wereto leave for Ganymede.

The deeping party had been attacked by an uncaged male legger.

It was rare that amale got loose. But he occasionally managed to escape. When he did, he destroyed the
entire colony, dl lifein the tube wherever he went. He even ate the roots of the trees so that they died,
and oxygen ceased to flow into that section of the tunndl.

Therewas only one way aforewarned colony could fight arogue mae—a dangerous method. That was
to release their own male. They selected the few who would stay behind and sacrifice tharr livesto
dissolve the bars with an acid secretion from their bodies while the others fled. The queen, unableto
move, dso died. But enough of her eggs were taken to produce another queen and another consort
elsawhere,

Meanwhile, it was hoped that the males would kill each other or that the victor would be so crippled that



he could befinished off by the soldiers.

Lane nodded. The only natural enemy of the dekapeds was an escaped mae. Left unchecked, they
would soon crowd the tubes and exhaust food and air. Unkind as it seemed, the escape of amale now
and then was the only thing that saved the Martians from starvation and perhaps extinction.

However that might be, the rogue had been no blessing in disguise for Martia s people. Three had been
killed in their deep before the other two awoke. One had thrown herself at the beast and shouted to

Martiato escape.

Almost insane with fear, Martia had nevertheless not alowed panic to send her running. Insteed, she had
dived for a cabinet to get aweapon.

—A wegpon, thought Lane. I'll have to find out about that.

Martia acted out what had happened. She had gotten the cabinet door open and reached in for the
weapon when she felt the beak of the rogue fastening on her leg. Despite the shock, for the beak cut
deeply into the blood vessels and muscles, she managed to press the end of the weapon againgt the males
body. The weapon did its work, for the male dropped on the floor. Unfortunately, the beaks did not

relax but held their terrible grip on her thigh, just above the knee.

Here Lanetried to interrupt so he could get a description of what the weapon looked like and of the
principle of its operation. Martia, however, ignored hisrequest. Seemingly, she did not understand his
question, but he was sure that she did not care to reply. He was not entirely trusted, which was
understandable. How could he blame her? She would be afool to be at ease with such an unknown
quantity ashimsdf. That is, if hewere unknown. After dl, though she did not know him well persondly,
she knew the kind of people from whom he came and what could be expected from them. It was
surprising that she had not |eft him to diein the garden, and it was amazing that she had shared that
communion of bread and winewith him.

Perhaps, he thought, it is because she was so0 lonely and any company was better than nothing. Or it
might be that he acted on a higher ethicd plane than most Earthmen and she could not endure the idea of
leaving afdlow sentient being to die, even if she thought him abloodthirsty savage.

Or she might have other plansfor him, such astaking him prisoner.

Martia continued her story. She had fainted and some time later had awakened. The male was beginning
to dtir, so she had killed him thistime.

One moreitem of information, thought Lane. The weapon is capable of inflicting degrees of damage.

Then, though she kept passing out, she had dragged hersdlf to the medicine chest and treated herself.
Within two days she was up and hobbling around, and the scars were beginning to fade.

They must befar ahead of usin everything, he thought. According to her, some of her muscles had been
cut. Y et they grew together in aday,

Martiaindicated that the repair of her body had required an enormous amount of food during the healing.
Most of her time had been spent in eating and deeping. Recongtruction, eveniif it took place a anormal
accelerated rate, dtill required the same amount of energy.

By then the bodies of the male and of her companions were stinking with decay. She had to force herself
to cut them up and dispose of them in the garbage burner.



Tearswelled in her eyes as she recounted this, and she sobbed.

Lane wanted to ask her why she had not buried them, but he reconsidered. Though it might not be the
custom among her kind to bury the dead, it was more probable that she wanted to destroy all evidence
of their existence before Earthmen cameto Mars.

Using signs, he asked her how the male had gotten into the room despite the gate across the tunnel. She
indicated that the gate was ordinarily closed only when the dekapeds were awvake or when her
companions and she were degping. But it had been the turn of one of their number to collect eggsin the
gueen’s chamber. As she recongtructed it, the rogue had appeared at that time and killed the scientist
there. Then, after ravening among the still-deegping colony, it had gone down the tube and there had seen
the light shining from the open tunnd. The rest of the story he knew.

Why, he pantomimed, why didn’t the escaped mae deep when dl hisfellows did? The onein the cage
evidently dept at the same time as his companions. And the queen’ sguards also dept in the belief they
were safe from attack.

Not so, replied Martia. A male who had gotten out of acage knew no law but fatigue. When he had
exhausted himsdlf in his eating and killing, he lay down to deep. But it did not matter if it wastheregular
timefor it or not. When he was rested, he raged through the tubes and did not stop until he was again too
tired to move.

So then, thought Lane, that explains the area of dead umbrella plants on top of the tube by the garden.
Another colony moved into the devastated area, built the garden on the outside, and planted the young
umbrellas.

*He wondered why neither he nor the others of his group had seen the dekapeds outside during their Six
dayson Mars. There must be at least one pressure chamber and outlet for each colony, and there should
be at least fifteen coloniesin the tubes between this point and that near his base. Perhaps the answer was
that the leaf-croppers only ventured out occasionaly. Now that he remembered it, neither he nor anyone
€else had noticed any holes on the leaves. That meant that the trees must have been cropped sometime
ago and were now ready for another harvesting. If the expedition had only waited severd daysbefore
sending out men intracs, it might have seen the dekapeds and investigated. And the story would have
been different.

There were other questions he had for her. What about the vessel that was to take them to Ganymede?
Was there one hidden on the outside, or was one to be sent to pick them up? If one was to be sent, how
would the Ganymedan base be contacted? Radio? Or some—to him—inconceivable method?

* The blue globes! he thought. Could they be means of transmit-ting messages?

Hedid not know or think further about them because fatigue overwhelmed him, and hefdll adeep. His
last memory wasthat of Martialeaning over him and smiling a him.

When he awoke reluctantly, his muscles ached, and his mouth was as dry as the Martian desert. Herose
intimeto see Martiadrop out of the tunndl, abucket of eggsin her hand. Seeing this, he groaned. That
meant she had goneinto the nursery again, and that he had dept the clock around.

He stumbled up and into the shower cubicle. Coming out much refreshed, he found breskfast hot on the
table. Martia conducted the communion rite, and then they ate. He missed his coffee. The hot soup was
good but did not make a satisfactory substitute. There was abowl of mixed cereal and fruit, both of
which came out of acan. It must have had ahigh energy content, for it made him wide awake.



Afterward, he did some setting-up exercises while she did the dishes. Though he kept his body busy, he
was thinking of things unconnected with what he was doing.

What was to be his next move?

His duty demanded that he return to the base and report. What news he would send to the orbital ship!
The story would flash from the ship back to Earth. The whole planet would bein an uproar.

There was one objection to his plan to take Martia back with him.
She would not want to go.

Hafway in adeep knee bend, he stopped. What afool hewas! He had been too tired and confused to
seeit. But if she had reveded that the base of her people was on Ganymede, she did not expect him to
take the information back to histransmitter. It would be foolish on her part to tell him unless she were
absolutely certain that he would be able to communicate with no one.

That must mean that avessel was on itsway and would arrive soon. And it would not only take her but
him. If he wasto bekilled, he would be dead now.

Lane had not been chosen to be amember of the first Mars expedition because he lacked decision. Five
minutes later, he had made up hismind. His duty was clear. Therefore, he would carry it out, eveniif it
violated his persond fedlingstoward Martiaand caused her injury.

Firgt, he'd bind her. Then he would pack up their two pressure suits, the books, and any tools small
enough to carry so they might later be examined on Earth. He would make her march ahead of him
through the tube until they came to the point opposite his base. There they would don their suitsand go to
the dome. And as soon as possible the two would rise on the rocket to the orbital ship. This step wasthe
most hazardous, for it was extremdy difficult for one man to pilot the rocket. Theoreticdly, it could be
done. It had to be done.

Lanetightened hisjaw and forced his musclesto quit quivering. The thought of violating Martid s
hospitdity upset him. Still, she had treated him so well for a purpose not dtogether dtruistic. For dl he
knew, she was plotting against him.

Therewas aropein one of the cabinets, the same flexible rope with which she had pulled him from the
mire. He opened the door of the cabinet and removed it. Martia stood in the middle of the room and
watched him while she stroked the head of the blue-eyed worm coiled about her shoulders. He hoped
she would stay there until he got close. Obvioudly, she carried no wegpon on her nor indeed anything
except the pet. Since she had removed her suit, she had worn nothing.

Seeing him gpproaching her, she spoke to himin an darmed tone. It didn’t take much sengtivity to know
that she was asking him what he intended to do with the rope. Hetried to smile reassuringly at her and
faled. Thiswas making him sick.

A moment later, he was violently sick. Martia had spoken loudly one word, and it was asif it had struck
him in the pit of his stomach. Nausea gripped him, hismouth began sdivating, and it was only by
dropping the rope and running into the shower that he avoided making a mess on the floor.

Ten minutes|later, hefdt thoroughly cleaned out. But when hetried to walk to the bed, hislegs
threatened to give way. Martia had to support him.

Inwardly, he cursed. To have a sudden reaction to the strange food at such acrucid moment! Luck was
not on hisside.



That is, if it was chance. There had been something so strange and forceful about the manner in which she
pronounced that word. Wasit possible that she had set up in him—hypnoticdly or otherwise—areflex to
that word? It would, under the conditions, be awesapon more powerful than agun.

Hewasn't sure, but it did seem strange that his body had accepted the alien food until that moment.
Hypnotism did not really seem to be the answer. How could it be so easily used on him since he did not
know more than twenty words of her language?

Language? Words? They weren't necessary. If she had given him ahypnotic drug in hisfood, and then
had awakened him during his deep, she could have dramatized how he wasto react if shewanted himto
do so. She could have given him the key word, ‘t then have dlowed him to go to deep again.

He knew enough hypnotism to know that that was possible. Whether his suspicionsweretrue or not, it
was afact that he had laid flat on his back. However, the day was not wasted. He learned twenty more
words, and she drew many more sketchesfor him. He found out that when he had jumped into the mire
of the garden he had literdly fallen into the soup. The substance in which the young umbrellatrees had
been planted was a zoogl oea, a glutinous mass of one-celled vegetables and somewhat larger anaerobic
animd life that fed on the vegetables. The heat from the jam-packed water-swollen bodies kept the
garden soil warm and prevented the tender plants from freezing even during the forty degrees below zero
Fahrenheit of the midsummer nights.

After the trees were trangplanted into the roof of the tube to replace the dead adults, the zoogloeawould
be taken piecemedl back to the tube and dumped into the channel. Here the jetfish would strain out part
and eat part asthey pumped water from the polar end of the tube to the equatoria end.

Toward the end of the day, he tried some of the zoogloea soup and managed to keep it down. A little
later, he ate some ceredl.

Martiainsisted on spooning the food for him. There was something so feminine and tender about her
solicitude that he could not protest.

“Martia,” hesaid, “I may be wrong. There can be good will and rapport between our two kinds. Look at
us. Why, if you were ared woman, I’d bein love with you.

“Of course, you may have made me sick in thefirst place. But if you did, it was amatter of expediency,
not maice. And now you are taking care of rne, your enemy. Love thy enemy. Not because you have
been told you should but because you do.”

She, of course, did not understand him. However, shereplied in her own tongue, and it seemed to him
that her voice had the same sense of sympatico.

Asheféll adeep, he was thinking that perhaps Martia and he would be the two ambassadorsto bring
their people together in peace. After dl, both of them were highly civilized, essentidly pacifigtic, and
devoutly religious. There was such athing as the brotherhood, not only of man, but of al sentient beings
throughout the cosmos, and...

Pressure on his bladder woke him up. He opened his eyes. The ceiling and walls expanded and
contracted. Hiswristwatch was distorted. Only by extreme effort could he focus his eyes enough to
sraighten the arms on hiswatch. The piece, designed to measure the dightly longer Martian day,
indicated midnight.

Groggily, herose. Hefelt sure that he must have been drugged and that he would still be deeping if the
bladder pain hadn’t been so sharp. If ony he could take something to counteract the drug, he could carry



out his plans now. But first he had to get to the toilet.

To do so, he had to pass close to Martia s bed. She did not move but lay on her back, her arms flung
out and hanging over the sides of the bed, her mouth open wide.

Helooked away, for it seemed indecent to watch when she wasin such a postion.

But something caught his eye—amovement, aflash of light like agleaming jewe in her mouth.
He bent over her, looked, and recoiled in horror.

A head rose from between her teeth.

He raised his hand to snatch at the thing but froze in the posture as he recogni zed the tiny pouting round
mouth and little blue eyes. It was the worm.

At firgt, he thought Martiawas dead. The thing was not coiled in her mouth. Its body disappeared into
her throat.

Then he saw her chest wasrising easly and that she seemed to bein no difficulty.

Forcing himsdlf to come close to the worm, though his sscomach muscles writhed and his neck muscles
quivered, he put hishand closetoitslips.

Warm air touched hisfingers, and he heard afaint whistling.
Martiawas breathing through it!

Hoarsdly, he said, “God!” and he shook her shoulder. He did not want to touch the worm because he
was afraid that it might do something to injure her. In that moment of shock he had forgotten that he had
an advantage over her, which he should use.

Martia slids opened; her large gray-blue eyes stared blankly.

“Takeit easy,” hesad soothingly.

She shuddered. Her lids closed, her neck arched back, and her face contorted.

He could not tell if the grimace was caused by pain or something else.

“What isthis—thismongter?’ he said. “ Symbiote? Parasite?”’

He thought of vampires, of worms cregping into one' s deeping body and there sucking blood.
Suddenly, she sat up and held out her armsto him. He seized her hands, saying, “What isit?’
Martiapulled him toward her, at the same time lifting her faceto his.

Out of her open mouth shot the worm, its head pointed toward hisface, itslittle lipsformed into an O.

It was reflex, the reflex of fear that made Lane drop her hands and spring back. He had not wanted to do
that, but he could not help himsdif.

Abruptly, Martiacame wide awake. The worm flopped itsfull length from her mouth and fell into aheap
between her legs. Thereit thrashed for amoment before coiling itsalf like asnake, its head resting on
Martia sthigh, its eyesturned upward to Lane.



There was no doubt about it. Martialooked disappointed, frustrated.

Lan€e sknees, dready week, gave way. However, he managed to continue to his destination. When he
came out, he walked asfar asMartid s bed, where he had to Sit down. His heart was thudding against his
ribs, and he was panting hard.

He sat behind her, for he did not want to be where the worm could touch him.

Martia made motions for him to go back to hisbed and they would al deep. Evidently, he thought, she
found nothing darming in theincident.

But he knew he could not rest until he had some kind of explanation. He handed her paper and pen from
the bedside table and then gestured fiercely. Martia shrugged and began sketching while Lane watched
over her shoulder. By the time she had used up five sheets of paper, she had communicated her message.

His eyes were wide, and he was even paler.

So—Martiawas afemale. Femde at least in the sense that she carried eggs—and, at times,
young—within her.

And there was the so-called worm. So called? What could he call it? It could not be designated under
one category. It was many thingsin one. It wasalarva. It wasaphdlus. It was dso her offspring, of her
flesh and blood.

But not of her genes. It was not descended from her.
She had given birth to it, yet she was not its mother. She was neither one of its mothers.

The dizziness and confusion he felt was not caused atogether by his sickness. Things were coming too
fagt. Hewasthinking furioudy, trying to get this new information clear, but his thoughts kept going bacik
and forth, getting nowhere.

“There sno reason to get upset,” hetold himsdlf. “ After dl, the splitting of animalsinto two sexesisonly
one of the ways of reproduction tried on Earth. On Martid s planet Nature—God— has fashioned
another method for the higher animals. And only He knows how many other designsfor reproduction He
has fashioned on how many other worlds.”

Nevertheless, he was upset.

Thisworm, no, thislarva, thisembryo outsde its egg and its secondary mother... wdl, cdl it, once and
for dl, larva, becauseit did metamorphose later.

This particular larvawas doomed to stay in its present form until it died of old age.
Unless Martiafound another adult of the Edtau.
And unless she and this other adult felt affection for each other.

Then, according to the sketch she’ d drawn, Martiaand her friend, or lover, would lie down or sit
together. They would, aslovers do on Earth, speak to each other in endearing, flattering, and exciting
terms. They would caress and kiss much as Terrestrial man and woman do, though on Earth it was not
consdered complimentary to cal one slover Big Mouth.

Then, unlike the Terran custom, athird would enter the union to form ahighly desired and indeed
indigpensable and eternd triangle.



Thelarva, blindly, brainlesdy obeying itsingtincts, aroused by mutua fondling by the two, would descend
tall firgt into the throat of one of the two Eeltau. Inside the body of the lover afleshy valve would open to
admit the dim body of thelarva. Its open tip would touch the ovary of the host. Thelarva, like an electric
ed, would release atiny current. The hostesswould go into an ecstasy, its nerves stimulate
electrochemicaly. The ovary would release an egg no larger than apencil dot. It would disappear into the
opentip of thelarva stall, there to begin ajourney up acanal toward the center of its body, urged on by
the contraction of muscle and whipping of cilia

Thenthelarvadid out of the first hostess's mouth and went tail first into the other, there to repeat the
process. Sometimes the larva garnered eggs, sometimes not, depending upon whether the ovary had a
fully developed oneto release.

When the process was successful, the two eggs moved toward each other but did not quite mest.
Not yet.

There must be other eggs collected in the dark incubator of the larva, collected by pairs, though not
necessarily from the same couple of donors.

These would number anywhere from twenty to forty pairs.

Then, one day, the mysterious chemistry of the cellswould tell the larva s body that it had gathered
enough eggs.

A hormone was rel eased, the metamorphosis begun. The larva swelled enormoudy, and the mother,
seeing this, placed it tenderly in awarm place and fed it plenty of predigested food and sugar water.

Before the eyes of its mother, the larvathen grew shorter and wider. Itstail contracted; its cartilaginous
vertebrae, widdy separated initslarval stage, shifted closer to each other and hardened, a skeleton
formed, ribs, shoulders. Legs and arms budded and grew and took humanoid shape. Six months passed,
and there lay inits crib something resembling ababy of Homo sapiens.

From then until its fourteenth year, the Edltau grew and devel oped much asits Terran counterpart.

Adulthood, however, initiated more strange changes. Hor-‘ tnone released hormone until the first pair of
gametes, dormant these fourteen years, moved together.

Thetwo fused, the chromatin of one uniting with the chro-matin of the other. Out of the two—asingle
creature, wormlike, four incheslong, was released into the somach of its hostess.

Then, nausea. Vomiting. And so, comparatively painlessly, the bringing forth of ageneticaly new being.

It was thisworm that would be both fetus and phallus and would give ecstasy and draw into itsown
body the eggs of loving adults and would metamorphose and become infant, child, and adullt.

And so on and so on.

He rose and shakily walked to his own bed. There he sat down, his head bowed, while he muttered to
himsdlf.

“Let’'ssee now. Martiagave birth to, brought forth, or up, thislarva. But the larvaactualy doesn’t have
any of Martia sgenes. Martiawasjust the hostess for it.

“However, if Martiahasalover, shewill, by means of thisworm, pass on her heritable qualities. This



worm will become an adult and bring forth, or up, Martia schild.”
Heraised hishandsin despair.

“How do the E€ltau reckon ancestry? How keep track of their relatives? Or do they care? Wouldn't it
be easier to consider your foster mother, your hostess, your real mother? As, in the sense of having
borne you, sheis?

“And what kind of sexua code do these people have? It can't, | would think, be much like ours. Nor is
there any reason why it should be.

“But who isresponsible for raising the larva and child? Its pseudo-mother? Or does the lover sharein the
duties? And what about property and inheritance laws? And, and...”

Helplesdy, helooked & Martia.
Fondly stroking the head of the larva, she returned his stare.
Lane shook his head.

“I waswrong. Edltau and Terran couldn’t meet on afriendly basis. My people would react to yours asto
disgusting vermin. Their degpest prejudices would be aroused, their strongest taboos would be violated.
They could not learn to live with you or consider you even faintly human.

“And asfar asthat goes, could you live with us? Wasn't the sight of me naked a shock? Isthat reaction a
part of why you don’t make contact with us?’

Martia put the larva down and stood up and walked over to him and kissed the tips of hisfingers. Lane,
though he had to fight againgt visibly flinching, took her fingers and kissed them. Softly, he said to her,
“Yet... individuals could learn to respect each other, to have affection for each other. And masses are
mede of individuas”

Helay back on the bed. The grogginess, pushed aside for awhile by excitement, was coming back. He
couldn’t fight off degp much longer.

“Fine nobletak,” he murmured. “But it means nothing.

Eeltau don't think they should deal with us. And we are, unknowingly, pushing out toward them. What
will happen when we are ready to make theinterstellar jump? War? Or will they be afraid to let us
advance even to that point and destroy us before then? After dl, one cobalt bomb...*

Helooked again at Martia, a the not-quite-human yet beautiful face, the smooth skin of the chest,
abdomen, and loins, innocent of nipple, navel, or labia. From far off she had come, from apossibly
terrifying place acrossterrifying distances. About her, however, there wasllittle that was terrifying and
much that was warm, generous, companionable, attractive.

Asif they had waited for some key to turn, and the key had been turned, the lines he had read before
fdling adeegp the last night in the base came again to him.

Jisthe voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my
undefiled...

We have a little sister,

And she hath no breasts:



What shall we do for our sister

In the day when she shall be spoken for?
With thee conversing, | forget all time,

All seasons, and their change, all please alike.

“With thee conversing,” he said doud. He turned over so hisback wasto her, and he pounded hisfist
againg the bed.

“Oh dear God, why couldn’t it be 0?7’

A long time he lay there, hisface pressed into the mattress. Something had happened; the overpowering
fatigue was gone; his body had drawn strength from some reservoir. Redizing this, he sat up and
beckoned to Martia, smiling at the sametime.

Sherose dowly and started to walk to him, but he signaled that she should bring the larvawith her. At
firgt, shelooked puzzled. Then her expression cleared, to be replaced by understanding. Smiling
delightedly, she walked to him, and though he knew it must be atrick of hisimagination, it seemed to him
that she swayed her hips as awoman would.

She halted in front of him and then stooped to kiss him full on thelips. Her eyes were closed.

He hesitated for afraction of a second. She—no, it, he told himself—looked so trusting, so loving, o
womanly, that he could not doit.

“For Earth!” he said fiercely and brought the edge of his pam hard against the side of her neck.

She crumpled forward againgt him, her face diding into his chest. Lane caught her under the armpits and
laid her facedown on the bed. The larva, which had fallen from her hand onto the floor, was writhing
about asif hurt. Lane picked it up by itstail and, in afrenzy that owed its violence to the fear he might not
be able to do it, snapped it like awhip. There was a crack as the head smashed into the floor and blood
spurted from its eyes and mouth. Lane placed his hedl on the head and stepped down until therewasa
flat mess beneath hisfoot.

Then, quickly, before she could come to her senses and speak any words that would render him sick and
weak, he ran to a cabinet. Snatching anarrow towe out ot it, he ran back and gagged her. After that he
tied her hands behind her back with the rope.

“Now, you bitch!” he panted. “We'll see who comes out ahead! Y ou would do that with me, would you!
Y ou deserverthis; your monster deservesto die!”

Furioudy he began packing. In fifteen mintues he had the suits, helmets, tanks, and food rolled into two
bundles. He searched for the wegpon she had talked about and found something that might concelvably
beit. It had a butt that fitted to his hand, adid that might be arheostat for controlling degrees of intensity
of whatever it shot, and abulb at the end. The bulb, he hoped, expelled the stunning and killing energy.
Of course, he might be wrong. It could be fashioned for an entirely different purpose.

Martia had regained consciousness. She sat on the edge of the -bed, her shoulders hunched, her head
drooping, tears running down her cheeks and into the towel around her mouth. Her wide eyes were
focused on the smashed worm by her feet.

Roughly, Lane seized her shoulder and pulled her upright. She gazed wildly a him, and he gave her alittle



shove. Hefdt sick within him, knowing that he had killed the larvawhen he did not have to do so and
that he was handling her so violently because he was afraid, not of her, but of himsdf. If he had been
disgusted because she had fallen into the trap he set for her, he was so because he, too, beneath his
disgust, had wanted to commit that act of love. Commit, he thought, was the right word. It contained
crimind implications

Martiawhirled around, amost losing her balance because of her tied hands. Her face worked, and
sounds burst from the gag.

“Shut up!” he howled, pushing her again. She went sprawling and only saved hersdf from faling on her
face by dropping on her knees. Once more, he pulled her to her feet, noting as he did so that her knees
were skinned. The sight of the blood, instead of softening him, enraged him even more.

“Behave yoursdf, or you'll get worse!” he snarled.

She gave him one more questioning ook, threw back her head, and made a strange strangling sound.
Immediately, her face took on abluish tinge. A second later, shefell heavily on thefloor.

Alarmed, he turned her over. She was choking to degth.

Hetore off the gag and reached into her mouth and grabbed the root of her tongue. It dipped away and
he saized ifagain, only to haveit dide away asif it werealive anima that defied him.

Then he had pulled her tongue out of her throat; she had swallowed it in an effort to kill herself.

Lane waited. When he was sure she was going to recover, he replaced the gag around her mouth. Just as
he was about to tie the knot at the back of her neck, he stopped. What use would it be to continue this?
If alowed to speak, she would say the word that would throw him into retching. If gagged, shewould
swalow her tongue again.

He could save her only so many times. Eventualy, she would succeed in strangling hersdif.

The oneway to solve his problem was the one way he could not take. If her tongue were cut off at the
root, she could neither speak nor kill herself. Some men might do it; he could not.

The other way to keep her silent wasto kill her.

“I can'tdoitincold blood,” he said doud. “ So, if you want to die, Martia, then you must do it by
committing suicide. That, | can't help. Up you go. I'll get your pack, and we' |l leave.”

Martiaturned blue and sagged to thefloor.
“I'll not help you thistime!” he shouted, but he found himself franticaly trying to undo the knot.

At the sametime, he told himself what afool he was. Of course! The solution wasto use her own gun on
her. Turn the rheogtat to a stunning degree of intensity and knock her out whenever she started to regain
consciousness. Such a course would mean he' d have to carry her and her equipment, too, on the
thirty-mile walk down the tube to an exit near hisbase. But he could do it. HE d rig up some sort of
travois. He d doit! Nothing could stop him. And Earth...

At that moment, hearing an unfamiliar noise, he looked up. There were two Eetau in pressure suits
standing there, and another crawling out of the tunndl. Each had a bulb-tipped handgun in her hand.

Desperately, Lane snatched at the weapon he carried in his belt. With hisleft hand he twisted the rheostat



on the sde of the barrel, hoping that thiswould turn it on full force. Then he raised the bulb toward the
group. ..

Hewokeflat on hisback, clad in his suit, except for the helmet, and strapped to a stretcher. His body
was helpless, but he could turn his head. He did so, and saw many Eeltau dismantling the room. The one
who had stunned him with her gun before he could fire was standing by him.

She spoke in English that held only atrace of foreign accent. “ Settle down, Mr. Lane. You'rein for a
long ride. Y ou'll be more comfortably situated once we rein our ship.”

He opened his mouth to ask her how she knew his name but closed it when he redized she must have
read the entriesin the log at the base. And it was to be expected that some Eeltau would betrained in
Earth languages. For over acentury their sentinel spaceships had beentuningintoradioand TV.

It was then that Martia spoke to the captain. Her face was wild and reddened with weeping and marks
where she had falen.

Theinterpreter said to Lane, “ Mahrseeya asks you to tell her why you killed her. .. baby. She cannot
understand why you thought you had to do s0.”

“I cannot answer,” said Lane. His head felt very light, dmost asif it were abaloon expanding. And the
room began dowly to turn around.

“I will tell her why,” answered the interpreter. “1 will tell her that it isthe nature of the beast.”

“That isnot so!” cried Lane. “1 am no vicious beast. | did what | did because | had to! | could not accept
her love and still remain aman! Not the kind of man...”

“Mahrseeya” said theinterpreter, “will pray that you be forgiven the murder of her child and that you will
someday, under our teaching, be unable to do such athing. She hersdlf, though sheis stricken with grief
for her dead baby, forgives you. She hopes the time will come when you will regard her asa—sster. She
thinksthereis some good in you.”

Lane clenched histeeth together and bit the end of histongue until it bled while they put hishelmet on. He
did not dareto try to talk, for that would have meant he would scream and scream. Hefelt asif
something had been planted in him and had broken its shell and was growing into something like aworm.
It was eating him, and what would happen before it devoured al of him he did not know.

TheKing of Beasts
1964
THE BIOLOGISTS WAS showing the distinguished visitor through the zoo and laboratory.

“Our budget,” he said, “istoo limited to re-create al known extinct species. So we bring to life only the
higher animds, the beautiful onesthat were wantonly exterminated. I’'m trying, asit were, to make up for
brutaity and supidity. Y ou might say that man struck God in the face every time he wiped out abranch
of theanima kingdom.”

He paused, and they looked across the moats and the force fields. The quagga wheeled and galloped,
delight and sun flashing off hisflanks. The sea otter poked his humorous whiskersfrom the water. The
gorilla peered from behind bamboo. Passenger pigeons strutted. A rhinocerostrotted like a dainty
battleship. With gentle eyes a giraffe |ooked at them, then resumed egting leaves.



“There sthe dodo. Not beautiful but very droll. And very helpless. Come, I'll show you the re-creation
itslf.”

In the great building, they passed between rows of tal and wide tanks. They could see clearly through the
windows and thejely within.

“Those are African Elephant embryos,” said the biologist. “We plan to grow alarge herd and then
rel ease them on the new government preserve.”

“You pogtively radiate,” said the distinguished viditor. “Y ou redly lovethe animds, don’t you?’
“I lovedl life”
“Tell me” said the viditor, “where do you get the data for recreation?’

“Mostly, skeletons and skins from the ancient museums. Excavated books and films that we succeeded in
restoring and then trand ating. Ah, see those huge eggs? The chicks of the giant moa are growing within
them. There, dmost ready to be taken from the tank, aretiger cubs. They’ll be dangerous when grown
but will be confined to the preserve.”

The visitor stopped before the last of the tanks.

“Jugt one?’ hesaid. “What isit?’

“Poor littlething,” said the biologist, now sad. “It will be so done. But | shdl giveit dl thelovel have”
“Isit so dangerous?’ said the vigitor. “Worse than eephants, tigers, and bears?’

“I had to get specid permission to grow thisone,” said the biologist. His voice quavered.

The visitor stepped sharply back from the tank. He said, “ Then it must be... But you wouldn’t dare!”
The biologist nodded.

“Yes. It'saman.”
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